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Part one

“Have a great flight, honey.” I kissed my wife, Ava, good bye.

She reached out the window and, right in front of God and whatever neighbors happened to be looking out their kitchen windows, grabbed my cock.

“Oh!” I grunted. She had a firm grab. She grinned. “And you’d better have this puppy ready for me. I’m getting a little tired of being denied!”

“I’m sorry!” I wheezed. “I just felt out of sorts the last few days!”

“You’ve got a two days to get it all sorted, you got that?”

I nodded. She had a death grip on my cock, and my knees were getting weak. My cock was struggling to get hard, and winning because we hadn’t done it for five days. Five days is a long time in the life of a horn dog.

Then she let go, laughed, and backed the car out of the driveway.

I waved to her, she waved, and there she went. She was a stewardess and she would take a flight to the Orient and back. Which translated as a full weekend for me to slake my desires.

A full weekend in which my gorgeous wife got to play stewardess, and I got to play…dress up.

Heh heh heh! Rub my hands. Run into the house.

Usually I catch a bit of news while I eat my oatmeal. I catch up on the Trump attacks, find out about the weather, and generally slough off.

But, today, being horny as a dick in a hole factory, I ran right past the TV into the back room. Into the storage closet. Got a chair and stood on it, reached wa-a-ay back on the top shelf, and brought down my stash.

Oh, baby, was I going to have fun!

Now, just for the record, I’m a pretty normal guy. Normal…if you like to dress up as a woman, pretend you’re trapped in a dungeon with your manhood all locked up and no place to erect, and, when you have had enough…to pound on the pud, desperately, feverishly, and ejaculate your semen all over the place.

A weekend was just long enough for me to play out a scene.

Let’s see, maybe I should do it in the closet. Stuck in a little spot and…no, no. Sometimes it was hard to get comfy.

How about the  back yard? God, that would be fun. Trapped in lingerie and chastity tube, struggling to get hard, hearing the neighbors working in their yard just feet away.

Yeah, but what if the weather turned bad? I’d hate to get rained on, or cold.

I guess the best place would just be on the good, old bed. I could be all comfortable while I’m rolling around and getting horny.

I put the box on the bed and opened it.

First, I took out the chastity device. I know, it’s weird, some guy locks his junk up. But the frustration factor, the denial, it drove me to heights of horniness not experienced by mere mortals.

I put the ring around my package, then had the usual problem…hard cock.

Fuck.

I ran for the shower and jumped in. Icy cold water. I shivered and cursed and hated it, but my dick went down. I hopped out and, before I could get stiff again, slid my cock into the tube.

Click. All locked up and no place to go. Heh heh! I could already feel my horniness surging.

I dried off, used a hair drier on my package, and back into the bedroom.

A bra with breast forms. I loved this part, the transition from a slender fellow into a stacked woman. Made my cock struggle all the harder. By the time I had my bra on and the breast forms in place I had to remind myself to breath.

A corset. I pulled it up, struggled into it, and, voila, I had a wasp waist. It made my boobs look HUGE. And my butt actually flared out a bit. Wooo!

Then nylons, the good kind that you have to fasten to the straps on the corset. They rolled up smooth, and they should, for I had shaved my legs the night previous. I always did that the night before Ava went on a flight, telling her it was for running.

I took the black dress out of the box and wiggled into it. It was stretchy and clingy, showed more corset than I liked, but, God, was it sexy.

Then I took out the make up kit. I went into the bathroom and made myself up. This was the tricky part, and it had taken me a long time to figure out make up. But, God bless the internet, I finally succeeded in looking like a woman, and not a man in drag.

I cleansed, moisturized, did all the blush and the foundation, and blended everything perfectly. The eyes. I loved doing the eyes. Little shadow caves that made my eyes mysterious and alluring. And, of course, lipstick. Red. I liked my wife to wear this deep red, but she was a little resistant. She said it gave the message of ’fuck me.’

Well…YEAH!

The finishing touch, the long, blonde wig. I attached the clips to my hair, and looked in the mirror. I was a slender babe with world class knockers and…zowie!

I was turned on. My poor dicklet, that’s what I call Mr Happy when he’s under lock and key, was worming and squirming and pressing on the metal cage, but…heh heh. Sorry, pal. You’re in prison.

I slipped on a pair of high heels and sauntered through the house. Out into the garage. In the bottom of the meat freezer I picked up a tub of ice. A string came out of the top of the ice. Inside the ice the string would be attached to the key to my handcuffs. The other end ended in a loop that went around my wrist.

Once,  when I was young and foolish, I had knocked the tub over, and the block of ice, which had become water, had spilled on the floor. Desperate, I had destroyed the bed before I managed to fall on the floor and get the key. And that was hard, because I was blindfolded at the time.

That had led to an interesting conversation with my wife. I told her one leg broke and the bed collapsed, and that I had been so mad I had ‘beaten’ the bed up.

So now, with that in mind, and with the knowledge that I had had to buy a new bed, and Ava had insisted on a more solid one, I kept my key so that it wouldn’t inadvertently get ‘lost.’

I carried the tub back into the house.

I put a towel on the bed, placed the tub of ice on the towel, then got ready.

First, make sure the string is around my wrist.

Second, attach the cuffs to the bed posts.

Third, a rubber around my caged cock. That was hard to do, but it did catch any drippings. Sometimes I came just from being locked up this way.

Fourth, the blindfold.

Fifth, a little soft music on the computer.

Sixth, a the ball gag shaped like a penis in my mouth.

Seventh, a butt plug inserted into happyland.

Eighth, lock my own wrists to the cuffs.

Wow! I was trapped! And my cock was doing the dance, trying to break out of prison. I began wiggling and writhing on the bed. I was so horny I couldn’t believe it.

I bucked and twisted, I tried to get my cock over enough to rub it on the bed, but I was truly trapped.

I stopped struggling and breathed. Oh, God. I loved this.

I began to fantasize. I had been in a caravan, sauntering across the desert. In high heels on the soft sand, heh. Hey, it’s my fantasy, so why not?

Then raiders had descended. I imagined big, beautiful, and bountiful, women on horses. I ran, dainty but sexy, across the sands, my flimsy garments fluttering in the wind, my boobs bouncing, but their big horses swooped down and I was caught.

They locked me in chains and carried me off to a castle.

