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PART ONE

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?”

I smiled as I snipped the last of his tighty whiteys with my scissors and dropped the pieces into the trash.

I heard Ron walking down the hallway. When he appeared in the kitchen he had on a tee shirt and nothing else. I looked down at his cock and smiled.

“What?” He asked, puzzled by my smile. His cock was half hard.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Then where’s my underwear? I had a full drawer yesterday.”

“Well, about that, I think it’s about time we made some changes.”

“Changes?” he frowned. “What kind of changes?”

“Well, about that…” I went to the cupboard and took down the bottle of bourbon. The good stuff, Bib and Tucker 10 year old, small batch. $85 a bottle.

“Is there an occasion?” He tilted his head in question.

“There’s always an occasion,” I answered. “I took down a large kitchen glass and filled it with ice cubes. I then poured half a glass of bourbon.

“You realize it’s only 8 in the morning.”

“It’s 8:15 somewhere,” I chuckled. I opened a bottle of Pepsi and filled the remainder of the glass. “Of course, if you’r e not man enough?” I handed him the glass.

Ron took it, shrugged. He drank a big glug and grinned. “Maybe we should have started at 7:45.”

I smiled indulgently. “Drink your breakfast, and make sure you take these vitamins. I handed him several pills.”

“What’s this?” he looked at the little pellets.

“Vitamins.”

“Oh. Are you on one of those kicks again?”

One of ‘those’ kicks. As if eating wheat germ and yogurt is unhealthy for you. As if veggies might kill you, and where the hell’s the beef?

“I guess you could say that.”

He took another big sip. He did love his bourbon.

“So where’s my underwear.”

“It had an accident.”

“It had a…in my dresser drawer my underwear got in an accident?”

“Yes. And it was terrible. The little tighty whiteys all got slaughtered. I even had to give them a burial.”

Glug. Glug.

“That sounds a little nuts. Now where is my underwear?

“I told you. I had to bury it.”

Glug. Blink. The booze was effecting him. “So where is it buried?”

“Right here,” I toed the peddle on the garbage can.

He looked in and saw his undies, cut into pieces and strips. Waistband to pouch. The different colors. New and old.

His eyes widened and he looked up at me. “What the heck is this?”

“A burial.”

“No…what…what is going on? Why’d you do this?”

“Come on, I’ll show you why.”

I walked down the hallway, click, click, click. I knew he was staring at my ankles, my calves, my ass. Men are so easy.

I entered the bedroom and he was right behind me, and his cock was now standing out. I smiled at it, took it in my hands, tugged on it until he groaned, and said, “Nice cock.”

I let go, which caused him to groan again, and I opened up my dresser drawer.

“I’ll buy you some more underwear. But until the weekend you can wear these.” I held out some panties. They were satiny blue. Seamless and very stretchy.

“Wait a minute? You cut up my underwear to make me wear your panties? Isn’t this some kind of kink?”

“Yes, it is. But I didn’t cut up your underpants just so you could wear my panties. Let’s face it, your underwear was old, worn, a few rips past its prime. Time for you to get new undies, and I’ll buy them so you can be assured they are stylish and comfortable.

“Hey, it’s my balls that are going into them, how do you know what’s comfortable for me? Besides, there was some very comfortable underwear in my drawer, and some of it wasn’t too old. Why couldn’t you have at least left those?”

“Out with the old,” I answered nonchalantly. A new broom sweeps clean. an ounce of common sense is worth a pound of theory, the best laid plans of—“

“Hold it,” he held up a hand. He still had his drink in the other, and I motioned for him to sip. He did so, and said, “Is this more than some new, bright idea? Have you lost your senses? Not firing on all cylinders? A plastic thingie short of a six pack? Forgot to sharpen all the knives in your drawer?”

“Oh, you silly. Here I am, taking care of my man the best way I can, and you make jokes.” I patted him on the cheek.

He glugged. Good. He said, “Yeah, but this…cutting up my underwear seems a little extreme.

I slid down his body, running my hands down his sides. “Is this a little extreme? I took him in my mouth.

“Oh!” he blurted.

He had a nice cock, and I really like it’s size and shape. Big enough to choke, and it had made me expand my deep throating skills. I fondled his balls as I slithered my lips up and gobbled the last inch.

He looked down at my head, my lips working against his pubic, cock all the way down my throat.

“Oh, fuck!” he gasped.

I began to move back and forth, letting that big snake almost escape, then gobbling up its length again.

His knees began to shake, and I placed my hands on them and held him steady.

“”Fuck!” he whimpered, and I knew that he was close; I could feel his muscles tightening, I gripped the base of his cock and squeezed hard. I stood up and he fought my hand, tried to let the ripples of squirtem rip through his cock and spew.

“Let it go! Please!”

I didn’t, and after a minute, when he was done with his frantic exertions, I released him.

“Why’d you do that?” he complained. “Why didn’t you let me cum?”

“Drink up,” I responded.

He drank, and this time he really wanted to.  Desperation does that to a man.

Come on, I’ll tell you. And bring those panties.”

We walked back to the kitchen. I was fully clothed, but my large breasts jounced and jiggled with every step. His eyes, of course, were on my ass.

I took his glass and refilled it. He stared at me, and I said, “Sit down.”

He did, there was nothing else to do, and I handed him a fresh drink and sat across from him.

He stared at me, and drank, and stared some more.

I was wearing red lipstick, be it slightly smeared from my recent fellatio efforts, and smoky eye shadow. My blouse showed a half bra, and my nipples stood out. My tits, with the nipples rubbing against the blouse material, felt pretty good. In fact, this whole scene was making me quite wet. Heck, I might need a pad if this got any better. And I knew it was going to get better.

