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PART ONE

“Because I’d like you to wear the blue one.” Sam frowned at her.

Sam was a good frowner, and Jen always gave in. But she really didn’t want to wear the blue dress. It was a little too tight, and it had a big porthole in the front which really emphasized her boobs.

“But this is a just a Women’s Club mixer. We’re just going to meet and greet a few people, and there’s a speaker. We’re not going to a party and there’s not going to be a lot of drinking…”

“Honey, I always want you to look your best.” He was focusing on her. Overbearing without being unduly loud, it was like his will was overcoming hers. She felt smaller, and the more she resisted the smaller she would feel.

“But how about the yellow dress? It’s cute and—“

“My wife is beautiful, not cute,” he said, pointedly. He took the yellow dress out of her hands and pointed towards the blue dress on the bed.

She sighed while he hung up the yellow dress.

He hadn’t always been this way, but the more successful he became the more strident he became. Everything had to be done his way. Everything had to be just so. Somehow he had become a control freak.

He wasn’t mean. He was just focused, and she had seen him do it to others. At first he had been the control freak when his company started getting bigger. She watched as he had put in a dress code, made all his secretaries look like Barbies.

Then his salesman all had to look dapper and dashing, and even had to special ties. They had to smile the right way and follow specific scripts, and Lord help them if they didn’t. And Lord help them if they didn’t make sales using those scripts.

After his company came his home life. He started demanding that the house be a certain way. He bought furniture that she didn’t particular like and threw out stuff that she loved.

“We’ve got to be professional,” he would say.

“But this is a home!”

“I’ll be bringing clients here. We’ve got to look the part.

The part was a strict idea in his own mind.

Sometimes she felt like sneaking anti-psychotic drugs into his coffee. Which coffee had to be a precise mix of beans that he had decided was the ultimate and only blend they would drink. Maybe a little something to offset the OCD, Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, he was manifesting.

Finally, he had began demanding that she look a certain way. If she was cleaning the house in a dress he deemed a bit too shabby he would start frowning, and bring out the dress he felt was more appropriate to the task.

In the beginning she argued, but his manner became more and more overbearing and she started losing ground.

These days she was almost ashamed of her perfect, overly made up appearance, but fighting him was like fighting an overly polite whirlwind that just…wouldn’t…stop.

He came out of the closet and eyed her.

She gave up and picked up the blue dress.

She wasn’t big on club meetings. She had been a member of the Women’s Club for years, but she limited her activities and only attended certain meetings.

Sam, however, thought it would bring him more standing in the community. He started watching the Club Calendar and insisting that she attend meetings. And when they had a function requiring husbands he was always there, dapper and smiling, his perfect, little wife on his arm.

This meeting, as Jen had pointed out, was merely a meet and greet for new members. More of an excuse to have a meeting, really.

There was going to be some sort of special speaker. Amy somebody or other. She had become a very important person in the larger organization of the various connected Women’s Clubs that existed in every town. Apparently she had methods that straightened out problems and caused Women’s Clubs to flourish.

Sam was a little leery of such people, to be truthful. She already had one control freak in her life, no need for another one.

“Hello!” Sam began greeting people effusively as they entered the hall. He pumped hands like a politician, remembered people and worked them.

Nothing to gain, just his obsession with knowing people who might be clients some day.

Sometimes he’d pass out business cards. Sometimes he would just chat for a minute, then move on. He seemed to have a one track mind in the kind of people he isolated and talked to.

Amy greeted a few of her friends, and wasn’t pleased when he guided her away from them. He wanted her on his arm, the good, little trophy wife.

The meeting began, a few announcements were made, then the guest speaker came to the podium.

Her name was Amy, and she wasn’t a bad speaker. She told clever jokes, seemed down to earth in her manner, and was generally entertaining.

She didn’t, however, seem to be any kind of powerhouse. She just talked, and there were a couple of ladies that worked behind her, going through the Club member records—that was weird—and a husband who worked in front of her.

“If you could pass out the fliers, Tom.”

Tom was a handsome man, smiling, pleasant, sort of a trophy husband, if that made sense. He would hurry through the aisles passing out fliers, handing out pencils, collecting filled out forms, and so on.

Jen smiled. She wished Sam could be like that. A little more helpful, rather than overpowering.

At the podium Amy finished her speech, received a polite round of applause, and moved to the tables set up behind her. The two women who were working there handed her several 3 by 5 cards and she looked at them. She nodded and sat down, and studied the cards.

Then there were a few other things, announcements about upcoming events, and the official part of the meeting was over. The men put the chairs away and the mixing part of the meeting began.

Jen stayed with Sam as commanded. Once he asked her to freshen his drink, and she did so. But for the most part…she was decoration.

And she blushed when men stared at the porthole in her blue dress.

She couldn’t wait to get out of here and take the damned thing—

“Pardon me, Jen?”

Jen turned to see the speaker, Amy whoever, touching her arm.

Sam noticed, and frowned. He didn’t like to let Jen out of his sight.

“I’m Amy and I was wondering if I could have a word  with you?”

“Of cou—“

“I’m sorry, who are you?” Sam cut in.

Any had no backoff to rude men, but what she said would change Jen’s life forever. She looked him straight in the eyes, smiled, and said, “You need to go to the bathroom.”

“Oh!” A surprised look crossed Sam’s face. He smiled nervously, glanced around quickly, then, “Excuse me.” He walked away. Towards the men’s rooms.

Jen stared after him in stunned surprise. She looked at Amy, who was watching her with pursed lips twisted in a slight smile.

“What did you…how did you…”

Amy took Jen’s arm and turned her towards the entrance to the building. “Let’s take a walk.”

Jen, free of Sam, was now being overpowered by Amy. But this was an overpowerment that she didn’t mind. If only she could handle Sam like that…but how did she do it?

Outside Amy guided her to an oak tree, lots of shade and a bench.

They sat down and Jen asked, “How did you do that?”

