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PART ONE

It started innocently enough; I was turned on by my wife getting dressed.

We had been married a half dozen years, lot of love there, and a lot of sex.

Lately, though, the sex had been diminishing. Diminishing in spite of the fact that she was truly coming into her own. She had made partner in her firm, was pulling in high profile cases, and the resulting flush of victory, the power in her stride, the way she smiled, so ‘I rule the world,’ it was turning me on even more and more.

So why was the sex diminishing?

Because I was static in my career. I sold cars, and in the beginning I sold a lot, but my interest was waning, she made more money, she was always getting ready, she had knock ‘em dead gorgeous, large breasts (Like I ain’t kidding!) and strutting out of the house like a sexy bombshell.

And I just didn’t feel worthy. I mean, we had started on a level, but now she was out classing me. She was out of my league, far out, and I didn’t feel worthy.

And it all came to a head one sunny morning.

We had just had great sex. For her.

I had eaten her to a frothy peak, suckled her tits, kissed her endlessly, and then, because I wasn’t pouncing on her pussy with my dick, she pushed me on my back and rode me.

She bounced, tilted her pelvis, corkscrewed, got every square inch of my dick. She pulled her tits and slapped her pussy, and in the end, she arched her back, tilted her head back, and opened her mouth in a silent scream of pleasure.

I went over baseball cards in my head.

I held myself back. I tightened my muscles and tried to act passionate even as I divorced myself from the pleasure.

I managed it. Just as she was able to throw herself over the top of the mountain and have a glorious orgasm, I was able to hold myself in.

And, let me tell you, with a woman with the face of an angel and the  body of a goddess it was hard.

And, not to toss puns around, when she looked down at me, contemplated me, then rose up off me, it was still hard.

She sat for a moment, biting her lip, studying me like I was a hostile witness about to be interviewed. She sighed, stood up and went into the shower.

God, I was like steel down there. Being fucked and not cumming, I was standing up like a redwood tree.

I considered jacking off. I could do it quick, while she was in the shower, or I could do it later, when I had the time to…do things to myself.

Later. Maybe with a little porn, as if I needed that with her luscious presence in my mind.

She finished her shower, I watched her take the towel off her head and release those gorgeous locks, they tumbled down over her shoulder like waves on a golden beach.

She dried her legs, bent over so her breasts drooped, but only for a moment. When she straightened up they rose to their proud position. Big, but not saggy. Oh, Lord. I felt the heat in my groin all over again. It was moments like this that made me wish I had cum.

She tossed the towel in the hamper, giving me a view of her world class ass. Not too big, but round, firm from all her work outs, a man stopper in the best sense of the word.

She came back into the bedroom, and, I swear, I almost swooned. I was so damned horny. I wondered if I could hold my cum, not jack off, all day. I would be so fucking hot, and desperate, and as the day drew out it would just get better and better.

She entered her closet and picked out a pair of panties, a thong, gave her a thrill to have that strip rubbing her rectum all day. She stepped into them, pulled them up snug and wiggled a bit. That wiggle almost drove me insane.

She took a garter from where they were hanging on the back of the closet door. She stepped into them, took down some stockings and came out of the closet.

She sat on the back of the bed and rolled them up her sleek stems. I reached out and touched her back. I sat up and massaged her shoulders.

“Mmm,” she groaned.

She turned then and kissed me. Her lips were the height of sensuality and my hard cock throbbed as I felt her flesh on mine.

She pulled her face back and stared at me, contemplative, then finished rolling up her stockings.

She went back to the closet and took out a bra, a shelf bra. She liked to wear shelf bras in court and in negotiations. She would wear a jacket over, but open in the front. She wouldn’t deliberately flash an opposing lawyer to distract him, or show a bit of tit to a judge she wanted a favorable decision from, or let the jury catch a glimpse of her fullness…like hell she wouldn’t. She was a lawyer who knew her business, she worked all the angles and always came out on top.

She was a driven woman.

“I’m going to quit and sell cars on the internet.”

She came out of the closet, pulled up a pencil skirt and almost killed me with the sheen of her legs.

“Is that good money?” Told you. Driven.

“It’ll be better than what I’m making now.”

“Have you ever thought about opening your own car dealership?” She sat down in front of her make up table. This was the part of the morning that I liked best. I loved to watch her do her magic, to transform her face from merely stupendous to out of this world.

I walked over and pulled a chair to the side so I could watch her better.

I loved to watch her apply a little TLC to her perfect flesh, her sparkling eyes, her full lips.

“Maybe some day. I’d have to deal with car companies, get backing,  it’s a big undertaking.”

“Will selling cars on the net aid you…or slow you down.”

I thought about it. “Actually, it will help me. It will teach me things I don’t know, and I can see, if I make certain contacts, it could be a big boost. That means going to seminars and conventions, but…” I shrugged.

She had applied foundation, was working on blush. Her hands moved quickly, but gently, and the color came into her cheeks. My penis, of course was starting to drip.

She suddenly looked down at my crotch. She reached down with a soft brush and pulled it over the top of my head.

I shivered and my cock jerked. I truly thought I was going to cum.

She put the brush aside and began working on her eyelids. She chose a delicate grey and gently transformed her eyes, made them smokey and mysterious.

I gave a shiver, which I knew didn’t escape her trained eye, and watched as she picked up her lipstick, but she didn’t apply it. She swiveled on her chair and faced me.

“Tom, what’s wrong?”

“Wrong? Nothing’s wrong? Why do you ask?”

Everything was wrong. I wasn’t cumming, I was jacking off when I did cum, and I was withholding myself from her.

She leaned forward, her face mere inches from mine, and she applied her lipstick. I watched as the golden tube moved across her lips, leaving a red, moist color. Built in plumper, though she didn’t need it.

I licked my lips, and realized that I was staring at her lips.

And she knew it. She was expert at cross examining, and she had just worked her magic on me. I was a trembling, sweaty mess, my dick was surging, out of control, fucking the air.

“What’s going on, Tom. Tell me.” Her voice was soft, yet penetrated my soul. She had put all her lawyer wiles into it, made the witness, me, love her, which was easy because I already did love her.