“Honey. Ron. It’s time things changed around here.”

“Changed how?” he drank, was suspicious, eyed me closely, and tried not to let his eyes drift down to my distended nipples.

“Well, I’ve been reading some books on feminism, and it is obvious that society is out of balance.”

“Out of balance how?”

“Did you know that houses were designed, dimension-wise, for men? Some French, idiot, male architect back in the thirties.”

“Well, I hadn’t…”

“And in the fifties cars were designed for a six foot man. Everything, from seats to dash to turning radius, is built around a six foot man.”

“But men are the major drivers and—“

“And that justifies eliminating half the population from the equation?”

“Well, no. It’s not that they did that on purpose, it’s just that—“

“Did you know that scientists refuse to include women in their scientific trials? It’s the hormones. They say that hormones skew the results. So even the medicine we take is designed for men, and the hell with the women.”

“Honey!” He tried to build up a little steam, take a stand. “That’s not all my fault!”

“Nope. But it’s your responsibility. And until enough men take enough responsibility the world won’t change.”

“What…but…”

I left him on that note. I smiled, patted his cheek, and kissed him…and left him standing there with my panties in his hands.

I sat in the den and watched TV, there was some gymnastics on, and I loved how the women stretched and tumbled, did their splits and somersaults. I was leafing idly through a fashion magazine and glancing up at the screen occasionally, when he walked past in the hallway.

“Hey, Ron?”

He came back to the door and peeked in.

“Those panties fit good?”

He turned a little red in the face. “Not really.”

“How come?” I acted all concerned.

“I, uh…fall out of the sides. My balls don’t fit.”

“Hmm. You mean women’s panties aren’t designed to fit men?”

“Hah,” he blurted. And it was obvious that he meant that there was something in this world that wasn’t designed for men.

I just smiled and said, “I’ll bear that in mind when I get your panties.”

“I don’t want panties,” he growled.

“Come here,” I commanded.

I don’t think he liked my voice, but, let’s face it, it was his cock that was answering.

He entered the room and stood in front of me. I leaned forward and ran my fingers around the outline of his cock in his pants. “Mmm,” I said. “Delicious. Would you like a little blow job right now?”

He gulped. My last BJ, though incomplete, had left him a bit horny.

“Then pull down your panties,” I emphasized the word panties, “and let me suck on your dong for a while.

There was a part of him that didn’t want to. But that part was very small. He unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled both shorts and panties down. His cock sprang right out. It was red and ready. That was the good thing about tease and deny. Do it enough and the poor thing is always ready.

I took his balls in hand, rolled them in one hand, and deep throated him. Again, he gasped, and his hips thrust forward.

In and out I ran my lips over his cock. I worked the head well, and shortly I could taste the slightly salty, slightly sweet, taste of his pre-cum.

I ran my other hand between his legs and began to brush it over his button.

Oh, he jerked then, and the pre-cum spurted, and he was almost ready to cum, I could feel the sperm boiling and starting to pulse…so I let him go.

“Hey!”

“That’s enough for now. Oh, look!”

He looked down at his angry, red member.

“Your balls are pulled up tight. They won’t fall out now!”

“But my cock won’t fit,” he was a bit snappish, being denied like that, but that was okay. Men will have their little hormonal hissy fits.

“Well, maybe you should wear some tummy shapers. That would keep that silly, little thing under control.”

His mouth opened and he breathed, “Silly, little thing?”

“Well, it is. It gets all excited and hard at the slightest provocation. And it always wants to drool and spit. Wouldn’t you call that silly?”

He made a whining sound, then, since I was obviously done, sitting back and picking up my magazine again, he tucked himself in and lurched out of the room.

I giggled.

When I heard the lawnmower start outside I put my magazine down and got up and left the room.

I went my closet, and took hold of the shoe hanger. I turned the cloth rack filled with my shoes, and on the other side, in one of the top pockets, were several of my Grace Mansfield books. I kept most of them in a box on a shelf behind some old blankets. But I kept the latest in the shoe rack. I listened for the sound of the lawnmower. Good. We had a big lawn, and he would be trimming after that, and I had plenty of time.

I took the paperback in and sat down on the toilet. I opened it and started reading.

I don’t know if you’ve ever read any of Ms Mansfield’s work, but she specializes in how to feminize men. She gives great ideas, and has wonderful plot twists.

I sat and read, and my hand held my vibrator.

I was only dimly aware of the sound of the mower as I buzzed away at my clit. I read about men being brought to heel. I read of men being feminized, made up, and used like property.

Oh, lord, such ideas, and the images made me wetter and wetter. My hand was moving around and around, pressing against my pussy, and I was getting wetter and wetter—

“Honey? Rhonda?”

Oh, fuck! I turned the little vibrator off and concealed it in my hand. I let the book slip to the side.

He opened the door, and I sat there, looking like I was red and half grunting.

He grinned. “Got one hanging, eh?”

“Halfway there, I answered honestly.

“Well, sorry. But have you seen the clippers?”

You left them on the washing machine.” My voice was a little high. I had been so close it was actually starting to happen. The orgasm was sitting right in my pussy, waiting to overwhelm me. I wanted Ron out of there in the worst possible way.

“Oh, yeah. You’re right. He started to leave, then stopped. He stood there with a big grin.

“Don’t you want to go ahead and squeeze that loaf out?”

“Will you leave!” I snapped and sort of groaned.

He laughed. “Sorry.”

He closed the door, and he wasn’t sorry. He thought it was funny to catch me in the middle of a bowel movement.

The dummy had no idea it wasn’t a bowel movement, but a movement of a totally different kind. A pussy movement.

I listened, heard him walking away, and I quickly turned on the vibrator, picked up the book, and tried to regain my head of steam.

