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Author’s Note

Mother-in-laws can see right through those horny, little boys!

They know what’s good for their daughter, and it certainly isn’t that randy fellow with the bump in his pants!

Fortunately, mother-in-laws  know exactly what to do to bring those nasty boys under control. Put them in skirts and make up. Spank their little peenies. Make them behave!

So this book is for all those great mother-in-laws who protect their beautiful daughters from those bad boys.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


My Mother-in-Law Feminized Me!

A story of female domination and feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Now I don’t want you playing with yourself.”

“Oh, come on!” I acted disgusted.

“No porn, no play with yourself, save yourself for me.”

“Honey, I always save myself for you.”

Amy looked at me suspiciously. “Then why are you always less than interested when I come home from one of these conventions?”

“Because I focus on things like work, and I just get out of the mood. But, hey, when you’re around it’s easy to stay in the mood.”

I grabbed her and smooched her and she giggled and pushed me off.

“Don’t mess me,” she said. “I’ve got a 10 hour bus ride and I don’t want to be messy. And I especially don’t want to be dripping with your cum.”

“You push me away and then wonder why I’m not interested!” I played the wounded husband wonderfully. It as one of my favorite roles.

“Oh, honey. When I get home, if you’ve been a good boy then I will let you do anything you want.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

“Even, you know…the anal thing?”

“Of course. Right after you let me do you. I’ve got the most wonderful dildo picked out.”

“Hey!”

“Tit for tat, baby. I’ll do anything, as long as you do it first.”

I frowned.

“Come on, cheer up.” She patted my cheek. “It’s only ten days.”

I sighed. “I won’t survive.”

“You will. Now take my bags out, the pick up van will be here any moment.”

I took her bags out to the curb and turned and watched Amy stride down the walk. Oh, lordie. That lady is built! Just watching her jiggle along on her high heels is enough to bonerize me.

Not that it takes much to bonerize me, heh heh. But, you know what I mean.

She arrived at my side and held my hand and said, “Remember. I want you rock hard and ready to go. I don’t want you wasting it on some internet slut.

“Not to worry, baby.”

I opened my mouth to say something more but Amy’s eyes focused behind me and I turned.

Honk! Honk! A van swerved to the curb and the door open.

The windows were filled with young ladies, boobs, pulchritude, hair, and cheerful smiles.

The sign on the side of the van proclaimed:

Women’s rights

because women are right!

I held back a groan. It used to be that Amy would go to sewing circles, and volunteer her time to give turkeys to the homeless, and that sort of thing. Lately, however, she was going to these feminist meetings. And, man, were they giving me a headache.

That’s where she got the idea that I shouldn’t waste my sperm, that no man should ever look at another woman, and all that sort of garbage.

Heck, if these feminists had their way men would wear the aprons and women would dig the ditches!

She kissed my cheek, smiled, and got on the bus. I could hear the women raising a ruckus and shouting quips at each other.

Feminism, huh! They’re probably just going to go off and diddle each other. And she wanted me to remain ‘pure.’ I repeat, huh!

The van pulled away from the curb, and I was left to my own devices. Ten days, well, with travel time it might be more. This was Monday, and she was coming back a week from Friday, so that was, count the fingers and toes…12 days! Twelve days to have fun!

And I needed it. Since this stupid feminism stuff started I was getting less sex and more nag.

I turned and entered the house, and headed for the liquor cabinet.

Bourbon was invented by Bacchus, a studly fellow, in my opinion, who knew how to have a good time. Leastwise the old paintings always depict him as surrounded by big breasted women and sucking down the booze.

My particular favorite, of Bacchus’s inventions, was Four Roses Small Batch Select Bourbon. Mixed, of course, with a good vintage of Coke.

So I prepared a libation, toasted my freedom and good sense, and took my first guzzle.

Mmm. That took about ten seconds.

I made another drink and, properly prepared, I sauntered back to the computer room.

I prefer the Samsung - G97T Series 49" Class 1000R. Forty-nine inches, downright panoramic, and I powered up the computer and started watching acres of pulchritude. Flesh. Boob. Snatch being wonderfully penetrated, licked, squeezed, bounced and jiggled. Oh, sweet heaven!

I dialed up a search for large and sexy and was shortly perusing Ava and Casca and Lisa and…and all the others.

And, an our later hour later, three drinks to the wind, I was in the mood.

Tell the truth, I’m always in the mood. But…I need a little liquid courage for what I was about to do.

You see, I’m one of those guys. I get off on women’s clothes.

Sober, I don’t. I’m sort of afraid of wearing bras and tummy shapers and things.

But a few drinks and the urges sort of pops through, and the next thing you know…I’m out to the garage and looking for my special box.

I often wonder, when I’m done sating myself, why I don’t throw the box away, remove it from temptation. But I don’t, and that just goes to show how little self control I have.

In the back of the garage, on a high loft, behind some heavy objects, my box sat, and I pulled it out and ran gleefully to the bedroom with it.

First, I Naired myself, waited until the burn started, and hopped into the shower. I exited the shower without a hair on my body.

Then, over the next hour, with two more drinks fortifying me, I went through my box.

I put on my chastity tube. Rather quickly because my cock was starting to get hard.

Then, properly confined, I slipped on some panties and a bra. I used condoms filled with water, and it was cool, but I really wanted a pair of good breast forms.

My body more shapely, I pulled on some nylons and fastened them to a garter.

Oh, lord did it feel good. My legs were sleek and felt downright electric.

Then I picked out a dress. I have a metallic blue, skin tight number, and, ooh la la, I was not. big titted slut. From the neck down.

I got out my make up. It took me a long time to figure out make up. I didn’t have a mother or older sister to teach me, so I went to the classroom most terrible, the internet. And Iw as now pretty good at it!

I cleansed and primed, laid the foundation, blush and…and all the other things to look beautiful. I did the eyes, which is always a lot of fun, then the lipstick.

I love lipstick. I love the bright red with a slight gloss to it. I love the way it sticks, but still leaves a trace on the lip of a glass.

Speaking of which, I went and poured some more bourbon.

And, tell the truth, I was now a little drunk. Not so drunk as to get messy with the make up, but drunk enough that when I stepped into my high heels I was quite wobbly.

But, wobbly or not, I pulled on a wig, put on some trash jewelry, and, voila! I was me. Big-titted, rounded-butted, red-lipped and ready for a night on the town.

As long as that night took place in my own home.

I poured another drink, and I knew that I was getting a little too drunk, so I decided this would be the last one.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t.

Sitting in front of a computer, watching grannies and shemales and BDSM and all the other fun stuff you can find on the internet is thirsty work.

So, after a light foray through fisting and an intense journey through bondage, I made myself another drink.

Hey! I was alone, being myself, and I could have a little fun, right? I mean, the worst thing that could happen to me would be waking up in the morning.

So I watched women peeing and Lady Sonia and Fellucia and…and…

I groaned. I think it was me that groaned. It sounded like me that groaned. Leastwise it was my throat croaking and it was me trying to roll over.

But I couldn’t. Something was keeping me from turning over. Something was holding my wrists. Two somethings. Felt like ropes.

And my legs. I couldn’t move…I couldn’t…

I woke up again, and knew instinctively that a couple of hours passed. My head hurt, but not too badly. My wig was crooked on my head, my dress was all shifted around, I must have fallen asleep on my bed.

My bed. That was a good sign.

I opened my eyes, and the room started to focus. And I realized I wasnt’ in my own bed, and the face of my mother-in-law came out of the fuzzy world and looked down on me. I smiled and…

“Aieee!” I jerked, but my limbs were secured.

“What!?” My voice was dry and sounded like a Frog had taken a dump in my throat.

“Good morning, Roger.”

I jerked my head upright and looked to the side. My head hurt,  but that was a small price compared to the agony of seeing my mother-in-law, Patty, standing over me, looking down, a very amused expression on her face.

“What is…why are you…who is…”

“Roger, you’ve been a bad boy. Dressing up like a little girl. I never knew you wanted breasts and to wear make up. Would you like some breakfast?”

“I…I…” I pulled with my limbs, tested the bonds that held me. They were solid, made out of chains and leather. They were tight. There was no wiggle room here, not for my wrists or ankles, or for my whole body.

She sat on the bed next to me. She was holding a bowl and stirring the contents with a spoon.

“Open up now.”

I opened my mouth to complain and she shoved a spoonful of oatmeal between my lips.

My red-painted lips. I could still feel the lipstick. Having slept in it, it was probably fairly well dried on.

I tried to push the oatmeal out of my mouth with my tongue, but Patty placed a hand over my mouth and brought her face close to mine. She spoke very nicely and said, “Now, honey, I’ll be letting you up in a while, but we need to get the ground rules down before I do.”

“Mphjjj!” I tried to speak through the glob of oatmeal and her hand.

“Shush, now. The first rule is you can take all you want, but you have to eat all you take.” She giggled. “I used to hate it when my own mother told me that, but now…now I see the delight in saying such a thing.”

I swallowed, I had to, and she moved her hand away, back to grip the spoon and scoop up another glob of the stuff, and I blurted, “What are you doing? Untie me!”

She pushed more mush into me.

I was gaining more control, and I spit it out.

“Now, honey, if you don’t be a good girl you’re going to be eating this oatmeal through your ass.”

I blinked. Patty was always so refined, I didn’t even know she knew the word ‘ass.’

“If you don’t want that, then I suggest you mind your manners, cultivate a proper female attitude, and eat what’s put before you.” She smiled, and scooped up some more oatmeal.

“Wait!”

But she didn’t.

And I spit it out.

Patty stood up, she didn’t even frown, and she reached down and grabbed my package and pulled.

“OW!”

She flipped me over on my belly, then she climbed onto the bed and sat between my legs.

“Hey!” I was half screaming now, but she didn’t seem to notice, and she really didn’t seem to care. She scooped out a big spoonful, held the spoon ready, and pushed my ass cheeks apart.

I tried to resist, and maybe I could have, but she had very sharp fingernails and she dug them in. I pushed my own cheeks apart from the sudden pain.

And she pushed that spoon up my ass.

I’ve played with my asshole. Any porn aficionado has. No matter what they say, anybody who has spent any time perusing the flesh and sex of the internet has had his fingers, or other objects, up his heinie.

So I knew that it was a curious mix of cool and weird.

Yes, it made me horny, but I had never been so in love with it that I was willing to put a dildo up my ass. Not even in the hopes of being able to put my own dick up my wife’s anal passage.

But a spoon is different than a dildo.

It went in, and I felt the edges. I felt the slope of the spoon, the bulbous bottom of it, sliding through my rim.

There was a sudden and sharp pain, and then it was in, and she was moving it around and humming, trying to get the sticky substance of oatmeal off the metallic surface of the spoon.

“Stop it!” And tears came to my eyes. Oh, it didn’t hurt, not much, but it was the idea of being forcibly ‘injected’ with…with mush!

She pulled the spoon out, and I could feel the oatmeal sitting in my rectum, all glob-y, starting to come apart and float around and…and get absorbed.

I knew about the rectum and liquor. You give yourself a beer enema and the body absorbs it directly and you get drunker than if you swilled the same amount of hard liquor.

I guess she was going off the same theory, but for food. And then I had a thought: did she know about drinking your alcohol through the rectum?

She pushed another spoonful of mush up my butt and I groaned and tried to wiggle, but…I was caught.

“Wait, please?”

I begged.

“Now, Roger, you really must learn to mind your manners. When I speak you listen. When I tell you what to do, it is for your own good.”

“But, Patty, can’t you slow down and have a little conversation?”

“After you’ve eaten. Really, Roger, just behave yourself and we’ll have our little talk, and then I’ll let you go.”

She stirred the spoon in my ass for. moment, then pulled it out. I heard the clinking sound of her tapping the spoon on the edge of the bowl, then another spoonful was given me.

I gave up. Well, what else could I do? She had the leverage, I was tied up…so I just relaxed and let her feed me.

“There we go,” she whispered, and she continued feeding me until the bowl was empty.

Now, here’s the funny thing, I guess the feeding the ass thing does work as well as the alcohol in the ass thing. My headache slid away, I started to feel stronger, and I was definitely feeling full.

And I also had to pee.

“I’ve got to pee,” I said.

“Go ahead.”

“But I’ll mess the bed.”

“I’m pressing your prostate with the spoon,” and she was, she had the curved side out and down and was making rhythmic motion into my asshole. “We’ll get rid of that nasty, old semen for you. Got to keep the body healthy, you know.”

And, I couldn’t help it, I started peeing. Except it didn’t feel like pee, exactly. It felt thick, and it had chunks, and it came in long drawn out spurts.

“Crap,” I whispered.

“Don’t make me wash your mouth out with soap.”

I made a resolve not to swear again. Patty would definitely  wash my mouth out.

Finally, she removed the spoon from my ass, got off and let me wiggle back over onto my back.

“There! Don’t you feel better?”

“Well, uh,” she beamed at me, and I had the feeling that I better go along with her. Besides, I was feeling a little better. And, double besides, my asshole felt sort of good. It felt…exercised, like it had been massaged. “Yeah, I guess I do.”

She put the bowl and the spoon aside and sat down next to me. I was suddenly very aware that I was wearing panties and bra, had tits, and…and a cage on my cock.

She lifted the dress and examined the cage. “Is this one of those chastity thingies?” She took it in her hand and twisted it , but fortunately only a little.

“Uh,” I groaned. “Yeah.”

“I thought so. How does it feel?”

“It’s very…exciting.”

“Exciting?”

“Well, my cock wants to get hard, but can’t, and that makes it want to get harder more, and it just sort of builds.” I shrugged, as best I could while tied down on a bed.

She pursed her lips and lifted the cage and looked at my balls. “My, these are quite swollen. How long has it been since you had a cum?”

I noticed she didn’t consider sex terms as dirty words. So I probably had to be careful saying shit, or fuck, but…but maybe not. This was going to be something I had to learn as I went along.

“A week.”

“A week?” she raised her eyebrows in surprise. “The way my daughter talks you do it three times a day, every day, and four times on Sunday.”

“Well, no.”

Her eyes narrowed, “So how often do you have sex?”

I was a little weirded out, talking about sex with my mother-in-law, but bound on a bed, en femme, was weirder, so I answered, “Maybe once a week.”

“Really. That’s stupid.”

My eyes opened.

She sighed. “Roger, I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I think that’s just a miscommunication. I know my daughter sometimes disapproves of me, and she may even speak ill of me. But…” she paused.

Patty has the same killer body as her daughter. She’s a little thicker around the waist, just a little, but her boobs are proportionately…’thicker.’

If Amy is a 36 by 24 by 36, Patty is a forty by 26 by 37. Close, but age has blessed Patty with bigger boobs.

And, her face is the same, be it with a couple, just a couple, of wrinkles around her eyes.

Her lips are just as full, and she keeps them red and plump. Her eyes are sharp, and her hair only has a smattering of grey in it.

She figured out what she wanted to say, “But I sometimes don’t agree with her lifestyle, and maybe a little of that has rubbed off on…maybe affected your attitude towards me.”

I turned my head slightly. This was curious.

“Of course now that I see you’ve been hiding a little kink—you are hiding it, aren’t you? Amy doesn’t really know about your, uh, crossdressing activities, does she?”

“I, uh…” my face turned red, “she doesn’t know.”

“I thought not,” Patty looked pleased. “I know that Amy enjoys sex, at least she certainly did in school, I thought I was going to have to tie her down to keep her away from the boys and all their cocks.”

Her words weren’t lost on me, me being currently tied down.

“But I know that since she became involved with those silly feminists her attitudes have changed.”
She patted my thigh, which made my cock throb inside the cage. Not that it wasn’t already throbbing. It just throbbed harder, and that was surprising, because, according to her I had lost my semen. So why was I. getting hard? Later she would tell me that it was my body that lost the semen, my mind still thought I had it, or at least was desperate for an orgasm to go along with the ‘draining.’

She picked up my cock cage and started hefting it in her hand. I stifled a groan, and she went on.

“Tell me, do you want to be a girl?”

“No,” I muttered, ashamed.

“So why dress up?”

“Because it…it makes me horny.”

She nodded as if that explained it all. And, maybe it did.

And when did you first notice this compulsion to play dress up?

Compulsion? Huh. But, maybe it was. I did seem a bit out of control.

So I told her. I told her of playing in my grandmother’s closet and seeing her corset, of trying it on.

I told her of being obsessed with my mother’s underwear, of stealing bras and wearing them.

I even told her about trying to put a tampon in.

“Aha,” she blurted. “A transvestite with an anal fixation.”

“What?”

“You like to pretend you’re a girl, and you want to get…have…sexual intercourse.”

“I do not!”

“Do you pretend to be a girl?”

“Well, I do wear some clothes every once in a while, but I certainly don’t want anything up my butt.”

“You certainly seemed to enjoy eating your oatmeal.”             

“I didn’t!”

She smiled and patted my cock. “It’s okay, dear. I saw how your buns wiggled and gobbled that mush up.”

“I…” and I gave up. It was stupid to argue about something like this. Patty was going to believe what she wanted, and that’s the way it goes.

“So how about letting me loose?”

“Oh, okay,” and it was as simple as that. Apparently she just wanted to keep me immobile long enough that I didn’t run out screaming.

She unbuckled the leather straps and I sat up and rubbed my wrists.

“I think you will agree,” she said as she worked on my ankles, “that our relationship has changed.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She stepped back and held out her hand and helped me off the bed. I was still in high heels, and I was still feeling a bit of the alcohol.

“Now then,” she placed an arm around my waist and started walking me down the hall like we were old pals. I realized that we were in her house.

“How did you get me here? What happened last night?”

She giggled. “Oh, you were quite out of it. You were drunk and prancing around and singing, making like you were doing karaoke to Whitney Houston.”

“Whitney Houston?”

Patty opened her mouth and sang,

And I will always love you

I will always love you

She had a surprisingly good voice.

“I was singing that?”

“Oh, yes. And you were moving around like a diva, thrusting out your chest and your butt and…everything.”

She took me into the kitchen and sat me down at the big table. She went to the cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon.

“I think I may have had enough to drink.”

“Just the hair of the dog.”

She poured a finger into a glass, added some ginger ale, and said, “It won’t taste as sweet, but I don’t have any Coke.”

“You know I like my bourbon with Coke?”

“I know quite a bit about you,” she admitted, handing me the drink.

I sipped, and studied her. She was older than me, but not old. She had had Amy young, and she still had a bit of youth in her. And, she exuded a certain sex appeal.

Of course, I was immune to her sex appeal. She was my mother -in-law, darn it.

“So, I should be getting home,” I finally said.

“Why?”

“Well, because…it’s my home, and I should be there.”

“Why?”

I blinked. “What are you getting at?” I asked.

“Why go home and prance around like a woman, when you could prance around right here.”

My breath caught. And, I hate to admit it, my cock, which was acting up, really pressed against the cage.

“I don’t think I understand.”

“I think you do.” She leaned forward, placed a hand on my forearm. “My husband, Charles, died years ago. In that time I have lived a lonely life. I haven’t any boyfriends, and all I do is stay home and watch TV and masturbate.”

I almost spit my bourbon and coke out. “What?”

“Yes. And I have a complete collection of sex toys, bless those late night ads, and I even have a lot furniture.”

“You…you do.”

“I do. And here’s what I am offering you. Spend the next ten days with me. Let Amy play with her dried up, old feminists. And while they are fantasizing about a world with men under their thumb, we will be acting like men and women should.”

“But…I don’t want to be untrue to Amy. I mean, sure, she’s a little wacky, but I made my vows.”

“I have no intention of fucking you. I do expect you to please me, and in lots of fun ways. But, I don’t want to compromise my daughter’s marriage.”

“So I would just…stay here.”

“Yep. And you can dress as a woman all you want. I even have old clothes, and lingerie, that you can avail yourself of. You did a fine job with your make up, but I can give you tips and help you along. I’ve even got a pair of breast forms that are much better than what you’ve got.

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. Would you like to see my,” she giggled, “Dungeon?”

“Your…dungeon.”

“Downstairs. That’s where I keep my toys. I built it myself, I’m pretty handy with a saw and hammer, and…come on!”

She took my hand and pulled. I quaffed my drink quickly and let myself be pulled along.

She led me to the kitchen, then out to the garage. At the side of the garage, behind a stand of boxes, was another door.

“I put the door here and don’t let anybody down there. You’re the first person who will ever see my pleasure palace.”

We descended steps, and at the bottom she hit a light switch. The lights went on, and my jaw dropped.

Patty had a large house. Two story, five rooms, four bathrooms, a big front room that led out to a patio lush with plants and a swimming pool. But her ‘dungeon’ was on an entirely different level.

Furniture was lined up against the walls. There was a Sybian, a St. Andrew’s cross. There was a spanking machine and a horse. There were small toys, a dildo on a stake where the impalee was forced to stand and couldn’t move because the dildo stake held him, or her, up too high. There were torture triangles and pears of anguish. There were chains on the walls, and a pegboard from which hung whips and dildos and strap ons and butt plugs and all manner of toys.

I walked down the center of the room.I ran my hands over padded tables and tugged on straps for confining people. Patty came along behind me. She was smiling fondly as she gazed over her collection.

“This could be a museum,” I said.

“Or a health club.”

I laughed. “A Kum Klub.”

“For those who are allowed to cum,” she agreed.

We reached the end of the room. To one side was a complete wet bar. Next to it was an armoire. Through one open door I could see what looked like costumes.

She flicked one switch on a row of switches and the lighting dimmed. Another switch and soft music drifted through the dungeon. She smiled. “I have ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene,’ by Pink Floyd, if that’s your style.

I turned to her. “And you built this whole thing.”

“Since Charles died,” she nodded.

“And you haven’t ever…done anything down here.”

“I didn’t have anybody to play with.”

“But then…why?

“I don’t know. I just started thinking about it, then I got involved, planned and fantasized, and…here it is.”

I gazed around the room in wonder. I could easily see spending a few days, or years, down in this place. But…

“Patty. I am so totally awestruck by this. And I am so honored that you would even consider sharing it with me. But…I am married. And I just can’t bring myself to be untrue to my wife. Sure, I’m a pervert, but prancing around and singing Whitney Houston is about as far as it goes. I’m going to have to say no, and hope that you won’t be offended.”

She nodded, and, surprisingly, she wasn’t offended.

“That’s okay. I sort of expected you to refuse. And I respect you for that.”

We walked back through the dungeon and again my eyes roved over the incredible collection of pleasure giving devices. And I wished I could have said yes. But I was married. And I would have to settle for a little crossdressing.

We ascended the stairs and she said, “Well, I suppose I should take you home.”

We got in her car, a big old BMW, and she drove. I was thankful, because I didn’t think I could drive with my heels on, and the windows were tinted so nobody could see me.

We arrived at my comparatively small house and she let me out.

“Roger?”

I leaned back in.

“I did drain you, and you will probably be a little extra horny. So you might want to let your poor penis out for a breath of fresh air.”

Huh. That was sort of an odd thing for her to say. Just out of the blue like that. But I nodded and said, “I will.”

Then she drove away, and I click, clicked into the house.

First, I had to clean myself up. It’s not good to sleep in make up, and so I hit the cold cream and scrubbed my face thoroughly.

Then I took off all my female clothes and put them in the box. Wearing nothing but my birthday suit, I checked my computer for messages, and then my cell phone for calls.

I hadn’t really expected Amy to call me, she had said they would be phone free for the whole two weeks, but one can hope.

Then, looking down at my struggling cock, I realized that Patty had been right. I was extra horny, and my cock did need a little play time. Maybe even a complete jack off. After all, I had spent the night as a woman, and now Patty knew about me, which was sort of sexy and made me horny, so…yes. It was time to pleasure myself.

I went into the computer room and took out a small box in which I keep bric a brac. A folding knife, a measuring tape, spare ink for the computer, a bag of army men from my childhood, a couple of tools, and…keys.

Like the key to my chastity tube.

Humming, I didn’t see it. It must have got shoved around when I closed the drawer, I starting moving things, looking for it.

It wasn’t there.

Now frowning, I took everything out.

No key.

I put everything back in. Where in the hell…

DING! My phone called to me.

My brow furrowed, scratching my head, I picked up the phone and looked at it. It was a message from Patty, and I opened it.

I hope your little pal is enjoying the fresh air.

And a picture. Her, holding a key. My key. The key to my chastity belt.

My eyes bulged and I hit her number.

“Hello, Roger.”

“You’ve got my key.”

“I have a key. Is that your key? Oh, my. I must have picked it up by accident.”

“Accident, bullshit.”

“Language, Roger.” Her voice leveled off with that, and I was reminded of Amy telling me how her mother got very prickly when she wanted something and was denied.

“I’ll come get it.”

“Not so fast.”

Oh, crap! Blackmail! She was going to blackmail me! I was silent.

“First off, we need to spank you. You hurt my feelings dreadfully, refusing to play with me. That was cruel and needs to be addressed.”

“You want to spank me?”

“Of course. Spare the rod and spoil the child. Right?”

“Uh…”

“And then I would like to try out a few of my toys. Wouldn’t you like to help me try them out?”

“No!”

“Okay. Well, then, I guess you can cut that thing off your cock. It did look pretty sturdy. I wouldn’t like to have a power saw, or any other sharp instruments, down there. But, you know what’s best.”

“You bitch!” I howled.

“Language, Roger, and that will cost you.”

“Cost me what?”

“A spanking. That’s two. Please don’t try for three. I don’t think your poor fanny will be able to take it.”

“Listen, Patty! That key is my property. If you don’t return it then…then…”

“You’ll what? Call the police? I can see the police report now, ‘Woman arrested for stealing the key to her son-in-law’s chastity tube. Charged with First Degree Sexual Denial.”

“Patty…” I growled warningly.

“I’m sure Amy will like that. Of course, she might not read a police report, so I’ll make sure I release it to the newspapers. But, oh, newspapers are renowned for their fake news, and this isn’t fake, so maybe I’ll just post it on Facebutt. Everybody knows that anything on Facebutt is always the truth. How many ‘likes’ do you think I’ll get?”

“Patty?” Now I was whining, whimpering, reduced in a matter of seconds.

“Or, should you wish for me to return your key before Amy returns home…you should take all your clothes off and drive over here.”

“Naked?”

“As the day you were born. You do have tinted windows, don’t you?”

“I…I…”

They were tinted, but not much. With a little squinting people could see in. But maybe I could make it over to her house. If I was lucky.

“Well, I’ll leave you to decide. See ya, Roger.” She hung up.

I stared at my cell phone. I put my cell phone down. I looked down at myself.

My cock was surging in my chastity tube. She was right. I had been drained, but that had only made me hornier. I needed relief, and the only way to get it was at Patty’s house.

But she was going to do things to me. I knew that intuitively, and she had said as much.

But I had to get that key back. I had to. I couldn’t last two weeks in the tube, and…and then what if she didn’t give me back the key and Amy got home?

I couldn’t risk that.

Of course, Patty might not return the key at all, but I had a feeling she would. All I had to do was jump through her hoops.


PART TWO

I drove the five miles to Patty’s house, and I was in a panic the whole way. At one point I saw a cop car holding a radar gun, and I thought I was going to die.

In my mind I was flashing over things that could happen.

I could be stopped, taken to jail, introduced to Bubba, stand in front of the judge, be bailed out by my wife (which was a big maybe), go home and live in shame for the rest of my life.

I could get in an accident, and lose my cock, and have it replaced with a surrogate cock, an animal’s penis, and TV crews would park outside my door just for a glimpse of the man with the aardvark’s penis.

I could get a flat tire and have to change it. People honking, yelling, and me so ashamed that my face turned so red it burst all the blood vessels and I was doomed to have a Red face for the rest of my life.

Needless to say, I was a nervous wreck by the time I reached Patty’s house.