“Nothing’s going on,” I tried, my voice wasn't steady, though.

She smacked her lips, never took her eyes off mine. “I feel sexier and sexier every day. I am alive with lust for you, yet we make love less and less, and when we do…when we do you usually don’t cum. And if you cum you act all grumpy, like you’ve been caught doing something wrong.

“Now, Tom. I’m a patient woman, and I love you, but enough is enough. You will tell me right now.”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” I bubbled in false cheer, trying to get past the moment. “It’s just something I’m handling on my own.”

“You’re going to handle it with me. Right now.”

“I’m just going through something, and…no need to bother yourself ab—“

“Tom.”

Still I held on.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. Her soft hands brought a thrill to my heart. My cock jumped. It was already dripping, wanting to spew, and I was out of baseball cards, especially with her incredibly beautiful face inches form mine, and those lips, with that lipstick, and…

“Tom. If you don’t tell me right now then I’m never going to let you cum again.”

“UNNNHHH!” I shivered, like a dog shaking off water, and my cock spewed a massive cum shot. It just went out, through her grip, messing her hand, and getting on her nylons.

“Uh….uh…uh…” I kept roping, but not so forceful. That first shot had been the home run, these were all singles and doubles.

Stunned, Tammi looked down at the dripping mess in her hand.

She looked at her nylons, a big glob of goo sliding down her beautiful legs.

She looked at me. Her eyes were wide, her mouth was open, she was stunned.

“Huh…huh…” and I finished. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.” I hung my head.

A moment passed, a long moment, full of…thoughts.

She gently touched my chin, lifted my head. Surprise was gone, and thoughtfulness was in her features. “I understand now.”

“No, no…” I protested.

She leaned forward and kissed me. A firm lip plant that she normally didn’t do for fear of messing her make up.

She drew back. “I understand everything. And we can talk tonight.”

She stood up and took off her stockings.

“But….I’m sorry… can’t we…”

She smiled, and it wasn’t a sad smile, and said, “Don’t worry, Tom. I understand, and we’re going to have a good talk tonight. So just relax.”

She stood up and stepped into her heels. Her calves popped and I stared down at them.

She giggled then. She touched my face, a light caress of the cheek, her red fingernails making my heart throb. “Don’t worry, Tom. I’m going to take care of you.”

Then she walked out of the bedroom, picked up a short jacket in the hallway, her briefcase, and…out the front door.

I, of course was a mess. She was going to take care of me. What did that mean? And what did she think she understood? Well, I would find that out tonight. And it scared the hell out of me. And would scare me all day. And I didn’t even know what it was that was scaring me.

And that’s how it started.

Lawyer’s sometimes work long hours. They get in the middle of a trial, there’s research and planning to do, and Tammi would put in long hours.

She wasn’t, however, involved in a big case right now. A couple of weeks she had a big one coming up, but for right now she was taking it easy, arranging her schedule as she wished, and today she wished to get off early.

It was only three o’clock when I heard her Beemer trundle into the garage. That was earlier than usual, and I shut down the computer and went out to meet her.

She entered the kitchen with a smile and a large bottle of champagne. Expensive champagne. Bollinger La Grande Annee Brut 2012. And, not to draw this out, the official champagne of James bond.

“Well, what’s this?” I greeted her cheerfully, giving her a quick kiss and taking the bottle.

“It’s the first day of the rest of your life, baby. Now open that bottle of fizz and let’s get down to business.”

She went to the bedroom to change and I reached into a drawer and took out a corkscrew. I screwed the pig’s tail into the cork, worked it gently, and…POP! The cork was out.

I poured two flutes, placed the champagne in the frig and walked back to the bedroom.

Tammi was wearing a filmy negligee, her shelf bra lifted her breasts and caused her nipples to rub against the material. She had told me that made her really horny. Just looking at her sitting at her make up table and applying lipstick made me gulp.

Applying make up? But she was home from work. She usually relaxed and didn’t bother with make up.

“Have a seat, lover,” she motioned to the chair I had sat in that morning.

I placed the champagne on the table and sat.

She looked at me, smiled, and placed one hand over my flute, and lifted the other one to her lips.

Absolutely enthralled, I watched as her lips nibbled at the edge of the glass. She lowered the glass, and the red imprint of her lips was thick upon the rim of the flute.

“I’m not going to drink?”

“Oh, yes. You’re going to drink. Here.” She held her glass out to me. I looked at the lip print, my cock was surging, and I looked at her.

“Turn it so you have to drink over my lips. It’ll be like we’re kissing without touching.”

I actually groaned a little at that. I raised the glass and, her eyes fixed on mine, I touched my lips to her…lip print.

She smiled. “Drink more.”

I did.

“Finish it.”

I drained the glass, set it down on the table. I felt the cold liquid slide down my throat, burst in my stomach, and within literally seconds I was flushed, feeling the blood rushing through my body, into my face.

Tammi smiled, and reapplied lipstick, thickly.

“Take off your clothes.”

That was easy to do. I stood and shucked my pants, slid out of my underwear, threw my shirt somewhere, and sat back down.

She had taken a drink from the remaining glass of champagne and she held the glass out to me.

“Drink, but slowly this time.”

Her lips were again on the rim, I stared at them, was fascinated. I was kissing her without kissing. It was incredibly erotic, to have something without even touching it. I lifted the glass and sipped slowly.

“Good,” she said, “let’s go. Bring the bottle.”

Stood up, and when I stood up she grabbed my penis with one manicured hand. She was holding her golden tube of lipstick in the other. She left the other glass, we would be drinking from only one, and led me out of the room.

She led me through the house, and I was having trouble walking. My knees were weak and my cock, even though I had cum just that morning, was pulsing.

She looked back at me, giggled, and led me out to the patio. We sat down on a lounge chair, both of us. She was sitting with her back to the back, and I was sitting facing her. Our legs were spread and she stroked my cock softly.

I groaned with the sheer, intense pleasure of it all.

Our faces were close. We drank. Her pouring the champagne, drinking a bit, but having me drink the lion’s share. Shortly I was riotously drunk.

