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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Now I don’t want you playing with yourself.” 
 
    “Oh, come on!” I acted disgusted.  
 
    “No porn, no play with yourself, save yourself for me.” 
 
    “Honey, I always save myself for you.” 
 
    Amy looked at me suspiciously. “Then why are you always less than interested when I come home from one of these conventions?” 
 
    “Because I focus on things like work, and I just get out of the mood. But, hey, when you’re around it’s easy to stay in the mood.” 
 
    I grabbed her and smooched her and she giggled and pushed me off. 
 
    “Don’t mess me,” she said. “I’ve got a 10 hour bus ride and I don’t want to be messy. And I especially don’t want to be dripping with your cum.” 
 
    “You push me away and then wonder why I’m not interested!” I played the wounded husband wonderfully. It as one of my favorite roles. 
 
    “Oh, honey. When I get home, if you’ve been a good boy then I will let you do anything you want.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “Even, you know…the anal thing?” 
 
    “Of course. Right after you let me do you. I’ve got the most wonderful dildo picked out.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Tit for tat, baby. I’ll do anything, as long as you do it first.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Come on, cheer up.” She patted my cheek. “It’s only ten days.” 
 
    I sighed. “I won’t survive.” 
 
    “You will. Now take my bags out, the pick up van will be here any moment.” 
 
    I took her bags out to the curb and turned and watched Amy stride down the walk. Oh, lordie. That lady is built! Just watching her jiggle along on her high heels is enough to bonerize me. 
 
    Not that it takes much to bonerize me, heh heh. But, you know what I mean. 
 
    She arrived at my side and held my hand and said, “Remember. I want you rock hard and ready to go. I don’t want you wasting it on some internet slut. 
 
    “Not to worry, baby.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something more but Amy’s eyes focused behind me and I turned. 
 
    Honk! Honk! A van swerved to the curb and the door open. 
 
    The windows were filled with young ladies, boobs, pulchritude, hair, and cheerful smiles. 
 
    The sign on the side of the van proclaimed: 
 
      
 
    Women’s rights 
 
    because women are right! 
 
      
 
    I held back a groan. It used to be that Amy would go to sewing circles, and volunteer her time to give turkeys to the homeless, and that sort of thing. Lately, however, she was going to these feminist meetings. And, man, were they giving me a headache. 
 
    That’s where she got the idea that I shouldn’t waste my sperm, that no man should ever look at another woman, and all that sort of garbage. 
 
    Heck, if these feminists had their way men would wear the aprons and women would dig the ditches! 
 
    She kissed my cheek, smiled, and got on the bus. I could hear the women raising a ruckus and shouting quips at each other. 
 
    Feminism, huh! They’re probably just going to go off and diddle each other. And she wanted me to remain ‘pure.’ I repeat, huh! 
 
    The van pulled away from the curb, and I was left to my own devices. Ten days, well, with travel time it might be more. This was Monday, and she was coming back a week from Friday, so that was, count the fingers and toes…12 days! Twelve days to have fun! 
 
    And I needed it. Since this stupid feminism stuff started I was getting less sex and more nag. 
 
    I turned and entered the house, and headed for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Bourbon was invented by Bacchus, a studly fellow, in my opinion, who knew how to have a good time. Leastwise the old paintings always depict him as surrounded by big breasted women and sucking down the booze. 
 
    My particular favorite, of Bacchus’s inventions, was Four Roses Small Batch Select Bourbon. Mixed, of course, with a good vintage of Coke. 
 
    So I prepared a libation, toasted my freedom and good sense, and took my first guzzle. 
 
    Mmm. That took about ten seconds. 
 
    I made another drink and, properly prepared, I sauntered back to the computer room. 
 
    I prefer the Samsung - G97T Series 49" Class 1000R. Forty-nine inches, downright panoramic, and I powered up the computer and started watching acres of pulchritude. Flesh. Boob. Snatch being wonderfully penetrated, licked, squeezed, bounced and jiggled. Oh, sweet heaven! 
 
    I dialed up a search for large and sexy and was shortly perusing Ava and Casca and Lisa and…and all the others. 
 
    And, an our later hour later, three drinks to the wind, I was in the mood. 
 
    Tell the truth, I’m always in the mood. But…I need a little liquid courage for what I was about to do.  
 
    You see, I’m one of those guys. I get off on women’s clothes. 
 
    Sober, I don’t. I’m sort of afraid of wearing bras and tummy shapers and things. 
 
    But a few drinks and the urges sort of pops through, and the next thing you know…I’m out to the garage and looking for my special box. 
 
    I often wonder, when I’m done sating myself, why I don’t throw the box away, remove it from temptation. But I don’t, and that just goes to show how little self control I have. 
 
    In the back of the garage, on a high loft, behind some heavy objects, my box sat, and I pulled it out and ran gleefully to the bedroom with it. 
 
    First, I Naired myself, waited until the burn started, and hopped into the shower. I exited the shower without a hair on my body. 
 
    Then, over the next hour, with two more drinks fortifying me, I went through my box. 
 
    I put on my chastity tube. Rather quickly because my cock was starting to get hard. 
 
    Then, properly confined, I slipped on some panties and a bra. I used condoms filled with water, and it was cool, but I really wanted a pair of good breast forms. 
 
    My body more shapely, I pulled on some nylons and fastened them to a garter. 
 
    Oh, lord did it feel good. My legs were sleek and felt downright electric. 
 
    Then I picked out a dress. I have a metallic blue, skin tight number, and, ooh la la, I was not. big titted slut. From the neck down. 
 
    I got out my make up. It took me a long time to figure out make up. I didn’t have a mother or older sister to teach me, so I went to the classroom most terrible, the internet. And Iw as now pretty good at it! 
 
    I cleansed and primed, laid the foundation, blush and…and all the other things to look beautiful. I did the eyes, which is always a lot of fun, then the lipstick. 
 
    I love lipstick. I love the bright red with a slight gloss to it. I love the way it sticks, but still leaves a trace on the lip of a glass. 
 
    Speaking of which, I went and poured some more bourbon. 
 
    And, tell the truth, I was now a little drunk. Not so drunk as to get messy with the make up, but drunk enough that when I stepped into my high heels I was quite wobbly. 
 
