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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Don’t cum!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I gasped. 
 
    My wife was under me, pushing me up, she knew I was close. 
 
    “I don’t want your cum in me! I don’t want to go to work dripping! Get…out!”  
 
    Almost crying with frustration I pulled back. My cock was throbbing, I was so close, just another few seconds! 
 
    Tammy rolled off the bed. She was brisk, from having taken control of me, but she was also satisfied. She had had her cum. But I was left high and dry. 
 
    And then to make matters worse, she started getting ready for work. 
 
    I watched my gorgeous wife walk around the bedroom, unroll those sleek nylons up her curvy legs. Her red fingers manipulated the material easily and I grabbed my dick and just held it. I wanted to finish myself off so bad. 
 
    She toweled off her pussy, which was sweating from our exertions and her orgasm. and pulled up her panties. I could see her camel toe plain as day. The beautiful slit, puffy from use, calling to me, barred to me by the thin material. 
 
    “Oh, Geez,” I muttered. 
 
    She fastened a bra around her waist, slid it around, flipped it, and slid her arms into the straps. She had a smile on her face. “You’re not going to jack off are you? Like a nasty, little school boy?” 
 
    “Honey, you can’t leave me like this!” The pounding in my cock subsided, but I still had fluid leaking out of the head. 
 
    She wiggled her perfect butt into her skirt. 
 
    “Hey, if you want me to make money,” actually I didn’t care, it was her that wanted to make money, “then you can’t send me off with you sperm gushing out of my hole.” 
 
    She put on a blouse. 
 
    “And you can’t keep doing this to me, fucking me and then pushing me out when I’m close.” 
 
    She sat at her vanity and applied her make up. God, she was gorgeous, it turned me on just watching her work her brushes and creams. 
 
    “Honey,” she said, as she made herself even more beautiful. “The days of wham, bam, thank you , ma’am’ are over.” 
 
    “I’m not trying to do a ‘wham, bam’ on you. I just want some serious love making without you grabbing the orgasm and running.” 
 
    She chuckled. “It is like that, isn’t it?” She was almost done. She painted her lips and I thought I was going to die. Red lipstick. Nothing made me hornier than red lipstick. 
 
    “So let’s schedule a time when I can actually have a good orgasm.” 
 
    She stood up, slipped her feet into her high heels, and I was struck by how far out her chest protruded.  She worked realty, and she claimed that a big bosom increased sales. I had no doubt she was right. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, Hubby,” my name is Dick, but she always calls me hubby, “you wear this and I’ll consider letting you cum in me.” She tossed a bra at me and started laughing. She thought it was hilarious and laughed all the way down the hallway. Har dee har har. 
 
    I held the bra in my hands. My cock had stopped throbbing, but it started again as I held the bra and looked at it. 
 
    I held it up and examined it, my cock pounding again. 
 
    Two cups, big ones, held together by… 
 
    “UHHH!” I squirted. 
 
    I stood there, my legs shaking, my mind a white hot mess, and my semen spurted out. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Still shaking, I turned my dazed head towards the door. Tammy stood there. She had come back for something, and I was hardly able to stand, a big drool of semen hanging from my cock. 
 
    “Did you just jack off?” 
 
    I could hardly speak, the cum was so powerful, but I shook my head. “No…no.” 
 
    “Then how do you explain making a mess on my rug?” 
 
    “I don’t…you gave me the bra…I just…” 
 
    “You’re telling me you came just from holding my bra?” 
 
    I nodded, slowly coming back to my senses. 
 
    She strode across the room towards me. She had a no nonsense look on her face. She grabbed the bra out of my hand and put it around me. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” I was starting to recover from the cum, but I still had a minute to go. 
 
    “I don’t appreciate you making a mess on the rug. Honestly. You want to squirt in me, you squirt on the rug, you are totally out of control and I am tired of putting up with your little messes. 
 
    She pulled the bra up, pulled the straps over. I started to pull it off but she slapped my hands. “Don’t you dare, Hubby. Leave it on.” 
 
    She walked over to her vanity and searching through her jewelry box. She picked something up and muttered, “ah, ha!” Then came back to me. 
 
    “Honey, I swear, I didn’t jack off, I was just so horny, and when I looked at the bra…” 
 
    She did something at the back of the bra. “There.” She stood back. 
 
    I tried to look over my shoulder.  “What did you do?” 
 
    “I locked it on.” 
 
    In the mirror I could see a little, tiny padlock holding the bra together. 
 
    “You can’t make me wear a bra! I’ll cut it off!” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” she snapped. “That is an expensive bra and I don’t feel like going shopping. She grabbed the back of the bra and pulled me, and actually dragged me down the hallway. 
 
    “Hey!” Let go!”  
 
    But my balance was off, and she is one of these girls who spent unbelievable amounts of time do Pilates, cross training, and the like. 
 
    So she pulled me, staggering, into the kitchen, by my bra strap. Talk about embarrassing! 
 
    “Come on, honey. Throw the waffles in and get used to your new station in life.” 
 
    “What new station?” I griped, rubbing where one of the straps had cut into my skin. 
 
    “I wear the pants and you do the dishes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Truth was, I already did the dishes, and the laundry, and a lot of other stuff. I’m a writer, one of those guys. I sit home and mentally masturbate while real people go out and do real jobs. But the point is that I have more time, I respect the fact that my wife is career minded and help her out as much as I can. 
 
    I had no idea that my helping hand would encourage to act like this! 
 
    “I said…I’m a little tired after a long day of work, and I want you to pick up the slack.” 
 
    “I pick up the slack!” I started to tell her of all the things I ddi for her, but she just shushed me with a red tipped finger against my lips. 
 
    “You take care of the housework, let me do my thing, and…I’ll buy you more bras.” 
 
    “I don’t want more bras!” 
 
    “Did you just cum?” 
 
    “Yes,” I spoke suspiciously. 
 
    “Look at that.” 
 
    She didn’t look so much as grab. My cock was once again hard as iron.  
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    She grinned and stroked me. “Looks like my little hubby is getting all excited over women’s underwear.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me go put in the waffles,” she ran her sentence together. 
 
    She let go, and I was embarrassed by all this talk, so I opened the fridge and grabbed a box of waffles. I popped four of them into our big toaster and pushed the switch down. 
 
    Tammy opened the fridge and took out the OJ. She poured herself a glass and put the pitcher back. 
 
    “How about some for me?” 
 
    She ignored me, sat down in the nook and watched me get out the butter and the syrup. “You know, I never thought about this, but…we really should have a role reversal, exchange of power, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Frowning, I greased a pan and poured a dozen links into it. 
 
    “You do my work, I do yours.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to wear this stupid bra?” 
 
    She giggled, tried to hide her giggle by putting her glass of OJ to her lips. It was hard to take my eyes off her red lips, the way she left an imprint on the rim of the glass. 
 
