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PART ONE

“I don't believe you!” Allison snarled, throwing her purse on the couch.

“I didn’t do anything!” Jim followed her through the living room.He had his hands out, palms out, protesting his innocence.

“Yes?” She spun about and grabbed his shirt. “Then what about this?”

Jim blinked and tried to see his shirt collar, but the collar was too close and he couldn’t exactly bend his head in double. “What?” he asked, confused, and he unbuttoned his shirt, grabbed it and pulled it out so he could see what she saw.

A red smudge. “What? What is this?”

“It’s lipstick, as if you didn’t know. And it’s not my lipstick, and it’s on your shirt. How do you explain that, Mr. Innocence?”

“I can’t explain it! I don’t know how it got there!”

“You come home with lipstick on your collar and can’t explain how it got there. Right. Now what’s her name?”

“There is no her, there is no other name, I honestly have no idea how that red stuff got on my collar! Os it really lipstick?”

“Is it really…is it…ARGH!”

Allison stomped down the hallway, slammed the bedroom door, and locked it. Click. And that meant stay the fuck out leave me alone you aren’t sleeping in here good bye!

Jim stood at the other end of the hallway and stared at the bedroom door.

Great. Allison was usually lovey dovey, but when the jealous bug bit her it was Katie bar the door.

Jim sighed heavily. So he was sleeping in the den this night. Fine. The couch was comfortable. But the one thing that he didn’t understand was where the lipstick came from. He had been to a late night meeting at his company, the meeting had been transferred to a bar, and he had imbibed in his fair share. Nothing wrong with that. But he hadn’t kissed anybody, he hadn’t hugged anybody, he had done nothing to cause the red smear.

Sadly, he went to the closet and got out an extra blanket. He went to the hall bathroom and brushed his teeth. He went into the small guest bedroom and got undressed.

He thought over what he had done that evening. Certainly no contact with women at work.

Then he had piled into Buddy Edison’s car and traveled to the bar. No women in the car. Just him and Buddy and Gary. No lipstick there.

At the bar there were plenty of women, but he had taken a table with Buddy and Gary and they had drunk a couple of whiskeys, then switched to beer so they wouldn’t be too shit-faced.

He had gone to the bar a couple of times, and he had squeezed through the crowd. He had been next to a few women, but nobody hugged him, nobody really brushed up against him.

When the spontaneous party dwindled out he had left the bar with Buddy, gotten a ride back to his own car, and come home. No contact with any woman at any time.

So how had the lipstick come to be on his collar?

Shaking his head, mystified, he crawled onto the narrow couch and closed his eyes.

The beer made the room circle and tilt a bit, but nothing serious. He just lay there and enjoyed the ride…except for the mystery of the lipstick.

Down the hall Allison got undressed and checked out her body in the mirror. She smiled.

She worked out at the gym every day, and she had the most glorious implants money could buy, and she had one hell of a hot body. Her waist was narrow and her hips and boobs flared outward. Perfect hourglass shape.

Her toe nails were painted a bright red, her hair was dark and wavy and down to her shoulders. Her face was a delicate oval and her features pert and interesting. Her lips were as red as her fingernails, and…she had what it takes.

The only problem was her stick in the mud husband. He was a good man, but he didn’t know how to have fun. Drinking a six pack counted as fun for him, but she wasn’t about to do that. She had worked too hard to be body perfect to risk it all on a few cans of suds.

She listened and heard Jim get the blankets out of the closet. She smiled. Yes, he was a good man, and quite innocent, and he needed to be brought out of his shell.

She turned and went into the bathroom. She took off her make up, and was still a gorgeous woman, then she stepped into the shower. As the hot water sluiced over her sext body she glanced at her hand. The lipstick she had smeared on his collar was still there, and she picked up the soap and began scrubbing her hand.

She grinned.

Jim was good, but he had to learn, and who better than her to teach him?

Jim spent a restless night sleeping. Sometime beer would make him sleep shallow, even have nightmares. Sometimes it made him sleep deeply. He never knew which type of sleep he was going to get after drinking beer.

This last night had been shallow, and add to that the upset of his wife and he didn’t really have sweet dreams.

He woke up suddenly. It was light out and his mouth tasted like a frog barfed in it. Working his mouth and trying to swallow he got up and went to the bathroom. He sat down on the john and marveled. For all the beer he had drunk he had surprisingly little piss. But he did have morning wood. So he tried to pee, dribbled a little, then drank a bunch from the faucet.

He heard Allison come out of the bedroom and walk down the hallway. He sure hoped she wasn’t still mad.

She was.

When he slipped his pants on and headed for the kitchen she glared at him like he was Jack the Ripper.

“Good morning,” he tried.

“Humph!” she grunted.

He made toast and buttered it, slathered a bit of grape jelly on it.

Allison was busy at the stove and he hoped she was making breakfast for two.

She wasn’t.

She walked to the table and sat down and began eating bacon and eggs.

He cleaned the skillet and started the bacon. While the bacon sizzled he scrambled the eggs. His stomach was a bit queasy, but nothing he couldn’t handle. What he couldn’t handle was the silent treatment his wife was giving to him.

He sat down and started eating. Allison’s face was buried in her iPad and she ignored him.

“I don’t know where that lipstick came from.”

She gave him the gimlet eye.

“I’m serious. I went to the meeting, we went to a bar afterwards, but I sat at a table with Buddy and Gary. The only time I was even near a girl was when I bought a pitcher of beer at the bar. That was a crowd, but nobody brushed up against me, especially not a woman, and I have no idea how lipstick got to be on my collar.”

Midway through his explanation she looked up from her iPad. When he was done she said, “I can’t trust you.”

“Honey, I have done nothing. I am not guilty. You can trust me with your life. I don’t know where that red smear came from…but I am as innocent as the day is long.

“Oh?”

“Yes,” he stated emphatically.

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

“But I don’t believe you.”

Desperate to get this silly situation over with he leaned forward and said, “What can I do to prove to you that I am the same loving, able to be trusted husband that I have always been?”

She stared at him. Her lips tight, and suddenly she nodded. “Okay. I’ve got something. You’re going to be working at home today, right?”

“I do every day.”

“Then you can prove your trustworthiness by wearing my lipstick all day.”

“What?”

