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PART ONE

“Nag, nag, nag!” He stated the line just like Clint Eastwood did in ‘The Gauntlet.’ Droll, dripping with sarcasm, and a total put down.

I stared at Bob and was so-o-o tired of him. I mean, what woman wants to be called a nag? And especially when I was just trying to keep the house clean?

Don’t get me wrong, I love Bob, and things used to be better. He used to charm me with roses, take me out, even write sappy poetry to me.

I’ll love you till the cows come home

you’ll never make me roam

Stupid, right? But it doesn’t take much to make a woman’s heart warm when she’s in love.

But now…now he had lost his job, sat around the house and drank beer, and made fun of me when I tried to get him to pick up after himself.

‘Could you not leave your slippers in the living room?’ That’s all I said. And I tried to say it sweetly, to not engage his caustic remarks. And it’s not much to ask. But the lug had just left his slippers in front of the TV, walked barefoot into the bedroom, and put on his tennis shoes.

I mean…puh—lease!

“Honey, I just need a little help around here.”

“Hey, Samantha, I help a lot.” He usually calls me Sam when he wants something, Samantha when he wants to get me off his back.

“No. You don’t.”

He gave me that look, a little squinty, a little flinty, and I knew if I pushed it I was in for it.

I sighed and went back to the bedroom and got ready for work. I do realty. It’s a good job, fun people to work with, I can make my own hours, sort of, and the money is good.

In fact, it didn’t bother me that he wasn’t working. He had a bundle saved up, I was making good, and…if he would just help out around the house. Right?

I came out of the bedroom looking good. Got to look good if you want to sell a million dollar home or two.

I was wearing a blouse and jacket that showed off my tits without being too risqué. I wore a pencil skirt, navy blue with a bit of a slit up the side so I could actually walk, high heels that showed off my world class calves, and, of course, knock ‘em dead make up.

Nothing closes a deal like a smile from a red painted mouth. Man or woman, they both respond to a sexy smile.

As I walked through the foyer Bob came in from the kitchen, grabbed me, and smooched me. He held me and I tried to wiggle away.

“Son of a…!” He had smeared my lipstick.

He laughed. “Sorry, babe, it’s just that you look so good.”

I went back to the bedroom, fixed my face, and then snuck through the house.

That’s right. Snuck. I had been reduced to sneaking through my own house. I was living with a damned pervert!

Well, not a pervert, just an over sexed college boy. He might be 30 years old, but he still had that college boy erection lurking in his pants. Great when I got a night out, which wasn’t often, but lousy when he waylaid me and demanded a quickie. Or just smooched me out of being on time for work.

I had appointments!

Thus, in a dour frame of mind, I hopped into my Beamer and sped off to work.

“Uh oh. Look what the cat dragged in.”

“Good morning!” I snarled at Shiela. Shiela is my friend, my competition, and my drunken confidant, all in one.

“Sor-ry,” she said, turning back to her desk.

“Okay. I’m sorry.”

“Not sorry enough.” I knew she was spoofing and having fun with me now. We were just too good of friends to be upset with each other.

“Okay. I’ll let you be unsorry at four this afternoon. Charlie Coyote’s place?”

“Ooh!” she clapped her hands. “You buying?”

“By the pitcher.”

“Then I’ll pretend I don’t know what a bitch you are.”

I sat down, smiling, and mumbled. “Asshole.”

“I heard that.”

And we giggled.

Charlie Coyote’s is a nice place. Spanish style, out on the edge to the Fairfax district, and it serves not only the best Mex food in the world, but the saltiest Margaritas.

It had been a good day. I had sold a house in the hills, 2.5 mill, and she had sold two houses in the valley.

“I’d much rather make a big sale than two small, piddling sales,” I shot at her, as we crossed the lobby to the patio. Jose had seen us and was already pulling our chairs back.

“And I would rather sell piddling. My graph on numbers of houses is above yours.”

We crossed the patio, under the wonderful flower laden trellis.

“And my overall cash graph is just a squeak ahead of yours.”

Jose smiled, we smiled, he shoved the chairs under our rumps and said, “Two Margaritas made with the finest tequila, hold the worms.”

We all laughed. I had said that once, when half sloshed, and he had never forgotten it. I love Mexican men. They have such a delightful sense of humor.

Then he was gone and we were left alone.

“Okay, time to unsorry yourself.”

I sighed.

“Bob,” she said.

I nodded.

Jose placed two salty Margaritas in front of us. “Keep them coming?” He cocked an eye inquisitively.

Shiela and I looked at each other, and dug into our purses. We pulled out our car keys and handed them to him.

He smiled, seemed genuinely happy, which he was, we tipped good, and sauntered away.

“So Bob brought home a floozy and fucked her in your bed.”

“No.”

“Okay, he wants a sex change operation.”

I grinned. That was our favorite joke. Ever since Bruce Jenner became Kaitlyn we threw that at each other.

“Only if he comes out as good looking as Kaitlyn. But…no. That’s not it.”

Shiela put a mock expression of horror on her face. She touched her cheeks with both hands and made an O of dismay out of her mouth. “Oh, no. He didn’t do the dishes!”

I didn’t laugh, and that was the indicator. She grew serious. “Okay, he’s a slob. He’s a man, what do you expect?”

A plate of delicious chips suddenly appeared on the table, along with some spicy salsa. We barely caught sight of Jose. Man, that boy was like the Road Runner. Beep beep!

But he would make us wait for the food. That’s the way good restaurants are. Get the liquor in the customer fast, then drag them out with the food. Make sure they are drunk and hungry, then they could serve you slop and you’d love it.

Fortunately, Charlie Coyote doesn’t serve slop.

“I expect a little help around the house. He’s not working, and I don’t care about that, he’s got truck loads of money in the market, but I am working, and I’m doing double duty with the cleaning chores. Is it so much to ask that he just pick up his shoes? Not throw his socks on the floor? Maybe give the toilet a swipe after he’s pissed everywhere?”