When you are interrupted, sometimes it goes away. I felt it dwindling, and I moved that vibrator desperately. I read the book, but now I was so close, and so far, the book wouldn’t do. I needed penetration.

I dropped the book, changed my position and began pushing my fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” I wheezed, working my hand in and out. I was jamming my knuckles up against the rim of my vagina, I was close to actually fisting myself, and I would have…but the feeling came back, It built and built, then washed over me, a heat that exploded in my pussy and coursed through my body.

For a long minute I sat on the toilet, gasping, my eyes rolling, my chest heaving. My hips kept jerking, then twitching inside, then they jerked again. And again and again.

Finally, it subsided. I was sitting half on and half off the throne, half leaning against the wall and half pushing on the counter, dazed, and happy.

He had stopped me, and that made it harder, but the extra work resulted in extra pleasure. That had been a great and glorious cum if ever there was one.

Finally, I sighed, and struggled to my feet. I pulled up my panties, put the Mansfield book away, and headed back to the den. Maybe I could watch some more gymnastics.

The day went slowly. Ron was horny and kept looking at me, and the bulge in his pants was there to stay.

I, of course was not horny. Which was okay, but I sort of wanted to be horny again. Being horny is a lot of fun. Wish I could be horny all the time, like a man, but, sigh, not meant to be.

But, not horny was cool too, for me. While I was not horny and he was I could tease without being distracted by my own hunger. That was one of the things I had learned from the books I read: when you get horny you should jill off, leave the man horny, and he’ll be more amenable to whatever you wish.

Cool.

So I fixed dinner, gave Ron another drink after dinner, to help with his pills, and then sucked him before bed. But not to a cum. Never to a cum. Not now, when I had a plan to…make him more amenable.

I had actually ordered panties for Ron from Amazon, and they arrived the next day.

Actually, guilty confession here, they weren’t exactly woman’s panties. They were transgender panties. Slick and stretchy for the pouch, and designed to keep him horny.

“Ron!” I called him into the den after I had opened and inspected the packages.

He entered the room and I handed him the box of panties. He looked at it and his face turned a little white. He was having a hard time with this. Good. The hornier they are the harder they fall.

“I don’t want to wear these.”

“Too bad, so sad, makes me glad,” I chanted at him.

“I’m just going to go buy my own underwear.”

“And I’ll just cut them up,” I snapped, haughtily. “And maybe I’ll cut up what’s in them, too.”

He blinked at that. No man likes to think of the loss of his most precious body organ. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?”

“Because I want you to experience what it is like being the better half.”

“And wearing your underwear is going to do that?”

“Do you like that scratchy stuff? You cock just packed away like it means nothing? Go on, try on those underwear. They will fit you better, and you will enjoy the sensations.”

He grumped, but turned away.

In two minutes he was back, and he was wearing a pretty pink pair of panties and his tatty tee shirt.

“What the fuck is this?” He held up a matching bra.

“It’s a bra. I didn’t know you liked bras? I would have gotten you one sooner!”

He was starting to blink, and I could tell he was already starting to be overwhelmed.

“Seriously?” he sounded a little choked.

“Actually,” I lied, “I didn’t know that was there. I must have ordered a panty set without realizing it. But since you have it…” I looked down. “Nice fit. Come here.”

He couldn’t help it. His cock walked over to me, his body following. I put my hand on his new, transgender panties and felt his package. His cock was hard, very hard, but it was still confined inside the material. “Oh, that’s nice.” I rubbed him and his knees gave a bit.

I let go and looked up at him. “Was there anything else?”

Oh, there was, he wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but it was obvious what I was doing, and he was actually a bit embarrassed, and…he hesitated, then he blurted, “There’s some weird panties in that box.”

“Weird? How so?”

“Like, I don’t know. One has a ring in it, an elastic ring, and another one…” he turned bright red, “it looks like a pussy!”

I grinned in delight. “Oh, goodie! Go try them on! I want a beauty pageant right here, right now.”

“But…but…”

“If you do that I might be convinced to suck on your cock for a while.”

“Really?”

The poor boy. He was out of control, his own control, and under mine.

“Sure. Now go put on a pair and come out and show me.”

He left, and came back a minute later. He was wearing a skin colored, rubbery pussy. I mean it. A pussy. I recognized it at once, of course. The description of it, on Amazon, was ‘Y16T Mens Hiding Gaff Panty Insert Pads, Pluggable Transgender Crossdressing Pad for Crossdresser Cosplay.’

What a mouthful, eh? But seeing my man in it, his cock in the inner sleeve and totally hidden, a fake pussy on his front, one that I could, and did, insert a finger into…I thought I was going to cum in my panties. And I had just cum the day before. Whew!

And, in spite of his protestations, this panty thing was making him hornier and hornier.

Heh.

The next item was a gaff. It was tight and low, and his cock and balls were bent back between his legs. And, I have to tell you, that must have been painful. He was getting so hard, and then to bend it back like that…whew for him!

“Better save that one for when I’ve drained you.”

He gave me a funny look at the remark, but I didn’t explain myself, and he was in a hurry for a blow job, so he ran out of the room, and returned a minute later with another pair of panties. And another and another. And each one seemed to make him harder and hornier.

Finally, he was done. And back in the pretty pink ones.

I smiled at him, and I pulled them down and put my educated lips to work.

And now I had to be careful. He had reached that drippy stage where it wouldn’t take much to make him squirt his load. I blew him slowly, fondled him gently, and he kept jerking and twitching, but I managed to keep him right on the edge. Dripping and hip jerking and eyes rolled back desperation.

And I stopped.

“Come on,” he whined, begging. “Get me off.”