    But, wobbly or not, I pulled on a wig, put on some trash jewelry, and, voila! I was me. Big-titted, rounded-butted, red-lipped and ready for a night on the town. 
 
    As long as that night took place in my own home. 
 
    I poured another drink, and I knew that I was getting a little too drunk, so I decided this would be the last one. 
 
    Unfortunately, it wasn’t. 
 
    Sitting in front of a computer, watching grannies and shemales and BDSM and all the other fun stuff you can find on the internet is thirsty work. 
 
    So, after a light foray through fisting and an intense journey through bondage, I made myself another drink. 
 
    Hey! I was alone, being myself, and I could have a little fun, right? I mean, the worst thing that could happen to me would be waking up in the morning. 
 
    So I watched women peeing and Lady Sonia and Fellucia and…and… 
 
      
 
    I groaned. I think it was me that groaned. It sounded like me that groaned. Leastwise it was my throat croaking and it was me trying to roll over. 
 
    But I couldn’t. Something was keeping me from turning over. Something was holding my wrists. Two somethings. Felt like ropes.  
 
    And my legs. I couldn’t move…I couldn’t… 
 
      
 
    I woke up again, and knew instinctively that a couple of hours passed. My head hurt, but not too badly. My wig was crooked on my head, my dress was all shifted around, I must have fallen asleep on my bed. 
 
    My bed. That was a good sign. 
 
    I opened my eyes, and the room started to focus. And I realized I wasnt’ in my own bed, and the face of my mother-in-law came out of the fuzzy world and looked down on me. I smiled and… 
 
    “Aieee!” I jerked, but my limbs were secured. 
 
    “What!?” My voice was dry and sounded like a Frog had taken a dump in my throat. 
 
    “Good morning, Roger.” 
 
    I jerked my head upright and looked to the side. My head hurt,  but that was a small price compared to the agony of seeing my mother-in-law, Patty, standing over me, looking down, a very amused expression on her face. 
 
    “What is…why are you…who is…” 
 
    “Roger, you’ve been a bad boy. Dressing up like a little girl. I never knew you wanted breasts and to wear make up. Would you like some breakfast?” 
 
    “I…I…” I pulled with my limbs, tested the bonds that held me. They were solid, made out of chains and leather. They were tight. There was no wiggle room here, not for my wrists or ankles, or for my whole body. 
 
    She sat on the bed next to me. She was holding a bowl and stirring the contents with a spoon. 
 
    “Open up now.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to complain and she shoved a spoonful of oatmeal between my lips. 
 
    My red-painted lips. I could still feel the lipstick. Having slept in it, it was probably fairly well dried on. 
 
    I tried to push the oatmeal out of my mouth with my tongue, but Patty placed a hand over my mouth and brought her face close to mine. She spoke very nicely and said, “Now, honey, I’ll be letting you up in a while, but we need to get the ground rules down before I do.” 
 
    “Mphjjj!” I tried to speak through the glob of oatmeal and her hand.  
 
    “Shush, now. The first rule is you can take all you want, but you have to eat all you take.” She giggled. “I used to hate it when my own mother told me that, but now…now I see the delight in saying such a thing.” 
 
    I swallowed, I had to, and she moved her hand away, back to grip the spoon and scoop up another glob of the stuff, and I blurted, “What are you doing? Untie me!” 
 
    She pushed more mush into me. 
 
    I was gaining more control, and I spit it out. 
 
    “Now, honey, if you don’t be a good girl you’re going to be eating this oatmeal through your ass.” 
 
    I blinked. Patty was always so refined, I didn’t even know she knew the word ‘ass.’ 
 
    “If you don’t want that, then I suggest you mind your manners, cultivate a proper female attitude, and eat what’s put before you.” She smiled, and scooped up some more oatmeal. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    But she didn’t. 
 
    And I spit it out. 
 
    Patty stood up, she didn’t even frown, and she reached down and grabbed my package and pulled. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She flipped me over on my belly, then she climbed onto the bed and sat between my legs. 
 
    “Hey!” I was half screaming now, but she didn’t seem to notice, and she really didn’t seem to care. She scooped out a big spoonful, held the spoon ready, and pushed my ass cheeks apart. 
 
    I tried to resist, and maybe I could have, but she had very sharp fingernails and she dug them in. I pushed my own cheeks apart from the sudden pain. 
 
    And she pushed that spoon up my ass. 
 
    I’ve played with my asshole. Any porn aficionado has. No matter what they say, anybody who has spent any time perusing the flesh and sex of the internet has had his fingers, or other objects, up his heinie. 
 
    So I knew that it was a curious mix of cool and weird. 
 
    Yes, it made me horny, but I had never been so in love with it that I was willing to put a dildo up my ass. Not even in the hopes of being able to put my own dick up my wife’s anal passage.  
 
    But a spoon is different than a dildo. 
 
    It went in, and I felt the edges. I felt the slope of the spoon, the bulbous bottom of it, sliding through my rim. 
 
    There was a sudden and sharp pain, and then it was in, and she was moving it around and humming, trying to get the sticky substance of oatmeal off the metallic surface of the spoon. 
 
    “Stop it!” And tears came to my eyes. Oh, it didn’t hurt, not much, but it was the idea of being forcibly ‘injected’ with…with mush! 
 
    She pulled the spoon out, and I could feel the oatmeal sitting in my rectum, all glob-y, starting to come apart and float around and…and get absorbed. 
 
    I knew about the rectum and liquor. You give yourself a beer enema and the body absorbs it directly and you get drunker than if you swilled the same amount of hard liquor. 
 
    I guess she was going off the same theory, but for food. And then I had a thought: did she know about drinking your alcohol through the rectum? 
 
    She pushed another spoonful of mush up my butt and I groaned and tried to wiggle, but…I was caught. 
 
    “Wait, please?” 
 
    I begged. 
 
    “Now, Roger, you really must learn to mind your manners. When I speak you listen. When I tell you what to do, it is for your own good.” 
 
    “But, Patty, can’t you slow down and have a little conversation?” 
 
    “After you’ve eaten. Really, Roger, just behave yourself and we’ll have our little talk, and then I’ll let you go.” 
 