“Whoa. You are pissed.”

“I am. And I’m sick and tired. He used to bring me flowers. Write me bad poetry, take me out. Now he sits on the sofa in his jammies and calls for a beer.”

Shiela raised her hand and Jose, who was lurking, headed for the bar. This was going to be a busy day.

An hour later, sloshed, filled with good Mexican enchiladas, giggling incessantly, we solved the problem

“What you need to do,” suggested Shiela, “is put him in a chastity belt.”

I laughed. “Like knights of old.”

“Knights of old with cocks so bold…” she went off on a limerick, and then she said, “Give me your phone.”

I handed her my cell and she tapped a message on it, sent it, then handed it back to me.

I looked at the message, gawped, and began to laugh.

I met a man,

don’t wait up,

if the house is clean

you can suck my pussy.

She had sent it to Bob.

“Oh, my God!” We laughed so hard alcohol was threatening to come out our noses. Other customers even looked over to see what the hub bub was.

“You didn’t!”

“Sure I did. Listen, girlfriend, that asshole doesn’t know how good he’s got it. He needs to learn his lesson.”

I agreed. “He’s got to learn his place.”

“Bitches forever!” I shouted, and we high fived.

A text came back.

Where are you?

Shiela grabbed my phone:

Go fuck yourself, slob.

And clean the house while you’re at it.

I know, we had sort of passed the point of funny, but, drunk, it was funny, and we laughed and we laughed and we laughed…and had another drink.

And the text messages rolled in.

This isn’t funny!

Where are you?

I want you home right now!

At one point Shiela took my phone, went to the bathroom, and came back. My eyes about fell out of my head when I saw the picture she had taken and sent to him.

Her pussy. Her dress up and her panties down! No hair. Looked a little moist.

“Fuck!” I whispered, totally blown out.

So I grabbed her phone, went to the bathroom, and sent a picture of my pussy to her husband.

Now the texts were fast and furious. Her hubbie, Jay, had a better sense of humor than Bob. He texted:

Oh, no!

You prefer pussy over cock!

Bob’s texts were getting frantic.

Please come home.

I’m sorry if I did something.

Can’t you tell me where you are?

All of which made us laugh harder and harder. Poor fool was finally getting a little comeuppance.

“Why is Jay so nice and polite and understands your sense of humor?”

“Because we have a Female Led Relationship.”

“What? What is that?”

“Basically, the woman is in charge, the man does what he’s told, and if he’s a good boy he gets to sample your pussy. Or at least beat off with your permission.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope.” She sat back, very satisfied, and I thought about the fact that it was usually me that came in grumpy, disgruntled by shabby hubbie, and she was always smiling and cheerful. And even Jay was smiling and…

“What?” she asked, seeing things happen on my face.

“Jay’s happy.”

“Well, of course he is.”

“But he doesn’t…you don’t give him sex all the time.”

“Of course not.” She put that look of mock horror on your face, “And you do! Oh, heavens!” And she leaned forward to feel my forehead for a temperature.”

“But…but…”

“Look, girlfriend. We’re getting pretty drunk here, and it’s getting close to Uber time, so let me wind up this little conversation. If you give a man what he wants…he wants nothing else. He certainly doesn’t want to please you, or wine you or dine you, and he’s certainly not going to be in the mood to write you crappy poetry.”

I shook my head. “But…I…we fuck all the time! Bob is horny, and I…I…”

“You do your wifely duty. Fool. Your wifely duty is to keep your man interested, not lay on your back whenever he feels like a little mindless rutting. Which rutting, I might add, is usually unsatisfactory to the female of the species.”

She sat back.

I sat…stunned. This was a whole new way of thought.

Then I thought back to something she had said earlier. “Do you…you mentioned chastity.”

She grinned.

“Do you actually…does Jay wear one of those…”

She nodded. The look on her face was that of the cat that got the milk. All-l-l of the milk.

“Oh, my God! Really?”

I placed a hand on hers.

“For three years now. I used to browbeat him, even spank him, but why get physical when you can just…” she grinned, “shut the gates of paradise.”

“So you don’t fuck all that much.”

“Let’s put it this way. I fuck a lot. I fuck his cock maybe once a month, if I feel like it. But in between I fuck his face, I fuck my vibrator…I could even fuck another man.”

“But you don’t.”

“No. But I tell him I do. I tell ya, nothing whips a man into shape better than competition. But…you have to work your man, you have to prepare Bob. You have to manipulate him to the point where he’s willing to do what he’s told. Give me your phone.”

I handed it to her. Texts were still coming in, but we tended to ignore them.

She stood up and walked over to Jose. She spoke into his ear for a few seconds, then handed him the phone.

Jose grinned and walked away.

Shiela came back and sat down. She sipped a bit of her Margarita and smiled at me.

“What’s that all about.”

She just held up a finger and smiled like a Cheshire cat.

A minute later Jose came to the table. He looked a little…flustered? Out of breath? He handed her the cell phone. She looked at it, sent a text, and reached into her purse. “Thank you, Jose.” She took out two hundred dollar bills. She handed them to him.

That was a big tip. Biggest tip we ever gave. Jose grinned and left, and she handed me the phone.

A picture.

A bathroom stall.

Pants down and shirt up.

A Mexican cock.

Hard.

A caption.

Should I fuck it or suck it?

Sent to Bob.

I sat back, my mind totally destroyed. There was nothing to say. I looked at my friend.

There are times when life changes.

There are times when you choose the road less traveled.

This was one of those times.

I started to laugh.

We left Charlie Coyote and I didn’t go home. I went to Shiela’s house.

“Hi, Babe!” Jay greeted his wife at the door with a big kiss. She handed him her jacket and patted his cheek, and he went to hang it up.

I looked around. We had similar houses in many ways, but there was one big difference: hers was immaculate.

Better than I clean. Windows washed, no dishes in the washing machine, no crappy loafers shoved half under the couch.

