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PART ONE

“I don’t want to,” I said.

“Oh, come on, grow a pair!” Roy snickered.

“I believe that’s my line.”

“Come on! Bet!

“But I don’t want to.”

Lily and George watched from the sides. We four were gathered around the card table. The guys were teaching us girls how to play cards, and it wasn’t as fun as they said.

I had three cards showing, a two of hearts and a four of hearts and a Queen of hearts.

George had a couple of hearts in her hand. Lily had a spade and a diamond and a club, and Roy, my own sweet hubby had a heart and a two clubs.

And I had no idea what any of it meant.

Roy snickered again. He was a little drunk, and when he got drunk he sometimes liked to pick on me.

“Come on, guys, it’s just a game,” muttered George.

“Maybe we should all quit?” Lily said.

“Yeah, right. I get a good hand and you guys want to cut and run.”

“Oh, gosh,” I said, studying my cards again.

Roy kept sniping at me, so I finally gave in and bet a quarter.

More cards passed out. I think it’s called ‘dealing.’

I had four hearts. Roy had an Ace and two Kings and a queen. Whatever that meant.

“Okay, now you’re supposed to bet again.”

“But I don’t think I have anything.” I stared at all those stupid hearts.

“Come on, it’s only a game,” whined Roy, making fun of George.

Lily rolled her eyes to me.

“Roy, you need to get off everybody’s back,” I said.

Roy just laughed and kept making rude remarks. Nobody was safe from his tongue when he was in his cups. I always thought it weird that a man who was so kind and considerate when he was sober should become such an idiot when he had a couple of drinks in him.

“Come on. I’ve got a winning hand and…” he blathered on.

“It should be called a ‘whining hand,’ I muttered as I tossed another quarter into the pot.

Another round of cards, and another argument. I wanted to drop out. I had picked up a face card, another stupid heart, and even though I didn’t know how to play the game I knew I had nothing.

Roy, however, must have had a real hand. He kept laughing and looking at his cards. Honestly, he was like a banker who’d just won the lottery. All for a bunch of stupid quarters.

“Okay, time to turn ‘em over.”

“I want to bet some more,” Roy gripped.

“It’s over. No more raises.”

“Yeah, but I’m gonna win. I’ve got a great hand and, let’s face it, you guys all suck eggs.”

“Sheesh,” muttered Lily. “What a sport.”

“Come on,” Roy complained.

We all stood up to him, and that didn’t make him happy. “What a bunch of four flushers!”

George turned his cards over and he had something called three of a kind.

“Oh, that means you’ve got three of those seven cards.”

Roy laughed at me. “Three of those seven cards,” he made fun of me.

We all sighed, and Lily turned her cards over. She had tried to fill something called an inside straight. Roy started lecturing us on the stupidity of trying to fill the inside thing-a-ma-jig, and we had all had it.

Then Roy turned over his cards and laughed, “HA HA! Guess you pikers know who you’re playing with now!

“Crap. No wonder I wanted to fold,” George said.

“He’s always got the luck,” said Lily.

“That’s not luck, that’s super skill! I am a super skilled player!” He started to pull the little mound of quarters towards himself.

“Well,” I sighed. “At least I know somebody loves me.” I flipped over my card, I think it’s called a ‘whole’ card, though I surely don’t know why. I mean is there a half card? Or a card in pieces or something?

“Roy,” George said, and everything stopped.

“Oh, my gosh, how cute! You’ve got all hearts!” Lily squeaked a sort of a cheer and clapped her hands.

Roy didn’t move. In fact, his face turned white. Then red. Then sort of purple. “Fuck,” he said. He really looked all pissed off.

George sat back with a grin. “Guess we really know who knows how to play now.” He started to chuckle.

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Something wrong, my dear?” George was starting to laugh. “Quite the contrary. six hearts beats a full house.

“Not in poker,” whispered Roy.

“But in 6+ Texas Hold ‘em it does.”

“But…but…”

But the wind had gone out of my hubby.

“You mean I won?”

George nodded, and I squealed and pulled the quarters to me. “I can park for a month on this,” I quipped.

Roy was pissed off. He sat there and glowered. And, finally, as I counted the quarters and arranged them in little stacks, he blurted. “One hand. For everything.”

“I’m not going to play anymore,” I said.

“Four flusher,” he repeated, which I guess is some kind of insult. But it wasn’t the insult that got under my skin, it was his snide way of picking on people.

“You take that back, Roy.”

“Won’t,” he sneered. “Furthermore, We’ll cut the cards. One time. The loser has to do anything the winner says for one month.”

“Oh, that’s silly!” Lily said.

“I don’t want to!”

“Chicken,” he dug the needle into me further. Then he pulled out a piece of paper. “In fact, I’ve got my list right here! If I win you have to do everything I say on this list.”

“Crap, Roy. You’ve been planning this.”

I knew what was on the piece of paper. Roy always wanted me to dress up. He wanted me to wear heels all day long. He wanted me to wear tight dresses that showed off my boobs. He wanted me to prance around like a maid and wait on him hand and foot.

It was all stupid, but there was a problem, he had pissed me off.

He held up the piece of paper. Thirty days of waiting on me like a good wife.”

“You wouldn’t know if a good wife hit you in the eye,” muttered Lily, “and she already has.”

“Thanks Lily, but he’s just blowing smoke out of that asshole mouth of his.”

Oh, man. That sure popped the cork. Roy straightened up, his face was red and rigid and I had never seen him so angry.

“Now you take that back.”

“Four flusher!” I snapped.

He placed the paper on the table. “Then bet!”

We glared at each other. Sure, we loved each other, but…but this was cards!

Nervously, Lily said, “Maybe we should have a drink and—“

“Four flusher,” Roy whispered.