    “The bra, panties…all sorts of stuff. We’ll get you all decked out like a proper housewife.” 
 
    “You’re crazy,” I whispered. 
 
    She stood up and came over to me. She grabbed my bra and pulled my around, “Crazy like a fox.” She kissed me. 
 
    There are kisses, and then there are kisses. There are the little pecks of greeting, the air kisses between women, more passionate kisses between lovers. 
 
    This was more than that. This was sex in my mouth. This was her tongue raping me. This was me being bent over by her, I think she really was stronger than me, and savaging my mouth, then straightening up and pushing me away, back to making breakfast. 
 
    “We’ll try this. I’ll give you some clothes, some underwear, and get you started.” 
 
    I didn’t look down, but I could feel my cock poking into her groin. 
 
    She looked down and laughed. “Oh, yeah. This is going to work.” 
 
    So we ate, and I didn’t say much because my cock was throbbing and my mind was churning with her silly suggestions. Me, being the woman. Hah! 
 
    Her studying me, smiling, wry, calculating. 
 
    And the final thing she said, before she went out the door, was, “Nair. It’s in my cabinet. Use it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to use Nair!” 
 
    “Then you’ll never get in my pussy again. The years will pass and you will become old. The older you get the more frustrated you’ll get. And, one day, unable to handle it anymore…your dick will explode. Simply…poof!” She made a flowering motion with her hands. “No more penis.” 
 
    I stared at her. She laughed, a barking sound of high humor. “But don’t worry about me, honey. I’ll be rich enough to afford young studs to come service me.” 
 
    Then she laughed again, kissed me, studied me briefly, searchingly, and headed out the door. 
 
    I was left doing the dishes. I was naked except for a bra and a hard on that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    I looked at the stupid dishes. I wanted to break them. Instead, I washed them. 
 
    At ten o’clock she sent me a message. 
 
    “You give me what I want 
 
    and you’ll get what you want 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Use the Nair! 
 
      
 
    I was working on the computer and I stared at the little message box, and snorted. And closed it. 
 
      
 
    At eleven thirty, DING! The message box appeared again. 
 
    Men with no hair get blow jobs. 
 
    Men with hair get frustration. 
 
      
 
    I thought about her messages. ‘I’ll get what I want…maybe.’ And, it seemed that I was going to get frustration either way. I certainly had no illusions that my wife would blow me to a forthy cum and then swallow the semen. She doesn’t like to swallow, and isn’t even fond of giving blow jobs, even though she really likes me to eat her pussy. 
 
    I typed back: 
 
    If I use the Nair 
 
    you’ll suck and swallow 
 
      
 
    And the answer back, 
 
    Suck, yes. 
 
    Swallow, nope. 
 
      
 
    Well, fuck! What was I going to get out of this? 
 
    But the damage had already been done. 
 
    If somebody says ‘don’t think of the color purple,’ it’s already too late. You had to think of purple before you could not think of it. 
 
    And now, even though I was trying to not think of a blow job, I was already thinking of it. 
 
    Subconsciously it was wiggling through my cranium. Blow job. Maybe…just maybe… 
 
    Twelve thirty. Lunch. 
 
    Have you gotten rid of your stinky hair yet? 
 
      
 
    “I’m not getting rid of my stinky hair!” I yelled to nobody. I typed back: 
 
    NO! 
 
      
 
    She typed to me, 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    I wanted to come home and marvel at your bald penis. 
 
    To put it in my mouth and suck on it. 
 
    It’s making my pussy wet right now. 
 
    Please…get rid of your hair! 
 
      
 
    I don’t usually take much lunch, but today I did. A liquid lunch. My cock was hard and throbbing. I felt so weird in the bra. I wanted to rip the lock off, but…the way she was talking. I might get lucky. Maybe. Wasn’t that a chance worth taking? 
 
    I took down a glass and opened up the bottle of bourbon. I watched the brown liquid slosh over ice cubes. I poured some fizzy Coke into the glass. 
 
    I drank, and the cold liquid swirled down my pipes into my belly. 
 
    Woosh! My belly fired up. 
 
    And so did my head. 
 
    I’m not much of a drinker, it doesn’t take much for me to get drunk. 
 
    Not that one drink makes a drunk, but I already felt the relaxing of inhibitions. Inside my head was a little voice that said, ‘Go ahead. Do it. That bra feels pretty damned kinky, it’s rubbing your nipples and they’re really standing up, and you’re hard, and look how fast you came this morning. Do it.’ 
 
    I went back to the computer, and another message. 
 
    I will sit atop your body 
 
    rubbing my flesh against yours. 
 
    I will massage every inch. 
 
    I will kiss every inch. 
 
    I will take your cock in my mouth. 
 
    I will do all those nasty things  
 
    you’ve been wanting me to do. 
 
    But you’ve got to be baby bare first. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the message, and that was the one that tipped me over. 
 
    I went to the kitchen, made another drink, got the Nair out and then realized something. I sent Tammy a message. 
 
    I can’t. I’m wearing a bra. 
 
     
 
    Only a second passed.  
 
    Cut it off! 
 
      
 
    I blinked. So much for her expensive underwear. And I realized: she really wants me to do this. 
 
    So I got out some scissors and cut the thing off. Tell the truth, staring at the severed remnants of the bra I actually felt…sad. 
 
    Could it be that I liked wearing a bra? 
 
    Well, whatever. Five minutes later I was slathered in Nair and waiting for the burn. When my skin started to heat up I jumped in the shower and watched my manly hair circle the drain. 
 
    I got out of the shower and looked at myself. 
 
    Oddly, it felt cool. Skin without hair, I don’t know how to explain it, it just sort of feels the air more. It’s like…electric.  
 
    It was about four o’clock. Naked, I went to my computer and typed a message. 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    There was no answer. 
 
    I wasn’t surprised. I was actually surprised she had been able to send me the messages that she had. She’s usually working, talking on the phone, taking clients out to show houses, that sort of thin. 
 
    So that was probably where she was right now. Walking some fellow through a big, old house and letting her boobs convince him to right a million dollar check. 
 
    So I went back to work, but had only worked for five minutes when the door slammed. 
 
    “What the…” I jumped up. Tammy didn’t usually get home until somewhere between seven and nine. 
 
    “Hubby?” 
 
    I came out of my office. “Tammy? What are you doing home? Why—“ 
 
    She came into sight and I stopped. She walked towards me, like a juggernaut. Long strides and a fixed glare. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    She stopped and gazed at my body. “You really did it!” she breathed out. “That is so fucking hot!” 
 
    “Are you…?” I was confused. 
 
    She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the bedroom. She tugged so hard I almost fell over. I tripped after her. 
 
    In the bedroom she threw me on the bed and went to work. 
 
    Tammy used to like sex, then it got sort of ho hum. But now…now it was like all the old excitement had exploded ten times! 
 
