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PART ONE

“Oh, man. I’ve had it.”

I sank down in my easy chair and didn’t want to move.

Bonnie, my wife, looked up from where she was paying bills. She lifted a wry eyebrow and said, “What’s your beef now?”

“I tell ya, the world is stacked against me.”

“What? Rough time at work?” She leaned back and placed her pen on the table and stretched.

“I’ll say.” I heaved a big sigh. “The government wants to inspect. The IRS claims I owe them back taxes. The union says I have to hire trans people, there’s supply shortages…how’s a guy supposed to make any money?

“Poor boy,” Bonnie said.

I looked at my wife. She’s a babe. Good looking, reddish hair that she keeps long, green eyes that sparkle, and boobs that won’t quit. All right, I’m a sexist. I admit it, so sue me. But right then I was less than happy with her facetious manner.

“A little commiseration would be all right.”

“I’d commiserate except…”

“What?”

“All you do is complain. You’re making good money…heck, you don’t even have to work! And all you do is complain. You’ve got your own company, but the way you play it you’re the victim. Oh, poor you.”

I shook my head in disgust, pushed myself up and headed for the game room. In the game room I headed for the wet bar and filled a glass with ice, slopped some bourbon and Coke into it, and tossed the concoction down my throat.

“So your problems are too big for you to face. Resorting to alcohol. Soon you’ll be wandering the streets, brown bag in hand, looking for hand outs.”

I turned to find out that Bonnie had followed me in. She was laughing at me.

“Heysoos. Does this look like a dogpile? Climb down, bitch.”

She sauntered over, poured herself a stiff one, and considered me. “So, quit.”

“No.”

“Hire somebody to do the work for you.”

“No.”

“Then stop your whining and grow up.”

I leaned on the bar and faced her. “Listen, if you knew how rough I had it you’d take a different attitude.”

She shot right back, “And if you knew the trials and tribulations of making yourself beautiful all day, then having to lay down for a self pitying slug…” She gave a big ‘HA!’, tilted her glass and glugged.

“So you think you work harder than me.”

“I know I do.”

“Prove it.”

“I work harder than you because I don’t even have time to complain about how unfair life is.”

I blinked, there was some kind of logic in there, but I didn’t like it. “The bull shat, baby, and you’re standing in it.”

“You’re the bull and you’re shitting all over yourself.”

“I get up at six and read the financials. I get to work at seven and call meetings with the department heads. By nine, when everybody else shows up I’ve been working for three hours.”

She retorted, “I get up at six and do Pilates, yoga and karate.” By nine o’clock I’ve worked a full physical day and I’m just getting started.”

“Ha! I have meetings all day long. I solve problems. I meet with city officials and have conference calls with foreign companies.”

“So you sit on your ass and talk all day. I clean the house, do the shopping, and still have time to do volunteer work.

“Ahhh!” I growled and through my hands up.

“What’s the matter?” she taunted. “Can’t take it?”

“I can take anything you dish out.”

We were face to face now. Breathing hard and meaning business.

She grabbed my tie and curled it around her hand. “If you even tried to do my day you’d end up whining and crying. You’d be screaming for help within a day.”

“And if you tried my job,” I snarled at her, “You’d be pulling all that beautiful hair out be the roots, biting your pretty, red nails down to the quick, and crying all night long.

“Prove it!” she snapped.

From that point there really was nowhere else to go, but Bonnie managed. She threw my tie back at my chest and walked out of the room.

Stupid me, I followed so as to gloat.

“So it’s you that can’t take it!” I chortled.

She went to the end table and picked up a book. She tossed it to me. “Read that, and if you’re still game, then it’s game on.”

I looked at the book.

Female Led Relationships

by

Alyce Fee Mail

“Ha!” I laughed. The author’s name is ‘A Female.’ That about says it all.”

“Yeah, well you read it and then tell me it’s stupid. Now, you’ve pissed me off and I’m going to bed. Don’t bother trying to come in and rub your uglies against me.”

“I won’t!”

She slammed the door and I was left with that substitute for sex…a book.

I looked at it again. I thought about drilling a hole in it and using it to jack off. That would teach Bonnie.

I sighed and looked at the bedroom door. Crap. I could go in and kiss ass and beg and whine for a little sex, or I could just sleep on the couch.

Whine or couch.

Whine or couch.

Couch.

The hell with couch or whine. We had a large house, so I just tooled on down to one of the spare bedrooms. I pulled the blanket back, got undressed, and yawned. And found I still had the book in my hand.

I walked into the bathroom and sat on the throne. Time to take care of business. And while I sat I opened up the stupid book and started reading.

An hour later I blinked and put the book down. I had read half the book and was starting to think.

The principle of the book was simple. Women are superior, men are inferior, and women should rule.

Which principle made Chuck chuckle.

However…the idea of making women do some of the things that men did was appealing. Heck, he went and busted his butt all day long. There was no reason that Bonnie couldn’t do some of that butt busting, and then he could do a little of that butt sitting around that she did.

He smiled. Yes. They could change places a little bit. Then she could go to work a couple of days a week, and he could sit around the house, do a little vacuuming, and drink a lot beer.

The more he thought about it, the better the idea seemed. He would give her enough rope to hang herself. He would pretend that he wanted a female led relationship long enough to take a few days off, and then when she fell on her face she would not only know that men’s lives were tougher, but that maybe she better be glad that he allowed her to clean house.

Delighted with his decision, he went to bed and made plans. Tomorrow he would drop the bombshell on Bonnie, and she would be grateful…just long enough to realize that he was the man of the house, the king of the castle, the lord and master.

Unfortunately, things didn’t go exactly as he planned.

The next day was Friday, so he knocked off early and came home to ‘educate’ Bonnie.

“Hello, honey,” he chirped cheerfully, walking in the door.

Bonnie eyed him carefully, but since he wasn’t whining or complaining, she softened up.

“Let’s go out to dinner and I’ll tell you the good news.”

Now Bonnie smiled. She rapidly got ready and Chuck held the door open so she could pass.

Chuck drove their Jag easily through the streets and headed for Charley Coyote’s. It was a hopping night spot with a restaurant that served the best steaks this side of Texas.

“What’s the good news,” asked Bonnie.