“You wear my lipstick. I’ll take the tube with me so you can’t wipe it off, go out, then reapply it. I’ll take the COVID masks, and if that lipstick is still on when I get home than I’ll know that you are trustworthy.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“I knew it,” her eyes narrowed. “You—“

“No! No! Wait.” He held a palm up. “If it’ll make you happy then I’ll wear your lipstick. How do I know it won’t wear off?”

She frowned, and came up with a plan. “I’ll get ready for work now, but I’ve got a way to be sure. I’ll tell you when I’m ready to leave.”

Jim sighed and nodded. “Okay.”

Allison finally gave a small smile, and the tension in the atmosphere lessened.

Fifteen minutes later Allison was ready for work. She was wearing a pencil skirt, a blouse and jacket, and standing tall in high heels.

“Okay, Jim,” she marched into his office where he was already working on the computer.

He turned and she lifted her skirt a bit so she could spread her legs and sat on his lap. She planted her pussy right on his cock, and that made him gulp. He was only wearing a thin robe.

She took his chin in one hand and painted his lips with a bright red. She took her time, changed her position to inspect, and rubbed her pussy on his cock. There were only panties between their sex organs.

She put it on thick, and smiled. “Somebody’s getting excited down there.

Somebody is rubbing their pussy on that other somebody. Is it any wonder that that somebody is getting horny?”

She screwed the lipstick tube in and replaced the cap, then she took out a bottle of lips gloss.

“What’s that?”

“To protect your lipstick. It’ll help it last longer. You want your lips to stay beautiful all day, don’t you?”

“Well, I…” such a weird statement, he didn’t want any such thing, but before he could figure out a response she patted his cheek. “Wow. You are sexy.” She leaned forward, hesitated with just an inch between their lips. “Don’t move,” she said, breathily. Then she touched her lips to his. She backed off an inch. “You taste good, too.”

Jim was turned on. His cock was pressing against the material of her panties, he could feel her labia  on him.

“Why don’t you be late for work?”

She stood up. “The lipstick turns you on that much? We’re going to have to go further.”

“What?”

She swung a leg off him and walked out of the room. “Text me a picture every hour. Show me those beautiful lips.

Jim blinked. Take picture of his mouth and text it? Well, he could, but… “You can’t let anybody see the pics.”

But she was already in the kitchen and apparently hadn’t heard him. He stood up to follow her, and his cock stuck straight out. Oh, fuck! that felt good.

He trotted to the kitchen, but she was already in the garage and the door was opening. He opened the door from the kitchen and stuck his head out. He couldn’t run after her now, with the door open, as his cock was front and center.

She was looking back over her shoulder as she backed up and didn’t see him. When she reverse direction in the street she saw him and waved, and he was left with the incomplete communication.

At that point he should have sent a text, called her on the cell, but he was a little horny, his cock was excited, and he closed the door and sauntered back to the computer room. His stiff and engorged penis led the way.

Jim was in finance. He had been a Broker for years, and he actually didn’t need money. He had a huge nest egg stored up. Of course, you can never have enough money, but now he got to choose how he made it. His preference, now that he was a bit free, was bitcoins. He spent the days researching that intriguing concept of virtual money, and now he was a virtual millionaire. There was no problem making the bitcoins, the difficulty was in translating them into real money. But with his experience it wasn’t really a problem. Actually, for him it was sort of hack work.

So he spent an hour working on the net, and his cock went down, and…his lips tasted so funny. They had a coating on them. They had a taste. There was a feel that wasn’t exactly rubbery, or plastic, but…it was something.

He found himself smacking his lips and feeling the lipstick, which made him worry that maybe he was wearing the stuff off. But when he got up and looked his lips in the mirror they were still bright red.

And sexy.

And suddenly he had a hard on again. And it was big and intrusive and…he liked it.

The result, of course, was that he started to like the feel of the lipstick on his lips, the idea of walking around with women’s lips. It was sexy and horny and cool.

Ten o’clock and…DING! His cell phone rang. He opened the messages and saw the one symbol.

?

He picked up his phone, focused on his lips and pursed them as if he was blowing a kiss into the camera. Click.

Ten seconds later he received a kiss back. And the sight of her red lips puckered up made his boner go…DING!

Or Sproing, or whatever ‘sound’ boners made when they boned.

He went back to work, and now he was horny and he didn’t really need the money, and…damn!

Still, he was a disciplined fellow and he forged ahead, and his erection was gone an hour later when…DING!

Fuck!

He snapped a picture and sent it off.

Then another hour and…DING!

He sighed, snapped a picture and sent it. Two minutes later he received a massive group kiss pic.

He stared at the picture. Allison and three other ladies from the realty office she worked at. All standing in sexy poses, hands on hips, hand behind hair and posing, and one of the girls even had a finger pointing at her groin.

No! Not at her groin!

Jim downloaded the picture to his computer and blew it up. Yep. Pointing at her groin.

And they were all laughing.

He texted,

You weren’t supposed to show anybody!

Allison texted back.

Oops. I didn’t know that.

The girls are really impressed with you.

They all want to come home and kiss you.

SPROING!

Jim stared at the screen. Women wanted to kiss him? It was like being a rock star and his cock was suddenly bouncing.

He stared at the women in the picture. They were all good looking. And he could even see a couple of nips in the pic. Fuck!

He sighed and closed the picture. No way he could work now, and it was time for lunch, anyway.

He made himself a bacon and cheese sandwich, opened himself a Golden Monkey, and went out to the patio and ate.

He could see traces of lipstick on the beer bottle, and he tried to eat little bites with just his teeth, not smearing his lipstick.

He was still wearing just the robe, he often did in the mornings, and his dick was standing up like a flagpole. Stiff, throbbing, wanting.

He finished the sandwich and took hold of his cock. He slowly stroked himself while he sipped the beer. God! That felt good!

But he knew Allison wouldn’t like it if he jacked off.

Heck, he would prefer to wait for her, anyway. And it sounded like she might be amenable to a little in and out when she got home.

He smiled, then stood up, shook off his robe and stepped into the pool. He did ten laps. Naked, he felt his cock sluicing through the water. And he couldn’t stop feeling his lips. He wondered what the water was doing to his lipstick.

He got out of the pool and went inside and picked up his cell phone. Hmm. It was wearing off. Eating, then swimming, his lipstick was a little pale.

