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PART ONE

“Oh, come on. Try it.”

“I’m not going to do it.”

“Chicken?”

Jack sighed. “I’m not a chicken. I just don’t want fat lips.”

“Why not? You like my fat lips.”

He smiled. He did love Shiela’s lips. She had plump, curvy lips, like Angelina Jolie. When she painted them sexy red he had an instant boinger. Every time he looked at her he thought of those super soft lips slurping away on his dong.

“See? You like the idea for me…why not for you?”

“Because.”

“Because why?”

Again, Jack sighed. “Look, I just don’t want to look like a sissy.”

Large lips make you a sissy?”

Jack said nothing. The truth was…he loved her lips, and…he would love to try on her plumper. Heck, he had tried on her clothes at various times. Never when she was around, but…it was exciting.

He loved the feel of her soft silk slithering on his flesh and making his cock hard. He loved the size of his boner when he was wearing her clothes. But if he was discovered, if she found out, he didn’t think he could live with the humiliation of her knowing his dirty, little secret.

And lips being plumped was even worse. To have people stare at him, to know that they knew that he was a bit on the soft side…he couldn’t handle that. No, his secret was going to have to stay his secret.

Shiela leaned towards him and put her hand on his crotch. “You’re getting a boner.”

“You give me a boner.”

“I think plump, red lips give you a boner.”

“No,” he lied.

Shiela moved back in her seat, folded her arms under her ample chest and made a ‘hmmph!’ sound. Then she turned back to him. “We’re on vacation. We’re going to be in the mountains. Nobody will know who you are, and nobody will ever see you again. It certainly wouldn’t hurt you to play along with me.”

“I’ll know.”

Shiela sat back in her seat and frowned. She was going to have to force the issue. And the issue was that she knew her handsome hubbie liked to crossdress.

Well, she suspected it. Invariably, when she took her panties out of the hamper to drop into the washing machine, they were stretched out of shape. Not much, because they were similar in size, but the pouch was always stretched.

Jack was getting boners in her underwear.

And when she took her bras out of the hamper she noticed that the shoulder straps were a little off. Not much. It looked like they had been returned to the same length, but she could sometimes see a crease in the straps.

Then there was the time she found her dress stretched out of shape.

Who else was wearing her clothes if not for Jack?

Jack sat next to her, watching the road, his eyes moving here and there as they rounded the curves.

She was determined that she was going to learn the truth about him this vacation. She had even brought extra clothes and make up…and a wig.

Frowning as she was, there was a line of excitement in her belly. She was dying to see him as a woman. She wanted to dress him up.

Her secret was that the idea of him as a woman made her so excited that she could cum.

And she had. A couple of times she had used her vibrator and gotten off solely because she imagined him dressed up and pretty.

But it looked like he was a humpty dumpty. She was going to have to push him off the fence and crack him open if she was going to get to the truth.

They pulled into Femville at two in the afternoon and Jack drove slowly through the town.

It was a wild west town. It had warped boardwalks, a saloon that looked like Billy the Kid had drunk beer there, hitching posts, and windows filled with western paraphernalia.

“Oh, Jack, this is wonderful!”

Jack was grinning. He loved the old western movies. His heroes were people like Randolph Scott, Audie Murphy and John Wayne.

“Man, this is the place.”

On the side streets the houses were behind picket fences. The buildings were all wood faced. In a field they could see a couple of school kids riding horses. Beyond the town were tall trees, and signs pointed the way to various mines.

“Can you see it?” he asked. “Shoot outs on Main Street. Stagecoaches. Dance halls with scantily clad dance hall girls.”

“That’s what you want,” she laughed. “You want to get your hands on a dance hall girl.”

He grinned. “Why, shore, missy. Ah wouldn’t mind a shot of rot gut and a dance or two.” But he was thinking of wearing the dance hall girls’ clothes.

They stopped at a supermarket, got directions to the cabin they had rented, a few groceries, and headed out of town.

Instantly they were in the wild. He wiggled his way through tight curves, and ten minutes later they pulled up in front of their cabin. It was a weathered two story log cabin. In the back was a barn, and behind that was a small corral.

Jack stopped the car and took their bags up to the cabin.

Inside the cabin it was cozy. There was a wall heater, and a refrigerator and a stove, but there was also a cast iron stove. They had all the amenities, but could ‘rough it’ if they felt like it.

Jack went out and stood on the porch and admired the endless vista. He could see hundreds of miles of treetops. Off to the side a bit of smoke trickled up from the town. On the other side was a big meadow which lead down to a stream, then hundreds of miles of forest.

“Better not get lost out here,” murmured Jack.

Shiela plucked at his sleeve. “Here you go, cowboy.” She handed him a glass.

He sipped and smiled. “For all the whiskey the west had, they didn’t have Coke and bourbon.”

He and Shiela sat on the porch, rocked in chairs, and just relaxed. This was their first vacation in four years, and they had rented the cabin for four weeks.

It was just what the doctor ordered.

After a while Shiela went in and prepared more drinks, then she started dinner.

Jack came in and sat at the wood table and watched his wife.

She was a wild west babe. He could imagine her in western garb, a cowboy hat over her raven locks, her beautiful face alight with joy.

She went into the other room for a moment, then came back out. She had painted her lips red, and once again his cock stood up.

“Hey, honey.” She sat on his lap and pressed her lips to his.

He pressed back, tasting her fresh breath, reveling in the intimate feel of her mouth on his.

Then she did something weird. She held his face in place and turned her face right to left a few times. It was almost like she was wiping her mouth on his. But that was ridiculous.

