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PART ONE

“Honey, you’ve got a problem.

We were sitting on the patio, naked, of course, and enjoying the sun and an occasional dip in the pool. A bourbon and Coke sat on the low glass table between us, along with a wine spritzer.

“Yeah, I’m done on this side.” I turned over and let the sun begin the baking process on my back.

“No, I’m serious. You’ve got a real problem.”

I opened my eyes and inspected my wife, and believe me, that was a delectable job.

Shiela is just an inch shorter than me, is actually taller than me when she wears high heels.

She is bountiful, and if you don’t know what that means you have never seen an over-sized bra. 36 DD. Easy.

She is svelte, with a thin waist.

She has a face that makes models envious.

In short, she is the most gorgeous woman in the world.

Okay. I’m exaggerating. She’s only the third most beautiful woman in the world…but I don’t know who one and two are.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I want sex and—“

“Don’t make me spank you!” She leaned over and swatted me on the ass with her fashion magazine. Those suckers are thick and I yelped, “Ow!”

Then, of course, I smiled.

So she poured her wine spritzer on me. Ice cubes and all.

“Hey! What the…” I immediately got up and jumped in the pool.

I swam in circles for a minute, became thoroughly de-spritzed, and climbed out and returned to my lounge chair. I laid down and closed my eyes and sighed.

“Honey, you’ve got a problem!”

My eyes flickered open.

“Don’t make me go make a drink just so I have something to pour on you again.”

I sighed, sat up, took a sip of my bourbon and Coke, and gave her my attention. “Okay. What is this world shaking problem that you are speaking of?”

“Your sales are down.”

I sighed, swung around and leaned back on the lounger and closed my eyes. “Sales go up and down. You know that’s what happens.”

“Not like this.”

I opened an eye and considered her.

“Like what?”

“You’ve dropped a thousand bucks in your monthly.”

I sat up. “What?”

“You’ve dropped a thousand dollars in your monthly commissions. I’ve charted it all. It’s been a slow but steady downswing for over three months.”

Man, she had my attention now. “Show me.”

Shiela opened the magazine she had swatted me with. She took out a small spreadsheet and handed it to me.

I took the paper, rubbed a hand through my hair and examined the proof.

Yep. A line that was going down. Not like falling off a cliff, but more like running down a steep mountainside.

It started last month, but you’re right, statistics go up and down, and you’ve had downswings before. That first month isn’t that much different than a half a dozen months over the last two years. But the second month made me blink, and when the third month came in…honey, you’ve got a problem.”

I studied the spreadsheet, changing it into a chart in my mind. Peaks and valleys, normally just a slow up and down, but this third month was indicative of a dive.

“Have you changed the keywords?”

“Nope. And I’ve done research to make sure the ones we normally use haven’t become ineffective. Keywords are fine.

“What about ads?”

I increased ads for this last month. I did this a week ago, we haven’t seen any increase in the dailies.

I was frowning now. My bright and sunny smile was truly upside down.

“So, any ideas?”

“Sure, but you’re not going to like them.”

I studied Shiela closely, and thought about how we ran our business. When we got married I was a struggling writer. But with her business acumen my statistics had soared, and I was enjoying the life that almost no other writer on the internet enjoys.

So I was freed to write, and she took care of marketing.

I upped my output severely, and she made sure that that output was seen by plenty of people.

“So tell me what I’m not going to like.”

“I’ve been reading the comments on our websites.”

I started to say something but she held up her hands, “Before you get started, I know that comments are the devil incarnate.”

Boy, she was right there. For every 99 people who said intelligent things, there was one who had no sense and was mean and avaricious.

‘He doesn’t use commas correctly,’ was typical.

‘He needs to have more spankings,’ was also typical.

Except that as a professional writer I did know how to use commas. And if I did suddenly alter my writings to include more spankings…my statistics reflected an instant dip.

What the commenter should have said was, ‘he needs more spankings…because I like spankings.’

For me to take that singular comment and apply it to everybody was literary suicide, if you get my drift. I had to write for everybody, not one fellow who wanted more spankings.

So I appreciated the comments, and greatly, because it meant that people were engaged.

And I tried to ignore the ones that were manifestations of personal kink.

“So what are you telling me?”

She opened the mag again and took out a second sheet of paper. It was a list of comments, and I perused them. And it was disheartening.

‘Descriptions are flat, like he doesn’t really know about women’s clothes.’

‘Writer shows an unfamiliarity with the female mind.’

‘He’s got the wrong sequence when it comes to applying make up.’

On and on. Small font. And all of them had to do with the fact that, in their opinion, I was writing about something I didn’t really understand.

I frowned and put the sheet of paper on the glass table.

“That’s why I don’t read these things.”

“No, you don’t understand. I didn’t cherry pick a few comments, these are sequential, this is what everybody is telling you!”

I blinked.

“But…but…”

“Joey, how long has it been since you cross dressed? Put on make up?”

“But…” but I was sort of stopped. It had been a while.

‘And that was what got you into writing erotica. You didn’t see enough feminization, female domination, men in compromised positions and needing to change. And what you did see was just ‘fuck writing.’ Porn for the sake of porn.’

“I still write that stuff. I love that stuff.”

“But these people are saying there is something flat in your writing.”

I frowned and thought about it. And thought deeply. So engaged in such thought, I stood up and picked up our glasses. I walked back into the house.

I had lost my touch, is what she was saying.

I rinsed the glasses out and made two more drinks.

Wine spritzer for Shiela, Tsarine Cuvee Adriana in the gold, swirly bottle. A hundred bucks a pop, but worth every sip. Cut delightfully, but some say sinfully, by ginger ale. Right out of the can.

And a bourbon and Coke, with Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon, only sixty bucks a bottle, and worth every gulp. I’m such a cheap drunk. And, of course, Coke. Right out of the can.