“Okay,” Sheila rubbed her hands. “Let’s get started.”

“First, can I see it?”

She smiled. “Jay, come drop your drawers.”

Jay looked at her, looked at me, turned a little red, and followed instructions.

There it was, a shiny, metal tube. And he had a piercing. A ring at the end of the tube, and a lock on the ring. That tube wasn’t coming off.

“We started with simple plastic, but it wasn’t long before we realized that we needed better security. My darling hubbie is a big jack off.”

Jay looked at the floor. His face was red. Apparently he wasn’t used to this kind of thing, being shown off as a model of husbandly service. “Sorry, dear.”

“It’s okay. We fixed it and you’re forgiven. Tell Shiela how much you liked it when I took control. In the beginning.”

“Oh, man.” He licked his lips. “I hated it. I called her a bitch. I threatened to leave.”

“So why didn’t you?”

“Because there was something exciting about it. It felt good. I mean deep down. It gave me order, structure, let me know my place. Look, you know me. Finance, million dollar deals, I walk all over people when I’m in the game. But when I came home I was sort of lost. I mean, I’m a hard charger, but there was nothing to charge at at home, and I just sat around and got grumpy. And I took it out on Shiela.”

“Wow,” I blurted. This was candid. “So do you think I could do this to Bob.”

For a second he got a far away look in his eyes, and I knew what he was thinking. Do I do this to my fellow man?

But he came to a conclusion rather quickly. “Yeah. Sure. I mean, if he loves you he’ll like it.”

“But you know how stubborn he gets.”

“I’ve played golf with him. He’s my worst competitor. Guy just won’t quit.”

I looked at Shiela, my best competitor. I turned back to him. “But you think he’ll quit when…when…”

“Look, I hate to say it, but a cock is a handle. You take control of his cock, you control the bed, and he’ll fall like a big oak tree. We’ll hear the sound of him splatting on the ground all the way up here.”

I turned to Shiela, “Okay, so what do we do?”

Shiela told Jay about the texts, then laid out the program. “We have to drill her on how to handle him when she gets home.”

“Okay.”

“So, Sam, you come in through the front door and Jay will be Bob.”

I went to the front door, opened it and closed it and walked in. “Honey, I’m—“

“No! No! He knows you’re home…and you don’t want to initiate a conversation. He’s going to have plenty to say, so just give him the rope to hang himself.”

I nodded, went back to the door, turned and walked in.

Bob was right there. “Samantha! Where have you been!? What are these messages! Who do you think you are.”

I stopped and my face showed my cave in.

“No! Face him down. Push him aside if you have to. Just go to bed and say, “I’ll talk to you when I feel like it.”

I giggled.

Shiela laughed. “And no giggling.”

“Sorry.” I straightened up my face and entered the room.

“Samantha! Where have you been!? What are these messages! Who do you think you are.”

He stood in front of me and I actually reached out and pushed his chest away. And, I don’t know what possessed me, I said, “Get the fuck out of my way!”

Jay blinked, and Shiela actually fell on the couch and started laughing.

“Fuck! You saw Jay’s face! That’s what’s going to happen to Bob. He won’t know what hit him. Keep going. Walk towards my bedroom.”

I walked down the hallway, Jay following me, Shiela following him.

“What do these texts mean? I can’t believe you sent them! Who do you…”

“Turn around and slap him.”

“What?”

“Hard.”

Jay nodded. “Go ahead. I’ve been slapped by the best.”

“Rock his head.”

So I slapped Jay. Not hard, I was sort of scared. I had never gotten this physical with a man in my life.

“Good, but you have to mean it. If you hold back he’s going to know it. Try again.

So we walked the hall again and again, until Jay’s face was red and he was rubbing it and looking unhappy.

“I’m sorry, Jay,” I said, when we were done and I had passed my test.

“It’s okay, but I think there are two king-sized slappers in the world now.”

Shiela laughed. “You’re doing good. “Jay, Would you like me to unlock you tonight.”

Oh, the look on his face. He brightened up and it was like I had never touched him.

Shiela turned to me, didn’t even try to hide the triumph on her face. “See?”

I nodded.

“Now, what do you do if he gets more physical?”

“What do you mean?”

“Men are men, and I don’t think Bob is a caveman, but what if he grabs you by the shoulders and shakes you.”

I looked blank. Bob wasn’t that kind of a man.

“Jay, shake me.”

Now Jay looked nervous, but he took her shoulders and began to shake.

Shiela moved forward and brought her knee up.

Jay shrunk back and the look on his face was actual fear.

“It’s okay, lover,” she patted his cheek. “I save that for when you’ve been really bad.”

“You really do that?” I was in awe.

“I’ve only done it once, but…you see the way Jay reacts?”

“She kneed me so hard I thought I was going to die. I just laid down on the floor and held my nuts. I actually felt like puking.”

“But he didn’t, and it’s a good thing, because I would have made him lick it up.”

“You must have really done something bad,” I said to him.

He just looked at the floor.

“It wasn’t that he was bad, it was that he never did it again.”

He shook his head. “No ma’am.”

We went back into the front room and sat on the sofa. Jay made some coffee and brought it to us.

“Now then, there’s a couple of things we need to go over.”

“For instance?”

“Men are wonderful creatures, they just have to learn their place. You can be brutal as you want…but only as brutal as is appropriate. You don’t kick him in the nuts for calling you a bitch. You only get physical when they get physical. And most men will not get physical with a woman, especially if she looks like she’s going to fight back. If he does get physical, time to get a new man.”

“So I get physical if he gets physical, but what do I do, how do I know what to do if he’s not physical, just…you know?”

“I know,” and the look on Shiela’s face was very knowing. “You refuse sex. That’s your big gun, and you must not be afraid to use it. A lot. Often. You almost can’t overuse the denial of sex with a man.”

“Really!”