She kept putting on fresh lipstick, sipping, or kissing me, and continued stroking my cock, stopping when I got too close.

“Oh, God,” I said, at one point, thoroughly intoxicated and in love.

“God won’t help you now, buster,” and she giggled yet again. I might be drunk, but she was giddy with…with something in her mind. A hidden secret.

I was too hypnotized by her beauty, and the scene, to even think about finding out what she knew. But she was going to tell me.

“Did you look into selling cars on the net?”

“I did,” the world was slanting slightly.

“Does it look good?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Good. Quit your job and give it a try. If you don’t make money I can support us.”

I stared at her, drunk, in love, and I couldn’t help it, I began to cry.

She put the glass aside, leaned toward me, and asked, “What’s wrong, Tom.”

“Nothing…nothing.”

She was holding my cock, my tears were splattering on it, and she said, “If you don’t tell me then…” she let go and emphasized her words, “I’m never going to let you cum again.

I began to jerk, my hips thrust forward, fucking the air. I had an orgasm, but without the sperm. I was empty, but my urges couldn’t be denied altogether.

She watched me, her lips pursed, a quirky smile on her face.

I bucked, and shuddered, and then sort of caved in on myself. I sat there, all slumped over. Tears gone.

She reached down and grabbed my cock again. She began to stroke it, and it stayed hard.

I stared down at it incredulously.

“You had a dry cum, lover. An orgasm without the squirt. Your body is empty, but your mind still wants to cum.”

It was true, I felt on edge all over again.

“Now, tell me what is wrong.”

Still, I couldn’t. But I didn’t deny that something was wrong. I just shook my head and remained mute.

“Then I will tell you.”

Huh? how did she know what was wrong with me?

“Tom, do you remember when I first graduated law school?”

I nodded.

“I was doing pro bono work for the county, and I had all sorts of cases.”

I remembered. We had spent much time discussing them. It had been fascinating.

“There was one case I never told you about.”

I tilted my drunk head. Secrets coming out?

“Do you remember the name Ricardo Lopez?”

I shook my head.

“He was a bad person. Beat his wife so bad…he ended up on the docket. I ended up interviewing him. A lot.”

“So?” I was curious. My dick was throbbing, I felt like cumming again, though I knew it would probably be a dry cum,  yet I still wanted to hear what she had to say. There was something here…something I was being set up for.

“Nearly a hundred hours of sitting and letting him spew, of getting down to his motivations. After that I had countless meetings with psychiatrists who explained things about Mr. Ricaro Lopez.”

“What things?”

“Ricardo had started out being a cross dresser. Dressed in his mother’s dresses, wore her lingerie.”

Now I was frozen. I wasn’t a cross dresser, but her words were piercing me.

“Do you know what motivated him?”

“What?”

“A feeling that he wasn’t worthy.”

“Wasn’t…” my mind was shocked, and yet in overdrive. She had stated my exact feeling.

“Now, we don’t know why, or how, but that motivation led to his becoming a cross dresser, and, eventually a wife beater.”

“But I don’t…don’t understand.”

“Tom, there is something in you that doesn’t feel worthy. That is causing you to draw back from me. Maybe it’s the disparity in our salaries, maybe it’s something else, but it’s there.”

I was silent. What could I say?

“Tom, do you want to wear my clothes?”

“No.” In truth, I had never even thought about it.

“Well, you’re going to.”

“What?”

“I’m going to start making you wear articles of female clothing, and you’re going to come to grips with your feelings of…not being worthy.”

“I am not.”

“Not wear women’s clothes? Or not feel worthy?”

I was confused, but that’s the way she wanted me. I was drunk, and she was pushing it.

“I don’t understand.”

She was stroking me, squeezing my testicles rhythmically. She kissed me softly, and I tasted her lipstick.

“You will, lover. Now, I want you to do something.”

“What.”

“Just follow my instructions and I will prove something.”

“What?”

She smiled. She let go of my cock, unscrewed the golden tube and held it to my lips. She slowly painted my lips.

My heart felt like it was stopping, my cock was throbbing.

She said, “If you don’t let me dress you up…I will never let you cum again.”

“UNNNHH!” and this time semen actually dribbled out.

The next morning I woke with a groan. That’s the thing about champagne, it sometimes leaves a nasty reminder of its joys in your head.

“Well, well, look who’s coming to breakfast.”

Tammi was already sitting at her make up table.

“Oh, man,” I moaned.

She finished her lipstick—I had missed the show, damn it!—and turned to me.

“Come look in the mirror.”

I groaned some more, wanted to go back to sleep, but there was something in her voice that compelled me. I stood up and walked into the bathroom, and stopped, and woke up all the way, and even the pounding in my head went away, so great was my shock.

I was fully made up.

I had lipstick, eyeshadow, and my face was smooth and blushed.

“What the fuck!”

Tammi came in and stood next to me, one hand on her hip in a saucy pose.

“Of course, you shouldn’t sleep in make up, we’ll have to wash the sheets, but you can do that today.”

“I need to get this off!”

“I know, it’s a bit much for a first time. So I’ll show you how to get rid of it, but first, you have to promise me something.”

I stared at her.

She reached to the back of the bathroom door and took down the negligee she had been wearing the day before. She held it out to me. “Put this on.”

“I’m not—“

“And you must wear it all day. No other clothes.”

“But what if I have to leave the house?”

“You’re working on the internet now, and you don’t have to go anywhere. Unless you want to show off your new uniform?” She giggled.

“I’m not going to…” but there was something in me that was perking up. Something telling me to…to…

“No,” I said.

She ignored my words and put the sleeve up one of my arms, then pulled it up and helped me insert my other arm.

She stepped in front of me and bumped into my dick.

I looked down. She looked down.

“Mikey! I think he likes it!” She laughed, then reached down and started to stroke me.

I groaned. Then: “What about removing this goop?”

“Use the jar of cold cream on my table. You don’t need a lot. There are washcloths on the sink. And I’ve got to go to work. It’s Friday and I’ve got some meetings. I have no idea when I’ll get home.”

She kissed me, gave me a final squeeze to the nuts, a hard one that buckled my knees, then walked out laughing merrily.