    She stirred the spoon in my ass for. moment, then pulled it out. I heard the clinking sound of her tapping the spoon on the edge of the bowl, then another spoonful was given me. 
 
    I gave up. Well, what else could I do? She had the leverage, I was tied up…so I just relaxed and let her feed me. 
 
    “There we go,” she whispered, and she continued feeding me until the bowl was empty. 
 
    Now, here’s the funny thing, I guess the feeding the ass thing does work as well as the alcohol in the ass thing. My headache slid away, I started to feel stronger, and I was definitely feeling full. 
 
    And I also had to pee. 
 
    “I’ve got to pee,” I said. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “But I’ll mess the bed.” 
 
    “I’m pressing your prostate with the spoon,” and she was, she had the curved side out and down and was making rhythmic motion into my asshole. “We’ll get rid of that nasty, old semen for you. Got to keep the body healthy, you know.” 
 
    And, I couldn’t help it, I started peeing. Except it didn’t feel like pee, exactly. It felt thick, and it had chunks, and it came in long drawn out spurts. 
 
    “Crap,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t make me wash your mouth out with soap.” 
 
    I made a resolve not to swear again. Patty would definitely  wash my mouth out. 
 
    Finally, she removed the spoon from my ass, got off and let me wiggle back over onto my back. 
 
    “There! Don’t you feel better?” 
 
    “Well, uh,” she beamed at me, and I had the feeling that I better go along with her. Besides, I was feeling a little better. And, double besides, my asshole felt sort of good. It felt…exercised, like it had been massaged. “Yeah, I guess I do.” 
 
    She put the bowl and the spoon aside and sat down next to me. I was suddenly very aware that I was wearing panties and bra, had tits, and…and a cage on my cock. 
 
    She lifted the dress and examined the cage. “Is this one of those chastity thingies?” She took it in her hand and twisted it , but fortunately only a little. 
 
    “Uh,” I groaned. “Yeah.” 
 
    “I thought so. How does it feel?” 
 
    “It’s very…exciting.” 
 
    “Exciting?” 
 
    “Well, my cock wants to get hard, but can’t, and that makes it want to get harder more, and it just sort of builds.” I shrugged, as best I could while tied down on a bed. 
 
    She pursed her lips and lifted the cage and looked at my balls. “My, these are quite swollen. How long has it been since you had a cum?” 
 
    I noticed she didn’t consider sex terms as dirty words. So I probably had to be careful saying shit, or fuck, but…but maybe not. This was going to be something I had to learn as I went along. 
 
    “A week.” 
 
    “A week?” she raised her eyebrows in surprise. “The way my daughter talks you do it three times a day, every day, and four times on Sunday.” 
 
    “Well, no.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed, “So how often do you have sex?” 
 
    I was a little weirded out, talking about sex with my mother-in-law, but bound on a bed, en femme, was weirder, so I answered, “Maybe once a week.” 
 
    “Really. That’s stupid.” 
 
    My eyes opened. 
 
    She sighed. “Roger, I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I think that’s just a miscommunication. I know my daughter sometimes disapproves of me, and she may even speak ill of me. But…” she paused. 
 
    Patty has the same killer body as her daughter. She’s a little thicker around the waist, just a little, but her boobs are proportionately…’thicker.’ 
 
    If Amy is a 36 by 24 by 36, Patty is a forty by 26 by 37. Close, but age has blessed Patty with bigger boobs. 
 
    And, her face is the same, be it with a couple, just a couple, of wrinkles around her eyes. 
 
    Her lips are just as full, and she keeps them red and plump. Her eyes are sharp, and her hair only has a smattering of grey in it. 
 
    She figured out what she wanted to say, “But I sometimes don’t agree with her lifestyle, and maybe a little of that has rubbed off on…maybe affected your attitude towards me.” 
 
    I turned my head slightly. This was curious. 
 
    “Of course now that I see you’ve been hiding a little kink—you are hiding it, aren’t you? Amy doesn’t really know about your, uh, crossdressing activities, does she?” 
 
    “I, uh…” my face turned red, “she doesn’t know.” 
 
    “I thought not,” Patty looked pleased. “I know that Amy enjoys sex, at least she certainly did in school, I thought I was going to have to tie her down to keep her away from the boys and all their cocks.” 
 
    Her words weren’t lost on me, me being currently tied down. 
 
    “But I know that since she became involved with those silly feminists her attitudes have changed.”
She patted my thigh, which made my cock throb inside the cage. Not that it wasn’t already throbbing. It just throbbed harder, and that was surprising, because, according to her I had lost my semen. So why was I. getting hard? Later she would tell me that it was my body that lost the semen, my mind still thought I had it, or at least was desperate for an orgasm to go along with the ‘draining.’ 
 
    She picked up my cock cage and started hefting it in her hand. I stifled a groan, and she went on. 
 
    “Tell me, do you want to be a girl?” 
 
    “No,” I muttered, ashamed. 
 
    “So why dress up?” 
 
    “Because it…it makes me horny.” 
 
    She nodded as if that explained it all. And, maybe it did. 
 
    And when did you first notice this compulsion to play dress up? 
 
    Compulsion? Huh. But, maybe it was. I did seem a bit out of control. 
 
    So I told her. I told her of playing in my grandmother’s closet and seeing her corset, of trying it on. 
 
    I told her of being obsessed with my mother’s underwear, of stealing bras and wearing them. 
 
    I even told her about trying to put a tampon in. 
 
    “Aha,” she blurted. “A transvestite with an anal fixation.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You like to pretend you’re a girl, and you want to get…have…sexual intercourse.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    “Do you pretend to be a girl?” 
 
    “Well, I do wear some clothes every once in a while, but I certainly don’t want anything up my butt.” 
 
    “You certainly seemed to enjoy eating your oatmeal.”               
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    She smiled and patted my cock. “It’s okay, dear. I saw how your buns wiggled and gobbled that mush up.” 
 
    “I…” and I gave up. It was stupid to argue about something like this. Patty was going to believe what she wanted, and that’s the way it goes. 
 
    “So how about letting me loose?” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” and it was as simple as that. Apparently she just wanted to keep me immobile long enough that I didn’t run out screaming. 
 
    She unbuckled the leather straps and I sat up and rubbed my wrists. 
 