I carried the drinks back outside, handed Shiela hers and sat down and sipped. Well, gulped. I didn’t like bad news.

“So what is your plan?” I asked.

This was actually a tender area. As a writer I am my own counsel. I’ve gone through the editing process and understand it, and even appreciate it, but I don’t like amateurs telling me how to craft a word.

“I think you know what I am recommending.”

I sat back and frowned.

Shiela leaned over and touched my forward. “Honey, why don’t you want to cross dress anymore?”

I was silent, feeling the bourbon cool me and burn me at the same time.

Yes, why didn’t I want to. I knew why, but I had never told anybody. I had kept my dirty, little secret locked up. I had simply stopped wearing feminine clothes and gone back to male clothes.

That which I loved I had put aside.

I became a man because…because…

“Honey. I know something happened six months ago. And I have sat by and watched you deal with it. But…you’re not dealing with it. You’ve had a closed attitude for almost half a year now, and now it is showing in your statistics.”

I didn’t say anything.

“You need to talk. You need to let it out.”

Did I? I didn’t want to. Sure, I had a secret, but I wasn’t one of those fellows who went around blubbering about all his problems.

“Your statistics is down, you’re shutting me out, and if you don’t figure it out…”

She didn’t say anything more, she wasn’t threatening me with any action, she was just letting my mind leap to the obvious conclusion. I would sink into myself, stop communicating, stop writing the things that the wonderful perverts of the world rejoiced in.

Heck, truth be known, examine a few statistics and there were more perverts than so called ‘normals,’ and they were more open and accepting.

“Honey…?”

I took an extra big gulp of that sweet nectar, took a big breath, and began to talk…

“Hey! Joey! How you doing?” Rex Sinclair was a happy, dapper, sort of a guy, but with a bit of an edge.

Not really overly mean, but just sort of subtle nasty.

I was dressed as a girl. I was in corset, tight dress, had big, fake boobs, and my hair and make up was perfect.

“Pretty good,” we exchanged hand shake and almost chest bumped. That’s the thing about when you go out cross dressing. You feel cool and sexy, but other guys think you’re cool and sexy, too. And I didn’t mind a pat on the ass, but Rex…he was the kind of guy who got out of hand.

“Well, come on, let’s have a drink and you can tell me about it.”

Normally, I didn’t go drinking with the likes of Rex. He was happy enough, great jokester, but he…I was afraid of that edge of his. I mean it was one of those things…I had never seen him kick a dog, but…he had the potential. And I didn’t like to hang with people like that.

But, sometimes I don’t use the best judgement, and we ended up in a bar called ‘Samson’s,’ on third street. We sat in a booth and traded nasty jokes.

It was semi-crowded. People could still move around, but the crowd was starting.

"Give it to me! Give it to me! she yelled. I'm so wet, give it to me now! So I gave her the umbrella.”

“Oh, that’s crappy,” I laughed.

“So do me better.”

“What's the difference between kinky and perverted?” I asked.

He shook his head with a grin.

“Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird.”

He laughed, and glanced at his watch.

“You want to come to a party?”

“Well, I don’t know. Your parties tend to be a little rough.”

“Come on! Find out how the other side lives.”

“I know how the other side lives, and that’s why I’m on this side.”

“Aw, come on. You never want to party with me. And this is a good one. It’s a bunch of people like you. Crossdressers. And they’d like to see how a real lady does it.”

Oh, crap. Compliments. I’m a sucker for compliments. And, I argued against, but an hour later we staggered out of the bar and got into a cab. And he pinched my ass when I got in.

“Hey!” I yelped. But he was laughing, and I was drunk…and laughing, so we headed off for a party.

“Where was I?” Shiela asked, as I paused.

“You were at your mother’s, and I had to go uptown for a meeting with a publisher. A real publisher.”

“You never told me that.”

“It didn’t pan, and you were busy, and…”

“And you didn’t talk about that lost weekend.”

I nodded, suddenly miserable. Heck, Shiela probably could have handled the publisher. She is good at—

She interrupted my mental meanderings. “So tell me about this party.”

We drove uptown, passed through, and went downtown. Bad downtown. Normally I would have cancelled, but we were laughing, and we were telling jokes, and I was drunk…and the taxi pulled up in front of a shabby brownstone.

It wasn’t a good area. Not many people on the street, and those that were seemed furtive, sneaky.

We crossed the sidewalk, he had linked his arm with mine, and we climbed some steps and he hit the buzzer.

“Yo!” the tinny voice greeted us.

“This is Rex Sinclair and date.”

‘And date?’ I mouthed at him.

He shrugged and goosed one of my tits. I didn’t feel it, except for a slight pressure on my chest. And I should have walked out. That was the sort of stuff I definitely didn’t like. But, we were there, the door buzzed open, and suddenly we were on the inside, walking up the steps, laughing and giggling.

He told me a joke as we staggered around a landing and headed for the third floor.

"I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time, a husband says to his wife. She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, Your penis is bigger than your brother’s."

I laughed hysterically. That was the funniest…well, maybe it wasn’t. But in the moment, aslosh with cheap bourbon, I thought it was pretty funny.

On the fourth floor a door opened down the hall and a fellow looked out. He was in a boy beater shirt and had a cigarillo dangling from his lips. As we got closer I could see he had earrings.

“Hey, amigo! We thought you’d never show up!”

Suddenly I had a bad feeling, I started to back up, but Rex grabbed my arm, and the sleazy fellow grabbed my other arm, and I found myself in the apartment.

It was cheap, and made cheaper by peeling wallpaper, buckling floorboards and cracks in the century old linoleum. This had to be an original slum apartment from the dirty thirties.

