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A Note from the Author!

This is the fourth installation in the ‘Dreaming of Feminization’ series.

Jack began the first book helping his neighbor clean her basement. In the process he comes in contact with lingerie and discovers he has a condition. Transvestic Disorder. He experiences fugue states whenever he explores dainty underthings.

In the second book Jack is determined to get to the bottom of his condition, and the fugue states lead to a self-aware dream state. He is being summoned by something in the dream state, and experiences physical changes. In the end he is transformed into a woman and disappears.

In the third book Jack awakes in the Land of Dreams. He is pursued by a vengeful lover and must find his way to the Source of Dreams.  He must fulfill a prophecy and heal the land.  In a castle on a high mountain, Jack finds himself trapped in a dungeon with his friend, Tuala, a Fairy.

Now, on with the story…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jackie lay on filthy straw in the dungeon of the castle known as the Source of Dreams. He was a woman now, and wore only his panties and a knotted bra, and he was grinning.

“What did you say?” asked Tuala.

“I said, ‘Eat my pussy!’”

Tuala stared at him.

“You’re the one who told me that love is everything.”

“It is, but only for Fairies! You don’t belong here, Jackie. You’re from a real world. These bars, this cell, will confine you just as they would in your regular world.”

“Prove it.”

Tuala was sitting up now. She wore a shift, and her breasts were large, and her nipples were starting to stand up.

It was she who had been teaching Jack, but now…now he was offering the unthinkable, and in the process she would have to learn.

“Afraid to try?”

“No.” Tuala stood up, but she was shivering. In the dim, blue, forever light of the dungeons she was shaking, and…eager.

And afraid.

“Come.”

Jackie slid his panties off and put them to the side. He spread his legs.

As a man he had had muscular legs, as a woman he had soft, curvy legs. His toenails had been painted in the real world, and they were painted here.

Tuala moved closer, knelt at his feet.

She stared at his pussy. A woman, she wished that pink triangle was a cock, but…that was the way it was.

She placed her hands on his knees and moved forward. She licked her lips.

Jackie opened wider.

He was moist.

He whispered, I’ve been hoisted on a hook, the bad Ann skewered me with her fingers and just about everything else you could imagine. I need love.

It was this last statement that moved Tuala. As a Fairy she was committed to healing people, helping them. Jackie was asking to help her, but she needed to do the helping. She bent over to her knees, lowered  her face and applied herself to his slit.

Jackie really did need this. He had been abused badly, and he needed the soft touch.

Tuala wrapped her arms around his legs and cupped his buns and licked him.

Jackie moaned and arched his back. He tilted his pussy into Tuala’s face.

For a while there was nothing but the soft sounds of sucking in the gloomy dungeons. For a while even Tuala was afraid it wasn’t going to work, but her essence as a Fairy could not be denied.

The walls of belief began to crumble. Belief in walls and prison cells and hate and mistakes and all the things that make a man feel guilt…and less than virtuous.

All the fears turned to dust and a spark of light ignited over the pair, shards of illumination lanced through the cell. A change in the blueness, and yellow light glowed softly.

“Oh, yes,” Jackie watched the dungeons lighten up.

Tuala licked, bit, soothed, and Jackie’s pains left and were replaced by light.

“It’s working,” whispered Jackie, holding Tuala’s head.

Tuala slipped her hands further under his buns and worked a digit between them. She tickled his tickle spot, and that did it.

“AHHH!” Jackie arched and pressed her pussy into Tuala’s mouth, and the lock on the cell door clicked.

Jackie lay, panting, in a state of wonder and awe. The female orgasm had rocked his world, opened his eyes to possibilities of love.

Tuala, grinning and refreshed by being able to help her friend, stood up and walked to the cell door. A simple push and it opened.

Jackie moved as if in a daze, his eyes trying to focus on what went for reality. He smiled at the sight of the open door.

They walked out of the cell and along the long corridors of the dungeons.

“Where now, Jackie?”

Jackie stopped and looked in front of them. A huge hump of a root had drilled through the dungeon corridor and into the depths of the earth.

“The Tree. The Fairy Tree. We still need to see your great grandma.

“Two Greats, Jackie. You must show proper respect. It’s Great Great Grandmother.”

“Okay. Great Great Granny.”

“Grandmother.”

But Jackie wasn’t listening, he was clambering over the massive root of The Tree.

Tuala followed him and they continued the search for a way to The Tree.

“I don’t want to go to go through the castle. People may recognize me, we might just end up in the dungeon again.”

“There’s a stairway that leads to the courtyard of The Tree, I think I might be able to find it.

They walked, holding hands, and circled through the underground maze of dungeons.

Finally, Tuala stopped at an iron gate set in the side of the corridor. It looked like the gate to a cell, but beyond it stair sled upward.

“I think this is it.”

Jackie placed his hand on the iron bars of the gate and pulled. The gate swung open.

The pair grinned at each other as they began to climb the stairs.

Since The Tree was set in a depression in the Great Courtyard they didn’t have far to climb. Only a handful of minutes on the darkened stairs, then they saw a glimmer of light. Not the blue light that existed in the absence of light, but the yellow light of the outer world.

They came to another gate, and they peered through the rusty bars.

They had come up in a small building half under the giant tree. Above them The Tree grew a mile up, the occasional fall of colored leaves were light dust motes in the golden light of day.

Jackie opened the gate and peered around the corner of the building.

There were people in the courtyard. Come to call on the Fairy Tree, pressing their hands against the trunk and receiving divine instruction.

There were people sitting under golden sacks hanging from the limbs, talking to relatives either freshly rejuvenated and being rebuilt by The Tree, or to relatives past and about to be born again.

“This is better than I thought,” murmured Tuala.

Jackie turned his head towards her, and saw that she was pointing to a limb only a hundred yards away.

A limb hung so low it’s Fairy fruit almost touched the earth. In one particular fruit the body was hanging inches from the ground, and the features of the Fairy about to be born were quite plain to see.

It was Tuala!

“It’s you!”

“No. It’s my Great Great Grandmother, and it is almost time for her to walk apart from The Tree.”

“You look so alike!”

“We’re from the same branch. Of course we look alike.”

“This is so weird.”

“What?”

“You were born before your grandmother.”

Tuala was in his face. She hissed. “Great Great Grandmother! Don’t screw it up!”

