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PART ONE



“You have got to be kidding.” 

“I am not.” 

“Well, you’re crazy then.” 

“I’m a woman who knows her mind.” 

“Well, you sure don;’t know mine.” 

Ronnie  sat  in  the  kitchen  chair  and  stared  at  me.  He’s  not  a  big  man, rather  slender,  strong  as  all  get  out,  but…not  the  manly  macho  look  that people associate with manliness. 

I  got  up,  went  to  the  cabinet  and  got  down  the  Old  Granddad.  I  half filled a glass with ice, then mixed equal portions of Coke and Granddad. I put in front of Ronnie. 

He took the drink automatically, but just cradled it. 

I sat down opposite him and waited. 

“And you want me to…to dress like a sissy.” 

“And act like a sissy.  And do work around the house like a sissy. And even wear some make up. And—“

“No.” 

He took a large gulp. 

I  studied  my  husbands  face.  “You  have  the  greatest  cheekbones,  your hair is long enough to style, and you are going to have so-o-o much fun. 

“I am so-o-o not going to do this.” He took another drink. 

“How can you say that? We haven’t even talked about it.” 

He took another sip. Well, a gulp. 

“This is my body.” 

“This is our marriage, and I can get an equal say in what you do with your body.” 

“No.” 

Bigger  sip.  Between  my  insistence  and  the  alcohol  I  figured  it  would only take a couple of hours to break him down and make him amenable to my idea. 

“But why would you want me to be a sissy?” 

“One, you would look good. Two, you have the kind of body that lends itself  to…to  sissiness.  Three,  everybody  I’ve  talked  to  agrees  with  me. 

Four,  there  is  something  so  delicious  and  wonderful  about  fixing  yourself up. You are going to love it, and—“

“Who is everybody.” Sip, sip, sip. 

“Well, there’s my mother…” 

“Of  course.  Old  Ironpants  herself.  The  way  she  browbeats  her husband…it’s  ridiculous.  I  would  never  accept  being  browbeated. 

Browbeaten.” 

Sip. 

“Let me get you another drink,” I picked up his empty glass and headed for the bourbon. “And I have no intention of ‘brow beating’ you.” 

“I’ll bet that’s what your mother told your father.” 

I put his second drink down in front of him and he quickly wrapped his hands around the glass and sipped. 

“Besides,  there  is  a  huge  difference  between  being  brow  beaten  and learning to accept simple instructions.” 

“Instructions? That’s what you call it?” 

“Absolutely. And I’ll tell you something else. Father likes it.” 

“I’ll bet he does.” 

“There is something liberating about learning to follow instructions, in becoming  man  enough  to  submit  to  a  strong  personality,  in  learning  your true place in the world. 

Sip, hell. He was gulping. 

DING DONG! 

Ronnie blinked. 

“I’ll get it,” I said, and headed for the front door. As I exited the kitchen I could actually feel his thoughts following me. 

I opened the door. 

“Barbara!” I greeted Ronnie’s mother. 

“Shiela, dear. You are as beautiful as ever.” 

We hugged briefly, and she asked, “Where’s Ronnie.” 

Ronnie’s mother is built like Ronnie. With large boobs, of course. She is also  the  height  of  fashion.  Wears  dresses  to  show  off  her  fabulous  figure, her hair is always done perfectly, and she walks like she rules the world. 

We entered the kitchen. 

“Good morning, Ronnie.” She hugged him, eyed the whiskey and didn’t say a thing. 

“Good  morning,  mother.”  he  sounded  a  bit  disgruntled,  but  that  was okay.  Barbara  was  in  on  the  situation.  In  fact,  we  had  spent  many  long hours discussing how we could bring Ronnie to heel. 

Barbara sat down opposite him and glared. 

“What?” Ronnie protested. “I haven’t done anything!” 

“That’s exactly right. You haven’t. And it’s high time you did.” 

“So you’re in on this great plot to…to feminize me.” 

“I’ve  always  wanted  another  daughter,  your  sister  always  wanted  a sister, and even Harold thinks it would be good for you.” 

“Dad does? Ha!” 

Barbara  took  out  her  cell,  pulled  up  a  video  and  turned  it  towards Ronnie. On the little screen Harold sat behind his desk. He was a powerful man, thick in the shoulders, his grey hair cut to a short layer of bristles, and a grey mustache. 

“Hey, Ronnie. Your mother told me what she planned, and I think it’s a good idea. You’ve never been much of a man, and I think this will be good for you.” 

“What!” Ronnie squeaked. 

“I  want  you  to  throw  yourself  whole  heartedly  into  this,  and  I  look forward  to  seeing  the  finished  product.  Good  luck,  “  he hesitated…”daughter.” 

Ronnie stared at his mother. His beautiful eyes, so dark and mysterious, so  perfect  for  a  little  eye  shadow  and  mascara,  were  filled  with  shock. 

“No!” He whispered. 

“Get him another drink, Shiela.” 

I was already on my way. I grabbed his glass, refilled the ice cubes, and half and half the Coke and bourbon. 

“I can’t believe…Dad’s not a…sissy.” 

“Of course not. He’s a manly man. Always has been and always will be. 

But Sissyhood is not for every one. It is for you.” 

“No.” 

I placed the glass in front of him. He almost inhaled the concoction. He was in such a hurry he actually drank one of the ice cubes. He bent forward and choked a bit. 

Barbara smiled. “You can’t even drink a drink like a man.” 

He put the glass down and glared at her. 

“You will be much happier as one of us.” 

“I need to work.” 

“No, you don’t. Your father supports his daughter…and he will support you as his other daughter.” 

I could see Ronnie taking that in, and it was true. His sister received a generous monthly allowance, and would do so as long as Harold was alive, and when he died she was on the will to receive a LARGE portion of his estate. 

I could see Ronnie absorbing that. 

“I don’t want to,” he finally said, shaking his head firmly. 

“Well,  hubbie  dear,”  I  quipped.  “Looks  like  you  don’t  have  much choice.” 

“So you’re going to make up my mind for me and make me.” 

Barbara and I looked at each. I shrugged and she chuckled. 

“More or less,” Barbara said. 

“So you might just as well make it easier on yourself and go along with the program,” I put in. 

Ronnie finished his bourbon and Coke and stood up. “I think we’re done here.” He staggered a little, but he walked out with a firm step. Barbara and I looked at each other. 

“Time for phase two, girl.” 

“I’ve got it,” I said. 



Phase  two  was  simple.  It  was  just  me  having  fun.  And  the  fun  started the very next morning. 

“Shiela? Where’s my underwear?” 

“It’s all in the wash,” I answered. 

He  stood  at  the  dresser  looking  at  his  side  of  the  drawer.  Empty.  “But there was underwear in here yesterday.” 

“I spilled some furniture polish on your stuff. It’s all in the wash, so go ahead and grab some of mine.” 

He turned to me. “Oh, no,” he said. “You aren’t going to do that to me.” 

“What?” I asked, all innocence. 

“Get me to wear your kinky underwear, call me a sissy, make me into a sissy.” 

