

Feminized by My Mother-in-Law!

Male to female transformation!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

“What?” My voice actually squeaked. “She’s what?”

“She’s coming to live with us.”

“Your mother-in-law?”

My wife, Susan, is a beautiful woman. I love her dearly. But this idea of her mother-in-low coming to live with us was insane!

“You know she hates me…and I’m not too fond of her…”

“You can learn to live with her. People can change, so can you.”

“And she doesn’t have to change?”

Susan smiled and patted my cheek. “Honey, if you go along with this I’ll give you all the sex you can handle.”

Even that wasn’t enough.

“Sex with a rhinoceros in the next room. No thanks.”

“Now, Brad, she has no other place to go. She’s lived with Barbara for six months, and Barbara and I agreed we would each take her for six months. It’s my turn. So while I would prefer to bribe you with unlimited access to my wonderful and pleasurable pussy, and with full permission to molest my breasts—“

“How about your asshole?” I said, hopefully. I had always wanted to try out anal sex, but Susan had never given in.

She continued, “…then I will have to accept her without granting you these pleasures.” Her voice got a little steely. “In fact, Mister, if you don’t go along with this wonderful opportunity to grow stronger in family…I’ll be forced to clamp my legs tighter than an alligator’s jaws. I will bind my breasts, wear a sack, shave my head and…and you won’t be getting your little Willy attended to on a regular basis…” she paused to emphasize, “…or at all!”

My mouth tried to catch a few flies, my eyes tried to shutter the world, but I could see the writing on the wall. Still, this was a fate worse than death.

Speaking in a very weak tone of voice I tried, “Could we at least talk about this a little?”

She grinned. “Of course we can, come along.” She held her hand out, took mine, and led me back through the house.

She giggled as my cock started to rise.

Down the hallway, my cock now officially a boner.

Into the bedroom, and I was completely bonerized.

“Honey?” I said with a whimper.

Now, before we go on, I should tell you that my wife likes sex. Maybe even more than me. She threw me on the bed. She crawled on and began stripping off my clothes and hers. Shirts and blouses filled the air, skirts and pants littered the floor, underwear downright disappeared, and suddenly I was at the bottom of a hot, wriggling, writhing puddle of sex.

“Ooh! Weenie!” She grabbed my cock and, casting an evil gaze up my body, she devoured it with her red and beautiful mouth with the ripe and luscious lips and the tongue that slapped my balls silly.

“Oh. God!” I whined, helpless in the grasp of this wanton woman.

“Yes, I am,” she replied.

Then she pulled my head down and made me eat her.

I didn’t really like oral sex that much, but I wasn’t in a position to stop. I was munching away, engrossed in her pussy, when she lifted my face up and said, “You can have it this way, or if you prove recalcitrant, we can do it this way.” Taking a breath she rasped, “Bradley, shouldn’t you be doing the dishes?”

My dick actually went down at that perfect imitation of my dreaded, dragon lady mother-in-law.

Susan giggled and pushed my head down and wiggled her pussy into my face. No, I might not be fond of oral sex, but I would have given oral sex to a pregnant monkey before living with my mother-in-law. But this pussy under my tongue at the moment…that was nice, and my erection made a rapid come back. When it was stiff as a board with no knotholes she lifted my face again. “Bradley!” she sounded like a meat grinder with a horn full of tacks, “Get my suitcase! Now!”

“No!” I wailed, “But Susan pushed my face back into her quim.

Oh, fuck! Give me this pussy any day! I ground my mouth into her hole, chewing and moaning and sucking and blowing.

Susan lifted my head, but this time she didn’t imitate her mother. She simply said, “Bradley, would you like to cum today?”

My mouth opened in protest. She couldn't do this to me! She couldn’t! But, I have always had a strong willed wife, and I knew she could.

She observed my will sap away, my cheerful face sink into resignation.

“Okay.”

She hugged me then, brought me up and held my head between her bounteous breasts, and somewhere in their I managed to insert my peeny in her pussy.

“Ooh,” she said, her mouth opened in a broad smile. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!”

I began the pump and grind that she so dearly loved, and she raised her hips and began corkscrewing them. Oh, god, it was good.

Sometimes you have an ugly girl who doesn’t know how to fuck, and sometimes you get an ugly girl who does know…but she’s ugly.

And sometimes you get a beautiful girl, but she doesn’t know how to fuck, and sometimes…you get a woman like my wife. Drop dead gorgeous, full breasts with stiff nips, round ass just perfect for grabbing, and, on top of that, she knows what to do with her pussy.

I penetrated, I swirled, I scoured, and she gave as good as she got. Hell, better. Soon I felt that little trigger deep inside click on. I felt the electricity that couldn’t be stopped start to build, and the I felt my balls tighten and the semen shot up my shaft.

“Oh…fuck…oh…Gah…Ah…!”

My peter pumped and her vagina absorbed all that I had to offer. She could feel me losing control and she held on to me and twisted her hips into me a few more times, and when I was empty she relaxed and laid back and we just held on to each other.

“Oh, fuck,” I finally wheezed.

I pushed off her and laid on my back, staring at the ceiling.

My mother-in-law. For six months. Six months of living with the fire breathing dragon and being treated like a mouse.

But, six months of the most glorious sex I could ever hope to imagine.

I sighed.

Susan rolled on her side and snuggled up against me. She put a hand down to my crotch and lifted my now depleted rocket ship. And she sighed.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You didn’t cum, did you?”

“No. But that’s all right.”

Well, maybe. The truth was that she didn’t cum very often. When she did it was gangbusters, and she made up for all the lack of cums with a doozy. But…I wished I could make her cum every time.

She played with my nipples until they started to become irritated. I pushed her hands away and got up for a shower.

She laughed and said, “Oh, is poor boy all done with sex?”

I turned around and tickle her for a while, until she tickled me, then I finally took my shower. And even though I had just had a stupendous orgasm…I was disgruntled.

My mother-in-law.