    She grabbed my cock and lifted. She examined my balls for hair, then actually took them in her mouth. I stared down at her red mouth, smiling even as she engulfed my pals. 
 
    She climbed onto me. She writhed and pressed her chest into me. She was fully clothed, except for her panties, which she had managed to lose, and I was naked, and…it made it all even sexier. 
 
    She grabbed my chest, my pectorals and growled, “I can imagine these. Bigger. God, wouldn’t that be hot?” 
 
    Then she was kissing me, devouring my mouth. Her skin slithering over mine. 
 
    She moved down my body and took my cock in her mouth. 
 
    Oh, I was raging. Maybe I had cum this morning, but I had been horny all day, and now I had lost my hair, and Tammy…She… 
 
    She took her mouth off my cock, literally jumped into the air and impaled herself on me. 
 
    I gasped at the feel of her flesh clutching me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. My little fuck baby.” She sounded like a tiger in heat. 
 
    “Feel that big fucking penis!” 
 
    Clutching my pectorals in her hands, grasping my boner with her pussy, she began to shiver and shake. 
 
    “Tammy?” I whimpered. 
 
    She came with a bang, like I had never seen, an explosion so violent her whole body jerked like she was having a fit. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    A long minute of her arching and twisting, her pussy spasming, her thigh muscles contracting and twitching, then she collapsed on me. 
 
    I lay under her, dazed by the ferocity of her assault. 
 
    She whispered into my neck, “Did you cum?” 
 
    “No,” my turn to whisper. 
 
    “Good,” and she pushed off me. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    “Got to get back to work, lover.” 
 
    “But…wait! What about my cum?” 
 
    “I gave you your chance. You didn’t take it.” 
 
    She pulled up her panties and straightened out her outfit. She was smiling wide, very satisfied. 
 
    “”But you promised.” 
 
    She stopped what she was doing and placed her hands on the bed and leaned her face over mine. 
 
    “And I delivered. It’s not my problem if you take too long. Now, I’ve got to go to work.” 
 
    She headed for her closet. 
 
    “You’re doing this on purpose! You don’t want me cumming in you!” 
 
    “Well, that’s true,” she called from the closet, then she stepped out and threw a bundle at me. “Wear these. See ya.” She strode out of the room, I heard her heels click, click, clicking down the hallway and through the kitchen, then the door slammed. 
 
    I was dazed. That had taken all of what, ten minutes? Five? 
 
    Talk about wham, bam, thank you, ma’am! 
 
    I turned and sat on the edge of the bed and looked at the bundle she had thrown at me. 
 
    Oh, fuck. A bra. Panties. A garter. Nylons. What the fuck? 
 
    I put them aside and went back to work. 
 
    My cock, of course, didn’t feel like working. 
 
    I would type a word, and that damned tuna finder would bounce around down in my lap. 
 
    And here’s the funny thing: my cock bounced like it was telling me ‘you’re a man!’ 
 
    But it was bouncing because of women’s underwear. The idea of putting on nylons and things. 
 
    Man, was I conflicted. I wanted to be horny like a man because of womanly underthings. 
 
    How fucking weird is that? 
 
    Six o’clock. She was probably snacking at the office, she sent me a message. 
 
    You better be dressed! 
 
      
 
    I sent back, 
 
    I’m not. 
 
      
 
    She said, 
 
    But didn’t it feel good? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She said, 
 
    When you feel those nylons on your legs 
 
    you’re going to cum in your panties. 
 
      
 
    I sent: 
 
    This is sick. 
 
      
 
    She said, 
 
    Yep. 
 
      
 
    The messages stopped then, but she had caught me. What would it feel like when I put nylons on my freshly bare legs? What would it feel like to wear panties and a garter? those dangling straps connected to that sheer material. Would the material move around when I walked? When I sat? What would it feel like? 
 
    I wasn’t typing. I was just sitting there, thinking. Imagining. It was like I was trying not to think of any color…even as the technicolor world crashed into my senses. 
 
    Suddenly I bounced up. Like a man on a mission I left my office and headed for…the kitchen. 
 
    More whiskey. 
 
    This was fucking me up. 
 
    I made my drink and guzzled it. The earlier drinks had worn off, but it didn’t matter. This fresh assault on my sobriety worked quite well. In a moment, second drink in hand, I was sauntering back to the bedroom. 
 
    Women’s underclothes. Dainty underthings. Bra and panties. 
 
    Images flashed through my head and my resistance was pretty well gone. 
 
    I sat on the bed and held up the articles of clothing. Wispy, little things. The bra was sturdy, had to be to hold those big globes. But the panties were thin, a bit stretchy. The panties…so slick and sexy. 
 
    I stood up. I stepped into the panties and pulled them up. They fit better than I expected. They didn’t have a pouch for the family jewels, but they stretched a bit and I pulled them tight, and I was supported. 
 
    Then the garter belt. That went on easy, rode on my hips snugly. No way that was coming down. 
 
    I carefully unrolled the nylons onto my legs and fastened them to the garter belt. They went on smooth, and it was like I had the coolest second skin in the world. I felt like my legs were supercharged, like I was a panther on the prowl. 
 
    My cock, of course, felt monster! It stuck out from under the garter like it was a big, old cattle prod! 
 
    And, finally, the bra. 
 
    I loved the bra, I had liked wearing one earlier, even though I had had to cut it off, but there was one problem. I had nothing to fill it with. 
 
    The cups just sagged, were flat and wrinkled. 
 
    I wanted to fill my cups! 
 
    I wandered through the house, looking for something. 
 
    I tried putting rolled up socks into the cups, but there was no real shape to it. 
 
    I thought about condoms filled with water, I vaguely remembered something about that from some ancient bit of porn I had read. 
 
    Then I blinked. We had something I could use, something deliberately fashioned as boobs. 
 
    When my aunt Jenny passed I had inherited a half a dozen big boxes of stuff. I suddenly remembered that those boxes held dresses, underwear, and…fake boobs. Poor Aunt Jenny had had a mastectomy, and before her reconstruction she had worn breast forms, and they were in one of those boxes in the loft in the garage! 
 
    I trotted out to the garage, feeling so sexy in my underwear, then I stopped. Should I be going without shoes while wearing nylons? Do nylons wear out? Like socks? 
 
    I went back to the bedroom and searched, and found a pair of Mary Janes. I slipped them on, then headed back out to the garage. 
 
    In the back of the garage, we had had a half-attic built. It was just a loft, but there were stairs leading up to it, and once up you had to stay bent over. I ascended the short flight of steps and crouched and shoved aside boxes until I came to Aunt Jennies. 
 
    Three of the boxes were open, the other three were closed. I wondered what was in the first three boxes. 
 
    But, first, the already open boxes, where I had seen the breast forms. 
 