He snapped a pic and sent it, and said, “I ate and went swimming.” He thought about it, then added, “Am I still presentable?”

The answer came back a minute later.

‘Nope.’

‘What am I supposed to do.’

That was actually what Allison was waiting for. Her putting lipstick on Jim was good, but Jim putting lipstick on Jim was great. It made him part of the action. He was no longer a lipstick victim, now he was a lipstick wearer by choice.

Vanity. Right drawer back.

Pick the reddest shade.

Use gloss.

She waited, imagined him walking down the hall, and sent another text.

Show me your body.

Which message, she knew, he would translate as ‘show me your penis.’

Yep. He sent her a pick of his throbbing penis.

She texted,

Put a pair of my panties on,

you big dicked horn dog!

One of the girls she worked with, who had been in the group picture, stopped by her cubby. “How’s your horn dog?”

Allison showed her the pics and they both giggled.

“Men are so easy. How far are you going to take him?

“All the way, baby. All the way.”

The woman laughed, fist bumped her, and continued to her station.

Jim walked down the hall, his cock waggling back and forth and feeling mighty big. He entered the bedroom and sat down at the vanity.

He stared at all the potions and brushes and things on the table. Man, woman sure did a lot of things to their faces.

He opened the drawer and rummaged through the half dozen colors. He picked out the brightest and took off the cap. He screwed the pillar of red up and leaned closer to the mirror.

He stopped.

He was a man. Why was he doing this?

Because it made him horny. Because his wife had told him to and…it was really making him horny.

He rolled the color over his lips, puckered and smacked, then put on the lip gloss.

There. His lips were female again. And…they were larger.

He frowned. They sure looked larger.

But it had to just be the perception. Brighter lips looked bigger.

But…no. He understood about perceptions.

He went out to the front room. On the mantle Allison had placed a picture of him. He tried to duplicate the facial pose and took a picture, then he compared the cell phone to the picture.

It wasn’t a perception, his lips were bigger.

Fuck! And, kneejerk reaction, he read the label of the lipstick tube.

‘This product has the latest lip plumpers.’

Lip plumpers? He had never heard of the phrase, but it was obvious what ‘lip plumpers’ were.

He trotted back to the bedroom and opened up the vanity drawer. He took out lipsticks, one by one, and read the labels.

Lip plumper. Lip plumper. Lip plumper. Every single tube had the plumping ingredients in them.

He went to the computer room and looked up ‘lip plumper.’

Fruit extracts, ‘capsaicin,’ from peppers, and…lips were easily plumped up.

He looked up ‘How long does lip plumper last?’

There were a variety of answers, but the real answer depended on the product.

He ran back into the bedroom and grabbed a handful of lipsticks and brought them into the light of day. He read individual labels and queried the net, and…oh, fuck. Allison’s lipsticks were prescription, and the plumper was guaranteed to last weeks.

He stared at himself.

Then he sent a text.

Your lipstick plumper is supposed to last weeks.

She wrote back,

Goodie!

You’ll be sexy for weeks!

I can’t wait to use your lips on my landing flaps.

Allison had a bawdy side to her, and she referred to her labia as landing flaps.

Jim sat there, a little dazed. He was going to have big, fat lips for days? Maybe for weeks? And he couldn’t just wipe the effects off?

DING

You’re going to be doing a lot of kissing,

my fat-lipped pussy boy.

He stared at the message.

He was a bit stunned. It was supposed to be a lark. He would prove he was trustworthy, now he was being…being…disfigured!

He went to the kitchen and opened another Golden Monkey.

Golden Monkey is a potent brew, one bottle dazes you, two bottles makes your eyes work independently of each other. A six pack is equivalent to a bottle of whiskey.

Jim had four bottles left, and a desire to quaff them. All. Now.

He walked into the computer room and sat down and stared at his screen.

He was done working. His dick pointed up obscenely and happily. He stared at the screen. And what do horny, little boys do when they are left to their own devices in front of a computer?

Jim powered up the beast halfway through the Golden Monkey. He pulled up Milfmovs and started perusing.

Large breasted women smiled back at him.

Doggystyle. Cowboy style. On their knees. Big dongs. Jim slowly cruised the site. Then he found himself on Xvideos, looking for large boobs.

Ava. Brandi. Richelle. Woman after woman flaunted her charms for him, and he stroked himself and finished his beer.

He got another beer and started perusing Kink. Then House of Gord. He grinned. So much porn…so little time.

Somewhere in there he went to the kitchen where Allison’s lipsticks were arrayed on the table. He picked up the red one and coated his lips. There was a slight tingle to the lipstick, and he knew what that was now. That was the plumper doing its work.

He was going to have big, red lips. Angelina lips. It frightened him, even as it excited him.

He looked down at his cock. She had told him to wear panties, but he had lost those somewhere during the afternoon.

He stood up and went to get another pair.

Turned loose in her underwear drawer he found red, satin high cuts. He slipped them on. They stretched a bit, and had trouble holding his balls. The fact that he was erect and pressing the material out didn’t help.

He looked at the matching bra. Wow. A bra. But he didn’t put it on. He just rummaged through her drawers and took out items of clothing and looked at them.

He was drunk, wearing panties, and he went back to the computer room. He sat and watched porn and stroked himself. He was getting close now. He was going to shoot the juice if he wasn’t careful.

He stroked a little faster. He was just drunk enough to not care what Allison would say if he jacked off. Heck, his dong was big and powerful, and it was ready. He hadn’t had any for a few days, and…and he was close…almost there…almost…alm—

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING!!”

He sprang out of the swivel chair and faced his wife. His dick was rigid like a pole and shivering from his motion. He looked at the clock. It was early. He looked out the window and the sun was still up in the sky.

“I give you one simple thing to do and you become the world’s biggest pervert. Is this supposed to make me trust you?”

“But…honey…”

His words slurred and her eyes widened. “And you’re drunk!”

For a long moment she didn’t ay anything, then she blurted out, “ARGH!” She turned and stomped down the hallway. She had to turn because she was starting to smile. She certainly didn’t want Jim to see her smiling over his actions.

Jim followed her. “But…Allison…I didn’t mean to…and I didn’t…you stopped me before I could…”

She whirled on him, “But you would have if I hadn’t stopped you.”