She arrived on a plane on a Saturday morning. Actually, she arrived two hours early and sat on a bench waiting for me to pick her up. And when I did pull up she glared at me like I should have known she had changed her flight and made proper arrangements.

“Mother! We’re going to have so much fun!” Susan hugged her mother and her mother hugged her back.

Then she looked at me. Her name was Marge, and she focused her gimlet eyes on me and lowered her head like a bull about to charge.

I stepped forward and gave it my best shot. I smiled and said, “Hello, Marge.”

She sniffed and commanded, “Bradley, my luggage.”

So, feeling the first bite of the dragon, I put her suitcases in the back of the SUV. Susan and Marge climbed in and chatted merrily.

When I got into the car Marge glared at me like I didn’t have the right to transport her, or even her daughter, across town.

Susan, of course, saw right through her mother, and she said, “Brad has been wonderful. He painted your room, cleaned the carpets, and has done everything to make your stay a comfortable one. Isn’t that nice of him?”

Susan had a hand over mine and she gave a reassuring squeeze.

“I hope the paint doesn’t smell too badly.”

I blurted. “I put a fan in the window for the last two days.”

Marge sniffed loudly.

And we headed for home with our new boarder. Traffic was light, and I was cruising along while they talked, and then I heard the knell of doom.

“I wasn’t able to bring much. The airlines only let you carry so much, and shipping is so expensive…”

I tuned in.

“That’s okay, Mother. Brad has been storing clothes in the garage and you can take your pick.”

Uh oh.

“Really?”

“Of course. It’s all right if Mother picks through all those clothes in the garage, right, Brad?”

It took all my will power, but I forced my desire to rip and rend and defend my property. I smiled and simply said, “Of course.”

Now, at this point, dear reader, you need to be educated as to what just happened.

I own Laundromats. I have a couple of full service ones, bring your suit in and get it cleaned and pressed sort of things, and I own a couple of self-service, coin operated laundromats.

I make good money, but there are always people who forget their clothes. So over the years I have amassed a large collection of clothes. I have a couple of suits, complete with socks and ties, which I wear regularly. And I have a very large collection of dresses, skirts, blouses, and so on. And I have a couple of boxes of women’s underwear.

Now, that’s not surprising, but what is surprising is that all of the dresses and clothes and even the underwear is of one size.

My size.

So shut your mouth, I admit it, I’m a crossdresser.

Not all the time, just when Susan has to go out of town for a few days, but…there it is.

And the dragon lady was going to be a large boulder in the center of my road. She might go out with Susan every once in a while, but my love of crossdressing was going to be curtailed for a while. Like, six months.

And, Marge was going to be going through my things, which I did not want. She was going to be wearing clothes that I wanted to wear!

Grrr.

But, committed to a course of trying to make it through the next few months, I merely said, “But those old things…she should have new clothes. Why don’t you take her to the store and have a shopping spree?

“Oh, Brad, how nice,” remarked Susan.

Marge actually quirked a cheek, as if she might actually hurt herself and break into a smile.

Ah, tragedy averted!

Susan and Marge got out of the car and entered the house. I was left to deal with her bags. The bags of the old bag. And I pulled them out of the back and placed them on the cement, and I gazed across the garage at my lovely dresses.

I had spent years collecting them. I had arranged them just so, and I even took them down to one of my shops and cleaned them.

And now they were in danger of being ravaged. My precious dresses. I tell ya, it’s enough to bring a tear to the eye.

Sighing, I carried Marge’s bags into the house and down the hallway to her room. And she wasn’t there. And there was no sign of her purse or make up kit.

I went back into the hall, “Susan?”

“We’re up here, honey!”

Up here? Oh, crap! Crap with a double p for poop on the end.

I lugged the suitcases up the stairs, and found them down the hall, in the room next to the master bedroom. The bedroom where I shoved my penis into my honey and came all over the place. The room where I moaned and groaned and made loud grunts and the squelching of my penis in Susan’s juicy pussy could be heard.

“Mother would prefer an upstairs view.”

They were standing at the window, which did have a good view. Lots of trees, houses in the distance.

“But I just painted the downstairs especially for—“

And she thanks you, Brad.” No, she didn’t, “But she wants to be up here.”

So, feeling my love life already receding, I placed her suitcases on the floor.

“Come on, mother, let me show you the backyard. We’ve got a pool and the most wonderful hot tub…”             

They left the room, Susan smiling at me and Marge rippling her lip, and as soon as they left I gave a near sobbing sigh.

So, it started.

Susan and her mother sat around all day and brought each other up to speed on the family news. Cousin Jesse is going to have a baby. Little Bobby’s teeth just came in. Aunt Sarah was feeling poorly. Blah, blah, blah.

I stayed out in the garage and took care of my dresses. I checked them for moths, I selected a couple that needed some dry cleaning, and I made sure my box of underwear and shoes were well hidden.

And I cried inside. It would be months before I could have a decent session with my beautiful dresses.

And, at the end of the day I got a quick hand job, and the admonition that I should be quiet when I came.

Sunday was more of the same. I took advantage of my businesses to go check on them, and to get out of the house for a while, but eventually I had to return and face the presence of giggling females, one of which treated me like gold, and the other who treated me like I was dried bubblegum under a school desk and needed to be chipped off.

And, to top it off,  I didn’t even get a hand job that night!

Susan came to bed late, having been kept up by her mother, and then she just patted my groin and said it would be good for me to be horny for a day.

Oh, fuck. I was horny, all right. I was living with a walking, talking beauty queen, and I couldn’t even dip my wick!

And to top it off, Susan started acting a little like her mother. It was invariable, the mother and daughter interchange and valence shift, but she became a little more commanding and a little less loving.

And, to top it off even worser…she giggled and teased me. When she told me ‘not tonight’ she did it while stroking my dick until it was harder than a shark’s tooth, then just rolled over and went to sleep!

So my life was looking to be a miserable one, and Monday morning dawned. And I will always remember that Monday as the one that changed my life. Ruined my life. Destroyed my marriage. Was the equivalent of a personal Pearl Harbor and 911 all rolled into one.