Jack smiled at her.

“I’ll get you another drink,” she said.

She handed him another Coke and bourbon, but this one had a straw in it.

“What’s this?”

“I heard that you can get drunker if you drink your bourbon through a straw.”

“What?”

“It’s supposed to have to do with sucking. You suck in whiskey instead of air, and it makes you light headed, and you get drunker, or drunk faster. I’m not sure.”

“That sounds silly.”

“Well, try it. We’ll do a scientific test right now.”

He sucked, and she rewarded him with another kiss, and again she finished the kiss with a subtle move that wiped her lips against his.

“What’s with the head movement at the end?” he asked.

“I just read about it. It’s supposed to be sexy. Is it?”

“Well, I guess.”

“Oh, goodie. “Let’s try it some more.”

He kept sucking on the straw, and every time he took a sip she would give him that strange kiss.

He didn’t mind it, quite the contrary. He loved it. But by the end of that quick drink he was feeling light headed.

So she gave him another drink, and kept kissing him. And she giggled.

“I guess we better take it easy,” he said. “My lips must be getting raw. They’re itching. Or burning. Or something.”

“They do look a little chapped. Here,” she took out a tube of what looked like chapstick and applied it to his lips.

Chapstick. That was about as close as he could get. It was too much like lipstick and while his boner stood up and throbbed, he felt his face turning red.

“There you go. “Ready for dinner?”

They ate, and chatted, and she kept filled his drink. By the end of dinner he was getting a little drunk.

“I’m going to pass out if I keep drinking like this,” he said as the room whirled a bit.

“So pass out. You’ve worked hard, drink as much as you like. This is your vacation.”

She was so understanding, and he did keep drinking. And, as he had predicted, he passed out. Right on the couch. And as he snored Shiela went to work.

Jack realized he was awake. He had a hangover, and his throat was drier than a camel’s backside. He groaned and shifted his position slightly, and smacked his mouth. His mouth felt funny. It wasn’t just dry, it was puffy.

He groaned and swung his legs out, and that’s when he felt the thing on his dick.

He looked down and ripped open his pants. His eyes opened and suddenly he was all-l-l the way awake.

He had a ring around his package, and a tube was locked onto his penis.

“What the fuck?”

He grabbed the plastic ‘prison’ and stared at it. He realized it was a chastity tube. But who…Shiela had put it on him. She was the only one here. But…why?

He stood there, holding his caged cock, his lips felt puffy, and he rubbed his chest.

He didn’t know why he rubbed his chest, except that it felt puffy. As he rubbed it he felt a very slight soreness. And it was swollen. how had he hurt his chest?

He opened his mouth to yell for Shiela, then didn’t. He needed to find out what she had done to him, and he definitely needed to pee.

He staggered into the bathroom and took a position over the toilet. He started to pee, and the stream of water sprayed everywhere.

He would have squeezed his cock to stop the flow, but he couldn’t with the chastity tube on. He spun and sat and watched his cock spray urine into the bowl.

The cage had a little slit in the end for peeing, but it would take some careful lining up before one could pee without making a mess.

What the fuck had Shiela done to him?

The trickle of pee ended and Jack took paper and wiped himself carefully, trying to get all the spray off him. The tube had pee in it, and he didn’t know what to do about that. He stood up and decided to rinse the thing on his dick off. He would still have water on it, but at least it wouldn’t be ‘waste’ water.

He turned to the sink, struggled to pull his dick into the basin far enough to be washed. He turned on the water and managed to rinse his cage and pecker off.

He sighed at the cold water. He was starting to think now, but his thoughts were fully confused. He didn’t understand what had happened.

The bathroom was dark, lit only by the morning light shining into the living room. He reached for the cord that hung down above the mirror and pulled it.

He blinked, his eyes overwhelmed by light, and for a moment he couldn’t see, then his eyes opened and he forced himself to see.

His lips were big and puffy and red!

They were like Angelina Jolie’s lips. His legs trembled and he almost fell down. He put his hand to his lips and wiped, and the redness didn’t leave. His lips weren’t just painted, they were stained!

“I thought I heard you stirring.”

He spun and stared at Shiela.

Shiela was leaning a shoulder against a door jamb. She was wearing a thin robe. It was barely closed and her large boobs were plain to see.

“What…what…”

Shiela chuckled. Come on into the living room and let me take a look at you.” She reached forward and took his hand in hers. He stumbled as she pulled him into the morning light.

She led him to the couch and told him to sit down.

He sat and stared up at her. He was in total shock.

“Well, honey, I guess the cat is out of the bag.”

“What are you…what…”

“Please be quiet for a moment and let me talk. I’ll explain everything.”

Jack’s puffy mouth was slightly open and he nodded his head. The world seemed totally surreal to him.

Shiela sat on the coffee table in front of the couch. She let her legs open and the robe draped over her legs and her pussy was totally exposed.

In spite of his shock, Jack couldn’t help it. He stared down at her exposed pussy.

It was a pink slit with puffy labia. The clitoris was poking out at the top of her slit. Her sex looked moist and swollen.

She observed where he was looking and grinned.

“Maybe it was my moaning that woke you up. I was having a little fun time with my vibrator. Got off a couple of good ones before I heard you down here.”

He whispered in a hoarse voice, “What have you done to me?”

“All your dreams, honey.”

“But you…but this…” he held his cage and shook it slightly. “My mouth…you painted my lips, and you made them all big and…and puffy!”

