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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I often think about this: can a truly enlightened being draw others to him through pure sexuality?

I know. Weird.

But if such a thing was possible, what would be some of the pros and cons to such an ability?

Here’s the story with the answer…if you can take it!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sue examined the dildo with much interest.

It was dark and leathery looking, but had a subtle sheen to it.

“What do you think?” asked Randy.

Sue bit her lip and twisted her mouth in a frown. She was an amazingly attractive young woman. He golden blonde hair was a bit messy right now, and her blue eyes were not quite happy, in spite of the orgasm she had just had.

“We’ve been victimized by marketing.”

Randy reached out for the dildo. She handed it to him and he turned it over, closed his hand on the thing, felt how much give it had. “Maybe it’s just not right for vaginas?”

Sue was wearing the normal bra and panties she preferred. Her large breasts were in danger of overflowing.  Randy was wearing a culottes and a bra. His breasts were coming in nicely. Soon he would be filling D cups without a problem.

“Look, it’s supposed to have a natural lubricant, the material itself is supposed to slide right in, but I can tell you…it doesn’t. And when it does get in it pulls on the insides a bit. It’s okay, but not the true comfort we need.”

“I’m telling you,” he persisted, “it’s designed more for assholes.”

“Like you?” she grinned.

“Oh, ha!”

“You just want to try it out. Admit it.”

Now he grinned. “Oh, please, mistress, don’t make me put that big choo choo up my poo poo.”

Both of them laughed now, and Randy tossed the big tool back to Sue. She caught it and grinned. “You get your wish. Come here and bend over.”

He sobered quickly. Sue had just transitioned from having fun to being dominant. She liked to do that, and she really liked to be dominant with Randy.

“Please, I—“

“Now!” she snapped.

Randy was a true submissive, and he started to shiver with anticipation.

They were in Sue’s bedroom in the Femwood Asylum. It was small, but adequate. As long as one didn’t sneeze.

“But I’m going to be receiving training tonight and—“

He could feel Sue’s attitude sharpening up. Her blues turned cold. “When I speak you comply.” She stepped over to him and slapped him in the face.

Randy was shaking now, and little tears were forming in the corners of his eyes.

It was a good slap, as it had to be. No half measures were ever respected at the Femwood Asylum.

Randy turned and bent and Sue placed a hand on the small of his back. She placed the tip of the dildo on his rectum. “Tell me you love me,” she murmured.

“Oh, Sue. I do.”

She slid the thing into his anus.

Randy jerked, then pushed back, and sighed.

“You’re right,” sue commented. “It is more designed for an asshole.”

He groaned as she pushed it in and out. Bent over as he was his breasts hung down.

Sue reached up and undid the clap on his bra. The bra sagged and his breasts hung lower.

Instinctively he reached up and cupped his boobs.

Then Sue reached under the dildo, between his legs, and massaged his testicles. She couldn't touch his pecker because of the chastity tube he was wearing, but she sure could feel it surging. It wiggled and waggled and was kept in check by the hard plastic.

“Do you like it?” asked Sue, giving the tool a twist.

“You’re right, it is rough,” his voice was raspy with lust now. He was having trouble focusing on talking with this wonderful deice inside him.

“Should I drain you?”

“Oh, would you?”

She grabbed his package with one hand and sped up the in and out action with her other hand, and when he was feeling very loosy goosy she said, “No.”

She pulled the dildo and it gave a little pop.

“Oh, fuck,” he cried.

Sue laughed. “How could you even ask? You know you’re on an orgasm diet.”

Slowly he straightened up, feeling his gaping hole slowly shrink. His voice was soft and begging as he said, “You can’t blame me for asking.”

Knock, knock.

It was an hour before lunch time and they were alone. Who could be wanting them, or even know where they were for that matter?

“Come in.”

The door opened and Harold opened the door.

Harold was a bit creepy, a bit chubby and bald, but he was also accomplished at using the tools the Femwood Asylum used in their therapy. He peered at both of them for a full second, judging them, then: “Miss Rathel would like to see you. Both of you.”

He didn’t leave, and Sue finally said, “Thanks, Harold. I’ll be down as soon as I dress.”

Still, he stood and stared, and his piggy little eyes focused on her breasts. Then he looked at Randy’s tits and licked his lips.

“You’ll tell her, won’t you?” Sue emphasized, and Harold finally got the hint. Without a word he closed the door.

“He bugs me,” said Randy.

“”I wish I could put him on the machine,” she spoke of the device commonly used in the asylum to cure sexual problems in patients. “I’d cook his pork chops for him.”

“He is a pork chop.”

“Now, Randy. Don’t be that way.”

Sue pulled on her lab coat and Randy pulled up his panties and his culottes. They were both wearing high heels that showed off their calves.

They exited the room and headed down the corridor, down the stairs, down another corridor, into a smaller hallway, and tapped on Miss Rathel’s door.

“Come in!”

As they entered the room Miss Rathel was talking on the phone. She motioned them to a pair of chairs in front of her desk and they sat down.

Miss Rathel’s office was a large and comfy. There was a couch on the side of the room, a couple of filing cabinets, and a bookshelf filled with the latest psychiatric works.

For a moment Sue just looked around the room, then she started listening to Miss Rathel’s conversation.

“You understand we’re not set up for imprisonment…yes, we’ve got material for confinement, but that is…I understand, but…”

It was a one sided conversation. Something was happening and Miss Rathel didn’t seem pleased. She wasn’t angry, but the way she ke[pt objecting, and the way it sounded like her objections were being shot down…what was happening?”

“We would like a few more days to set up restraints and…but there are situations we need to…very well.”

A few minutes later, her eyes looking a little pinched, Miss Rathel hung up the phone.

“Well, that was pleasant. Not.”

