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PART ONE

“Monday morning! Yippee!” Bonnie bounced out of bed and celebrated. Like a racer she dashed to the shower and scrubbed herself.

Chuck moved gently across the bed and managed to get my legs out and onto the floor. His ass was pretty sore from when she spanked it. the night previous. Also, he was still wearing the butt plug from last night. That made walking very awkward. He staggered into the bathroom and arrived just as she stepped out of the shower.

“Come on, Chuckles! It’s a great day to be alive!”

Chuck groaned and stepped into the shower.

“Make sure you shampoo and condition!” and she went into the bedroom.

Chuck sat under the shower and slowly began to come awake. The water felt good on his ass, and he even did his hair.

When he finally got out Bonnie was waiting for him. “You are such a sluggard,” she laughed. “Come on. Let’s move a little.”

She began rubbing fruity smelling lotion into his skin.

He blinked, and sneezed, and then asked her, “Can we take the butt plug out? It’s pretty awkward, and I’m sore down there.”

“I don’t know. Have you learned your lesson?”

“Oh, yes.”

She giggled. “Well, I guess so.”

He bent over and gently worked it out. It’s funny. When you are having butt sex you tend to miss things when they are removed, but when you’ve had an anal partner all night long your butt starts to complain.

This was one of those times when his butt wanted to complain.

“Okay, your clothes are on the bed, get dressed and I’ll help you with your make up.”

Chuck went to the bed and found normal attire. Nothing special. He slipped on some panties, put on a bra and stuffed my breast forms into them. He put on a garter and nylons, then looked at the dress she had chosen for him. A nice summer dress, silky purple with little white. flowers on it. The sleeves were a bit voluminous, and the waist was belted, but it wasn’t too bad. He pulled it on, tied the belt and looked in a mirror.

His hair was a mess, so he started brushing it out.

“Use the hair dried,” Bonnie suggested, so he did.

Bonnie, meanwhile, was fixing herself up for a day at his company.

She had wrapped a compression vest around her chest so she had no boobs. Then she had put on slacks, a white shirt, a jacket and a tie. She was wearing heels, that would make her taller and give her more authority, and her hair was pulled back. She wore minimal make up except for red lipstick. Red lipstick is a power statement, and she was determined to walk into and take over. That’s power.

She finished and came over to him. “Okay, girlfriend, let’s get your face in shape.”

She was quick, and she lectured him as she did it, but within minutes he had a soft feminine face, doe eyes, and red lips.

“Beautiful,” she said, and slapped his ass.

“Ow!”

“Sorry,” she grinned. Then: “You know you actually make a prettier housewife than I did.”

His mouth twisted in a frown, but there was nothing he could say. It was the truth, after all.

“Okay, I haven’t signed you up for a gym membership because you won’t be able to take a shower afterwards. Your make up and all. But I put some CDs on the media center. You can choose between tai chi and karate and yoga. We don’t have any the Pilates machinery, so…” she shrugged.

“What about breakfast?”

“Fix it,”  she said bluntly. “You’re the housewife. Just don’t take too much time, and eat light. Those work outs will take it out of you.”

“Okay,” he agreed. “When you get to the office just call George Hanes. He’ll talk you through anything. Wanda has your list of meetings, but tell her to cancel any and all of them you need to. I don’t expect you to make any big decisions.” And the unspoken comment was, I don’t expect you to mess anything up.

“Okay, sounds good. I’ve left a list of chores on the sink, you should be able to get them done by noon. I usually go to volunteer meetings by then, but you don’t have to.” And the unspoken comment, I don’t expect you to mess anything up.

They both looked at each other then. It was the make or break point.               He was struck by how masculine she looked with her chest all compressed. No boobs at all. He missed her femininity already.

She smiled and grabbed his chastity cage. “At least I don’t have to worry about you whacking off.”

He smiled wanly and said a curse word in his mind.

“But if you get lonely, my collection of vibrators is in the bottom drawer.” Her meaning was clear: if you can’t handle the horniness there’s always your asshole.

They kissed then, and he felt funny. He had on the lipstick and she didn’t. He didn’t want to mess his lipstick, but she seeming eager to chew on his mouth for a while.

“Okay, babe. “Wish me luck.” She gave his nuts a quick squeeze that almost buckled his legs, then sauntered confidently out the door.

He stood there and looked around and was lost.

He sighed, and decided first things first, a good breakfast. He went to the fridge and got a beer. He popped it and glanced at the list of chores. Laundry. Vacuum. Clean the refrigerator. Do the dishes. Polish the wood furniture.

He snorted and sashayed into the living room. He laughed and bounced onto the couch. This female stuff was pretty easy. He sipped his beer and turned on the TV. Not much on at this time of day, mostly chick stuff, but that was okay. He was feeling pretty ‘chick-ish.’ He had tits, a round ass, killer lips, and the only drawback was that he couldn't’ get off.

Or could he?

He went into the bedroom and took out Bonnie’s biggest and best vibrator. ‘The Marauder.’ It was a fucking horse dildo!

He went into the game room and sat down at the computer and pulled up some porn.

Ah, Ava and Brandie and Casca and about a million other good looking babes.

Then he realized his beer was empty, so he traipsed back to the kitchen and got another one. He chuckled. Drinking beer seemed to relax him and make his high heeled gait a little bit easier. Beer as a cure for high heels. Now there’s an invention!

He sat down at the computer and began surfing. He searched for fisting, and for maximum boob MILFs. Lots of joy there.

After a while he got another beer, then another, and he was having a great time. This living life as a woman was great!

Bonnie drove into the company parking lot and parked in the parking space with the sign that said, “PRESIDENT.”

She giggled. She was president today, and maybe for a lot more days to come.

She hopped out of the car and strode into the back entrance. There were a couple of people already there, and they all knew her. She tossed greetings out and made her way to Chuck’s office. Once there she plopped herself down into the big swivel chair and spun around.

“Hey, Bonnie. Where’s Chuck?”

It was George.

“He’s not coming in today. I’m taking over for him. What’s on the schedule?”

