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PART ONE

“Slow down!” she snapped.

Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up.

“Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.”

Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.”

Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click.

The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass.

Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’

Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun.

He was a lucky man, and that was true.

Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised.

But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated.

Ah, well. He was doing the best he could.

Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks.

They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window.

He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.”

“Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.”

“Tinkle toes?”

He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?”

“It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.”

She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window.

“Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.”

She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon.

It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.”

“This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely.

“This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.”

“I can walk just fine.”

“But can you cum?”

He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex.

Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.”

She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.”

“But—“

“Do you ever?”

She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again?

He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom.

Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small.

Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable.

It wasn’t.

He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down.

He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.

Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder.

He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip.

When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny.

It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all.

He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired.

Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any.

He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up.

The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it.

But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all.

He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin.

Oh, fuck!

He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk.

He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’

So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked.

“Hello, Joe. How’s things?”

His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them.

She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall.

“Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder.

With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him.

“Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.”

Jing jing!

“I can’t!” he protested, slowing down.

She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.”

She pulled him faster.

Jing jing!

He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle.

She pulled him faster.

He resisted.

He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more.

Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away.

She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her.

“Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling.

It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her.

“Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red.

But, if anything, she sped up.

Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem.

Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin.

It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more.

They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her.

Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter.

Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often!

In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always!

Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up.

They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.”

Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?”

“I can take anything!”

“Anything but a bell on your little peewee.”

He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.”

But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.”

“It’s big enough to make you happy.”

“No.”

That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated.

“What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis.

Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches.

Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.”

“I’m fine!” But his voice cracked.

“Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers?

“But women often take a little longer.”

“The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.”

“It is not!” he croaked.

“Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.”

Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate.

The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick.

“Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth.

And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned.

Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always.

And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him.

No. There had to be a better solution.

By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder.

Jing! And his cock jerked a little.

Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing!

“Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck.

Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.”

Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin.

“Ow!”

“No means no, Joe.”

Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now?

He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies.

Nancy went into the computer room and began googling.

‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’

There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening.

‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest.

‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic.

How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited?

A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’

Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication.

She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.

“Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.”

And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK!

Joe yelping out a “Way to go!”

Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed?

And then the truth: But what did she need?

She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room.

She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.”

Frowning, Joe clicked the remote.

Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.

“Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?”

He went into instant confusion, and hurt.

“What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick?

“It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage.

He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.”

But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.”

Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything.

Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?”

Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay.

“What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her.

“Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.”

“Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly.

“It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…”

She shrugged, watched him.

“What about toys?”

“Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?”

“Some other guy fucks you?”

He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility.

The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him.

“Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up.

“Relax, Joe.”

She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it.

It wasn’t big. That was for sure.

He seemed to deflate even more.

But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard.

She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls.

Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure.

She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?”

“No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame.

“So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?”

“Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.”

“Yes, so,” she agreed.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“Well, first, we need to keep you belled.”

His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it.

“I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.”

He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dingling, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?”

He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly.

But this whole thing was sour to him.

“Okay.”

“Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him.

He looked at her.

“The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?”

He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this.

Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage.

Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick.

Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him.

“Move around,” said Nancy.

Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain.

“Walk slow.”

He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling.

“Walk fast.”

Jingle, jingle, jingle.

“Do jumping jacks!”

As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room.

Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction.

“Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.”

“Can I take it off now?”

“Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.”

“What about when I go to work?”

“I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.”

She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer.

For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining.

“Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled.

He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.”

Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position.

They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess.

“But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard.

She turned on her side, away from him.

He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not?

“Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.”

Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask.

“Put it on.”

He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask.

“Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on.

It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened.

He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them.

He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward.

His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy.

She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs.

Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good!

He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain.

She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG!

She had never cum that hard in her life!

She was shaking, and shaken to the core.

Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more.

She pushed him away and turned away from him.

Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks.

But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work.

He was too small.

And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it!

She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry.

Just shoved him away.

He had done his duty and that was it.

And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger.

It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff.

So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock.

Fuck! That felt good.

And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.”

Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection.

For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him.

He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally.

She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving.

“Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube.

But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out.

She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later.

She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny.

And he was horny a lot!

She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?”

He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy.

Fortunately, being horny made him happy.

During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him.

He liked it.

At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds.

She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery.

“Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it.

“Yeah?”

“But this on.”

She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through.

“What?”

Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.”

So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted.

She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential.

He was slender. What if he had breasts?

Ding! Ding! Ding!

What if she…feminized him?

What if…?

Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.”

Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed.

Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him.

“Put this on.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to. Now hurry.”

She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard.

It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter.

Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter.

Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter.

At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power.

His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine.