“Oh, honey,” I said, coming to him. I wasn’t wearing much, just a bra and  panties.  I  kissed  him  a  good,  lingering  kiss.  He  wasn’t  about  to  fight that. “Just get over it.” 

“I’ll pick up some more underwear tonight, and…no thanks.” 

He went to work commando style. 

And was home an hour later. And well he should be. I had put itching powder in the crotch of all his pants. 

He walked in, a little red-faced, scratching like mad. 

“What’s wrong? Commando not all it’s knocked up to be?” 

He just grimaced and headed for the shower. 

While he showered I hid all my panties. 

He got out of the shower, put on another pair of pants, was ready to head back to work…and started scratching. 

“Son  of  a…”  he  muttered,  holding  his  balls  with  one  hand  and scratching them fiercely. 

Back into the shower. And out. And into my drawer. 

“Honey?” he called. “Where’s…uh, where’s your underwear.” 

“What underwear?” I asked, coming back into the bedroom with a big smile. 

“Your panty underwear,” he grouched. 

“Oh,  that.  You  didn’t  want  to  wear  panties.  It  might  make  you  into  a sissy. All the boys would laugh and try to pull your pants down to see your panties.” 

“All right. Knock it off. Just tell me.” 

“Well, I would, except…” 

“Except what?” 

“I don’t just buy panties. I buy bra and panty sets.” 

He was blank. 

“So you can’t wear just a panty, or a bra, you have to wear them both.” 

“That’s nonsense.” 

“Maybe it is for you, but at the end of the week when I only have a bra and no panty it’s not so funny. At least not to me.” 

“Just give me the panties.” 

“Not unless you agree to wear the bra, too.” 

“I’m not wearing a bra!” 

“Then you’re not wearing panties.” 

He grunted, then turned to the dirty clothes. 

“Wearing last weeks dirty shorts? How grody!” 

“It’s okay,” he threw at me. “I just turn them inside out whenever they get dirty.” 

“Very funny, but still disgusting.” 

He started out the door and I yelled, “If you would get with the program you wouldn’t even have to go to work!” 

He just waved an arm at me without turning around. 



That night I fixed him a big dinner, poured him some of that good, old Granddad, and wore a sexy dress. 

Plunging neckline. My freshly shaved legs encased in sexy nylons. My reddest lipstick. 

“What’s the occasion?” he asked. 

“Just feeling horny.” 

He grinned. 

“And I like to get all sexy before I use my vibrator.” 

“What?” his eyes went wide. 

“Sure. I’ve got a vibrator, and some other toys, and I feel like having a real girly orgasm tonight.” 

“But…but…” 

“But why not your dick?” I raised my eyebrows. 

He gulped and nodded. 

“Because  men  are  rough,  and  I  feel  like  some  soft  loving.  I  feel  like being made love to by a woman.” 

“A dildo isn’t a woman!” 

“No, but I’ll use it like a woman should use a dick. Are you all done? 

Let me show you.” 

Oh, he was putty. I took his hand and led him into the bedroom. I placed the chair to my make up table next to the bed and sat him down. 

He  was  blinking,  there  was  a  certain  amount  of  confusion,  and  he watched. 

I  placed  my  dildo  on  the  side  of  the  bed,  along  with  a  butt  plug  and some nipple clamps. 

He  watched,  and  his  mouth  was  actually  hanging  open  a  little  bit.  His eyes were dazed, as if somebody had actually slapped him upside the head. 

I turned on the music and did a slow strip tease. I fondled my breasts, lifted them and sucked on the nipples. I could hear him gulping. 

I lay back on the bed and reached for the butt plug. I greased it up and slid it up the poop chute with a big, sexy groan. “Oh, God, it feels good!” I writhed  and  twisted,  then  grabbed  the  nipple  clamps.  I  set  them  on  my nipples, and this time my groan was louder. “Heysoos,” I whispered, “This shoots sex right to my pussy.” 

He had his hand on his groin. He was starting to rub his crotch. 

I rubbed myself all over, squeezed my tits, then inserted the large dildo. 

Fuck, it felt good, widening me, rubbing all the important nerves. 

“Honey,” he gasped. “We could fuck…” 

“I am fucking. I’m fucking my invisible girlfriend!” 

“Your girlfriend seems to have a dick.” 

“Oh, God, yes. She does.” I was pushing it in and pulling it out. My hips were twisting and giving little jerks. 

“But…but…” 

I  smiled  at  him,  a  dreamy,  half  lidded  smile,  and  picked  up  the  little vibrator. It was only the size of a tube of lipstick, and I placed it on my clit. 

“Honey?” I asked. “Can you hold the dildo in place? Make sure it doesn’t fall out? Maybe move it around a little?” 

Like he was dreaming, he moved to the bed. He put his hand down and held the base of the vibrator. 

“Yeah, now wiggle it a bit. circle it around and—OH! Yes…that’s it!” 

I began rubbing the second vibrator on my clit. 

I felt the sensations, aided by his hand movements, rippling through my cunt. My clit was hard and I started to shake. 

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” I was losing it. I was losing awareness of him, I just wanted that big, deep explosion. 

“Honey…” 

“FU-U-U!” I groaned as the waves of vibrations hit me. I lifted my hips, pushing against the vibrator, and thank God he didn’t lose hold of it. 

“F-U-U-UCK! YE-E-ES! OHHHH!” 

He stared at me as I spasmed uncontrollably. I bucked and arched and moaned so loud the cat jumped up and ran out of the room. 

Then  I  collapsed.  Just  lay  there,  him  still  pumping  the  vibrator  in  and out of me. 

I reached for his hand, caught his wrist. “Okay…okay…” 

He pulled the vibrator out of me. “Take the…the…” 

He detached the nipple clamps and I felt a whole new wave of sexuality ripple through me. 

“Fuck,” he muttered. 

“Take the butt plug out.” 

He did, looking at it with fascination. 

I smiled at him through half-lidded eyes. “And that’s how a woman does it.” 

“I could do that.” 

“Ha.  You’re  a  stinky,  sweaty,  smelly  man.  I  need  a  sweet  smelling, gentle woman.” 

“You’re just trying to get me to be a sissy.” 

“Is it working?” 

He stood up and walked out, but he wasn’t walking on a straight line. 



The next day I managed to get him into panties. It actually wasn’t hard, he  didn’t  have  much  choice.  So  he  glumly  opened  a  pack  and  pulled  the

panties up. 

“Oh, sexy.” I observed. 

“There’s no pouch,” he complained. 

“I’ll order you some sissy panties. They come with little pouches. 

He didn’t say anything, just put on his pants and left the room. 

Barbara dropped by a couple of times over the weeks, and she brought him  little  presents.  A  negligee.  A  make  up  kit.  A  set  of  fake  nails  with bright, red polish. 

“I’m not going to use that stuff. You might just as well forget about it.” 

She just smiled, patted his cheek, and ignored him. 



Then  there  was  the  night  I  got  him  drunk.  Real  drunk.  And  while  he slept the deep sleep I got out the nail kit that Barbara had brought him. 

First, I pushed the bottom covers up and gave him a pedicure. Painted his pretty tootsies bright red. 