“Guys…”

“Motherfucker!” I breathed out. “You’re on.”

“Hey…but…” George and Lily tried to talk us down.

“George, get out your cell phone.”

After some argument, George did, and he set it to record.

“I, Karen Carpenter will do what ever is on this piece of paper for one month if Roy wins one cut of the cards.”

Roy leaned forward and George caught him on the video. “I, Roy Carpenter, will do…whatever she wants, for one month, if Karen wins the cut.”

“But what do you want?” asked Lily.

“Only one thing,” I said.

George grinned. “Somebody’s going to be driving Roy’s Mustang!”

Lily grinned and clapped her hands.

Roy’s Mustang was his pride and joy. it had a huge engine, monster tires, all sorts of shiny chrome thingies on it, and…it was fast. Like, really fast. He even took it to the drag races sometimes when he wanted to get a little extra money.

“Two things,” I snapped. “I’ll take the Mustang, but I want one other thing, too.”

Now the others were silent, and curious. What could I want? What was the one, single thing I wanted from Roy.

“Well, four flusher?”

Roy snarled. “Keep that cell phone running. “Lily, deal two cards.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Do it,” I snapped.

“But if he loses Roy will be mad!”

“I won’t be angry,” he spoke through gritted teeth. His face was a mess of angry planes.

“Go on honey,” I said. “If I win I won’t be, and I’ll even let you  drive Roy’s Mustang.”

Even that didn’t make Roy back off, and Lily said, “Really?”

“Really?”

“Do it,” said George.

“Shovel the deck.”

“That’s ‘shuffle’ the deck,” Roy’s face already starting to twist in victory.

“Whatever. Four flusher.”

Lily shuffled the cards.

“Shuffle them a bunch of times,” advised George. “Let there be no doubt.”

Lily obediently, but nervously shuffled and shuffled.

Finally, glancing first at me then at Roy, she dealt him a card. He turned it over and it was the King of hearts.

“HAH!” Roy snapped. “There’s no way you can win.”

“What’s he mean?” I asked George.

“The king is the highest card, and hearts are the second highest card. You would have to draw a king of spades to win.”

“You mean there’s only one card that can beat his?”

George nodded.

Lily sighed a big sigh.

Roy laughed and rubbed his hands together.

“Well, go on,” said George. Play it out.”

Lily dealt me a card. We, meaning George, Lily and I, were in the dumps. I mean, there was no way. I reached forward and turned the card over.

“Fuck!” whispered George.

“No!” said Lily.

Roy made a sound like a tire going flat really fast.

It was the king of spades.

Then it was chaos. Lily was up and hugging me. I was blinking and stunned and feeling really good. George got up and went to the fridge. “I was saving this for an occasion, and I guess this is one.” He pulled out a bottle of champagne.

“No,” whined Roy.

“Yes,” said George, placing a flute of champagne in front of him.

Shortly we all had flutes, and George raised a toast. “To fucking luck!”

“Wooo!” Lily and I yelped.

Roy just say there and stared at that big, beautiful king of spades.

“So, Karen, what is this one big thing that you want.”

“You already know it. Or at least you’ve already seen it.”

“Huh?” he tilted his head quizzically.

Lily sipped a big sip.

I leaned forward and picked up the piece of paper. “Whatever is on this piece of paper…Roy has to do it.”

“No!” yelled Roy, standing up, his knuckles white, his face looking like a snow man’s that had been bleached. He snatched at the paper, and he would have got it, but George was faster.

“Give me that,” whimpered Roy.

“I think not, brother. Let’s see what you had planned for your loving wife.” He unfolded the piece of paper, then his eyes opened. “Holy crap!”

“What’s on it?” asked Lily, taking another sip.

“See for yourself,” he handed her the paper.

“You can’t expect me to …to do all that stuff.”

“What stuff?” I asked.

“Oh, my God!” Lily’s whisper was a bare breath. Her mind had been blown.

I reached for the paper, and my eyes opened.

“I’m not going to do it,” stated Roy.

George turned and faced him. “Yes, you are. Roy, you’ve been a bully at cards for as long as I remember. You’re a great friend, but you have this one problem, and maybe this will teach you a little humility.”

“I can’t do that stuff!”

“If you don’t do everything on that list I will post this video and let the world know that you’re a four flusher. It’ll mean the end of our friendship, but if you’re not a man, if you don’t keep your word, then maybe I don’t want to be friends with you.”

“But…George!”

“And the rest of the guys in town, they’ll all know, and you what kind of people they are. They aren’t Democrats, and you will be laughed out of town!”

Roy’s shoulders slumped, he was beaten, and he knew it.

I looked at the list again. I began to read it out loud.

Item one. Shave your pussy.

Item two, wear nylons all day every day.

Item three, wear high heels all day every day.

Item four, full make up all day every day.

It went on and on, but it was item seven that got to me, got to all of us.

Item seven, get boobs enhanced to at least double Ds.

I read that one and George and Lily started hooting.

“I can’t do that, honey. You can’t make me do that!”

I looked at him. “You would have made me.”

“But…but I was just joking!”

“Ha ha,” said George, quite conversationally.

“But if I got fake boobs everybody in town will know! And they’ll…I’ll be the laughing stock!”

“It’s a laughing stock versus what everybody in town will think if you don’t pay off.”

Roy’s face was now deathly white. He knew he had reaped the whirlwind, and now he was about to ride it.

“But…but…”

But George was firm. “Roy, if you don’t pay off, you’re through, and you really will be a four flusher.”

Lily suddenly blurted, “What is a four flusher, anyway?”

George smiled very slightly, but not in a kind way. His eyes were on Roy.