“I’ll tell you once we’ve ordered and have a drink or two. But, let me tell you, it’s going to make your day.

Totally curious, Bonnie gazed at Chuck.

Chuck was a pretty good catch, truth be told. He worked hard, had created a couple of businesses, and she often wondered why he complained so much.

The Jag pulled into the parking lot and they gave it to a valet and sashayed into the night club.

It was Mexican motief and very classy. The club part was steaming, with men and women dancing and drinking and having a great time.

They walked into the restaurant half of the business and were quickly shown to a table. Five minutes later, their orders in and drinks in hand, Bonnie asked, “So what is the big deal?”

“Honey, you have enlightened me.”

She blinked.

“I read that book last night, most of it, and it was a real eye opener.”

She turned her head slightly and half closed her eyes suspiciously.

“No. I’m serious. This whole women leading the relationship thing, it mades sense. I think we should try it.”

“You’re not kidding me?”

“Cross my heart and hope to squirt.”

Bonnie started to feel about ten years slighter. This was a dream come true.

The truth was that Bonnie was a looker. And she was smart. She had had a good career looking at her before she fell for Chuck, and she often wondered what she would be like if she was turned loose again. Now he was offering her…something. She wasn’t sure what, but…it was a start.

“So next week I’ll stay home a couple of days. I’ll try to do your chores, and you can run the company.”

Bonnie blinked. Run the company?

“Of course you’ll have to make me a list of things to do. And I can leave instructions for you, and I’m always available by cell if you need help.”

Inside he was chortling and rubbing his hands together. As if he needed help running a vacuum. And he would leave detailed instructions for his people so she couldn’t mess everything up. But she didn’t have to know that. Let her be innocent and he would have his fun.

“All right,” she said, a bit dazed by his proposal. You be me and I’ll be you.”

“Exactly.”

“And we’ll do what each other does.”

“Right.”

“Of course you’ll have to wear a dress and make up.”

He blinked and put a finger in his ear. He hadn’t heard that right.

“And I’ll wear a suit. I can wear a tight bra so my boobs don’t show too much.”

His mouth opened and his tongue flopped around like a fish on dry land.

“I can go shopping for clothes for you tomorrow. I’ve pretty much got what I need.”

“Uh…”

“But it will be swell. I’ll wake up in the morning, roll over for a quick fuck, then you can make me breakfast and I can go to work.”

“But I didn’t…”

She looked at him. “Isn’t that what you meant?”

“Well, not all that…I mean, why would I need to wear a dress and make up?”

“Because I do. And you have to do everything I do. After all, it’s in the book.”

He didn’t remember reading all that. It must have been int eh last half of the book. “But I didn’t—“

But Bonnie was going into high gear. “And, if that isn’t enough, remember that I am the female, and I am leading this relationship, so you are going to have to do what I say.”

“But, I—“
“Look! Our food is here.” She spoke to the waiter. “Put the salad in front of him and the steak in front of me.”

The waiters did so, and Chuck tried to regain control of the situation. “Wait, I didn’t mean we should—“

“Oh, this is going to be fun! We’re going to have so much fun. This steak is delicious. How’s your salad?”

Dazed, unsure of what had happened, Chuck forked a bit of green  leaves and placed it in his mouth.

Truth be told, Chuck intended to straighten Bonnie out. She was going a little overboard, and she needed to understand that he wasn’t totally abdicating, just stepping back a little.

Maybe he should have talked about taking a short vacation or something. He definitely should have put his foot down. It’s hard to put your foot down, however, when the other person is exhibiting almost manic happiness.

All through the meal she blabbered on and on about how wonderful Chuck was, and how this was going to totally change them and even how much she loved him for taking such a huge step.

How can you step on somebody who is complimenting you and telling you how much they love you?

So time after time Chuck would open his mouth explain, to modify, to set Bonnie straight, and time after time he shut his mouth and just smiled at her happiness.

She was so happy she not only didn’t discourage him from having a couple of extra drinks, she encouraged him!

So Chuck put up with her blathering and decided he would sit down with her on the morrow and lay out the law.

They drank, they even danced, and a few hours later, sloshed and happy, they made their way home.

At home Chuck thought about setting Bonnie straight right then, but she grabbed him and pulled him down the hallway.

“Oh, Chuck. All this has made me so horny.”

“It has?” He grinned. No way he was going to bust her bubble now!

She even inserted her hand into his pants and grabbed his hog. Now how long had it been since she did that?

In the bedroom she unbuckled him, unzipped him, and went to her knees.

Chuck groaned and his knees grew weak. And his resolve to fix here misunderstandings grew even weaker. After all, if her blathering on about how she was going to fix him up pretty worked this well, he was going to be quiet just a bit longer…and what the heck did it matter if he played a long a little longer? If it was getting him good sex…zowie!

Bonnie got him right to the edge, then she stood up with a laugh.

Usually, at this point, Chuck would lay her down, poke her, do the in and out until he squirted, then roll over and go to sleep. That wasn’t what happened now. Not even close.

Bonnie was like a mad woman. She pushed him back on the bed, she pulled pants off him, threw his shirt into the air, and crawled all over his body.

He laughed and loved it. Heck, this was like back when they were dating!

She kissed him, and he realized how delicious their marriage had been back in the beginning. He wondered why he had let her slack off. He should have been demanding this kind of fucking all along.

“Oh, Chuck,” she sighed as she squatted over him. “This is like a dream come true.” She sat and her pussy engulfed his erection. She slid down his pole and he gasped. Her excitement, her lust, was contagious. He started to rise up, to flip her over and start driving into her, but she had her weight on him, and she pressed against his shoulders and kissed him some more, so he just laid back and let her do the work.

Wasn’t this what he was planning on? Let her do the work, or at least think she was doing the work, while he relaxed and laid back?

So he laid back and she fucked him, pulled his nipples, kissed him, and he found himself rapidly approaching the point of no return.

But she saw that and lifted herself off him.

“Hey!”

“You’re not going to squirt and leave me high and dry.” She thought about it and modified, “high and wet.” And she giggled.

He wanted to get up and throw her over and finish himself off, but she was sitting on him and he was afraid he’d throw her off and she’d fall to the floor.

