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PART ONE

“Ha ha!” Brad threw his cards down and crowed in victory.

Shelly pushed her cards away and snorted. “Mr. Lucky.”

Tom heaved a sigh and threw his cards in.

Leah held her hand steady. “I’m not through.”

They all looked at her.

Brad and Shelly were taking on Tom and Leah in their weekly card game. Brad, as usual, was a poor winner. He was so poor that even his own wife was tired of him.

“Game’s over,” stated Brad with a smirky grin, reaching for the pot. His hands had just surrounded the five bucks worth of nickels and dimes when Leah said, “Want to bet some more?”

Brad eyed her. “I’ve got a straight flush. There’s only one hand that can beat that. Are you saying you have a royal flush?

“Would you like to bet to find out?”

Brad sat back. He wasn’t worried. It was a zillion to one that Leah had a royal flush. He went over the cards of the last few hands. He couldn’t recall everything specific, but it seemed he’d seen enough of the various face cards that it just wasn’t possible.

“You realize that bluffing could be dangerous to your health?”

“Being a four flusher could be dangerous to yours.

Brad turned a little red. He was a slender fellow, and a bit of a banty rooster, which was why he was always lording it over everybody when he won a hand. “Big talk. What kind of bet are we talking?”

“Brad, I don’t think you should bet. You know Shelly is conservative, she only bets on sure things.”

“And she knows we know, so she’s betting on that to do a big fake out. She’s bluffing.”

Tom put in, “Well, if they want to walk the walk.”

Leah grinned at her husband. “Brad can’t resist. I’m going to bring home the bacon.”

Brad got a little pissy then. “You haven’t won anything all night.”

“Then let it go. Let me have my bluff. I’ll just slide these cards back in the deck and you can wonder for the rest of your life.

“Wonder whether you’re faking. Ha!”

Lean turned to Shelly. “Let’s trade teams. Tom and Brad on one side, you and I on the other. We win and they have to do what we say. both of them. They win and we have to do what they say.”

Brad chuckled. Tom put one hand on his face and groaned. Shelly looked interested. “So we could make them take us out, buy us outfits, take us on a great vacation?”

“Sure, if you want to think small.”

Shelly blinked at that. She started to wonder what her friend really had in mind.

“Sure, how about it, Tom. You know there’s no way on earth that she has a royal flush. You want to get in on it?”

“No way. I’ve got a healthy respect for the girls. If they want to team on you that’s fine, but it’s you against them.”

“Chicken.”

Tom frowned, but said nothing. He had a feeling the cards were going to be doing all the talking in a short while.

“So….what are you going to have us do if you win? That’s two girls you get to push around and abuse.”

“Moo hah hah!” Brad rubbed his hands together. “Just so there will be no misunderstanding, I’m going to write it out. Paper!”

Lean handed him a piece of paper and a pen.

“Hmm, let’s see. I would like you two to wait on us—I’ll include Tom in on the win even though he’s such a chicken—for a month. That means you wear sexy clothes all day. Show lots of boob. Full make up.  Do your hair and everything. Long, sharp fingernails. Corsets and sexy bras. Past five o’clock you have to wear nothing but lingerie. Anything we say is a royal command and you have to hop to it. You don’t get to beg out and say you’re tired…you just wait on us hand and foot.”

Brad had been writing madly as he spoke. He looked up at Tom. “Anything else you can think of?”

Now Tom wasn’t in on it. And he was adamant in stating that fact again, and then he blew the world apart. He said, “I’d like the girls to get breast implants.”

It was like he had exploded a bomb in the room. There was a deathly silence. His wife gawped. Brad and Shelly stared so hard they risked permanent bug eyes.

Tom laughed and said, “I’m kidding. I really got you though.”

Then Brad started laughing. And he said, “Man, you are the kick.  So bigger boobs, and I want the make up to be permanent. And why make it for a month? Let’s go for a year.”

“Hey!” said Tom. “Just kidding!”

“And I’m not.”

Shelly knew it was crazy, everything was totally out of hand. She looked at Leah, and Leah simply gave a slight nod. So slight that neither Brad nor Tom noticed.

If Tom had noticed he would have unsaid everything. Even Brad, if he had seen such confidence, might have back pedaled. But he didn’t see her nod, he was bent over his paper making notes. “Permanent make up. Breast implants. And we get to choose how big they’ll be. Oh, yes. This is going to be great.” He looked up. “Did you want to list your bet?”

Leah grabbed another piece of paper and wrote one sentence. She showed it to Shelly, who opened her mouth in surprise.

Brad was still bent over his note, so once again he missed out on a significant communication. Finally, he looked up a question in his eye.

Leah handed him her one sentence. “Whatever Brad wants to do to me I will do to him.”

Brad blinked, then laughed it off. He actually looked up and said, “Loser.”

“Hey, Brad. I think you should call it off.”

Brad ignored Tom.“Nah. It’s time I showed these bitches who the boss is.” He looked up, “Now, how are we going to make sure the loser pays off?”

Shelly said, “Brad, if you lose this bet you’re going to pay off because I’m going to make you. I will shame you, divorce you, tell everybody that you have a little dick.”

Brad blinked, but he lost none of his confidence.

“We could record a contract and put it on Facebutt. If anybody welches the whole town will be watching. It would be hard for the loser to back out.”

“Heck,” said Shelly, “Brad’s boss is big on your word being your bond. He’ll make sure Brad pays up…or demote him to second assistant to the outhouse cleaner or something.”

They all chuckled.

Tom: “Brad, call off the bet.”

“No way!” He pulled out his cell phone. “I, Brad Long, have made a bet with Leah Standish. The details are on a piece of paper which I will now take a picture of.

Leah took out her phone and made a similar statement.

Brad took a picture of his bet. Leah took a picture of hers.

Brad grinned, “Okay, blowhard, beat this!”

Brad pushed his hand out to the center of the table. It was a five, six, seven, eight and nine of spades.

Leah leaned forward and got ready to lay her hand down. She looked up at Brad. “Brad, we’re friends. Promise me that we’ll still be friends when I win.”

Brad laughed. “No problem. We’re friends, even if you actually did have a good hand.”

