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PART ONE

“Oh, no!” She frowned and brushed his chest.

He looked down and saw two damp spots just below his pectoral muscles. He blinked. They were just below his nipples, and it almost looked like his nipples had leaked.

“This is so—“

She turned and scooted towards the ladies’ room.

Jeremy was in Scooter’s, a raucous cowboy type bar. He was a slender fellow with expressive eyes and a soft face. “What the…”

He stared after the girl and touched one of the two wet spots. He tasted it, and…it tasted like milk!

The girl’s name was Addison. She had more curves than a mountain roadmap, and a face that warmed the heart. He watched as her curvaceous butt disappeared into the ladies’ room.

Jeremy had come for a couple of beers and some fun, and had been delighted when he had met Addison. She was more fun than a monkey with a dildo, and pretty darn smart, too.

Jeremy made his way through the dancers and ordered a beer at the bar. He sat facing the ladies’ room and waited.

Two minutes passed, then she appeared.

She stood in the end of the hallway and looked over the bar. She saw Jeremy and smiled a 1000 watt smile.

She moved across the floor towards him. Jeremy quickly ordered another beer for her, and offered it to her when she sat down next to him.

“Whew! I’m glad you didn’t leave,” she said, taking a deep gulp that left a little foam on her sexy upper lip. “I wanted to apologize.”

“No apologies necessary. I just, ah…that was milk?”

She blushed a little and took another gulp. “Yes, I’m lactating. I had pads to absorb the milk, but we were having so much fun I didn’t realize it was time to change them.”

He nodded, grinned disarmingly, and said, “So you have a child?”

She searched his face, didn’t see any judgment or disappointment, and answered. “Nope.”

“Oh, okay.”

He said nothing, it was awkward for a moment, then she giggled.

“I’m part of a research project. We’re trying to induce milk in women who have difficulty lactating, or producing enough milk. I’ve been taking pills to see if we could improve such a situation.”

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly in surprise. “So you just… what? Take pills?”

“We have different methods for different groups. I initially had a shot. Then I take a pill a day.”

“So how long does it take to produce milk for you.” He spoke a bit haltingly. This wasn’t the normal conversation one had with a beautiful woman.

Interestingly, his cock was really bonered up. The idea of her giving milk while he…made love to her…it was intoxicating.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, I’m fine.”

“You had such a funny look on your face. You looked, I don’t know, dazed?”

“Well, I am surprised.”

“I know, it’s a shock, and I know a lot of men get upset at the idea of a woman lactating. I’m sorry, I’ll leave if—“

“No! No.” He took a deep breath. “I find the idea of a woman lactating very sexy.”

“You do?” She had been getting up, but now she settled back on the stool. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah.” He tried to control his breathing., He gave up on controlling his cock. That guy was gone to the races. “I…well, I think a woman that is making milk is sexy. Is it okay to talk about it? I don’t want to be inappropriate.”

“Are you kidding? It seems all I do is talk about tits with milk in them. I certainly don’t mind talking shop with such a handsome fellow.”

She smiled.

He grinned. And ordered two more beers.

“So, how much milk do you produce in a day?”

She giggled. “It is weird to talk about it, but…about 30 Ounces a day.”

“Wow. That’s almost a quart!”

“And I’ve only been lactating for eight days,” she said proudly. “They figure that my breasts are going to get bigger; they’re hoping I’ll get up to a quart and a half.”

“That’s amazing.” He looked around, almost guiltily, and mumbled, “Look, I know this is weird, and I know you probably think I’m a freak, but do you, uh…think that…”

She cut right through his bumbling. “Would you like to see my breasts.”

He gulped and nodded. “I know…I’m sorry…”

“How about you ply me with liquor, take me home and…” her turn to take a deep breath, “Taste my milk?”

“Are you serious?” he breathed.

“Oh, yes.” She looked around, now it was her looking a bit guilty, or at least a bit shy. “Look, the truth is that I have to be home every three hours to pump my milk. That cuts into my social life. And I get tired of just sitting there watching milk drip. So if you can put up with me being the freak.”

“Oh,” he felt fevered as he reassured her, “You aren’t the weird one.”

“Then get me a little drunk, dance me around a little, and then we’ll go home, and you can milk me.” She hurriedly added. “I’m not feeling like fucking right now, and I apologize, but…God, I want a man’s company.”

“Addison, you’ve got a date.”

For the next hour they chugged beer, danced, and joked shamelessly. Addison being part of a research team, a rather jaded and happy team, knew every milk joke in the world.

“What did the customer say to the cashier who asked if he wanted his milk in a bag?” she asked, then gave the punch line. “Just leave it in the carton, please.”

“Oh,” laughed Jeremy. “That’s udderly hilarious.”

“What should you tell a cow that says she gives almond milk?”

“What?”

“You must be nuts.”

Jeremy laughed so hard he was almost sick. But it wasn’t that the jokes were so funny. It was that he was holding his dream girl. She had large breasts, and they would get larger, and…she gave milk.

Feeling her big boobs pressed against his chest he almost swooned.

Finally, they staggered out to his truck.

“Where’s your car?”

“I Ubered.”

At his truck, he opened the door for her and she placed one foot on the running bar, half turned and inspected him, then leaned forward.

Their lips touched, and it was wonderful. He was heady, and he wanted more, and when she drew back and said, “Whew! He almost yelled ‘yahoo!’ to the stars.

He circled to his side and got in.

They kissed again, and he felt her tit.

“Don’t squeeze honey. Not till we get home.

He could feel her nipple with his palm, and he had never felt anything so special in his life.

He drove up the highway, moving at just the speed limit for cops, making sure he stayed in his lane.

She held his arm. His truck was older and had a bench seat and she scooted right up against him.

He could feel the press of her breasts on his upper arm.