“Okay…okay.”

Tuala gave him a nasty look, then turned back and inspected the courtyard.

There were only a few people near them.

“If we walk slowly, our heads bowed, they probably won’t give us a second look.”

“And if they do?”

“They won’t. I’ll stand between you and them. Cover your hands over your face and act like you’re crying.”

Jackie nodded. “Okay. You ready?”

Tuala nodded.

Jackie lowered his shoulders, placed his face in his hands, and Tuala led him into the Great Courtyard and her Great Great Grandmother.

They walked across bricks that were once white, but now were stained with the colors of a million multi-hued leaves. Rusty red and puke green, yellow smudges amongst brown tramplings, they shuffled over the brick towards the low hanging limb.

The orange sack loomed, and Jackie saw how it pulsed and swayed from the pulsings.

There was a harmony to birth, and it was a rhythm that only women could understand. But now Jackie was a woman, and the truth of birth washed over him, dazed him, made him weak in the face of creation.

“Easy, Jackie. Sit if you must. Don’t touch her. Be at peace and let’s see if she will speak to you.”

“But her voice is on the inside.”

“The voice of her mind isn’t.”

Jackie sat a mere two feet from the lightly swaying fruit. He listened to the pulsing music that issued from the Fairy’s birth. He was mesmerized.

Tuala sat next to Jackie. She swayed slightly in tune with the birth, and Jackie found himself moving with her.

“Great Great Grandmother…I have brought Jackie to you.”

She turned to Jackie. “Still your mind. Have no thoughts that thoughts may have space to take place.”

Jackie sighed, and breathed. He heard his heart beats. He heart the blood whistling through his veins.

Normally he could never have achieved such silence, but here, int he presence of Tuala and her Great Great Grandmother, he felt the peace of Fairy birth. He felt the coalescence of spirit that was a baby to be born.

And he heard, “Jackie-e-e-e-!” A soft, sinuous slithering of thought. So gentle, so kind.

He knew he was to answer. He opened his mouth to speak. “Great Great—“

The sack that held the Great Great Grandmother suddenly burst at the bottom. The new Fairy was poured out upon the once white bricks. Orange fluid, fruity smelling amniotic fluid splashed on the stained bricks and splattered upon Jackie’s legs.

And that was when Jackie learned that he had done something truly horrible.

If he had completed ‘Great Great Grandmother’ it would have been okay. But the sudden birth had startled him, and he only completed ‘Great Great.’

Tuala looked at him, opened her mouth to urge him to complete the honorific, but the Great Great Grandmother took umbrage first.

“You disrespectful human!”

Her tones indicated that being a human was the lowest form of life, with  ‘disrespectful’ being an even lower description.

“You refuse to address me properly. Many deaths upon you, and may they all be painful!”

Jackie moved back, both in disgust from the orange fluid on him, and from the sheer virulence of the Great Great GRandmother’s tones.

“Great Great Grandmother!” tried Tuala. “He was surprised by your birth! Let him finish…”

“He is finished!” If words could kill that phrase would have given Jack a heart attack, death by cancer, and a bullet in the head as he fell from a forty story building all at the same time.

“But—“

Jack tried.

“Great Great Grandmother!” Tuala was beseeching, on her knees and half bowed, her hands out in supplication. “He is the one you summoned many lifetimes ago. He must fulfill a prophecy! Your prophecy! He is but a baby from another world. Please allow him to finish!”

“He is a Dreamer?”

Her words had the impact of shit hitting Jackie in the face.

“Then the Dreams have died and he is the reason.”

Jackie could take no more. The terrible hate the newborn, young woman held for him was overwhelming. He turned and headed for the iron gate that led to the dungeons.

“Jackie!”

“Let the filthy swine depart. I want no more of him.”

“But Great Great Grandmother!”

“Now help me clean myself. I must speak to The Tree and…” she continued giving her Great Great Granddaughter instructions, and Tuala watched as Jackie opened the iron bars and disappeared down the stairs into the dungeon.

Jackie traipsed down the stone stairs into the ever blue light that illuminated the dungeons. As he walked his mind was a whirling mess.

He had offended the Great Great Grandmother, who had summoned him to this place of Dreams.

He hadn’t intended to, it was an accident, but…it was done.

And he had the feeling she would never forgive him.

How would he fulfill whatever prophecy concerned him?

How could he even find out what he was supposed to do?

Sorrow burrowed into his heart as he realized that he had just lost the key that would transport him back to his own reality, his mother and Ann. The good Ann.

He reached the bottom of the stairs, and the bottom of his heart.

He had been filled with love by Tuala, but now he was alone. Now he was—

“Jackie!”

Jackie turned, and his heart lifted.

Tuala was running down the corridor towards him.

Jackie met her halfway and they hugged. Their breasts touched and they held each other.

“I’m sorry,” whispered Jackie.

“It’s okay.”

“But she won’t help me.”

“No.”

After a minute they separated and just stood facing each other. Then Tuala dropped the other shoe

“Actually, we have to leave.”

“But, what about—“

Tuala placed her hand over Jackie’s mouth.

“Jackie, Great Great Grandmother will not speak to you.”

“But surely there’s some way I can—“

“No.”

“How do you know?”

“Because if it was me in her place, I wouldn’t.”

Jackie’s eyes opened wider.

“No.”

“Yes. The Land of Dreams is run by tradition. You broke tradition.”

“But I didn’t mean to!”

“There are no accidents. What you did…it was meant to be, or it wouldn’t have happened.”

“But what will we do?”

“As I said, we must leave. In offending Great Great Grandmother you have moved her from being a friendly force to the other side.”

“But she’s a Fairy! And I thought Fairies were good!”

“Not always, Jackie. I told you that some adhere to the other side. It’s about balance, and Great Great Grandmother, having been attacked by you, must return the attack. We have to leave before she can become a force and come after us. In a way, I think she was foreordained to do this. I’m helping you, and I’m good, so balance says that somebody from the same branch must be bad.”

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Jackie. “I really screwed up. I’ve been realizing things, thinking about how to be a kinder, better person, then I go and do this.”

“Cheer up, Jackie. We have a chance. We’ve got a head start. If we can get out of here, or even just hide from her long enough, perhaps we can escape.”

“But how will I ever find out what I have been summoned for?”