Then I pulled one hand to the side of the bed and went to work. Nice, bright, polished, shiny, sexy nails. Stilettos. He was going to have trouble tying his shoes on the morrow. 

And, the other hand. 

Then, a little tired myself, but feeling very exulted, I went to sleep. 



“What the fuck is this?” 

I blinked blearily, then came to full wakefulness. His nails. Oh, my God! 

This was going to be good. 

I sat up and looked at him. I wasn't wearing any underwear and my large breasts  were  on  display.  I  was  hoping  to  further  distract  him.  Not  that waking up with a full set of nails, top and bottom, isn’t distractive enough. 

He  stood  next  to  the  bed  and  looked  at  his  hands,  looked  at  his  feet, looked at his hands. “What the fuck did you do?” 

“Why nothing! Don’t you remember?” 

“Remember  what?”  His  voice  was  shrill,  suspicious,  and  even  angry. 

Poor boy. 

“You were sleep walking last night. I went to bed, but you must have let your inner self do a little of the sleep walking.” 

“This is not funny!” 

“I’m not laughing. I think it’s cute. Beautiful, actually. Your hands are adorable.” 

“Where’s the remover stuff?” 

“I don’t have any remover! Why would I have remover? I do my nails and I want them to stay. I imagine you would want the same.” 

“Come on!” 

“Honey,  honestly,  I  don’t  have  any  nail  polish  remover.  I  ran  out  and was going to pick some up this weekend.” 

He  stared  at  me.  Didn’t  believe  me.  But  what  could  he  do?  Beat  me? 

With those sexy hands? 

“I need these off!” he was almost crying. 

I slid out of bed and went to him. My breasts were almost against his chest and I handled his hands, turned them this way and that and admired them. I said, “Okay, I’ll make you a deal.” 

“What deal?” 

“If you wear these nails this weekend, just around the house, you don’t have to go anywhere, I’ll take them off on Sunday night.” 

“But I don’t want to!” 

“That’s the deal. Otherwise you should just hop in the car and tool on down to the nail salon and buy some remover.” 

He started blinking, and tears were now coming out of his eyes. 

I  reached  up  and  rubbed  a  tear  away.  “You  are  so  beautiful  when  you cry.” 

“Honey…honey…”  then  he  broke.  He  turned  and  walked  out  of  the room. 

I smiled. The bigger they are the harder they fall. Except in this case it was the more feminine they are the cuter it is when they fall. 



That was an interesting weekend. 

At first Ronnie wouldn’t talk to me. He just grunted at my attempts at conversation, and turned away whenever I complimented him on his hands. 

By dinner on Saturday, however, he was changing. But what else was he supposed to do? He had spent the whole day staring at his red nails. He had tried to trim the bushes outside, but he couldn’t wear gloves with his nails, 

so there went the front yard. And he found that working the clippers with a full set of nails was…weird. 

“You could always vacuum,” I suggested. “That’s easy to do when you have beautiful hands.” 

He didn’t think that was funny, so he just gave up and came in and tried to watch football. 

And kept looking down at his nails. 

I brought him a drink and some popcorn, and I loved it when he picked up  a  piece  of  popcorn  and  found  himself  staring  at  the  red  tipped  nails holding the kernel. 

And putting the buttery stuff in his mouth was a whole new experience, feeling the nails with his lips, and licking the butter off his fingers. 

Saturday night, and I hadn’t done much but chuckle at his discomfiture. 

I asked, “How’s it been.” 

“Fine,” he groused. 

“Different though. Yes?” 

“Yes.” 

“Honey, I’m going to ask you to do something.” 

“What?”  He  didn’t  want  to  look  at  me.  Poor  boy  was  disgruntled  and suspicious. 

“I want you to hold up my hair, keep it back, while I suck your cock.” 

He blinked. Twice. 

I  knelt  in  front  of  him  and  worked  his  zipper.  He  took  my  hair  in  his hands,  and  I  knew  he  was  staring  at  the  red  lacquer  amongst  the  gold strands. 

“It’s difficult just zipping and unzipping, isn’t it.” 

“Yeah. Sort of.” 

“But  you  figure  out  how  to  use  the  pads  of  your  fingers,  and  then  it’s sort of fun.” 

He was silent. 

I pulled his penis out and licked my red lips. 

He stared, aware of his hands, seeing his hands in my hair, as I began to bob my head back and forth on his hard cock. 

“Fuck,” he whispered. 

I stopped for a moment. “Sexy. Makes you harder. Doesn’t it?” 

I  didn’t  give  him  a  chance  to  answer.  I  slurped  and  sucked,  and  I managed to pull his balls into the open and I massaged those. 

He groaned. 

“Don’t these panties feel slick and sexy?” 

“Come on,” he whined. 

“Admit it.” 

“I don’t want to admit anything!” 

I let go of his cock. 

“Hey!” 

“If you’re not going to be honest with me I don’t see how I can honestly suck your cock.” 

“I’m honest with you!” 

“You  are  enjoying  your  nails,  and  you  can’t  admit  it.  That’s  not  being honest!” 

“What does…I can’t…you…” 

I walked out of the room. 



We  went  to  bed,  and  I  made  sure  I  grabbed  his  cock  with  one  hand. 

Shortly I was snoring, but, even asleep, I knew he wasn’t. I knew how men reacted  to  sleeping  in  panties  with  red  nails.  He  was  lying  awake.  Wired. 

Staring at the ceiling and wondering what was happening to him. 

He  stirred,  started  to  turn  over,  and  I  woke  up  and  pulled  him  back. 

“Where you going?” 

“Nowhere. I’m just getting comfortable.” 

“As long as you don’t jack off.” 

“What?” 

“I don’t want you jacking off.” 

“But you do! You used that vibrator and—“

“Shhh,”  I  placed  a  finger  over  his  lips.  “Women  can  jack  off.  If  you were  a  woman,  if  you  would  just  give  up  to  the  woman  in  yourself,  you would understand that. Now, go to sleep.” 

I slept. He didn’t. But he didn’t jack off, either. 



Sunday morning, and he had gotten a little sleep, but he had bags under his eyes. 

I stretched and jumped out of bed. Fresh and rested. Naked. My boobs standing  out  and  my  skin  fresh  and  glowing.  I  pulled  on  a  negligee  and went to fix breakfast. 

A minute later he stumbled out, tired, exhausted, rubbing his eyes. 

“Oh, you look tired.” I looked up at him, concerned. 

“I just need to cum.” 

Those big, black satchels under your eyes do not mean you need to cum. 

If anything, you don’t need to cum.” 

“Come on, I don’t…” 

“Stay here.” I ran into the bedroom, grabbed a vial and brought it out to the kitchen. I sat him down and unscrewed the vial. 

“What’s that?” 

“Black bag remover.” 

“What?” he frowned. 

I smoothed a bit of cream under his eyes. 

“Is that make up?” 

It’s black bag remover. Actors and actresses use this stuff all the time. 

Go look in a mirror.” 

He left the room, looked in the hall mirror, and I heard him grunt. “What the hell.” 

He came back into the kitchen. 