George took it in stride. He was a chubby fellow with an eternal smile and the ability to roll with any punch.

“Got a meeting with the department heads in ten. Sam is going to want to push the new accounting method. Ted wants to get a new forklift. The rest of the guys will just give you their stats.”

“Excellent. Tell me, is the new accounting method any good?”

“Well, it is and it isn’t. It’s faster, but it does need more maintenance.”

“How much more?”

George told her.

“Crap. Excuse my French. Is there a better program?”

“Yeah. Numbergame, by the Smith company.”

“Have we considered that?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Chuck doesn’t like their rep.”

“Why not?”

“Apparently he parked in Chuck’s parking space one time.”

And that’s a reason for not considering a better product?

“Reason enough for Chuck,” George shrugged.

“Okay, what about the forklift?”

On the home front Chuck had finished the beer, and he was feeling really horny, so he picked up the big vibrator and turned it on. ZZZZZ! He placed it on his cock cage.

ZGZGZGZGZG! The top of the vibrator shivered on the tip of his chastity tube and he almost fainted. Fuck! Why hadn’t he done this before.

He sat back in the swivel chair and manipulated the vibrator. In a minute he was panting, and in two minutes he was squirting. God! that was fast! And tiring!

He leaned back and closed his eyes Just for a minute.

“So we can buy the rights for this new accounting method. We can only put it on fifty computers, however, so—“

“Wait,” Bonnie blurted. “Why only fifty?”

“They only license us for fifty. A hundred is twice as much. Chuck would never go for that.”

Bonnie frowned. She didn’t much case what Chuck would say. She was Janey on the spot, and she wanted to know.

“What about the Numbergame?”

Sam blinked. “Well, Chuck didn’t want that.”

“Is it better or worse than the other one.”

“Better.”

“How about expense?”

“They’ll license for a hundred stations for half the price.”

Bonnie looked around the table. “Is there any reason we shouldn’t do this?”

They all looked at each other.

“What?”

“Chuck didn’t want it,” stated Sam.

“Chuck’s not here. Somebody parked in his space, they didn’t park in mine. Is there any real reason. we should go with the Numbergame?”

Silence, a shrug, and Henry, down at the end of the table, “I’ve used it before. It’s really good stuff. It configures perfectly with our software.”

“Anybody else?”

Nancy stood up. “It gets higher ratings in MacRumor.

“Anybody?”

Nobody.

George. See if they’ll give us an even better deal. See if you can make the purchase by the eend of the day.”

George grinend. “Yes, sir!” Then, embarrassed, he said, “Sorry, ma’am.”

“Ha!” Bonnie barked. “ I don’t care what you call me as long as we make more money. Ted, tell me about the forklift situation.

Chuck jerked, then awoke. He had a slight headache and his belly felt a little upset. The computer had gone to sleep and the screen blank, so he didn’t turn it off. He just figured it was off and got up. He went back to the bathroom and peed, then headed out for the chores. It was already eleven, but he had all afternoon. First things first, he did the vacuuming.

La de da! he minced around in his high heels, enjoying the feel of the silk slithering about his legs. Damn. He had just cum, and his pecker was already trying to get hard again. It was that stupid chastity tube!

Oh, well. At least now he knew he could get relief at any time. Just plug in the vibrator and soar into the wild blue yonder.

He didn’t have to vacuum much, the floor wasn’t that dirty, so he was onto the polishing. That looked like the next easiest, so he got out the pledge and went to town.

Spritz, spritz. Rub a dub dub. He sashayed through the house. Do the bannister. The rungs don’t need it. The table, fortunately he didn’t need to move the magazines. Those had been there forever and it would be shiny under them. Through the house he went, and it wasn’t long until the can of Pledge was empty.

“Okay, Ted. Get a better quote on a new forklift. And get a quote for repairs for the old one. Get back to me after lunch.”

Ted made a note on a pad of paper and nodded.

Bonnie stood up and everybody’s eyes followed her. She was short and slender, but she had an imposing, no nonsense attitude about her.

“Okay, guys and gals. This is the point where I sit through your boring excuses and justifications.”

Everybody blinked.

“Look at the statistics on the board behind me. The lines are just meandering along. No spikes. No surges. Business as usual, and it sucks!”

Everybody started sitting up straighter. This wasn’t the way Chuck ran the meetings.

“So, instead of listening to you bozos tell me why a static line is really a good thing, you have an hour to present me with three ideas for making your statics go up. We will meet right after lunch. Questions?”

There were no questions. They were in two much shock to be asking questions. “Then I’ll see you after lunch.”

Blinking, looking around, glancing at her, the department heads left the office.

Bonnie chuckled, and spun around in the swivel chair. Man, this was fun. But it looked like Chuck had a slower, more relaxed style than she did.

Well. that was okay. To each their own. She placed her hands on his big, shiny desk and prepared to get up, and stopped. There was a yellow post it on the top of his computer screen. The message was writing in pink, and there was a big heart on it. She leaned forward and squinted her eyes.

314 at noon

see you then, lover.

And the big heart.

For a second Bonnie had no thought. Just a blankness as she grokked what she had read. Then she had a thought, lots of thoughts, and a growl started to surge within her.

She looked at her watch.

Noon.

Room 314 was right up the stairs.

She stood up and stomped out of the office.

Chuck was hard at work collecting the laundry. Darn stuff was hard to carry because of his high heels. He kept stumbling and his hair was getting in his eyes. He reached the foyer and put the laundry basket down for a second and brushed his hair out of his eyes. Damned hair. He was going to get a haircut as soon as he got back to the office. He was going to—

KNOCK KNOCK!

He jumped back as the door opened.

“Hey, beautiful!” Sarah giggled. She was Bonnie’s bestie, and she had seen Chuck in all his finery just yesterday.

“Oh, whew. You startled me.”

“First day in the big time, eh?”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“So how is it?”

“Boring.”

“Excellent. Got time for a snack and Margaritas?”

“Well, uh…”

“I know. you’re all embarrassed. But there’s this little place downtown with very private booths. We park, walk in through the patio, we sit, we have a chilled Margaritas, and…voila! You are no longer bored.