“A flush consists of five cards of the same suite. All hearts, in Karen’s case. But if you have only four cards of the same suite then you have a big nothing, and that’s what a four flusher is…a big nothing, a loud mouth who doesn’t keep his word. Right Roy?”

Roy just sat and stared at the table.

And so began the transformation of Roy Carpenter.

He started in on me as we drove home.

“You can’t honestly expect me to…to do all that stuff. That was meant for you.”

I didn’t say anything. I was thinking about what a four flusher was.

“I mean, I’m a guy! I can’t go around wearing dresses and things!”

Was Roy a four flusher? Had I married a guy who didn’t keep his word?

“And it was all supposed to be a joke! I never would have insisted that you do all the things on that list.”

But I knew he would have. Roy is very insistent on getting his way.

“So you really have to let me out on this bet thing. And—“

“Shut up.”

He shut, and opened his mouth, and shut it again, and then opened it and said, “I don’t like it when you—“

“You’ve got to do everything I say for one month, and we’re starting with you shutting up.”

“But, honey, you—“

I took out my phone, tapped George and Lily’s contact, then held my finger above the little circle with the green phone in it. “One more word.”

Roy’s mouth worked and nothing came out for a second, then he said, “Put that phone away!”

I lowered my finger and the sound of ringing could. be heard.

“Stop it!” he whispered.

“Hey! Karen! How’s the big winner?”

“Hi, George. I just want to get this understood…if Roy refuses to pay off on his bet then I just call you and you’ll put that video on Facebutt and talk to all your gambling buddies.”

“Absolutely. I even put the thirty items to a calendar. Tomorrow is the first, so I expect you to text me a picture a day, proving that he delivers.”

“All right.”

“Why, is he giving you trouble?”

“No, no,” I said. Roy was banging his head on the steering wheel and making gurgling sounds.

“Excellent. You know I love Roy like a brother, but he is a bully at cards, and this is exactly what the doctor ordered. You make him deliver, girl, and he’ll be the better man for it.”

“I will, George, and thanks.”

“No problemo. I’ll be waiting for your text messages…or your call.”

I hung up then and looked across the car at Roy. His hands were tight on the wheel. His face was grim.

“You…you…” but now he was afraid to bully me. Now he knew that I was going to deliver on any threat. Maybe George was right. Maybe this was what the doctor ordered.

“Honey…” he tried his best to sound sweet.

“It starts tomorrow.”

He squeezed the wheel so hard I thought it was going to come off.

“And that breast enhancement you wished for me?”

“Yes?” he asked hopefully, thinking that I would at least let him off on this one item.

“Who were you going to get to do it?”

“Sam Wilson is the best plastic surgeon in town, and he owes me. So I figured…”

I was tapping my phone again. I knew Sam’s wife, and ten seconds later she answered.

“Hey Martha!”

“You can’t! You can’t!” whispered Roy.

“Hi, Karen! What’s the haps?”

“I had a medical question and I wanted to talk to Sam. Is he there?”

“Sure. Sam!”

A moment later Sam’s voice was on the line. “Hi, Karen.”

“Hi, Sam. Say, I understand Roy talked to you about a breast enhancement for me.”

A moment of silence. “Uh, have you discussed this with Sam?”

“Oh, yes. And we’re on the same page. I want to go ahead with the breast enhancement.”

“Oh, well, okay…”

I knew then that Roy had bullied Sam into the operation.

“But we want it for him.”

A second of blinking silence. “What?”

“Sam wants to get breasts.”

“What? Wait. What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that Roy would like to get that big, old set of double Ds instead of me.”

“Well, uh…”

“And we’ll pay for them.”

I could feel a smile on the other end of the line. Yes, Roy had been bullying.

“Well, I would have to have affirmation from Roy.”

I looked at Roy. “Roy, say ‘yes.’ And say it in a loud, clear voice.”

Oh, the look on his face. He was begging, beseeching, desperate.

“Say it!”

I called up the contacts and pressed on George’s number. I held my finger over the circle with the green phone in it. We were about to have a conference call.

“Say it!”

“Yes!” He almost shouted it. It was like the pressure was being released and his voice was loud.

Sam started chuckling. “Okay. Sam wants boobies. Obviously, you and I are going to have a sit down discussion about this, but, if you’re serious, I’ll order up a pair of Chyna 2000s.”

“What are Chyna 2000s?”

“Gal named Joanie Laurer, ring name Chyna. She was a professional wrestler who had huge boobs implanted in her chest.”

“Excellent!” I yelped, quite delighted.

“Okay, I’ll order them now, and I can do the procedure on Thursday.”

“Excellent, Sam. Thanks a lot!”

He was laughing when he hung up.”

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Roy whispered.

“Believe, baby. Believe.”

I looked out the window as he drove, and I started to smile.

“Rise and shine, my little lover!” I drew the shades open.

Roy turned over in bed. Sure, he was feeling a bit of the booze he had imbibed the night before, but he was also avoiding what he knew was coming.

“Get your ass up or else!” I spoke cheerfully as I ripped the blankets off him.

“Hey!” but it was weak. He was a defeated man, and we hadn’t even started yet.

“This is Nair. You put it on your whole body, except for your eyebrows and scalp. Wait fifteen minutes, until it starts to heat up, then shower.”

“That’s going to take my hair off?”

“Bald as a baby’s hairless butt,” I agreed.

Ring ring!

I looked at my cell phone. Margie Whitlock. Now what the heck? I made a motion to Roy and he slid slowly out of bed. Talk about a slug.

“Margie! How are you girlfriend?”

“I am top of the world, girlfriend. Would you like a wig?”

“A…what?”

“A wig. I know Roy doesn’t have long hair, and I thought…”

Roy stood next to the bed, his eyes open, his jaw officially dropped.

“…so if you need it I can bring it over.”