“Before I tell you I want to know about your life.”

“But…”

“Is your husband a bit overbearing? A bit of a control freak?”

“Well…I don’t want to speak ill of…”

Any waved her hand. She was such a pleasant person. Powerful without being really overpowering. She took control, but without being a control freak. “My girls examined the records, and we’ve been in town for a few days. We’ve talked, and Sam has a reputation for being a bit of an overbearing ass.”

Jen blinked. She was supposed to defend her man, but the forthright and honest manner of this woman, the polite and kind way she conducted herself…she found herself giving a little snort.

Amy smiled. “I have a history of dealing with people like that. They usually aren’t bad people, but they’re like dogs that need a muzzle.” She grinned and Jen laughed.

“We shouldn’t be talking about—“

“Why not? We’re not insulting somebody to observe the truth about them, are we?”

“Well, no, but…”

“So your name came up, and Sam’s name became quite prominent. He’s a powerful businessman who wants things his own way. Has he always been that way?”

“Oh, no. He was the most kind person in the world, then he became obsessed with his business and turned from Jekyll to Hyde on me.”

They talked for a while, Amy asked questions and led the conversation, but at a certain point she nodded and seemed to have made up her mind about something.

“Jen, would you like to take control of your husband?”

“What do you mean?”

“If you could make him go to the bathroom when you wanted, would you manage to remain kind and not abuse your power over him?”

Jen said, somewhat bitterly. “I’ve seen a control freak, thank you, and I don’t ever want to become like that.

Any nodded. “I know. I can see what kind of person you are, but I always have to ask.” She chuckled. “We know what kind of person you are, but there’s still a form to be followed.”

Jen tilted her head and looked at the other woman curiously.

Amy reached up and took off her earrings. They were pretty earrings, and she held them in one hand, and Jen’s hand in the other.

“I don’t need these anymore. After a few months of their empowerment you won’t need them either. At that time you must return them to me. You must.” She emphasized ‘must’ and looked Jen hard in the eye.

“I don’t understand.”

“Do you know what a motor is?”

“Sure, like a car motor.”

A motor has two poles. These earrings, when you wear them, will create two poles, and your mind will be between them, and it will be enhanced. You will find that you have power. Great power. But you must not abuse it.”

“I still don’t…”

“And, sex is a great facilitator. He might be resistant in the beginning, but if you use the power of these earrings in conjunction with his sexual desires he will be that much more amenable. Do you understand now?”

“I understand what you’re saying.”

Amy placed the earrings in Jen’s hand.

“When you put these on you may hear a lot of voices. Don’t panic. Keep wearing them and the voices will go away. Your mind will learn how to filter the excess out, and you will find that you are able to hear your husband’s thoughts. When you do so, don’t be surprised at what you are hearing. Even if he cheats, take a day or two before responding. Learn how to control your thoughts and emotions. If you have difficulty doing this then call this number.” She handed her a card with a number, and nothing else, on it. “This is our hotline and there will be somebody manning it at all hours.

Jen was confused, but she took the card and nodded. She looked at the earrings in her hand.

“Go on. Put them on. I’ll be here for you.”

“Just…” she looked up at Amy, and for a second she had a thought: What if Sam doesn’t like them?

Then she giggled. It wouldn’t be the first time she had disobeyed Sam. Of course he might notice and tell her to take them out. But…she reached up to an ear and put one earring on. Reached up the other ear and pushed the pule through the hole in her lobe and…she heard voices. Lots of voices, and her hand stalled

Amy reached up and clicked the earring shut.

Voices. Lots of voices.

What a bitch!

Sure would like to be out of her…

Sure would like to get a piece of that one!

Those were male voices, and they were mixed in with female voices.

I love her dress.

She sure shows off her tits!

Jen know that somebody was thinking about her.

For a second she felt nauseous, the voices were too much, and she reached up to her ears to take the earrings out, but Amy stopped her with a gentle hand. Her very real voice intruded over the voices in her mind.

“Breath. Take it easy. Just listen. Your mind will start to filter.”

She sat, breathing hard, panicked, but…but it did seem that the voices were getting softer.

Then she heard a distinct strident voice in her mind. Man, this is driving me crazy. I can’t wait to go see Tammy.

Jen’s eyes opened wide and hurt came into them.

“He’s cheating on you, isn’t he.”

Jen started to cry. Amy hugged her and let her cry. She whispered into her ear. “Men all have thoughts. Powerful men tend to act on their thoughts. But you can’t get mad. You can make him stop if you want. You might not want. Take a couple of days. Don’t fuck him. Or do fuck him. Get used to working with his mind. If you decide to you can get rid of him. But there was love there once, and likely still is, and if he is no longer a cheater you might want to keep him.”

At the moment Jen didn’t want to keep Sam. Her heart was broken, and on one hand she wanted him back, the old Sam, and on the other hand, she wanted to beat him to death with a high heel. She also wanted to beat to death this Tammy person.

She stopped sobbing and looked at Amy.

Any saw the rage behind the hurt, and she shook her head. “You must not use the earrings in a mean manner. You must not abuse other people. Make your decisions about who you want to be around, who you’ll help, but never hurt men.”

The rage was still in Jen’s mind.

“Men aren’t bad. They are just victims of their cocks. After you’ve listened to enough men you’ll understand.”

“There you are! Where have you been!”

Sam came striding across the lawn. His face, while not showing anger, poorly disguised the irritation he was was feeling.

“Tell him to calm down,” whispered Amy.

Sam stopped in front of them. “Well, it’s time to go.”

Jen looked at Amy, who nodded, then at Sam. “Calm down.”

Sam’s face was suddenly erased of hidden anger. He smiled.

“Tell him to go get the car.”

Jen felt almost giggly. “Go get the car.”

“Tell him to untie his shoelaces but watch his feet so he doesn’t trip.”

“And untie your shoelaces. But watch how you walk so you don’t trip.”