“And you want to go through with this? You’re sure?”

“Of course, I’m sure. Now lay ‘em out. I want my slaves to wait on me tonight.”

Leah slapped a card down. Ten of hearts.

Brad chuckled. “That’s one. Four more to go.”

Leah slapped another card down. Jack of hearts.

Brad was still chuckling, but there was a tiny tinge of worry in his voice.

Queen of hearts.

Brad blinked.

King of hearts.

Brad’s mouth opened. He wanted to say something, but words were failing him.

The final card. An ace of hearts.

Tom stared, slapped the table and howled like a wolf.

Leah sat back and watched Brad.

Shelly stared at her husband. The implications of what had just happened had just changed from silly fantasy to rock hard reality.

“Ah…ah…” Brad said. Actually, he wasn’t expressing himself…he was just gobsmacked and blathering.

Leah turned to Shelly. “Shell, if you want me to call it off I will.”

Shelly looked at Brad, who was picking up the cards, one by one, and inspecting them front and back. His expression was as one who has been officially struck by lightening.

“You know what? I think this will be good for Brad. Enforce the bet. The full year. Give him tits. We live right next door to each other, so you can come over, walk right in, inspect him whenever you want. And we can even hook up a special audio feed, so if you need somebody to fix you a plate of cookies and milk at three in the morning all you have to do is press a button.”

“I don’t…I don’t…” Brad was still looking at the cards. His eyes were focused, but his mind was blasted. He saw the cards, he understood the cards, but his mind was screaming, ‘How could this happen!’ as loud as it could.

Leah didn’t waste time. She reached into her purse and pulled out a tube of lipstick. She rolled it across the table towards Brad. Brad watched the little gold tube roll like it was a grenade coming to call.

“Hey…I…uh…”

“Put it on.”

Deathly silence from Brad. Snickers from Tom and Shelly.

Brad shook his head, put his hand out to stop the slowly rolling tube. “I…you…I…”

“Now.”

Brad was stuck. What was worse he no longer had the power of speech. In truth, it would be a couple of hours before he was even capable of putting together a coherent sentence. He was that messed up.

“I…uh…” He picked up the tube and looked around the table. His eyes were haunted, a thousand yard stare. This couldn’t have happened. This couldn’t have…

Shelly leaned forward and helped him unscrew the base and the pillar of red rolled out. She put his hand to his mouth and rolled the paint on.

“I…you…no…”

She then took the lipstick and screwed it back in. She sat back in her chair and had a lopsided look of humor on her face. “You know, the funny thing is…I’ve always had the desire to do that.”

Leah looked at her.

“I mean he’s always so pushy, and sometimes he’s disrespectful. I always thought maybe experiencing a little femininity would help him.

“Well, he’s going to be experiencing a. lot of femininity for the next year, “ quipped Leah.

“What are you going to do?” asked Tom. “I mean, specifically?”

“Well, for starters, he’s going to get real boobs. Real fake boobs, I mean.

Shelly grinned. Tom shook his head.

“I’d hate to be you, buddy.”

Brad: “I…you…I don’t…”

“As for the rest…I’ll come over tomorrow morning, maybe about six. You guys are awake then, right? And we’ll get started.”

“Oh, girlfriend. I’ve been dying for something like this.” And the girls high fived.

Tom: “Sucks to be you, Brad.”

And Brad said, “No…I….but…”

Brad was very quiet the rest of the night. The card game was pretty much over. Leah and Shelly went to a corner and started making plans.

Tom tried to talk to Brad, but Brad just looked at him and mumbled gibberish. So Tom made some drinks, listened to the girls for a while, then just sat and studied Brad.

Brad’s face was a study in hang dog-ism. His eyes were shattered, his cheeks were slack, and he just kept shaking his head and mumbling.

“Hello! Hello!” Leah walked into Brad and Shelly’s bedroom cheerfully. It was 6:07 on the side clock, and they sat up. Brad in shock, Shelly with a big grin.

“Okay, time to get started with your new year. Time for a make over of gargantuan proportions. You ready for this, Shell?”

“Born ready. How about you, Brad? Are you ready.”

Brad said his first whole sentence since the previous night. “You had a royal flush.”

“I did. I sent pictures of our hands over Facebutt a while ago, along with our videos and the picture of our contracts.

“You…did.” Brad choked. In truth, he thought, just for an instant, that maybe he could talk his way out of this mess. The look on the girls; faces, the fact that their bet was now public knowledge, he was realizing that he was stuck. He was going to have to pay off.

Leah continued. “I figure we can do his nails and maybe have him clean the house in a negligee this morning. We can go shopping and get him some stuff while he’s cleaning the house. This afternoon we can go hog wild. And Monday morning I’ll make an appointment for his new boobs.

Brad blinked. Hard. Boobs. Everything seemed surrealistic. A dream A nightmare. And he was going to have to go through with it!

“Now, Brad, I brought you over a bottle of Nair. Shell and I are going to have a light breakfast, and I want you to use the Nair. Follow the directions carefully. I would hate for you to lose all that long, luscious hair, you are so proud of.

Brad felt his locks. He liked long hair. Now he wasn’t so sure.

Shelly got out of bed, linked arms with her friend and they started to walk out of the room. Brad stared at the bottle of Nair.

Leah suddenly stopped and looked back at him. “And, Brad, you wear nothing but what I tell you. When you’re done getting rid of your hair come out naked.”

Brad turned red.

“And don’t misunderstand me. I have my own cock waiting at home, so don’t think I want any from you. I just want you to know your place, and naked men know their place. Got it?”

Brad murmured something.”

“I asked if you understand?”

“Yes, dammit!”

“And no attitude. Or things are going to get gnarly.”

The girls left then, and Brad read the instructions.

In the kitchen Shelly put slices of bread into the toaster and Leah made the coffee. Two minutes later they were seated at the table, Leah adding sugar and Shelly slapping on the butter and honey.

“So, what do you think?” asked Leah. “Am I going too far?”

“Are you kidding? This is going to be the most fun year of our lives! I never told you this, but a couple of times I have put Brad in panties and bra, and, man, was he turned on!”

