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PART ONE

I stood outside the large conference room of Smothers, Costello and Hardy. Two big doors, inside which were assembled the owners of the firm.  Two old men and a lady with the power of legal life and death. They could squash a career with a raise of the eyebrows. Even judges walked carefully when these three people were involved.

And what the heck did they want with me? I had been working hard. I won most of my cases, I think…I had been working so hard lately that I wasn’t sure what my statistics were. I had worked with Smothers on a big case that ended up getting tossed. Kudos to me. And…what could they want?

God, I hoped I wasn’t going to get fired. Why was I being summoned? Did I screw up on the US v Samson case? Or maybe it was…well, heck, no matter what it was the only thing I could do was push through and find out.

Crossing my fingers I pushed on the double doors and stepped into the realm of the mighty.

Smothers sat at the end of the long table. He was the silent partner. He just walked around and peered over people’s shoulders and said, “Mmmm,” and then you might get a letter praising you…or advising you to search for new employment.

Costello, he was round and had big laugh lines on his face. But when he stopped laughing you’d better know how to duck.

And Hardy. Ms Hardy. A ball buster in a straight suit. It was hard to imagine her ever smiling, or having breasts, or saying a kind word. She wouldn’t say thanks if you gave her a million dollars. Not that she needed a million dollars.

“Hello, Jenny,” Smothers opened the ball. Costello sat back. Hardy glared. But did she have any facial expression except a glare?

“Good morning, Sirs and Ma’am.”

Costello smiled wanly, and flicked the ash of his cigar into a tray on the long, shiny surface.

“Jenny, Mrs Hardings. When we call a meeting such as this, it is usually to fire somebody.”

Smothers was doing the talking. The silent one. The decision maker. Oh, God! What had I done? I was getting fired! I knew it!

“This can be quite odious, and we have often considered just letting some lower level minion do the firing.”

There went the job I loved. There went my big bucks salary. I would be reduced to being a housewife. For how could I work for a lesser firm, or in a lesser position, after this?

“It is a nice change when we can make somebody a senior partner.”

My jaw dropped, and I was totally unprofessional when I blurted, “Really?”

Smothers laughed, Costello and Hardy…they actually smiled! And Ms Hardy’s face didn’t crack into little pieces and fall on the floor.

I just stood there, trembling, and I was actually speechless. From a moment of worry, sure that I was going to be fired, I had been elevated to a day with the Gods. My salary, already hefty, would skyrocket! I would get more choice in the cases I pursued! I would be respected and…and… “Thank you,” I finally managed to say.

“We thank you,” Smothers grinned. “We’ve been watching you, and when you managed to get that case tossed two months…well, that was the clincher. You saved us your salary for a year on that one.”

Dazed, I stood there while they said nice things about me. I tried to be coherent, but I wasn’t always, but they understood. They were the Gods of Dreams as far as I was concerned, and they had just made my dream come true.

“Take the rest of the week off,” Smothers advised, when the meeting was almost over. “Do a little celebrating. Your new office will be ready for you on Monday.”

And Ms Hardy offered, “And you should go to HR and talk to them about a secretary.”

And Costello hugged me. Actually hugged me!

Smiling, near to tears, I thanked them all once again, and staggered out of the office.

Oh, my God! Senior Partner! I was now officially in the big boys club. My career, my life was made.

I went to my office, picked up my purse and strode to the elevator. And people came out to congratulate me. I felt like a queen striding to her coronation.

I drove my Beamer out of the parking garage and headed for home. It was Monday morning, I had a whole week off, and I couldn’t wait to get home. Don would be so happy for me. He was a writer on the internet. He didn’t make much money, but this would put us over the top. He would have more time to write his novel, and I could see a future bright with greatness.

So thinking, I pulled into the liquor store parking lot and headed into the store. I bought a bottle of Armand De Brignac Rose French Champagne—$500 a bottle, but I could afford it now—and was on the road again.

Partner. And I was young. I had been lucky, but I had worked hard enough to make that luck work.

The top was down, the music was on, and I sped through town.

We live in a split level in a gated community. I went through the gate and stopped. My street was blocked. They were doing some construction. Argh. But, my mood was so good I just parked the Beamer in the community parking lot and walked down the street, pink bottle in hand and a song in my heart.

I had switched my heels for low pumps, so much more comfortable, and I walked up the drive to our house. Since the garage was open, I entered through the garage and the kitchen.

I took a moment to peel the foil off the top of the bottle, and listened to the music coming from the bedroom on the far end of the house. Sade. The Greatest Taboo. Sweet music for a sweet day.

Smiling, I walked through the living room, up the short flight of wide steps, and down the hallway. I could hear the music getting louder.

I was holding the champagne bottle and two flutes in one hand, and my cell phone in the other. I wanted to record this moment. See the delighted look on his face when I sprang the news on him.

I put my thumb under the cork and started taking video with my cell. He was in the bedroom, and I was going to jump through the door, pop the cork, and start the celebration with a bang.

I took a deep breath, had a huge grin on my face, and I leaped.

First, the cork went off, and with a bang. And champagne, $500 champagne, jetted and bubbled onto the carpet.

And why didn’t I catch the champagne in one of the flutes I was holding?

Because my husband, my loving husband, Don, who said he would love me forever, was balls deep in Sherry Jansen, who lived next door.

“AIEEE!” Sherry screamed and leaped off Don.

Don sat up, white faced, and he had just popped his own cork, and it was spitting all over the bed.

Our bed. My bed. The marriage bed.

I am known for being a fast thinker. I have surprised many a foe in the courtroom, and slaughtered them, with a few quick words.

This time, however, and for the second time this day, I might add, I was almost speechless. Brain stunned. Mind locked. All I said was, “Don?”

To which he brilliantly replied, “Jenny?”

