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PART ONE

I waited a half hour after my wife left. The whole half hour I could feel the excitement within. I could feel the bubbling nervous energy, I wanted to get started, but I had to wait.

Heck, I’d read all too many of those stories where the husband starts changing, then the wife comes home, and I sure didn’t want that to happen to me!

So I waited a half hour, then a couple of extra minutes while I went into the kitchen and made myself a tall bourbon and Coke. Then the time it took me to walk back through the house, then I picked up the cell phone.

“Hey, honey, just checking to make sure you made your flight.”

“Aw, that’s sweet. You do love me.”

I took a swig of my drink to defeat her maudlin concerns. If she only knew that I wasn’t checking to make sure she was all right, but that she had gotten out of town…well, she wouldn’t understand.

But what woman really understands men?

“Of course, I do,” I answered, in a hurry for the conversation to end. I wanted to get started.

“Well, you have a good time, and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” she giggled.

“Oh, I won’t,” I assured her. And I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t do the dishes, I wouldn’t vacuum. I wouldn’t not drink, and I wouldn’t not watch porn, and, most of all, I wouldn’t not get dressed up.

“That’s a dear. Well, I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.”

“Love you, honey,” I said, and we hung up.

And I smiled.

I walked out to the garage. At the back of the garage I had built a big shelf. Too high for Lana to get too.

At the back of the shelf, behind heavy boxes, too heavy for Lana to move, there was a light box.

I shoved the heavy ones aside, pulled out the light one, and had a big smile on my face as I walked back to the bedroom.

I put the box on the bed, stripped my clothes off, and applied a thick coat of Nair. I waited for 15, it started to burn, and I hopped into the shower.

La de dah! I scrubbed and washed my hairs down the drain.

When Lana first noticed that I was exfoliating my body, entirely, she was a bit surprised. But I just weathered the questions and raised eyebrows and told her it was what professional athletes did. Swimmers could swim faster. Runners cold run faster. Bikers could pedal faster.

I even bought a bike to bolster the story. And she never seemed to take note of the fact that I never ride the stupid thing.

Out of the shower and I dried myself off with a big, fluffy towel.

Then into the bedroom and the real work began.

First, my nails.

I hate doing my toe nails. I’m just not that flexible. But if I don’t do the toe nails then I can’t wear open toed high heels. And I do so love high heels.

So I forced myself into a pretzel and began painting them. A beautiful, shiny red.

After my exertions in that bent over position doing my hands was easy. I filed and sanded and pressed some semi-long ovals on my digits. Not pre-painted, I wanted to paint them myself. I loved to stroke on the polish and watch my digits transform from stubby, spatulate fingers into slender, sexy digits.

And now everything was different. I had to figure out how to use my hands like a delicate woman.

I sat down at my wife’s vanity, pushed her stuff back a bit, and laid out my own bottles and creams and powders and brushes.

I spent an hour, and it was like an hour of making love to my face. An hour of zen silence and mystical metamorphoses. An hour of cleansing and priming, foundation and blush, and eyes. Oh, the eyes. Delicate charcoal to make my orbital sockets like caves. And inside the rim of the cave, outlined by the thin line of dark mascara and under the waving fringe of long eyelashes, my eyes glittered, were scintillating.

Looking at my eyes, so mysterious, I yet felt like a feral animal. And well I should, for my cock had gone riot. It pounded with lust. A woman was in front of me, in the mirror, and I could have sex with her to my heart’s content. I could abuse that throbbing knob between the legs until I near died of exhaustion. And there was nobody to tell me I was wrong, an onanistic pervert, a masturbator untrue to his wife.

Done, now existing as a beautiful creature, I went to the box and pulled out a bra and large breast forms. I glued the forms to my pectorals, then struggled into the bra. I now had the body of a sexy, stacked, young woman.

I pulled up my tummy shaper. I had to wear an extra strong tummy shaper to control my penis. I pulled it tight, looked in the mirror critically, and was pleased when there was no sign of my boner.

Oh, it hurt a bit, but the reward of seeing a flat front, and my butt pooched back a bit to accommodate the pain of the tummy shaper, it was worth it.

Hose. Unrolled right up my smooth as silk legs, they made me feel like I was being squeezed into femininity.

Then the skimpy, slutty dress. My face and nails may be high fashion, but my body…oh, yes.

I diet all year for these rare times of self gratification. I do endless exercises, work off all my body fat, just so I can fit into the dress. Seeing myself in the mirror, so svelte and top heavy…it is so worth it.

DING DONG!

Ha. The doorbell. As if I was going to pay attention to that. No, the world could go on hiatus for al I was concerned.

DING DONG!

Snickering at the poor sap wasting his finger strength on my doorbell, I took out my brunette wig. Real hair. Long and luxurious and shiny. I fastened the wig down, brushed out the hair, and I was ready. One, last thing.

DING DONG!

Three’s the charm, asshole. Now go away and leave me to my fun.

I turned the base of the tube and watched the pillar of red emerge. Beautiful red, to match my fingers, to go on my plumped and burning lips.

I rolled the tube across my lips. I smacked, and was good to go.

I turned, a delicate creature in the vanity chair, and put on my high heels.

I walked down the hallway, tapping my heels sexily. The house echoed with my call of feminization

I reached the end of the hallway and turned into the big room. Now I was on expensive marble slabs, and my heels were even louder. Click, click, click! I put my feet in line, let my ass sway. My breast forms were delightful projecting. I turned, pirouetted, really, a graceful move with head back, hair streaming, ankle lifted to show my sexy, curvy calves. I lifted my arms and did Madonna poses. I was smiling, happy, thrilled, my penis pulsing, my whole body alive with—I froze.

Somebody was peering from around the corner.

My heart felt like it was leaping from my chest, and I actually jumped back with a squeaking sort of “Eek!” And my heel gave way and my foot rolled back and I fell. The last thing I remember was a pain in my head, then everything was black.

“Oh,” somebody groaned, and I realized it was me. I came to, had probably only been out a minute.

