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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I want to know where you’re going!” 
 
    Donna just shook her head and continued doing what she was doing, which was making herself beautiful. 
 
    “Look,” I said, “Every month you do this. You won’t tell me where you’re going, you get all dressed up, you leave, and you don’t come home till four in the morning. I don’t think I’m being unreasonable when I ask where you’re going.” 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled. “Do you remember August 5th?” 
 
    I remembered the day well, not because I remembered it, but because she kept bringing it up…once a month. 
 
    On that night I had been drinking way too much. I grabbed the car keys and headed for the door.  She asked where I was going and I had said, “Wherever I want. (hiccup). And it’s none of your stinkin’ business.” 
 
    And I had gotten in an accident. Had spent the night in jail. She had had to bail me out! 
 
    “That was years ago!” 
 
    “Hmm.” she said, shading her eyes. “Seems like yesterday.” 
 
    “But I was drunk, and I have apologized for it a thousand times! Are you going to make me suffer forever?” 
 
    “Yep,” she painted her lips, and my penis began to dance. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She turned to me and pursed her lips in thought, and she knew that red lips was my weakness, that I would be horny all night, and that when she came home she would refuse to make love. 
 
    “Jack, I love you dearly. But this is just a reminder that you should always be a better person.” 
 
    “I am a better person!” I groaned. 
 
    She stood up and turned to me. Wow. I wanted a piece of her so-o-o bad. 
 
    She patted my cheek and said, “Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    “But…but…” I followed her to the door. I heard the click, click, click of her heels, and it raised my pulse. I watched that unbelievably round and beautiful ass sway down the walk, and I felt like I was going insane. 
 
    She slithered into the car, showing off her sleek nylon clad legs, and I almost sobbed with frustration and desire. 
 
    I felt so powerless when she did this, and I was well aware that that sense of being powerless was heady, that it made my cock harder than a diamond drill. Do be denied was such sweet torture. 
 
    She started the car and I motioned for her to roll the window down. She did so. She raised her eyebrows and smirked at me. 
 
    “If you don’t tell me I’m going to get drunk. Really drunk.” 
 
    She frowned. She didn’t mind a good drink, nut for me to deliberately get drunk…she didn’t like that. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you where I am going.” 
 
    “You will?” 
 
    “You win. you want to know where I’m going.” 
 
    “Yes!” I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “I’m going to meet a dozen women and we’re going to have a sperm party.” 
 
    “What? What is a sperm party?” 
 
    “We hire a dozen studly young men and they dance for us, they wave their cocks around and we girls bid on which cock we want for the night. Then we get ourselves naked. The young men make love to us. They have all been chosen for big cocks so none of us feel short changed. They lay us down and gobble our pussies. They suck on our tits, then they jam their big dicks in us. Oh, you can’t believe the sound of a dozen women all moaning and crying out in ecstasy, and when we cum it’s almost like we planned it. One cum sets off another, and the last one has everybody standing around her and chanting ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ I was the last one in December. You remember how cold it was? Well, I was hot all month remembering what Bradley—that was my stud’s name—did to me. He fucked me so good I thought my hole would be stretched out and gaping and never recover. And when I came home I refused to make love to you because I had so much sperm dripping out of me. And the checks we write in our bidding wars. We make them out to the Women’s Club in our checkbooks, but they are really to cash so the studs can cash them.” 
 
    She had been slowly backing out while she told me this, and I had been walking next to the car, my jaw dropping, unable to believe my ears. 
 
    “So that’s where I’ll be, and don’t you dare get drunk!” 
 
    She hit the gas and the car zoomed right out from under my hand. 
 
    I stood, mouth open and catching flies as her taillights winked and turned a corner. 
 
    My wife was going to a sex party? 
 
    My wife was going to get fucked by some kid with a big cock? 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    I stood in the middle of the street,  my hand out as if I was still touching the top of the car. 
 
    HONK! 
 
    “Come on, stupid. Get out of the way!” 
 
    I turned as if in a daze, my mouth slowly closing. A guy in a Beamer sped by and he shouted, “Idiot!” and went in the same direction as my wife. 
 
    Now in motion I was able to stumble out of the street. I staggered up my driveway and into my house. I closed the door and just stood there. 
 
    I grew faint, and realized I had forgotten to breath. I forced myself to gasp in air. I sounded like I had been punched in the gut, and I felt like it. 
 
    I stood there for I don’t know how long, but, at last, I started moving. I went to my wife’s computer and opened it up. The computer has all her passwords come up when she goes to a page that needs one, and I opened her bank account and examined the checks made out to the Women’s Club. 
 
    Last month, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    The month before, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    I scrolled back to December, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I closed her bank account and called up her emails. There weren’t many of them, and I went back to the time period around December. An email to somebody called Lisa. Lisa. Would be in the Women’s Club with her? 
 
    I pulled up the email and it read: 
 
    Great time last night. 
 
    The boys really delivered. 
 
    My legs will be sore for a month. 
 
      
 
    I closed her computer, stunned. Checks made out to cash. Boys who delivered and…her legs would be sore for a month? 
 
    And she never really wanted to make love for a few days after her meetings. 
 
    Oh, my God! My wife was going to ’Sperm Parties!’ 
 
    Now I knew, and my mind was near going off the rails. I grabbed my car keys, determined to find her and put a stop to this, and then realized…I didn’t know where they were meeting! 
 
    I opened her computer again, searched through the emails and finally found an address. 
 
    1314 Fourth Street. That was right downtown! Right across from the police station! 
 
    Oh, my God! They were having sex parties right across from the police station! The police would bust them! They would all get arrested and I would have to bail her out! 
 
    Was this her revenge for me getting drunk those years ago and needing to be bailed out? 
 
    It was! It had to be! 
 
    But now I knew where the meeting was, and I could put a stop to it. 
 
    I ran out to my car, then ran back in to the house. I slipped into some black pants and a black tee. If I was going to have to sneak around I wanted to be less than noticeable. 
 
    I ran back out to the car, got in, and left rubber on the driveway. As I drove I pounded the wheel and tried to slow my thoughts down. 
 
    Donna was actually doing this to me! 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
      
 
    By the time I reached downtown I was relatively calm. At least I wasn’t pounding on the steering wheel anymore. 
 
