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PART ONE

“I’ve had it! I’m packing! I’m leaving! I quit!”

Jack stood with open mouth and stared at me. His eyes were wide, and he was blinking.

“Furthermore, I am suing you for alimony. I will get the house. I will get the car! If we had a dog I’d get that, too!”

“But…but…but…why!?”

We were standing in our living room and I threw the manila folder on the table. Pictures slid out like playing cards, and he stared down at the images in horror.

Jack: laughing in bed with a blonde.

Jack: nuzzling the neck of a giggling girl. They were both naked on a high balcony.

Jack: fucking some redhead doggy style. His face over hers, leering happily.

I picked up the video player and clicked it to play. His voice came out nice and clear.

“Oh, baby, I love you.”

“What about your wife?”

“That old bag? I’m thinking about divorcing her. You want to be my girlfriend?”

“Oh, Jack. I don’t know. I mean, you’re married and all…”

“Not for long. Here, I bought you something.”

“Oh, Jack!” she squealed. “For me?”

“Only the best for you, baby. Now come on, let’s hit the sack and do what people in love do.”

The sounds of kissing, then a bed bouncing.

I turned off the video player and studied him like he was a hostile witness.

He was ashen, whiter than a snow man kept in a cellar for ten years. He was also trembling and trying to figure out what to say.

But what could he say? He had been caught, not once, but dozens of times, with twelve women. Buying them expensive jewelry.

“Old bag, eh?”

“I’m sorry, I just said that to…to…”

“To get your lousy, little pecker into your girlfriend’s snatch.”

“But…”

“What people in love do?”

He was shaking his head, raising his hands palm out to stop me,  physically shaking. “Please,” he whined. “I’m sorry,” he begged. “I’ll never look at another woman again as long as I live!”

I tapped my foot.

Jack was a handsome enough fellow. Long, lank, dark hair. Even features, full lips, face a nice oval. His eyes were deep, a chocolate brown, and there was a truth which I had to admit here.

Women like one of two kinds of men. They either like the bad boy, the one who’s always in trouble, edgy, a little rough in bed, treats women, well, like dirt.

Then there is the kind like Jack. Soft, almost effeminate, intelligent.

But somehow my soft, loving Jack had turned into a bad boy. Cheating on me.

Yet I had loved him, and, still, in spite of my lawyer’s hard heart, still did.

I sighed.

He took that as a sign of me breaking down.

“Please, honey. Look, we built this dream house, we love each other, and the fact that I strayed, that’s on me, and I will do anything to make up for it.”

I kept my face straight, held back the raging rage, and said, “Sure, you’ll do anything, and then you’ll be in the arms of some bitch from a bar. You’ll bring a disease home, you’ll get somebody pregnant, six months from now you’ll be waving that thing you call a dick around and laughing at your stupid, cow of a wife.”

He put on the ‘aghast’ face. “Honey! You’re beautiful! I would never call you a cow!”

And here it comes…

“You’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world. I love you with all of my heart. Sure, I made mistakes, but…” blah, blah, blah. God, he was the most sincere insincere person I ever met.

While he whined and weaseled I considered the situation.

Criminals did not change their ways just because they were caught. A serial murderer would just keep on murdering. A serial cheater, and that’s what Jack was, would just keep on cheating.

So I had to do something, inflict a punishment that would make him want to change his mind.

I had to do something to him that would totally change his life.

“…and I promise on my heart of hearts that I will always…” blah, blah, blah. Jack blathered on and on.

I considered all my cases, especially the ones that had to do with sex perverts. I thought about what those perverts had wanted, what drove them.

“…and if you’ll forgive me I promise that…” blah, blah, blah.

And I thought about, strangely enough, if I gave Jack so much sex that he finally overloaded, and was willing to give up his indiscriminate fucking.

Now wouldn’t that be interesting? To give the cheater so much cheating, that he gave up cheating. But…I didn’t want him cheating. But, what if…” I began to smile on the inside.

I began to lay out a scenario, and soon I was giggling on the inside.

And when my plans were formed I was laughing hysterically…on the inside.

“…just please give up this idea of separating because we can work out all our problems and…” blah, blah, blah…

I turned around and walked away.

“Honey? Silvia? Honey?” He followed me like a scampering puppy.

I turned to him. “Go make me a drink. I’ll be in the gazebo.”

He started out the big sliding doors.

“The good bourbon.”

“Oh, okay,” and he headed for the kitchen.

In his mind I had said something, so I was thawing. He thought he was going to get out of this.

Silly boy.

We lived in the country. The house was 4,000 feet and had five rooms, commercial refrigerator, house wide sound system, and a basement that opened up into a playroom.

Behind the house was an actual and huge maze garden. Landscaped into the garden was a 20 by 40 swimming pool with attached hot tub, a gazebo with a bar, and a sauna. Behind the garden was a combo tennis/basketball court. Behind the court was forty miles of virgin wilderness.

So how did we ever get such a massive, modern mansion?

I’m a corporate lawyer, top of the line, full partner.

Jack was a software engineer. Made a ton of money and retired.

So we built our dream house, and then Jack had to go and turn it into a nightmare.

I walked around the pool and went through the arch of flowers into the garden proper. I walked amongst the tall bushes and trees and made my way to the gazebo.

The gazebo was elevated, one could see the top of the maze, and the house, from it.

The bar was stocked, but the Blanton’s Original Sin was in the house. I made a mental note to correct that deficiency.

I sat down in a big recliner and leaned back. I watched a couple of flies circling each other, and felt the cool breeze.

“Here, dear,” Jack charged up the stairs and handed me a tall, frosty glass of bourbon and Coke. He had used the right amount of ice cubes, and I sipped it and directed a level gaze at him.

He at least had the courtesy to blush.

“You didn’t make yourself one.”

“Uh…I…no.”

He had been in too much of a hurry to kiss my ass. Good boy.

“Make yourself one. Use the cheap bourbon. We have to get rid of that swill.”

He went to the bar and built a drink. Warm bourbon and coke in a plastic glass. No ice. Blah.