“You’ll have to find out another way.”

Jackie nodded. “Okay.” Then: “So how do we leave?”

“That may be a problem…”

The walls of the White Castle were hundreds of yards high. They were monstrous thick at the bottom, and there were no doors.

“Well, how about a sewer system or something? Can we go out through a sewer pipe?”

Tuala looked at Jackie with disgust. “What do you think we are?”

“Huh? I don’t know. What’s wrong with my question.”

“Well, it’s sort of distasteful to answer, but Fairies don’t excrete.”

“Excrete? Like…poop? Pee?”

“Precisely.”

“But…what do you do with the…the food waste you produce.”

“Jackie? Didn’t you hear me? We don’t excrete! That means we don’t eat. We can drink as much as we want, but we don’t eat solid food. And whatever ‘pee’ you think we might produce, it seems to be burned off by our glow.”

“Your…glow.”

“Yes,” she made a facetious face, “Our glow!”

Jackie was aware of her glow. She always had it, except after helping him recover. But even then it was only gone a short while. The Fairies’ glow rebuilt very fast.

“So I guess that means there is no sewer.”

“That’s right.” Tuala seemed a little miffed by the whole conversation, so Jack let it go.

“So how do we get out of here?”

Now Tuala screwed up her face and thought. I don’t think we can make a door in the wall by making love, so that’s out.”

“No way under, no way through, that leaves only up.”

“Go to the top of the wall and climb out?”

“Uh, no.”

“Why not?”

“Because there is no stair to the top of the wall. It’s a drop off on the inside, fifty yards. If somebody did get to the top they would have a sheer fall, and the wall slants over the roof of the highest compartment, so they would just sloop off and fall all the way to the Grand Courtyard.”

Jackie sighed. “Man. We are really messed.”

“We are unless you can think of some way to dream us out of here.”

It was a classic problem. A locked room, no way in, no way out, and if Great Great Grandmother had anything to say about it she would murder Jackie.

Nothing else to do, Jackie sat down on the floor.

He intended to think, to reason a way out of this conundrum, but his real motivation, Tuala would later reason, was to go to sleep. To dream. For all problems are solvable by dreams.

And he slept.

“I don’t know what happened!” Ann cried. Tears were streaming down her face. Her body was shaking and she was wringing her hands.

“But where is he?” Joan stood in the bedroom where Jack had disappeared.

“That’s it! I don’t know! He just…he just…”

Joan’s mind was corkscrewing into panic, and she would have been totally in chaos if she had seen Jack disappear. But she was his mother, and she had to keep a level head. She had to find her boy.

She looked at the straps hanging from the posts. She glanced at the crying Ann.

What had her son and Ann been doing? She had thought they were going to make Jack wear garments and get over this ‘Transvestic Disorder’ thing.

And now she finds wrist restraints, and a whip on the floor.

She almost asked Ann, but it was more important to get past all that and find Jack.

Joan took Ann’s arms and made the woman face her. “I think it’s time we called somebody else in on this.”

Ann actually didn’t want to. Jack hadn’t wanted to, and she respected what Jack wanted. But now there was no more Jack. Now she had ot. She had to.

BOOM!

Jack woke up.

Tuala sat up straight.

BOOM!

“What’s that?”

Jack stood up.

BOOM!

The thuds were getting louder, and the whole castle was shuddering under impact.

BOOM!

Jackie ran inside a cell and put his hand on what he thought was the inside of the castle outer wall.

BOOM!

Dust fell, and he felt the very rock shaking violently.

Tuala was right behind him. She put her hand to the wall.

BOOM!

Now not just dust, but actual pieces of the big stones crumbled and fell.

“Back!” yelled Jackie.

BOOM!

They darted out of the cell and across the corridor.

BOOM!

Then the inside wall splintered. Big chunks of rock flew inward.

BOOM!

The wall shattered and there was a hole to the outside.

Light poured in for a brief moment.

Then a giant hand came through the tunnel. It was a woman’s hand, but so very big. Big enough to shatter the wall of the castle.

The hand had red fingernails and a wedding ring. It groped around, ripped the bars off the front of the cell, but came just short of Jackie and Tuala.

Jackie and Tuala held their breaths, pressed their back bones against the wall, and watched as fingers the size of logs scrabbled and searched, then the giant hand was withdrawn.

Sunshine through the big tunnel for a moment, then a giant eye.

Jackie stared at the eyeball. There was something familiar about the eye, and the ring and the fingernails, for that matter.

The eye shifted upward and a red mouth appeared at the end of the tunnel. “Jack?”

“It’s my mother!” hissed Jackie.

He started to move forward, but Tuala stopped him with an arm across his chest.

“But—“

“Not now, Jackie. She sounds really pissed!”

And Joan was pissed. “Jack! You come home right now! If you don’t…if you don’t…I’m going to tell your father!”

Jackie looked at Tuala.

Tuala murmured, “A father. Now that is weird. I always forget how screwed up people not born of The Tree are.”

“JACK!”

The voice boomed so loudly that both Jackie and Tuala covered their ears.

Then the eye looked into the castle. Then sunlight. And the voice, receding, drifting down the mountainside as his mother left. “That did it. I’m going to call him right now!”

She was gone, that was obvious, but it still took Jackie and Tuala a moment to get over their fright and move timidly down the tunnel.

She was gone.

No footprints the size of King Kong’s.

No trees crushed and bent over to mark her path.

“Wow,” said Tuala, her eyes large and round.

“My mother must have found out…Joan must have told her…I’m not there.”

“You’re lucky she didn’t get you. Can you imagine a spanking from her big hand?”

Jackie couldn’t help it. It was probably just relief from avoiding motherly ‘love,’ but he snickered. “I can just see it. She bends me over her thumb and spanks me.”

Tuala chuckled, then laughed.

Then the laughter was stopped.

“There they are!” came down the tunnel towards them.

They turned and looked, and there was Great Great Grandmother. She had a dozen soldier types with her, all holding swords, and they began running down the tunnel.

Jackie and Tuala jumped to the talus below and slid almost all the way to the tree line.

“You come back here, Jackie!” screamed Great Great Grandmother.

A spear clattered near them. Another one thunked into a tree, then they were into the woods.

They walked through the flatlands, little puffs of dust rising from their feet.