    I parked on the street next to the big, four story building, on the side opposite the police station. It was quiet, our town usually rolls up the sidewalks about nine at night, and it was fifteen minutes past nine. 
 
    There were a couple of cars parked, but I figured the women would probably be in the big parking structure to the west of the building. 
 
    I walked past the front door to the building. It was glass doors and a small lobby. 
 
    I entered the lobby and looked at the sign with the stick on letters. 
 
    There was nothing there. 
 
    But…where were the women? 
 
    Of course, they wouldn’t be putting a sign out! They would be traveling under the radar with their little sex show. 
 
    Okay, how to find them? Nothing to do but walk through the building. 
 
    I walked through the ground floor. That was mostly stores that opened on the street, and a janitor’s closet. 
 
    Second floor. The lighting was dim, perfect for women sneaking off to have affairs. But the office doors were all doctor’s offices, and dental offices. 
 
    Third floor, more offices. Crap. They had to be here somewhere! 
 
    Fourth floor, and I hit pay dirt. At the end of the fourth floor corridor was a sign. An arrow on the sign pointed to a door. The sign said, “WC Tonight!” 
 
    And it was painted with butterflies and had a couple of balloons tied to it. 
 
    Excellent! I had them now! 
 
    I walked close to the wall, slid sideways past doors, my ninja skills at a peak. 
 
    The doors the sign pointed to were double, and I put my eye to the crack and peered through. 
 
    Nothing. No, it was drapes! There were some kind of drapes on the other side of the door. But I could hear laughter, and voices, and music! Then somebody picked up a chant. I couldn’t tell what they were chanting, but it sounded like it could be ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ 
 
    I was too late! 
 
    I tried the doors, but they were locked. Of course they were locked. they didn’t want somebody like me finding out what they were doing! They didn’t want to get busted by the police! 
 
    I stepped back and stared at the door. I could rush it, I was sure my shoulder would win. 
 
    But, no. I needed proof. I had my cell phone, if I could get pictures…then…then Donna would have to give up this crazy thing. And I could get all the women to give up their sex parties! 
 
    Sperm parties would be no longer and I would have saved the men of the town unbelievable embarrassment. 
 
    Okay, how to get a picture. 
 
    I looked around. 
 
    Hmm. There was an open window at the end of the hall and I could see construction materials. There was yellow tape stretched across the window. They must be doing something, replacing windows, whatever. 
 
    I went and looked out, and I could see the scaffolding extending alongside the building. I‘m not fond of heights, and I could see the pavement far below. 
 
    Yikes! I could just imagine myself falling four stories onto my head.  Splat. No thanks. 
 
    But I could see brightly lit windows just a few feet over. All I had to do was hold on to the rails and scootch over and…and I could do it. 
 
    I could take pictures! And then I would have those women in my power! They would have to give up their sperm parties! 
 
    I stepped out onto a pair of planks. They shook, and I breathed, and thought about turning back. 
 
    But, no. I couldn’t. I had to do this. 
 
    I sidled along the scaffolding. My knuckles were white as I gripped the poles. I was terrified, but…I came to the first window. 
 
    Crap! There was some kind of plastic hanging in front of the window. These women! They had taken advantage of the construction materials to hide their activities. 
 
    For a second I forgot about being high up. I had to see behind the plastic. I had to get a picture of their sex party, of their naked bodies writhing around, under the naked bodies of young studs. 
 
    I could just imagine a jungle of buns and tits and cocks. 
 
    As I stood there I happened to glance up, and I saw…a hole in the side of the building. 
 
    It was just above me, right next to a ladder built into the scaffolding. 
 
    A ladder? 
 
    The workmen must be working in there, maybe on the ducts, or the electricity, and it was easier to access from the outside, or maybe they had to throw away materials that were too big to be toted through the building, or…whatever. I had access. 
 
    The ladder was right there. I could crawl up, slide into the hole and I would be right over the women. There had to be some way I could get a picture! There had to be places where the ceiling was breeched for construction. 
 
    I placed a hand on the ladder, took a deep breath, and began climbing. 
 
    Rung by rung, so totally aware of the space behind me that my sphincter was clutching. 
 
    I could hardly breath, and I was relieved when I came next to the hole in the side of the building. 
 
    I carefully shifted my grip and crawled through the space. 
 
    I was in a space about three feet high. I couldn’t walk, but I could crawl, and there were big pieces of plywood laid over the place. 
 
    More important, I could hear the women screeching better. In my mind I could see them crying out as the men inserted their penises, groaning as their tits were sucked. 
 
    I crept over the plywood, and there was nowhere I could get a picture. 
 
    Damn! To come so far and be thwarted! 
 
    But as I looked around a duct I saw…a square of light! The duct had been removed and it looked like the overhead grate had even been removed. I would have a perfect spot to take my picture! 
 
    I eased myself over the plywood. It seemed firm enough, and I came to the space where the light came up. It was a square in the floor. I could hear the women carrying on, indulging in their sick, perverted actions. 
 
    Around the square of light the plywood wasn’t laid. I would have to step across about four feet of space and brace my feet, but then I could see. I could take my pictures. 
 
    Okay, I could do this. 
 
    I stood as tall as I could, I put my foot out to the two by four next to the square of light. I held my cell phone at the ready. I pushed with my leg and…I don’t know what happened, but I slipped, and I was falling. 
 
    BANG! The ceiling gave way. Then I was falling, falling, into the middle of dust and debris and screaming women! 
 
     
 
    I lay there, not quite knowing what was happening, and the world spun around me. 
 
    First, I noticed the screaming women. They crowded around me, pointing. A couple of them touched me, one of them examined my head. She lifted it up and I gave a crazy smile and my eyes rolled in their sockets. The noise of the screaming women started to abate, but it didn’t go completely away. 
 
    “Where’s the sex party?” I asked  
 
    She froze, them somebody handed her a washcloth and she began wiping my face clear of the dust. 
 
    “I know you hire studs and fuck them.” 
 
    The woman resumed washing my face, but she was listening. Oh, was she listening. I had her now. 
 
    “Where’s the sperm party? I know everything.” 
 
    Then I started to come out of the chaos of my mind. I stopped babbling and started noticing the world. 
 
    “Who told you about our sperm parties,” asked the woman. 
 
    I was still dazed enough to not know what I was saying. “My wife told me. I got ya now. Where are the studs? Why do you have your clothes on?” 
 