“Have you always been so kinky about titties?”

“Oh, yes,” and he was so sincere she giggled. Then she reached over and felt his cock.

“Whoa. If cocks were boats you’d be a battleship.’

He laughed, and felt proud.

He parked in front of his little house. It was two room, two bath, but the rooms were big, and it had all the amenities. A big kitchen, a modern bathroom, a stereo system that kicked ass.

“Nice,” she murmured, as she walked across the living room and into the bedroom.

He stopped to put on a little Sade, then followed her.

She had her blouse off and was taking the pads out of her milking bra.

He stared, his cock throbbing in his pants, pressing against the denim material, and he knew he was probably doing a little leaking himself.

She sighed and lifted one breast up, then looked at him. “Come here, honey. Give me a little relief.”

He found himself on his knees, his lips pressed against her breast.

The milk was sweet, sticky, and there was so much of it.

She held her breast, then she was holding his head with the other hand. She whispered, “You are such a little baby.”

His eyes flickered up at her and he sucked harder. Her words had caused a surge of heat in him.

He did well, but there is only so much milk a man can drink. She shifted him from side to side, and when he had finally had enough she simply stood up and went to the sink in the kitchen and squirted her milk into the sink.

He stood next to her. “What a waste.” He shook his head. Though he had drunk his fill he was so damned horny.

She picked up on his state. Heck, there was no hiding the bump in his pants.

“Do you want to fuck?”

They were suddenly face to face, him squeezing in so that some of her squirting milk got on him. “Oh, God.”

“I guess that means yes. Well, you’ve made me so horny, it always feels so good to get relief…I guess we should screw. Just let me empty my boobs here.”

Ten minutes passed, and finally her boobs were empty. They didn’t feel so plump now, in fact they were rather slack, but that was fine with Jeremy.

They walked into his bedroom and she pushed him back on the bed. She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down.

He fumbled with his belt and his zipper, then he was standing straight up.

“Do me good, honey,” she said. “It’s been a long time.”

She settled down over him, sighing as his shaft widened her pussy.

He sighed, feeling her give way, and his penis was suddenly engulfed in her soft, moistness.

“Oh,” she said. “You are special.”

He held her hips and looked up at her, and she was like a Goddess to him.

Back and forth she rocked, occasionally squirming to get better traction.

He was in heaven. Her boobs, no bra, swung above him, and he reached for them.

She laughed, then groaned, as he squeezed them.

She already had a bit of milk built up, and he squirted it over his face, lapped at it, and his antics made her laugh.

Then he began to cum, and she felt his penis erupt deep within. It had been a long time, and she moaned as she felt his man splatter on her insides.

Finally, they slept. They were slightly drunk, immensely satisfied, and quite content.

In the early morning she arose early, collected her things, and snuck out of the apartment.

She thought it was just a one time thing, and when he awoke he was afraid that he wouldn’t see her again.

But he would.

Jeremy worked at an auto parts store. He was the second manager, assigned shifts, and had a lot of leeway when it came to taking time off.

That day he went to work and was as happy as he had ever been. Sexually, he was sated. He had found his dream girl.

Of course he didn’t know her phone number, or where she lived, but…he would find out. Somehow he would find out.

But he didn’t care right then. He ordered batteries, helped customers put in windshield wipers, and worked the morning away.

Interestingly, though he had just screwed his heart out, he had an erection. And every time it waned he would remember the night previous and boner up again.

And so the day passed.

And another day.

And Jeremy dreamed of his perfect girl, and couldn’t wait for the weekend. He was sure she would be at the bar again, and he just had to see her.

He just had to.

The weekend came and went. He drank at the bar and waited, but she never showed.

Other girls talked to him, but he wasn’t interested. He only wanted Addison.

And another weekend, and now he was getting desperate. Surely she couldn’t just forget about him. Could she?

The weeks passed, and the months. Always, his dream girl stoked his fantasies, but there was no sign of her.

Then, one day in November, he saw her. He was at the mall, walking and gawking and looking for a present for his nephew. His birthday was coming up and—there she was!

She was standing outside the MAC store, her beautiful lips pursed and her head slightly tilted. Her hair was longer, and when she turned slightly he could see that her boobs were even bigger!

He fast walked through the crowd, almost bumping people over in his hurry to get to here.

“Sorry, excuse me, pardon me…” then he was behind her.

“Addison?”

She turned, and his heart leaped. She was as he remembered, full lips, pale, blue eyes, her blonde hair halfway down her back, and her breasts, her breasts were truly stupendous.

Her face lit up in delight and she hugged him. “Jeremy, I—“ then she drew back and her face had little expression on it. “You never called.”

He bubbled desperately, “But I didn’t have your number! I don’t know where you live! I don’t even know your last name.”

An expression of relief crossed her face and she hugged him again. And he could swear she was rubbing her tits against him.

She leaned back, still in his arms, and giggled. “I see you still have a fetish.” She lightly ground her groin against him.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

She didn’t talk then, she just led him through the mall, and he stumped along behind her, totally captivated. They crossed the parking lot to her car, a small SUV, then she drove to the roof and to an isolated corner.

She watched him, studied the rapt expression of lust on his face as she undid her blouse and revealed her cleavage.

Now he couldn’t even look at her face, he could only stare as her mounds came into view. He watched as she reached behind herself—which made her boobs thrust forward even more—and undid her bra.

They were gigantic.

“How much milk do you give?”

“Quart and a half.”

He shuddered and his penis dripped inside his pants.

She loved the look on his face. He was so enraptured, so out of control, and it was all for her.

Well, for her boobs.

But that was okay with her.

He reached forward and placed his hands under her mountains. He hefted them, studied them, and his face moved closer and closer.

She watched his throat go up and down as he gulped, and the look in his eyes, it was like he was truly mesmerized.