Jackie’s feet really hurt. The high heels were causing his arches to stretch it felt like his feet were swollen.

“Can’t you go barefoot?”

“I throw them away and they appear again on my feet.”

“Let me try.”

Jackie stopped and Tuala pried a high heel off his foot and threw it.

It faded into the air and they looked down. It was on Jackie’s foot.

“How about breaking the heel off?”

Jackie took his shoe off and broke the heel off. When he put the shoe back on the heel had reappeared.

“Wow,” said Tuala. “You must really like high heels.”

Unfortunately, Jackie couldn’t disagree. When he had first put them on it had caused him an enormous erection. Now he had no erection, but they still caused a damp feeling between his legs.

They walked under the sun for a while longer, then Jackie asked, “So where are we going?”

Tuala stopped and turned to him. “I don’t know. I thought that was up to you.”

“You’re the guide.”

“But you’re the Dreamer. I can guide you through the land, but you have to make the destination.”

Jackie sighed, turned and looked behind them.

In the far distance was a little puff of dust.

“Great Great Grandmother,” he whispered.

Tuala nodded. “She’s not going to stop until she’s killed some respect into you.”

“I guess we better go.”

They went, walking through the long hours of the day. They were getting closer to the village, and the dust cloud behind them was getting closer.

They entered the path that led to the village.

“Ann’s there, you know.”

“We’re going to have to get past her somehow.”

“And we’re going this way because…?”

“I just want to get away from her,” he jerked a thumb back towards the cloud, “and past her,” he pointed a finger towards the village.

“You know, it sort of amazes me,” said Tuala.

“What?”

“You dreamed this, and you dreamed a lover to score your hide with a whip, a mother to squash you like a bug, and a counterpart for me to oppose you at every turn.”

Jackie grunted. “Hunh. Doing pretty good, eh?”

“I suppose.”

They heard the clatter of hooves behind them.

“Horses?” Jackie arched an eyebrow.

“Fairies can imagine a lot of different things. I guess horses were the best way to catch up to you.”

“Why can’t I imagine a racing car to get away?”

“Because you’d have to image tar roads and filling stations and distribution centers and tankers and plants to distill and oil wells in the ocean who isn’t really too happy right now. that’s why.”

“Oh.”

They were on the out skirts of the village now, and things were crazy in the village. People were running every which way but loose. Women were scampering towards the center of the village, holding babies and tugging little children. Men had picked up clubs and held pick axes.

Tuala grabbed a boy of about ten, “What’s going on?”

“Jack is coming! We’re going to fight him off!”

Jackie shook his head in disbelief. Now the whole village was after him!

As the boy scampered away Jackie turned around. Great Great Grandmother entered the village. She was riding a great white stallion, and a dozen Fairies, soldier Fairies, were behind her, also on white horses. They wore shiny armor and held sharp swords.

“There he is!”

“Come on!” Tuala grabbed Jackie’s hand and tugged. They ran amongst the villagers, heading for the center of the village. They came to the well, buckets of mud dumped in clumps on the ground beside it.

Ahead of the well was a thick crowd. They raised clubs and other weapons in their hands and screamed and yelled.

Great Great Grandmother charged her white stallion into the back of the crowd.

People were crushed and stepped on by the stallions, and she was on ten yards behind Jackie and Tuala.

Jackie and Tuala burst through the crowd and into the center space.

Ann stood, wearing black leather pants, a halter top held up by strips of leather, and the highest heels Jackie had ever seen.

And red, red lipstick.

And a broad, white smile.

And a whip in her hand.

Her breasts high and jiggling with her hard breaths.

Waiting, her feet slightly spread.

“It’s about time, Jackie!”Jackie and Tuala came to a stop, and Great Great Grandmother’s stallion burst through the inner ring of villagers.

The  great horse pranced and circled and its eyes flashed fire.

Jackie and Tuala looked back and forth. Talk about being caught between the devil and…the devil.

“Caught you!” yelled Great Great Grandmother exultantly.

“I caught them first,” yelled Ann, snapping her whip.

More stallions burst through the ring of people, and the people stepped back and watched this terrible confrontation.

Ann stepped forward and to the side.

Great Great Grandmother held to the back of her stallion as it pranced to the side on the other side of Jackie and Tuala, it’s sides heaving and sweat covered, its nostrils chuffing furiously.

The two women glared at each other.

“I chased him across the land.”

“I chased him to you!”

“He has disrespected me!”

“I love him!”

In a sense, they were opposites, and by all rights should have gone to fighting, but they were also seeking balance, and so the unthinkable happened.

“Why don’t we share him?”

Both women stopped.

Jackie and Tuala looked back and forth between the two women.

“You mean…we both torture him?”

Ann shrugged. There was a look of satisfaction on her face.

They were like serial killer politicians who had suddenly agree on a common platform.

“We can take turns.”

“We can make him respect us.”

“We can make him love us.”

The crowd was murmuring, excited at this prospect. Not just one woman to administer ‘justice,’ but two!

Great Great Grandmother raised a leg, pivoted, and slid off the saddle of her horse. The horse snorted and stomped the ground.

Both women advanced until they were standing on each side of Jackie and Tuala.

Up close they were gorgeous.

Ann in her dominatrix outfit.

Great Great Grandmother in shiny armor, glowing like a powerful Fairy should.

“We can tie him up.”

“We can shred him and rend him.”

“We can turn him inside out and make him sorry he ever had a Dream.”

Both women were grinning sharp grins now.

“We can use my hut. I have tools to apply to Jackie’s pretty hide.”

“The hide we can strip from her.”

Ann raised a hand. “Take Jackie to my hut!”

Villagers rushed in. They grabbed Jackie’s arms and legs and lifted him up.

Tuala stepped back. She was not wanted. She bit her lips and watched as Jackie was toted away.

Into the hut on the heads of screaming villagers. The bra that had been ripped and which Jackie had tied together was fully ripped off him. His panties were pulled into shreds.

Then Great Great Grandmother and Ann, arm in arm, followed the villagers. They were smiling at each other as they entered the hut, and Tuala, behind the crowd of villagers and moving backwards and away, waited for the sounds of Jackie’s screams.

She had not long to wait.


Part Two

Jackie wouldn’t have been able to fight against the hundreds of hands that carried her into Ann’s hut even if he had been male.