    “I think you will agree,” she said as she worked on my ankles, “that our relationship has changed.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She stepped back and held out her hand and helped me off the bed. I was still in high heels, and I was still feeling a bit of the alcohol. 
 
    “Now then,” she placed an arm around my waist and started walking me down the hall like we were old pals. I realized that we were in her house. 
 
    “How did you get me here? What happened last night?” 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, you were quite out of it. You were drunk and prancing around and singing, making like you were doing karaoke to Whitney Houston.” 
 
    “Whitney Houston?” 
 
    Patty opened her mouth and sang, 
 
      
 
    And I will always love you 
 
    I will always love you 
 
      
 
    She had a surprisingly good voice. 
 
    “I was singing that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And you were moving around like a diva, thrusting out your chest and your butt and…everything.” 
 
    She took me into the kitchen and sat me down at the big table. She went to the cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “I think I may have had enough to drink.” 
 
    “Just the hair of the dog.” 
 
    She poured a finger into a glass, added some ginger ale, and said, “It won’t taste as sweet, but I don’t have any Coke.” 
 
    “You know I like my bourbon with Coke?” 
 
    “I know quite a bit about you,” she admitted, handing me the drink. 
 
    I sipped, and studied her. She was older than me, but not old. She had had Amy young, and she still had a bit of youth in her. And, she exuded a certain sex appeal. 
 
    Of course, I was immune to her sex appeal. She was my mother -in-law, darn it. 
 
    “So, I should be getting home,” I finally said.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because…it’s my home, and I should be there.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I blinked. “What are you getting at?” I asked. 
 
    “Why go home and prance around like a woman, when you could prance around right here.” 
 
    My breath caught. And, I hate to admit it, my cock, which was acting up, really pressed against the cage. 
 
    “I don’t think I understand.” 
 
    “I think you do.” She leaned forward, placed a hand on my forearm. “My husband, Charles, died years ago. In that time I have lived a lonely life. I haven’t any boyfriends, and all I do is stay home and watch TV and masturbate.” 
 
    I almost spit my bourbon and coke out. “What?” 
 
    “Yes. And I have a complete collection of sex toys, bless those late night ads, and I even have a lot furniture.” 
 
    “You…you do.” 
 
    “I do. And here’s what I am offering you. Spend the next ten days with me. Let Amy play with her dried up, old feminists. And while they are fantasizing about a world with men under their thumb, we will be acting like men and women should.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to be untrue to Amy. I mean, sure, she’s a little wacky, but I made my vows.” 
 
    “I have no intention of fucking you. I do expect you to please me, and in lots of fun ways. But, I don’t want to compromise my daughter’s marriage.” 
 
    “So I would just…stay here.” 
 
    “Yep. And you can dress as a woman all you want. I even have old clothes, and lingerie, that you can avail yourself of. You did a fine job with your make up, but I can give you tips and help you along. I’ve even got a pair of breast forms that are much better than what you’ve got. 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Would you like to see my,” she giggled, “Dungeon?” 
 
    “Your…dungeon.” 
 
    “Downstairs. That’s where I keep my toys. I built it myself, I’m pretty handy with a saw and hammer, and…come on!” 
 
    She took my hand and pulled. I quaffed my drink quickly and let myself be pulled along. 
 
    She led me to the kitchen, then out to the garage. At the side of the garage, behind a stand of boxes, was another door. 
 
    “I put the door here and don’t let anybody down there. You’re the first person who will ever see my pleasure palace.” 
 
    We descended steps, and at the bottom she hit a light switch. The lights went on, and my jaw dropped. 
 
      
 
    Patty had a large house. Two story, five rooms, four bathrooms, a big front room that led out to a patio lush with plants and a swimming pool. But her ‘dungeon’ was on an entirely different level. 
 
    Furniture was lined up against the walls. There was a Sybian, a St. Andrew’s cross. There was a spanking machine and a horse. There were small toys, a dildo on a stake where the impalee was forced to stand and couldn’t move because the dildo stake held him, or her, up too high. There were torture triangles and pears of anguish. There were chains on the walls, and a pegboard from which hung whips and dildos and strap ons and butt plugs and all manner of toys. 
 
    I walked down the center of the room.I ran my hands over padded tables and tugged on straps for confining people. Patty came along behind me. She was smiling fondly as she gazed over her collection. 
 
    “This could be a museum,” I said. 
 
    “Or a health club.” 
 
    I laughed. “A Kum Klub.” 
 
    “For those who are allowed to cum,” she agreed. 
 
    We reached the end of the room. To one side was a complete wet bar. Next to it was an armoire. Through one open door I could see what looked like costumes. 
 
    She flicked one switch on a row of switches and the lighting dimmed. Another switch and soft music drifted through the dungeon. She smiled. “I have ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene,’ by Pink Floyd, if that’s your style. 
 
    I turned to her. “And you built this whole thing.” 
 
    “Since Charles died,” she nodded. 
 
    “And you haven’t ever…done anything down here.” 
 
    “I didn’t have anybody to play with.” 
 
    “But then…why? 
 
    “I don’t know. I just started thinking about it, then I got involved, planned and fantasized, and…here it is.” 
 
    I gazed around the room in wonder. I could easily see spending a few days, or years, down in this place. But… 
 
    “Patty. I am so totally awestruck by this. And I am so honored that you would even consider sharing it with me. But…I am married. And I just can’t bring myself to be untrue to my wife. Sure, I’m a pervert, but prancing around and singing Whitney Houston is about as far as it goes. I’m going to have to say no, and hope that you won’t be offended.” 
 
    She nodded, and, surprisingly, she wasn’t offended. 
 
    “That’s okay. I sort of expected you to refuse. And I respect you for that.” 
 
    We walked back through the dungeon and again my eyes roved over the incredible collection of pleasure giving devices. And I wished I could have said yes. But I was married. And I would have to settle for a little crossdressing. 
 
    We ascended the stairs and she said, “Well, I suppose I should take you home.” 
 
    We got in her car, a big old BMW, and she drove. I was thankful, because I didn’t think I could drive with my heels on, and the windows were tinted so nobody could see me. 
 
    We arrived at my comparatively small house and she let me out. 
 
    “Roger?” 
 