    I opened one box and found it full of clothes. Silky clothes that, now that I was wearing underwear, excited me. My cock was poking at the panties like it was a madman trying to escape an institution. But…no breast forms. 
 
    I opened the second box and went through it and found lots of underwear, and some family albums at the bottom. No breast forms. 
 
    Darn it. I knew they were here. I remembered picking them up and laughing at them. And, halfway into the third box…there they were. Beautiful, expensive, big tear drops.  
 
    I crouch walked back to the steps and descended to the garage floor. I inserted first one boob, then the other. They felt good, they certainly gave me form, but I understood they tended to rub up and down, and that bothered my nipples right away. 
 
    Well, I could put bandaids on my nipples, or maybe just glue them. I  vaguely remembered something about Aunt Jenny saying she glued them on. 
 
    I sauntered around the garage, into the house, checked myself out in the mirror. Not bad. Of course the boobs were obviously false. But wearing a dress would fix that. 
 
    A dress. Hmmm. 
 
    Then I shook my head. This was getting out of hand. Shoving the weird thoughts into the back of my mind I—the door slammed! 
 
    It was Tammy, and I was caught. But she had wanted me to do this. But I was embarrassed.  
 
    Well, no matter how conflicted my feelings were, Tammy stepped into the hallway and turned and looked right at me. 
 
    “Uh,” I said, my face turning redder than a spanked beet. 
 
    First her mouth opened, then she started to smile, and then to grin. 
 
    “Oh…My…God!” She walked to me, put her purse on the counter, and then walked around me. 
 
    I stood like a frightened deer with the headlights of a big rig about one foot from me. 
 
    “That is so fucking hot!” 
 
    “It is?” I stuttered. 
 
    “Heysoos wept a gallon of ice cream! I have never…ever…seen anything so cool in my life!” 
 
    “You don’t think it’s…stupid?” 
 
    For answer she groped me. Her hand cupped my package perfectly. “Do you feel how hard your cock is? Well, it’s like that for my pussy, except I’m not hard…I’m wet.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Pussy juice is running down my thighs as we speak.” 
 
    Then she kissed me. Oh, Lord, it was another one of those soul sucking, mind smashing smackeroonies! 
 
    And she felt my boobs, and her eyes opened in surprise. “Where did you get these?” 
 
    “They were in those big boxes of Aunt Jenny’s.” 
 
    She stared at me. She was breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling. “Come on,” she spoke huskily. She took my hand and once again dragged me to the bedroom. 
 
    I didn’t stand a chance. That woman was definitely stronger than me, and she threw me on my back and Amazon fucked me. 
 
    Amazon fucking is when the girl has got her legs between the guy’s, and yet engulfs his cock with her pussy. She has to stand up and fuck like a man, for the most part, and that is what Tammy did to me. 
 
    She held my legs apart at first, and pumped on me. Her hair was wild, her eyes were gleaming like a gorilla’s in a cave, and I couldn’t even talk, she was so violent. Then she reached forward and grabbed my boobs. “Fuck, I wish these were…these were…Oh…OHH!” 
 
    She came, harder than she had that afternoon. 
 
    And it was still too fast for me, and I still hadn’t recovered from my morning squirt. 
 
    She nearly howled as her hips locked and bumped and I felt like she was actually sucking my cock into her depths. 
 
    Then, cataclysm over, she stepped back and my erect penis, dripping juices, slimy with her juices, came out of her pussy. 
 
    “No!” I whined. 
 
    She just laughed and slapped my ass. “Try harder, slick. I’m going to take a shower.” 
 
    She showered and I lay there. My dick was getting fair desperate and I contemplated masturbating. 
 
    No, Tammy wouldn’t like it. But…look how hard it was! If I didn’t get a little relief I was going to be hurting! 
 
    She came out of the bathroom drying herself off, took one look at me and snapped, “Don’t you even think about it!” 
 
    “Honey, this is killing me.” 
 
    “So, man up. Make it happen. You’ve certainly been inside my pussy enough. A real man should have squirted by now. 
 
    I groaned. She was telling me to man up, even as she demanded I wear women’s underwear. 
 
    She sat down next to me and idly stroked my dick. Not enough to make me cum, just playing with it for the sake of playing. 
 
    “You know, we’ve got to go further.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” My face was red and I was grunting inside, trying to make something happen. 
 
    She looked at my face and giggled, and kept stroking me, but slower. 
 
    “I mean, I want you in full dress, high heels, even make up.” 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    “You ever want to cum again?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    “Then you do what I say. Got it?” 
 
    I didn’t, but with her stroking my dong I wasn’t about to argue. If I could just get a little more traction down there maybe I could…and just when I was about to…when the little ignition switch was starting to turn over and the pulsing deep in my cock was starting up…she let go. 
 
    “Let’s see what I’ve got.” 
 
    She rummaged through her closet, and came out unhappy. 
 
    “I’ve got lots of clothes, but they don’t fit you. That bra doesn’t even really fit you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “The boxes where I got these breast forms?” 
 
    She blinked, and got it. “They have clothes in them.” 
 
    “We’ve never gone through them, but they have all sorts of stuff. I saw underwear, picture albums, dresses, everything.” 
 
    “Then you’re going to have to go through those boxes.” 
 
    I nodded, then said, “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Yeah, hubby?” 
 
    “Do you think that maybe we’re getting a little carried away? Going too fast?” 
 
    She gave a snicker. “Are you kidding? Believe me, if you knew what I was feeling…did I just jump your bone? Twice? And still want more?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you the truth, honey, this started as a lark, but seeing you this way, fucking you this way…I want more. I want a lot more. I want to see you with real boobs. I want to see you in a dress, full make up. Honey, I want you to clean my house!” 
 
    I stared at her, and I was horny, and my cock was throbbing and dripping, and…and it was so exciting that I only knew one thing: tomorrow I was going to go through Aunt Jenny’s boxes!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We slept entangled, cuddling and hugging, her snoring, but me awake and horny and feeling my dick. I inadvertently poked her with it during the night, but she just kept snoring. 
 
    I would have woken her if I thought I would get lucky. But she had already made it quite clear how she felt about me cumming. 
 
    We awoke and, strangely, I was wired. I hadn’t slept much, but I had sexual energy running through me. I was definitely awake. 
 
    “Come on, Hubby. Time to get you to get up, fix my breakfast, and get to looking through those boxes.” 
 
    Accoutered in bra and forms, and nothing else, I headed for the kitchen. My cock was bouncing and dripping, and I even left occasional splatters on the floor. 
 
    A few minutes later Tammy entered the kitchen. She was ready to go and more gorgeous than a movie star. 
 
    “You’re going to have to clean up your drippings,” she observed, as she chewed on a piece of toast. 
 
    I looked down and saw the splatter marks. Fuck, I really was horny! 
 
    A short while later, after encouraging me with a kiss and a hand job that almost…almost…almost made me squirt, she headed for work. 
 