Chuck perked up.

“I could go like this?”

“Absolutely. Besides. No one can tell you’re a man.”

“Really?”

“Really.” Sarah grabbed his arm and said, “Let’s go, girlfriend. I have a wooden leg, maybe even two wooden legs. Let’s rock it.”

Chuck was dragged, with him in the lead, out of the house.

Bonnie took a deep breath. She turned the knob, pushed the door and stepped in.

“EEE!” A completely naked girl tried to cover herself up. She had been lying on a table, legs spread so her pussy was totally exposed.

“Who are you?”

“The girl ran to her pile of clothes, but Bonnie was already filming her with her cell phone.

The girl had a nice, round butt and big, jouncing tits. Her lips were red and her face was ashen right through her pancake make up.

“Stop videoing!” she begged, as she pulled her panties up.

“Do you work her?”

“I…uh…who are you?”

“I’m Bonnie, married to Chuck. I own this company.” A slight exaggeration, but not enough to be untruthful.

The girl jumped into her skirt and struggled with her blouse. Her eyes were beautiful, but a bit haunted. “You’re…you’re…”

“I’m the wife of the man you were waiting naked for.”

The girl grabbed her shoes and tried to get past Bonnie. “Let me out.”

Bonnie kept the cell phone working. “I am going to post this on Facebutt if you don’t tell me who you were going to meet.”

“Please!” She was begging, her face was drawn and not so pretty now. “I can’t! He’ll fire me.”

“And if you don’t tell me then I’ll fire you.” and a bolt from the blue. “And I’ll send this video to your husband.”

Bingo. The girl actually physically staggered. It was just a guess, but cheaters sometimes go with cheaters.

“Who?”

“Chuck. I was going to meet Chuck.”

“Do you meet him every day?”

She looked down. She was beaten, and looked it.

“Every other day. He said he couldn’t do every day.”

Of course, he had to save a little for Bonnie.

“Okay, Bonnie. I will be checking up on your work. If it’s up to snuff I won’t fire you.”

“But Chuck will!”

“Chuck will not. Now, I believe it’s the lunch hour. Go.”

Bonnie moved aside and ran out the door.

Funny, she didn’t even know the girl’s name, but that was easily found out. She filmed the girl’s waggling butt as she ran down the hallway.

Chuck’s face was on fire. Sarah chuckled and kept her arm linked in his. “You are so blushing!”

“I’m…you’re sure nobody can recognize me?”

“Not a chance.”

They entered a veritable shack. Once inside they turned right and entered a dimly lit area. Sarah led him to a booth and they slid in.

Chuck was now officially terrified, but the waiter came up and asked, “What can I get you ladies?”

Chuck blinked.

“A couple of steak salads would do nicely, and a couple of Margaritas. Salt, please.”

The waiter left and Saarah leaned across the table and took Chuck’s hands. “Told you.”

Her grabbing his hands made him nervous and relaxed at the same time. Relaxed because he was so nervous, and nervous because she was a woman, and he instantly felt a sproing in his groin.

Of course, his dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t mean it didn’t try.

“So how is it being a woman?”

“It’s…cool.”

“It’s sexy, I tell ya. When I saw you the other day my first thought was ‘I gotta get some of that.”

“Really?”

“Really.

Then he sighed.

“What?”

“Well, I can’t.”

“You can’t?” she arched her eyebrows. “But I always got the impression that under all that feminine garb was a really swinging dick.”

“Oh, it’s not that i don’t want to, it’s just that, part of the Female Led Relationship thing involves a…uh…”

“A what? What are you being so mysterious about?”

“A chastity cage.”

“A chastity cage?”

“Yeah. It’s a metal thing that goes around your cock and—“

“I know what a chastity device is. But how did you let yourself get put in one?”

“Well, it’s not to control me. or anything. It’s just to help me not have a boner bump when I’m wearing a dress.”

Sarah laughed, which was sort of embarrassing, then she slid around the booth until she was sitting next to him.

“So you have a chastity cage on.” She slipped her hand down and felt his crotch. Her eyes widened. “Oh, my God!”

The waiter showed up at that moment with their Margaritas. He placed them on the table and Chuck grabbed his. He took a quick glug and Sarah giggled.

“What?”

“You’ve got salt on your lips.”

He started to bring his hand up to wipe the salt off his lips but Sarah stopped him. “Wait.”

“Why?”

She put her hand behind his head and pulled his face to her. She gently nibbled on his lips.

Chuck really felt his cock trying to grow now. He couldn’t believe how hard it was pushing. It felt like it was pushing out and stretching his balls.

Sarah backed away. “Whoo! I think I like kissing women better than I like kissing me.”

Chuck put a hand in his groin and pushed and made a whining sound.

Sarah laughed. She looked down and laughed some more, then she looked up at him again. “We’re going to have some fun, Chuck. Now drink your drink. Would you like to feel my boobs?”

Bonnie walked into the house. “Chuck?”

No answer, but his car was there.

She walked through the house and she frowned. The vacuuming looked like he pushed it around a few times, and that was it. No pattern, not even trying to get it butted up agaisnt the couch.

She almost tripped on the laundry, left in the foyer. She ran a finger over the woodwork and was disgusted. The polish was haphazardly sprayed on, and the woodwork had swirls where it hadn’t been rubbed in.

At this point she wasn’t really thinking, just reacting to poorly done housework. She went into the game room and saw the exercise CDs laying on top of his desk. Apparently unopened.

Then she saw the beer cans. Six empties all in a row. Lined up like the dead soldiers they were.

A bit stunned now, she sat down in his swivel and just stared at nothing. What had Chuck been doing? She expected mistakes, maybe even a little rebellion, but this……getting drunk and…her eyes fell on her vibrator.

What the fuck was this doing out?

She put her hand out to touch it and froze. There was something on the desk, some kind glue-y liquid.

She touched it with a fingernail. It was…could it be…” She sniffed it and her eyes opened. Chuck had figured out a way to jack off!

Beer cans, vibrator, gizm on the desktop. Then started to pick up her vibrator and her hand was shaking a bit, so she merely nudged it. It pushed against the keyboard and the computer screen lit up.