    I leaned back in. 
 
    “I did drain you, and you will probably be a little extra horny. So you might want to let your poor penis out for a breath of fresh air.” 
 
    Huh. That was sort of an odd thing for her to say. Just out of the blue like that. But I nodded and said, “I will.” 
 
    Then she drove away, and I click, clicked into the house. 
 
    First, I had to clean myself up. It’s not good to sleep in make up, and so I hit the cold cream and scrubbed my face thoroughly. 
 
    Then I took off all my female clothes and put them in the box. Wearing nothing but my birthday suit, I checked my computer for messages, and then my cell phone for calls. 
 
    I hadn’t really expected Amy to call me, she had said they would be phone free for the whole two weeks, but one can hope. 
 
    Then, looking down at my struggling cock, I realized that Patty had been right. I was extra horny, and my cock did need a little play time. Maybe even a complete jack off. After all, I had spent the night as a woman, and now Patty knew about me, which was sort of sexy and made me horny, so…yes. It was time to pleasure myself. 
 
    I went into the computer room and took out a small box in which I keep bric a brac. A folding knife, a measuring tape, spare ink for the computer, a bag of army men from my childhood, a couple of tools, and…keys. 
 
    Like the key to my chastity tube. 
 
    Humming, I didn’t see it. It must have got shoved around when I closed the drawer, I starting moving things, looking for it. 
 
    It wasn’t there. 
 
    Now frowning, I took everything out. 
 
    No key. 
 
    I put everything back in. Where in the hell… 
 
    DING! My phone called to me. 
 
    My brow furrowed, scratching my head, I picked up the phone and looked at it. It was a message from Patty, and I opened it. 
 
      
 
    I hope your little pal is enjoying the fresh air. 
 
      
 
    And a picture. Her, holding a key. My key. The key to my chastity belt. 
 
    My eyes bulged and I hit her number. 
 
    “Hello, Roger.” 
 
    “You’ve got my key.” 
 
    “I have a key. Is that your key? Oh, my. I must have picked it up by accident.” 
 
    “Accident, bullshit.” 
 
    “Language, Roger.” Her voice leveled off with that, and I was reminded of Amy telling me how her mother got very prickly when she wanted something and was denied. 
 
    “I’ll come get it.” 
 
    “Not so fast.” 
 
    Oh, crap! Blackmail! She was going to blackmail me! I was silent. 
 
    “First off, we need to spank you. You hurt my feelings dreadfully, refusing to play with me. That was cruel and needs to be addressed.” 
 
    “You want to spank me?” 
 
    “Of course. Spare the rod and spoil the child. Right?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And then I would like to try out a few of my toys. Wouldn’t you like to help me try them out?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Okay. Well, then, I guess you can cut that thing off your cock. It did look pretty sturdy. I wouldn’t like to have a power saw, or any other sharp instruments, down there. But, you know what’s best.” 
 
    “You bitch!” I howled. 
 
    “Language, Roger, and that will cost you.” 
 
    “Cost me what?” 
 
    “A spanking. That’s two. Please don’t try for three. I don’t think your poor fanny will be able to take it.” 
 
    “Listen, Patty! That key is my property. If you don’t return it then…then…” 
 
    “You’ll what? Call the police? I can see the police report now, ‘Woman arrested for stealing the key to her son-in-law’s chastity tube. Charged with First Degree Sexual Denial.” 
 
    “Patty…” I growled warningly. 
 
    “I’m sure Amy will like that. Of course, she might not read a police report, so I’ll make sure I release it to the newspapers. But, oh, newspapers are renowned for their fake news, and this isn’t fake, so maybe I’ll just post it on Facebutt. Everybody knows that anything on Facebutt is always the truth. How many ‘likes’ do you think I’ll get?” 
 
    “Patty?” Now I was whining, whimpering, reduced in a matter of seconds. 
 
    “Or, should you wish for me to return your key before Amy returns home…you should take all your clothes off and drive over here.” 
 
    “Naked?” 
 
    “As the day you were born. You do have tinted windows, don’t you?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    They were tinted, but not much. With a little squinting people could see in. But maybe I could make it over to her house. If I was lucky. 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you to decide. See ya, Roger.” She hung up. 
 
    I stared at my cell phone. I put my cell phone down. I looked down at myself. 
 
    My cock was surging in my chastity tube. She was right. I had been drained, but that had only made me hornier. I needed relief, and the only way to get it was at Patty’s house. 
 
    But she was going to do things to me. I knew that intuitively, and she had said as much. 
 
    But I had to get that key back. I had to. I couldn’t last two weeks in the tube, and…and then what if she didn’t give me back the key and Amy got home? 
 
    I couldn’t risk that. 
 
    Of course, Patty might not return the key at all, but I had a feeling she would. All I had to do was jump through her hoops.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I drove the five miles to Patty’s house, and I was in a panic the whole way. At one point I saw a cop car holding a radar gun, and I thought I was going to die. 
 
    In my mind I was flashing over things that could happen. 
 
    I could be stopped, taken to jail, introduced to Bubba, stand in front of the judge, be bailed out by my wife (which was a big maybe), go home and live in shame for the rest of my life. 
 
    I could get in an accident, and lose my cock, and have it replaced with a surrogate cock, an animal’s penis, and TV crews would park outside my door just for a glimpse of the man with the aardvark’s penis. 
 
    I could get a flat tire and have to change it. People honking, yelling, and me so ashamed that my face turned so red it burst all the blood vessels and I was doomed to have a Red face for the rest of my life. 
 
    Needless to say, I was a nervous wreck by the time I reached Patty’s house. 
 
    I pulled up close to the garage and honked. 
 
    DING! 
 
    What do you want? 
 
      
 
    I texted, 
 
    Can you open the garage door? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Come to the front door. 
 
     
 
    I texted, 
 
    But I’m naked! 
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer. I sent a couple of more messages, and finally realized I was going to have to brave the outside world. 
 
    Yes, she had a hedge, but it wasn’t too high, and somebody could see me from the street. But she wasn’t going to open the garage door, so…then I got a bright idea. 
 
    I wiggled the car around, then drove right on to her lawn. I was right in front of her front door! 
 
    I hopped out, scampered to the front door, and…she opened the garage. 
 