    The woman got another washcloth and kept rubbing my face. I realized later she was just stalling so she could pump me. She kept asking me questions, and I, stupid I, kept babbling on about sex parties and my wife washing the sperm out of her pussy and refusing to fuck me but, dammit, I had my proof now. 
 
    “Girls, could somebody turn off the show?” 
 
    That was when I noticed the big screen television. It was some sort of show with a woman talking at a podium, and the crowd of women in front of her were giving periodic cheers and screams, and I realized, in a dull sort of way, that this, and the women now surrounding me, were the screams that I had thought was a sex party. This was backed up by the fact that when the screaming and cheering on the big screen stopped it was suddenly and ominously silent. 
 
    Uh, oh. What had I been saying? 
 
    I tried to remember the conversation I had been having with the woman. I tried to stand up, but the woman said, “Don’t move.” 
 
    I kept trying to move.” 
 
    “Jill, Sandy. Sit on him. Let’s find out what the heck is going on.” 
 
    Two large ladies sat on me, and several others leant their hands and weight to the affair. 
 
    “Hey!” They had me. I couldn’t move. I tried to struggle, but more women piled on. 
 
    “Let me up!” Let me…” then it became difficult to breath. I was getting squashed. 
 
    “Easy girls. Jenny, is that his cell phone?” 
 
    “It is. He’s Donna’s husband.” 
 
    “Donna’s, eh? Where is she? Has anybody seen Donna tonight?” 
 
    “I saw her with Lindsay. I think they might have played hooky. Lindsay’s been having problems at home and…” an unseen women somewhere shrugged. 
 
    “Okay, let me call her and we’ll get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    A moment later I heard the woman talking, but she was moving away so I only heard a little of the conversation. 
 
    “Hi, Donna? This is Sandy, down at the WC. Oh, yes, good to talk to you. We’ve got a little problem down here…and it has to do with you.” 
 
    A pause, then: “Well, it’s raining husbands. And yours is…” and I couldn’t hear any more. 
 
    I lay there, under a ton of of women, and thought. I was in for it now. Donna was going to be pissed off, and that was for sure. I had figured out that there wasn’t any sex club, that she had been messing with me, and I had bought it. 
 
    Crap, so she was out with this Lindsay person, talking about husband problems, no doubt. 
 
    Oh, man. August 5th had nothing on the situation I was now in. 
 
    On that bad Aug five from yesteryear I had been drunk. On this day, which was…Feb two, I wasn’t drunk. I was just…stupid. And gullible. And had been made a total and utter fool of. 
 
    The women were sitting on me and chatting gaily. They were discussing me, shopping at the Goodwill for their children, what television shows their husbands preferred, and…me. And I didn’t like what they were saying. 
 
    “Do you think he’s a pervert?” 
 
    “He had a cell phone and it was set to record.” 
 
    “Do you think he takes pictures and then goes home and abuses himself.” 
 
    And there was a lot of cheerful bantering and a few insults. 
 
    Then I heard Sandy coming back. 
 
    “Okay, I perfectly understand. We’ll do our best. I’m sure. Well, you have a wonderful night…” 
 
    She closed the phone and stared down at me. 
 
    “Girls, I hate to say it, but we’ve got a pervert on our hands.” 
 
    Oh, the sound of shocked voices. 
 
    “What? No! I’m not a pervert!” 
 
    “Sally, put a stocking in his mouth.” 
 
    I struggled, but the girls managed to stay on top of me, and suddenly a nylon was stuffed in my mouth. Then Sandy bent down and put a strip of duc tape over my mouth. “I’m sure the worker’s won’t mind losing a bit of duc tape for a good cause. Turn him over, I’ll get his hands.” 
 
    They turned me over, kicking and struggling and screaming threats. Then Sandy knelt on my back, took the breath out of me, and began wrapping duc tape around my wrists. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Push his feet together.” 
 
    They pushed, and she began wrapping more duc tape around my ankles. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Trussed. Bound like a hog and ready for spitting. 
 
    The ladies stood up and backed off. I didn’t like the gleam in their eyes as they inspected me. 
 
    “I talked to Donna, and she’s at home. She says her husband is with her.” 
 
    The women gasped. 
 
    I yelled through the stocking and the duc taped, I struggled, but it was of no avail. I was officially hog tied. 
 
    My wife said I wasn’t me? She had another man at home? 
 
    My mind, which had calmed down a bit on finding out the truth about the Women’s Club, suddenly started to riot again. 
 
    I struggled, and kicked my bound feet, and screamed, but it did no good, and I finally had to be quiet so I could hear them discussing what they were going to do with me. 
 
    “What are we going to do with him?” 
 
    “We could take him across the street, to the police station.” 
 
    My mind was aghast. I didn’t want to be a registered sex offender! 
 
    “No,” said Sandy, “The police will arrest him, but we don’t have much proof, and a smart lawyer will get him out on the street in ten minutes.” 
 
    “Well, we don’t want some sex crazed serial killer running around,” muttered somebody, and there were murmurs of agreement. 
 
    Somebody else said, “Our children aren’t safe with somebody like him running around.” 
 
    A low rise of voices. This was getting scary. 
 
    Sandy again, “Well, I discussed it with Donna, and she had some interesting ideas. She’s well aware that sex perverts are resistant to being cured, and she knows the problems of the court system, so she suggested we should seek our own justice. 
 
    She had the ladies’ attention now. 
 
    “What did she say, Sandy?” 
 
    “She said that one thing that has cured many sex perverts is to give them what they want.” 
 
    There was a bit of confusion, a rising hub bub, and somebody said, “We’re supposed to lay down and spread our legs for this scum?” 
 
    Sandy raised her hands: “No, but if he is so obsessed with women that he crawls around and takes pictures and then goes home and masturbates to them, then we should make him one.” 
 
    Expressions of confusion. Then some twit in the back giggled. “She’s talking about feminizing him.” 
 
    Horror burst upon me. Feminization? But I was a man! I didn’t want to be feminized! 
 
    “Look how red in the face he is. I think he likes the idea.” 
 
    “Yes, he’s asking us to do that, to feminize him.” 
 
    I wasn’t! I was protesting! Screaming that I was a man and that they couldn’t do this to me! 
 
    But the women just stared down and nodded their heads. 
 