“What the heck was that all about?”

“We’re getting a new guest.”

“We get new guests all the time…” Sue left the rest of the sentence for Miss Rathel to finish.

“Not one like this. You know we’ve been getting government funds?”

“Of course.”

“With those funds come a few attachments.”

She was holding a pencil in her hand now. She turned to the window and looked out. She was thinking, and boiling inside.

She suddenly snapped the pencil. Looked at it like she was surprised, then tossed the two pieces into the trash can under her desk.

“Okay.” She smiled wanly. “Time to put on a happy face. The state is sending us one Augustus Jones.”

The air went out of the room. All the way out. All that was left was three people gasping for breath.

“I thought he was given a life sentence,” whispered Randy.

“Life means different things to different people,” commented Miss Rathel wryly.

“What happened?”

Miss Rathel met Sue’s gaze. “I think I’ve got an enemy.”

Sue and Randy waited for her to explain.

Miss Rathel shoved an official piece of paper across her desk. “We’ve been doing well, and it’s getting out. Certain people in the psychiatric field take issue with my methods, however. Rufus Fielding was in charge when I did my internship. I refused to lay down for him.

That made them blink. The idea of Miss Rathel refusing to lay down for anybody was surprising.

“Don’t look surprised. He is distasteful, unpleasant to the eye, and totally incompetent…” she took a breath, “…when he wants to be.”

She took a deep breath then, and continued. “Rufus has apparently got some inroads into the government, he always was a slimy, political type, and he figures if he sends us a case we can’t cure it will take the wind out of my sails. Our sails. Maybe even get the government to withhold funds for our little enterprise here.”

“But we’re doing so well!”

Miss Rathel gave a sort of a shrug.

“So when are we getting this poster boy for sexual deviance?”

“Tomorrow.”

Another gasp. More air in an already airless room went right out the closed window.

“That’s not enough time!”

“Not only that, but they are only going to give him to us for one month. One month to get to the bottom of all his neuroses and psychoses.”

“Oh, Lord,” muttered Randy.

“What treatment do you prescribe?”

Miss Rathel leaned back in her swivel and eyeballed Sue. “That, my dear, is going to be your call.”

“What?”

“I am going to be called to Washington, probably dear Rufus’s work again, and meet with various members of the psychiatric board there.”

“But I don’t know enough! I’m still in training myself.”

“Sue, you are the best and the brightest. You are far ahead of where I was when I started this shindig, and I’ve got no one else.”

“What about Harold?”

“Harold is good for bullying techniques. Augustus is a brilliant psychopath. He is going to need the subtle touch. Not so much in specific physical techniques, but in the assessment and verbal therapy areas.”

“How about Dr. Winslow? She’s got ten times my experience.”

“Maternity leave.”

“Dr. Smith?”

“Ha.” Not blurted, just stated, and implied as inadequate, which was true when it came to the case of Augustus Jones.

“I don’t think it’s fair,” remarked Randy suddenly.

Miss Rathel just smiled at him. “Randy, you don’t have the guts to push things through around here in a situation like this. But you are a stickler for detail, and I know you follow directions to the nth. Furthermore, I know that when the shit hits the fan you will immediately go to Sue. You are being assigned as her assistant.”

“But—“

“Shut up.”

Randy clamped his lips shut.

“Okay, Susie Sue,” Miss Rathel addressed Sue familiarly to show her some compassion. “Dr. Slauson will be in charge of the Asylum’s day to day activities, but she has orders that you are to have sole authority, and to answer to no one, and to be given carte blanche when it comes to the disposition and treatment of Augustus Jones. We do have his folders from previous but failed therapies, so I suggest you delve into those, and choose a room to set up in. I need not remind you that the room must be secure and have the necessary means of restraint for him. Anything else?”

Randy shook his head, and Sue sadly quipped, “Have a good time in Washington.”

“Ha!”

The meeting was over.

Sue and Randy headed upstairs to her room to make their plan of battle. Randy was carrying a box filled with folders concerning the life, crimes, and imprisonment of Augustus Jones.

“Well,” said Randy as they climbed the stairs, “the good news is that you cure him in two days, then spend the rest of your time working on your plans for administering to humanity.”

“That’s a nice thought,” mused Sue, already thinking about Augustus Jones.

“Actually, there is a potential good side to this.”

“Oh?”

“We already know the Femwood Methods work. People are disturbed because of sexual frustration. Really, we’re just working out a few bumps.”

“Like how to cure all of humanity?” Sue spoke dryly.

“No, like if you do cure Augustus then that will really help Miss Rathel, and yourself…and that will make it easier for you to get backing to begin treating the common man.”

“God, do I love your optimism.”

They came to the door to her room then, and Sue opened the door. Randy slipped past her with the box of records and put them on the floor next to Sue’s desk.

“Over by the bed, I think.”

“Of course.” He moved the box quickly, then stood and waited.

Randy was brilliant as a submissive. In fact, he was almost an alpha of submissives, as contrary as that might sound.

Sue took off her lab coat, which made Randy’s cock wiggle in its cage. He couldn’t help but react to her luscious boobs.

Sue smiled. “Why don’t you find out which rooms are available in the West Wing. We’re going to need working electricity, toys, chains, a bed with restraints, wall restraints, penis gags, and anything you might think of. In fact, if you see something that you didn’t think of, get it. And maybe some BLTs for lunch, if they have them.”

“Yes, ma’am,” and Randy was out the door. This was what he did best: follow directions.

As soon as he was gone she took a cold Coke out of the small fridge she kept next to her desk and popped it. She lay down on the bed and started going through the life of Augustus Jones.

And while Randy was seeing to accommodations, and Sue was delving into his psyche, Augustus Jones was being readied for transportation.