One male against a hundred males and females, and he wasn’t even a male anymore.

Female muscles.

Female strength.

He was carried across the floor of the hut, people crowding in, everybody trying to get their hands on him.

And, once again, the fact that he was female worked against him.

Peasant’s hands groped his breasts, pulled on his nipples. Dirty, work hardened hands pushed at his vagina and fingers were inserted.

Jackie moaned with fear and…lust?

Then he realized that he had realized, and not known that he realized, that the only way out of pain was to enjoy it. What was that old saying? ‘Have a good day, and if you can’t, enjoy the misery.’

So he had unconsciously started to translate what was about to happen to him into pleasure.

They tied him to the big St. Andrew’s cross. His flesh, slick with sweat, slid along the polished beams and the straps were pulled tight on his wrists and ankles.

“Oh, God,” he moaned. Sure, he had the idea of enjoying, but the reality of pain was still terrifying.

“Back!” commanded Ann. She smiled at Great Great Grandmother. “Watch, and enjoy.”

Enjoy? thought Jackie, trying to still his wildly beating heart.

Ann moved to Jackie, faced him from the other side of the big X, and touched his cheek. “Jackie, Jackie.Then she hooked a finger into him and lifted.

Jackie cried out, and as the pain hit he told himself it was good, that everything was fine. it was pleasure.

He was halfway right.

Ann pulled his long hair back, kissed his neck, and bit it.

Jackie felt her teeth digging in, and he thought for a moment she had decided to rip his jugular, to actually drink his blood.

But Ann was just playing. The bite turned into a kiss, and she brought her hands up and cupped his breasts. He felt her ling, red nails scoring him, and turning into a tickle.

He tried to turn the pain into pleasure, but he had to endure a moment before he could do that. He would yip, or yell, or even shriek, then it would be pleasant and he would groan.

At the other side of the room, watching with much interest, Great Great Grandmother frowned.

Ann continued her ministrations. She slapped his tits, put the butt hook in place and tied it to his longhair. He was tied to the cross and bent back, and it hurt…until it didn’t. Until he could dream up how to morph the hurt into good feelings.

Great Great Grandmother frowned even more.

Around the hut peasants clapped their hands and oohed and awwed.

Jackie’s eyes rolled helplessly and he lost himself in the changing of pain to pleasure.

Balance, he thought, and that thought was visible to the Fairy at the door, and more than she could stand.

“Stop it!” she yelled. She marched forward and swept Ann back with a hand. “All you do is tease him, excite him. You need to go further. You need to go all the way.

The whip was on the floor and Great Great Grandmother picked it up and strode back a couple of paces. She uncoiled the whip.

“Not the whip!” yelled Ann, panicking because she knew what happened when you whipped Jack.

The crowd cheered at the thought of the cat whistling through the air and cutting into Jackie’s hide.

“Why not?” laughed Great Great Grandmother.

She pulled back her arm.

Ann yelled, “NO!”

But Great Great Grandmother swung the whip down across Jack’s back.

Jackie arched, and screamed, and disappeared.

“What the fuck?” mumbled Great Great Grandmother. She, of all, should have understood how a Dreamer can Dream himself out of pain. But it had happened so fast!

“You idiot!” snapped Ann.

Jackie was gone and the straps hung from the big X.

Professor Ernest Lamont climbed the stairs slowly.

He was a ponderous fellow, large in the gut and awkward in physical activities. Like climbing stairs.

He wore a suit that had been expensive once, but now smelled of foreign cigarettes and cologne.

Cologne to hide the odor of the cheap cigarettes.

His face was fat, and he tried to make it skinnier looking by cultivating a goatee. It worked…a little.

But his eyes bulged, and that countered the effect of the goatee.

“It happened up here,” explained Ann, leading the way. “We were…conducting an experiment,” she spoke slowly as she tried to make the act of tying somebody up and whipping him sound scientific.

“I don’t understand how whipping an innocent boy helps him understand himself,” Joan, Jack’s mother, inserted.

They reached the top landing and started down the hall.

“Quite so,” pronounced Professor Lamont wheezed. He had a stitch in his side from the climb up the stairs and he placed one hand on it. “Else a spanking would create a Beethoven.”

Ann risked a glanced back and was met with Joan’s dagger sharp eyes.

“Of course there have been times, in therapy as executed by licensed professionals, when corporal punishment has had desired effects.”

Lamont tried to affect a slightly Germanic accent. He sort of got it, and thought he had nailed it.

German accents sounded so…important!

They entered the room where Jack had disappeared and stared at the poster bed.

Ann hadn’t done anything to change the room. She was afraid to. The leather straps hung from the posters limply. The sheets were mussed. One pillow was askew and to the side.

Professor Lamont stepped forward and examined the wrist restraints. “Good leather,” he mused, thinking of his own efforts in exploring the field of Sado-Masochism. This was not a bad set up.

“Can you get him back? Professor?” Begged Joan.

“I think we first need to cons—“

Jack appeared. He just wasn’t there, then he was. He had lost his bra and panties, he was a woman, complete with sex organs, long hair and red nails. His body was shapely and his breasts were large.

He also had his head pulled back by a ope that went down his back and was attached to a silver hook that was in his…impaling him in his…

Joan recognized her son immediately. She rushed forward.

“What the fuck?” blurted Lamont.

“Jack!” yelled Ann, pushing around Lamont and getting to the other side of the bed.

The professor was in a light state of shock, but as a psychiatrist he was quick on his feet and was already recovering.

“What is this?” he blurted.

“Jack! Are you all right,” asked Ann. She tried to unknot the rope from his hair, but it was badly tangled.

“Jack! Why are you a girl?” asked his mother.

But as Jack realized where he was he saw the fat man with the goatee. There was something very familiar about him. There was something…and Jack got it.

The eyes were less piercing, he was fat instead of virile and muscular, and he wasn’t wearing a robe.

But he was the man in the black robe who had gone after him when he was under The Tree in the Grand Courtyard. The man who would have whipped him, but the crowd had stopped him!

“Who’s he?” Jackie yelled, suddenly frightened.

He understood that he might be in the restraints for a moment, but soon he would be back in the stream of mud, his entry point into the Land of Dreams.

“Professor Lamont,” answered his mother, working her long fingernails into the knots of the restraint around his wrist.

