

Feminized in the Land of Love!

Did he dream? Or was he dreamed?

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

This is the third 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.

Now, on with the story…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jack stood in the stream, except it wasn’t a stream anymore.

What had once been fresh, clear water, filled with fishes, was now a muddy trough.

Fishes flopped their heads through the surface, breathing air and wondering where went the water.

He looked down at himself. He was wearing what he had been wearing when Ann had tied him to the bed.

A skirt, blouse, heels dug deep into the mud. Yet his make up was fresh, his boobs large. His groin warm, and getting hotter.

He had been tied to the four poster bed in Ann’s bedroom, she had whipped him, once, and driven him so far into the fugue state that he ended up…where?

Where was he?

The sun was shining, be it a little too hot.

The fishes were dying, and that meant the fishermen couldn’t feed their families.

And in spite of the hot sun, he was cold.

His feet were cold, his legs. Under his skirt and slip his snatch was cold. And it was hot at the same time. Burning cold. He wanted to grab it and hold it and use the warmth of his grip. But his grip wasn’t too warm, either.

“You’re too late, Jack.”

Jack turned.

The woman, not a woman but a Fairy, was perched on the side of the mud river.

Her face was pinched and sad. Her once cheerful demeanor sorrowful. She was wearing a thin shift, one that showed off her sumptuous boobs, and he could even see traces of her snatch under the shift.

Not that it matter to Jack.

Now he had no penis. It had fallen off and left him with a snatch.

“You’re too late and it’s all gone, and it’s because of you. If you had only cum when we called.”

Jack pulled a foot out of the mud and stepped. The other foot, foot after foot, the mud clinging and sucking and holding.

He reached the bank and stepped up.

Last time he had been in this…place, he had been spotless, filth refusing to adhere to him.

Now the mud clung like a dying leech. Coating his shapely legs, trying to slow him down and hold him in place.

“Who are you,” Jack asked. “What is this place?”

“As to who I am…I am Tuala of the Fairies. As to where you are…” She swung a dainty hand, with cracked nails and grime in them, and indicated the surrounding area. “Behold the dream.”

“Dream?” he frowned. “It looks like a nightmare!”

Tuala straightened up. She had been Jack’s size on his previous visits, but now she was taller.

“Where do people go when they dream, Jack?”

“I don’t know,” he was frustrated. He didn’t want questions, he wanted answers.

“They come here. They live lives of the opposite of what they are. And they seek to balance the opposites of their lives.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Said the madman to the Princess. But I’ll leave it up to you to decide what I am in my other life.”

“You’re probably crazy in your other life, too.”

She chuckled, ruefully because of the bone deep sadness inhabiting her soul, but still. “You were a man in your other life, and now you are the opposite. But you fulfill our needs. If only you had arrived in time.”

Jack grew tired of the tête-à-tête. He wanted answers, not riddles.

He walked past Tuala, clumping his feet a bit to relieve himself of the mud that was caked on him. It was hard clumping, however, as he was wearing heels, and when the mud did leave it left him awkward, staggering on the thin pillars.

Tuala followed him, kept up and moved to the side of him.

Jack was following a path he had followed before. The one that led to the village. Once it had been a tunnel of lush foliage, now it was decayed leaves and dead branches.

“I wouldn’t go to the village, Jack.”

“Good. Then I’ll be rid of your company.”

Tuala shook her head. “I liked you better as a man. As least then you were polite.”

Jack whirled on the fairy. “I’m made into a girl, transported into some bizarro Oz land, and you say stupid things. And I’m supposed to be happy about all that?”

“The secret of Life, Jack.”

“What?” He whirled on the Fairy.

“The secret of life. Have a god day, and if you can’t, then enjoy the misery.”

“Oh, God!” Jack snapped in frustration. He whirled and set off down the path again, then stopped.

He just stopped in the middle of the now wintry path and thought about himself.

He hadn’t been raised to be rude. And, yes, he was upset, and might even have good reason to be. But he had put the lingerie on. He had agreed to female clothes and make up.

And if this was just a dream, then he wasn’t really a girl, was he?

Why should he be made at Tuala? Yes, she might be an idiot, but he had learned long ago not to make an idiot’s problems his problems.

He turned and looked down at the woman. She was sitting cross-legged, Indian style, and he could see her slit widened by the widening of her legs.

But, so what? It made him hot, he could feel the blood in his groin, but there was nothing he could do about it. Not without a penis.

“Okay. Maybe I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

The fairy grinned insouciantly. “Would you like to leave lip prints on my ass?”

“Argh!” Jack turned and walked towards the village.

Laughing, Tuala followed.

“I still wouldn’t go to the village, Jack.”

“Why?”

“Because the balances are shifting. They swing back and forth. People are one way or the other, and there is no rhyme or reason to it all.”

“Well, I think I have to.”

She pranced ahead of him, looking like an elf throwing flowers to the wind, except that there were no flowers. She walked backwards in front of him, skipping backwards. “Is that what you think? Do you really think so?”

She was serious, and Jack took it for such.

“Yeah. I gotta go.”

“Why?”

Jack tried to get around her, to walk a little faster, but she shifted with him, stayed in front of him. He couldn’t understand how she could step over roots while walking backwards, or duck under the low limbs.

“Because…maybe I can figure out what happened. Maybe…maybe I can get back to Ann. To my Mom.

“Why would you want to do that? They’re not out of balance.”

“Don’t you understand?” Aggravation was gripping him again. “I have to find out!”

Then they were in the village. Tuala spun and moved to his side, and Jack examined the village.

Before there had been children in the streets. Women everywhere, and even a few men. Short men, who did the women’s bidding.

Now the streets were empty.

“They couldn’t feed their families, Jack,” Tuala muttered, as if that was the whole thing.

“But…where did they go?”

“Where do all dreams go when they end?”

Jack walked to the well. The bucket was thrown on the ground next to the well, and a little bit of mud had flowed out of the bucket and dried on the ground.

Mud.

He looked down into the well.

It was dark and he was unable to see the bottom, or the shine of water.

He picked up a rock and dropped it into the well. He listened.

Thud.

Not splash, but…thud.

Thud?

No water. The river had dried up, and the well water. But how could water under the land dry up?

But it had. A logic beyond logic.

“In this land beyond dreams,” whispered Tuala, looking into the well from the other side.

Jack stared at the Fairy for a moment. Then he turned and headed for a hut.