“Come on, honey, once for the road.”

Kelsie King, a rather round nurse, one with the muscles to handle Gus, was packing Augustus’s possessions.

Augustus, or ‘Gus,’ as he liked to be called, was chained by the ankles, wearing a straight jacket, and strapped to a large hand dolly.

Nothing was done about the huge bulge in his pants. Nothing could be done about that; Augustus had had a permanent case of priapism since he was knee high to a pervert.

“Shut up, Gus, or I’ll call for the penis gag.”

Gus was quiet, but only for a second. “Why are you packing my things? I’m coming back in a month.”

“I hope not,” Kelsey whispered under her breath, but not meaning it.

Gus was not an ugly man. In fact, people always considered him handsome, especially only when they saw a picture of him, and didn’t experience the filth of his personality.

In fact, his charm and handsomeness had helped him kidnap, and then imprison for half a dozen years, three women.

And, oh, the sexual perversions he had subjected them to. To this day all three women were not only obsessed with acting out Gus’s sexual fantasies, but they wanted to enact them on him.

And, beyond that, women all over the world wrote him letters and asked to be his love slave.

Even Kelsey, packing his possessions, couldn’t help but think of how sex might be with the world’s most notorious pervert.

A simple glance at his groin showed that he had a monster tool, and that it was fully functioning.

And the way he looked at women, seducing them with a glance, conquering them with his soft, brown eyes and his gentle demeanor.

“Come on, Kelsey, just one blow job for the road.”

Kelsey stopped for a minute. She just held her position and thought about how many times she had sucked his penis. And how she had enjoyed it.

Many women turned up their noses at giving fellatio, but there was something about the personality of Augustus Jones that made the act of giving head wonderful, sublime, even orgasmic.

She looked at him. “Honey, you can wait, and when you get back…maybe. If they haven’t cured you.”

“Oh, baby. You know that nothing short of castration will cure me. I mean, sex is all there is…right?

She could feel herself giving way, falling into his sway. No matter how much she wanted to say no…yes was always on her lips. Damn that Augustus! What was his power?

She stood up. Though she was round, her breasts were big and they pushed out. Now, getting excited, her nipples were poking through the material of her uniform.

He smiled. A charming, puppy dog smile of trust and love.

Love. How could a man who imprisoned women and sexually tortured them be capable of love?

Yet, that was his talent. He could convince any woman that he loved them with just a simple grin.

“Oh, yes,” he sighed, eyeing her up and down.

“Damn you,” she hissed, and she stepped to him and undid his zipper.

To say that his penis was large was the ultimate understatement.

It stuck out a foot, and it was large in diameter. Large around as soda cans. And when he came it was like popping the top of a soda can.

PSHHT! And the tip of his weenie exploded spray. A lot of spray.

Some women got him off just so they could watch the show. Some women rode him just so they could feel his massive release spraying the insides of their vaginas.

Kelsey looked down at the big tube and sighed. She knelt and attempted to get her mouth around it. She was one of the few who could. She had large lips, and her mouth was big.

Gus smiled gratefully as her mouth slid down his shaft.

“Oh, yes. I’m going to miss you.”

Kelsey loved that, that he could actually miss a woman, instead of just fucking as many as he could without thought, it was a compliment to her womanliness.

She used both hands and stroked him, letting her knuckles hit his rather sizable balls on each stroke.

“Oh, yes!” grunted Gus.

He was close. Real close, and he would have cum right then, except that Kelsey wanted more than just to suck on his schlong. She wanted him inside her.

She took her mouth off his penis and he cried out, begged for her to suck him to conclusion.

Kelsey was in a sexual fever, however. She undid her pants and pulled them, and her panties, down.

She backed against him, and his big dong sank all the way in. She felt his balls slam into her thighs, and she knew he was about to fill her up with his white suds.

She could feel his excitement as he moved his hips forward marginally.

She groaned as her pussy was stretched out, she looked over her shoulder to encourage him.

He looked down at her, he was almost…almost…

“OFFICER KING!”

“Oh, fuck!” Kelsy moved off his dingus and pulled her pants up and hurriedly tried to button up.

“What are you doing?” It was Janice Loew, Kelsey’s immediate senior.

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I was just putting his personal possessions—“

“It looks like you were doing a lot more than that. Were you fucking the patient?”

“Oh…uh…”

“No, she wasn’t.” Gus had a pinched look in his eyes. He had been so close. His balls felt like somebody had been playing ping pong with them.

Then the room was silent for a moment. A moment while Kelsey pushed stuff into a cardboard box, and while Janice glared at Gus.

And Gus winked at her.

Janice melted. Heart to pussy, she felt the heat.

“Get out of here, Officer King,” Janice blurted.

Kelsey was only to glad to get out of there. She left dust and flying papers behind her, then the door was closed.

“You can’t blame her,” Gus whispered, and he turned on his charm.

Janice locked the door and walked in front of the dolly. “You asshole!” she breathed.

“I know.”

“How could you…”

“I don’t know.”

Then Janice was hugging him, kissing him, and…putting a penis plug into his mouth.

“Mmmph!” he tried to speak, but his pie hole was effectively sealed.

Janice tugged at her belt, unzipped, lowered his pants and panties.

“What am I going to do with you gone?”

“Mpphhh!”

“Oh, shut up!”

She wheeled the dolly around and placed the back of it against a wall. Then she climbed up his front, used the metal of the sides of the dolly for hand holds and footholds, and sat upon him.

“Mmmm!” Gus muttered. He was going to get to cum after all.

But then there really never was any doubt.

The delivery of Augustus ‘Gus’ Jones to the Femwood Asylum was carried out in efficient fashion, but with fanfare unexpected.

A truck with a big box arrived at the gate and papers were checked. No big deal.