I pulled up close to the garage and honked.

DING!

What do you want?

I texted,

Can you open the garage door?

DING!

Come to the front door.

I texted,

But I’m naked!

She didn’t answer. I sent a couple of more messages, and finally realized I was going to have to brave the outside world.

Yes, she had a hedge, but it wasn’t too high, and somebody could see me from the street. But she wasn’t going to open the garage door, so…then I got a bright idea.

I wiggled the car around, then drove right on to her lawn. I was right in front of her front door!

I hopped out, scampered to the front door, and…she opened the garage.

Son of a…!

I ran for the doors and squeezed through. She was grinning.

“Don’t ever try to be clever, Roger,” she shook her head. “That’s very dangerous.”

I sighed. I felt very naked, extra naked. She was fully clothed.

“Well, let’s get you set up. Would you like to be a man or a woman?”

And there it was. We had talked. She knew my secrets. Of course I wanted to be a woman. But…to admit that…yikes!

Still, she had opened the door, made the offer. So I leaped into the unknown.

“A woman.”

“Excellent. Come along, now.”

She led me through the kitchen and up the stairs. We entered one of the bedrooms and she said, “I keep a lot of old clothes, jewelry, etc. up here. I’ll get out your lingerie. Why don’t you pick out a dress?”

She had a couple of racks of old clothes, and they were pretty good clothes. I went down the row, fingering the fabric, occasionally taking a garment out to inspect it. She was in the closet getting the underwear.

Some of the dresses were really old, like last century old, and I had a feeling she had been practicing kink that I didn’t even understand. I wondered what kind of man her husband had been.

Some of the dresses were quite modern. Showed a lot of flesh, had modern materials.

Then I found one of those old dresses that could have been used for a forties film noire movie. I was just long enough, covered up my cleavage in a way that I could show a little flesh, but not risk having my falsies seen. It was tight, but that was okay.

Patty came out of the closet with lingerie hanging over one arm and smiled. “That will look lovely on you.”

So I put it on the bed and turned to her.

She handed me a corset. Not a tummy shaper, but a real corset.

“I had this one special made. It’s open at the bottom, and it’s got bigger cups for tits. It will be difficult to get on, but easy to get off.”

I looked at the thing dubiously. It was going to be tight, all right.

She had me lay down on the bed and began pulling laces. Top to bottom, squeezing my ribs mercilessly. And top to bottom again, and again.

I could hardly breath. I was gasping, and she suggested, “Breath high in your chest. Shallow breaths.”

I tried, and it worked, but, man, it was tighter than a fat lady trying to get through a mouse hole.

Finally, she helped me sit up, and she put large breast forms into the corset. Man, I couldn’t bend over, and there was no way I could even hope to see my toes.

And, speaking of toes, she bent down and started doing something to my toes.

“What are you doing?”

“Painting your toes.”

“But…what about Amy?”

“Oh, she’ll love them.”

She could feel my panic.

“Oh, don’t worry. I can take the polish off.”

I sighed.

“If I feel like it.”

I panicked.

After the toes had dried she unrolled stockings on me, the good kind, and she snapped them to the corset.

Then she put shoes on me.

Shoes. By that I mean high heels. I couldn’t look down, but I could see in the mirror.

They were black, sling back, open-toed, and my red toes were plain to see.

For a second I worried, then I relaxed. As a man I could wear socks. And if anybody saw me now they might assume I was a woman. Maybe. But…I found myself worrying, then relaxing. Worrying, then relaxing.

She stood me up and helped me slip into the dress, and, man, I was stunned.

I know I’m a slender guy, but with real falsies on, not the water filled condoms, and with a corset actually shaping me, my body was very feminine.

“Excellent,” murmured Patty, then she took me to the vanity table. I needed help to sit down, and I thought the nylons might rip right out of the snaps, but I made it, and she started working on my make up.

That was very educational. Yes, I had the basics down, but the subtle moves had escaped me. She showed me things about sponges and brushes which I never would have guessed in a lifetime of googling.

She put on moderate false eyelashes, which I had never tried, and mascara, which I had never really understood. She put shadow on my eyes and achieved an emotion I had tried for, but hadn’t been able to find.

And, of course, there was my fave, the lipstick.

She coated my lips, then glossed them. Then stood back and smiled.

I was staring at the mirror over the vanity, and I was astounded.

Still, there was male to me.

But Patty put a wig on me, clipped earrings on, spritzed me with perfume, and…there I was.

Woman.

Slender, big-boobed, round hipped, soft-faced, red-lipped and wide-eyed.

I looked innocent, like a deer in headlights, and Patty chuckled. “You do present well.”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Well, believe it, girlfriend. How’s your cock?”

I groaned. The whole procedure it had been struggling, trying to break free, to stand up.

“Good, well, come along. Let’s have a drink, then see to your spanking.”

She linked arms with me and we went out of the room and headed for the kitchen.

“Are you really going to spank me?” I asked.

“Yep,” and she grinned happily.

“But, why? I’ve learned my lesson, I’m going along with the program…why?”

“Honey,” she held my arm tight and I could feel her boobs around the biceps. “There is spanking to punish, and then there is spanking to enlighten. When I get done with you you’ll be sorry I didn’t spank you years ago.”

I was doubtful as to that, but I went along with her. I had to. After all, she had the key.

We had our drink, then went into the garage, then made our way down to the basement. The dungeon. It was strange. I was dressed like a woman, walking like a woman, with a woman, and I was…accepted.

This was something that could never have happened with Amy. It sort of made me sorry that Amy was…the way she was. I know that sounds not very husbandly, and, truth, I had this huge feminine part of my personality that didn’t make me a good husband. But there it was. And I would have to live with it.

We crossed the basement and she pointed to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Go stand there.”

I went over to the St. Andrew’s Cross and examined it. In truth, it was a work of art. The wood was exotic, probably from the Brazilian rain forests. Wood was cut perfectly, fit together perfectly, and it was pegged.

I know there are some people that like the rough look, rusty bolts, that sort of thing. But Patty wasn’t that sort of person. She had class, and this bit of furniture represented that perfectly.

The lights dimmed slightly and I looked over to where she was flicking switches. Suddenly music filled the air. Black Velvet by Alannah Myles.

She sashayed back to me.

“I will probably have you naked after this, but I know you wanted to dress up, and I do so want to please you. Put your hands on the cross.”

I put my hands up and she wrapped leather straps around the thick wood and my wrists. There was no way I was going to get loose form this.

“Did you know this song was about Elvis Presley,” she said of the music.

“No.”

“Yes. Listen to this line.”

She paused in her preparations and we listened to Alannah’s whiskey voice fill the basement.

The boy could sing, knew how to move, everything

Always wanting more, he'd leave you longing for

“You’ll have to listen carefully, but she is talking about him. Isn’t that beautiful?”

I agreed it was.

She reached between my legs and grabbed my package. “One of the things I’ve always wanted to create is an atmosphere of fear.”

I groaned as she pulled my nuts and caged cock back between my legs.

“It’s not just whip a dee doodle and the guy cums. It’s about ambience, intention, creating the right emotion.”

“You’ve studied this a lot.” I spoke through gritted teeth as she lifted my package.

“Oh, yes. I built this place, but it’s just a scene for what is about to really happen between us.”

She pressed against me then. “I’m going to whip this dress off you, cut it to ribbons, and then I’m going to take care of this little package right here.” She shook my cock and nuts.

I shivered, and now I started to worry.

She had sounded so pleasant, but now she was sounding mean.

I put that together with her statement about creating an atmosphere of fear. She had to be kidding, right? This was just her creating fear. Nothing was rally going to happen to me, right?

“Don’t go away,” she smiled, let go of me, and slapped my ass. Hard. I yelped, and she laughed and moved away.

There is nothing like standing, helpless, in the arms of a torture device, while a woman who might be sane, and might not, goes on about her business.

I began to sweat, my corset felt like a prison, even my nylons were confining.

Yet, it wasn’t bad, it was sexy, and even empowering in a way. Isn’t that funny? I’m about to get whipped and I was thinking of empowerment.

She went to the armoire and opened the door. She left it open while she got out clothes and changed. I couldn’t see anything, and I just stood there and worried more and more.

What was she going to do?

My heart was pounding and it felt like my senses were coming in waves. I would feel worry and fear, and then like I was going to faint, and then I would be brave again. Over and over I rippled through my terror and anticipation.

She closed the door, and I have never seen anything so beautiful. She was in a dominatrix outfit. It was tight, and her boobs were pronounced, thrusting outward like they were in a fifties bullet bra. Heck, the leather she was wearing was probably built around the fifties bullet bra.

She wore mesh stockings and high heels. She had pulled her hair up tight, and her lips were bright red. I stared as she walked to the pegboard and took down a whip.

The whip was not long, it was just leather strips, but I shivered as I imagined that thing cutting my flesh.

How far was she going to take this?

She left my line of sight and came up behind her. Her heels were loud on the cement floor and with the hard acoustics of the basement.

“Well, Roger, are you ready for your punishment?”

I wasn’t. I would never be. But I said, “Sure.”

She didn’t whip me…she caressed me with leather. Every stroke was hard, but angled to drag across my dress. She had told the truth, she was going to cut the dress off my skin, but she wasn’t going to cut my skin. She was just going to leave it in fear of being cut.

Stroke after stroke, the whistle and the snap, and I began crying.

Even though she cut the material, she kept it light on the flesh, and it was hint of pain…with the promise of pleasure, and as she continued the pain and the pleasure began to cross. Her brand of pain became something that I wanted, looked forward to, desired.

For an hour she whipped me. For an hour she stripped the dress, and even parts of the corset, from my body. And my skin became lightly cut, striped, but there was only a little blood.

But there was more and more pleasure.

I began to look forward to the cut of the whip as I would look forward to a kiss. The touch of leather striping across my backside became as strokes of a penis in a vagina.

And still she whipped.

Sobbing, being transformed, I wondered where she had learned such exquisite, feathery, devastating touch.

Finally, I realized that she had stopped. I was sobbing, gasping for breath, and I felt her hands touching my wrists, my ankles, then I was collapsing into her arms.

I couldn’t walk, I was so weak, but somehow she guided me to a table and we sat. I put my face against her throat and shed my tears upon her.

For maybe a half hour I sat and let it out, but finally the tears began to wane. I still leaned into her, however, and my body would give ripples of shivers.

She patted my shoulders and held me. She kissed my face, and she just held me.

I sat up straight, my cheeks wet, my make up totally ruined, and stared at her.

She smiled at me. “How was that?”

I nodded, hiccuped, and said. “I never knew.”

“And now you know why I think my daughter is deluded in going with these feminists. Feminism is about politics. It is about women getting together and talking the talk. You and I are walking the walk.

She lifted my face, kissed me on the lips, lightly, and said, “For a woman to rule a man she must not just talk. She must be physical. She must teach him that she is to be minded.”

“Like you’re teaching me.”

“Exactly.”

She began to kiss me then. She kissed my lips, she pressed her mouth to mine, she licked and bit and nibbled and awoke my lips.

And she handled my cock. She twisted it brutally, causing me to groan into her mouth. She slapped my balls, and my mouth jerked on hers.

Then I found myself sucking on her tits. Somehow she had managed, in the middle of this frantic and wonderful sex, to pull down her top, and those magnificent bosoms were unbound and free to my tongue. I sucked on the nipples, and she pressed my head to her and murmured, “Harder. Bite me, increasing the pressure, until I cry out.”

I did, and when she finally yelped I felt so proud. I had done so well.

Then she lifted me from the table and walked me to a horse in the back of the room. Pink Floyd was talking about breathing, or not breathing, or something, and I was dazed and out of control.

She put me on the horse and began strapping me down. Leather straps around my thighs and arms, holding me in place. She put a bar between my ankles and clicked manacles.

I was now spread-eagled, my butt in the air.

She went to the pegboard and took down a mess of straps. She straightened the straps out and stepped into them, snugged them around her lower body. She took a large penis from the pegboard and screwed it into the socket.

I stared, in love, and didn’t object.

This is what I wanted, and yet had been afraid of. This was what I had tried to do to my wife, in hopes that she would do it to me, and yet I had not been brave enough.

She stepped up to the horse. My head was raised and my eyes were shiny and gleaming.

“This is what you wanted. Are you ready?”

I nodded.

“Suck it.”

She pushed the big dick into my mouth and I sucked it, slavered over it, got it ready for insertion into my rear.

She pulled out of my face and walked around behind me. She stepped up and touched the cock to my bunghole. Very gently, and with much certainty, she slid the thing into me.

I gasped, I felt pain, but I had been taught. I knew that pain was nothing more than pleasure disguised.

She pulled out. She pushed in. I groaned as my asshole learned. I shivered and I shook, and I could feel my balls tighten up, as if they wanted to crawl into my body and become ovaries.

For a long time she fucked me, but I was not aware of time. I was only aware of that big cock sliding in and out, emasculating me, feminizing me, making me more me. Time became a ‘now’ that blessed me.

It was a long two weeks, and yet, when it was close to the end it was short. Too short. But that’s the way it is with time. If you don’t like something it drags, if you do like something it passes all too quickly.

We would wake in the morning, late, and stretch and kiss, and cuddle, and finally arise. Most days I was a woman, but some days I was not allowed clothes at all.

We tried out every machine in the basement, and some many times. Every night I ended up on the horse, and I became accomplished in taking the penis.

And I became quite polished in strapping on a dildo and bringing Patty to pleasure. Usually that happened late at night, after we had exhausted ourselves of the dungeon.

We would go to the bedroom and I would fuck her, and never feel a thing. I would be removed, even as I was wedded to the action.

She would moan and cry, and hold me and kiss me.

My penis, of course, was leaking every day. I couldn’t walk without leaving a trail of slime behind me.

Which just made Patty giggle.

Finally, on the night before Amy was due home, the night before I would go home myself, we retired to the bedroom and Patty held out the key.

I stared at it.

She smiled. “Take it. Unlock yourself. You’ve earned it.”

Shaking, I turned the key in the lock and my chastity tube fell off.

My cock sprung out, and she reached down and took it in her hands.

“So that’s what it feels like.”

We were supposed to sleep. I wasn’t supposed to put it in her. But as we lay and cuddled our hands roamed and our desires mounted. She kissed me and stroked me, and I was close.

“Stop,” I gasped.

She giggled.

“The greatest torture of all,” she whispered, “is holding yourself back when you’re in love.”

In love.

I was in love.

I loved my wife, but…but she had…conditions….reservations.

I loved her mother, but she didn’t have those considerations, not in mind nor behavior.

Yet, she held off, and we kept kissing, and I sucked her tits, and she fondled my balls, and, somewhere in there, I mounted her.

I pushed my penis through her labia and into the warmth and moisture of her womanliness.

She gasped, for there is a big difference between cold, hard plastic, no matter how big it is, and the warm flesh of a man.

We froze, realized what we were doing, and then couldn’t stop. I began to jerk and cry and my penis began to spit. Two weeks of torment and torture bound up and ready to go. I let her have it all.

I wouldn’t be able to satisfy Amy on the morrow, but…but…but what?

And we slept in each other’s arms.

“Honey! I’m home!” Amy shouted.

I was sitting at the computer. I was not wearing women’s clothes, I had no trace of make up or nail polish or anything. My clothes were put away, along with my infernal chastity tube. The key was safely in my bric a brac drawer.

“Back here!” I yelled.

I heard her heels in the hallway and I sighed and stood up.

She came into the room and I hugged her, folded my arms around her, and kissed her. I bent her back and near swallowed her mouth.

She gasped, held on, and I could feel her fires ignite.

Yet my penis was slack.

I straightened up and she took a deep breath and muttered, “Woo! That was different.”

I pulled her blouse apart, popping buttons, and buried my head in her mounds. She held my head, had to, and didn’t understand. I cried on her breasts, and I slid down her body and raised her dress. I began to kiss her pussy through her panties. I pulled down her panties and kissed her flesh direct.

She groaned, and I knew she was getting wet. Her pussy told me so.

Yet, my cock was flaccid.

She lifted me up, looked into my face. “What in the world has gotten into you?”

And I told here. I said the only thing I could.

“I’m sorry, honey, but I love your mother.”

She froze, except for the blink of her eyes. She put her hand to her mouth and blurted, “No!”

I nodded, and watched her.

Her face was a mix of emotions and I couldn’t figure out what they were.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone.

Oh, no.

She dialed her mother’s number.

“Hello?” I recognized the tones of the woman who had deflowered me, who had taught me to be more than me.

Looking into my eyes, Amy said, “Mother! You promised you wouldn’t do it again!”

END
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Feminized by My Mother-in-Law!

Male to female transformation!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What?” My voice actually squeaked. “She’s what?”

“She’s coming to live with us.”

“Your mother-in-law?”

My wife, Susan, is a beautiful woman. I love her dearly. But this idea of her mother-in-low coming to live with us was insane!

“You know she hates me…and I’m not too fond of her…”

“You can learn to live with her. People can change, so can you.”

“And she doesn’t have to change?”

Susan smiled and patted my cheek. “Honey, if you go along with this I’ll give you all the sex you can handle.”

Even that wasn’t enough.

“Sex with a rhinoceros in the next room. No thanks.”

“Now, Brad, she has no other place to go. She’s lived with Barbara for six months, and Barbara and I agreed we would each take her for six months. It’s my turn. So while I would prefer to bribe you with unlimited access to my wonderful and pleasurable pussy, and with full permission to molest my breasts—“

“How about your asshole?” I said, hopefully. I had always wanted to try out anal sex, but Susan had never given in.

She continued, “…then I will have to accept her without granting you these pleasures.” Her voice got a little steely. “In fact, Mister, if you don’t go along with this wonderful opportunity to grow stronger in family…I’ll be forced to clamp my legs tighter than an alligator’s jaws. I will bind my breasts, wear a sack, shave my head and…and you won’t be getting your little Willy attended to on a regular basis…” she paused to emphasize, “…or at all!”

My mouth tried to catch a few flies, my eyes tried to shutter the world, but I could see the writing on the wall. Still, this was a fate worse than death.

Speaking in a very weak tone of voice I tried, “Could we at least talk about this a little?”

She grinned. “Of course we can, come along.” She held her hand out, took mine, and led me back through the house.

She giggled as my cock started to rise.

Down the hallway, my cock now officially a boner.

Into the bedroom, and I was completely bonerized.

“Honey?” I said with a whimper.

Now, before we go on, I should tell you that my wife likes sex. Maybe even more than me. She threw me on the bed. She crawled on and began stripping off my clothes and hers. Shirts and blouses filled the air, skirts and pants littered the floor, underwear downright disappeared, and suddenly I was at the bottom of a hot, wriggling, writhing puddle of sex.

“Ooh! Weenie!” She grabbed my cock and, casting an evil gaze up my body, she devoured it with her red and beautiful mouth with the ripe and luscious lips and the tongue that slapped my balls silly.

“Oh. God!” I whined, helpless in the grasp of this wanton woman.

“Yes, I am,” she replied.

Then she pulled my head down and made me eat her.

I didn’t really like oral sex that much, but I wasn’t in a position to stop. I was munching away, engrossed in her pussy, when she lifted my face up and said, “You can have it this way, or if you prove recalcitrant, we can do it this way.” Taking a breath she rasped, “Bradley, shouldn’t you be doing the dishes?”

My dick actually went down at that perfect imitation of my dreaded, dragon lady mother-in-law.

Susan giggled and pushed my head down and wiggled her pussy into my face. No, I might not be fond of oral sex, but I would have given oral sex to a pregnant monkey before living with my mother-in-law. But this pussy under my tongue at the moment…that was nice, and my erection made a rapid come back. When it was stiff as a board with no knotholes she lifted my face again. “Bradley!” she sounded like a meat grinder with a horn full of tacks, “Get my suitcase! Now!”

“No!” I wailed, “But Susan pushed my face back into her quim.

Oh, fuck! Give me this pussy any day! I ground my mouth into her hole, chewing and moaning and sucking and blowing.

Susan lifted my head, but this time she didn’t imitate her mother. She simply said, “Bradley, would you like to cum today?”

My mouth opened in protest. She couldn't do this to me! She couldn’t! But, I have always had a strong willed wife, and I knew she could.

She observed my will sap away, my cheerful face sink into resignation.

“Okay.”

She hugged me then, brought me up and held my head between her bounteous breasts, and somewhere in their I managed to insert my peeny in her pussy.

“Ooh,” she said, her mouth opened in a broad smile. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!”

I began the pump and grind that she so dearly loved, and she raised her hips and began corkscrewing them. Oh, god, it was good.

Sometimes you have an ugly girl who doesn’t know how to fuck, and sometimes you get an ugly girl who does know…but she’s ugly.

And sometimes you get a beautiful girl, but she doesn’t know how to fuck, and sometimes…you get a woman like my wife. Drop dead gorgeous, full breasts with stiff nips, round ass just perfect for grabbing, and, on top of that, she knows what to do with her pussy.

I penetrated, I swirled, I scoured, and she gave as good as she got. Hell, better. Soon I felt that little trigger deep inside click on. I felt the electricity that couldn’t be stopped start to build, and the I felt my balls tighten and the semen shot up my shaft.

“Oh…fuck…oh…Gah…Ah…!”

My peter pumped and her vagina absorbed all that I had to offer. She could feel me losing control and she held on to me and twisted her hips into me a few more times, and when I was empty she relaxed and laid back and we just held on to each other.

“Oh, fuck,” I finally wheezed.

I pushed off her and laid on my back, staring at the ceiling.

My mother-in-law. For six months. Six months of living with the fire breathing dragon and being treated like a mouse.

But, six months of the most glorious sex I could ever hope to imagine.

I sighed.

Susan rolled on her side and snuggled up against me. She put a hand down to my crotch and lifted my now depleted rocket ship. And she sighed.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You didn’t cum, did you?”

“No. But that’s all right.”

Well, maybe. The truth was that she didn’t cum very often. When she did it was gangbusters, and she made up for all the lack of cums with a doozy. But…I wished I could make her cum every time.

She played with my nipples until they started to become irritated. I pushed her hands away and got up for a shower.

She laughed and said, “Oh, is poor boy all done with sex?”

I turned around and tickle her for a while, until she tickled me, then I finally took my shower. And even though I had just had a stupendous orgasm…I was disgruntled.

My mother-in-law.

She arrived on a plane on a Saturday morning. Actually, she arrived two hours early and sat on a bench waiting for me to pick her up. And when I did pull up she glared at me like I should have known she had changed her flight and made proper arrangements.

“Mother! We’re going to have so much fun!” Susan hugged her mother and her mother hugged her back.

Then she looked at me. Her name was Marge, and she focused her gimlet eyes on me and lowered her head like a bull about to charge.

I stepped forward and gave it my best shot. I smiled and said, “Hello, Marge.”

She sniffed and commanded, “Bradley, my luggage.”

So, feeling the first bite of the dragon, I put her suitcases in the back of the SUV. Susan and Marge climbed in and chatted merrily.

When I got into the car Marge glared at me like I didn’t have the right to transport her, or even her daughter, across town.

Susan, of course, saw right through her mother, and she said, “Brad has been wonderful. He painted your room, cleaned the carpets, and has done everything to make your stay a comfortable one. Isn’t that nice of him?”

Susan had a hand over mine and she gave a reassuring squeeze.

“I hope the paint doesn’t smell too badly.”

I blurted. “I put a fan in the window for the last two days.”

Marge sniffed loudly.

And we headed for home with our new boarder. Traffic was light, and I was cruising along while they talked, and then I heard the knell of doom.

“I wasn’t able to bring much. The airlines only let you carry so much, and shipping is so expensive…”

I tuned in.

“That’s okay, Mother. Brad has been storing clothes in the garage and you can take your pick.”

Uh oh.

“Really?”

“Of course. It’s all right if Mother picks through all those clothes in the garage, right, Brad?”

It took all my will power, but I forced my desire to rip and rend and defend my property. I smiled and simply said, “Of course.”

Now, at this point, dear reader, you need to be educated as to what just happened.

I own Laundromats. I have a couple of full service ones, bring your suit in and get it cleaned and pressed sort of things, and I own a couple of self-service, coin operated laundromats.

I make good money, but there are always people who forget their clothes. So over the years I have amassed a large collection of clothes. I have a couple of suits, complete with socks and ties, which I wear regularly. And I have a very large collection of dresses, skirts, blouses, and so on. And I have a couple of boxes of women’s underwear.

Now, that’s not surprising, but what is surprising is that all of the dresses and clothes and even the underwear is of one size.

My size.

So shut your mouth, I admit it, I’m a crossdresser.

Not all the time, just when Susan has to go out of town for a few days, but…there it is.

And the dragon lady was going to be a large boulder in the center of my road. She might go out with Susan every once in a while, but my love of crossdressing was going to be curtailed for a while. Like, six months.

And, Marge was going to be going through my things, which I did not want. She was going to be wearing clothes that I wanted to wear!

Grrr.

But, committed to a course of trying to make it through the next few months, I merely said, “But those old things…she should have new clothes. Why don’t you take her to the store and have a shopping spree?

“Oh, Brad, how nice,” remarked Susan.

Marge actually quirked a cheek, as if she might actually hurt herself and break into a smile.

Ah, tragedy averted!

Susan and Marge got out of the car and entered the house. I was left to deal with her bags. The bags of the old bag. And I pulled them out of the back and placed them on the cement, and I gazed across the garage at my lovely dresses.

I had spent years collecting them. I had arranged them just so, and I even took them down to one of my shops and cleaned them.

And now they were in danger of being ravaged. My precious dresses. I tell ya, it’s enough to bring a tear to the eye.

Sighing, I carried Marge’s bags into the house and down the hallway to her room. And she wasn’t there. And there was no sign of her purse or make up kit.

I went back into the hall, “Susan?”

“We’re up here, honey!”

Up here? Oh, crap! Crap with a double p for poop on the end.

I lugged the suitcases up the stairs, and found them down the hall, in the room next to the master bedroom. The bedroom where I shoved my penis into my honey and came all over the place. The room where I moaned and groaned and made loud grunts and the squelching of my penis in Susan’s juicy pussy could be heard.

“Mother would prefer an upstairs view.”

They were standing at the window, which did have a good view. Lots of trees, houses in the distance.

“But I just painted the downstairs especially for—“

And she thanks you, Brad.” No, she didn’t, “But she wants to be up here.”

So, feeling my love life already receding, I placed her suitcases on the floor.

“Come on, mother, let me show you the backyard. We’ve got a pool and the most wonderful hot tub…”             

They left the room, Susan smiling at me and Marge rippling her lip, and as soon as they left I gave a near sobbing sigh.

So, it started.

Susan and her mother sat around all day and brought each other up to speed on the family news. Cousin Jesse is going to have a baby. Little Bobby’s teeth just came in. Aunt Sarah was feeling poorly. Blah, blah, blah.

I stayed out in the garage and took care of my dresses. I checked them for moths, I selected a couple that needed some dry cleaning, and I made sure my box of underwear and shoes were well hidden.

And I cried inside. It would be months before I could have a decent session with my beautiful dresses.

And, at the end of the day I got a quick hand job, and the admonition that I should be quiet when I came.

Sunday was more of the same. I took advantage of my businesses to go check on them, and to get out of the house for a while, but eventually I had to return and face the presence of giggling females, one of which treated me like gold, and the other who treated me like I was dried bubblegum under a school desk and needed to be chipped off.

And, to top it off,  I didn’t even get a hand job that night!

Susan came to bed late, having been kept up by her mother, and then she just patted my groin and said it would be good for me to be horny for a day.

Oh, fuck. I was horny, all right. I was living with a walking, talking beauty queen, and I couldn’t even dip my wick!

And to top it off, Susan started acting a little like her mother. It was invariable, the mother and daughter interchange and valence shift, but she became a little more commanding and a little less loving.