She leaned down and whispered to him, “Doesn’t that feel good? Not cumming?”

“I’d rather cum,” he answered, trying to arrange their positions so he could flip her over.

She slapped his hands down and said, “Didn’t you read that chapter on sex in a female led marriage?”

“Uh, yeah.” He hadn’t, however. He was going to have to read the second half of that book!

“So you go on and get hard an dI’ll deny you and we’re going to have so much fun!”

Not cum? She was going to deny him an orgasm? Now he was determined to read the second half of the book. He was sort of stuck right now, though. He didn’t want to admit that he had only read half the book.

“So that’s what we’re going to be doing from her on out. I’m going to limit your orgasms. I’m going to fuck you a lot, and I’m going to have lots of orgasms myself, but as a man you have to stop wasting yourself.”

“So you can waste yourself?”

“Men and women are built different, silly. Did you skip over that part?”

“I know that men and women are different!”

“Oh, good.” She squatted over his penis and rubbed the tip of it with her quim. She said, “Men cum and they are empty, they roll over and go to sleep. Women don’t do that. They feel more alive, invigorated, when they cum.”

Chuck said nothing.

She was reaching down there and manipulating his prick. Without undo jacking she was rubbing the head against her vagina. Up and down the slit, pushing it over her clit. Suddenly she groaned. “Yeah,” she said. “Like this!” She flattened out and spread her body over his. Her hips were jerking and her eyes were dazed. She had her hands full of sheets by his ears and she kept twitching for a long minute, then she sagged.

Chuck smiled. Good. Now he could do this the right way. The idea of him not cumming. Ha! Preposterous!

He grabbed her to flip but she pushed back and he felt his cock rub up against her asshole.

“Oh, Chuckie likes that?” she crowed.

She squatted and moving her rectum onto the tip of his cock. “Chuckie likes anal.”

And Chuck did like anal. Anal was different, It was a tighter fuck in certain ways, and her muscles could actually grip him harder.

He relaxed and let her position her rectum on his cock.

Then she slithered down his body and he groaned. She grabbed his cock and shook it. “I know what you’re trying to do, Mister. But those days are over!”

“Come on, honey!”

She bounced up and sat on him. His hard dick was still lubed from her vagina and she slid right down. “Oh, fuck!” she yelped. Don’t move!”

He didn’t. He just lay there and they felt the delicious connection of her engulfing his penis with her asshole.

Then she began to move. Up, down, in, out. Her muscles tightening and rippling along the side of his cock.

“Fuck,” she wheezed happily, grabbing her tits and pulling them. “This is good!”

Again, Chuck would have thrown her off and gotten on top, but the way she was moving, the way her ass gripped him…he knew he would lose the connection. So he settled for being fucked, instead of being the fucker.

Bonnie reached down with both hands She was able to grab the base of his cock with one hand, and jill her clit with the other.

“Fuck! fuck! Fuck!…AHHHH!”

She came again. And he almost came, too, but she had a grip on his cock and stopped him.

“Let go!” He wailed. “I’m going to cum!”

“No!” she almost yelled at him. “You’re not cumming! You have to earn your squirts, buster!”

She fell off him and lay there for a long moment. “God! That was good.”

“Honey, I need to get off.”

She grinned. “Okay. I’ll get off you.”

“No!” He tried to grab her but she was already off him and standing next to the bed. “I need you to get me off.”

She moved closer, pushed his grasping hands away and sat down next to him. Gently, she stroked him.

“Let me squirt!” he begged, and he didn’t understand how this was happening. Usually he lay on her, had his fun, and that was it. But now…it was all fucked up! She was controlling him, and it was making him more and more desperate.

“Now, honey. Calm down.” She moved her hand up and down, stopped just below the head and rubbed the slit with her thumb. He groaned and tried to dislodge her hands, to have his way with her. But, again, she slapped his hands away and kept torturing him.

“Now, listen. Are you horny?”

“Yes!”

“Good. It feels good. Doesn’t it?”

Well, it did, but he wanted to have his orgasm! He was desperate to clench his body and squirt his seed.

“Doesn’t it?” She squeezed him hard to emphasize the question

“Yes! Yes!” He cried.

She said, “And just think how much better it will feel after a few days of this.” And she let go of him.

“Hey! Hey!”

But she was walking across the room.

He got up and strode after her. He had to finish this.

She got into the shower and turned the water on.

He got in and grabbed her, turned her to him.

“Woman!” He started to kiss her, then felt a sharp pain in his groin. His knees buckled and he almost fell. The only thing that stopped him was her hand holding up his testicles, and that was causing him a bit of pain, too.

“Now, honey,” she said sweetly. “You know what the book said about men forcing themselves on women.” She squeezed harder and he would have fallen except that she kept lifting him.

“So don’t be so toxic. Learn your place. Believe me, if you behave yourself I will give you lots of pleasure. And if you don’t I am empowered to administer physical punishment. You don’t want a spanking, do you?”

“No…no…no…” He stuttered. Her grip was so hard he was feeling faint.

“I’m going to let go now, and you will back out and let me have my shower. Okay?”

He nodded his head frantically. He could feel her sharp fingernails digging into his gonads.

She pushed him back and let go. He almost fell when he stepped out of the shower. Then he was just standing there, rubbing his bruised ego and staring through the frosted glass as she soaped and hummed and ignored him.

Fuck! That hurt!

And: Fuck, that felt good!

The sun broke through the window, little lancets that pricked at his eyes and woke up his headache. He groaned…and remembered the night before.

He felt his groin. Yep. That was a hard on down there. Stiff and erect and ready to go. It was even a little wet on the head, so he must have been dripping in his sleep.

He turned to wake up Bonnie, but she wasn’t there.

He blinked. Now where the hell was she? He was always up before her. Even with a hangover he was up ahead of her. But now the bed was empty and she was gone.

He rolled out, staggered a bit, and started dressing. He pulled on shorts, a tee shirt, and headed for the kitchen.

Bonnie wasn’t even in the kitchen. Where had that woman gone at such an ungodly hour?

It was almost ten o’clock!

He opened the fridge, took out a can of Pepsi and rolled it over his forehead, then he popped the top and sucked at it.

The relief was pretty fast. The carbonation bubbled up through his brain and he moved his head a bit, and the hang over started to recede.