“Oh, no. That comes later.”

“How much later?” he pleaded.

“Oh, I don’t know. But I’ll tell you what…if you wear that bra tonight, when we meet Jill and Tommy for dinner, that would probably go a long way towards making me want a little desert, if you know what I mean.”

He did. And he grinned.

“So, go. Try it on. I’ll help you with the fit.”

He trotted off, and returned holding the terribly frightening instrument of torture that terrified him so. At least, it made him red in the face and confused.

I held it up and he put his arms out and I slid the straps over his shoulder. “Turn around.” He turned, and I fastened the clasp. “Turn around.”

He turned, and it was perfect. It was pink, like his panties, and it was a training bra with not much cup. It held his pecs perfectly. His little nipples poked out the thin material of the cups and he looked so cute.

“Oh, that is wonderful.”

“It is?” he asked dubiously. Horny but dubious. What a wonderful combination.

“It is. Can you take it off?”

He tried. He reached his arms back up behind, and over the shoulder, but the clasp was perfectly situated so he couldn’t reach it. He just wasn’t flexible enough.

“Can you help me?” he asked.

“Nope.”

He looked at me, his eyes quizzical.

“Wear it today. Get used to it. You’ll be glad when we go to dinner.”

“Well, I…”

I rubbed the front of his panties, stroked his cock, and his breath caught.

“Why not. It’s only you and me, and I want you to feel how good it feels. Are you horny?”

“Uh…yeah. Sort of.”

Sort of? Ha! He was so horny he was dripping, and the evidence was on the front of his panties as a patch of moisture grew.

“So wear that bra, right through dinner. Maybe you’ll get your rocks off.”

“Maybe?” He was no dummy. I had teased him for two days, and he wanted to reach the goal line.

I stared at him. then: “If you do what I say, wear whatever I want, then I will get you off during dinner.”

“During dinner?”

“While you’re eating your steak. While you saw back and forth and cut your meat, I will be sawing back and forth on your meat, too. If you manage to cum, and I will do my best to make you cum, then…” I shrugged.

“Cum during dinner.”

“But I’m going to do more than make you wear a bra and panties.”

“How much more,” he asked suspiciously.

“Garters and nylons,” I said.

He stood, and contemplated. Well, actually his dick contemplated, but his head went along with it.

“And I just have to wear those four things. Panties and garter, nylons and bra.”

“That’s it.”

“But…I’ll be eating!”

“Have you ever had an orgasm in front of other people? Without them even seeing or understanding?”

“No…” unsure, but excited.

“Then try it. If it doesn’t work then you can come home and jack off.”

“Jack off?”

I shrugged. “You’ve got options.”

But he didn’t. Not really.

“How would you reach my dick…when it’s in my panties?”

Ha! He had called them ‘my panties,’ assuming his way into my kink.

“Before the steaks arrive go to the bathroom. You can cut a hole in the panties. Get your dick out, and I will stroke you. God, you’re going to be so excited you won’t be able to stand it. You might be a little shy at first, but as I play with you and stroke you you’ll get hornier and hornier. And you’ll be acting all so nonchalant as we talk and chat, but my hand will be under the table, working madly. We can get Tom and Jill a little drunk first, but you only have one drink. They’ll be too drunk to notice, and you’ll get closer and closer. Your dick will be dripping, and it will be so fucking hard. Maybe Tom will be talking about football, or golf, or something, and you’ll feel that little trigger click way down there. You’ll take a sip of water to mask any facial expression. Maybe you’ll choke a little bit, trying to swallow when the sperm shoots out. but…there you go.”

“And if it doesn’t work. If I don’t get off…”

“Then you have my permission to come home and masturbate. Of course, I’ll have to watch. But…” I lifted my shoulders in a shrug.

He stood there for a long minute, thinking, his mind running over the scenario.

Getting his rocks off, right in front of people.

Then he nodded.

“Okay. Then…how do we work this?”

“Like I say, wear the bra the rest of the day. And before we go out I’ll help you put on some nylons and a garter. We head for the restaurant and…” I smiled.

“Just wear panties and bra, garter and nylons.” I could tell he was talking himself into it.

“That’s all.”

He paused, then looked at me. His gaze was firm as he had made up his mind. “Okay.”

“Okay,” I replied, and I smiled.


PART TWO

“You’ve got to shave your legs if you’re going to wear nylons.”

“Oh, come on,” he laughed.

“Seriously.”

“What?” he turned and frowned at me. “Why?”

“Number one, it looks stupid to have all those scrunched up hairs under your second skin. Number two, it’s going to feel so sexy cool that you will be elevated to a whole new level of hard on. Number three, because I said so.”

He thought on that for a few seconds, then, “Okay.” But he didn’t like it.

“Here, it’s easier than shaving.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.  He caught it and looked at it. “Nair? Really?”

“Absolutely. Women have been using it for years, and you like to feel my legs, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Long story short, he used the Nair. He got out of the shower a little bit red-faced, but bald as a baby’s butt that had just been shaved. Or Nair-ed.

“This is weird,” he remarked, as he pulled on the garters.

“Only if weird is sexy,” I was sitting at my vanity table and making up my face. I especially worked on plumping the lips, the red, then gloss. Baby, he loved my lips, and he would be thinking of them all night.

He pulled on the cock ring underwear I had gotten him. It was a thong with an elastic cock ring. The pouch that normally covered his package could be pulled down easily and put under the balls when he was ready.

I was wearing a half bra, the tips showing, and I was going to wear a simple jacket. I would be bulging, and the slightest turn and I would be visible. A little jump and I would bounce with the best of them.

He put on his bra, I had helped him take it off for the shower, and I had to help him put it on again. I snapped his strap when I was done. “Sexy bitch.”