There were six men in the room, and one skanky woman. A woman, but certainly not a lady. She had thick make up, pancake make up, like she was off a broadway show. But no show would ever let a girl like her on the stage. She was wearing a bathing suit and lots of pink flowers. She was skinny, and her boobs were small and saggy inside the sequined top. She was smoking a cigar, a big one, and looking at everything like she expected it to die.

“Hey! Rexie! This is the senorita, eh?”

I looked at Rex. He just slipped me a grin and said, “This is Joey. She likes to party.”

“Rex—“

But one of the men dragged me to a couch. I was literally thrown in between two guys, both bigger than me. One put his arm around me and I tried to push him away. It was like trying to push a bulldozer.

I looked for Rex to help me, but he was standing by the door, talking to a guy who was wearing a jacket over his boy beater. He had a skinny mustache and was smoking a cigarette. I saw them shake hands, and…the big guy slipped Rex some money. I could see the bills trade hands.

Then Rex turned, saw me and grinned, and went out the door. Just like that. And I was alone with a half a dozen men. And one skanky bitch who looked like she wanted to bite somebody’s dick off.

A couple of them didn’t speak any English, they just kept chattering between themselves, and I knew they were saying dirty things about me.

Two others spoke broken English, and they talked about what a fine Chiquita I was.

The big one next to me put his hand on my leg and I tried to slap it aside. He got mean, squeezed harder, and tears came to my eyes.

And they kept laughing and laughing. They were drinking, and they offered me a shot of tequila, but I refused. I was getting sober pretty fast and I just wanted to get out of there.

Then the leader, the guy who had paid Rex, spun a chair around and sat down in front of me. He had a big scar on the side of his face, and he was slightly bald, just a spot on the top of his head. And he smelled of cigarettes and tequila.

“Hey, senorita.”

“Hey, man, you got the wrong idea. I’m a man!”

He nodded, reached out for a bottle and took a big glug. Then he lit up a cigarette and blew the smoke in my face.

“Senor…senorita…eh?” He shrugged. He had a gold tooth that showed when he grinned.

One of the other men, a skinny one, giggled and asked, “Travesti?”

The guy in the chair in front of me nodded, blew smoke towards the ceiling, and said, ‘Si. Travesti. Tocador cruzado.”

The skinny one giggle, and actually clapped his hands in glee.

The leader had not taken his eyes off me. “You know what tocador cruzado mean?”

I shook my head.

“Cross dresser. Travesti, like transvestite.”

“Okay. Yes. That’s obvious. I need to go.”

The big guy next to me snugged his arm around me tighter, and the guy on the other side grabbed my tits. My breast forms. He squeezed, and it would have hurt, except my tits were fake. Still, his fingers sunk deeply into the breast form.

“So why you try fool us?”

“I wasn’t…I just like dressing this way.”

The leader leaned back, contemplated me with a glint of humor in his eyes, then rattled off a bunch of Spanish. I don’t know what he said, but the men started laughing. He leaned forward then, and reached his hand up my dress. I tried to get my hands free, but the big one had his arm tightly around me and I couldn’t get free.

He felt my panties, and he pulled, ripped them off. He pulled them out from under my dress and held them up. The men were cheeering, and he sniffed them, said something that sounded like ‘apestosa,’ and later I would research it and find out that it meant ‘stinky.’ Then he tossed my torn panties to the skinny one and reached under my dress and grabbed my balls.

It hurt. His hands were rough and calloused, and he was squeezing to cause pain.

“Why you try fool us, eh?”

He was right in my face then, squeezing, and I moaned and probably would have fainted, but he let go. I try to hunch over, but the big guy still held me.

“Okay, chiquita. You fool us good.” He laughed and rattled off some more Spanish, and they all all stood up, and the big guy stood me up, and hands were all over me.

They didn’t rip my dress off, they seemed intent on keeping me feminine looking, But they took me into the next room and shoved me onto the bed.

I will always remember how filthy that bed was. The sheets stank of barf and sex, and they were stained, and I wanted to be sick.

They didn’t put me all the way onto the bed, they just bent me over, lifted my dress, and…

Shiela was silent when I was done talking. What could she say? I had been foolish, I had gone where I didn’t belong, I had trusted somebody who I shouldn’t have, and I had paid the price.

She pushed my drink over to me, and I picked it up. Tears were coming now, and I literally cried in my bourbon. She lifted the bottom of the glass and tilted it to my lips.

I drank, and drank, and the tears slowed down.

She got up during my crying jag, came around and sat down next to me. She held me, and my body shuddered a few times, then she just sat back, pulling me down with her, and she lay on the lounger with me in her arms.

I slept.

I awoke, and felt so very refreshed. Confession does that to the soul, cleanses it and makes it shiny again.

I arched my neck looked up at Shiela, who was still holding me. She smiled, and leaned down and kissed me.

I felt like a million dollars as she stood up, took my hand, and led me to our bedroom.

We were already naked, so we just sort of fell on the bed and started screwing. Just like that.

We didn’t need foreplay because my confession had been foreplay. And I realized something.

I had not just been writing by rote, like I was filling out a form, but I had been making love by rote.

And now, for the first time in months, I was fully engaged.

Her skin was delicate, white, soft and fine pored. I felt her breasts and she arched her back and brought my mouth to her nipples.

Her nipples, glorious soldiers in the fight against sexual abstinence. I ran my tongue around them, felt the crevices and the heat.

She reached down and grabbed my erect cock. She pulled it, and pulled me into her.

For a moment we were locked, motionless in love, and we just stared at each other.

Making love is always wonderful, but making love to the woman you love…that is more than wonderful.

I began to move, to sink deep, twist, and pull.

She groaned and bit my shoulder lightly.

I thrust forward, a hard fuck, and she drove up, fucking harder.