It started off innocently enough. I got up, and Marge had insisted on making breakfast.

One egg, because I had to watch my weight. In spite of the fact that I was a slender man with no weight problem at all.

One piece of bacon, pressed under pan and drained of juices. It was like eating a strip of cardboard. Stale cardboard.

A glass of orange juice. Ack! Pooie! I like to drink a Pepsi with breakfast. I know. Pepsie, Ack! Pooie! But it is my choice of caffein and the hell with anybody who thinks different.

One piece of toast. Margarine, not butter. A single drop, not a dab, but a drop, because, darn it, I had to watch my weight!”

Oh, God. My mouth felt like somebody had shat in it, and I was hungry enough to eat a pregnant hippo. Raw.

Finally, while the ladies chatted over their scrawny, little, diet based plates, I stood up and washed my dish, and then had to wash their dishes because they saw I was washing dishes and why not (and because Marge thought men were only good for washing dishes and vacuuming floors).

And then, oh glory of glories, Susan said, “We’re going to head off for Neiman Marcus. We’ll probably be gone all morning. Will you be all right?”

I smiled, and managed not to jump up and scream for joy, and said, “Oh, I’ll find something to keep me busy.”

Oh, there is a God! They were leaving! For all morning! And I would be afforded a wonderful opportunity to wear all my finery.

It might be months before I had another chance!

“Are you going to lunch afterwards?” I asked casually.

“At Charley Coyote’s. Did you want to meet us there?”

“No, no.” No, I didn’t want to meet them there. I just wanted to make sure they would spend all morning, and then the lunch hour plus, and leave me all to my own, little self.

After breakfast I lazed around, watched the news, and waited for the sound of the car leaving.

A half hour later, I heard it, and I jumped up and skipped out of the living room.

Yep, the car was gone, and that left me…free to be…yippee!

I swaggered out to the garage and pulled my underwear box out of its hiding place. I slipped out of my clothes and kicked them under the dress rack. I pulled on a tummy shaper to give me a super slender waist. There was a mirror I had leaned in a corner of the garage and I inspected myself. Oh, baby. My waist was thin, and that made my hips flare and even accentuated my chest a little.

I took out my favorite bra and slipped it on, then pushed my breast forms into the cups. A glance at the mirror and my boner was struggling under the tummy shaper.

I flipped through the rack and took out a purple dress, silky and form fitting, and slipped into it. Oh, God! I felt good! I felt so sexy! I was going to have to have sex tonight, and not just a stinkin’ hand job!

Finally, I reached into my special box and took out a wig. I fitted it over my head, shook my head, and it was snug.

I took out my high heels and put them on. I had to stand on one foot and wobbled a bit, but I was used to this.

Finally, I opened the little purse and took out my lipstick.

Oh, God. Red. I loved red lipstick. When I perused the internet for a little porn I always chose women with red lipstick. There was just something mysterious about the way red lipstick affected me. Red lips just made my cock grow into a monster and drool.

I rolled the lipstick on, twirled around, and…MARGE!             

She was peeking around the corner from the kitchen door, and she was recording everything on her cell phone!

Oh, fuck! My mind disappeared into a chaos of splinters and panic.

Then I heard the SUV pull up in the driveway! Oh crap oh crap oh crap!

I tried to run, but though I was good at walking in high heels, I wasn’t good at running. I slipped and wobbled and almost fell, but made it through the kitchen door. Marge had backed up and was still videoing me.

She backed into the living room and I staggered past her. I could hear her giggling as she caught me full en femme.

She followed me as I ran up the stairs, and I was sure she could see my tummy shaper under my purple dress.

Down the hall and into the bedroom, and I started pulling clothes off.

Marge came to the door, kept her cell phone running, and leaned against the jamb. “No need to get all undressed just because of me.”

I said nothing. I pulled off my wig and rubbed an arm across my lips.

“Mom?” I heard Susan coming in through the garage. I groaned and ripped the dress off, unhooked my bra.

“Mom!” She was at the bottom of the stairs. “The car is gassed up and ready to go!”

“I’m assuming that Susan doesn’t know of your little hobby?” She raised eyebrows. She was smiling broadly.

“Mom!” She was at the top of the stairs.

I kicked everything under the bed. “Please…don’t…”

“Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.”

I still had my tummy shaper on, but I sprinted into the bathroom and stepped into a cold shower. I didn’t even notice the freezing water, I was so panicked, and I peeled the tummy shaper off and started scrubbing my lips.

The water got warmer, then hot, then scalding.

I stepped out.

Nobody was there. I peeked through a window and the SUV was gone. I actually sank to my knees and sobbed. So close…so close…but now Marge knew my secret.

Marge knew I was a closet crossdresser.

Marge, who was a blabber mouth of the first order.

How long would she keep my secret? Was she already blabbing to Susan? What did she mean, calling me ‘sissy boy?’

Tears streaming down my cheeks I gathered my bra and shaper and dress and shoes. I checked myself in the mirror. I had gotten all the lipstick off, but my face was redder than Rudolph’s sunburned nose!

I took my females clothes down to the garage. I had ripped the silky dress, a shame, and I deposited it in the trash. I didn’t feel like drying the tummy shaper, so I threw that away, too. The heels I stashed, along with the bra and the wig and the falsies.

Then I went upstairs and dressed. Male clothes. And my heart was at the bottom of the ocean the whole time.

“I simply love those shoes you picked out. I should go back and get myself a pair.”

Susan and Marge entered the kitchen. It was three o’clock and I was sitting in the living room, waiting for the world to end.

“Brad? Are you out there?”

I sighed. “Yes, dear.”

“Come look!”

I stood up and walked towards the kitchen. It felt like I was doing the deathwalk. I turned into the kitchen and looked at my wife and mother-in-law.

“Look at this dress! Isn’t she pretty?”

Not isn’t the dress pretty, which it was, but her, my mother-in-law.

And, what was worse, Marge had picked out a purple, silky dress, almost identical with the one I had ripped.