And, to top it off even worser…she giggled and teased me. When she told me ‘not tonight’ she did it while stroking my dick until it was harder than a shark’s tooth, then just rolled over and went to sleep!

So my life was looking to be a miserable one, and Monday morning dawned. And I will always remember that Monday as the one that changed my life. Ruined my life. Destroyed my marriage. Was the equivalent of a personal Pearl Harbor and 911 all rolled into one.

It started off innocently enough. I got up, and Marge had insisted on making breakfast.

One egg, because I had to watch my weight. In spite of the fact that I was a slender man with no weight problem at all.

One piece of bacon, pressed under pan and drained of juices. It was like eating a strip of cardboard. Stale cardboard.

A glass of orange juice. Ack! Pooie! I like to drink a Pepsi with breakfast. I know. Pepsie, Ack! Pooie! But it is my choice of caffein and the hell with anybody who thinks different.

One piece of toast. Margarine, not butter. A single drop, not a dab, but a drop, because, darn it, I had to watch my weight!”

Oh, God. My mouth felt like somebody had shat in it, and I was hungry enough to eat a pregnant hippo. Raw.

Finally, while the ladies chatted over their scrawny, little, diet based plates, I stood up and washed my dish, and then had to wash their dishes because they saw I was washing dishes and why not (and because Marge thought men were only good for washing dishes and vacuuming floors).

And then, oh glory of glories, Susan said, “We’re going to head off for Neiman Marcus. We’ll probably be gone all morning. Will you be all right?”

I smiled, and managed not to jump up and scream for joy, and said, “Oh, I’ll find something to keep me busy.”

Oh, there is a God! They were leaving! For all morning! And I would be afforded a wonderful opportunity to wear all my finery.

It might be months before I had another chance!

“Are you going to lunch afterwards?” I asked casually.

“At Charley Coyote’s. Did you want to meet us there?”

“No, no.” No, I didn’t want to meet them there. I just wanted to make sure they would spend all morning, and then the lunch hour plus, and leave me all to my own, little self.

After breakfast I lazed around, watched the news, and waited for the sound of the car leaving.

A half hour later, I heard it, and I jumped up and skipped out of the living room.

Yep, the car was gone, and that left me…free to be…yippee!

I swaggered out to the garage and pulled my underwear box out of its hiding place. I slipped out of my clothes and kicked them under the dress rack. I pulled on a tummy shaper to give me a super slender waist. There was a mirror I had leaned in a corner of the garage and I inspected myself. Oh, baby. My waist was thin, and that made my hips flare and even accentuated my chest a little.

I took out my favorite bra and slipped it on, then pushed my breast forms into the cups. A glance at the mirror and my boner was struggling under the tummy shaper.

I flipped through the rack and took out a purple dress, silky and form fitting, and slipped into it. Oh, God! I felt good! I felt so sexy! I was going to have to have sex tonight, and not just a stinkin’ hand job!

Finally, I reached into my special box and took out a wig. I fitted it over my head, shook my head, and it was snug.

I took out my high heels and put them on. I had to stand on one foot and wobbled a bit, but I was used to this.

Finally, I opened the little purse and took out my lipstick.

Oh, God. Red. I loved red lipstick. When I perused the internet for a little porn I always chose women with red lipstick. There was just something mysterious about the way red lipstick affected me. Red lips just made my cock grow into a monster and drool.

I rolled the lipstick on, twirled around, and…MARGE!             

She was peeking around the corner from the kitchen door, and she was recording everything on her cell phone!

Oh, fuck! My mind disappeared into a chaos of splinters and panic.

Then I heard the SUV pull up in the driveway! Oh crap oh crap oh crap!

I tried to run, but though I was good at walking in high heels, I wasn’t good at running. I slipped and wobbled and almost fell, but made it through the kitchen door. Marge had backed up and was still videoing me.

She backed into the living room and I staggered past her. I could hear her giggling as she caught me full en femme.

She followed me as I ran up the stairs, and I was sure she could see my tummy shaper under my purple dress.

Down the hall and into the bedroom, and I started pulling clothes off.

Marge came to the door, kept her cell phone running, and leaned against the jamb. “No need to get all undressed just because of me.”

I said nothing. I pulled off my wig and rubbed an arm across my lips.

“Mom?” I heard Susan coming in through the garage. I groaned and ripped the dress off, unhooked my bra.

“Mom!” She was at the bottom of the stairs. “The car is gassed up and ready to go!”

“I’m assuming that Susan doesn’t know of your little hobby?” She raised eyebrows. She was smiling broadly.

“Mom!” She was at the top of the stairs.

I kicked everything under the bed. “Please…don’t…”

“Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.”

I still had my tummy shaper on, but I sprinted into the bathroom and stepped into a cold shower. I didn’t even notice the freezing water, I was so panicked, and I peeled the tummy shaper off and started scrubbing my lips.

The water got warmer, then hot, then scalding.

I stepped out.

Nobody was there. I peeked through a window and the SUV was gone. I actually sank to my knees and sobbed. So close…so close…but now Marge knew my secret.

Marge knew I was a closet crossdresser.

Marge, who was a blabber mouth of the first order.

How long would she keep my secret? Was she already blabbing to Susan? What did she mean, calling me ‘sissy boy?’

Tears streaming down my cheeks I gathered my bra and shaper and dress and shoes. I checked myself in the mirror. I had gotten all the lipstick off, but my face was redder than Rudolph’s sunburned nose!

I took my females clothes down to the garage. I had ripped the silky dress, a shame, and I deposited it in the trash. I didn’t feel like drying the tummy shaper, so I threw that away, too. The heels I stashed, along with the bra and the wig and the falsies.

Then I went upstairs and dressed. Male clothes. And my heart was at the bottom of the ocean the whole time.

“I simply love those shoes you picked out. I should go back and get myself a pair.”

Susan and Marge entered the kitchen. It was three o’clock and I was sitting in the living room, waiting for the world to end.

“Brad? Are you out there?”

I sighed. “Yes, dear.”

“Come look!”

I stood up and walked towards the kitchen. It felt like I was doing the deathwalk. I turned into the kitchen and looked at my wife and mother-in-law.

“Look at this dress! Isn’t she pretty?”

Not isn’t the dress pretty, which it was, but her, my mother-in-law.

And, what was worse, Marge had picked out a purple, silky dress, almost identical with the one I had ripped.

“Quite pretty,” I murmured, trying to inject a little happiness into my voice.

“I think it’s a little large around the waist.”

“Nonsense. It’s a perfect fit.”

Marge was glancing at me, holding a smile in and acting all concerned.

“No, it’s wide at the waist, but I can fix that.”

“Just take it back.”

“No, I like it, a simple adjustment…” she looked at me, “All I need is somebody to wear it for me.”

Thus far my wife hadn’t so much as glanced at me, but now she smiled and said, “Brad, you’re her size, would you mind?”

“Wear a dress?” My voice was choked up.

“Sure. That would really help mother out.”

“But surely Bradley wouldn’t want to wear a dress. That would be embarrassing. And I know how men feel about such things.”

Yet she managed to put just a subtle bit of oomph on the word ‘men.’

“Oh, nonsense. Brad is quite grown up.”

“Well, if you’re sure. How about you, Bradley? is it all right to get dressed up like a woman for a little while?”

Susan was slightly in front of Marge, watching me.

Marge, sure that Susan couldn’t see her, gave a leer and nodded.

Susan, on the other hand, sure that Marge couldn’t see her, put her tongue in her cheek and poked her cheek out, like she was giving me a blow job.

I about spit my tongue out on the floor. But I coughed to cover up a bit, and said, “Well, I guess I could. If you promise not to laugh.”

Ha ha ha. We all laughed it off.

So, an hour later Susan came and got me. “Are you all right with this?” she asked me very soberly.

“Oh, yeah,” I lied.

“Well, I sure misjudged you. I thought you’d be all panicked and pissed and everything. You sure are acting mature.”

“Well, it’s only a dress,” I cringed inside.

“Well, good. But it’s not only a dress.”

“It’s not?”

“No. To properly adjust the dress the model has to have a female body. You’re the same size and weight, pretty much, but we need your waist a little thinner. And…I know you’re going to hate this, but we need you to have boobs.”

“Boobs?” I squeaked.

“Oh, I knew it. You’re all embarrassed. I’ll go tell mother to forget it.”

“No, wait.”

Susan stopped at the door and turned to me.

“Uh…well…”

“What?” she appeared curious.

“Well, will this help your mother like me…uh…better?”

“Oh, honey,” she perked right up. “I’m sure it will. She will be so happy with you.”

And then, because I really needed something more out of this. “And what about sex tonight?”

She frowned. “Oh, about that. I started my period.”

My face showed it all. I was down in the depths of despair.

She came to me and whispered, “But I will suck and stroke you. Can you get off with just that?”

“I might be able to!” I grinned.

“Then it’s settled, here,” she handed me a bundle of clothing. “Do you want some help? I mean, you’ve never put girl clothes on before. Want me to help you?”

“Uh, well…”

“Embarrassed, eh. I understand. Well, I will be in the living room if you need me.”

She walked out and down the hall.

I stared at the dress in my hands. And the bra and the tummy shaper. I had ruined my own tummy shaper, and here was a new one. Fresh and unstretched.

I got undressed. Stood there naked, and looked at the dress. Yes, it was the same silky purple, a little different design, but…it was the same.

I stepped into the tummy shaper and pulled it up.

“Ahem.”

I whirled. Marge as at the door.

“Well, sissy boy, how’s it going.”

I whispered, “You’ve got to delete that video!”

“What video?” she asked in a slightly loud voice.

“Shhh shhh!” I patted the air with my hands.

She chuckled, looked down at my cock and said, “That’s not too bad.”

I couldn’t help it. The idea of getting into a dress and being seen, my mother-in-law staring, my cock started to grow.

“Oh, shit!” I whispered.

She grinned. “Oh, ho! Sissy boy speaks!”

“Marge, please. This is my marriage we’re talking about!”

“And this is my daughter. This is really turning you on, isn’t it?”

My cock stood straight out.

“Well, stick it up under the tummy shaper and see if you can keep it pressed against your body.”

Helpless, I pulled the lip of the tummy shaper up and pushed my dick under the stiff material.

It stayed, but was on the edge of popping out. That’s all I needed. My dick popping out while I was in a dress.

“Here, let me help you with the bra.”

She fastened the material around my waist, then flipped it up. I wiggled my arms under the straps, and she laughed. “A perfect fit.”

“Please,” I whimpered. “Don’t do this to me!”

“Oh, come now. It’s not like you’ve never worn girly clothes before.”

“Please—“

“Susan? Did you find the breast forms?”

I heard Susan coming down the hall.

“Please…please. I’ll do anything you want!”

“I know you will,” she whispered back, her mouth twisted in a happy version of a moue.

Susan entered the room. She was holding a bag. “I wondered why you bought these. You don’t need them yourself…were you planning on using Brad all along?”

“Oh, no. It was just a whim.” She stuffed the breast forms into the cups of my bra and I suddenly had the badge of femininity on my chest. “I’ve got a friend who’s had a mastectomy, and I thought I’d send them to her. I’m sure she won’t mind if they’re slightly used.”

“That’s kind of you. Isn’t that kind of her…Brad! You actually have a feminine shape!”

“He does, doesn’t he? There’s only one problem.” Marge lifted the lip of the tummy shaper and my hard cock popped out.

Susan’s mouth opened and her eyes went wide. “Mother!” she gasped.

“Oh, it’s all right. I’ve seen a penis before. But we need to figure out a way to hide this one.”

Susan started giggling, then laughing. I turned redder and redder. I would have run, but they were between me and the door. And, besides, where would I run to?

“Here put this on,” Marge ignored my out thrust, pulsing cock and handed me the dress.

I was frozen, and she started pulling it down over my head.

Susan kept laughing, and the laughter went to a chuckle, and I felt like I was two inches tall.

Marge pulled the dress down, and Susan started giggling all over.

My cock pocked perfectly out through the material. The material clung, and it looked exactly like a penis.

“Well, it looks like he has a problem.”

Susan sat down on the bed and laughed harder.

“Of course, we can buy him a chastity tube. That would keep his little friend under control.”

“Oh, mother,” Susan was now lying on the bed, holding her belly.

Marge stepped back. “There.”

I stood, frozen, not knowing whether I should sob or sob. Susan, still laughing, sat up.

“Isn’t he the perfect picture of a feminine shape?”

Drying her tears, Susan agreed. “He certainly is. And I’m sorry for laughing, Brad. It’s just that…that…”

She held herself in with great effort.

‘Is it over?’ I wondered.

“Of course he’s had. lots of practice.”

Susan stopped laughing and stared at her mother. “What?”

“Your husband is a crossdresser. Look.” She had placed her cellphone on the dresser next to the door and she picked it up and opened the video app.

Susan stared, and looked at me, and I just stood there, knowing that my marriage was over. No longer would my perfect woman want to be with me. I would have to move out. Get a house. Face down the shame and embarrassment if she told her…our…friends.

The video rolled, and finally I heard the last words Marge had said to me. “Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.”

I hung my head and knew that my world had ended.


PART TWO

The video rolled, and I heard the sounds of Marge giggling as I tried to run through the house. I knew my wife was seeing me looking clumsy and panicked. And I finally heard Marge’s last words. ‘I’m assuming that Susan doesn’t know of your little hobby?’ Then Susan calling for her mother, and, ‘Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.’

The video ended. Marge stood there, her face a study in bland satisfaction. She folded her arms, the cellphone in her one.

Susan stood there, her mouth slightly open. “What?” Then she shook her head and looked up at me. “Bradley?”

Oh, God. I had gone from being Brad, her rock, her lover, to…Bradley. Which was what Marge called me.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted. “I didn’t…I never…” and I shut up. What could I say?

Susan looked at Marge. “I suppose this is on Facebutt? Or will be shortly?”

“Puh-lease! You know I wouldn’t do that unless I had to.”

She looked at me. “So that’s why you saved all those dresses. You’d give the ones you didn’t want to the Goodwill, and wear the…the ones you wanted.”

“Susan, I don’t…”

“Hush, Bradley. Let me think.”

I hushed. I wanted to shrivel up and blow away in a dust storm.

“And you’ve got high heels, and…was that lipstick you were wearing?”

I didn’t say anything, just hung my head.

“Susan, if there’s anything…I’ll never do it again…I’m sorry!”

She turned to her mother. “Mom, I believe you were going to tighten up that dress he’s got on?”

Marge smiled. “It does need to be taken in.”

“Then go ahead and do it. I’m just going to sit on the couch and watch.”

“Come along, Bradley,” Marge commanded.

Marge left the room. I looked at Susan helplessly, but she just raised her eyebrows and motioned after her mother.

I followed Marge down the hall and down the stairs. I stared at her rigid back, her chunky hips. I had seen pictures of a young Marge, and she had had her daughter’s good looks. But now she was just the old lady who ruined marriages.

Marge entered the living room and I followed her. Susan was right behind me.

Marge motioned to the coffee table. “Up here.”

Susan interrupted. “Go put your high heels on first. And your lipstick.”

“Susan…” My voice was whining, begging, but she kept a straight face and merely watched me.

“You don’t really want me to…”

She said, “Heels and lipstick. Now.”

My shoulders slumped I turned and left the living room.

Into the garage and I pulled out my hidden stash. I took out the high heels and slipped my feet into them. I had bought them special, and now it looked like I was going to have to get rid of them. I was going to have to stop crossdressing completely.

I grabbed the gold tube of lipstick and headed back for the living room.

They heard me coming. My heels went click, click, click on the kitchen floor.

I had worked so hard to get that sexy sound. Now I wished my heels were wrapped in pillows. Each click was the knell of doom. I entered the living room and my heels lost their click on the rug.

Susan stared at me. Her eyes revealed nothing. Marge smirked.

“Where’s the lipstick.”

I opened my hand and showed it to her.

“Put it on.”

“I…I don’t want to do this. Susan, we need to talk. Can we—“

She stood up and put her hand on my mouth. She took the lipstick from my hand and unscrewed the base, then she held my cheeks with one hand, made my mouth purse, and she painted my lips.

Oh, God, I couldn’t help it…my cock began to surge. It bumped her thigh and throbbed.

She looked down at it. She reached down and took it in her hand. She stroked me a couple of times and the silky feeling on my cock almost made me cum.

“Oh, Bradley. There is so much I didn’t know about you.” She let go of my cock. “Now, up on the table.”

I managed to get up on the table, and Marge went to work. She had a small piece of white chalk in her hand and a measuring tape draped around her neck. She measured my waist, checked the seams, and made little marks. Then she picked the seams apart.

“He really is sort of hot,” remarked Susan.

“Susan, I—“

“Shush, Bradley. Sissies should be seen and not heard.”

Marge said, “I should have seen this about him long ago.”

“He kept it pretty well hidden. I mean, he had all those dresses in plain sight, and he talked such a good game.”

“Well, those days are over.”

“I’ll say. What are you going to do about his cock?”

“I’m not sure. I could always have it taken off, or perhaps give him some medicine that will make him limp.”

“Yes. That seems like a waste of a perfectly good penis, however. Not that you will be wanting to fuck him.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t mind fucking him. I just don’t want him cumming.”

“Of course not.”

“Susan! OW!”

Marge had jabbed me with a pin. “You were told to be quiet.”

I glared at her, but Susan said, “Yes, Bradley. I’m sure we’ll sit down and have a good talk sometime. But now that you have revealed yourself…it will be me talking and you listening.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but Marge grinned and I could feel her hand ready with the pin. I closed my mouth.

“I could make him wear a gaff. You could sew one for me.”

“I could, but gaffs come off and dicks go up. They don’t ask permission or anything, they just rise up and get hard.”

“I could sew his penis to his perineum.”

Marge smiled. The dress was loose on me and she gathered in material and made little marks with the white chalk. “I like that. But you wouldn’t be able to take advantage of his cock.”

Susan shrugged. “That’s true, but maybe if I sewed it up for six months, while I was training him.”

“I love a cock that knows its place,” sighed Marge, which was sort of an oblique statement and which I didn’t really understand.

“How about a chastity tube?”

Susan nodded. “I think that’s the solution. I’d really rather sew him. And maybe I will if he proves difficult. But let me think about it. I’m a bit back and forth between sewing him and putting him in chastity.”

“Well, I think you should fuck him, and if he can’t hold his semen then you can sew him.”

“Excellent idea, Mother.” Then she smiled. “Bradley, would you prefer to wear a chastity tube or have your cock sewn to your body?”

“I don’t want either!” I protested. “We have to discuss—OW! Stop that!”

“Stop flapping your mouth,” Marge responded. She seemed to be getting a lot of pleasure out of pricking me with a pin. “Now hold still while I put this dress back together.”

I shut my mouth—she had the pin, after all—and she placed pins up the dress.

“You know, he looks sort of sexy.”

“He does wear a dress well. And his body is so feminine.”

“I’m going to have to get him some boobs of his own.”

“Big ones.”

I looked back and forth between them. I could taste my lipstick and my eyes were growing moist. I raised my hand.

“He wants to speak. Hunh!”

“Maybe you should let him. Sissies are always fun to listen to when they are first found out.”

“Go ahead, Bradley. But make your sentences short. And make them intelligent. I don’t want to listen to a lot of drivel.”

I took a breath. “Susan. You should’t treat me this way. I’m the man of the house. I’m the man in this relationship.”

Marge snickered, and Susan chuckled. “You’re right. He is a kick.” Then she addressed me. “Bradley. I come from a long line of strong willed women. One of the curses, or blessings, depending on your point of view, is that the women of my family tend to pick out rather soft men. We always end up with effeminate husbands. I thought I had broken the ‘curse,’ if you want to call it that. Imagine my surprise when I discovered you weren’t so manly after all.”

“But—“

“Hush now. Let me finish.” She paused, thought for a moment, then: “My Uncle Hiram, he was quite the softy. He wore pink dresses til the day he died. He never drove a car, and he was quite excellent as a hairdresser. We eventually put him to work in a beauty salon, and no woman ever guessed that he had a peeny instead of a pussy under his skirts.

“Aunt Clara was so feminine even we forgot that she had a penis in her panties. She had a tremendous sense of humor.

Susan went down the list of her family members, and my mouth opened as the list grew longer and longer. People who I had known I suddenly found out were transvestites, or even transgender, and a few had the complete change.

Susan finished up with, “I thought you were a manly man, but it is obvious that I was deluding myself. Well, now we know, and we will treat you accordingly.”

“Susan, I think this has gone far enough. I am embarrassed that I have been, uh, discovered, to have worn dresses on occasion, but that will stop now.”

“No. No it won’t.”

“Take off the dress,” said Marge.

It was with sadness that I took off the dress. I truly thought, at that moment, that would be the last time I ever wore a dress in my life. And it was with a certain of relief. My secret was no more. And I had put my foot down.”

But Susan and Marge glanced at each other, then broke out in laughter.

“What?” I blurted.

Susan stood up and reached up and patted my cheek. “You’re such a dear.” Then she walked out of the room.

I looked down at Marge.

“You can get down now,” she paused, then added, “Sugarplum.”

I got off the table and stamped my foot. “That’s it!”

Marge, now seemingly happy with me, patted my cheek and walked out.

There I stood, a king in his castle, but I was wearing a tummy shaper and a bra with very realistic breast forms in it. My lips were painted red, and I was…I was…I didn’t know what I was. But I knew that this whole thing had gone far enough.

I walked out of the living room, up the stairs, and headed for the bedroom. I could see Susan moving about back there. I entered the bedroom and stopped. She had emptied my dresser of underwear and put everything, all my socks and tighty whiteys and everything, into a big shopping bag.

She smiled at me. “Be a dear and take these to the garage?”

“I will not.”

She sighed and stopped what she was doing and faced me. “We’re going to have this out right now, are we?”

“Yes!” I snapped.

“Very well, come sit on the bed.” And she sat on the bed.

I crossed the room and sat next to her.

“Now, tell me why you don’t want to wear dresses any more.”

Ouch. that one got me. I wanted to. But I wasn’t willing to give up being a man.

“Because I’m the man. Yes, I may have worn a dress or two,” she suppressed a giggle, “but I wear pants. And shoes and socks. And my hair is cut short and you have have noticed that I have a penis between my legs.”

She looked down at my dong, which was still hard and poking out. She grabbed it and held it, and began moving her hand up and down the shaft.

“Honey, there are men, and then there are men. Some men are big and burly, have lots of muscles, and they would never be caught wearing a dress.

“Then there is you. Your peeny is all excited at having been caught and your secret finally out in the open. For the last half hour you wore a dress and your excitement,” she shook my penis and made me groan, “is obvious. Add to that that you are so cute, wearing your lipstick and all, and your body is so feminine, and it is obvious. You are simply not a manly man. You are a girly man. I married a girly man, and even though I didn’t know it, I’m okay with that. And if I’m okay with that, then you damned well better be, too. Now, go ahead, tell me more about why you shouldn’t be wearing dresses.”

I was blinking, she was so sure of herself. But I opened my mouth to speak and…she started jacking me. Hard.

“Oh!” I blurted.

She slowed down.

I opened my mouth to speak and she started pumping me again.

“Please…unh…”

Then she slowed down and waited for me to try and speak again.

I opened my mouth and she started  stroking again.

This went on for several more tries. finally I pushed her hand, but she wouldn’t let go, and when I tried to use two hands to pry her fingers off I not only had to contend with her stroking me, but her other hand grabbing my balls and squeezing so hard I was faint.

“Stop!” I wheezed.

She let me add, “I’m going to cum.”

“No, you’re not.”

“Then stop stro—OW!”

She squeezed my balls so hard I thought I was going to pass out.

Then she relaxed her grip. “All you have to do, if you want me to consider you as a man, is to wrestle me down. Just grab me and throw me down. Heck, you can throw me down and fuck me, if you can.”

I tried. Lord, how I tried. But the contest was already unfair. She already had a death grip on my package, and no matter what I tried to do she just squeezed, and lifted, and pulled, and slammed me back.

I was on the edge of cumming, which made me extra weak, but she was not about to let me squirt.

We slipped off the bed and fell on the floor, and I tried to wiggle out, to push her back, to loosen her grip.

She used her head to butt me, stayed on top of me, and used my cock like a bludgeon, in a manner of speaking.

Finally, sobbing with pain and frustration, frustration at not being able to dislodge her, or her grip, but also frustration from not being able to cum, I stopped struggling.

She stayed above me, on her knees with one knee between my legs.

“Do you give up?”

“No!” I cried. “This is unfair!”

“What’s unfair is that you won’t admit what you are. Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. You either take that bag of underwear down to the garage, or I will. And if you make me do something that is rightfully your responsibility, you’re going to be sorry.”

“Then I’m sorry.”

“Okay. You asked for it.”

She let go of my cock and brought her knee up into my groin.

I’m been hit in the balls before. Every guy has experienced that unfortunate impact. Maybe they fall on something, maybe they get in a fight, maybe some other guy, playing grab ass a little too hard, but they have felt it. But I had never felt it like this.

Susan was positioned perfectly, her knee dug in and squashed testicles, and I actually blanked out for a second. Everything just turned white.

A long second where I wondered what land I was in.

I began to come back to myself, and the pain…the pain ruled my existence. I rolled over and started dry heaving.

“Go into the bathroom if you’re going to get sick,” Susan said. She had gotten to her feet and was taking the bag out of the room.

I crawled into the bathroom, positioned myself near the toilet, and just sat there. I had never felt so weak in my life.

Finally, I heard Susan back in the bedroom, I managed to stand up. My knees were shaking and I still had spots in front of my eyes, but I was on my feet.

I wobbled out into the bedroom and grabbed the edge of a dresser.

A big stack of dresses were on the bed, and Susan was gathering my pants and shirts up and stuffing them into two shopping bags.

“Please,” I gasped. “Stop.”

She didn’t. She merely hummed and kept moving my clothes off the rack. Finally, two bags full, she walked towards the door.

I staggered in front of her, put a hand out and said, “You can’t do this to me.”

She dropped the bag, stepped closer and raised a hand to touch my cheek. And a knee to strike me, once again, right squarely in the nuts.

I passed out.

I awoke, and it didn’t hurt much now. But I think I was sort of numb. My closet was empty of male clothing, and filled with dresses. She had found my stash of underwear and my little bag of make up and the box of underwear was empty, the box discarded. My bag of make up was on the side table next to the bed.

I groaned and began struggling to my feet. Oddly, I wasn’t sore, but more numb, but I couldn’t move very fast. It was like somebody had injected my joints with glue.

“Hello, Bradley.”

I looked towards the door. Marge was standing, leaning against the jamb, a smile on her face.

I didn’t say anything, just leaned over and gave a weird sort of heave. Nothing came up.

Marge sighed. “I don’t know why Susan is taking it so easy with you. If you were mine I would have you licking my high heels and begging for more.”

“Where…where’s Susan,” I managed to ask.

“She’s out shopping. She left me to get you ready.”

“Ready?” I felt so sludgy. But being hit twice in the balls was not something you get used to.

“Yes. I’m to get you dressed for the party tonight.”

“Dressed.”

“So, I want you to put on the purple dress I fitted on you. It’s on my bed. I’ll be downstairs making you a drink. I’ll bet you’d like a drink right about now.”

I found myself nodding. I wanted to take the edge off the whole numb world.

She turned and left. And tossed back, “And don’t come downstairs without that dress on.”

Well, I wasn’t about to put on that dress. But I wanted a drink. I stumped after her, trying to feel my balls jiggling. they were there, but they didn’t feel like jiggling much.

She turned around at the top of the stairs, saw that I wasn’t going into her room and she shook her head sadly and came back towards me.