I know, a castle in the desert, but, darn it…it’s MY fantasy!

Into the dungeons, and here I was. Struggling, and they felt my tits, with their slender hands. Their red tipped fingers lightly scratched down my body, causing me excitement, causing my dick to…

“AAAIEEE!” I screamed around the penis gag. I had just felt hands on my chest.

I didn’t move. I tried not to breath, but I couldn’t stop gasping. I was frightened.

Hands touched my chest again. Felt my tits. I couldn’t feel the hands, but I could feel the pressure. Yes, somebody was definitely squeezing my forms, pressing them down.

I gasped, “Who’s that? Who are you?” But because of the penis gag it came out ‘wooohat…woorrrooo.’

Not a sound.

Then I heard them walking, over to the computer. The sound of the music went up and I really couldn’t hear anything.

“Who’s there! Let me loose…” Again, the ball gag made it sound like ‘Oooothrr…lelooo’

Snip.

Snip?

I pulled the wrist with the string on it. I should have felt the string tighten up, maybe even the tub of ice rocking. Nothing. Oh, shit!

“I don’t know who you are, but you can’t do this.”

But it just came out a bunch of gobbledegook.

Hands examined me, and now I really struggled. But I had trapped myself too well. The hands were able to lift my dress, I heard what I think was an intake of breath, and then hands examined my chastity tube.

“OoGaa!” I struggled! I tried to pull the cuffs loose, I didn’t care if I broke the bed, I had to get loose. But I had bought too well. The bed was like a rock.

The hands lifted the cage, turned it, tugged on it, and I thought I heard a giggle.

Then hands felt my butt plug. They pressed it, and I couldn’t help it, I groaned. Here I was terrified, trapped, and still turned on!

Then the hands took my penis gag out.

My mouth was dry, and it was hard speaking, but I managed, “Let me loose!” The gag went right back in.

OhmyGodohmyGodohmyGodohmyGod! I thought.

It wasn’t my wife…I had seen her leave.

Could it be a neighbor?

Or, oh, no, could it be a burglar?

But the hands felt soft and feminine. And they didn’t rip at my cage, they lifted it gently.

Who could it be?

Then the music was turned off.

Silence. I listened for a sound, a clue, anything!

Nothing.

Then, a sigh. Was the sigh happy? Sad? Something else?

“Uhagaa!” I gabbled around the penis gag.

Then the music came back on, and I sort of heard what sounded like footsteps walking away.

I lay there, trembling, wondering what I was going to do. I was frantic. I was thinking dozens of thoughts a minute, and then something weird happened. I began to fantasize.

I had fantasized while I was in control of myself, and I had made myself hornier, but this was fantasizing out of control.

An Arab chieftain comes to the US and picks my house, out of the millions of houses, to enter. No…no. Not a chieftain, those were female hands on my body.

Okay, a movie star is looking for a house to shoot her next movie in. She chooses my house, and the door swings back when she knocks on it. She walks back to the music and finds me. It gives her ideas. She is out calling screenwriters and I’m going to be offered a part in…no, no. Movie stars have other people go scout locations.

A realtor is looking for a home to sell. She is sexy, wearing a pencil dress that shows off her luscious and well shaped calves and butt. She knocks on the door and it swings back…I must have not closed it all the way, or it didn’t latch securely, or whatever…but the realtor, she is blonde with red lipstick, and the bosoms, of course, the tits are large, that’s how she sells houses so many and so fast…sex appeal. She walks back to the music and finds me. She is startled at first. Then she realizes that I am trapped. She wonders how I cam to be trapped. Did burglars tie me up…no no. Not in such sexual fashion. Burglars wouldn’t have put my cock in a cage or a plug up my butt.

Okay, she knows it’s my wife. Yeah. My wife. I always fantasized about my wife doing this to me, and now she has. And she went shopping, yeah, shopping, and left me to get horny. But that leaves her a window to examine me, to let loose her own fantasies. Maybe she went to put on a strap on. Maybe she’s going to pull the penis gag out of my mouth and replace it with her own super endowed tits.

Oh my God! That’s it! And I began to writhe not so much to escape, but to feel my helplessness, to search for stimulation to my cock. I needed sex. I needed.

“Ahem.”

I froze.

God, here I was, totally helpless, and my thoughts had turned to sex. I should have been fantasizing about escape…but the way I was trussed up, the way I had imprisoned myself…I had lost control of my fantasies.

I felt her moving around the bed. Some vibration, maybe a noise on the subconscious level. She took the penis gag out.

“Please,” I croaked. “Let me go.”

“Beg harder!” I froze at the sound of the voice. It was rough, ragged, almost masculine. But I knew the hands had been feminine! Then I figured it out. She was speaking through some sort of gag. A rag tied around her head, and lowering her voice, and making it all raspy.

“Who are you?” My voice trembled.

“Beg.” A deep laugh.

She wants begging? If that’s what it takes, then I’m begging. “Please…please let me go. My wife will be home soon. I won’t say a word about this. Just put the key in my hand and leave. Please, I—“

The penis gag touched my lips, a precurser to being shoved down my throat.

“Shut up,” snarled the woman who sounded like a gagged and muffled man.

I shut. I was shaking, sweating, trembling. I had never been this helpless in my life.

Then I felt the hands at my groin. Unlocking the cock cage. She had seen the keys on the side table and…and suddenly I sprang free.

“Oh!” I groaned as blood rushed in and my rocket tried to blast off. “God!”

Laughter. Raspy, ridiculing laughter.

I tried: “I have money. I’ll give you the pin number and my card is in my wallet. You can—“

The touch of penis gag to my lips and I quickly shut up.

She stroked my cock.

“Oh…”

It felt good. It felt fabulous. I was so horny anyway, that in spite of the situation I began to lurch my hips up, and I was almost ready to—

The hand let go. “No!”

“Oh…please!” But was I begging for release of my body? Or for release of my fluids.

Then the hands tried to put my cage back on. That wasn’t going to work. I was harder than the icicles on a Polar bear’s balls.

The penis gag went back in. I mumbled sounds, but she moved away. Left the room.

I heard sounds in the other part of the house. I heard what I thought was a voice. Voices? Were there more than one? Were there two burglars? Or realtors? Or whatever they were? Or more?