“Quite pretty,” I murmured, trying to inject a little happiness into my voice.

“I think it’s a little large around the waist.”

“Nonsense. It’s a perfect fit.”

Marge was glancing at me, holding a smile in and acting all concerned.

“No, it’s wide at the waist, but I can fix that.”

“Just take it back.”

“No, I like it, a simple adjustment…” she looked at me, “All I need is somebody to wear it for me.”

Thus far my wife hadn’t so much as glanced at me, but now she smiled and said, “Brad, you’re her size, would you mind?”

“Wear a dress?” My voice was choked up.

“Sure. That would really help mother out.”

“But surely Bradley wouldn’t want to wear a dress. That would be embarrassing. And I know how men feel about such things.”

Yet she managed to put just a subtle bit of oomph on the word ‘men.’

“Oh, nonsense. Brad is quite grown up.”

“Well, if you’re sure. How about you, Bradley? is it all right to get dressed up like a woman for a little while?”

Susan was slightly in front of Marge, watching me.

Marge, sure that Susan couldn’t see her, gave a leer and nodded.

Susan, on the other hand, sure that Marge couldn’t see her, put her tongue in her cheek and poked her cheek out, like she was giving me a blow job.

I about spit my tongue out on the floor. But I coughed to cover up a bit, and said, “Well, I guess I could. If you promise not to laugh.”

Ha ha ha. We all laughed it off.

So, an hour later Susan came and got me. “Are you all right with this?” she asked me very soberly.

“Oh, yeah,” I lied.

“Well, I sure misjudged you. I thought you’d be all panicked and pissed and everything. You sure are acting mature.”

“Well, it’s only a dress,” I cringed inside.

“Well, good. But it’s not only a dress.”

“It’s not?”

“No. To properly adjust the dress the model has to have a female body. You’re the same size and weight, pretty much, but we need your waist a little thinner. And…I know you’re going to hate this, but we need you to have boobs.”

“Boobs?” I squeaked.

“Oh, I knew it. You’re all embarrassed. I’ll go tell mother to forget it.”

“No, wait.”

Susan stopped at the door and turned to me.

“Uh…well…”

“What?” she appeared curious.

“Well, will this help your mother like me…uh…better?”

“Oh, honey,” she perked right up. “I’m sure it will. She will be so happy with you.”

And then, because I really needed something more out of this. “And what about sex tonight?”

She frowned. “Oh, about that. I started my period.”

My face showed it all. I was down in the depths of despair.

She came to me and whispered, “But I will suck and stroke you. Can you get off with just that?”

“I might be able to!” I grinned.

“Then it’s settled, here,” she handed me a bundle of clothing. “Do you want some help? I mean, you’ve never put girl clothes on before. Want me to help you?”

“Uh, well…”

“Embarrassed, eh. I understand. Well, I will be in the living room ifyou need me.”

She walked out and down the hall.

I stared at the dress in my hands. And the bra and the tummy shaper. I had ruined my own tummy shaper, and here was a new one. Fresh and unstretched.

I got undressed. Stood there naked, and looked at the dress. Yes, it was the same silky purple, a little different design, but…it was the same.

I stepped into the tummy shaper and pulled it up.

“Ahem.”

I whirled. Marge as at the door.

“Well, sissy boy, how’s it going.”

I whispered, “You’ve got to delete that video!”

“What video?” she asked in a slightly loud voice.

“Shhh shhh!” I patted the air with my hands.

She chuckled, looked down at my cock and said, “That’s not too bad.”

I couldn’t help it. The idea of getting into a dress and being seen, my mother-in-law staring, my cock started to grow.

“Oh, shit!” I whispered.

She grinned. “Oh, ho! Sissy boy speaks!”

“Marge, please. This is my marriage we’re talking about!”

“And this is my daughter. This is really turning you on, isn’t it?”

My cock stood straight out.

“Well, stick it up under the tummy shaper and see if you can keep it pressed against your body.”

Helpless, I pulled the lip of the tummy shaper up and pushed my dick under the stiff material.

It stayed, but was on the edge of popping out. That’s all I needed. My dick popping out while I was in a dress.

“Here, let me help you with the bra.”

She fastened the material around my waist, then flipped it up. I wiggled my arms under the straps, and she laughed. “A perfect fit.”

“Please,” I whimpered. “Don’t do this to me!”

“Oh, come now. It’s not like you’ve never worn girly clothes before.”

“Please—“

“Susan? Did you find the breast forms?”

I heard Susan coming down the hall.

“Please…please. I’ll do anything you want!”

“I know you will,” she whispered back, her mouth twisted in a happy version of a moue.

Susan entered the room. She was holding a bag. “I wondered why you bought these. You don’t need them yourself…were you planning on using Brad all along?”

“Oh, no. It was just a whim.” She stuffed the breast forms into the cups of my bra and I suddenly had the badge of femininity on my chest. “I’ve got a friend who’s had a mastectomy, and I thought I’d send them to her. I’m sure she won’t mind if they’re slightly used.”

“That’s kind of you. Isn’t that kind of her…Brad! You actually have a feminine shape!”

“He does, doesn’t he? There’s only one problem.” Marge lifted the lip of the tummy shaper and my hard cock popped out.

Susan’s mouth opened and her eyes went wide. “Mother!” she gasped.

“Oh, it’s all right. I’ve seen a penis before. But we need to figure out a way to hide this one.”

Susan started giggling, then laughing. I turned redder and redder. I would have run, but they were between me and the door. And, besides, where would I run to?

“Here put this on,” Marge ignored my out thrust, pulsing cock and handed me the dress.

I was frozen, and she started pulling it down over my head.

Susan kept laughing, and the laughter went to a chuckle, and I felt like I was two inches tall.

Marge pulled the dress down, and Susan started giggling all over.

My cock pocked perfectly out through the material. The material clung, and it looked exactly like a penis.

“Well, it looks like he has a problem.”

Susan sat down on the bed and laughed harder.