I saw her coming, I knew what she was going to do, and I covered up the family jewels.

But she fooled me. She gave me an elbow smash to the side of the head that knocked me all the way to the floor.

She stepped over my body and went into her room. She came out with the purple dress over her arm, and she bent and put it over my head.

“No,” I said weakly.

But I was dazed, out of it, and she pulled it down. It was sitting on my body improperly, but she just lifted my arm and pulled me half way up. Then, halfway up, she grabbed my nuts and lifted.

I squeaked, and flailed my arms, but she lifted me all the way to my feet, then she started walking down the hall, then down the steps.

Her grip was like iron, I couldn’t resist, and it felt like my package was going to be ripped off.

“Come along, Bradley. You’ll feel a lot better with a drink in you.”

Across the foyer and into the kitchen.

She tossed my nuts, and the rest of me, towards the kitchen table, and I grabbed the edge of the table and managed to lower myself to a sitting position.

While I sat there and groaned, and brushed my dress down to hide my package from her death grip, she took down a bottle of bourbon from the liquor cabinet. “Hmm. Long Branch Wild Turkey. There is hope for you.”

She filled a glass with ice cubes, then filled it half with good bourbon. She poured in some Pepsi. “A real man would take it straight,” she muttered. Then she placed the glass on the table in front of me. “Drink up, sweetheart.”

I closed my trembling fingers around the glass, I lifted, I felt the cold liquid slither down my throat and splash in my belly. I had been beaten up, first by my wife, then my mother-in-law. I needed a drink.

“That’s a boy. Now, let me tell you how this is going to work. When Susan gets home I am going to have you completely ready. I notice that you shave your legs, but I need you completely shaved. Are you completely shaved? Or am I going to have to force the matter.

I nodded.

“Pubic area, too?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Excellent. Though I knew you would be. Sissies always keep themselves neat and tidy. So all we have to do is put some nylons on you,  fix your face, and wait for Susan.”

“I don’t want to do this,” I whispered, looking up at her, an anguished expression on my face.

“I know that’s what you think,” she said. “But look at you. Body shaved, wears dresses and make up, this is what you want. This is what you want in your heart of hearts. So you might just as well stop resisting and let us take you where you want to go.”

“Never.”

But the ‘never’ was a little sloshy. I had drunk the whole glass.

“Never it is,” she murmured, a bit happily, and she made me another drink. “Drink this and we’ll get started.”

In a way, I didn’t want to drink that second drink. I could feel things shifting around in me, and I knew that if I drank too much I wouldn’t be able to resist her. But I was hurting, and I needed that second drink. I quaffed it quickly, and she made a third, then, holding the drink in one hand, she reached down and grabbed my package.

Oh, I didn’t want to hurt anymore. I went along. I went up on tip toes and pranced after her, and she led me upstairs to my bedroom.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I was recovering from being walloped in the nuts and the head, but I was also sort of sloshy drunk.

“I told you. Getting you ready. Here, put this garter on and I’ll get some hose.”

Not thinking, not able to resist, but thinking that I would, I stepped into the garter and pulled it up. I had to lift my dress a bit, but I got it in position.

Marge pushed me back on the bed and started unrolling nylons up my legs. In a short while my legs were encased in sleek and I was sitting at Susan’s vanity table.

Marge examined my make up kit and sniffed. “Well, this will do for now, but you really need some proper face paint.”

I sat there, dizzy, holding myself up, and she cleansed my face, primed me, foundationed me, and began adding the color.

I was drunk, and I was hurting, and maybe I could have resisted a little, but…there was a part of me that kept saying, ‘not yet. Not yet.’

She worked on my eyes, and I watched in the mirror as they became sultry. Then she colored my lips some more. When she was done I was feminine in every way except one. I needed hair.

“You are a beauty. A rare beauty, if I do say so.” She stood back and admired me. “Now, put your hands on the table.”

Now I knew I could resist, but I didn’t. I was too busy lifting my left hand, with the third drink, to my red lips. Not my right hand, because Marge was busy applying long, red nails to that hand.

Then my hands were switched, and I stared at my fingers. Long, red tips. So beautiful.

“Hey, girls!” Susan breezed into the bedroom with several shopping bags.

“Honey?” I burbled, all drunk and panicky.

“Oh, Mother, she’s beautiful.”

“All except the hair.”

“Got that covered.’ Susan pulled a long, brunette wig out of her purse. I stared as she fit it to my head and attached it.

“Oh, my God!” I burbled.

Susan placed her head next to mine and stared at my reflection with me.

I was a woman.

“Beautiful, Mother.”

“It will do,” she smiled. “And we can see to implants if you want his cock to keep working. But if you want it smaller and a bit more difficult to cum, we can start giving him pills.”

“I’ll think about that.”

“Are you ready?”

Susan reached into a bag and pulled out a mess of straps.

“What’s that?” I asked, the room giving a bit of a spin.

“It’s for you, dear,” explained Marge.

But they didn’t put the straps on me. They put them on Susan.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting Susan ready to deflower you.”

“Deflower…me?” I was confused.

“Yours is in the bag, Mother.”

I blinked, and then I thought I was seeing in double vision. But it was Susan screwing a dildo into the straps, which ended up being a harness. A strap on. And her mother, doing the same next to her.

I sat on the vanity chair, my red mouth open as I tried to understand.

I was a woman.

They were wearing dildos.

And I understood.

Susan stroked her cock and said, “Now then, Bradley. Would you like to do this the easy way or the hard way?

I blinked and thoughts went through my head.

The hard way, kicked in the nuts, tied to the bed, big cocks thrust into my man pussy.

Or, the easy way. Lay down on the bed and have a drink and let them do to me what they were going to do to me anyway.

“If I could have another drink I’d do it the easy way.”

They chuckled, and Marge went down to the kitchen.

“Ok, honey. It’s time to find out the truth of you. It’s time to let yourself be who you really want to be. Up on the bed, butt towards me.”

I stood up, and wobbled—I was in heels—to the bed. I crawled up on it and raised my butt.

Marge returned and handed me a drink. I sipped it, and waited.

Susan stepped between me and started lubing me up. She slapped lube into my hole and then stuck her fingers in and started reaming me.

“Oh,” I blurted.



“Not bad. Eh, Bradley?” 

“I guess not.”

Truth, it felt pretty good, and I started pushing back with my butt.

Susan and Marge giggled and Susan moved forward and place the tip of her dildo into my hole. “Just relax, honey. You’re going to like this.”

She pushed, and I did like it. Oh, it hurt for a second, but only a second, then her cock slithered on through and it felt like I was being opened up and lit up. Pleasure shot through my mind, and I felt her plastic balls splat against my own hanging balls.

Marge came around to the other side of the bed and lowered her face to mine.

Susan went back and forth, the cock sliding in and out and rubbing all my nerves. It was exciting and sexy, and deliciously heady.

Marge said, “Ever since my husband died I have missed this. I have even been a bit depressed, and my daughters took me in. But this is what I needed. I just needed a man’s ass to fuck. Do you mind if I fuck yours? Not just now, but in the future?”

I was drunk, I was dazed…but I was happy. I felt complete. I felt fulfilled.

The penis went in and out, and I lifted my ass and pushed back. I wanted more.

“Do you mind, Bradley? Can I fuck you?”

“Hey,” I blurted. “Knock yourself out.” Then I groaned, and Susan started jerking.

Oh,  my God! My wife, who rarely came, was coming easily!

“Oh…un…un…yes!”

I could feel her hips tightening up, her legs shivering. She thrust wildly, just jamming it into me, then she sagged back and her dick fell out of my hole.

“There you go, Mother.”

Marge grabbed my face and smiled sweetly, then she kissed me, She fused her hot lips to mine, her tongue darted, then she backed off. “I’m coming, honey.”

And, a minute later, she was.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


His Mother-in-Law’s Maid!

Feminization training for a son-in-law!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hurry, she’ll be here tomorrow,” Tabby ran past Hank with a handful of rags.

Hank groaned and scrubbed the sink harder. He was using steel wool and Comet, and his hands were raw from the day’s work. “I don’t see what the big deal is.”

“You will,” shouted his wife.

Hank put his weight on the steel pad and scoured the sink. It was already shiny, but his wife wanted it to be super shiny.

He heard the washing machine start up. They had washed every drape, every sheet, and it sounded like Tabby wanted to wash everything twice.

Several hours later, it was eleven at night, Tabby called a halt. Hank sank onto the couch in the living room. He was dead tired, and he still didn’t know what the big deal was.

“Why is your mother visiting such a big deal.”

Tabby sank down next to him, patted his leg and said, “Honey, you’ll find out tomorrow. But let me tell you, we’re doing this for you, you, and only you.”

He sighed. His muscles were sore and he stretched his arms. “Look, I’ve heard all the Mother-in-Law stories, how they’re ogres, how they eat their son-in-laws for breakfast, but she surely can’t be that bad.”

“Hank. Mom took a dislike to my sister Jenny’s husband, and when she was done with him…” she shook her head sadly.

“Oh, come on. I’m a nice guy, I get along with everybody. I’ll just dazzle her with wit and charm and she’ll be fine.

She looked at him. “Honey, that is the worst thing you could do. She doesn’t like men who laugh. She despises men who don’t follow directions. And if you get on her bad side…”

“What? You’ll leave me?”

“Oh, honey, no. But I don’t want to see you hurt.”

“Oh, come on,” he scoffed.

“Look, it’s only two weeks, then I’ll be home. But if you don’t toe the line for those two weeks…”

“Okay, okay. I’ll toe the line.”

“Good. Now, come on. This is going to be our last night for a couple of weeks.

They turned off the lights and headed for bed.

In the bedroom they divested themselves of clothes and popped into the shower. A quick back and forth scrub a dub and they were refreshed and ready to go. Hank jumped into bed and lay with his member shooting for the stars.

Tabby lay down next to him and grabbed his tool. “Nice. Does it do any tricks?”

“Roll over? Play dead?” he offered.

“Stand up? Squirt?” countered Tabby.

Hank rolled over on his wife, pinned her and tongued her boobs.

“Get off me you bully,” she pushed him.

He laughed and rolled over. She immediately grabbed his cock and squeezed it. “Sucker!”

“Aiee!” he yelped.

Then she was down between his legs, slapping his balls and sucking on the head of his penis like it was a lollipop. For long minutes they tantalized each other, playing with each other’s sex organs until they were at a fever pitch. Finally, he slipped it into her hole and she gasped and grabbed him and hung on.

“Take it, baby. Take it!” He rammed it in and jerked it out. He twisted his hips in a corkscrew and ran his pecker along the edges of her pussy.

Tabby took it, and gave it back. And she gave it back good. “Give me those balls!” she managed to get a ball in each hand, and it felt like she was bouncing them on the floor. Or her ass.

Hank groaned and felt that deep down surge of urge that presaged a massive cum.

Tabby felt him go over the edge. She wrapped her legs around his back and squeezed.

“Gah! Gah!” he gurgled as semen shot up his shaft.

“Gahhhh!”

Tabby held on and waited.

Hank came down. He was breathing hard and his penis was shrinking. “God, you’re good. Did you cum?”

“Not necessary.”

“Honey! You know I like it when you cum, too!”

“Sorry, but I’m too worried about you and Mom.”

He rolled on his side and propped an elbow under his ear.

“Look. I’ve met an old lady or two in my life. I’ve got a mother and aunts and…I know my way around an old biddy.”

Tabby groaned at his language. He better not say that to her mother.

“I guarantee, by the time you get back I’ll have her eating out of my hand.”

“Hank,” she got up and grabbed a towel to wipe his goo from her snatch. “There’s something you don’t know about Mother.”

“And what’s that?”

“She uses sex.”

“What?”

“She uses sex to cow men.”

“Are you saying she’s going to fuck me?” His voice rose. He was incredulous.

“No. Well, maybe. Look, my cousin, Ronnie. He sassed off to her once, and she took him away for a week. When she brought him back he was a changed boy.”

“But I’m not a boy.”

“But she’s not just any old kind of Mother…or Mother-in-law. And—“

“Honey, I’ll handle her.”

He was certain, he wouldn’t listen to her, and Tabby gave up and laid back. He would have to learn for himself.

They awoke early and got ready to go to the airport. Tabby dressed in the nines. Her best dress, nylons, a full job of make up, her highest heels.

Hank just chuckled, and he came out of the bedroom wearing cargo pants. And they weren’t even pressed.

“Oh, Hank! You can’t…you have to put on some slacks! And a jacket!”

“I’m not getting dressed up at seven in the morning on a Saturday.”

“But Mother expects certain standards and—“

“This is my house, and she’ll have to go along with my standards.”

Tabby groaned and put her face in her hands. She looked up and made a final effort. “Hank. My Mother is a very powerful woman. If she starts in on you—“

“Then I’ll handle her. Now, are you all packed?”

She nodded.

“Then I’ll go get your suitcases and let’s get gone.” He grinned. “We don’t want to keep your mommy waiting.”

“Oh, God! Hank! Don’t you ever even think of her as ‘Mommy!’ She is a strict person and insists on proper address. You can, once I’ve introduced you, call her Mrs. Dumont. Or, if she prefers, which means if you have earned it…Sally. It may take years before you earn the privilege of calling her Mother.”

Hank scoffed. Mrs. Dumont. Mother. Hunh!”

Tabby shook her head and Hank loaded her suitcases.

Tabby’s Mother was flying in, and two hours later Tabby would be flying out. They would have an hour to sit in a restaurant and get to know each other. It wasn’t ideal, but that’s just how the flights worked out.

Tabby picked up her cell phone, her charger, and looked around the house. There’s was a nice house in the suburbs. And Hank was a good person, though a little bit too familiar with people for his own good.

Oh, he never said anything deliberately offensive, but he certainly raised eyebrows and could even put people on edge with his free wheeling conversation. One time he asked a liberal if Bill Clinton really wore a dress. That was a rough one to get past. And then there was the time he was talking with a group of Republicans and mentioned that he had it, on good authority, that Trump cheated at golf. She had worried that the Republicans would pull out their pistols and pistol whip her husband for that one.

He was a nice guy, a wonderful provider, but…his mouth. It got him in trouble.

Sighing, she closed the door and headed for the car.

Hank was already in the buggy, warming it up, and she was afraid this two week visit by her mother was going to turn into a disaster.

Hank and Tabby strode through the airport. Tabby had one small suitcase, a carry on, and Hank pulled two rolling suitcases.

They hurried past kiosks and through the crowds, and Tabby worried the whole way. “I hope, I hope, I hope…” she virtually chanted.

They arrived…late. Sally Dumont was sitting in a chair and glaring.

She was a matron if ever there was one. She wore a tight dress, buttoned to the top and skirted to the bottom. She had a heavy chest, grey hair, and a piercing gaze. Her hair was in a bun, she was holding an umbrella, had a big cloth purse next to her, and she wore, Hank couldn’t believe it, short high heels that looked like the witch’s shoes in the Wizard of Oz.

Hank hung back while Tabby greeted her mother.

“Mother, I am so sorry for making you wait. No excuse, traffic was rough, but we should have left earlier.

The older woman sniffed, touched her cheek to her daughter’s and glared at Hank.

Hank didn’t feel like smiling at he old biddy, but he plastered a big one on his face and stepped forward.

“This is my husband, Henry, whom we call Hank.”

Hank allowed slight shift of the eyes at his wife over the ‘Henry’ comment, but quickly returned them to his mother-in-law.

His mother-in-law had noted the shift of eyes, however, and her chin rose a fraction. It was now as if she was looking done her nose at him.

Holy crap, thought Hank. I’m going to have to put up with this?

He said, “I’ve been looking forward to meting you,” and he held out his hand.

His hand might as well have been a week old fish. The older lady looked at it, sniffed, and turned to her daughter. “We should sit and talk.”

There was a restaurant across the way and they headed for it, and then commenced a difficult hour for Hank.

First, his mother-in-law, insisted upon a booth far from the entrance. Second, she insisted Hank and Tabby sat next to each other, across from her. Third, it was like talking to a disciplinarian from the German army of 1870. She had clipped speech, she offered little demanded much, and she stared at Hank like he was a week old fish. A rotten, week old fish.

Still, Hank tried. “As Tabby said, I go by Hank. What would you prefer? Sally? Mom? Something else?”

She took a long time before answering, and then it was as if the words were coins and she was a miser. “Mrs. Dumont in a social setting. Ma’am will suffice when we are alone.”

Tabby gave an almost inaudible groan. Things weren’t going the way she wanted..

Hank blinked, and he couldn’t let it alone. “We’re going to be living together for the next couple of weeks. Wouldn’t it be easier if I called you Sally?”

For a long moment it felt like ice cubes were exuding from the woman’s eyes. Hank thought she might be waiting for him to freeze, then the waitress arrived and took their orders for coffee, and tea for Mrs. Dumont.

From that point on everything was downhill.

Oh, Mrs. Dumont and her daughter had a good conversation, but Hank might as well have been out the door and in the backyard.

“Terrible flight. No courtesy. The young people these days…”

“That’s awful, Mother. But Hank has been working hard to fix up a room for you. I’m sure you’ll be comfortable, and…

Hank quickly learned that efforts at speech would not be tolerated. By the third time he had been frosted over he knew he was going to need a lot of alcohol over the next few weeks. This old hen was a real rooster.

The hour came to a close, eventually, and they exited the restaurant and escorted Tabby to her flight. At the check in counter Tabby again touched cheeks with her mother and said, “I am so glad you decided to visit. You’ll get to know Hank as I have, and you’ll have a wonderful time.”

Mrs. Dumont sniffed, and gave a wan smile that might have been a grimace, then Tabby was past check in and disappearing down the tunnel.

Hank turned to his Mother-in-Law. “We should see to your luggage.”

Mrs. Dumont held out a handful of tickets abruptly and Hank instinctively brought his hand up.

“Bring the car up first.”

Not much else to do about it, Hank escorted her to the front walk, then headed into the parking lot for his car. The whole way he was wondering what he had let himself in for.

She had four bags, and they were all heavy. Hank made multiple trips, managed to squeeze three suitcases into the trunk, and went to put the fourth in the back seat, but Mrs. Dumont was already sitting there. Her lips were tight and she stared straight ahead.

Sighing, Hank put the fourth suitcase in the front seat, hopped behind the wheel and headed for home.

Mrs. Dumont said virtually nothing the whole way home. She stared out the window, or at the back of Hank’s head, and…waited. That was the only word for her attitude. Waiting.

They arrived home and Hank escorted her in, showed her the guest bedroom, then began bringing suitcases in. When he rolled the first of the big suitcases in she was not in her room.

“Uh, Mo…Mrs. Dumont?”

“Bring the suitcases down here.”

She was in his bedroom.

“But this is my room!”

“It will do. Put the suitcase right there.”

Hank stood, dumfounded, and stared at the old harridan.

“Well?” she snapped.

“But… I don’t think you understand. This is my room. You’ll be sleeping in the guest room. Me live here. You guest. Do you understand?”

Mrs. Dumont gave a slight snort, opened her big handbag and pulled out a gun. She shot him.

Hank’s body began to shake, his cock went erect. He couldn’t move, and his penis started to pulse. He felt that white hot ignition in his groin and his cock began to spew out sperm.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, falling to his knees and grabbing his groin. He kept cumming and cumming and his pants turned dark in front. Then he was on his side, moaning.

It was crazy, insane, and the most severe orgasm he had ever had. He lay on his side and just looked out of his eyes and tried to figure out what had happened.

Mrs. Sally Dumont, Ma’am, his mother-in-law, ignored him. She  put the gun on the bed and opened her big purse again. This time she lifted out a large cat. It must have been twenty pounds, a round ball of striped fur and the most evil eyes that Hank had ever seen. She placed the cat on the bed, then sat down on the bed and petted the cat and waited for Hank to recover.

Hank struggled to his feet. He looked down at the mess in his lap in disgust.

“You may fetch my bags, then clean yourself up. As you haven’t moved your personals yet you may use this bathroom,” she indicated the bathroom to the side. “But there had better not be so much as a hair left behind. I will not tolerate a begrimed individual.”

“What…what did you do?” He was holding on to a dresser. His knees were shaking and he didn’t have the strength to stand on his own.

Mrs. Dumont held up the pistol. It wasn’t large, but it was black, and it didn’t have the features of a normal gun. It was sleeker, like a pocket .22, but futuristic in design.

“This is my orgasm gun. I expect you to be polite and attend to me with enthusiasm. If not…” she leveled the pistol at him and made a  silent ‘pow!’ with her mouth.

“An orgasm…what? You’ve got to be kidding. We don’t allow guns in our house, and—“

She shot him again. A quick pull of the trigger and his legs gave out. His penis went erect, he lay on the floor and cum spurted from him. He already had a mess in his pants, and it got even messier.

“Gah! Gah!” He ejected semen and his hips jerked and his eyes rolled back in his skull. If anything, he produced more semen than the first time.

She waited patiently while he recovered. At last he rolled over and struggled to his knees. He was directly in front of her, and she motioned with the pistol at him. “Just stay where you are while we have our little chat.”

Chat? Oh, fuck! What the fuck! But he stayed on his knees, and actually sank back tot he zen position.

“My husband, God bless his soul, invented the Orgasm Gun before he died. You have already experienced its effects. If you would not experience the ‘bullets’ it shoots, then you will follow my instructions at all times. You will, very shortly, learn to anticipate my wishes. Once you have done that we can have a wonderful visit.”

Hank wanted to say something, but he was still weak. Mrs. Dumont saved him the trouble of responding by continuing. “The gun will not result in lasting harm. However, just aa a real orgasm, induced by flesh, leaves one in a weakened state of lassitude, the Orgasm Gun drains a bit of your life force from you. The most amazing thing is that you will not be drained completely, and you will produce prodigious amounts of semen. Repeated use of the gun will leave you in a more and more weakened state until you slip into a temporary coma. IQ tests have revealed that should you require such administration of orgasmic force you will lose approximately one IQ point for each coma. Do you understand what I am saying? Say ‘yes, ma’am’ if you do.”

Hank did not want to say yes, ma’am. He would rather have been in a room full of gays saying ‘fuck me up the butt,’ but his mouth moved, he couldn’t take a chance on being made to cum again, and a ‘yes, ma’am’ squeaked out of him.

“Excellent. Then fetch my bags and clean yourself up. We have a lot to do.”

Hank struggled to his feet and staggered towards the door. His head was throbbing with a very slight dose of pain. He retrieved her bags.

Mrs. Dumont sat on the side of the bed and stroked her big cat, whose name was Mr. Khan. Mr. Khan purred, a raspy thing worthy of a mountain lion, and watched Hank with gleaming, yellow eyes.

When Hank had the rest of her luggage lined up against one wall in a very precise and prescribed position, he said, “I need to clean myself off.”

She raised her eyes to him, “Say ‘ma’am. when you address me.”

Oh, it galled, but he gritted his teeth and said, “Ma’am, I need to clean up now.”

“So clean up.”

“But…I will be getting naked.”

“I have seen a penis before. Probably not one as small as yours, but get on with your ablutions.

“But…”

“I know. I’ll see you. I don’t care, and I suggest you stop blathering before my patience wears out.” She placed a hand on the butt of her orgasm gun.

Hank turned to leave the room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He turned, “To use the other bathroom.”

“You will use this one. And remember, not one, single hair.” She actually waggled a finger at him.

“I…uh…”

She picked up her gun and pointed it at him. “Strip.”

Quickly, he stripped off his clothes, and was surprised to find out that he had a hard on. He looked at it and his mouth opened.

“You will find that repeated uses of the Orgsm Gun will leave you in a priapic state. Your penis will shrivel by this evening. Maybe.”

“You, but…”

She pointed at the bathroom with her chin, and he quickly scampered towards the little room.

Hank soaped and sighed. The water felt good. He wondered about the orgasms he had just suffered.

He liked a good orgasm. Of course, he did, but these orgasms were so much more intense that the pleasure quickly ratcheted into…not exactly pain…but a pleasure too much.

And the second one had, in spite of him being ‘drained’ seconds before, had been even worse. Bad enough that he had no desire to suffer a third orgasm.

He looked down at his prick. It was stiff and red, and it was, incredibly enough, dripping. As if his body didn’t agree with him and wanted those intense orgasms.

He tried stroking it. Though it was dripping he didn’t feel he could rub one off.

Sighing, he rinsed, and then inspected the shower stall for ‘not so much as a hair.’ Finally, he got out and dried himself off. Halfway through rubbing his body Mrs. Dumont stepped into the doorway.

“We do not need wet floors. You will dry off in the shower, and make sure you dry your feet off before you place them outside the shower. I trust you can managed to stand on one foot?” She spoke drily, and it embarrassed him.

“Ma’am?”

She smiled a tight smile. “Yes, Henry?”

“By what right do you come into my house and…and shoot me with that thing?”

“By right of marriage. You have a marital contract with my daughter. I am here to see that you adhere to the spirit of that contract, that you become well behaved and deserving of her attentions. I have placed your uniform on the bed. Make sure the floor is dry before you come out. I will be in the kitchen making a small repast.”

Hank’s mouth opened and closed. But she was gone.

Feeling like he had just lost a war, and not just a battle, Hank turned to clean up the bathroom. As he used the towel to wipe and blot water, he considered his options.

He could leave. He could go live in a hotel for two weeks. That didn’t sit well with him because, dammit, this was his house.

He could call the police. Heck, what could she do? Shoot them with an orgasm gun? Thinking about it, she realized that was actually a possibility. She was that insane.

No, he was going to have to go through this…this assault on his person. He would survive the two weeks and Tabby would return and everything would be fine. Once she was back by his side, a witness to the old battle ax’s atrocities, he could boot that bitch out. And, man, did he want to plant a size ten on her fat ass and watch her sail!

Mentally fortified, Hank stepped out of the bathroom and crossed to the bed. A uniform, eh? He stopped, blinked, and stared at the clothes he was expected to wear.

A maid’s outfit. Complete with bra and panties and…and a corset! And high heels! And even mesh nylons! What the…

Hank turned and headed for the kitchen. It was time to have this out.

He stomped into the kitchen, naked, his penis out thrust and dripping, and snarled, “I’m not going to wear that…that thing! Those things! I’m a man! Dammit! And—“

She pointed the gun and pulled the trigger.

Hank started to spew semen before he hit the floor. His mind was a maze of white hot explosions. He lay and his body kept jerking and twitching.

Mrs. Dumont picked up the sandwich she had been cutting the crust off of and sat down at the table.

Hank lay on his side, quivering, his eyes rolled back, a big puddle of squirtem on the floor by his crotch.

She ate in a most tidy fashion. Touching a prim tongue to her fingers when required, taking small, ladylike bites.

When Hank had recovered enough, which meant that his eyeballs had stopped rolling and his hips had stopped jerking and only the slightest bit of drool was seeping from his still erect and now even more red and pulsing cock, she said, “I will not suffer such rudeness. Especially from the likes of you. Stomping in here like your penis is a threat,” Hank didn’t really understand that remark, but he was listening. Oh, baby, was he listening. “Now, if you wish to leave you may. Right now. As you are. Everything in this house is your wife’s property, and you will take none of her property with you. If you wish to return in two weeks and beg for re-entry, that is your prerogative. But if you leave I will likely overstay my visit to console my poor daughter. Married to such a wastrel. Humph!

“Now then, you will accouter yourself properly, or I will shoot you until you are a blithering idiot. Your decision.”

Hank rolled over, looked at the ceiling, breathed, and gathered what little strength he had left. He rolled again and got to his hands and knees. Mrs. Dumont continued to take little nibbles of her sandwich.

He managed to gain his feet, one hand was on the counter, the other one was on his waist. He sank a little bit, as if collapsing, turned, and then sprang for her. It was a good try. He flew through the air, but he hadn’t counted on Mrs. Dumont’s lightening reflexes. She flipped the gun out faster than Billy the Kid and shot him.