    Son of a…! 
 
    I ran for the doors and squeezed through. She was grinning. 
 
    “Don’t ever try to be clever, Roger,” she shook her head. “That’s very dangerous.” 
 
    I sighed. I felt very naked, extra naked. She was fully clothed. 
 
    “Well, let’s get you set up. Would you like to be a man or a woman?” 
 
    And there it was. We had talked. She knew my secrets. Of course I wanted to be a woman. But…to admit that…yikes! 
 
    Still, she had opened the door, made the offer. So I leaped into the unknown.  
 
    “A woman.” 
 
    “Excellent. Come along, now.” 
 
    She led me through the kitchen and up the stairs. We entered one of the bedrooms and she said, “I keep a lot of old clothes, jewelry, etc. up here. I’ll get out your lingerie. Why don’t you pick out a dress?” 
 
    She had a couple of racks of old clothes, and they were pretty good clothes. I went down the row, fingering the fabric, occasionally taking a garment out to inspect it. She was in the closet getting the underwear. 
 
    Some of the dresses were really old, like last century old, and I had a feeling she had been practicing kink that I didn’t even understand. I wondered what kind of man her husband had been. 
 
    Some of the dresses were quite modern. Showed a lot of flesh, had modern materials. 
 
    Then I found one of those old dresses that could have been used for a forties film noire movie. I was just long enough, covered up my cleavage in a way that I could show a little flesh, but not risk having my falsies seen. It was tight, but that was okay. 
 
    Patty came out of the closet with lingerie hanging over one arm and smiled. “That will look lovely on you.” 
 
    So I put it on the bed and turned to her. 
 
    She handed me a corset. Not a tummy shaper, but a real corset. 
 
    “I had this one special made. It’s open at the bottom, and it’s got bigger cups for tits. It will be difficult to get on, but easy to get off.” 
 
    I looked at the thing dubiously. It was going to be tight, all right. 
 
    She had me lay down on the bed and began pulling laces. Top to bottom, squeezing my ribs mercilessly. And top to bottom again, and again. 
 
    I could hardly breath. I was gasping, and she suggested, “Breath high in your chest. Shallow breaths.” 
 
    I tried, and it worked, but, man, it was tighter than a fat lady trying to get through a mouse hole. 
 
    Finally, she helped me sit up, and she put large breast forms into the corset. Man, I couldn’t bend over, and there was no way I could even hope to see my toes. 
 
    And, speaking of toes, she bent down and started doing something to my toes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Painting your toes.” 
 
    “But…what about Amy?” 
 
    “Oh, she’ll love them.” 
 
    She could feel my panic. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. I can take the polish off.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “If I feel like it.” 
 
    I panicked. 
 
    After the toes had dried she unrolled stockings on me, the good kind, and she snapped them to the corset. 
 
    Then she put shoes on me. 
 
    Shoes. By that I mean high heels. I couldn’t look down, but I could see in the mirror. 
 
    They were black, sling back, open-toed, and my red toes were plain to see. 
 
    For a second I worried, then I relaxed. As a man I could wear socks. And if anybody saw me now they might assume I was a woman. Maybe. But…I found myself worrying, then relaxing. Worrying, then relaxing. 
 
    She stood me up and helped me slip into the dress, and, man, I was stunned.  
 
    I know I’m a slender guy, but with real falsies on, not the water filled condoms, and with a corset actually shaping me, my body was very feminine. 
 
    “Excellent,” murmured Patty, then she took me to the vanity table. I needed help to sit down, and I thought the nylons might rip right out of the snaps, but I made it, and she started working on my make up. 
 
    That was very educational. Yes, I had the basics down, but the subtle moves had escaped me. She showed me things about sponges and brushes which I never would have guessed in a lifetime of googling. 
 
    She put on moderate false eyelashes, which I had never tried, and mascara, which I had never really understood. She put shadow on my eyes and achieved an emotion I had tried for, but hadn’t been able to find. 
 
    And, of course, there was my fave, the lipstick. 
 
    She coated my lips, then glossed them. Then stood back and smiled. 
 
    I was staring at the mirror over the vanity, and I was astounded.  
 
    Still, there was male to me. 
 
    But Patty put a wig on me, clipped earrings on, spritzed me with perfume, and…there I was. 
 
    Woman. 
 
    Slender, big-boobed, round hipped, soft-faced, red-lipped and wide-eyed. 
 
    I looked innocent, like a deer in headlights, and Patty chuckled. “You do present well.” 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Well, believe it, girlfriend. How’s your cock?” 
 
    I groaned. The whole procedure it had been struggling, trying to break free, to stand up. 
 
    “Good, well, come along. Let’s have a drink, then see to your spanking.” 
 
    She linked arms with me and we went out of the room and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    “Are you really going to spank me?” I asked. 
 
    “Yep,” and she grinned happily. 
 
    “But, why? I’ve learned my lesson, I’m going along with the program…why?” 
 
    “Honey,” she held my arm tight and I could feel her boobs around the biceps. “There is spanking to punish, and then there is spanking to enlighten. When I get done with you you’ll be sorry I didn’t spank you years ago.” 
 
    I was doubtful as to that, but I went along with her. I had to. After all, she had the key. 
 
    We had our drink, then went into the garage, then made our way down to the basement. The dungeon. It was strange. I was dressed like a woman, walking like a woman, with a woman, and I was…accepted. 
 
    This was something that could never have happened with Amy. It sort of made me sorry that Amy was…the way she was. I know that sounds not very husbandly, and, truth, I had this huge feminine part of my personality that didn’t make me a good husband. But there it was. And I would have to live with it. 
 
    We crossed the basement and she pointed to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Go stand there.” 
 
    I went over to the St. Andrew’s Cross and examined it. In truth, it was a work of art. The wood was exotic, probably from the Brazilian rain forests. Wood was cut perfectly, fit together perfectly, and it was pegged. 
 
    I know there are some people that like the rough look, rusty bolts, that sort of thing. But Patty wasn’t that sort of person. She had class, and this bit of furniture represented that perfectly. 
 
    The lights dimmed slightly and I looked over to where she was flicking switches. Suddenly music filled the air. Black Velvet by Alannah Myles. 
 