He had visited the hut before, and an old man had been bound to a big wooden X and an old woman had been cutting him with a whip.

He looked into the hut.

Tuala suddenly turned, then slunk off to the side.

Jack was fascinated by the innards of the hut and ignored the absence of the Fairy.

Everything was the same. Everything was old, as if from medieval times. Cooking pots. Small racks of clothes.

Now the pots were rolled about and the clothes were gone.

Somebody had packed and left.

Jack walked to the big X. He touched it.

There was blood on the thick beams, and leather straps that didn’t look old.

He touched the straps. Blood on those. Dried blood which had stiffened the straps.

“I wondered where you had gone,” said Ann from the doorway.

Jack spun, then laughed happily. “Ann!”

They met in the middle of the room. They hugged, and she kissed him and felt his breasts.

That certainly made him hot!

“You disappeared, Jack. You asked me to cut you, then you left, and I didn’t know where you had gone.”

“How did you find me?”

“I went to sleep, and here we are.”

“So you’re…you mean…”

“You’re asleep, Jack. But more than asleep. I went to sleep and I woke up here. But you, with your Transvestic Disorder, you disappeared entirely, and you didn’t even need to sleep to do it!”

“But how do I get back?”

They had been talking while hugging, but now she let him go and stepped back. “I don’t know, Jack.”

“But…you can just wake up, can’t you?”

“I suppose.”

“So why can’t I?”

“Because you didn’t get here by going to sleep.”

Jack sighed. “But there’s got to be some way. I need to go home. I need to find my mother.”

A very emotionless look crossed Ann’s face. “Jack, there might be a way.”

“How?”

“Well, to get here we tied you up and I whipped you. Maybe…if I tied you again…”

Jack grinned. “Of course!” He looked at the big X at the end of the gloomy hut. “You could tie me to that! There’s straps there, and there’s a whip on the mantle!”

“Do you want to try it, Jack?”

He nodded happily, and didn’t take note of the grim glimmer in her eyes. He was innocent, so innocent he didn’t analyze her tone, her secret thoughts.

“Then step up to the X. Lean against it and I’ll fasten you down.”

Jack eagerly placed his limbs against the legs and arms of the X.

Ann moved up against him, leaned against his back and fastened one s trap after the other. Then she placed a hand on his buttocks and knelt and fastened his ankles.

“Can you move, Jack?”

“No!”

“Excellent.”

She went to the fireplace and picked up the whip. It was long, and little pieces of metal, shaped like jacks, were woven into the nine tails.

She walked over to Jack and stepped in front of him.

“Oh, Jack.”

She kissed him, reached a hand up to the neck of his blouse and ripped it down.

“Hey!”

“You’re such a silly girl, Jack. You weren’t too dumb for a boy, in the other place, but here…you’re just a silly girl.”

She reached up to his bra and gripped it. She pulled, and the material, decades old, ripped. The straps didn’t come off him, but the bra hung in two pieces and his large breasts hung on either side of the X.

“What are you doing?”

She gripped his breasts with her fingers and raked them. She didn’t cut the skin, but she left white claw marks  to the nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” He wiggled and writhed.

She kissed him again. She seemed twisted between paining him and pleasuring him.

She grabbed his hair and pulled it back and slapped his face.

“Why are you doing this? He sobbed. As a boy he was used to hard knocks. Getting tackled, being hit by a ball, being body slammed in wrestling. But as a girl he had no defenses, and he cried aloud and was drowning in fear.

Ann leaned against the X. “I’ll tell you, Jack, because it will make your punishment all the more terrible. Anticipation is worse than death itself, and you will have nothing but anticipation of the pain I am about to give you when I am done.”

“She put a finger to his lips, touched his lips softly, like a kiss, then gripped his lip and pulled.

“OW!” Jack howled.

Ann said, “Don’t you understand? It’s all a matter of balance. In the other place I am sweet, sexy Ann. My husband, poor sap, croaked and left me money.” She didn’t seemed displeased by that. “So back there I’m rich and he’s dead. Isn’t that rich!” She slapped a knee.

“So I’m nice back there, and I even cry for the sap, but here, to balance out all that maudlin bull crap, I get to be mean. And you, the dope I was helping back there, you, is now the dope I get to hurt here!”

Laughing, she reached down between the legs of the cross, and reached for the innards of his legs. She gripped his mons and squeezed. Hard.

“OW!”

Then she inserted a couple of fingers and lifted.

Jack was a virgin as a woman. He had no idea of how sensitive that female sex organ was, but now he learned.

He screamed.

Ann laughed. His shrill scream was music to her ears.

She stepped around behind him, uncoiled the whip, brought her arm back and swung it forward.

Ann was terrified. She had whipped Jack once, and he had disappeared!

She stared at the bed where he had lain. He had been face up, straps on his wrists and ankles, and now the straps hung slack.

“Jack?” She screamed.

She looked about the room, shaking and quivering and as frightened as she had ever been in her life.

Then he shimmied into existence.

Not fully appeared, but kept quivering in her sight until he was there.

Except he wasn’t Jack anymore. Now he was a girl. Unmistakeable as a woman. Yes, she had dressed him up, and he had been changing, but now he was totally changed. No penis. Big breasts.

And he was muddy all over.

“Oh, God!” Jack yelled. “Help me!”

Ann ran for the bed, She held him. “Jack! What happened?”

“Release me! Undo the…oh…oh, fuck…no!”

He shimmied out of existence.

Ann had had her hands on him. She had felt his flesh, soft and feminine, and then…gone.

Disappeared right out from under her.

One second soft flesh, then she just went through the space of the soft flesh and was on nothing but sheets.

“No!” she screamed. “No!”

She sobbed and had no idea what to do.

Where was he? What was happening?

And what would she tell Joan? His mother had trusted her to take care of her son, and now…now…where was Jack!?

Jack stood in the middle of the stream. Shaking, shivering, blubbering.

He had been in the hut, then he had been back in Ann’s bed, then…how had he returned her? Why was he in the stream?

He turned, the mud sucking at him, and looked at the bank, the trail to the village.

He walked towards the trail, pulling his feet through the sucking mud. Then he fell. He landed on his front, face and all, and in struggling to his feet he was now a mass of mud.

Still, he pushed towards the bank.

Suddenly he heard the sound of somebody running down the trail towards the mud stream.