Hank crumpled mid flight, and slid on the floor. He came to a rest with his nose at her witchy high heels.

She continued eating.

He had just enough awareness left to hear her say, “Very well. You wish to do this the hard way.” She shot him again.

He groaned, semen poured out, and his body was incapable of any action.

A minute later he looked around in a daze, realized where he was. Looked up at her and…she shot him again.

He barely moaned as the surges started in his groin. It felt like his balls were exploding and even more semen poured forth. He was aware of his body jerking back and forth, spasms, as he emptied his fourth load in an hour.

…came to…in kitchen…her shoes at his nose…he turned and looked up and remembered, and…she shot him.

Blink…aware…bang! A silent bang, but a bang in his mind. A gun shooting him, and white hot pleasure overwhelmed him and he felt like he was swirling down a drain.

Bang.

A moment of understanding.

Bang.

And bang and bang!

Hank awoke on his own bed. His eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling. It was a nice ceiling. He remembered watching it when Tabby sat on him. Tabby. A nice memory.

He moved a hand, and realized he was wearing something. Something restrictive.

He moved his head, which caused somebody somewhere to moan, and looked at his body.

The uniform. The short dress with the chiffon underskirt. Mesh nylons. High heels, and the high heels were locked onto his feet with little padlocks. And he was wearing a bodice with…with…tits!

She had dragged him up here and dressed him!

He sat up and bent his head and was stunned to see that above the bodice he was wearing a puffy blouse, and the blouse was thrusting out with…with tits!

He put his hands on his new boobs and blinked. Not real. Falsies. What the fuck?

He started to get off the bed, but found that his waist was not very bendable and he slid onto the floor.

A corset. He was wearing a corset!

He rolled over, got his hands and knees under himself and stood. And wavered and almost fell. The high heels!

He grabbed one of the bed posts and held himself up.

The bodice, which was almost like another corset, was fastened in the back. He contorted and tried to reach the back to pull on a lace or something, and touched…a padlock!

He was locked into the fucking clothes!

And under his clothes his penis was even harder than before! It throbbed in the most insistent manner and he could feel a long drool of semen touch his legs, then adhere.

He staggered around, then moved out of the bedroom. down the hall, down the stairs, which was an adventure and a half in high heels, and to the kitchen.

“Henry.”

He stopped and turned. She wasn’t in the kitchen, she was in the living room. She was sitting in a chair, quite prim, Mr. Khan purring in her lap. The big cat opened its eyes and sneered at Hank.

“What have you…”

“Say ma’am.”

“Ma’am, what have you done to me.”

“I have prepared you for your chores. I suggest you get to them, as you won’t be allowed sleep until you are done.”

He realized then that she was a strong woman. She had lugged his unconscious body through the house, up the stairs, and lifted him onto his bed. Then she had managed to dress him. Completely.

“You may start in the kitchen, clean up the mess you made, and report back to me for further instructions.”

His mouth opened and closed like a talkative fish.

“But…but…”

“Henry, you are already down one IQ point. You will find yourself struggling to remember certain words for the next week or so. Then you will stabilize, but you will be stupider. I suggest you not go for a second IQ point. It is very possible for you to end up as a blithering idiot. I don’t believe my daughter would want to stay married in that circumstance.

Hank turned slowly. Half way through the turn he heard Mrs. Dumont say, “You really must learn to curtsy.”

But his mind wasn’t working all that well. He walked towards the kitchen.

“And straighten your back. You don’t want to appear slovenly.

In the kitchen he found a couple of rags, it took an effort to remember where they were, and he managed to get get down on his hands and knees and start scrubbing.


PART TWO

Hank worked until 12 that night. He cleaned the kitchen, not just his mess, but everything in the kitchen. The dishes and silverware, the cupboards, under the sink, everywhere.

“But we just cleaned everything yesterday! For your visit!”

“There was a mess on the floor. If there was a mess in one place, there is likely a mess in another place.”

“But I just made that mess!”

“Don’t quibble.”

And he cleaned. And he didn’t just clean, he scrubbed, with a scouring pad and cleanser, and rinsed, and wiped, and if she saw so much as a water spot he had to do it again.

Finally, at midnight Mrs. Dumont yawned, fanned her face, and said, “Come along, Henry. Time to tuck you in.”

Exhausted, he had been scrubbing the kitchen since they got home at eleven, he dragged himself through the hallway and down to his new bedroom. Thirteen hours of elbow grease with no respite. Gad!

Mrs. Dumont disappeared into his old bedroom.

He started to get undressed, got the bodice off, then realized that he couldn’t continue. He quickly trotted down the hall and tapped on Mrs. Dumont’s door.

“Yes?”

“I, uh…I can’t get undressed.”

There was a sigh, then the sound of her crossing the room. She opened the door and Hank blinked.

She had taken off her dress and was standing there in a slip.

She was thick, but not fat. Her breasts were amazingly large. Her nipples were the biggest he had ever seen, and they poked out through the thin material.

“Really,” she said in disgust. “You should have thought of this before I retired.”

“But I…you just…”

“Yes?” She glared at him.

“Nothing,” he said. He couldn't take his eyes off her boobs. Tabby had world class tits, but these were super world class.

“Well, let’s get this over with.” She went to the dresser and picked up a key. She returned and handed it to him. “I trust you can undress yourself?” Like he was a child. A not very intelligent child.

“Well, the, uh…corset…I might need help.”

“Oh, Lord!” She brushed past him, went down the hall and into his room. He trailed along, staring at her ass. She was middle aged, but he had never seen an ass so toned and well formed. A super world class ass.

She turned him around and unlocked the padlocks. She turned him back to the front, and took the garment off him.

He was inches from her, and she was half undressed. Just the thin slip and those incredible boobs. Because of the orgasm gun he was horny and his dick was sticking up under the dress. In fact, it had been rubbed by the dress material all day. Standing up, kneeling, his dick was stimulated, dripping, and…it shot through his mind…she didn’t have her orgasm gun.

But there was a contradiction here. He wanted to pick her up and throw her down, but his cock was ripe, dripping, pointing right at her half clad figure.

She looked up at him and got it right away. The look in his eyes, the change in his breathing pattern.

It didn’t bother her at all. She just snorted and said, “Men!”

She dropped the corset on the floor. He stared at her and she turned around and left the room.

He couldn’t believe the lust building in him. He realized it was the orgasm gun. It was making him orgasm, but it was also making him horny. Every time she shot him he drooled and dribbled and came his brains out, and wound up hornier than before!

So horny…would he reach the point where he would force his attentions on her? It was a stunning thought, and a real possibility.

Her voice came down the hall. “Put your clothes away. Straighten up before you sleep.”

Dazed by the thoughts in his head he finished undressing. He took off the dress, unlocked the shoes and peeled off the nylons.

He dropped everything on the floor and he was so tired that he didn’t bother picking anything up. He just fell on the bed and conked out.

He was walking down the aisle of a plane. The plane was moving, and he was looking for Tabby. He saw her several rows ahead.

“Ma’am? Is this seat taken?”

Tabby looked up and grinned, “You decided to come with me!”

“Hey, anything to get away from Mommy.”

Tabby frowned. “Don’t call her that, Hank.”

“Mommy, Mommy, Mommy!” he chanted, putting his carry on in the overhead.

“Don’t! You don’t know about mother. She’ll get you back.”

“Not 30,000 feet up she won’t.”

He plopped down into the seat and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt.

“What?”

“Somebody left a tack on the seat!”

But they didn’t see anything.

Hank plopped down and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt.

“What?”

“Somebody left a tack on the seat!”

But they didn’t see anything.

Hank plopped down and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt.

“What?”

“Somebody left a tack on the seat!”

But they didn’t see anything.

And he kept sitting down and jumping up and rubbing his butt, and then it hurt!

SMACK!

“OW!” he yelped, coming awake.

SMACK!

He rolled over, scrambled away. Mrs. Dumont was standing next to the bed in her slip. She was holding a thick belt and spanking him with it.  Her large breasts jounced with every stroke.

“Awake, eh? Good! You didn’t pick up your clothes!”

Him out of reach, and her done, she stood back and folded her arms under her monster tits, the belt hung over her forearm.

He broke. He leaped for her.

She drew her pistol faster than Wyatt Earp and…POW!

Well, it was silent, but his head translated it as a ‘pow.’

His outstretched arms turned rubbery and dropped, his trajectory turned into a nose dive and he burrowed into the floor. His hips were jerking back and forth and his penis began squirting semen wildly.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered, as he slowly came back to himself.

Dimly, he wondered why he hadn’t tried to jump her the night before, when she hadn’t had that stupid orgasm gun.

“Now that that foolishness is done,” she announced. “Clean up your room. I will be preparing breakfast in the kitchen.”

She strolled out of the room.

He gathered his clothes of the day before and stuffed them into drawers and hampers, then realized he better be careful and fold items that went into drawers. Man, he really didn’t want to get shocked again.

Finally, not knowing what to wear, he walked out to the kitchen. “Ma’am? Am I supposed to wear something.”

She sniffed. “Such a silly question. But eat now and we’ll dress you after.”

She was sitting at the table. She had a big plate with bacon and eggs, waffles with a big cube of butter on them and drenched in syrup. A big glass of orange juice sat next to her plate.

She ate delicately, small forkfuls.

He was self conscious, being naked, but she was only wearing a slip, and so what if his cock was big and red and dripping?

“May I sit here?” He indicated the seat across from her.

“Please,” she responded politely.

He sat down, and confronted an orange and a hard boiled egg.

“You carry much too much weight on you,” she explained.

Hank stared at the egg. Not even any salt. He picked it up and nibbled at it. He couldn’t take his eyes off her plate. Then his eyes raised to her bosom, and he couldn’t take his eyes off that.

She was watching him. she shook her head and muttered, “So predictable.”

Then he saw it. Her gun. Laying on the side of the table.

She saw him see it and said nothing.

He was frozen. The orgasm gun. If he could get a hold of that her hold on him would be broken! Heck, he could shoot her and see how she liked it!

“Do you feel lucky? Punk?” she quoted Clint Eastwood with a smile.

He did. He snatched for the gun, and she didn’t even try to beat him. He pointed it at her, his finger on the trigger.

She watched him with no expression, continued eating her breakfast.

“Now, you bitch!” he snarled, and he pulled the trigger.             

His body spasmed so hard his hips hit the table and he twisted over and sprawled on the floor. It was the worst, or best, orgasm he had had yet. His body was racked and shivers ran up and down his spine. It felt like he had sat on the San Francisco earthquake, and he was aware of a smell. He had shat himself. He had cum so hard he had lost control of his bowels. And in spite of the rupturing rapture shivering through his body he was squirting. His penis stiffened so hard pain shot back into him, and big globs of cum spewed out.

Mrs. Dumont continued eating. When he was back to himself, as much back as he could be considering what had just happened to him, she leaned down and pried the gun out of his fingers. “It is calibrated only to my hand.” She placed a fork of syrupy waffle into her prim mouth and chewed, then: “Best eat while you can. We might not have time later on.

He moved his body, groaned, sat back on his ass, bent over on all fours, struggled to his shaky legs. He sat down and looked at his boiled egg and orange. Moving slowly, like an old man, he began to eat.

He cleaned his room that day. He cleaned it because, as Mrs. Dumont said, ‘If there is a mess somewhere there is likely to be more mess elsewhere.”

He scrubbed all the furniture. He vacuumed the rugs. He lugged the mattress out and stood them on side and beat them with a tennis racket.

Some of the time Mrs. Dumont watched him.

Some of the time she ignored him.

Noon passed. No lunch.

He washed the bedding. Twice. He cleaned the uniform from the day before.

He worked naked until the uniform was done, then she locked him into it again.

“You are such a lucky man, to have clothes. You are fortunate.”

Yeah. Fortunate. With an orgasm gun ready to blast him into stupifying squirts and long, drawn out, shivering orgasms.

His real lessons started that evening, however.

Dinner was a small turkey patty and a salad. She ate a mouth watering steak with a giant baked potato. The potato was split into four and had a cube of butter in it and was smothered in steak drippings.

As they ate she began his lectures.

“Men are inconsiderate creatures. They do a little work and then think they have the right to impregnate the world. Have you read the newspapers lately?”

He hadn’t.

“War in the mideast. Murders in the cities. Rape on colleges. Assault and battery. Thievery. All the evils of mankind, and the great majority of this hooliganism is perpetuated by men.”

“I never hurt anybody,” he muttered.

“You hurt your wife with your inconsiderate behavior. You are an uncouth lout with no manners. Your very existence is a bane upon civilized woman folk everywhere.”

He would have complained, but she was holding the orgasm gun.

“The cure, of course, is to educate you, and that is what I intend to do. For the next couple of weeks you will learn to behave yourself, act properly, and be a credit to your race.”

He wanted to say something,. He wanted to object, but he had had enough of being orgasmed.

Mrs. Dumont nodded. “Excellent. You’re learning to control that silly thing you call a tongue. She sipped a bit of wine and said, “There are far better uses for that implement of destruction you call a mouth.”

He said nothing.

She got up, “Do the dishes and report to me in the bedroom.”

He stared after her, finished his last forkful of salad, and began to clear the table. Fifteen minutes later the kitchen sparkling, he walked down the hall to what he thought was going to be the next lowest level of hell.

When he opened the door, however, he didn’t see whips and chains. He saw his bed, and reclining on the bed, odalisque fashion, was Mrs. Dumont.

His jaw dropped.

She was wearing a half bra, which didn’t support so much as show off her mammoth mammaries. A peignoir draped her frame, hanging open so that he could see her immense cleavage. Her pussy was front and center, shaved, a thin pink line with lips.

“What?” He blurted.

She patted the side of the bed. “Come here, Henry.”

Dazed worse than if he had been shot with the orgasm gun, he stumbled towards the bed.

“Sit down.”

“I…I…”

“I said sit!”

“But my wife!”

“Your wife knows what I am doing. Now sit down before I have to rob you of an IQ point.

He sat. Far away from her.

“Come closer.”

He edged slowly closer to the abundant woman.

Finally, he was close enough and she reached forward and placed a hand around his cock.

“Men think, just because they have a cock, that they know all there is to know about pleasing women.”

She stroked him, and his hands flailed a bit and wanted to brush her away, but he didn’t dare.

“If you wish to remain married you will have to learn how to please a woman. No longer can you be a slacker with a penis. You must earn the right to be a penis holder.”

“I want to stay true to my wife,” he burbled. “I don’t want to fuck you.”

“Oh, dear boy. And you think I wish to fuck you? To have your sad and inexperienced cock within the folds of my pleasure palace. Puh-lease!”

While she talked her hand was going up and down. On the down stroke her fist was slapping into his balls and he was grunting with each stroke.

“Now then, one of the things that you should be aware of is that, because you have been shot with the orgasm gun you won’t be able to squirt your pathetic semen. It is one of the anomalies of the gun. When shot you cum, doesn’t matter if you just came, the body is forced to manufacture and you squirt. That is probably why you are so weak after being shot. Your body has had vital essence ripped out of it. At any rate, you are empty, unless I choose to shoot you again. I think you will agree that stroking and being frustrated is more pleasurable than suffering another induced orgasm.”

That was the truth. but he couldn’t help but grit his teeth and try to push down there. Hopeless, but there it was.

“Now, the first to learn about eating a lady is anticipation. You don’t want to dive in and push your male face into the most delicate flower in the universe. You must not. You must take your time and perform adequately. Her pleasure depends upon your patience. Do you understand?”

He said he did.

“Okay, show me.”

He blinked and stared at her.

Moment of truth.

Talk the talk turned into walk the walk.

She laid on her back and opened her thighs. Two pillows were under her head so she could elevate her head sufficient to inspect his efforts.

“But, I…”

“Eat,” she warned him.

But he couldn’t.

And, she didn’t have the gun. He glanced around and saw the gun on the dresser. Maybe he couldn’t touch it, but at least she couldn’t touch it. She couldn’t shoot him.

She saw where he was looking and smiled.

“Very well.” She got off the bed and faced him.

He got up. Oddly, she was now closer to the orgasm gun than he, and she could have grabbed it and shot him. Instead, she merely stood where she was her arms slightly raised, as if she was holding a heavy bowl of fruit.

He started to edge towards the door.

She edged with him, and he saw that she would be able to cut him off. He was trapped. She smiled.

“Let me go,” he whispered.

“Through me, you pussy.”

He took a deep breath and moved towards the door.

She round kicked him in the belly and he oofed, the air left him, and he found himself sitting down on the floor.

Still, she didn’t head for the gun. She just waited for him.

He rubbed his belly and stood up. Okay. She knew some moves, but she was only a woman. She didn’t have his strength, his muscles, and now that she had struck him he could feel the mental gloves coming off in his mind. He was now willing to hit her.

He held his hands up, edged forward, towards the door, then shifted and threw a sizzling hook to her jaw.

She ducked, swatted the blow past, and punched him in the gut.

Fuck! He backed up, then, with a roar he rushed her.

She kicked him in the balls. Not hard, more to scare him than maim him. When he went down she threw herself on him, wrapped her legs around his neck and tightened her thighs.

She had one arm stretched out, and the other one tried to pry her legs off his throat. That arm batted ineffectually, and Mrs Dumont said, “The deadliest art in the world is one fashioned by grandmothers.  Generations of women dedicated to self defense. If a woman somewhere is abused the grandmothers seek her out and find out how she was abused. They discuss tactics and strategy, and develop the most vicious and effective way to deal with male attacks.” We sometimes call it ‘Granny Kung fu.’

She punched the side of his face, and when he reacted she let go of his throat and slipped a leg over. He was in an armlock and she was leaning back. He could feel his arm being stretched, the ligaments starting to creak and come loose.

Suddenly, just when he was sure his arm was going to break into little pieces, she let go and spun around to a cross legged sitting position in front of him.

He was in tears now, and he rubbed his arm and tried to make it work. Very slowly he managed to move around, to sit up.

She sat, watching him, smiling and ready for whatever came next. the most amazing thing was that in her cross legged position her pussy was totally exposed.

Here it is. Come and get it! But he knew not just logically but in his heart of hearts, he better not try a damned thing.

“Now then,” she asked him. “Would you rather fight or fuck?”

Thoroughly beaten, Hank answered, “Fuck.”

He spent hours with his face in her cunt. He licked, he poked, he learned to use his fingers. She educated him as to which spot did what, what amount of pressure to apply, when to back off and when tp charge.

Through it all Mrs. Dumont maintained a professional face. When the pleasure became great she kept a lid on it. She complimented, she chastised, and on one occasion she spanked.

Hank was done resisting. He listened, and he tried to please. He felt terrible about having his face in his mother-in-law’s pussy, but he had no choice.

And she did explain to him that technically, no matter how much he might enjoy it, he was performing under duress. She didn’t call it rape, not outright, but they both knew what was happening.

Finally, the day done, she led the way out to the kitchen and had him prepare dinner.

He was so beaten, and, oddly, filled with energy, that he didn’t object, just made dinner as if in making dinner he was just following her lessons on how to eat pussy.

He cooked two steaks. Rib eye. And she showed him how to pound and salt, how to slice the tops, how to gauge the pink of the meat.

In between she had him peel and slice potatoes, and he spread them in a buttered pan and learned about heat and how to put a light brown to them.

Then she prepared a pair of drinks, good bourbon and Coke, and they sat and ate and drank, and it was almost companionable.

Oh, she didn’t deign speak to him, except for light instruction, and he was okay with that. He was starting to learn that there were things on earth that were not in his philosophy.”

After dinner she laid in front of the TV and had him give her a long back rub. She spoke to him of pressure points, of lines of energy, of thumbs and pressure and other matters that healed the body even as it excited it.

Then she had him lay down and she showed him.

Then she laid down and he received more instruction.

Finally, at eleven, she gave a ladylike yawn and bid him good night.

He politely asked for help in getting undressed, then he hung up his clothes and lay on his bed..

His eyes were open. He had been abused of the superiority of males on this day. And he had learned. And, of course, his penis was erect and wet at the head.

What a day. And he was just about asleep when he heard Mrs. Dumont call.

“Henry.”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Come here.”

He rose and padded down the hall, his penis leading the way, his balls chunky full and ready to be unloaded.

The bedroom was dark, but he could make out her form on the bed. Naked. Sheets pulled back.

“Show me.”

He did. He bent his head down and explored her vagina. He used his tongue as he had been taught. He licked the labia and sucked the clitoris. He held her buns and applied exactly the right amount of pleasure.

She began to moan. All day long she had held the pleasure back, but now it was time to let it go. She began to respond to his ministrations. She pushed her hips into his face.

He adjusted hold and pressure and laved her with his tongue. He lapped like a dog, licked like a kitten, and she crept up the scale of pleasure until it was obvious she was about to pop.

“Do it!” she cried. “Do me!”

He used his fingers for the finale, playing her pussy like it was a piano and he was the maestro. All her lessons paid off, and she began to cry out as the orgasm hit her.

“Oh…yes…yes! Please…God! Ohhh!”

Her pussy trembled under his lips, her thighs squeezed his face, but he kept at it, didn’t let off until he was sure she was done and coming down. Then he moved his face gently back.

“Oh…yes,” she sighed.

He slid out from his position.

“You may go now.”

Had he expected to fuck her?

But that hadn’t been in his lessons.

So he rose and slipped out of the room.

His cock was so hard he couldn’t lay on it. It was so hard he was afraid that if he bent it it would snap off.

So he lay on his back, his cock reaching for the ceiling, and waited for sleep. It was a long time in coming, he was so horny, but come it did.

He spent the next morning cleaning.Well, doing yard work. Dressed in his maid outfit he mowed, he trimmed, he sculpted bushes.

He prepared lunch, grilled cheese sandwiches with slices of bologna. Absolutely delicious, and he wondered why he had never developed a taste for these before, but the answer was obvious. He hadn’t known how to make them.

And everything tasted even better because he had, in some fashion, earned it. He was paying attention to detail, learning, and this enhanced his appreciation and made everything taste so delicious.

After lunch he reported to the bedroom. Mrs. Dumont was waiting, but she had a strict expression on her face.

“You must learn to come into a woman, but not come in her.”

He blinked.

“It takes more to make a woman cum, and you must be willing to make that happen. Furthermore, it is very impolite of you to leave a mess in her without permission.

Respectfully, he pointed out, “I’m sorry. But men cum too easy. It’s hard not to cum. I don’t think I can do what you say.” Hurriedly, he added, “Not that I won’t try! I will, but…I don’t think I can.”

“Don’t worry. I will assist you.”

She then proceeded to put him on the bed, and she kissed him. She was quite accomplished with her mouth. She had him gulping within minutes. Then she sat on him, impaled herself, and sank down.

He groaned with the pleasure. Her passage was velvety, soft and moist, a true stairway to heaven.

She watched him closely and slowly went up and down, corkscrewing, and she held his balls in her hands.

“I don’t…please…I’ve had enough. I’m going to …AHHHH!”

He shrieked as she twisted his nuts. He tried to throw her off, but she clung to him like a rodeo rider clings to a bucking bronco.

His erection, though it was on edge, immediately backed off, and without losing any length or girth. It stayed stiff, became even stiffer, and he went away from the edge.

“You see?” she smiled. “It’s easy. You just need a little discouragement. Let’s try again.”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want his nuts twisted half off, but he couldn’t say no. And not just because she knew Granny Kung Fu and had an orgasm gun. Something in him had awoken and was telling him he’d better behave.

Again, she began to writhe and twist, rubbing his cock with her very tight pussy. He lasted longer that time, not by much, but it was progress. When she twisted his testicles he grunted and was able to back down easier.

And the next time was even easier. By the time the lesson was over and they were ready for dinner he was able to fuck her without cumming. No accidents, just a firm control over his own prick.

That night she called him into her bedroom again. She fucked him for a while, made sure he was able to control himself, then she turned herself over to his mouth manipulations. He ate voraciously and with abandon, finding a new sense of freedom, and even pride, in his new abilities.

She came, and she hugged his head to her pussy and groaned and told him what a wonderful pussy eater he was.

For the rest of the week, and the next, they worked on his skills. He never came. That would be untrue to his wife. But he made sure Mrs Dumont came. A lot. It gave him such a proud feeling to be a good lover, even at the cost of his own squirt.

Especially at the cost of his own squirt.

“Honey! I missed you!” Tabby hugged him, kissed his face, and turned to her mother. “Mother, thank you for visiting. It was so nice of you to help Hank hold the fort.

Her mother actually gave a wan smile. “Henry did fine.”

In mother speak that was a high compliment, and Tabby glanced at Hank.

Hank just gave a wan smile, and carried his mother-in-laws bags to her terminal. A half hour later Mrs. Dumont was sailing through the blue sky, and Hank and Tabby were returning home.

Tabby sighed, and couldn’t keep her eyes off her husband. He seemed different. A little cowed, which she expected, but also imbued with a sense of confidence.

That night, in bed, Hank went to work. First he spent an inordinate amount of time down between Tabby’s legs. He ate her to a cum, cuddled with her for the appropriate amount of time, then opened her up with his penis.

Masterfully, he brought her to peak after peak, and she began to have orgasm after orgasm.

Afterwards, her exhausted and him wide-eyed and happy, she asked, “Was it okay? My mother I mean?”

“It was wonderful,” he answered, then. “When do you think she’ll be able to visit us again?”

“I don’t know. But I’ll ask her. If it’s all right with you.”

“Oh, yes.”

She watched her husband for a long minute, then asked, “You’re different. And you didn’t cum. Don’t you want to cum?”

He smiled in the darkness and said, “Spank me when I’m bad, but don’t ever let me cum.

She hugged him and said, “Okay.”

And they slept.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


Feminization by Mother-in-Law!

Trapped by chastity and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

You ever hear that old saying, ‘walk a mile in their shoes?’

In this story it’s walk a mile in her shoes.

Poor Joe. He thought he was going to get a month of watching porn and playing with himself. What he gets instead is a month of chastity, a mother-in-law, and learning what it’s like to be a woman!

The only question now is going to be…can they change him back!

STAYHORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What’s this?” asked Joe, scratching his head.

Fed Ex was driving down the street and Joe had opened the door to find a small, cube like package on the stoop.

He bent down and picked up the box. It was about six or seven inches to a side, regular cardboard with some packing tape to secure the flap.

He walked back into the house and headed for the bathroom. Not to be crude, but he had to go, and he carried the package with him.

Sighing in relief, he lowered his pants and plopped down on the toilet. Listening to his tinkle in the bowl, he turned the package over.

Joe Black. His address. And a return address.

Jane Black. His address.

What the fuck? His wife had sent him this?

He smiled.

She was out of town on business. Going to be gone for a month. And it was only the second so that meant 29 more days.

God, did he miss her.

And so did his weenie.

He was used to getting it regular, and now he was getting nothing.

Of course, there was always his hand. It would take about three days—tomorrow, to be exact—before he would be desperate enough to resort to Madam Palm and her five daughters.

So what did his wife send him?

He grunted and began to lighten the load. He dug a finger under the tape and dug up a flap, then he started pulling.

Another grunt, another splash, and he had the tape off.

Another grunt and he had the flaps open.

There were a few pieces of bubble wrap, which he promptly popped the bubbles on, then…a velvet pouch.

His brow lowered and tilted his head slightly.

The pouch was purple with a yellow cord to keep the mouth of the sack closed.

He loosened the cord and opened up the sack.

What the…?

He took out a metal ring, turned it this way and that, just a ring with a hole in the top and a change at the bottom.

He placed the ring on the counter and dug into he pouch again.

He took out little pieces of plastic. Little spacers. Then a small lock,  the keys to the lock, but the big object in the bag, and it wasn’t that big, was stuck in the bottom of the bag.