The truck was directed to the large dock in the back of the facility, and some of the patients who were out for walks or exercise, began to appear in the rear parking area. They sauntered towards the truck, which wasn’t different from many of the trucks that delivered food and other items to Femwood every day.

The back of the truck was rolled up and there resided Gus.

He was strapped to the hand dolly, his limbs restrained and a penis gag in his mouth. His eyes, however were free to roam.

There were a couple of workers on the back of the dock, and they stared at the curiously restrained Gus with interest.

And their penises were suddenly erect.

A couple of patients climbed up on the dock and got in the way.

The guards and nurses transporting Gus pushed the people back, as gently as they could, and rushed the hand truck to a freight elevator.

More and more people were appearing. It was as if they could smell Gus, and they were like rabid dogs, in a loving sense.

Gus went down the freight elevator to the clamor of hungry voices, reaching hands, and wet pussies and erect cocks.

“Come back!”

“Who’s that?”

“Please…we need…we need…”

Then the hoist reached the basement level and the waiting Sue and Randy and Harold.

Harold had been requisitioned to help them secure Gus, but Sue was immediately sorry.

As Gus’s soft eyes were lowered into the light, when the door went up and they had a full view of him, Harold moaned.

Sue glanced at Harold, and was stunned by the look in his eyes.

Harold was normally immune from any sexual empathy. He generated his own hunger, liked to fuck patients, but had himself under control.

Now he wasn’t under control. He licked his blubbery lips and reached his hand into his pants. He had an erection and was making the most of it.

“Harold. Please return to your duties.”

Harold almost couldn’t. He wrenched his eyes off of Gus and looked at here. Begging. No. Don’t do this to me. Let me stay here and…and…

And what? There was nothing a therapist who couldn’t control himself could do for any patient.

Harold still might not have left, but Sue turned to Randy and jerked her head.

Randy, in spite of his own rising excitement, was the perfect submissive. He followed orders to the letter. In this case, his desire to be submissive was subordinate to his rising lust for Gus. He turned to Harold and touched him, and turned him and made the man walk, his head turning constantly to look back over his shoulder, out of the basement.

Sue still hadn’t looked at Augustus. She watched Randy escort Harold to the door to the asylum.

Sue felt it.

She had noticed a change in the ambience of the basement even before the hoist was settled, and it increased as the elevator doors opened, but then she had been distracted by Harold.

Now she looked directly at Augustus Jones, and a shock went through her.

Him.

His brown eyes were…scintillating. They sparkle with a joy of life, sexual life, that penetrated right through her eyes and grey matter to the little kernel of organ that promoted sexual impulses in a human being.

She managed not to gasp, but she felt immediate wetness between her thighs. Her tits became flushed and her nipples felt like they were glowing under her bra and lab coat.

For a long moment she just stood there, feeling quivering sensations rack her frame, trying to come to grips with who he was.

He was clean shaven, and the only pictures she had seen of him were with a beard. But she should have recognized him. She should have.

“Bring him this way,” she managed.

The nurses rolled Gus after the doctor, and Gus watched the sensual sway of Sue’s hips under the lab coat. He imagined the lusty pussy between those shapely legs. He drooled around his penis gag as he thought of her large breasts.

And he was struck by the irony of the situation. After all these years…her.

Sue strode into the room they had selected for Gus. It was twenty by twenty and perfectly set up.

The machines they used to treat patients were lined up against a wall. One wall had his restraints, chains which lead to padded, leather cuffs. Cuffs which would be inspected daily and replaced as needed.

In a large cabinet was a variety of sexual tools. Everything they would need, from dildos and butt plugs to Wartenberg wheels and electrical stimulaters.

On a desk were Gus’s records, and behind that was a small collection of books that would be appropriate for his proposed cure.

Near the restraining wall were benches he could be bent over, chairs with legs that would come apart, and a bed. Everything within easy reach so he could be moved from wall to bed or whatever apparatus was selected.

“Let’s secure him to the wall, stated Sue.

The nurses were used to manipulating Gus, and they understood the set up. They backed the dolly up to the wall and began removing his straight jacket.

Gus watched Sue closely. He knew she was feeling the heat, they all did. But his horny feelings for her, so much stronger than regular people, were the surprise, and yet…he understood.

She, like he, was sending out sexual impulses, blanketing the area with the heady aroma of sex, pulling sexual desires towards themselves, and it was inevitable that they would feel compulsion for each other.

But she could control it! How?

The nurses worked quickly and one arm was freed and locked it into a leather cuff. They worked the other arm free and restrained that one, then pulled the straight jacket away from him, and extricated the hand truck from behind him.

All the while Sue watched. She saw how the nurses kept glancing at Gus, how one of them squeezed his crotch quickly in frustration, how the other one actually rubbed his groin against the hand dolly as he worked it away from Gus.

Randy had returned from escorting Harold out of the basement and taken up a position next to Sue. He murmured, “Whoa. Wow.”

“Are you alright?” Sue’s eyes fixed on him.

“Yes, ma’am,” he quickly blurted.

Then the nurses had Sue sign documents indicating she had received the patient in fine condition, and they left. With backward glances and sighs.

“Randy. Lock the door.”

Randy did, having to physically shove some of the Femwood staff back to get the door closed. Then the lock clicked and they were alone.

Augustus Jones, sexual predator extraordinaire.

Randy, a true submissive.

And Sue. Bright and energetic and one of the finest sex therapists Femwood had ever seen.

Gus tried to talk. His mouth was dry from the penis gag and he was tired of being gagged.

“Randy, loosen the chains so that he can remove the penis gag.”

Randy picked up a remote and pressed a button. A winch whined and the chains came out of the wall.