He looked at me funny, then sat down and rolled the nylons up his legs.

“How’s that feel?” I asked.

“Electric,” he admitted.

“Sexier than socks?”

“Uh, yeah.”

I could tell what he was thinking. He was a man, dammit! It might feel so cool, and make his cock stick out, but…it was women’s clothing!

“Nice,” I said, turning to face him.

He didn’t say anything, his own thoughts were overwhelming him, and I knew he was going to need some alcohol pretty quick.

He pulled on cargo pants. slipped into a black tee shirt and started to put on a short sleeve shirt. A thick one with pockets.

“Why don’t you just wear the tee shirt?”

He looked at me, his eyes black with a thousand yard stare. Man, he was thinking. “People would see the bra straps.”

“People see my bra straps all the time. Don’t you think it’s sexy?”

“For you.” He wasn’t laughing.

I put on a skirt, then my jacket. I was already wearing nylons and heels. I stood up and he whistled.

“Wowzer, baby. Are you…are you going to go with just a jacket?”

“Sure.”

“People can see an awful lot.”

“And you can too. And you’ll be dreaming of unwrapping this package all the way home.”

“If I don’t cum.” He was quick.

“Well, if you don’t, it won’t be my fault.”

The way his mouth worked, he was on edge. Lord, that boy was whore-kneeeee!

We hoped into the car and he started driving across town. As we drove I kept my hand in his lap. “How’s the hose?”

“Wow. I can feel everything sliding on my legs. It enhances everything.”

“And how’s that old cock?”

He groaned in answer.

We pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s. It was already packed with cars, couples were sauntering toward the entrance, and music was blaring in the evening.

Charlie Coyote’s is the place to be. A cafe during the day, it turns into a robust night club at night.

Inside was a jostling crowd. Men in sleek suits, or casual, women in gowns and latex and whatever. There was a dance floor in the center, surrounding by a ring of tables, then booths. At the far wall was a bar with the hardest working bartenders in all of Los Angeles.

We turned right, through the crowd, and entered the patio. At the far side Tom and Jill were waiting for us. They waved, we waved, and soon we were all sitting and imbibing.

Well, they were imbibing, and we made sure they kept doing so at a good pace.

Tom worked on a bourbon and Coke, and made it last. I sipped at a sedate pace. I was having fun, Tom and Jill were getting blotto, and I don’t think the alcohol was affecting Ron at all. He was just too stimulated, too excited.

“So you think the Laker’s have a chance?”

Now, normally, Ron and Tom would be in a fast and furious argument about statistics and positions and trades and all that sort of thing. But Ron kept interjecting comments and let Tom do the arguing.

Jill and I chatted about this and that, and it was quite pleasant. Then Jose arrived. “What would you fine senors and senioritas like to order?”

We ordered. Filet Mignon for me. Jill, traitor, had a salad. But she has to watch her figure. Ron ordered prime rib, and so did Tom. Then Ron stood up and said, “Got to hit the head,” he managed not to look at me and blush.

We sat and talked as Tom went to the bathroom.

“Ron seems a bit subdued,” observed Jill. “Is everything all right?”

Tom was glanced, very fixedly, at a woman with enormous boobs, probably a porn star.

I whispered to Jill, “He thinks he’s going to get lucky.”

Jill almost spit her drink out. “He’s not?” she giggled.

“Not if I can help it. I’ve got him wearing nylons and a bra, and he is about to bust.”

She glanced at Tom, who had actually turned in his chair and his whole attention was on the woman bouncing past us.

I whispered, “I’m going to jack him off during dinner.”

She stared at me, laughed, stared some more, and Tom turned back to us. “Was that Holly Halston?”

Neither of us answered, and Jill was staring at me with open faced admiration.

Tom returned, and our steaks, and one salad, arrived. My hand, of course, slid under the tablecloth and to the side.

Ron didn’t show anything. Kept cutting and eating, and he even kept up the conversation with Tom. Sort of.

Jill stared, gulped some of her drink, toyed with her salad, and tried to watch without being observed.

Though he looked attentive, Ron wouldn’t have known if an elephant walked into the room and crapped on the table.

Oh, it was a good show. He muttered his, ‘Oh, yeahs,’ and ‘sures,’ and looked like he was paying attention. But he wasn’t.

He was feeling my small hands stroke his cock. Up and down, light nails over the head.

He was breathing harder and harder, and trying not to.

He sipped his drink. He kept his eyes on Tom, and he was getting closer and closer.

Jill nudged her fork and it fell off the table. She leaned over and ducked down to pick it up.

Ron panicked. He put one hand down and tried to push my hand away, to close his legs, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t let him.

Jill got a good eyeful. She saw how I had manipulated his cock out of his pants. She saw his penis, red and swollen and ready to squirt. Later she would tell me that it was drooling pre-cum. And she saw his nylons under his cargo pants.

She sat up, wiped her fork on her napkin, glanced at Ron, and looked at me.

But in that glance Ron knew that she knew. He was petrified. He kept trying to get his cock back, but I wouldn’t let go.

The tension was palpable, and Tom would notice in a second.

Jill’s a pretty smart girl, though, and she saw what had happened, how the moment was evaporating. She turned her attention to Ron and said directly to him, “Go on with what you’re doing.”

Ron opened and closed his mouth. He was quite red, but…it worked. She knew, he knew, and I obviously knew, and Tom was saying, ‘It’s on Youtube. It’s called ‘How Ridiculous,’ and they do things like drop cars on giant hatchets, try to squash toilets with three ton hammers, and…” he blathered on and on, drunk and oblivious to what we were doing.

Jill smiled, opened the top buttons of her blouse and waved a hand to fan her face. “Is it hot in here? Or is it my imagination?”