He tried to climb the bank, to hide, but he was too slow, and Tuala burst into view.

“Tuala!”

“Thank God,” Tuala muttered. For a carefree Fairy she looked pretty worried.

Jack climbed the bank and hugged the Fairy.

Tuala hugged back.

“Where’d I go? What happened?”

Tuala held him, kissed his muddy hair, and said, “You’re trying to get home, Jack. But you can’t. Not until…until…”

“Until what?”

“Until you’ve done what you were summoned for.”

“I was summoned?”

Tuala brushed his hair back, held his head, then kissed him.

Jack was a girl, but he had so recently been a man that he was fine with a girl kissing him.

And, he probably would have been okay with a woman kissing him anyway, for Tuala was a Fairy, and she knew about love, real love, in the most intimate way.

“What are you—“

She kissed him again. She turned him and pressed him, tripped him, and he fell on the bank of the river.

The earth was soft and he landed with her on top.

“What are—“

She kissed him, then brought her hands up to his breasts.

Jack felt electricity run through him as she fondled his breasts and kissed the nipples.

“Love, Jack. It’s all I’ve got. But it will clean you up. It will make you right.”

She made love to him. Kissed his lips, put her hand down between his legs and he gasped.

Ann, the bad Ann in the hut, had used her fingers roughly, hurting him. Tuala used her fingers gently and woke his pussy up. Made it moist, made it pulse with desire.

She knelt between his legs and lapped at his slit, suckled his clitoris, and Jack arched his back, and he felt…cleaner.

And cleaner.

And between fingers and mouth she brought Jack off.

Jack had never experienced a female orgasm. They were longer, more intense, and he lost control of his senses. He didn’t understand the passage of time, just existed in the glow of love.

Then he came back to himself.

He lay on the bank, Tuala sitting next to him, brushing tangles out of her hair. She looked unhappy.

Jack sat up and was shocked to find he was clean again. The mud was gone, and his flesh positively glowed.

“What the fuck?” he muttered, looking at his feet, his high heels, now so immaculate. “What happened?”

“Love cleans all,” Tuala whispered. She looked very, very glum.

“Wow. It really does, but…” he stared at her. “Why are you so unhappy?”

“Because I have to take the dirt, I have to take the filth and…and get rid of it.”

“How do you do that.”

“I live with it until it’s gone. I don’t know. I just know that God cursed Fairies with the ability to cleanse man, or woman, which makes all men and women want us.”

“But you don’t like it because of what you get in return.”

“Balance, Jack. It’s all about balance.”

They sat on the bank and Jack thought about what had happened to him.

He wanted to go home.

He couldn’t.

Ann must be terrified.

And what would his mother say, finding out that Jack was trapped in a place…a…somewhere?

“How do I go home?” he asked dully.

“Finish what you were summoned for.”

He turned to the Fairy. “But what was I summoned for?”

“I don’t know.”

“What? But didn’t you summon me?”

“Not me personally, but my kind, and it was hundreds of years ago. They knew, my ancestors knew, but I don’t. That has been forgotten.”

“You’re saying somebody long ago summoned me and didn’t…didn’t tell you why.”

Tuala nodded. “Don’t push me, Jack. I’m not in a good mood right now.”

“You’re not in a good mood?” He sulked, and thought some more.

He turned to her again.

She might contract dirt for love services rendered, but she was already starting to shine again.

“So what can you tell me?” He was polite. He knew you catch more flies with honey, and the same was true for catching Fairies.

Tuala sighed, and leaned back on her elbows. Her hair was once again styled and her face was starting to glow with life.

“The oral legend says that only a man transformed can save the ocean.”

“Well,” grunted Jack. “I’m transformed.” He turned to her again, “So how was I summoned? What…how does this summoning thing work?”

My Great Great Grandmother told me they put a spell on a box of clothes. They were most excellent at divining the future back then, and they knew that a man who wanted to be transformed would come along, would find the clothes, and…and that’s all I really know.”

“So I came along, and I found the clothes. But I didn’t want to be transformed! The clothes…the clothes they did this to me!” He indicated his feminine body.

Tuala shrugged. “That’s the way the magic works. Sometimes you understand it, sometimes you don’t.”

“But couldn’t this…this magic have made a mistake?”

“I wouldn’t know. Look, Jack, I’m still young. I haven’t come into my powers.”

“But how am I supposed to know what to do?”

“Well,” Tuala pondered, “You could ask my Great Great Grandmother.”

Jack’s eyes opened a bit. “Your great great…she’s still alive?”

“Sort of .”

“What does that mean?”

“Fairies, when they reach the end of their life cycle, return to The Tree.”

“What tree?” Jack’s eyes were narrowed.

“Our family tree. Where we are born, where we hang out between bodies. Great Great Grandmother is in fruit, maturing, letting her body take shape. But she can, if you can shut your mind for a while, talk to us.”

Jack was silent, trying to grok it all. A Fairy in a fruit. Maturing bodies.

“So…what? Do they ripen or something??”

“She will walk apart from the tree.”

“But if she’s big fruit, how does this happen? How is she…born?”

“She isn’t born, not like a meat person. Great Great Grandmother does it all. She forces her way out of the fruit and drops to earth.”

Jack frowned. “So…if you’re all falling out of fruit, what makes her your grandmother?”

“Great Great Grandmother. And it’s our relative position on the branch. Back when the tree was young she was formed several generations before me. Being of the same branch I’m of her blood. Or sap, if you wish. We’ve both been back to the tree many times, more times than we can remember, but we always remember who came first.”

She was done talking. It was obvious she was tired, probably from making love to Jack and taking in his filth to herself.

“Okay,” he mused, looking out over the muddy river. “So I need to talk to great granny.”

“Be respectful, Jack. She’s your elder by tens of thousands of years.”

“Okay, meaning no disrespect, but your GG Mother—is that okay? Is that respectful enough?—we have to go see her. Where is she?”

“I can take you. It’s not far, as Fairies travel. It might take you a while, though. You’re a walker.”

“Well, excuse me. Show me how to fly and I will.”

“You already know how to fly. You’ve done it. But I wouldn’t suggest trying it again.”

“What? I never flew! What are you talking about?”

“Jack, you came to this place, this land of dreams, by being forced into a dream.”

“Hunh?”

“You were whipped, and you didn’t want to be whipped, so you left. You fainted, or whatever, and entered this place. The dream.”