“Go ahead, honey, drink.”

He placed his mouth over her nipple and sucked, and once again she held him. She sighed as he gave her relief.

“I haven’t made love to anyone since you,” she whispered. “I haven’t wanted to.”

His eyes were closed and he made a sound that could have been anything, but was really a choked up resignation as he gave himself up to her.

The sweet liquid trickled down his throat. She had been milking herself every couple of hours, trying to increase the flow of her milk, and it worked. It seemed like she was always full, and now she finally appreciated that fact.

He made love to her breasts with his mouth, and she felt a warmth flush through her.

The only real attention she got these days, it seemed, was the endless poking and prodding of scientific types as they examined her. She needed his love. She needed to be treated like more than a piece of meat. She needed that human touch.

They stayed in the car for an hour, him snuggling up and feeding, her getting her relief.

She teased him about his boob fetish, and he could only chuckle and admit that she was right.

Then she said, “It’s good that only women have breasts. If you have boobs you’d spend all your time playing with yourself.

He protested: “But I have a dick and I only play with myself a little!”

“Yes, but you and boobs, that would be different.”

He thought about it, and he thought she was right. “I can see myself, hiding in my apartment, just suckling. I would feed myself endlessly, and never see another human.

“They laughed at this odd vision, then she grew sober.

“Jeremy?”

“Yes?”

“What if you could have boobs? Would you really want to?”

He smiled, thinking she was just carrying on the joking.

“I’m serious. If you could have boobs, boobs as big as mine, would you want to?”

He fumbled his words a bit, but he didn’t have to say anything.

“Your cock has been hard this whole time. That’s answer enough.”

“So, what? You’re going to give me some of your magic pills?”

She shook her head, her hair waving back and forth. “Nope. Better. I’m going to sign you up for the program.”

“What? They aren’t going to want to make a male have bobs and…and…give milk!”

“Actually, we’ve been discussing it for months, and it’s on the schedule. They’ve even discussed volunteers, questionnaires, whether they should be paid or not…”

“They would pay me to have boobs?” The thought was sparking in his mind.

“They don’t pay much. You’d still have to work, but…” she lifted her shoulders in a shrug.

“But why would they want me to have boobs?”

“It’s not the boobs they want, but the milk. Are you aware of how serious the world’s food shortage is? And do you know how many people are out of work?”

“But—“

“If we can harness males to provide milk, we can end world hunger. No baby would ever suffer a shortage of breast milk. Milk could be packaged, the way almond milk or oatmeal milk is. And it would be ten times safer! People don’t develop allergies for people.”

“Your company is really…” he trailed off, his imagination running amuck.

He could see a shelf of bottles labeled, ‘Real, live, organic, cage free, human milk!’

And people lining up to buy the tasty stuff.

Then he had a thought, “You’re not into this hucow thing, are you?”

She laughed it off.

But he could see a long barn, men shackled on benches, their boobs hanging down and suction tubes sucking the milk from their breasts.

“That’s science fiction!”

He grinned. “For many it is a fantasy.”

She leaned forward a little, a small grin on her face. “And would you like that?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so. Lactation is fun. Corporate greed is not. There’s no human touch in human greed.”

“You’re right.”

They sat in the car and contemplated their conversation.

She thinking of whether her company would like to experiment on Jeremy. He thinking of how wonderful it would be to experience what Addison was going through.

Pumping milk every day. They could feed each other.

“I’d do it,” he stated in a soft voice.

Another few minutes of contemplation, then: “I’ll ask my bosses. Of course you might not meet their requirements, but it you do…are you sure you’d be happy lugging around a pair of milk sacs like these?” She held her breasts up.

“I’m sure.”

They called him on a Monday morning. Early. Which spoke of their interest in him.

He went down to the company offices that very afternoon.

The company was located on a circular lane that butted up against some deep woods. It was a large building, and behind the building, half in the forest, were several squat buildings.

Jeremy was welcomed in the big building, and interviewed. Addison had told him to speak freely, and he openly discussed his fetish with the two people interviewing him.

He admitted that he had had a boob fetish all his life.

He talked about feeding from Addison—she had told him to talk about that, too—and he rambled on, his eyes taking on a far away look, about what it was like to taste milk. To feel it trickle down his throat.

He tried to hide the big hard on he had all morning. Addison had jacked him the night before, twice, but it did no good. His cock was standing up for what it believed in.

He knew they must have noticed his excitement.

Yet, they seemed receptive. In the end they took him back to the labs, showed him the test tubes and beakers, explained how they tested the nutritional value of the milk, and he watched as several women sat on machines and had their milk pumped.

Addison was one of the women, and she giggled and gave him a thumbs up. The people interviewing him noticed his avid attention and his bursting smile.

And how his pants bulged.

All that week Jeremy worried.

“What if they don’t accept me?”

“Honey, it’s all right. They might not, but…I think they will.”

“And they won’t tell you?”

“I doubt it. But if they did I would call you right on the spot. In fact, I’d call you before they told me.

They laughed at her quip, and he worried some more.

They called him on a Monday morning two weeks later. Would you come in for some tests?

Of course he would, and he showed up promptly on time.

“I’m Terrance Fischer.” The fellow in the lab coat was taller than Jeremy, and had a few muscles under his coat. He smiled and shook Jeremy’s hand.

“So what kind of tests?”

“Just the usual battery of tests. Blood pressure, blood sample. We just have to make sure you’re in grade A health.”

“Triple grade A,” grinned Jeremy.

So Terrance poked him and prodded him, took his samples, and said, “I see no reason to wait. If you sign a few papers we can give you an injection today. After that you simply have to take a pill a day.”

“How long would I have to take the pills?”

“Until you reach optimum size and output, based on your weight, height, and that sort of thing.”

“Okay.”