Leah laughed. “I know. I tried that with Tom and he turned into the god of all horn dogs. But what about boobs? Should I push that?”

“Yes!” Shelly replied emphatically. “Look. He’s my hubby, and I love him, but this is going to be good for him. And…” she grinned. “Good for us.”

A couple of minutes later Brad appeared at the door, standing behind the jamb. His face was red and he stuck just his head out and said, “Uh…”

“Excellent. Slave boy is here Come on in, Brad.”

Brad’s whole body turned red then, as he stepped into the doorway.

Shelly giggled at how subdued her husband was.

“Come on, all the way in. Put your cock on the table where we can see it.”

Brad shuffled in. He stood in front of the table, but he didn’t put his cock on the surface.

Leah stared at it with a bemused smile. “Say, that’s not too bad.” She turned to her friend. “Do you mind?”

“Be my guest.”

Leah reached for his cock, it was half a chub, and when she touched it he moaned and his knees shook and it got hard. Real hard. It stuck straight out over the table.

“Did I ever tell you that Brad once discussed which neighbors he wouldn’t mind fucking?”

“Oh, fuck!” Brad whimpered. This was worse than embarrassing.

“Really? Did my name come up?”

I asked him specifically, and he protested, so I knew he had thought about jumping you.”

“Brad! It that true? Do you want to put your cock in my tight hole?”

Brad was gulping now.

Leah reached out again and held his cock. “Now, tell the truth, and no spurting. If you squirt I will put you in a chastity tube.” She looked at Shelly. “I might do that anyway, do you mind?”

“Hey, mi pene es tu pene.”

Leah looked blank, so Shelly explained, “My penis is your penis.”

Leah giggled. She looked up at Brad “Your penis is all mine, little boy. But you’d better not think it’s going to get in me. You got that?” She shook his cock, and a little drop of pre-cum flew off.

Brad gulped and nodded.

“Better let go now, he’s got a quick trigger.”

“Is that true? Brad? Are you a quick cummer?”

“Please,” he begged.

Leah sighed and let go. “Okay. Before we head out, go get the little kit I put in the foyer.

Brad was glad to leave, and he brought back a small suitcase.

Leah opened it and Brad gawped. Shelly laughed.

The case was filled with fake nails, polish, and everything needed to shape hands.

“Pull up a chair, Bradley. It’s time to start your new life.”

Brad pulled a chair around and sat down. They could see his cock, poking up against the bottom of the glass table top. The head was flattened in part, and pre-cum was smearing the glass.

“Put your hands here.”

Brad extended his hands and the girls went to work. Leah worked on one and the Shelly worked on the other. Brad stared as his hands began to transform.

“Really, you need to take better care of your mitts,” observed Leah.

“Your hands are so gnarly they’re embarrassing.

Brad just sat there and said nothing.

They smoothed moisturizer into his hands. Tons of moisturizer. The skin started to smooth out a bit and look more gentle.

“Should we put stilettos on him?”

“First time? Nah. He’d probably puncture his butt when wiping.”

Both girls giggled.

“Okay, but we need to get them long enough to make up for how short his real nails are.”

“Ovals? Medium length?”

“Probably. Yes. We can always give him some real talons next week.”

So the girls began shaping and gluing nails on his digits. Brad watched in horror as the nails began to dominate the appearance of his hands.

“Red? Pink? Something else?”

“I like pink, but men like red. We should probably give him what men like.”

So they agreed again, and Brad began to feel faint as they coated his nails with red polish. Finally, they began painting his nails with a hard protective lacquer.

“Now, be careful, Brad. We’ve used the best glue, but it’s always possible to break a nail, or lift one. We can always repair, but try to keep them in good shape for a couple of weeks. By then we’ll be ready to teach you how to fix your own nails.”

“Fix…my own…”

“How cute! He speaks!”

Shelly and Leah giggled and Brad went right back to being super red in the face.

“Okay, here’s your lipstick, Brad. Go ahead.” Leah put the dreaded gold tube on the table.

Brad reached for it slowly, and was scared of his own hands! The long, red nails were surreal, like they weren’t his own hands.

“Come on, Brad,” Shelly giggled. “You know you want to.”

He cast a malevolent glance at her, and picked up the tube of lipstick. His nails gave him a bit of trouble, but he managed to roll out the pillar and then he colored his lips. He had nice, full lips, and it really feminized his face.

Leah took back the lipstick. “By the way, this was lipstain, not lipstick. It will last a week, not a day. But here’s some gloss. Put some gloss on every couple of hours to keep those lips a popping.

Under the table his dick was smashed up against the glass top. Shelly noticed, then she looked up at his troubled face. His lips so red. His mouth so…appealing.

She reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair. “Come here, lover.”

Leah watched, fascinated, as his red lips closed in on hers. She noticed his cock banging against the under part of the table. When their lips touched a big drool of pre-cum over flowed and a long, silvery stalactite of drool hung towards the floor.

“He likes this,” she observed.

Shelly backed off, “Whew. Wow.” She looked down at the table top and giggled. She turned to Leah. “This is hot. This is really fucking hot. Have a kiss.”

Leah couldn’t resist. She leaned forward and Brad tried to back up, but his wife had his hair in a firm grip.

Lean touched her lips to his, and she felt a burst of excitement that went from her ample chest down to her pussy.

She backed away. “Oh, my God. that is…that is…””

“And the lipstain doesn’t smear!”

“We can kiss him all we want, get as hot as we want,  and there’s no smear. Oh, I love this.”

Then Shelly twisted his hair and made his head tilt to the side. “Ow!”

“But listen, lover. No cumming. We’re gonna kiss the hell out of you, but if you leak even one drop I will give you a spanking that you will wish you could forget!”

Leah laughed at the tormented expression on Brad’s face. “All right. Ready to go shopping?”

“I am. Brad. Credit card.”

Brad groaned.

He waited, hoping she was kidding, but she wasn’t. He stood up, his cock turning with him, the string of gleaming pre-cum elongating. A minute later he was back with a credit card.

“Please don’t spend too much.”

“Only what we need to make you the total beauty.” Shelly patted his face.