“I know. Isn’t it wonderful? And that’s only the start. Wait until you take off your shirt.”

Jack moved as if in a dream. He unbuttoned his shirt and looked down.

He had tits. Nice sized ones. They had just felt puffy through the shirt, perceived by his addled senses, but now he could see…he had tits!

“What did you do?” He felt like crying.

He was embarrassed, humiliated, downright mortified. He touched one of his breasts with a finger and shivered.

In a way, he was disfigured. Except that he wasn’t. He was…’re-figured.’ What had been a male body was now not. It was…it was a female body!

“First, let me administer a little hair of the dog. Then I’ll explain everything. You just sit there and get used to your new body.”

Jack sat and looked at his tits. He got up the nerve and held one boob. He couldn’t believe it. He had a breast. Breasts. And his lips…he touched his lips with his other hand.

Shiela was in the kitchen. She made a cheap man’s Bloody Mary. V-8 juice and vodka.

Jack felt his limbs trembling, and he looked up at her.

In the morning, in the thin bathrobe, she was gorgeous. And…he was horny. They hadn’t done it for two weeks. Shiela had kept putting him off, telling him to save it for their vacation. So he had…and now he was locked up.

Why had she been teasing him for the last two weeks? Getting him all pumped up and then…this?

She sauntered back into the room. A big grin on her face. Her boobs swaying under the robe, rubbing her nipples against the material and making them stand up. He stared at the way they poked the material out.

She laughed. “Jack, you look like a sad, little boy that’s just lost his favorite toy.”

She handed him the Bloody Mary and he took a quick gulp, then made a face.

“I know. Vodka. You’d prefer bourbon, but one doesn’t make a Bloody Mary with bourbon.

He had his voice now, and he gasped, “What did you do to me.”

She sat on the coffee table again, again letting him see her pussy, and it was obvious she was doing this on purpose. She chuckled as he couldn’t make up his mind to look at her face or her vagina.

“You can let go of your cock, Jack.”

He was holding it, desperately, but he realized she was right. He let go and his dick, with the contraption on it, hung down between his legs. His penis was squirming and worming and trying to get larger.

“Now then, what have I done to you. What I have done is taken note of certain facts in our relationship. Item one: when you wear my panties you leave a big stretched out pouch in the front of them. It washes out, but over time my panties are a bit loose in the front.”

“I don’t wear your panties!” Jack protested, his face flushing as blood poured into it.

She held up a finger to silence him. “I have also noticed that the straps on my bra, though you try to return them to the proper length, are sometimes off.”

Jack had his mouth open, but she held her palm out to shush him.

“I didn’t…” he managed to squeeze out.

“I have also noted little spots on my shoes, particular on the high heels. Some drops of something that look suspiciously like sperm are showing up every once in a while.”

Jack looked like he was having a heart attack. He held his hands to his chest, unconsciously cupping and holding his tits. “I would never—“

“Shut up, Jack,” Shiela said pleasantly.

His mouth was trembling, and the problem was that she was right.

But Jack was having a hard time admitting it. His natural secretiveness concerning his ‘hobby’ was stopping him. He was so embarrassed, and to admit something like what she was accusing him of…it was too much.

But Shiela wasn’t about to let him hide anymore.

“And, if all that isn’t enough, I looked at your computer history.”

Now Jack was silent. He wanted to talk, to protest, to dispute, but how can you deny the truth?

He began to gasp for air.

“I have seen the sites you frequent. I see the sites dedicated to Lesbians, shemales, and sissies.”

Jack couldn’t breath. He tried, but his chest had stopped.

“I don’t know how far you want to take this thing, Jack, but we’re going to find out.”

The world was becoming darker. He needed air, he needed…

“It’s a wife’s duty to stand by her man, to help him achieve his dreams. It’s up to me to…”

Her voice faded and Jack fell over.

“Easy, Jack. Drink this. And breath.”

Jack was laying partially on his side. Shiela was holding his head up and held a glass to his fat lips. He sipped, and coughed. Bourbon.

“That’s it, honey. Breath.”

Jack remembered waking up and what had been done to him.

Now he was’t panicked. Now he wasn’t even himself. This was all a dream.

“Sit up, honey. That’s a boy.” She helped him sit, and he leaned back against the back of the couch.

“What did you do?” he whispered.

“For starters, I put plenty of plumper on your lips. I put on my lipstick, then a thick coat of plumper. Every time I kissed you I got more plumper on your lips. And this is the good stuff. Your lips are beautiful.”

He stared at her.

“Then I put lipstain on you. And, again, this is the good stuff. It’s going to last a month.

“But…but…”

She was sitting on his lap now, speaking softly and lovingly to him.

“Carly is in town. I asked her to give you a set of vacation boobs.”

Jack took deep breathes. Carly. She was a doctor, and she didn’t like him. She must have been pleased as punch to give him big tits. That would certainly put him in his place.

“Finally, I put the chastity tube on you.”

“But…but…”

“I told you why, Jack. As your wife it’s my duty to help you achieve your dreams. Fortunately for you, I like the idea of you being a woman. It actually turns me on, gets me all wet. You in lingerie with big boobs. You in a dress with long hair. God, it makes me shiver.”

She gave a shiver of her shoulders, which caused her ample breasts to jiggle, and Jack tried not to look down. And failed.

Shiela laughed. “See? You are horny, and you are going to be very easy to transform over the next month.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“On the surface you probably believe that, but under the surface, watching the type of porn you watch and wearing women’s clothes…that’s where you do want to be a woman. Or, at least look like a woman. That’s the problem here, Jack. How far do you want to go?”