“John? Are you all right?”

My eyes snapped open.

“Shar?” Shar was short for Charlene, my neighbor, and she was bent down over me, a concerned look on her face.

And I was a woman.

“Oh, my God!” I tried to get up, but she was over me, and she had a hand to my chest. She pressed, and I had no leverage.

“Just rest for a moment. You hit your head on the table.”

I reached up, realized my face was turned a brilliant red color, and felt my head. Yep. A bump.

I struggled to get up. “Let me go…let me.”

She smiled, a twist of the lips, and said, “I’ve already seen you, so just relax a bit.”

She’d seen me. Oh, my God. She was Lana’s best friend. And she knew my secret. Oh, my God!

I managed to stand up, in spite of her efforts to calm me down, but when I tried to run to the bedroom she stopped me. She simply grabbed my ear and held me. I tried to bat her hand away, but when I slapped at it it simply pulled on my on my ear.

“Ow!”

“I said to calm down.” Now that I was up and about she wasn’t so concerned for my health.

“Let go!” I begged.

“Sure, on one condition.”

I was silent, frightened, wanted to escape.

“Fix me a drink. One of those Coke and bourbon things that taste so good. Fix me a drink, then sit down and talk to me.”

“I…I…”

“Before you try to get away and I have to rip your ear off, let me show you something.”

She lifted her cellphone and played a video.

Me. Twirling in delight in my living room. In dress and heels and make up. My long nails flashing.

I watched myself pirouette. I saw the look of sublime pleasure on my face, and my heart sank. Down, down…down!

“I’ve put it on the cloud, so there’s no way you can delete it, and if you don’t do exactly what I say…”

I stared at her in horror.

“I’ll send it to Lana. Of course, she might know about your little kink, so…I know, I’ll post it! Facebook! Snapchat! Twitter! Whatever. You will become the face that launched a thousand laughs. You will be famous, with millions of likes. Heck, the whole world will know of you, and people in foreign countries will shake their heads at these silly Americans, and…do you think I could make some money off this? Put some ads on my Facebook page?”

I felt faint. Not just busted, but exposed. My wife would leave me. I would lose my livelihood. No matter where I went people would laugh at me. They would point and say things like, “There goes the guy who dresses up like a girl!” Snicker, snicker…point, point!

“Now, I’m letting go, so get into the kitchen and make me a drink.”

She let go, and all of me wanted to bolt, to run screaming out of the room. To dive under my bed and cover my ears and hope the prospect of the thunder of laughter would go away.

Instead, I walked, on shaky heels, into the kitchen. I got out a glass, thought about it, then a second one. I needed a drink. Bad.

I filled the glasses with ice, then bourbon and Coke in equal parts. I smelled that delicious aroma, and I wanted to drink myself into oblivion. To a place where this hadn’t happened, where I hadn’t been caught en femme.

“Why are you here?” I managed to ask, my voice sounding hoarse and whispery as I handed her her glass.

“Lana called. Wanted me to get her kitchen plants and take them to my house. Last time she left you alone with them they all died. I can understand why, now that…” she grinned and motioned towards my person with a hand.             

I took a big glug, and was very aware of the lipstick print I left on the glass.

She was, too. She eyed the rim of my glass and her lips twisted in a smirk..

“Listen,” I said. “You have to forget this. You have to…to erase that video. This puts me in a terrible position and it could cost me my job, my marriage.” My voice was sliding down to beggary.

Shar looked thoughtful. “Do you think Lana would dump you? Over a little crossdressing?

“Shar…”

“She might.” She looked at me. “So I’ve got a pretty powerful weapon here. Do what I say, absolutely anything and everything I say, or…hmm. She might.”

“Shar. This isn’t funny. This could ruin my life.”

“Your life? Your whole life? Even the parts where you dress up and prance around?”

“Oh, please!”

She tapped a white tooth with one, red nail and thought about it.

“To erase or not to erase, that is the question.”

“Shar?”

“Okay,” she made up her mind, though I think it was already made up when she first started videoing me. “Here’s what’s going to happen. Lana is gone for two weeks, so for two weeks you are going to be my live in girlfriend. You’re going to take me to lunch, you’re going to clean my house…anything I want, you’re going to be Johnny on the…excuse me, ‘Janey’ on the spot.”

My face twisted in horror.

“And, if you do that, then maybe I’ll delete the video.”

“But, you want…”

I want a girlfriend, a maid. Somebody to sleep with at might that won’t bother me with their endless desire for poking. Are you any good at oral sex?”

“I…I…”

“Well, no matter. I can teach you. You know, that isn’t a bad make up job. You do look like a woman. I can give you a few pointers, however, so…what do you say? Two weeks of being my friend and servant…and I’ll save your marriage, your job, and your whole life.”

“But can’t you just delete the video? Right now? It’s going to drive me crazy knowing that it’s there.”

“Ooh. I like crazy! but, in answer to your question….no. You and I know that if I delete the video you will skip out on your bargain, I have no proof, my word against yours, and my house will remain dirty and uncared for, and…no. I will not delete the video until you have made me happy.”

“But Shar…”

She held up a finger.

“What.”

“Shut with that begging stuff. We’ve got a deal, if you want it, and that’s it.”

And that was it.

“Well, are you ready to start?” She gulped her drink.

“Can I change first?”

“Of course not. I like you all prettied up.”

She set her empty glass on the counter, smiled at me me, and said, “Let’s go, Butterfly.”

“Butterfly?”

“The name of the gal who played the maid in Gone with the Wind. You never watched Gone with the Wind?”

“I never paid attention to the maid.”

I followed her out the back door and through the hedge to her house.

“Didn’t you want to get Lana’s plants?”

“Nope. I’ve got a maid who will see to them.”

I groaned.

Her house was immaculate. I said so, and, “You don’t need a maid.”

“Of course I do.”

“But there’s nothing to clean?”

“The trick is to clean before the dirt gets there.”

Hunh?