Well, he should suffer, right?

He sat on a chair next to me, perched on the edge of it, really, and began again. “I know I did things I shouldn’t have but—“

“Shut up.”

He blinked. I hadn’t raised my voice, but a good lawyer can put a bit of bite into his, or her, voice. And I was a very good lawyer.

For a second he was silent, and when he opened his mouth to speak I held up a hand.

He closed his mouth.

“If you want to salvage this marriage…if you don’t want me to take you for everything you have…then you will do three things. I will write these three things out in a contract. Go get me a yellow pad and three pens.”

He started down the stairs.

“And bring me another drink.”

He waved a hand in acknowledgement and disappeared into the maze. I leaned back and sighed.

I always asked for three pens. No lawyer worth his, or her, salt will risk running out of ink during a negotiation.

I sipped my drink and marveled at the difference between good bourbon and the common stuff. No comparison.

“Alexa, play something soft.”

Alexa played Lara’s Theme, and I sank back into my chair and closed my eyes. Such a wonderful story, Lara and Yury. But I didn’t think I could take a Siberian winter, not even for true love.

Jack returned, handed me a fresh drink and took my old one and put it aside.

So fortified, I sipped, placed the glass on the side table, and began.

“The party of the first part…” I mumbled.

Jack, seeing an opportunity, said, “And the party of the second part…”

It was the beginning of a scene from an old Marx Brothers movie, particularly humorous to a lawyer, and quite representative of the idiocy of legalese.

“Shut.”

Jack shut. And waited.

I wrote for a while, and he got up and went to the rail and looked out over the garden. Then he came back and sat.

I finished. I handed him the yellow pad and a pen. “Sign the bottom.”

“What am I signing?” He took the pad and pen. I had two more pens if that one ran out of ink.

“Jack, you committed three crimes. You betrayed our marriage three specific times. Oh, I know there were more, I’ve got pictures and videos and recorded conversations, but only three of those assignations was I able to get actual video of you en flagrante, actually balls deep in your whim for the night.

“So I have listed three things that you must do if you wish to survive this marriage…and keep the house and all your money and…” I looked at him pointedly, “…me.”

He gulped, and perused the document I had created.

“And what are these three things, under all this legal mumbo jumbo.”

I raised three fingers. “First,” I lowered the ring finger, “You must watch me get fucked.”

His eyes opened. I am not cheating because you are giving your permission. Simply, what’s sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.”

”But…”

“You screwed hundreds of times. My contract calls for one fuck a month for twelve months. My choice of males, though I would welcome your input as to potential fucks. And you must watch me.”

“But…I can’t…”

“Then don’t. Don’t sign the contract.”

I waited, daring him.

“What’s the second?”

“You have to be a woman.”

His jaw dropped.

“A…a…”

“A woman. You will get vacation boobs, makeovers, have your hair done, wear long fingernails…everything.”

“I’m not a woman!” He whispered.

“Drop the pen and get out,” I blurted.

His mouth snapped shut.

“What’s the third thing?”

I told him, and he blinked, and he closed his eyes.

This was the moment of negotiations that I loved. The other party had all the data, and had to figure out if they could comply. Did they have enough money? Could they spend that amount of time in prison.?Could they pay the price?

And, it depended on what they wanted.

And here I was in the good. Not only did Jack want to hang on to his house and money…but I was betting that he wanted to keep me, too.

So, was he willing to pay the price?

He sat there for a long time, gulping, and I could almost hear the gears clanking around in his head.

He opened his eyes. “Twelve fucks, I have to be a woman, and…and you…”

“That’s right,” I grew tired of his fumbling.

“And then I’m forgiven.”

“Totally. No recriminations, no subtle undertones, nothing but back to where we were…like we were when we were building this palace.”

He stared at me for another long moment, then gave an abrupt nod of his head. He signed the contract.

“Are you ready?”

He came out of our room, and he was laughable. He was wearing a dress, and high heels, and he was obviously clumsy and embarrassed.

I grinned. “Don’t worry, a couple of hours from now and you’ll be fine.”

“Fine,” he gulped. “And you’re going to watch me?”

“I’m going to be right next to you. I might have a date tonight.”

Oh, the look of misery on his face. To know that his wife was about to be penetrated by another man’s dick.

I didn’t have a date, however, I just said that to keep him on his toes. I was thinking about who my first fuck would be. I have standards, you know, and I wanted my first extra-marital fuck to be memorable.

We went out to the Jag and got in. I drove because he was pretty clumsy in heels. A half hour later we were in town and walking through the doors of the Hairport.

I had called ahead and Donna came out and we air kissed and I introduced her to Jack.

She stood back and inspected him. “Hmmm. I was a bit afraid when you told me, but I think I can work with this.”

So I sat in one chair, and Jack sat next to me, and Donna and her girls went to work.

We had long nails put on our hands and painted with glorious ‘fuck me’ red polish.

I loved it, and Jack was suddenly looking terrified. He held up his hand and stared at his long, red claws. I chuckled, and Donna smiled.

Then our hair. She washed mine, shampooed, gave it gentle waves and a bit of highlight.

She fastened extensions on Jack’s hair.

“Never wash these when they’re wet. Brush gently when your hair is dry, and always use a hair extensions brush.”

“What’s a hair extension brush?”

“I’ll send one home with you. But, remember, softly, when your hair is dry.”

Jack nodded, and she pushed his forehead back to still him and continued working on him.

Then make up. I enjoyed the cleansing, the creams and powders.

Jack looked like they were going to kill him.

Bu now Donna had picked up on my attitude and was grinning. And the more she smiled the less Jack did.

Not that he was all smiley in the first place.

Meanwhile, the girls worked on his toes, gave him a complete pedicure, took a pumice to his callouses, and when they slipped his high heels back on he realized the importance of a good pedi. His feet fit the shoes better, and there was reduced risk of him snagging his toes and running nylons.

“All done,” Donna stated, and she held out a hand and helped me up first, then Jack.

There is nothing like the feeling of being pampered and treated like a queen. I paid Donna, and included a hefty tip, and took Jack’s arm and we walked out.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Weird,” he answered honestly.