“Margie?”

“Yes?”

“How did you find out about Roy, uh, losing at cards the other night?” It had been less than 12 hours!

“I talked to Rhonda. She talked to Wendy, and…” And eventually it wound down to, “…and she talked to Martha.”

Oh. My. God! That was half the town right there!

I looked at Roy, and the expression on his face was absolutely, totally, utterly priceless. Shock. Dismay. Mortification.

“Sure, we could use a wig. That would be great.”

“Excellent. I’ll have it there in a half.”

“You’ll…okay.” I was dazed.

She hung up, and I hung up, and Roy’s face looked like it was going to break into tears. “I can’t…the whole town…this is…”

I pulled myself together and said, “Nair. Now.”

Disconsolately, he stepped into the bathroom and began reading the back of the bottle.

I went out to the backyard and just stood there for a long few minutes.

The whole town knew. She offered me a free wig, and I knew Margie. She was rich and the wig would be a first class one. What the fuck had happened?

I walked back into the house and into the bedroom. Sam was just getting out of the shower and I loved it. He had lost that big, old bush down there, his limbs were silky smooth, and…I liked the look. It was sort of ‘porn star-ish,’ if you get my drift. Even made his cock look bigger.

“Here go,” I tossed him a pair of panties.

He was going through all sorts of sensations, and he was biting his lip and actually shivering a little when he stepped into the panties.

“Here go,” I tossed him a bra.

“Honey?”

“I’ve some Aunt Maggie’s breast forms out in the garage. I’ll go get them.”

I sauntered through the house and out to the garage. Poor, old Aunt Maggie. She had been a well endowed woman…then caught breast cancer. She had passed now, but I still had those big, old honkers of hers.

I searched through a few bags and boxes and found them. Grinning, I went back through the house and tossed them to Roy. Roy fumbled them, dropped one, and I watched him.

He’s not a big man, sort of slender, and the panties and bra fit him perfectly. And, funny thing, I felt a little flash of heat down there. Made my knees sort of weak, and I was having trouble looking away from my man’s sexy body.

He managed to get the over-sized blimps into his bra, and I noticed that his cock was getting really, really big. It was standing out like a tree limb, bobbing up and down as the blood pulsed through it. Could it be that this woman’s clothing thing was exciting him, too?

“Okay,” I managed to make myself move, “Put on the garter belt and the nylons.”

His face was a study in confusion, but he pulled up the garter, then sat on the bed and started unrolling the nylons up his legs.

Oh, man. It was hot. If I had known it was going to be this hot I would have had him do this long ago.

I picked up a pair of heels and held them out. “Now—“

Ding dong!

“Hold it, just stay here.” I trotted down the hall towards the front door.

It was Margie, and with her was Rhonda Shaeffer and Wendy Simpson. Big gossips, but…what was I going to say? I opened the door and Margie held out the wig. “Here’s the wig and, I’m sorry, but Rhonda and Wendy wanted to see.”

Rhonda held out a pair of high heels. Bigger than mine, they would definitely fit Roy. And they were of good quality. The girl might be a gossip, but she had good taste. “I brought you some old heels. I remembered that I’m a little taller than you, and maybe they would fit Roy?”

On one hand, this was too much. These women showing up and…and on the other hand…what was it that the doctor ordered? I broke into a grin and held the door open. “Come on in, girls.”

They crowded in, chattered, and asked, “Where is Roy?”

“He’s in the back room. Come on.”

Now, I don’t know what possessed me, except maybe a bit of the devil.

And, the realization as to why bullying could be fun.

Ever since I had won the bet I had been in charge. I had cracked the whip and made Roy jump, and…I was liking it.

So we tromped down the hallway and into the bedroom.

Roy, of course was under the bed.

I couldn’t believe it. He had actually crawled under the bed! Like a little boy!

“Roy! Come out of there!”

I grabbed his leg and pulled, and Margie jumped in and grabbed his other leg, and then wall the ladies were pulling him out from under the bed.

Roy stood, trembling, like a little deer in the headlights. He was awful cute in his panties and bra.

The girls just giggled.

“Roy, Margie brought you a wig. And Rhonda has some great high heels.”

“Uh…uh…” he looked like he was going to faint, and the girls all giggled.

“Let’s see how it looks,” Margie stepped forward and pulled the wig over his head. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. His face instantly transformed. He wasn’t one of these guys with the big movie star jaws, and he was immediately made softer and more feminine.

And I was made more squooshy down there. I mean, I was positively wet between the legs! I was so wet, clamping my thighs together so I didn’t spring a leak, that I didn’t move when Rhonda moved in and pushed Roy back on the bed. She began putting her heels on him.

“Oh, these are perfect.”

She did one, then the other

Roy stared at the ladies and was a mix of humiliated and aghastness. He was not only looking feminine, several women were watching him look feminine.

“Oh, you are marvelous!” whispered Margie.

Rhonda finished with the little buckles and helped him to his feet.

The girls clapped and congratulated him, and then it struck me. He was standing there in panties and bra, nylons and heels. And…his boner.

The other ladies noticed it, too.

Interestingly, they didn’t seemed shocked by it. Of course, they had all seen cocks before, but it was more than that.

They were treating him like he was one of them, and the cock just provided a cosmetic problem.

“What are we going to do with that?” asked Wendy.

We all looked down to where his big penis pushed out the panties. It was so plainly outlined, and Roy looked down and seemed about to die of embarrassment.

“I…I…”

“How about a tummy shaper?”

“With a dick that size?”

“Hmm. I see what you mean.”

“Don’t men in drag wear tight, little panties called gaffs?”

There were some nods at that.

“I’ve got a chastity tube.”

Everybody looked at Wendy. “Well, Oscar wanted one, so we got it and tried it out, and then he discovered he didn’t like his little weenie being all tied up.”