“Absolutely. Look, sex is what drives them. Their nuts bounce around between their legs if they so much as step. It’s no wonder they are always overstimulated. But if you give them sex…they have nothing more to drive towards. And they need to drive towards something. They have to have a goal, and with a wife…in a home…it is sex. Give them too much sex and you wreck your own home. They won’t respect you, and, in the extreme, they’ll look for somebody else to chase. Got it?”

“I think I do.”

“Now, let’s talk about how to get him to put on a cock cage…”


PART TWO

I was sober by the time I finished at Shiela’s, and Jay gave me a ride back to my car. It was near midnight, and I was a bit surprised, time flies when you’re having fun, you know?

Jay watched to make sure I was okay, and I waved to him as I drove away.

Through town. Up the street where I lived, into the driveway. The lights were on in the house. I smiled.

I walked up the walk, deliberately making my heels click. Click. Click. Click.

I opened the door and entered the house, and Bob launched himself.

“Where were you! What do all those texts mean? Was that a man’s penis? Who do you think—“

I turned and snapped, “Shut the fuck up.”

His face opened up, his eyes went wide, his mouth opened, and I snapped, “Nag, nag, nag. That’s all you do.”

I turned and walked down the hallway.

For a moment he just stood there, dumbstruck, then he followed me. “But—“

I whirled, “I’m tired of your shit! Is this house clean?”

He actually took a step back.

“I’m going to bed, and if this house isn’t clean in the morning you are never…NEVER…going to feel my pussy again! Do you understand that?”

His eyes started blinking. His mouth was shaking and little sounds tried to come out of him.

I turned around, entered my bedroom, and…slammed the door.

And almost broke down. I couldn’t believe I had done that. It’s one thing to drill it with friends, it’s another when you’re on the front line and shells are going off around you.

Shaking, I sat down at my make up table and took off my face. Then I took a long, hot shower, and went to bed.

Bob still hadn’t opened the door. I couldn’t hear him.

I slept soundly, and wasn’t even aware of him coming to bed.

I woke up and stretched, and there was no hangover. Oh, thank God. I hated those things. I rose, looked back at my slumbering lug, and smiled. I had survived the first battle, and now I had a shot of confidence.

I showered again, just because I felt like it, then put on sexy underwear. A shelf bra which emphasized my big tits, actually showed my nips. Panty hose, a tight dress with good cleavage. High heeled sandals, showed my world class calves.

I didn’t bother putting on my face.

“Where are you going?”

I thought about answering him, and decided to. “To the gym. Is the house clean?”

“Uh, I did some stuff.”

I turned to him and looked mad. “Some stuff? After the way you lay around? And I work? You better have more than a few things done by the time I get back.”

He didn’t say anything. I walked out of the room.

I love working out. I do crossfit a lot, and my body is in fine shape. So I did a cross fit class, talked with some of the gals, then did a Yoga class, and, right before I went home, I got a nasty idea. As I walked through the gym I spotted Rex, a rugged narcissistic type who liked to work out with no shirt. Loves to show his muscles, thinks the world loves them.

Well, at that moment, I did. So I snapped a picture and sent it to Bob.

What do you think?

Then I giggled all the way home.

The house was clean, and Bob was actually mowing the lawn. He looked up as I drove in, happy and sweet smelling and looking like a million.

“Uh, hey, Babe.”

“That’s Miss Babe to you. And see if you can clean my car today. Inside and out.”

He followed me into the house.

“We need to talk.”

I turned. “About what?”

“About this new attitude of yours.”

I advanced on him. “And I’d like to talk to you about cleaning up after yourself, but you don’t seem to want to talk about that.”

He backed up, “Now, listen, honey.”

I snarled into his face, “MISS BABE!”

His mouth dropped, and I followed up with, “Did you get my text?”

He was almost blubbering, trying to figure out how to respond. “Yeah, I…what do you…”

I rode right over him. “Okay. We’ll talk. Tonight. After this house meets my standards.”

I turned and walked away.

Right to the bedroom where I texted Shiela. We texted up a storm, and I told her it was working, and she said ‘go girl,’ and then I got ready for work.

When I left the house, looking like a million dollars, Bob was in the kitchen. Scrubbing. Like a scullery maid. I giggled some more. I liked this. Heck, why hadn’t I thought of this before?

At work Shiela and I met up, talked a bit, then went to work. It was a good day for me. I was feeling strong and empowered and sexy as hell. And, you know? Sex is power! When you take charge of the world you feel like a million dollars. I sold two homes. One big, luxury monster, and a smaller little duplex. And I actually outdid Shiela.

“What? Have I created a monster?” She chided me cheerfully.

“I hope so.”

Later in the day we took a break, and Shiela took me on the computer rounds.

Chastity tubes. And I actually ordered one.

Sexy underwear. Heck, I was making the money, and a girl has to look good, right?

Then we went looking at porn sites. Porn like in female domination, chastity, Female Led Relationships. God, it was glorious. So many ideas…so many things to do. I almost couldn’t wait to go home and turn the screws on poor Bob.

Finally, nine in the evening, a bit late, but I wanted Bob waiting, I headed home. Across town, up the street, into the driveway. Click. Click. Click.

He was waiting at the door. Not with flowers, but…it was different.  There was a different attitude in the house, and I liked it.

I walked past him.

He followed me. Instead of berating me he was softer. “You’re a little bit late.”

“Yes,” I said. Let him stew with that.

He tried, “I called you at work.”

“I know. I was busy.” Looking at porn sites and thinking about jilling myself off.

“Are we going to talk?”

I turned on him. “First off, it’s been a long day. I’m going to get myself a drink, get into something more comfortable, then inspect the house, which I should not have to do. No. Wait. You go get me a drink. A Coke and bourbon. Bring it to me.”

I walked down the hallway.

He stood there, staring after me, wondering what had happened.

He showed up in the bedroom two minutes later. He was holding a pair of glasses. I took mine and sipped. I was half out of my work duds and I told him to sit down on the bed.