“Now,” we entered her kitchen. “I’ll leave the back door open, and you do the same. I’ve got a couple of things to do before we get started, but the lawn mower is in the garage, so you can do that while I’m working.”

Groaning inside, I headed for the garage. I felt so weird getting the lawnmower out in my heels and dress and all, but…I also felt kinky.

The truth was that ever since I woke up and realized I’d been caught my cock had been stiff as a fireplace poker. And I was definitely walking pooched over to relieve the pressure as it tried to break free from my tummy shaper.

I walked back and forth across the lawn in my high heels, and it was hard. My feet were on a slant, so it was like trying to mow the lawn on a hill. I had to go slow so the cut blades of grass wouldn’t fly all over my dress and nylons.

It was a fifteen minute job, but it took me a half hour. Then another few minutes while I emptied the catcher, and then I had to clean the mower and put it away. By the time I was done I was already tired.

I went back to the patio, brushed the trimmings off as best I could, and entered the house.

“Excellent,” Shar was just coming out of the hallway. “Let me show you where the cleaning supplies are and we’ll get started.

Hunh. ‘We’ll’ get started? More like ‘I’ll’ get started.

For the next two hours I dusted every ledge, vacuumed, polished the floors, and worked up a healthy sweat. By the time lunch rolled around I was perspiring, my calves were burning with ache, and I was definitely having trouble walking.

“Butterfly! Time for lunch!”

I walked into the kitchen, and believe me, I was a slumping dog.

Shar laughed when she saw me, then pointed at the table. A tuna sandwich, with the crust trimmed, was waiting for me.

“You got a Coke or something?”

“Water,” she said. “Coke is bad for you. Unless, of course, you cut it with bourbon.”

Ugh. Water. I sat down and began choking the dry bread down.

Shar leaned against the sink and sipped at a goblet of wine.

“Isn’t wine bad for you?”

“Don’t be so pissy. Only real women get to be pissy.”

I looked down. Truth was, I had a sudden urge to cry.

She came around and sat down opposite me.

I watched her, and I had to admit, she was a good looking woman. She had high and full breasts, like Lana did. She was a brunette, where Lana was a blonde. And she had a mocking sort of look in her eyes at all times.

After a time of her staring at me, I asked, “What?”

She didn’t hesitate, just leaped right into it.

“I’ve got a chastity tube, and you’re going to wear it.”

“A chastity what?”

“A tube. A device. Goes around the cock to stop erectionizing.”

Erectionizing. Great.

“Why do I have to wear that?”

“Because you’re horny, and that means you’re a danger to all women. Me being ‘all women,’” she grinned, “I need you gelded so I don’t have to worry about you getting out of control.”

“You don’t have to worry about me being out of control.”

“Not now, but I will. As the days pass and you wear women’s clothes you will get hornier and hornier. The chastity tube will ensure that you don’t let your horniness take over right thinking.”

“Look, I’m not about to put my cock into one of those…those…”

“Chastity tubes,”

“…chastity thingies. So you can just forget about it.”

“I’ll take it off before Lana gets home. And just think how ready you’re going to be for her. Two weeks of not being able to masturbate. I assume you masturbate a lot when you’re all dressed up?”

I didn’t deign to answer.

“So there’s that, and then there’s my own sexual needs. Needs which you will attend to, and which will make you even hornier.”

“What! I’m not going to fuck you!”

“You certainly are not. But you are going to help me…masturbate.”

“What?”

“You see, having a sexy maid running around will certainly get my juices flowing. I can already feel the moisture building down there, and soon enough I will be so wet you’ll have to follow me around with a mop.”

“Ew!”

“So I will masturbate, and I will be using your mouth to do so.”
“What? No!”

“Yes.”

“I’m not cheating on my wife!”

“And you won’t be. You won’t put your penis into my sacred cave, you will merely offer the use of your tongue. Sticking your tongue into my pussy is certainly nothing like putting your penis into it, so you will not be cheating, I will get all the relief I need, and you will get deleted, so to speak, in two weeks.”

“I’m not going to.”

She just smiled. “We will broach this subject again when I am more in the mood. Until then, I want you to go home and do exactly what you did here in your own house.”

“What?”

“I want you to clean your house, like you did mine. Is there something about that that you don’t understand?”

“No, but…”

“What?”

“Lana isn’t going to be home for two weeks! I don’t have to clean the house until just before she gets back.”

“John, John, John,” she leaned forward and placed her hand on mind. I was reminded of my red nails and made up eyes as she gazed into my face. “A woman’s work is never done. Don’t put off until tomorrow what you can do today. A stitch in time saves nine. Nine what I don’t know, but the fact of the matter is that you must always have a fresh, clean house. It is part of being a woman. So go home, and I will come over in two hours. I will be wearing a white glove, and if you don’t want to spend the night cleaning the house again…you will do it right the first time.”

Her hand on mine made me nervous. It was too intimate. I wanted to get out of there. I gave a nod and stood up. I turned and walked and she called after me, “And change your clothes after you mow. You’re getting all grassy.”

I raised a hand in defeat and waved it.

When I arrived home the first thing I saw was my cell phone. I picked it up and looked at the messages. Spam. Nothing but spam, except for the last message, “Don’t forget to water Lana’s plants.”

I almost threw the cell in the garbage.

Shar had always been a little quick, sharp with the tongue, made fun of people, and sometimes I had been victim to her methods. But this was a whole new level. I was to be her maid for two weeks? And she was going to dress me up? Keep me dressed up?

I didn’t know if I liked that. I usually liked to dress up for a few hours, then jack off, give it a day for my juices to build, then do it again. But…every waking moment for two weeks? With no relief?

I sighed and got out the lawnmower. I walked back and forth, and this time a little faster, I had a better grass catcher. Then I wiped the trimmings off my nylons and dress—man, was I starting to feel grody—and went to work in the house.

Two hours later Shar entered the house. I had just finished and I was laying on the couch.

“Lawn looks good. Your edges will need redoing.”

“Oh….” I groaned, throwing an arm over my eyes.