Time dragged. You have no idea how slowly it dragged. My butt plug was feeling a bit itchy, it wanted attention, it wanted to be rocked and rolled, like I usually did when I jacked off after a situation like this.

The penis gag was giving me dry mouth. I tried to work my tongue on it, to create more moisture, and I managed to summon up a bit of saliva. My cock slowly drooped.

I tried to figure out a way out of this mess. Maybe if I moved the cuffs a certain way they would grind on the bedpost and wear a groove and…no. My skin would wear out before the wood did.

Suddenly, I felt the hands on my groin. I bucked, and the voice rasped, “Don’t move.”

I didn’t, and the tube went back on and the lock clicked.

Fuck. This made me horny all over again. I mean, I was horny, but my situation made me soft. But now, the cage trapping my cock I was being denied again, and my cock surged, or at least tried to surge.

The burglar/realtor/whatever left.

I lay there, my dick pounding in captivity. I wasn’t cold. It wasn’t cold in the house. The music cycled through my computer program. I had thousands of songs in the computer and they were playing randomly.

I lay there, and time passed. A lot of time. I began to fantasize. I couldn’t help but fantasize. My throbbing cock made me fantasize.

It wasn’t a realtor. It was a female cat burglar. She was wearing skin tight, black leather, and she had awesome boobs. She was casing this house, looking for an easy score, and she had seen my wife leave, and she snuck in to find…me. Tied to the bed. Helpless. Kinky and…and she liked kink.

She had fondled me, and now she was trying to decide what to do. Should she call the gang and ransack the house? Or should she untie me and make wild, passionate love to me?

No, she wasn’t going to untie me, but she was going to make mad passionate love to me. She was going to take the penis gag out of my mouth and sit on my face. I could feel her labia sliding on my cheeks, then the inner labia, the lips, I would suck them, and I would insert my tongue. And she would pull her breasts and slap her pussy and realize…she had to have me.

She would rip off my cock cage, stroke my dick, then squat over me. She would slide down, and my dick would feel the luxurious velvet of her love canal. She would move up and down, sliding her slippery innards over my cock.

‘Oh! You’re too big!’ she would scream, but she wouldn’t leave, she wouldn’t get off. She would keep tilting her hips and moving up and down and then she would orgasm, a mighty, soul shaking thing that left her dazed and wondering what had happened, and that would be enough to set me off. I would buck my hips, I felt like I was going to cum…I was going to squirt, right through the fantasy and the cock cage…I was going to—

“Ha Ha Ha!”

And: “Ha Ha Ha!”

I froze, panicked. I was right. There were two of them. And that meant they weren’t realtors…they were burglars!

“He really gets off on this. You see how he was wiggling around?”

The other voice, the second…woman?: “I’ll bet he was going to cum. Right through that thing he has on his dick.”

Their voices were rough, ragged, all trace of femininity gone.

“What is that thing?”

The second voice again: “It’s a chastity device. Men lock up their cocks and it makes them all horny. Sometimes they give the key to a woman to hold for them. The woman is called a keyholder.”

“Holding a key like this one?”

“Yep.”

They moved around me. I could hear them breathing, hard, almost gasping. Were they getting horny?

Then hands touched me. Two sets of hands. Fondling my balls and my cock cage.

“Oh,” I moaned.

“Listen him. He’s a kinky bastard.”

“How long did it take you to figure out it’s a he? That woman get up is pretty good.”

“A long minute. But I saw the bulge in the dress and lifted it, and it was obvious.”

“Hmm. What do you want to do to him?”

“I don’t know. This is a little bit beyond my experience.”

“Let’s see what he has to say.”

“All right. Hey, stupid, if you don’t behave yourself I’m going to shove a bigger penis down your throat. You got that?”

I nodded and mumbled a ‘yes.’

Hands fumbled at my mouth, then the penis gag was taken out. It was still attached around my head, and the person who took it out just pushed it aside. They didn’t have to hold it, and yet it was right there, easy to insert again.

“Hey, stupid. What do you think we ought to do with you?”

“Let me loose. I’ll give you money. I’ll—Ow!”

A hand had pinched my balls.

“What do you think, do we need his money?”

“What for? We can take anything we want…he’s tied up and can’t stop us. And if we want his money we just have to abuse him until he gives us the pin for that card I found in his wallet. Doesn’t seem like there’s much percentage in letting him loose.”

“Yeah, he’d probably just call the cops if he got loose.”

“I don’t know. You think he’d call the cops like that? All dressed up like a woman?”

Giggles, which sounded really weird in the deep, raspy tones.

“Yeah, and with a butt plug up his ass and his penis all locked up.”

“Please,” I was almost crying. “I’m a married man.” I don’t know why I brought that up, but I was desperate and willing to try anything.

“Married, eh? What does your wife think about your kink?”

“I’ll bet his wife left him like this.”

“Say, you think she’ll be back?”

“I saw a calendar in the kitchen. There’s a line through this weekend, and over the line it says, ‘Ava works.’”

“Really? So we got him for a weekend?”

“Yeah. We can take our time.”

Then one of the women reached down and fondled my cock cage. God, it felt good. I moaned.

“Horny bastard.”

“That he is. Hey, wiggle the butt plug and watch him dance.”

Hands gripped the butt plug and suddenly I was groaning and writhing on the bed.

Laughter. “He really likes this shit.”

“What a sick fucko.”

“Truly sick.”

But the hands didn’t let up. They kept fondling, and twisting, and pushing and stroking. Soon I was writhing madly, searching desperately for relief.

“Well, we can clean this place out. But not right away.”

“Yeah. You bet. We’re going to party this weekend.”

“I checked the kitchen, there’s plenty of booze.”

“What about sex toys. They got any of those?”

“I checked the bedroom and didn’t see any. That box over there is loaded with them, though.”

They let go of my cock and the butt plug and began opening and closing drawers. Finally, “You’re right. Only in the box. I’ll bet his wife doesn’t know anything about his kink.

“What a sucker,” snorted the second one.

“Shall we try out that big dildo in the box?”

“Does the Pope shit in the woods? Get your clothes off.”

I heard heavy breathing, clothes rustled off bodies, and then I felt a bra tossed across my body.

Giggles. Another bra.

“Hey, watch this.”