Jeremy signed a sheaf of papers in the front office. By the time he was done Terrance had his first injection waiting.

“Okay,” Terrance explained. “It’s actually two injections. We inject into the mammary tissue, one for each gland.” He gave a wan smile, “The proposed mammary tissue, I suppose we should say.”

Terrance held up a needle and tapped the syringe with a finger.

Jeremy sat down on a stool and waited.

The needles did hurt a little, more than a normal shot, but it wasn’t bad. Then Terrance patted the injection site with a solution, noted that there was no blood so, unless Jeremy wanted them, there was no need for bandages.

“All righty,” Terrance sounded a bit like the Simpson’s neighbor as he showed his teeth. “Now, growth should start immediately. By this time next week you’ll probably have little golf ball sized boobs. They will get bigger, and you might want to think about different clothes.”

“Different clothes?”

“Yes. It is apparently a drag, according to the females in our program, to undress every couple of hours. Find a shirt that will open easily and provide access.”

“A shirt.”

“Now, you can bind your breasts, but past a certain point that will restrict milk production.”

“Oh.”

“And, I should mention, initial tests on lab animals showed a distinct leakage from the penis.”

Jeremy blinked and opened his mouth, but before he could go on Terrance said, “It turned out to be pre-cum, and there was a distinct upsurge in sexual interest. Taking the different amounts of the formula into consideration, between your body weight and the lab animals body weights, this should not be a problem. But if you do experience some leakage we can always provide you with pads.”

“Pads?”

“Like Depends.”

“Oh.”

Now that the ‘male lactation trial’ had started Jeremy was experiencing some nervousness.

Yes, it was his fantasy fulfilled, but it was also experimenting with his body. No matter how many algorithms were run, no matter how many test animals were experimented on, this was his body.

By this time in their relationship Jeremy was spending much time at Addison’s apartment. He had a lot of clothes there, a toothbrush, and even an Xbox.

“So how’d the first day go?” Addison asked him when he walked in the door.

He grinned, kissed her deeply, and they retired to a couch where he could give her some relief.

“It went good. I signed the papers and they gave me my first shots.”

“Really?” she pressed his head against her boob and grinned.

“Hey,” he laughed. “Don’t drown me!”

She chuckled, her eyes showed she was in deep thought.

“Okay, you’re going to have to get a bra tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Honey, this stuff works fast. You might not lactate for a few days, but you’d better be prepared.”

“But…I’m really going to need a bra?” But he wasn’t really asking, just speaking rhetorically. They hadn’t told him he would need one, but…of course he would.

But, within a couple of days?

The next morning he had bruising around the injection sites. And his flesh was tender around his pectorals. He wasn’t swollen, not at all, but Addison smiled, kissed his nipple gently, and reassured him. “That’s the way it starts honey. By this weekend you’ll be sprouting your wings.”

He nodded. He felt a nervous energy, and he couldn’t wait.

The morning after he felt…puffy. He had to look twice, but it did seem a bit swollen. He stared at himself in the mirror for an hour. He felt his pectorals, and wondered when they would turn into mammaries.

Would his muscle turn into fat?

What was he going to look like?

The next morning he was definitely swollen. Bruising had disappeared, and he groaned when Addison touched him and suckled him. She was very gentle because she knew the slightest touch could turn painful at this stage.

That day she brought home a selection of bras and he tried them on.

Talk about feeling weird! He kept looking at her, and she finally slapped his cheek softly and said, “Don’t worry so much. You’re still a man.”

“But will I be when my boobs are monsters?”

“Monster boobs, monster cock. Monster fuck. That’s what I say. And she went down on him to prove it.

But, she didn’t let him cum.

“Oh, baby. Get me off!” he begged.

The doctors say that being sexually excited helps the growth, that if you cum it stunts the growth. So how big do you want to get?”

“Oh, man,” he muttered. “Talk about being between a rock and a hard place!”

Addison just laughed and edged him some more.

The next morning there was no mistaking it. Swelling had become a definite shape. And his nipples were always hard. As was his penis.

Which pleased Addison no end.

They were laying in bed and she was stroking him, laughing when he got close and she backed off.

“You are evil,” he whined.

“Yup. And you’ve got to start wearing your bra.”

“Oh, no…”

“Oh, yes. This morning, when you go to work, you need to wear that pink one I bought you. It’s more of a training bra. It’ll get you used to bras, and it’s easy to hide under your work shirt.”

She got up and handed him the bra. She helped him put it on.

In the mirror it didn’t alter his shape. It didn’t squash his little lemons, but when he put on his work shirt you couldn’t even tell.

“I’m going to have to tell the people at work,” he mumbled. His face was red and he was experiencing the downside of a man having boobs.

“So tell them.”

“Tell them what?”

She stared at him.

“The company doesn’t want it known what they are doing,” he said.

“Tell them you’re transitioning.”

“But I’m not!”

“You sort of are.”

That shut him up.

He went to work, and he worried, and the day went slowly. finally, his boss called him into the office.

“Jeremy, what’s going on? You look like you lost your best friend.”

“Well, uh…I don’t…uh…” he hemmed and hawed until Reggie, his boss, sighed in exasperation.

“Dude. Just tell me. Whatever it is it can’t be that bad.”

“Well, uh….I don’t…uh…”

Reggie’s eyes narrowed. “Do I have to send you home?”

“No! No! Don’t…I’ll…I’ll tell you.”

Reggie settled back in his worn swivel and waited.

“Well, uh…I’m…uh…”

“JEREMY!”

“I’M TRANSITIONING!”

Jeremy felt like he was outside his body. His hair was standing up, he was blushing, and worst of all, his cock was erect!

“What?”

Jeremy looked down at the floor.

“You’re…like…becoming a dudette?”