She just laughed, and I looked and noticed she was holding something.

“Whats that?”

She ignored my question and went around the house. She had a white glove on and she rubbed it over surfaces and looked at the fingers. It wasn’t long before she was out of fingers.

“This is bad,” she frowned. “How come you did well at my house, and poorly in your own house. I would think the pride of ownership thing and all.”

“I’ve never done this kind of cleaning before.”

“But the differences…” then she nodded. “Mine was already clean before you got to it.”

“Uh, well…yeah.”

She sat down opposite me, “Sit up, Butterfly.”

“Don’t call me that,” I said as I struggled to a sitting position.

“Butterfly,” she watched me. Oh crap, she was just going to keep pushing me.

“Okay, when you go over surfaces you can’t just use a duster. On wood you can use lemon Pledge. Or ‘zesty orange,’ if you prefer. For painted surfaces you’ll have to use some kind of cleaner, there’s a lot of them out there. The best thing to use is a mix of hot water and olive oil, especially on the floors. Use a soft rag, not a sponge, and try to use as little solution as you can. You don’t want to leave a sheen. If it has to dry too much you’ll know what I mean.

“Oh, God!” I hung my head. I looked up. “Can you just…”

But there’s no way she was going to give up her power over me. I was like a little, helpless slave, and the only thing I could do was go along with her.

She tossed the little box she was carrying onto the coffee table.

“What’s that?” I asked suspiciously.

“Look at it.”

I hesitated, then took a deep breath and leaned forward and lifted the flaps.

There was a tube shaped like a cock in it, and several rings. And a padlock.

“What…this is…”

“The chastity device, yes. You put the tube over your cock, then select the right size ring and put it around your whole package. The padlock goes through the hasp and clickity click, I’ve got myself a sissy maid.

“I’m not your sissy maid! And I’m not going to put that…that thing on.”

“Yes, you are, and yes, you are.”

I glared at her, trying to build some backbone. I was tired, I was cranky, I was right, and…but…she just reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone.

“Stop that. Put that away!” I whined.

She held it so I could see it. Lana’s name was there, on her contact list. She pulled up the contact. There was a green circle to call. She held her finger over the circle. She looked at me, cocked her head, lifted her eyebrows, and said, “Well?”

“Wait…wait…”

She waited, but her finger hovered like a vulture over dead meat.

“Shar, I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye,” I was going to try the reasonable approach. I tried not to sound desperate, or to sweat.

She pressed the green button.

Panic struck me. “No! No! Please!

Ring.

“Please don’t!”

Ring.

“You can’t! You…” I was actually crying now, I was shivering and huddled into myself.

Ring.

She watched me with interested eyes. I knew what she was thinking. Will I break?

But I knew she wouldn’t break. She was going to tell my wife everything.

“Hello?”

“Okay!” I whispered so as not to be heard over the line. “Okay. Okay. Please!” Tears streamed down from my eyes.

“Girlfriend!” Shar smiled at me. “I just called to see how you are doing?

I heard my wife’s voice, but couldn’t distinguish what she was saying. But I did know it was just chit chat. How’s my plants? Did you hear about Martha? We’ll have to get together when I come home. That sort of thing.

I was still tense, and the tears were messing up my make up, but I was sagging with relief on the inside.

I sat there and listened, and they talked for ten minutes. Mundane silliness, the kind of things that housewives talk about, then they said good bye and Shar closed her phone.

“Well,” she said, triumphantly.

I hung my head.

I looked down.

“Put it on.”

I reached forward and picked up the thing. I started to stand up.

“Right here.”

I looked at her, aghast. “Right…now? In front of you?”

She grinned. “It’s the only way to be sure.”

“But…can’t I go to the bedroom and—“

“Nope.”

So I stood up. My face flaming. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties and…SPROING!

Shar laughed. “Oh, this is going to be tight!”

“I can’t get it on!”

“You’re going to have to. So what do you do when you’re trying to get soft?”

I blinked at that, and she realized, too.

“Oh, of course, men are never trying to get soft, they’re always trying to get hard.”

I nodded. My head felt like it was a balloon on a string.

“Well, you need to change anyway. You’re a mess. Let’s go get rid of your make up and give you a cold shower.”

She stood up, and I thought she was going to take my hand, but she passed my hand and actually grabbed a hold of my cock!

“Hey!”

But she pulled, and my hips went forward, then the rest of me.

“Let go! You can’t! Stop!”

She ignored me, turned into my bedroom and let go. She had a big grin on her face.

“Okay, Butterfly. Cold cream that pretty face.”

My cock was throbbing, it looked, and felt, like it was going to spit. I could actually feel that little ignition point deep with in going click…click…trying to push the pulse and move the semen up the shaft.

“I…”

“Chop, chop!” She clapped her hands.

I went to the vanity and scooped out some cold cream. I wiped my face quickly, then used used tissues to scrub at the crevices.

“Okay, get those clothes off.”

I hadn’t been naked in front of a woman other than my wife in ten years. I was shaking and shivering as I pulled the panties off, lifted the dress off. I took off the nylons and the bra. The boobs stayed in place and Shar blinked. “Are you kidding?”

She reached out and touched one. I started to shy away but managed not to.

It was curiously…hornicizing…to see her woman’s hands feeling my breast.

“You used glue.”

I nodded.

“Water proof?”

Another nod. Tears were starting to stream again.

She looked at me and saw my distress. She pulled the boob, and me, and when I stumbled forward she reached up and kissed my cheek. “It’s okay, Butterfly. You’ll survive.”

Yeah, if I did what she wanted.

“Now get into that shower and wash those tears away.”

My cock bumped into her, well, it poked into her, and she looked down, then laughed. “Now I know why Lana hasn’t dumped your lazy ass.”

I turned and went into the bathroom. I turned on the hot and the cold and Shar said, “Only cold.”

Sighing. I turned off the hot. Then, nothing for it, I stepped into the shower.

“AGH!” I yelled.