Though drunk, Jim realized there was something wrong with the reasoning here.

She walked into the bedroom, stopped, and screeched, “JIM!”

He was right behind her anyway, and he stopped and blinked.

“What did you do with my underwear?”

He looked around. The underwear was out of the drawers.

She went to the drawer of the vanity and pulled it all the way open. “And where are my lipsticks!”

“In the kitchen,” he responded, feeling quite helpless.

“Oh, my god!” she put her hands on her hips and glared at him. Inside she was celebrating. It was difficult to not just throw up her hands and yell hallelujah.

She grabbed his ear and marched him into the bathroom.

“What…what…”

She stripped his clothes off him and picked up a spray can.

“What are you doing?”

“You want to be a woman so badly…” she sprayed his arms and legs, and the spray turned into a kind of foam. She used her hands to slick it all over his limbs. Then she did his torso and chest. She spent a lot of time smushing the stuff into his groin area.

“But what is this?”

She finished smearing his whole body with the foam and said, “This, dear hubby, is a depilatory.”

“A dippy who?”

“A depilatory.” Before he could ask what a depilatory was she  looked into his face and whispered intently, “Why didn’t you tell me you wanted to be more ladylike?”

“But I don’t want to—“

“I really don’t mind, honey. I don’t mind if you want to take hormones and grow big, old boobies. I don’t even care if you want to shrink your cock…”

“Shrink my cock?” he protested.

“…because vibrators are cheap. Heck, I’ve still got some left over from before we were married. I’ve even got butt plugs if you want to…”

“Butt plugs?” His mind was screeching, but his tone was just helpless. He was getting totally overwhelmed by the situation.

“Are you gay? Do you want another man? It’s okay if you do, just let me know so I can find a few good booty boys. Men for you, and men I can call when I need to get laid—“

“Stop!” he finally managed to summon up a bit of backbone. He grabbed her arms and shook her. “I don’t want to shrink my dick. I don’t want men. I love you and—“

“I’m glad to hear that,” she cut in. “Not that it would have mattered. But you are a sexy hunk. In your own way. A soft and feminine way. I’m totally happy to help you explore this—“

“Allison!” his eyes were haunted.

“Now go get yourself another Golden Monkey. We’re going to have some fun this afternoon. Go.”

She turned him, slapped his butt, and pushed him out of the bathroom.

“And bring back my lipsticks!” she called after him.

Jim walked down the hallway. He wasn’t as drunk anymore, and he had this goop all over his body, and what the heck was going on?

He opened the fridge and took out another Golden Monkey. He opened it, took a giant swig.

“JIM!”

He jumped. He picked up the tubes of lipstick and headed back to the bedroom.

He placed the lipsticks on her vanity table and murmured, “My skin is burning.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” She pulled him across the room, into the bathroom, and shoved him into the shower. Then she stripped her clothes off and stepped in after him.

Jim was standing there, drinking, and she began to soap him and rinse him. In a couple of minutes she had washed all his hair off him. He watched as the little curlies slipped into the drain. He looked at his body.

“This feels funny.“

“Well, it doesn’t look funny. I definitely like you better with no hair.”

She pulled him out of the shower and toweled him off.

His cock was pulsing, rising and falling, and it brushed against her body.

“Oh, Jim,” she said, taking hold of his cock and moving his face close to hers. “What are we going to do with you?”

“Nothing. I’m—“

She kissed him. She kissed him deeply and profoundly. He was in a fragile state and she had to imprint herself on him. She had to be the controller.

He responded—how could he not?—by holding her, feeling her, pressing his hips into hers.

Their mouths did battle, and she reached for his cock and started stroking.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, totally turned on.

She pulled him towards the bed. “Jim…”

“What?”

“I can’t have you cumming right now.”

“What? Why?” his drink addled brain wasn’t that addled.

“Because I can’t have you cumming like a man. Not if we’re going to do this.”

“Oh.”

Maybe he was that addled.

“Do what?”

“Make you sexier. Make you hot. Make you into something that is totally fuckable. You want to be totally fuckable, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Of course he did. Who doesn’t want to be fuckable? The world is built on being fuckable. The only really successful advertising has to do with sex and being fuckable. Movies succeed or fail based on the perceived fuckability of their stars. From the first stirring of puberty in school to the limp dicks of old men…sex sells, and everybody wants to be loved, and fucked, or fuck, everybody else.

That is simply the human condition.

“But I want to cum like a man!”

She stared him and frowned. “I didn’t want to do this, but it’s obvious you’re going to need a helping hand.”

“A hand…helping…what?”

She rummaged through her drawers. “Damn. It’s not here!”

“What?”

She went into her closet and started digging through shelves and boxes. Finally she came out of the closet. She was holding a small, black garment and smiling.

“What’s that?”

“I’ll show you.”

She pushed him on the bed and put his feet into the leg holes. She pulled the panties up his legs.

The panties were tight, squeezed his flesh, and she had to tug to get them all the way up. Once up she pushed his cock into a little hole in the panties. That was really a tight fit, his cock being so hard.

“What is this?”

She pulled the built in belt and forced the buckle closed. There was a little round projection with a hole in it. She took a padlock and pushed the end of the loop through the hole, then clicked the lock shut.

“What?” Jim looked down at his skin tight, cock constricting black chastity panties. “What is this?”

Allison smiled. “These are chastity panties. I forget where I got them.” She hadn’t forgot, she had bought them special for an occasion like this, “But they’ll fit you and help you have a little self control. Just let me know when you have to pee, or just go jump in the pool and pee, then sunbath until they’re dry. She patted his cheek. “You’ll love them.”

Jim looked down at the panties. His cock struggled within the panties. He was horny. He wanted to fuck.

But Allison just smiled at him.


PART TWO

Jim sat in a chair in the computer room while Allison went shopping on his computer.

“We need to get you sissy panties. And a real chastity tube. Those chastity panties are okay for a day or two, but we need a better solution. After all, people will be able to see the lines of those panties through a dress.”

Jim was fairly well under the influence now. He was on his fourth Golden Monkey, and he just say there and tried to remember how to actually think.

He mumbled, “Don’t wanna dress.”

“Nonsense. Stand up and let me measure you. Excellent. And look…the breast forms are 50% off!”