She gave him the nighty again and he put it on.

It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty.

“Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.”

Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair.

His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier.

She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire.

She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem.

“It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him.

Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped.

“That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…”

“What?” asked Joe, hoarsely.

“We need to bring the real you out.”

The real me,” he repeated.

“The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.”

“Are you trying to change me into a woman?”

This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within.

“I think I am.”

Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea.

“Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?”

Joe nodded dumbly.

“So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?”

“But…but…”

She waited, and he popped with a wail.

“But I don’t want to be gay!”

She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.”

He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to.”

“And you’ll still love me?”

“From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her.

And words failed Joe.

She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.

He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it.

But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this.

And so the decision was reached.


PART TWO

Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe.

Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive.

She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her.

She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak.

She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem.

Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping.

But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that.

So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer.

Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything.

She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine.

“Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.”

For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck!

But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.”

He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower.

He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?”

And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up.

The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms.

“Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them.

“I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.”

She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.”

He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror.

He had a feminine, be it short, hair style.

His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft.

His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump.

Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s.

Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her.

She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips.

“Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!”

“Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.”

“What’s it for?”

“It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.”

She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine.

She put lipstick on him.

He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.”

Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows.

“I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.”

She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine.

Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?”

“No!”

“Get ready for a thrill.”

She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.”

He stared at himself in the full length mirror.

He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up.

She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning.

And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person.

Hell, he was a different person.

Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff.

In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go.

In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored.

“I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.”

After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office.

She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?”

Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.”

The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle.

“This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.”

“How long before he gets boobs?”

“He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“

“Is there any way to make it happen faster?”

“Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’”

“Vacation boobs?”

“Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.”

It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family.

“Let’s do the vacation boobs.”

“Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?”

Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?”

“I’ll check.”

The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps.

Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy.

The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him.

A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution.

“This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling.

She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted.

Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles.

He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous!

A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him.

“You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.”

“Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right.

Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store.

Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier.

It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks.

Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body.

It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche.

At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland.

To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground!

Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning.

Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times.

She was also getting all the sex she could ever want.

She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed.

No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.”

Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.”

“I can’t get undressed?”

“I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA.

NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’

Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her.

She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs.

Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out.

Poked out, but not in.

Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum.

“Please! Please!” he begged.

“Ha!” she replied.

Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling.

Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?”

She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?”

“Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.”

“Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom.

Joe’s face had fallen.

Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.”

Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were.

“Okay,” he whispered.

In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail.

He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder.

Do I need this?

For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller.

He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink?

It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.

Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

“What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her.

She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is.

Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.”

He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.”

She sat down next to him. “How so?”

“I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated.

She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?”

He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.”

Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny.

He gave a little gasp.

“As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.”

In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge.

“I suppose.”

“Do you want to back on hormones?”

“No!” That seemed to surprise him.

“Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?”

He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.”

“But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.”

She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.”

He smiled wanly.

“Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.”

He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.”

“As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.”

Now curious, Joe tilted his head.

“Come on.”

Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move.

Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts.

To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different.

Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall.

But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping.

They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out.

“Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?”

Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible.

Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible.

Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal.

They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.”

“Okay.”

Nothing more needed to be said.

They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes.

And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?”

Joe looked at her.

“Victoria is a man!”

Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?”

“No. But that’s what everybody thinks.”

“But what is the secret then?”

“It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.”

“Hunh!”

They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time.

“My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy.

“Like a woman?”

“Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.”

“So how are you going to make love to me?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards.

Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe.

They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth.

Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?”

“Sure.”

His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room.

Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser.

“Have a seat, I’ll be back.”

Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders.

How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy?

Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe.

Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft.

“Put it on.”

“Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him.

“Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?”

“Well, I sort of thought.”

“Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.”

Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet.

Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her.

It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life.

He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing.

But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.”

For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis.

The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.

Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex.

But now…now…

She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man.

A fake man…but a man.

Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked.

He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do.

A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.”

Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table.

Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts.

Joe moaned.

“Nice, eh?”

He nodded.

She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.”

“Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within.

She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress.

“You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.”

“Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged.

“However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.”

“Drain me?”

“I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.”

Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing?

Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end.

“What’s that?”

“This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.”

He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on.

Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end.

She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.”

Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart.

Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in.

Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker.

She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him.

“I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.”

Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.”

“Why?”

“I’ve got to pee.”

“That what the towels are for.”

Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out.

A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line.

He felt golden.

Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt.

“That’s it, honey. Let it all go.”

Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack.

Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful.

She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch.

He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained.

He marveled. “So now I’m drained.”

“You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.”

“But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful.

Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.”

“But, can’t you—“

She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.”

“You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.”

With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room.

END
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Here are the first two chapters from…

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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