“Of course, we can buy him a chastity tube. That would keep his little friend under control.”

“Oh, mother,” Susan was now lying on the bed, holding her belly.

Marge stepped back. “There.”

I stood, frozen, not knowing whether I should sob or sob. Susan, still laughing, sat up.

“Isn’t he the perfect picture of a feminine shape?”

Drying her tears, Susan agreed. “He certainly is. And I’m sorry for laughing, Brad. It’s just that…that…”

She held herself in with great effort.

‘Is it over?’ I wondered.

“Of course he’s had. lots of practice.”

Susan stopped laughing and stared at her mother. “What?”

“Your husband is a crossdresser. Look.” She had placed her cellphone on the dresser next to the door and she picked it up and opened the video app.

Susan stared, and looked at me, and I just stood there, knowing that my marriage was over. No longer would my perfect woman want to be with me. I would have to move out. Get a house. Face down the shame and embarrassment if she told her…our…friends.

The video rolled, and finally I heard the last words Marge had said to me. “Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.”

I hung my head and knew that my world had ended.


PART TWO

The video rolled, and I heard the sounds of Marge giggling as I tried to run through the house. I knew my wife was seeing me looking clumsy and panicked. And I finally heard Marge’s last words. ‘I’m assuming that Susan doesn’t know of your little hobby?’ Then Susan calling for her mother, and, ‘Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.’

The video ended. Marge stood there, her face a study in bland satisfaction. She folded her arms, the cellphone in her one.

Susan stood there, her mouth slightly open. “What?” Then she shook her head and looked up at me. “Bradley?”

Oh, God. I had gone from being Brad, her rock, her lover, to…Bradley. Which was what Marge called me.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted. “I didn’t…I never…” and I shut up. What could I say?

Susan looked at Marge. “I suppose this is on Facebutt? Or will be shortly?”

“Puh-lease! You know I wouldn’t do that unless I had to.”

She looked at me. “So that’s why you saved all those dresses. You’d give the ones you didn’t want to the Goodwill, and wear the…the ones you wanted.”

“Susan, I don’t…”

“Hush, Bradley. Let me think.”

I hushed. I wanted to shrivel up and blow away in a dust storm.

“And you’ve got high heels, and…was that lipstick you were wearing?”

I didn’t say anything, just hung my head.

“Susan, if there’s anything…I’ll never do it again…I’m sorry!”

She turned to her mother. “Mom, I believe you were going to tighten up that dress he’s got on?”

Marge smiled. “It does need to be taken in.”

“Then go ahead and do it. I’m just going to sit on the couch and watch.”

“Come along, Bradley,” Marge commanded.

Marge left the room. I looked at Susan helplessly, but she just raised her eyebrows and motioned after her mother.

I followed Marge down the hall and down the stairs. I stared at her rigid back, her chunky hips. I had seen pictures of a young Marge, and she had had her daughter’s good looks. But now she was just the old lady who ruined marriages.

Marge entered the living room and I followed her. Susan was right behind me.

Marge motioned to the coffee table. “Up here.”

Susan interrupted. “Go put your high heels on first. And your lipstick.”

“Susan…” My voice was whining, begging, but she kept a straight face and merely watched me.

“You don’t really want me to…”

She said, “Heels and lipstick. Now.”

My shoulders slumped I turned and left the living room.

Into the garage and I pulled out my hidden stash. I took out the high heels and slipped my feet into them. I had bought them special, and now it looked like I was going to have to get rid of them. I was going to have to stop crossdressing completely.

I grabbed the gold tube of lipstick and headed back for the living room.

They heard me coming. My heels went click, click, click on the kitchen floor.

I had worked so hard to get that sexy sound. Now I wished my heels were wrapped in pillows. Each click was the knell of doom. I entered the living room and my heels lost their click on the rug.

Susan stared at me. Her eyes revealed nothing. Marge smirked.

“Where’s the lipstick.”

I opened my hand and showed it to her.

“Put it on.”

“I…I don’t want to do this. Susan, we need to talk. Can we—“

She stood up and put her hand on my mouth. She took the lipstick from my hand and unscrewed the base, then she held my cheeks with one hand, made my mouth purse, and she painted my lips.

Oh, God, I couldn’t help it…my cock began to surge. It bumped her thigh and throbbed.

She looked down at it. She reached down and took it in her hand. She stroked me a couple of times and the silky feeling on my cock almost made me cum.

“Oh, Bradley. There is so much I didn’t know about you.” She let go of my cock. “Now, up on the table.”

I managed to get up on the table, and Marge went to work. She had a small piece of white chalk in her hand and a measuring tape draped around her neck. She measured my waist, checked the seams, and made little marks. Then she picked the seams apart.

“He really is sort of hot,” remarked Susan.

“Susan, I—“

“Shush, Bradley. Sissies should be seen and not heard.”

Marge said, “I should have seen this about him long ago.”

“He kept it pretty well hidden. I mean, he had all those dresses in plain sight, and he talked such a good game.”

“Well, those days are over.”

“I’ll say. What are you going to do about his cock?”

“I’m not sure. I could always have it taken off, or perhaps give him some medicine that will make him limp.”

“Yes. That seems like a waste of a perfectly good penis, however. Not that you will be wanting to fuck him.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t mind fucking him. I just don’t want him cumming.”

“Of course not.”

“Susan! OW!”

Marge had jabbed me with a pin. “You were told to be quiet.”

I glared at her, but Susan said, “Yes, Bradley. I’m sure we’ll sit down and have a good talk sometime. But now that you have revealed yourself…it will be me talking and you listening.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but Marge grinned and I could feel her hand ready with the pin. I closed my mouth.

“I could make him wear a gaff. You could sew one for me.”

“I could, but gaffs come off and dicks go up. They don’t ask permission or anything, they just rise up and get hard.”

“I could sew his penis to his perineum.”

Marge smiled. The dress was loose on me and she gathered in material and made little marks with the white chalk. “I like that. But you wouldn’t be able to take advantage of his cock.”