Bonnie was no simpering virgin. She was a full bodied woman with a healthy sexual appetite. But this…she had never seen anything like this!

A woman was on the screen. She was naked and standing with her back to the camera. She had a butthook in her ass. A rope went from the butthook up to the ceiling.

Bonnie tapped a key and the woman tried to bend over. There was a pair of scissors on the floor and she needed them to cut the rope, but the butthook made it so she could only bend over so far, and though she struggled, she couldn’t…she couldn’t…

She looked at the screen. The girl’s name was Sammi Starfish.

Bonnie knew this had to be a mistake. Chuck must have clicked her accidentally.

She reached for the mouse and was about to close the window, then stopped. She shifted the cursor to the back button and clicked.

A log in page, and the computer had automatically filled in user and password. Chuck was a member?

She clicked on the back button again. A site called Wifey’s world. He was a member.

The back button again and again. And Chuck was the member of half a dozen sites, and then it got interesting.

First she saw pussies. Really hairy pussies, some with semen splattered all over them. Then she saw what Chuck had been putting in the search line. ‘Hairy pussies.’

More back button. Girls with cocks. What? Until she reached his search for ‘shemales.’

More back button. Lactating females. Black muscular women. Slut Marion. And, the creme de la creme…’amputee sex.’

Bonnie blinked, and her mouth opened. Amputee sex? Her husband was…he watched…

She stood up and was ready to throw the computer out the window, then she stopped. She hit the forward button until the computer was back where she had found it, then she went to work.

Chuck staggered into the house. Staggered not because of his high heels, but because he was drunk. And happy because he had spent the afternoon in the back of Sarah’s car with her munching on his face. She had stroked his cage endlessly, and even pushed a finger up his butthole.

He, of course, had kissed with equal zest, and he had gotten down and eaten her out until she had a frothy orgasm.

Then she had repaired him make up and dropped him off.

He was looped, but that was okay. He put on some coffee, he still had a couple of hours before Bonnie was due home, and he began doing his chores.

Vacuuming was done, polishing was done. Better do the laundry.

While the laundry was starting he took care of the empty beer cans and her vibrator.

Man, he was still horny. This afternoon had primed him all over again. But he didn’t have time for another session with the vibrator. Sighing, looking forward to tomorrow, he went about cleaning up the house. Finally, he put in one of the CDs, the yoga one. He looked at the table of contents and memorized a couple of postures so he could say he did them. Smiling, he looked around for other things that would make it look like he had done his chores. And he chortled on the inside. The FLR stuff was easy. Man, he was acing it. And Bonnie said it was so tough being a woman. Silly bitch didn’t know how to do it, that was all.

Bonnie spent the afternoon in meetings. She worked with each department head and started them on new programs. The department heads seemed to like it. She could feel their excitement as things they had thought about began the initial stages of implementation. And the feeling of excitement was contagious.

And she took a look at the woman she had caught naked. Marcia Johnson. Worked in legal. Was actually bright and a hard worker. She apparently wanted a career, but she had chosen the wrong way to get it.

Or maybe it wasn’t the wrong way. Hmm. Just before break she paid a visit to legal and had a long sit down with Mrs. Marcia Johnson. When she left Marcia wasn’t worried about losing her job. She had other things to think about.

“Chuck? I’m home!”

“Back here, babe!” he called from the game room.

She walked in and he was standing with an apron around his waist and a can of Pledge in his hand. “I just finished polishing,” he gave her a kiss. And thought about how much more inspired Sarah was. Man, his lips were so overworked they were burning!”

“Wonderful. Then you had no problem finishing the list?”

“Oh, no. It was easy. Want to give me an inspection?”

“Nah. I know what a hard worker you are. Let’s just relax and have some dinner. Maybe a drink or two. Would you like me to play with you tonight?”

Oh, God! His dick was sore from trying to get hard with Sarah. “I think I might have pulled something with the yoga.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. Well, there’s always tomorrow. You don’t mind if I go to work again, do you? Your people are so incredible. You have really trained them well. the company just sails along.”

“Oh, no. That would be fine.”

And so the night went.

And so the week went. Chuck drinking in the morning, making out with Sarah (which blew Bonnie’s mind…her best friend?) and sloughing through the chores.

Each day Bonnie went to work, and she implemented programs, praised people, threatened slackers, and the company, just in the space of a week, was showing hints of rising trends.

Of course the toll on Bonnie was tough. Each day she was too tired for sex (even if she had been willing to unlock Chuck), but that was okay with Chuck. He was tired in his own right. After all, he was having great vibrator induced orgasms.

And, on the surface, everything was hunky dory. A couple in love, adapting to a Female Led lifestyle. And everybody was happy. Until Friday night.


PART TWO

“I’m home!”

“Hey, babe!”

Chuck called from the game room.

She entered the room and said, “Have I got a surprise for you!”

“Really? What is it?”

“Let me go get sexy for you, then I’ll show you.”

“Five minutes later she returned, and she looked good. Chuck was glad she had stopped dressing masculine and had gone back to looking female. He stared at her boobs in the see through gown. He looked at her pussy. Damn! It looked like her pussy had a bit of glistening to it, like it was wet.

He smiled. He was going to get a little.

She said, “Have a seat on the couch. “Let me have the swivel.”

So he did, and she sat down and popped in a DVD and waited for it to boot. While she waited she turned to Chuck and said, “I came across a video of a man cheating on his wife. You won’t believe this. We should have popcorn,” she giggled.

Chuck grinned. A man cheating, lucky she didn’t know about him. Then the video started.

Within ten seconds Chuck was leaning forward, his jaw on the floor, his heart sinking into his shoes.

A video of Marcia. Naked. Gathering up her clothes and trying to get out of the room, Bonnie’s voice questioning her, and…and Bonnie knew.

“Honey….you need to…”

“Hush, it gets better.”

A view of his computer screen, the browser open to a page about hairy cunts. Then a slow series of back clicks, focusing on his user name and password. Back through the sites he regularly perused.