“That  stuff  will  hide  the  darkness,  and  it  has  the  added  benefit  of stretching the skin. Use it enough and it’s like facelift in a bottle. 

“You’re kidding me!” he went to touch his under eyes and stopped. He felt  his  nails,  looked  at  them,  and  put  a  grumpy  look  on  his  face  and lowered his hands. 

“Well, let’s have some breakfast, then go out looking for garage sales.” 

“With these?” he held up his hands. 

But the funny thing was that in sleeping with his claws he had become used to them. He wasn’t showing the same reaction of disgust to them. 

“Why not with those? I’ve got the same nails.” I held up my hands. 

“Hardee har har.” 

“Okay, look, I’ll make you a deal.” 

“What kind of a deal? I don’t—“

“I’ve got some gloves you can wear, and if you wear these gloves and go out to garage sales with me…I’ll suck your cock tonight.” 

“Yeah, you sucked it already, and I didn’t get to get off.” 

“You will tonight. In fact, I will give you a VERY special orgasm. It’s gonna  be  short,  but  you’ll  want  nothing  more  than  to  have  that  orgasm again and again.” 

“What?” he eyed me suspiciously. 

“Word  of  honor.  The  gloves  are  in  my  golf  bag.  Go  get  them  and  try them on.” 

I fixed breakfast, and he was back in a flash. He was holding a pair of skin colored gloves. 

“They’re stretch gloves. Try them on.” 

The bacon was done so I took it out and poured the eggs into the skillet. 

He looked at his gloved hands. “Well, son of a…” 

“Told  you.  Nobody  can  see  your  nails,  and  yet  you  will  have  tactile abilities. Here, pick this up.” I dropped a dime on the floor. 

He looked at the dime, then knelt in front of me. Knelt, like a peasant kneels  in  front  of  the  queen.  He  reached  down  and  managed  to  close  his nails over the dime and lift it. He looked up at me in delight. “Say…” 

“Say,” I interrupted and spread my negligee. “I need a little something.” 

He moved forward and I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him into my crotch. 

Oh, God! It felt good. I groaned and tilted my hips, and his lips went to work. I could feel him chewing on my labia, then sucking on my clitoris. 

I  held  his  head  and  murmured,  “Oh,  my  little  man.  Worship  at  my womanhood.” 

He glanced up, and there was confusion in his eyes. I pushed him back and said, “Of course you don’t have to worship.” I turned back to the eggs, which were about to burn. 

He stayed for a long moment, looking at my backside, and I knew it was a very poignant moment for him. He had been in a submissive position, and he had liked it, and he didn’t like being pushed away and denied. 

Slowly, he got to his feet. 

“Sit down,” I chirped brightly. “Breakfast is ready.” 

I  served  him  then,  smiling  and  laughing,  and  he  returned  my  attitude, but there was something else, a different attitude, hiding under his face. 



We  went  to  the  garage  sales,  and  he  wore  the  gloves,  and  nobody noticed, which gave him sort of a kick. 

We  returned  from  one  garage  and  he  observed.  “Nobody  notices  that I’ve got long, red nails.” 

“Nope. How does it feel?” 

He hesitated. 

“Go on, tell me the truth. “Well, it sort of makes me…hard.” 

“Pull over.” 

He  pulled  over  and  turned  to  me.  I  took  his  hands  in  mine  and  said, 

“You’ve  been  hard  ever  since  we  started  pushing  you,  and  I’ll  tell  you this…as a woman you’re going to be horny all the time.” 

I  didn’t  say  anything  then,  just  watched  him.  I  knew  that  deep  things were happening inside his cranium. 

He finally blurted, “But no woman is going to want to make love to a man who is…who is…” 

“No woman?” I asked pointedly. “Or me?” 

He stared at me. 

“Because  if  you’re  wondering  what  other  women  will  think,  your mother,  and  my  mother,  and  your  father  and  your  sister  have  all  made  it plain what we need and want for you. But if it’s just me…you know what I want.” 

“You would want to make love to a sissy?” 

“Honey, I want to share clothes and make up. I want to hold your hand in public. I want to go to bed and feel your woman’s body penetrate me. I would even penetrate you.” 

“Penetrate…me?” he sounded dubious. 

I ignored the place his mind was going and returned him to the idea of him being the dick bearer. “You’ve got a dick. Even if we go the hormone route we can choose drugs that will enable you to keep that big, delicious cock of yours. If that’s what you want. 

Man, I left the door wide open there. Hormones, penetration…it was a lot to think about. 

I  wondered  whether  he  would  go  through  that  door,  or  whether  it  was too soon. 

He was silent for a long time, just looking at me. I slipped his glove off one hand and felt his fingers, stroked them, felt his nails. I finally kissed his hand. 

“I want you.” 

“But under your conditions.” 

“Definitely. But are my conditions that bad?” 

“You’re asking me to be less than a man.” 

“More  than  a  man,”  I  disagreed.  “And  let  me  ask  you  this…do  actors wear make up? Do they have parts where they are women?” 

“Well, uh…” 

“And throughout history men have worn make up, war paint, if you will, and dresses.” 

“Kilts,” he snorted. 

“Take a look back through the Roman empire, and further. You will find men in skirts and dresses. Me asking you to be this kind of man is not far fetched.” 

I placed his hand on my chest, let him feeling my heart pounding under my breasts. 

“I want you, in every way imaginable. But I need you to say yes.” 

We  were  frozen,  but  he  couldn’t  make  it…he  couldn’t  make  the decision. 

Finally, he started the car up and we drove back home. 

It  was  a  lazy  day,  and  surprisingly  pleasant,  especially  after  his resistance the day before. Heck, the weeks before. 

We joked, we laughed. We watched TV and made fun of Sharknado. It was fun. 

But in the back of it all was what we had talked about. 

Behind our banter was a looming decision. 

I knew he would make it. I knew he would give in. The only question was how much pain was he going to give himself before he did. 

 

We  got  ready  for  bed,  and  I  knew  what  he  was  thinking.  He  was thinking about that fabulous blow job I had promised him. 

I got undressed and went to him. 

“Lay on the edge of the bed,” I said. 

He  rolled  out  form  under  the  covers  and  onto  the  side  of  the  bed.  He watched me. 

“Remember,  this  is  going  to  be  short,  but  it  is  going  to  leave  you wanting this kind of blow job again and again and again. I can even see a day when this is going to be the only kind of sex you want.” 

He blinked. He was really wondering what I was going to do. 

I  took  him  in  my  mouth.  I  watched  him,  and  he  held  my  hair  back.  I bobbed up and down. 

I wish I could say it was a long drawn out saga of sex, but he was horny, very  horny,  having  not  come  for  a  couple  of  weeks,  and  having  me  play with him and tease him that whole time. 

So it wasn’t long before he started grunting and thrusting his hips. 

I waited, made sure he was really going to squirt, then I pulled back and squeezed the base of his dick. 

“AH…AH…PLEASE…LET GO!” 

I didn’t, and I resisted his attempts to loosen my grip. 

He jerked and twitched, but only a couple of drops of semen leaked out of the slit on his cock. 