Moving slowly, he fixed bacon and toast. That was about all he could stomach. A short while later he walked out to the patio and sat on a lounger. He had forgotten to zip up his shorts and his cock was poking through. Man, it looked mad! It was red and straining. He really should have cum last night. Well, he would get some this morning, when Bonnie came home. They could have that talk, he could get his relief, and the world would be right again.

“What the hell is that thing doing out?” Bonnie chortled, slipping past him and perching on the edge of the edge of the lounge chair. She grabbed his penis and began stroking.

“Oh, fuck!” Chuck blurted. “Finish me off!”

“Not now,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do before you get your reward. We’ve got to get you ready for being a female.”

He opened his mouth.

“Besides, the book said that you won’t be properly attentive if you aren’t kept properly primed at all times.”

She sucked on the head and his mouth closed. God! That felt good!

She stopped moving her mouth on him and held his balls. He could still feel a bit of tenderness from where she had grabbed him the night before, and he winced.

“Oh, was I too rough last night?”

“A little.”

“Well, that’s good. We’ve been entirely too lazy with sex recently. I lay down, you squirt. I lay awake all night.”

That made him blink. He thought he was always giving her pleasure. Didn’t she have a great and grand orgasm every time he boffed her?

“Thank goodness those days are past. I can’t tell you how happy I am that you’ve decided to be a man and let things take their natural course.” She took his dick and spoke into it like it was a microphone. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

“Oh!” He thought he might cum then, but she suddenly lifted, and he was forced to leap to his feet.

“Come on, Chuckles, it’s time to get you ready.”

She almost skipped into the bedroom, and he was forced to follow her, his arms flailing and his mouth open.

She took him into the bathroom, rummaged around through her lotions and potions, then handed him a bottle of Nair. “Hold this.”

He held, blinking like a donkey that had just tripped and fallen on its head, and she stripped his clothes of. “Whew. You haven’t showered yet.” She opened the bottle and began slathering the go on his body.

“What are—“

“But don’t worry. We’re going to put you on a clean regimen. You will be expected, as a woman, to keep yourself extra clean and sweet smelling. No more of this caveman, stinky sweaty aroma.”

“What are you doing?”

“Nair, silly. We’re going to get you nice and clean, and it starts with getting rid of all your silly hair.”

He wanted to say more, but she started to spread the chemical over his balls and groin.

“Oh, fuck!”

She jacked him for a moment, giggled, then, right when he was ready to spew, she stopped.

“Now then. When you start to feel the heat get in the shower. Everything will wash off. And don’t even thinking about masturbating!”

She walked into the bedroom and left him alone.

“Honey,” it was time to set her straight, “I think you have a bit of a misunderstanding about how this is going to go. This whole female led thing. I’m giving you limited control, and you can help out, but I’m still the boss, and you’re just going to have to accept that. And as to this dressing like a woman…” he went on and on. When he finished, satisfied with himself, there was no answer.

He frowned and looked out of the bathroom. The bedroom was empty! She wasn’t there! He had just been speaking to air!

“Son of a…” he started to stomp out of the bedroom, then stopped. Fuck! His skin was heating up! iIt was actually starting to burn! What the hell had been in that Nair stuff? He ran for the shower and turned the water on full.

He was fully awake now, and his hangover wasn’t so bad, and he watched in shock as his hair washed off his body and swirled down the drain.

His hair!

He felt like Samson. Denuded and weakened. What the fuck had that woman done?

“Still in the shower? Good! Here’s some shampoo and conditioner.” she opened the door and handed him a couple of green bottles. “I’ve got some body lotion I want you to try when you get out. So hurry, hurry. I went shopping while you were sleeping and I’ve got all your clothes ready to go.”

His clothes? Hunh! He intended to wear shorts and tee shirt and laze around all day. After the week he had had he deserved that!

Still, the shampoo was in his hand. He squirted a bit into his palm, it smelled okay, so he began rubbing it into his hair.

Funny thing about shampoo. It was so slick, felt pretty good.

His hair fully lathered he used a little of it to stroke his dick.

Suddenly the door opened and his face turned red.

Bonnie reached, “None of that,” and slapped his penis.

“Ow!”

But that cooled his ardor.

“Now rinse and use the conditioner. Your hair is lovely and long, and we can actually tame it a bit.”

He snorted as he used the conditioner. Tame it. Not likely. He liked long hair and  when he let it down it hung almost to his shoulders. But he kept it under hat, or even in a pony tail most of the time. A working executive didn’t have time to go messing with his hair all the time.

Finally, he stepped out of the shower, and Bonnie was waiting for him. Her hands were filled with goo and she began rubbing lotion into his flesh.

“Hey, that’s pretty sweet smelling.”

“It’ll go away. But you need to take care of your skin. You don’t want to have old and ugly skin, do you?”

“Well, I guess not.”

“Good. Because women take care of themselves. All this that I’m doing to you, I do it to myself every morning. That’s how I look fresh and ready for you. Do you like feeling my soft skin?”

“Well, yeah!” he grinned.

“Then you can understand that I want your skin fresh and soft and good smelling.”

“Oh, well…”

Truth, he was a bit flustered, but, more truth, it felt good to have her put so much attention on him. It felt wonderful to have her rub the goo into his flesh. Maybe he would be a little fruity smelling for awhile, but it would all fade once he got busy and started working. Of course, he wasn’t working today, but it would wear off by Monday. Or Tuesday. After all. He wasn’t going to work on Monday.

“Okay, time for the fun stuff. Put this on.” Bonnie held out a stiff looking pair of panties.

Chuck took them and held them up on a finger and gazed at them.

“What the fuck?”

“Tummy shaper. Sort of like a girdle, It will help you keep those unsightly love handles,” she pinched his handles, “under control.”

“Hey!”

“Come on, I don’t have all day. Step in…”

She held the tummy shaper down and he lifted a leg and stepped in, then the other leg, and she started pulling it up.

“Hey! This is too tight!”

“It’s supposed to be tight. You want your cock up or down?”

“What? I…down. No. Up.”

He was confused by this simple act of putting on an unfamiliar garment, and then he was trying to pull the shaper up over his midsection.