    And Donna said, “There’s one way to be sure.” 
 
    Again, the girls were blank. 
 
    “To be sure if he’s a pervert and, more important, to find out if he really wants us to feminize him.” 
 
    “How?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “Girls, check his penis.” 
 
    I screamed! I humped around like a worm doing the cha cha. I tried to avoid their hands. 
 
    They pushed me on my back and held me down again. I felt hands pulling my zipper down. 
 
    Now, I don’t know about you guys out there, but being handled by strange women, no matter the fear, makes a guy hard. 
 
    I wasn’t hard when they started wrestling me down, but the idea of my penis being examined in such callous fashion, all those hands groping for my privates, I got hard. And fast. 
 
    “It’s not very big,” blurted out one girl. 
 
    “But it’s still growing.” 
 
    “That’s because he’s a pervert. He’s an exhibitionist and gets off on women seeing him.” 
 
    “Do you think he would have flashed us?” asked somebody, and everyone gasped at that. 
 
    “Yep,” said Sandy, stepped forth. “It isn’t big, but it’s definitely hard.” 
 
    I lay there, bound and gagged, and my cock stuck straight up, feeling the cool air of AC blowing on it, and getting harder and harder. 
 
    “Wow! It’s turning red!” 
 
    “And, look he’s got something dripping out the end.” 
 
    “That’s pre-cum,” said Sandy. “The dirty, little pervert is about to cum. Grab his cock, girls, and wrap it up tight. Don’t let him get his dirty, little rocks off over us!” 
 
    They grabbed my penis, and at first I thought they were going to pull it right off, then I realized they were wrapping something around it. I don’t know where they got it, but it was an ace bandage. Fortunately, they didn’t wrap it too tight, but then somebody started putting a gooey substance on the bandage. Later I found out that it was plaster, still wet from where the workers had been fixing the wall. They coated that bandage, and wrapped more and more bandage around my penis. It was like a cast, for a broken arm or something. 
 
    “Leave a hole at the tip so he can pee.” 
 
    “Look, his head is poking out.” 
 
    “Well, no way to get it back in, so leave it.” 
 
    “His balls sure are big.” 
 
    “And red.” 
 
    A hand slapped my balls and I groaned.  
 
    A couple of the women giggled. 
 
    I struggled, but, truth, I was getting exhausted from struggling. I was running out of energy. 
 
    Finally, they were done, and one of the women took out a hair drier—now who takes a hair drier with them in their purse?—and started drying the thing off. 
 
    Shortly I was encased in rock hard material. I had a cast on my cock, and the long it stayed on the harder it was going to get.  
 
    I was crying now, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, a couple of the women made cutting remarks. 
 
    “Cries like a little baby, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “He should be in diapers.” 
 
    Giggles, and I cried harder. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Where are we going to do this?” 
 
    There were a few suggestions, some wanted to do it on the spot. One said she had a house in the hills, then Sandy said, “What about Gillian’s Hairport?” 
 
    The girls paused, then got all excited. 
 
    “We can do the whole thing!” 
 
    “Hair and nails!” 
 
    “I can bring him a dress, does somebody have some lingerie?” 
 
    “Let’s glue some breast forms on him!” 
 
    The ideas came fast and furious, and with each shouted idea I felt smaller and smaller. Oh, how I wished I hadn’t fallen for Donna’s Sperm Party tale. I wanted to be home, watching the end of the basketball game. I wanted to be anywhere but here, in the clutches of these crazy females! 
 
    But their plans were in motion. I listened and heard Sandy talking to Gillian, explaining the situation, and asking for the loan of her salon. And from the way Sandy was talking…Gillian had agreed! 
 
    “Okay, girls,” Sandy closed her phone and addressed the women. “Here’s the plan. Gillian will meet us at her salon and let us in.  She said we have free access to whatever she’s got.” She toed me with a high heel. “She doesn’t like perverts, either.” 
 
    A small cheer rose up, and I had a feeling this Gillian babe was going to be getting a lot of business from these happy customers. 
 
    “Susan, can you return Donna’s husband’s phone? Meet us at the Hairport?” 
 
    My phone was put in the hands of an eager, young thing who promptly headed for the door. 
 
    “Okay, girls, are you ready to go to work?” 
 
    A big cheer arose, and they lifted me up and carried me out. 
 
    I tried to struggle. I tried to get loose, but I was trussed. And what was worse was that my cock was sticking out, flopping around with all that plaster and bandage on it. I hung, very heavy, from my body. 
 
    One of the girls laughingly held it as they carried me. 
 
    I cried, I tried to talk, but it was useless. 
 
    I was going to be feminized.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I was taken through a curtain, then through double doors. They carried me down the corridor and into the elevator. It was crowded, but as many squeezed in as could, and we began descending. I felt somebody digging through my pockets. I had left my wallet in the car, but they got my car fob. Maybe one of them would find my car, and my wallet! Maybe they would find out that I really was me! 
 
    Through the lobby. Out into the street and towards a van that had been brought up. 
 
    Across the street I saw two cops standing outside the lobby door. I tried to yell, but one of the girls twisted my big Plaster of Paris cock and all that came out of me was a yelp. 
 
    They pushed me into the van and laid me on the floor. I tried to stay face up because I was worried that my cock might be damaged if I rolled over it. It felt so huge and helpless. 
 
    “Let’s go, girls, time’s a wasting!” 
 
    A half a dozen women climbed into the van, the rest ran for their own cars. The van started up and I bounced on the floor of the van. 
 
    “Look at how fat his penis is,” remarked one of the girls. 
 
    Another of them reached down and moved her finger on my head. 
 
    “Look how much he’s dripping! This guy is horny.” 
 
    “I wish my hubby was that horny,” sniffed one of the girls. 
 
    “You know, we could put a dildo on that thing and it would look monstrous.” 
 
    “Do you have a dildo that big?” 
 
    “Nope, but there’s a 24 hour sex store just a few blocks over.” 
 
    One of the girls opened her cell phone and spoke quickly. “Jane, go see if there’s a big two foot dildo or something in that store on second street. Yep. It’ll be cute. Okey dokey.” She hung up. 
 
    “If they have one Jane will get it. We can make him up, dress him up, and then attach a monster dick to his real dick.” 
 
    Everybody giggled. 
 
    “This is exactly what he needs,” observed one. 
 