The girls told him to vacuum the house then, and headed out the door.

Ready to cry, Brad went to the hall closet and took out the vacuum. When he closed the door he flinched. Tom was standing on the other side of the front door looking in. A big grin was plastered on his face.

Brad turned away, dragged the vacuum cleaner across the floor. Behind him Tom opened the front door and came in.

“Hey, buddy.”

Brad groaned and unraveled the cord.

“Sucks to be you, eh?”

“You have no idea.”

“Well, I’m not going to tell you I told you so, but…”

“You told me so. If only I had listened. You want a beer or something? Before I get on with my house chores.”

“House chores, eh? Just a Coke. Thanks. I got an invite to play gold over at Pendleton’s.” Pendleton’s was the high end golf course that just opened, and they had been dying to play there.

“I was going to invite you, but…uh…looks like you’re not going to be up for it.”

Brad looked at his fingernails. “How can I even hold a club?”

“Maybe this will qualify you for the WPGA.”

Brad looked at his friend, but Tom had a straight face. Which didn’t mean he hadn’t been poking fun at him.

“Easy, boy. Let’s just have a Coke and…and that’s all.”

Brad sighed and they went into the kitchen. He got a couple of Cokes out of the fridge and started to pop the tops, then stopped.

Tom watched, his lips writhing in suppressed humor as Brad tried to figure out how to open the cans without breaking a nail.

“Hey, let me give you a hand.” He took the Cokes and opened them. Brad just stood there, his back slumped. He sat down heavily, and had the most listless expression on his face.

And, even more embarrassing, his Cock was starting to get hard.

“Don’t shoot!” laughed Tom, raising his hands in surrender.

“Oh, crap. How am I going to get through a whole year of this shit? And they’re serious about making me have boobs!”

Tom sipped, straightened out the grin on his face and said, “You know, it’s not all bad news.”

“It’s not? You could have fooled me.”

“Nah. Have you checked out Facebutt?”

“I don’t use Facebutt.”

“Well, you should. Does your wife have an iPad?”

Brad got up, was humiliated by his cock waving in the air, and got Shelly’s iPad. He placed it on the table and went back to his Coke.

Tom opened up the electronic device and pulled up the Facebutt social media page.

The comments sprang out, like headlines, and Tom read, “Local man to deliver on bet! It was actually a complimentary but of writing, talking about how all men should keep their word.

Then there was the fellow who, anonymously, said, ‘Man, kinky. What a lucky guy.’

And: ‘Wish I had a wife like his.’

And there were a couple of entries that weren’t so pleasant.

‘Faggot.’

‘Homo is as homo does.’

But most of them were supportive.

‘Hey, I know Brad. He’s a stand up guy. Shake his hand and you can trust him.’

‘Now here’s a guy who’s man enough to be a woman.’

Brad blinked as he read the comments. “I mean, it’s embarrassing…”

“But it’s not all bad. And you know how things like this go. After a while people forget, come to accept whatever as normal and natural.”

“Normal and natural. Huh!”

“But the point is this…you’re gettin two women to fuss over you. All that attention. Man, that’d make me hard, too. And that’s sort of why I came over.”

There was an edge to Tom’s voice, and Brad put his Coke down.

“I just want you to know that I understand, and I know how these girls can be, but…you’d better not be thinking about my wife in….that way.”

“What way?”

“Do I have to spell it out? I don’t want you fucking my wife.”

It was a flat statement, a serious statement, and delivered with full intensity.

Then Brad said something he shouldn’t have. He was just trying to reassure his friend, but he said, “Heck, they’re talking about putting me in a chastity device, anyway.”

Tom nodded. “Well, that’s good. That would probably keep you safe for the whole year.” Then he lightened up, “But…you know…that’s one of the perks of getting all made up like a woman.”

“What is?”

“There’s lots of women out there who like women, who would rather fuck a woman than a man, and if that woman to be fucked had a dick…well, I’m just saying.”

Brad felt like somebody was doing somersaults in the back of his head. Maybe in the front, too. Except every somersault was ending up a face plant.


PART TWO

Saturday afternoon the girls were back and they were loaded for bear. They had panties and bras, corsets and garters. They had dresses and culottes and cheongsams, They had skirts and blouses and earrings and bangles and scarves and a full collection of make up for Brad’s own use. They had nylons and high heels and scrunchies and even perfume!

They entered the house, sauntered into the kitchen where Brad was sitting reading the newspaper, turning the pages with his long, red nails, and said, “The car needs to be emptied. Put on a robe and hop to it.”

Brad, boner coming back with a vengeance—whenever the girls ‘bullied’ him, or made fun of him, or made him up, he would get instant boners—put on a long robe and went out to the car.

Sam Turner, an old guy across the street who was constantly trying to drown his lawn, yelled out, “Looking good, cutie!”

Brad couldn’t help himself. He flipped the old man off, which just made him laugh louder. When Brad came back in, however, he was given a lecture on not reacting to less than encouraging people.

“Smile and move along, dear.”

“Don’t start a fight you’re obviously not equipped to handle.”

The girls giggled at that one.

Brad brought the bags and boxes into the bedroom, and shortly the girls began to work.

First, they glued big tits on his chest. Just until he had his fake ones implanted, mind you.

They put a bra on him, and a corselet. His waist, already thin, was now wasp-like. and this emphasized his upper chest and his hips.

Nylons, no panties. High heels.

And a dress.

The dress was a wrap around affair, blue, and the skirt opened up so he could walk. Of course, his penis pushed the material right out.

Shelly and Leah thought his penis was funny, and they kept pushing it out of the way, bumping into it, as they worked. Finally, they gave him a pair of panties and he tried to keep it down. His penis went from being a pole to being a bump, something was going to have to be done.

His under and outer wear settled, they washed his hair and gave him a perm. He ended up with a bouncy set of locks that were quite cute.

As for his make up, he already had red lips, so they opted for shades that would go along with those red lips. They gave him smoky eyes, plucked his eyebrows and…pierced his ears.

“OW!”

“Baby,” Shelly remarked as she slid a pole through his wounds.

Then: “OW!” Sorry, honey, but we’re going to give you loops.” She had given him real long chains and she attached the other end so the chain hung down in a loop.