“Fuck! Fuck!” He whimpered. his convulsions died down and I let go of him. I scooped up the little half a teaspoon full of semen and held it in front of his face. 

“Do you want more?” 

“Oh, God! Yes…” 

“Good.”  I  licked  my  fingers,  and  he  watched  the  little  bit  of  sperm disappear between my red lips. “Because we can do this…a lot…and there are a lot of other things we can do…if you’re a sissy man.” 

“A sissy,” he groaned, yet I could feel him breaking. 

A sissy slave. Feminized. Made to do your will.” 

“Try it…you’ll like it.” 

Then I pushed him to his side, crawled in next to him, and went to sleep. 
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PART TWO



That was the night that did it. That was the night Ronnie gave in to our way  of  thinking  and  came  over  to  our  side.  But  when  he  did  make  the break, the very next day, man, he went all the way. 

“Hey,  Dad,  this  is  Ronnie.  I’m  thinking  of  doing  this  thing  you  and Mom want me to do, and I wanted to know if you’d support me.” 

I could hear the grumble of Harold’s voice on the phone. Yes, he would support him…how much did he make at his job…good, I’ll double that.” 

“Okay, I’m going to quit my job, so I’m depending on me.” 

“I’ll go change my will today. And maybe I should send you ten grand right now, help make things easier.” 

“Thanks, Dad.” 

“No problem, and Ronnie?” 

“Yeah?” 

“You’ve always been a soft person. I think this is going to really work out for you.” 

“Thanks, Dad. Talk to you later.” 

Wow! 



Second phone call. “Hey, Charlie? I’m going to be seeking employment elsewhere. Uh huh. No, I’d like to leave today. Yep. Okay. I’ll come in and turn over my cases. Okay. Thanks, Charlie.” 

He turned to me. “I fired myself.” 

I found myself giggling. “How can you fire yourself.” 

“Well, I don’t know. But I’ll go in and turn over my work and be back by noon.” 

“Okay, I’ll be ready for you.” 

He hesitated. 

“What?” 

“This is going to take some time. I need to come to grips with it, and I don’t think I’m going to be wanting to be seen in public half transitioned. Is that okay with you?” 

“Not  a  problem.  You’ll  be  my  delicious,  little  secret.  Now  go  to  work and come home. I can’t wait.” 

He went. 



And came back at noon. Happy, whistling, and ready to go. 

“Well, well,” I greeted him with a kiss and a grope. 

“Oh, God! Don’t forget, I want what you gave me last night. Again and again and again.” 

“Oh, I’ve got a lot better than that planned.” 

“You do?” 

“Sure. Have you ever been so horny you couldn’t stand it?” 

“Well, I’ve been pretty horny.” 

“It’s going to be like that. I’m going to make you so fucking horny you can’t  stand  it,  and  then,  when  you  finally  can’t  handle  it  any  more…I’m going to push you over the edge.” 

“Wow.” 

“Now, come on, lover girl. Let’s get you started on your big adventure.” 

He followed me into the bedroom and I opened some bags I had brought home just that morning. 

“What’s this?” 

“Your own wardrobe, starting with underwear.” 

He held up a matching bra and panty. There was a bit of a pouch, not too big, on the panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up tight. 

Perfect.  his  cock  and  balls  were  jammed  into  the  pouch,  his  cock struggling to get erect, but there was re-enforcement and he couldn’t. 

“Little snug in there,” he observed, but he wasn’t complaining. 

“Perfect. Now, take them off.” 

“But I just put them on!” 

“But you didn’t shave your legs.” 

“I have to shave my…oh.” 

“Well, we could use Nair. Would you like that?” 

“Sure.” 

“Okay.  Bottom  drawer  in  the  bathroom.  Follow  the  directions  and  I’ll see you in 15.” 

I turned away and left him to his ablutions. 

20 Minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, putting on his panties. His legs were slick and smooth. I felt them and marveled. He always did have good skin. 

“Now the bra.” 

I had to help him, men always get the bra inside out, but we made it, and I stepped back and admired him. 

The panties and bra were a light blue, and they went perfectly with his olive skin color. I straightened his straps and he looked down disconsolately at his chest. 

“I seem to have a little sagging material where I should have boobs.” 

“Not to worry,” I went to another bag and took out some falsies. 

“Oh, my!” 

I  helped  him  slip  the  falsies  into  his  cups  and  he  stared  at  the  mirror. 

The transition was instantaneous. One second he was a manly rail. The next second he had curves. 

“I really do have a…a softer body.” 

“You really do. And you’ve been fighting it this whole time.” 

He  gave  a  heavy  sigh.  I  couldn’t  tell  what  his  emotions  were,  but  he didn’t stop or protest, so I guessed they were on the right side of good. 

“Come here,” we walked through the house to our own, little chat room, the  kitchen.  I  poured  him  his  favorite,  Coke  and  bourbon,  and  poured myself a wine spritzer. We sat and looked at each other. We were both in bra and panties. 

I reached forward and smoothed his hair, combed it down the sides  of his face with my fingers and made it more feminine. He had thick, rich hair, and it was long, and I loved it. 

“Ronnie?” 

“Yes.” 

“Let’s discuss hormones.” 

He said, “Gulp.” 

“I’ve investigated the matter, and estrogen will definitely soften you up, change  your  skin  and  give  you  boobs.  Testosterone  blockers  will  reduce your penis size, change the way you have sex and orgasms. I would think that we should go for the estrogen, maybe take it easy with the T blockers, and see if we can keep your dick functioning. What do you think of that?” 

He hemmed and hawed, but it mostly just letting the concepts sink in. In the end we agreed, and agreed to watch his progress and make sure that no truly bad effects were experienced. 

I didn’t think he would agree so quickly, but, once in, all the way in. 

We returned to the bedroom. 



We  put  his  first  set  of  nylons  on,  and  he  marveled  at  how  sleek  and smooth they were. “It’s like electric sex,” he observed, at one point. 

We decided on a simple house dress, and I gave him one of mine. It was silk and yellow and crossed in front, but not deep enough to reveal that he had falsies on. 

Again, we looked in the mirror, and as we did I worked on his hair. 

“God, I wished my hair was this thick and lustrous.” 

“I could cut it off and make you a wig.” 

“Don’t tempt me,” I giggled. 

Then finally, we sat down at the make up table. 

“Wow,” he said, looking at al the potions and creams and powders. “You know what everything is for?” 

“And so will you. Now shut your face and let me decorate it.” 

I did the standard job. I moisturized his face, washed out the pores and made it so his skin could breath. 

Then  I  applied  the  primer  and  the  foundation.  Shortly  his  face  had  a smooth and seamless color to it. 

Concealer,  to  hide  the  blemishes,  which,  fortunately,  he  didn’t  have many of. 

A little blush to round his cheeks off, then the fun. The eyes. 

I licked the mascara pencil and ran a line under his eyes. I creamed and powdered his eyelids, and he marveled at how smoky and mysterious they were. 

And, finally, the cop de grace…lipstick. 

Except I didn’t use lipstick. I used lip stain. 

“This  will  give  your  lips  color  for  a  long  time,  then  you  simply  use  a little gloss to bring it all out whenever you want. 