“Do you like having lipstick on?”

“It…tastes…will it wear off?”

“I had her put lip stain on you, not lipstick. Your lips will be this color for a week or two. You only have to gloss them every once in a while.”

“Gloss,” he said the word dully, like it was a heavy weight he had to carry around on his head. Then he turned to me, “Why do my lips feel so…so hot?”

“That’s the lip plumper. Your lips are twice as big. Angeline Jolie would be jealous.”

He stumbled a bit, and it wasn’t just the heels. He was having a hard time with this.

“Okay,” I announced as we got into the car. “Let’s head for the mall.”

“The mall? But…what are we…”

“We’re going shopping.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s my dress you’re wearing. And my underwear. You need your own.”

“Oh,” he said, sounding like a cat choking on a canary.

We hit Victoria’s Secret first, and the girls were not fazed by fitting a man. As I already knew, a lot of men did their shopping at Victoria’s Secret. They always claimed to be shopping for their wives, but their wives had figures that were suspiciously like their own. The fact that I was out front and forthright and announced to one and all that my husband was transitioning made it all easier.

Girls, it appears, like it when a man changes over. Women like girlfriends, not rough bully boys out for nothing but a fuck.

Wearing new underwear, and carrying a big bag with more, we left the store and began going through the various fashion stores. Fortunately, in addition to being a rather soft man, Jack wasn’t all that big, and the new tummy shaper certainly helped. We found lots of outfits for him to wear. We found dresses, skirts and blouses, culottes, leggings, sweaters…everything we could hope for.

Correction, ‘I’ could hope for. Jack was acting like a man…uh, woman…in shock.

Then, carrying a dozen bags, Jack stumbling and tripping, we took them out to the car and returned for his piercing.

“Piercing? For my ears?”

“No, for your brain. For your ears, stupid. Unless you wanted…” I stopped talking.

He got worried. “What?”

I turned to him. “After we get your boobs…I want you to get your nipples pierced. But first, let’s spend a month working on your nipples. We can get those suction things and make them bigger.”

I was excited, he was aghast.

“That’s not part of it.”

“Of course it is.”

“But not every woman has…has tit piercings!”

“But enough do, and since you are going to be the women of my dreams…” I grinned. I didn’t leave him any chance to argue further, however. I grabbed his hand and pulled him into a jewelry store. A half hour later we emerged, him wearing big hoops. They looked wonderful framed by his long, brunette hair.

And, we headed for home.

That evening was one of the best I could remember, for that evening I began training Jack.

First, I lectured him on cooking. Showed him around the kitchen and introduced him to the tools, and I was amazed. Men know absolutely nothing about cooking! At least, Jack didn’t.

Then, I took him around the house and acquainted him with cleaning procedures.

“Do the dusting first,” I stated.

“Why?”

“Because if you vacuum first, and then dust, the dust will fall over your freshly vacuumed floor.
“Oh.”

Men. I tell ya!

Fortunately, he knew a bit about working a lawnmower.

“But we have a gardener.”

“I let him go.”

“What?” his voice squeaked.

“Look, you don’t work, and I can’t have you sitting around doing nothing. I won’t have a lazy woman in my house.”

“But I’m not…” he stopped talking. He was about to say he wasn’t a woman, but that wouldn’t have flown.

He was in heels, wearing a clinging dress that would have shown cleavage, if he had any. He wore full make up and his hair, I have to admit it, was gorgeous.

Heck, if he hadn’t been a cheater that I was punishing, I would have wrapped my fingers in his locks and pulled him to my breasts.

There was something strangely erotic about Jack as a woman.

“What?” he asked, observing my face going through changes.

“You’re hot. You’re making me wet.” I spoke honestly and sincerely, like I was trying to convince a jury that the scum bag in front of them hadn’t raped that poor, defenseless woman.

He blinked. He hadn’t expected that. “Really?”

I placed a hand on his cheek and looked into his scintillating made up eyes. “Oh, yes. Really.”

I think he would have tried to kiss me then, but I added, “Too bad you’re going to have to wait a year to fuck me.” And then, to sweeten the pot, “If you make it through the year.”

Oh, he was glum. But, I noticed his rising erection. I stepped back.

“What the fuck is that?”

He grinned.

“Women don’t get erections!”

He shrugged, inordinately proud of his boner.

“I’m getting you a chastity belt.”

“What?” His face fell.

“We can’t have that boner sticking out just because you love to wear women’s clothes!”

“But…I don’t love to—“

“That,” I flicked his cock through the dress and he flinched, “proves you’re lying!”

Oh, he was conflicted now, and I loved it. Positively, fucking loved it. He would be living with the statement that I had just made, that he became excited from wearing women’s clothes, for the rest of his life.

“Now, the pool needs to be cleaned weekly, but you need to skim for leaves—“

“You fired the pool cleaner?”

“Of course. I’ve got a maid to do this stuff. Why would I pay extra for a pool cleaner? Of course I did like the way Juan’s legs looked, and his package was very visible in those tight trunks. I’ll bet Juan got a lot of pussy cleaning pools for lonely women. Maybe I should call him back just for that?”

Jack was sputtering now, and I was enjoying it more and more.

First, Jack was sexy.

Second, he was helpless, as if putting on female clothes had robbed him of male sex.

Third, and this surprised me, now that I had brought it up…it was turning me on talking about fucking other men.

This might turn out to be an interesting year!

After I finished telling him about his duties, and making sure he understood everything he was supposed to do, it was time for sex.

Sex for me, and not for thee.

“Okay, Jack, come along. It’s time you fulfilled your husbandly duties.”

I strode down the hallway, my heels clicking on the tiles. He followed along, a bit confused. His heel clicks were sort of mushy.

“But I thought…you weren’t…we weren’t going to make love until the year…”

“You’re not. I, however, not being a lying cheater, am not bound by your punishment. I intend to make grand, glorious love, and to have huge orgasms.”

I turned into the bedroom, and he was behind me, walking slowly, puzzled.