Jeremy nodded frantically. Tears were welling in his eyes. The doctors had told him he might experience mood swings, but this was just mortification of the soul.

“Well, wow.”

Jeremy was mute.

“That puts you in a whole new category.”

Jeremy looked up.

“The company has very strict guidelines as to how to deal with people who are…who are…you know?”

Jeremy blinked a bit and shook his head. He didn’t know.

“We don’t have a third bathroom for you to use. I guess you can take your choice. When everybody understands they’ll make sure they don’t bust in on you.”

“What?” Jeremy was confused.

“And we’ll have to talk to our insurance people. Do you need help with your medical bills?”

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly. This was not going as he had imagined it.

“And corporate is going to want to know. The government might give us a tax break or something. We need to—“

“Reggie?”

“Yeah?”

“That’s it? Bathrooms and…and tax breaks and…and that’s all?”

“What else is there?”

“Don’t you care that I’m not going to be a dude any more?”

“Well, I can’t really discuss things like that.”

“About whether you care?”

“I care, but if I say the wrong thing we open ourselves up for a lawsuit.”

“But…look!” He unbuttoned his shirt and showed his pink training bra.

Reggie looked away quickly. “Please, dude, uh, Jeremy. I don’t want to be accused of sexual harassment.

There was a long space of silence while Reggie considered what steps he was going to have to take to be in compliance with the laws.

Jeremy finally said, “I’m going to have boobs. It shouldn’t stop me from working.

“No problem. Wear whatever you need to wear.”

“Is that all?”

“Sure, unless…unless…is there…I don’t know.”

“Okay. I’ll go back to work.”

Buttoning up his work shirt, Jeremy left the office.


PART TWO

Jeremy wasn’t actually transitioning, of course. He was just growing boobs. But how do you explain something like that to people? Especially if you have signed a non-disclosure agreement?

So, regardless of the actual situation, he was considered by his coworkers, and his friends, as transitioning.

Addison thought it was sort of funny. “You know, you’re a bit of a homophobe, a straight arrow, and now you’re one of…them!

“I am not!” he protested.

“Sissy pants.”

“What!?”

She laughed, came to him, hugged him, and whispered, “I’m just kidding.”

The fact that she was holding his member when she said this went a long way

A week later he was sporting a proud pair of boobs. Not super big, but definitely undergoing a growth spurt.

A bra was a necessity now. And not just any bra. It had to have insertable pads because he was leaking.

He wasn’t really lactating, just dribbling a bit of pre-milk. It was like pre-cum to cum. Thin and watery and a little slimy.

One night he was sitting on the toilet, and took advantage of the moment to change his pads. Addison sauntered by, stopped and leaned against the door frame to watch.

“What?” he asked, slipping the pad into the pocket and adjusting his bra.

“God, are you sexy.”

He actually blushed.

“You’re embarrassed by being sexy?”

“Well, it’s different for guys.”

“How so?”

“Girls are naturally extroverts. Everybody encourages them, right from the start, to dance around and be pretty. Guys are taught to knuckle down, and if anybody calls them pretty it’s…embarrassing.”

“Pretty, pretty, pretty,” she teased. “Jeremy’s a pretty, little girl.”

Jeremy’s face turned a brighter shade of red. “Please, stop that.”

“Even your speech has changed and become more pretty. When you were a manly man you’d just tell me to shut up, now you’re whining like a little bitch.”

He stared at her with an open mouth, and she started guffawing. She could hardly standup she was laughing so hard. “You should have seen your face!”

He looked down, mumbled a grumble, then finished his business and stood up.

He started to rush out of the bathroom but she stepped in his way and stopped him.

“Come on, honey. Get used to it.”

“I don’t want to.” He looked like he was about to cry.

She took his hand and led him into the kitchen. She sat him down and made him a drink. She placed it in front of him and sat down opposite him.

He took a glug, then asked, “What?”

“I think we’re going to have to adjust your thinking.”

“Why?”

“To help you get through this.”

He was silent, took another glug.

“Like it or not, you have some very feminine attributes.”

“Tits.”

“Yes, titties.”

He blushed at her cavalier speech.

“You’re already experiencing looks from people, and I have noticed that you don’t want to go out as much as you did before.”

“I do, too!”

“Prove it. Let’s go out and hop a few bars.”

The look on his face proved her point.

“Sometime in the next couple of weeks we’re going to have to dress you up as a girl. We can style your long hair, put make up on your face, and you will find it very easy to pass as a girl.”

He was aghast. “I can’t do that!”

“So, what? You’ll spend the rest of your days hiding? Do you spend much time on the counter at work? Or do you spend your time in the warehouse?”

He mumbled, “Warehouse.”

“So you don’t go out, you hide in the warehouse, and you don’t think you have a problem.”

“I’ll get over it.” But he wasn’t looking at her.

She leaned forward and pulled his chin so he had to look at her. “No, you won’t. You’ll just hide, but it will be like you’re trying to hide from the boobs on your own chest. The only way you’re getting through this is to face the tiger and move forward.”

He trembled, and he wasn’t convinced, but as the days passed he came to realize that she was right.

Days passed, and he grew bigger. At one point he thought about stopping taking the pills, but he didn’t. But he was getting enormous. He had to wear a super big bra at work, and there was no hiding his condition. Not from workers, not from customers.

He knew people were talking about him, and he walked around in a constant state of mortification. The natural color of his face seemed to be red.

Yet, beyond his inability to handle public scrutiny, he liked it.

Even though wearing a bra was sometimes irritating, he loved it. The feel of being in harness, the growing weight of his mammaries…it turned him on, made him feel, in some odd way, complete.

Like he wasn’t a man, nor a woman, but some superior concoction of both.

Addison loved it. She couldn’t keep her hands off him. Not his boobs, nor his manly package. Which manly package seemed to be in a state of high excitement all the time.