He sat, a dour expression on his face, and watched me.

I slicked out of my underwear, hopped into the shower for a minute, then dried off and slipped into a negligee. A see through negligee. Nothing else.

I sat down at my make up table. Usually I took stuff off, but this time I put it on. I repaired the day’s ravages and made myself look fresh. I put on the red lipstick that he loved, I fluffed my hair, then stood up.

His eyes were locked on my body. My boobs thrusting out the flimsy material, the curve of my hips, the juncture between my legs.

“Come with me.”

He followed me out to the living room and I began inspecting.

“Dust on the picture frames. You need to get a wet rag.”

“But nobody looks up there! Nobody will ever put their fingers up there!”

“I just did,” and that shut him up.

“Vacuuming is adequate, but you should end up with even lines, like a mowed lawn.”

He opened his mouth and shut it.

I checked a few more things, found them clean, a lot cleaner than I expected, and merely said, “Passable, but needs improvement.” Heh.

Into the kitchen. “This silverware needs polishing.”

“We don’t have any polish.”

“And you’re too helpless to go to the store and get some?” I withered him with a look.

And these windows. They’re streaked. You could have waxed this spot by the sliding doors. I went through the house, nit picking. Paying compliment, but always asking for more.

Finally, I told him to sit on the sofa. I stared down at him. I was proud, regal, a body to die for, and he actually gulped.

“Okay. You did okay. But certainly not excellent. I expect better.” I turned and walked away.

“Hey! Wait a minute!” he blurted.

I turned.

“I thought we were going to have a talk.”

“That was it. you want more?”

“Yes!” And I could see he was showing a little backbone. Couldn’t have any of that. I also had to show the softer side of the stick. It was time.

I went to him and knelt between his knees. His mouth was open, ready for a tirade, but he was suddenly suspicious.

I reached up for his zipper and pulled. His hard cock sprang up.

Hard. After I had lambasted him. Hard. After I had shown him no mercy. Hmm.

“Look, honey,” I spoke softly as I took his penis and began sliding my hands up and down. “Do you like this?”

“Uh, yeah,” he gulped again.

“And have you been remiss in your share of the chores?”

“Well, maybe. But that’s no reason I have to do everything.”

“Oh, yes…” I took his head in my mouth and swirled my tongue over it. I gripped his balls and played with them. His eyes were beginning to glaze over. “Except that I’m working, and you’re not. And If I’m doing my eight plus at the office, then you’d better be putting eight plus into making this house a place I want to come home to. Right?”

“Well, yeah, but…not eight hours! I mean, I can do a few things…but…”

He was starting to feel it, that old cock surge, the semen boiling in his balls, his shaft pulsing and getting ready to spew.

I backed off. I held his cock, didn’t stroke it, and said, “The truth of the matter is that I am the wife. The woman. The queen. And you haven’t ben treating me right.”

“Well, yeah, but…” he was confused. Because he was horny and wanted me to hurry up and finish him off, like I usually did.

“But what, honey?” In spite of my slow stroking he was right on the edge. I stood up.

“Hey, can’t you…?”

“Finish you?” I asked sweetly.

“Yeah!”

I walked back to a chair and sat down. I spread my legs so he could see my hairless pussy, my puffy and juicy slit. He gulped and stared.

“Honey?”

He looked up at me face.

“Do you want this anymore?”

“Oh, God, yeah!”

“Do you love me?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want me?”

“You know it!”

“Then you’d better do your share, or you’ll never get another piece of this ass in your life.” I closed my legs, stood up and walked out of the room.

I woke up feeling grand. I was horny, but that was okay. Sometimes it’s good to feel horny.

I got up, showered, and went to the gym. Bob was awake, but he didn’t roll over. He was thinking. Good. I wanted him to think.

Back from the gym, and Bob was cleaning the kitchen.

“Hey, babe,” he came out to the foyer when I entered.

“That’s Miss Babe to you, and what?”

“I’m doing a super clean on the kitchen today. Is it okay if I set aside a room a day for a week, and then set up a program?”

I went right to him and I splatted my mouth on his. He actually stepped back, I was so forthright. I kissed the fuck out of his mouth. I left lipstick all over his face. I reached into his pants and grabbed his cock and began playing with it.

A good minute. And he was on edge. I let him go and stepped back.

He was breathless, his face shocked.

“I think it’s a wonderful idea.”

I walked down the hallway.

The days got better and better. Each day Bob worked a room over, even repainting one of the guest rooms, and I came home to happiness and cleanliness.

And it was happiness. Like Shiela had told me, men like to know their place. They need structure. They go out in the jungle every day and fight the wild animals, it’s nice to come home and feel relaxed, and know that everything is good and fine and in the right place.

And it was fun walking around naked, or dressed in sheer sexiness. It was fun to take him and birng him to the edge, again and again and again. Sometimes I even made him get me off, but still left him high and dry.

At work I was making more money. Being happy, not having to work double duty cleaning the house, I had more energy, and that translates into more sales, and more dollars.

“Oh, you bitch!” Shiela said to me more than once, as my stats climbed. But she was smiling. She was happy for me.

Then Thursday hit.

I came home and everything felt different. There was just a gloom to the old homestead, and Bob wasn’t there to greet me at the door.

On the patio he was sitting in a lounge chair. Half drunk on beer. Happy as a clam. And I knew what had happened. Shiela had warned me, and her warning was as a prediction.

“Hi, Miss Babe!” And it was a mockery.

He had jacked off. He had gotten tired of my setting the goal for him, and decided to cheat. To cut in line, be it with his own hand.

His chair was right next to the pool, and I pushed the chair, him and beer and everything, into the pool.

He came up spluttering. “What the fuck!”

“Don’t you ‘what the fuck me!’ you son of a bitch!” I turned and walked into the house.

He came out of the pool and ran after me. I stepped into the living room and he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. I went with it and my palm sounded like a pistol shot on his face.

CRACK!

He stepped back in astonishment.