“I don’t…”

“Stand there.” I reached into my dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on.

He stared at it, and his mouth opened. “I’m going to…you want me to fuck you with…”

For answer I helped him into the thing. I cinched it up and stepped back and grinned. It was under his dress, a good fit, and maybe it would be fun to have him wear it all the time.

Except that I was really curious about this chastity thing.

I reached into the drawer and pulled out a cock. It was big, and it was black. It had big balls and thick veins, and the head was delicately shaped for easy entry. Oh, baby. I was going to enjoy this.

I licked my lips and held the thing in one hand.

He stared at it. “It’s so big!”

“Or maybe it’s that you’re so small,” I quipped. And I noticed that when I said that his own cock throbbed. Hmm.

I screwed the big cock into his strap on, and looked him in the eye while I did so. “You know, I have always wanted a black man, to find out if they really are as big as women say. You know, once black never back, all that sort of thing.”

“Honey,” his voice sounded so strange, so strangled.

Holding his fake cock in my hands I stared at him from kissing distance, with no intention to kiss him. I said, “Would you like it if one of my men were big and black?”

I felt his cock rise up, under his fake cock, and smack against my hand. I grinned. “Oh, you do. You kinky little bastard.”

He turned flaming red. And he was gulping, but his cock kept throbbing.

“Okay, baby. Time to do me right.”

I let go of the fake cock and stepped back. “Lay down on the bed. Face up.”

He climbed onto our big bed and whined, “But don’t you want me to be on top?”

“And risk you losing control and fucking me with your real dick? Not a chance!”

“I wouldn’t!” he protested, but we both knew he was lying. He hadn’t had any for a week, and he had 51 more weeks to go.

I pulled my panties off, climbed on top of him, raised my dress, and squatted. I put my hands on his belly for balance. Grinning at him, I lowered myself.

Ah. The shock of the cock. That moment when it penetrates, takes your breath away, explodes your nerves. Every time I fucked I felt it. And every time I loved it more and more.

My eyes glazed briefly, as I sank down, then I opened them, and I know there was a fierce light in them.

“Is this what it felt like when you fucked your tarts?” I growled.

He looked so sad then. But that was okay. He deserved it. Any man who cheats deserves severe punishment.

I rose up, lowered myself.

The helpless look in his eyes. He was getting fucked, and felt nothing.

“Use your hand to keep your cock down. I don’t want it up my ass.”

A look of anguish on his face, he pushed his penis down.

Now I could really go to town. I began to ride that dildo like it was a racehorse. Up and down. In and out. I squirmed and I wiggled. I could feel that big, black shaft, with all its delicious, raised veins, corkscrewing inside me.

I leaned forward, let myself be supported on my knees, and my breasts brushed his chest. They were like twin points of fire and I commanded. “Suck them.”

He was so horny, I had never seen him so horny, to be this close to a fuck, and yet denied…how exquisite.

He gripped my tits with his hands, I could feel his real cock bounce against my ass when he let go, and brought his head up. He sucked on one nipple, pulling with his teeth, and grinding up with his hips.

He wanted to fuck, he wanted to use his dick, but the result was that he pushed harder into me with his fake dick.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned. “I like that!”

He went to the other nipple, and I reached under and began diddling my button.

I felt it starting, the tidal wave that threatens, comes looming in, overshadows, and then…then…it smashed me down. I arched, reached under and pulled on his balls, and the waves started slapping me silly. I came and I came, and Jack looked up in shock.

When I usually came on him he was deep in his own orgasm, and he had never really looked at me when I blew my top. Now, divorced from sensation, prisoner of the fuck instead of in command, he stared as I came apart.

I felt like a volcano had just erupted in me. My tits felt like they were burning up. My pussy felt like somebody had just hit it with a sledge hammer. A gentle sledge hammer, but you get the idea.

I fell forward, gasping, my eyes closed.

If there was ever a moment that he could have fucked me, that was it. I was senseless, powerless, deprived by the power of a good fuck, and he could have just slipped his cock up my ass, or even pulled the big, black one out of me and replaced it with his own somewhat smaller member.

But I think he was in too much awe.

And, the odd thing, his cock was harder than I had ever felt it. For a moment I even thought he had cum. There was a slick moisture running in my crack, then I realized it was just pre-cum.

I lay there for a long minute, and he just held me. It was a tentative hold, but his arms were around me. He was confused, but he was smart enough not to move.

I rolled off him and looked at the ceiling. I murmured, “Once black…holy shit!”

“Uh…”

I turned my head and looked at him.

“I need to cum.”

“Hah!” I blurted. “Now go put your new things in the guest room.”

“But aren’t I sleeping here?”

“You dip shit,” I laughed. “I don’t sleep with women. I want a real man. A man with a big cock who doesn’t cheat.”

When he walked out of the room he looked like he felt about two inches tall.

I smiled, pulled the covers over, and slept. And, man, did I have sweet dreams.


PART TWO

“Wow! Holy fuck! That is hot!”

Jack had just returned from the doctor with his new vacation boobs.

Vacation boobs, for those not in the know, are a solution injected directly into the chest. The solution adheres, and takes a month to go down.

I licked my lips and he looked at the way his bra was stuffed. It was a half bra, and his nips peeked over the top. They were stiff. Quite stiff. And he had a bulge of flesh that would make the most delicious cleavage when I put him in the right kind of dress.

“They’re not too big?”

“Oh, honey, if anything, they are too small. I think, when it comes to boobs, I’m a size queen.”

I was a pretty healthy lady myself, and right then we were about the same size.

“Next month you’re getting bigger ones. And maybe we’ll have permanent ones put in.”

Oddly, the compliment seemed to reassure Jack, and even to make him happy.

He looked up and smiled. “They are pretty good.”

“God, too bad you’re a cheater. I’d let you fuck me like a woman.”

He quickly saddened. It was still only the first month, and I wasn’t about to let go of insulting him. Not this soon.

“But,” I added, “A couple of good things.”

“What?” he brightened a little.

“You’re going to get to jack off.”