Ron was torn, his hips wanted to jerk and thrust, my hand was driving him crazy, and  Jill was showing him her boobs. She unbuttoned another button, pulled the sides of the blouse apart. Her tits were almost falling out, and I worked my hand slower and slower.

Tom: “And they got this little rubber dinosaur called ‘Rexie,’ and they keep trying to destroy him. Put him in the toilet when the three ton hammer drops, that sort of thing…”

I stopped fondling the knob, he was too close. I stroked, and I stroked slowly, stopping, watching him. His eyes were glazed and his dick was pulsing, but I had him a sort of a never land, right on the edge, but never over.

“Is that Holly Halston?” Tom blurted.

The woman with the big breasts walked by again.

“Why don’t you do get an autograph,” Jill suggested.

“What? No.”

“Really. Go on. It’ll make your day. Hell, it’ll make your year.”

“Well, it…it…uh…”

“Go on,” and Jill pushed him.

So he did. He got up, crossed the room and stood behind her and said something.

The woman turned, and they started chatting, and then she took out an eyeliner pencil and had him unbutton his shirt and lift his tee.

Meanwhile, Jill leaned forward and placed her hand over Tom’s. “Are you really going to shoot your sperm right here? Under the table.”

Ron tried to look at me, but she had captured him. He said, “You told her.”

I said, “So what. Are you going to cum or not?”

“Hold it back, Ron,” Jill whispered. “Stay horny.”

“I…I can’t…I’ve got to…”

I let go of him.

He deflated like the Goodyear blimp. He just dwindled down into himself.

Jill laughed. “Good boy.”

He looked at me, and he was so conflicted. His secret was out. He knew that she knew that he was wearing women’s underwear, and getting hand jobs, and…and was right on the edge of squirting.

“You told…you told…”

“And how are you feeling now?”

“Humiliated.”

“And hard.”

“Embarrassed.”

“And hard.”

“Ashamed.”

Jill squeezed his hand. “Aw. Poor boy. Has a cock that women dream of, and he’s going to get lucky tonight.”

“Maybe,” I said.

Ron looked back and forth between us, then focused on me. “Maybe?”

“I really don’t want you to cum.”

“So we’re not going to fuck tonight?”

“Well, I said you could jack off, but now I don’t even want you to do that.”

“But…”

“I’ve got something better in mind.”

“What?”

At that moment Jose came by to check on us.

“Bad Jose!” I admonished.

“He became quite serious. Jose is a charm, and he takes anything you say to heart.

“Is there something more I can do?”

“Jose, you haven’t kept us in suds.”

We could see his Latin mind working around the words, then he brightened up. “Oh, suds…like dreenk!”

“Exactly. Now, I’ll take six bourbon and Cokes. And Jill, what do you want?”

Jill ordered for herself and Tom, and I added, “Fast service for big tips, amigo.”

The dollar signs flickered in Jose’s eyes, and he sprinted off to fill our order.

And Tom came back, holding his tee shirt up so we could see.

Hally Halston

Right over the right nipple. And her lip print was right on his nipple.

“See? It was her!”

We all laughed, admired the lips on his nipple, and Jose returned with the drinks.

And the party really got started.

We drank until midnight. Tom and Jill kept their high, and Ron got riotous. He was horny, excited, desperate, frustrated, and I made sure he had a drink in his hand the whole night.

By midnight we had reached a comfortable peak. Tom and Jill were laughing and happy and ready to go home and go to bed.

Ron was ready to go anywhere and do anything. He would have taken off his clothes and danced naked on Sunset if I had asked him.

I was just a little high.

So we departed that place of frivolity, and I drove home.

Ron wanted to, but he was in no condition. The fact was that he would have been a drunken mess, except he was horny. That was keeping an edge of sobriety on him.

So I drove, and he played with the radio, and we sauntered through the smog laden Hollywood scene. Call girls on Hollywood Blvd. Rap music blaring from a dozen cars at the In and Out fast food place next to Hollywood High. Police cars sharking along the streets, looking for trouble.

“You told Jill I was…you were…”

“I did. It really made it hotter, didn’t it?”

“Well, it was hot.”

“Did you like staring at her tits?”

“Uh…”

“She has a great set, doesn’t she?”

“Well, uh…”

“Would you like to fuck her?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

Even drunk, that registered in his simple cranium.

“What? Why not? I’m your husband!”

“So where does it say in our marriage vows that I have to lay down and spread my legs whenever you say?”

He blinked.

“Marriage vows were written by a man, and they are pronounced by a man, and they are designed to make a woman a victim.”

“But…you…I…”

He was not only drunk, he was flabbergasted. His drunken mind couldn’t even begin to cope with what I was saying.

“So we are going to rewrite our marriage vows tonight. And we’re going to rewrite them so they benefit the woman for a change.”

“But…you…I…”

“First, you will wear what I want you to wear. And since we are the same size, except for tits, we will be able to trade dresses and underwear and even make up.”

“What?” He actually reeled in his seat, as if I had punched him.

“You heard me right. And, as for your tits…I’ve been giving you hormones. And they will start taking effect in the not too distant future. Yes, hubbie of mine, you are about to grow a pair. A real pair. Do you think you will like wearing tits?”

“But…are you…” his mind was sorting through what I had said and he was having a lot of difficulty. Male minds. They just aren’t built to cope.

“And if the hormones don’t work well enough, I’m going to get you breast implants. If we’re going to stay married then I want my man to have some righteous tits. The kind of tits I can be proud of.”

Ron went silent. I let him be for a few moments, we were getting close to home, and I asked, “What are you thinking?”

“You’ve been giving me hormones?”