I realized he wasn’t hurt, but this next few minutes were going to be interesting. “Don’t you ever touch me like that again.”

He rubbed his face, but he was still a little bit high, and not done. “I’ve had enough of your bullshit!”

“You going to rape me? Big man?”

“You’re my wife! It’s not rape!”

“No means no. And this house wasn’t cleaned today.”

“What are you going to do about it? Divorce me for not acting like your little maid?” He was angry, but so was I. I liked the power. I liked being in charge. This was my house, damn it!

I smiled.

That did him in. If I responded with anger, if I hit him, or otherwise abused him, then he would be in the right. But Shiela and Jay had drilled me on this, and other scenarios, and I was going to hold my ground. And holding my ground, in this case, meant not giving him anything to work with.

“What?” he blurted, unable to read my silence.

I turned and walked down the hallway.

In his mind he was trying to figure things out. Was I going to call a lawyer? Leave him? Something else? I tell ya, sometimes not knowing is worse than knowing.

He came after me. “Wait a minute.”

I wasn’t about to wait. I walked into the bedroom, to the closet, and took down my suitcase.

“Hey!”

I put my suitcase on the bed and opened it.

He panicked. “Wait!” He closed my suitcase.

I went to my closet and pulled out an armful of clothes. I threw them on the bed next to the suitcase.

“Wait…wait. Please. Honey.” His voice had gone down eighteen notches.

“Wait for what?” I took underwear out of a drawer.

“Look, I’m sorry. I just, I…I got out of hand. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“Not to me it won’t.”

I pushed stuff into suitcase. I went to the make up table and packed my kit.

“Wait. Please. Baby. I’m sorry. Look…we can work this out.”

“Work what out?” I whirled on him.

“What I did. I’m sorry.”

“And what did you do?”

“Well, I didn’t clean the house. And I got drunk.”

“I don’t care if you get drunk. Get as drunk as you want. I want to know what you did that changed you around. What made you rebel?”

He blubbered and sputtered, and I kept acting like I was going to pack some more, but I was really just waiting for his admission.

“What did you do?”

“I…” blah, blah, blah.

“No! What did you really do? What set off this bullshit?”

And, finally, he admitted it. He hung his head and said, “I masturbated.”

Poor boy. He uses jack off…until it becomes a confession, then it’s masturbation. I stared at him.

“You wasted my seed?”

“Your…I…”

I stepped towards him. “I married you. You pledged to be true. And now you are jacking off?”

“But I was horny!” As if that was a good excuse.

“Listen to me, Bob. You’re in my house, and everything in my house is mine, and that includes your ridiculous, little cock.”

“It’s not ridi—“

“Get your clothes out of my room.”

“What, but I—“

“Get your clothes out or I’m calling my lawyer. I wonder how it will look on the divorce papers, divorced for beating his meat instead of loving his wife and showing her the proper respect?”

“But where will I sleep?”

“I don’t care. But you’re not sleeping in this room. Not with me. Not until…”

“Until what?” He reached out like he was reaching for a life preserver.

“Until I can trust you to act like a man. Until I can rely on your love and respect.”

“But…but…”

But it was done. I had him where I wanted him.

I slept good that night, and I woke up cheerful, and I went to the gym, and then to work.

Bob was in the guest room, and he didn’t come out until I left. And then he went back in when I returned home to get ready for work. And then he came out when I left for work.

And when I came home that night, after a late dinner with Shiela, and a few Margaritas, and a lot of planning on how things were going and how I was handling the situation, Bob was waiting. And he had flowers.

“How nice?” I pecked him on the cheek and walked past him. I took the flowers into the kitchen and arranged them in a vase. “You haven’t bought me flowers since forever,” I mentioned. He was standing in the doorway, watching me.

“I want to apologize. And…I want to get back in the bedroom.”

I turned to him.

He blubbered, “I cleaned the whole house. A super clean. Run your finger along the top of a frame. Check the windows. No streaks.”

“Bob, get yourself a drink, and me one, and come see me in the dining room.”

A minute later we were sitting, sipping, and he was on tenterhooks, eager for forgiveness.

I sipped, and considered him.

God, he had responded wonderfully. It must have seemed like I was a bully, but I was just establishing pecking order.

“Well?” he finally blurted.

I frowned. “Bob. You’re a good man.” That’s a wonderful way to start a conversation, leave him waiting for the ‘but….’

He leaned forward, his brows knit, worry in his eyes.

“The fact is that you’re a man, with a man’s problems.”

“I don’t…” then he shut up. He was learning.

“A man’s problems,” I continued, “Like being lazy, needing direction, and…jacking off.”

“I said I’m sorry.”

“Does it feel good when you are sitting there, maybe watching some porn, and stroking yourself?”

He didn’t say anything.

“I mean, it sounds sort of dirty to me. If you had come to me and asked for permission, and let me watch, then…maybe…but you didn’t. You snuck into the bathroom like a horny 16 year and stroked your cock and shot your seed down the toilet.”

“I’m sorry, but you haven’t been, uh…I…”

“I know. I haven’t been fucking you. But we know why that is. And we know that you have to earn your fucks around here. But what are we going to do about your little problem?”

“I promise not to jack off again.”

I shook my head. “You already cheated on me once, why should I believe you?”

“But what can I do?”

I leaned forward. I put my hands on his crotch and began rubbing. He had jacked off that day, but it had been hours, and I needed him horny, and drunk, and manipulatable for my plan to work.

“Honey, if you can’t control yourself, then you need somebody to help you control yourself. Right?”

“Well, uh…” he was gulping. I had his cock out now, and I was rubbing it. I leaned forward and kissed it, and began sucking on it. I looked up at him.

“Don’t you?”

He nodded. Poor, horny boy.

I let go of his cock and said, “In the top drawer of my dresser you will find a black bag. Bring it to me.”

He stood up and disappeared, and was back a moment later. He was hefting the bag, trying to feel what was in it. He handed it to me.