Now, truth, I think he had already jacked off a few times. But, while I didn’t like that, I wasn’t about to skulk around and be the masturbation police.

“The chastity tube came.” And he was sad again.

“Cheer up, baby. At least you get to cum.”

“Oh.”

And that was odd. He acted like he wanted to cum all the time, and now that he had the chance, he didn’t seem all that thrilled.

We went out to the patio where I had opened the box and spread out the working pieces to his tube.

It was plastic, had a bunch of sharp points inside, shaped like a cock, a small one, and had a bunch of rings.

I sat down on the lounge chair, smiled, and said, “Jack off.”

Oh, the shame, the embarrassment.

“But…”

“Come on. And hurry up. I don’t have all day.”

Tentatively, he pulled his panties down and lifted his dress. Man, his cock was hard. It was harder than steel and throbbing.

And dripping. I had noticed that this last week. An occasional drip had changed into a stream of fluid that damped his panties so bad I had told him to wear a pad.

I watched with interest as he took his cock in hand and began stroking it. Immediately, he felt the effect. He groaned and stroked harder.

I settled back and watched. Shortly his hand was a blur and he was slightly bent over. But after a minute he slowed down.

“What’s the matter?”

“I can’t…it’s too embarrassing.”

“Hunh.”

“Maybe, just this once, you could…”

“I’m not spreading my legs for you. Cheater.”

He sighed, and his shoulders sagged a little. “But I don’t know how I can…” he shrugged.

“Well, we have several choices. I can get you drunk, and when you’re passed out I can put it on you.”

He didn’t look too happy about that.

“Or I could just kick you in the balls. A few kicks and that prick won’t be so happy.”

“I don’t think I want that,” he mumbled.

“Or, you could go get one of your girlfriends and let them fuck you.”

I glared at him.

Sure, I was being a bitch, but I was the innocent victim here.

“I’ll get drunk.”

Drinking solely for the purpose of passing out is not much fun. And,  it’s dangerous. There is such a thing as alcohol poisoning.

Still, the other methods weren’t that attractive.

So, he opened up the cheap bourbon, I wasn’t about to waste the good stuff on him, and he started drinking. And drinking. And drinking.

He got maudlin, apologized and cried. But the tears of a drunk aren’t worth much.

He got sloppy. Laughing at himself, and at me. Said everybody in the world was so stupid.

And he went to sleep.

Good.

He was on the couch in the living room, and I pulled one leg off the couch and he lay and snored. I took his limp prick and fit the tube over it. I shook it, it was a good fit, and I found the right ring for his package. I fit the two pieces together and put a padlock through the hasp.

I stepped back and stared down at my sleeping husband. He was in a dress, but naked from the waist down. He had on full make up and long nails. He had a cage on his cock, and I grinned.

If somebody had told me, a few months previous, that I would ever be party to such a scene I would have laughed.

Well, I wasn’t laughing now, but I sure was grinning.

And I had the weird thought: I gots me a sissy! Bada bing!

Then I turned off the lights and left the sleeping lout.

Jack was a glum fellow the next day, and for days afterward, and I could tell that the frustration was already starting. Heck, he had had no orgasms for more than three weeks, and now he kept looking down at his groin, and adjusting himself.

“What’s going on?” I asked, after he served me breakfast.

“It keeps trying to get hard.”

I smiled. “Too bad.”

He frowned at my insouciance.

“Now, you’ve got boobs, you’ve got a chastity tube on to control your filthy impulses, and we’ve been sucking your nipples every day.”

He blushed a bright red. Seems like he never got over blushing.

“It’s time to talk about nipple jewelry.”

“I don’t want to get my nipples pierced,” he said.

I looked at his chest. His nipples were hard and poking into the blouse he was wearing. “Your nipples say otherwise.”

“That’s the material rubbing on them.”

“Well, whatever it is, we’re going to head for the piercing studio right now.”

Sad, defeated, but looking very sexy, he followed me to the car.

As usual, I drove. He probably could handle heels on the pedals now, but I found that I liked to drive. No more putting up with wrong turns…I was in charge.

We arrived outside a scurrilous looking tattoo parlor and walked up to the door.

Inside it was a bit gloomy, and two fellows were sitting in chairs and laughing. They were both muscular and had ink over every part of their bodies.

As we approached I heard the tail end of a joke. ‘…that’s a very nice hippopotamus on your arm.’ ‘Mom! That’s my girlfriend!’

The two guys laughed, and looked at me. “What can we do for you?” asked one. He had a ring through his nose and a rooster on his temple.

As a lawyer I knew the best way to get what you wanted was to tell a joke, and I had a big store of them. Not that I had to shmooze these guys, but I like a good joke.

“Did you guys hear about the husband that had ‘I love You’ tattooed on his dick?”

The two tattoo artists got quirky smiles on their faces.

“He showed his wife and she said,’There you go again, trying to put words in my mouth.’”

They chuckled.

“Heard that one, eh?”

“We have, but you told it well.”

We all smiled, and I asked, “I want my husband’s boobs pierced. His nipples, that is.”

They perked up at that. Jack didn’t look like a man at all.

“Sure, what kind of jewelry you want?”

“A shield.”

“Big or small?”

Just big enough to cover the nipple.

One of the guys grinned and said to Jack, “You’re going to be horny, you know. You won’t be able to play with your nips.”

“That’s okay. I’ve got him in chastity.”

“Whoo!” said the other one. “Well, let’s do it.”

They had Jack strip off his dress and bra and lay on a table.

All the time Jack was totally humiliated.

Five minutes later it was done. They gave me instructions on how to keep everything clean and all, and one of them said, “We could give him a tattoo. He’s got good tits for it.”

I looked at Jack and a new level of panic was in his eyes.

Then the guy grinned and said, “That’s tit for tat.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I patted his hairy cheek. “At least you told it well.”

They laughed as we went out the door.

And I was about to bust from horny. Seeing Jack laying there, so helpless, getting his nipples pierced, it was just the absolute in having power over another person.

And I realized: there is power in sex, and there is sex in power.