He stared himself in the mirror. Transformed. His face made narrow and his eyes made large, his hair a delightful tumble of a mess, and his lips, I had used plumper, were rich and full. 

And we were done. 

We walked out to the kitchen and sat down to a couple of fresh drinks. I could tell his mind was in that far off place called thinking, and I watched him. 

“It took us a couple of hours.” 

I was explaining things. When you figure it all out it need only take a couple of minutes. 

“A couple of minutes,” he mused. “That seems incredible.” 

I  smiled.  Women  are  incredible,  and  he  was  learning  that  from  the ground up. 

“Hold on,” I said, “let me get something.” 

The  something  was  my  laptop,  and  we  set  it  up  on  the  kitchen  table. 

Then we began searching through the various estrogens and T blockers. It was  an  education,  and  we  spent  a  good  amount  of  time  looking  at  side effects, costs, times and so on. 

And we joined a chat room and learned more. A lot more Here were the individual  experiences,  from  the  people  who  took  the  drugs,  not  just  the people who wanted to sell the drugs. 

And, finally, we ordered. 

Done, sipping our drinks, Ronnie asked, “Now, about my boobs.” 

“What about your boobs?” I grinned. 

“How big should they be?” 

“Well,  speaking  as  a  well  endowed  woman,  I  would  suggest  as  big  as possible.  I  mean,  we’ll  have  to  be  careful,  you  need  to  build  certain muscles,  you’ll  have  to  always  wear  a  good  bra,  but  there  is  no  joy  like walking down the street and being stared at by men.” 

“Do you get stared at often?” 

“All the time.” 

“I sort of noticed, but—“

“I really get stared at when I’m not with you. Then my whole body gets stared at, and I can even feel what part of my body is getting stared at.” 

“You’re kidding!” 

“No. You suddenly feel a prickly sensation, like hair raising, then you feel  a  warmth  of  attention,  that’s  the  only  way  I  can  describe  it,  on  your boobs. Or your butt. Or whatever.” 

“Huh!” 

I could see him thinking. “Don’t want men staring at you?” 

“Well,  it  is  sort  of  offsetting.  Underneath  this  feminine  package  there still beats the heart of a…a cock.” 

I  laughed  at  that.  “Well,  no  matter.  You’ll  learn  to  enjoy  it…yes,  you will,  and  then  you’ll  start  to  dress  to  pull  it  in,  and  you  might  even  learn how to flirt.” 

He looked aghast. 

“But it’s always your choice. You can shut a man down, you can say no, you can run and hide…the options are yours.” 

He  was  silent  for  awhile,  then:  “But  it’s  really  just  you  I  want  to experience staring at me.” 

“Want to do something fun?” 

“What? Are you changing the subject?” 

“Yes and no. Now just lean forward, right there, and I’ll lean forward.” 

We were inches from each other. Close enough to kiss. I could imagine our two red lipsticks meshing, mushing, turning us on. 

“What now?” 

“Now…don’t kiss me. Get as close as possible, and don’t kiss me. Don’t let our lips touch.” 

We were eye to eye, breathing on each other, and I was getting so horny and excited. 

He  was,  too.  He  was  breathing  harder,  and  gulping,  and  I  knew…he wanted to lean forward, cross that final inch, and kiss me. 

I reached out and put a hand on his chest. I held him back. 

“Fuck,” he whispered. 

“Don’t touch,” I warned happily. 

We sat there for a long couple of minutes, and our desire grew and grew. 

We were there, the purpose of ‘there’ was to kiss, and yet we didn’t. I could feel my body heating up. Hell, I could feel the heat emanating off his body. 

“How long do we do this?” 

“Forever.” 

Another  couple  of  minutes.  The  sensation  of  desire  was  so  strong  I could hardly stand it. 

He jerked back and gasped for air. “I can’t take it.” 

“Sissy,”  I  said,  and  the  import  of  the  word  hit  him.  We  both  blinked. 

then we both laughed. 

“Yes, you are,” I affirmed. 

The  days  passed,  and  we  entered  into  a  new  lifestyle,  a  new  way  of appreciating each other. 

We  got  dressed  in  the  morning,  put  on  our  make  up,  watched  TV

together, and even went shopping together. 

Yes. Went shopping. He thought it was going to take a lot of time, but he could see that he looked like a woman, there was nothing to be embarrassed or scared about, so…there we went. 

But it was the simple act of watching TV that gave us the most fun. 

We would be entwined in each other’s arms. 

Sometimes I would cuddle up to him, lay my head against his chest, feel his  fake  boobs,  and  later  on  the  smaller  but  growing  real  boobs,  and  we would just feel each others hearts pumping. Thump. Thump. Thump. 

Sometimes he would lay on me, his head against my chest, like a little girl laying on her mother. Except he was no little girl, and I certainly wasn’t a mother. 

I think that gave him the most pleasure, because it was the first sign of him giving something up to me, of him being submissive to me. 

Oh,  he  had  a  bad  case  of  male-itis.  He  had  mannerisms  and  ways  of speaking  and  moving  that  were  definitely  male.  But  I  worked  with  him, taught him how to walk, how to sit, how to be a girl. And slowly the male-isms drifted away. 



“Honey, it’s your turn to vacuum.” 

He  turned  to  me,  a  beautiful  woman  in  shiny  black  high  heels.  “Real woman don’t do housework,” he quoted from one of our favorite websites to me. 

“Real women better, if they don’t want a spanking.” 

He blinked, “A spanking?” 

“You’ve come a long way, baby, but you still mouth off every once in a while, and we can’t have that.” 

“We can’t, eh?” 

“No. Now, would you like to do your maidly duties? Or would you like to experience your first spanking?” 

Now he was caught. He was becoming more and more subservient, and he  knew  it,  but  there  was  this  spanking  thing,  sort  of  a  step  with  finality, and we had talked about it, and here it was. Push had come to shove. 

“Maybe…should we do it? Should you spank me?” 

There was something breathless in his appeal. 

“By all means. Now come with me.” 

I grabbed her wrist and tugged her through the house. She had lost some of her male muscle, and that and the fact that she was unbalanced on high heels, made it easy to pull her along. 

We entered the bedroom and I pulled my make up chair out to the center of the room and sat in it. “Do you want a belt or a hair brush?” 

“What?  I  don’t  want…”  she  was  starting  to  realize  that  she  wasn’t  in control. Excellent. She needed to know who was. 

“Get me a belt.” 

“What? No!” 

I  grabbed  her  wrist  and  pulled  hard,  she  flopped  across  my  lap, wriggling and protesting. 

I slapped her ass, hard. 

“Ow! Stop it!” 

SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  “You  need  to  follow  directions!  Now you’ve made me angry! I would have given you a couple of playful smacks with a hair brush, or belt, but now you’re going to get it!” 

She  started  crying  as  I  continued  to  slap  her  ass.  She  tried  to  get  her hands in the way, but I was having none of that. 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

Now she was wailing, as I was wailing away. I knew her ass had to be red because my hand was getting red. 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

I kept spanking and spanking, and finally she stopped struggling. That was what I was waiting for, for her to give up resisting and accept what was happening. 