All that day I was confused. Yet I was alert and able to think, but the thoughts were…weird.

I didn’t want to be a girl.

Did I?

I didn’t want to wear woman’s wear, but then why did this negligee cause me to be so erect?

Because it was rubbing my nipples and my cock.

Still,  mostly on remote, I managed to do some work.

I called the car dealership and told them to send me my last check. Well, I couldn’t go pick it up, could I?

I burrowed into the net, exploring the job of selling cars on the net. It wasn’t a big field, but people were doing it, and there did seem to be potential.

All morning I tried to stay focused, naked but for the filmy negligee, my cock hitting the table under the keyboard, my penis actually oozing pre-cum.

I had just cum the day before, and cum so much that I was dry. Yet I was already manufacturing baby batter. My cock told me so.

It was the negligee. It was the rubbing of the sexy material, it was…it was good. It felt so damned good. I found myself thrusting my hips as if I was fucking, and groaning a loud.

Then, lunch time, I was tired. I had been fighting my urges all morning. I had been struggling against the idea of wearing women’s clothes.

I closed the windows having to do with finance and car sales and opened up Nudevista. I typed in ‘cross dresser.’

A sad window opened up. Yet I knew this wasn’t all. I typed in ‘Trans,’ then ‘Transexual,’ then ‘Tranny.’

My interest began to perk.

There was the usual cock sucking and butt fucking, but there was more.

Men wanting to be women. Men with tits. (That one made me hard. Or maybe I should say ‘harder.’) Men who looked like women. Men who REALLY looked like women.

I felt things crashing in me. I felt attitudes shifting. I felt my world thrown into the air and landing in an entirely different position.

Could it be true? Could I be a closet crossdresser? A Tranny in the making? Was there something wrong with me?

Yet it didn’t feel wrong.

I didn’t feel like I identified with being a woman.

Yet what was happening?

I began exploring the net, typing in a variety of terms, slowly honing in on various…things.

Men who took hormones and became women. With a working dick. Without a working dick.

Yikes! I was a horny bastard! I wanted my dick to work!

Men who got castrated.

I almost screamed in my head at that one.

But it made me understand something: I wanted to be made up, dressed up, and that was what made me horny.

All those mornings of watching my wife make herself up, get dressed in such sexy clothes…I wanted that.

I wanted to feel beautiful.

I wanted to feel worthy.

I was a guy, and maybe some people would consider me handsome, but I wanted to feel beautiful.

I wanted the world to be a beautiful place.

I wanted to feel worthy.

The phone rang. I checked, and it was Tammi.

“Hey, lover, have you given much thought to what we talked about this morning?”

There was so much confidence in her voice. And I could see her in my mind’s eye, sitting behind her desk, powerful, beautiful, Her legs up, the ankles cross, the bottoms of her feet showing.

I could imagine people, both men and women, coming into the office. Seeing her legs so presented, then she lowered them, hid them behind her desk.

I could feel the heat of those people. They were in the presence of a powerful, beautiful, worthy person.

I wanted to be worthy.

“I’ve thought about it a lot.”

“Any specific thoughts?”

“Well, I’ve given my notice, and I am willing to be your canvas. Do you wish to paint? Do you wish to create a work of art?”

“Oh, lover, do I. You’re making me so hot I’m dripping.”

“I love you.”

I love you more, and lover…?”

“Yes?”

“I’ll be coming home in a while. Get ready.”

I smiled and hung up the phone.


PART TWO

A load off my mind, I was able to work that afternoon. I went on chat rooms, sent emails, and thoroughly explored the idea of selling cars on the internet. The big problem was that there were so many big companies doing it. Still, I knew all sorts of ways to get myself to the top of Google, I had connections that would enable me to get any car I needed. It was possible. A lot of work, but…this was starting to look good.

And it helped that my chest felt so light, and my dick was so hard.

By 6:30 I was through for the day, and Tammi arrived home shortly after I shut down the computer.

“Hey, babe, time to get dressed. We have a party!”

“Party?”

“One of the partners. Celebrating an anniversary or something. Come on.”

We went into the bedroom, had a long shower where I tickled Tammi to a cum, and she stroked me to a ‘not cum.’

I laughed, feeling so fucking horny, and she threw some clothes at me.

“What?” I actually blushed as I held up garters and bra.

“I’m going to be thinking of you all night,” she responded. “And when we come home you’re going to make me squirt my brains out.”

“And what about me?”

“What about you?” she spoke humorously, laying on the haughtiness, snapping her fingers dismissively.

Fifteen minutes later we were dressed and ready to go. She put her hands on my shoulders. “Good. You can’t feel the straps, but I wouldn’t take your jacket off.”

“I won’t,” I promised. Her bra had big cups, and though the bra was stretched around my chest, and the cups were stretched, there was saggy material on my pecs.

I placed my hands on her shoulders, let them slide down to her boobs. I hefted them lovingly. “Oh, baby. I am so jealous.”

“Maybe I’ll let you worship them tonight.”

“Oh,” I felt my cock throb. This talk of denying me was driving me crazy.

“Maybe,” she laughed at the expression on my face.

We set off for the party with her driving. Usually we took my car, but she told me to let her take the lead, that we were changing our relationship, and I should get used to it.

It was weird being in the passenger seat. I had plenty of time to have my own thoughts, and my mind wandered in different directions than when I drove.

Still, I was drawn to Tammi, and I wound up sitting half sideways, one leg up, staring at her.

She was such a stunning woman. And she was confident. She wheeled that car, powered off the stop lights, and hummed with power and self-assurance.

“What,” she asked, very aware of my admiring gaze.

“I can’t believe how I feel.”

“Do you like all that sexy underwear under your clothes?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“You like the way the material slides against your nylons? The way the garter straps hang and hug you?”

“Heysoos. Women have it great.”

“And you should have it great, too. I did some research, you know.”

“You did?”

“Spent my lunch hour researching men who wanted to turn into women.”

“What’d you find out?”

She glanced at me, hit the brakes, turned the wheel, and circumvented herself around a stupid driver.