“And I’ve got files like this for every day of the week!” Bonnie bubbled happily.

Then a video of Bonnie inspecting the house. She rubbed her finger in the swirls of wood polish. She pointed out the random nature of his haphazard vacuuming, chore after chore she picked apart.

“Isn’t this fellow lazy?” she remarked.

Chuck was on his feet. He wanted to run away screaming, but…he was rooted.

“Honey, I didn’t—“

“Quiet down now, we’re coming to the good part.

An overview of the house security system showed on the screen, but the cameras had been changed. instead of showing the backyard, one showed his office. He watched himself drink beer, use the vibrator, cum, and even lick his fingers when he was done. Finally, the video was done.

Bonnie popped the CD out and turned to him. She was actually smiling. “You can have this one. I’ve got lots of copies. You can watch some of the other videos I made. Would you like to?”

He felt about as big as a mouse’s dick. He shook his head. “Bonnie, I…uh…”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

“I…I don’t? then you’re not…you’re not…”

“Mad? Oh, Lord, no. A bit disappointed, but…listen, honey, we’re in. Female Led Relationship. That means I’m in charge, and if the workers are unhappy it’s the boss’s fault. So your little peccadillos and foibles? They’re my fault. Heck, even if I was blameless, they’re still my responsibility.

“Then…I’m forgiven? And you’re all right with this?”

“Oh, gosh. No. You’ve broken trust and betrayed me, so I’m not all right. But I will take the enlightened female viewpoint and help you correct your behavior.”

“Oh, honey! That is great! I swear, I’m reformed. I’m going to toe the straight and narrow from here on out.”

“Excellent,” Bonnie interrupted his burbling. “Here.” She picked up a box from the floor and handed it to him.

“What’s this?”

“I got you a nicer chastity tube. I think you’ll like it a lot better.”

He grinned while he opened the box. He couldn’t believe his good luck. He had been caught, and she was fine with everything! This female led stuff really worked!

He took out the black bag and opened it. The new chastity tube was sleek and shiny. State of the art modern.

“Here’s the key to the old one,” she handed him the key and he took it and quickly unlocked himself.

“It’s not getting hard,” she said.

“Oh, well. I, uh…”

“Oh, you had a little vibrator action. That’s okay.”

He grinned. “You’re really not upset?”

“Not really. Boys will be boys. Men will be men. I just need to do my duty as a wife a little better.”

He slid the new tube on and looked at it. “It’s snug.”

“But comfortable.”

“Oh, yeah. Feels good.”

“Excellent. Now, let me put a dab of lube on the lock,” she was holding a little tube in her hand and she squirted a drop into the locking mechanism.

“Wow. No padlock. It’s built right in.”

“Only the best for my baby.”

She picked up the key, pushed it into the lock, looked up at him. She was holding his caged cock and he could feel the warmth of her hands. “You realize that you really shouldn’t have done all those things.”

“I know,” he said, sheep-faced. “I just…I’m just a real man under this dress, and sometimes my desires get the best of me.”

“Well, you won’t have to worry about that any longer.”

She pushed the key sideways and it snapped off right at the shoulder.

His eyes opened and he stared down. The key was broken just inside the lock. No way to grab the rest of the key with pliers. “Hey!”

Bonnie turned to the desk, tossed the bow of the key into the trash, then turned back to him.

“What’s this?”

“It’s superglue. Binary superglue. Can’t boil it off, even if you could get hot water into the keyhole.”

“But how can we get it off? My cock is in there! How can we unlock it?”

“Oh, silly,” she patted his cheek. You can’t. Of course, you could try cutting it off. I’m sure you’d like to play with a Dremel saw and your dick. Though, the people I talked to said this material won’t cut.”

Chuck started to turn pale. “What have you done?”

“Taken responsibility for a lazy slut of a man who can’t be bothered to take responsibility for himself.”

“No! this is impossible. There’s got to be a way!”

Bonnie shook her head, half sad, half smiling wanly. “Well, there is one, but…maybe I’ll tell you some day.”

Chuck stood and stared at his groin. The chastity cage was smooth and fit against his body nicely. He wouldn’t have any bulge at all.

“Of course, I have preset it, so that should afford you some fun, and I can always change the settings. But for right now…”

“Bonnie! How can you do this to me?”

“Shouldn’t I be asking that of you?” She held up a fob. “This is the fob, it is keyed only to my hand, so useless to you.” She pressed it and a warm sensation filled his groin.

“Oh!”

“It only gives pleasure. I could have had it deliver pain, but I’m not that sort of person. Would you like some more pleasure?”

He didn’t say anything.

She began pressing the button.

The feeling in his groin grew and grew. He felt himself edge up, and he was suddenly on the verge of cumming. He grabbed his groin, but the feeling just stayed on the edge, never went over, he felt like his penis was going to spew at second, but it didn’t.

“The pleasure reduces the closer you get to an orgasm. What do you think? Pretty devious, eh?”

“Bonnie. You can’t do this to me.”

“I will leave it set to give you a near orgasm every hour. And, just in case you wondered, you will be receiving your pain in the form of spankings.”

“Honey…”

“Now, let’s go discuss how you will get back in my good graces.” She waked out of the game room and headed for the bedroom.

Caught, Chuck followed her, his mind trying to cope with all he had been told.

She led him into the bedroom, laid down on the bed and spread her legs. Her arms were folded behind her head and she was smiling. “Pleasure me, my little chow hound.”

Chuck didn’t know what to do. He was caught. His mind was flabbergasted and gobsmacked and generally in disarray. “But, honey…”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’ve always got my trusty vibrator.” She patted the vibrator, which was laying on a pillow next to her and plugged in and ready to go. “But sex is always more fun if you have a willing partner? Are you willing?”

“Uh, yeah.” But he wasn’t. Not really. But…he knew he should. There had to be a way out of this mess, and he knew he had to keep her happy. Besides, there was the CD. He couldn’t afford for that to become public.

Cautiously, like he was afraid she would bite him, he crawled between her legs.

“Go on,” she encouraged.

He put his head down and began to lap at her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” she purred. “That’s the advantage of being married to a horn dog. They always know how to please a vagina.”