I felt a big tit pressed on to my face. For a second I couldn’t breath, then it lifted. “Suck my nipple, kinky boy.” It descended, and the nipple went right into my mouth.

If I had any thoughts that it was my wife, those thoughts were instantly gone. This wasn't my wife’s boob. It wasn’t my wife’s nipple.

The boob lifted, a light slap on my face. “Suck harder, stupid.”

The boob descended and I sucked harder. I sucked, and I mouthed the nipple and pulled it with my teeth. I swirled my tongue around it.

The boob lifted. “Hey, he’s pretty good,” In spite of the raspiness I could hear the sex in her voice.

“Fuck him,” dismissively. Then, excitedly: “Fuck me!”

Laughter, and they pressed on my body. They actually climbed over me! I could feel that they were naked, that they had no clothes on, arms and legs flopped over me. I grunted as one put an elbow in my midsection and moved about…they were actually going to fuck on top of me!

“Oh, yeah. Baby. That’s the way I like it!”

I felt breasts on me as one rolled over me. “Let me get this dildo right.”

“Oh, yeah, put your fingers up there.”

The sound of lips pressing, sucking noisily. My poor dick was screaming to stand up, the pressure in my cage was so great I gave a sob.

They paused. “What’s wrong with him?”

“Hey, stupid. what’s wrong?”

“I…I…”

“Come on, spit it out.”

“Can you let my dick loose?”

Laughter.

“The idiot is actually getting turned on by this! Can you believe it? He’s all tied up and yet his dick still wants to get loose!”

“Well, I’m getting turned on by this. Here, let me get…there. Now push that big cock up my pussy.”

I felt the woman on top of me grinding and turning her hips, then I felt the other one kneel between her legs, and she began to move forward.

“Oh…yeah!” And I could feel the movement of her buttocks as the dildo slid into her.

“God! Yes! Move.”

“I’m moving, bitch.” Giggles.

Then they were humping, driving up and down, and I heard the sound of meat slapping on a pussy.

“Oh, you got great tits!”

The sound of sucking.

Their rumps rolled across my groin, squashed my cock in its cage. I felt their flesh slithering on me, the up and down, the in and out, and I kept losing my breath. They would roll this way or that and I would get the breath pressed out of me.

For long minutes they fucked, and I was sort of lost now, just trying to survive through the sexual haze that had enveloped me.

Then: “Oh….yeah. Yes…oh…oh…”

I felt one of the bodies lurch up and freeze, then start to jerk spasmodically.

“Fuck,” she finally whispered. “That was fucking good.”

“My turn.”

“Okay, but give me a minute.”

They separated, one on each side of me, and they talked while they played with my dick.

“We should just get a moving van and take everything.”

“There’s a lot of junk here. I say we just get a small truck and take the good stuff.”

“What? You want to get an appraiser to come look at everything?”

Laughter.

“Not a bad idea. Hey, do you think we can sell numb nuts for his organs? I hear you can get 150 K for a good kidney.”

“Hell, we can get half a mill for a good liver.”

“What about a heart?”

“A mill. Easy. And you don’t have to worry about fingerprints.”

Laughter.

“Hey,” I said, weakly.

“Numbnuts, speaks. Hey, stupid, are all your body parts in working order?”

“Please…”

“What about his dick?” one of the women held up my cage and let it flop.”

“You think it’s in good working order?”

“I don’t know. He locked it up for some reason. Maybe it gets too hard. Hey, stupid…did you lock yourself up? Or did your wife or girlfriend do it?”

I hesitated. “OW!” One of them pinched my nuts.

“I did.”

“How come?”

“I don’t…it makes me horny.”

They laughed. I never felt so humiliated in my life. Threat had gone down to ridicule. Still, to talk about my body on the black market?

“And your wife doesn’t know about you?”

“No.”

More laughter.

“She must really be stupid.”

“Yeah. To marry some numbnuts who does this to himself.”

“She’s not stupid,” I whispered.

A grunt from one, then: “Why don’t you tell her?”

I started to pause, felt a pair of fingers getting ready to pinch me, and blurted, “I’m afraid.”

“What? She’ll laugh at you?”

“She might leave me.”

“Huh. Well, if she’s so stupid she married you, then she’s probably too stupid to leave you.”

It sort of made me mad, the way they were talking about Ava, but what could I do?

“Here, give me that.”

The sound of the strap on being unbuckled. Exchanged. Buckled. She was right next to me, and I could feel the dildo bouncing on my skin as she adjusted it.

Then they were hugging, kissing, and the whole sex thing started again.

“Get over here…spread.”

“Hey! Warm me up a little.”

“Mmm. Here’s my fingers.”

“Oh…yeah!

Then they were twisting over me, rolling their flesh over mine, and I felt tits flop and buttocks squashed me.

“Oh, yeah. Fuck me good.”

“Take it, bitch!”

A slurping sort of sound as the dildo penetrated, then the sucking, slithering sound of in and out.

“Oh, this is good.”

“I’m going to give up flesh for this.”

“Oh…oh…oh!”

The woman ground down on me, squashing my fake tits and cage, as she approached orgasm. Then she began to make quick, jerky movements.

“Fu….fu…”

And it was over.

I laid under their flesh, gasping for breath.

They laid on each side of me again. They played with my cock and balls.

“Heysoos Xristo in a sex store without a credit card! We’re going to have to do this again.”

“And again and again.”

One of them flicked my balls and I jerked. It didn’t hurt, but there was no way I couldn’t jerk.

They laughed, then took turns flicking my nuts.

“Oh!”

They giggled.

“Ow!”

They chuckled.

“Unh!”

They laughed.

Finally, they tired of the game, and just in time. My nuts were actually starting to hurt.

I mean, they already hurt, from the sexual deprivation. But they were about to hurt from the light tap, tap, tap they were getting.

“Let’s eat.”

“Hey!”

The penis plug was popped back in my mouth, and they left, giggling.

Shit.

I lay there for a long time. I didn’t have much in the way of thought. Oddly, since they had fucked on me, I didn’t feel threatened. Even though they had talked about selling my kidneys and stuff.

So what did I feel?

Horny, of course. And, just, sort of…exhausted. I mean, this was stressful. Even the sex on top of me was causing stress. Maybe that was causing a lot of stress. It was certainly causing my dick stress. I mean, just laying there I was so horned up I was having trouble thinking. It was pulsing and throbbing and…and as time passed, I began, once again to fantasize.