There were a few smiles at that. What man…what real man…would like his cock all tied up and squashed into a tube?

“But I’ve still got it. It should fit. And…” she trailed off.

The women looked at Roy’s cock some more.

“We could just tie it back. Tie it to his leg.”

“But that would still show in some outfits.”

“The chastity tube,” I blurted.

Roy looked at me like I was a traitor.

“It’s the best way. He won’t get big, and we can keep him that way for a month.”

“Hey?” Roy squeaked.

“Shut up, dear. The grown ups are talking.”

Everybody chuckled at that.

“Okay,” said Margie.

“I’ll go home and get it right now.” Wendy trotted out of the room. The rest of us just stood there and watched Roy.

Roy looked like he felt about an inch tall. If there had been a mouse hole in the wall he would have tried to crawl into it.

“Well, ladies,” I finally said, “Would you like to help me do his make up?”

Oh, did they. Big grins, little cheers, and they began to move

To tell the truth, I thought I was going to have to do all the heavy lifting, but these girls were so anxious I couldn’t believe it.

In fact, the cheerful manner in which they bent to the business of make up…I suspected that had been wanting to give a man a make over for years.

I know that I was falling in with that feeling. The more we did to Roy the more I wanted to do.

And I was glad these women were there to help me, because I was so wet now I was afraid I might actually start dripping.

As for Roy, he was now looking a little grey. But it was out of his hands. He was now an official toy for a bunch of demented ladies.

Heh heh heh.


PART TWO

The ladies walked out of my bedroom, and Roy sat back on the bed. He was stunned, his eyes were glassy. He was in women’s underwear, high heels, and had boobs. Not real boobs, but that would be happening in three days.

“What…what…?”

He asked.

Tell the truth, I loved the way he was stupified. Mr. Always in Control Big Man. Reduced to a whimpering bitch.

And, of course, I loved the wet feeling in my own panties.

I patted his cheek and left him to his own devices.

The ladies had taken residence on the patio, and they were closely huddled.

“Let’s get a blonde wig.”

“His skin is wonderful for make up.”

“I can’t wait to plump his lips.”

I sat down, and they all looked at me. Well, I wasn’t normally part of their group, but that barrier was quickly disappearing.

“Carry on, ladies. I like your plans.”

So they did, and I got involved, which was only right as Roy was my husband, after all.

A half hour later Wendy showed up with the chastity tube. She was giggling. “Oscar didn’t want to let it go. He wanted to try it again.”

“Honestly,” said Margie, taking the little contraption. “What is it with men? Where is the thrill in wanting to lock up their little playthings.”

All the girls giggled.

“I think it enhances their desperation,” Wendy said.

We all stood up and walked back to the bedroom.

Roy was standing in front of the mirror, looking at himself. His cock was monstrous. I had never seen it so big.

The ladies moved to him and Margie said, “Well, how do we get it small enough?”

“You could let him have an orgasm,” said Rhonda.

We all looked at her.

“I wasn’t serious.”

Roy had actually looked hopeful for a second, but now his face crashed.

“Well, there’s only one thing to do,”Margie said. She grabbed Roy’s cock and pulled it, led him out of the room.

Roy went up on his tip toes, batted at her hands, but she had a grip on him.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Margie asked me.

“Oh, knock yourself out.”

Down the hall we went, Roy gurgling helplessly.

She stood Roy by the table and got a big glass and filled it half with ice. The filled the remainder with water, and placed it on the table.

“Put your cock in there,” she commanded Roy.

Roy was beside himself. He wanted to run out screaming, but he was hemmed in by the ladies.

“I said,” she grabbed him again, “Put your…oh!”

Roy started cumming. Right in her hand. White semen flowed over her fist and wrist and dripped on the floor.

He looked down, and was a mix of happy and stunned.

Margie looked down in dismay. “Oh, my God!” She looked up at Roy. “Don’t you have any self control?”

“I…I…”

“I don’t mean to be insulting, Karen, but your husband needs to be trained.”

“Yes, he does. Perhaps you can give me some pointers.” I was being facetious, but she didn’t take it that way. And that was the point at which I began to wonder about her own relationship with her own husband.

I mean, ‘trained?’

But, she did have a point. Maybe if I had stomped on Roy’s bullying before this matters would have come to this.

“Very well, young man. That was a free one,” she wiped her hand on his chest. “But I’m not going to be giving you any more free ones.”

“Make him earn a squirt,” Margie,” Wendy chimed in.

Make him earn a squirt. How novel. I was learning things.

She still made Roy put his cock in the glass of ice water. His cock was limp, but still a little big and flabby. We needed it tight and small.

Roy grunted and would have left, but she kept a hold on his balls, kept his member in the ice water.

And it shrunk. Delightfully so. It was like a little prune.

Margie pulled it out and put the ring around his package. Wendy shoved the tube over his cock. Rhonda locked the lock. Roy was now trapped, but good.

I sauntered over and examined the thing. Being trapped caused an instant reaction, and even though he had just cum, his cock tried to get hard.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s cute.”

“You won’t think it’s so cute when he’s following you around like a puppy dog, begging and humping your leg.”

We all laughed at that. Roy gave a sickly smile.

But I was wondering. Seeing his cock all trapped like that gave me a little surge of wetness. I felt a little puff of a glow between my thighs. It was almost like a tiny, weenie orgasm.

But, no! A woman couldn’t have an orgasm just from locking her husband’s cock up, could she?

“Okay, what next?”

What was next was we walked back to the bedroom. Roy had his head bent over and was staring at the little contrivance hanging on his cock. I could already see the blood trying to pump through his tool.

In the bedroom the ladies sat him down at my vanity table and began to go to work.