I stood there, Shar watching me with a big smile on her face. “The faster you lose that log the sooner you’ll be out of there. I’ll go get the chastity tube.”

I stood and shivered, and when she left my cock started to shrink. And shrink and shrink. Man! It was cold!

I closed my eyes and tried to imagine myself in the Sahara desert.

“Okay, get out.”

I stepped out, and Shar squatted and slipped the tube over my dick. It was already trying to get hard, it liked being handled by a strange woman. But she held the tube tight, and fumbled with the other hand and got a ring on. She had picked the right size, and she grabbed the padlock and slipped it through the hasp. The sound it made…

CLICK!

It sounded like the big clang that cell doors make in prisons.

She straightened up, grinned, held my package in her hand. My cock was trying desperately to get hard. And it actually hurt. It pushed against the plastic, it swelled up as much as it was able, bits of skin pushing through little vents on the sides of the thing.

“Oh, this is nice.” She used one hand to fondle my testicles, and I groaned and my knees grew weak.

Then she grabbed my hair and pulled me down. She kissed me. My eyes opened wide, but hers were closed, and she lost herself in the moment, feeling my lips with her mouth. Devouring them with a passion I had never seen.

For a long minute she kissed me, sliding her plump lips over mine, I tried to remain dispassionate. This wasn't my wife! But…I couldn’t help it.

And who could? When a woman kissed a man the man responds. That is just the way men are built.

She let go, stepped back, and stared at me. “Woo!”

“Woo,”  I said softly, gulping.

“We’re going to be doing a lot of that. Now get dressed. Just your underwear, then come over to my house. I’ve got some outfits you can try on.

She left, and I sat on the bed and rolled up nylons. I pulled on panties. I put on a bra, I had a few changes of underwear in my stash, and  left the bedroom.

I walked out the back door, feeling totally weird because of the plastic dangling between my thighs.

Dangling. Trying to get hard, but failing.

I went through the hedge and into her house.

She was in her spare bedroom, throwing dresses and things out of the closet.

“Here’s some spare panties. I’ve got a wig here somewhere…oh, here we go. You’re going to look so killer in this dress.”

Shar watched as I tried on articles clothing. She made comments, changed her mind again and again, and kept throwing outfits at me.

I ended up putting on a short, tight, pale pink dress. It showed way too much thigh, but that was okay. I wasn’t going anywhere. The dress covered up my cleavage, but really emphasized my large breasts.

“Okay, looking good. Let’s put some jewelry on you and make you sparkle.”

She tried some clip ons, but wasn’t satisfied. Finally, she got out a needle and alcohol. “Hold still.”

“You can’t pierce my ears!”

“Why not,” she mumbled, fingering my lobe.

“It’s…it’s permanent. Lana will see!”

“The holes close right up. All she’ll see is a dot. Now hold still, I don’t want to miss and pierce your brain.”

“Ow!” She dabbed a spot of blood up then hung some chandeliers from my ear. She grinned, and did the other one.

I looked in the mirror and was stunned. They were big, but…they were good. All sorts of sparkle form the diamonds.

“Are these expensive?” I asked, feeling the weight of them.

“Nah. Junk. Every woman will know, but the men won’t. Men don’t know much of anything.”

I looked at her at that, but she just smirked and handed me a necklace.

I put it on, and asked, “Why do I need all this stuff to clean your house?”

“You don’t. But your day is done and it’s time to go part-ay!”

“What?”

“Party. Festivity. Hallelujah. If we’re lucky we’ll get laid.”

“What?” My voice squeaked.

“Just kidding. For you. Of course me…I don’t have no stinkin’ ball and chain so…” she shrugged.

“But I don’t want to go out!” I was immediately reduced to beggary.

“You don’t know what you want. Now, come on.”

I felt like an automaton as I followed her. Stumping on my heels, feeling like I was out of my body.

She helped me into the car, and I needed the help. I didn’t understand how women had to sit and pivot, moving both legs into the car at the same time.

A few seconds later she was backing out of the garage and heading down the road.


PART TWO

We went to Charlie Coyote’s, a jammin’ nightclub down on the strip. And it was not only jammin’, it was jammed. We eschewed the valet and parked in the back lot. We had a walk, but that was okay with me. I wanted the walk to be so long I never got there.

Around us couples and small groups sauntered across the pavement towards the rear entrance. There was a long line in the front, and people waited forever to get in. But in the back the line was short. This was because the rear entrance led to the patio and food. The front was more for liquor and dancing. Sure, you could slip from one to the other, but waitresses saw to your seating as soon as you stepped into the rear, and that made it awkward to just beeline for the front room.

We were there, apparently, for a meal.

I felt like a giant Macy’s Parade balloon. I just knew that everybody was staring at me, but the truth, once I relaxed enough to see it, was that most people ignored me…except for the few men who checked out my bazooms.

They were looking at my tits! I could have curled up and died! Men! Checking me out!

Shar knew exactly what was happening. She linked arms with me and kept me going, laughing merrily as we threaded between tables and were taken to a round table in the center of the room.

In the center. Crap! Couldn’t we have a booth? In a dark corner? But there were none available.

We sat, and I was frozen faced, upper body bent forward, looking down.

Shar leaned forward, pushed my chin up. “Relax. If you act like you’re afraid, or ashamed, people will stare at you and wonder.”

So I tried, but I was actually shaking. I had to put my hands down they were trembling so hard.

“Pick up the menu,” she commanded.

I did, and it shook, and she said, “Lay it on the table. Put your hands down and use the table to steady them.

Gulping manically, I did.

“Now, what would you like?”

“I…I…”

“Oh, for heysoos’ sake! Will you relax? Women do this all the time and they don’t turn into nervous wrecks.”

“I…I…”

“Oh, poop. Just sit there.”

I sat, and she waved her hand for drinks. Shortly we were sipping drinks. Well, she was sipping. She delicately put a wine spritzer to her lips, smiled, and gently indulged.

I gulped a shot of tequila, and another one, and another.