On and on we battled each other in loving tandem. In and out, my cock slithering and sliding, her gasping and me gulping. And the end, when it came, was inexorable and tremendous. We were lifted up on a wave and crashed down, splatted on the sands of love, and then it was over.

We lay there, breathing deeply, and glad…so very glad.

I had slid down a bit and was in her arms, my face against one boob. She held me tightly, and said, “You did nothing wrong.”

“I know. But that doesn’t stop the feeling of being penetrated against my will, of being slapped, of the way they used me, laughed at me. I can still smell them, I can feel their roughness as they over powered me. No, it’s not my fault, but I am left with the debris.

Shiela was silent for a long time, and I thought she might even have drifted off to sleep, but she was just thinking.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“I want you to do something for me.”

“Okay.” I loved her, I trusted her.

“Tomorrow…I want you to get dressed. I want you as beautiful as you can be.”

“I can do that.” And I could. A heavy load had been taken off me and I was feeling free again.

“And then I want to go somewhere.”

“Where?”

“I could tell you, but I want it to be a surprise.”

Hunh. A surprise. Well, I was okay with that. As I said, I loved my woman.

And then we drifted off to sleep.

The next day dawned, and I still felt good.

Oh, my bad experience was still there, and I had a feeling I might have to deal with it again, maybe even get professional help, but for right now…I was fine.

Shiela awoke and we went out to the kitchen, naked as usual, and fixed a big breakfast. We laughed and joked and when I went in to do my day of writing I was feeling pretty good.

And my writing showed it. The words flowed freely, there was no ghost in my mind holding me back, my muse was unleashed.

I lost track of time, wrote thousands of words, and was sure my readers would be pleased.

Finally, early afternoon, I closed up shop and wandered out to the pool.

Shiela wasn’t there, and, in fact, was nowhere.

Hunh! how curious? She was a real homebody, but…she must have had some shopping to do. Still, she hadn’t said good bye….

I watched a little TV, and thought about getting dressed up again. I hadn’t done it for six months. Hadn’t wanted to. But now I did.

Shiela came home, and she was whistling. She brought home lunch, one of those poisonous MickeyD burgers, and we ate our lunch with a bit of chatter and laughter, then she said. “Time to get ready.”

I nodded, and got up and went back to the bedroom.

I took a shower, then brushed my hair out. I keep my hair long and wavy, and it curled over my shoulders.

We have two vanity tables, his and hers, and I sat down at mine. I handled some of the bottles. I hadn’t touched them for so long, and I took a wipe and cleaned them off, then I started my transformation.

I cleaned my face, and I hadn’t done that for so long my little sponge turned black quickly and I had to use a second sponge. What a bad girl I had been.

Then I primed my face, got rid of blemishes and imperfections, of which there weren’t many. Ooh la la, ain’t I grand.

Foundation, blush, and then the eyes.

I love eyes, they take such a delicate hand. I shaded mine carefully, added mascara and lengthened my lashes. I was starting to look good, and I put on bright red lipstick, then glossed it.

I combed my hair out, and it turned lustrous and fell over my shoulders in gentle waves.

Shiela came into the room and smiled at me. “Gorgeous. Are you going to wear a gaff?”

“I was thinking of a tube.”

“Nice.”

So I put on a chastity tube. I tied a bit of string to it, and pulled my tube between my legs and tied the string to the back of my thong. It wasn’t the most comfortable, but I loved the feeling of being confined, and it did keep the package out of the way so I could have a smooth front.

A bra, a big one, and my breast forms.

“I want to get implants,” I noted to Shiela.

“I would like that.”

“I bet you would.”

I picked out a tight dress and wiggled into it, and now I was starting to look like a real woman. Slender figure, I dieted enough that my waist was tight, big boobs, and…and I rolled a pair of nylons over my legs and slipped into a pair of high heels.

“Wow,” Shiela whistled appreciatively.

“Are you going to get dressed?”

“Sure. go fix a couple of drinks and I’ll be right out. And a bourbon and Coke for me tonight.”

I tilted my head in question. “I feel a little manly tonight.”

“A sexy man,” I quipped, and I headed for the kitchen.

We had gone out in total role reversal before. Sometimes we liked to go out as two women, sometimes as two men, and there was always the mix and match.

So she was the man and I was the woman tonight, and that was fine with me. Anything to be with my baby.

I mixed the drinks, and sipped mine, and sure enough, she was out in just a couple of minutes, in a sort of a zoot suit!

Not a complete zoot. She had padded shoulders, but the cut was sexier, feminine without being feminine, if that makes sense.

She took her drink and sipped, smiled, and then did something surprising. She took a flask out of the cupboard and filled it with bourbon. Hunh! We rarely used the flask, but if that was what she wanted, that was fine with me.

We walked out to the garage, and I heard the double tapping of our heels and looked at her feet. I grinned. She was all man, but she couldn’t give up those sexy high heels. But then, who could?

Or, maybe she just wanted to be taller than me. Nothing wrong with that.

She held the door open for me and I sat, and pivoted and pulled my sexy legs in after me.

She smiled as she closed the door, and shortly we were zooming. Down the street, onto the freeway, and off for the big city.

And I felt so-o-o good.

I was sexy, with the woman I loved, and I felt clean, relieved, ready to go.

Yes, it was still there, that terrible night, but…but I was going to make it.

I didn’t know, of course, what was about to happen.


PART TWO

We drove up the highway, over the bridge, and into the big city. It was a beautiful night, and the lights illuminated us, made our faces like kaleidoscopes. Cars whizzing past us, and us whizzing past cars. Tall buildings with lights going on and off.

Shiela turned on the CD player and I hummed as Anita O’Day sung, ‘Let Me Off Uptown…’

We wound our way through the city, horns honking, people talking so loud we could hear them in our car, and the whole thing was like a crazy, but beautiful symphony.