“I don’t want…”

Allison spun the swivel around and stared at him. “This is your choice, so stop complaining.” She spoke forcefully and Jim blinked and backed off.

She stood up and walked back to the bedroom. “Come on, Jim. Let’s get you all fixed up for the rest of the day.”

“What? Fixed where?” He staggered down the hallway after her. He wandered into the bedroom and stood silently. He wondered where Allison had gone, then she came out of the closet. She held a bra and she put it up to his chest.

“I’ve heard it said that a man isn’t a man until he has boobs.”

“Who said what?”

She ran the bra around him, fastened it, then brought it up and pushed his arms under the straps.

“What the fuck,” his eyes were bleary.

She went back into the closet and got a pair of breast forms. They were cheap ones, but they would do until the ones she had just bought arrived. She slipped them into his bra and stood back.

“Oh, yeah. Now you’re looking good.”

“Honey, are you sure about this?”

She smiled. “It’s you that’s sure about this. I just put a little lipstick on you. You’re the one who went hogwild horny.”

“But I…”

“Here are some nylons. Roll them up your legs. You’ve seen me do that. Fasten them to the straps on the garter belt.”

She pushed him onto the bed and placed the nylons in his hands. He stared at them, then started figuring out how to put them on.

She smiled, and headed for the front room. In the front room she tapped a number on her phone and waited.

“Yo,” came the voice.

“I’m doing him. Get Kathy and come on over.”

“Already? Holy moley! You are fast!”

“Nah, he’s just easy.”

“Men,” came the snort from the other end of the phone.

Allison headed back into the bedroom. Jim was having a terrible time with the nylons and she took over, smoothed them and straightened them, and shortly he had the sleekest stems a man ever had.

“Okay, I’ve got some help coming for the make up, but let’s take a few minutes and get used to heels.”

She brought a pair of heels out of the closet. They were an old pair of hers, and they were quite strappy. She slipped them on his feet—his toes didn’t hang over hardly at all—and helped him to stand up.

He swayed and put one hand on the bedpost and the other on her shoulder.

“Tough, eh?”

“Yeah. I couldn’t play golf in these.”

She chuckled. “Okay, walk up and down the hallway.”

She helped him at first, but slowly he gained confidence. His ankles wobbled, but at least he wasn’t falling on his face.

“That’s it, let the heels click. And try to place your feet on a straight line.”

“How come?” he wondered out loud.

“It makes your ass sway.”

“It does?” He looked over his shoulder at his ass and fell against the wall. She laughed and righted him.

“Allison?” a voice yelled.

“Back here!”

“Who’s that?”

“Kathy and Barb. They wanted to see you through your transition.”

“Transition? What  does…”

He was interrupted by the two girls rushing down the hallway.

Kathy was a tall brunette, and she gave a quick hug to Allison, then a big hug to Jim.

“Jim, baby! You look scrumptious!”

“Scrunchous?” he asked.

Barb gave him an even bigger hug. “You are the prettiest,” she gushed. “But we really have to help you with your make up.”

“Oh, yeah.” he blinked, not understanding a thing.

Kathy linked her arm into his and walked him back to the bedroom. Behind her Barb whispered to Allison. “You’ve got him drunk.”

“He got himself drunk. It just makes it easier.”

“Did you know he was going to be a sissy boy when you married him?”

“I suspected. All the little signs were there. He likes it when I take charge. He has soft mannerisms. He was just waiting for a woman like me.”

“Like us, girlfriend.” the Two giggled and headed for the bedroom.

Kathy had Jim in the vanity chair and was examining his skin. “He needs a good cleanse, but he has excellent color.”

“Start cleaning. Did you bring a wig?”

“Oh, it’s in the car, I’ll go get it.”

While Barb ran out to get the wig Kathy and Allison ran their fingers through his hair.

“Awfully short.”

“For a guy.”

“You want to shave him bald or get him to grow it longer?”

“Grow it longer. I prefer natural locks. Besides, his hair is so thick.”

“What are we talking about?” Jim mumbled. His eyes were looking like road maps. Red lines squiggling all over the place.

“Make up, dear. Just sit quietly and we’ll get to you.”

Barb returned holding a wig of long, blonde hair.

“Ooh, how do you think he’ll like being a blondie?

“He’ll love it. Why don’t you do his face while we work on his nails?”

So Kathy began cleansing him, and Allison and Barb prepped his toes and began painting them.

“What are you doing?” asked Jim. He tried to stand up but was easily pushed back.

“Hold still, Jim. This is delicate work.”

Toes done, the girls stretched his hands to the sides of the vanity table and began prepping the finger nails. They chose long ovals for his nails and began gluing them on. Then they painted them red.

“My, my. Jimmy boy has a boner.”

They all looked at his lap. Jim giggled.

“You like this, Jim?”

“It’s funny, “ he admitted.

Kathy had him close his eyes and she did his lids, then lengthened his lashes. His face was becoming more and more feminine.

His nails were done now, and the girls blew on them.

Kathy touched up his lipstick. “His lips are perfect. How’d you get them so plump?”

“”I ordered some special plumper. He gets fifty per cent more lip and it last three times longer than the norm.

“Wow. Are you ready for the wig?”

They placed a skull cap over his head and applied glue to the strip. Then they pulled the blonde wig down and made sure it was on correctly.

Finally, they were done. They stood him up and inspected him.

His body was a bit angular, but the clothes hid that. His boobs were really big, and he definitely looked female.

“Okay, girls, time for the show.”

The girls giggled and gathered in the living room.

“Okay, Jim, pretend you’re a model.”

Jim was on his fifth Golden Monkey. He was barely aware, but he still responded to what he was told.

“That’s it, put your hand on your hip and look at us disdainfully.”

He sashayed back and forth, almost falling with every turn, but his walk was getting better and better.

“No, don’t smile…pretend that I just put shit in your shoes and you put them on and it’s all my fault…yes! That’s it.”

Back and forth he went eventually achieving a classic stride. The girls snapped pictures and took videos with their cells. After a half hour of this they took his arms and led him out to his car.

Kathy jumped behind the wheel. “Whee! I always wanted to drive his Maserati!”

“Hey,” Jim leaned this way and that, “Thash my car! I want to drive!”