“Oh, that’s pretty.”

“Want to pierce his nose?”

Tom protested, and they thought about it, but in the end decided not to.

“It might be fun to give him a sparkly, little diamond over the side of his lip.”

“How about a tiny, weeny animal, like a butterfly or something.”

“Oooh, I like it. I’ll stared shopping around.”

Finally, Tom was done. He stood up in high heels, half a boner showing, and looked at himself in the mirror.

He looked exactly like a woman. No ‘almost’ or ‘just about.’ He was feminized, and he was a woman.

Shelly and Leah invited Tom over for the grand unveiling, and Tom’s mouth dropped. “Shit, buddy, if I didn’t know you and saw you on the street, I’d try to pick you up!”

He turned to his wife, “If I wasn’t married. Which I am. And happily.”

Leah grabbed her husband and planted her mouth on his. “Fuck, she whispered, after raping his mouth. This has really made me horny. I think Brad’s feminization is going to make you a happy man.”

“Hey, doll him up. I like being a winner!”

They poured some shots of tequila and downed them. Brad was especially glad of the alcohol. He needed something to cushion his fragile psyche.

“You know,” Tom said.

They all looked at him. “The one bad thing, the thing you didn’t get, was you can still see his cock. I think you should get him one of the chastity things.”

Brad groaned. He had told Tom about it, and now it came back to haunt him.

“You know, I think we’ll do that, but…I’ve got a better idea.”

They all looked at Shelly.

“I was talking to Wanda Pearson, the gal who does make up in Hollywood?”

“Yeah?” asked Tom.

“She told me that they have latex pussies. Actually look like a real pussy. Apparently they fit the latex to the man…uh, person’s crotch. the head of the dick is pulled through, it is confined, like a chastity tube, but the head is exposed, like a little clitoris.”

“Wow! Brad with a real pussy?”

“I don’t know how long it lasts, I don’t think we could put him in latex permanently, but it might be fun to do that and take him out on the town. Maybe make him wear tights, so he has a real camel toe, or monkey knuckle, or whatever they call it.”

“Oh, my Gosh! That would be perfect!”

Brad, of course, tried to downplay everything, but he was pretty much ignored. At one point his wife actually turned to him and said, “Honey, sex pots should be seen and not heard.”

Lots of laughter for that one.

Three things happened over the next week.

One, he went to work. His boss, John Sampson, was particularly gracious. Of course he was a former gambler, and he was a member of AA, so he thought it was funny, even as he made sure nobody made fun of Brad in the office.

So Brad did his work, put up with some sly digs, and found that the secretaries all seemed to want to talk to him, ask him about how he liked make up, and that sort of thing.

The guys, seeing all the attention he was getting, actually got a little jealous.

Two, the chastity tube was delivered, and his cock was immediately imprisoned. It struggled, it squawked, it tried to get hard…it started oozing so much pre-cum he had to wear a pad. But it cured his figure of the unsightly boner bump. He now had a totally smooth pubic area.

Of course, he was immediately sent into horny heaven. He was dying to get out of the device and let his cock stretch.

Unfortunately, Shelly was getting off on his horniness. She said it made him a nicer, more compliant person. She loved how he doted on her and nuzzled her and opened doors for her.

“Imagine,” she said at one point, “a woman opening doors and holding chairs for another woman.”

Brad failed to see the humor.

Third, he went to the doctor. It was Friday afternoon and he had a three o’clock appointment. When he got off work early he had to tell John why he needed the time off, and when John found out he got a big grin on his face and said, “Wonderful. And, Brad, I’ll be giving you a raise.”

“What? I mean, yeah, but…why?”

“Have you seen your statistics this week? They are out the roof!” Of course they were, Brad was focusing on work and not hanging around the water cooler.

“Not only that, but HR said you’re getting us out of a jam with the government. They insist we have a percentage of ‘other’ people working for us. I don’t mind that, but we have you now, and you’re all trained and everything.”

Brad went home and got ready for his doctor’s appointment, and he told Shelly the good news. She was delighted and immediately called Leah.

While Shelly talked on the phone Brad thought about it. Except for embarrassment, things were working out pretty good. He got a raise, women were hanging around him more, and…and he was horny all the time.

Yes, he desperately wanted to get out of his chastity thing, but…there was a certain joy to his horniness. He looked it up on the net and found that he was permanently stuck in something called the ‘excitation phase’ of sex. Furrthermore, many men liked it. A lot.

He thought about that. He liked it, but he was a little afraid of liking it. What if he liked it so much he gave up orgasms? Now that was a terrible thought.

Three o’clock and he and Shelly were sitting in the doctor’s office.

Mr….ah…Long.” The nurse hesitated, not sure what to call Brad. The paperwork said he was male, but…he obviously wasn’t.

Once again embarrassed, Brad followed the nurse down the hallway and into an exam room. Shelly was right behind him, grinning at his discomfiture.

Five minutes later the doctor entered, grinned and asked Brad up on the exam table.

“So you want breast implants. I have to tell you, I’ve been following your saga on Facebutt. I never read the damned thing, but your story…” He pressed on Brad’s chest around the pectorals. He pinched skin and pulled out folds, and made ‘hmm’ sounds.

Finally, he sat down on the rolling stool and faced Brad and Shelly. “I can give you implants, schedule an operation, but I have a better idea.”

“Oh?” Shelly asked.

“Yes. If I was to give Brad breast implants right now he wouldn’t have enough skin, we would be limited in how big we could make them. But if we give him vacation boobs then the skin will have time to stretch, and we could do it a couple of times, making him able to hold larger and larger implants, and then we could give him a pair of Chyna 2000s, or even bigger.”

Shelly blinked.

Brad’s mouth was hanging a bit.

“The extra bonus is that vacation boobs are a new thing, just injections of a solution into the chest that last a month, and I can do them today.”

“Right now?” Brad blurted, horrified.

“Right now,” affirmed the doctor.

Shelly, of course, grinned and said, “Shoot the juice, Bruce. We’re going to party tonight!”

So Brad walked out of the doctor’s office with a pair of sizable boobs, and the promise that they would eventually be twice as big.