We pulled up to Ryan’s Bistro and a valet stole our car. We walked in, arms around each other, eyes glowing for each other, and…it was the best night of my life.

A combo was playing jazz, a lovely woman came out and sang, and we sat at our booth and ate, and drank, and were totally in love.

But, and this was the strange part, a strange part which I didn’t notice at first…Shiela kept buying me drinks.

Drink after drink, and I slowly became tipsy. Not sloppy drunk, but just that giddy place where you say silly things and everyone laughs at you, but in a nice way.

We had desert, a delicious chocolate-candy bar layer cake, then, again arm in arm, we exited the restaurant.

Back in the car, and I felt like I was on a cloud, all feathery and light and glowing.

“That was the most wonderful surprise,” I whispered.

“Oh, that wasn’t the surprise,” Shiela laughed.

My. How curiouser. “Well, what is the surprise.”

“Let’s take a drive, and then I’ll show you.”

“I can do that,” I giggled.

She laughed, reached over and caressed my face with her hand, and I kissed it, then she returned it to the steering wheel.

We drove down to the harbor, drove under an overpass for a mile, and the evening turned sad. We observed the prostitutes, desperate women with no hope, no plans, just living the life until somebody beat them too badly, or they overdosed, or were subject to some other tragedy.

I commented on that, “I feel so badly for those girls.”

“Yes,” Shiela agreed. “They may have made a choice, but…it just doesn’t seem fair. Here.” She handed me the flask.

I looked around, made sure there were no cop cars in sight, then tilted the flask. It was like drinking liquid fire. It was straight bourbon, and no matter how good and expensive, bourbon burns. I gave a cough, screwed the cap back on, and offered it back.

“You hold on to it.”

So I did, and that shiny, little metal container sat in my hand. And what do you do when you’re holding something? You use it. Wasn’t a minute until I sipped again. And again.

Lord, the lights lit up in my head, and in a strange moment of clarity I blurted, “You’re trying to get me drunk.”

“Nope.”

“What? Yes you are.”

“Nope. I’m getting you drunker.”

I laughed at that, looked around, and sipped again. The flask was half empty now, and she took it back. I think I was drinking too fast. She wanted me tipsy, happy, not sloppy and puking.

She turned the car and went back uptown. Back to the bright lights and away from the nastier side of life.

“Joey?”

“Yes?” I was lolling against the window, watching the beautiful city pass me.

“Do you believe that people should pay for their mistakes.”

“Oh, absolutely. Pay, pay, pay. I’ll give you a dollar for revenge.”

I was giddy, making no sense, and Shiela grinned.

And she kept driving.

“Does Rex still hang out at The Pussy Bar?”

I frowned. The Pussy Bar, a low life establishment which catered to the likes of people like…Rex.

“I suppose.”

She angled across town, and I realized she was going there.

“I don’t want to go to The Pussy Bar.”

She glanced at me. “You won’t. I’m just going to go in for a second.”

“Don’t wanna see Rex.”

“You might have to, honey.”

“Don’t wanna!”

She handed me the flask again. I took it, unscrewed the cap and downed a glug. Suddenly I wasn’t so happy.

We drove up to The Pussy Bar and angled into the parking lot. It was full, and Shiela found a space under the sign and near the street. She turned to me. “Honey, I’ll just be a minute. I’m going to lock the car, and I want you to take it easy.”

“Take it easy,” I repeated, but I wasn’t happy.

“Joey, you’re just going to have to trust me. Can you do that?”

“Yeah. I guess.” I pouted.

“And when I get back I want you to just go along with me. No matter what I say, no matter how weird…just go along with me. Okay?”

“Go along with you.”

She leaned over to me and whispered. “Trust me, and this will all be over soon.” Then she kissed me quick, on the lips, and got out of the car.

She hit the fob and the locks all clicked shut. I watched as she sauntered across the worn parking lot.

She was in there five minute and a few seconds. That whole five minutes I wondered what she was doing. And I prayed that Rex Sinclair was not there.

But he was. And five minutes later Shiela was coming back across the parking lot, pausing for a car to pass, and the little weasel was with her.

Rex Sinclair. Who had left me with a bunch of vicious bullies. Had been paid money to leave me with them. And that memory…that memory…

Shiela fobbed the car open. Rex got into the back seat and Shiela, with a cautious glance at me, a warning of some kind, got in the front.

“Hey, baby! I haven’t seen you for years!”

Shiela: “Say hi to Rex, honey.”

I looked at her. Even though I was drunk, I was ready to erupt. But there was something in her attitude, and I remembered her telling me to go along with whatever she did.

“Hi, Rex.”

Good thing he was high on something, probably pills and booze, because he didn’t notice the ice in my voice.

Shiela squeezed my knee in encouragement and started the car.

I opened my mouth to start in on Rex, but Shiela saw me, and goosed the car. We went under the sign, over the sidewalk and curb, and jounced in the street. Shiela laughed, a bit too hard, and Rex chuckled.

“You girls are in a hurry for a party.”

Shiela quickly said, “Rex said he could hook us up. You remember that party you told me about? The guy with the scar and the gold tooth? The party you had so much fun at?”

My mouth was open to object, but she rode right over me. “Well, Rex says he’s got it all arranged. He made a phone call. Isn’t that great, honey? We can have a great party, just like the one you went to before!”

I wanted to scream, but the way Shiela squeezed my knee, and she had told me to play along, and…and now I was confused. A part of me wanted to cry, to jump out of the car and run away. But I loved Shiela, and she had told me to trust her.

“Yeah, that’s Luis. I’m glad you had a good time. Luis and his homies, sometimes they’re a little wild, but nothing a good girl can’t handle, eh?”

He leaned forward and squeezed my shoulder gently.