He manipulated the sides of the bag, dug his fingers in, and pulled out…a plastic penis?

His mouth opened.

He grunted and plopped.

And turned the plastic peter around and examined it from all angles.

No. it wasn’t a peter, like a dildo or something, it was just a little tube shaped like a pecker. Now what could his wife—then he got it.

She had sent him one of this chastity things. A chastity tube.

It was supposed to go over the dong, then you lock it up, and…who in hell would do something like that?

Who, in their right mind, would lock their cock away where they couldn’t use it?

Somebody had to have landed their plane in nutsville.

He lined the pieces of the thing on the counter, let loose with a final grunt, then cleaned himself off.

He was grinning. Surely Jane couldn’t be serious! She knew how horny he got. She knew he wouldn't do something like that.

That was for perverts!

He had placed the box on the floor and he bent to pick it up and place it on the counter, to put all the pieces in it, when he saw a flash of white in the bottom of the box.

He reached in and pried up a piece of paper. He unfolded it and read,

Honey

I want you to think of me.

Try this on,

if it’s comfortable,

leave it on.

You’ll be thinking of me every day.

Joe chuckled. As if.

All clean, he walked back into the kitchen and tossed the box with the tube in it on the table.

Maybe he’d try it on the day before his wife got home. Maybe.

Now laughing, he went to the cupboard and got out the good whiskey. Whistlepig, ten years old.

He didn’t drink it a lot because it was a hundred bucks a bottle. But having dodged the chastity bullet, he felt entitled.

He took down a round glass and rattled some ice cubes into it. He splashed the whiskey over the cubes, then did the unthinkable. He ruined the whole thing with Coke.

Well, that was okay. People liked their whiskey the way they liked it, and that’s the way it goes.

He sipped a big glug, headed for the computer room and smiled at the box on the table.

Sitting down in his swivel chair, he powered up the computer and went searching.

He always did this when his wife was away. He never admitted to it, but he loved to surf porn.

He would look for search engines, type in weird stuff, and see what came up.

He liked to type in Dominatrix and peruse the results. Women who swung whips, ruined orgasms, and wore strap ons.

He would, every once in a while, type in something like Ladyboys, and see what came up. It was always amazing to him that these slender boys had such huge dongs.

And he would put in other things and generally avail himself of the glories of the net.

This evening he typed in big titted grandmothers, and one of his favorites came up. Sally D’Angelo. She wasn’t bad looking for a granny, and she had humungous boobs, and he absolutely loved her red lips.

He could just imagine putting his penis in her delicious mouth and…he sighed, and sipped, and lost himself in fantasies.

A half hour later he went back out to the kitchen and passed the box on the table.

Hunh! And he grinned. Stupid box. Didn’t his wife know that he needed total access to his dingus?

He made another drink, more Whistlepig, and headed back to the computer.

For a couple of hours he gazed upon tons and acres of pulchritude. He stroked himself, and thought about the morrow. He was horny enough now, but he really wanted to give it at least three days before he masturbated.

That extra day of getting horny really made it for him. He would squirt harder, squirt more, and…three days, yeah!

He scrolled through pages of porn stars.

Mila, with her innocent but wise face. Always happy to share her youthful charms.

He found an orgasm fest with Brandy. She must have squirted seven times, and was begging for more.

A little sojourn through the Kink site, and he decided just one more drink.

He headed for the kitchen, passed the box, and made himself a drink.

Yum.

And stared at the box.

No way he was going to get that thing on his cock now.

He looked down.

Actually, the booze, and the long time he had spent hard, he was starting to get soft.

That happened. Three or four hours of porn and his cock sometimes laid down.

Couldn’t blame the good fellow, it just happened.

He picked up the box and looked in it. The pieces of the chastity device looked back at him.

He chuckled, and headed for the computer room, and this time he was carrying the box.

He placed the box on his desk and ignored it.

More porn. More.

Shalina’s nipples. Oh, man.

Richelle’s slick, red lips. Oh, Lord.

And Holly. He really liked her husky voice and her awesome boobs.

He looked at the chastity thing.

Holly groaning huskily in the background, he laid the pieces of the chastity tube on the desk and stared at them.

The tube would fit there, with spacers, and his balls would come out there. It looked pretty fool proof.

Silly wife. Thinking she could trap him.

He had kicked off his pants and removed his shirt hours ago, and now he placed the tube over his shaft.

Son of a bitch if it didn’t fit!

He took it off, then placed the ring around his whole package.

Hunh. Didn’t feel too bad.

Felt sort of kinky, actually.

He tossed the pieces of the thing back onto the desk and went back to surfing porn.

He happened across ‘castration,’ and that was sort of scary.

Now drunk, he sat back and sighed.

And looked at the tube.

He bent forward and examined the thing.

He had the keys. No big deal. He could just open the thing if he didn’t like it.

He fit the ring around his cock and balls, then the tube to his dingus. He put the pieces together and ran the padlock through the little circle.

There, he was in it. It felt weird, but cool.

But he still wasn’t ready to lock it up.

But what would Jane say when she called and asked him about it?

And she would call.

He would have to hem and haw, and then explain that the little thing was too scary.

Ha!

Him scared?

And he had the keys.

Closed the padlock.

Click.

He was locked up. No way out.

He stood up and down at himself.

It was snug, that was for sure.

And his penis was starting to react. Funny, he had been limp, but now that he couldn’t get erect, he was trying to get erect.

He chuckled, and went for a walk.

The thing swayed between his legs, and his penis tried to get hard, and tried and tried.

That was sort of cool, sort of added an extra horniness factor to the whole thing.

He pulled on his pants and shirt and went outside. He walked fifty yards up the sidewalk, then back.

It was late and nobody saw him, and he felt a surging excitement.

Nobody knew that he had locked his cock up.

He was, for intents and purposes, impotent. Unable to fuck. And that was even more exciting.

Now his cock was straining hard, so hard that it was a little painful.

He bent a little at the waist, then straightened up, and the feel of being confined was actually sort of heavenly.

It was like, for the first time in his life, he was in control of his cock.

You can’t tell me what to do! I’m in charge now!

His dick didn’t say anything, but he could tell it was unhappy.

And happy.

He realized that being locked up was increasing his horniness by ten times. He had never felt this horny in his life.

He decided that maybe three days had passed. It was time!

He walked back into the house, headed back to the computer room and sat down.

He picked up the keys to the padlock, grinned, and inserted one of  them into the lock. He turned, and…nothing happened.

He frowned.

He pulled the key out and stuck the other key in. he turned.

Nothing.

What the fuck?

Didn’t it know he had to jack off?

He tried the first key.

He pulled open the drawer and got out some DW40. He spritzed the lock, getting his cock all greasy, but who cared. He had to get this thing off!

The key again went in smoothly, but no matter how he jiggled it, it wouldn’t turn.

He stared at the lock.

Then at the chastity tube.

It was metal. And the lock didn’t look like something that could be cut.

He got up and went out to the garage. He picked up some pliers and tried to cut the lock off.

He didn’t even leave a nick on the metal.

He squeezed harder.

SPANG! The pliers broke!

Heysoos!

He took out a file and began rubbing it on the thing. It was difficult, and he had to quit when it kept slipping. If he kept this up it was going to scratch his pecker.

Now he was panicking.

What had his wife been thinking?

Had she given him the wrong keys on purpose?

Did she suspect him of jacking off and decided to end his little habit?

Joe had no idea. All he knew was that he was tuck.

He went back into the computer room and sat down.

The porn was still filling the screen and he stared at it for a second, then shut it off.

But his weenie was struggling, pushing, trying to get free, and…he turned the computer back on.

It was exciting.

The longer he was locked up the more excited he got.

Well, he would call Jane on the morrow. He would have her tell him where the key was, or ship it over night, or whatever.

But, until then, stuck as he was, he might just as well enjoy the damned thing.

And, the surprising thing…he did like it.

It was frustrating, aggravating, but was making him so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it.

And the figures on the screen fucked long into the night.

Joe went to sleep late, and he intended on sleeping late. He worked at home and he could sleep late whenever he wanted to. He was surprised, then, when the drapes were pulled back and sunlight hit his closed eyes.

“Ugh…wha…wha…”

The sheets were wrapped around him and he struggled to untangle himself.

He felt the bed sink on the edge and he finally figured out there was somebody in the room with him. He should have figured it out sooner, but he was hung over, still sorta drunk, and not aware.

Then he opened his eyes, and a hand grabbed him by the package!

“EEE!” he screamed like a little girl, then his eyes started to function, and he saw what…who…had grabbed him.

Jane, his mother-in-law, sat on the edge of the bed, her hand holding his chastity tube.

His chastity tube! He had forgotten about it!

And now he had a morning woody trying to happen and causing pain, a head that felt like rocks were shaking in it, and his mother-in-law holding his…his…

He tried to push here hand away and yelled, “What are you doing here?”

Her hand didn’t budge and she laughed.

Jane, for an older lady, was a true babe.

He had been watching Sally D’Angelo the night before, and that’s who Jane looked like. She had the same big breasts, the stunning body, a sharp but pleasant face, and she always wore red lipstick.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

He looked at her hand. His penis hurt and he had to pee.

He looked at Jane, who was smirking just short of a laugh.

“Hi, Joe. How’s my son-in-law?”

“Please…what are you doing…I have to go pee.”

“Oh, excuse me. Come along.”

She stood up, lifting him by the chastity tube.

He squeaked, and she carefully got him out of bed and walked him to the bathroom.

“Oh, crap! What are you…let go…”

But she didn’t let go. She simply pulled him into the shower and turned on the water.

It was cold and he shrieked, but she laughed and just held him.

“You smell like a brewery,” she said, and she grabbed the soap and started washing his body.

Unable to escape he shivered, then the water warmed up.

“Let go! Get out! What are you doing?”

“I’m getting to know my son-in-law. And he’s got a lot to get to know.

She squeezed his balls and stroked the chastity cage. He couldn’t feel her stroking his shaft, encased as he was, but the sensation of pleasure in his balls made him groan.

And, shock starting to wear off, but not the embarrassment and humiliation, he blurted, “I’m married to your daughter! We can’t be doing this!”

“Doing what?” she responded, a bit coquettishly. “I’m just helping my son-in-law wash up. Besides, it’s you that’s naked. Not me.”

With that she began pulling off her wet clothes.

“No! Stop! I love my wife!”

“I know. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fuck you.”

“You’re…you’re not?” There was relief in his voice, but darned if there wasn’t a bit of sadness, too. He had admired her stunning body for years.

“Of course not. I like you, Joe. And you’re a good husband for my daughter.”

“Then what are you doing? Why are you doing this?”

She was naked now, and he was having difficulty breathing. She had very few wrinkles, and what few wrinkles she had made her look wise. Her breasts were so big they were pressed against him, and she kept playing with his caged cock.

His cock liked it, even though it was trying so hard to get hard that it hurt.

She leaned forward and kissed him. Those red lips pressed against his.

He couldn’t dislodge her hand, but he managed to push her back.

“Joe! Is that any way to treat me?”

“You’ve got to leave! I love my wife!”

“And she loves you. Now come on…” she tried to kiss him again, and Lord, he wanted to taste her lips, but he managed to fend her off again. “You’ve got to get out of here!”

“Why? Jane’s gone for a month. That’s a whole month we can play. Wouldn't you like to play for a month?”

“But…but…”

Jane smiled, patted his cheek, then stepped out of the shower.

She was drying herself off, and Joe was sulking, hiding in the water, trying to figure out how he could get out and dry and dressed without her molesting him.

“Come on, Joe. I’m waiting with a towel.”

He stayed in the shower.

“That box was from you.”

“Of course it was. Do you think I’d be doing all this if I thought you were cock loose and ready to fuck? You must be so-o-o horny now.”

“You just put your name on it, figuring I’d think it was your daughter’s name, and my address…why’d you do that?”

“So we could have fun, a pure, platonic relationship—for you, not me, I intend to get my jollies—for a whole month.”

“Well, forget it. Get dressed and get out!”

“You’re no fun!”

“I’m married, and I’m not going to have an affair with my mother-in-law!”

“If we don’t fuck it’s not an affair. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get me off. Do you know how long it’s been since I had a good, big orgasm?”

He did. Her husband had died a couple of years ago. She hadn’t gone through the change of life, she still had menopause, and…she had to be horny.

“It’s been a whole week! Not since that college student I picked up in a bar. He was one hot piece of ass, I’ll tell you. He didn’t last long, but he kept getting hard, and I had so many orgasms…and it’s time for me to have another. Are you going to come out of there?”

“No!”

“Okay.”

He heard her walk out of the room.

He turned off the water and listened. No sound. She must be in the other room, getting dressed.

Joe opened the door slowly, then stepped out.

Click!

He looked at the doorway. Jane was holding her cell phone.

And he realized that the picture was perfect. It had caught him naked, with the chastity tube attached to his dingus, and in the mirror Jane could be seen standing naked, her big, beautiful tits pointing at him.

“NO!” he shrieked.

She laughed and skipped away from the bathroom, and he realized what she was doing; she was sending the pictures to the cloud! He wouldn’t be able to grab her phone and delete them!

He ran at her, his caged dick flopping, and she was taking more pictures.

He chased her across the room and managed to catch her right next to the bed. She was turning to catch him in more pictures, and he fell, and she fell under him. They ended up on the bed, his naked body laying on hers, and her hand was to the side, still snapping selfies.

He felt her gorgeous boobs, but he tried to wiggle over and grab her arm.

Her legs wrapped around one of his legs and held on, and she managed to send the last picture to the cloud.

“No!” he howled.

She handed him the camera.

He tried to get off her, but she not only had her legs wrapped around on of his, she now had her arms wrapped around him.

Again, she kissed him.

Her lips were soft soft. She tasted sweet.

He had always been turned on by his mother-in-law, but…he didn’t want this!

Well, maybe he did. But he had the good sense to never let it happen.

Finally, he managed to disentangle himself and he sat up on the edge of the bed.

“You’re no fun,” she pouted, sitting next to him. “I thought you were red-blooded and ready to go.”

He looked at her.

“Well, that’s what Jane says. My daughter says you are a hot hunk, too horny for words, and that she has to fend you off or you’d be screwing her every hour of the day.”

“Jane,” he said, painfully aware that he was not just saying his mother-in-law’s name, but his wife’s, “You tricked me into this thing. You need to let me out, and…you need to delete those pictures.”

“Delete the pictures? Not on your life!”

“But you have to! If Jane sees them my marriage is over!”

“Then you’d better make sure she never sees them.”

“You can just delete them!”

“Then I wouldn’t be able to make you do whatever I want you to do.”

“I thought you approved of Jane and I being married! You said I was a good husband!”

“You are, and this,” she tapped the phone, “will make sure you stay a husband. And I,” she grinned, “Will make sure you become a better husband.”

“But…but…”

“And the first thing you need to learn, if you are going to be a great husband, and not just a good husband, is how to perform cunnilingus.”

“Cunni…”

“Oral sex. Eat me out. Munch my rug. Suck my chow box. Drink from the fuzzy cup. Make out with the tuna taco. Now, come on. I need a face job. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs.

She was shaved, or depilated, or…she had no hair.

Her pussy was absolutely delicious looking. The labia were smooth and slick and her excited Clitoris was eagerly waiting.

Joe jumped up and faced her.

“No!”

She lifted her phone up and typed a text, and added the picture of him laying naked on her.

Aghast, Joe could see that she had her daughter’s email in the address box.

“Well? Do I press this button? Or are you going to do me?”

“Jane?” he begged. “Can’t we talk about this?”

“We can all you want, for about ten seconds.”

“But…”

“Ten.”

“You can’t…”

Nine.”

“Please don’t!”

“Eight…”

He begged and he pleaded. He walked in a circle and wanted to pull his hair out, but Jane kept slowly counting down.

She reached two, and he leaped forward, buried his head and began licking.

Jane put her phone aside (after taking a couple of pics, which Joe couldn’t hear because his ears were being smashed by her strong thighs) and grabbed the sides of his head. She lifted his wet face and he stared at her.

“That’s not how you eat pussy, dear. Take your time. Now get down there and eat me slowly. That’s a delicate viand you’re chewing on, not a dog bone!”

She pushed his head back into her crotch.

He was immersed in the sacred mystery, and while he was screaming to be let out, he didn’t want to be.

What man doesn’t want to be forced to lick a strange pussy?

What man doesn’t want to be in that place where life comes from?

“That’s it, honey. Lick slowly…oooh, That feels good. Now run your tongue up the slit, feel the difference between the labia majora and the labia minoro. Feel the diff—oh, fuck! That’s good! Your tongue is just long enough, and it is so soft!

Joe ran his arms under her legs and lifted. He now had even more access, and he slurped the fur burger like it was his last meal.

Jane kept giving instructions, and it was a true education.

If only he could stop thinking about Jane, his wife, who he loved and never wanted to betray.

Joe ate his mother-in-law for a long time. His mouth began to get tired, but she kept him there, and he realized that she was deliberately holding off on her orgasm so she could teach him.

But he was tired. Yes, it’s possible to get tired, especially when your tongue hasn’t been doing proper exercises.

So he snuck a hand under her buns and rubbed her brown spot.

“F-U-U-U!” she screamed and arched her back. She lifted so hard she lifted him off the bed. She locked up and held for a minute, than came crashing down. Her legs were clamped and squeezing and he tried to get out, but she wouldn't let him.

Then, finally, she just wheezed and collapsed.

He pulled his pussy drenched face out from her junction and they stared at each other.

“Where did you learn about the butt  hole trick?” Jane asked, gasping for breath.

“Your daughter.”

“Oh, my. I was saving that for the second lesson, but you’re obviously ready to go to the third.”

Joe stood up and looked down at his mother-in-law.

She smiled and laid back, her hands clasped behind her head, which caused her monster boobs to rise up and point into the air.

He couldn’t believe how stiff her nipples were. And big. And filled with pumping blood.

Fuck! Being forced to eat his mother-in-law’s pussy, with his cock locked up, it had brought him to a peak of horniness he had never experienced.

He felt like his nuts were going to explode, and his cock kept battering against the cage.

But he forced himself to speak of the matter at hand.

“Jane. You simply have to delete those pictures.”

“I do not. Don’t be silly.”

“Look. I’ll do anything you want, but those pictures are…they’re…”

“Too revealing? A threat to your marriage?”

He nodded.

“And you think I would deliberately send them to my daughter and risk ending her marriage.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Joe. You know so little.” she shook her head sadly.

“I’m serious, Jane. Please get rid of those pictures.”

“Or…what?”

He didn’t say anything.

Jane heaved a sigh, then said, “So you don’t want me to touch this button here,” she pointed at a button on her phone, “because it will send all those cute pictures of me getting my rug munched. Of you slurping the clam. Of you—“

“I get it. Now, please. Delete all hat stuff.”

Jane smiled at him, and pressed the button.

“N-O-O-O!” screamed Joe.

But there was nothing he could do.

It was done.

His marriage was over!


Part Two

Joe stood in the middle of the bedroom and sobbed. His whole body was shaking. His marriage was over. His life might as well be over.

Jane sat on the bed and watched him. She held the phone negligently, but was filming his breakdown.

Through the heavy deluge of tears, “How could you? You made me do those things, and now…now…”

He crumbled to his knees, his face in his hands, his shoulders shaking.

“Oh, come on, now, Joe. Women are a dime a dozen. You could have any woman you wanted.”

“But I want Jane! I love Jane! She’s my everything!”

His mother-in-law snickered. “God. You are so-o-o dramatic! It’s not the end of the world.”

“It is!”

“Oh, nonsense. You still have a lifetime of jacking off to look forward to.”

“Oh, you…you fucking bitch!”

Now he was on his feet, clenching his fists.

Jane chuckled. She shook her head.

TOOT DE LA TOO TOOT!

Joe’s phone rang, and it was his wife’s ring.

He looked at his phone. He looked at his mother-in-law. He wanted to answer, but he was scared. He couldn’t’ face his wife after…after.

“Better get that. She knows you’re here, and she’ll be pissed if you don’t answer.”

“Oh…you…you…”

Joe whined piteously, and he went to his dresser and picked up his phone.

He clicked to answer, then couldn’t speak.

He tried to speak. He was lurching, his mouth moving, but nothing came out.

“Joe?”

He faced his mother-in-law, who had a big grin on her face. He held the phone at his side and just…stared.

Jane raised her voice so she could be heard. “I think he’s in shell shock, honey.”

“You don’t have to yell, mother, I can hear you through your phone.”

Joe looked at Jane’s phone and realized that his wife could hear him and even see him.

“How long…how…”

“She’s had it on the whole time, Joe. She didn’t need to send the pictures, except that we really wanted memories.”

“We…you…memories?”

His mind was in a strange neverland, trying to absorb. Something was strange here.

“Yes, Joe. By the way, you really did a marvelous job on mother’s pussy. I’ll be looking forward to seeing more of that, and when I come home you should be a thoroughly trained husband.”             

“I…you…she…”

Both Jane’s began laughing. Their voices filled Joe’s ears and he understood.

A gotcha.

But more than. gotcha.

This was a sexual gotcha, and…something more.

“Why did you…”

“Joe, honey. Mother and I have been planning this for some time. You’re a wonderful husband, but you need some work in the sex department. Mother is going to completely make you over, show you what you haven't understood, and when I get home…baby, we’re going to have fun.”

“And this…this thing on my dick?”

“It’s a chastity device. A very good one. You won’t be able to take it off unless you cut your dick off, and we know you don’t want to do that, do you?”

“No…no.”

He shook his head frantically.

“Excellent. Mother knew you’d love it. I was a bit leery, but mother is always right, and it’s obvious that you love it.”

“I…I don’t. I want to get out of it!”

“Sorry, hon. Mother gave me the keys, so you’ve got a month in lock up.”

Joe’s mouth was open and his brain was dazed. A month? A fucking month?

“And, just so you know, if you don’t learn your lessons, if you don’t do absolutely everything mother says, with no hesitation or complaint, then I might not be willing to use the key to your little jewel box.”

“But, honey…everything?”

“Everything. Heck, she can’t fuck you, so you’re going to be true blue to me, and when I get back you are going to have a month of squirts stored up in your little wanger. I can’t wait to milk that out of you!”

“A month.”

“A month, honey. Well, I’ve got to go. I expect more pictures, lots of pictures, so you have fun. You’re in good hands.”

Joe looked up at his mother-in-law. She was looking a bit proud and confident.

“Bye, now.”

The phone went dead.

Joe was in the kitchen. He had drunk the night before, but he needed more. A lot more.

He got down the cheap stuff, Old Grandad, which wasn’t bad as far as cheap stuff went.

He made one of his bourbon and Coke concoctions and glugged.

His wife was in on it. She knew about the chastity thing. She knew what her mother was going to do.

She even encouraged it!

He turned, sipping, and saw himself in the kitchen window. He was naked, Jane had told him to stay naked, and he studied his body.

Tanned, slender, a little short.  He had dark, brown eyes, and they looked a little shell shocked at the moment.

And he thought back to the first time he had met his mother-in-law.

He had walked into Jane’s mother’s house. He was nervous as all get out, because he loved Jane and he wanted to make a good impression.

“Mother, this is Joe.”

Jane’s mother was unbelievable sexy. She held her age well, and she had monstrous boobs. Joe, of course, was a boob man.

He stepped forward and held out his hand.

She slapped it aside and moved in. She grabbed him, hard, and kissed him.

His eyes were open and he was in shock, and he was aware that his girlfriend was behind him. What she must think?

And he was scared.

Jane’s mother’s mouth was plastered all over his. It was like her mouth was raping his, and all he could do was stand there and take it.

Then she broke off and backed up, a big smile on her face.

“He’s nice, but he knows nothing about kissing.”

“That’s okay. I’ll teach him.”

Joe realized that Jane was laughing.

And that was the start of an odd relationship.

He stood in the kitchen, years later, and considered his mother-in-law.

Gorgeous. Abundant in the chest. Beautiful in the face. A wicked sense of humor.

She knew it, and she teased him mercilessly.

She would greet him with a full mouth kiss, and his wife just laughed.

She would talk in serious sexual innuendos, making him blush.

She would even, occasionally, when they passed in a doorway or one of them was turning to close, bump his crotch with her hand.

When he told Jane of her mother’s behavior she just laughed and told him it was his imagination.

But he liked her, and was afraid of her at the same time.

And now he was really afraid of her.

He was, in his mind, being compromised, and he feared for his marriage. No matter what his wife said.

But…he had no choice.

He was already feeling the frustration of having his cock locked, and he knew his wife well enough to know that when she said she wouldn’t unlock him…she meant it.

“Joe! Back here! And bring me a drink, too!”

Joe made another drink, and another drink for himself, and headed for the bedroom.

He entered the bedroom and stopped. Almost spilled his whiskey.

Jane was standing, nekkid, and she was holding lingerie over her arm.

“Put the drinks down and come over here.”

Joe made himself move. He placed the glasses on the dresser and moved towards his mother-in-law.

“The first thing you have to learn is what it feels like to be a woman, and what women go through just to please their men.”

“What’s that for?” he asked Jane, nodding at the lingerie.

“You, honey. We’re going to dress you up and show you what it takes to be a woman.”

“I can’t wear that stuff!”

“Why not? Women do. Are you better than a woman?”

“No, but…I can understand how a bra must feel without wearing one.”

“Not really. You only think you do. But you put this on, and I brought a big, old pair of breast forms with me. A month of having tits and you’ll understand.” She nodded confidently and checked out his package.

She grinned when she saw how it was trying to get hard and failing.

“No, you—“

She placed a finger against his lips to stop him. If you made me wear that chastity tube…would I understand your frustration?”

He worked his mind on that for a second, then admitted, “No.”

“You see? Now, just put this on. And don’t mind me, I’ll be taking pictures for Jane.”

Joe groaned, and took the bra and panties. He looked at them, and Jane picked up her cell phone and started snapping pics.

“Come on, Joe.”

Sighing, Joe put the panties aside and held the bra up. It looked pretty simple, and he snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and tried to fasten the hooks in the back.

“Fuck,” he whined. He wasn’t flexible enough.

“How does your wife put a bra on?”

Joe thought about that. He had seen Jane put on a bra hundreds of times.

He turned the bra backwards, held it behind himself and fastened the snaps in front. Easy peasy. Then he ran the bra around his waist. He had to wiggle a bit to get his arms through the straps, but it worked out.

He was surprised, and pleased for a moment. He was pleased that he had figured it out, then he realized he was showing a smile and turned it off.

“Your forms are in that bag over there.”

Joe naked but for the bra and chastity tube, reached into a large shopping bag and took out two breast forms.

They were heavy. And big. He held one in each hand and said, “These are too heavy.”

“Nope. They’re the same weight a woman’s natural boobs are.”

He sunk his chest in and slid one form in, then the other. He looked down at his giant-sized cups.

“They’re too big.”

“Nope. I know your chest size, and I picked out forms that were perfectly appropriate to your measurements.

He frowned at her, but she just chuckled and kept taking pictures.

He picked up the panties, turned them the right way, and stepped through a leg hole.

“Nice fit,” commented Jane. “Whoever buys your clothes knows what she is doing.”

“Hardee har har,” grunted Joe.

But they were a good fit. They actually had a pouch in the front, a very stretchy sort of thing, and his chastity tube lay in the pouch perfectly.

“I’ve got some tighter panties for you, even a gaff, for when you get to tighter dresses, but this should do for now.”

She handed him a small razor. A female size razor. “Time to do your legs, and underarms, and your groin, and your whole body.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Nonsense. Never say can’t.”

“I’m not flexible enough! I can’t reach all those places!”

“Do the best you can.”