“Yep. Industrial strength. The best money can buy. Within a week you’ll go through an extra horny stage, so we have to change your sexual preferences before then. I’m not going to waste my time laying down or sucking on you all hours of the day. That’s for a world designed by men. So we’ll change the way we do sex, and you’ll like it. I’ve been reading up on it, and all men do.”

“What kind of hormones?”

“Lots of estrogen. I haven’t totally canceled out your dick. After you go through the extra horny stage you’ll probably shrink a little, but you won’t go limp. You’ll be less able, and that will probably make you more horny. And I’m not going to let you in me. I find a dildo so much more pleasurable. A dildo doesn’t suddenly go limp and crawl away and leave me high and dry. Oh, you’ll still get in me, every once in a while, when I feel like the warmth and heat of flesh. But you won’t be cumming in me anymore. Mostly, I’ll be getting in you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked in shock.

“Oh, I like that. I want you to start speaking in a higher voice.”

“But…why? Why are you doing this?”

“I’ve been reading, and it turns out that you're not alone. More than half a percent of the people in the United States are transgender. I’ve always thought you a little soft, in spite of your macho posturing, and I decided it was time for you to go all the way and discover your true self.

“But…I don’t want to!”

“You don’t know if you want to until you’ve tried it.”

“But I don’t want to try it!”

“Did you like wearing nylons and bra tonight?”

“Well…no.”

I laughed. “the bull shat and you stepped in it. You were having more fun than Bill Clinton on Epstein’s Island.”

“But…”

I turned into our driveway.

“I’m not going to do it.”

I turned to him. “Let’s go in and discuss it.”

“I don’t want to talk…”

I lost the rest of his words because I was already out of the car and half up the walk to the front door.

I heard his door slam and he hurried after me.

Inside, I went right to the liquor cabinet and poured him his favorite. He stood in the doorway, pouting. I put the glass on the table and went back to mix myself a wine spritzer.

When I turned around he had sat, and was huddled over his drink, no doubt feeling sorry for himself. I sat down across from him and leaned back.

“So. Tell me why you don’t want to have an adventure.”

“Because I’m a man! I was born a man! I like being a man!”

“But you married me, and I’m sick of you being a man. Especially a weak willed, namby pamby one.”

“That’s unfair of you to say…”

He blathered on, and I took off my jacket. He stopped talking. I sat there, in a bra. My large breasts pointing over the half bra at him. My nipples were erect.

“You see these nipples?”

He gulped.

“They are erect at the idea of you doing what I want you to do. You’ve been in charge too long, and now I’m taking charge, and these nipples are excited at that.”

“But…”

“Furthermore, they are showing my excitement for the idea of you wearing those nylons, that bra. I can’t wait to dress you up all the way.”

“But I don’t—“

“Shut up.”

I was proud, happy, in command. He was drunk, compromised in dress, and conflicted because he liked it. He simply couldn’t argue against his cock.

“These are the new rules of our marriage.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything I continued.

“When we go somewhere I will always drive. You will do the laundry, and I want you to hand wash our lingerie. I will tell you when you can dress as a man, there will be times when I want people to think we are still traditional in our marriage. But some of the time, and all the time around the house, you will be in full female dress, including make up. You will do the dishes. You will run the vacuum, do the lawn, and all the chores. And your reward, if you do these things quickly and promptly, is that once a month I will drain you. You will, of course, be expected to give me as much oral sex as I wish. I will order a chastity tube, and…and that’s about it. Do you have any reservations before you say ‘I do?’”

Oh, he had reservations, but…I had decided, and so it was a done deal. He just had to learn to deal with it.

As we talked, I kept his glass filled. I was going to have to make sure he stayed drunk for a couple of days, until I had him completely changed over.

Finally, he ran out of objections. Talk wise, that is.

Mentally, emotionally, he was a mess, but I had expected that. After all, this was a total role reversal, a power exchange of significant magnitude. Tell the truth, I expected more fireworks from him. But, then, he had never been really all that manly.

It was about four in the morning when I took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

He was sloshed, but he would remember this all on the morrow.

I sat him on the bed and I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. I tossed it on the floor and said, “You can pick it up tomorrow, when you do the wash.”

He opened his mouth and I covered it with my hand. “Don’t talk, you’ve had your chance to talk, now it’s time to play a little, and get you used to your new role.

Still, he would have said something, but I took off his shoes, tossed them aside, and pulled down his cargo pants.

His cock was about as erect as I had ever seen it. It was red enough to be angry, and maybe it was, but I was brooking no nonsense. I grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Say ‘I do.’”

He didn’t.

So I took him in my mouth and began working him.

“Say ‘I do.’”

Oh, Lord, he resisted. But he didn’t stand a chance.

I twisted his nipples, sucked on them. I ground my pussy on his face. I even sat on his penis, let him feel that golden tube for awhile.

Before he could cum, however, I got off. Went back to sucking.

“Say ‘I do.’”

It took me an hour. An hour of him gasping, and gulping, and trying to talk, but he really had no chance.

“Okay! I will! I do! Anything you want! But, please…let me cum!”

“I will, sort of.”

“Sort of?” His eyes were bloodshot, his mouth was slack, he was desperate.

“For the life of our marriage, you have been fucking me. Didn’t matter if I didn’t feel like it, I had to do it. If you were horny, no matter what, even if I had my period, you got your way. Now the high heel is on the other foot, and I’m going to get my way.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means shut up, my darling bride, and this will be the marriage of our life. Come here.”

I tugged him across the room and sat him in the chair in front of my vanity table. I took out my nail kit and began preparing his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you a proper set of fingernails. the ones you’ve got are battered and chipped and downright ugly.”