His breast forms were in a paper sack and carried by Shelly. His bra was working overtime.

It being Friday the foursome got together for a little celebration. Brad had been ‘womanized’ for a week, and he was starting to understand what he was in for. And he wasn’t so quiet now. He wasn’t loud and obnoxious, but at least he was able to talk and laugh, sort of, at jokes.

Then Sam Turner, the neighbor from across the street showed up with his wife, Greta. They saw the get together and decided to ask how things were.

Then the neighbors from the other side of the house showed up, with their sister.

And more people came by.

Brad, it turned out, was now officially a celebrity, and it was good that he was getting over his embarrassment. There were a lots of oohs and aws at his new boobs, and lots of questions.

At one point during the evening Shelly and Leah were discussing the situation from afar. Everybody was out on the patio and it seemed like everybody was clustered around Brad.

“You know, he’s enjoying this.”

“He likes attention. I think he used to act macho to get a little extra attention, now being feminine is getting him more attention.”

“Make you wonder what he’s going to be like at the end of the year.”

Shelly looked at her friend. “You know, I haven’t fucked him since this began.”

“Really? Why not?”

“At first it was just part of the game, but I sort of got used to it. I’ve jilled off a few times, and he’s made offers, but…I  just haven’t.

“You could always fuck him and not let him cum. You get your jollies and he gets to enjoy, uh…not getting his jollies.”

“I suppose.” she paused. “I think I will. Tell the truth, I don’t think he’s going to mind. He—I don’t know if I should be saying this—but he seems to like being used. It’s like there’s all this submissiveness inside him that’s just dying to come out.”

“Many men are that way,” agreed Leah. “Tom doesn’t seem to be that way, and sometimes I wish he was. It looks like you’ve got the best of both worlds in Brad.”

“I do, don’t I.”

At that point Brad suddenly looked around for her, and yelled, “Honey!” His voice was high pitched, exactly like a woman’s and Shelly blinked.

He sauntered over, sashayed, really, his ass swaying, his heels clicking. his boobs actually jiggling. “Look what Sammy gave me!” His voice was till high, like a woman’s.

He held up a bottle. It read, ‘Voice Go High!’ “You spray this down your throat and it lasts an hour. You’ve got a voice exactly like a woman!”

Shelly handed the bottle back and was…stunned. Brad was happy. Happier than she had ever seen him. “That’s wonderful, honey.”

“I’m going to take this work. I have to show everybody this!”

For a moment everybody was clustered around Brad, then he wandered back to the other side of the pool and his adoring throng accompanied him.

“Wow,” said Shelly.

Leah just nodded.

That night, everybody gone, Shelly decided to get a little sex.

They were in their bedroom, each sitting at their own vanity table, and Shelly said, “Bradley?”

He turned to her and saw that she was holding up the little, gold key that nestled between her breasts.

“Oh, yeah.” He licked his red lips and stared at his wife.

“Come her, lover…girl. Let’s see if you can get it up.”

“Oh, yeah,” Brad repeated, and he bounced over to her.

Oddly, he wasn’t as thrilled as he thought he might be. Oh, he was happy, he wanted to get his ever struggling penis out, but…he just wasn’t thrilled.

Shelly fit the key to the lock and turned. There was a little click and she pulled his chastity tube off.

Sproing.

But not a SPROING!

Just a…sproing.

It was hard, but not bobbing and throbbing.

Shelly noticed this, but figured he just needed to get used to being on the loose again. She took his penis in her mouth and began to suck it.

Brad groaned. it felt good.

Shelly grabbed his testicles and began fondling them.

Brad pushed his hips forward to fuck her face.

For a long minute to sucked on his meat. She used all her wiles, she slapped his balls, she pinched his nipples.

Brad thought it felt good, but though it was mildly exciting, it wasn’t putting him over the edge.

Shelly stopped and looked up. “Let’s put it in.”

She went to the bed and lay down. Brad slipped in between her legs and began licking. Oddly, this was much more exciting. It was more fun to blow than get blown. His dick got harder, started to throb, and he slithered up her body and put his penis into her hole.

She gasped as he entered, and he began to fuck her. Long, slow strokes, the way she liked it.

“Oh, yes,” she mumbled, and she kissed his red lips and felt his big tits. This was it, this was…he started to get soft.

“What the fuck?” she blurted as he fell out.

He was embarrassed, but didn’t know what to do. “I’m sorry. I just…it isn’t…”

“Well get down there and eat me! Get me over the top! Do something!”

Brad slid back down her body and began eating her out. Once again his dick stood up. Once again it became stuff and rigid, but Shelly didn’t bother with it. She held his hair and fucked his face and… “Fuck! Yes! Yes!”

Her hips pumped his face savagely and she actually spurted a little fluid on his face.

And she was done.

Poor Brad, though, was not done. His cock was standing up tall. And he looked at her hole, and he wanted to fuck it, but she was done.

“Oh, geez,” he whined.

Shelly felt pretty good, and she lazed back and said, “You can go jack off, if you want to.”

He wanted to. Well, he told himself that he wanted to. He went into the bathroom and pumped away, but his dick, though it was hard, wasn’t hard enough. And the big joy buzzer never got pressed. Fifteen minutes later he exited the bathroom. His cock was red and sore from his hand, and it was now limp.

Sighing, he put his cock cage back on. Immediately his cock started trying to get hard. New waves of horniness assailed him. But…he was done.

Shelly was asleep, so he crawled into bed and waited for sleep to come.

Time passed.

A month passed. Two months passed.

Shelly bought a bigger, better vibrator, and began getting herself off. At first she hid the masturbation from Brad, but then she shrugged. What the fuck. He couldn’t do anything, so why should he care?

But he did care. He couldn't cum, but he wanted to. He would lay awake, listening to her vibrator chug along, listen to her moans, feel the mattress bounce, or go still when she came and her body spasmed.

Brad was hornier than he had ever been, and…not horny. Unless his cock was in the cage it didn’t try to get hard.