Rhonda and Wendy worked on his fingernails, giving him long, red claws. Margie worked on his face. And I sat back and watched him.

Men are strange creatures. They want to pump iron and bump their chests. Never have I seen a man try to look pretty.

Now I was seeing a man starting to look pretty in spite of anything he might want.

One by one his nails grew long and sexy They were a bright red, a blood red, and shiny. And the girls used my strongest glue, and my thickest lacquer. Man, those nails were on to stay!

And Margie plumped his lips, several times, and they puffed up and looked so much more fuller. Then she prepped his face and really went to work. Shortly she was blushing him, then applying eye shadow.

She was good. She had disguised his few masculine features with make up, made his jaw looked rounder, his face shadows took on a feminine cast, and his eyes began to sparkle. She painted his lips red with some lipstain she had in her purse, then put gloss on them to make them pop.

Oh, baby. Did he look good!

I had thought I was going to have to teach him everything, put his make up on every day, and I would have gotten tired of that pretty quick.

But these girls were dedicated, and thorough. And very fastidious. When they were done he looked like a woman.

Not a drag queen with slutty make up, but a beautiful woman.

And the final thing… “Okay,” Margie said. “This has been fun.” She turned to me. “Do you mind if we come over and keep him this way? I don’t mean to be intrusive, but this has been so much fun, and…”

She stumbled in her speech and I knew she was having a thought.

“What?”

“Well, I saw a picture of the, uh, agreement you have with your husband.”

Damn that George! He must have clicked a pic of the paper Roy had handed to me. Or…no. Maybe Lily showed her.

“Yes?”

“Are you really going to have him have, uh…breast enhancement?”

I smiled. So that was it. I actually wondered if she had done this to men before. “I made an appointment for Thursday.”

“Oh, my gosh.” She called the other girls over and whispered to them, and all the women giggled and laughed and kept glancing at poor, miserable Roy.

“Can we be there?”

Hunh! Wow! these gals were crazy! I said, “Sure,” I answered without thinking.

The girls eventually went home, with promises to come back on following days and help me take care of their new, little girlfriend.

And the day passed. I texted a picture to George, and received a text back with a big thumbs up. Later, I would find out that he had put it on Facebutt, where it was getting zillions of likes.

So much for Roy avoiding anybody finding out.

But, it was pointed out that he was a manly man delivering on a bet, and people were actually complimenting him.

I guess nobody likes a four flusher, and everybody likes a man who keeps his word.

As for Roy, he spent the day in a funk. He sat in the living room and watched TV, a glass filled with bourbon and Coke being refilled regularly.

But he wasn’t bullying me anymore.

In fact, he just watched the game, and the look on his face…it was very reflective.

More important, I could see the little bump in his dress when he sat down. It kept doing a tiny, little bob. Blood was trying to get into the poor thing…and failing.

And most importantly, seeing him all dressed up…it was affecting me. I have normal sexual urges, I get a little horny once or twice a week, never enough for Roy, but…but now I was horny all the time.

Seeing him walk through the house in his high heels, awkward but learning, seeing his ass swaying, watching the bounce of his fake boobs, I was actually like a girl in heat.

A couple of times I actually walked away from him, went into the bathroom and made a fist and pressed it against my pussy.

And…I jilled off. I know, not ladylike, but if you could have seen Roy, sashaying around like an uncoordinated model, you’d have done the dirty, too.

Anyhoo, the week went. The girls came by each day, and they brought friends, and by Thursday, when all of them showed up to escort him down to the doctor’s office for his new boobs, he was actually used to them. Sort of.

At least, they would talk to him, and he actually managed to answer them in a civil, and even sometimes joking, manner. And then we were at the doctor’s office and the girls all waited outside.

“I heard about your bet,” Sam grinned when he came into the exam room. He was a gruff sort of looking fifty, but with a wise cracking grin.

Roy hung his head.

I smiled. “It actually turned out to be fun. Learning poker, I mean.”

“Well, it may be fun, but I’m going to be very careful before I sit in with you.”

His droll manner had me chuckling.

“So, how about it, Roy? Are you looking forward to a world class set of ta tas?”

Roy grunted.

“That’s Roy-speak for yes.’

“I figured. Okay, let me explain how this works. I’m not going to give you permanent boobs. I’m going to give you something called vacation boobs. I inject a solution into your chest, it sets like boobs, and a month or so later your body absorbs it and you’re back to being the studly male we all know.”

Roy looked at him. There was pain in there, but there was also curiosity. I realized he had been a woman for a half a week, but things were happening.

“Now, take off your shirt and lay back here and let’s get started.

Roy lay back on the exam table and Sam rolled out a tray. The tray had several needles on it, and a couple of big gallon containers?

Sam began to inject the solution into Roy’s chest, and I was absolutely mesmerized. He went around each pectoral, taking his time, making measurements. His right pectoral began to bulge, then to take a small mound shape. It actually looked like a little boob.

“Is that it?”

“Oh, no,” Sam answered me. “We’re just laying the ground work.”

He injected solution into the other pectoral muscle and Roy now had two small boobs on his chest.

Then Sam went to town. He kept making injections, and the skin swelled up, and Roy’s tits began to get bigger and bigger.

“What about those China things?” I asked, at one point.

“Chyna 2000s, I could do that, I sort of wanted to,” he was really focused on his work, “but they are too permanent. If Roy likes these, then we can certainly do that. But I realized there might be a skin stretch problem. I can actually make his boobs quite large, and make sure there’s no medical problems, using just the vacation boob method.”

“Oh. Okay. Can we make an appointment for the China things for next month?”

Roy groaned. “No! You’re not going to…”

“I’ve been thinking about that card game stuff, and I think I could beat him again.”