    I headed for the garage. 
 
    Six big boxes. About three feet by three feet by three feet. I dragged them out of the loft and moved them into the house. They weren’t heavy, it wasn’t difficult, just awkward. 
 
    I lined them up in the hallway and took one into the living room. This one was already open so I just took things out and organized. 
 
    I stacked clothes on the couch. Dresses in the center, skirts to the right, blouses to the left. There were a couple of pairs of shoes and I put them to one side. 
 
    Second box. More dresses, some plain underwear. Photo albums. I put the albums on the dining room table, stacked the underwear on the floor to the right of the couch. 
 
    Third box, more dresses, and, at the bottom, in neatly packed smaller boxes, were four wigs. Wigs? Aunt Jenny had worn wigs? That didn’t make any sense. I had never seen her in a wig. 
 
    For that matter, I had never seen her in any of these dresses. Not that I hung out with her much, but, still… 
 
    Fourth box. Lots of underwear, and this stuff was kinky. Half bras, corsets, fancy underwear. Lots of nylons, tummy shapers, and ahalf a dozen really weird panties. These things were small, and really tight. Finally, in the bottom in a corner, a small box. It was locked, so I put it on the dining room table for later. 
 
    Fifth box. Mostly heavy coats, winter wear, that sort of thing. In the bottom of this one, however, was another one of those locked boxes. This one was bigger, and heavier, and it rattled a bit when I shook it. I put it on the dining table. 
 
    And the sixth box. Clothes and underwear. Hunh. 
 
    Now, as I had taken everything out of the boxes I had noticed something. Her dresses were a little large. I remembered Aunt Jenny as a small woman, maybe five foot two. But these dresses were large. Had she just collected wrong sized dresses and saved them? That would have been weird, and not in keeping with the Aunt Jenny I remembered. 
 
    So? 
 
    And all I could do was shrug. 
 
    Taking a break, and a bourbon and Coke, seemed like I had drunk more in the last two days than in the last two months, I sat down at the dining room table and idly flipped open one of the photo albums. 
 
    Funny. I thought my brother George had all the photo albums. but, I guess these got overlooked. 
 
    It’s a strange thing, to look over the bits and pieces of somebody’s life. I saw Aunt Jenny as a child, I saw her parents. She had a lot of photos from her high school graduation, and then there were a ton of photos from after she married Uncle Phil. 
 
    Uncle Phil, the quiet one, who always stayed in the background with a secretive sort of a smile. I flipped through that photo album and saw them at dances, at parties, standing on the front lawn. Him with that stupid smile. 
 
    Then there were a bunch of photos of just Aunt Jenny, and I wondered if maybe that was when Uncle Phill had an operation or something. 
 
    Then the photos revealed that Aunt Jenny had found a friend. The woman was little smaller than her, but good looking. She had long hair, big boobs, and they stood with arms around each other. Friends till the end sort of poses. I smiled sadly. A life gone. All those good times forgotten, and…and…I stopped. 
 
    Something was wrong. Something… 
 
    I flipped backwards, looking at the pictures, not sure what it was that was bugging me. 
 
    Back to where Aunt Jenny stood alone. Then forward, and the women next to her…she was familiar…she was…UNCLE PHIL! 
 
    The shock to my system was incredible. Uncle Phil, the guy who never spoke much, just smiled indulgently and…he was the woman! 
 
    He was the woman who had replaced him after Aunt Jenny had been pictured alone, but what…but what… 
 
    But I knew. It was a knowledge I had no proof of, nothing but conjecture, but I knew it to be true. 
 
    Uncle Phil had had an operation, all right. 
 
    He had breast implants. And…had he gotten his thing whacked off? Well, that was something I would likely never know. 
 
    I looked over at the clothes. Too big. These weren’t aunt Jenny’s clothes, they were Uncle Phil’s. 
 
    And he had gotten real boobs and put his breast forms away. We were the same size, so they were perfect for me. 
 
    And now I had all his clothes, his underwear, perfectly sized for a man. 
 
    I was done with my drink, so I made another one. Believe me, I needed it. This was blowing me all apart. 
 
    As I stood at the counter, my mind trying to cope with it all, I started to wonder: what was in the boxes? 
 
    I sauntered back into the living room. Tell the truth, I had planned to try on the clothes, see what fit, but now I didn’t need to. Everything was going to fit. But…what was in the boxes. 
 
    I sat down at the dining room table and lifted the smaller box. It was good wood, and there were no rattling sounds when I shook it. The lock was slightly larger than the other one. 
 
    I put it down and picked up the other box. Similar wood. Solid construction. The lock was smaller. 
 
    I got up and went out to the garage. I picked up a pair of pliers and returned to the dining room. I fit the edges of the pliers to the small lock on the big box and squeezed. 
 
    CLICK! I removed the pieces of the lock from the hasp. I opened the box and stared in wonder. 
 
    A half a dozen dicks. Penises. Or, to be precise, dildos. So Uncle Phil had had his thing cut off and used dildos on Aunt Jenny. Wow. What a mind fuck. 
 
    I examined the dildos carefully. There was a big one. Ten inches and thick as my forearm. There was a small one, too small, and I realized it must be a butt plug. And there were a bunch of medium size ones. Some of them had big veins, some had ridges cut into them. But…they had all been up my Aunt Jenny’s pussy. 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered a tangle of straps that I had thrown into the pile of bras. I went to the pile of bras and plucked it out. Nope. Not a bra. It was a bunch of straps that you put around your waist…and used to hold the dildos in place. 
 
    I took the straps back and put them next to the big box.  
 
    Wow. 
 
    Double wow. 
 
    And then I noticed the smaller box. What the fuck could be in there? 
 
    I picked up the pliers, fit them to the padlock, and squeezed. Nothing. 
 
    I adjust my grip so I could use two hands, and squeezed, and…nothing. 
 
    Damn! Whatever was in here had to be valuable. 
 
    I put the box on the floor, held the pliers gingerly, and fitted my foot to one handle. I put my weight down and…CLICK! 
 
    I removed the pieces of the padlock and opened the box. 
 
    I had expected something like a super dildo. Maybe a gold butt plug, but what I saw…it didn’t make any sense. 
 
    It was shaped like a dick, metal, hollow. In fact, my dick could go right into it. Then there were some rings. Looked like they went around the balls or something. There was also a lock built into the thing. How weird. 
 
    But it had to go around my cock, whatever it was. 
 
    I picked the tube up and turned it this way and that. There were little ‘windows’ in the sides, and a hole at the tip. 
 
    Now, I don’t know why I did what I did, except that, at heart, I’m a pervert. 
 
    But it was made for a cock, and I had a cock, so I pulled my panties down and put my dick in it. 
 
    Nothing happened to it. Except that my dick, which had gone down for a while, felt like it was waking up. 
 
    I grinned. I loved my penis. 
 