He had gotten two redos on the vacation boobs, and his skin was well stretched. On the fourth month of his year he got Chyna 2000s. These were massive breast implants named after the professional wrestler who they had originally been designed for. This made his cock struggle harder in the cage, but it didn’t really do anything for his cock out of the cage.

And he still couldn’t get erect enough to fuck Shelly. Even if she had wanted him to. She was getting used to the vibrator, and once even wondered out loud why she had ever bothered with flesh dildos. Which meant his cock.

Still, he wasn’t unhappy. He was too horny to be unhappy. And he was doing well at work. And he had lots and lots of female friends. Seemed like every woman in town knew him and wanted to hang with him.

After all, he had all the benefits of a man, but without the drawbacks of a man.

Then came…’The Night.’

It was a city wide celebration. St. Patrick’s day. There being a heavy Irish community in town, there was a big parade, which parade ended up with the mayor making a speech and everybody getting drunk, and…it was great fun.

And Brad was invited.

Not Tom not Leah nor even his wife, though it was perfectly fine if they attended, just Brad.

Brad was the celebrity.

Brad, getting used to being a woman, took it in stride. He was a bit nervous, but only a bit.

“But what are you going to say up there?”

“I don’t know. I’ll just say thanks.”

“But they’re going to give you the key to the city!”

“Well, good.”

“And you’re being touted as a spokesperson for the LGTBQ whatever community?”

“Yeah, I don’t know about that. I don’t really think of myself like that.”

Which was surprising. He was totally en femme now. He hadn’t been in boy clothes for months, he was always fully made up, his hair done perfect, and…he didn’t even think about his poor cock all locked up down there.

He just enjoyed the eternal horniness that seemed to float him through life.

That morning he and Shelly got ready for the day. They got dressed, they made each other up, and Shelly was actually jealous of his boobs. They were bigger than hers!

But, that aside, they got into their car, Tom and Leah came out, wearing green hats and Tom had a shirt that said, “Don’t pinch me, I’m Irish. Leah had a shirt on that said, “Pinch him, I’m Irish.”

They headed downtown and parked near the beginning of the parade route.

Shortly Brad was installed on a city float, and Tom, Leah and Shelly walked along the sidewalk. It was a great time. People cheering, a lot of drunks, Kids with squirt guns, lots of drunks, women flaunting their wares, and lots of drunks, and there were a lot of drunks, too.

They made it to the city square and the participants were escorted up to the bandstand. Brad was escorted by a hunky fireman type, which made Shelly very jealous. Brad accepted the linked arm, and he was nervous, but he kept looking up at the fellow, and people cheered and patted him on the back, so he made it up tot eh bandstand and stood behind the mayor.

“We welcome this time of year…” blah blah blah.

“Introduce the leader of the women’s club…” blah blah blah.

“Introduce our guest speaker today…Brad Long!”

Cheers, and Brad almost fell when somebody pushed him. Well, he was in high heels, after all.

Brad stood up and smiled, and cell phones clicked and cameras flashed. People cheered and Brad felt very good.

He had a lifetime of being a man. Of bucking up, of keeping his nose to the grindstone, of behaving responsibility. Now he was giddy with beauty, and the world loved him! At least the women did. He wasn’t sure about the men. But the cheers…the clapping…he gave a short speech. Gave his ‘thanks,’ and stepped back.

In the audience Leah waved to him and held her hand to her mouth to indicate drinking beer. She pointed across the lawn towards an Irish pub.

He waved, and his wife and friends set off.

He was stuck on the bandstand until all the politicians got tired of contributing to global warming with their hot air. He sighed, and listened to the guff.

Once the speeches were over Brad broke away from crowd and the admirers to go find his friends and Shelly. Standing up there for so long…he had a thirst.

He crossed the street and entered ‘Clancy’s Irish Pub.’

It was crowded in the pub. Wall to wall people. As a guy he could have pushed a little. As a woman he couldn’t. Not that he couldn’t couldn’t, but he couldn’t because he had big tits. Pushing your way through a packed crowd with big tits is a good way to get loose hands all over said tits.

So he waited, shuffled a little, looked around, but didn’t see anybody. Crap. He hoped they hadn’t moved on.

He managed to break free and headed for the bathrooms. There was a phone in the hallway and he could give them a call. All he had to do was get past all the drunks.

“Hey, baby!” The guy was big and oafish, and he shoved Brad back into a corner. His rough hands grabbed his tits and started groping. He wasn’t gentle and it hurt.

“Hey! Let go!” Brad’s voice was high, he had just sprayed it, and the guy laughed at his girlish tones.

“Yeah, I’ll let go. Hey, Billy! come see our little Irish lass.”

Another drunk pushed forth, and now Brad was totally hemmed in. His hands were trapped and they were pulling on his tits painfully. One hand reached down and grabbed for his snatch, which snatch he did not have.

“Hey! This fuck is a guy!”

“What?”

A fist hit him in the face. He sagged into the corner. A knee hit him in the belly and he would have collapsed, except there wasn’t enough room.

A hand knotted in his hair and another fist hit him.

He was dazed, he tried to clinch, to hang on, but he was pushed back and punched some more, and then he collapsed. He just slid down the wall. He lay there, his legs spread, his cock cage exposed, people stepping over him.

Somebody pissed on him. He was stinking, sodden, his clothes ruined, and crying.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

The bar owner found him and pushed everybody back, then took him into his office.

Brad sat there, sobbing, while the bar owner called Shelly.

At home, Brad sat on the couch. He had managed to stop crying, but he was shattered. From a hero to a zero. He was disheveled and Shelly and Tom and Leah sat in the kitchen and discussed the situation.

He could hear them, and what they were saying didn’t make him happy.

“He hasn’t been the same since this started. He can’t even make love.”

“Those guys took him apart. The old Brad wouldn’t have put up with that.”

“The old Brad wouldn’t have had tits and a dress.”

And so on.

Brad listened. And he thought. And he finally got up and walked back to the bedroom. He took off his clothes and took a shower. He put on a gown and sat down at his vanity table and began repairing his face.

Tom, Leah and Shelly came in and confronted him.

“Brad,” said Leah. “I’m calling off the bet.”

Brad kept putting on make up, checking his face in the mirror. He had some bruises, but he was able to cover them up with make up.