In my mind I could hear doors banging and the sounds of struggle. The cops were here, and a terrific fight…then the girls who had abused me were in custody.

A cop came into the room. It was a female cop, and she had a tight uniform. Really stretched out over her massive tits. She sat down on the edge of the bed and took out a notebook.

“Are you all right, sir?”

“Yeah, if you can just release me…”

“In a minute. First, I need a statement. What did these women do to you?”

I stared up at the piglet. She had long blonde hair, and red lips, and she licked her lips as she interviewed me.

“Well, they tied me up and….and they had sex on me.

“Can you undo the cuffs?”

“Not right now. We have to wait for the detectives. They’re going to want to take fingerprints.” She reached for my cock cage and hefted it, roughly. I jerked as sexual pleasure shot through me. “They might want to get fingerprints off this thing. What’s it for, anyway?”

“It’s uh…it confines my dick.”

“And you like that?”

“Uh…”

“It looks like you like it. The way your dick is wiggling and trying to get hard. Does it make your balls this heavy?”

She held my balls in one hand and gently squeezed. The world went white hot with pleasure.

“Oh…” I moaned.

“Now, these women had sex on you. What else did they do?”

My imagination ran wild. “They took my cock cage off and sucked my dick. They took turns blowing me. One would fondle my balls and the other would put her mouth on me and—“

“Like this?” she squeezed my balls again.

“Oh, God! Yes.”

“Go on. They sucked you, and then what?”

“They took turns fucking me.”

“And did you cum?”

“I couldn’t. They wouldn't let me. They kept saying they needed to keep me hard for them.”

“I see. And when did they put you back in this device?”

“After they each took several turns with me. I was exhausted, out of sperm, and my dick was soft for a minute, so they put the tube back on me and locked it.”

“I see, and—“

“Oh, my God! You weren’t kidding!”

I froze, my fantasy was dashed, and I realized: A third one!

“Yeah, ain’t he something? All dressed up like a woman?”

“Wow!”

The third woman was also speaking through something, some gag like thing, and her voice was just as rough and unrecognizable as the others.

“What’s that thing on his dick?”

“Apparently little Johnny is quite the kink. his wife is out of town, so he dresses up like a woman and butt fucks himself and gets off on having his little weenie locked up.

“Wow. This puppy is one sick fart!”

“You ain’t kiddin’.

The third woman sat on the edge of the bed, the other two stood next to the bed. She lifted up my cock cage and scrutinized it. She looked closely, I could feel her breath on my balls, then, “Do you want to take it out?”

“Nah. It gets all big, and then we can’t put it back.”

The third woman giggled. “This is so weird. Hey, there’s a dildo.”

“Yeah, we already used it. You want to try it?”

“Not now…maybe later. Right now, I’m thinking…”

“Yeah?”

“Is that his dildo?”

“Yeah. He apparently hides it so his wife can’t find it. He’s afraid she’ll leave him.”

“Yeah, I sure would. I mean, what a pervert. But…do you think he uses the dildo on himself?”

Silence.

Then the first woman spoke: “I would guess so. Take the gag out of his mouth.

The third woman pulled the penis gag out of my mouth and giggled. “It’s shaped like a penis. You think he goes out and gives blow jobs.”

“Maybe. No telling with a sicko like that.”

“Please,” I stuttered.

“Shut up, numbnuts. Do you use that dildo on yourself?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“It’s too big.”

“And he wouldn’t know it’s too big unless he tried to use it.”

“An, yes.”

“Unh huh.”

“Hey, stupid, have you tried to put that up your ass?”

I felt so humiliated. “Yes,” I whispered.

“But you couldn’t get it up your tight, little fanny.”

“No.”

“Put the penis back in his mouth.”

“Hey, no! I ne—“ the penis gag was reinserted mid word.

“Listen up, ladies. Mr. Numbnuts here has a desire. Call it a fetish, call it a dream, but he wants to feel what a woman feels. He’s tried, but failed, and I think we should help him.”

“Help him put the dildo up his ass?”

There was a moment of silence, pregnant silence, and I could actually feel their thoughts as they cogitated the suggestion.

“Hey! No!” I shook my head and the words came out, ‘ay oh.’

“I think he likes the idea.”

“OH!” I yelled around the penis gag.

“He’s up for anything. We left him alone for a while and he almost got himself off.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“So butt fucking him with his little dildo is a good idea?”

Silence.

Me protesting in mumbles, then: “Why not? He obviously wants it. Let’s do it.”

I tried to yell, but they ignored me and all agreed.

“Okay. He’s probably a virgin, at least where a dick this size is concerned. We’re going to have to grease him up.”

“Who goes first?”

“I do.” It was the voice of the woman who had discovered me.

“Okay, but I want sloppy seconds.”

“And I get thirds. By then he should be pretty big.”

“Big enough to drive truck through.”

“A train.”

“An airplane, with bi-i-ig wings.”

They laughed and laughed, then they set out to butt fuck me with my own dildo. How embarrassing!

“How do you want to do this? I mean, we can’t very well turn him over on all fours.”

“Let’s tie his legs to the top of the bed.”

“Excellent.”

They adjourned to look for rope, and shortly they were clustered around the bed and tying rope to my ankles. Then the first one whispered in my ear. “This is going to happen, and if you try to kick one of us when we move your feet you’re going to be very, very sorry. Got that?”

I was terrified, but I nodded.

“Okay, undo that cuff, let’s get ready to hoist him up.”

I felt the cuff on my right leg open, and then my ankle was being lifted up. My leg stretched out and soon I was contorted, one leg still attached to a bedpost and the other stretched up towards the upper railing of the poster bed.

“Okay, other leg.”

The cuff opened and my other leg was pulled up. And there I lay, my legs up in a V, my panties down. My dress up around my waist.

“Nice asshole, slick,” said one, running a finger around the rim.

I twitched and she laughed.

One of the girls sat down at the bottom of the bed.

“Okay, I found this in the bathroom.” I jerked as a finger pushed a huge glob of lubricant onto my ass. It was spread around my asshole, then the finger started pushing it into me.

“Un huh! Oh!” I struggled and tried to resist, to contort out of the way, but one of the girls simply sat on my midsection. I oofed, and the lubricating continued.