Jackie stared at her in horror. He didn’t want anybody involved but him and his mother, and he had made them agree not to involve anybody, not to call anybody, no matter what!

But they had!

And they had called, of all people, the man who had come after him  in the white castle. A man in a black robe, the opposite of what was good!

“No! You promised!”

He struggled, and Professor Lamont, watching the scene smiled, and Jack saw the glint of those piercing eyes he had first seen in the Land of Dreams.

It was a look that said that this man promised him no good no matter where he was. Land of Dreams or reality, this man was evil!

Jackie struggled, which slowed his mother’s efforts. He looked up at Ann. “You promised! You—“

Jack disappeared.

The leather restraints hung loose. His mother was working on a knot on a strip of leather that held no wrist.

“Jack!” yelled Ann.

Joan sobbed.

And Professor Ernest Lamont’s eyes widened in shock. And he thought: I could write book on this! I can get rich!

Jackie came to himself slowly. He groaned, and Tuala was there, helping him, holding him, drying his tears.

He was in the muddy creek again, but he was not standing up. He was not standing up because he still had the butt hook penetrating him. He was arched by the hook and trying to fold into the fetal position at the same time.

“Easy, Jackie. Let me get this out of you.”

She tried to pull the hook out, but Jack was bent back and couldn’t bend anymore.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. I made it feel good.”

Tuala assessed him, then nodded. “Good, Jackie.

The knots that Ann couldn’t undo Tuala, with her glowing fingers, was able to undo quickly.

Jackie bent forward, made it into the fetal position, and she pulled the silver hook out of his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” Jack suddenly felt empty. He had been having so much pleasure that he missed the fullness of the hook in him.

Tuala pulled him, urged him, and finally got him to crawling.

He crawled across the mud, arms and knees making big ruts, his long hair draggling.

“Don’t worry, Jack. I’ll clean you up.”

“How did you know…”

“I knew somebody would try whipping you. Don’t ask me how, I just knew.”

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Then they were on the bank, and Tuala pushed him onto his back and started massaging his flesh.

“Oh!” yelled Jackie.

“You’re still making pain into pleasure,” explained Tuala. “Balance, Jackie. Go the other way and make pleasure into pain.”

Jack didn’t want to. His mind was messed by what he had done to it, and he didn’t want to return to an existence where he experienced so much pain.

“You’ve got to, Jackie. Or you’ll go to the other side.”

Jackie didn’t care.

“Then you’ll never be able to love your mother, only hurt her.”

Jackie cared, and slowly, laboriously, he looked into his mind. He undid what he had done, and the feel of her hands on his flesh became pleasurable.

“Oh…yes,” he sighed.

She kissed him then. She held him and smoothed his flesh, and where she touched her glow took away his filth.

That time in the sixth grade when Sally Baker had made fun of him and hurt his feelings. Cured.

That time he had skinned a knee by falling off his bike. The pain was cured.

And dirt was nothing to her touch. It just glowed away and Jack’s skin became soft and clean and even sparkling.

As she worked it became easier.

She suckled Jackie, pulled on his nipples, and giggled when he moaned.

She put her fingers in him and reamed his hole.

She even reamed his asshole, and Jack found a whole new variety of pleasurable feelings.

Then he came, and she was done.

They sat on the bank of the muddy stream, and for the first time they weren’t on the side where the village was.

They took turns brushing out each other’s hair. Occasionally pressing their soft lips together, feeling the sexual thrill course through them and make everything all right.

“That is amazing,” Jackie sighed.

“Yes,” smiled Tuala. then she asked, “What now, Jackie?”

“I don’t know. I can’t go to the village, that’s for sure. And even if I could, what’s beyond the village except your Great Great Grandmother and a big white castle that I put a hole in.”

“It was your mother that did that.”

“Yes. But she wouldn’t have been here if not for me.”

“So, back to the original question. Where?”

“Let’s go down the river.”

Tuala tilted her head in question.

“The river is muddy. The ocean hurts. I’m supposed to do something about all that. I think maybe I should see what’s happening.”

“Very good. Shall we go?”

They stood up, Tuala in her beautiful shift, and Jack naked.

“We’re going to have to get you some clothes.”

“I suppose,” said Jack, looking down at his frame. He liked the size of his breasts, how the nipples stood out. And walking, even in the high heels, was getting easier.

They set off along the bank.

The river, as rivers are wont to do, wandered this way and that. Back and forth, but where it went, it was mud.

Not completely dry, the mud wasn’t cracked, but it was wet, damp, and just barely not dry.

They avoided walking in the river, for that was a mud sucking mess. Instead they walked through the bushes and brambles alongside the river.

The foliage was still a bit green, it was still getting a trace of water out of the mud, and it clung to them in places, and they had to make their way through thickets and pick their way through the sticker bushes.

Every once in a while they could hear voices coming down the river. The first time Jack heard that he stopped and looked back.

“Sounds like Ann, or Great Great Grandmother is after you.”

“Poop on a fork,” muttered Jack, and he turned and continued.

Their path wandered, and sometimes disappeared in the overgrowth. Sometimes it appeared in small patches of mud. This enabled their pursuers to sometimes gain on them, and sometimes to lose the trail.

The day, as days are wont to do in Dreams, elongated. Clouds drifted across the sky, but the sun stayed in the same position.

The sounds behind them.

Jackie’s feet grew sore from the heels. His breasts hurt from the constant bouncing of his gait.

But this was the path they had chosen, and they persevered, and eventually…

They stood on a sandy hillock and gazed into the distance.

“That’s the ocean?”

“I don’t understand,” answered Tuala.

As far as they could see was ocean floor. No water. Just sandy bottom, littered with the dead remnants of ocean life.

Fish that had wiggled their last. Seaweed shrouds and broken bits of shell.

Further out they could see a whale laying on the sand, gasping its last.

“Where’s the water?”

“It’s like the river. The river is mud, no water, and since the water hasn’t been feeding the ocean…no ocean.”

“But that’s not the way it works!” object Jackie. “Rivers feed the ocean, and the ocean evaporates and sends rain clouds to the land. It’s a cycle, and the ocean is the big brother! It’s the ocean that feeds the cycle!”