Quickly, Gus reached up and, with a little twisting, managed to undo the strap at the back of his head. He took out the penis gag. Said, “Gah!” and worked his mouth. Then: “Could I have water? Please?”

Randy moved to comply, which startled Sue. Randy had was submissiveness, but he was focused on her. Now he had moved, submissively, from a command/request from Gus.

She let Gus drink, and when he had handed the glass back to Randy she had said, “I’d like to speak with Gus alone.”

Oh, the look on Randy’s face. The disappointment. And, for the first time, he actually objected to a command. “But, Sue…”

She looked at him, and in that look he caved.

“Yes, ma’am.”

He turned and left the room. As he went out the door Sue took his key, and when the door was closed she locked it.

She could hear the sounds of a crowd murmuring in the corridor. Hmm.

She turned back to Gus and walked towards him.

Gus watched her stalk him, and his cock throbbed in his pants.

Without a word she picked up the remote that controlled the chains. She pressed buttons, and Gus’s legs were pulled apart, back towards the wall.

“Oh,” he said, understanding what was about to happen. “This isn’t fair.”

“It’s not meant to be,” smiled Sue meanly. She took a half step back, set herself, then took a long step and swung her foot.

POP!

It was a perfect dropkick and Gus curled in on himself and began puking.


Part Two

Sue went to her desk and opened the bottom drawer. In it was a bottle of Canadian whiskey. Good stuff. Went down smooth.

She turned to the small kitchenette that had been set up in a corner. She opened the small fridge and took out a tray of ice cubes. She filled two glasses with the amber liquor, then popped a Coke and added it to the mix.

She walked back to where Gus was trying to stand up, wiping the barf from his lips. With one foot she hooked a chair and moved it around and to where Gus could reach it.

Gus put out a weak hand and adjusted the chair, then plopped his butt down. He was still hurting, and would be for a while, but he took the glass of spirits and sipped from it. That helped.

Sue hooked another chair and moved it into position. She sat down opposite Gus, but about three feet away. Just out of reach of his arms.

“So, how have you been?”

Gus gave a wheeze or two, recovered himself enough to talk. “It’s been a long time.”

TEN YEARS PREVIOUS…

“This is crazy,” Gus said. He and his lab partner, Sue Northrup, were in  a small hut in the mountains of northern Mexico.

Mountains where Chiricahua Apaches roamed, and staked out the blanco Norteamericanos, where Captain Jack hunted in vain for Pancho, and where the world laughed at the clumsy white soldier and his hopeless arrogance.

Mountains where even drug smugglers stayed away.

Too rough, too wild, and the only people who inhabited these forbidden climes were loco, or brujo. Or maybe both.

Gus and Sue had traveled from South California, home of drug deals and movie stars, in search of better drugs.

Careful research indicated that there was a powerful brujo, a sorcerer, or witch, or whatever, in these mountains, and she had developed the most powerful hallucinogen in the world.

And what else could budding psychiatrists want than LSD. LSD, in this case, being ‘Longer Stronger Drugs.’

Sue turned to Gus and smiled and said, “Bawk, bawk.”

“Oh, fuck you!”

“I thought you would never ask!” She was wearing student clothes, jeans and shirt, sturdy hiking boots. She wasn’t a very sexy person, and perhaps that was why she yearned for sex so much. She began pulling off her clothes and her eyes were glowing with desire.

“Oh, come on,” Gus said. How he had gotten hooked up with this geek he didn't know. Well, he did know. She was smart, she would help him get through school.

But he hadn’t figured on her being sex starved and wanting him.

But she wasn’t up to his standards. He liked big breasts, curves, lips that could suck a hog all day long.

She was a geek, pencil thin, no curves, and her face was just a slab of flesh with no particularly redeeming qualities.

She was naked, however, and she grabbed for his groin.

He batted her hands away and backed around the room, and finally just stepped out the door.

Fucking bitch.

A few minutes later she exited the little hut they had rented for their trip into the mountains. Gus was sitting with a couple of Mexicans, drinking warm Cervesa.

He didn’t say anything as she approached, and she was careful to hide her hurt feelings. She had been turned down before, but when she was the only white woman for hundreds of miles…she had thought he wouldn't turn her down.

She picked up a beer at the shabby bar and sat down. She smiled at him, her eyes bland, and sipped.

“Juan here says he knows of a woman,” Gus spoke excitedly. “He says she is a powerful brujo, and that we should be careful.”

Yeah, right. As if ‘careful’ was her middle name.

So they sat and discussed how to find this woman.

The directions were difficult. Talk about hill and dale…they had to traverse mountain paths that led along the face of cliffs. They had to ford gorges where waters far below sharpened the rocks which would welcome a simple slip of a foot. They had to climb, leap, and outdo mountain goats.

They were in a small range just south of the border and the Tinajas Altas mountains, and they were alone.

Not even hawks soared overhead. Not even buzzards, though Sue and Gus felt like they would soon be buzzard meat.

They rounded a slope, slipping on the talus, and descended into a small valley. They were down to their last few gulps of water, and Sue was a little worried that they wouldn’t be able to make the return trip.

“We were stupid,” Gus complained. “To think…and there’s probably no…no…”

He stopped talking and stood up straight. For a moment it looked like he was sniffing the air, but he wasn’t sniffing through his nose.

Then Sue felt it. A slithery feeling in the air that caressed her flesh, excited it, caused it to feel…sexy.

He looked down, his cock was standing up.

She felt her pants. They were wet sat the groin. A second ago she had been dry, parched, her skin dried out by the high, hot weather. Now she was moist, dripping, and…horny.

She turned to Gus.

Gus walked past here, down the slope and into the valley.

She followed him. She was following him, but she was following something else, too. A scent that wasn’t a scent. Something in the air that made one drunker than whiskey.