So Joe sat on the floor and used the little razor. He scrapped hair off his legs, turning this way and that, and doing a terrible job.

He kept pulling hairs in his armpits, and was nearly in tears.

He couldn’t reach out of his back and, again, he was pulling hairs when he tried to do his groin.

When he was done Jane inspected him. She walks around him, feeling his shaved areas with a hand.

Joe gave a shiver as she touched his private parts.

“Joe, this is terrible. You’ve got stubble everywhere!”

“I know! I told you I couldn’t do it!”

“Well, fortunately, I have some Nair.”

Joe’s mouth dropped a bit as she proud red a bottle of Nair.

“Why didn’t you let me use that before?”

“It’s a lesson, remember? You’ve got to know what we do and why, and that includes what we use and why.”

Joe grumbled, but took off his underwear. He placed it, and the breast forms, on the bed and began rubbing the Nair onto his skin.

Jane watched, and she commented, “Next time Jane asks for a new washing machine, or a TV, or something, you’ll know she’s got a reason. Even if you can’t figure it out…she’s got a reason. There are things that are difficult for a woman to do. The world is built to male specifications, and people sometimes need to adjust to make things work.”

A few minutes later Joe felt the heat and he jumped into the shower and rinsed off. He was surprised, when he saw the hairs on the shower floor. He had thought he had done a better job than that!

He dried off and put on his new lingerie, and darned if it didn’t feel…better.

Sexier. His skin smooth. Get rid of all those little antenna and his skin felt more sensitive.

“Well, well. Somebody likes his little kink.”

He looked up and took all expression off his face.

“That’s men for you. They hide it all, and don’t enjoy it. Feel your emotions, enjoy them, or why have them?”

That made Joe blink.

She handed him a garter and he put it on, and waited for the nylons.

She just motioned to him. “Come along.”

They went out on the patio. It was a beautiful day, and she told him to sit down.

She was still naked, and it would turn out to be her preferred mode of dress. Or…’undress.’

“I’m going to do it for you the first time, but after this you’re going to have to learn. I suggest watching Youtube, looking these things up and seeing how other women do them. You’ll find there is a lot of similarity, but there are different ways.

She did his toenails.

He wanted to jerk his feet away at first. But she cleaned them, prepped his nails, and he began experiencing wonderful sensations.

She painted them red, and put on a shiny protective coat.

“Well,” he mumbled, “There goes my sandals this summer.”

“Nonsense. When I’m done with you you’ll be able to wear sandals all summer long. And the men will get big boners just staring at your feet.”

That remark unnerved him, but Jane didn’t even notice. She just kept working.

Then she cleaned up his hands and trimmed his nails.

“My hands, too?”

“A woman isn’t secretive about outward beauty. You get on the inside and it can be beautiful, or it can be a mess. But on the outside, that’s where it is what it is.”

She glued long nails on his fingers.

“I’m not giving you long ones ‘cause you have to get used to them.”

“They long like nine inch knives!” he blurted.

“I’ll give you those later.” 

She painted his new talons the same delicious red as his toes, and coated them with an extra hard coat. Very shiny. She smiled and held them up to her own. “I do good work,” she smiled.

After the nails had dried they went back into the house and she helped him pull him his nylons.

“You have to be careful now that you have claws,” she explained. “Nothing is worse than new nylons that get all runny.”

He stared at his new legs in the mirror, and he was properly impressed. His legs looked very female.

In fact, he wouldn’t have recognized them as male if he hadn’t known.

“Okay. Let’s get you a sexy dress.”

She led him to his wife’s closet and went through the dresses.

Joe stood and looked at the mirror, and turned, and studied his burgeoning female form.

Jane grinned when she saw him. “Mikey! I think he likes it!”

She tossed him a black dress.

It was short, mid thigh on him. Stretchy, and would make his boobs look seamless. He loved it on his wife, but on him?

But he had underestimated the job Jane was doing on him.

The dress slid over his form, stretched a bit here and there, and suddenly he was, below the neck, totally female looking.

Except for a slight bump in the crotch.

“Oh, damn,” mused Jane, a finger on her chin and her lips in a moue. “Pull your dress up.”

He lifted his dress and she pulled his panties down and shoved his caged cock back between his legs.

“Urk!” he gasped.

She had him lower the dress and inspected him again.

“No. Not quite. But I’ve got an idea.”

She ran into the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a roll of athletic tape, the stretchy kind.

She had him lift his dress again, shoved his caged cock back, and taped it back.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, when she pulled his dress down.

But…no more boner bump. Actually not no more boner bump, no more chastity cage bump.

She smiled.

He was standing funny, his butt pooched out a bit.

She went to the bed and pulled out some high heels. They were his size, classic black look, and a bit worn. And they fit and were about as comfortable as a high heel can get.

She had him walk around the room. She had to help him at first, and he was awkward, but that was just a matter of practice. Besides, this wasn’t for practice

She took a video of him walking and showed it to him.

“See? Your butt looks almost natural pushed back like that. But…hmmm.”

“What?”

“Not quite.”

“It’s quite enough for me. How do women stand it?”

She smiled a big smile. “Now you’re getting it.” Then she snapped her fingers.

She reached into her purse and murmured, “Fortunately, I came prepared.”

She took out a butt plug.

He goggled.

She grinned.

“Come on, Joe. You can’t tell me you never played with one of these.”

He shook his head and gulped.

“Well, it’s time then. Panties down, dress up, and bend over the bed.”

He didn’t want to, but his wife had told him he had to do everything his Mother-in-law said.

He bent over, and found that act easy to do because of the high heels. In fact, it felt good to bend over. He made a mental note to always have his wife bend over when she had high heels on.

Jane moved behind him and used a finger in his asshole.

He grunted, jerked, but was surprised when it didn’t hurt.

In fact, it felt good.

It was a body part that got a lot of use, but little attention.

He made up his mind to change that around.

She pushed lubricant into him, used two fingers, and he began to relax and open up.

Then she slid the plug into him.

He gasped.

It felt amazing. And he felt…full.

“Is this what a dick feels like?” he asked in a halting voice.

“Pretty much. But a dick is much, much better. A dick, or a dildo, if you wish, is bigger and longer, and it is in motion. It feels really great, or we women wouldn’t want it so much.”

Joe had never actually thought about women wanting penis. Sex was just something he did as a male, and never really appreciated the other side.

She pulled his panties up and his dress down. “Stand up and take a few steps.”

He did so, and was amazed. He could feel his ass swaying just right, and every step was like getting a rub in his anus, a very pleasurable and wonderful rub.

“Be careful,” she laughed, seeing the expression on his face. “You do that enough and you’ll cum.”

“Really?”

“Really. Butt plugs press on the prostate, and the prostate controls the flow of semen. Many men can orgasm, and even squirt, just from wearing a butt plug.”

Joe understood, and he suddenly wanted to go out and walk around the block a few times. It felt good!

“Okay, you’re female from the neck down. Are you ready to go topside?”

“What do you mean?”

“Hair, jewelry, make up.”

“Ma-make up?” he stuttered.

“Don’t worry. When I get done you will be 100 per cent woman.”

He couldn’t help it, he had to worry, but he sat down at his wife’s vanity table.

“Okay, your hair needs to do some growing, so we’re going to put a wig on you.”

“A wig?”

“Is there an echo here?”

“Sorry.”

“I’m just kidding. Echo all you want.”

She brushed his hair back then pulled a skull cap sort of thing over his hair. It made him look bald.

Then she took a wig out of her big shopping bag, adjusted it for the size of his head, and pulled it over the forehead and down. It fit perfectly. She pushed a few strands here and there, made small adjustments, but it was pretty obvious that she knew her way around a head of false hair.

“Okay, honey, before eI brush you into shape we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“Pierce my…why?”

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “Surely you know what decoration is.”

He didn’t know if she was making a joke or mocking him, but he stood still while she put a hole through his earlobe and hung a chandelier.

It felt like a chandelier. It was actually a triple strand of delicate diamonds.

Then the other ear.

He could see his face in the mirror, and it was changing. Rapidly.

She brushed his hair gently, lecturing him on how to hold hair in place, and how to style it, and all sorts of other things. Then she threw a leg over his lap and stared him in the face.

“How’s that plug feel?”

The feeling of her extra weight smashing his anus down had taken his breath away. He gasped. “Oh, my God!”

She leaned in closer, until they were an inch apart, and she whispered, “God, you are delicious. Do you mind if I kiss you?”

Oh, Lord. His cock was going crazy. And now…now he had been given permission. In fact, he had been commanded. He shook his head.

She rested her forearms on his shoulders, pressed her breasts against his chest, and began to devour his mouth.

Joe had been kissed before. Many time before. But he had never had a kiss like this.

It was like she was eating his mouth and replacing it with a wonderful, sensitive orifice. It was like she was chewing on his lips, and putting sex into them.

His cock wiggled hard, but was doomed to frustration.

She stopped and studied him. “You’re good,” she whispered. “We’re going to do this a lot.”

Then, still straddling him, she turned and picked up tools and cosmetics. She cleansed his face, primed it, and he felt like his skin was simultaneously being scrapped off and enflamed with pure excitement.

She laid her foundation, added blush and bronze.

“Men have such interesting skin,” she murmured, leaning right into his face, breathing into him. “The hues are all…different.”

She spent a long time on his eyes, making them into light charcoal pits. Within the pits his brown eyes glinted.

She lined his eyes, lengthened his lashes, then frowned and applied fake eyelashes.

She smiled. “Oh, yes.”

Finally, she turned the base of a tube of lipstick and he watched as a pillar of red appeared.

Red, the same color as his nails.

“Got a built in plumping agent. Your lips are going to feel heat for a moment, then swell bit, and you are going to be so fucking delicious.”

He felt the heat on his mouth, in his lips, and his eyes widened, but she had warned him so he was able to handle it. When he looked in the mirror he was stunned by how big his lips looked.

“What do you think? Are you still worried about looking like a man?”

He shook his head, and the oddest thing, he felt like crying.

“Stop that,” she whispered into his ear. “We don’t want your eyes to run.”

It took great will, but he managed to control the tears.

“What now?” he asked.

“What now. As if this isn’t enough.”

“No…I just meant…”

“I know what you meant. Come on. It’s time for a drink. And you get to make them.”

He followed her into the kitchen. She made her heels tap not he wood floor, he couldn’t. She walked smoothly, her ass a harmonious delight.

He stumbled and worried that his ankles might break.

But he made it.

She sat down and waited, and that’s when the fun began.

He had to get the bottle down, and he almost couldn’t do it for watching his red fingernails.

He had to get the glasses down, and he watched his fingernails through the glass, felt them being too long, and making his grip awkward.

He had to get ice cubes out of the fridge, and he could hardly hold them. Had to get them out one at a time and put them in the glasses.

Jane watched with much amusement.

He unscrewed the bottle of Whistlepig by using the palms of his hands.

And he couldn’t pop the top of the Coke can.

“Come here,” murmured Jane.

He handed her the Coke, and she showed him how to wedge under, get the pad under, and lift.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Tough being a girl, eh?”

He sighed large.

They sat and sipped, and Jane watched him.

And he watched himself. He was going all introspective.

The simple act of getting dressed, with make up, was far more difficult than he had ever imagined.

As a guy he just stepped into his pants, pulled a loose fitting shirt over, and asked out the door.

For a woman to make herself up it took a major act of congress. Yet women did it every day, and made it look easy.

“Well, Joe, are you looking forward to the coming month?”

“Actually,” he admitted. “I think I am.”

She lifted a fist and they bumped.


Epilogue

Jane, the wife, stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walkway. She pulled her rolling suitcase and had a handbag over her shoulder, and she was tired.

A long flight, traveling over tome zones, she was ready to relax.

As she reached the door it opened, and Joe stood there.

He was a woman. No sign of his masculinity. And his cock was nowhere to be seen.

“Oh, Lord,” Jane smiled.

“Hi, honey.”

“Just like the pictures,” Jane sighed, loving what she was seeing.

Joe took her suitcase and travel bag and took them into the bedroom.

Jane followed him, studying his sexy walk, listening to his heels click, smelling his perfume.

He turned to her. “Honey, I missed you.”

She took him in her arms then, and she showed him what a kiss was.

When she was done he fell back over the bed and stared at her.

“Was it worth it?” she asked. “Having your cock out of play?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered breathily.

“Excellent.”

“But…”

“Yes?”

“Jane, your mother, she didn’t de-flower me. She said that was up to you.”

Jane smiled. “And what did you have in mind?”

“If you’re not too tired, I really…you know?”

Jane nodded. “Tell you what. You pull those panties down and lift that skirt, and I’ll put on my strap on. Okay?”

For answer Joe grinned and turned and bent.

A minute while Jane strapped on the tool, then she moved forward.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to go all the way?”

Joe nodded.

She gently removed his plug, set herself, and moved forward.

“Oh…fuck!” moaned Joe.

Then he began to squirt a month’s worth of juice.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Feminizing Mother-in-Law!

Tricked and trapped into chastity!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Who, in their right mind, would lock up their family jewels?

Put those baubles of pleasure aside, out of reach, never to be enjoyed?

And, as the days pass, the torment grows and grows, becomes unbearable.

Lust becomes the theme of your life.

Desire becomes your only hope.

If you could only…get…loose!

Who?

You, silly.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jim heard the ding and grinned. He was in the bathroom and his phone was in the bedroom. He trotted into the bedroom and retrieved his cell phone. He opened it, and…zowie!

Marcy had sent him a zinger.

She was in Houston for the monthly meeting, would be there a week, and she always sent him little messages. Good, little messages. Messages with her emphasizing her sexiness.

He stared at the screen and bonered up.

She was in a bathroom, a cubicle, and she had her panties down. She was holding the phone on one of those selfie sticks and it showed the lip of the bowl, her tinkling, then her blouse pulled aside to reveal a bare tit, and then her beautiful face.

Jim couldn’t help it. He howled. And he stripped his clothes off and stepped into the shower.

His cell phone was the latest model, it could be submerged up to 10 meters without water damage.

He placed it in the soap dish, the lens aimed towards him, and he began stroking.

Oh, yeah! His soapie hand flew back and forth and his testicles bounced under his weenie.

He stared at the picture of his wife, then heard another ding.

He tapped the phone and pulled up another picture.

She had two fingers in her pussy and the look on her face showed that she meant business. She was intending to cum!

Damn! He had to beat her to it! He stroked faster, felt the heat in his balls, and knew he was almost there.

He tapped his phone as he kept up his frantic pumping, and started snapping pics.

CLICK! The first squirt.

CLICK! Angled up so she could see the torment on his face.

CLICK! Right on the face of the cell phone.

Now he was stuck. He aimed the water on his cell phone and tried to wash his semen off.

CLICK!

CLICK!

He kept snapping pictures as he spewed his seed.

At last, emptied, his knees weak, he looked at his photos. He chose a couple of them and sent them to his wife.

And received a couple of dings and saw her face twisted in joy.

Done, he stepped out of the shower, put his phone aside, and dried himself off.

Wow! That was fun! That was good.

He loved it when they played these types of games.

Well, heck, he was a kinky guy, and it was always fun to—

DING!

He looked at his phone and was puzzled. Marcy should be heading back to whatever meeting she was going to. And they were done. What the heck was she sending him now?

He picked up his cell and pulled up his wife’s…mess…oh…fuck!…FUCK!

The message on the phone was one word.

Jim?

And it was from his mother-in-law!

Jim held to the doorframe and staggered. He almost fell to the floor.

His mother-in-law? What the…in her message, it was a return from his, he could see the pics he had sent to Marcy.

His squirts, the stupid look on his blessed face.

But he had sent that to his wife!”

He examined his phone very carefully then, and saw what had happened.

When he entered his wife’s name, several years previous, they were dating and he entered her last name, which was the same last name as his mother-in-law. So he had tapped his mother-in-law and not his wife’s number!

DING!

Jim? What is this?

For a frozen, mind blasted mentality Jim was thinking pretty quick.

He went through several possible answers in a half a minute and settled on:

OMG! I’ve been hacked!

Which was stupid, because his face was right there, over the squirt of his penis, grinning like an idiot.

DING!

I don’t think so.

Unless you’ve got a clone somewhere!

Jim:

No! I was hacked. They photo shopped my face.

DING!

Looks like your shirt.

Jim was completely and totally panicked! How could he have made such a mistake? And he knew his mother-in-law was on to him. This was proven out by her next message.

DING!

Actually, it’s sort of cute.

Your face is all scrunched up…

must have been a doozy of a cum.

Jim started writing a half a dozen times, trying to come up with excuses, trying to evade, but he stopped short of sending each time.

He was caught! And there was nothing he could say!

DING!

I’d ask you to masturbate again,

and will later,

when you’ve recovered.

But for right now you should just worry.

When Marcy sees what you sent me…

Jim was sweating profusely now. Moisture was pouring down his forehead and onto his face. What was that bitch planning?

Matty, short for Mathilda, smiled as she closed her phone and sat back.

She was sitting on her patio enjoying her morning egg and cantaloup. Her flimsy nightie showed all her charms, and her breasts were pointy.

Especially pointy, since she had seen Jim’s inadvertent sexting.

Oh, she knew what had happened. It was obvious.

But how far could she push this?

The fact was that she had never been fond of Jim. She thought Marcy could do a lot better.

Still, he worked hard, and she had no complaints, other than a mother’s natural inclination to judge her daughter’s choice of life mates.

So she was coming around to him, but…then there was this.

She smiled, and she thought about what she should do next.

DING!

Come over.

We need to discuss your perversions.

Jim didn’t want to. His mother-in-law was a bit snippy with him, and he knew that she had never truly approved of him.

Still, things had been okay between them, until this happened!

Jim wrote back,

Very busy today.

He figured he could put her off, and that would give him the time to figure out what to do. Matty, however, was not having it.

DING!

Right now,

or I will forward these filthy photos to your wife.

Still, Jim thought he could get out of the situation, until the next message.

DING!

Or put them on Facebutt.

Now Jim was done for. He wrote back.

Okay.

While Jim got dressed and drove across town Matty began preparations.

She set the angle of the security cameras in the hall, in the bedroom and on the front porch.

She then gave her face a little color, put on a peignoir that showed everything, and waited.

Jim pulled up to Matty’s house and stepped out of his car. He walked up to the front door and raised a fist.

Marcy was waiting just inside. She positioned herself so it looked like she was leaning against the front door, but she wasn’t putting any weight on it.

She screamed. “AAIIIEEE! HELP! HELP!”

Jim froze, for about a second, then realize that somebody must have broken in and was threatening Matty.

He tried the knob. It didn’t turn.

He moved back and ran at the door with his shoulder.

Marcy jumped back onto all fours. Then she scrambled down the hallway.

Jim burst through the door and fell on the floor of the foyer.

“AAIIIEEE! NO! NO!” came from down the hallway.

Jim scrambled to his feet and ran in the direction of the screams.

He entered the bedroom.

Matty was lying next to the bed, huddled, sobbing, crying, her hands raised up as if to fend an attacker off.

But there was no attacker. There was only Jim.

And Jim still didn’t get it.

He ran across the room and placed his hand on her forearm.

“Matty! What’s—“

She came up easily, pulled his off balance body until it looked like he was falling on her.

She grabbed his hands and placed them on the sides of her head, and she kissed him.

Jim struggled, but being off balance it looked like he was pushing her down, not pushing her away. It looked like he was forcing the kiss, and not her!

“Wha—what?”

Then she pushed him away, done with her acting. She smoothed her peignoir, which super-emphasized her magnificent mounds. She brushed her hair with her fingers, and grinned.

“Matty?”

“Hello, Jim.”

“What is going on?”

He was totally nonplussed. He didn’t understand. He could taste her lipstick on his mouth, and he was embarrassed to find that she had given him a boner.

“I’ll show you what is going on. Come with me.”

She took his hand and pulled him out of the bedroom, down the hall and into her computer room.

She sat down and told him to sit down. Then she turned to the screen.

The computer was on, and Jim recognized the rooms. He figured out that she was tapping into the home security system.

“What’s this?”

“Be patient, Jimbo.”

She tapped keys, worked the mouse, and pulled up the outside camera.

Jim looking relaxed, be it a bit worried, raising his hand to knock.

There was no sound, so there was no scream, and it looked like he just rammed the door with his shoulder.

She pulled up the second screen and he saw: her falling back from the door that was bursting inward, and scrambling to run down the hallway.

He saw himself scrambling to his feet and following her.

Then, in the bedroom, she slid to the corner of the room, and he burst in through the doorway. He came towards her, and the angle was such that his concern couldn’t’ be seen, only the grasping of hands reaching out to…to…

And her shrinking away, screaming, terror on her face.

Then…the kiss.

Jim stood, his mouth open, staring at the evidence of his home invasion and what looked to be a rape.

Matty spun her swivel and looked up at him. Her red lips were in a big smile.

“Honey,” she said. “Go fix us a couple of drinks. We need to talk.”

Jim staggered backwards, bumping into the wall. He managed to turn and, on wooden legs, stumped down the hallway. Into the kitchen.

Matty turned to a desk drawer and opened it. She took out a small box and followed Jim.

Jim opened the upper cabinet and took out a bottle of bourbon. He was tempted to just pop the cork and suck the thing dry, but he placed the bottle on the counter.

He took out two glasses, filled them with ice, then poured half a glass of bourbon.

“Coke in mine,” Matty said, sitting down at the breakfast table.

He nodded stiffly, then added Coke to their drinks. He picked them up and went to the table. He handed her one, and lifted his own and drained it.

“Whoa!” she laughed. “Make another one, and drink it slowly.”

He nodded. He was trying to think, but…it was so difficult.

As he made his second drink he thought about what the security footage showed.

Him breaking in, chasing her down the hallway, advanced on her in the bedroom, and that kiss…it actually looked like he had forced it on her!

He came back to the table and sat. the first drink had done nothing of him. He was cold sober. He was too shocked to be drunk.

Matty sipped her whiskey and watched him, an amused smile on her face. She was sitting back, one arm folded under her breasts.

Her breasts. Big. Succulent. Large nipples erect and pointing at him.

Yes, he had a boner. He couldn’t help it.

“I figure I’ve got home invasion, then attempted rape. I can’t get you for rape itself because you never got your pecker into me.”

The way she talked, suggestive, and it only made his poor dick harder.

“Now the question is…should I send it to the police?”

“Matty…” his voice sounded like a python was hugging his throat.

“Or post it? It would get taken down, of course, but not for a while. And everybody and their uncle will be sending it back and forth…I’ll bet millions of people will see the video before it finally starts getting pushed back to the second page.”

“Matty…” His voice was a hoarse whisper. “You can’t—“

“Or I could just send it to Marcy. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing? Her husband trying to rape her mother.” She shook her head slowly. “Tsk, tsk.”

“Matty, you can’t do this. I love Marcy! It would…it would destroy our marriage.”

Matty straightened up and leaned forward. She turned the glass between her palms on the table. Her arms were pressing in, which made her tits bulge up, which made him gulp loudly.

She giggled. “Look at you.”

“Please give me…delete the…please…” moisture was seeping out of his eyes.

She sat back, she crossed her legs under the table. The peignoir parted and he could see her pussy through the glass top.

It was moist.

She was really getting off on this.

“Matty…”

She sighed. “Well, Jim, you know we haven’t always gotten along, and I always thought Marcy could do a bit better than you.”

“Matty!”

“Still, you’ve tried hard, you work hard, and Marcy seems to be happy…”

“You can’t—“

“Shush,” she said with a satisfied smile.

He shushed.

“I’m going to offer you a way out of this dilemma. In short, you’re going to have to prove yourself to me.”

“Of course…” Tears were running down his cheeks.

“So if you do everything and anything I say for the next week…I might be convinced to lose that delicious video.”

“Anything?” His voice trembled. He was thinking he was going to have to mow her lawn, wash her windows, straighten up the garage, that sort of thing.

“Anything,” she confirmed.

“But…you…I…”

“Anything,” she warned, half threatened.

He had no choice. He hung his head and nodded.

“Very well. first things first, I want you to put this on.

She shoved the little box across the table towards him.

He looked at the thing. It was a cube, six inches to a side.

He reached out and lifted the flaps, then looked into the box.

A velvet sack.

He lifted out the sack and opened the mouth.

A ring with a hinge. Spacers. A…a dick.

No, not a dick. Just a dick-shaped piece of see through plastic.

“What…what…”

Matty lifted the penis shaped plastic. “This goes over your penis. It attaches to this,” she lifted up a ring, “which goes around your package.”

“A…a chastity…thing?”

“Yep. Now, pull out your dick and make it soft.”

“But…but…”

“Down with the pants.”

Not knowing what else to do, his choices non-existent, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants and unzipped his zipper.

“Oh, Lord,” Matty breathed. “Now I know what Marcy saw in you.”

“I can’t get it in there.”

“Not hard like it is. So make it soft.”

“But…but…”

Matty chuckled. “I know, you just masturbated a short while ago.”

He nodded, and was blushing furiously. This was not the thing a man liked to admit to.

She reached out and took his penis in her hands. She had small hands, but long, red nails. It looked large in her grip.

She smiled up at him and stroked him.

“Do you think you can get off?”

“I…I…I…”

His chest was thudding, he was feeling faint.

“If I stroke you like this, and fondle your balls like this,” she reached under and cupped his testicles and massaged them.

“Please…no…my wife…”

Frowning, Matty let go of him. “Yes, I suppose I shouldn’t make you cum that way. So stroke yourself. Or go get a bag of peas from the refrigerator.”

He gave a sickly smile and moved to the refrigerator. He took out a bag of frozen peas.

“Come here.”

He went to the table and she took the peas from him. She grabbed his penis and he groaned. She stretched it over the table and slapped the bag of peas down on it.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined. “It’s cold!”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she laughed.

For a minute they stood there, and slowly the blood pulsing through his big member slowed down, then his penis shrank.

“That’s a boy,” she murmured.

She fit the ring around his package, then slipped the tube over his cock. It fit together perfectly, and she slid a padlock through the hasp.

They stared at his cock.

It was already starting to get hard again, but it had no room. It pressed up against the plastic and looked flat and white on the inside of the device.

She held his balls, tapped one of them with a fingernail.

His knees shook and he moaned.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t know what it felt like.

Or, correction, he knew exactly what it felt like, but the sensations were too intense and too numerous for him to define.

Trapped. Squeezed. Pulsing. Hurting in a really good way. Feeling good in a way that hurt.

He felt his whole groin area pulsing with blood as his cock tried to break free.

It wasn’t going to happen.

He was in for the duration.

But…how long was the duration?

Jim suddenly realized that he had been put in chastity with no understanding of the conditions he would have to abide by.

“How…long…?” he blubbered.

“About two inches. Oh, you mean how long you’ll have to be in this? I would say that if you’re a good boy and do everything I ask, anything I ask, then Saturday.”

Saturday. The day before his wife came home. Good.

She picked up her cell phone and snapped a picture of his imprisoned cock.

“Hey!”

“These are for me. My memories.” She was smiling. And inside she was thinking: to use as I see fit.

Jim was chastised on a Monday.

After he was in penile prison he was directed to clean the house.

Well, he expected that.

So he spent the day vacuuming, cleaning the kitchen, mowing the lawn, and a dozen other tasks.

And he was naked, except for the chastity device, the whole time.

His whole body was blushing and he couldn’t even look at Matty.

Though Matty enjoyed herself totally by looking at him, and taking lots of pictures.

He was not given lunch, although he was given a drink.

“You’re too fat,” was the reason Matty gave him.

“I’m perfect for my size,” he protested.

“For a male,” she said, and he stepped back and stared.

“You didn’t think I was going to waste this precious time just making you work, did you?”

“I…I don’t…”

“No. I’ve always wanted a maid. And while you were working I was ordering lingerie and clothes for you. Starting tomorrow we’re going to fix you up, make you beautiful.”