They just laughed at him and pushed him over the side of the car. He was upside down on the seat, his dress riding up and his panties exposed. The girls piled in and Kathy headed down the street.

Jim struggled and tried to right himself, but the girls kept pushing him back to the upside position.

“Lemme up!” he hollered.

They passed cars and there were honks and cheers.

WOOOooooOOOO!

“Uh oh. Police time.”

Kathy pulled the car over and a motorcycle cop pulled in behind them. The cop dismounted, grabbed his ticket book, and sauntered up to the driver’s side. He looked at the upside down Jim and shook his head.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?”

In the backseat Allison said, “Because you wanted a blow job?” Barb had her phone out and was videoing.

The cop blinked and his face colored. He did keep his aplomb, however. “License and registration, please.”

“You don’t want a blow job?”

The cop heaved a sigh.

“Big, strong man like you doesn’t want to get his weenie sucked?”

Jim finally managed to right himself. He looked around, blinked, and said, “I been kidnapped.”

“What?”

“They dressed me like this and kidnapped me.”

The cop stared at Jim. Jim looked like a girl, but he had the voice of a man.

The girls were giggling and laughing. Kathy said, “How about if we make sure he wears his seat belt.”

The cops lips were moving, he was biting them, but suddenly he burst out in laughter.

The girls cheered.

Jim looked around stupidly and said, “Yea?”

The cop folded his ticket book up, said, “Yes. Make sure the seat belt is fastened, and with him in the upright position.”

“Thank you, officer. Are you sure you don’t want that blow job?”

The cop just waved a hand and got on his motorcycle. He waved Kathy on and she signaled and joined traffic.

They pulled into the parking lot of Charlie Coyote’s, the swankest nightspot in LA. It wasn’t night, so the place was working as a restaurant. They piled out of the car and headed inside. They surrounded Jim on either side and made sure he didn’t fall.

They took a table on the patio, back in a corner, and ordered Margaritas for themselves, and A Coke for Jim.

“Oh, good, Coke,” Jim blurted.

Then they ordered him food.

“Wash happening?” he asked. He had a severe case of double vision and thought there were six girls around the table.

“We need to sober you up, honey,” Allison explained.

“Oh.”

For the next hour they chatted amongst themselves. Jim ate a big Fajita, drank Coke after Coke, and slowly he began to sober. He tried to ask questions, but the girls ignored him.

Finally, when he could move without stumbling, they took turns taking him into the main room and dancing with him.

He was getting a little tired now, and he yawned a few times.

When it was Allison’s turn to dance with him he hung on and she guided him around. It was more like she was leading, but that was okay with him. He was becoming more and more aware.

“Why am I dressed like this?”

“You asked to be dressed like this.”

“Did not,” he yawned.

“Honey, we’ve got pics and vids of you dancing and prancing around. Believe me, you asked to be made like this. You wanted to be our little girl.”

Jim burped, and thought about it. He didn’t remember asking, but the way Allison was talking…

They returned to the table and Kathy took over.

“Why we got to keep dancing? I wanna go home and sleep.”

“Oh, no,” murmured Kathy, guiding him around the small, parquet dance area. “You need to wake up, get your second wind. We still have surprises for you.”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. We have lots of fun in store for you.”

“Oh.”

Another hour he was almost out on his feet. The girls were getting a little tired of dancing, which was them holding him up and moving him around, so Kathy found a couple of young men and brought them back to their table.

The two men were muscular studs, and they were gay. Their names were Lance and Dick.

“Hey, gentlemen. We’re playing a practical joke on my husband, could you keep him dancing while we take pictures.

Lance grinned. “I love a good joke.”

“Just don’t get carried away, honey,” Dick murmured to him demurely. “Remember who you came to this party with.

“You know I can control my dick.”

“Listen, he’s got chastity panties on, so you can get as frisky as you want.”

Both men oohed.

So Jim was now being squired about the little dance floor by a man. Pics were clicked and vids were shot.

Jim slowly realized that he was dancing with a man. “Hey…who are you?”

“I’m your date, honey.” Lance swirled him, dipped him, and brought him back up. The girls were all at the edge of the dance floor and clapping and cheering. The other patrons in the restaurant were pulled in by the action, and shortly a crowd was cheering and yelling. The attention, being in physical motion, Jim started to perk up a bit. He was tired, but he was now getting over the drink and actually perking up.

“But you’re a guy?”

“I know. Isn’t it grand?” A quick pirouette under Dick’s hand and then Dick was holding him in his arms.

“But…”

“Shush up and enjoy, honey.”

On the sidelines Lance said, “Dick works as a professional dancer.”

The girls snapped more pics, took more videos.

Finally, Jim said, “I have to pee.”

Dick brought him back, the girls thanked the two young men, and Kathy and Barb steered Jim down a short hallway to the rest rooms.

“Dicks or cunts?” asked Kathy.

“Better dicks,” grinned Barb.

They laughed and guided him into the ladies’ room.

There were half a dozen women in the room, two in the stalls and four preening at the big mirror. They turned and looked at Kathy and Barb.

“Got a cross dresser here, ladies. Anybody who doesn’t like it can go across the hall to the men’s room.

Smiles appeared on faces. Two of the women laughed and left, two stood back and watched. A flushing sound was heard and one of the women in the stalls opened the door to watch.

Kathy lifted his dress and Barb used the key to unlock the panties. She pulled them down and Jim’s cock popped out. It was doubly hard; it was full of pee…and horny.

The girls in the restroom considered his member. “Not bad, for a white boy.”

“How much do you think he’ll pee?”

“How much has he had to drink?”

“A six pack of Golden Monkey, half a dozen Cokes.”

“Oh, Lord. He’s ready to pop.”

Kathy started to turn Jim to the toilet, but the. other girls in the room  pushed Jim back to the sinks. “We want to watch!”

They pushed Jim up against the counter and pulled his dick out and aimed it into the sink.

“Let it loose, Jim, baby.”

A small chant erupted.

Jim looked down at his cock. He had to pee, but sometimes it was hard to pee through an erection. He grunted, his face turned a little red, then the stream started. One of the girls was taking pictures on her cell and another one went to her stop watch app and started timing him.

Jim peed. At first a big, healthy stream that splashed against the back of the basin. Then the stream relaxed a bit and just came out.

“One minute,” stated the girl keeping time.