“That’s in the real world, Jackie. In the Land of Dreams something else has happened. Remember, this land is only as big as the area between the two poles, the sources of The Dream, the White Castle and the Black Castle. That’s going to create different eco systems that are proportional in some way to…to what you expect.”

For a long time they just stood and stared.

How the ocean floor slooped down. Where it was sand and where it was small, round pebbles.

No seagulls, no fish except the wiggling, dying ones.

“We’ve been going the wrong way,” said Tuala at last.

“What do you mean?” He tilted his head and turned it slightly. He thought he heard something.

Tuala faced him. “The river is muddy, so we came to the ocean to see what was wrong. But your lecture on how oceans and rivers work, it made me think: If the river is dry it didn’t become dry because of the ocean. It became dry because of what’s upriver. The water has disappeared because…because…”

“Because somebody stopped it!”

“Exactly.”

“So we need to go upriver, past the village, and see what stopped the water!”

“And we’d better hurry. Listen.”

Jackie tilted his head again. Yes. The sounds of pursuit. Grand Great Grandmother, or Ann, or possibly both of them, were getting closer to them.

Quickly, they raced back to the foliage along the river.

“We’ve got to let them past us.”

“But how?”

“Jackie, I need you to trust me. I want you to go upriver as far as you can, then hide. Get against a bank and pull earth over you. Hide, not a trace of you.”

“And where will you be?”

“I’m going to leave a false trail. They’re going to go past you at a gallop, and hopefully they won’t pick up your scent. When they’ve gone past continue on upriver. I’ll be waiting for you.”

“But wait! How are you—“

She placed a thin finger against his lips. “Trust, Jackie. It’s the great balancer!”

He nodded, and she pushed him upriver.

Jackie ran, towards the sounds, At this point, his feet so sore from the heels, it was easier running than walking.

When he was near the sounds of pursuit he lay down on the river bank, under a small ledge with roots coming out of the bottom. He pulled at the roots and the small bank crumbled down over him. He made sure his feet were covered, and he covered his face so he could breath, and he waited with heart pounding.

The sounds of the white stallions. The mutter of marching peasants. Both Great Great Grandmother and Ann were after him. He heard their voices and held his breath.

“Wait until I get ahold of that stupid girl!”

“We had her, until you whipped her!”

“How was I supposed to know?”

They argued past Jack and continued down the river.

Jackie waited a minute, pushed some earth off himself and looked over the bank.

They were gone.

He got to his feet and began trotting up the river. As he ran he brushed the earth and sand off him. He didn’t have Tuala there to clean him with love. He had dirt on his body, even sand in his pussy, and he felt gritty all over.

Still, he was safe, he had made it, so he hurried up the river, wondering what was happening with Tuala.

Tuala watched Jackie disappearing over the dunes and into the shrubbery next to the river.

She smiled at his lithe body. She loved his big boobs, even though they sometimes juddered too much for him when he ran.

She turned and faced the dry ocean and began running.

Tuala ran as fast as she had ever run. She wasn’t slowed down by Jackie now. and she became light footed over the slowly descending floor of the ocean.

She ran past wiggling fishes, scampered over seaweed, and headed far, far out.

On the beach behind her the combined forces of Ann and her Great Great Grandmother appeared.

In the distance they could see the lone body, but it was so far away it could have been two, or maybe one in front of the other. The distance was just too far for them to differentiate.

“Come!” yelled Great Great Grandmother.

White stallions led the way, armored men holding their swords up high, the swords glinting in the sun, and they pursued the far prey.

Tuala ran, and after a time she saw the ocean.

It was dry, and drying, but there was still plenty of water this far out.

Behind her the villagers and the Fairy soldiers came, but she reached the water and dove in.

She swam, and the fish of the ocean, crowded into a smaller space, brushed her legs and wondered at this dry skinned interloper.

Then, just as her pursuers came close enough to see her, she dove under water, and she did what Fairies do best. She flew into the Dream.

Behind her, unaware that she had gone, Ann and Great Great Grandmother stared at the undulating waves. They seemed a bit choppy, smaller, but maybe that was the result of being forced into a smaller space.

“Where are they?”

That was the moment that Great Great Grandmother figured it out.

She said a very ‘un-Fairy’ like word and turned to Ann.

“I should have known. I’m from the same branch. I know what she knows.”

Ann was confused. “What are you talking about?”

“Only one was here, only Tuala, and she has flown.”

“Flown?”

“She has dreamed herself elsewhere.”

For a moment Ann was startled by the concept, then she asked, “But where?”

“Up river,” said Great Great Grandmother. “Where they should have bene going in the first place, where they’ve been going all along, though they didn’t know it.”

Ann didn’t understand, but she followed along when Great Great Grandmother headed back to the far shore.

Jackie walked along the shore of the muddy river. He chose earth that was not so sodden that his heels might not sink. He often walked with his arms folded in front of him so that he might not quiver and bounce. Enough jouncing boobs and there was pain.

He walked for hours and hours. Alone and wondering where was Tuala.

But the Fairy had seemed awfully sure in her directions, and he was supposed to trust her, so he just kept walking.

And walking.

And walking.

And the sun did not go down, and the day stayed bright, and would have been cheerful if it wasn't for Jackie’s dire circumstances.

He passed the place where he kept reappearing in the muddy river whenever he was whipped. Across the mud he noted the trail that led to the village.

He wondered bizarre things. Like where does the village go when he wakes up and is no longer in the Dream. And if he walked beyond the mountains that held the White Castle would he descend into darkness? Maybe fall off the edge of the earth?

Mostly he just walked, and wished Tuala would find him.

It was lonely being the only one in a dream.

And he walked.

Up river, many Dream miles, Jackie came to a place where he heard voices. He crawled up an incline and peered through some shrubbery at the top.

The river curved around in front of him, and across the river was a huge dam.

It was big, huge, and black.

Atop the dam were little specks. Men. Men in black robes. Men with dark tools, tools like pick axes, that can be used for weapons.

The dam spread out across the land, a vast, permanent barrier, and behind the dam, across the swirling water, water that was angry because it had been denied the ocean, was the Black Castle.

It was the duplicate of the White Castle.

The castle was built up against tall, snow covered mountains, much like the White Castle. In many ways, the size and shape of the walls, the forest beneath the castle that live off of snow melt, the Black Castle was like the White Castle.