Truth, Chuck was devastated, but, also truth, even the most devastated of men will respond when pussy is at hand. Shortly he was getting into it. He was Frenching her pussy with his mouth, swirling his tongue inside her, his hands up and grabbing her tits, fondling them, playing with her nipples.

“Oh, you bad boy!” she moaned, her hips writhing against his face.

He sucked her clitoris into his mouth and began slapping it with his tongue.

“Ooh!” she squealed and her hips gave a sudden twitch. Her thighs were tight against his face. “I think you’re better locked than unlocked. At least you’re sure trying harder.”

Of course he was trying harder. He wanted to cum, and he knew that if he made her cum, then maybe she would tell him the one way out of this infernal chastity device.

“Oh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna..YES!”

She hit the back of his head with a fist and pushed her pussy into his face and began to squirt.

Yes, she was a squirter, which sometimes made eating her out less than pleasant. Chuck didn’t mind fucking her, because it was cool to watch all that liquid spurt out of her pussy. But her squirting in his face while he was eating was not his favorite thing.

Still, whether he liked it or not, she had his head clamped and her hips were jerking so hard he worried she might hurt his neck. Female squirtem covered his face and filled his mouth. He started to gag, but she just held on and kept fucking his face.

Chuck tried everything the next few weeks. He explored the internet with an eye to getting out of chastity tubes. Very easy. Unless it happens to be custom made. He thought he might be able to drill out the key, but even the key was made of high tech metal that wouldn’t cut.

He actually looked at a Dremel saw, and gave up the idea immediately. There was just too much danger, a distinct probability, that the saw would slip and cut right through his favorite friend.

He looked at ways to dissolve the binary glue. There were actually a couple of ways, but the easiest would have him injecting acid into the lock. No way he wanted to do that.

He talked to locksmiths, and that was difficult. He would enter a shop in a dress—his male clothes were gone—and have to strip down and have them examine and even handle his junk. Just a wee bit embarrassing.

So he was caught on that angle.

He snuck into his wife’s phone one day and found her videos unable to be deleted. He could watch one of five different videos describing his activities on the week of his demise, but he couldn’t delete them. And he could tell they were uploaded to the net. He didn’t think he’d be able to hack into the cloud.

And that still left the DVDs in the lawyer’s possession.

The difficult thing was that through all this Bonnie was cheerful and treated him nicely. No yelling. Of course, if he didn’t do his chores properly she spanked him. He had gone through a week of standing up before he started to make enough progress to make her happy.

If she had been mean and nasty, so he could hate her…but she wasn’t.

And he had been virtually locked out of his own company!

She had been on the titles and deeds and bank accounts from the first days he had opened his businesses. Just a precaution in case anything happened to him. Now it was proving his undoing. She could spend his money, the people in his company did everything she said, and…and he stayed at home.

Heck, he was too embarrassed to be seen around the company anyway. He was a full time woman now.

But he had to be home anyway, because he had to do chores. Every day. And the chores included all the things she had done, and a few extras. She had never had to mow the lawn, but he did. She had never had to wash all the window, but she fired the service and made him do it. She never cleaned the pool, but she fired that service, too, and he had to do it.

And he had to cook all the meals! She left recipes, made him watch cooking shows, and…and she never did any of the cooking anymore!

In fact, he was doing everything! And if he didn’t do everything well…he got a spanking.

Quick and efficient, no recriminations afterwards. Just a smiling advice: “Do your chores properly and this won’t have to happen.”

Heck. he was nothing more than a servant. A maid. A…a slave!

His only solace, in this dismal existence he was living, was Sarah.

“Hey, babe,” he kissed her and sat down. They were at their favorite restaurant. “Did you order the Margaritas?”

“I don’t feel like a drink today.” She nibbled her lip nervously.

“Oh, well…did you want to eat? Or just head for the car?”

She gave a sigh, then faced him squarely. “Chuck. I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“What?” Panic shot through his chest. “What do you mean?”

“Meeting like this. Hiding out, sneaking off to the car.”

“But I thought you liked it? And I always get you off! Fingers, mouth, I’ll do whatever I have to to make you happy!”

“That’s just it, Chuck. You can’t.”

“What? Why not? I thought you were having fun!”

“Chuck, it is fun. I love to get you all horny, and that makes me wet, and then my cums…they are great.”

“Then why?”

“Because…” she hesitated, then blurted it out. “…I need cock.”

His heart sputtered and spun into a nose dive.

“I need something stiff and big between my legs. I need to be fucked, like a woman!”

“But I could get a dildo! We can do this! Sarah…don’t leave me!”

People at other tables were turning and looking as his voice rose into a begging wail.

“It’s no use, Chuck. You can’t please me like a man…I need a man…good bye.”

Chuck sat in blind disbelief as she hurried out of the door.

“Would you like to order?”

“No…no,” Chuck waved the waiter aside, then, “But bring me a couple of Margaritas.”

Chuck didn’t get totally wasted, but he got pretty sloshy. Still, he managed to make it home, where Bonnie was waiting for him.

“Out and about?” she raised an eye at him.

“Yeah.”

“You didn’t finish your chores. And you’re drunk.”

“So spank me,” he said, and he just walked past her. Out to the patio where he just sat and stewed.

Bonnie followed him, sat down next to him. She reached over and took his hand in hers. “Trouble with Sarah?”

He blinked and stared at her. “You knew.”

“Of course.”

She patted his hand. “Oh, Chuckles. You’re having such a difficult time.”

“I…yeah.” What was there to say?

She got up and came to his lounge and sat down on his lap. She pressed the fob and kissed him.

Chuck felt the pleasure building. He groaned, and he couldn’t help but kiss her back. Within a minute he was gasping for breath.

“Take me to bed?

Chuck got up, walked unevenly, his groin was swarming with good feelings and his cock was trying desperately to get hard, to the bedroom.

Bonnie got undressed and laid down. She had bought him a strap on and had a variety of dildos. She asked for the big, purple one.