They reached the bottom and found, under a stand of bushes, a little spring. Crystal clear, coming out of the rock face at the end of the little valley. Sinking into the sand, being absorbed as fast as it came out of the earth.

But, though thirsty, though as dry as they had ever been, they walked right past the spring.

Along the face of the cliff, into a slot canyon.

The canyon was but three feet wide and it meandered back between the peaks. They were now in shadow at noon, the sun unable to slant down through the high walls.

The floor was beaten sand, sometimes soft, sometimes hard.

The wind whistled through the crevice, drying their throats even further, but…he was hard and she was wet. And that, that wetness and hardness, was what drove them.

Unthinking.

Desperate, and not even knowing it.

They came out on a ledge perhaps twenty feet wide and a hundred feet long. It was inset in the mountain side and there were a scraggle of bushes, a small garden, scratched out with a stick, and a hut.

In front of the hut, in a chair that had once stood at a pool at a luxury hotel, but now was battered and chipped and creaky, sat a woman.

The woman was old, wore nothing but a rough serape. Her skin was wrinkled and she was drinking teguila that had been home brewed and poured into a bottle that had been seen many such brewings.

She was grey, her hair white, and she smiled a gap toothed grin. She lifted the serape and spread her legs.

They fought for the right to eat the old woman’s sex. Gus being bigger and stronger, managed to push Sue aside, though not without effort, and knelt first.

Her pussy was old. Stiff, bristly hairs, white, a lot of them, scratching at his face.

Her labia were like stiff sails, and he licked them avidly.

Her clitoris was a big, stiff point. So stiff that it almost felt like it would pierce his tongue.

Sue was about to rise up and fight, but the old woman pushed her serape to one side and revealed her breasts.

They were huge, like old water bags, burned by the sun, but with monster, lactating nipples.

With a sob, Sue sank by the old woman’s side and began slurping at the hard nipples. Slurping and drinking and getting the moisture she so desperately needed.

And that moisture worked wonders for her. She began to think, distinguished between the desire for water and the desire for sex. Wiping her mouth, she fell back and stared at the old woman.

Lord, she was old, and with that age came ugly. And inside Sue snickered. Gus had turned her down for this old lady. Hunh!

Meanwhile, Gus was going crazy. He was lying on his belly, his hands were buried under the old woman’s buttocks, and he was lifting her snatch to his mouth. He was making snarfling sounds, gobbling and gulping in a weird fever heat.

The old woman had an orgasm. She turned white, arched her back, and for a moment Sue thought maybe she was having an attack or something. Then she relaxed and pushed Gus away.

Gus fell back on the sand, staring at her, blind with lust, but she was done for the moment. She wagged a finger at him and he gave a half sob and unzipped his pants.

She wagged at him again, and he pushed his hard cock back into his pants.

This woman not only had a sex aroma that wafted through mountain ranges, she could command a man’s frustration with a wag of the finger.

“We came to find you,” Sue managed to say.

“You want the pill,” the old woman spoke in surprisingly good English. But a woman that old would have had time to refine her languages.

“Many search, few find. Most want potion. ‘Make Jose love me! Give heem ‘rection.’ You different.”

Gus whined and squeezed his groin through his now buttoned pants. It was obvious he was thinking if he could just squeeze himself hard enough…maybe he could cum.

The old lady, a real and official brujo, ignored him. “You want truth. Heem, he want…” she sneered, “He dog.”

“But what is this pill?”

The old woman talked, lectured, told about a pill that reveals the truth of a person to themselves, but which requires the person to pay a tremendous price.

“You take pill you know truth, but then everybody want you. Everybody want the sex of you.”

Sue marveled, and was intrigued. Not just a pill, a new high, but the ultimate high. A pill that unleashed the true abilities of the person. But at a price.

In the presence of the old brujo, Sue was willing to pay the price. In spite of her unattractiveness there was that feel of her, that vibrant ‘aroma’ of sex. And perhaps it was because Sue, herself, wasn’t too physically attractive, that made for this ‘meeting of the minds.’

“Yes,” Sue agreed, and without even the need for much thought.

On the ground in front of the brujo Gus tried to think. He was beating his meat, but something was stopping him from cumming.

He wondered, over the haze of frantic sex shaking his very soul, whether the old woman had done something to him.

And why had he eaten her out and not demanded pleasure?

Oh, yeah. She was ugly.

Then Sue and the old crone started talking about a pill, and Gus knew that was what he wanted. Whatever the old harridan was giving to Sue, he wanted it. He deserved it. He was the handsome one. Sue was just a skinny geek.

The old woman reached between her monstrous, baggy, leather-like breasts and held up a small pouch. Her hands shook as she opened the neck and shook out a single pill. She held it out to Sue.

Gus leaped.

The pill dropped into Sue’s hand.

Gus knocked the old lady over, chair and all, and scrambled on top of Sue.

Sue slapped her hand to her mouth and swallowed the pill.

Gulp.

A tiny, foul tasting pellet.

Gus sobbed, held Sue down and glared at her.

“That should have been mine!”

“Fuck you,” she responded, pissed off that he had pushed her over and was sitting on her.

“Hey…hey, dog!”

They both looked to where the old woman was lying among the splintered ruins of her chair.

“You fuck now you get some…she wake up…you get some wake…”

The old lady was hurt, but her meaning was clear.

The pill hit Sue hard. She felt a spreading glow from her belly, a glow that touched her body parts, made the hair shrivel off her body, made her tits surge to grow.

“No!” she yelled, but Gus being that close to the action of the pill in her body, felt it. He had had a hard on before, but now…now…

Sue tried to push away as Gus ripped at his buckle.

The old woman cackled and crawled to the edge of the ledge. Below her was a thousand feet of air.