“Excellent,” Bonnie finally said.

Chuck stood, in shock. It was tight, but, in a way, it was kinky. The way his cock pounded against his belly, the feeling of having his package thoroughly squashed.

Looking in the mirror he was stunned to see how much his shape had changed. The love handles were gone, but so was his cock. There was only a little bump to show that it had ever been.

“Wow,” he muttered.

“Okay. Bra. You ever put on a bra before?”

“No!” he was aghast just at the mere question. “What kind of a man do you think I am?”

“A wonderful one. She was putting a bra around his midsection, but stopped. “I don’t know of many men that would be willing to do what you’re doing. You’re a brave man. You’re my hero.”

He was a bit embarrassed at such a bald compliment, and by the time he had his wits back about him she was fastening the bra in back.

“That’s a bit tight, too, isn’t it?”

“It’s supposed to be. Think of it like a saddle to a horse. Do you want your horse to look like a bag? Or a million dollar race horse?”

“Well…”

She continued on. “Besides, you need to keep your girls high and tight.”

He blinked. Girls? then he realized she was talking about tits.

“But I don’t—“

She pulled his bra out and stuffed a big blob of rubber into it.

“I bought these at a prosthetics store. Guaranteed to look natural.”

He stared a this chest in shock. Tits! He had tits!

“This is…this is…”

“I know. It’s a bit much.”

He started to agree with her but she kept going.

“But we can buy you some real tits. Maybe some vacation boobs to start. Then, once we have your size all figured out we can go for some real boobs. Some big, old implants. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“I…”

“Sit there, let’s put some nylons on you.”

Chuck sat, and was totally flummoxed. He couldn’t seem to get a word in edgewise, and this stuff she was putting on him.  Guys didn’t wear this stuff!

“Feels pretty good, eh?” She patted his penis bump and he grunted. “It’s kinky, and…well, we’re going to have to handle your peeny. I’ll get something for you to wear so we can get rid of that unsightly bulge.”

He sat there silently while she unrolled nylons up his bare legs.

And, moment of truth, he was actually liking this.

His cock was throbbing. his heart was pounding, and…it felt so damned kinky.

Okay. A dress. No. Culottes. That’s a divided skirt and it will feel more natural to you. We can work you into more skirts and dresses over the week. But let’s keep it simple. After all, you’re going to be dealing with a lot of confusing stuff.

He actually managed to say something. “Yeah.”

Bonnie laughed. She patted his cheek. You are so brave. You’re such a real man. I’m so lucky to own you.”

“Own me?”

“Of course, silly. It’s in the book. When women take charge the men become their property. Don’t you just love being owned?

“Well,  I, uh…”

One more truth, he felt pretty cool. He felt horny, and he was liking all the attention, and if this was what it was going to take to take a few days off and teach Bonnie a lesson…that was okay.

Bonnie pulled a pair of girly shorts, sort of like four inch long slacks, up his legs. They buckled just like a pair of shorts, but there was no zipper.

“Where’s the zipper?”

“What for?” Bonnie asked, a bit confused.

“To pee.”

She gave a big laugh. “Oh, honey. Women don’t stand up and pee.”

“You mean I’m going to have to take all this stuff off just to take a piss?”

“No…no. You simply lower the culottes and sit down. Then you reach down and unsnap the tummy shaper. Easy peasy. Just don’t forget to blot your  little pussy.” She giggled.

“Blot my…”

“Want a drink?”

Chuck did. He needed one. There was just enough of the hangover left that he needed the hair of the dog.

“Well come on. Slip on your heels and let’s party!”

Heels? He looked down and she was holding a box with high heels in it.

He gingerly took out the heels and examined them. They were shiny, black, maybe three inches at the spike.

“I can’t wear these!”

“Why not? Fourteen year old girls wear them all the time. Don’t tell me you can’t do something a fourteen year old girl can do?”

He stared at the shoes for a long moment, and Bonnie finally grabbed them and pushed him back on the bed. He almost slipped off the bed, the material of the tummy shaper was slick and he couldn’t really bend all that well, but he managed to catch himself and she began slipping his shoes on.


PART TWO

From a position of dreading the day, and being determined to lay down the law, Chuck made a transition. The day turned interesting, and he put off his resolve to talk to Bonnie and enjoyed the feelings of horniness that assailed him.

After a quick drink and no lunch Bonnie sat him down and applied make up.

Chuck sat in her vanity chair and watched while she painted his toes then put fake nails on his fingers. He was fascinated by how long they were, and he kept holding his hands up and looking at them.

Meanwhile, Bonnie went ahead and decorated his face. She cleaned his pores, primed him, and put on a foundation. Chuck frowned at the plainness of his look, but when she started adding color he blinked. She disguised his angular jaw bones and made his face softer. She made his cheeks appear higher, and she gave him delicate blush and big, sparkly eyes.

“Wow,” he said. “Do you do this every day?”

“Yep. And so will you. Eventually.”

“Oh, I don’t think I need to be made up every day.”

“Oh, yes. you do. Women get made up every day, and you are going to be the woman of the house.”

“About that—“

“The book says that the only way to understand what a woman is is to do what a woman does. So…you will do. Besides. After a while it will be easy. Second nature. Take you five minutes.”

“Really.” He thought about it. Bonnie was fast, she could put her face on in five, so…but there was so much to remember! Which brush to use when, how to blend two colors to make a third. Now that he was thinking about it he was amazed that she didn’t make any mistakes.

“Okay. We probably should have done your hair first, but no big deal.” She took out some big rollers and sprayed his hair with water and rolled them under. It didn’t take long to dry, and then she sprayed his hair and took the curlers out.

His hair curled under in a light bob, made his face even rounder and softer, and he stared in amazement. “I actually almost look like a girl.”

“In today’s world…you are a girl.”

The finishing touch, she put lipstick on his lips.

He walked around, trying not to fall in his heels. He tried to walk so his ass swayed a bit, and Bonnie giggled and had to show him how to place one foot in front of the other. She took videos and pictures and he goggled at being able to see himself looking so sexy!

“So you get to walk around feeling this sexy all day?”

“Absolutely. And so do you.”

The rest of the day he stayed a female. He sort of liked it. He liked the freedom of the culottes, and the way he was snugged in by the tummy shaper gave the idea of freedom a new look.