He put it on and then went down on her. He ate and he ate, and all his frustrations came out and he gobbled like a fiend…and Bonnie came. Came hard, too. Then he fucked her, and she came again. And he was like a little boy sitting int he rain, getting soaked but unable to come in.

Afterward he was lying next to her on his back.

He looked around the room. He had been moved to a guest room, and he noticed the absence of his personality in the room.

He turned to her. “So how come you didn’t spank me?”

“You’re spanking yourself. And you’re doing it hard. You needed a friendly face, not a leather belt.”

He thought about that. She was right, but…his mind still wasn’t grokking everything that was happening to him.

“Besides. She’ll get her comeuppance.”

He wondered what she meant, but didn’t ask. She smiled, touched his face tenderly. “Why don’t you go finish some chores or something. I’ll spank you later, if you’d like.”

What a strange thing to say. Yet…it made him feel good. Did he…could it be…was he liking his spankings?

He got up and left the room.

Without Sarah to distract him, and no way of meeting other women, and especially women who would like him as he was, a beautiful woman, Chuck’s work got better. Oh, he went through rough patches, but he was basically a maid 24/7, and there wasn’t much to do, and in the long, lonely hours when he vacuumed rugs, mopped floors, did the thousand and one things that a housewife needs to do, he began to find a certain comfort in the endless cleaning of the house.

He wore a maid’s uniform during the day, Bonnie liked that, and he was free to wear whatever he wanted at night. But he had no male clothes, and he had no way to get more—his credit cards had all been canceled—so he just wore dresses at night.

He watched all the cooking shows and fashion shows on TV. He studied how to do make up on the net and was getting pretty proficient. And he watched less and less football.

He found women’s gymnastics quite interesting. He marveled at the way they moved their bodies. He was eating more and more salads, and doing regularly stretching routines by DVD, and he sort of wished that one day he could do the splits, maybe do a tumbling routine.

His existence became a surreal detachment from all things male.

He woke up and put make up on. He wore dresses and other female clothing. He did chores around the house. And the part of him that was male slowly faded, became less and less.

Bonnie watched his progress with satisfaction. She gave advice when he needed it, she spanked him when he needed it, and she thought about her own needs.

Yes, she had a live in maid, a 24/7 live in maid, but a woman needs something more than somebody to do the dishes and cook the soup. Like Sarah had realized, there is a part of a man that is required for a woman to be truly happy.

So she made a phone call.

It was a nice, sunny day. The birds were flying around and pooping happily, snakes were hiding in the grass. It was that kind of day.

Bonnie went to work for a while, and Chuck cleaned the house. Along about three o’clock Bonnie breezed in.

“Start up the barbecue. Get out a couple of steaks and make a salad.”

“Okay. Who’s coming?”

“It’s a surprise!” she laughed.

Chuck chopped up some lettuce, added some Spam, olives, a bit of mayo, onions and cheese.

Bonnie headed for the bedroom and returned a half hour later. Smelling of rose scented soap, her hair shiny, and wearing a dress that exposed her boobs right down to the nips.

“You’re going to wear that?”

“Hey. I just feel a little sexy.”

Chuck shrugged. He wasn’t getting any, so whatever.

DING DONG!

The doorbell rang and Bonnie headed for the door before Chuck could.

“Hi, guys. Come on in!”

Chuck looked in from the patio and saw Roger and Sarah. He relaxed, for they knew he was part of a female led relationship. They accepted him as a female. Especially Sarah.

And, it proved embarrassing.

When people have been intimate with each other there are always tells. The knowledge is in their eyes. They are awkward in speech, they are embarrassed. While Roger and Bonnie chatted there was this intense sub-level of embarrassment between Chuck and Sarah.

“Delicious steak, Bonnie.”

“Yes. Want a drink?”

“Sure.”

Bonnie turned to Chuck. She smiled. “Be a dear. Two bourbon and Cokes.”

That was the moment that Chuck understood that something was happening.

He and Sarah were eating salads. Roger and Bonnie were eating steaks.

He and Sarah had Hawaiian Fruit Punch. Roger and Bonnie were drinking bourbon and Coke.

He stood up to fetch the drinks and wondered all the way to the kitchen. He was going to have to ask Bonnie what was going on. But he didn’t have to ask, when he brought the drinks back Bonnie said, “Chuck? I called Roger last week and told him that Sarah was cheating on him.”

Chuck’s mouth opened, and he worried. Roger, however, was smiling. He said, “Sarah, show Chuck your new underwear.”

Her face red, Sarah stood up and lifted her dress. Instead of panties she had on a shiny, steel chastity belt.

Roger put a finger between the belt and her skin with difficulty. “It’s a tight fit, but it’s good for her.” he looked up at his wife. “Right, honey?”

“Yes, Roger.” Her voice was low and ashamed.

Bonnie said, “Isn’t that fun? She’s just like you, Chuck.”

“I…I…”

“You don’t have to say anything. Roger understands how weak the flesh can be. Right, Roger?”

“Absolutely. Oh, at first I was a little mad, but then I realized that you can’t get it up, so you’re certainly no danger. However, that doesn’t change the fact that Sarah was intimate with you. So I gave her a choice. Divorce, or chastity. Did you make a good choice, honey?”

“Yes, Roger.” Her face was redder than a sunburned fire engine.

“Of course,” observed Bonnie, “That isn’t the end of it.”

“No…no,” agreed Roger. “And I want to thank you, Bonnie, for helping me out with the surveillance equipment.”

Chuck understood then. Roger had videoed his wife and himself and…and there was the whole game. Facebutt. Mortification at being found to be a cheater.

“You’re welcome. And Chuck, would you like to know what is going to happen now?”

Chuck didn’t. But he had to answer. He nodded his head and gulped.

“Why, you and Sarah get to make love. And Roger and I will watch. You two can rub your little cages together as much as you want.”

Roger smiled a hard smile. “And then Bonnie and I will rub our sex organs together.”

Chuck looked up. He wanted to say something, but what was there to say? If he complained he might get divorced, out on the street with no money. The only clothes on his back dresses.

“Isn’t that great, Chuck? You get to fuck Sarah! As much as you can with your little weenie all locked up.”