Tom bent and pulled his shoelaces loose.

“And you’ll drive.”

“I’ll be driving us home.”

“Oh, okay, honey.” He cheerfully turned and headed for the parking lot.

Jen turned to Amy. “Oh…my…”

Amy nodded, a big smile on her face. Then she sobered. “If you abuse your man we will take the earrings away. Period.”

“I won’t, but…”

Amy patted her arm. “You’ll figure it out. Now go home and have him eat you out for an hour or two.”

They both giggled then.

Jen walked into the bedroom and took off the blue dress. Oddly, she didn’t dislike it as much as she had. Being in total control, feeling her power as a woman, she realized that she should stop denying herself her own weapons.

She had driven home, and it had been disconcerting at first. She heard Sam thinking, and some of his thoughts weren’t the nicest. He was critical of her shape. Thought she needed to work out more. And…he wanted her to get implants!

Her mind was working, however, and by the time she was home she had managed to listen selectively.

Heck, if she didn’t learn how to filter everything she would never sleep again.

“Hang the dress up, Sam.”

He was right behind her, a puppy dog, and he picked up her dress, smoothed it out, put it on a hanger and hung it in the closet.

By then Jen was naked and lying on the bed.

She didn’t want to fuck him, but, in spite of her hurt, she didn’t want to hurt him back. So she settled for Amy’s idea.

“Eat me,” she said.

Sam happily lay down between her legs and began suckling her pussy.

She put her arms behind her head and stretched a bit and enjoyed the feeling of his mouth on her hole.

“Use your tongue more.”

He obliged, licking up and down her labia.

“Put your hands under my buns and lift me up little.”

He slid his palms under her and cupped her buttocks. God, it felt good when he lifted, caused her back to stretch a little, and slurped mightily.

She pumped her hips into his face, feeling an orgasm coming on.

“A little harder,” she murmured.

Sam pressed his face into her and his tongue laved her insides.

“Oh…yes. Finger me.”

He used his fingers, and that was all it took. Jen was blasted over the hill, fell into the ocean, and exploded like the sun. It was truly one of the best cums she had ever had in her life.

“Stop,” she commanded. Then it burst out of her. “Go stand in a corner.”

Sam got up and stood in the corner.

Jen began crying. Large tears poured from her eyes and her body was racked with sobs. She cried for a long time, then she calmed down, was somehow cleansed, and she looked at her husband standing in the corner.

“Go get me a bourbon and Coke.”

“May I have one, too?”

That surprised her. She felt that he should be able to talk back. Obviously there were going to be things going on with him, too. She was going to have to figure this out. “No.”

Sam went into the kitchen and got down a glass. He was frowning. He was wondering why he was behaving…erratically.

Why was he doing whatever she said?

Who did she think she was?

Still, he was compelled, and in spite of his inner thoughts, he returned to the bedroom.

Jen wasn’t there.

That irritated him, but he controlled his irritation and went through the house and found her on the patio. Naked. Watching the garden.

He handed her the glass and said, “Why aren’t you dressed?”

It surprised her. That was the old Sam. Pre-earrings. Overbearing and commanding.

Her eyes narrowed, and she said, “Sit down.”

The earrings were too powerful, and he sat down. Her mind was enhanced, and his was the same old same old.

“Sam, why did you cheat on me.”

Sam felt surprise blasting through his mind. How did she know? He was compelled to answer, “I don’t know.”

“Don’t you love me?”

“I love you with all my heart.”

“So why do you cheat?”

“I can’t help myself.”

Then she surprised herself. “Should I keep you?”

“Oh, please!” Panic in his eyes. Hurt in his eyes.

He did love her, but he had a problem.

“Who is she?”

“She’s one of my secretaries.”

“The blonde one with the big tits and the vacant eyes.”

He nodded. He wanted to laugh at her expression of Sally’s ‘vacant eyes.’ that was a true and observant description.

Jen nodded. She was silent, thinking, listening, trying to decide what to do. In the end, she decided to follow Amy’s advice and let things be. She needed to understand more about her new abilities before she changed the world.

Then, surprise, the old Sam emerged. “Go get me a drink.”

She stared at him. It was like there was a bubble in his mind, trying to rise up, come to the surface. And the bubble was control.

“Finish mine,” she said, and she stood up and walked into the house.

He grabbed her drink and chugged it, then stood up to follow her but she whirled on him and said, “Stay out here for exactly 39 minutes and 4 seconds.”

He smiled and sat on the lounger.

Jen needed the time to think. He was compliant, but he was also resistive. She had the feeling that he wouldn’t try to resist Amy, but Amy was more experienced. Her brain was probably super enhanced.

So she could keep commanding him, until she became more powerful, powerful enough to squash him. Or she could…hmm.

She tossed things back and forth in her mind.

She had the power now, but she didn’t want to abuse it.

He was her toy, but that demanded responsibility.

And, how much did she want to subjugate him?

She had the feeling that if she started pushing him all the time, like he had pushed her, that eventually he would lose those qualities that made him Sam.

She didn’t want that.

Still, she didn’t know how far she could go.

39 minutes and 4 seconds later, without having a time piece, Sam walked through the patio doors. He was smiling, but she could feel a weird sort of rage bubbling in his depths. He didn’t like her being in control.

“Clean the house, dear,” she suggested. She still had a lot more to think about, and she didn’t want to be bothered by his resistance. “And don’t be so angry.”

“Yes, dear.”

Three days later Jen was at her wit’s end. Sam did everything she suggested, and she could control his emotions so he didn’t show anger, but his anger kept rising up, refusing to be quelled.

And she had to keep repeating herself.

But that rage underneath his normal behavior actually seemed to get bigger and bigger.

Finally, she broke down and called the number Amy had given her. She didn’t want to, she wanted to be self-reliant, but she was smart enough to know that people who had been through what she was going through might have the answers she needed.

“Jen!” came the cheerful voice on the other end of the line. They had her number in their system and were expecting her call. “I’m Samantha. How’s it going?”