One night, after riding him and playing with his chest, she made the remark, “God, I love you like this.”

Like him, she appreciated that he was the best of both worlds.

“Sometimes I can pretend you’re a lesbian,” she said. “And sometimes you’re just a studly man.

Which statement made him smile, even as it embarrassed him.

Then his milk came in.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted as he squeezed a now large nipple. “It never ends!”

It was the first week of his milk, and a dozen bottles stood on the counter, and there were 24 bottles in the fridge. This first couple of weeks he was supposed to keep exact track of how much milk he produced.

Addison put an arm over his shoulder while he pumped his milk. She watched him fill a bottle, then said, “Maybe you are my little hucow.”

“That’s not funny,” he whined.

She smiled. “It’s okay, honey. I went through the same thing. Heck, I’m still going through it. Hand me that breast pump. I’m going to milk a little early today.”

He handed it to her, and she attached the suction cup and began filling the bottle.

She giggled.

“What?”

“Look at us. Is this the way we’re going to grow old together?”

He opened his mouth to say something, to refute her, but…he couldn’t. He finally just heaved a sigh and said, “Looks like.”

“We’re going to go out next weekend.”

“No!”

“Don’t panic. I’ll fix you up so nobody will re cognize you as a man. It’s going to be fun, and you’ll learn all sorts of things.”

“Like what?” he asked suspiciously.

“Like how to fend off boys. How to get free drinks without putting out. That sort of thing.”

Now he was silent. Fending off boys? That was the scariest thing he had ever heard in his life.

She laughed at the look on his face. “Every girl goes through this, honey. Every girl has to learn these things.”

“But I’m not a girl!”

“Have you looked at your chest lately.”

He had, and he was bigger than Addison. He had a male chest,42 inches, and his boobs had grown enough so that they looked normal for that size chest. His cup size was larger than triple F, and the company had had to order him specially built bras.

“I don’t want to go to a bar,” he whispered.

“Sorry, honey. But we’re going.”

He looked at her. “Or what?”

“Or I’ll hide your breast pumps.”

He blinked. They had talked about that, laughed about it. If they had no breast pumps would their boobs explode?

And here that bit of silliness was rearing its head in real life.

“I’ll think about it.”

He might not have gone to the bar if something hadn’t happened that week at work.

He walked in, punched his card, and went into the warehouse, and found some bigwigs there.

“Here he is,” Reggie said, showing a bit of relief at Jeremy’s presence. “Jere, this is Ms Standish and Mr. Grearson.”

The duo shook hands with Jeremy, who was suddenly in the spotlight and bursting out in red shades.

“We’re from corporate, Jeremy, we came to see how you’re doing.”

“I’m, ah…fine.”

“We notice that you do most of your work in the warehouse. Is there any reason for that?”

“Uh, no. I just, with my transitioning, it’s—“

“None of the customers are bothering you?”

“Oh, no!”

And not any of the workers.”

“No, no. Everybody’s fine.”

They continued grilling him, being very circumspect, and the Ms Standish dropped the bomb. “We, the company, would like to see you balance your time in the warehouse with time at the counter.”

Jeremy’s breath stopped. At the counter? Where everybody could see him?

Jeremy went home that night and was totally flamboozled.

“What’s wrong,” Addison asked, perceiving his emotional state.

“They want me to work on the counter.”

“So?”

“Okay,” he finally admitted. “I’m scared. I’ve been avoiding everybody. You’re right.”

“Okay, two things. First, tell them that you will start working the counter after next weekend.”

He whispered, “After I go out drinking with you.”

“Yep.”

“And the second thing?”

“Tell them that you’ll be wearing a dress.”

She stared at him, challenged him, and he found himself breaking down.

Wear a dress. He was a guy. How could he…but he had to…

He couldn’t talk, not even to whisper, but he did nod his head.

Friday night came, the weekend, and he came home from work to find Addison in the bedroom. She had bought him a dress, some sexy lingerie, and was prepared to make him walk on the wild side.

He was about to saunter down the pink path!

“Okay, honey, first…Nair.”

She handed him a bottle of Nair and he looked at it. Just a simple, little bottle, but it was going to start his transformation.

Well, his transformation had started with his boobs, but this would certainly make it official.

He lathered up, waited the prerequisite time, then hopped into the shower. He watched in fascination as his curlies circled the drain and disappeared.

Addison toweled him off, making extra sure that his peeny was dry, then sat him down at the vanity table.

“First things first, we have to make sure you have a proper set of claws.”

She painted his toenails, then glued on semi-long fingernails and painted them.

He stared at the shiny, red talons, and his cock was harder than ever.

When his nails were dry she handed him his lingerie for the night.

“Here go, honey.”

Jeremy found that working with nails was quite a bit different than just using his fingers. They were longer, and they tended to snag, and he had to figure out the whole ‘using the pad’ thing.

She smiled as she watched him struggle to put on the underthings.

The bra had padding, but it held him up higher. His chest really thrust forward.

He put on a garter belt, then rolled nylons, and she had to help him.

Finally, he pulled up the panties, and, of course, had a huge problem.

“I’m…I’ve got an erection.”

“Yes, you do,” she eyed it lasciviously. She pulled his panties over his dong and laughed at the look on his face.

“You don’t expect me to go out with a boner in my dress?”

She patted his cheek. “Let mama worry about everything.”

The dress was a summer dress, a nice pattern of multicolors, and it tended to hide his boobs. A little. Not much. But…okay, he was enormous.

She went to work on his face then. She cleaned and primed, put on a foundation, bronze and blush, and he watched as his face changed.

She was working on his eyes, shading them, curling his lashes. The little eyeliner pencil scared him, it was so sharp and right next to his eyeballs.

“You’re such a baby,” she said.