Jack was shaking his head, trying to understand.

“Then, when that woman, that Ann in the dream whipped you, you tried to go home.”

“And ended up in the mud.”

Tuala smiled, the first glimpse of humor in her personality since she had cleansed Jack. “You can’t leave a dream once started. You can only die.” She was chuckling at his obtuseness, but he failed to see the humor.

“So I need to not get whipped or I might fly somewhere. Go to sleep wherever I am and dream myself back into the mud.”

“Now you’ve got it!” She smiled a bright smile.

Jack heaved a sigh. “Okay. Let’s go.”

Tuala rolled her eyes.”

“What? You told me how to get out of this place, I think, so let’s go!”

“Jack. I’m weak.”

“But we’ve got to go.”

“Let me get my strength back.”

Now Jack was frustrated.

Tuala snickered. “You men are always so impatient.”

“Can you blame me?”

“I guess not. But, come. Sit down beside me.”

Jack did. He expected that Tuala would tell him to go to sleep. But she fooled him.

“Eat my pussy, Jack.”

“What? I mean, sure. But…if you’re strong enough to have sex you’re strong enough to take me to your tree, or your GG Ma or whatever.”

“Jack, if we were going to dream ourselves there, go to sleep and wake up at the tree, then yes. But if I have to walk with you, I need more strength.”

“And me eating your pussy will give you strength?”

“Of course. I’m a creature of love, and I tell you this: Love never wears out. It cannot be exhausted. No matter you be on the doorstep of death, love will see you through.”

Jack regarded the other woman. The Fairy.

He had been taking all of this on faith, just trying to get from A to B. To get home. But now he was touched.

He had experienced being made love to, and regaining his full vim and vigor. And even losing the mud off his body.

Could it work both ways?

And for a second, a long second in dreams, but a short second in reality, he considered the subject.

He loved his mother. When he was happy…she was. She loved him.

When he was a child and had a boo boo, she held him, gave him her love, and he recovered.

And Ann. She loved him. Her love wasn’t as pure as his mother’s,  and it had limits. It was more physical.

People had he had met during his life: he judged them according to how much kindness and compassion they demonstrated, which were obvious traits of a loving personality.

People he had avoided during his life. Mean and destructive. People of little love.

Himself.

He looked at himself in these terms for the first time in his life.

Was he a loving personality?

He thought so, but…he had faults. There were times he should have shown more love, or less, depending on the person involved.

He had had a girlfriend who was sort of a bully. Arrogant and demanding. He should have avoided her right from the beginning.

Did he show enough love to his mother? No. He took her for granted. And that was a cruel trait for sure.

Well, he would have to do better.

From here on he was going to have to demonstrate love to those he loved, and not waste any on those who didn’t have much love in their souls.

“Well?” asked Tuala.

Jack nodded, and though he had no real expression on his face, he was filled with the unfamiliar feeling of  needing to give back, to love, to enjoy the world and make the world enjoy.

He knelt between Tuala’s knees and moved her legs apart.

Tuala sighed and leaned back and closed her eyes.

And Jack gave love.


Part Two

They walked back along the trail towards the village.

Both of them were clean, sparkling even, made pure by love. Tuala insisted on holding Jack’s hand, and Jack didn’t find that objectionable.

He loved the touch of her. He loved her soft flesh. He loved to love her.

And he knew he was being infected by the dream he was in.

“Why do we have to go back through the village?” His meaning was clear. He didn’t want to be whipped again.

“It’ll be different this time, Jack. Before you were frantic, running willy nilly all over the dream of creation, now you have a plan. You have a purpose.”

“Go see your grandmother.”

Tuala smiled.

The village might present as different, but the land was the same.

It was dry, water turned to mud, and the trees sagged and the leaves, brown and decaying, fell.

“The land hurts,” said Tuala sadly.

“The land hurts, the ocean hurts, the river has turned to mud, all the good people have turned evil…are you sure this is the dream?”

“It is until you change it,” she glanced at him.

“Me change this whole place? How am I supposed to do that?”

“I don’t know.”

They came to the edge of the village, and the village was different.

It was still cursed by blight, but now there were people moving through the village. Slouching, looking at the brown earth.

They wore peasant clothes, rough trousers and shapeless dresses, a contrast to the shift Tuala wore, and the dress and tied together bra, both from the real world, the world that wasn’t a dream, that Jack wore.

And the village was mean.

A woman spanked a child.

A man took a birch to a woman, dancing her around as he held her arm up and swacked her on the backside with a birch.

A teamster beat his mules, and his mules attempted to stretch their heads around to bite him.

Nowhere was the cheer and love that Jack had first observed in the world made of dreams.

The look on Jack’s face as they walked through the village was one of sheer misery. Tuala noticed this and tried to distract him.

“What’s it like being a woman, Jack?”

Jack sighed, tried not to look at the hut that was coming up, the one where he had been whipped. “It’s different. I don’t know how to walk because I’ve got no balls keeping my legs apart. My balance is off because of my breasts, and…” he trailed off.

Ann had come to the door of the hut where he had been whipped.

He looked away, but she saw him and stepped into the street and blocked his path.

“Try to ignore her!” Tuala whispered, then she stepped sideways, became an observer.

“Can’t you get me out of here?”

“It’s your dream, Jack. I’m just a guide.”

“A guide that doesn’t know where she’s going,” sniffed Jack, then Ann had his bra fisted in her hand.

“I know you.”

“No. You don’t.”

It would have been better if he had said nothing.

Exulting, Ann tugged his blouse. It ripped apart, the straps holding it to his shoulders, then she had him in the hut.

No sign of Tuala.

“Leave me alone.”

But Ann reached into some memory from before the dream. “I thought you liked me, Jack? I thought you wanted me to help you.”

She remembered his name!

“I need you to let me go.”

“Oh, I will.” She grinned, traces of the evil Ann, “when I’m done with you.”

Ann was a bit taller than Jack in this world, and a bit stronger. Quite a bit. She tripped him and threw him on a sleeping mat. Wasn’t there a bed in here last time?

Ann ripped at his skirt, pulled it off his hips, and now he was in panties.

He tried to struggle, but he wasn’t mean enough.

She pushed Jack onto his belly, then reached under the mattress. She took out a shiny hook. It was big and it had a ball on the end.

“I’m not going to whip you this time, Jack. I don’t want to lose you. This time we’ll do things differently.”