Sue beat at him, felt the heat erupting inside her body, and the truth…the truth was nibbling at her awareness…

He had his penis out now, and it was a small, little thing. He might be handsome, but he was lacking. If Sue had taken a moment to think, she might have realized that this was the real reason he had turned her down earlier. He was ashamed of his tiny weenie.

“Don’t!” she screamed, then the full effects of the pill washed over her.

Her back arched, her eyes rolled back, and she saw the truth. She saw the world as it was. She saw people having sex as desperation, and not as balm.

This realization would, eventually, in ten years, manifest in her plans to cure the human race of frustrations, to remove the cause of war and disease and man’s inhumanity to man. Right then she just saw that Gus needed help.

He was badly stunted. He was super frustrated because his cock was so small, and she knew, intuitively, that she could cure him.

She stopped fighting. The truth made her stop fighting. She could help him. She could help mankind, but not by being a repressed, sexually starved bitch.

She relaxed, opened her legs.

Gus sank into her, his small penis penetrating her a little bit, and he began to hump.

The old lady, of course, crawled over the cliff.

“Did you ever go back and try to find the old lady?”

Gus laughed, sipped his whiskey. “I searched. There was sign that she still lived, hot meals on the fire, but no sign of her.”

“And no other way off that ledge.”

“No. No other way.” He smiled. “Of course, she was brujo. She might have turned herself into a raven and soared away.”

Sue didn’t laugh. There was too much truth in that statement.

“So why did you do it?”

Gus grinned and knew what she was referring to. “I had to. But it wasn’t my fault.”

“You’ll have to explain that.”

“We went back to civilization. You had your studies, you wanted to be a doctor, most of all, you had the truth. But what did I have? I had half the truth. The half I gleaned from cumming in your scrawny, little hide. But I had no interest in going further in psychiatry, and I had an urge to get the rest of that truth. Your truth.”

“So you kidnapped three women and made them serve you for eight years.”

“That’s where you’ve got it wrong. How long before men found you irresistible? How long before your breasts grew and you changed, before your body started manifesting the truth?”

“It happened quickly. It took a few months, but as I learned, as I grew, as I began to understand that truth she had given me in a pill…I changed.”

“I’ll say you did. Have you taken a good look at your tits lately?”

She smiled wanly. “Every day.”

“And I’ll bet your cunt is the juiciest bit of coosh in the history of the world.”

“Juicier than an old ladies, for sure, but you know that’s not what drives me.”

“What drives you?”

“We were talking about why you kidnapped three girls and made them serve you, to sexually please you.”

“Answer me first. I’ll tell you what you want to know, but first, what drives you?”

Sue paused, then relented. She knew she would get more out of Gus quid pro quo than any other method.

“I want to cure the world. All the problems, the ills, the evilness, it is caused by man’s inherent frustration. I want to figure out a method to undo that. Now…you.”

“As I said, I had no way to go, no place to look, no way to understand even that half truth you gave me.”

She almost objected, accused him of taking it, but that wouldn’t have been honest. She remembered that day so well, that change of mind she had suffered.

“So I went out in the world. I met people, and I changed. I was already handsome, but as I realized more and more truth, even half truth, my penis and balls developed. More important, as with the old lady, as with you…I began to call people to me, to my truth. They wanted it. But I had no whole truth. I stumbled and crawled and tried to understand, and…do you really think I needed to keep those three women prisoner.”

Sue blinked. It was an ‘OMG’ moment.

“No,” she admitted.

“No. I didn’t. They felt me, they came to me, they refused to leave. For eight years we played, and I explored my truth through them. Then I was found out. I grew stronger, pulled more people to me, had that sexual appetite that—you seemed to have controlled it, tamped it down, how did you do that?” His question was quite intent. An honesty that erupted out of him.

She was understanding now, and leaping to conclusions. “The people who finally arrested you, incarcerated you.”

“They wanted me for themselves.”

“Oh, my God.” Sue felt the most profound sadness in her heart.

“Look at my records. Examine them. You’ll find no hint of violence. No brutality. Look at the interviews with my so-called victims. They plead for me, they wanted me back. They want me back.”

“But the state wonn’t let you go.”

Sue, seeing the truth, was stunned. She would have commiserated with him then, but that would have been unprofessional.

She had the deepest commitment to Gus Jones, but she had a deeper commitment to the truth.

She got up and made another drink, refreshed his, and sat down in front of him.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Not ‘with’ me, but ‘to’ me.

“Well,” mused Sue. “It seems like we have a much bigger problem than I had originally thought. I had no idea who you really were.”

“I tried to disguise much of my history, and was successful. Besides, people don’t look too closely at me. They just want me.”

Sue ignored this statement, it already fit with what she had figured out. “The real problem is that the people who sent you here…they are going to want you. We can expect them to start showing up, trying to get to you.”

“Can you protect me?”

“I can. I can push conditions that I, as your doctor, can control, but…that’s not what really bothers me.”

He tilted his head a little and opened his beautiful, brown eyes slightly.

“The thing is, we’re supposed to cure you. But how do we cure somebody who has not committed a crime? More important, something that only you and I can understand, is how do you cure somebody of knowing the truth?”

“Cure me of the truth,” he mouthed softly. He had been in the middle of that, and yet had not seen it. Sue’s words had great impact on him.

“Well, I need to do things if we’re going to make this work.”

“What things?”

“First, I have to make sure that I’m the only one who has access to this room. I can’t even let people in here to clean or give you food.

“Second, I have to get to work on establishing sole control over you. I’m going to have to file papers and make sure the people who sent you here—you were only supposed to be here for a month—can’t take you back.

“Third…” she smiled.

“Third?”