“Boy, he’s tight.”

She ran her finger around the rim, smoothing lubricant into me. My nerves were on fire and I felt the most delicious sensations running through me.

“Yeah, but he likes it. See how his hips are squirming.”

I hate to admit it, but it did feel good. In fact, it felt sensational, but I kept struggling. I will admit that the struggles became less.

“He’s getting looser back here. Not long now.”

Under my blindfold I was crying. I had never felt so helpless in my life.

“Try two fingers.”

“Ahh!” I yelped through the penis gag.

“Yeah, he takes that good. Give it a minute, and we’ll go to three. If he can take three fingers then he can certainly take that dildo.

A couple of minutes passed, and my asshole started feeling real good. I was actually moaning, and then the woman slipped three fingers into me. Oh, God, it felt like somebody had just exploded a pleasure bomb in my rectum.

“Told you. He likes it.”

For a long minute I felt the fingers smoothing in and out, reaming around and around.

“He’s certainly big enough now. Go on, see if it’ll fit.”

It did. Quickly and easily. I mean, the woman just knelt on the bed and sunk the dildo to the plastic balls.

I grunted, and marveled. I had never felt anything so good in my life.

“Yeah, look at him take it.”

The first woman slid in and out, and I was gasping with the pleasure.

“Hey, reach under his titties and rub his nipples.”

Two sets of hands pulled my dress down a bit, inserted under the bra and slid under the breast forms.

“Oh…” I moaned.

They pinched and rubbed my nipples. My nips were already pretty erect under the forms, but now they were definitely excited. And that excited my cock.

I felt the big dildo slide up the canal. I could feel the head of it, the plastic balls against my ass, then it slithered out. The woman gave a few twists and turns to her hips and the thing scoured my insides.

“You want me to let his cock loose?”

“Nah. He doesn’t want to cum, so we don’t want him to cum.”

Oh, God! I wanted to cum! Big time!

I felt my sexual urgency rise up higher and higher, and I began to wiggle my ass.

“Man, this guy is a sex hound! Look at him take it!”

There was laughter, but suddenly I didn’t care. I just wanted to get off, and this anal fucking seemed to be the best bet.

The dildo slid through me. I gripped it with my rectal muscles and tried to hold it, it made the electric, slithering sensation even greater.

Then into me, a long minute where it felt like a rope was being pulled into my ass.

Then out.

“Will somebody tickle my pussy?” asked the woman who was fucking my ass.

A body shifted, one nipple was ignored, and I felt the weight on the bed as the second woman knelt behind the first woman, put her arms around her and began rubbing her snatch.

“Oh…yes…I’m close.

“Let me help,” the third woman stopped rubbing my nipple and I felt more weight shift on the bed.

Damn! I was actually close. If they had kept rubbing my nipples.

“Oh, yeah, your mouth feels good. Can you rub the other one?”

Shit! The third woman had gone from my nipple to the nipple of the woman in my ass! She was getting my action.

“Oh…oh…yes…almost…almost…YES!”

She jerked against my asshole. The dildo went deeper than it ever had, and under the blindfold my eyes opened wide. She froze, pecker deep, then gave a series of violent twitches as her muscles locked up again and again. Then she started to fall forward.

“Whoa…” The other two women caught her and pulled her back.

“Wow! She’s almost unconscious.”

“She fucked herself stupid. First time I ever saw that.”

“Here, honey, put your feet on the floor. We’ll just lay you down here. Relax, and I’m going to take the strap on off you.”

I heard the mumbles of a woman totally and thoroughly satisfied. Then buckles unbuckled, and rebuckling, and the second woman was climbing on to the bed.

“All right, Mr. Numbnuts. You’ve had the rest, are you ready for the best?”

I tried to speak, to protest, but my voice was weak and muffled.

Tell the truth, I was so horny I wanted it. I wanted that dildo up my ass. I had been close. I wanted to go all the way.

“A little more lubrication, if you don’t mind.”

A hand slathered some more grease on my ass, and the second woman pushed forward.

I was broken in. My asshole was ready, and the dick slithered in like a spoon going into a fresh jar of mayonnaise. I grunted, and felt the dick slide all the way in.

I could feel the fake veins. The sides of the shaft rubbed all my nerves. I gasped.

“Oh, yes. Now I know what it feels like to be a man!” the second woman groaned, and she began to pound me. In and out, twisting and turning.

“Here you go, slick,” a hand grabbed my nuts and gently twisted and massaged.

“Oh…oh…” I breathed out. I was back in the groove. My hips rose up and my ass gripped the dick, I twisted and turned to get the most traction out of the fake weeny pounding into me.

“Oh, this feels good!”

I could feel her hand, then she was balls deep in me, massaging her pussy.

“You need any help?”

“Nah. I’m going to pop. Watching all this shit…I’m almost there.”

She kept driving in, building a rhythm that suited her. I could feel her turning her hips occasionally, and I could feel that her hand was growing more violent on her pussy.

“Oh…yep…her it comes…”

A pause. Then: “YES!” Followed by a series of grunts. I knew her body was locking up by the way she was jerking the cock into my bottom.

Then she was done.

She backed out of me and I felt the fake peter slap against one of my legs. “Man, that is good. Now I know why men like to fuck women.”

“Here, give me that dildo.”

The sounds of unbuckling and buckling, then the bed was bouncing again as weight knee walked up to my asshole.

“Do you think he needs any more lube?”

“Nah. He’s good for the rest of the weekend.”

“Excellent. ‘Cause I feel like fucking him all weekend long.”

With that she pushed into me.

The sexual electrical feeling rose up right where it had left off. I felt the depths of my asshole singing. I started grinding my hips.

“Oh, yeah. Ride ‘em, cowboy,” the third woman spoke to me. She drove in hard, making me gasp, then pulled out slow.

“Gah!” I said, and I knew a truth. I hadn’t had an orgasm, but I had been fucked stupid. Just like the first woman. I was incapable of coherent thought, let alone speech. I just lived for the feeling of that big cock sliding into and out of me.

“That’s it, lover. Fuck me back.”

She drove into me, and I met her with a will. Our pubics slammed, then she pulled out.

God! Who invented sex! I mean, this was heaven!

And I realized something profound. through all my stupidity and dazement, I knew that I liked being horny. Being horny and frustrated was what kept me going.