Jack struggled, then he arched in pain as she placed the ball of the hook at his rectum and began pushing.

“No!”

It hurt, but it went in, then there was just a dull ache.

Ann, however, wasn’t finished. In fact, she was only starting.

She reached under the bed again, and this time she extracted a piece of rope. She tied the rope of the end of the hook, then threw the rope over a rafter.

“OW!” Jack yelled as she stood up and pulled.

He scrambled to his feet and the hook kept pulling.

He was hoisted. He was on top toes, dangling by a butt hook. Tears came down his cheeks as Ann tied the rope off at the side of the room.

“Let me down!” he sobbed.

Ann just smiled that evil smile. “No, Jack. We need to come to an understanding.”

“What! What?”

“I want to bring other people in on this.”

He blinked, and stared. Was Ann talking from the other world? Where she had wanted to bring other people in to watch him go into his Transvestic Disorder? Or was she speaking of this world? Other people here—people who would…would…

Ann grabbed the back of his head with one hand and kissed him. The other hand went down and her fingers hooked into his snatch.

Jack had no experience as a woman, except for the sweet love of Tuala. but this wasn’t love!

“This is love, Jack,” she snarled as she bit his lip and pulled.

Jack felt like his lip was going to detach from his mouth.

“This is love in the dream world. It doesn’t matter here, you see? And pain is love and love is pain and…”

She hoisted the rope, lifted his pussy, and Jack howled.

“Are you ready, Jack? Are you ready for some real loving?”

Jack began to howl.

It was dark. The day had somehow passed, and Jack hung from the hook.

He was somewhat awake, somewhere between gloom and pain and the desire to leave this terrible place.

The hell with the river that was mud, the ocean and the land that hurt.

He just wanted to go home.

A slithering sound in the hut.

Ann slept on the mattress, tired out from abusing Jack.

Fingers at the wall. Scrabbling. The rope suddenly slackened.

Jack was still held up, but the rope was loose enough that he could almost get loose. Then he felt hands on him.

Gentle hands. Fairy hands. Pushing down and tilting the rope and helping him off the dreadful hook.

“Oh…” he groaned.

“Shh,” Tuala whispered.

Ann stirred on the mattress, said something indistinguishable.

Tuala helped Jack walk out of the hut.

The moon was out. There were no clouds, but there were no stars in the sky.

“Where are the stars,” moaned Jack. He walked funny, his asshole stretched and hurting.

“Stars are for dreams. You’re in the dreams. When you go back to your real world you’ll dream of stars again.

She helped him stagger between the huts, past the well that was now filled with mud, and he said, “Dream this, dream that, which is the real?”

“You are the real, Jack. You’re just putting on different worlds as you wish.”

They reached the outskirts of the village. Beyond them lay browned fields, sagging corn stalks, the whimper of katydids.

“We‘ve got to hurry, Jack. She’ll be after you.”

Jack walked awkwardly. He tied the remnants of his bra on and achieved a modicum of support.

And he was thirsty, but there was no water.

“At dawn we’ll lick the leaves for dew, as long as the leaves last,” said Tuala.

They hurried down the road and towards far mountains.

How many leaves does a man, or a woman, have to lick before he, or she, is filled?

The answer, Jack realized as he wandered along the road licking the dew off of leaves, was there were never enough leaves.

Never enough water.

His throat was dry, as if scorched, and he kept gulping, trying to take advantage of his own moisture.

Of which there was very little.

They came to the slopes before the mountains, and here Jack noticed two things.

The cloud of dust far behind them.

The mountains were green.

The dust had to be Ann.

The mountains were, according to Tuala, always green, kept that way from snowmelt, and that is where the Fairy tree lived forever.

He stood for a moment, feeling his sore feet. He was still wearing high heels, and he couldn’t seem to throw them away.

He wanted to go barefoot, but when he took off a shoe and threw it into the fields it faded, in flight, until it was nothing, back on his foot.

He tried again, as he watched the growing cloud of dust.

He sat on a rock, pushed the back of the heel with his palm and pulled with his hand. It came off.

He stared at his tired toes, his feet looked a little swollen, then stood up and placed his foot flat on the slightly upward earth. No way that shoe could lift his foot and slip itself back on!

He threw the shoe as far as he could. Not a male throw, for he no longer had male muscles, but it was still a good throw.

The shoe bounced down the slope, down an embankment, faded…and Jack felt the shoe on his foot.

He looked down. His foot slanted on the sole, the spike sunk a bit into the earth, and…he was heeled.

Tuala laughed. “Just think of it this way, Jack. You’re always going to be walking down hill.”

Jack didn’t laugh.

“Well, time to go.”

They turned up the slope.

Jack used his toes more than his heels now, and that made it easier. His spike didn't sink into the soil, like it had on the flatlands.

Two hundred yards ahead was the first scraggly trees of the forest. The last trees to drink of the snow melt, the nearest to the drought covering the flatlands.

Three hundred yards behind was the end of the land and the start of the mountains, and the cloud of dust was getting so close they could make out the shape of the humans.

Ann was at the head of the troops, and the troops consisted of mean-faced villagers. They held hoes and rakes and sickles, and they didn’t seem to be slowed by the lack of drinking water.

“It’s a dream, Jack. People don’t die of starvation or thirst here. They die of violence.”

“Why?”

“Who knows? But people don’t dream of dying of thirst, they dream of gold and glory and sex, and that results in violence.”

They were a hundred yards from the edge of the desiccated trees now. But Ann had reached the start of the slope; she was only three hundreds yards behind.

“Will we make it?” Jack muttered, he was a little bent over, digging his toes in, even pulling at the tops of rocks and the misshapen roots of trees that had once flourished this far down the slope.

“We’ll make it to the trees, but we have to reach the forest where the growth is so packed they can’t see us. Then we’ll make it.”

Oddly, Jack felt more and more tired, until it felt like his heels were twenty pound boots. Still, he kept lifting his feet, plodding on, and the trees came closer.

But Ann was gaining, too.

“Come on, Jack. She’s trying to undream you.”

Jack just shook his head, gasped for breath, and touched the first tree.

It was magic. He felt the energy of the forest suddenly flood into him.

Behind him Ann shrieked a curse, and the villagers hurled their rakes and hoes at him, but they were short.

Jack and Tuala had gotten away.

Now the dream was real.