Funny thing about tequila, it works fast, and it makes the world glow. I prefer bourbon, but tequila…it’s good, too.

And, I started to relax, and to feel a little cartoony.

“There we go. Now, what would like to order?”

I wanted a steak, but…that was not ladylike. I ended up with a fajita, chicken, not skirt steak, and lots of onions and peppers and things.

“Now, then, take small bites. Mindful of the lipstick.”

So I did, and I didn’t do too badly.

And I kept drinking.

But the drinking while it made me happy, didn’t make me sloppy. I was too nervous for that.

About halfway through the meal I realized that we were having a conversation. I mean, I had ben talking, responding, and even asking, but I hadn’t known it. Suddenly I flashed on it.

Shar laughed. “Finally waking up, eh?”

“Uh, yeah.

Ding a toot doodle! Shar’s cell went off. She pulled it out of her purse, lifted it up and grinned. “Lana.”

I about had a panic attack, but she just answered it.

“Hey, girlfriend! Guess who I’m at dinner with?”

I could hear the voice, but not make out the conversation over the buzz in the restaurant. I waved my hands ‘no’ frantically.

“John! I forced the poor boy to take me out.” Pause. “Are you kidding? All he does is talk about how he misses you.” Pause. “I know it’s hard to hear. I’ll call you later and let you know how it goes.” Pause. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll keep his stupid dick out of my pussy. Come on, girlfriend. What kind of a slut do you think I am!?” Pause. “Sure. I will. Okay…talk to you later. Mwah!”

She hung up the phone.

I was ashen. My mind was blasted. I felt like I had never even smelled the tequila.

“Did you…that was…what—“

“Oh, shut up, John. You’re such a worry wart.”

“Yeah, but—“

Ding ding ding!

I looked at my purse, once again aghast.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

“Are you going to answer that?”

I leaned down and fumbled through my purse. My long fingernails got in the way, but I picked up my cell. It was Lana.

“It’s my wife!” I whispered.

“So?”

So, trembling, I answered the phone. “Uh, hi.”

“Hi? Is that all you’ve got?”

“Uh, hi, honey. I…I love you.” It was the only thing I could think of. On the other side of the table Shar was smirking.

“Are you really out with Lana?”

“I am. Is that okay?”

“Well, yes, but…you don’t like Shar that much.”

“Oh, she’s okay. But I miss you.”

Lana was silent for a moment, then, “I believe you do. Your voice is…different.”

Silence.

“What did you do today.”

What did I do? What did I…? My mind was blank. Then I blurted. “Shar’s lawnmower didn’t work, so I fixed it, and then, since I had it out I went ahead and cut her lawn That’s why she’s taking me out.”

“Oh,” pause, then, “I guess you should fix more things.”

“Yeah,” I tried a chuckle.

It sounded strangled, but she bought it. She said, “Like maybe you could fix the vacuum, or the window cleaner bottle.”

“Uh…”

She laughed “Just kidding.” But she wasn’t.

“Well, it’s hard to hear you, so I’ll let you go. I’m glad you’re having fun. And I’m glad that you’re starting to see that Shar isn’t the wicked witch.”

“Oh, uh…”

“Bye, dear. See you in my dreams.”

“Bye, honey”

And we hung up.

I sat there looking at my phone, and I was a mess. I had a truck load of secrets, not the last of which was that I was a cross dresser. And…Shar had touched my penis. Had locked it up. How wold I ever explain that?

All I could do was hope that Shar delivered on her word and deleted the video when the two weeks was up.

“Drink up,” Shar commanded, as another tequila arrived.

We ate, we drank, and…we talked. And after a while, her being my only anchor in this place, we talked like friends. Strained friends, but I was holding on to her to get me through this.

She led me to the dance floor and we stood on the side and watched the people rubbing their bodies together. I could feel the heat, and the alcohol made me horny, and…and I was liking it when she stood next to me, pressed her hip against mine, whispered something—dirty, like as not—into my ear.

Then she pulled me around and danced with me. Two girls dancing. Strange, but not heard of. I wondered if anybody thought we were Lesbians.

Then more drinks.

The night seemed to dissolve. Everything was like paint running on a painting. The music made my bones want to dance, and I began to feel sexy, to get over my fright and act like the girl I looked like.

Shar encouraged me, of course.

“Nobody knows I’m a man,” I whispered into her ear, at one point.

“You’re my sexy bitch,” she whispered back, and she bumped my groin with the back of her hand.

Oh, God, it felt good. My cock was in a constant state of struggle, and to be touched…oh, it was heavenly. Even, and maybe especially, encased in a plastic prison…it felt electrified.

Finally, some hours after we had arrived, we sauntered out the back door and into the parking lot.

Small groups of people, and a few couples, stood and chatted. Or kissed passionately as if they were all alone in the world.

Shar put her arm around me, pulled my arm around here waist, and we walked towards her car.

I was drunk, happy, and I had this warm feeling shooting up from my trapped groin.

She turned me at the car, pushed me back, and attacked my mouth. Her hand lifted my dress and snaked into my panties. She massaged my balls, making me hot, making me weak at the knees.

I was helpless, and loving it.

I kissed her back, then I reached one hand up and touched her breasts.

I hadn’t touched any woman’s breast in over ten years, and it was a heady feeling. I could feel her nipple under the material and I rubbed it.

She groaned and squeezed my balls, and our mouths did loving battle. For a heated minute we stood there, playing with each others bodies, and…I didn’t think of my wife. Then we broke the kiss, and I did. Guilt rolled onto me like an avalanche.

Shar saw my instant state of mind. She grinned. “You’ll get over it. Get in. Let’s go. I’m horny.”

I got in on the passenger seat and worried all the way home. Shar just turned on the radio and hummed along.

We arrived, and Shar came around and opened the door for me. I tell ya, I was in a funk. Still drunk. Messed up. She took my hand and lead me towards here front door.

“Come on, girlfriend, it’s time to do your duty.”

“I don’t want to,” I mumbled as she opened the door and let me in.