“What do you mean?”

“Are simply a crossdresser? Or do you want to go a little further, have boobs, live a more open life? Or perhaps you want to be neutered.”

His face showed shock. “Like…you mean…cut it off?”

Continuing her remarks matter of factly, Shiela watched him closely. “We could give you an injection that would make you limp. Or we could give you a penectomy, just your dick, or perhaps just remove your testicles.”

Jack felt faint.

Shiela reached forward and lifted the bottom of his glass. It tilted up to his large lips and he took a sip.

“If we remove your penis your testicles will keep churning out the testosterone, and you will get hornier and hornier. The downside is that you won’t have any way to relieve that load of pure sexiness. Of course, some people say that life in the excitation phase of erections is like heaven itself.

If we remove your nuts you will appear more and more feminine. And, here’s the blessing of that situation, you can still get erections, and even have orgasms. Of course your dick might be a little softer, and it might be more difficult, and the orgasms might be less intense, but that’s just another level of horniness, right?”

Jack gulped, then gulped more booze. He couldn’t believe this.

“Then we could remove everything. You could live as a eunuch, or perhaps you would like to go full hog hormone, make a full transition. That would be fun, I’d love to see that, and I had Carly give you an initial injection of hormones. Just so you could experience a bit of that procedure.”

“You had her…”

Shiela nodded. “It’s very potent, a week from now your boobs will be even bigger, and your skin and hair will be softer, and your muscles will lose a little bit, but, like your boobs and your lips, it will only last a month. Then we’ll have to make a decision.”

“To…to be a woman?”

“Isn’t that what I just said?” she smiled, understanding how befuddled he was. “Now, let’s have some breakfast, and you need to get over your shock. After all, we have a lot to discuss.”

They sat at the counter between the living room and the kitchen. Shiela had prepared sausages and pancakes. Shiela was eating like it was her last meal.

Jack was eating like he hadn’t figured out what food was. He kept looking down at his chest, at his groin. He hadn’t really said anything for a half hour.

Shiela just smiled.

Knock knock!

Jack looked up in panic.

“Not to worry, honey. It’s only Carly. You want to go let her in?”

Jack was frozen. He would have run, but there was no place to run to.

“It’s open!” Shiela yelled, seeing that Jack was incapacitated.

The door open and Doctor Carly Smithson entered the room.

Jack didn’t turn, didn’t look.

“Hi, girls. I brought some chocolate muffins.

She came to the counter and placed a pink box on it.

She was a beautiful woman. Tits as big as Shiela’s, and a thin waist and a face that was almost sweet. Almost, because she had a couple of hard lines to her jaw and a piercing look in her eyes.

Shiela hugged her friend, but Carly didn’t let go. She looked at Jack, then at Shiela, then she planted a massive kiss on Shiela’s lips.

Jack’s eyes grew larger.

The woman turned to Jack, and Carly kept her arm around Shiela’s waist in a protective manner.

“I see you haven’t told him about us.”

“We just woke up a while ago. He’s barely able to keep up with his transition.”

Carly nodded. “Well, Jack, I love Shiela. Shiela, unfortunately, likes me, but doesn’t love me. Maybe we can change that during your vacation.”

“Get out,” Jack whispered.

The girls just laughed at him, and Shiela served up a plate of pancakes and sausages. Carly poured syrup over them and started forking, and Shiela explained the facts of life to Jack.

“Jack, until you have come to some sort of conclusion concerning your new life, things are going to be different. Tonight Carly will be sleeping with me, upstairs, in the big bed. You’ll be down here on the couch.”

“What?” It seemed like he was uttering that word more and more.

“Jack, you’ve got one month to embrace the new you.  We’ll help you. We’ll teach you as much as we can. You’ll wear lingerie and make up and all the fun things, and we’ll go to town and take hikes, and…you’ll figure out how you want to be perceived the rest of your life.”

“And if I don’t? If I just stay inside the cabin and don’t do anything?”

“Then our life together is over. You understand, Jack, that I can’t live with a man who is practicing self deception?”

“I’m not practicing self-deception!”

Carly snickered.

“Do you deny that you have worn my underwear? My dresses and shoes?”

Jack said nothing. With what had happened he saw no more use in denying her words.

“And do you deny that underneath that action you don’t have fantasies?”

“I don’t have fantasies!” Which was a ridiculous thing to say, and he realized it even as he said it.

The women smiled.

“Jack. You have fantasies, and this whole month we’re going to explore them and see how far they go. Unless you know right now. Do you want to live as a woman? Would you like to remove your sexual apparatus? To some extent or wholly?”

Jack, once again, said nothing. He was shocked, he was stunned, and he was emasculated. But, underneath it all, there was a thread of truth in what Shiela was saying.

For years, ever since puberty, he had indulged in sexual escapism by donning women’s apparel. He had pranced, watched himself in mirrors, and even taken short walks in the dark of night.

But…but those were just…and he admitted it…fantasies. No way to hide it any more.

No way to hide when he had tits, and his body was going to transform. No way to hide when his lips were large and red and sexy.

And especially no way to hide from the fact of the chastity tube attached to him…and from the pulsings and throbbings of a dick that kept trying to get stiff.

“Jack,” said Carly, actually kindly, “You’re stuck. So stop fighting and go with it. Take a chance. Take a walk on the wild side. I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I’m here for you. Well, I’m actually here for Shiela, but…that means Im here for you, too.”