    She sashayed back to me. 
 
    “I will probably have you naked after this, but I know you wanted to dress up, and I do so want to please you. Put your hands on the cross.” 
 
    I put my hands up and she wrapped leather straps around the thick wood and my wrists. There was no way I was going to get loose form this. 
 
    “Did you know this song was about Elvis Presley,” she said of the music. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. Listen to this line.” 
 
    She paused in her preparations and we listened to Alannah’s whiskey voice fill the basement. 
 
      
 
    The boy could sing, knew how to move, everything 
 
    Always wanting more, he'd leave you longing for 
 
     
 
    “You’ll have to listen carefully, but she is talking about him. Isn’t that beautiful?” 
 
    I agreed it was. 
 
    She reached between my legs and grabbed my package. “One of the things I’ve always wanted to create is an atmosphere of fear.” 
 
    I groaned as she pulled my nuts and caged cock back between my legs. 
 
    “It’s not just whip a dee doodle and the guy cums. It’s about ambience, intention, creating the right emotion.” 
 
    “You’ve studied this a lot.” I spoke through gritted teeth as she lifted my package. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I built this place, but it’s just a scene for what is about to really happen between us.” 
 
    She pressed against me then. “I’m going to whip this dress off you, cut it to ribbons, and then I’m going to take care of this little package right here.” She shook my cock and nuts. 
 
    I shivered, and now I started to worry. 
 
    She had sounded so pleasant, but now she was sounding mean. 
 
    I put that together with her statement about creating an atmosphere of fear. She had to be kidding, right? This was just her creating fear. Nothing was rally going to happen to me, right? 
 
    “Don’t go away,” she smiled, let go of me, and slapped my ass. Hard. I yelped, and she laughed and moved away. 
 
    There is nothing like standing, helpless, in the arms of a torture device, while a woman who might be sane, and might not, goes on about her business. 
 
    I began to sweat, my corset felt like a prison, even my nylons were confining. 
 
    Yet, it wasn’t bad, it was sexy, and even empowering in a way. Isn’t that funny? I’m about to get whipped and I was thinking of empowerment. 
 
    She went to the armoire and opened the door. She left it open while she got out clothes and changed. I couldn’t see anything, and I just stood there and worried more and more. 
 
    What was she going to do? 
 
    My heart was pounding and it felt like my senses were coming in waves. I would feel worry and fear, and then like I was going to faint, and then I would be brave again. Over and over I rippled through my terror and anticipation. 
 
    She closed the door, and I have never seen anything so beautiful. She was in a dominatrix outfit. It was tight, and her boobs were pronounced, thrusting outward like they were in a fifties bullet bra. Heck, the leather she was wearing was probably built around the fifties bullet bra. 
 
    She wore mesh stockings and high heels. She had pulled her hair up tight, and her lips were bright red. I stared as she walked to the pegboard and took down a whip. 
 
    The whip was not long, it was just leather strips, but I shivered as I imagined that thing cutting my flesh. 
 
    How far was she going to take this? 
 
    She left my line of sight and came up behind her. Her heels were loud on the cement floor and with the hard acoustics of the basement. 
 
    “Well, Roger, are you ready for your punishment?” 
 
    I wasn’t. I would never be. But I said, “Sure.” 
 
    She didn’t whip me…she caressed me with leather. Every stroke was hard, but angled to drag across my dress. She had told the truth, she was going to cut the dress off my skin, but she wasn’t going to cut my skin. She was just going to leave it in fear of being cut. 
 
    Stroke after stroke, the whistle and the snap, and I began crying. 
 
    Even though she cut the material, she kept it light on the flesh, and it was hint of pain…with the promise of pleasure, and as she continued the pain and the pleasure began to cross. Her brand of pain became something that I wanted, looked forward to, desired. 
 
    For an hour she whipped me. For an hour she stripped the dress, and even parts of the corset, from my body. And my skin became lightly cut, striped, but there was only a little blood. 
 
    But there was more and more pleasure. 
 
    I began to look forward to the cut of the whip as I would look forward to a kiss. The touch of leather striping across my backside became as strokes of a penis in a vagina. 
 
    And still she whipped. 
 
    Sobbing, being transformed, I wondered where she had learned such exquisite, feathery, devastating touch. 
 
    Finally, I realized that she had stopped. I was sobbing, gasping for breath, and I felt her hands touching my wrists, my ankles, then I was collapsing into her arms. 
 
    I couldn’t walk, I was so weak, but somehow she guided me to a table and we sat. I put my face against her throat and shed my tears upon her. 
 
    For maybe a half hour I sat and let it out, but finally the tears began to wane. I still leaned into her, however, and my body would give ripples of shivers. 
 
    She patted my shoulders and held me. She kissed my face, and she just held me. 
 
    I sat up straight, my cheeks wet, my make up totally ruined, and stared at her. 
 
    She smiled at me. “How was that?” 
 
    I nodded, hiccuped, and said. “I never knew.” 
 
    “And now you know why I think my daughter is deluded in going with these feminists. Feminism is about politics. It is about women getting together and talking the talk. You and I are walking the walk. 
 
    She lifted my face, kissed me on the lips, lightly, and said, “For a woman to rule a man she must not just talk. She must be physical. She must teach him that she is to be minded.” 
 
    “Like you’re teaching me.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    She began to kiss me then. She kissed my lips, she pressed her mouth to mine, she licked and bit and nibbled and awoke my lips. 
 
    And she handled my cock. She twisted it brutally, causing me to groan into her mouth. She slapped my balls, and my mouth jerked on hers. 
 
    Then I found myself sucking on her tits. Somehow she had managed, in the middle of this frantic and wonderful sex, to pull down her top, and those magnificent bosoms were unbound and free to my tongue. I sucked on the nipples, and she pressed my head to her and murmured, “Harder. Bite me, increasing the pressure, until I cry out.” 
 
    I did, and when she finally yelped I felt so proud. I had done so well. 
 
    Then she lifted me from the table and walked me to a horse in the back of the room. Pink Floyd was talking about breathing, or not breathing, or something, and I was dazed and out of control. 
 
    She put me on the horse and began strapping me down. Leather straps around my thighs and arms, holding me in place. She put a bar between my ankles and clicked manacles. 
 