“Don’t try to sweet talk me now,” she laughed.

She pulled me by the hand towards the back bedroom.

She had a big bed. Poster. Good for handcuffs. I chastised myself for such thoughts.

Yet, my dick was trying to get hard and my belly was filled with a bar of hot flashing desire.

She began taking her clothes off. “Come on, lover. Don’t be shy.”

I had to do it. I had to, and I pulled my dress off.

She laughed and took her underwear off.

She had a great body. Lithe, trim, good-sized boobs. Her face was round, and animated, and hungry. “Come on, panties and hose. Get naked.

I did, and she watched me as if I was doing a strip tease. I suppose in her mind I was.

I stood before and she beckoned to me to come closer. I stepped in front of her and she reached down and took my caged cock in her hand.

I gasped. I was so horny, but what could I do? And even if I could do something…I didn’t want to be untrue to my wife.

But my surging cock, aching with desire in the plastic prison, said otherwise.

My cock was like a devil on my shoulder, whispering things. ‘Do it.’ ‘Nobody will know!’ ‘You need it!’

Shar sled back on the bed, spread her legs and gave me a knowing leer.

I actually gave a sob as I fell into her pussy.

It was shaved, plump on the edges, and I realized she had oversized labia. Her clitoris was over-sized, too.

She pulled the labs apart and my mouth fit perfectly. I sucked, putting my hands under her buns and lifting slightly.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, thrusting her pussy into my face.

I gave it long licks, tasting her strong aroma. A night of sweat and  dancing, of old pee, and all the things that make a pussy taste more delicious than any pie ever baked.

She pulled my head in and fucked my face.

I ate her hungrily for a long time, and she surged and wormed around. Then, “Use your fingers. Fingerbang me!”

Still eating, I moved two fingers into her. She took them easily, and I slid a third in. Then a fourth.

She was gasping and gulping and making mewling sounds. “Yes…yes…shove them into me. Get me off!”

I was captured, and I found myself trying harder and harder to get her off. My forearm moved back and forth like a jackhammer, my fingers felt the rim of her pussy.

“Mother fucker!” she cried. “Do me! Make me cum!”

I tried, harder and harder, and, suddenly, my knuckles slid past the rim of her hole.

Her eyes snapped open. I actually had my hand in her. I was fisting her!

I started to pull back, but she grabbed my wrist. “No…no…” her eyes were wild, glinting like an animal’s. “I always wanted to try this, and now…now…be gentle.”

I began to slide my whole forearm back and forth. Small motions, and she raised her hips up. Her eyes were wide and glazed. There was a light bit of froth on the corner of her red mouth.

“Fuck…fuck…” she whimpered. “A little faster.”

I moved a little harder. I could feel her pussy trying to close on my wrist. I could feel the soft innards, the ripples and and the waves, of her inner flesh as it gripped me, slid past my hard wrist.

She was holding on to my wrist then, and little tears squeezed out of her eyes. They weren’t tears of pain, however.

“Harder!” she whispered.

Now I was moving with force, and she turned into a ragdoll on my fist. She began moaning louder, and louder, and then…she started to cum.

I had never seem a cum like this. The desperate way her arms reached for me. The way her hips spasmed. It was amazing, and I watched in awe as she crescendoed, yelling, sounding like she was speaking in foreign tongues. Then it faded. Faded, but didn’t seem to go away.

She lay back, my arm still inside her, and breathed. Every once in a while her hips gave a twitch.

I started to pull my hand back, but she wouldn't let me, She grabbed my wrist and said, “Not yet. I’m still cumming.”

So I stayed there, motionless, waiting. Five minutes passed. Ten, and, finally, she nodded. “Okay. I’m done.”

I gently extracted my hand. It was dripping with her juices. I went to the bathroom and watched it off.

She had her eyes open when I came back out of the bathroom. She was laying the right way on the bed, half under the covers, and the covers thrown back to expose her incredible breasts. I realized that I had been so busy with her pussy that I hadn’t tasted those delectable breasts. I hadn’t even touched them.

“Take your make up off, then sleep with me.”

I wanted to go home. I wanted to sleep in my own bed. But I was prisoner. But I wasn’t just the prisoner of her blackmail. Having fucked her with my arm, having been in actual physical contact with her awesome orgasm, I was hornier than I had ever been. I couldn’t fuck her, but…I could touch her. And there was always the dim hope way back in the skull that somehow I might get relief.

Yes. I was married. And I loved my wife, but now I understood why she had had me wear the chastity tube. Why she had said I would be out of control, that she needed protection.

In that moment I would have been untrue to my wife. It would have been wrong, I would have been out f control, but…but that is the way men are built.

I sat at her table and took off my make up. I scrubbed until i was fresh, then turned and faced her.

She was watching me. I still had on the bra and falsies, and she smiled. “What a girl’s body you have. Come to bed.”

I crossed the room, my cock pounding, my heart racing. I wanted a fuck. I needed a fuck. And some hope, even though it wouldn’t happen, some hope drove me to her.

I crawled into the bed, and into her arms.

She sighed, and we faced each other. She was done, but she still felt the residual effects. For a long time she nibbled on my lips, felt my nipples, even sucked them, and played with my cage and my balls.

Finally, however, exhausted by that incredible cum, she made me turn and face away from her.

I lay there, and she spooned me, and played with my nipples lazily, and held my cage in one warm hand.

I was pulsing. My eyes were open.

“I’m going to sleep now. Don’t disturb me.”

A short while later I heard her breath slide into sighs and slumber.

I didn’t move. I lay there, so totally and utterly and sexually wired it was unbelievable. It was hours before I went to sleep.

And so the days went. Long days of prancing around like a maid. Cleaning her house. Cleaning my house. Trimming bushes, taking care of her pool.

During the day she would check on me, or go to lunch with her friends, and I would clean. Sometimes she would actually lay on the couch and eat a chocolate or two and watch a soap opera.

The houses, my house, at least, began looking super immaculate. Hers, of course, already was immaculate, but now mine was sharp and shiny. Even the canned goods in the pantry were scrubbed clean. Even the spiders under the house were fresh washed.