Jack pivoted his head back and forth between the women. It felt like things were breaking in his head. He felt like he was shattering. Suddenly he began to cry. The tears just burst out of him.

Quickly, the girls rounded the counter and hugged him. One on each side they put their arms around him and tried to calm him down.

“It’s okay, Jack.”

“You’re experiencing a touch of the hormones I injected you with.”

“There, there, Jack.”

And Jack kept sobbing.


PART TWO

One moment he was a man. A swinging dick with a swagger and a boner that wouldn’t quit.

The next moment, almost literally, he was a woman. With breasts, and a male sexual apparatus that couldn’t be used. And big, sexy, red lips.

At first he couldn’t look in the mirror, then he couldn’t not look in the mirror.

And, at first he was almost afraid to touch his breasts, then he began fondling them, feeling them, experiencing new sensations.

And, at first he was in shock by his chastity tube. But now he was coming to accept it.

How could he not accept what had been done to him? There was no way to avoid the feeling of plastic, of puffy lips, and tits that, the more he looked at them the bigger they felt.

After breakfast, which he barely nibbled on, the girls opened up one of the suitcases. It was filled with clothes, and a make up kit was tucked into the garments.

Carly took the make up kit out and placed it on the table and the girls pulled out clothes and discussed which ones Jack should wear.

“Can he handle a half bra?”

“Absolutely.”

The girls looked at Jack and giggled.

“How about a corset?”

“We better go with a tummy shaper. Let him get used to it.”

“Ooh, nylons!”

“You got the right size heels.”

Jack was in a stupor. He was being bullied, but the spine seemed to have gone right out of him.

“Okay, here we go, Jack.”

They pulled a tummy shaper onto his legs. They pulled the garment up. It snugged up tight and they tugged, and it went up over his hips. It had a snap at the bottom, presumably for peeing, and Carly unsnapped it and pushed his chastity tube back between his legs. She then resnapped the snap and tugged on the garment.

Jack oofed as the thick material snugged up against his balls and held his package back between his legs. when he stood up he had to bend over very slightly, his balls were pushed that far back.

“I can’t wait for your boobs to get big,” Carly sighed as she adjusted the bra on him. He looked down and saw his flesh bulging over the edge of the bra, his nipples plain to see.

And his nipples were rock hard.

“No boner bump for you, lover,” giggled Shiela.

“We’re going to have to do his toenails before we put on his nylons.”

“I don’t want my toenails done.”

“Shush, Jack. No real woman would ever be caught without her nails properly done.

They did his toenails first, and when he bent over to see them he was shocked when his boobs fell out of his bra and hung down. He quickly sat up and held them in place, as if afraid they would fall off his chest.

“Better tuck them in, Jack, or the boys will think you’re easy.”

Boys? the thought of boys, of having boys look at him, as a woman, was terrifying.

He quickly pressed his boobs back into the half bra and sat very silently.

On his fingers they put long stiletto nails. They painted them bright red, blood red, and they giggled at the look on his face when he saw them.

His nails now bloody claws, they put a dress on him. It was tight, but not too tight. Jack had to lose a few pounds before they put him in the real tight stuff. Then nylons and high heels, and Jack almost fell on his face the first time he took a step.

It was now noon, and Jack was dazed. He hadn’t had a drink since this morning, and he badly needed one.

“Sure, Jack. We’ll fix you a salad for lunch, then you can drink. That should take all the chub off you.”

Jack wanted to object, to point out that he wasn’t that fat. But the problem was that he was male slender, but not female slender. He was going to have to lose a few inches to be a real woman.

They ate, and Jack got used to eating with his big, fat lips. The girls chatted, and suddenly Carly asked, “How’s the dick, Jack?”

He was actually a bit afraid to talk. He had been so badly emasculated he didn’t want to say a word.

And the weird thing was that his cock was going absolutely crazy down there. It actually hurt from pressing and getting nowhere.

The girls watched him for a second, shrugged, and went on with their meal.

Jack ate a few leaves of lettuce, then gave up. He touched his mouth with a napkin, was embarrassed by that, then pushed back.

“Don’t forget your drink, Jack.”

He picked up his Coke and bourbon. He didn’t want to forget that, he needed that to forget. He went out to the porch and sat on a couch and stared out at the world.

He was being made into a woman. They talked about choice, but he didn’t feel like he had any. He felt like he had been kidnapped into an alternate reality.

After a few minutes Shiela came out and sat next to him. For a long moment she didn’t say anything, just leaned her head against him. He sat, frozen, a lump of man afraid to move.

Shiela reached into his groin and held his chastity cage. “You have no idea how hot this makes me. It’s a truth that men have too much power, and women not enough. Well, now it looks like I have an option.”

“Yeah. Changing me into a woman,” said Jack bitterly.

“No. You don’t have to. You can go through this month, the boobs will be absorbed by the body, chastity comes off, you can go back to being a man. But is that what you really want?”

Jack thought about it. It was a hard thought, and he could come to no conclusion. He was too close to the problem. He was going to need to relax before he could adjust.

Shiela climbed onto him, pushed him back, perched over him, her face six inches from his.

“I love your lips, Jack,” she said. Then she bent her head and kissed him gently, slowly, and hungrily.

Jack was near to crying again, and the only way he could stop himself was to give in to her kiss. He pressed back, feeling the different sensations, the expanded feeling, in his empowered lips.

Shiela pulled up, “I can’t tell you how hungry that makes me.”

“You could take off the chastity,” whispered Jack. He was so darned horny.