“Keep it going, Jim. Relax and pee slowly.”

Jim didn’t really try to relax because he was already relaxed.

Barb held his dick and Kathy reached under and squeezed his balls. “He’s got a load still,” she grinned, “but it ain’t all pee.”

A woman came into the restroom, took one look, laughed, and stepped into a stall.

“Two minutes.”

A bladder is an interesting thing. It stretches. It’s like a balloon. It can hold an amazing amount of liquid. At two minutes and forty-five seconds Jim dribbled…and stopped.

“I don’t know about his fucking, but he sure can pee.”

The girls chatted about Jim’s feat and Barb and Kathy pulled his panties up and buckled them. It was hard getting Jim’s cock into the little sheathe inside the panties, but they managed it, and they finally exited the bathroom.

Peeing had emptied Jim, and he was becoming even more aware.

“What am I doing here?” he asked.

“Drinking and dancing and having a good time,” answered Allison.

“But why did you dress me up like this?”

He was sitting with his elbows on the wrought iron table and his hands surrounded a glass of Coke.

The girls all glanced at each other. Jim was getting sober enough to explain the situation to. The only question was how was he going to take it?

Allison, being married to him, decided to do the honors.

“Jim, you’re a wonderful man.”

“Well, thanks. I love you, too, but I don’t understand what’s happening here.”

“What’s happening is that we three girls were all members of a sorority. Pi pi pi. Triple Pi, or Tri-Pi.”

“You are? Were?”

He stared around the table. His double vision had disappeared and he studied each girl individually.

Allison, shapely, sexy, he loved.

Kathy, shapely, sexy, but…he had only talked to her a few times. She was a friend of Allison’s, but…he remembered how Allison had left him alone with Kathy a few times and they had gotten into interesting conversations.

Barbara. Barb. Shapely, sexy, and he hardly knew her. But it was obvious these three girls all knew each other. They acted like old friends, they conversed like people who knew each other well.

“So why have three beautiful women decided to gang up on me?”

“We made a pact while we were at college. It concerns the men we would marry. Any man chosen by one has to be approved by all.”

Jim frowned.

Allison chuckled and patted his hand. “Jim, you’re about to be handed around like a party favor. You’re not going to cum because we want you to last through all of us. Finally, we will initiate you to our little group. If you pass the test, that is.”

“What test?”

“You have to please us. All of us. You do that, then we initiate you and you and I stay married.”

His eyes opened a bit wider.

“You’re going to leave me?”

“Not if you pass the test and get initiated.”

“Oh.” he was sober, but just barely. He was confused, but coming around. Mostly, he was horny. “How are you going to stop me…how can I not cum…if I’m going to fuck three beauties?”

“Don’t worry. We’ll help you.”

Allison said, “The girls know I love you. They want you to pass this test. We’ll do everything we can to make sure you pass it. But it’s still going to take some work on your part.

“Some real discipline,” Kathy said, and Barb nodded.

It was dusk when they exited the restaurant, now starting to function as a nightclub. The parking lot was filling up and the night was one of those sweltering LA nights.

They laughed and they joked, but not as much as when they had arrived.

Jim managed to get in without falling down, and he sat in the backseat with Allison. Barb drove his car and Kathy rode shotgun.

They meandered through Hollywood and up into the hills. Fifteen minutes and they drove through the gate and stopped in front of Jim’s house.

They piled out of the car and stood for a moment and looked over the city. It was dark, but with the glow of the lights of the city you wouldn’t know it. Layers of smog colored the horizon. A plane was gliding into LAX. It was a big plane, but delicate in the sky.

“Okay, girls,” Allison said. “It’s time.”

The three women and Jim walked into the house. From the rear they looked like four women.

They took Jim to the bedroom and Kathy lifted his dress and once again the black panties were taken off, this time all the way off.

Allison brought out a small spray can and sprayed the head of Jim’s dick.

“What’s that?”

“It’ll numb your penis.”

Kathy began putting condoms on him. She rolled three condoms down his shaft, smiled, and his his balls a squeeze.

“Who’s first?”

“Barb, why don’t you sample the goods?”

Barb was only too happy to. She stripped out of her clothes and joined Jim on the bed. “Lay back, baby, let me take charge.”

Jim lay on his back and the woman squatted over his erect penis. His penis looked bulky with the rubbers on it, but she slid down his shaft with no trouble and let out a big groan.

She smiled and moved up and down. Her big breasts bounced above him and he reached up and felt them.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned.

Allison went to the kitchen and brought back a tray of cookies, cheeses, meats and veggies.

Kathy undressed and pulled a chair around. Allison sat on a corner of the bed and the two women commented on the action as they snacked.

“Nice. He’s got nice hip action.”

“Wait until he gets on top.”

On top of Jim Barb had pushed her legs back and she was sitting like a frog, grinding her pussy onto his cock.

Jim was having no trouble not cumming. His cock felt nothing. It was like he had a dildo for a cock, no sensation, and he watched Barb groan and moan and he marveled at her horniness.

“Flip her over, Jim.”

Barb looked up, Jim grabbed her hips and pushed one of her legs down, then he turned her over and dropped his weight onto her, driving his cock into her depths.

“Oh, fuck!” She wheezed. “Fuck!”

Allison giggled. “I love it when he does that to me. It feels like his dick is going to shoot right through your whole body.”

“Are you feeling anything, Jim?” asked Kathy.

“Nope,” he grunted. But he was sweating.

“Better hurry. The numb spray only lasts a half hour, and if each of us takes 15 minutes…” she shrugged.

“He’ll make it,” murmured Allison. “He can do it.”

Jim wiggled his numb cock inside Barb and sucked on her tits. He managed to snake a hand down and began rubbing her clit.

Barb gasped, then, “It’s harder when you don’t feel the flesh.”

“Poor girl,” said Kathy, and she and Allison laughed.

At almost exactly fifteen minutes Barb gave it up. Her toes curled, her eyeballs rolled, and her back arched. She was sodden with sweat and Kathy and Allison pulled her off the bed. Kathy hopped on and grinned. “Okay, tiger. Show me.”

Jim nodded. He was totally sober now, and he was wired. His cock was not feeling anything, but the idea of fucking was so totally exciting…he slid his penis into her and began ramming.