Now they walked through a lush forest filled with heavy growth.

Flowers looking like rainbows in a cup grew tall and spread their petals on the ground.

Birds as brightly colored as flowers fluttered through the air and sang to them.

And thought they were approaching the snow line, Jack was not cold. He wore only a bra and panties, but air was fresh and warm.

“This is what it would be like if the river wasn’t mud,” Jack observed.

Tuala smiled and spoke to a chipmunk. She chattered and her cheeks even puffed a bit.

The chipmunk put its head back and chittered a laugh, then scampered off to tell the other chipmunks what the Fairy had told him.

Walking slower, Jack was recovering from their fight across the flatlands. Occasionally he touched a tree trunk, or a limb, and he could feel the pulse of the land.

“We’re almost there, Jack.”

“What did you mean when you said Ann was trying to undream me?”

“She is not part of the this place. She’s like you. A visitor. Unlike you, she wasn’t summoned.”

“Then how did she get here?”

“Anybody can get here. She dreamed herself her. The good and kind Ann who you know wants to help you.”

“But balance makes her not so helpful.”

“Oh, in her eyes she is helping you.”

“If that’s help,” muttered Jack.

“There it is!” Tuala pointed through a dip in the tree line. Through the notch Jack could see a white slab set against the side of the mountain. It seemed to come right out of the trees. High up the slab were parapets, towers, windows in the towers. From their viewpoint the castle seemed as high as the mountain itself. The most amazing thing, however, was the sprinkle of green erupting over the top of the castle, and the way the sun shone down on the top of the tree with powerful, golden beams.

“Good, Lord,” whispered Jack.

“Yes, agreed Tuala.

They continued walking, and they passed a tree that had been struck by lightening. It was shattered and blackened, and a hawk sat on the topmost shard of the thing. The hawk was a mix of burnished brown and black and had a tail that was a glowing rust-red.

It said nothing, just peered at them with pitch black eyes.

“Hello Farth.”

The hawk dipped its head.

“Farth?”

“The castle is protected by the eyes of the hawks. That was Farth. We used to go wandering together before he committed to serving The Dream.”

“Serving the Dream.”

“Serving The Dream,” she corrected, and we need to talk about your name.”

“Do you serve The Dream?”

“Why do you think I’m here?”

“Do all Fairies serve The Dream?”

“Oh, no. Many of us wish to isolate us from the dreamers. Think about it, Jack, if we weren’t prone to the whims of the dreamers, who come and go and can’t seem to make up their minds, we would be free.”

Jack stopped and leaned against a tree. He liked touching trees. So powerful.

“But what is freedom?” Tuala sat on a boulder and looked quite serious.

“I don’t know. The ability to come and go?”

“You have the ability to dream? To re-order and make whole new realms, and that’s it? To come and go?”

“What do you think it is?”

“Responsibility.”

“Hell, that’s just the opposite.”

“It’s balance.”

That made Jack think.

As a human in the real world, if it really was real, he did think that freedom was simply the ability to do what he wanted. But…had he been too simplistic? It would seem so, but…could the idea of freedom be expanded?

“Freedom is not a simple concept, Jack. Freedom is a scale. The more you give people freedom, the more freedom you get.”

“Like love.”

“Like love.”

“How can people not agree with that?” he wondered, thinking of her earlier statement that there were people who didn’t serve The Dream.

“Oh, it’s quite easy; It’s a balance. How many people in your world think they are free?”

“Pretty much everybody.”

“And how many take responsibility for freedom, and make sure that others have it?”

“I thought pretty much everybody.”

“And now?”

“Now…I wonder.”

“What do you wonder, Jack?”

“I wonder about people who pollute rivers…” something seemed to happen in his head, a switch clicked or something, but he didn’t know what. “And corporations who pay a dollar an hour to children and work them 12 hours. And farmers who give their cattle hormones and grow crops out of chemicals. And it doesn’t have to be! there could be…” he paused as the word surged up through his awareness, “…balance.””

“True, but things are worse than what you just imagined.”

“How?”

“All these people who do all these bad things…where do they come from?”

“Well, they’re just…born!”

“And they absorb attitudes, and they are educated, and they actually believe that a vote guarantees fairness. They are the problem, Jack. And it all starts a lot earlier than the people who drill wells and fill a need, or build corporations to make a cheaper product.”

They walked then, and Jack walked silently. His breasts may have been juddering with each step, but so was his brain.

“That’s not all of it,” he stated.

“No. It’s not,” agreed Tuala.

They reached the base of the castle sometime during the daylight. Since the sun hadn’t moved in the sky Jack wasn’t sure of time. And since it was still daylight he supposed that didn’t matter.

The base seemed to grow out of the rise of granite, and it was made of a huge blocks of white stone. Stone so well carved that the pieces fit together so well that sometimes there was no seam.

There was a slope of talus at the base, and that made it impossible to climb up and touch the wall. The small rocks would shift and slide and any climber would be taking three steps back for every two forward.

“How do we get in?” asked Jack, looking up the bright witness of the wall. High above he could see ramparts and occasional pennants.

“Knock?”

“Very funny,” said Jack sourly.

“Truth, Jack, I don’t know. I’ve never tried to walk into the Fairy castle. I always dream myself into it.”

Jack stood and gazed one way, then the other. Just a flat expanse of white with no nooks or crannies, no handholds or doors or even protrusions to grab.

“Can you dream in now? And find a door and open it for me? Or something?”

“I could, but I would just be thrown in a dungeon.”

“You would? Why?”

“For bringing a Dreamer to the Source of Dreams.”

“The source of dreams?”

“The Source of Dreams,” Tuala corrected.

“But you keep talking about me being the Dreamer. Doesn’t that make me the source of dreams?”

“It makes you the source of dreams, but not the Source of Dreams.’”

“I don’t get it.”

“Let’s go sit by the tree over there and I’ll explain it to you.”

Tuala went to a thick trunked tree and sat down. The roots were comfortably shaped and Jack sat next to her.

She reached out to him and drew him to her. She held him against her breasts, breathed into his hair and kissed his forehead. “I’m going to tell you a Fairy Tale, Jack. I’m not supposed to, but I don’t see anything stopping me. I can’t tell you the truth about yourself, but I can tell you the truth about this Fairy Land.

For a long moment she held Jack, and he relaxed, almost slept, then she inserted words into the soul that was him.