And Sherry Jansen ran past me, clutching clothes and crying.

Well, heck. If she didn’t want to cry she shouldn’t have fucked my husband, right?

I turned around and walked back to the living room. I filled a flute and had a sip. Good stuff. And watched the video I had recorded on my cell phone.

A few minutes later Don entered the living room. Oh, Lord, he had the most sheepish, guilty, caught expression on his face.

Don is a handsome fellow. Almost too handsome. His face is a bit oval, he’s got a pert nose, and he’s not a big man.

Now, betrayed, I thought he looked like a weak man.

He was not big and possessed of muscles, he was slender, and not much taller than me.

But, though he wasn’t the manly sort, though he was more of a pretty boy, I loved him.

Sitting there, watching him skulk into the room and sit down opposite me, my heart felt like it was going down in flames.

And with Sherry Jansen, of all people.

I’m built pretty well, and I work out a lot to make sure that I stay fit. And I’ve got a good face, and I always wear make up so that I present a good appearance in court, or in whatever I do.

Sherry Jansen is a cow.

Don’t think me spiteful, but she is 30 pounds overweight, and her only redeeming feature is her over-sized tits. And she was definitely not appealing without any clothes on.

A cow.

But apparently Don preferred a cow over my svelte body. Maybe my tits, which weren’t big, but they weren’t small either, weren’t big enough for him.

I sipped my champagne, and considered him.

He was dressed now, wearing jeans and a tee, and sandals, his hair mussed, and he trieed to explain himself.

“Honey, I’m sorry…it was just…one of those things. I didn’t mean to…” he blathered on and on, and I ignored his words and studied his face.

Finally, he was done. He had had his say, and he didn’t know that the cell phone on the table was recording his every word. He had now, in addition to being caught ’in flagrante delicto,’ which is to be caught in the commission of a crime, he had confessed. And it was all on video.

I took another sip, then picked up my phone and tapped the screen a few times.

“What are you doing?”

I ignored him, waited for a second, then picked up the TV remote.

“Honey?”

“I want you to watch something.”

The big screen came on. I quickly set it to synch with my phone, and…there he was.

The picture blurred, and then shook a bit, but the scene came into focus. Sherry’s big ass on top, shaking and quaking as she twerked him. Then the sound of the popping cork, like a gunshot, and I noted that the cork flew through the scene, hit the ceiling, hit the bed, and bounced off into somewhere.

Sherry looking over her shoulder, then turning, her big tits flying around, a look of shock on her face. Then leaping, big tits flopping, a cow in flight, off the bed to reveal, Don, sitting up, and the look of realization, and stunned surprise.

Of especial interest was the way his cock pulsed and spurted. I had caught him at the exact, precise moment of orgasm, and he had squirted a blast equal to the jet of the champagne, and he had bubbled just as freely.

“Honey, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to cheat. It was just one of those—“

I held up a finger. “It’s not over.”

I tapped the screen of my cell phone and the scene I had just recorded was on the big screen. Him slinking into the picture and sitting on the couch. Him apologizing for cheating. Him with his handsome, hangdog persona.

Fucker.

When it was over I told him, “I have uploaded this to the cloud. Everything is now in my secure, password protected company files.”

“What are you…” he looked confused.

“Honey,” I said, biting the word out, “I just got promoted. I’m now a senior partner. The second happiest day of my life, the first being when I married you. Oh, excuse me, it now is the happiest day, because my previous happiest day, my marriage, has fallen apart.”

“I can explain….it was Sherry! She—“

“She came over to borrow a cup of sugar and fell on your dick. Clumsy girl.”

“No! I—“

I held a hand up. “I was going to…I brought home a bottle of $500 champagne, which I was going to share with you. A toast to our new life together. Now I find myself drinking alone, and wondering what to do with you.”

He leaned forward and begging was in his eyes, his voice. “Jenny. I am sorry. I will spend the rest of my life making up for this.”

“Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“An ironclad contract?”

“Oh, yes. Baby, I am so sorry. And I will…” he blathered on about how he was going to turn over a new leaf, he was going to work harder than ever. He was going to sell a book and…

And I sort of tuned it out and just watched him.

He had cheated. He had betrayed. He had strayed. But…I still loved him.

With all the pain in my heart…I still loved him.

But I couldn’t live with this pain in my heart.

But if I stayed with him…then I had to make sure this never happened again.

“Shut up,” I said, in a most conversational manner.

He stopped his blither blather and waited.

I sighed. Poured some more champagne. The bottle was down a quarter, and it was pretty good stuff. Sizzled to the taste, but softly. Lingered on the tongue, sweetly. Made the head feel like it was in clouds, happy like the Gods.

“Well, Don, my asshole husband. I have heard your pitiful excuses, and I have considered all the evidence, and I am about to hand down judgement.”

“Honey—“

“Shut,” I spit the word out, shutting him up.

“You will spend the next year waiting on me hand and foot. You won’t be writing much, because you’ll be doing other things.”

“”What other things?” His brow furrowed in worry.

“Things like cleaning the house, working as my secretary, dressing up pretty so I won’t be offended by your slovenly character.”

“I’m not—“

“In short, dear husband of mine, if you want to stay married…if you don’t want those videos of you cheating on your wife, and then whining about how it’s not your fault on Facebutt…you will do everything I say for one year.”

“But—“

“To be succinct…baby, I’m going to make you my bitch.”

He blinked and his mouth shut like a trap.

I took another sip and smiled at him.

It wasn’t a nice smile.

How do you fix a marriage gone wrong? I had seen so many messed up marriages in court. Two people, sworn to love each other, and then they let their dicks go on the hunt, or their cunts.

Doesn’t matter who’s involved, families are destroyed, hearts shattered…people cheat.

How do you stop a man from cheating?