    I grunted and groaned and tried to speak through my hose gag, but they just ignored me, and when they got tired of my moaning and groaning one of them just flicked the head of my dick. 
 
    “UHHH!” I was horny, and the head of my dick was very sensitive. 
 
    We only drove for five minutes, then we pulled into a parking lot. The van made a sharp turn and stopped. The doors opened and all I could see was a big surface of wall and a door. A woman stood at the door and grinned. 
 
    “Bring the pervert in girls. I got the cure right here.” 
 
    They lifted me out of the van, and while they were struggling to adjust the weight of me on their shoulders the girl who opened the door reached out and grabbed my penis. “Is this a cock I see?” 
 
    “It used to be,” said one girl. “But we’re going to donate it to science. 
 
    Everybody laughed and they carried me into the beauty salon. 
 
    The Hairport was big inside, with a dozen stations. There were even a couple of rooms for private consultations. They carried me past a storage room and turned into one of the consult rooms. When they moved me through the doorway my encased dick hit the door jam with a clunk. I gave a yelp and groaned, but they just laughed. 
 
    They laid me on a chair and cut the duc tape from my legs. Several women had my legs, however, and before I could kick free they were wrapping more tape around my ankles, securing me to the chair. 
 
    Then came the arms, and the women were very careful. They had four on an arm, squeezing in and pulling and pushing to get my arms taped to the armrests. 
 
    I sat in the chair and looked around wildly. Shelves with hair products, a sink behind me. Little rolling tables with nails and nail polishes. 
 
    “Lehejj meee ghjj!” Let me go, but I wasn’t understandable, and they wouldn’t have let me go anyway. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Joan and Betty, do his hands. Sam and I will do his feet. Oh, first, let’s cut his clothes off and wax him.” 
 
    Wax me? Were they going to…to take my hair off? With that painful wax and rip your skin off stuff? 
 
    But I had no more time to consider that because two of the girls stepped up, and they were holding large scissors and had wicked gleams in their eyes. 
 
    “HJKFMRR!” I yelled. 
 
    They each took a leg and pulled my pants out and began scissoring. Snip, snip, then they had enough of a cut and they began to rip. Ri-i-ip! Right up the leg. They worked around the duc tape and began cutting my upper pants off. Now they were very close to my cock, and their arms brushed against the red head of it. I groaned. 
 
    “Lord, doesn’t he ever stop dripping?” One of them said. 
 
    “Huh,” answered the other one, “The gift that keeps on giving.” 
 
    “Well, at least it’s a gift that’s well packaged.” She tapped on the plaster encasing my dick and there was a sharp clunk sound. Man, that stuff was getting hard! I wondered if I would ever be able to get that stuff off. 
 
    They undid my belt, pulled the shreds of my pants off me, and I was naked from the waist down. I sat there and stared at my body. I had some dusty spots from my fall through the ceiling, but the real worrisome thing was my cock head. It was larger, it was being strangled! I suddenly had visions of it swelling up and popping! 
 
    They began cutting my shirt, and shortly it was just strips of material on the floor. I was completely naked, except for the plaster on my dick. 
 
    Sandy and one of the other girls began washing my body with warm wash clothes. For a second I thought this was waxing, and it was almost pleasurable. But it was only the prep work. Shortly they were laying strips of cloth on me and coating them with some sort of goop. They waited a few minutes, then…R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    Ah! Fuck! No! 
 
    And, R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    They waxed every square inch of my body. When they were done I was red. they had not only taken off my precious hair, but the top layer of skin. The top layer was supposed to be dead skin, but it sure felt alive as they ripped it off me! 
 
    The dirty work done, they washed me again, and began working on my nails. They pushed the cuticles, sanded, fitted me with long, stiletto nails on my hands, then painted all my nails a bright, shiny red. 
 
    “Lots of lacquer, girls.” And, to me, “We used super glue on your nails, so I wouldn’t suggest trying to get them off. You’d have to pull the the nails out by the roots. 
 
    I was crying from the pain, but she just smiled. “I guess you’ll think twice before you trying peeping and masturbating again.” 
 
    I tried to talk through my gag, but she just laughed. 
 
    Finally, I was done. With the nails, that is. I was sitting there, dazed but…excited. The claws on my hand, they were the kind I had tried to get Donna to wear, but now they were on me. In some weird way…they were still sexy.  
 
    And my plastered coke throbbed. 
 
    “Look at that cock move,” said one of the girls. “That’s got to be heavy, but it is just bouncing away. 
 
    “We may need to put a cork in it, though. Look at the mess he’s making.” 
 
    Suddenly the room was quiet and everybody turned towards the door. I couldn’t se who came in at first, but finally a woman walked into my line of vision. 
 
    Donna! My wife! At last! She’d get this straightened out! She’d rescue me from these…these maniacs! 
 
    She walked around the chair and stood in front of me. She inspected me slowly, a slight smile on her face. She was still dressed to the nines, and her red lips pursed slightly. Sexy. Oh, my god. My cock throbbed. 
 
    Oh, please, honey. Get this mess fixed! Get me loose! 
 
    “I’ve never seen him before.” 
 
    My eyes bulged! “Deeieijhfi! Fdsjdlddo!“ I screamed. 
 
    “I wonder where he got your husband’s cell phone,” asked Sandy. 
 
    “He stole his car. I passed it outside the meeting hall on my way in. He got the phone, the wallet was in there, too. If he hadn’t stopped for a peep show, and maybe a little self-abuse, he would have gotten away with it.” 
 
    “Well, thank goodness we caught him.” 
 
    I was yelling, screaming, struggling, but all that was coming out were jerks and twitches and mumbles. 
 
    “Good Lord, is that his cock?” Donna looked down at my big, fat, wrapped up penis. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “It’s not very big, is it.” 
 
    My eyes were bulging, my mouth was frothing. My mind was in chaos. How could my wife do this to me? 
 
    Suddenly a woman rushed into the room. “Look what I got!” she held up a huge, horse’s dick. “They even had them on sale!” 
 
    Everybody gathered around to examine the monster dick. It was made of stiff latex and was as long as my arm. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to look good. Here, hand me the super glue. Hold his penis up, Donna.” 
 