    I put the ring around my package—yeah, that’s how it went—and I pushed a little tab on the ring into the base of the cock tube, and—CLICK! 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    Click? What the fuck? 
 
    I tried to pull the tube and the ring apart, but they were stuck. 
 
    “What the fuck!?” I blurted aloud. I pulled harder, but that thing was really stuck together. 
 
    I went out to the garage and picked up various tools, and put them back. 
 
    Hammer my dick? I didn’t think so. 
 
    A saw? Not on that metal. It would rub the points of the saw right off. 
 
    I looked at pliers, channel locks, screwdrivers, everything. But there didn’t seem to be anything that would work. I didn’t want to stab my now encased dick with a screw driver, and I certainly didn’t want to power up the skilsaw and ran that over my dick. One slip and my name wouldn’t be Dick anymore. It would ‘Dickless.’ 
 
    I walked back into the living room and sat down and pondered my situation. Locked into some sort of gizmo. No way out. But where was the key? 
 
    I searched the boxes, then started going through the clothes. Even looking on the floor in the hopes that it might have fallen free. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    And my dick, in the meantime, was starting to act up. 
 
    It pressed against the confines of that tube. Hard. And I was gasping. 
 
    Heck, I was horny, and this was making me even more horny. The fact is that if you tell somebody they can’t do something, they want to do it even more. 
 
    Well, the thing was telling me I couldn’t have a hard on, so I wanted one even harder. 
 
    So I sat there and played with trying to get my dick free, and…SLAM! Tammy was home. 
 
    Lunchtime. 
 
    I stood up and faced the foyer. She stepped into view, grinned when she saw me, then sobered when she noted the look on my face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “This.” I pointed at my groin. 
 
    She looked down, blinked, frowned, then…laughed. “Where did you ever get a chastity tube?” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A chastity tube. It goes over the cock and stops a man from, uh…you know.” She was grinning widely. 
 
    “Oh. I didn’t know what it was. It was in the boxes and…I tried it on.” 
 
    She came across the room and bent down and looked at it. “Oh, my. This looks like it means business. Where’s the key?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on, there’s got to be—“ she stopped talking and looked up at me. 
 
    “There’s no key,” I said. “I looked everywhere.” 
 
    Of all the reactions I had anticipated, I didn’t expect this one. She began to laugh. Not just to chuckle, or smirk, or snicker, but to laugh, and big time. 
 
    We’re talking guffaws. Big, throat rattling, belly busting guffaws. She backed away and put one hand on the dining table to steady herself, and all the time she kept laughing and laughing and laughing. Her eyes were slits and little tears squeezed out. She kept wiping the tears away, then looking at me and laughing all over again. 
 
    To say that my feelings were hurt would be to put it mildly. I finally stomped past her, headed for the kitchen and another drink. 
 
    She saw the misery she was causing me then, and tried to control her laughter. She followed me into the kitchen and as I mixed my drink she said, “Honey, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be laughing.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I lied. 
 
    “No, it’s not. Now, come on. Look at me.” 
 
    I did, and her face trembled with the effort to control herself. Finally she moved into me, hugged me, and wouldn’t let go. 
 
    It’s hard to remain angry, even if you’ve got good reason, if a beautiful woman is hanging on to you. I finally gave a sigh. 
 
    “Okay, honey I’m sorry, but there is humor in this situation, and we’ll figure a way out for you. Okay?” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Now,” she barely chuckled. “What else did you find?” 
 
    So I showed her all the clothes and underwear, and showed her the photo book. I ended up with, “Poor Uncle Phil. To not have a cock.” I shook my head. 
 
    “I think you’ve got it wrong,” said Tammy. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He had a cock, heck, what you’re wearing is proof of that.” 
 
    I looked down and realized that she was right. Why would Uncle Phil have a chastity tube unless he had something to put in it. Right?” 
 
    “So he would wear this…this thing, and then use the dildos on Aunt Jenny?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Tammy had a very smug expression on her face. 
 
    “What else?” I asked. 
 
    “What if she used the dildos on him?” 
 
    I blinked. “No.” Blinked some more. “Naw. That couldn’t be.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, Aunt Jenny…she was…she didn’t…and Uncle Phil…there’s no way that he would…” and I just sort of fizzled out. 
 
    “Let me ask you…which was your blood? Aunt Jenny or Uncle Phil?” 
 
    “Uncle Phil. He…what are you saying?” I frowned. 
 
    “I’m saying that like father like son, or…like uncle like nephew.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Look, you guys are the same size and shape, who is to say that some other characteristics can’t be shared?” 
 
    “Like what kind of characteristics?” My eyes were narrowed. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she shrugged and watched me. “Maybe like certain sexual things.” 
 
    “What kind of sexual things.” 
 
    She was quiet for a long time, then said it. “You look really good in bra and panties. Sounds like your uncle felt pretty good in bra and panties. 
 
    “That’s ridiculous.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She watched me for a long moment, then picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. “Donna! I’m going to take the rest of the day off. Have Jim take the Nelsons, and the rest can be divvid up. I know. No, it’s okay. Right. Thank you.” She hung up. 
 
    “You’re taking time off?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But you never do that! You’re mister, uh…Miss Workaholic!” 
 
    “Yep, but today I’ve got a more pressing problem.” 
 
    “This stuff?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    We sat there for about thirty seconds, then she said, “Maybe I’m wrong, maybe I’m all wet, but there’s only way to get to the truth of all this stuff we’ve been talking about.” 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “I’m talking about you. We’re going to find out if you’ve inherited anything from your Uncle Phil. We’re going to get to the panty clad bottom of you. Now, come on.” 
 
    I followed her into the kitchen. “You pour the drinks, I’m going to make a tuna sandwich. You want one?” 
 
    I did. So we sat there and ate tuna and drank good whiskey. 
 
    “I am a workaholic, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said. 
 
    “But it’s okay, because you’re a home body.” 
 
    It was true. I much preferred sitting at a computer all day, letting my well honed mind fiddle through plots and characters. 
 
    “What did Uncle Phil do?” 
 
    “Pretty much nothing. He made money early and stayed home.” Small dawning light. Here was a small but significant similarity between Uncle Phil and I. 
 
    “What did Aunt Jenny do?” 
 
    “She bossed her own company.” 
 
    “‘Bossed,’ eh?” She gave a quirky grin. “I’m starting to like her already. Who was in charge of their relationship.” 
 
    I thought about that one, but I did’t have to think long. “Uncle Phill never said much. He just sort of sat around and did what she said. I mean, she wasn’t over bearing, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Was she like me?” 
 
    “In a lot of ways.” 
 
    Tammy’s ‘proof’ was subtle but unmistakeable. As we continued talking I could see that Uncle Phil and I were the same in many ways, and that Tammy shared certain mannerisms, ways of acting, with Aunt Jenny. 
 