Monitor them? GPS their genitals? Put a bell on the ends of their dicks?

Yep.

But…I have to tell you…even that won’t stop a man from going on the hunt. Once a man’s dick gets hard he is willing to put it in the strangest places. And it is always hard.

So, I needed to keep Don busy. I needed him working at home, working so hard that he didn’t have time to exercise his stupid cock.

And, I needed to keep him busy when I wasn’t there. And that meant that I had to take him to work with me. But I couldn't have him sit in a corner on a high chair while I worked.

I did, however, need a secretary.

But, even with all those safeguards in place…a man would find a way. And if not with a woman, then with his own hand.

Yes, I knew Don jacked off, and I didn’t care. I worked long and hard, and I would rather have him flogging the chicken than putting his cock in some diseased skank’s hole. A diseased skank like Sherry Jansen.

But, with all those safeguards in place, even if Don didn’t have a way, a woman might come along, such as Sherry Jansen had, and decide to scratch her own itch.

So I had to make Don unappealing to women. So…I was going to dress him up. Make him look like a woman.

Oh, there would still be women that might like that, but between making him into a transvestite, which is what he would be when he was dressed as a maid or a secretary, and working for me, I had shut down most possibilities.

So, on that dismal afternoon when I found out I had been cuckqueaned, I took a final sip of my delicious champagne, put the cork in it, and said, “Champagne in the fridge. Clean these flutes. I’ll be waiting for you in the bedroom.”

Waiting for you in the bedroom. How diabolical. Usually that meant I would be waiting with legs spread, bare tits waiting for a little pleasure, ready to receive his voracious cock.

Not any more. Not for a year.

He stood up, wanted to say something, misery was written on his face, but I strode past him without a glance.

Five minutes later he dragged his worthless carcass into the bedroom.

“I expect you to be cheerful, or at least keep your moroseness to yourself.”

He opened his mouth, but the look in my eyes shut him down.

“Straighten up,” I snapped.

He made a show of putting his shoulders back, but it was pretty uninspired.

I pointed to a bottle of Nair sitting on my vanity table. “Get rid of your hair below the neck.”

He went to the vanity, picked up the bottle and looked at it. He spun and said, “I’m not—“

I had my cell phone ready, and I started tapping the screen.

“What are you…”

“Note to self,” I stated into the phone. “New file. Divorce. Subject Don Hardings.”

“Wait a minute!” He rubbed his forehead in frustration. “We have to talk about this!”

“You’re already talked with your dick. Now, get into the shower, cheerfully, and get rid of your hair.”

“But I’ve apologized and we really need to—“

“This finger is about to send an upload to Youtube. At that point the divorce will happen. Right now, if you follow my instructions for the next year, there is hope. At the end of the year, should you wish, you may have a divorce. But for one year, you son of a bitch, I am going to control you.”

“But why?” he begged, and he actually fell to his knees. “Don’t press it, just give me a chance. Why are you doing this?”

“To give you a chance? To train you for whoever you choose to be with if you choose to leave me after a year.” I shrugged. “What does it matter? If you want to retain any shred of dignity…if you want a chance to remain in this marriage, then say ‘yes, ma’am.’ And do it now, because my finger is getting heavy.”

“But—“

“Yes, ma’am. Three seconds.”

“But you can’t—“

“Two.”

“We need to—“

“One.”

I started to lower my finger and he reached out, as if to grab my knees, and yelled, “Yes, ma’am.”

I smiled a hard smile, and he knew how close he had come. “Get rid of your hair.”

Dismally, he got to his feet, turned, and headed for the bathroom.

Fifteen minutes later he stood in front of me. Naked. Not a hair on his worthless butt. And I chastised myself. I was pissed, but I had to stop thinking of him in negative terms. I had to stop thinking of him as a worthless, scum bag cheater. After all, he was going to be working for me, and you have to treat your employees with a degree of respect.

“Here you go, Donna.” I had laid out panties and bra and a house dress. The house dress was blue with white lilies on it. It was loose fitting, but it was all I had at the moment.

Also on the bed were nylons, and next to the bed were some high heels I had bought but found they were a bit big for me. they would fit him fine.

He wanted to talk, and in the worst way. But I didn’t give him a chance. I just glared and dared.

He pulled up the panties, and his cock immediately sprouted. I mean, it was so fast I blinked. He is average in the cock department, but it looked so big in my silk panties. How interesting. And I actually felt a perk of interest.

He struggled to figure out how to put on the bra, but he finally did it, and he stood there, pink panties and pink bra, and I knew I was going to have to get him breast forms. And then I had a stray thought that was logical, but surprising, and almost caught me by surprise.

Implants.

And I felt that interest perking a bit more. Down there. Like an itch that needed to be scratched.

But I was till pissed, and I wasn’t in the mood for scratching.

He pulled on the nylons, making a mess, and I had to have him take them off. I showed him how to unroll them up his legs, and he did so.

His cock was pushing the panties out. Hard. I stared at his penis. God, I had just gotten promoted, I was half drunk, and I actually wanted a penis in me!

He pulled on the dress and stood in front of me. A forlorn mess of femininity. He was going to take a lot of work.

“Sit down,” I told him, and I pointed to the vanity table.

He sat, and watched me through miserable eyes.

I sat to the side and got out my nail kit. I took his hand, the same hand that had caressed me and loved me, and began preparing it for nails.

“I really don’t think you should do this,” he muttered.

“Servants should be seen and not heard,” I responded, as I filed and sanded.

“I’m not your servant.”

“One year. Or I upload the videos, start the divorce, and throw you out of the house on your cheating ear.”

I was feeling pretty calm now. The champagne was still in me, and I had had a chance to just take a breath.

“You can’t throw me out! This is my house, too!”