    I was now spread-eagled, my butt in the air. 
 
    She went to the pegboard and took down a mess of straps. She straightened the straps out and stepped into them, snugged them around her lower body. She took a large penis from the pegboard and screwed it into the socket. 
 
    I stared, in love, and didn’t object. 
 
    This is what I wanted, and yet had been afraid of. This was what I had tried to do to my wife, in hopes that she would do it to me, and yet I had not been brave enough. 
 
    She stepped up to the horse. My head was raised and my eyes were shiny and gleaming. 
 
    “This is what you wanted. Are you ready?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    She pushed the big dick into my mouth and I sucked it, slavered over it, got it ready for insertion into my rear. 
 
    She pulled out of my face and walked around behind me. She stepped up and touched the cock to my bunghole. Very gently, and with much certainty, she slid the thing into me. 
 
    I gasped, I felt pain, but I had been taught. I knew that pain was nothing more than pleasure disguised. 
 
    She pulled out. She pushed in. I groaned as my asshole learned. I shivered and I shook, and I could feel my balls tighten up, as if they wanted to crawl into my body and become ovaries. 
 
    For a long time she fucked me, but I was not aware of time. I was only aware of that big cock sliding in and out, emasculating me, feminizing me, making me more me. Time became a ‘now’ that blessed me. 
 
      
 
    It was a long two weeks, and yet, when it was close to the end it was short. Too short. But that’s the way it is with time. If you don’t like something it drags, if you do like something it passes all too quickly. 
 
    We would wake in the morning, late, and stretch and kiss, and cuddle, and finally arise. Most days I was a woman, but some days I was not allowed clothes at all. 
 
    We tried out every machine in the basement, and some many times. Every night I ended up on the horse, and I became accomplished in taking the penis. 
 
    And I became quite polished in strapping on a dildo and bringing Patty to pleasure. Usually that happened late at night, after we had exhausted ourselves of the dungeon. 
 
    We would go to the bedroom and I would fuck her, and never feel a thing. I would be removed, even as I was wedded to the action. 
 
    She would moan and cry, and hold me and kiss me. 
 
    My penis, of course, was leaking every day. I couldn’t walk without leaving a trail of slime behind me. 
 
    Which just made Patty giggle. 
 
    Finally, on the night before Amy was due home, the night before I would go home myself, we retired to the bedroom and Patty held out the key. 
 
    I stared at it. 
 
    She smiled. “Take it. Unlock yourself. You’ve earned it.” 
 
    Shaking, I turned the key in the lock and my chastity tube fell off. 
 
    My cock sprung out, and she reached down and took it in her hands. 
 
    “So that’s what it feels like.” 
 
    We were supposed to sleep. I wasn’t supposed to put it in her. But as we lay and cuddled our hands roamed and our desires mounted. She kissed me and stroked me, and I was close. 
 
    “Stop,” I gasped. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “The greatest torture of all,” she whispered, “is holding yourself back when you’re in love.” 
 
    In love. 
 
    I was in love. 
 
    I loved my wife, but…but she had…conditions….reservations. 
 
    I loved her mother, but she didn’t have those considerations, not in mind nor behavior. 
 
    Yet, she held off, and we kept kissing, and I sucked her tits, and she fondled my balls, and, somewhere in there, I mounted her. 
 
    I pushed my penis through her labia and into the warmth and moisture of her womanliness. 
 
    She gasped, for there is a big difference between cold, hard plastic, no matter how big it is, and the warm flesh of a man. 
 
    We froze, realized what we were doing, and then couldn’t stop. I began to jerk and cry and my penis began to spit. Two weeks of torment and torture bound up and ready to go. I let her have it all. 
 
    I wouldn’t be able to satisfy Amy on the morrow, but…but…but what? 
 
    And we slept in each other’s arms. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” Amy shouted. 
 
    I was sitting at the computer. I was not wearing women’s clothes, I had no trace of make up or nail polish or anything. My clothes were put away, along with my infernal chastity tube. The key was safely in my bric a brac drawer. 
 
    “Back here!” I yelled. 
 
    I heard her heels in the hallway and I sighed and stood up. 
 
    She came into the room and I hugged her, folded my arms around her, and kissed her. I bent her back and near swallowed her mouth. 
 
    She gasped, held on, and I could feel her fires ignite. 
 
    Yet my penis was slack. 
 
    I straightened up and she took a deep breath and muttered, “Woo! That was different.” 
 
    I pulled her blouse apart, popping buttons, and buried my head in her mounds. She held my head, had to, and didn’t understand. I cried on her breasts, and I slid down her body and raised her dress. I began to kiss her pussy through her panties. I pulled down her panties and kissed her flesh direct. 
 
    She groaned, and I knew she was getting wet. Her pussy told me so. 
 
    Yet, my cock was flaccid. 
 
    She lifted me up, looked into my face. “What in the world has gotten into you?” 
 
    And I told here. I said the only thing I could. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, but I love your mother.” 
 
    She froze, except for the blink of her eyes. She put her hand to her mouth and blurted, “No!” 
 
    I nodded, and watched her. 
 
    Her face was a mix of emotions and I couldn’t figure out what they were. 
 
    She reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone. 
 
    Oh, no. 
 
    She dialed her mother’s number. 
 
    “Hello?” I recognized the tones of the woman who had deflowered me, who had taught me to be more than me. 
 
    Looking into my eyes, Amy said, “Mother! You promised you wouldn’t do it again!” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    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. 
 
      
 
    END

  

 
   
    This has been the first section of ‘THE’ classic of Feminization: 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    Click the above link and order the whole book on Amazon!

  

 
   
      
 
    Story too short? 
 
    Didn’t want it to end? 
 
    Then check out these 
 
      
 
    FULL LENGTH NOVELS! 
 
      
 
    on the following pages. 
 
    And if you want to stick with the shorts, 
 
    scroll past the novels 
 
    and you will find BIG collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    SCROLL DOWN 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Changed cov use.jpg] 
 
    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: tough cover use copy.jpg] 
 
    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! 
 
    [image: fem games cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    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! 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Remember 
 
    that’s  
 
      
 
    Gropper Press! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Don’t forget to rate us five stars! 
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ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
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