“The testosterone count of males is dropping. Severely. One per cent a year since 1980.

I was struck silent for a moment by that figure. then: So I’m at about 50% of what I should be.

“Maybe, depends, but, judging from the changes you are going through, your mental attitudes, I’m no psychiatrist, but…I would sat yes. Maybe more than 50%”

“Why more?”

“Because I put a lot of soy in your diet, other things that girls love, but men don’t, but which you, poor, trusting you, ate.”

“Wow.” I thought about that.

“And maybe that explains what you feel. Simply, call it diet, call it adverse effects of medicines and vaccinations or whatever, you are losing testosterone, and estrogen is effecting you.”

“Double wow.”

“Which leads me to this: Do you want to beef up your testosterone? Or your estrogen?”

That stopped me. I hadn’t thought about hormones, but…but that was the choice.

But, honestly, I felt it was more than simply chemistry. I think what happened to me was natural. Heck, who was to say: did my testosterone level effect my ‘female mind?’ Or did my mind effect my testosterone level?

I thought it was my mind effecting my levels.

“So what are the yays and nays?”

“Testosterone will work, but there is impact on the heart. There is a danger of heart attack. Estrogen may be safer, but there is a danger of shrunken penis.”

“God, I don’t want to lose my peeny!”

She chuckled. “I think, if we are careful, and very selective, we can avoid the shrunken penis possibility. And, to tell the truth…my little, dirty secret?”

“What?”

“I’ve always had a hankering for a woman.”

I stared at her. We were getting close to the party.

“Oh, I don’t mean like lesbian. I just love the idea of making love to a woman, and the fact that that woman will have a big, strong erection, well, if I was much wetter I’d slide right off this seat.”

My turn to laugh. What a way to express herself.

“So what do you want? Testosterone or estrogen?”

“Sounds almost like a ‘tits or dick’ choice.”

“I suppose so.”

We were on her partner’s street now, and I decided. “I think I’d like to explore the estrogen angle. We can always back off if we need to. It’s hard to back off from a heart attack.”

“Okay. I know some doctors and they will be free with their advice, and I think we can find our path on this little adventure.”

She pulled up behind a car. Her partner’s house was a two story affair and all the windows were bright with light. We could see people chatting and drinking. It looked like a good night.

The party was a good one. Lots of people, lots of liquid cheer, the kind of party where people asked, ‘Did you really do that?’ the next day.

I knew a lot of the people, and I renewed acquaintances, listened to people expound, laughed at a couple of lawyers talking about Repub vs Dem, and generally had a good time.

I didn’t, however, drink much. My policy, in soirées like this, was to drink one bourbon and Coke fast, then sip Cokes for an hour or two, then another shot, and so on.

Besides, it gave me the wherewithal of mind to appreciate the feeling when I walked. Tammi had threatened to make me wear high heels, and I thought about that. Being taller, looking down on people. Definitely a powerful concept, and I wondered if that was why women wore the things. I mean, they aren’t the most comfortable shoes in the world, but it did raise women to the level of men, physically. I would have to ask her.

A tap on my arm. “Hey, handsome. Let’s dance.”

It was a girl I had seen from a distance, but didn’t know, and didn’t know anything about. She was shorter than Tammi, had dark hair in a sort of elongated bubble cut, and large boobs. I liked that, so I took her in my arms and we whirled out onto the patio.

We danced for a moment, I saw Tammi over her shoulder, leaning against a post, and winked at her. She winked at me.

“My name is Lisa.”

“I’m Tom. A pleasure.”

She was dancing close, maybe a little too close, but I was high, and how can a guy feeling large breasts pressed against him object?

“Say, is that a bra under your jacket? Do you want to turn into a woman?”

My mouth was open, my face was frozen, I turned so red you could have hung me on a Christmas tree.

She giggled, she was hugging me now, I could dance, but not escape.

“I just love men who embrace their feminine side. I’d like to see a man with big tits. Would you like big tits?”

She looked up at me, but I was helpless, speechless. I wanted to lay down on a rug, roll it around me, and jump out to a dumpster. I have never, never, in my whole life, felt so bared, so embarrassed, so befuddled.

Then she was laughing, and turning me, and we were right next to the post. Tammi started laughing, really laughing, and Lisa laughed, and, finally, I laughed.

I wasn’t laughing as hard, and I was still embarrassed, but it was plain they had pulled a major ‘gotcha’ on me.

Finally, they went to a chortle, then just stood there grinning.

“Man,” I muttered. “I don’t ever…” I shook my head.

They chuckled some more, high fived, then Tammi said. “This is Lisa Rothberg. ‘Doctor’ Lisa Rothberg.

“Glad to meet you, Doctor Lisa.”

“That certainly was my pleasure.”

“I’ve known Lisa for years, and she is the doctor I had in mind when we were talking about testosterone and estrogen and the hormones you might need.

“Wow. Things happen fast, don’t they?”

“They do, if you want them to,” said Lisa. “Let’s talk about you and figure out a basic game plan. I can schedule tests in the next couple of days, and we’ll find the bestest, fastest way to get you big titties, and yet not interfere with that big cock of yours?

I blushed.

“You could feel that?”

She laughed. “If I had been any closer I would have been behind you, and yes, I felt your big bruiser poking into me. I can’t wait to ‘examine’ that.”

And so the die was cast.

That weekend was one of the most interesting of my lives.

Saturday morning Tammi had me do the Nair thing. I washed every hair on my body, under my chin, into the drain. God, it felt wonderful when I slipped into a dress after that. I could feel the material brush against my skin, electric, and Tammi merely said, “Wait until you put some nylons on. You’re going to cream your panties.”

Speaking of panties, I wore a tummy shaper. I wasn’t a fat person, and I didn’t have much of a belly, but it helped me see the potential when I looked in the mirror. I could see myself with the hips flared and the big bosom.

Saturday afternoon Tammi and I had a few drinks and played with make up.

She taught me about colors and blending and all sorts of things. She taught, but I knew it was going to be a while before I learned. But it was absolutely fascinating to see myself in war paint, my eyelashes thick and  long, my eye shadow matched to my skin color and hair.