“Don’t you remember, ‘dear?’” I said the dear very sarcastically. “When I started making more money we needed the write offs, and this house is in my name.”

“But…it’s our house?”

“Until you broke your marriage vows. Now it is my house, and you are living on my good will until the year is up.”

He went silent as I fitted nails to his fingers.

He had good hands, long and slender fingers, and his nails were oval, not the spatulate shape that many men had.

I used my strongest glue and pressed the nails on. A minute for each finger, and ten minutes later he had claws. They were unpainted claws, though, so I got out the red.

Sexy red. Blood red. A very powerful color on a woman’s hands, or her lips.

I looked up at his lips. Yes. Red lips. that would certainly do him.

I painted his nails quickly but efficiently. Quick strokes from the cuticle down to the tip, and smell was delicious. I have always been one of those women that love the smell of nail polish.

After his nails had dried I put a coat of protective lacquer on them. He was staring at them, and it was like he was in shock. I, of course, had a wry smile on my face. This was getting to be fun.

And, I’ll be honest, I still had that itch in my groin. And, if anything, it was getting itchier.

But there was no way I was going to fuck him. Not for a year. I wanted him to feel total and utter frustration for that year.

“You can practice on your toes this evening, after you finish cleaning the house.”

“Cleaning the…” he sounded dazed. Probably the shock of finding himself in a dress and having beautiful fingernails.

“Now then, slip on those high heels and let’s start your lessons.”

“Lessons?”

“Lessons. If you’re going to be my secretary you need to be indistinguishable form the other women in the office.”

“Your office? But…you’re serious?”

“As a wart on a dead man’s forehead.” I poked my finger square in the middle of his forehead to emphasize.

He jerked back, and the look in his eyes was confused, dazed, and…wild.

He got up and went to the high heels. He picked them up and looked at them. He looked so lost that I almost chuckled.

How amazing. I had gone from pissed off bitch from hell to pleased pussy from heaven, and just from feminizing my husband.

Most interesting, and I wondered why other women hadn’t figured this out.

I mean, why have a hairy, bully boy hubby giving you commands when you could just soften him up and bend him to your will?

And Don…Donna…was definitely proving malleable.

He sat on the bed and slipped his foot into the heel. Then the other one.

I was actually a bit surprised at how good a fit they were. It was almost like I had bought them for him. His toes were hidden in the pointy tips, his calves had a beautiful curve to them, and it even made his butt pooch out a bit. Baby got back.

I had to control myself that I didn’t smile.

He looked at me. A clumsy man in woman’s clothing.

“We’ll start you on make up later. Right now I want to get you used to moving like a woman.”

He stood like a lummox, so I said, “Walk towards me.”

He took a step and his ankle gave way. The next few steps were a staggering mess.

“Go back.”

He did.

“Now, one foot in front of the other, on a line, and control your ankles.”

Now that he knew his weak points, he was able to focus on them. He tried to keep his ankles from breaking, and managed to walk across the room without too much problem.

“Good. Do it again. Back and forth.”

For ten minutes he walked, and I coached him. At the end of ten minutes he was already tired. I walked down the hallway. “Come along.”

He followed me, and when he reached the steps I said, “Do it again, and make your heels click.”

“Oh, the look on his face. It was just getting worse and worse. But better and better for me. Seeing him so uncoordinated and weak, it was starting to make me wet.

I mean, I was in total control!

And, confession time, I was something of a control freak. Well, how do you think I made senior partner? Drive, baby. Drive. And the desire to be top dog, in control, and able to get the job done.

Donna walked back and forth for ten minutes, and he was getting sorer and sorer. High heels will do that to you, and especially if you have never worn them before.

By the end, however, though his calves ached, he was starting to understand how to place your foot to make the best click.

Heck, it was sexy.

But, sexy aside, there were more things to be done.

“Come with me,” I descended the short steps to the living room level.

He followed, and almost took a header. He was just so klutzy that I almost giggled.

“Again,” I said, keeping my face stoic.

Up and down the steps, learning how to turn his feet so he didn’t trip, learning how high to lift his legs so he cold make it to the next step.

“A step is 7 inches up, and your heels add five inches. So you must lift your foot a foot.”

“Damn,” he muttered.

“Servants don’t swear!” I snapped.

He gave me a resentful look, and I stomped over to him. “Listen, you,” I grabbed the front of his dress with one hand. “Don’t you ever look at me like that again!” And I slapped him. Right in the face. And it was a pretty good slap, too. It didn’t rattle his teeth, but it left a red hand mark on his face.

His eyes opened in shock.

“Now, apologize.”

“I’m sorry!” burst out of him.

I think that moment affected him more than anything. That I would actually get physically violent. I never got violent, and he didn’t know what to do.

I pushed him back and stepped back myself. “Now, start climbing those steps!”

He did, and I exulted inside.

And, my pussy. It was definitely moist. Heck, I was going to need a pad if it got much wetter.

And he went up and down the steps.


PART TWO

Later that day, Donna was washing windows, inside and out, and dying of embarrassment. We had hedges around the house, but people passing by could still see him by looking up the drive, or if they were tall enough they could look over the hedges.

Too bad, so sad.

She had made her bed, for the next year, and now she had to lay in it.

I, of course, had some preparations to make.

First and foremost, could I hire my husband as my secretary? This should have been a toughie, but I had an ace up my sleeve. I dialed the law firm number and asked for HR.

“Human Resources, Betty. How may I help you?”

“I need my cunt cleaned.”

She responded without a beat. “Impossible to clean out something that filthy.”

We laughed, and she said, “Congrats, girlfriend. You deserve it.” And we chatted.

Betty Marx is an old and dear friend. We started at the company at the same time, commiserated when we were picked on, celebrated when we weren’t, and if there was anybody who could help me get Donna hired it was the head of HR.