Susan shrugged. “That’s true, but maybe if I sewed it up for six months, while I was training him.”

“I love a cock that knows its place,” sighed Marge, which was sort of an oblique statement and which I didn’t really understand.

“How about a chastity tube?”

Susan nodded. “I think that’s the solution. I’d really rather sew him. And maybe I will if he proves difficult. But let me think about it. I’m a bit back and forth between sewing him and putting him in chastity.”

“Well, I think you should fuck him, and if he can’t hold his semen then you can sew him.”

“Excellent idea, Mother.” Then she smiled. “Bradley, would you prefer to wear a chastity tube or have your cock sewn to your body?”

“I don’t want either!” I protested. “We have to discuss—OW! Stop that!”

“Stop flapping your mouth,” Marge responded. She seemed to be getting a lot of pleasure out of pricking me with a pin. “Now hold still while I put this dress back together.”

I shut my mouth—she had the pin, after all—and she placed pins up the dress.

“You know, he looks sort of sexy.”

“He does wear a dress well. And his body is so feminine.”

“I’m going to have to get him some boobs of his own.”

“Big ones.”

I looked back and forth between them. I could taste my lipstick and my eyes were growing moist. I raised my hand.

“He wants to speak. Hunh!”

“Maybe you should let him. Sissies are always fun to listen to when they are first found out.”

“Go ahead, Bradley. But make your sentences short. And make them intelligent. I don’t want to listen to a lot of drivel.”

I took a breath. “Susan. You should’t treat me this way. I’m the man of the house. I’m the man in this relationship.”

Marge snickered, and Susan chuckled. “You’re right. He is a kick.” Then she addressed me. “Bradley. I come from a long line of strong willed women. One of the curses, or blessings, depending on your point of view, is that the women of my family tend to pick out rather soft men. We always end up with effeminate husbands. I thought I had broken the ‘curse,’ if you want to call it that. Imagine my surprise when I discovered you weren’t so manly after all.”

“But—“

“Hush now. Let me finish.” She paused, thought for a moment, then: “My Uncle Hiram, he was quite the softy. He wore pink dresses til the day he died. He never drove a car, and he was quite excellent as a hairdresser. We eventually put him to work in a beauty salon, and no woman ever guessed that he had a peeny instead of a pussy under his skirts.

“Aunt Clara was so feminine even we forgot that she had a penis in her panties. She had a tremendous sense of humor.

Susan went down the list of her family members, and my mouth opened as the list grew longer and longer. People who I had known I suddenly found out were transvestites, or even transgender, and a few had the complete change.

Susan finished up with, “I thought you were a manly man, but it is obvious that I was deluding myself. Well, now we know, and we will treat you accordingly.”

“Susan, I think this has gone far enough. I am embarrassed that I have been, uh, discovered, to have worn dresses on occasion, but that will stop now.”

“No. No it won’t.”

“Take off the dress,” said Marge.

It was with sadness that I took off the dress. I truly thought, at that moment, that would be the last time I ever wore a dress in my life. And it was with a certain of relief. My secret was no more. And I had put my foot down.”

But Susan and Marge glanced at each other, then broke out in laughter.

“What?” I blurted.

Susan stood up and reached up and patted my cheek. “You’re such a dear.” Then she walked out of the room.

I looked down at Marge.

“You can get down now,” she paused, then added, “Sugarplum.”

I got off the table and stamped my foot. “That’s it!”

Marge, now seemingly happy with me, patted my cheek and walked out.

There I stood, a king in his castle, but I was wearing a tummy shaper and a bra with very realistic breast forms in it. My lips were painted red, and I was…I was…I didn’t know what I was. But I knew that this whole thing had gone far enough.

I walked out of the living room, up the stairs, and headed for the bedroom. I could see Susan moving about back there. I entered the bedroom and stopped. She had emptied my dresser of underwear and put everything, all my socks and tighty whiteys and everything, into a big shopping bag.

She smiled at me. “Be a dear and take these to the garage?”

“I will not.”

She sighed and stopped what she was doing and faced me. “We’re going to have this out right now, are we?”

“Yes!” I snapped.

“Very well, come sit on the bed.” And she sat on the bed.

I crossed the room and sat next to her.

“Now, tell me why you don’t want to wear dresses any more.”

Ouch. that one got me. I wanted to. But I wasn’t willing to give up being a man.

“Because I’m the man. Yes, I may have worn a dress or two,” she suppressed a giggle, “but I wear pants. And shoes and socks. And my hair is cut short and you have have noticed that I have a penis between my legs.”

She looked down at my dong, which was still hard and poking out. She grabbed it and held it, and began moving her hand up and down the shaft.

“Honey, there are men, and then there are men. Some men are big and burly, have lots of muscles, and they would never be caught wearing a dress.

“Then there is you. Your peeny is all excited at having been caught and your secret finally out in the open. For the last half hour you wore a dress and your excitement,” she shook my penis and made me groan, “is obvious. Add to that that you are so cute, wearing your lipstick and all, and your body is so feminine, and it is obvious. You are simply not a manly man. You are a girly man. I married a girly man, and even though I didn’t know it, I’m okay with that. And if I’m okay with that, then you damned well better be, too. Now, go ahead, tell me more about why you shouldn’t be wearing dresses.”

I was blinking, she was so sure of herself. But I opened my mouth to speak and…she started jacking me. Hard.

“Oh!” I blurted.

She slowed down.

I opened my mouth to speak and she started pumping me again.

“Please…unh…”

Then she slowed down and waited for me to try and speak again.

I opened my mouth and she started  stroking again.

This went on for several more tries. finally I pushed her hand, but she wouldn’t let go, and when I tried to use two hands to pry her fingers off I not only had to contend with her stroking me, but her other hand grabbing my balls and squeezing so hard I was faint.

“Stop!” I wheezed.

She let me add, “I’m going to cum.”

“No, you’re not.”

“Then stop stro—OW!”

She squeezed my balls so hard I thought I was going to pass out.