Jen sighed, and it was good that Samantha was so nice and polite, because it took some doing to explain the situation, and how upset she was.

“So no matter what I say…he eventually starts fighting back again. It’s actually become a battle between us.”

Samantha listened, and when Jen finally ran down she said, “This is no problem. Please be assured. This is not a difficult thing. I’ve read the file on Sam, and he is what we call an obsessive alpha. His desires to control are very deep rooted. Tell you the truth, we half expected this behavior with him.”

“So what do I do?”

“Stand by, smile, take a deep breath, and we’ll have a specialist come out and talk you through it.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. You think we want any man being an uncontrolled idiot? No way!”

By the end of the conversation Samantha had Jen giggling. She hung up with a decidedly happy frame of mind.

At that moment Sam burst into the room. He was resisting to the max. He was filled with some sort of rage. He opened his mouth and—

“Shut up.”

He shut.

And Jen laughed.

Men. Hunh!

“Hi, Jen. My name is Martha. I’m a counselor, or an intervention specialist, or some other silly word.” The woman was Jen’s height, buxom, and chirpy. Jen immediately liked her.

“Now let’s take a look at this idiot you call a husband.”

Jen thought she should object to her calling her husband an idiot, but Marsha’s demeanor was so humorous all she could do was laugh.

“Sam?” she called.

Sam, a bit surly, entered the room. “What do you want.”

Marsha smiled and lifted one eyebrow. “Take off your clothes.”

Sam didn’t even hesitate. He stripped his clothes off like a monkey pulls off a banana peel. In a trice he was naked, standing in front of Jen and Marsha, breathing hard. His cock was erect and throbbing.

Jen stared in open mouthed wonder.

“What…what…”

“Jack off, but don’t let yourself cum.”

Sam began to stroke himself.

Marsha turned to Jen and grinned. “The mistake most newbies make is that they don’t understand that the single most important thing in a man’s life is sex. When you think about it, sex is the center of their bodies, and their bodies are only good for toting their dicks around. I’m sure Amy told you that powerful men cheat. It’s their sex drive. They can’t help it. Shall we have some tea while Sam gets himself in the right mood?”

A minute later Jen and Marsha were sitting on the couch, sipping tea while Sam’s hand blurred.

“Oh, fuck..oh, fuck…” he whimpered softly. His eyes were dazed as he tried to get to an orgasm, but was denied.

“Do it silently,” commanded Marsha.

Nothing but the sound of harsh breathing.

“And don’t breath so loud.”

Sam controlled his breathing and kept pounding his pud.

Marsha turned to Jen. “Now then, where were we?”

Jen couldn’t help but laugh.

“Oh, yes. Sex is a man’s main thought, so if you align sex with your commands he will become much more manageable, and he will even, eventually, lose that rage inside.”

“Do all men have that…that anger?”

“Lord, no. Most men fall in line and…I’m getting ahead of myself. You’re going to have to do two things.”

“Yes?”

“First, have him do everything naked, and it will help if you’re dressed. Then, if you decide to emphasize your commands you have the option of adding nudity. That will really frizzle his pork chop.”

“Frizzle his…”

Marsha grinned. “What kind of sexual habits does he have?”

“Well,” this puzzled Jen, “He pretty much does it missionary, and blow jobs. That’s what he likes.”

“Okay. We need to open him up. You need to do things that make him embarrassed. And you don’t have to be gentle about it. When he shows his underlying problems you simply ask him to do something that is kinky, that will embarrass him. The fact that it is sexual will compel him, and that anger won’t be able to show itself. He’ll be too embarrassed to be angry. Eventually he will not be such a control freak.”

“Really? It’s that easy?”

“Like falling off a log while wearing roller skates. Now give him something embarrassing to do.”

“Well, uh…”

“I know. You’re not used to such things. Tell him to go put on a pair of your panties.”

“Sam. Go get some panties out of my drawer and put them on.”

“Than come back,” Marsha whispered.

“Then come back.”

Sam went out of the room.’Marsha and Jen sipped their tea, and Sam returned. He wasn’t wearing panties, however, he was holding them. And a tinge of anger reddened his cheeks.

Jen looked down and was embarrassed by her husband.

Marsha smiled and whispered, “Watch this.”

She stood up and approached Sam. Sam glared at her.

Marsha began taking off her dress. She didn’t do it suggestively, no bump and grind, just did it. When she was clad only in panties and bra and put a hand to Sam’s cheek and patted it.

“Sam. I really need you to put on your bra and panties.”

Jen’s eyes opened. Bra? A bra?

Sam ran out of the room holding the panties and stroking himself.

Marsha turned to her. “Notice how I spoke in a sexual manner? He had to believe that there was sex at the end of the rainbow. You don’t have to give him any, but he has to believe it. In fact, many men actually don’t want sex, they just want to want it. They get it and they become temporarily difficult to control.”

“So as long as I promise sex I don’t have to deliver?”

“Being a good prick teaser is a woman’s greatest weapon.”

Sam returned to the room. He was wearing Jen’s pink bra and panties, and he was stretching the material by having his hand inside and moving rapidly back and forth.

“Oh, my God! I can do that to him?”

“Honey, you can do anything you want to him. As long as he thinks of sex…he’s yours. Your problem, and it’s every newby’s problem, is that you get carried away with commanding him and forget to do it with sex.”

“Oh, my God!”

Sam grunted. He looked like he was close, but couldn’t quite fall off the cliff.

“But isn’t that…isn’t that abuse?”

“So that’s what’s been hanging you up.” Marsha laughed. “Sex is not abuse. You can suck him, spank him, anal-ize him. You can make him put his dong in a meat grinder, if that so pleases you, although having him crank his dick into dog food would be abuse. Feminization is a wonderful way to start, and that can lead to all sorts of sexual acts. You can fuck him and tell him not to cum. You can beat him, and if he thinks it’s sex then it is. You can do absolutely anything you want, as long as he sees the sex behind it…he’s a happy camper. And he’ll be quite amenable to anything…anything…you want.