For answer Sue unbuttoned her lab coat. She let it slide back over her shoulders and fall on the back of her chair. She leaned forward and pulled her panties off.

“Oh,” mumbled Gus, and now he gave in to the attraction he had for her. He had been dealing with people being attracted to himself for so long, and now…to let himself go and just be attracted. It was a soul full of relief.

Sue tossed her panties away and leaned forward. Her large breasts near tumbled out and Gus stared at them hungrily. “And we have to make it look like we are at least trying to cure you.”

“We do?”

“Sure. I’ve got all the tools,” she waved a hand at the contents of the room, “and it’s not like our procedures will harm you. After all, how does  one get cured of the truth by having more truth?”

He grinned, following her logic.

“So, how would you like an hour of sexual stimulation. That would give me time to start the ball rolling in my quarters, and even grab a bite of dinner.”

“I think I’d like to follow the doctor’s orders.”

She smiled and picked up the remote. “Finish your drink and shove the chair to the side.

Gus did as requested, and Sue pressed the remote.

The chains retracted until he was against the wall.

Sue removed his clothes quickly. Pulling a few buttons loose in the process, but he was soon standing naked against the wall.

She moved the chains. Put the top chains to his legs, released the bottom chains.

She hit the remote and the chains began to pull him up the wall. She helped him as he turned and twisted, and soon he was hanging from the wall. His legs were spread to the sides and his huge cock stuck out into the air.

Sue attached electrodes to his massive dong. To his testicles. Then she greased up the anal probe and inserted it.

“Fuck,” whimpered Gus.

“Fun, isn’t it?”

“Well, yeah. But this is how you cure people?”

“It’s an interesting process. When we cure women we make sure they have so many orgasms that they become freed up, stop repressing their desires for sex and orgasms.”

“But I’m a man.” He grinned. He was anticipating lots of orgasms.

“With men it’s different. With men we have found that depriving them of orgasms is what works.”

“What?”

“So we will take measurements, then start a procedure where you will be edged, again and again, but not allowed to release your semen.”

“Hey! Wait a minute! I’m used to cumming! I don’t want to not cum!”

“But you see,” said Sue, as she manned the machine whose wires led to the electrodes attached to his flesh, “that’s the price you pay. Do you remember the old lady saying that? That there was a price you had to pay it?”

“I do, but that doesn’t mean I have to go without!”

She flicked switches, turned dials, increased voltage and prepared to torment his sex organs in the name of science.

“Of course it does. That’s the price you’re going to have to pay. I’ll keep you safe here, nobody will get to you. You’ll be like that old lady on the ledge, safe from the people who wanted her sex. But you’ll have to pay the price for this sanctuary.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Honey, you only have half the truth. When you get the whole truth you’ll know that I’m right.”

Gus was moaning and twitching with every flick of switch, every turn of dial.

“Before I go, however, there is one thing we need to do.”

Gus wiggled against the wall, against his chains. He was caught, however, and there was no getting out of it.

There was a large crate to one side, and it was heavy and sturdy. Sue pushed the crate across the cement floor and up to Gus. She sat on the edge of the crate and thrust her hips forward.

“Hey! Wa…thmpphmm!”

Her pussy pressed against his mouth. Even though he was resisting, he only thought he was resisting. It took only a second for him to respond. He began to eat, and she unrolled a rubber over his dong and all the electrodes attached to it. She began to slurp on his over-sized dong.

He moaned as she worked the head of his penis, then he jumped, sucking harder in response, as she slapped his balls.

Finally, she stood on the crate, turned around, and pushed onto his dick.

Oh, it felt good. In fact, it felt more than good.

This wasn’t just two people slapping organs together, this was two highly evolved people exploring the truths which each held.

Sue, of course, began having massive orgasms.

Gus, on the other hand, came close, closer, was right on the edge, then the machine picked up on his excitement and fed little shocks to his penis and balls and through the probe in his ass. The machine ‘flatlined’ his excitement, brought him down without allowing him to cum.

For an hour they screwed, her getting more and more satisfied. Him getting more and more frustrated.

At last, she pulled off him, sighed, and pushed the crate away. She used the remote and let him down, gave him enough slack in the chains so he could sit on the floor.

He sat, the probe being pushed further and further into him.

All he could do was groan. His penis was long and dripping. Constantly dripping.

Sue wiped her body off with a wash cloth she had dampened at the sink, then pulled on her panties and buttoned her lab coat.

She smiled down at the exhausted, frustrated hard penis of Augustus Jones.

“Well, Gus, how are you doing.”

He stared up at her, frustrated, and that frustration increasing his desire, and that desire making him think that he loved her.

And, who knows, maybe he did. If he didn’t, he soon would. Such was the power of sex in that situation and for these people.

“This…this is going to cure me?” he mumbled up at her.

Sue brushed her hair out with a hand and chuckled. “Didn’t you hear me, Gus? You’re sick with truth, and no matter how much more truth you are given, you can’t be cured. You’re incurable.”

“Then…you’re going to do this to me…again?”

“As often as I can. And don’t worry. I’ll be the only one. Just think about it. The rest of your life, here, with me. You’ll never leave, and you’ll never cum. But you’ll get all the sex you could ever want. We’re going to have a lot of fun, Gus.”

He protested, but not too strongly. The strength of his protests would rise with the years, but he didn’t really, fully understand the situation he was in at the moment.

Sue unlocked the door and looked down the corridor. The patients and doctors who had been waiting were dispersed. She had apparently exhausted Gus’s ‘aroma,’ and there was nothing for them. She locked the door and smiled as she walked down the hallway.

Yes, ten years ago they had been in a hut in Mexico, and he had turned her down. In fact, he had been rather rude about it, and had hurt her feelings.

Well, karma is what it is.

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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