“Fuck!” Kathy muttered. “It does feel big.”

He grabbed her hips and lifted them and held them while he punched his cock into her.

For ten minutes he ground into her, swizzled his dick in her depths, pulled and sucked on her tits, and then she popped.

“Fuck!” Little tears squeezed out of the corners of her eyes as she held on through the grand bang. Her hips were spasming, out of control, and Jim rag dolled her ruthlessly.

“Two down, honey,” said Allison. “Are you feeling anything yet?”

“I think so.”

“We better hurry then.” She climbed on the bed and kissed him deeply.

Now he was in familiar territory. This was his wife and he knew her quirks and preferences. He began taking long, scooping motions into her. He drilled her, he poked her, he savaged her hole with his rubber clad penis.

But he was starting to feel his dick now. Sensations were starting to run through him, and he groaned.

“Hurry, Jim. Hold on. Don’t cum.”

The other two woman stood by the side of the bed. Kathy leaned forward and slapped his face. “No cumming!” Barb grabbed his shaft at the base. “Don’t even try!”

Jim was almost crying when Allison broke. His face was red, and his cock was purple, but Allison grabbed him with her arms and held on and and eked her orgasm out.

Then they were done.

For the moment.

One last thing to do.

Kathy and Barb got off the bed and put on strap ons. Their dicks were about the same size as his. They grinned.

Allison said, “We all have to own you, Jim. You have to make it through this.”

He gulped. Allison had put a finger up his ass while making love, but this was dicks. Three dicks, when Allison put hers on.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Barb said. “I’ll be first for this, too.”

Jim knelt on all fours. His butt was pointed out and Allison began rimming him with lubricant. She ran her finger in and out, pushed lube into him, and went to two fingers.

Jim moaned. He had never known anything could feel so good.

Allison took her time, added fingers, and when she had four up his chute she nodded. “Okay, girlfriend, it’s time.”

Allison withdrew her fingers, leaving Jim with an empty feeling, but the feeling only last a few seconds, then Barb was knocking at his back door with her plastic penis.

Allison went to the other side of the bed and faced him. She took his ears and held them and kissed his mouth tenderly.

“Her dick isn’t as big as my four fingers, so you can do this.”

With that bit of advice Barb slid her penis all the way into Jim.

He jerked, arched his back, and almost collapsed his arms.

Allison held him up, kissed him again, and then the fucking started in earnest.

Barb knew how to fuck like a man. She had certainly been fucked by enough men, and she had used the strap on on many men. She took her time, grinding it in, rubbing the veins on the side of the big cock against the walls of Jim’s anus.

Jim had never felt anything so good in his life. The way it filled him, the sensations were better than when his dick was being used. Suddenly, he understood women and what drove them. He realized that  most men never knew how they were missing out.

Kathy, meanwhile, was playing with his balls. She lay sideways to him and had her head under his belly. She played with his balls and sucked his cock. Never enough to get him off, just enough to keep him on the edge.

After five minutes Barb said, “Time for the second team?”

“I’ll do him,” said Allison. Kathy’s busy down under.

The two girls switched places, and Allison, as she drove her peeny into Jim, asked, “How’s he doing, Kathy. Is he close?”

“Mmmph mumpp.”

The other girls laughed and Allison went to work. As when Jim had known what she liked, she knew what he liked. She took her time, sliding and corkscrewing and listening to his guttural moans.

Jim was out of his mind. His body was pushing back, his butt screwing the dick for all it was worth. Suddenly he had the urge to pee. Before he could tell anybody, however, Allison withdrew. “All right, Kathy. Time to get your dick dirty.”

Kathy came out from under him, took her place behind Jim and inserted her dick. He was gaping now, and it went in smooth and easy. “He’s close,” she said. Then, “Do you feel like peeing, Jim?”

“Uh huh,” he grunted as she plumbed his depths.

“Let it go. Don’t hold on to it.”

While Kathy fucked him Allison and Barb crawled under and looked at his penis. They didn’t jack him, or give him head. They played with his balls and encouraged him.

“Come on, Jim. Let it go.”

“Go, Jim. Go!”

The need to pee arose again, and he started to say something, but then it was too late, he could feel the pee draining out of him. It felt good and warm and he felt his insides relaxing. For a minute he peed, fits and starts, and it even felt like little globs and strings, then he was done.

“He’s done.”

“Good,” said Kathy. “That’s a bit of work.”

“But fun,” Allison smiled.

“A lot of fun.”

The girls standing up and taking off their strap ons, Jim felt loosy goosy. He rolled over and yawned. “What…are we done?”

“What? You want more?”

“No…uh…sure…I mean…”

The girls all laughed. Allison came and sat down next to him. “You did well, Jim. You passed all tests and I’m going to keep you.”

Kathy said, “Yes. Flying colors. And tomorrow is going to be fun.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Oh, he doesn’t know.”

The girls glanced at each other and chuckled. Allison turned to him. “You’ve been drained, Jim. You didn’t pee, that was all your cum draining. You probably don’t have a speck of semen in you right now.”

Barb added, “It’s much more efficient than regular squirting during sex.”

Jim looked puzzled. There was something they weren’t telling him.

Kathy: “You are empty, but your head doesn’t think so. Your mind is still thinking that you’re full. The result is that you’re going to be harder than ever…”

Allison: “But you won’t be able to cum.”

Barb: “And the other girls are coming in tomorrow.”

Kathy looked at her watch. “They’re probably already arriving, we need to get to the airport.”

“But I don’t understand,” blurted Jim. “What other girls?”

Allison, touched his hand and said, “Surely you didn’t think that we three were the whole sorority, did you?”

“Kathy, “We’ve got over fifty sisters coming in tomorrow, and they’ll all be wanting to fuck you, and be fucked by you.”

Allison smiled, “And we’ve prepared you for them. You’ll be horny, erect, and unable to cum. It’ll be fun.”

Jim stared at the three women, who watched him with big grins.

“But…but…but…”

“Truer words were never spoken,” said Kathy. “Butt.”

Allison slapped him on the ass and the three girls walked out.

Jim sagged back on the bed.

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

The Stepforth Husband

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


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

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

Femwood Mansion!


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

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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

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


Big Stories
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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 for a Sorority!’

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 for a Sorority!
Feminization, chastity
and female domination!
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power
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