    “But this isn’t really proof,” I finally stated. 
 
    “No. We’ll find the proof elsewhere.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “In Aunt Jenny’s…pardon me, Uncle Phil’s clothes. Are you done eating?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Then make another couple of drinks and let’s take a look at what we have in the next room.” 
 
    A minute later we were in the living room, amongst the transvestite clothes and crossdressing underwear. 
 
    “What do you want to wear?” 
 
    I looked through the items and said, “Well, I know this is going to sound weird.” 
 
    “Not now, honey. Nothing is going to be weird. Everything is going to fall in place. So…what?” 
 
    “I’ve always been fascinated by corsets.” 
 
    “A corset it is. Which one?” 
 
    I picked a white one, a real one, complete with bones. 
 
    “Huh. Good taste, or perhaps I should say Uncle Phil had good taste. Let’s get it on you.” 
 
    It was open bottomed, just some straps for nylons, and she helped me into it, then she started pulling on the lace in the back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. “This is tight!” 
 
    “I can tell by the bends in the lace that this is how tight Uncle Phil wore it.” 
 
    “Wow. How did he bend over?” 
 
    “He bent with his knees, like ladies do.” 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Now, let’s fit these boobs in here…yep. They fit. Uncle Phil must have had this corset built special. From the pictures you showed me he got implants that were as big as these boobs you’ve got on.” 
 
    I stood up and stared at the mirror in the foyer. I had a female body. Thin in the waist, round, flaring hips, big boobs. 
 
    “Come on, have a seat here. I want to do something before we continue.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, managing to sit down, rather primly because of the corset, on a Queen Anne chair. 
 
    Tammy left the room for a second, came back in holding her nail kit. “This.” 
 
    “Nails?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She sat down at my feet and began to prepare my toenails. “Your nails are in pretty good shape.” She painted them a bright red and my eyes…I couldn’t take my eyes off what she was doing. I felt like my whole person was electric. Fifteen minutes later I had real, live, female tootsies. 
 
    “We’ll do your hands later. I want to put some real claws on you. But let’s get you dressed first.” 
 
    Once the toenails had dried she put stockings on me, the real thing, and snapped them to the snaps hanging from the corset. 
 
    “Okay, so far so good. How you doing?” 
 
    “Outside of not breathing? Pretty good.” 
 
    She snickered. “Poor baby. Finally finds out what us women have to go through.” Then she reached down and put her hand around my caged cock. 
 
    Now, let me tell you, that is a weird sensation. To have somebody hold your cock but not feel it. 
 
    “And how is Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “Well, he’s about going out of his mind. He wants to get hard. I get him under control, and he starts up again. I was horny before I got, uh, trapped, but now I’m about ten times hornier.” 
 
    She inserted a finger behind my fake boob and ran it over my erect nipple. 
 
    “Oh, jeez!” I shivered and I looked down. A drop of pre-cum was hanging from the chastity tube. 
 
    “I gotta get out of this thing.” 
 
    “You will. We’ll either find the maker and get a key, or we’ll brave a locksmith and have him make a key.” 
 
    “Why can he just cut it off?” 
 
    Tammy grinned. “Are you kidding? Ruin this perfectly good torture device?” 
 
    I saw the writing on the wall. She was going to use the chastity tube on me. Oh, what a sweet bitch! 
 
    “Okay, what dress do you want?” 
 
    “Something slinky. I’ve always loved slinky.” 
 
    Tammy picked out a couple, and we discussed them, then we decided on a long dress, down to the ankles, just a bit of cleavage, but not enough to reveal that I had fake boobs. 
 
    She helped me into it, tugged and pulled, it was supposed to be tight and it was, and we got the thing on. 
 
    “Okay, dear,” she stood and smiled at me. “It’s time to make you up.” 
 
    Man, I had mixed feelings about that, but…I had, somewhere along the line, committed to this thing we were doing. 
 
    I followed her to the bedroom. She turned on the sound system, called up a tune and shortly a snaky rhythm was coursing through the room. I didn’t recognize it at first. 
 
      
 
    Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.  
 
    Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A.  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” I asked, remembering it, but not the name. 
 
    “A Walk on the Wild Side,” said Tammy, preparing my nails. 
 
     
 
    She says, "Hey, babe, 
 
    Take a walk on the wild side." 
 
      
 
    It burst on me. “Oh, my God.” 
 
    “If there is one she’s a trans.” 
 
    I blinked at that, and then I listened to the music, the lyrics now having super special meaning for me. 
 
    Tammy glued some stilettos on my fingers. Long, pointy, kitty cat! Meow! Then she painted them a bright red.  
 
    I held up my hands and looked at them, and she started on my face. 
 
    I was sitting at her vanity and I was stunned as she cleansed my face, primed it, and laid a foundation. Shortly my cheeks were blushed and my eyes were a grayish with a sort of reflective shine to them. 
 
    “Oh, girlfriend,” she whispered as she painted my lips. “Your face is built for this.” 
 
    Finally, she told me to hold still, and she went and got the wigs. We tried each one on, and settled on brunette. Long. Wavy. It went perfect with my red dress. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” she stared at me in the mirror. 
 
    “My cock is trying to get hard so much it hurts.” 
 
    “I don’t blame it. And some day I’m going to want to get it out and use it for real.” 
 
    “I’m ready right now.” 
 
    She grinned. “Not yet. We have things to do, first.” 
 
    “Like what?” I faced her. Feminine in all ways but one, and that one was firmly locked up. 
 
    “I want you to go put on the strap on and come back.” 
 
    I went out to the living room and put on the strap on. I put it on over the dress, which was sort of a shame, and selected a medium size dick. I didn’t screw the dick in, just held it in my hand when I returned to the bedroom. 
 
    “Oh, no. We have to do better than that.” 
 
    She took the strap on off me, then pulled up my dress and helped me put it on underneath. It was pretty darned crude when she let the dress drop. 
 
    The dress was tight, and my fake cock really stood out. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Are you ready to do me?” 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    She was excited, her breathing was coming in gasps. She had taken off her clothes and she lay back on the bed. 
 
    It was awkward as I climbed on to the bed. The corset wouldn’t let me bend, everything was awkward, but I finally managed to kneel between her legs, my dress hiked and my plastic peter at the ready. 
 
    She looked up at me, her hair spread out on the pillow, her red lips full and inviting. “You have no idea how this excites me. To fuck a woman, and yet…I’m not a Lesbian.” 
 
    “You want to fuck a woman?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you, and now I can have you either way. Talk about the best of both worlds!” 
 
    I edged forward, and her eyes were gleaming. I put the tip of my cock to her pussy, felt with my hands to make sure it was going in right, then I began to insert. Except I couldn’t hold my balance in the dress and I ended up falling forward. 
 