Jack, as might be expected, was glum. He kept looking down at his chest.

He was wearing a bra, to hold up boobs, and wearing nipple shields that only I could get off.

I reached over and tapped him on the nipple, and he groaned. “What?”

“Are you feeling the heat, yet?”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

My days of being super horny were here. So were Jack’s but there wasn’t anything he could do about that. He couldn’t play with himself, he couldn’t even play with his nipples. All he could do was walk around and get hornier and hornier.

I, of course, took great pleasure in his condition.

Yes, he was my maid, my pool cleaner, my pussy licker, but I started kissing him madly. He just made me so hot, and I would corral him, push him down on the couch, or back him into a corner, and fondle his cage and tap his nipple shields and kiss him. Long make out sessions that made me hornier and hornier, and made him more and more frustrated.

And the hornier he got, the hornier I got, but…I could do something about it.

First, I could have him eat me. And I did. Multiple times a day. I would just call him in and spread my legs, and he might give a sort of a sob, and then he was licking and eating and getting me off.

Second, date night was coming.

Date night. The first night that I would get to fuck somebody. I was looking forward to it.

In his own way, so was Jack.

He dreaded it, at least he claimed to, but he sure kept grabbing his crotch and adjusting his frustration a lot.

I had chosen a man at random. I simply went out to a nightclub and watched the various men, and I chose one.

He was tall, much more muscular than Jack, and when I told him what I wanted his eyes nearly popped out and rolled on the floor.

“I want you to meet me at my place, you can follow me home. My husband will be tied up in the next room, forced to watch us on camera. You hide your face if you wish, but I won’t be recording it. You can check the connections to make sure it isn’t, if you want.”

He was blinking, and his mouth moved a little, like he wanted to say something but, for the life of him, he didn’t know what.

I reached between his legs and grabbed his cock. It was nice-sized, and hard, with a big head. “What do you say, sport?”

He said yes.

I paid for our drinks and led him out of the club.

Interestingly, I wasn’t interested in holding hands or touching him. I didn’t know him, this was just a fuck, and there was a big pice of me that was scared.

Yeah, I arranged it all, planned it all, and I was scared.

But, things went down smoothly.

We arrived at the house and he parked his car in the driveway.

We started up the walk, and suddenly he touched my arm.

I turned, and he moved closer. It was in his eyes, he needed something to happen. He was scared, too, and he wanted to be reassured.

So I kissed him, got over my fear and planted my lips on his, and suddenly, I was loving it.

I loved the feel of his lips, so different from Jack’s sliding over mine. I loved the way his hand reached for my breast, held it, moved over it.

I put both arms around his neck then, and I attacked his mouth. I kissed voraciously, as if I wanted to suck all the life out of him.

He kissed back, gaining confidence, and I felt his cock pressing into my belly. I realized that he was bigger than I thought. When I had first groped him I must have gotten ahold of a half a chub, but this was the whole thing. This was the meat market. This was a real log.

We parted, and we both smiled, and were more relaxed. We entered the house.

“Why don’t you make a drink, the good bourbon is on top. I’ll go check on Jack.”

I went down to Jack’s room and opened the door. He was sitting in a  sturdy, wooden chair. A rope ran around his body and held him to the back of the chair. His hands were cuffed to the arms. His ankles were cuffed to the legs.

He looked at me, and I have never seen such wonderful frustration. Thank God I had put a penis gag in his mouth. I think he would have offered me the world to not do what I was about to do.

Too bad, Jack. This was my night.

I walked to the front of him and looked down.

He was wearing a blouse and I could see his nipple shields behind it. His cock cage laid on the chair, and there was a puddle of pre-cum leaking from it.

I smiled, kissed his forehead, and left the room.

“My name is Barry,” said Barry as he handed me a drink.

I sipped. “Sylvia.”

I took him out to the living room and we watched the far woods, and the stars in the night through the skylight. We lay on our backs on the floor, and we talked.

“What do you do?”

“I’m a salesman. You?”

“A lawyer.”

“You’ve got a wonderful place.”

Small talk. And it meandered for a while, then he asked, “So do you really have your husband tied up in another room?”

“Yep.”

Lines appeared on his forehead, “So, I don’t want to jinx anything, but…”

“How come we’re doing this?”

“Yes.”

I rolled onto my side and began undoing his buttons. “He cheated on me.”

“Wow. Excuse me, but why would he cheat on a beautiful woman like you?”

I kissed him for that one, and kept undoing his buttons.

He kissed back, and helped me out of my dress.

Then we were semi-naked, and ready. His cock was pressing out his tighty whiteys like it wanted to bust them.

“Time to adjourn to the boudoir, “ I whispered.

He rose, and helped me to my feet, and we walked down the hallway, our nervousness done, we walked with arms around each other.

I had put the camera in a corner and put duc tape on the red light, so there was no distraction.

He took me in his arms and wrapped me up. He bent my head back and kissed me long and slow and gentle. Our eyes were closed and it was the most delicious kiss I had ever had.

I knelt then, and pulled his underpants off. His cock sprang out, big and red, ready for loving.

He helped me out of my bra, and my boobs fell out, and he caught them and kissed them.

He still had a shirt on, so we took that off, then my panties.

Now we were naked, and trembling. His cock was leaking pre-cum, and my pussy was wetter than a swimming pool, and ready for somebody to dive in.

He pushed me back on the bed, and I pulled him, then I was scrambling back, and he was knee walking after me. We were grinning like fools.

I grabbed his penis, kept him walking, and then it was in my face. I engulfed that monster, as best I could, with my red lips. I sucked it down and he groaned.

I could imagine the terrible frustration that Jack must be feeling, watching this on the big screen TV I had hooked up.

I palpated Barry’s balls and backed off, stroked his cock. His penis was pulsating, I didn’t think he was going to last long, and a drool of pre-slime hung from it to my lips.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered. I could tell he was near out of control.

“Shall we do the deed?” I whispered?

There was a microphone right behind the headboard and I knew Jack was going to hear every little sound.

“Any way you want to do this?”