Then she relaxed her grip. “All you have to do, if you want me to consider you as a man, is to wrestle me down. Just grab me and throw me down. Heck, you can throw me down and fuck me, if you can.”

I tried. Lord, how I tried. But the contest was already unfair. She already had a death grip on my package, and no matter what I tried to do she just squeezed, and lifted, and pulled, and slammed me back.

I was on the edge of cumming, which made me extra weak, but she was not about to let me squirt.

We slipped off the bed and fell on the floor, and I tried to wiggle out, to push her back, to loosen her grip.

She used her head to butt me, stayed on top of me, and used my cock like a bludgeon, in a manner of speaking.

Finally, sobbing with pain and frustration, frustration at not being able to dislodge her, or her grip, but also frustration from not being able to cum, I stopped struggling.

She stayed above me, on her knees with one knee between my legs.

“Do you give up?”

“No!” I cried. “This is unfair!”

“What’s unfair is that you won’t admit what you are. Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. You either take that bag of underwear down to the garage, or I will. And if you make me do something that is rightfully your responsibility, you’re going to be sorry.”

“Then I’m sorry.”

“Okay. You asked for it.”

She let go of my cock and brought her knee up into my groin.

I’m been hit in the balls before. Every guy has experienced that unfortunate impact. Maybe they fall on something, maybe they get in a fight, maybe some other guy, playing grab ass a little too hard, but they have felt it. But I had never felt it like this.

Susan was positioned perfectly, her knee dug in and squashed testicles, and I actually blanked out for a second. Everything just turned white.

A long second where I wondered what land I was in.

I began to come back to myself, and the pain…the pain ruled my existence. I rolled over and started dry heaving.

“Go into the bathroom if you’re going to get sick,” Susan said. She had gotten to her feet and was taking the bag out of the room.

I crawled into the bathroom, positioned myself near the toilet, and just sat there. I had never felt so weak in my life.

Finally, I heard Susan back in the bedroom, I managed to stand up. My knees were shaking and I still had spots in front of my eyes, but I was on my feet.

I wobbled out into the bedroom and grabbed the edge of a dresser.

A big stack of dresses were on the bed, and Susan was gathering my pants and shirts up and stuffing them into two shopping bags.

“Please,” I gasped. “Stop.”

She didn’t. She merely hummed and kept moving my clothes off the rack. Finally, two bags full, she walked towards the door.

I staggered in front of her, put a hand out and said, “You can’t do this to me.”

She dropped the bag, stepped closer and raised a hand to touch my cheek. And a knee to strike me, once again, right squarely in the nuts.

I passed out.

I awoke, and it didn’t hurt much now. But I think I was sort of numb. My closet was empty of male clothing, and filled with dresses. She had found my stash of underwear and my little bag of make up and the box of underwear was empty, the box discarded. My bag of make up was on the side table next to the bed.

I groaned and began struggling to my feet. Oddly, I wasn’t sore, but more numb, but I couldn’t move very fast. It was like somebody had injected my joints with glue.

“Hello, Bradley.”

I looked towards the door. Marge was standing, leaning against the jamb, a smile on her face.

I didn’t say anything, just leaned over and gave a weird sort of heave. Nothing came up.

Marge sighed. “I don’t know why Susan is taking it so easy with you. If you were mine I would have you licking my high heels and begging for more.”

“Where…where’s Susan,” I managed to ask.

“She’s out shopping. She left me to get you ready.”

“Ready?” I felt so sludgy. But being hit twice in the balls was not something you get used to.

“Yes. I’m to get you dressed for the party tonight.”

“Dressed.”

“So, I want you to put on the purple dress I fitted on you. It’s on my bed. I’ll be downstairs making you a drink. I’ll bet you’d like a drink right about now.”

I found myself nodding. I wanted to take the edge off the whole numb world.

She turned and left. And tossed back, “And don’t come downstairs without that dress on.”

Well, I wasn’t about to put on that dress. But I wanted a drink. I stumped after her, trying to feel my balls jiggling. they were there, but they didn’t feel like jiggling much.

She turned around at the top of the stairs, saw that I wasn’t going into her room and she shook her head sadly and came back towards me.

I saw her coming, I knew what she was going to do, and I covered up the family jewels.

But she fooled me. She gave me an elbow smash to the side of the head that knocked me all the way to the floor.

She stepped over my body and went into her room. She came out with the purple dress over her arm, and she bent and put it over my head.

“No,” I said weakly.

But I was dazed, out of it, and she pulled it down. It was sitting on my body improperly, but she just lifted my arm and pulled me half way up. Then, halfway up, she grabbed my nuts and lifted.

I squeaked, and flailed my arms, but she lifted me all the way to my feet, then she started walking down the hall, then down the steps.

Her grip was like iron, I couldn’t resist, and it felt like my package was going to be ripped off.

“Come along, Bradley. You’ll feel a lot better with a drink in you.”

Across the foyer and into the kitchen.

She tossed my nuts, and the rest of me, towards the kitchen table, and I grabbed the edge of the table and managed to lower myself to a sitting position.

While I sat there and groaned, and brushed my dress down to hide my package from her death grip, she took down a bottle of bourbon from the liquor cabinet. “Hmm. Long Branch Wild Turkey. There is hope for you.”

She filled a glass with ice cubes, then filled it half with good bourbon. She poured in some Pepsi. “A real man would take it straight,” she muttered. Then she placed the glass on the table in front of me. “Drink up, sweetheart.”

I closed my trembling fingers around the glass, I lifted, I felt the cold liquid slither down my throat and splash in my belly. I had been beaten up, first by my wife, then my mother-in-law. I needed a drink.

“That’s a boy. Now, let me tell you how this is going to work. When Susan gets home I am going to have you completely ready. I notice that you shave your legs, but I need you completely shaved. Are you completely shaved? Or am I going to have to force the matter.

I nodded.

“Pubic area, too?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Excellent. Though I knew you would be. Sissies always keep themselves neat and tidy. So all we have to do is put some nylons on you,  fix your face, and wait for Susan.”