He tried to take his hand away. I pulled it right back. I glared into his eyes. “You either let me do this, or you get your shit together and get out. I’m in charge now, and this is my house, and if you want to live here then you have to do what I say.”

“But the man is in charge!”

“You said ‘I do.’ You knew the new rules. Now you do what I say, or I kick you the fuck out.”

He looked like soaked owl, sad and wide-eyed.

I pressed red fingernails on him. I used super glue, so he was going to be living with these for a while. He could wear gloves if I wanted him to go out like a man, but…now he was going to have a woman’s hands.

“I’ll do your toes tomorrow, and you can learn to do your own nails over the next few weeks, hopefully by the time the hormones are in full swing you’ll have figured it out.”

“And if I haven’t?” he blubbered.

“Then everybody will laugh at what an ugly woman you are.”

I moisturized and cleansed his face. I primed it, put some foundation on it, and then introduced some color. I hid his masculine lines and shadows and softened and feminized his face. I went to work on his eyes, and all the time he kept trying to talk his way out of it.

But it was too late. I had made up my mind, he had agreed, and it was a done deal. And I wasn’t about to give up my new found power…no way, no how.

The breaking point was the lipstick. There is something so powerful about lipstick, and the redder it is the more powerful it is. I had plumped his lips, they were nice and fat, and I painted them red. Long lasting lipstick. Very shiny. I made him look at himself in the mirror, and he was fascinated.

He was also growing tired. I had to hurry up before the moment passed.

I got out my wig and put it on him. Beautiful. Now he truly looked like a girl.

Then I pulled a dress over his head, and even made him put on high heels.

He stood in front of the mirror, absolutely gorgeous, and then I took pictures.

He stood, saw himself, and was amazed, and that changed him.

“I actually look like a woman!”  he murmured.

“At heart, you are a woman. You’re always been a woman. As I said, a bit more than half a percent of the people in the United States are the wrong sex, and I have always known that you were one of them. Now you know, and now you can start having fun with your life. Are you ready to consummate our new marriage?”

“Consu—what do you mean?”

I went to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out the package I had order some weeks before, when I had been planning this whole scene.

I began putting it on and his eyes grew wider. Much wider.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m about to shove this dick up your ass, if you don’t mind. And even if you do.” I lubed up the plastic penis. Lots of lube. I wanted this to go in easily.

“I don’t think…” he was trying to back away, but I had the strap on on now, and my hands were free. He tried to get past me to leave the room, but he was awkward in his high heels. I grabbed him and swung him around, propelled him towards the bed. I wasn’t as strong as him, but I was definitely more sober than him.

He hit the bed and lay on his belly.

I moved up behind him and lifted his skirt.

“What are you…”

I pushed him forward on the bed.

I moved between his legs and pulled his panties down.

He tried to climb up on the bed to get away, and that was exactly what I wanted. Him mid climb, I pushed, and the head of my penis popped into his rectum.

“Oh!” He jerked his hips forward, which braced them against the edge of the bed, and that gave me more access and better leverage. I pushed, and went in. All the way in.

He made a squeaking sort of a sound, and he fell forward and grabbed the sheets of the bed with his fists.

I began to move in and out, nice, even strokes. He didn’t have the leverage to get away, and my weight kept him down.

“Hey…hey…hey…!

“Yes,” I whispered.

I continued entering him, pulling back, and, since he couldn’t get away, it became familiar, and he began to accept my rhythm.

“Stop that!” He cried weakly.

As if I would!

I kept him pinning and started wiggling it around inside him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

I moved my hands to his hips, held them firmly, and corkscrewed my way into his fine ass.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered, and his ass, his sexy ass, began to move back against me.

I picked up speed, now that he was liking it. I began to move harder and harder, and he gasped and went with it.

For long minutes I pushed into him, then I slowed down. He was ripe, and maybe I could drain him.

I leaned on him and kissed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to put pressure on your prostate. It you’re lucky you might get a cum, maybe even get rid of some of that nasty sperm you’ve been storing up.”

He said something, I think he tried to nod, then I raised myself and pushed down on his butt. I pulled half out and worked the dildo around inside him.

I felt it when when the tip of my dick found his prostate. And he felt it, too. He grunted, and said, “I’m going to pee.”

“Go ahead. Relax. Let it happen.”

He did. He had given himself up to me, had submitted to my weight and authority, and he relaxed and wiggled his butt a bit, and the semen started to come out of his pecker. It spread across the front of his panties, and he groaned in happiness.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“I’ll do this once a month to you, if you’re a good girl.

“I will be,” he muttered.

Then we were done. He was drained, and convinced of the glory of anal sex.

Life is good now. He goes to work as a man, with female underwear underneath his suit, of course.

As soon as he comes home he changes into a woman and does his chores.

He loves me, and gives me as much cunnilingus as I can handle. And I can handle a lot.

He hasn’t been back inside of me for months, but that’s okay. I’ve got a dildo. And sometimes, if he’s good, I let him wear it. It’s nice to see the frustration on his face as he acts like a man without feeling a thing. It’s good to remind him of what he once was.

And he’s goto a tremendous set of ta tas now. Bigger than mine. No need for implants, he was really ready, hormonally speaking, to be a woman.

And once a month, or more, if he needs it, I remind him who’s boss. I put on that strap on and show him who man in this relationship is.

And he likes it.

And the only pity is that  more women don’t do this. The world would be a much kinder place if they did.

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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A Note from the Author!

Hey guys and gals.

I hope you enjoyed this little tale of Ron and Rhonda.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace
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And if you want to stick with the shorts,
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

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

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

Too Tough to Feminize

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

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

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

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

The Stepforth Husband

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

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘I Feminized Him in One Day!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door 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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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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