    The cock rammed in with great force and Tammy opened her mouth to scream…in pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck!” She cried, and tears came from her eyes. “This is the best thing I’ve…” Then I was fucking her, and here’s the weird thing. 
 
    I was horny, I wanted her, I was fucking her, I couldn’t stop, and I couldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she whimpered, holding on to me with those strong arms of hers. Our boobs mashed together, and we kissed. 
 
    I could taste our lipsticks mingling. I could feel her bot breath on me, in me, and I kept slamming and slamming, desperate to feel that which I couldn’t feel. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” 
 
    I did. And she fucked back. And when she came she was sobbing with the intense, incredible pleasure. 
 
    I held myself up on my arms and watched her as she rippled and writhed, spasmed and downright earthquaked. I had never seen her cum so hard in my life.  
 
    Then, her breathing raggedly, one arm across her eyes, I pulled out. 
 
    “Oh…oh…don’t leave!” 
 
    But her pussy was so wet that I slipped out. And since she was done, I didn’t put it back in. 
 
    We lay there, her exhausted, me tired, but, in a way, victorious. I had been a man for a moment. I had brought my woman to the world’s greatest cum. And it was lost on me, at the moment, the irony of having done it as a woman. 
 
    Finally, I slid off the bed and started for the door. I had thought Tammy was sleeping, but she stopped me. “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “You’re done, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I might be done, but you’re not.” 
 
    I faced her. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean we’re going to find out why Uncle Phil turned into a woman.” 
 
    Still, I was obtuse. 
 
    She got out of bed, came to me and lifted my dress and began taking the strap on off. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Her lids were heavy, her lips puffy, and she reeked of sex, but not for sex gone by, more for sex to come. “Go lay on the bed.” 
 
    Puzzled, I did. And I watched as she pulled on a pair of pants. Then a tight tee shirt. She pulled her hair back and tied it, then lowered the pants and put on the strap on. 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    “For what?” She looked at me as she fastened a buckle. 
 
    “I don’t know about this.” 
 
    “Uncle Phil did.” 
 
    “But he’s Uncle Phil.” 
 
    “And you’re his nephew, and so far…you’re alike.” 
 
    “Still, I don’t think I want to go there.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    I blinked. Tammy wasn’t one to use curse words. But the way she was staring at me…this was a very determined, career oriented woman, and I suddenly saw the drive in her. 
 
    She came to the bed where I was sitting on the edge. “Take my cock. Kiss it.” 
 
    I hesitated, but the look in her eyes, her overwhelming attitude, I took her cock in my hand. 
 
    “Honey, people go through their lives not knowing what they want, who they really are.” She reached behind my head and pulled my head towards her cock. She was gentle, but insistent, and I found myself putting lips to the plastic. 
 
    “Uncle Phil has opened the door for you. You can sit around and wonder why you can’t cum easily…or you can find out why.” 
 
    I now had the head of the cock in my mouth. I pulled away and looked up at her. “You really think I can’t cum because…because…of the way I am?” 
 
    “I have no idea. But don’t you want to find out? Don’t you want to find out why Uncle Phil was the way he was?” 
 
    I had my mouth on her cock again. I had the knob in my mouth, and then I was moving down the shaft, my lips making it moist. 
 
    “Now, come on. Pull your dress up and take it like a woman.” 
 
    I felt like something outside myself was moving me. A small piece of me didn’t want to, a larger piece couldn't wait. 
 
    I lifted my dress and scooted back. 
 
    Tammy started to climb up, then stopped. “This isn’t going to work. I want you to get off and bend over across the bed.” 
 
    So I did, and Tammy moved in, put globs of lubricant on my butthole. She soothed it in with her fingers, and I started to feel the pleasure. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. 
 
    “Feels good?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Then this will feel better.” 
 
    She put the tip of her cock to my bunghole. She began to gently, but insistently, push in. 
 
    I gasped, and the sensation of not being able to breath when put in the corset was as nothing. I couldn’t breath because I didn’t want to. I just wanted to feel that big penis open me up, push into me, fuck me right out of my mind. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. I’m the man now, and you’re the woman.” 
 
    I grunted as she bottomed out, then I pushed back. 
 
    I felt like I had been opened up and a vast, golden light was coming out of me. I felt like the heavens were opening me up and welcoming me as their own. I felt…wonderful. 
 
    I pushed back, raised my hips and tried to gobble more cock with my asshole. 
 
    Tammy obliged me, shoving it in and pulling it out. I felt like I was being turned inside out, all I could do was lay there. 
 
    As she rode me I began to understand. Some people were meant to dominate, others to submit. Tammy was a dominant. She ruled people. 
 
    I was a submissive. It was part of my personality to give up, to submit. 
 
    And somehow we had found each other, and we were like ham and eggs, hand in glove, perfect for each other.  
 
    I began to cum. I was having an actual prostate orgasm. First time. what a lucky person I was. 
 
    And as my hips lurched up and down, as the white hot lightening lanced through my brain, Tammy kissed me and said, “I love you.” 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked this little story about Dick and Tammy. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    Hundreds of stories! 
 
    Dozens of collections! 
 
    Dozens of full length novels! 
 
      
 
    Just go to Gropper press at: 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
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    On the following pages is the complete first section of ‘THE’ classic of Feminization: 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    ALEX TRENTON loves his wife, but he makes a fatal mistake. He becomes ensnared by a ‘Mystery Messenger’ on the internet and dresses up like a girl. That’s not so bad, but then he is caught by his neighbor, and the fun begins. Day after day Alex is blackmailed, pushed further and further down the road to femininity. What’s worse is…his wife is coming home! 
 
      
 
    A SPECIAL NOTE FROM ALYCE THORNDYKE 
 
    I’m Grace’s writIng partner, and I read the sections of this book as soon as they were done, before they ever saw the dubious light of the internet. I just want to say this book totally blew my mind. It is consistent, frantic, and leads to a conclusion I really did not expect. When the final twist hit I actually slapped my head. I couldn’t believe what Gracie had done. It was delightful, and I recommend this book to everybody. ~ Alyce 
 
      
 
    For the complete book  go to: 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book: The Complete Saga 

  

 
   
    Presenting the complete first section of 
 
    ‘THE’ classic of feminization. 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride 
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    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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 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 as 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 cumming 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 takes 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 opened 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. 
 
      
 
    TO BE CONTINUED!

  

 
   
    Get the rest of the story, 
 
    the full ‘Sissy Ride’ novel, 
 
    at… 
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    Gropper Press! 
 
    And don’t forget to rate us five stars!

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    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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    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

  

 
   
    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.

  

 
   
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    BUT… 
 
    if you like the shorter stories, 
 
    and you want to 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! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    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! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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 learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    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

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. 
 
    A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it! 
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!

  

 
   
    Hundreds of stories! 
 
    Dozens of collections! 
 
    Dozens of full length novels! 
 
      
 
    Just go to Gropper press at: 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
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