Of course, how could he not be horny? His dick held in a plastic grip, Shiela’s hands feeling his tits. Her delicious mouth chewing on his.

Shiela smiled. “Not for a month. You’ve got to feel what it’s like not having a dick.”

“Not having a dick while my dick goes wild.”

“We thought about just giving you a shot, chemically castrating you for a month, but I thought the tube was a better idea. What about it, Jack? Would you like to be horny but have no function in your dick?

Jack didn’t think he would. But it didn’t seem like he had much in the way of druthers.

“Come on, kids, let’s finish Jack up.” Carly stuck her head out the door.

“In a minute. Jack’s got me all hot and bothered.”

Carly came out and watched as Shiela went to work on Jack. She observed as Shiela sucked on his tits and squeezed his package with both hands.

“How are his lips?”

“They are a fucking dream. You should kiss him.”

Jack’s eyes opened.

Carly knelt by the side of the couch and looked down at Jack.

Jack’s eyes were wide with lust. He was sexed up. He couldn't say no.

Carly licked her lips and bent her head down to within an inch. She watched Jack’s wide eyes. Shiela moved back a little, but kept rubbing his nipples.

Carly kissed him, and Jack found it incredible. His dick hurt so much he groaned, and Carly smiled in the kiss. She spoke with her mouth mashed to his. “I like it.” It was like she was speaking right into his flesh, into his body.

Then she stood up, took a big breath. “I’m going to try that again. But right now we have to get going.”

They took Jack in and went to work on his face, and his hair.

His face was pretty straight forward. Put on the make up, the eye shadow, a bit of gloss to make his lips pop.

His hair was another story. Shiela wove strands of hair into his, extensions, and slowly Jack gained hair down to his shoulders.

“I hope you appreciate this, Jack. This is good hair. Really matches yours.

Jack managed to say, “Oh.”

For a couple of hours Shiela wove the extensions onto him. Carly finished with his make up and pierced his ears. She put in earrings with three strands and little diamonds on the bottom.

“I thought about putting a bone in your nose, Jack.”

Both girls snickered.

Finally, he was done.

He stood up and walked, helped by one of the girls or the other, and looked at himself in the reflections in the glass windows.

There was no mistaking him for a man. Not a chance.

The make up had shadowed his face, effectively redistributing a bit of fat by illusion. His waist was thick for a woman, but that was offset by the way the bra pushed his tits up and out.

His hair was totally feminine, long and curly and looking natural.

And inside his chastity tube his dick was making itself felt. It was trying to get hard, and Jack felt extra horny. But there was no way to escape that plastic grip.

Jack was hungry, he had only nibbled at breakfast, and nibbled at a salad for lunch. His meal, however, when he told the girls, was a drink.

“Get used to it, Jack,” advised Carly. “You’ve got to watch your girlish figure.”

“At least for a month,” added Shiela, and it was plain what she was thinking. It was in her eyes, if not in her nuances. What are you going to do , Jack? Are you going to be a man or a woman?

The girls walked out to the car, then turned and looked back at Jack. “Come on, Jack. Let’s go.”

Jack shook his head. He didn’t know where they were going, but he wanted to stay home.

Shiela and Carly looked at each other and shrugged. “Well, I guess it’s the hard way,” said Carly.

Jack frowned. His dick throbbed. The hard way?

The girls came up on the porch and linked arms with him. They walked him back into the house.

“If that’s the way it’s got to be, Jack,” Shiela said.

They walked into the kitchen, and suddenly they pushed him over the counter. Carly put her weight on him and Shiela snapped something on his wrist.

“Hey! Wait!”

The girls wrestled his other arm up behind him, and suddenly he was in handcuffs.

“What is this?”

Shiela laughed. “You’re cute when you try to get mad. It looks so silly when you’re a girl.”

Jack struggled for a moment, but he was caught. The girls took him back out to the porch.

“I don’t want to go to town!” He tried to struggle but being in hand cuffs and high heels he was off balance and unable to resist.

“We’re not going to town, Jack,” said Carly, as they walked him down the steps.

Jack had to go along. Every step felt like he was going to fall on his face. They were walking him towards the barn.

“We had the barn outfitted before we came up here.”

“What do you mean ‘outfitted?’”

“One thing recalcitrant boys need, Jack, is a spanking.”

“What?” He arched his plucked eyebrows in surprise.

“That’s right. There are actually two things that are going to happen this afternoon. First, you are going to get a spanking for being a stubborn boy. Second…well, you’ll find out.”

Carly opened the big front door and they marched into the barn.

It was large inside, and one whole wall of the barn was stacked with bales of hay. When the snow flew and the wolves howled the cows were going to have to be watched and fed.

On the other side of the barn, however, were stalls, for the horses. At the end of the row of stalls the top plank was missing, and the middle plank had been turned sideways. It was flat, and the girls pushed Jack onto it. He fell forward and his ass stuck up. Carly held his legs down so he wouldn't fall over and Shiela tied leather straps to his feet, then fastened the other end of the straps to two rings screwed into two posts. His legs were now held apart.

He tried to push up from the front, but the girls pushed him back, and Carly tied a leather strip from the chain between his hand cuffs to an eyebolt in the far wall. Jack was effectively spreadeagled, his ass in the air, and his tits hanging down.

“Okay, Jack. Like I said, stubborn boys have to be punished. Carly and I are going to take turns and whale on your hide.”

“You can’t do this!” he screamed.

There wasn’t anybody but the girls within haling distance, however.