I detested his touch, I was revulsed by him, but he was looking at me, and I glanced at Shiela, and she was looking at me with a caution. A look of ‘it’s all right…don’t get upset…this is all right!’

“Yeah,” I responded.

Shiela drove towards the bad section of town, and I shut up, but it didn’t matter. Rex was the original party boy. Blind to what others felt, he started in with the jokes.

“Hey, I got a goldfish that can break dance. Only for about 20 seconds, though, and only once.”

Oh, fuck. What a sick joke. I wanted to throw him out of the car.

"What's your name, son?" The principal asked his student. The kid replied, "D-d-d-dav-dav-david, sir." "Do you have a stutter?" the principal asked. The student answered, "No sir, my dad has a stutter but the guy who registered my name was a real jerk."

Shiela laughed, but it was a weak laugh. I was stone-faced. Behind us Rex laughed and laughed and laughed.

We drove into the really bad area, and Rex said, “It’s pretty close now. Right up here.”

We stopped in front of a house. It was squashed between an industrial area and an abandoned office building. The front was rotting, peeling boards. Shingles were missing, and the yard was a maze of broken cars on blocks and weeds.

“This isn’t where…you took me.”

“Nah. Luis moved. He’s still a party animal, though. Come on.”

Rex got out of the car and stretched and waited for us.

I turned and hissed at Shiela. “What are you doing.”

“Honey, I promise you, this is all part of a plan, and you just need to go with it. You need to smile, freshen up your lipstick, and I’ll take care of everything.”

I got out of the car, but I didn’t freshen up my lipstick. I glared at the house.

Rex started walking, and Shiela and I followed.

“Hey, if you give a man a match, and he'll be warm for a few hours. Set him on fire, and he’ll be warm for the rest of his life.”

Rex laughed and laughed, and Shiela whispered to me, “The car is unlocked. The keys are in the driver’s side pocket.”

I looked at her, and then, starting to come down from all the alcohol, starting to feel real concern, I whispered, “What are you doing?”

But we were at the porch, and she smiled and whispered, “Play along.”

We mounted the steps, and barely made it. The planks rattled and a few were missing. We cross the porch to the front door and Rex knocked. A minute later and Luis opened the door.

He was as I remembered him, except seedier. He was wearing the same jacket, but no shirt underneath. His teeth were yellow, and his eyes were big and dark. Luis had gotten stoned in anticipation for this party.

“Come on in, Rex, my man. Come in chiquitas, mi casa es tu casa.”

Rex chest bumped Luis, passed in, and Shiela and I followed.

“Hey, senorita, eres hermosa. Muy buena!”

He leered at Shiela, then he saw me. His eyes immediately lit up.

“I remember you. You are the good looking travesti who try to fool us.”

I kept my face carefully straight.

“So you want some more of Luis and his homies, eh?” He grinned, showing his gold tooth.

As I entered the room I caught sight of more faces. A couple were the same, I recognized them. A couple of them were different. There was no sign of the skanky girl.

“Hey, have some tequila. Jose, give these fine ladies some tequila.”

Jose, who happened to be the skinny one from months before, handed Shiela a bottle. Shiela took it, wiped the mouth, then tilted it, and that was the moment I realized something was wrong with Shiela.

Her face was fixed. A smile, but a rigid smile.

Rex was fist bumping somebody. Luis shut the door and stood next to me. He put his sweaty arm around my shoulders. “I miss you, chiquita. We gonna have fun, no?”

I hardly noticed him, his body odor, his stupid macho way of acting.

Shiela had turned to me, and her eyes…her eyes…she handed the bottle back to Jose.

Jose tilted the bottle and took a big slug, and that’s when it all happened.

She said, “You fucked my girl and didn’t ask her.”

Luis got confused. Not by her words, but by the fixed glare in her eyes. It was obvious no woman had ever glared at him before. At least, not like this.

Then Shiela reached into the pockets of her almost zoot suit and pulled out two guns.

They weren’t big guns, not any kind of Dirty Harry gun, but a gun doesn’t have to be big to do a lot of damage.

Luis didn’t take his arms from around my shoulder, but with his free hand he reached into his jacket pocket and drew a .45. I knew it was a .45 because I had seen enough movies to recognize it. He never got a chance to shoot it, though. Shiela shot him first.

She was eight feet away, too close to miss, and the bullet hit him in the center of the chest. He folded back, staggered back, looked at his chest, then sat down. He was so surprised at being shot he didn’t even shoot his own gun. He just dropped it.

Shiela turned and shot Rex. He was close, and he turned, and the bullet took him in the arm. Blood spurted and he grabbed his arm and ran out the door at the back of the living room. It was the kitchen, and he went right through the kitchen, out the door, and disappeared in the night.

I was screaming. I just bent my knees and huddled down and put my hands to my ears and screamed.

By now the other men in the room were drawing their guns. Shiela shot one more, in the leg, and he fell down, but kept shooting.

I screamed.

BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!

Bullets whizzed past me, but didn’t touch me. But then I had no gun, and they couldn’t shoot through me, so they were shooting around me, and Shiela was shooting around me, and I just stood there and screamed.

For a long moment the chaos reigned, then it was silent. Just the smell of gunsmoke. Just moans and groans.

Shiela was hit. Twice. She had taken one in the side, and she was holding it. And her thigh was leaking blood, but when she moved she didn’t limp.

I was screaming, and then, every stopped, I stopped. Shiela sagged against a couch, caught herself, and muttered, “Motherfuckers.”

My eyes were wide, I was shell shocked.

“You’re going to have to help me to the car,” she said. Her voice was very rough, gritty.

Yes, I was stunned, upset, out of my mind, but my girlfriend needed me. My love needed me. She might be Bonnie and Clyde all wrapped up in one, but…she needed me.