“I’d like to do it doggy style, if that’s all right. My husband’s cock is too small to really give me a good fuck. But yours…it’s so big.”

We moved around, and I made sure Jack would have a good view. I was on my knees, and elbows, my ass tilted up for easy entry.

I was wet, and Barry slid right into me, and it was like heaven had come to earth. That big cock sliding in, rippling along my vaginal passage, filling me up. I near swooned.

“Damn! You’re tight!”

“I told you, my husband’s cock is small.”

Barry was grunting and driving now, and I braced myself and took it, again and again.

“Oh, shit,” he whined. “I’m going to…wait!”

He pulled out and I gasped at the empty feeling inside.

He rested on me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to cum too soon. After all, this is for you, too, right?”

“Wow,” and I was serious, “a gentleman.”

I lay down then, and he sprawled next to me. I told him how big his cock was, how satisfying, and he played with my breasts, and then he used his fingers.

Oh, God! I love a man with good fingers!

He pushed two digits into me and began swirling and hooking, it wasn’t long before I was pounding on his chest and begging for cock.

“Give it to me, dammit!”

Barry laughed. “Not until you can say ‘If two witches would watch two watches, which witch would watch which watch?’”

I had to laugh, and I tried, and slaughtered it.

“Whi wish wash witch was…oh, FUCK!”

Then we were hysterical, like little kids unchained. When the laughter died, we grew serious. He kissed me, spread my legs and entered me again.

Long, slow strokes. Rubbing the side of his penis against my rim one way, on the opposite side of the hole on the other.

I arched and grunted and began to lose control.

God, do I love to cum, and this was the mother of all cums! I started to shake, and I found myself whining, then the deep throbs started and it felt like somebody was breaking bones inside my body. I was twisting, writhing, making sounds like I was speaking tongues.

There was no way Barry could hold out against that, and he started to push deep, and his cock started spurting. I could feel the the sensations deep inside as his cock unloaded. The pulse of his penis, the shoot of his cream, and suddenly it was leaking out of my hole, dripping down into my asshole.

“Fuck,” I whimpered. I was exhausted. I was officially creamed. I was fucked to a fare thee well.

Jack rolled off me. We lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, and wondering what the hell had just happened.

After a while he said, “You want to do it again?”

“I want to, but no. I only get one fuck a month, and that was it.”

He was silent, and I knew he wanted it again.

I rolled to him again. “In spite of what I said, in spite of what has transpired between us, I love my husband. So take what you’ve got and be glad. Unless you happen to be in one of the gin joints in the world at the appointed time, we’ll never do it again.”

“Well, thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

With that he got dressed and left. And I was left with a pussy full of jizz, but empty of cock, and missing it.

And, I had a husband in the other room that needed to be untied.

Sighing, I got out of bed.

Jack didn’t say anything about Barry. He looked at me, and there was a deep something in his expression, but he didn’t talk.

I knew there were deep feelings in his soul. I knew he was coming to grips, making adjustments, and his life would never be the same.

That was exactly what I had set out to make happen. Changes on a deep level. But it was hard, for me as well as Jack.

I loved Jack. He owed me this. But there was still a piece of me that felt the guilt.

But, guilt or not, I would do it again. I would have to. I had to try and have another cum like that.

So the days passed, and Jack was quiet, dealing with his own torment. He waited on me politely, quickly, but in his eyes I could see the change.

And he was appreciative of me. On those rare occasions when he managed to be more than a maid we would find ourselves laughing, and looking at each other in new lights.

But those times, though heady, were somewhat rare. Most times he was a good maid.

He kept himself clean and made up. His hair grew and he needed to go to the parlor. He learned to take care of his own nails, and he learned to cook.

And, he learned to cook better than a woman. It shocks me to say that, but men are capable of the most wondrous things when they stop playing with themselves and get focused.

The end of the next month approached, and his boobs were deflating.

I called the doctor and told him that Jack was ready for the real thing. He wanted implants.

Jack was listening when I made the call, and he said nothing. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he controlled himself.

My Jack, controlling himself. A dream come true. Normally he would get a bright idea and go with it, never a thought to consequences. And I realized there was a deeper truth here: Feminization is a discipline. A man has to work to figure out and accept that discipline. And I, as a woman, had to support that intent.

So we went to the hospital and Jack got something called Chyna 2000s put in his chest. They were big, apparently designed for some woman wrestler they called ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’

I felt like Jack was the ninth wonder. He was stacked, built, monstrous. We had to buy him all new bras.

But it looked like he wasn’t just putting up with it. It looked like he liked it. I would catch him looking at himself every once in a while, and it looked like he was holding himself proudly, looking at himself proudly.

Then the second month ended, and it was time for me to fuck somebody.

I tell ya, I looked forward to it, and I was scared all over again. But I looked forward to it more, and so the night approached.

The surprising thing, though, was that when I went to tie Jack up he said, “You don’t really have to tie me up.”

I stood back and stared at him.

There was a calmness about him that I had never seen before.  There was a certainty of self that he had never before displayed.

“You won’t get upset and…and…” I looked at him.

“No,” he said. And he was so sure of himself that I believed him. And he said the most interesting thing. “I want to see this. It…it makes me horny.”

That was a blinking moment, and I asked, “But you can’t do anything about being horny.”

And he said, “I don’t want to.”

I was quiet.

He continued: “I’ve learned that being horny all the time is better than cuming…and coming down. I don’t want to be down again. I want to be horny forever. I just want to love you. With all my horniness.”

Well, that sure did it to me. I wasn’t sure if he took the wind out of my sails, or put it back in. And I thought it might be time for a sit down talk. But, right then, I had to go see a man about a dick.

I went out, and I brought a man home, and, though I didn’t have the massive cum of last time, I had a good one, a satisfying one, and I realized that knowing that Jack was free, and accepted this, and that it was okay…it made me happy, and that happiness translated into a marvelous fuck. A truly wonderful, heart warming fuck.

And so the year passed. Jack took care of the house, and I worked and came home to cleanliness, and sumptuous meals, and having my pussy eaten to a frothy cum. And, sometimes, to a strange man.