And the only bad news came at the ten day mark.

“Honey,” said Lana on one of our frequent phone calls, “They want me to stay a couple of extra days.”

On one hand I was crushed. I wanted to get out of this chastity thing. It was truly driving me crazy. My cock was constantly trying to erect, and all I was getting was frustration. On the other hand, I was elated. I got to sleep with Shar for a few more nights. I got to eat her out, and to use the strap on she had bought for me to use on her.

That’s right. She got tired of my tongue, and even my fist, and she wanted some dick.

She was even talking about taking it up her asshole! Can you imagine that? I mean….weird!

Anyway, Lana called, told me a few extra days, and said she’d call when she was flying in. Cool.

Shar had already told me she was going to keep the chastity tube on right till the bitter end. Okay. I could handle that. The days passed, I was at the 14 day mark, going out of my mind, but only three or four more days to go.

So I woke up that day. Got dressed, fixed Shar’s breakfast, waited on her hand and foot, and finally started in on my chores. Polish this. Scrub that. Do the grout in the bathroom. Wash the shingles on the roof. It was endless.

So I was down on my hands and knees in my house, washing baseboards, wearing a dress and nylons and all the other paraphernalia that goes with being feminine, and the cell phone rings. It’s Shar.

“Yes?”

“Come over right now.”  She hung up.

Well, that was typical.

I straightened up, took off my apron, sighed, and went out the back door. I went through the hedges, through here back door, and found her in the living room.

“Yes?”

She smiled at me, a knowing, wicked look that immediately had me worried.

“What is it?”

“Well…” and she just sort of stopped, left me hanging, and I was wondering what was going on.

Suddenly I heard heels. Click, click, click.

I looked at her feet, then my feet, and was confused, then I realized the heels were coming down the hallway.

I looked around frantically for a way to escape.

Yes, I had been out in public, but I still panicked around strangers.

“Just stand still,” Shar said.

But I couldn’t stand still. I turned to face the entryway, and Lana walked in.

My mind went crazy. My knees shook and I feel to them.

Lana, dressed to travel, beautiful. Large chest and wonderful waist, and she was looking at me.

“Hello, John.” Her lips twisted in a smile.

She walked past me, sat down in a chair that was facing the couch. “Sit on the couch, John. We need to talk.”

I actually took a couple of steps on my knees before I managed to get to my feet. And then I wobbled and staggered.

Lana and Shar watched me, quite amused by the way I was coming apart. I managed to sit on the couch, however, and a more miserable girl you never saw. I was shaking, my knees were knocking, my lips were trembling, and I was close to tears.

“Is there anything you’d like to tell me, John?”

There was, and there wasn’t, and I was frozen.

“Very well, then I’ll tell you. I don’t mind that you’re a little sissy, but it certainly changes our relationship.”

“I…I…”

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything. I’ll do all the talking.”

Shar chuckled.

Lana continued with, “Obviously, you’re no longer the man in the family. Funny thing is….if you had come and talked to me, I could have lived with an occasional girlfriend. But you didn’t. You snuck around behind my back.

“So I will be the man, after a fashion, and you can be the woman. From here on out you will clean the house, fix the dinners, and all the other chores. chores which you, as a man, were loath to do.

“Now, as for sex. We’ll having plenty of that. Of course you may not always like it…” she smiled.

“Lana?”

Lana handed her the key to my chastity tube. She put it on the chain around her neck.

“I probably won’t let you out very often, maybe every month or so. And then I’ll drain you, then lock you up again. A horny woman is a compliant woman, right?”

I shook my head, nodded, shook, didn’t know what I was supposed to say.

“I, however, have no desire to be horny. You will service me in certain ways, and if I have the desire I will go out and find myself a man who doesn’t want to be a woman.”

“But, honey? I—“

“Close your mouth, please.”

I did.

“And you will be expected to continue servicing Shar. Between cleaning the houses and servicing us I expect you to be a busy person.

“But…but…”

“Anything you wished to add? Lana?”

“I think you covered it. Except…he needs his monthly draining.”

“Oh, of course.” Lana stood up and walked past me. “Come along.”

I stood up and followed her. She didn’t walk out of the house, however, she went to Shar’s bedroom.

“Lay on the bed. On all fours. Sideways.”

I went to the bed and looked at it.

She slapped my ass and snapped, “Get on the bed. Now!”

I did. I looked over my shoulder and saw that she was putting on…THE STRAP ON!

“Hey! I don’t think—“

“That’s right, you don’t think.” She grabbed some lube. “Now face the wall and present your ass.”

I did as she asked, and I felt her between my legs.

I gasped as she slathered the lube into my hole, then I gulped and my eyes widened as she stepped up and pushed in.

I can’t begin to describe the sensation of being fucked in the ass. It hurt a little, felt good a lot, and I felt like I was being made wider.

She pushed in, pulled out, and I groaned as it became more and more pleasurable.

“Please…” I said, not knowing what I was saying.

“Lana was being entirely too lenient,” Lana said. She didn’t speak unkindly, just matter of factly and with certainty. Now, lower your butt a bit.”

I did, and she angled the long dick downward, and I felt it pressing something.

“This is making me pee.”

“Excellent. Go ahead and pee.”

“I couldn’t help it. I felt the pee come up the shaft and start squirting out. It was an odd feeling though, not like a normal pee. I looked down between my legs and saw that it wasn't pee that was coming out of me. It was sperm!

I started to say something, but Lana slapped my ass.

For a long minute she drained me, and as she did I got looser and looser. The world started feeling like dreamy kind of place.

She pulled out.

“Now, go clean yourself up. Change your clothes, and get back to work.

Rubbing my ass, waddling a little, but very happy, I walked out of the room.

And I went right home and cleaned myself and changed…and started cleaning.

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.
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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.
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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.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

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

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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories

[image: femgran cov use.jpg]

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
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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

‘The Call of Feminization!’

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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