I darted across the room and went under her shoulder. I helped her to the front door.

“Don’t touch the knob,” she said. So I used my dress to turn the knob and pull. I wedged the toe of my heel between the door and the jam and pulled, and the door opened.

We staggered out of the house and across the porch. Going down the steps was crazy, and then we weaved our way between the wrecked cars.

“I think you’re going to have to drive,” she said.

I helped her into the backseat, where she groaned and laid down and put an arm over her eyes.

I got into the front seat, found the keys in the side pocket, and started the car up.

I was a mess. I was in shock. I was trembling and it was hard to even turn the steering wheel. I did it, though, and I drove down the street.

“Drive faster,” advised Shiela. “And try not to weave.”

I took deep breaths and tried to follow her advice. I sped up to the speed limit, and I asked, “Where’s the nearest hospital?”

“No hospital,” she whispered.

“But you’ve been shot.”

“This ain’t bad,” and I glanced back and saw the shadow of a smile on her lips.

“But…but…”

“Just drive home.”

So I did. My mind was a wreck, I was second guessing myself,  but I kept the car on the road, passed some cops going the other way with sirens blasting, and eventually made it home.

I helped her to the couch. She didn’t want to go back to the bedroom. I helped her lay down, and she groaned, looked up at me and said, “The leg is okay. Just sew it up. It’ll be a nice scar.”

“But your side…”

“That’s the touchy one, but the guy who shot me….it wasn’t a big gun. You can get it out.”

“I can?”

“Go get me some booze, and a knife, a real sharp knife, and I’ll talk you through it.”

I got the bottle of good bourbon and she swigged from it, then handed it back. “Pour the whiskey on the blade. Both sides.”

I did, spilling bourbon on our rug.

“Okay. Just stick it in and feel for something hard. A little rock.”

Oh, God. I had got her out of her almost zoot suit jacket when I had put her on the couch. Now I cut her shirt and exposed the skin.

I should have poured more whiskey on the blade, but I wasn't really thinking. I was just following directions, and I was terrified.

I was going to stick a knife in my girlfriend! I was going to be cutting into her flesh! I was…I did it. Don’t ask me how. I just remember placing my hand on her skin, next to the wound, and sticking the knife in.

She groaned, she was white, but she didn’t scream or jerk.

“Find it, please,” she whispered.

I moved the knife around, and I could actually feel the path of the bullet, the resistance was…different. It was ruptured flesh, and not as strong as unruptured flesh. Then I felt the bullet. Like she had said, like a little rock.

She felt it, too. I don’t know how, her face was pasty and she was gasping for breath, but she said, “get the knife under it. Dig it out.”

That was actually easy. In fact, looking back, after the fact, after the mix of terrible emotions I was undergoing, the whole thing was easy. I pried, and the bullet fell out. just like that.

Shiela sighed. “Fuck. That hurt.” Very conversational. “Sew me up.  Use dental floss. Give me the bottle.”

I handed her the bottle and she swigged it several times, like it was nothing more than Coke. Then she put the bottle down.

Sew her up. I had never sewn a thing in my life, but it wasn’t hard. You just stick a needle in one side, through to the other side and out.

I went to the bathroom and got dental floss. I threaded a needle, remembered to pour whiskey on the needle, and started. She stopped me. “Pour whiskey on it.”

For a second I was confused, then I realized what she meant.

Her voice was so soft, but I did it. I poured bourbon directly into the wound and she gasped, and then blurted, “What a waste of good bourbon!”

And she laughed. It was the weakest laugh I had ever heard in my life.

I sewed. The wound in her side was easier than the one in her leg, but I got them both sewed up. Then I washed the wounds again and wrapped towels around them and then wrapped duc tape around the towels. Somewhere in there Shiela went to sleep.

But my night was hardly begun.

First I cleaned up the blood on the floor. I spent a long time trying to blot the blood up, and I did pretty. We were going to have to toss the couch, but the floor was okay.

Then I went out to the car. The backseat was a mess. There was a lot of blood, and it had partially dried. I put a load of towels in the washer, ripped up a sheet, and went to work blotting up the blood. It took me hours, the stuff was in the cracks, soaked in. I finally took the whole back seat out and took it out on the front lawn and hosed it. Then I took it back into the garage and set it on end to dry, and went back into the car and tried to get the blood out of the rough carpet under the seat.

It was dawn before I was finished. There was no trace of blood in the car, but I knew there was a lot that the eye didn’t see. Heck, if the police put one of those lights on it it would glow like a mad man’s eyes.

But, there was nothing for it. I could have the car detailed, but that would only help, it wouldn’t cure complete. That car needed to be torched to get rid of the evidence.

But, so what. I was tired. I had recovered from the shock of the massacre, and I needed sleep. I went into the living room and sat down on a recliner, kicked the leg platform up, and snored…

And awoke in the afternoon. And I felt terrible. My head hurt, my mouth was gritty, and I had slept in my girl clothes and make up.

Shiela still slept, and so soundly that I checked to make sure she was breathing. She was, but…she was out like a light. A light in a house where the electricity had been turned off.

I went to the bedroom and cleaned myself up. I showered extra long, put on a tatty robe, and went to the kitchen. I ate a couple of pieces of toast, and that was all I could stomach. I returned to the living room, sat in the recliner, and conked out again.

“Hey,” her voice was soft and insistent, and I followed it to wake up land. I blinked stared.

Her eyes were open and she was smiling wanly.

I was out of the chair like a shot. I knelt next to her and cried on her.

“Hey, it’s okay,” she soothed me, brushed my hair with a hand. Then she asked, “Any news?”

Hunh! I had no idea. I had been so out of it, and so worried, that I hadn’t even thought about that.

“I’ll check. Let me check your wounds, first.”