“Did you hear Leah?” asked Shelly.

Tom said, “You can go back to being a man.”

Brad sighed and turned to them. He had covered up the bruises and he was again a beautiful woman. He studied them. They were his friends. Sure, they had faults, but who doesn’t. Before he had become a woman he had had faults. Lots of them. And he still had faults, though not as many.

Most important, he was happy now. As a man he was always trying to play the role, sometimes he would even be a bully. Now he wasn’t.

“No.”

The three looked at him.

“Brad?” Shelly started. “I want you to go back to being a man. I want you to stop wearing dresses. You can even have those implants removed.”

“Nothing to win, buddy. You’ve more than proven you can keep your word.

Brad repeated, “No.”

Leah: “Why not?”

“Because I’m a better woman than I ever was a man. I don’t lust after women on the street. I don’t look at porn for hours and hours. I don’t jack off. I rarely drink. I’m a softer, kinder person.”

“But you can be all that while you’re a man?”

“Can I?

Nobody said anything.

He turned to his wife. “I know I haven’t pleased you in bed, and I have some ideas about that.

He turned to Leah and said, “You winning that bet opened my eyes. You taught me things I never would have learned. You once asked me if we would stay friends. Honey, you’ll always be my friend.”

He turned to Tom. “And, Tom…want to play golf next Saturday?” Which remark broke the ice. There were a couple of giggles, some embarrassed looks.

Brad said, “What happened today, that was a miscalculation on my part. I’ll take responsibility for that. I won’t let that happen again. I’ll stay out of dark alleys. I’ll hang only with my real friends.”

The four friends talked long after that, and for the first time they delved into what makes people people, why people can be mean, and how people can be soft and generous, and yet still hold their ground.

Finally, Tom and Leah headed for home. They planned to have a card game the next Saturday night, and Tom and Brad were going to play golf, and everybody was in a high state of happy.

“Brad?”

“Yes?”

“What did you mean when you said you had ideas about making love?”

For an answer Brad led her back into the bedroom. He had her sit on the bed, and he got out a strap on they had ordered but never used.

“I don’t want to fuck a man, to be fucked by a man. The idea repulses me. The idea of exploring a different kind of sex with you, however, is something else. I think we should explore this strap on. Both ways. And if it doesn't work then there are other things that might work. But we should try this first. Are you willing to at least give it a try?”

“You don’t even have to ask.”

“So who does who first?”

“You can do me. I’m not so proud that I can’t admit I have missed a good dicking.”

Brad stepped into the harness and buckled up. He screwed in a large penis and adjusted the strap on.

Shelly scooted back on the bed

“Let’s do it doggy style.”

“Sure, but why?”

“Because that’s the way I want it, and maybe you can pick up things from what I do.”

Shelly smiled. “Sounds like a deal.” She turned over, got on all fours, and presented her ass.

Brad had a dick again. A plastic one, but still a dick. He was, however, a changed man. A softer man.

He placed his hands on Shelly and stroked her flesh. He felt her tits and nuzzled her neck. He was soft, like a woman, and Shelly found herself responding. She had always felt that men were a little rough. She liked it, but preferred a softer approach.

Brad ran his hands over her frame, he tickled her labia and then got down and started eating her.

She moaned and pushed her pussy back into his face.

Brad stood up and, like a man, placed his cock at the entrance to her pleasure palace.

They held for a moment, feeling the tip of the big dick nuzzling into her snatch. Then he started sliding it into her.

She gasped. It was hard, harder than a flesh dick, but that was okay. Brad had done proper foreplay and she was ready.

Brad was so gentle it was like a dream. She felt the thing rippling through her love tunnel, and she couldn’t stop herself from tilting her ass and tilting back and trying to get more.

For long minutes Brad fucked her, and she loved it. Him being soft made the hard phallus desirable. She began pushing back, trying to get more and more, and finally, she began to cum. Long jerks of the muscles, quivers of the thighs and buns. Her pussy felt like it was on fire.

Then she collapsed. Laid down, and Brad was out of her.

Brad stepped back. It had been so weird, to fuck her and not feel anything. But it had been good. He loved the feeling of her climaxing; he loved the feeling of her having virtual ‘seizures’ on his fake dick. It was almost like he was there.

Long minutes passed, then Shelly stirred. “Are you ready for your turn?”

He nodded, said, “Yes,” and sat down on the bed.

She got off the bed and stepped into the strap on. She felt the big penis that had been used to bring her to pleasure, and she grabbed a big handful of lube and started stroking. she looked at Brad with a smile. “Up and on all fours.”

Brad knelt in front of her, and she began lubing up his asshole. Long, slithery strokes of love, she reamed him and prepared him.

Brad had never felt anything like this. Her fingers were so soft and considerate. They went around and around inside his asshole, and he found himself making little, groaning sounds.

Then she moved forward, placed the tip of the dildo inside his brown button, and began to move forward.

Brad had dreamed of this. He had been incapable of sex, conflicted between being a man and being a woman, but now…now…he gasped as the long dong slid up his passage.

Plastic balls struck his ass, and the dildo started going in and out.

In, and he felt like he was being blown apart, but in the most pleasant way. Out, sensations rippling through his whole body.

Shelly had a hold of his hips. She paused and reached around and grabbed his hanging tits. “God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered, then she went back to banging him.

Brad began to shiver, to tremble, and he felt little spasms deep inside his ass.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered.

“Yeah, baby,” Shelly whispered back.

In and out, more trembling, and it felt like little earthquakes were happening in his whole groin area. Then it was big earthquakes. He started to say things, he wasn’t sure what, but his ass was jerking back and forth, his muscles squeezing on the plastic invader.

He felt like his boobs were on fire, his nipples little firecrackers that kept popping, again and again.

“OH…OH!” his voice was high, but loud as pleasure blasted his senses away.

“YES!…YES!”

He came. A hard orgasm with soft edges. Semen leaked out of his locked cock, and splattered on the bed.

Shelly kept fucking and fucking.

And finally Brad gave up, laid down, and was at peace with the world.

END
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A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


Big Stories

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘I Bet I Can Feminize You!’

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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