Yes, I was a horn dog, and I liked to cum. But I think I liked not cumming even more.

I didn’t cum before my wife left on her trips. I didn’t cum while I was in lock up. And now I was thrilled by the way I wanted an orgasm…and couldn’t get one.

“I got an idea,” said the second woman. She let go of my balls and climbed onto the bed. She took the penis gag out of my mouth and sat down.

“UNH!” I almost panicked, it was so sudden, and I was suddenly deprived of oxygen.

The second woman wiggled around a bit, however, and asked, “Can you breath, numbnuts?

I could, and I managed to nod.

“Then get busy.”

The third woman rode my asshole, drilled me deep, and the second woman rode my mouth. She ground her hips down and the sweet scent of her hole was thick and musky.

I could feel, as she shifted her weight, that she was leaning forward, towards the woman screwing my ass, and I realized what she was doing. She was kissing the third woman.

I could feel them through my body. I could feel them over the pleasure igniting my asshole. They were kissing, Frenching, swapping spit with darting tongues.

“Oh, yeah. Grab my tits.”

The woman on my face grabbed the other woman’s breasts. I could imagine her pulling on the nipples.

The woman fucking me said, “Almost there, girls. Gonna be a big one.”

She reached forward and grabbed my tits and used them for more leverage. They were fake so she could grip them as hard as she wanted.

“Yes…yes…”

I could feel her breathing quicken, even as it grew more shallow, then I felt the series of preliminary jerks, and she cut loose.

“FUUUUU…” she wailed. It was the loudest cum yet, and the most violent.  She jerked and thrashed and drove the penis deeper and deeper into me, and then she collapsed. And I knew she had, like the other one, fucked herself stupid. She was incapable of moving.

As a matter of fact, if the first woman had fucked herself stupid, this one had fucked herself into autism.

The second woman caught her, they leaned on each other, and I felt the big dick leave my asshole.

And I missed it. I wanted it back. I felt like I had a space back there that needed to be filled.

For a few minutes they all sort of laid around, breathing hard, sighing in satisfaction, then I felt them begin to stir.

They slowly rose, got to their feet, and wandered into the other room. I was left alone, my asshole celebrating its christening, my dick trying to get erect, and my body literally burning with sexual desire.

God, did I want to cum. I have never wanted to cum so badly in my life.

No hope.

All I could do was sit there and give an occasional wiggle.

And I started fantasizing!

I heard deep, guttural breathing. Snorting, sniffling, and the shuffling of giant feet.

Oh, no! My wife had left me like this, and there was nothing I could do!

I felt a big shape darken the doorway, then a big monster shuffled in. It was Bigfoot! I had hunted him last summer, and almost shot him…and now he was hunting me…and he was going to shoot me…with a bigger gun!

He slouched across the bedroom and stood over the bed. He was eight feet tall, his head scraping the ceiling, and covered with thick fur. His huge, giant hand was holding his dick and stroking it.

It was a big dick. A foot long. No. Eighteen inches long. A foot and a half of wild beast, filled with white semen, searching for me…searching…searching…and he had found me.

“Hi, Brandon,” he growled, his voice twisted by the shape of his mouth.

“Leave me alone!” I pleaded.

But it was no use.

The hairy monster crept to the bottom of the bed and crawled onto the mattress.

“I missed you, Brandon,” the beast whispered, his voice like chalk on a black board. Big chalk. Big blackboard.

“Leave me alone!” I sobbed. Yet…back there, in the wee parts of my soul…was I glad to see him? Did I want him…?

“My dick loves you.”

“No…no!”

He knelt between my legs and touched my asshole with his monster cock. The head was as big as a tennis ball, but soft and sort of squishy. Still, that was a lot of meat.

Then he pushed it in…slowly, lovingly. That big, long, firehose of a cock slid in and…and it felt like it was in my mouth? But I wasn’t giving Bigfoot a blow job! In fact, I wasn’t having sex with Bigfoot at all! Bigfoot was male! And I wanted women! That was why—

“Are you awake?”

I opened my eyes…and saw nothing. Oh, yeah. I was still blindfolded.

“Uh…yeah.”

“Do you need to pee?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay. We’re going to put your legs down, and put a catheter in you so you can pee.”

“Oh. Is it nighttime?”

“Yes.”

I felt the women working on my legs. First one, then the other, they secured my legs to the bed posts. It felt good to let my legs stretch out.

“How long are you going to keep me like this.”

“What do you care? You’re a pervert, so just enjoy yourself.”

Rude sort of a bitch, but what was I going to do? And, truth, there was still a part of me that liked. Hell, loved it.

“His dick looks all swollen and red in there.”

“Take it out. We can put him in it tomorrow. It’s not like he can jack off, right?”

“You’re right.”

Then I felt something being pushed into my cock slit. Oh, catheter. Good. I did sort of feel like peeing.

Then they were done. They turned up the music and left.

I lay there in the darkness. I was horny. My dick was erect and pointing upwards, glad to be free. They had not put the butt plug back in, and my asshole felt a little…happy. It liked getting used.

And I wondered what I was going to do.

I was a prisoner. I had wanted sex, and now I was getting it. More than I ever wanted.

And what about my wife? Would they just leave me tied up? For her to come home and discover? How would I explain this to my wife?

The hours passed, and I listened to music. It was sort of pleasant. I fantasized a little, but there was a part of me that was beyond fantasy. What had happened to me this day…that was so far beyond fantasy.

After an hour the door to my room opened and a woman came in.

“How you doing, Mr. Numbnuts?”

“I’m okay.”

She sat on the edge of my bed and stroked my cock.

“Catheter working fine?”

“I guess.”

“Are you getting enough sex?”

“No.”

“No?” I think I surprised her.

“This isn’t the way it works. I get horny, I jack off. This is everybody gets horny and gets off…except for me.

“Aw, poor boy.” Well, see you in the morning.”

“Do I get to eat?”

“Maybe we’ll fix you a salad for lunch. girls have to watch their figures, you know.”

I didn’t say anything. I was horny, and I was hungry, and I was afraid.

She let go of my dick and left the room.

I slept, and was surprised by that fact. My dick was free, and it was hard, and still I went to sleep. And the next morning I awoke to…stroking.

“Good morning, sunshine.”