“Bob, this is going to be tough for you, but it is a mark of how much of a man you are. Can you do this? Can you hand over control to me?”

I opened the bag and upended it. Pieces of plastic spread out on the table.

He stared, tried to figure it out, and then did.

“That’s one of those chastity thingies.”

I nodded. I picked up the ring. “This goes around your package.” I held up the cage. “Your penis goes in this.” I held up a lock. “Then I lock it and keep the key. That way you’ll never jack off again.”

“But…honey…I can’t…”

“Do you want to stop jacking off?”

He nodded.

“This is the way.”

“But it’s so small!” He looked down at his crotch, his pecker was so big.

“When you go down a bit it will fit.”

“But…but this is weird.”

“No. This is just underwear. What’s weird is sneaking off to some corner and pounding on your pud like a little boy. What’s weird is not honoring your marriage vows. What’s weird is that you say you’ll never jack off again, and then, when I offer you a way to prove it…you act like you didn’t mean it.”

“Well, no…yeah…I mean…”

“What do you mean, Robert?”

He stared at me. In calling him by his proper name I had challenged him. Be a man. Live up to your word. Make me trust you.

“When you wear this, that’s when you can sleep with me again.”

We stared at each other for a good minute. I could feel his mind working, questions and answers, but there was only one path for him.

I stood up. “I’m going to bed now.” I turned and walked away.

I lay in bed, electrified. I had moved fast, perhaps too fast, but it was working.

I knew that some men you had to go slow, take your time.

But Bob was Bob, and I had bullied in accordance with his actions. It had taken Shiela months to get Jay into the device. It had only been a few weeks, and I was already pushing Bob to get into one.

God, I hoped it worked. I loved him. In spite of my temporary bullying, in spite of the words I had been coached into saying, I loved him. And I wanted all that meanness to work for us.

I sighed. My heart actually hurt a bit.

And I wanted to use my vibrator.

But my mind was filled with Bob.

An hour later the door opened and Bob came into the room. I was instantly awake. I sat up and looked at him.

“I put it on.”

“Where are the keys?”

“Right here.”

I took them, and patted the bed.

Bob climbed in and we snuggled.

Wow, did I miss this. His warm flesh. The way he held me. I was instantly horny.

And we couldn’t sleep. He was so horny, and I…it was like our bed was electrified.

He placed a hand on one of my breasts.

I moaned. “Oh, that feels good.”

“May I suck it?”

“Please do.”

His mouth latched on to my nipple, his hands pressed on my globes, and I felt that electrical, sensual spark start up down below. I needed it.

He worked on one tit, then the other, and his hand went gently and tentatively down to my snatch.

“Eat me,” I murmured.

Quickly, he slithered down and began munching. He used his tongue to excavate my labia. He pulled on my clitoris. He used his finger to penetrate me.

“Oh, yeah. Do me. Two fingers.”

He put two fingers, his forefinger and his middle finger into me, and he began hooked and pulling. I loved a good finger bang, and this was the best way to find my G-spot.

He was breathing hard now, and I felt his cage. It bulged with cock, but held firm.

“I need to get out,” he whined.

“You came today.”

He shut up then, and got down to business. He stroked me and sucked me, fingered me and fucked me, he played my body like it was a flute and he was the master flautist.

Finally, I was ready. I properly tuned and I felt that ocean surging within, and I gave up.

“OHHH!”

He jackhammered his fingers into me.

“FUCK!”

He sucked on my tit viciously.

“GOD!

He kissed me, fucked me, loved me.

I collapsed back on the bed, breathing hard, and relaxed.

“Was it good?” he asked.

“Adequate,” I said, and we laughed. It was so obviously better than adequate.

Then I rolled over and he spooned me. I felt so secure and warm and happy, and I went to sleep.

He, of course, now with a hard on that couldn’t…quite…get…hard…was awake.

I awoke and felt glorious. Absolutely wonderful.

Bob was up and about. I hoped into the shower and my body said ‘Hallelujah’ and I even sang a little bit.

Out of the shower, dried off, and ready for work. It wasn’t a gym day. Before I could put my make up on, however, Bob stuck his head in the door.

“You want it on the bed? Or on the kitchen table?”

He winked and his innuendo was wonderful.

“Oh, baby, do me on the kitchen table.”

“Right now, then. Come on.”

He pushed the door open and went back down the hallway. I trotted across the room and followed him.

The kitchen table was laden. Bacon. Eggs. Hash browns (real potatoes, not the frozen stuff). Tall glasses of orange juice. Pancakes.

“Bob! I can’t eat this much?”

“Well, maybe I can help.”

“Huh! Peasants eating with the queen?”

“I won’t tell anybody.” And there was a sort of pleading in his voice.

“Well,  maybe. But…are those fresh strawberries?”

“They are. I had to go to the store this morning, but nothing is too good for Miss Babe.”

I stared at him. Miss Babe. I loved it.

I sat and stated haughtily. “Well, perhaps this once.” And I waved a hand at the seat opposite me.

We ate. Like pigs, if you will, and we stared at each other. I loved him, but he was besotted. He watched my hands move. He stared at my tits. He acted like we were back in college and new to the whole boyfriend/girlfriend thing.

“How’s the dick?” I finally asked.

“The dick wants out.”

I smiled. “You realize, of course, that it might be a while before I trust the dick to be out and about.”

“I was looking at the internet last night. I have an inkling of what you are doing…and what life in chastity is going to be like.”

“And what do you think of all that?”

“I think there are going to be times when I am climbing the walls, when I want to pound my head with a hammer just for a chance to be in you.”

“And other times?”

He shrugged. “Whatever happens, it looks like I don’t have much choice. Do I?”

“Not a bit,” I forked a bit of sausage and placed it in my mouth.

“But what if I get a job? What if I go back to work?”

“First, you have so much money now…I know you aren’t planning on doing that.”

He frowned.