So we talked, and I wormed around to it, and, finally: “Betty, I’ve got a humungous problem.”

“Problems are my middle name, GF. Lay it on me.”

“I caught Don fucking a neighbor.”

A momentary silence, then, “You can borrow my gun.”

“Thanks, but I’ve got something more devious in mind.”

She listened, and I laid out the program I had assigned Don for his punishment.

“Oh, my God! You’re really going to make him wear a dress and everything?”

“And make up and heels and make him grow his hair long.”

“So what can I do for you?”

“I want to hire him.”

“Hire him?” her confusion was evident.

“In addition to making him dress like a woman, I need to keep him busy. That means plenty of work at home. And during the day I would like him to be my secretary.”

Silence.

And, to be truthful, I didn’t expect this to work. I didn’t know what I would do if it didn’t, maybe chain him to tree or something, but…but Betty said, “Yes.”

“What?” I couldn’t believe my ears.

“There may be some problems, but I think we can do that.”

“How?” I really was mystified.

“Did you get your packet of new government regulations?”

“I haven’t read it, yet.”

“Well, read it. And pay attention to, um…” I heard the rattle of pages, “Page 43 section eight.”

“I will, but give me the capsule.”

“The government is giving tax breaks to companies that hire LGBTQ.”

“What?”

“The real problem is that you want to hire a member of the family.”

“Nepotism is a problem? But people hire their nephews and cousins all the time!”

“Usually just for the summer. But, using that as precedence, I’m pretty sure we can do this.”

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “Do you want to help me drink a $500 bottle of champagne?”

“Of course I do.”

“Then show up on Saturday afternoon, we’ll have a brunch, and I’ll have my new maid serve us.”

So the date was made, my plans for Donna went forward, and I was starting to feel some joy. I was about to feel more joy. I looked out the window and saw Roy Jansen walking up the street with his dogs.

I frowned, and knew I had to say something.

“Roy!” I called as he returned from his walk. His mutts were straining at the leashes, trying to pee on everybody’s roses, and he smiled at me. “Can I have a minute?”

“Sure. Let me put these two idiots in the yard…” He did so quickly, then turned to me.

“I came home this afternoon and this is what I found.” I turned the cell to him and clicked play.

He had a half smile on his face at the beginning, but that quickly evaporated. He put his hand up to his throat and his voice was tight. “Play that again.”

I did.

He stood there, and I felt bad. I had suddenly broken somebody. Somebody who was innocent, who went to work and brought home the bacon and certainly didn’t deserve to get hit with this.

But truth is truth, and he deserved to know.

The third time through, tears coming out of his eyes, I put my hand on his forearm. “Roy. I am going to make Don…Donna…wear female clothes for a year. He’s going to clean my house and be my secretary. It’s not much…but I would appreciate it if you didn’t shoot him.”

He shook his head, now the tears were streaming, yet his voice was clear. “I know this must have been tough, to show me this, and I thank you.”

“Is there anything I can say or do?”

“No.” He shook his head. His eyes, still shedding tears, had a look in them. It wasn’t a nice look. “I think I’ll go home now.”

“Sorry, Roy.” He was already entering his gate.

I walked slowly back to the house. I felt like crap, and getting crappier, when the yelling started.

I went into the house and called Donna.

“What?” She was almost surly, in her blue dress and apron. I had her polishing the silverware.

“Come with me.”

He followed me out to the front yard, and we could hear things being thrown, plates being shattered on walls. Maybe furniture overturned.

“That’s your doing,” I murmured.

There wasn’t much he could say to that, and we stood next to the hedge and listened.

It was mostly incoherent, with a word being understood every once in a while, then we heard the front door slam. We could see through the hedge, and Sherry Jansen walked down the walk. She was carrying a suitcase and sobbing. She got into her car and drove away.

I turned to Donna. “I could do that to you. I want to do that to you. But I believe in second chances. If you don’t want your second chance then tell me, or just back sass me. I’ll be glad to pack your suitcase.”

I walked back into the house.

It was evening now, and I had Donna vacuuming and washing the floors. We had a fair sized house, so it was going to take her a while. To keep myself busy…smile…I went on Amazon.

Amazon. The world’s new cheapest store. And a wonderful source for underwear for transvestites, dresses for cross dressers, breast cream to grow breasts on males, breast forms until the breasts came in, make up, wigs, jewelry, and everything a girl—or a boy who wanted to be a girl,—could want.

I started off with the underwear. Pink, flowery, low cut, thongs. I went to maid’s outfits. Fluffy black skirts with white blouses. High heels. Make up. Lots of make up.

Then I searched for wigs, and bought him several styles. If I wanted a change of personnel I could just go tell him to change his wig. I could even give the different women different names.

After wigs I searched for chastity tubes. Of course I did. Sturdy, metal ones, with thick locks. It was going to be a long year for my horny, little hubby. I had already noticed that he had had an erection ever since he put on his first panties, so I knew he was horny, that these clothes, maybe even the idea of being a woman, was going to kink him out.

Good.

Finally, he was done with the floors. When he presented himself to me, as I had commanded, I could tell that he was tired, and his legs had to be super sore from wearing the heels.

I repeat. Good.

“Can I take a break?” he asked.

“Nope. Sit down here. I’m going to curl your hair.”

“Curl my hair?” The idea sank into him, and he objected, “But I’ve got short hair!”

“Not that short, and I’ll be using little curlers.”

“But…but…”

“Sit.”

He sat on a pillow in front of me and I began working his hair.

I’m pretty good with hair. In college I had a part time job as a beautician. So I curled his hair quickly and efficiently, and I added highlights, and I even put a red ribbon to his right temple.

Got up, and he felt the curlers, and the ribbon. “What’s this?”