Sam chuckled and said, “Don’t make me laugh. This is delicate work.”

I laughed for him.

Roy cried.

I put Roy’s bra on him before he even sat up, and when he did sit up he had the most wonderful set of breasts I had ever seen. Truthfully, I thought they were better than mine.

I helped him off the table while Sam watched, a big grin on his face.

“That’ll fix you for that inside straight you pulled on me last year.”

“Oh, God,” Roy groaned. Then he staggered a bit. “My balance is off.”

“It will be for a couple of days. But you’ll get used to it. You’ll also have some muscle soreness as your body adapts to the redistribution of weight. But you’ll survive.”

“Yippee,” Roy grumped.

I had made Roy wear full feminine apparel to Sam’s office, and now I buttoned up his blouse and tucked it in to his skirt.

“I hope you’re happy,” he said in the most dispirited voice I had ever heard.

“Quite happy, honey. Shall we go?”

Sam walked us to the front door, and when we stepped outside we got a huge surprise. There must have been a hundred women waiting, and when Sam stepped into view they rose up in a mighty cheer.

Sam’s mouth dropped open and he just stood there.

Margie and the girls started chanting, “Show us! Show us! Show us!”

We were on the second floor balcony, and everybody was yelling, and the girls were chanting, so I began to unbutton Sam’s blouse.

He looked at me, I think he wanted me to stop, but I was in charge now. That was one thing I had learned over the past few days. Sam dressing like a woman had made him into what he saw women as…second class. Supposed to follow orders. So he just stood there and silently protested, but didn’t say anything.

I opened his blouse, his new boobs were plain to see, and the crowd roared. I mean…they really screamed!

After a short bit I began to button him up again. And I saw that his lower lids were filling with tears.

Oh, fuck.

I wanted to give him a lesson in humility. I didn’t want to hurt him!

I waved to everybody and hustled him down the walk, out the back way to the parking lot, and to our car.

Some of the crowd followed, but I just smiled and worked the car through the parking lot.

As soon as we left the parking lot Roy began crying. And I don’t mean just a few light sobs. He began to bawl like a baby.

We weren’t far from home, and I drove quickly. He just sat in the passenger seat and his body shook and the tears poured out.

I pulled into the driveway and got out. I helped him out and walked him up the walk to the front door.

Inside the house Roy went into the living room and sat down. He was still crying.

Oh, God. What had I done?

I went into the kitchen and mixed him a bourbon and Coke. I brought it to him and he drank half of it in a gulp, then put the glass down and kept crying.

I sat next to him. I put my arms around him and he kept sobbing, crying into me. He was totally out of control, and I didn’t know what to do.

Was this a major breakdown? Had I broken my man?

I had all these misgivings, but now I couldn’t move. His arms were around my body and he was pressing on me, forcing me back. All I could do was just sit there, my arms around him, and soothe him.

And he started say, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry…” over and over and over.

We had arrived home at three o’clock. He cried for four hours. Sometimes sobbing violently, sometimes just snuffling. By seven o’clock it was dark, and he just sat against me. He had stopped crying and just sat there.

Finally, I said, “Roy? Are you all right.”

He snuffled some more, then drew away from me a little. He wiped his face and said, “But I’ve really messed up my make up.” And he laughed.

Oh, thank God, he laughed.

I brushed his hair back and kissed him gently on the lips. “We can fix that.”

“Okay,” he said. He moved further back and I was able to get up. He saw his unfinished drink and picked it up. The ice cubes had long melted, but he quaffed the remainder easily.

I took his hand and helped him up. “Come on. Let’s go repair the damage.”

We went back to the bedroom and sat down and I cleaned his face and began putting more mascara on him.

“I’m different now,” he said.

I nodded. “That’s obvious.”

“I’m so sorry I was a bully.”

“That’s okay.”

“I’ll try to control myself after this.”

“I know.”

His face repaired, we stood up, gazed at each other. for a while, then he said, “I guess I really deserved this.”

“You really make me horny.”

That caught him by surprise, and it caught me by surprise. I mean, it just sort of blurted out.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Seeing you all sexy like this…it’s…I’m horny. My pussy is on fire for you.”

He grinned. “Wow.”

“Come on, let’s go eat dinner. Then we can discuss my new found feelings of love.”

We went to the kitchen and I made us a couple of hamburgers. Heavy on the mayo, a fair helping of onion, swiss cheese. The meat was grade A, and we chomped and chewed and gazed into each other’s eyes.

Yes. He was different. He was softer.

No, he wasn’t sissy soft, though I had a feeling that making a man dress like a woman could do that to some men. It was more like he was just…softer. More considerate. Not so willing to tell me how life would be, and willing to listen to what I said.

We finished our hamburgers, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we sat in the kitchen and just talked and talked. He told me how weird it felt to have somebody put make up on him, but how cool it was, too.

I told him how everybody in town was on his side. He wasn’t much for Facebutt, and he was amazed when I got out the iPad and showed him all the well wishes, and the few sneers.

He smiled when people congratulated him for being a real man. As for the sneers, when somebody called him a sissy he just shrugged and said, “They don’t really know, do they.”

Finally, we took the picture for the day and sent it to George. George would put it on Facebutt, and he sent us back a cheerful note. ‘Man, you look good!’ Then he sent us another text: ‘Maybe I should try that.’

Roy and I laughed and looked at each other, then he took the iPad and began typing. I read it upside down before he sent it.

Be careful.

Being a woman isn’t for sissies.

“George as a woman?” I quipped.

“I’ll lend him my breast forms,” Roy responded, and we both chuckled.

Then we grew silent. Very silent. And I knew Roy was thinking of something.

“What?”

“Well, you’re going to think that I really am perverted.”