“Get  off,”  and  she  fell  off  my  lap.  She  rubbed  her  fanny  and  kept sobbing. 

“Come here.” 

She stared at me, frightened. She didn’t move, however, and I tilted my head and raised a mean eyebrow. 

She got to her feet. 

“Come…” 

I held my arms out. 

That’s when she understood. There is a time for punishment, and there is a time for forgiveness. 

She knelt and put her arms around me. I could feel her body jerking as she cried, but she held on to me, wouldn’t let go, and I brushed her hair. 

“There , there. It’s okay.” 

“I’m sorry!” 

“I know you are. But it’s all over now.” 

For long minutes she sobbed, then the tears started to fade. 

I  lifted  her  arms  and  she  stood  up,  her  head  was  bent  and  she  still dripped an occasional tear. 

“Now go do the vacuuming like a good girl.” 

She  shuffled  away,  very  defeated,  and  a  moment  later  I  heard  the vacuum humming. 

I looked at my hand. Ow! Next time I would have to make sure I used the belt. 



It was months now, and her tits were getting bigger. I called her into my office. 

My  office.  She  was  in  charge  of  the  pantry,  and  the  cleaning  closet.  I was in charge of the computer and any business that had to be attended to. 

Empty headed girls shouldn’t be entrusted with business affairs. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

I smiled at her. “Ronnie, I want to talk about your breasts.” 

“Ma’am?” 

“You said you wanted them large. Do you still feel that way?” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am.” 

“Then I think we need to consider implants.” 

“Implants, ma’am?” 

I  sighed.  Sometimes  it  was  endearing  when  she  just  parroted  me, sometimes it was irritating. 

“Yes. Look here,” I pointed to the computer. 

She came closer and looked over my shoulder. I could see her reflection in  the  screen  of  the  computer,  and  I  loved  it.  She  was  so  delicate,  and beautiful. If somebody had told me she was a man, and I didn’t know better, I would have laughed. 

“What’s this?” 

“This is a model of a woman. It allows me to change breast size so you can better choose for yourself. I’ve chosen a body like yours, now watch…” 

I rolled the mouse and the model on the screen grew larger breasts. 

“Oh, my,” Ronnie breathed, now fascinated. 

“Do you want them this big?” 

“Maybe a little bigger?” 

“How about now?” 

“Almost. Can we look one size larger?” 

“Sure.”  I  grew  the  girl  on  the  screen  and  we  stared  at  her  boobs.  She was slender, like Ronnie, but her boobs were definitely big. Probably an F. 

“Is that big enough?” I asked. 

“Well, my chest is still wider than…than a woman’s, so is that going to be big enough?” 

Well,  that  was  interesting.  My,  little  Ronnie  had  been  doing  her homework. She had been thinking about bigger breasts all along. 

I turned the model, made her chest a little wider, then turned the view slowly 360. 

“Oh, yes,” Ronnie breathed, her beautifully made up eyes locked on the screen. 

“Would you like me to arrange for implants of this size?” 

“Oh, would you? Ma’am?” 

“I think I shall. Okay, Ronnie, one more question.” 

I turned and faced her. She stood prim and proper. 

“How are you doing?” A simple question, but lots of answers. 

“I’m doing good.” 

“And the hormones?” 

“I don’t see any bad effects.” 

“Adverse effects.” As she became more womanly she tended to become a  little  more  air-headed.  I  wondered  if  this  was  engendered  by  her  male viewpoint of what a woman is. 

“Yes, ma’am. Adverse effects.” 

“And how about your penis?” 

“My penis is fine.” 

“Is it smaller?” 

“I think a little bit.” 

“But it still works?” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am.” 

“Have you been jacking off again?” 

She looked guilty. 

“I’ve told you before I don’t want you masturbating.” 

“I’m  sorry,  ma’am,  but  once  you  told  me  that  women  can  masturbate, but men can’t.” 

“Yes,  women  can  masturbate,  and  they  should.  But  if  you  are masturbating with your male part you are not masturbating like a woman.” 

“Oh,” she looked stricken. 

That  was  okay.  I  knew  it  was  about  time  for  phase  eighty-seven,  or whatever number we were on. 

“Okay. I want you to not masturbate for two weeks, and then I’ll show you how I want you to have sex after this.” 

Yes, ma’am.” 

“Okay, then—“

“Ma’am?” 

I looked at her. 

“Does this mean we’re not going to be fucking anymore?” 

I  smiled.  “Ronnie,  you  said  ‘fucking.’  You  know  I  don’t  appreciate  it when you use bad language.” 

I  thought  she  might  object  then,  for  I  occasionally  used  bad  language. 

So I snapped, “Would you like a spanking?” 

“Oh, no, ma’am. Please, ma’am. No.” 

She was honestly contrite. I had only had to spank her a few times, but they were memorable. 

“Okay, then. In answer to your question, I will be making love to you, but not in the accepted way.” 

Now she was curious. Very curious. 

Yet she knew she had used up her allotment of questions. I was a patient taskmaster, and I answered freely, but enough was enough. 

“Back to your duties now. I may have a visitor tonight.” 

Visitor. Code for a male friend. She hated it when men came to call, but I  had  needs.  And  I  found  that  while  I  had  wanted  Ronnie’s  penis  in  the beginning,  especially  in  conjunction  with  her  very  female  body,  now  it wasn’t enough. 

Now I wanted a hard man to abuse me, spank me, hurt me in that way I liked so much. 

Ronnie left to straighten up the house. She knew what would happen if she didn’t have everything just perfect. 



Two weeks passed, and Ronnie was on her best behavior. She had really blossomed as a maid, and she was now anticipating my every request. 

“Herbal tea, Ronnie,” and she already had it cooking on the stove. 

“Bring my car around,” and she already had it in the driveway. 

I really loved my maid. 

But it was two weeks, and I had promised, so the night was here. 

We  had  dinner  in  the  dining  room.  Well,  I  had  dinner.  A  scrumptious roast,  thick  with  sauce,  potatoes  with  gobs  of  melted  butter,  and  an expensive wine. 

Ronnie stood by the side and waited for anything I might want. 

“Delicious, girl.” 

“Thank you, ma’am.” 

I finished, and Ronnie began clearing the table. 

“I’ve arranged for your new breasts next week.” 

“Oh, thank you, ma’am.” 

“Now,  it’s  been  two  weeks,  are  you  ready  to  make  love  the  way  a woman makes love?” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am.” Her eyes were wide, but certain. She had obviously been looking forward to this. 

“Very well. You may do the dishes. Afterwards you may eat, or report to the playroom.” 

I loved it. She had a choice. No doubt she would be hungry, but this was her chance to have sex. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Some 45 minutes later Ronnie reported to the playroom. 

The  playroom  had  once  been  our  entertainment  center,  but  I  had collected a bunch of toys there and used it for sex. 

Normally  Ronnie  stood  outside  the  door,  forced  to  listen  as  my  lovers had their way for me. Tonight she was going to be in the room. 

“Come in, Ronnie.” 