“Leave it there. It’s cute.”

He left it, but he kept glancing at mirrors and reflective surfaces until he realized what it was. When he did he gasped, and looked at me, and he wanted to take that ribbon out in the worst possible way.

But the look on my face stopped him.

“Go wash the door frames and light switches. I don’t want to see any smudges. Call when you’re ready for an inspection.

He walked out of that room like a man going to his own funeral.

Later that night, it was bedtime, I showed him to his room.

“But aren’t I going to sleep—“

“With me? Ha. I don’t want that dick to be anywhere near me. There’s no telling where it’s been.”

I opened the door to the guest room. I had thrown his clothes in the center of the floor. His good suits and and shirts were mixed with dirty athletic shoes and worn socks.

“You can sleep here. And make sure you clean your room before you go to bed. And…“

He looked at me.

“I suggest you jack off tonight. If you can after wasting yourself today on our ex-neighbor.

“Jack off?” That one puzzled him.

“Jack off. Like, masturbate. Play with yourself like a dirty-minded , little school boy.”

My words hurt, but he forced himself to ask, “Why?”

I didn’t answer him. I just shoved him into his room and closed the door.

I went to our bedroom, now ‘my’ bedroom, and got ready for bed. I took a long time brushing my teeth, and staring at myself in the mirror. I was having all sorts of thoughts. But not second thoughts.

Then I sat at my vanity and took off my make up and brushed my hair. Again, staring in the mirror.

Who was I? I knew who I was. But I didn’t know who my husband was. What had made him cheat? Was it just lusty desire bubbling over? Had I failed him in some way?

I didn’t know, and I finally managed to put the thoughts aside. It was he who had cheated, and though I had to bear some responsibility, it was him, her, who had to deal with it. I was doing what I could, and…I threw my hair brush against the wall and started to cry. I cried softly, and for some minutes, and I don’t think Donna heard me. But I heard myself, and I struggled to get back in control.

Finally, the tears stopped, and once again I stared at myself.

I was a beautiful woman. A successful woman. And I deserved to be treated like I was beautiful and successful. So I would be treated. And if I had to do it myself…so be it.

I got up and put on a peignoir. Light blue, and it hung over my breasts and the material excited my nipples. Peignoirs do that to me. In fact, I usually wear a bra when I wear a peignoir. The stimulation to my nipples is just too…exciting.

I got out my vibrator and lay on the bed. I propped a couple of pillows behind me and spread my legs. I began to tease my clit with the vibrator. The vibrator was a little noisy, but I didn’t notice that. I was quickly lost in the vibration shaking my little sex point. As I moved my hand the peignoir moved and rubbed my sensitive nipples. I rubbed and rubbed, and I could feel the wave slowly building. After such a miserable day, being thrown down from Olympus and landing on my head, I was ready for a little pleasure. Heck. A lot of pleasure.

I rubbed harder, faster, and then I leaned over to the side table and picked up the little vibrator. It was only the size of a lipstick tube, but used the right way…zowie!

I rubbed my clitoris with the small vibrator, and inserted the big one.

Oh, God! I felt better than good! I needed this, and I began to stir my insides madly. Around and around, in and out, and the combination of two vibrators, one on the clitoris and one deep inside my cunt, I was soon ready to pop.

I felt the wave coming up my torso then, shaking my flesh my nerves quivering, getting closer and closer, and it started to crest, to peek over the top, another second, and I opened my eyes, Donna was standing in the doorway, her mouth open. She hadn’t heard my tears, but she had heard the vibrator and my moaning, little cries.

I surged, my hips started snapping, and that white hot fever shot through me. I couldn’t move. All I could do was feel as the orgasm went on and on, rippling through me like an earthquake.

Then, after a full minute, it receded. I lay back, exhausted, and turned the vibrators off. I just pushed them to the side on the bed, sent one look at Donna, then rolled over to go to sleep.

I didn’t even hear him leave.

The next day was a busy one. For Donna. Me? I just had a couple of things to do.

First I inspected her toes. They were a mess. I told here that she had to redo them, and she almost cried.

Second, I pulled up some videos on the internet on how to do make up and made Donna watch them, and try to do her own make up. What a disaster. I took a picture, pointed out the various things that were wrong, then had her do it again. And again. And again.

By lunchtime she looked terrible, and I was starting to wonder if she would have her make up down by next week. Well, I would give her a couple of days, then help her.

For lunch I taught her how to make a salad. I had to take over midway because, well, it was terrible. One more thing to train him on.

After lunch I had him mow the lawn and trim the hedges. Now he was almost terrified that somebody would see him. His make up was that garish.

Oh, well. Not my face. And maybe he’d better apply himself and try to learn something.

And the Amazon trucks began to arrive. Packages. Boxes filled with underthings and dresses. Shoes and hose. And…the chastity tube. Oh, baby. I couldn’t wait!

Right before dinner I called her in. She was a mess. Her nylons had grass trimming stuck to them. Her make up was sweating off. Her mascara was running down her cheeks, and she smelled.

“Pew!” I said, holding my nose. I took him out to the front lawn and gave him a bar of soap and hosed him off.

“Hey, don’t!” I squirted water at him and told him to scrub his face.

A couple of people came to the front gate and started laughing. One fellow was even yelling that I should stick the hose down Donna’s panties.

And the little hub bub caused Roy Jansen to come out and watch. He walked down to the front hedge and watched over the gate. He was looking at Donna like he wanted to kill her.

Yet, I had a feeling. What would Roy do if he got a chance? I beckoned to him. “Roy, come here.”

He opened the gate and walked in. He walked up to me, and Donna stood there, dripping wet, and a look of fear on his face.

Here was the man whose wife he had diddled.