    Donna grabbed my dick, looked me right in the eyes and chuckled. “This is certainly going to teach him a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    Sandy slathered superglue on the sides of the plaster, then she pulled the latex apart and pulled the big horse’s dick down over mine. When she was done I had a big, bulging, horse’s dick reaching down to my knees. 
 
    All the girls laughed, and they kept lifting up the dick, which lifted up my penis inside, and, worse of all, there seemed to be a bit of material inside the dick, cotton or some kind of stuffing, to keep it round, and this had come loose and it was rubbing my penis head every time the horse’s dick was moved. 
 
    “Nooooo!” That was audible, and the girls just laughed harder and pretended to jack my big cock off. 
 
    “Okay, girls, what’s next?” 
 
    “His breast forms!” exclaimed one of the women. 
 
    “Excellent. And I’ve still got the superglue open, so…” Sandy got out the jar of glue again. 
 
    “It’ll dry fast,” said Sandy. “Get his bra ready.” 
 
    Girls stood by with a bra and a corset. A corset? 
 
    Then we heard a voice, a man’s voice! 
 
    “Donna? Honey?” 
 
    “Back here, babe!” Donna yelled, and I stared at her.  
 
    Somebody came into the room. “I parked the car, hon…oh. Hi, girls.” 
 
    I tried to look around. 
 
    I didn’t have to, for the girls greeted him as me. “Hi, Jack. Hello, Jack.” 
 
    My eyes bulged so hard I thought they’d fall out of the sockets and roll across the floor. That was my name! 
 
    And Donna stepped to him and gave him a big kiss! 
 
    My wife! Kissing another man! And he was big and muscular and handsome and…was this one of the guys in the Sperm Party? 
 
    But, no, they didn’t have sperm parties, that was all a joke. 
 
    But who was…and it hit me. 
 
    He was her lover. She might have gone to Women Club meetings in the beginning, but these last few months she had met somebody, and she had…she had been spending the nights she was supposed to be at the WC meetings with him! 
 
    “Is this the pervert?” 
 
    “It is,” agreed Donna. “Can you imagine? He stole your car, your phone, and then he tried to spy on the girls. He’s probably just a horny, little bastard who can’t get a girlfriend.” 
 
    “So he just spies on women and jacks off. Pardon my language, girls.” 
 
    “Can’t argue with the truth,” murmured Sandy. 
 
    The man took out his cell phone and began snapping pictures. “I can post these on Facebutt. Serve the pervert right.” 
 
    He snapped a dozen pictures, and there was no way I could hide, nor hide my face. He finished, put his cell away and asked, “So you were going to make him into a woman and turn him loose?” 
 
    “Yep,” said Sandy, and there were a few nods. Many of the girls were looking at the man who was supposed to be me with hunger in their eyes. 
 
    “So what’s next?” 
 
    “Fake boobs.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because—“ 
 
    “No. I mean…why fake?” 
 
    Sandy looked puzzled, Donna just held his arm and smiled at him. 
 
    “I’m a plastic surgeon. I can give him some boobs. Big boobs. And they’ll last.” 
 
    “Oh, could you?” 
 
    “Jack,” said Donna, “You’re so generous. He steals your car and you’re willing to this.” 
 
    Jack chuckled. “Heck, it’s fun. And it’s good advertising. Maybe when you ladies see my work you’ll pass the word around. I don’t just do nasty perverts, you know.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    “Jack did mine,” said Donna. 
 
    What? Donna didn’t have implants! She was just naturally big! 
 
    “Oh, I’ve always though your chest was beautiful,” said one of the girls. 
 
    “Well, the secret to good breast implants is…” he looked at Donna, “Do you mind, honey? I’m pretty proud of my work.” 
 
    “Not at all. Here, let me open my blouse. 
 
    My wife unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the front apart. Her big, mammoth, beautiful breasts, breasts which I was the only one to touch, were now on display! 
 
    The man known as me hefted her boob. “You can see how natural it looks. She doesn’t really need this bra, but modesty, her nipples are so big they’d stand out.” 
 
    “I don’t really like it when all men can do is stare at my boobs and salivate,” Donna explained. 
 
    “And, look.” Jack peeled the edge of the bra down and exposed her nipple, he touched it and Donna gave a shiver. “No loss of sensation.” 
 
    “If anything, it feels better,” Donna started buttoning her blouse back up. 
 
    “Wow,” said Sandy, and she turned and looked at me. Several of the other girls were looking at me, too. I didn’t like the look in their eyes. 
 
    “So let me give him a first class set of boobs, I’ve got some stuff in my car that will pump those puppies right up. How about it?” 
 
    The women in the room traded looks, nods were given, and the it was agreed. I was about to get real boobs. 
 
    I tried to yell. “EhjkWEG!” but nobody was listening. 
 
    Jack went out to his car, which was probably my car, to get what he needed. Donna stood in front of me and mused. “I wonder what possessed this idiot to do what he did?” 
 
    I knew her message was for me, but there was nothing I could say. 
 
    “Well, after this he’ll mind his manners.” 
 
    Some of the girls agreed, some of the girls were having conversations while they waited, and then Jack, the man who had stolen my name, re-entered the room. He was carrying a couple of large jugs and a satchel. He placed the jugs on the floor and opened the thin bag. One of the girls pushed a rolling table up and he laid out a series of needles. Each needle he put on the table looked longer and sharper. 
 
    “Okay, this is the way it works,” he said, filling a syringe with the stuff in the gallon jugs. “I’m going to work in a circle, lay a big base, then I’ll start puffing them out.” To me he said, “I suggest you don’t move. These needles are sharp, and I don’t want you to suffer any nerve damage, or require extensive cosmetic surgery. Got it? 
 
    My eyes pleaded. 
 
    “Got it?” he said, warningly. 
 
    Tears in my eyes, I nodded. 
 
    It took him an hour. An hour of feeling needles penetrating my skin, of feeling my skin stretching. An hour of him dabbing drops of blood with a small cloth and murmuring. “This is good. He might be a pervert, but he’s got good skin. Real stretchy. I hope the bra you got him is sturdy These are going to weigh a lot.” 
 
    One of the girls held up a thick bra and they all grinned. I was going to be bigger than any of them, even bigger than my wife. 
 
    “I thought you had to put bags of saline into breasts,” asked a girl named Jane. 
 
    “Used to. But then vacation boobs came out. A mix of saline and a chemical that holds the solution in place. Took a month or two for the boob to be absorbed by the body.” 
 