The Carly reached over and pulled his dress up. It rode over his butt and hung down to the back of his neck. His tummy shaper was fastened and the girls frowned.

“How do you spank through a tummy shaper?” asked Shiela.

“I guess we’ll just have to hit harder.”

Jack was pleading, begging, demanding, shifting through various emotions as he tried to talk Shiela and Carly out of their proposed punishment.

“Don’t want to hurt him.”

“No, but I think this will work in our favor. We can spank him harder, and the tummy shaper will protect him.”

“I think you’re right. You want to go first?”

“I’m dying to.”

“No! No!” Jack begged. “This isn’t right! This is cruel and unusual punishment.”

“But, Jack, it’s not punishment. It’s a correction. It’s for your own good. How will you ever be a good girl if you don’t first become a good boy?”

“But I don’t want—“

WISSS…SMACK!

Carly had selected a length of plow line. It had just the right amount of weight, and she could adjust her grip as needed.

“OW!” Jack yelled.

But they knew it hadn’t hurt that much.

WISSS…SMACK!

“No…no…no…!” Jack begged.

WISSS…SMACK!

Carly took her time. She wasn’t mean and vicious, she was just determined to give Jack the exact kind of whipping that he needed.

Shiela sat down in the stall and watched Jack. She watched as he arched from the impact. She watched as he looked at her and cried. She did not, however, tell Carly to stop.

“Please, honey, please…”

“You’ve been bad, Jack. It’s high time you learned your lesson.”

WISSS…SMACK!

WISSS…SMACK!

Finally, Carly eased up. She handed the leather strap to Shiela and unbuttoned his tummy shaper.

“Perfect!”

Shiela came over and examined his butt. There were no distinct stripes, only a healthy red glow. He wouldn’t be able to sit comfortably for a few days, but he wasn’t damaged, not at all.

“Wow,” said Carly. “It looks like it’s hot.”

She felt his butt and Jack twitched.

She grinned and said, “Jack, you’ve been making much ado about nothing.”

Shiela felt his ass. He yelped and shivered, and she said, “God, I almost envy him. This is so incredibly sexy.”

“You can always change places,” offered Carly.

Shiela grinned. “Maybe some day.”

They both laughed.

“Can you let me up?” Jack sobbed.

“Oh, Lord, no!” Shiela blurted. “I haven’t had my turn.

Carly pushed his package back into place and buttoned the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper. “Are you going to use the leather strap?”

“Naw. I want this to be special, so it’s not a matter of how much, it’s a matter of how.”

Carly tilted her head slightly in puzzlement.

Shiela went to a stall and picked up a pair of leather gloves.

Carly smiled.

“Okay, Jack, let’s get personal.”

WISSS…SMACK!

But it was a different ‘wisss.’ Instead of a thin belt it was a flat hand, and the sound it made was slightly muffled. More of a WISSS…PLAT!

WISSS…PLAT!

But whether smack or plat Jack’s ass was already sore.

“OW! OW! STOP!”

But Shiela just chuckled happily. She was suddenly imbued with a sense of authority, of power, and she felt strong and in charge.

WISSS…PLAT!

WISSS…PLAT!

Jack sobbed, but he was also aware of something else. His dick, which had been struggling all along, suddenly woke up and really struggled. He could feel it pushing out against his cage, and Carly blurted. “Good Lord! Look at his cock!”

His cock was pushing the cage out. His skin was stretching and his dick had actually managed to get hard!

Carly felt his balls. The skin was tight and the balls were hot to the touch.

“Wow! He really likes this!”

WISSS…PLAT!

“He sure does.”

Jack was caught now. On one hand, he hated it. On the other hand, he couldn’t deny that this whole scene was making him ten times hornier than he had ever been in his life.

WISSS…PLAT!

Jack began struggle in a different way. With each slap of the glove he  humped the board. He pushed his cage stretching cock under the board. He began groaning and moaning.

Carly touched Shiela’s arm and they stared at him while she spanked him.

WISSS…PLAT!

WISSS…PLAT!

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…”

WISSS…PLAT!

Jack’s cock began to leak semen. It collected in the cage then dripped through the slit.

Shiela stopped spanking him, and watched.

The dripping stopped immediately. He still had a load in his balls, but he had actually cum from being spanked.

Jack had a lot more kink in him than they had suspected!

“All this, and he cums from being punished,” Carly whispered. she was in awe.

“I was going to peg him,” said Shiela.

“Go ahead.”

“But he already came.”

“There’s plenty more in there. And it’s pretty obvious that this is what Jack needs.”

Shiela nodded. Yes, it was true.

“Okay. Let me get my strap on.”

Shiela ran back to the house and rummaged through a suitcase.

Carly sat down next to Jack and brushed his hair gently.

Jack was breathing in gulps, heaving like a winded horse.

“Jack,” whispered Carly. “You amaze me.”

She leaned forward and kissed the side of his face.

He turned his face towards her, and she took his lips.

He was breathing hard, not kissing back, but that didn’t matter to Carly. She just held to his face and made out with him.

Shiela came back, saw what they were doing and grinned. “Are you falling in love, girlfriend?” she asked.

“Oh, God, Yes. This is the hottest thing since…since I don’t know.”

“Well, if you think that is hot…” she had a big dildo jutting out from her groin. She stuck her finger in a jar of lube and took it out. She pushed the lube into Jack’s asshole.

Jack truly didn’t know what was happening. He just knew that something felt golden, and he wanted more of it. He pushed his ass back towards Shiela and she began to rim him. She slowly crooked her finger and massaged the lube into his crevice.