“Roy. You can see how I am handling Donna. And I am going to put her in chastity. Hopefully her teeny, little cock won’t just fall out. But you are an aggrieved party, too. Is there anything you’d like to say to Donna.”

Roy turned and faced Donna. Donna was actually trembling. He was a slender, short fellow, barely taller than me. Roy was six foot and packed with muscle.

Tell the truth, I never saw what a big, handsome man like Roy saw in a pudgy, fatso like Sherry.

I looked up at Roy. No expression on his face, but he was boiling inside.

“Say it, Roy,” I urged.

“You aren’t even a man,” he blurted. “If you were a man I’d hit you.”

Then he slapped Donna. And, wowser, was it a beauty. Rattled teeth and Donna fell on the ground, sobbing.

Roy turned and walked away, then stopped. He turned to me and said, “Thank you.” Then he went out the gate and back to his now empty home.

Poor man. And I was pissed off all over again. That my husband would do such a thing.

I dropped the hose and walked back into the house.

A few minutes later I heard Donna in the garage, then I heard the washing machine start. Then he entered the kitchen, naked, and started walking back to his own room.

“Donna.”

He turned and faced me.

“Come here.”

He came to the kitchen table and I turned the box over with his chastity tube in it. The rings and the tube fell out, along with a little padlock. I put the little padlock back in the box.

Donna had had a raging boner for the last day, but me turning the hose on her, being tired from working, and then Roy slapping her, she was limp. Thank God. Even though he wasn’t the biggest in dick size, when he was hard there was no way I could have gotten that tube on him.

I slipped the tube over his peter quickly, not giving it a chance to grow. Then I selected the right size ring and put that around his package. The thing was metal, and it had vents, and I held it with one hand and overturned the contents of another box. A bigger padlock fell out. It had a battery and circuits in it, and I fit it through the hasp and locked it.

“What is…this?”

“A chastity tube.”

“I know. But that padlock.”

“It’s a special lock.”

“But what does it do.”

“Lots of things, but I bought it for one feature.”

He looked at me.

“Go into the next room.”

Puzzled, he followed my instructions. As soon as he was gone I took out the remote and buzzed him.

DING…DING…DING…DING…

He hurried back.

“What the fuck?”

I clicked the remote and the dinging stopped.

“I got the idea from the old story about the mouse that belled the cat. When I ding you you’d better present yourself, or I’ll leave it on, and that could be embarrassing.”

“Why?”

“Like if we’re at a store, at a party, or something.”

He turned white.

“Now go get dressed for dinner. And see if you can do a better job on your make up. You were really ugly today.

He hurried away.

And so the week went. I did have to give him some instruction on make up, and on cooking, but he was getting better.

And he looked wonderful in the maid outfit. With a wig he looked very feminine, and I decided that I would have him serve Betty and I on Saturday afternoon.

Ding dong!

Donna hurried to the door. I had trained her to move fast, and she didn’t want to have me dinging her.

Betty stood on the step, and she gazed, open mouthed, at Donna. “Oh, my God! Is that you? Don?”

Ashamed, he nodded his head, and didn’t say a word.

Betty walked in, walked around him, marveled. “Well, damn! You actually look cute! I bet you can’t wait until your own hair gets long enough and you can stop wearing that wig.”

He nodded.

“Hey!” I yelled from the patio. “Get your fat ass out here!”

Betty came out, a big grin on her face.

I was naked. Lounging by the pool. And I said, “Take off your clothes and set a while.”

She hesitated and I laughed. “Don’t worry about the big bad wolf. I neutered him.

“Him? Or is it a her?” She began taking her clothes off.

“Him, her, what’s the diff. He or she is effectively an ‘it’ for a year.”

“Really? You did it?”

“I did. Want to see?”

She did, so I pressed the remote.

She was puzzled by the remote, but when Donna came running out, her heels clicking and drying her hands on her apron,  and her cock cage dinging away, she laughed.

“Lift your skirt, panty boy. Pull down your panties.”

Dutifully, not happy, he did so, and Donna got an eyeful of caged but throbbing coke. I had stopped the dinging, and she reached out and held his cage. He groaned, and I hit the remote and it dinged and she dropped the cage and jerked back. Then she laughed again.

“Go get us some champagne, Donna.”

Donna headed for the kitchen and we settled in for some good chat. A moment later Donna returned with some flutes of bubbly. We sipped, and talked, and he went into the house to lurk.

I call it lurking when I tell him to stand close by and wait for the bell.

That was a glorious afternoon. My husband was looking more and more feminine, and he served us in a dedicated manner. We drank, we nibbled on cheeses, and went for a swim, and just had a good time.

At one point, however, Betty brought up a good point.

“I notice that you’re a little harsh with him.”

I nodded. “I know. I’m too harsh. But I’m working on it.”

“I can tell, but there is something you should think about.

“What’s that?”

“He’s going to like being a woman. After a year…he’s not going to want to be a man.”

I blinked. I had not thought about that. “You mean…” but I didn’t finish the thought. I just thought, and thought, and would think a lot for a year.

I mean, I liked him as a woman. I liked how pretty he was. I liked being waited on.

Heck, it made me wet, and I had jilled off a few times during the week. And jilling off in front of him really made me wet. Splashingly wet.

“What are you going to do about sex?”

“Sex?” I was blank.

“Sex. That nasty stuff that feels so good. I know he isn’t going to get any, but what about you?”

“Well, I…I hadn’t thought about it.”

“Can I use him?”

“Use him?” This was getting curiouser and curiouser.

“Use him. On my pussy.”

I stared at her. We were high, but not terribly drunk.

“It’s not like he would be cheating, and I’ll tell you, nobody eats pussy like a man in chastity.”

“You want my husband to eat your pussy.”

“No. I don’t give a shit about your husband. I want that gorgeous woman with the red lips and the fake tits to eat my pussy.”