And the lips. Oh, my Lord. I have always had a thing for moist, red lips, and I thought my cock was going to pop when she plumped them up and applied lip stain.

“Lip stain?” I asked. “What’s the difference between stain and regular lipstick?

“Lip stain lasts longer. You can make your lips bright and juicy with a little gloss, and stain lasts longer.”

“How much longer?”

“It’ll start wearing off right away, but you’ll probably have redder lips than usual when you go see Lisa.”

“Hmmm. And double hmmm.”

She laughed. “Chicken Little?”

“Yeah. I guess I am. I guess I’ll have to work my way through it.”

She nodded, kissed me gently, then looked at me, then kissed me long and hard.

I was in a dress, with female underwear, fully made up. My chest was flat, but my dick was a huge, old bone. The tummy shaper wasn’t going to cure that.

We broke for air, and she gasped, “I’ve got to try something.”

“What?”

“I’ve got to fuck you.”

“Good.”

“As a woman. I have to see how I feel. And there’s something else I have to do.”

What that something else was I had no idea, and no chance to find out, because she was suddenly all over me. She pushed me onto the bed, took the female superior position, felt my flat chest as if it was stacked, and groaned and stuck her tongue halfway down my throat.

“Ah….god!” I finally managed. “You’re fucking serious.”

For an answer she spoke hoarsely, “I’m seriously fucking. Can you fuck me without cumming?”

“I don’t think so.” I was hornier than moose in mating season.

She frowned. Then: “Okay. I’m going to fix you up.”

I leaned on my elbows as she ran into the bathroom. She came out a few seconds later with a can and a handful of rubbers.

“What the…?”

“Shush. Let me work.”

She lifted my dress, pulled my shaper off. My dick sprouted up like the Statue of Liberty. Or maybe Washington’s Monument. Whichever one is bigger.

She sprayed my penis with a mist, then began unrolling rubbers onto it.

I could feel my dick, and then I couldn’t.

“Hey!”

“Don’t worry. It’s numbing spray, makes men last longer.”

“I guess I’ll last longer if I don’t feel anything.”

She had three rubbers on me now, and was unrolling a fourth. She giggled. “You’re not supposed to feel anything. Only I’m supposed to get off…this way.”

“This way?”

“You’ll see.”

She had a half dozen rubbers on my unfeeling cock. The rubbers helped hold the blood in my penis and it felt huge. It sort of looked huge, too.

She greased my penis with lube, then squatted over me. A look of sublime pleasure on her face, a smile bigger than a six year old’s on Christmas, she slid down my pole.

I didn’t feel a thing.

It was obvious that she felt everything.

“How are you doing, Mister King-Sized Dildo?”

“Oh, fuck, this is frustrating.”

“It’s going to get worse,” and she started to ride me.

I was helpless under her weight, and she bounced and twisted and moaned and groaned. She pulled her nipples, then leaned down and spoke into my face, “Suck them, you asshole.”

I sucked. Baby, I sucked, and I used my teeth and pulled them. With my hands I squeezed them and pulled them.

Then she straightened up and continued fucking me.

On one hand it was a total blast. I was fucking, and the woman I loved was getting massive amounts of pleasure. On the other hand I couldn’t feel anything. I truly was nothing but a human dildo, existing for my wife’s pleasure.

For long minutes she rode me, and I could tell it was good.

“Heysoos!” she moaned. “You feel bigger! You’re stretching me!”

Then, quickly, she sat straight up, her eyes opened, her mouth opened, and she gasped.

“Fu…” And she began to cum. Long, hard. The look in her eyes glazed, and her eyeballs actually rolled up a bit.

I held her, and she kept jerking and twitching. Her pussy muscles held onto me. I couldn’t feel sensations, but I could feel that I was  being gripped by her pussy, and I just lay there and waited. Fascinated. Astounded. Amazed at how horny I was, and how little I could do.

Slowly, she collapsed. Her backbone just went out of her and she slooped down against my chest. She lay there, breathing hard, trying to recover, gulping uncontrollably.

For a long few minutes we lay like that, then she began to recover. “Oh, God. That was the best cum I ever had.”

“Hey, Mikey! I think she likes it.”

She pinched my nipple. “I think she LOVES it!”

She rose up off me, as she rose my dick left her pussy, my dick still fully engorged, trapped by rubber and as erect as I had ever seen it. I looked at my penis. “Heysoos.”

She smiled. “Don’t worry, lover. I’ve got a plan.”

“For a dick that has no feeling?”

“Only for a half hour or so. You’re going to have plenty of feeling, probably about the time I get these rubbers off you.”

She began unrolling the stretchy, little things, one at a time, and it wasn’t long before it was just me, not rubber, standing up from my body.

“Now comes the fun,” she murmured. “Just lay there.”

She sat down on a chair and pulled me down so my legs were on either side of her, but my cock was right in her face. She began to stroke me. “Tell me when you can feel something.”

“Okay,” I gulped. Just because I couldn’t feel didn’t mean I couldn’t see, and the sight of my dick being stroked made me hornier than ever.

She stroked for long minutes. Took a break to rest her hands, turned on some soft music, and then continued.

I felt something. I felt a dull something far away, as if it happened to somebody else.

“Yes?”

“Very lightly,” I answered.

“Good.”

She then held my cock in one hand and rubbed one finger against the underside of the head.

Slowly, slowly, sensations came back.

I felt life seep into my tool. I felt the warmth wake up. And I began to feel her single digit rubbing under my head.

“Oh, that feels good.” I murmured.

“It’s going to get better and better. It’ll be best if you just try to ignore it. Take your mind off it.”

Take my mind off it? Hunh! Okay.

For a long minute, sensation was back, I managed to ignore the finger insistently rubbing my cock. Then, out of nowhere, I bucked.

“No, no.” she said. “Don’t do that. Just lay still and feel, and try to ignore me.”

I couldn’t ignore her however. My head started to grow very hot, and my cock pulsed.

She wasn’t stroking me, or fucking me, but that magic spot was working.

I tried to thrust again and she let go.

“You hold still…or else!”

“Or else what?” I grinned. “You’ll never let me cum again.”