“It’s balance, Jack. Once there was one, but all he could do was fight himself. Not much point in that, eh?

“Then he was two. Male and female, most think, but female and female was closer to the truth. Think about it, Jack, woman is XX, and man is XY. Woman is of one element, and man is…schismed.”

“I know people who would say the woman is schismed,” he murmured. He felt sleepy and his voice was low.

Tuala smiled. “Nevertheless…it is balance. Man and woman. And they exist in the balance of dreams and the real world. And the real world must balance, so there are two of everything. Two sexes, two sides to the body, a bottom and a top to a tree, a north pole and a south pole…two of everything, and so there is balance.”

“I don’t get it.” Jack was in danger of falling asleep, but that was fine. Tuala wanted him to be halfway into a dream, even in the Place of Dreams where she, and now he, had existence.

She said: “There are two of everything in this place of dreams. There are the two of reality and dream, there are the two of people occupying both the real world and The Dream. There are two factions in this castle outside of which we sit: those who serve and those who don’t. And there are two Sources of The Dream. Like a north pole and a south pole, there is the white castle, here, and the dark castle, there.”

Jack gave a slight half sort of snore, but he was aware. He was more aware than he had ever been, for it was as if the secrets of the universe were being revealed to him. And, of course, they were.

And Tuala let him sleep.

Ann lay on the bed and sobbed and felt for Jack. He had been here, then…gone! She had been about to untie him, then he had faded quickly, and all that was left were the leather straps hanging slack form the posts of the bed.

“Jack!”

She felt a presence behind her.

She spun in place on the bed, she crouched and stared, somewhat like a wild animal, and she saw…

“JACK!”

Jack stood in the center of the room. He wore his panties and bra, and his bra was tied together. His face was still made up, and his expression was dopey. Sappy. “Hi!” He spoke as if wondering.

She ran to him, grabbed him in a fierce hug. “Jack! What is happening?”

“It’s balance,” he answered, his voice sounding sleepy, his eyes half closed.

Yet he brought up his hands and held her.

“It’s love,” he said.

She kissed him, hugged him, cried into his hair.

‘It’s okay,” explained Jack. “There’s two poles, and if I can fix one then the world won’t be bound by two limits, two sources of dream.”

“What?” Tears were dripping from her cheeks and falling on his breasts.

“But she told me too much. If I fix it I might not want to come back.”

“What?”

“I’ve got to go, Ann. I’ve got to go make a wrong right, and the only way to do that is to make a right wrong.”

“I don’t—“

“Because you were making me right, and that made me wrong there, and now…now everything is falling apart!”

“Jack! You’ve got to make sense.”

“No,” he smiled, and he started to fade.

She felt him become insubstantial, to change from meat to wisp, and then disappear.

Her hands closed on nothing, her arms lost him and flew in to wrap themselves around herself.

Jack was gone.

Jack opened his eyes and looked at Tuala, and he understood.

“That’s right, Jack. I’m sorry, I told you too much.”

“If I fix the other Source of the Dream this place will be a paradise, and I won’t want to leave it. I’ll be stuck here forever.”

She nodded.

“But if I don’t fix it The Dream will die. Everything. The other castle, even this one. Black and White will become one and there will be nothing. They will cancel each other out. and…”

Tuala watched him as he ran through the litany of his enlightened thoughts.

“…and yet I’ve got to do it.”

“It’s balance, Jack. If you fix one you kill the other, and the opposite is also true. And in the great scheme of things you risk reality…or your dreams. Live in one and the other dies. And the opposite is also true.”

They sat against the tree, Jack in her arms, trying to figure out a way to deal with this conundrum, this riddle inside an enigma. The unsolvable paradox.

And the castle grew a door, and the door opened.

It was more difficult to climb up the short grade of talus than it was to step over the threshold. They scrambled and scampered, and finally pushed and pulled each other until Tuala entered the castle. She turned and lent a hand, and then they were both inside.

Breathing hard, absorbing the gloom, for they were in the bottom of the mighty structure.

Yet they could see. In the positive side of the Source of the Dream there was a bluish light that, if there was no yellow light, all could see.

“Like an animal can see,” said Jack, blinking and seeing the world in a different hue.

“Like a wolf or a giraffe.”

Jack turned to Tuala. “You have giraffe’s here?”

“If you dream it.”

Which brought Jack around to the question. “Why did the door appear.”

“Because I told you too much.”

“But you only told me how this dream works!”

“But you’re not here to learn that. You’re here to fix things, then go home. To be real.”

“But that makes no sense!”

“I know.”

They stood and gazed at each other. They were breathing normally now, and they could see the endless corridors, cells down the way, and everything built out of white rock. White in the daylight, blue in this forever midnight beneath the earth, free from the sun.

“Which brings us to our real problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Your name.”

Jack narrowed his eyes slightly. “What’s wrong with my name?”

“Jack is a male name. Have you looked at yourself lately?”

Jack hadn’t, but now he did. Panties, a bra, he knew he was wearing make up and his hair was long. And he had breasts. And a pussy. And his body was curvy in the ways that a woman’s is.

“Why does it matter what I am called?”

The closer you are to the Source of the Dream the more it matters. Balance is retained through tradition.”

“So I’m a woman…and so I need…”

“A female name,” Tuala nodded.

“But…okay.” Balance was achieved by him giving in. At least, in this moment of time in this place.

“So what’s your name?”

“I don’t know.”

“Choose one. Make it female. It will strengthen you in this place, the source of the dream place.”

“Jackie?”

Tuala smiled. “Jackie it is.”

“But you knew that’s what I would choose.”

“I suspected, but I couldn’t tell you. You have to figure these things out for yourself, Jack. You’re the Dreamer of the Dream.”

“Where goes I,” he mumbled, his lips pressed together in a sort of pursed position, “there goes the dream.”

Tuala took his hand. “Come. We need to find the tree.”

If the castle looked large on the outside, that was one two dimensions. With the third dimension available to their perceptions the castle was monstrous huge. Seemingly never ending.

Jack and Tuala made their way through the dungeons and storerooms that were on the lowest level. They didn’t see anybody, but they heard screams and groans.

“What is that?”

“Prisoners of your mind, Jack. People you have harmed will always be inside you, crying to be let out.”

That was a sobering thought. He was a gentle sort in the real world, even before he started wearing dresses, but how many people had he hurt?

They found a stairway and climbed up a large, circular ‘chimney.’