Now Jen started to understand. It was power, but it was responsibility. It was a life of command, as long as she pressed the right buttons in a naked manner.

“Oh…my…God!” came out of her.

Marsha smiled. “Well, it look like my job is done.”


PART TWO

It was the ultimate carrot, and she used it like a stick.

As soon as Marsha departed Jen told Sam to mow the lawn.

Sam’s eyes narrowed, and Jen took off her blouse. “If you do a good job maybe I’ll let you see more.”

Bingo, the resistance was gone, the struggle to control was gone. He was hers.

Jen poured herself a soft drink and watched Sam push the mower. The cheapie, though he insisted on the most expensive things for himself, he usually made Jen mow the lawn, and without the benefit of power. The old mower had to be pushed, and the catcher emptied, and it was long and hot work.

But not for her, not no longer, and she chuckled.

When Sam was done he came in, eager to see more.

She said, “Sam, I want the silver ware polished.” For an experiment she didn’t remove anything. She just sat on the sofa fully clothed except for the bra.

She felt it, that little worm of resistance. It might have been resistance because he wanted more, but it came from the same place as his full resistance did.

She smiled and said, “Maybe I’ll let you see more.”

Nope. The tiny bit of resistance was still there.

She said, “you may stare at me and stroke yourself.”

The resistance was still there. Interesting, his thoughts were a bit of a muddle. He was still coherent, but there was a lack of definition. It was like he was driving a spike, but the spike was bending.

He stroked.

She sighed, and wiggled out of her skirt.

He smiled. His mind a happy nothingness with no trace of resistance.

He got out the silverware and the polish and went to work.

Jen went to the gym. She was always so busy waiting on Sam, and running errands, it was nice to do a little exercise, feel the flesh perspire, work the muscles.

She inspected her body in the big wall mirror.

Hunh! No wonder Sam had taken a girlfriend. She was downright dumpy.

Well, not totally dumpy, but she had lost a lot of luster.

She immediately signed up for a trainer.

At home, Sam had finished the silverware and was pacing. Where was she? Wait until she got home! She had responsibilities!

He heard the car pull in and he ran to the garage.

Jen sighed. She could feel him coming. She could feel the big blob of resistance he had built up.

He opened the door, opened his mouth, and she got out of the car and pulled one side of her blouse open. A couple of buttons ripped and a small tear appeared.

He stared at her boob, everything in him stoppered and stunted.

Boob, he thought.

So beautiful.

She giggled. To have so much power. It was wonderful. She wiggled a strap off her shoulder and freed one tit. She walked towards Sam, who backed up and gulped.

“Suck my nipple.”

He bent his head to her and fit his lips around her nipple. They were hot lips, and moist, and his tongue gently slithered around the nipple.

Then, feeling a bit horny from her work out, she suggested, “Lay down.”

He did, and she sat on his face.

He went crazy. She could feel his mind going crazy with lust. But it was his face he was using, not his dick.

But he was so close to her pussy he didn’t understand the difference.

“Do you want to cum, Sam?”

“No,” he mumbled up from the folds of her cunt.

But she saw into his mind, she could see the preoccupation with getting a cum.

He wanted to work for the cum.

“Do you enjoy cumming?”

“Oh, God!”

But he didn’t answer, and she could sense the conflict in his mind. He wanted to cum, but cumming…it was a disappointment. It was a disappointment because once he had cum what else was there?

He wanted the chase, not the attainment. He wanted to feel the excitement of pursuing, and he didn’t really want that excitement to end.

That realization brought  Jen to the peak. A fierce lance of orgasm shot through her. She placed her hands on the kitchen counter and held on as the brightness exploded through her. She closed her legs and spasmed, squeezing Sam’s face.

He loved it. He enjoyed her cumming more than he did his own orgasm.

She stood up, leaving him gasping, his head raised up to pursue her wet flesh.

She laughed and stepped over him and walked to the bedroom.

He followed her, of course.

“Go clean the kitchen,” she suggested.

He was so excited she didn’t need to encourage him further. He was so close to her having orgasmed that he couldn’t mount any resistance at all.

Feeling him humming happily in the kitchen, she took off her clothes. She looked at her blouse sadly, it was one of her favorites, and it was now missing buttons and slightly ripped.

Then she had a thought, and grinned.

She finished undressing and took her shower, and it was a glorious shower. Now that Sam was under control she felt a wonderful sense of peace.

And she didn’t even have to fuck him!

She frowned. But did she want to fuck him?

There was a twinge inside her.

Then she smiled, the water streaming over her, and thought: he’s not the only fish in the sea.

She walked out to the kitchen, naked and holding a fluffy towel.

Sam was scrubbing cabinets like the Energizer Bunny. His hands moving as fast as his hands moved when he jacked off. He looked up at the sound of her and stood up. His face was hungry. She could feel horniness emanating from him like heat from a radiator. A hot radiator on a cold day.

She giggled, then sobered.

“Pour me a Coke, honey.” She watched his mind. No resistance. She had blasted that out of him, at least for the time being. Man, sex really worked.

She also saw that he could do with a Coke. A little reward for pressing his pussy scented face into her crotch.

“Pour yourself one, too.”

They sat at the table, him clothed, her naked, and sipped, and he wanted her so hard. His cock was like an iron rod in his pants.

It seemed that the more she denied him the more he wanted.

“Honey, I want you to be honest. Don’t answer what you think I want to hear. Tell me the truth.”

The churning excitement in his mind insured that he would tell her the truth.

“Do you love me?”

He nodded. Quickly. Almost violently.

“And what about this girlfriend of yours.”

“I’m sorry,” he started to burble and she held a hand up.

“I won’t ask why, I think I understand, but have you had girlfriends before.”

He wanted to lie, it was the first sign of resistance in him.