Roger and Sarah had a good laugh then. They clinked glasses, and Roger told Chuck to get them another pair of drinks.

Chuck headed for the kitchen. His head was hanging and he felt like burnt buffalo chips.

How had this happened? He had been an executive! Owned a couple of companies! Respected in the community! Now he was a sissy maid, good only for…for cuckolding.

He returned and handed the drinks to Roger and Sarah.

The pair were now sitting on the swing with arms around each other.

Bonnie said, “Why don’t you two get started. Show us how you can fuck without sex organs.”

Roger chuckled.

Chuck didn’t want to, but the look in Bonnie’s eyes, and in Roger’s, he had to. He sat next to Sarah on a chair.

“Take the cushions off the loungers. Lay on them.”

Roger moved like molasses. He put the lounge cushions on the cement and sat down.

“Go on, honey. You said you enjoyed Chuck’s frustration, that that was why you did it. So now you get to experience Chuck’s frustration.”

Her face flaming, Sarah sat down next to Chuck.

“Don’t they look cute together?”

“But they’re so shy. Chuck! Don’t be shy. Take Sarah in your arms and kiss her.”

Slowly, Chuck leaned forward. Sarah stared at him. She had stared at him this way so many times in the back of her car at the restaurant.

He moved his head forward, and she moved hers, and their lips meant.

And they were horny. Incredibly horny, and denied, and hungry, and…they started kissing for real.

They forgot about Roger and Bonnie and began chewing on each others mouths like they might even be able to cum.

“Oh, nice. Such a pure love.”

Roger moved over Sarah and began humping her. He felt her shiny belt under his chastity tube, and it was driving him crazy.

Sarah was responding in equal fervor. She began writhing and twisting and thrusting her hips up at him.

They could almost feel each others meat under the metal. They kissed. Sarah reach down and twisted Chuck’s package until he moaned. He began sucking her tits until she groaned.

After a while Roger and Bonnie got up and left. Chuck and Sarah were so into their sex and frustration they didn’t even notice their departure. They just kept humping and whining and wishing.

Inside the bedroom Roger took charge. He was a strong man, broad in the chest, and he gently undressed Bonnie. He spent a long time suckling her breasts, and Bonnie felt herself getting hot and moist.

“Oh, Roger,” She sighed. “I wish they’d cheating long ago.”

He slid down and began eating her out. He had a long, thick tongue, and before long she was crying and writhing and getting close.

“Out it in me!” she sobbed.

Roger needed no second invitation. He moved up, poised his cock over her pussy, then drove in.

Bonnie arched her back, thrust her breasts up for him to suck, and then began to hump. It had been a long time since she had had a good dicking. Chuck and the strap on were okay, but there’s nothing like the real thing.

Roger took his time, kissing her softly, sliding his big cock into her honey pot. Slowly they built their rhythm up, she bucked and he scooped his hips down as if he was going to scour out her insides with his penis.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck!”

He felt the first stirrings of ignition. “Better hurry,” he said. “I’m close.”

“Okay…okay…I’m almost…almost…FUCK! YES! YES!”

Her body was totally out of control, spasming, jerking like she was having a seizure. Such a delicious cum was enough to set Roger off.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and his cock began to spew deep within her. Big globs of sperm that quickly began to leak out the. sides of her pussy.

For a long minute they lay there, satisfied, complete, in each other’s arms.

Then Roger pushed off and rolled on to his back.

Bonnie looked to the side. “Well, lookie lookie. We’ve got an audience.”

Chuck and Sarah stood just inside the doorway. They looked sad, hang dog.

“We should have charged admission.”

“Next time,” agreed Bonnie. “How’d you like the show, Chuck?”

Chuck just stood mutely. He had been a married man, and then he had cheated. And that had made him pay less attention to his wife, and now look at him.

Feminized, emasculated.

He looked at Sarah. The woman he had cheated with, and she was in the same boat.

“You know,” said Bonnie. “Maybe we should move in together! Then we could do this all the time, and Chuck and Sarah can be our maids…wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

“Super idea, babe. I would love to be balls deep in you whenever I wanted.”

“Say,” mused Bonnie. “Would you like to fuck my maid?”

Roger looked at Chuck, and Chuck was electric. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“He doesn’t have a woman pussy, but have you ever had a man pussy?”

“I don’t believe I have!”

Chuck backed up, his hands out as if to fend off. “No! No!”

But he knew it was hopeless. He had made his bed, and it was time to lie in it.


EPILOGUE

Bonnie came home from work early. She was tired, Roger wasn’t home, yet, so she called Chuck into the bedroom.

“Back rub, babe,” she said, and she lay down naked.

Chuck climbed on to the bed and placed his hands on her warm, luscious flesh. He began to rub his hands on her, he felt her breasts, so large and delicious.

“You may suck them if you wish.”

Chuck couldn’t help himself. His head darted down and he sucked her stiff nipples. A small sob. escaped him and Bonnie giggled.

“You may get me off. Roger is going to do me later, and I want the edge off. I can last so much longer that way.”

Chuck began to move his fingers in her.

She gasped and humped his hand joyously.

Then Chuck stopped.

She turned her head and looked at him. “What?”

“You said, back…when we started this…”

“Yes?”

“You said there was one way you could get this chastity tube off me.”

“Of course. Would you like me to get it off you? Would you like me to set you free?”

“I…yes. I can’t take it any more. I’m horny all the time. I service you, I get Sarah off, Roger uses my butt…you drain me constantly through prostate massage, and…I can’t take it anymore. It’s too much!”

“Oh, poor Chuck. I didn’t realize that you were having such a rough time. You do know the method I will use, don’t you?”

Method? He thought she had a key, or way of busting the lock or something. Method? “No.”

“A simple snip, snip. I can castrate you. Would you like that?”

A year before Chuck never would have considered such a thing. but now, eternally horny, never any relief, he thought about it.

No more dick trying to get hard. No more balls pumping out the endless amounts of testosterone and semen and…and no more frustration. He nodded and mumbled his answer.

“Yes.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

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.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminization to Emasculation!’

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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