She entered the room and looked around. I had a new piece of furniture, amongst all the whips and dildos and various other toys, and she scrutinized it. 

“This is my special bench. I ordered it just for you.” 

“Ma’am?” 

It was like a sawhorse with a wide plank. There were cushions on the thing, and four platforms attached to the legs. 

“Lay down, your head at this end.” 

She climbed up and lay down. Her head was slightly propped up, as was her butt. She had her knees and elbows on the four platforms, and I started fastening them in place. 

Ronnie  was  starting  to  tremble.  She  had  been  spanked,  but  this  was something new. 

I fastened a belt over her back. Now she was immobile. All she could do was wiggle her butt and her head. And that not much. 

“Comfortable?” I asked. 

“Uh, yes, ma’am. I guess.” 

“Excellent. I’m going to have a drink before we get started. Would you like one?” 

“Yes,  ma’am.”  It  sounded  like  there  was  a  tremble  in  her  voice.  I  had spanked her before, but here she was held motionless, helpless. Whatever was going to happen she would have no control over. 

I  went  to  the  kitchen  and  mixed  a  couple  of  drinks.  I  returned  to  the playroom  and  sat  cross  legged  next  to  her  head.  She  could  see  me  by turning her head, but just a little. 

“Your make up is wonderful,” I said, holding her glass for her. 

She sipped through a straw and her eyes widened. 

“You did so love your bourbon,” I remarked. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“I  am  very  pleased  with  you.  I  know  you  had  your  doubts  in  the beginning, but admit it. You are living the life.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” and there was a tone of immense gratitude in her voice. 

“Do you like being a woman?” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am.” 

“Do you like it when I make the decisions?” 

“I do. It’s…I do.” 

I nodded. 

We were sipping away, and it was getting close to time. 

“I  know,”  I  said  with  a  sigh.  “There  is  something  so  nice  about  not having  to  think  or  make  decisions.  When  was  the  last  time  you  made  a decision?” 

“This morning,” she answered, actually surprising me. I didn’t think she had made a decision for weeks. “You said I could fix sausage or bacon, and I really had to think about that before making a decision.” 

I nodded. Of course. “Did you like making that decision?” 

“It was difficult.” Meaning she didn’t like it. 

Our glasses were empty now, so it was time. I got to my feet. “All right, Ronnie. Are you ready?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

I slapped her ass on the way to a cabinet. She jerked, no doubt thinking that a spanking was going to be part of her sexual experience. 

Inside  the  cabinet  was  a  dildo,  but  it  was  a  very  special  dildo.  It  was bulbous, and the bulb hooked over, and it was more designed for prostate massage. 

“I lubed up the prostate massager, then pushed a large glop of lube into her asshole. 

“Oh!” 

“Quiet,” I swatted her ass, and she immediately bit her tongue. 

I  ran  my  hands  over  her  round  ass,  pushed  a  finger  in  and  began  to spread the lube around, and to rim her asshole. 

“Oh…oh!” She blurted. 

I went to two fingers, made her happy for a while, then to three. 

Now she was in nirvana, almost humming with the good feeling. 

“Okay, my dear. Are you ready?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

I put the prostate massager up to her button, I gently inserted it. 

“Oh!” she gasped. 

I swirled it around. 

“Oh, oh!” 

I lifted it slightly and began moving it up and down, up and down. 

“Oh, my gosh,” she sounded so happy. 

I could feel her prostate, I began tapping it with the end of the prostate massager. 

“Unh…oh…” 

She began pushing her ass back, trying to fuck it. 

“Don’t move, sweetheart. Let me do all the work.” 

I took my time, and she relaxed, and then she blurted…”Oh…oh…” 

“What’s happening?” 

“I feel so good! This is so good!” 

I kept massaging her prostate. 

“But I think I’m going to pee.” 

“Go right ahead. I put a bowl under you.” 

“But…a bowl isn’t enough! It will splatter.” 

“That’s  okay.  Let  your  little  pee  out.”  I  spoke  soothingly,  and  she responded wonderfully. I looked beneath her balls and saw the end of her small dick. White fluid was forming, seeping out of the slit and starting to elongate downwards. 

“Oh, no!” 

“It’s okay. Go ahead and let your urine go.” 

And she finally did. For a long minute the semen poured out of her. Not in spurts, but a long stream. She sighed deeply. 

“What’s happening?” 

“It just feels so good. It’s warm, like an orgasm, but not so intense. It feels so gushy good. 

I chuckled. Gushy good. I would have to remember that. 

Finally, the stream of fluid slowed down, then stopped. 

“Still feeling good?” I asked. 

“Excellent,” I pulled the prostate massager out of her. 

“Hey! What are you…” 

“That’s all, honey. You’re empty now.” 

“What do you mean I’m empty?” 

“You have no more of that sticky mess in you.” 

I untied her and helped her stand up. 

“Look under there.” 

She looked under the horse, and right under where her little penis had been there was a bowl filled with semen. 

“I did that?” 

“You did.” 

“But…but I didn’t orgasm!” 

“You’re not supposed to. You’re supposed to just get rid of your semen and feel gushy good.” 

“But…but…” 

I shushed her with a finer to her red lips. “Honey, you’ve had your cum, and that’s the way sex is supposed to be from now on.” 

“But I…but…” 

“Did you want to get in me?” 

“Well, I thought…” 

“Honey,  except  for  the  odd  occasion  when  I  feel  like  experiencing  a little penis, those days are over. But I’ll milk you like this at least once a week. And here’s the good part…” 

She looked at me. 

“Your balls are empty, but your mind is not. You’re still going to be so deliciously  horny.  In  fact,  you  can  go  jack  off  now.  You  will  stroke  and stroke,  until  your  little  cock  is  raw,  but  you  won’t  be  able  to  have  an orgasm.  You’re  going  to  be  hornier  than  you  have  ever  been.  Isn’t  that wonderful?” 

“Well, I….uh…” 

“Now, be a dear and cleanup in here, then it’s time for bed.” 

“But it’s still early!” 

“That’s okay. Mommy has a visitor coming.” 

I walked out of the playroom. Behind me Ronnie picked up the bowl of her cum and made a face. 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

 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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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

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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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

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. 
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 

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

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



Too Tough to Feminize



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

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

The Feminization Games
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 



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

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

The Stepforth Husband



 Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
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This  is  the  second  book  in  the  Stepforth  Series.  The  first  book  is  ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 



Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

 

 A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure,  mystery  and  philosophy.  Sated  you  will  be  regarding  the  first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by  the  author’s  theological  speculations  as  described  at  the  end  of  the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth. 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

Alex  has  to  live  in  an  old,  decrepit  mansion  for  the  summer.  Worse,  he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 

Alex  is  in  for  a  surprise,  however,  because  the  house  is  haunted,  and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 

Feminized by a Ghost











 OceanofPDF.com

 There are MORE full length novels at:

  

GROPPER PRESS





BUT…

if you want save money

 check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections! 

 

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world! 

Just like the ones on the following pages. 

 OceanofPDF.com

[image: Image 12]

 BIG COLLECTIONS! 

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

Quivering Buns
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If you liked

‘Feminization All the Way!’

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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