He freshened his lipstick periodically. Bonnie showed him how to use a compact. He was feeling kinky and sexy and cool all at the same time.

And, added bonus, she couldn’t seem to keep her hands off him. She kept rubbing up against him, feeling his boobs, kissing him until she ruined his lipstick and had to fix it.

By bedtime he was out of his mind with lust.

“Okay, dear, now you have to take all your warpaint off and get ready for nighty night. And here’s your nighty.”

She handed him a satin nighty. It was slick and slithery and re-bonerized him all the way. She giggled when she say his meat poking straight out.

She moved against him, pressed her body against his, kissed him long and slow, then said, “Now you’ve got to promise me, absolutely promise me, that you won’t jack off. I’ve got something coming in the mail tomorrow, and I really need you to be disciplined and not waste all your semen.”

He gulped, and nodded.

Of course she was going to be all over him, make sure he couldn’t jack off.

“What is this thing that’s going to help hide my weenie?”

“It’s call a chastity tube.”

“Wait a minute! Isn’t that one of those things where the woman keeps her man trapped for months at a time?”

“Trapped shmapped,” she scoffed. “Besides, you won’t be cumming for a while, so this will just help us with your discipline.”

Chuck wasn’t sure about this, but he could always say no, so he let it pass.

They lay in bed then, and Chuck was wired. After a few minutes Bonnie said, “Are you awake?”

“Awake and horny,” he said.

“Good. I don’t feel like getting all sweaty, so use your fingers and get me off.”

“What? What about me?”

“Oh, honey. I don’t feel like having you make a sperm deposit tonight. Besides, we really need to pump you up, get you going.”

“I don’t see why,” he grumped.

“Because that’s what it says in the book.”

Damn it! He was going to have to read the rest of that stupid book!

“Now, come on,” she reached for his head and pulled it to her chest. “Get to work. Don’t shirk, get to work,” and she giggled.

He took her boob in mouth and began to suck. Now, truth, he didn’t feel like it…except he was so damned horny he did feel like it.

He wanted to cum, but he was tired, but once he tasted her nipple he went crazy. He couldn’t stop sucking. His hand hand down to her crotch and began massaging her pussy.

“Oh, yeah, baby.”

He was using two fingers, and he was moving like he was actually fucking, like he would get to cum, even though he wouldn’t. He was just so horny he couldn’t stop.

“Give it to me, bitch,” she moaned.

Three fingers, his arm was a blur in the darkness. She was gasping and holding to his head.

Four fingers, and he was really ramming. He could feel his knuckles bashing against the rim of her pussy, and each bash made her grunt and jerk.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!”

She was out of control. Fucking him with frantic motions, and, suddenly, his hand slipped into her.

They stopped in shock.

“What the fuck are you stopping for!?” she wailed. She was on the edge. She was gonna cum, and on the equivalent of a big dick.

So he pushed his fist into her and kept ramming and pulling.

She felt like she was being turned inside out, and the roar of the ocean sounded in her ears. Her hips started spasming, and her cum let loose. She actually gave a little scream, and fluid squirted out of her, and her eyes rolled back and her hips were locking and jerking and the orgasm was like a sledge hammer to her senses.

She groaned and hunched up and held to him and the orgasm rode through her like a Florida rainstorm.

Then it was done. She fell back. She opened her eyes and focused on the world.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “I don’t think I want your dick anymore. I want your fist. That was incredible!

As for Chuck, he was stunned, but the most surprising thing to him was that when she said she didn’t want his dick anymore…it excited him. His cock surged and he felt the edge of the white hot heat orgasm that that he loved so much.

Bonnie rolled on to her side and sighed.

“That’s it?”

“Go to sleep Chuck. I’m done.” She yawned, then fell asleep.

Chuck was as wired as he had ever been. He want to cum. He wanted an orgasm. He thought about going into the bathroom, but he had promised not to.

Besides, there was a tiny piece of him that actually liked this intense excitation phase he was in.

So he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling for a couple of hours. His cock was rigid and dripping. His balls were full. He wanted, but…damn, it felt good to be horny.

Sunday morning and Chuck awoke. He was bleary-eyed, dazed, and not really there.

Bonnie, on the other end, was full of vim and vigor. Her pussy felt like a million dollars, and she wanted to make it two million. She leaped out of bed, pushed back the shades and greeted the new day.

“Please,” murmured Chuck. “I need more sleep.”

“Ha! Sluggard. Lazy bones. Good for nothing male animal. Get up now!”

She reached under the covers and grabbed his penis and pulled.

It was hard, a perfect handle, and he came sliding out from under the covers and fell to the floor with a shriek.

“What the fuck?”

‘Get up! Time to make you pretty. We have a lot to do. Start with a shower.”

Chuck made it to the shower and leaned against the tiles as warm water sluiced him.

Bonnie reached in and turned on the cold water.

“OW! HEY! WHAT THE…”

Bonnie just laughed and went to get his clothes ready.

“Okay,” she said when Chuck came into the bedroom. “We took it easy yesterday with the culottes, so let’s turn up the heat?”

“Hey, I need a break. Can’t I just be a man for a while?”

“You are being a man. Lazy and good for nothing. We have to change you into a young and vibrant woman.” She tossed him some panties. Put these on. You’re wearing a corset today.”

“What? Why? Those things are torture devices.”

“Nonsense. I said to put those panties on.”

Tired, weary, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. They were crotchless and he looked down in surprise. “Hey!”

“Nice, eh?” Now, here’s the corset. It is full length, but we can just put your breast forms in it. Have you thought any more about getting vacation boobs? Or implants?”

“No,” he said, trying to figure the corset out.

“Well, we’ve got time, but you really should make up your mind.  Snap snap. Get to it. You know?”

“No,” he answered a bit sourly.

“Oh, here. Get this side around there, and these hooks here…there.” She made fast work of the corset.

“I can’t breath.”

“You’re still talking, so you can breath. Lay on the bed.”

He was taking little breaths and he tried to lay on the bed. The corset was stiff, however, and he finally had to throw his body across the bed.

“Excellent,” and she knelt on his back and started pulling strings.

“Oh…my God!…unh!”