And came out in the sunlight.

And thousands of people. Of Fairies.

They wore multi colored shifts, multicolored like the wings of a butterfly.

Their hair was done up in intricate ways. Sometimes a tight skull bob. Sometimes a flare of curls arranged like a castle to itself.

Sometimes like Jack’s, a simple flow of hair to the shoulders, waving and curling quite naturally.

And they knew who Jack was.

“Hello, Jackie!” A buxom woman hugged him.

“Jackie! A pleasure to meet the Maker of the Dream!” A man hugged him, and squeezed his breasts.

Tuala giggled. Squeezing breasts is like shaking hands here.”

Jack held his boob and groused, “You could have warned me!”

“And told you too much? I think not!”

“Jackie! You are so beautiful!”

“Jackie! Please come see me. Bless me with…do you have a cock or a cunt this time?”

Jack turned a bit red, but mumbled. “I’ve got a pussy.”

“Wonderful! I’ll tell my husband!”

For hours, it seemed, they worked their way through the crowd. And it seemed like everybody in the castle had come out to see him.

Then a large man in black robes pushed his way through the well wishers.

“Uh oh,” murmured Tuala.

“JACK! YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

The man had a sharp goatee and piercing eyes. He uncoiled a whip from his shoulder.

The crowd immediately attacked the man, tackled him and held him down. Took his whip and it was thrown…somewhere.

“Let me go!” raged the dark one. “I’ve got to free us from his dream!”

“He is the dreamer! You may not touch the dreamer.”

And while the crowd wrestled with the man Tuala hustled Jack away.

“What was that?”

“The other side.”

“Why isn’t he locked up? There’s lots of empty dungeons!”

“Because we are too kind to deprive anybody of their freedom. If we deprived somebody of their freedom then we would be upsetting the balance, and—“

“And then somebody in the real world, somebody bad, would get out of jail.”

She nodded.

But it was too much for Jack. Trying to understand how somebody could be kind or vicious, analyzing the affects in the the real world…it was confusing.

“Come on, Jack, the tree is this way.”

They were close now, and they walked between the sheer, white walls, through large arched tunnels, then smaller tunnels. Down stairways, and around a corner and…Jack saw it.

The tree of the Fairies was monstrous tall, and wide, and thick with color.

The top of the tree he had seen from a distance, sprouting above the incredibly tall castle walls.

The roots he had seen in the dungeons, an occasional underlimb, thicker than the thickest tree, growing into the ground, searching the earth for nutrition and reason.

But the body of the tree was a massive eruption of golden branches with multi-hues of multi-colors. It filled the courtyard, which stretched almost as large as the castle.

All the corridors and rooms and arches and spires…they were just a shell for this magnificent creature.

And from the limbs of the tree hung the fruit.

Large hanging sacks, glowing with orange light, within which moved the shapes of humans. Or Fairies.

Individual hands and feet, faces pressed against the skin to reveal features. Sexual organs to determine sex.

Wiggling, turning, struggling.

Coming to fruition, and birth, and looking for a way out.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Jack.

Tuala, as if in a trance, advanced towards the tree. She walked hundreds of yards under the limbs that were bowed with human fruit. Fairy fruit.

Jack followed her, and he touched one of the fruits. The Fairy borning inside shuddered and recoiled from him.

The Dreamer should not touch the child before she is born. came the thought.

A thought created by the child within the sack. The Fairy in the tree womb.

Tuala reached the base of the tree. It was like a mighty wall, it was so big, and Tuala touched the tree with her palms, and shuddered as the Mother Tree spoke to her, welcomed her, saw the world through her eyes.

For a long minute Tuala just stood there, and tears of joy streamed down her cheeks.

Then she turned to Jack. “Come Jack. She wants to meet you.”

Jack stepped forward, and Tuala lifted his hands and touched his palms to the tree.

He was the Dreamer, dreaming, and he suddenly felt like he was being dreamed.

He saw the beautiful side of Ann, of his mother, even of himself. He saw the beautiful side of the Fairies. But when he tried to see the man in black who had wished to whip him, and send him back to his real self…

Jack flew back through the air. His head hit the ground and he felt like lightening had scorched him. Every part of him hurt.

“What did you do?” yelled Tuala.

“I…I…” he was dazed, sickened, and he didn’t understand. Once again he had screwed up, but didn’t know how.

Other Fairies were rushing under the tree towards him. There was anger on their faces.

“Oh, no!” Tuala moaned. “Jack!”

Then the Fairies reached him. They dogpiled him, a mass of hot flesh and shifts, and he lay under the pile and tried to breath.

Jack awoke in the dungeons. Not passing by the cells, like before, but ensconced in a cell.

He lay on a straw mat, the straw leaking out, and there was a moldy smell to it.

“What…?”

“Are you awake, Jack?”

Jack was, and he pushed up on his elbows and looked around.

Tuala was sitting in a corner, arms on knees, head raised to looked at him. And she looked truly, totally, miserable.

Jack stretched, found he wasn’t hurting too badly, but…”What are we doing here?”

“What did you do to the Mother Tree?”

“I asked to see the goodness in that man who tried to whip me.”

“Oh, Jack. You fool. You can’t ask good to envision evil!”

“How was I supposed to know that?”

Tuala groaned and lowered her head to her knees. “Now we’ll never get to see Great Great Grandmother.”

“Yes, we will.” Jack spoke with a certain degree of confidence that surprised Tuala.

“How?”

“Come here.”

“But…”

“Just come here.”

Tuala was close enough that she didn’t have to stand. She just knee walked a couple of paces and knelt in front of Jack.

“Come here,” Jack held his arms out.

“But what are you doing?”

“Don’t you remember?”

“Remember what?”

“You showed me the way. You told me too much.”

“I did?”

“Come into my arms.”

Confused, not understanding, the Fairy moved into his hug.

Jack kissed her and smiled. He felt her large breasts, then kissed her nipples. His hand went down to her pussy and began rubbing her button.

“Oh, fuck, Jack. What are you doing?”

“I’m taking control of the dream. Didn’t you say that love was everything?”

“Yes! But love can’t break through iron bars and rock walls!”

“It can’t?”

“No!”

But Jack just smiled and said, “Eat my pussy.”

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


[image: Group]


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

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

Sissy Ride: The Book!


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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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


Here are the first two chapters from…

[image: ]

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!
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