Jack was gone. The spanking had sent him into a subspace from which there was no return. Pain had become pleasure, his ass felt like it was being kissed by the Gods. His tits were twin sparklers of lust. His cock…did he have a cock? Or was he nothing but a huge penis?

Shiela pushed more fingers into him, and he greedily humped. His hips were going back and forth and his mind was in happy land.

Carly and Shiela kept looking at each other. They were amazed. Spanking was supposed to bring bad boys into line. But Jack had gone further. With the fingers up his ass he was actually submitting. He was becoming something else.

He wasn’t just a crossdresser, or even a sissy. He was a sissy slut! What had looked like a difficult job of transitioning was suddenly becoming an easy conversion job. They had started it, but he was taking over. He was giving up, giving in, submitting…he wanted to be fucked like a woman!

Shiela moved up behind him and pushed the head of her dick into his ass.

Jack made a groaning noise and arched and pushed his butt up.

Shiela pushed in further.

Jack was grunting, groaning, and it sounded like he was speaking in tongues. Just garbled syllables of guttural nonsense.

She began to ride him, and he was humping back so hard she actually had to grab his hips and hold on.

Carly stopped kissing him and backed away. She stared in astonishment as Jack went crazy.

She touched Shiela’s arm and whispered. “I’m going to get my dildo.”

Shiela nodded. She was almost scared at how violent Jack was in his fucking.

Carly ran out of the barn and headed for her car. She had her suitcase in the trunk, and she ripped it open and pulled out a strap on with an even bigger dick on it. She strapped it on and ran back across the yard. The dick waggled and actually threw her off balance.

She got back into the barn just in time. Shiela looked at her and started backing out.

Carly took her place. She slapped some lube on the dildo and began inserting.

Jack came alive again. He had calmed down when Shiela had backed out of him, but now he started to buck and fuck even harder.

Carly held on, and she pushed her dildo to the base. She had her plastic balls hard against Jack, and she kept worming and wiggling, and to Jack it felt like somebody was scouring his butthole out. He could feel her big dick going this way and that, and it felt like she was writing something in him.

For long minutes Carly screwed him, and Jack was an unstoppable machine.

He had. lived a life of fantasy, and had never known how far this fantasy went. Now he knew. It went all the way.

He wanted his cock, it felt good for it to leak out his semen. He loved the way his tits felt on his chest. He loved the way the nipples felt, especially when the women fucked him.

His hips went up and down. He squeezed his buns and tried to hold the cock inside his lubed up asshole. It just made the shaft spurt out…and come back in easier when he relaxed.

His dick started leaking the rest of his semen. A long string of silver fluid. Little chunks along the string. And he felt so warm and glowing inside. It was ten times better than a male orgasm. And probably better than a female orgasm. It was a total orgasm. It felt like his whole body was nothing but a slowly exploding sun.

He came and came, until there was nothing left. And he would have kept fucking, except that now Carly had had enough.

Slowly, tired, she pulled out of him.

Empty, feeling a space that he wanted filled, Jack sagged down on the plank.

Shiela undid the leather. straps on his ankles, then the leather strap to his handcuffs. Then she put the key to the cuffs in his hand. “Come up to the house when you’re ready, Jack.”

The two girls left him hanging on the board, tired and happy and spent, and totally changed in his viewpoint of life and himself.

Jack lay on the board in the barn for almost two hours. He lay, and sometimes he didn’t think at all. And sometimes whole sections of his life clunked and shifted.

What was he?

A crossdresser, and that was for sure.

And he was submissive. He never would have guessed that before he went through the spanking. But when Shiela picked up the glove and whaled on his already sore fanny…he knew.

And, he wasn’t a sissy. A sissy usually wears clothes and has effeminate mannerisms. He didn’t have effeminate mannerisms.

Was he a shemale?

Maybe. That would have to wait a while. When his breasts went away he would find out. He would either want breasts again, or he wouldn’t, and that would define his ‘shemale-ism.’

Was he a trans? Probably, but, again, there was a certain amount of ‘wait and see.’

Was he a heterosexual male? Well, he was, he loved women. He didn’t want to be fucked by a man. There was a little niggle of doubt in the back of his mind over this, but he was pretty sure all he wanted was women.

And he didn’t want to fuck them. Truthfully, he didn’t even care if he had a dick now. All he wanted was that moment of penetration. He wanted to be forced to give in. Let them fuck him. Whatever he did with his dick, he wanted to be fucked.

Now came the important question: did he want his wife?

He did…but he was conflicted. He wanted Carly, too. Yes, his wife had opened him up, but Carly…she was like an unanswered question.

Well, let that one wait for the future.

Two hours later he pulled himself off the board, fell on the floor of the barn, and groaned.

His ass was sore. Both the broad flesh of the fanny, and the tight ring of the anus. Not that sore, though, and he stood up.

He was still wearing lingerie and dress and high heels.

His make up needed a bit of repair, however. When he had cried the mascara had run a bit.

He pushed open the barn door and stumbled across the yard. He mounted the steps and stopped on the porch. He heard the girls talking inside, and he pushed open the door and entered.

The girls went silent as he walked across the room. They were at the counter and he sat down next to them. He didn’t look at them, just sat and stared at the floor.

The girls waited, and when they thought he was never going to talk again he suddenly looked up at them.

“Wow,” he said. “Wow.”

And the girls started to giggle.

END
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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 opened 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!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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The Day Jack Got Spanked!

A crossdresser is offered the choice
of permanent feminization
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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