    “Are these going to be absorbed by his body?” asked some one. 
 
    “Oh, no. Science has improved the procedure. This chemical mixture will bond with his cells. Quite safe, but his boobs will never go away.” 
 
    More tears leaked out of my eyes. 
 
    “Pity you didn’t call me earlier. I’ve got some permanent make up in my office. Just came in. Doesn’t even need needles.” 
 
    There were some mumbles at that, and one of the girls suggested somebody run over and pick up the permanent make up. 
 
    But Gillian stepped forth and said her make up would last a week, and if I wanted to stay beautiful I would have to come back for a treatment. 
 
    There were a few giggles, then Donna asked, “What about castrations? Can you do one of those?” 
 
    Jack stopped for a moment, sat back and considered. He looked down at my horse’s dick. 
 
    “Well, I could. Snip, snip. It’s something to think about.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and moaned. Castration? I didn’t want to lose my best friend! 
 
    “But…I don’t know. Maybe you should save that, hold it over his head if you ever see him again.” 
 
    Donna said, “Heck, I want to see him again. If I see him again I’ll get one of those big dicks like the one he is wearing and use it on him!” 
 
    That was caused for merriment, and the girls laughed merrily. 
 
    An hour later Jack was done. He handed the empty gallon jugs to Gillian for disposal and grinned. “That’s pretty good work. Look how big they are.” 
 
    The girls all oohed and awed, and I stared down. I had HUGE tits on my chest! I mean, they stuck out a mile! If it wasn’t for the bra they would have dropped like bowling balls because…they weighed as much as bowling balls. 
 
    Jack packed up his satchel and turned to Donna. “Ready to go home, honey?” 
 
    Donna smiled up at him. “Oh, I can’t wait.” Some of the girls smiled at the heavy sexual innuendo. 
 
    Then Donna turned to me. “I hope you learn your lesson.” Then she leaned down and picked up my horse’s dick. It was so long I could see it over my boobs. Inside the dick, under the plaster, my cock throbbed uncontrollably. 
 
    “Feel free to drop by. I’ve got one of these and I’ll be glad to use it on you.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    “You go, girl!” the ladies cheered. 
 
    Then Donna snuggled under Jack’s arm and they left the room. 
 
    While the Jack had been giving me world class tits they girls had weaved extensions onto my hair. It was now long and wavy and reached down over my shoulders. 
 
    One of the girls pierced my ears and put earrings on me. She whispered. “Superglue on these. They’re here to stay. 
 
    Some of the girls put the corset on me. It was difficult, but they pulled me away from the chair and pulled the corset through, then started pulling the laces. Up and down they went, and my belly got skinnier and skinnier, and it became harder and harder to breath. Finally, they put a padlock at the top. 
 
    They unrolled panty hose up my legs, then one of the girls put shoes on me. High heeled, with little locks at the tops of the lace holes. 
 
    And, they made me up. 
 
    I had stopped crying by now A dull defeat weltered in my soul. I was numbed, and I just sat there while they powdered and brushed and mascaraed and shadowed. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Except for the lips. 
 
    Sandy put her face down to me and said, “We’re going to let you go pretty soon. I’m going to take your gag off, and I suggest you keep your mouth shut. We don’t like perverts, and we certainly wouldn’t mind getting a needle and thread and sewing your lips together. 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She nodded, and the duc tape was taken off my mouth, and the length of hose was pulled out. 
 
    I couldn’t talk, anyway. The hose had absorbed all my moisture. Was so dry I couldn’t speak. I just sat there and gulped, and one of the women painted my lips with something that stung. 
 
    Then another woman moved in with the lipstick and I frowned. 
 
    “The first was plumper,” Sandy explained. “The second is lipstain. Guaranteed to last for a couple of weeks. You’ll just need a little gloss to keep them shiny. Gillian, can you give him some gloss?” 
 
    Gillian moved forward. She had a tube in her hand. She glossed my lips, closed the tube and handed it to me. I grasped the tube in my red tipped fingernails. 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to let your arms free now. Would you like a dress? Or do you want to leave the way you are.” 
 
    “Dress,” I croaked. I didn’t want a dress, but it was better than lingerie. 
 
    They cut the duc tape and stripped the remnants off my wrists. I flexed my wrists and stood up. I was shaky in the high heels, I wobbled, and one of the girls steadied me with a hand. 
 
    They pulled the dress over my head and turned me around to face a mirror. 
 
    I was beautiful, it pains me to say. I had a curvy figure with massive boobs. Yes, I was bigger than any of the ladies there. I had long, luscious hair and was perfectly made up. My red lips glistened like they were wet. The only good news was that the horse’s cock was shorter than the dress. I could feel it banging back and forth between my legs, but you couldn’t see it. 
 
    “Okay, pervert. You can go now.” 
 
    The girls stood back and I walked, as best I could, towards the door. Thirty seconds later I was standing on the sidewalk. The night was dark, but dawn was coming. 
 
    I had to get out of town. 
 
      
 
    I was pretty much in the exact center of town. The police station was ten blocks to the east, and right on my route out. 
 
    And where was I going? Home. 
 
    Yes, Donna had…betrayed me, and had a boyfriend, but…I didn’t know where else to go! 
 
    I could get some clothes, maybe get some of this female finery off me, and live in my car. 
 
    But I had to go home, first. 
 
    I started walking, and shortly I realized my troubles were just beginning. 
 
    Every few minutes a car would pass me. It would be filled with women, women from the Women’s Club, and they would honk and yell and raise a ruckus. Which ruckus brought more and more attention to me. 
 
    Though it was dark there were people on the way to work. And as the sky lightened and I was more easily seen, and as the Women’s Club kept yelling and pointing and honking, other people began to notice. Cars would slow down, people even snapped photos on the phones. I tried to turn my head away, but… 
 
    I reached the police station, and cops came out at the honking and pointed at me. 
 
    Past the police station, and my feet were already aching. I had never worn high heels, and my ankles felt like they were going to snap right off. 
 
    Across streets, and as I became used to the shoes, in spite of the pain I started hearing a click, click, click. 
 
    Oh, God. I used to think that was so sexy when my wife did it. But…me? 
 
    I reached the outskirts of town. The sky was half light now, that sort of greyish purplish right before the sun pops. 
 