And I could feel deep changes in me, but I couldn’t have defined them. Except that…the changes, whatever they were, felt good.

Role reversal?

Exchange of power?

Yes.

But…more.

Something was happening inside us that was…good. We were achieving a fulfillment, a peace of soul we had not imagined.

“Tonight’s the night,” I announced, when I came home from work.

Jack smiled and held a tray to me. On it was a bourbon and Coke. The good stuff.

“Are you looking forward to it?”

He grew sober, then said, “I think so. It has to happen, anyway. So…yes.”

We ate. Or, rather, I ate and he attended the table. Made sure my drink was topped, that the butter was to hand.

After we ate I went into the bedroom while he cleaned up. I was wearing my lawyer suit, and I traded the skirt for trousers. Then I pulled my hair back and tied it. I worked on my make up, making sure my lips were red and plump, but my cheeks severe. Midway through my preparations I heard Jack go to his room, and I knew that he would be preparing himself the same way I was working on myself, with a few small differences.

He would be more feminine. I would be more masculine.

Finishing, I dropped my trousers and put on the strap on, and screwed the big, black cock into it. Then I headed down the hall.

I knocked on Jack’s door, and he told me to come in.

I opened the door, and he took my breath away.

His breasts were magnificent. Big and bountiful and framed in a wrap around dress so that his cleavage was deep. His face was perfectly made up, and I didn’t see any trace of the man he had been just a short year previous.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes…Sylvia.”

He stood up and I took his hand. I was wearing heels, and he wasn’t, so I was actually an inch taller than him. It felt good.

I took him back to the bedroom, turned and kissed him.

I kissed him like I had kissed a dozen strange men over the last year. I kissed him deeply, tasting his lips, marveling at how full and soft they were.

I slowly bent him back, like I was a Hollywood stud having his way with his leading lady.

He had lost weight, and he wasn’t as heavy as he had been.

When I had him turned enough I dropped him…right on the bed.

He smiled, and scooted back, made room for me.

“No,” I said.”

“What?”

“On all fours.”

His eyes brightened at that, and he knelt and held his ass up.

I penetrated him, and he gasped. I used lots of lube, but it was still a shock.

I hate to be gross, but imagine the biggest turd you ever passed, how you had to grunt and tighten all your muscles, and it was so big that it hurt. Now imagine that in reverse.

And, the moment of entry passed, I gripped his hips and held my position. My cock was buried in his man pussy. He was in shock, but…like all men, he liked it.

“How is it, my love?”

“I needed this,” he whispered back.

I began to fuck him then, I porked him, slammed into him.

He might be the soft boy, now a woman, but I was the bad boy, always looking for trouble.

He collapsed, and I climbed on his buns, refused to lose him.

I drilled into him, corkscrewed out, and he made whining, whimpering sounds.

For a long time I did him, and for along time he lay there, trying to do something, but able only to respond to my rhythm.

I could tell when he had finally had enough, it was the moment he stopped resisting. He submitted, and began to truly enjoy what I was doing to him. He moaned in pleasure, instead of protest, and pushed his ass up to take my big cock.

And I fucked him and fucked him and fucked him.


EPILOGUE

I awoke the next day, and I had mixed feelings.

This was the end of the year. I had been fucked by a dozen men, paying Jack back.

And he had lived as a woman, and finally understood the woman’s viewpoint. Never again would he be disrespectful.

Most important of all, I had fucked him. I had played the man and used him like a bitch. I had fucked him with no concern for his feelings, and he had learned that deep lesson that women learn, that submission is their role in a male dominated world.

And I had learned, too. I had learned what it was like to be masculine in a male dominated world. I had learned the joy of having somebody work their tail off just to make sure I had the peace of mind to go out and compete in a man’s world.

I had learned the joy of having a man submit to me.

But the year was over, and the deal was done. I was going to have to return to…to the way things had been.

Happy, but sad. That was me.

I got up, took a quick shower, and pulled a negligee on. I headed down the hallway and stopped. Jack wasn’t in his room. The door was open but he was up and about. Well, that was okay. After all, I no longer controlled his life. He had made amends and his punishment was over. All was forgiven. Totally.

I headed out to the kitchen, and found Jack had prepared breakfast.

Aw, that was nice. A final gesture, before he changed back to the old Jack, moved back into our room and began taking his pleasure with me. Heck, he would even have the implants taken out, and I sure would miss those big, old boobs.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning, ma’am,” he held my chair and I sat, and I looked up at him.

He placed dishes before me, eggs Benedict, waffles, sausage.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Breakfast, ma’am.”

“Yes, and I appreciate it, but isn’t the year over.”

Jack stood in front of me then, and he twisted his hands in his pink apron. “Uh, about that…”

“Yes?”

“I’ve learned a lot about myself this last year, and I really learned how inconsiderate and even abusive I had been to you. Do you think…could you…could we continue our relationship like it has been…for a while?”

I tilted my head. I hadn’t expected this.

“What about…?” I held up the key to his chastity belt. It was hanging on my neck.

He stared at it, as if mesmerized, and then shook himself. “I guess…I can still use the big black dildo on you, if that would be okay?”

“So you want to live your life as a woman, working dawn till disk making sure I’m happy. And you don’t need sex.”

“Well, maybe if you could do what you did to me last night. Every once in awhile, I mean. I don’t mean to be presumptive…” he fumbled the words.

“Well, I didn’t…” I paused, got control of myself. “We’re going to have to write new contract.”

“I’ve already taken care of that.”

I looked at him curiously. Jack had no talent when it came to contract law.

He reached over to the counter where he had the old contract ready. He placed it in front of me, and held three pens at the ready.

I read the printing added at the bottom of the contract.

This contract to be extended indefinitely.

I smiled. Under the additional legalese were two lines, one was ‘The party of the first part…’

The second line said, ‘The party of the second part…” and the second line was signed by Jack.

I took one of the pens and signed the first line.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


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

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

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.


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

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 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!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Have a Female Day!’

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 open.

“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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