“I don’t want to do this,” I whispered, looking up at her, an anguished expression on my face.

“I know that’s what you think,” she said. “But look at you. Body shaved, wears dresses and make up, this is what you want. This is what you want in your heart of hearts. So you might just as well stop resisting and let us take you where you want to go.”

“Never.”

But the ‘never’ was a little sloshy. I had drunk the whole glass.

“Never it is,” she murmured, a bit happily, and she made me another drink. “Drink this and we’ll get started.”

In a way, I didn’t want to drink that second drink. I could feel things shifting around in me, and I knew that if I drank too much I wouldn’t be able to resist her. But I was hurting, and I needed that second drink. I quaffed it quickly, and she made a third, then, holding the drink in one hand, she reached down and grabbed my package.

Oh, I didn’t want to hurt anymore. I went along. I went up on tip toes and pranced after her, and she led me upstairs to my bedroom.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I was recovering from being walloped in the nuts and the head, but I was also sort of sloshy drunk.

“I told you. Getting you ready. Here, put this garter on and I’ll get some hose.”

Not thinking, not able to resist, but thinking that I would, I stepped into the garter and pulled it up. I had to lift my dress a bit, but I got it in position.

Marge pushed me back on the bed and started unrolling nylons up my legs. In a short while my legs were encased in sleek and I was sitting at Susan’s vanity table.

Marge examined my make up kit and sniffed. “Well, this will do for now, but you really need some proper face paint.”

I sat there, dizzy, holding myself up, and she cleansed my face, primed me, foundationed me, and began adding the color.

I was drunk, and I was hurting, and maybe I could have resisted a little, but…there was a part of me that kept saying, ‘not yet. Not yet.’

She worked on my eyes, and I watched in the mirror as they became sultry. Then she colored my lips some more. When she was done I was feminine in every way except one. I needed hair.

“You are a beauty. A rare beauty, if I do say so.” She stood back and admired me. “Now, put your hands on the table.”

Now I knew I could resist, but I didn’t. I was too busy lifting my left hand, with the third drink, to my red lips. Not my right hand, because Marge was busy applying long, red nails to that hand.

Then my hands were switched, and I stared at my fingers. Long, red tips. So beautiful.

“Hey, girls!” Susan breezed into the bedroom with several shopping bags.

“Honey?” I burbled, all drunk and panicky.

“Oh, Mother, she’s beautiful.”

“All except the hair.”

“Got that covered.’ Susan pulled a long, brunette wig out of her purse. I stared as she fit it to my head and attached it.

“Oh, my God!” I burbled.

Susan placed her head next to mine and stared at my reflection with me.

I was a woman.

“Beautiful, Mother.”

“It will do,” she smiled. “And we can see to implants if you want his cock to keep working. But if you want it smaller and a bit more difficult to cum, we can start giving him pills.”

“I’ll think about that.”

“Are you ready?”

Susan reached into a bag and pulled out a mess of straps.

“What’s that?” I asked, the room giving a bit of a spin.

“It’s for you, dear,” explained Marge.

But they didn’t put the straps on me. They put them on Susan.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting Susan ready to deflower you.”

“Deflower…me?” I was confused.

“Yours is in the bag, Mother.”

I blinked, and then I thought I was seeing in double vision. But it was Susan screwing a dildo into the straps, which ended up being a harness. A strap on. And her mother, doing the same next to her.

I sat on the vanity chair, my red mouth open as I tried to understand.

I was a woman.

They were wearing dildos.

And I understood.

Susan stroked her cock and said, “Now then, Bradley. Would you like to do this the easy way or the hard way?

I blinked and thoughts went through my head.

The hard way, kicked in the nuts, tied to the bed, big cocks thrust into my man pussy.

Or, the easy way. Lay down on the bed and have a drink and let them do to me what they were going to do to me anyway.

“If I could have another drink I’d do it the easy way.”

They chuckled, and Marge went down to the kitchen.

“Ok, honey. It’s time to find out the truth of you. It’s time to let yourself be who you really want to be. Up on the bed, butt towards me.”

I stood up, and wobbled—I was in heels—to the bed. I crawled up on it and raised my butt.

Marge returned and handed me a drink. I sipped it, and waited.

Susan stepped between me and started lubing me up. She slapped lube into my hole and then stuck her fingers in and started reaming me.

“Oh,” I blurted.



“Not bad. Eh, Bradley?” 

“I guess not.”

Truth, it felt pretty good, and I started pushing back with my butt.

Susan and Marge giggled and Susan moved forward and place the tip of her dildo into my hole. “Just relax, honey. You’re going to like this.”

She pushed, and I did like it. Oh, it hurt for a second, but only a second, then her cock slithered on through and it felt like I was being opened up and lit up. Pleasure shot through my mind, and I felt her plastic balls splat against my own hanging balls.

Marge came around to the other side of the bed and lowered her face to mine.

Susan went back and forth, the cock sliding in and out and rubbing all my nerves. It was exciting and sexy, and deliciously heady.

Marge said, “Ever since my husband died I have missed this. I have even been a bit depressed, and my daughters took me in. But this is what I needed. I just needed a man’s ass to fuck. Do you mind if I fuck yours? Not just now, but in the future?”

I was drunk, I was dazed…but I was happy. I felt complete. I felt fulfilled.

The penis went in and out, and I lifted my ass and pushed back. I wanted more.

“Do you mind, Bradley? Can I fuck you?”

“Hey,” I blurted. “Knock yourself out.” Then I groaned, and Susan started jerking.

Oh,  my God! My wife, who rarely came, was coming easily!

“Oh…un…un…yes!”

I could feel her hips tightening up, her legs shivering. She thrust wildly, just jamming it into me, then she sagged back and her dick fell out of my hole.

“There you go, Mother.”

Marge grabbed my face and smiled sweetly, then she kissed me, She fused her hot lips to mine, her tongue darted, then she backed off. “I’m coming, honey.”

And, a minute later, she was.

END
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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
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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 By My Mother-in-Law!’

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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