She kept pulling on the strings and his voice finally faded.

She slapped his ass and stood up. “See? Now you can’t talk, so it fits.”

“My…God!”

She laughed at his expression. Stuffed his fake boobs into the cups, then sobered. “You really have a great body for a woman. We should have done this years ago.”

“We…oh…no.”

“Okay, here’s your dress.”

She held it over his head and pulled it down. He felt the material slide over his tits and the material of the corset. In the mirror it looked like he had lost twenty pounds. In his gut he felt like he had crawled into a trash compactor and somebody had turned it on.

“Okay, just relax and I’ll finish you off.”

She helped him put nylons, and ignored him when he grumped that they should have put them on earlier. Actually, she agreed, but she had been in such a hurry to get him into the corset.

Then make up, and she decided to pierce his ears. She didn’t tell him before hand, though, and he gave a yelp that could be heard outside.

“What are you doing?”

“Take your hand away. I have to get your earring in.”

She fixed a post through the little hole, then did the other ear. Shortly he had two, little strands of tiny diamonds hanging from his ears. They went perfectly with his hair and she gushed as she inspected him. “Oh, you have the most delicate face.”

“I think we need to talk,” he wanted to put a stop, at least temporarily, to the situation. But it was so hard to talk with the corset on that his speech was slow and she ignored him.

“Oh, honey, it’s time for some lessons.”

“What lessons?”

“When a lady sits she crosses her legs at the top of the thigh. Don’t want to give those horny, little boys a treat.”

“Oh.” He wanted to say more, but he was physically speechless. If he could only loosen up the corset a little bit…

“Now, when you get into and out of a car you must sit and swing the legs. And…”

The lesson continued, and Chuck staggered through, miserable and bemoaning…and horny.

Damn, if it wasn’t for the horny he would have stopped this nonsense long ago.

Lunch, and Chuck learned how to make simple salads.

“But it’s just me at home. Why can’t I eat a burger? Or a steak sandwich?

“Because you need to slenderize yourself. Honestly, Chuck, you have let yourself go. You need to lose a few pounds.”

Actually, he was about right for a man of his height, but Bonnie wanted him female slender. It would make shopping for dresses for him so much easier.

So he made a salad, and he ate one, and Bonnie fixed herself a mouth watering, juicy burger. With onions. And cheese. And mayo.

“Hey! Why can’t I have a burger?”

“Haven’t you been listening? Women are on diets. Men need to eat because they have to go to work.”

“I think I want to be a man again.”

Bonnie started laughing. And laughing. Finally, she leaned over and patted his cheek. “You’re so funny.”

The rest of the day was like that. Along about three o’clock, however, Bonnie started running around and straightening things up.

“What’s going on?” asked Chuck.

“We’re going to…oh, there they are.”

DING DONG! DING DONG!

Bonnie ran for the front door and Chuck ran for the back bedroom. Who the hell was this? Well, no matter who it was, he didn’t want to see them.

He got on the bed, with difficulty because of the corset, and laid back. He reached for a magazine on the side table, but there was only a fashion magazine. Sighing, he opened it and began perusing.

“Chuck! How you doing?”

Chuck jerked upright, and the corset forced him back down, and he stared.

Roger Johnson was at the door. And he remembered. They were supposed to grill some burgers this evening!

“Wow! Bonnie said you were going to give this female led relationship thing a whirl, but I had no idea.” He crossed the room and looked down to where Chuck was turning eighteen shades of red. Sunburned red. Spanked, sunburned red. He was incredibly aware of his make up, his red lips, his nylon clad legs.

“Wow, you actually look like a chick. I always knew you were a little soft, but…”

“Will you get out?”

“Sure, but Bonnie said you had to come out…or else.” He grinned. “What’s ‘or else,’ Chuck. Is she gonna spank you or something?”

Chuck refused to leave, so Roger left, and a second later Bonnie, Roger and Sarah, Roger’s wife, were all crowding into the bedroom.

“Chuck! You look gorgeous! Sarah came over to the bed and took one hand. Bonnie took the other and they pulled him up.

“Come on, honey. Don’t be shy. I explained everything. And they’re fine if you want to transition.”

Chuck’s eyes opened and he started to yell, but Bonnie giggled. “I’m just kidding. It’s just that we’re going to try the female led relationship. Now, come on, Chuck. Everybody’s seen you, you can’t hide, and maybe a beer will help.”

Chuck had no choice, and he followed the girls back out to the patio. Roger was behind him, and when they reached the patio Roger patted his ass. Nice buns, Chiquita.”

Chuck growled, but a beer came flying through the air at him. He caught it, smiled, popped it, then noticed it was a light beer.

“Hey! This is a light beer!”

“Girls drink light beer, baby. You don’t want those nasty calories getting all inside you, right?”

He didn’t care, but the beer was open, so he just held a grumbly thought and sipped the brew.

Truth, he wasn’t good company. The corset was too tight, his heels were uncomfortable, and he was thirsty for real liquor.

Eventually Roger went to talk with the girls and a few minutes later Bonnie came over to him. “You’d better put your happy face on right now, mister.”

He grunted.

Then, as if things were about as bad as they could get, DING DONG! DING DONG!

Bonnie jumped up and ran for the door, and when she returned a minute later she was holding a small box and grinning wider than a Cheshire cat. “It’s here!”

“What’s that?” asked Sarah, and Bonnie opened the box. Inside the box was a small, black bag. She opened the bag and emptied the contents onto the patio table.

Rings. A tube like a cock. A small padlock.

Chuck didn’t get it at first. “What the fuck?”

Roger was also confused, but Sarah got it right away. “It’s a chastity tube!”

Chuck blinked. To have her put that out here, right now, in front of their friends!

“You really going to put that on, Chuck?” asked Roger.

“No.”

“Oh, yes he is!” Bonnie was holding up rings, thinking about Chuck’s size, and sticking her fingers into the tube. Sarah was looking at the little padlocks.

“This is pretty small for a padlock.”

“I can get bigger ones. But Chuck won’t cut them off or anything. He’s not that kind of girl.” Sarah and Bonnie giggled at that.

“Wow,” said Roger. He was looking Chuck with an amazed expression.

“I’m not going to put that thing on!”