Jim’s eyes widened. “But…why?”

“Just for fun. Now, I would like Chinese for dinner. Orange Chicken and…oh, Beijing Beef. Are you still here?”

They ate dinner. Her daintily, ladylike, and him a little more messily. He was hungry, after all.

Then, after dinner, she watched TV and made him rub her feet while she ate chocolates and watched Grey’s Anatomy.

“Do you really think doctors and nurses have sex in the on call room?”

“I have no idea,” he mumbled. Handling her feet, with her red toenails, was making his cock struggle within its confines.

“And that blonde, Izzie whatever…would you like to screw her?”

He looked up at her in shock.

“Oh, come on. Men are men, that’s what they do. I’m just curious as to whether you ever got excited, you know, wanted to slip the salami to that pretty blonde.”

“No!” he lied, putting out aghast so well that Matty actually believed him.

Then: “But what if you were locked in a room with her, and the world was going to end, and she really wanted one last screw…would you do it?”

“No!”

But she didn’t believe him this time. She chuckled. “Oh, you men.”

Finally, after three hours of rubbing her feet, Matty was ready to go to bed.

“Well, come on.”

“What? No! I’ve got to go home!”

“Nonsense. You’re going to sleep with me. We’re going to cuddle, and I’m going to find out what it is that Marcy sees in you.”

“No!”

But she smiled, picked up her cell phone and tapped it. “I wonder…who would like to see you now…”

“Stop! No!”

“Then come along, little man. And I do mean ‘little.’” She tapped his cock cage and giggled and left the room.

Having no choice, Jim followed her, and he was strangely excited.

No, he didn’t want to, but…there was a part of him that did want to.

She sat at her vanity table and cold creamed her face. She watched him looking so uncomfortable in the mirror.

“What are you feeling right now, Jim?”

“Worried, scared, I want to go home.”

“But your cage is lifting up and down. Your cock is trying to get hard. I think you like this.”

“No!”

“I don’t like that word. Say ‘yes.’”

He blubbered then, tried to get out of it, but she was insistent.

“Say it, lover. You love being naked with me. You love seeing my body.”

Finally, he mumbled it. “I like seeing you naked.”

Though he whispered, he was sincere, and he couldn’t hide it.

“Was that so hard?”

She turned to him and took his caged penis in her hands. She rubbed his nuts and reached between his leg. He squeaked and jerked when her long nail tickled his brown spot.

She kissed the head of the cage and smiled up at him.

Even without make up she was extraordinarily beautiful.

“Now go lay in bed.”

He stumbled across the room and climbed into bed. It was large, King-sized, with posters and a pink canopy.

She followed him, slipped out of her peignoir and slid in next to him.

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. “Come on, lover. Make me feel good.”

His heart was electric as he felt her rigid nipples, her big, plump breasts.

She kissed him.

He was naked, in bed with her, had been excited all day, and he couldn’t help himself.

Who could?

He kissed her back, and it was delicious.

It was like kissing a version of his wife. Her lips were similar, her breasts were the same. Her hair got into his stubble and it was as if they were in the same web.

She reached down and cupped him, and he almost fainted from the heady sensations.

Then, being a woman and being horny and not having had any sex for a while, she went crazy on him.

She slithered down his body, kissing him, suckling on his nipples, and reached his groin area.

She took his whole cage in her mouth and he couldn’t believe how hot and wet her mouth was.

Then she spit him out, laughing, and took his testicles in her mouth. They were stretched tight and his hips started to move.

“Oh, God,” he whispered, losing control.

She once again reached between his legs and touched his hole.

He jerked, and under the covers she grinned. There wasn’t a man alive who didn’t love the sensation of having his asshole touched.

She slipped a finger into him.

He jerked, was frozen for a second, then realized what a wonderful feeling it was.

He pushed his butt back, and she began reaming him gently.

And she said, “Okay, honey, it’s time for you to get me off.”

He didn’t object, but he did feel a bit empty when she removed her finger.

She slithered up and he slithered down, and he was face to face with her womanhood.

Gently, he nibbled on the clit, then gave long laps to her labia.

Matty groaned. She held to his head and helped him pleasure her.

He felt it when she was close, and he slowed down, drew it out.

“Oh, you bastard,” she moaned, arching her back.

He cupped her buttocks and tongue fucked her.

She felt like screaming as she began to climb the mountain.

Then it burst over her, a massive orgasm. One of the best of her life.

Her back arched for a long moment, then collapsed.

Jim was suffocating between her clamping thighs, but she finally let go and relaxed.

“Oh, fuck…fuck…” she whispered.

She lay on her back, and he lay on his next to her.

He stared at the ceiling and wondered at himself.

He had been embarrassed, humiliated, but when push came to shove, when her pussy started demanding…he had complied.

Happily.

Without a second thought.

He felt guilty.

But he also felt an odd satisfaction. He had gotten his mother-in-law off.

And he was so damned excited he couldn’t stand it.

“Stop wiggling. I want to sleep.”

She turned to him, placed her lips on his for a slow, long, lingering, tender kiss.

He kissed her back, and tried to control himself.

She giggled. “Got you horny, didn’t I?”

“Uh…”

“And I expect you to get me off in the morning. I am a woman that loves sex, and you are going to spend the week pleasuring me. Does that make you happy.”

He hesitated.

“Does it? Answer me?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” and she settled back onto the mattress.

In a moment she was breathing softly, and she slipped into sleep.

Jim stayed awake. For a long time. And he thought.

Was he being untrue to his wife?

But there was nothing else he could do!

He couldn’t risk the shame and embarrassment of that security video, and the others she had taken.

Marcy would never understand!

He lay in the darkness, unbelievably turned on, wanted to fuck the woman next to him, but unable. Wanting to be true to his wife, but irrevocably compromised.

Wanting to get his dick free, to stroke it to a massive squirt, but…unable to.

As the hours wore into dawn he realized something. Being confined, having his penis in prison, he…liked it.

He enjoyed the feeling of being horny and unable to do anything about it.

That was something he had never imagined, and now that it was happening, he liked it.


Part Two

The birdies sang and sunlight dashed through the window and splashed on Jim’s face.

“Come on, Sluggo! Rise and shine!”

Matty shook the bed and Jim opened his eyes.

He had laid awake for hours, had finally dropped off to sleep when the dawn was in the sky.

“The bathroom is right in there,” she laughed and pointed.

He knew where the bathroom was, and was confused as to why she—oh fuck! He bent over and grabbed his groin. He had to pee. In fact, he had a morning woody, and that was causing him extreme pain.

He rolled out from under the covers and dashed to the bathroom and Matty laughed and followed him.

He sat on the toilet for a minute and, unbelievably, couldn’t pee, then it started.

Matty leaned against the door jamb and grinned as relief crossed his face.

“Oh, you poor man,” she chortled.

“Oh, God,” he mumbled, his head bent down as a thick, yellow stream raised the water level.

“Have you ever measured your urine?”

He looked up at her. “What?”

“Take a beer, drink it, and when you piss, do you fill up the beer bottle to the same level?”

“No,” he muttered, finally finishing. He shook and stood up.

She was waiting with the Nair and she slathered it all over his body.

He objected, but she ignored him.

“Take a shower when your skin burns, and use my hair drier to make sure your dingus is completely dry. We don’t want you to get all moldy.”

He waited about fifteen and then stepped into the shower. All his hair rinsed right off and swirled down he drain.

A few minutes later he stepped out and dried himself off.

“Were you awake all night?”

“Pretty much,” he admitted. “Why?”

“Your eyes are so dark. You have circles, bags, whatever you want to call them.”

He looked at the bathroom mirror and saw what she was talking about. The circles were so dark he looked like a bandit.

“Oh, jeez.”

“Not to worry. A little make up will make everything look normal. Better than normal.”

“About that…I don’t want to wear make up.”

“Aw, that’s too bad. Let’s have some breakfast, first.”

So they ate, eggs and sausage.

Too much protein for me, but I know you’re going to need it. Tonight, however, you’re going to be eating a salad.”

“A salad? Why?”

“We’ve got to work on your girlish figure.”

He sighed. “My figure is just fine.”

“Nope, but it will be. When I finish with you a salad is going to seem like a lot.”

This confused him, but he let the subject drop.

Matty took him back to the bedroom and sat him down at the vanity table.

He stared at himself, and was ashamed.

And excited.

She was really going to do this to him.

DING!

“Oh, fuck!” Jim looked at his phone.

Matty picked it up before he could and read the message.

Hi, honey.

Are you ready for some fun and games?

She typed a message and said,

Yep.

“Hey!”

“What?” Matty looked at him with an amused expression.

“Those are for me!”

“Would you like to go FaceTime? Or maybe I could send her some pictures?”

“No!”

“Then let me handle it.”

Jim wanted to object, but Matty turned away from him, typed, and sent.

“What’d you send her?”

“A picture of you in chastity.”

“WHAT!”

“Oh, calm down. She’ll—“

DING!

He grabbed the phone out of her hand and read the message.

Jim!

I love it!

When did you get a chastity device?

Matty held her hand out. “Gimme.”

Not knowing what to say himself, Jim handed his phone back to her. She typed:

A while ago.

I’ve been saving it for a surprise.

I mailed the key to myself.

It’ll get here on Saturday.

DING!

“Don’t you dare let yourself out!

I want to see this for myself!

I want to see how much you can cum

after being locked up for a week!”

Matty smiled victoriously at Jim. “See?”

“Oh, my God. What’ll I…I can’t believe…”

DING!

Oh, God!

You made me so hot!

Want to see me cum?

Matty murmured, “Oh, Lord. No.”

“Yes!” Jim snapped. He was so horny, and the situation was driving him crazy. He had to see it.

“I don’t want to see my daughter have an orgasm!”

“Then close your eyes! Stick your fingers in your ears and go ‘La la la la! But let me see it!”

For a moment Matty frowned, then she grinned. “Well, hell. Why not. It’s just going to make you hornier.”

“If that’s possible,” he muttered.

Matty typed in,

Yes!

Then she handed the phone to Jim and sat on the bed and closed her eyes and put her fingers in her ears.

Jim stared at the cell phone, then grinned, then laughed.

He watched as Marcy dialed herself, pulled her nipples and stuck three fingers into her pussy.

When she came it was gangbusters, and all he could do was blubber, “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!”

“Let me take care of those bags first,” Matty said, putting him into the vanity chair.

She took note of how happy and bouncy his cock was. It kept pushing the chastity tube around. It had been a good idea to let him watch his wife.

She put cream around his eyes and matched the color of his skin. Voila, instant no bags.

“Wow,” he was impressed.

“Okay, now you’ve seen the magic, let’s do this right.”

Matty sat right on his lap, pushed her pussy onto his chastity tube, and smoothed primer onto his face.

He felt her moistness dripping onto his cock, and he was aware of how close her lips were to his, how kissable they were.

“Lord, you make me wet,” Matty muttered, focusing on matching hues and colors.”

She turned on his lap, grinding her pussy onto him, and reached for more implements of facial construction. He had a quick look in the mirror, and was startled. He was pale, like a canvas ready for the painting.

And she painted.

Toner, blush, then the eyes. Her fingers moved nimbly as she colored his skin, used the eyeliner, and transformed him

“I’m only going to pluck you a little. When the week is over you should be able to rub them up and hide the fact that you’ve been plucked.”

She nuanced ‘pluck’ and made it sound like ‘fuck.’

After his eyebrows she insisted on piercing his ears. “Marcy will never notice, the holes close right up, and…there.”

He said ‘ow,’ and stared at the danglies she had put into his lobes.

She grinned. “Big baby.”

“What about my hair? It’s too short.”

Maybe, in some universe, he was hoping she would give up. But in this universe he was hoping she would have a solution. Staring at himself in the mirror, seeing the half made product, he wanted more.

“Not a prob,” she said, grinding her pussy on him, then leaning in and kissing him.

It was driving him crazy, being hornier and hornier, and yet having his cock caught in a vice.

But she didn’t want to stop kissing him.

She explained, “Did you know I’m bi?”

He shook his head.

“Oh, yes. There’s something about a fully made up woman eating your pussy…and now I’m going to have a woman with a big cock. Not that you’ll be able to use it, but…you know?”

He didn’t know.

She sighed and stood up. She retrieved a wig from her closet, but a skull cap on his head, then pulled the wig over his forehead. It was perfect, and his face was now framed perfectly; he looked like a woman. From the neck up.

She stood back and smiled. “Oh, Lord. You are going to make a perfect woman. come on.”

She led him by the hand to the bed. “Sit down and put these on.”

He put on panties. They were snug, extra strong, and they pushed his chastity tube back between his legs.

Then she handed him nylons and helped him put them on. And a garter to hold them up.

“You don’t need a garter, of course, but men find it so sexy. Are you finding it sexy?”

He gulped, but nodded.

He was now in a sort of a never never land.

He loved his wife, but wasn’t thinking about her, he was only thinking about his own horniness. He did what he was told, and put all consequences out of his mind.

“And a bra.”

She helped him put on the bra, then slipped some breast forms into it. “Ooh la la!” she chortled, hefting his new boobs and helping them settle into place.

“This is going to be the toughie,” she said, and she handed him a corselet.

“Is this a corset?”

“A corselet. It’s shorter, it’ll push up your boobs and push your hips down so they flare out a bit. Very sexy.”

She helped him with the corselet, and it took some work. He was a man, with man fat, and she was determined to reduce his man fat until he had a wasp waist. When she was done he did.

A dress. It as just a piece of cloth, but it was stretchy. It hid things that would make him look male, and emphasized those things that would make him female.

He stared at the mirror and was stunned.

He was a woman.

His face was framed by lush hair. His eyes were scintillating, actually sparkling.

Matty had shadowed his face to hide the maleness and to accentuate the femaleness. He did have an Adam’s apple, but it wasn’t much. If he wore a turtleneck that would completely hide that bit of maleness.

His hands were a little masculine, but Matty would cure that in a short while by giving him fingernails.

“Okay, a couple of things and we’ll be done.”

“We’re not done?”

“Oh, no. Sit, and spread your hands out.”

He did as she directed and she began preparing his nails.

“I should have done your tootsies. But I can do them tomorrow. Besides, I don’t have any open toed heels that would fit you.”

She glued to long fingernails to his digits and painted them bright red.

He stared in wonder. Those were his hands…and they weren’t.

Then, finally, made up and dressed, wearing lingerie and jewelry, the final step was done.

Lipstick.

Jim had been trembling throughout the whole process, and he was shaking as she sat on his lap and held the lipstick.

He watched as she twisted the base, and he felt the color being rolled onto his lips.

Then she retracted the pillar of red, put the lipstick aside, and stared at him.

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered, and she was hot. She was breathing heavily and was very excited.

She placed her arms on his shoulders, and leaned closer.

“Not too much,” she sighed. She touched her lips to his. Just a touch. Not enough to rob him of his lipstick, but enough so he could feel her flesh, her hot breath mingling with his.

She pressed a hand against one of his boobs and she smiled. “Just what I wanted. A woman with a dick. God, I want to fuck you!”

The thought thrilled him, even as it terrified him.

He was married. While he wanted to fuck Matty in the worst possible way, he didn’t want to.

“Well, let’s slip on your heels and take a drive.”

She had a pair of heels, classic black patent leather, and she helped him slide his feet into them, and then take a few steps.

It was difficult, and he wobbled, but she held his arm and balanced him so he didn’t fall.

She took him on a drive. The top down on her car, and their hair waving in the wind. She waved at horny boys, and he found himself laughing, and even waved himself.

“It’s fun, isn’t it?”

He had to admit it was.

He was a man, learning what it was like to be a woman, and he liked it.

They had no sooner arrived back at her home when…DING!

It was early evening, Marcy was done with her workshops for the day, and she was ready for a little sex action.

Are you still wearing it?

Matty took the phone from Jim’s trembling hands. He had done well, but he couldn’t confront the idea of talking to his wife while he was dressed like a woman.

She typed:

You bet.

She sent a picture of the thing between his legs.

“Hey, wait! She’ll see the panties…and the—

DING!

Are you wearing women’s underwear?

“No!” he yelped.

Matty answered

Yes.

The thing didn’t fit into my tight whiteys.

I borrowed your panties.

Is that all right?

DING!

Is it?

Oh, my God!

This is making me hornier

than I have ever been in my life!

“A girl after my own heart,” whispered Matty.

Should I wear something else?

DING!

Yes! Yes!

Wear whatever you want!

Send me pics!

I’m going to play with myself

until I see the pics!

Then I’m going to squirt so hard

the Mississippi runs backwards!

Matty grinned. “I’d like to see that.”

Meanwhile, as this conversation was going on, Jim was walking in circles, tears were coming from his eyes. “She knows…she knows…” he kept blubbering.

“She knows nothing,” Matty said. “But we’re going to show her.” She typed. “Give me an hour.”

“I won’t do it…I won’t…”

Matty looked up at him. “Jim. Go make us some drinks.

He backed away, towards the door to the hallway.

“You can’t make me do this. You can’t!”

“I can do anything, and everything. Now make us a pair of drinks.”

Jim was sobbing as he mixed the bourbon and Coke. His mascara was running and he was sure that his marriage was destroyed.

“I never should have,” he burbled, taking a hard nip right from the bottle.

Matty sat down at the kitchen table. He brought the drinks over and sat down across from her.

“I can’t…why did you…I—“

“Shush now,” she whispered and patted his hand.

He drank quickly, and she got up[ and fixed another couple of drinks. But she wasn’t drinking hers. She was just pushing her drinks over to him whenever he was done.

That was five stiff drinks in a half hour, and Jim finally was drunk enough.

Somewhere in there he had gone from sobbing to smiling, and he was ruminating philosophical concerning his situation.

At one point he said, “Fuck her if she can’t take a joke.”

Another time he said, “Heck, I like this. So should she.”

Matty just kept pushing the drinks into him and ran a light banter.

“All men should do this. How they ever going to understand women if they don’t?”

“Yesh.” He was getting bit sloshy now.

“So let’s show that bitch!”

“Yesh!”

At this point Matty already had dozens and dozens of pictures of Jim in transition, and she pulled out her phone and picked a few juicy poses. She downloaded them to Jim’s phone and challenged him.

“Pick out a few and send them off.”

Jim was now drunk enough to do exactly that.

He slid through the pictures.

The first one he sent was one of him in full femme. “Let her think about that!” he slurred his speech slightly and tapped the phone.

A thousand miles away Marcy opened her phone, looked at the picture, and her mouth dropped open.

Her husband in full drag!

But how had he…full make up?…where had he gotten the underwear…and known how to size it!?

She stared at the pic, her mouth still open, trying to come to grips with what she was seeing.

A thousand miles away Jim selected another pic. His hand, red-tipped and sexy, holding a glass, his red lips placed to the rim.

“That’‘ll fix her,” he chortled.

Matty could hardly keep her laughter in, and she began videoing Jim as he created his Waterloo.

Marcy stared at his features on her phone. His make up was expert, his colors and hues were perfect. His lips—he must have used plumper—were totally female.

Her husband was…was…a transvestite! Or…a transformer or transistor or whatever they called them.

Trans. That was it.

Or was he worse? Was he…gay?

Somehow, she didn’t think so. But…the pictures were telling her something. The pictures…

“Okay, baby!” he had the tip of his tongue sticking out of the corner of his mouth as he sent his wife another picture.

He was standing, legs astraddle, dress up, and holding his chastity tube. The look on his face was downright maniacal.

Finally, Jim slowed down. The liquor was too much, and he was losing control. He was slobbery, and he was starting to cry.

Still, Matty kept videoing. She recorded every moment of his descent into drunkenness, and she didn’t stop until he passed out.

He was sending pictures, then he wasn’t. He was sitting on the couch in the living room, chortling and crying and laughing and sobbing, and he leaned over and went to sleep.

Jim awoke on the couch. He was en femme, and Matty had lifted his nylon clad legs up and placed them on the couch.

Still, his neck was a little sore, and his mouth felt like he had been gargling cotton.

He groaned and sat up.

And saw his reflection in the big, front room window.

He was a woman. He liked being a woman. He liked having his cock caged.

And…he was a pervert.

He wasn’t just a guy who sexted with his wife, he was a full out and out pervert. What did they call people like him? Trans men? Trannies? Something?

He stood up, found he was still in his heels, and that he was becoming more and more able to walk in them.

He walked into the kitchen and Matty was there.

“Hello, lover.”

“Hi,” he said. He picked up a glass and filled it with water. he drank, and drank again. And again.

Finally some of the hydration was back in his body. He sat down at the table heavily.

“Tell me I didn’t do that.”

“Didn’t do what?” Matty asked innocently.

“Talk to my wife. Send her pictures.”

“Yes. You did.”

“Oh, God!” He buried his long haired head in his red tipped hands.

“But I wouldn’t worry about it.”

He looked up at her. “You would’t?”

“Not at all.” She sat down across from him and patted his hand. “If she kicks you out you can come live with me. I like you like this.”

He whispered, “With all respect, I would rather have my wife.”

“I know.” Matty spoke softly and patted his hand. “I know. Now let’s get you fed. You’ll feel better after a big, old salad.”

He groaned.

But she didn’t give him a salad. She gave him bacon and eggs and French toast.

It was a good meal, and he started to feel better.

“What am I going to do?” he asked, when he was done eating.

“Whatever you want,” Matty answered. “You haven't jumped into a prison, in spite of that tool on your tool. You’ve jumped into a freedom of expression that most people know nothing about.”

But Jim didn’t say anything. He just sat there and worried.

The days passed, and it was revealing of Jim’s personality that he continued to sit in the morning while Matty made him up, dressed him up, and took him out for drives, to small, little cafes, and showed him more and more of what it was like to be a woman.

The texts from his wife stopped, and that made him worry all the more.

He tried to calling her on the phone, and she didn’t pick up or return his call.

He knew, then, that his marriage was probably over.

He had gone too far.

He had done too much.

And, to complicate matters, he liked the chastity tube, and feeling horny, and…and being horny.

He was in the excitation phase of sex, stuck there, and that’s the way he liked it.

Wanting to get a hard on, unable to get a hard on, wanting to get rid of the chastity tube, and never wanting to take it off.

And, in the nights he slept with Matty. He would slip in beside her and, without a word, begin making love to her.

Sometimes he cried a little, being reminded of his wife.

But always he enjoyed it.

He enjoyed being driven crazy with sex.

He wanted more and more.

If only he didn’t want his wife more and more.

Saturday evening and he and Matty had had a long day of being female.

Did he even want to go back to being male?

He didn’t know. It would probably be nice to put on a pair of pants, a tee shirt, maybe even some athletic sneakers.

But, on the other hand, none of that stuff could compare to the way female clothes made him feel.

“Let’s go to bed,” Matty suggested.

He nodded, smiled, felt sad, followed her down the hallway.

He hadn’t even been home for the whole week. He just stayed at Matty’s house, did what she wanted, and was female.

“Tonight we’re going to do something a bit more interesting.”

“What?” he looked up and was curious.

“Come lay down and I’ll show you.”

They lay in her big bed and made out. They kissed and felt each other, and she suggested that he consider getting breast implants.

“They don’t have to be big. Just big enough. You can bind them when you want to be male, and push them up when you want to be female.”

But did he even want to be male again?

He didn’t know.

He just knew that he had unfinished business with his wife.

He was, sometime, going to have to face her.

He was going to have to explain about himself.

He wanted her, desperately. But he also wanted this, his femaleness, desperately.

And which wish was more desperate?

He didn’t know.

Matty felt his breasts, she moved behind him, over him, and dry humped his butt.

He loved it. He loved the butt plug she made him wear. He loved to hump back, to pretend he was taking it up the rear.

He groaned, and she used her fingers, massaged him, then pushed three fingers into him.

Three fingers, and they were working on four.

Maybe someday…a whole fist.

He groaned, accepted her, and she threw off the covers, and—

The lights went on.

Jim was in a sexual delirium. His asshole was being stretched out in the most delightful way. He could feel Matty pressed against him, holding his chastity device with one hand, and pushing her fingers into him with the other hand.

But…the lights?

The light switch was on the other side of the room. And Matty had no more hands. Certainly not any hands that were capable of reaching across the room.

He turned and looked over his shoulder.

“Hello, Jim.”

Marcy stood by the door.

Jim blubbered. “Marcy! Honey…I…I wanted to call you, but…”

“But you were scared.”

He nodded, and she crossed the room. She was wearing a pencil skirt and a blouse and jacket. Her heels were high, and she was fully made up.

He realized that she had just gotten off the plane. A day early. She was…here.

He turned his face down into the pillow. He was mortified.

Matty kept pushing her fingers into him.

“Stop…stop…” he whimpered.

His wife sat down next to him. “No, mother, don’t stop. Get him warmed up for me.”

He looked up at her. Warmed up? For her?

“Honey, I have been less than honest with you. All my life I have done to boys what mother has been doing to you. But I didn’t do it to you. I love you so much, and I was afraid of how you would react. I didn’t want to risk losing you. Then, at the beginning of the month, Mother emailed me and told me of the mix up in the sexting, how she had gotten pictures meant for me. I was okay with that. Mother and I have always been close, and…we’re the same in our sexual desires. We like soft men who like to go pink. But they are so few. And…I didn’t want to risk losing you.”

Matty was still reaming him, moving her fingers, and he could feel that she had touched something deep inside, and he felt like he was going to pee.

“So I told mother to go ahead. To take you where I hoped you wanted to go. I told her to make you into a woman, a woman I could love…if…if you could love me.”

“Then…then…” he looked back at his mother-in-law, “…I’m going to…something’s happening…I’m going to pee.”

Marcy leaned forward and kissed him. “Pee, my honey. Mother is pressing on your prostate, and you are about to release your semen.”

“I’m going to cum?”

“No. You won’t experience orgasm, at least, probably not. That takes time and practice. But pressing on your prostate will cause your sperm to flow, and when you are empty we can take the chastity tube off. You can fuck me then. And you can even fuck mother. After all, you will be emptied, no sperm left. You will be as hard as you ever were, but you won’t be able to cum, and we will be able to use you.”

“Then…you don’t…you’re not mad about…”

“You and mother? Oh, Lord. No. If you don’t squirt it’s not a fuck. It’s only half a fuck. And I can certainly share half a fuck with my mother.”

“Uh…uh…I’m…it’s…”
Jim felt the semen oozing out of the head of his prick. It was a silvery stream of slime with a few nuggets. It felt so incredibly wonderful, and yet…he was still horny. He wasn’t losing his horniness. In fact, he was becoming more horny.

Matty pumped her hand back and forth and eked out every last drop.

Marcy kissed him, loved him, and put her hand down and squeezed his balls.

Jim moaned with the pleasure, and it was like he was entering a golden plateau. One built of horniness and satisfaction. A place where he could have both the women he loved, and cum but never cum.

It was place he wanted to be.

END
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THE classic of feminization.
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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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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

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

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

Then I saw the dress.

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

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

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

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

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

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

Then I realized the solution.

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

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

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

‘My’ dress.

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

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

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

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

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

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

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

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

I had my own set of tits!

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

DING!

Lipstick.

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

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

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

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

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

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

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

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

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

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

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

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

Still, nothing connected.

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

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

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

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

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

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

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

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

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

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

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

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

Then it was done.

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

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

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

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

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

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

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

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

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

And then, finally, it was over.

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

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

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

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

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

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

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

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

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

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

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

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

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

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

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

What had I done?

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

Three days.

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

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

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

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

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

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

I called Tanya then.

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

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

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

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

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

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

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

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

DING!

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

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

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

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

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

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

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

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

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

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

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

DING!

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

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

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

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

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

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

DING!

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

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

DING! DING! DING!

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

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

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

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

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

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

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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