There was only one glaring difference.

Above the high wall of the castle there was no fringe of tree. No branches adorned with the infinite color of leaves.

The Black Castle had no Fairy Tree.

“But…why?” muttered Jackie, lying on the low hill and peering at the castle.

“Hello Jackie.”

Jackie spun to find Tuala, a tired smile on her face, hunkered down, watching him with love in her eyes.

“Tuala!” He leaped into her arms, and she into his. They held each other, and Jackie found that he was sobbing.

“I missed you!”

“And I you.”

Then Tuala pulled him back, to some bushes.

“Help me, Jackie. I tired myself out. I’m tired.”

Jackie laid her down on the soft earth. He covered her with his body and he kissed her, felt her, and gave her love.

She sighed, and within minutes she started to glow again.

To glow, and her eyes sparkled, and she returned the favor.

The world might be dry, and the oceans hurting, and the Black Castle and the White Castle might be at odds, but love always finds a moment. And this was their moment.

“I don’t understand,” said Jackie, laying on the earth and staring up at…at stars! He remembered not seeing stars, and being told that stars don’t occur in the Dream. They only occur in reality where you can dream.

Why was he seeing stars now?

But this momentary distraction was distracted by Tuala answering him.

“The Black Castle has declared war on the White Castle. They have hogged all the water for themselves.”

“But the White Castle can exist on snow melt! Doesn’t the Black Castle care about what it does to the land? How the rivers turn to mud and the oceans dry up? Don’t they care?

For a long moment Tuala said nothing. Then she spoke.

“Jackie. The White Castle is one two sources of The Dream, and while there is a balance of men and women there, it is still a female castle. It has the Fairy Tree, and there is birth. The Black Castle, the other source of The Dream, has no tree. It can’t, because while it has both men and women in balance, it is still inherently a male place. Thus, it can’t give birth.”

Jackie was silent, and he could feel things happening in him. He knew she was telling him too much, but he had the feeling she had to. They were coming up against it, and she had to.

“Don’t you understand, Jackie? Men can’t give birth. This is why they fight and rage and have wars. This is why they make diseases and plagues.”

“So that’s what this is?” his sweeping hand indicated the dam.

“Yes. Men raging, declaring war on the women. Destroying the land and creating a dead space between the two sources of The Dream. And if they succeed the Land of the Dream will be rent forever. It will never be cured! It won’t be able to be healed!”

“Men and woman separate forever,” that confused him.

“No. No. There is a balance within each castle of men and women. But one castle will dedicate itself to love, and healing, but without something to love and heal, without the men and women of the Black Castle, there will be nothing left to love and heal! The White Castle will languish and eventually fade into obscurity, into decay. It will degrade and love will disappear!”

“But what will happen to the Black Castle?”

“They will war amongst themselves. They will murder and kill until there is only one left, and he will commit suicide.”

Jackie got it then. “One land will become two, each incomplete without the other, each doomed to destroy themselves.”

“Yo’ve got it, Jackie. And now you know why you were summoned.”

Jackie stared at Tuala in the darkness.

It had been light for so long, the everlasting day, but now it was dark. The everlasting night.

And Jackie felt that these long days and nights somehow mirrored what was happening in him.

White and dark. Good and evil. Mirrors of each other in every man’s soul.

He lay back, closed his eyes to the stars and thought, and in thinking…he dreamed, and was asleep.

And he awoke somewhere else. Somewhere where two women screamed and a fat doctor conspired to write books.

In reality, somewhere else, the ambulance arrived.

Men wearing white trousers and tunics climbed out of the vehicle and went into the house.

Ann showed them the way to the bedroom.

Joan was sobbing in the bedroom. She had untied the leather restraints that held Jack prisoner and she cradled his head.

“My son…my son!”

The ambulance driver moved over to where the doctor was making notes. “I thought we were supposed to pick up a man?”

Professor Ernest Lamont smiled, the glitter was in his eyes as he beheld Jack.

“It’s a confusion,” answered the doctor simply.

“Is he, uh, she…is she trans?”

The doctor smiled. Is Jack trans? He was woman now, and there was no arguing that. The doctor had even, when Joan and Ann weren’t looking, put his finger up Jack’s hole to ascertain.

“She’s a woman. I’ve written your instructions down here,” he handed the ambulance driver a note.

The ambulance driver read the note and frowned. “But that’s the Institute for…”

The doctor moved in quickly, his sharp glance stopped the driver from finishing the title of the hospital to where Jack was going. The Institute for the Criminally Insane.

“Just do your work. Follow instructions.”

The ambulance driver shook his head and looked at the naked woman lying on the bed.

The note said Jack, but it looked like an ie and an e had been written in as an afterthought. Jackie.

He walked to the bed.

“Ma’am? We’re going to remove Jack now.”

Joan, sobbing, stood up and back.

Ann was at the door, and her eyes were shiny with tears also.

She had started out with the best of intentions. Help a young man realize himself. Feminization for fun. And they had had such fun. But now…now…

She sobbed as the ambulance driver and his second moved Jack off the bed and onto a gurney.

Dr. Lamont moved up next to Joan.

“We’re going to move him to a very special facility. This is an emergency so you won’t be able to see him for a few days, but I’ll keep you informed.”

Ann moved forward, “Where?”

Joan snapped. “You’re not his mother! You’re nothing! I don’t want to ever see you again! And if you come near my son…if you…”

She broke down into body wracking tears, and Professor Lamont, with a soothing look to Ann, helped Joan out of the room.

Ann turned and looked at the bed. What had happened? What had gone wrong?

And the sad truth was that she had been isolated from Jack. Forbidden to see him. And she was the one person who understood what had happened, and could have helped him.

But now the doctor had him, and there was nothing she could do.

More tears from her already weary eyes.

Jackie stood up, took Tuala’s hand, and walked up the slope to the dam.

They crested the mighty structure and stared across the raging waters at the Black Castle.

It was a dark blot against the shine of the mountains.

It held raging men and a plot to kill the Land of Dreams.

Tuala had her arm around Jackie’s waist. She leaned her head on his shoulder and she whispered. “I’m scared, Jackie. Hold me.”

Jackie held the Fairy, and he stared across the violent waters at the Black Castle.

And he knew: it was a forever night, and he might never wake up.

Never.

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.

Dam! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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