“Second, even if you did get a job, I expect this house to be a model of cleanliness. I don’t care if you have to stay up all night…I have my standards.”

“Okay,” he said, calm and accepting.

TWO MONTHS LATER

We sashayed up the walk to Shiela’s house. She had made super sales, no doubt because of competing with me, and become ‘Sales Person of the Month.’ Thus, it was party time.

Inside her house it was wall to wall people. All our coworkers and friends. Lots of people we didn’t know.

Bob squired me, looking every inch the successful man. He was wearing panties and nylons, and a bra, and, of course, a new chastity tube. One like Jay’s with a Prince Albert piercing through the front slit and a padlock through the ring to keep it in place.

As soon as we were through the door he found us some drinks, then stayed by my side as I made the rounds.

Handshakes, air kisses, lots of booze, it was a wonderful party. Midway through I told Bob if he wanted to go off on his own that he should.

He did, but only for about fifteen minutes. Then he was back by my side, looking after me, being the perfect gentlemen.

When we left the boss’s wife walked us to the door. “You’re such a wonderful couple…I can see the devotion in your husband’s eyes.”

“He is a catch, all right,” I murmured as I gave her a hug and an air kiss.

We drove down the street and headed home.

I was driving, like I usually did, and Bob fiddled with Pandora and found a Doors station. We sang about Moonlight Drives and Strange Days, and everything seemed to fit.

Finally, he reached into my purse, took something out, then lowered the visor and looked in the small mirror there.

I watched, out of the corner of my eye, as he applied lipstick. He did so love the taste and smell of that wonderful stuff.

He sat back, smacking his lips, then turned to me. “Miss Babe?”

“Um hm?” I answered, steering the car carefully.

“We’ve talked about it, and, well, I think it’s about time.”

I gave him a quick look. He was serious.

“What makes you think so?”

“The party. You’ve got me in woman’s underwear, fully chastised, and you control my life. But the weird thing is that you don’t bow to convention. You treated me wonderfully, like a man, and I know that nobody suspected.”

“And…?”

“Well, I like it, being the man, but…but I need to go all the way. If I’m going to be a good house husband then I need to know what…what it feels like.”

I was silent, thinking. We had talked, and planned, and this was a good night. It was time.

As I pulled into the driveway I asked him, “And you’re sure.”

“Absolutely.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’m going to go make a pair of drinks. Why don’t you go put on your house clothes and we’ll make this happen.”

He smiled.

I made Coke and bourbon drinks. Stiff ones. We were already a little high from the party, but I wanted him to be totally relaxed for what was about to happen.

I went into the bedroom and found him putting on make up. He was wearing a gown I had bought him. It was white and frilly and like a wedding gown, which was appropriate.

I handed him his drink and he sipped, then finished his eyes. He was scintillating. He had a little blush in his cheeks, his eyelids were a soft charcoal, and his lips were red and glossy.

I sat down in a chair and watched him.

He smiled at me, then ignored me and concentrated on finishing his face.

At last, done, he turned.

I stood up. He stood up. We held hands and gazed at one another.

“Okay,” I said.

He nodded.

I walked him over to the bed. I fluffed pillows and piled them up.

He waited, and then I helped him onto the bed. He took the all four position with his belly over the pillow.

I put his dress up over his back and pulled down his thong. I picked up lubricant and began smoothing it into his asshole.

“Oh,” he moaned.

I rimmed him, put more lube in, and fingered him until he was loosey goosey relaxed.

“Wow,” he said.

“What?”

“I feel electric. I feel like my body is about to blow up and go to heaven.”

“Then it probably will.”

I put on the strap on and rounded the bed. “Give it a kiss or two.”

He took my flesh appearing member in his mouth and sucked on it.

“Okay,” I laughed. I don’t want to cum like this.”

He laughed, but there was a lots of nervousness in that laugh.

I went back around the bed and moved between his legs. I touched the tip of my cock to his little star.

He grunted and jerked.

“Relax, baby.”

“Yes, Miss Babe.”

I chuckled. I had been talking when I had made up that name, but it had turned out well.

“Okay, are you ready?”

“Yep.”

I pushed in. Not hard, and he was ready, and the head popped through the ring.

“Oh!” He arched his back in surprise, then forced it down. “I didn’t expect it to go in that easy.”

I reached down and took his cage in hand. I gave it a small twist and he moaned.

“Are you ready to ride?”

“Girl’s got a ticket to ride?” His sweet tenor came back to me. The Beatles would have been proud.

I moved forward. The thick shaft slithered into him, the realistic veins on the sides rippling against his nerves. He made a sound, and I could tell he was making himself relax.

I held firm, deeply embedded, and waited.

He nodded.

I began to fuck him. To go in and out. To open up his sweet hole, his man pussy, with my dick.

He groaned with the pleasure, and he began to tilt his hips and push back.

I moved a bit to the side, then circled around, in and out, right to the hilt. He could feel my fake balls hitting his cage.

“Wow,” he said. The lubricant was thick, and working, and I began to go faster.

He moved his hips and fucked me back.

I twisted his package this way and that.

“Oh, yes…yes…”

I fucked him for a good ten minutes, then I withdrew.

“Oh,” he said, and fell forward on the pillows. He was completely fucked out.

“How you feeling?”

“Man. I feel good. I’ve never felt so good and relaxed. I feel like I came.”

“In a way, you did.”

“I did?”

“I must have hit your prostate, because there is a big pool of gism on the pillow.”

He lay there, pondering, and said, “Wow.”

“That’s the good new,” I said.

“There’s bad news?”

“The bad news is that you came, and now you’re not going to get a fuck. You stay in your chastity cage and wait another month.”

“Huh. Do I detect a trend?”

I looked at him.

“Instead of fucking me, you milk me. You use that big dildo and never give me any pussy.”

“And what do you think of that?”

“I like it.”

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

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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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.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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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.
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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.


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

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

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 Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

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

‘He Needed a Female Led Relationship!’

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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