“Yeah,” he agreed. His heart was pounding like he had just run a marathon. He was having to concentrate to breath normally.

She painted his lips, and it was like the Rubicon was being crossed. He stared at the mirror. His lips were plump—she had used a plumping agent—and they were shiny and moist looking.

Kissable. Whenever Addison’s lips looked like this he wanted to kiss her. And she always pushed him off, telling him not to muss up her lipstick.

Now he knew.

She brushed his hair, used hairspray.

She put him in high heels, and he was suddenly taller.

She put him in front of the wall mirror and they inspected him.

He turned in front of the mirror.

“Uh…” he murmured. His cock poked the dress out.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that. Let me get dressed first.”

She was dressed in five minutes. It had taken her an hour to get him ready, but only five minutes for herself.

Sheesh!

Dabbing her lipstick on, she lifted his dress. “Hold this,” she handed him the hem.

He held the hem and she pulled down his panties.

He watched in the mirror as she knelt and took him in her mouth.

He was so excited it only took a minute. In that minute he experienced a whole new world.

A woman with a cock being sucked off. Himself experiencing orgasm in a whole new light. And Addison’s red lips moving back and forth while she palpated his balls.

She stood up, smacked her lips and licked the residue of him from around her mouth, then repaired her lipstick.

“Ready to go, honey?”

He nodded and tucked his now limp cock back into his panties.

It was the same bar they had met at. It was filled with people, music, and the smell of beer.

Jeremy was, of course, paralyzed.

Addison had to drag him by the hand through the pack of people. She ordered him a beer, and when they were served she led him to a high table in a corner.

“Drink,” she commanded. “I should have given you a couple of shots before we came, but…drink.”

He was compelled to drink. He was so red-faced and humiliated that he had to drink.

He stared at the lipstick mark he left on the lip of the mug.

Addison giggled. “You are so messed.”

He nodded.

She turned, glanced over the crowd, then waved to a cowboy just leaving the bar.

“Hey! Tommy!”

Tommy was a handsome stud, wide shouldered, wide grinned, and ready to party.

“Hey, girls!” He stood next to the high table. He ogled Addison’s boobs freely, without embarrassment, then turned to Jeremy. “And who is this sweet, young thing?”

“That’s my bestie, Jerry.”

“Well, hey, miss Jerry, how come I haven’t seen you around here before?” And he took Jeremy’s hand and lifted it and pressed his lips to the back.

Jeremy was freaked. He wasn’t recognized, but all the male in him screamed out that this wrong.

Addison waited a moment, hoped that Jeremy would say something, but when he didn’t she filled in the space. “They just released her from the monastery.”

Tommy blinked a slow blink. “A monastery?”

“Oh, yes. She was a wild thing, couldn’t keep her legs closed, so her parents shipped her off to a monastery.”

“A monastery?” repeated Tommy, as if struck dumb.

“Yes. And now she’s trying to remember how to spread her legs again.”

Tommy jerked his head towards Addison. “Wha…” then he snapped his head back to Jeremy. “Really?”

Addison was deliberately putting Jeremy on the spot. He was going to lighten up or else!

“Well, Jerry? Did you learn your lesson at the monastery? Or are you still a bad girl?”

Tommy’s head was swiveling back and forth between the two girls.

Jeremy gulped his beer and said nothing.

“Well?”

Jeremy looked at Addison, pleading.

“Are you going to be a bad girl?”

He shook his head.

“You mean you don’t want Tommy to put his dick in you?”

Tommy’s mind was screeching with all this banter, and he hung on Jeremy’s answer.

“Uh,” Jeremy managed a pitiful squeak: “No.”

“Aw, too bad. No pussy for you, Tommy.”

Tommy was caught between sputtering and laughing. He finally settled on laughter.

They talked then, about this and that, and Jeremy actually managed to add a word or two to the conversation.

When Tommy had left, presumably to find a girl who was more willing to open her legs, Addison leaned over to Jeremy and whispered, “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“I can’t believe you did that.”

Addison placed a hand on his forearm and whispered back. “Honey, that’s boys. They’re going to cluster around us, and you can say just about anything you want and they’ll think you’re a genius…but don’t ever say yes.” She chuckled. “Especially in your condition. I’m about out of beer. You want to go get some more?”

Jeremy shook his head.

“You sure? As soon as I get up some stud is going to come over and want to talk. Among other things.”

“Ah…”

Addison shrugged, stood up and headed for the bar, and, sure enough, within thirty seconds a fellow sashayed up to him. Her. And… “Hey, good looking. I ain’t seed you around here before. How’s a come?”

Utterly panicked inside, Jeremy managed a sickly smile, then murmured, “I don’t know.”

The fellow sat on the high chair that Addison had been sitting on.

“That’s my friend’s.”

“And who is your friend?”

Jeremy realized the fellow was being a bit banty. He would look at Jeremy’s partner and decide if push should come to shove.

“He’s a professional fighter in the MMA and he’ll be right back.”

The fellow didn’t exactly run, but he did retreat in a timely fashion.

And was replaced by a slick talking fellow wearing jeans, a tight tee shirt that showed al-l-l his muscles, and cowboy boots.

“Hey, honey, I’m Ron. What’s your name?”

Jeremy tried to say nothing, and that was probably for the best. The men came and went, and wondered who the beauty at the table really was.

“How you doing?” asked Addison, plopping two more mugs down on the table.

“I’m scared.”

Addison laughed, and they talked for a while, and Addison chased off the boys. She did it with humor, and never hurt a feeling, and Jeremy was amazed at how adroit she was at handling the rabid beasts.

“Is every man this horny?” he asked at one point.

“Yep. Or they aren’t a man.”

“Was I this horny?”

“Honey, you still are. In fact, you’re worse than all these guys. Putting on boobs was like giving a rabbit viagra.”