    I heard a car coming up beside me, and it stopped. Oh, God! It was two cops. 
 
    “Miss? Are you all right.” 
 
    I kept walking, hoping they would leave me alone. But when you try to avoid the police they tend to get more interested. The car pulled up beside me again. 
 
    “Miss?” 
 
    I walked, they pulled ahead of me and got out. 
 
    I stopped as they stood in my path. I looked down at the ground and hoped my new hair would cover my face. 
 
    “You have some identification, ma’am?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    One of the cops was standing back a bit, the other one shined his light and tried to get a look at my face. 
 
    “Look up here, ma’am.” 
 
    I had to. I raised my face and he aimed his big flashlight at it. He gasped, then, “Bill. It’s a guy.” 
 
    The other cop moved forward, and I was now being closely inspected by two cops. 
 
    “You got a story to tell, fella?” 
 
    “So I told them. I told them how I suspected my wife of cheating, and how I had followed her to her meeting, but she wasn’t there and the women caught me and they did this to me. 
 
    The cops were silent when I was done. I’m sure they had heard tall stories before, but this sounded, even to me who was going through it, like the tallest. 
 
    “What do you think, Bill.” 
 
    “It’s so crazy it could be true.” 
 
    To me: “Do you know your license number?” 
 
    I told him, and he checked it, and I checked out. 
 
    “Well, no crime here.” 
 
    “But they…they forcibly feminized me!” 
 
    “Your word against theirs.” But he was holding back a smile and trying not to laugh. 
 
    “Can you give me a ride home?” 
 
    “Can’t do it. Against regs. I can call you a taxi, but do you have the money to pay for it?” 
 
    “No,” I hung my head. 
 
    “Well, sorry, but it’s only a couple of miles to your house.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They left, and I started walking again, and the Women’s Club started cruising by me again. Honking and yelling. 
 
    Now it was full light. People were on the street, walking, staring at me, and taking pictures. 
 
    My feet were killing me. 
 
    My legs ached. My back ached. Wearing high heels changed the structure of my whole body, made me use different muscles. 
 
    A mile left to go. Kids on their way to school. They noticed me, but didn’t think much of it. I did look like a woman, after all. A clumsy woman who couldn’t walk, but…a woman. 
 
    I turned up my street. I walked past my neighbors and they came out and stared at me. 
 
    I walked up the walk to my house, and…the door opened. People came out, people came out of the garage, out of the side yard. Hundreds of people! 
 
    “But…what…” 
 
    They were cheering. There was some laughter, but…but… 
 
    And Donna grabbed my arm. I stared at her through my hair. 
 
    “Welcome home, honey. Did you enjoy catching me cheating?” 
 
    Jack came up, gripped my hand and shook it. “John Hansen. My wife knows your wife, and when they told me about this practical joke…” he started laughing, but not in a mean way.  
 
    Women came up to me, hugged me, gropped my tits and laughed. 
 
    Neighbors came up, grinning and making quips. 
 
    “But…but…” All I could do was blubber. 
 
    Then even the two cops drove up, hit their siren for a moment and got cheers. 
 
    Donna handed me a bourbon and Coke and everybody cheered when I took my first drink. 
 
    Jack turned out to be a real plastic surgeon, and, not to worry, the boobs would be absorbed within a month. I would be a flat-chested man again. 
 
    And the cops chuckled and thanked me for being a good sport. Sandy had apparently told the whole police department about the joke. 
 
    And the neighbors rallied around and…and Donna hugged me and kissed me, and somebody got some pliers and cut the padlocks off my shoes and my corset, and I was finally allowed out of women’s clothing. 
 
    And, they took me in the garage and got the horse’s dick off me, and cut off the plaster cast I was wearing on my dick. 
 
    Oh, lord, I was relieved. I didn’t even care when people, including women, came in to watch the ‘operation.’ 
 
    And a lot of people admired my awesome boobs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The world loves a good practical joke. 
 
    Sure, I get some ribbing, but everybody knows, so it’s not bad. I just grin and go along with it. 
 
    And, I seem to have gotten over any jealousy about Donna going out on her own, coming home late. That one joke taught me that I should trust my wife. 
 
    But, there were some bad things about the whole thing. 
 
    For one, I was now fascinated by women’s clothing, and especially the underwear. 
 
    For a month I had had to wear a bra, and…I liked it. I liked the attention. And sometimes, during that month, I had worn other women’s clothes, and even high heels. 
 
    Donna, of course, was amused by it. She just chuckled and thought that I was trying to deal with my boobs and my necessary bra in my own way. 
 
    But, I wasn’t. I was…fascinated. 
 
    I liked the feel of nylons on my legs. I liked the corset. And…I really loved my boobs. 
 
    And I wanted them to last. 
 
    I wanted big boobs. Well, maybe not as big as they initially were, but…I wanted boobs. 
 
    One day I was sitting on the patio, watching the sunset, and Donna came out and sat with me. She handed me a bourbon and Coke and we sat, and every once in a while she would chuckle. It had been months, but she still laughed about the practical joke she had played. 
 
    Then she looked at me, and noticed that I was glum. “What is it?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know how to tell you.” 
 
    “Blurt it out. I ain’t gonna bite…too hard.” 
 
    She had a grin, I was sardonic. 
 
    “I liked being dressed up as a woman. I liked wearing the underwear, the nylons and shoes…I liked it all. Even the make up. I even liked—hell, I loved—having tits. 
 
    She was silent, biting her lip and considering me. Suddenly she got up and went into the house. 
 
    I sighed. I had fucked up again. I never should have said anything. But, that’s me, open mouth and switch feet. 
 
    But a minute later she sauntered out. She was in lingerie. Bra and panties, and a negligee. And she had something else on, too. She had a strap on with a big dick sticking out. 
 
    “Honey, if you want to be a woman that’s fine with me, but you know where that leads. So now the question is…are you woman enough?” 
 
    Smiling, I rose and took her hand and followed her into the house. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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 
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    Sissy Ride: The Book: The Complete Saga 

  

 
   
    Presenting the complete first section of 
 
    ‘THE’ classic of feminization. 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride 
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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. 
 
      
 
    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! 
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    Save money 
 
    SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Electric Groin! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    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 learnto 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! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    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 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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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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It was a job a man couldn’t do
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ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