She just grinned at that, and rubbed her finger on me.

Rub, rub, rub.

When it happened it took me by surprise. One second I was just feeling the throb, the heat, and a cum was far away, then sperm suddenly shot up my shaft. It didn’t squirt, however, it just bubbled over and flowed down the sides of my cock. And even though I didn’t have an explosive cum, I had a long lasting golden feeling. It was very different from what I was used to.

Tammi giggled, kept rubbing, and then leaned forward and began sucking. She licked the sides of my cock clean, took the head in her mouth, and devoured every last bit of sperm.

I groaned, and then it was over, and I was left with nothing but that hot and heavy feeling in my cock and in my chest.

For a long minute we just sat there. Well, I laid, she sat, and then she asked, “How was that?”

“Hesoos Xristo in a swimming pool filled with sharks. That was the sneakiest, weirdest, most enjoyable cum…”

“Good. Now, let’s fix your make up.”

She helped me off the bed, and it was weird. I had just laid there, she had done all the work, for both of us, and yet my body was slow to respond, sluggish.

She sat me down at the table and worked on me.

I was a little mussed up, but not bad.

I said, “So much for not letting me cum.”

“That was a freebie, for science’s sake.”

“Science?”

“Yes. Go put your tummy shaper on.”

I admired my feminine look for a second, then went to the bed. My tummy shaper was on the floor and I picked it up, stepped into it, and realized something. I looked at Tammi and blurted, “I’m hard.”

She grinned. “That was what I wanted to find out. And it was probably your last test. If you stayed soft after that, or even felt a desire to put man clothes back on, then we would have needed to re-evaluate. But you not only got excited to have your make up back on, you went right back to being hard. Honey,” she looked into my eyes, “I believe you have the makings of a real woman.”

We worked on me the rest of the weekend, and she showed me things about walking, sitting, facial gestures, and subtle things that women know and do. It was quite educational.

Monday and we got up early. She helped me get ready, then got ready for her day.

She went to work, drove off in her Beemer, looking sexy and powerful.

I cleaned the house.

That’s right. Cleaned the house.

She told me I had to do it, all day, and in heels. And if I got tired and needed a break, I could read one of her fashion magazines, or maybe watch one of the shows for women on TV.

Not being a fan of TV, worthless stuff, that, much better to read a book, I read magazines. I envied the models with their sleek looks, I studied the way make up worked on their faces, and I thought about nails.

Nails. I needed nails.

Tammi came home for lunch, and to check on me, and we managed to put some long nails on me before she went back to work. Real long nails. And she told me, giggling, before she went back to work, “If you break a nail I’ll never let you cum again.”

That caused me to laugh, even as my dick grew hard under my dress.

Tuesday, and I went to see Doctor Lisa. We discussed everything from family history to RuPaul. When I left I had a hefty list of prescriptions, and the promise that these were not the silly weak ones that were sold on the net, but the real thing.

I began taking them the very next day.

Three months later…

Internet car sales were up, way up. I was looking for people to hire, and looking for office space to rent. I drove around town, my long hair in the wind.

Tammi liked to go with me, as long as she got to drive, which I didn’t mind. Heck, it was fun just sitting there and letting people watch me.

I had C cups, and they were still growing. Definitely a bounce or two, and a lot of admiring looks.

My dick went through a soft phase, then stiffened up. To control it I usually wore a gaffe, like the female impersonators do, or just wrapped a bit of material around it and tied it back. It was not always comfortable, but it did the trick. No more bulge in my dresses.

And I hadn’t cum for three months.

I asked Tammi why, and she said to be patient. So far she hadn’t led me wrong, so I learned patience. Though, I have to say, I was so horny…I was like a goat. I wanted to rub up against things or even hump a leg.

Which Tammi thought hilarious.

Still, we were living like two girls, and she had the most glorious cums. Sometimes making me wear a strap on, sometimes using the numbing spray and rubbers.

I loved sitting under her, being under her control, as she rode me to a frothy squirt. I loved how she sat astride me and controlled me. I loved being beautiful, and sexy, and powerful.

I, at last, knew what it was like to feel like I was worthy.

“Honey! I’m home!” She strode into the kitchen and I went out to meet her. She wore a power suit, manly, strong, and carried a bag.

“Ooh, what’s in the bag?”

“I brought you a little present.” She lifted a bottle of Black Maple Hill Small Batch bourbon.”

I clapped my hands.

Tell the truth, I preferred a little wine, but since she had made senior partner she had discovered a taste for expensive bourbon.

She went to the cupboard and took down two glasses. She put a few ice cubes in them.

“Just a little for me,” I said.

She smiled and poured half a glass for me. A whole glass for her.

I went to the frig and pulled out some Diet Pepsi. “I hope you don’t mind, but that’s a little strong for me.”

I filled the remainder of the glass with Diet Pepsi.

She smiled at me and said, “Anything my little honey wants…she gets.” She took a big slug of whiskey, rolled it around in her mouth, and swallowed. “Oh, yeah.” She smacked her lips in appreciation.

I sipped my drink and we walked through the house, arm in arm.

We went into the bedroom where she took off her clothes, folded them neatly, and hung them up. I watched, loving the sure and positive way she moved. She was so powerful.

She pulled on a robe, her breasts were big, but she left her high heels on. She liked to be taller than me.

We walked back out to the dining room and stood, staring out the window that looked out the back of the house. We could see low hills, a few structures above the tree tops. It was a gorgeous day.

Suddenly she pulled me around, took my breath away, and kissed me. She was strong and forceful, and she felt my tits with one hand.

“Oh,” I nearly swooned.

She held me, slightly bent back, and smiled at me. “You sure do turn me on.”

“Oh, honey. If you knew what you did to me,” I gasped.

“Well, I’m going to do something to you right now.”

I looked at her quizzically.

She finished off her drink, then took my hand and led me back through the house, back to the bedroom. She pushed me down on the bed.

I sat there and looked at her, wondering what she was planning.

She threw back the robe and stood there. A powerful woman with large breasts, the heels giving her so much height she seemed to tower over me. I felt so small and helpless.