“Uh, yeah. Hi.”

“Don’t be so glum. Today is going to be a wonderful day.”

I didn’t say anything. We’ve two more ladies coming over, and we’re all going to take turns sucking you, and fucking you, and we’re all going to have so much fun.

And that was what the day was like. Five women, and the woman played with my cock for a while. Two new women tried out my ass, and then they put me back in chastity.

Then they played with me some more, and took me out of chastity and brought me to the edge, and I spent the whole day moaning and groaning, wishing desperately to cum.

But I was denied. Quite emphatically. They really wanted to keep me hard and horny.

The evening came, and I received more and more of the sexual torture. And I loved it, and I was always scared that they were going to do something to me. Harvest my body for body parts? I don’t know. I just know that my heart was pounding with fear, and, at the same time, pounding with lust.

And the next day was the same.

They fed me a salad a day, and I was hungry. My dick was purple and dripping, at least that’s what they marveled at, and I realized…one more night. They had trapped me, I had been trapped, on Friday. The rest of Friday, then Saturday, and now Sunday. Ava was due home tomorrow morning.

Were they going to let me go? Or leave me for my wife to find?

I didn’t know, one more thing to be scared about.

And then I slept. Sunday night. A weekend in fantasy…that had turned into nightmare. And yet was, in a way, so satisfying.

“Hello, Mr. Numbnuts.” One of the women entered my room, turned the music off and said, “It’s been a wonderful weekend, but all good things must come to an end. Come on out when you get brave enough…” and she put a key in my hand.

Oh my God! The key to my cuffs!

She walked away, and I put the key into the cuffs and turned it.

I unlocked the other three cuffs.

FREE!

I ripped the blindfold off and blinked. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust.

I could hear voices in the other room. They hadn’t left? Why not? What was going on?

I was wearing a dress and breast forms. I still had traces of make up on. I might be clean, but I was a mess.

I ran to the bathroom and scrubbed my face, but there were no towels so I had to let my face drip dry.

Then I went to my closet…no clothes!

I opened my dresser drawer…no underwear!

The only thing in the room was my wife’s clothes, and I could still hear the women chatting. All friendly and happy and…what was I going to do?

Then a voice called out: “Hey! Numbnuts! Get your butt out here!” And a lot of laughter.

I walked to the door and cracked it. I could see down the hall, but I couldn’t see around the corner into the dining room, and it sounded like they were sitting at the dining table.

I tip toed down the hallway. the voices were louder, and they weren’t disguised. But they weren’t loud enough for me to make out who any of the voices belonged to, if I even knew.

I stood at the corner of the hallway for a long time.

I listened to the voices laughing, joking, and I wanted to cry.

I had been eating salads all weekend. Could I run past them? Make it to the front door?

I had to try. I had to escape. I got ready, and got set, and a woman stepped around the corner. I was face to face with her. She grinned.

“Sally?”

“Hi, Brandon. We’ve been waiting for you.”

She took my hand, and I was so stunned at seeing my wife’s friend there that I couldn’t resist. she pulled me into the dining room.

“Hi, Brandon!” came the chorus of voices.

I stared in shock.

Sally, Brenda, Joyce and Maggie. All close friends of my wife. And…my wife!

She was sitting at the head of the table, laughing at me.

They were all laughing at me!

Yet it wasn’t a cruel laughter, more of a welcoming laughter.

I stood there in shock, in a dress, with my cock in a cage, and my mouth just opened and stayed opened.

Sally pushed me to a chair and made me sit.

The girls all laughed, made remarks, and…and my wife looked at me with the most amused expression.

“How was your weekend, Brandon?”

“Uh…uh…”

“My flight got canceled. Bad weather. I came home an hour later and what did I find…?”

“That…that was you?”

“I find my husband dressed like a woman, enjoying himself. Brandon…I never knew you were so kinky. So, naturally I had to call my friends. We’ve had a wonderful weekend, Brandon, and we want to thank you.”

The girls all murmured their thanks, big grins on their faces.

“You…was that you fucking…somebody on the first day?”

“Me and Sally. I have a confession, Brandon, I’m bi. I haven’t been very ‘bi’ lately, because I was married to what I thought was a pretty strait-laced fellow. The kind who would never do anything kinky. But it turns out you aren’t so straight, so I decided to indulge a little.”

“And you all…you all…”

“We all fucked your ass. Fucked hell out of it, and it seems that you liked it.”

I was blushing now, and starting to come down a little bit from the shock of it all.

“So this whole weekend…it was you and these girls and…”

“We used you, and abused you, and we had so-o-o much fun. Did you have fun?”

I was silent, not sure what to say.

“Brandon? Tell the truth. Did you have fun?”

I nodded.

The girls all laughed and high fived.

“Excellent. Because we enjoyed it so much that…well, we want to do it again.”

“Of course, I might not be around, I do have to work, but I’m sure they will manage without me. And, Brandon?”

“Yes?”

“Now I know why you never fucked me much before I went to work. You were saving it for yourself. You selfish, little bastard.”

“I…I’m sorry.”

“Yes, you are, and you’ll be sorrier. You see, I have something that you might want.” She touched the gold necklace around her throat. There was a little key on it.

“Is that the key to my…”

“Yes. They key to your happiness. And I will use it sparingly. After all, I don’t want one of my friends getting carried away and letting you fuck them. For that matter, I don’t think I’ll let myself get carried away. Your days of squirting willy nilly all over the place are at an end.”

“But…but, honey…”

“And, Brandon, there’s one other thing I need to confess…when I travel to the orient I almost always stop in Thailand. You know Thailand? Beautiful women? Men who change into ‘Lady Boys?”

“What…?”

“Well, I like to rent a Lady Boy when I’m over there. It turns out that I’ve been a bad girl. I really like to fuck a man with tits. Do you know any men with tits?”

“Well, no…I…”

“Or maybe we could get you a set of tits. To go with your nice dresses. I’ve thrown all your male clothes out, by the way.”

“Ava, I’m sorry, but…”

“And, last thing on the list…if you want to be abused by my friends anymore you’re going to have to pay them.”

“Pay them? Like money?”

“No, more like services.” She turned to the other girls. “Ladies? I’m starting a maid service. Who would like their house cleaned?”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.
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I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘A Gang of Women Dominated Me!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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