She sighed and placed a hand under one of her boobs and hefted. “How many?”

He named a dozen girls. Mostly secretaries.

“What did you do when you were done with them?”

“I gave them money and they went away.”

Jen pursed her lips in thought. That simple. So men wanted sex, but…what did women want? It seemed that women were more complex creatures. They wanted sex, but they also wanted money. Or, perhaps not money, but the things money could buy.

Were women, at heart—and it sounded almost sexist to think this—all nest featherers? And woman who sold their bodies just perverted nest featherers?

Well, it was something to think about, but not now.

“So when were you planning to get rid of this one?”

“I’m done with her,” his face was open and his eyes were almost innocent.

“Why?”

“Because I only want you.”

She smiled. “But you’ve cheated on me, Sam. Why should I want you?”

She didn’t feel resistance then, but sorrow. He was actually feeling remorse. No, not remorse, he was just hurt at the question.

“What if I fucked somebody else?”

He went totally blank. He was overloaded. The concept was too great, too powerful. He actually started to stutter into pain and silence.

“Sam,” she reached across the table quickly and touched his hand.

He responded to the touch of her instantly, grinning as if no betrayal, or even the thought of betrayal, had ever been.

“If I decide to take a lover it will make you happy.”

“But…but…” he frowned. They were so deep into what motivated him now that resistance flared.

“You want me to be happy, right?”

He stared at her breasts. “Yes.” There was no doubt.

“So if somebody else makes me happy, that will make you happy.” There was a drive to her words that arrowed into him. She suddenly realized how important it was to have a lot of intention when you spoke to a man who was…who was…and she wondered what he was now.

His will had been distracted, his prime driving force had been focused on her, and…how much free will did he have left?

But she looked at his mind and gauged his happiness, what made it, what hurt it, and she was satisfied that she was doing a good thing.

“If I fuck somebody should I tell you?”

He nodded. He couldn’t help himself. It was pure, raw jealousy, but it was something else, too. It was the desire to know every little thing about her. He had his own life, but it was now depending on her. It was as if she was his surrogate for life itself.

“Sam, stroke yourself, while I think.”

For a long couple of minutes they sat at the table, then she realized that his drooling, focused mind was a distraction. She had to keep him busy. She smiled.

“Go get the blouse I ripped earlier.

He jumped up and ran through the house, stroking his cock. He returned to the kitchen with the torn blouse.

“I bought that at Nordstrom’s. Go get me two like it. And get me some…” she stopped talking as a great heat burst over her. She was making him buy female things and it was making her hot. My, God!

“…get me some nylons, two pair. And I want red nail polish. No get me a nail polish kit. And…and…”

Heat was flowing through her. She was flushed with excitement.

Her excitement was as powerful as the excitement Sam felt at being denied.

“…and stop and get me some Tampons. A big box.”

Sam didn’t blink. He was in her thrall, he was mind fucked into subservience, and now she was feeling a terrible, horny heat, not from commanding him, at controlling him, but from making him buy female articles.

What the fuck?

He grinned and ran for his wallet, and was out the door in seconds.

When he was gone Jen almost collapsed. Then she jumped up and ran for the bedroom. She had just cum, but the feelings of power running through her were so powerful she wanted to cum again. She took out her largest dildo and went to work.

Jen was calm when Sam returned. She was also sexually exhausted. But one look at Sam caused her excitement to flare again.

He was feeling resistance. He had been away from her for too long.

She smiled, like the spider must have smiled to the fly.

No longer was she the victim of her husband’s control freak personality. Now she was a woman of the world.

“Jen?”

“In here, honey.”

Sam stomped into the bedroom and stopped. The look on her face, it confused him. He was used to her being simpering. Now, she exuded a confidence that rocked him.

“What?”

He summoned up his irritation. “Things have gotten a little out of control here, and I want…”

She let him blather for a minute, then she snapped her fingers.

That, the snapping of the fingers, more than any mental command she might have been thinking about, stopped him.

“Honey, you’ve been talking harshly to me. Do you know what that means?”

“Uh…” He was suddenly feeling so confused.

“Go get the stuff you bought me.”

He walked away, his cock suddenly surging, and wondered what had happened to him.

Jen could still feel his irritation, almost anger, but it was receding under her firm control, and her sexual presence.

She knew that he was picking up on what she was planning.

He returned to the bedroom and placed the bags on the floor. And, Lord help him, he tried again. “Jen…I need you to—“

“In my drawer are pink panties. Put them on.”

Suddenly helpless, he took out the panties. He undressed, pulled on the panties, and started to dress again.

Jen felt heat surge through her. “You’re not done.”

“Huh? What?”

“Take everything off.”

“What? But I just—“

“I’ve got some Nair in the cabinet. I want you to use it on your body. Every part of your body. But not your head.”

His resistance was dissolving into alarm. “What? But…”

She held her breast and said, “If you ever want to kiss this again.”

He was officially gone now. He went into the bathroom and rubbed Nair on over his body. On his butt, in his groin, he contorted and covered every square inch below the neck..

Fifteen minutes later he stepped out of the shower, and he was a different man. He was a cowed man, but he was also a horny man. He had never been so horny in his life.

Jen tried something out. “Go limp.”

His cock whistled out the stiffness. It flopped and was nothing but a worm.

“Stay horny.”

He looked at her hungrily. His cock didn’t work, but he felt hornier than he ever had in his life.

“Now then, put on your panties and bra.”

Dazed, a look in his eyes like an elephant that had a grenade go off in its trunk, he stared at her, couldn’t take his eyes off her, and put on his panties and bra.

He had no trouble putting the panties on now.

She withheld a giggled, just gave a sort of smirk, and said, Get hard, but don’t touch.”

His cock poked out obscenely in the pink panties.

“All right. Let’s see. You need nylons. But…no. You need to paint your toenails, first.”

“I need to…”

“I love a man with red toenails. They make me want to make love.”