“Says the man in the dress,” I spoke wryly.

“Says the man in the dress,” he agreed. Then: “There was one item on the list…”

I knew what he was going to say.

“Item thirty. I wasn’t going to make you do that.”

He watched me for a long second, then said, “You should.”

I stared at him.

“In for a penny…in for a pound.”

“But that’s…” I trailed off.

“I think I need that for this lesson in humility to be complete.”

“You realized what you’re saying?”

“I surely do.” His gaze was firm, and I was struck by how beautiful his made up eyes were.

He was talking about the last item on the list. He had wanted anal sex. He had wanted to fuck my butt, but I had never been into that. The old Roy would have demanded. Now he was demanding that I have anal sex with him. That I put something up his butt.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“I am.” He nodded.

I reached forward and held his hands. His long, perfectly manicured hands. “Honey, we don’t have to if you—“

“Yes. We do. I’m an asshole. I’ve been mean. If you don’t do this I could possibly back slide. I want this as a permanent reminder of who’s in charge.”

“Hell, I’ll nag at you, if you want.”

He smiled a rueful smile. “Honey, I know we still have that strap on.”

“The one we never used?”

“That’s the one.”

I sighed. I patted his hands, then I placed my hand on his cheek and looked deeply into his eyes. “Then I guess it’s time we went all the way. It’s time we made you into a real woman.”

He nodded.

I stood up and pulled his hand.

We walked down the hallway, our heels clicking loudly. I looked back at him, my beautiful woman/man, and smiled.

We entered the bedroom and I led him to the bed. I turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. Slowly,  without taking my eyes off his, I began undoing his blouse.

He reached out to undo the buttons on mine.

“No,” I said.

He looked at me quizzically.

“I’m the man this time. I don’t want you to see my chest and be reminded of…of me as a woman.”

He nodded, and knew I was right.

I took off his blouse and tossed it to the floor. “Men are messy,” I said. “You can pick that up tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, dear,” he smiled.

I undid his skirt and pulled it down. I threw it on the floor.

I was face to face with the feminine him now. His breasts, so very real, would last a month. His make up was mostly permanent, and would be reapplied periodically. And I wondered how far beyond a month he would want to go.

That he would want to go further I felt for a certainty.

I kissed him. I held his chin and forced my mouth over his. I didn’t let myself be kissed, I was the man, and I took the kiss.

I backed off and he was breathless, his eyes dark in the gloom, staring at me.

I went to the dresser and took out the strap on. He watched as I buckled it on and fit the big cock into the socket.

“God,” he said. “It looks huge.”

“It is huge, baby. I’m a big man.”

He laughed and I grinned. His laugh was nervous, but more nervous with anticipation than fear. But there was fear thee, too.

I stood in front of him. I stared at his plump, red lips. I whispered, “Suck my cock.”

He slithered off the bed onto his knees. He put his mouth around my plastic penis and began to bob his head back and forth.

“Oh, yes. You’re a good, little cock sucker.”

I moved my hips forward until he gagged, then I drew back. “I told you I was big.”

For a long minute he blew me. God, it was hot, and I wished I could shoot the juice down his throat.

Finally, I reached down and grabbed him under the arms, his hairless, sweet smelling arms, and I lifted him.

I grabbed his hair and bent his head back, I ravaged his mouth. I kissed that soft pearl like it was the last pearl, and I was a desperate treasure hunter. At the same time my hands roamed over his breasts. I squeezed them until he groaned. I pulled on the nipples. Finally, I bent my head and began kissing them, pulling them with my teeth. My hand went down to his groin.

He was wearing the chastity tube, but I could feel it pulsing as the cock inside tried to get harder. I squeezed his balls until his legs started to buckle, then I pushed him back again.

He was leaning on the bed, supported by his elbows, looking up at me. He was so virgin, so trusting, so ready. His was a delicious fear that I couldn’t wait to gobble.

“Turn around.”

He made it to his feet and turned around.

I felt his ass, so smooth and hairless, so plump and ready.

I pushed on his back and he laid the top of his body, those big, delicious boobs, flat on the bed.

I moved closer, and put my penis to his hole.

“Lube,” he gasped.

I laughed. “I shouldn’t.” But I did. I slapped lube into his asshole and massaged. My fingers reamed him, woke up his nerves, and by the time I was done and he was good and lubed he was moaning.

“You like that, don’t you, bitch?”

He looked over his shoulder, his face framed by soft hair, gulping nervously. His eyes were afraid, but he was determined.

I pushed into him.

He froze, and his body locked up. The moment of fear was past. He was no longer a virgin. I now possessed him.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

I began to saw back and forth, moving my hips and running that long peter into him.

He groaned again, and his ass rose to meet my penis. Again and again and again.

He began to whimper, and I could feel his ass muscles squeezing, trying to hold on to my slippery snake.

I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His back was arched, and I was deeply impaled. “I love you, and I take what I want.”

He gulped loudly.

“Oh…oh…”

There is a moment, when you fuck somebody, that he, or she, becomes yours. It is a moment of power. The taken gives up their power, and the taker takes it. That is what happened with us.

He felt himself dissolving, giving up, submitting to my power. He began to cry, to sob in gratitude, and I pushed ever harder into him.

And he began to cum. First time, and he actually achieved an anal orgasm. How often does that happen?

But, then, he really wanted to submit.

His hips jerked and his ass pushed back desperately, and I could feel his resistance disappearing entirely.

I had made him a woman. I had fucked him. Now he was mine.

And I was stunned by the feeling of power that washed through me.

And I wondered how many more men I could do this to.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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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.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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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.
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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!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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
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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.
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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.
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Save money

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 Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

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
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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.
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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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

[image: ]

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
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


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!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Being a Woman isn’t for Sissies!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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