Bonnie looked up at him. He didn’t like the look of determination on her face. “Apologize to Roger and Sarah.”

“For what?” He was amazed. He was acting like a man and she was trying to ding him for it.

“For being rude. For sassing me. For being less than a woman.”

“I’m not a woman.”

Bonnie turned to Roger and Sarah and smiled. “Excuse me for a minute, but you know the old saying, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child.’”

Roger and Sarah just stood where they were and gawped.

Bonnie turned to me. She hissed. “I’ve had enough of this. You agreed, and now you’re trying to go back on your word.”

“I never agreed to all of this!”

“You read the book. You agreed.” She glared at me.

Oh, shit! I still hadn’t had time to finish that stupid book.

“Now then, I never thought I’d have to resort to violence, but here is what is going to happen.

“First, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, I will share my photos of you on the net.”

My eyes bulged.

“Second, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, I will be talking to our lawyer first thing tomorrow morning.

“Third, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, when our guests have departed I am going to administer your first spanking. And, mister, it is going to be a doozy!”

I stood there, flustered, gobsmacked, compounded daily.

Bonnie went into the house and got her phone. She came back and held it up so I could see. She selected the photos we had of me and hovered a finger over the send button.

“Five…”

She reached two and Chuck broke. Almost blubbering, he said, “Roger, Sarah, I’m sorry. I’m new to this whole female thing. I hope I haven’t offended you.”

“No, no!” Roger as wide-eyed.

Sarah just sort of snickered and said, “That’s okay.”

The barbecue went on, and it was obvious that I was now officially in the doghouse. Bonnie smiled at me, as if I was forgiven, but her voice was ice when she told me to go get the plates, or to empty the patio garbage.

Roger just watched me sadly.

Sarah…she was holding laughter inside.

I was too miserable to care, however. I had thought this was going to be a lark, a little vacation, and now the other shoe was dropping.

“Well, you certainly made a spectacle of yourself.”

I sat down on the couch and hung my head. “Honey, I think we need to rethink this whole female led thing.”

“No. We don’t. You just need to rethink how to behave yourself. honestly. You were an embarrassment, speaking to me that way. Go put a bag of ice on your cock.”

“What?”

“We’re locking you up right now, miss.”

Miss? Not Mister? Oh, fuck!

“Go on! Now! You’ve already earned a spanking. You want another one on top of the first one? I guarantee I will blister your buns until you can’t sit!

I had no choice. She had the pictures. I got up and went into the kitchen. I got a bag of ice out of the fridge and put it on my cock.

“Oh, fuck!” I whined.

She had followed me in and snorted at my expression of discomfort. She placed the chastity tube on the table and figured out how it went together.

My cock was crying. It didn’t like being frozen, but it started to shrink. A couple of minutes later I was small enough to be caged.

Bonnie quickly slipped the tube on, put the ring on, shoved them together and inserted the padlock.

Click! And it sounded like a jail cell slamming in a prison.

I stared down at my now caged cock and it started trying to grow.

“Oh, God! That hurts!”

“Then control yourself. Mind over matter. Now, come to the bedroom.”

She strode confidently down the hallway and into the bedroom.

As I followed I stared at her ass. It was so round and luscious. I hadn’t had any for days. I had been teased to a fare thee well. I really needed relief. And all I was getting was stuffed into a cage.

She stood waiting for me, a hair brush in her hand.

“Up on the bed. Ass to me. Pull down your panties. If you wish to bite a sock or something you may.”

Bite on a sock? She was a woman! How much muscle did she have? I got up on the bed and mentally prepared myself. A couple of hard smacks, then I was done.

She hefted the hairbrush, pulled it back and…

I thought I was prepared, but I wasn’t.

I thought she was weak, but I forgot about all the morning Pilates and yoga and karate she did.

I thought it was going to be a couple of smacks and that was it.

SMACK!

I howled! I hadn’t felt such pain since…since…I don’t know!

SMACK!

I tried to grab my cheeks, to cover them with my hands, but she just pulled my hands away, and if I was insistent she just smacked my hands.

SMACK!

SMACK!

I wished I had a sock to bite on.

SMACK!

SMACK!

I was howling and big tears were dripping onto the bed.

SMACK!

SMACK!

On and on it went. I collapsed forward, but she just adjusted her position and put even more weight into the strikes.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Finally, she was done.

I lay on the bed and cried.

She sat down next to me and placed a hand on my back. “It’s okay honey. It’s over. We’re all done.”

I couldn’t stop crying.

She went into the bathroom and got some liniment and began rubbing it into my asscheeks. I squirmed and wiggled, but the liniment took effect and my tears began to dry up.

“Are you sorry now?” she asked softly.

I nodded and sniffled.

“Do you promise to be a good wife?”

I nodded again and mumbled. “Yes.”

“All right. Then there’s only one thing left to do.”

She got off the bed and walked over to her dresser. She opened the drawer, took out something, and came back.

She began rubbing my ass between the cheeks. I felt her finger touching my anus and I jerked.

“It’s okay. It’s fine.”

I tried to relax, and she began massaging my brown button with a finger. Then she suddenly pushed it in.

“What?” I started to rise and turn my head, but she pushed me back.

“Take it easy, one last thing, to remind you of who’s boss.”

“But what are you—WHAT!”

She slipped a butt plug into me. It wasn’t a big one, and it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised me.

“I think you better wear this little reminder for the next week. It will help you become a more disciplined person.”

My ass was hurting, but not down between the crack. Down there it felt good. The butt plug, when I finally saw it, was a shiny, little thing with a big, blue jewel in the base.

“Now, you need to clean the patio. And when you’re done I’ll be ready for you to service me.”

I sat up, very gingerly on my sore ass with the butt plug in it, and looked at her.

Then I was suddenly crying again, and holding on to her. I cried and cried, and she just held me and softly murmured. “It’s okay. You’ll make it. It’s always toughest in the beginning. You’ll be all right.”

“I love you,” I cried.

“And I love you. But a girl has to learn her place. Right?”

And I thought of our argument a few days before. How I had thought that of her.

The world sure turns in different directions, doesn’t it?

And I held on to her and cried.

END
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Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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

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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


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

‘Female Led and Feminized!’

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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