Sam smiled.

“They make my pussy so wet…paint your nails, Sam.”

It took some doing, he had an innate male clumsiness, but he managed to paint his nails.

He was sore from contorting, and he had had to remove and repaint certain tootsies again and again, but in the end he did it.

Jen nodded. It wasn’t a bad job. A little more practice and she would let him do her nails.

She had a momentary vision of herself laying on a massive sofa, all bloated from chocolates and looking like Jabba the Hut, Sam wearing a silk gown and painting her nails. It made her laugh.

“Okay, honey, time to let the pros show you how it’s done. She had been laying on the bed, but now she stood up and sat in her chair at her vanity table. “Put your hands here.”

She prepared his nails, sanded them and pushed the cuticles back. He watched avidly, and she could see a wet spot on his panties. He was actually dripping!

She applied medium length ovals. She thought about squares, or even stilettos, but he would probably have too rough a time using his hands then. Better let him get used to nails before she went whole hog.

The aroma of polish filled the room as she stroked the nails evenly, from cuticle to tip. Three coats, then lacquer. And all the time her pussy, which she had so recently abused to the point of thinking she wouldn’t need any sex for a month, was pulsing.

She was wet. Transforming Sam was doing it. She was making him into a woman, and it caused excitement to flame through her body. She was lit up like an atomic candle on the inside.

She stood back and inspected her work.

He was gorgeous. A hunky man man with red tips. Oh, heavenly.

“Put on a garter and nylons.”

He did so, and she could feel the pleasure emanating from him. He felt like an atomic bomb that just kept exploding and exploding.

“I would have you to wear the blue dress,” she said, “But you don’t have boobs.” She sighed. “Oh, how I wish you had tits. Big, old honking tits.”

It was in her mind, and she was unaware of how much intention she had behind the wish, but she felt something. A click, a tick in his personality. Something had changed.

But it was so subtle, and she was still exploring, and she paid it no attention.

“So let’s put you in a summer dress. Get the pale pink one out of my closet.”

He did so, and he stared at it as if it was an alien spacesuit. Which, in a way, it was.

She helped him into the dress, and he didn’t look half bad. He was flat, unfortunately, but…she could order him breast forms. With Amazon overnight they could be here by tomorrow.

“Okay, let’s put some make on you.”

He sat at her table and she worked her magic. She cleansed and primed, smoothed her fingers over his skin. Foundation, then she plucked his eyebrows and worked on his eyes. Finally, bright, red lipstick to match his nails.

“Okay, honey,” she said, adjusting the wig on his head. “Go put on my old pair of black heels.

He did so, stretching the leather a bit, it was a tight fit, but…he stood and was several inches taller.

“Oh, Lordy,” Jen let out a long breath.

She felt it well up from inside, a warmth that sort undulated through her, rippled out of her pussy, then she was clutching the bedpost and her hips were jerking.

“Oh, fuck!” She had just cum. After all the cumming of that afternoon, she had managed to cum again.

Jen guided Sam through the weekend, then had him take a couple of extra days off. She showed him how to walk, worked on his mannerisms, how to wear his new breast forms.

She had a lot of extra clothes, so she gave him some, and she ordered more. The closet in the spare bedroom was getting a bit packed, but that was okay. He was more like her sister, a sex giving sister, than a husband.

She realized that though she loved him, that love was taking a twist.

She found herself thinking about the trainer she had hired at the gym. She daydreamed of him stuffing it to her. Of coming home and showing Sam the juices dripping form her pussy. Heck, he would probably want to lick her clean.

But, despite all daydreams and gender transformationing, it was time for Sam to go to work. As he was.

It was the ultimate humiliation, and Jen was going to be by his side, enjoying every second of it.

“Good morning, Mrs. John—“ Rosie, the girl in reception stopped talking and her mouth opened in shock. “Mr. Johnson?”

Sam looked like a woman, but if you know somebody then you know somebody, and Rosie had seen him under the feminine accoutrements.

“Hi Rosie.” Jen smiled. “Sam has something to say to you. Sam?”

Sam was bright red, but one couldn’t tell underneath all the make up. “I should have given you a bonus last Christmas and I didn’t. I was spending all my money to buy off my secretary?”

Rosie could barely function at the sight of him, but she managed to blurt, “Tammy?”

He nodded. “And I apologize.”

“Oh…oh…” that was all she could manage, she was so surprised.

They continued into the big building.

They stopped in the sales section where Sam gave everybody a one per cent raise and thanked them for standing by him when he was so obviously a bully.

Then, into the secretaries’ area.

Jen called them all together. She could tell that Sam, even in spite of her commands, was having a rough time talking.

Sam stood in front of the secretaries. He was wearing a pencil skirt and a red, satin blouse. Earrings dangled from his lobes, and his ankles looked wonderful in his high heels.

The secretaries were in various stages of gawp, unable to believe their eyes.

“I’d like to apologize to all of you. I was fucking Tammy,” there was a huge gasp and everybody turned to stare at big boobed, blonde Tammy, who looked like she wanted to sink through the floor.

“I’ll be paying Tammy off though, and I’d like to give you all a one per cent raise.”

Jen cleared her throat.

“Two percent.”

She projected her thoughts into her head. That was a new one, but the more he fell under her sway the better she could actually just think at him and have it done.

“Three per cent.”

Jen clapped her hands once. “Now, if we could all get to work. Barbara, I’d like to see you, if you’re free.”

If she was free. No more, get your butt in here…now it was, if you’re free.

Barbara was in charge of legal, and she drew up the papers which signed 100% of the company over to Jen. Her eyes were wide as she witnessed the signing, then it was done.

“You can tell everybody that Sam will still have a role, but that I will be the ultimate authority for the foreseeable future. Sam, go check the toilet paper in the bathrooms.”

Barbara almost fainted as Sam scampered out to do Jen’s bidding.