“Hey, is that you, Jeremy?”

They turned to the newcomer, and Jeremy groaned. “Addison, this is my boss, Reggie.”

“Hey, Reggie, grab that chair over there and join us.”

Jeremy tried to signal that he didn’t want Reggie to join them, but Addison ignored him.

“I wasn’t sure it was you at first,” said Reggie, settling into place and sipping at his own beer. “I heard you were going to wear a dress, is this, like, the first time?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy didn’t try to disguise his voice or speak in a whispery fashion.

“Hell. You look good. You should of done this before. Those idiots from corporation wouldn’t have shown up.”

Addison queried Reggie on that remark, and Reggie explained how the ‘idiots from corporation’ had shown up, ostensibly to make sure that Jeremy was happy. In actuality, they wanted to see if having a girl at the front counter, a girl with big tits, would improve sales.

They talked that over for a while, then Reggie remarked, “You look ill at ease, buddy. Anything wrong?”

They were all a couple of beers to the wind, and the question wasn’t spurred by corporate considerations, but rather the concern of one fellow for another.

“He’s having a rough time adapting.”

“To what? Wearing a dress? If only all girls looked that good.”

“To being considered a woman.”

“What?” He laughed and glugged. He put his mug down and said, “Why don’t he just go all the way?”

Addison and Jeremy blinked.

“What do you mean?”

“Hell, if you’re going to be a girl, be a girl. Go all the way. I mean, I don’t swing that way, but I’m sure there’s lots of studs that do. Get one of them to give you a poke and you’ll be fine. It won’t be so scary then.

Addison looked at Jeremy and started to smile.

“No,” whispered Jeremy.

“Yes,” said Addison.

“I’m not going to let some guy fuck me!”

“Doesn’t have to be a guy,” offered Reggie. “Have your girlfriend here do it.” He turned to Addison. “Get yourself a dildo. Show him a good time. Guaranteed, he won’t be embarrassed by being a girl. Heck, you’ll love it, Jeremy. Once you do the choo choo in the poo poo you’re hooked for life. Uh, so I understand.”

Addison laughed. “You’ve done it.”

Reggie looked a little embarrassed, and he held his hand up. “Hold on here. Not so loud.”

Between the two red-faced men Addison laughed hysterically.

Addison drove Jeremy’s truck because he didn’t want to risk driving in high heels. It was hard enough walking in the suckers.

“You know, Reggie is right.”

Red-faced all over again, Jeremy denied it.

“No, he is. And we’re going to have to do it.”

“But I’m a guy! I’m not gay!”

Addison glanced at him. “Is that all that’s worrying you?”

“Well, it does bother me.”

“Look, gay guys don’t wear dresses. They make out with other guys. You’re, if we wanted to label it, a transvestite or something. A crossdresser with real boobs. And we know that you getting boobs is a fetish and a medical experiment, but so what? And I’ll tell you, Reggie is spot on, and when we get home we’re going to make love. And I’m going to take charge and do something that I’ve wanted to do for a long time.”

“You have?”

“Oh, yes, and that doesn’t make me a man. It just means there are alternative ways of making love, and I want to experience one.

Jeremy thought about that all the way home.

“Sit there,” Addison said, pointing at the bed.

Jeremy, his mind going a million miles an hour, complied. He sat, demure, and watched as she reached into a dresser drawer and took out a dildo.

“You’ve got one?”

“Every girl has one,” she chuckled.

“But why not just go out and fuck?”

She looked at him wryly, “Did you meet any boys tonight that you wanted to fuck?”

He shook his head so fast it became a blur.

I rest my case. Now, I want you to take your panties down and lift up your dress.

It took a moment, Jeremy was having serous second thoughts, and third thoughts and fourth thoughts, but he did it. He lay on his back, his legs up and to the sides.

Addison smeared lubricant on the dildo, then placed it on its base on the side table. She then scooped up a large glob and grabbed his weenie with one hand and applied the glob.

Jeremy twisted and writhed. It didn’t hurt, but he was scared. His homophobia was in full swing.

Addison took her time, reamed him and teased him. She was jacking him with her other hand.

Jeremy found himself moaning within less than a minute. He had never felt such a delicious sensation in his butt in his life.

“Mikey, I think he likes it!” Addison grinned as she went to two fingers.

Jeremy was now jerking his hips, tilting them into the penetration, trying to get more, trying to feel more. It was like an itch he had never known he had had, and it was finally being scratched.

“You ready, honey?”

He found himself nodding, and Addison held the dildo to his brown hole.

It was actually a vibrator, black and sleek with fluted sides. It went in smoothly and he gasped and clutched the sheets with his hands.

It took him a moment to realize that it didn’t hurt, that it was like fingers, but only better.

“Here you go, honey.” She began to move the thing in and out, and he began to whimper and shiver as pleasure coursed through him.

She stroked him as she plumbed him, and he felt himself building rapidly.

“Okay, honey, here comes the big treat.” She turned the knob at the base of the thing

RRRRRRRRR!

Jeremy levitated, crashed, and he felt his prostate singing praises to the Lord, and he squirted.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

Squirt after squirt. Long strands that went into the air then crashed on his belly and thighs.

Finally, empty, Addison took the thing out of him. She went into the bathroom and cleaned it off, then put it back in her drawer.

She went to the bed and looked down at Jeremy.

He was laying, dazed, unable to think, to speak, or even to move.

Addison climbed on to the bed, moved him around so she could cuddle with him.

“Well, honey? Are you going to have any more trouble being a girl?

Jeremy gulped, twice, cleared his throat, and said, “No.”

Addison smiled and kissed him.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!
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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.
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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.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here are the first two chapters from…

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc19S.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc19K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc19R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc19M.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc19T.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc19N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc19P.jpg