She walked into her closet and came back putting something around her waist.

It was a type of harness and…a dildo? A dildo!

“Oh, my Gosh!” I whispered.

“Honey, we’ve been playing around long enough. It’s time we put the finishing touches on.”

“But…but it’s so big! It’s going to hurt me!”

“Nonsense. Only for a moment, then it will be the most wonderful thing you ever felt. Now sit up and give me a blow job.”

Timidly, I sat up and put my hand out. I put it around her penis and pulled it closer to me. I opened my mouth and took in the great shaft.

At first I gagged, and she chuckled a little bit. “Take it slow,” she advised. “I know how big I am.”

I did take it slow, I worked my mouth over her penis, getting more and more of it into my mouth. I tried to overcome the gag reflex, and was partially successful.

Tammi helped me, held on to the back of my head and soothed me and controlled her thrusts so I wouldn’t be overwhelmed.

Finally, she stepped back and said, “Turn over. All fours. Like a dog.”

I scampered to comply, and was shortly on all fours, my butt in the air.

“Nope, won’t work. Feet on the floor and bend over.

I slid my back feet off the bed and bent over. Tammi put a pillow under my midsection. “There we go.”

I felt her cock touch my button.

She pulled back. “Not yet. We need lots of lube.”

Shortly she was slathering lube in my crack, on the head of her penis, and deep into my hole.

“Now then, I need you to relax. If you relax it won’t hurt. If you resist then you’ll be fighting me, and we don’t want that. You don’t want to fight me, do you?”

“No, ma’am,” I answered, my voice muffled a bit by the mattress. I was face down, scared.

“Come on, now. Don’t be frightened. This will be quick and easy, and then you’ll know what a real woman feels like.”

I lay, shivering, my cock hanging over the side of the bed, my ass, and asshole, tilted up. She stroked me for a minute, then moved forward. She placed the tip of her cock against me, and I knew that this was it. We had started with a little crossdressing, and this was where it had led us.

Slowly, slowly, she moved forward.

I tried to relax, I counted baseball cards, I kept unclenching my hands, and the head slipped in. It just sort of popped in, and I knew I was impaled. I was fucked. I was doing it!

Tammi moved forward slowly, and I felt the big, ribbed thing slide through my anal canal. My pussy.

I could feel the ribs of my hole as her veins rubbed against them. I couldn’t breath, and then I felt her pulling my cock.

“There, there. You’re doing good. Just relax for a moment.”

I relaxed, and the feeling was all good. She hadn’t given me much pain anyway, and now I was feeling the exquisite deliciousness of it all.

I was being fucked. I had a dick in me. I was a woman!

She pulled out, and I gasped and my heart fluttered.

She pushed in, and I groaned, and her plastic balls snuggled up against my own.

In and out. Pulling me inside out, stuffing her dick back in. I couldn’t breath, I was light headed, and I began to move against her. She pushed and I went to meet her. She pulled and I went away.

For long minutes we did that, then she pulled out. “Turn over,” she said throatily.

I turned over on my back. She positioned herself and moved the strap on into me.

Now we could see each other. I could see her breasts and she could see mine.

“Yours are so much bigger,” I gasped.

She knew what I was talking about. “Don’t worry, yours will get there.”

She plowed me for a minute, then, “When they get bigger than mine I’ll let you fuck me.”

“Oh,” I groaned, dreaming of the time. Tits made the woman. Tits were power. I wanted my own power.

She took my cock in hand hand, and stroked me.

In and out, stroking, and I felt myself build up.

Then she began touching her finger to the underside of the head. I arched my back, but she controlled me, held me down, and focused on fucking me, and touching my cock with her finger.

I came hard, a massive cum that shook my bones and made my eyes roll all the way back. Great ropes spewed into the air, splattering on me, getting all over Tammi.

She just smiled, and kept fucking me.

And, I was done.

She let go of my cock and drew her penis out of me.

“Oh, God!”

She lay next to me then, and I hugged her. I hugged her and held on and didn’t want to ever let her go.

She pried my hands loose, I wasn’t as strong anymore, and sat back.

“What?” I asked.

“Honey. How’s the car business going?”

“It’s fine. Georgette is learning quickly. I’ve got two more people to be trained. Why?”

“Well, I have some investors, and I’d like you to turn the company over to them. They’ll probably have Georgette run it, and…”

She blathered on, and I grew concerned.

“But I wanted to run it!”

“No need. We’ll have lots of money.”

“But why can’t I run it?”

“Because I’d like you to stay at home. Take care of the house.”

I stared at her, and finally I managed, “When I started out, when we began this…I wanted to be like you. Worthy, powerful, beautiful.”

“You are beautiful!”

“But if I give up my company I won’t be powerful, like you!”

She smiled. “Power is not all it’s knocked up to be. There are a lot of things I have to do, decisions I have to make. I think it’s better if you stay home.”

“But I…I don’t—“

She shushed me, placed a finger against my lips. “Just do as I say. Clean the house. Grow your tits.”

I was silent then. This was going to take some getting used to. But I had gotten used to a lot already, right?

“Oh, and honey?”

I looked at her. “Yes?”

“I’ll be out late this Friday night.”

“How come?”

“There’s a junior partner in the firm I have to see. We’ll have a little dinner, maybe some dancing.”

It struck me then. “Are you going to fuck him?”

She turned and smiled at me. “Well, it’s been a long time since you fucked me, and I have the funny urge to feel a big cock in me. You don’t mind, do you?”

END
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[image: ]

This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

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 learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


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!


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

Caught, Humiliated and Feminized!

Sex Changed by Accident

Feminizing Her Husband

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Gender Transformation Plot

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

We Feminized Our Boss

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Swap

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Weight Loss

Feminized for a Million Dollars

A Gang of Women Dominated Me

Taking Charge of My Husband

He Wanted a Real Chest

My Sister Feminized Me

Body Swapping with Hubbie

He Became My Sissy Maid

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

The Feminized Soldier

He Needed a Female Led Relationship

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

I Made My Man Grow Breasts

Sexual Limits

The Intersex Man

Male to Female the Hard Way

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


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 in 100 Days!’

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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