“Oh, I’m fine. Just a little sore.”

I took the bandages off. There was blood, she had leaked into the towles, and she groaned, and gave a yip once, but everything looked normal. For gunshot wounds.

I started crying at one point, and she told me to shut up and turn on the TV. So I put a couple of pillows under her back so she could recline a little easier, and turned on the TV.

Nothing. Nada. Not a single word.

I looked at Shiela with a frown.

She just shrugged, and groaned, and said, “We didn’t touch anything. We’ve never been there. It’s an abandoned part of town. Unless they catch Rex…we’re clear.”

“But what if they catch him?”

“I don’t think Rex went there that often, and do you think a low life scumbag wants to go to the police?”

“But you shot him!”

“Just enough to get him out of the way. He’s scum, but it was those other guys…those other guys.”

Her voice sounded faint, and I knew she needed sleep, but there was something else I needed to know.

“Shiela…why did you do it?”

She smiled, and she said, “Somebody has to take out the garbage.” Her voice was just a whisper.

I knelt next to her, put my head next to her body, and she soothed me. Then, she told me something. She said, “I shot them because what they did was wrong. And because I doubt if you were the first. Most of all, I shot them because you’re mine. And I’m yours. And that’s the kind of thing people in love do for each other. Nobody fucks you but me.”

I blinked in surprise. And thought about what she had told me.

I got up and used a damp towel on her face, then told her to sleep. She didn’t complain, and shortly gave a light snore.

SIX MONTHS LATER

I sat at my vanity and admired myself in the mirror. I had my new boobs, and they were wonderful. They were big, and perfect and I just wanted to walk around in a bra all the time.

Shiela laughed at me. She said I appreciated my tits more than any woman in the world.

She was certainly right. Right then I was in a peignoir. I could feel the slithery material rubbing my nipples, and I was so excited.

“Mirror, mirror, on the wall,” Shiela chirped as she entered the room. She came up behind me and kissed the top of my head. I was wearing make up and feeling very sexy. “What’s the occasion, Princess?”

“No occasion.” Then I corrected myself. “The police closed their investigation, you’re completely healed, and…and I feel like being a woman for a while.”

I stood up and faced her. “Put on heels and…and I wish you had the zoot suit.”

“The zoot suit,” she laughed. She always thought it funny that I called it that.

We had thrown the suit out. It had a hole in the side and was all bloody, and it was evidence.

She took off her dress and started to put on a tee.

“Take it off.” I motioned at the tee.

She tilted her head.

“Now that we’re in the clear…I want to celebrate. Be a man tonight.”

She raised one eyebrow and gave a quirky grin. “Oh, ho!”

Shortly after that she was wearing slacks, her chest was bound, and she was wearing a black tee shirt and a suit jacket. it made her look flat chested. She scrubbed off all trace of make up, pulled her hair back tight and tied it.

“I’ve thought about getting all my hair cut off.”

“Nah,” I said. “Sometimes I want you with long hair. Sometimes short.”

She stood up and faced me. Her heels made her a couple of inches taller, and I looked up at her.

“Honey? Shiela?”

“Yah, babe?”

We were close and getting closer, but slowly.

“I want you to do me tonight.”

A couple of lines appeared between her brows.

“Are you sure? It’s been a long time, almost a year.”

“We haven’t done it since that night Luis and his thugs did what they did to me. But I love it, and I shouldn’t let what they did to me affect me.”

“You’re sure you’re ready?”

“I am.”

Shiela went into the bathroom and came out a minute later. Her slacks had a bulge in them.

“God, I missed this, and I’ve wanted it…”

“But you’ve been scared, too.”

“But it’s okay. They’re gone.”

“And never to return. You want to do this slow? On your back? Or do you want me to take you man style, tough and rugged with no foreplay?”

“No foreplay. I’m so hot. Just let me lube up and I’ll get on the bed.”

She nodded, and I unscrewed the big jar of lube and scooped a glob out. I bent and reached and slathered it on and into my hole.

I straightened up and smiled. “Do me good, bastard.”

She grinned back. “You got it, bitch.”

I went to the bed and crawled on. I got on all fours and waited.

Shiela didn’t make me wait long. She came between my legs, grabbed my hips, and thrust her dildo into me.

Oh, God, it was good. After a year without, after a year of deprivation and worry and depression, I needed it.

And it felt like she needed me. My hole hurt for a second, then it accommodated. She began sawing in and out. She reached under me and massaged my nuts.

I groaned, and pushed up on my hands. I tilted my butt so she could drive her dick into my prostate.

She began to pump harder, and I felt that big thing open me up, and I felt the prostate being touched. Shortly I could feel semen being pushed up my dick. Then it began to seep out of my cock. A year, and it was time. The drool seeped out in a string, with little chunks, and the good feeling came over me. I was being drained, and I liked it better than a man orgasm. Oh, those are fine, but give me a good butthole screwing any time.

Finally, I was empty, and I fell forward. Shiela fell forward too, followed me down and laid on me, her chest so flat and manly. She brushed my hair back and kissed me on the neck.

I whispered to her, “That thing you said, when you told me why you shot all those guys.”

“Yeah?”

That last thing you said…do you remember?”

She whispered, “Nobody fucks you but me.”

“Yeah. That’s it. Hold me tight. Love me. And tell me that again.”

I could feel her mouth making a smile against my neck. Her cock was deeply in me and her arms wrapped around me, held me like she would never let me go, and she said, “Nobody fucks you but me.”

Smiling, happy, I drifted towards sleep.

And she said, “And, by the way?”

“Mmm?”

“Your sales are up.”

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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Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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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!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.
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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.
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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!
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminized Again’

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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Feminized Again!
A hard woman is good to find!
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
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Love and the Exchange of Power
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