That night Jen was quite happy. After she ate the delicious meal prepared by Sam she called him into the den. He stood in front of her and waited.

“Sam, you are a big, powerful man, but you have abused that power. Would you like to get it back?”

He didn’t. He was happy serving her.

But Jen wasn’t about to waste somebody.

“Well, you’re going to have to. You put the company together, and though I own it, you have a responsibility to it. So as soon as you prove that you’re a woman, and understand what women need, then I will end the endless stocking of the bathrooms and start to utilize some of your business talent. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She mused, “Underneath it all, I think you’re a good man. You just became a power freak, and you got out of control. Go get us a couple of drinks. I’ll meet you in the bedroom.”

Two minutes later Sam entered the bedroom, and almost dropped the drinks he was carrying. His beautiful wife was facing the dresser, her back to him, but she was finally naked. He couldn’t believe it! She hadn’t let him see much of her body,  but now…now…

She turned around, and his eyes went down to her junction.

She was wearing a harness, and out of the front plate extended a cock.

“What?”

“It’s a strap on, honey. It’s time to take you all the way.”

Sam’s mouth opened, but he said nothing.

“Now hop up on the bed and get what you’ve always wanted.

Stunned, his mind garbled, he climbed up on the bed. He was crossways on the bed with his butt facing her.

She walked up behind him and slapped some lube into his ass.

He groaned as she worked it into him with her fingers. The cold of the lube gave way to the heat of her fingers and he started grinding his ass back, trying to get more and more of her fingers into him.

She said, as she massaged the lube into him, “Women are superior, Sam, and men know this. That’s why they try to control them. And because they are physically stronger they sometimes get away with it. But this, what I’m about to do to you, is the truth, Sam, and it can’t be denied. Do you want me to do this?”

“Oh, yes,” the truth poured out of him. There was no irritation or resistance in his mind. There was only a sense of nervous happiness.

“And would you like to be a woman?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Very well. But you’ll be sleeping in the guest room.”

That made Sam sad, but the happiness of what was about to happen couldn’t be denied. He, with her mental willpower helping, accepted what she was saying, and he became very happy.

She gently slid the big plastic boner into his rectum.

He gasped, and immediately began pushing back. He loved the way the long, big-veined thing corkscrewed into his man pussy. He felt light headed. He felt like he was being opened up like a Christmas present. He was like fireworks on the fourth. He was so happy.

“I’ll be taking a lover, Sam. There’s a trainer at the gym that I would like to sample. Then, depending, maybe there will be others. You won’t mind?”

It was a rhetorical question, and, in truth, he was already prepared for it.

He understood that he had been a bad boy, and that bad boys must eventually face the consequences of their actions. He had fucked up and betrayed her, and now it was come back to him.

He gulped, and gasped as the big boner drove into him again, and he nodded.

“Excellent, Sam. Now, when you think you’ve had enough pleasure you may release your semen. Do not have an orgasm, just release your semen. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

For long minutes she sawed into him, and it was a glorious feeing. It was the summation of her taking control over him. It made her feel so powerful and sexy. She knew that doing just this, with no penetration, would eventually result in her own orgasm. But she wasn’t looking for this right now. This was his first time, and she wanted to make it good for him. She had talked to Amy’s people on the phone and they had guaranteed her that doing this, taking him anally, would erase all trace of his control freak personality.

So she fucked him, and she felt his balls and reached around and massaged his nipples, and she did everything she could do to make him feel like a woman.

“I’m cumming,” he blurted.

She smiled. “Let it come, Sam.”

For a long minute a stream of semen leaking from his cock. It was like silvery drool, and he felt himself emptying out.

Finally, he sagged. “God, that feels so good.”

He was dazed and lazy, a little goofy even.

She pulled her penis out of him.

“There you go, baby. Now you are a woman.

But…it wasn’t totally true. Not yet.


EPILOGUE

“Hello, Amy.”

“Hi, Jen, how’s it going?”

The two women hugged and air kissed and Amy entered Jen’s home.

“My, what a nice house.”

“Sam keeps it spotless. He runs the company and cleans the house and does everything. He’s really a charm.”

Amy smiled. “Wonderful. I knew you were the ones to wear the earrings.”

“Speaking of which,” Jen took the earrings off and placed them in Amy’s hands.

“If he shows any sign of back sliding…”

“Not to worry,” Jen got a momentary far off look in her eyes. “I can still feel him.”             

“Excellent, and…tell me about his growth?”

“He’s actually developing boobs. His cock is shrinking. I think he’s becoming a real woman.”

“Can you call him in?”

“Of course.” But she didn’t say a word. She just smiled, and Sam hurried into the room.

“My, you are good,” Amy congratulated Jen. “Most women need the verbal to aid the mental. You just do the mental command.”

“It helps that Sam is a very powerful man. That makes him more receptive.”

Sam was standing, waiting. He looked very pretty in his dress.

“Sam, could you show us your tits?”

Sam quickly undressed. He was smiling and proud as he took off his bra and revealed his breasts.

Amy examined them, felt them, and asked many questions.

“And your penis?”

Sam dropped his drawers and Amy leaned forward and handled his package.”

“He’s an inch shorter, and his balls seem to be shrinking. It might take a while, but I think he is actually physically transforming.

Amy smiled, “This is actually quite unique. That men can be made to spontaneously change…it shows what we women are truly capable of.”

Jen smiled happily and looked at Sam. “Best be about your duties, dear.”

Radiating happiness, Sam hurried out of the room.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Jen and Sam.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

in future stories.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

BUNDLES AND FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


Did you know…

There are TEN bundles of stories at

Gropper Press

[image: ]

21 steamy five star stories

15 stories plus COMPLETE novel!

Three novel bundles

What are you waiting for?

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

The Electric Groin


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

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

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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

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


Big Stories

[image: femgran cov use.jpg]

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

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


Big Stories

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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

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


Big Stories

[image: ]

Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories

[image: ]

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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Feminization of the Control Freak!’

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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