There was a moment there while the universe adjusted. I just felt like everything turned sideways on me. Then I said, “Sure.”

Betty leaned over and picked up the remote. She pressed it.

We heard the DING DING DING!, and Donna stepped out to the patio.

Betty pressed the button again and the dinging stopped.

Donna stared at her. She really did make a beautiful woman. Much more attractive than she had been as a man.

“Eat my pussy.”

Donna blinked. She looked at me. I said nothing.

“Is this a test?” he asked me.

I shook my head.

The weirdest sounding sigh leaked out of him, a strangled sort of desperate thing, then he knelt next to Betty.

Betty pivoted a bit and opened her legs.

Still looking at me, Donna bent her head, her back, then she just sort of slooped on in.

I stared as her red lips ate hungrily. Her cock was throbbing, the flesh was doubtless trying to squeeze out the vents on her chastity tube.

Betty started moaning, and she adjusted herself so Donna could place her mouth on her better.

Fascinated, I watched as Betty played with her nipples. Pulled them, then grabbed Donna’s head and pulled it into her crotch.

Donna sounded like she was sobbing, but it was just the weird acoustics of her mouth gulping at Betty’s pussy.

Betty reached out and grabbed my hand. She squeezed, moaned again, then really squeezed, and she came. Her hips pumped into Donna’s mouth. And Donna made gurgling sounds. She wasn’t able to breath for the squeeze of Betty’s thighs, and she was trying to gulp air.

Then Betty sagged back, and her thighs relaxed and let go of Donna’s face.

Donna stood up, looking extremely embarrassed. She was breathing hard, and her dress had risen. Through the thin panties her cock looked purple and strangled in the cock cage, and it was leaking pre-cum like mad.

“Go,” Betty waved her fingertips. “Go fix your lipstick.”

Donna scuttled away.

Betty lay there, breathing, sighing, and was totally content. Then she turned to me. “Now you know how it’s done. That will go a long way towards relieving your frustrations and giving you a bit of joy over the next year.

I chuckled. Now that I had seen her have an orgasm I felt like I could talk about sex more. “Actually, I had something else in mind.”

She looked askance at me.

So I told her, and she started to laugh. And laugh and laugh.

The day passed, and Donna cleaned up the mess, did the dishes, and was unusually subservient. I was reminded of how Betty had told me that  Donna might like to remain a woman. What a thought. But…it actually made sense, especially when considering what I was about to do.

I was in the bedroom, it was about eight o’clock, and it was time. I picked up the remote and dinged my hubby.

He came trotting in. Trotting. He was getting better at walking in heels. And he was rubbing his hurting feet and calves less.

Would he want to become totally feminized at the end of a year?

“Donna, I feel like some sex. Take your clothes off.”

I could see her eyes widen. Sex. She was only a few days in to her year, but she was already desperate. It must be hell to be so horny all the time.

She stripped off her clothes quickly, stood there naked, except for the chastity cage.

I stood up and motioned to the bed. While Donna lay down, her arms behind her head, and waited, I went into the bathroom and came back with a large jar of lube.

“Back,” I motioned with my fingertips, and she scooted back.

“Turn this way.”

Puzzled, she turned and faced me from sideways on the bed.

I opened the jar of lube and scooped a glob out. I stepped forward, between his legs, and slapped it onto his rectum.

“What!” he yelped.

“Donna, I told you you were going to be a woman for a year. And that includes sexually.”

“What are you doing?”

I pushed the lube into his hole and smushed it around.

“Hey!”

But he couldn’t close his legs because I was between them.

I stuck a finger in him and he tried to scoot back, but he was against the wall.

“Stay still,” I commanded, and I put two fingers in him and swirled the lube about.

“But…you can’t…”

“I can’t?” I now had three fingers in him, and he gave an involuntary moan.

I took my fingers out and got the strap on I had ordered out and put it on.

He stared at my eight inch cock, and his mouth was open.

“Did you want to give me a blow job before I deflowered you?”

“You…you can’t do this! This is rape!”

“No. This is consenting adults. Now consent.”

“I don’t.”

“Then it’s rape.” I pushed my dildo into him. I had the weight and strength of my hips, and it slid in easy as pie.

He jerked back, tried to squirm and wiggle around, but I grabbed his cock cage and pulled.

“OW!” But he came right back onto my cock.

“If you’d relax you’d enjoy it,” I commented.

I was sounding matter of fact, but I was burning up with excitement. My heart was pounding. I was in charge, and I was a control freak. And, balls deep in her, and her scrambling around and trying to figure out what to do, so helpless under my cock, I began to cum. Yes. I had an orgasm. It was hard and fast, like a man’s, and it was intense. I groaned and pulled his package and thrust my hips forward and my eyes actually rolled back in the sockets. When has a cum ever been so good, eh?

For a long minute I just stood there, shivering and quaking, feeling my pussy melt, my tits burn up, and enjoyed the way he was spread out before me, a flower for the sniffing. A meal to be enjoyed.

“Oh…oh…oh…!” And then his dick leaked all over my hand. I must have pressed on the prostate, because his dick just bubbled up sperm and it poured over my hand.

He didn’t cum, not officially, but he was emptied. More emptied than if he had cum.

I smiled and withdrew my cock.

“For the next year you will be eating me, and using your fingers, and bringing me to as many cums as I want. And while you won’t be getting any orgasms, you’ll be getting lots of sex, and you’ll find that once you are drained of semen you’ll get even hornier and hornier.”

He stared up at me, in shock, deflowered, and suddenly understanding the terrible pleasure zone that his anus had become.

And I said, “Thanks for cheating on me, honey. Now go to your room.”

He stood up, and his legs shook. His asshole gaped, and he waddled out as if he was afraid his asshole was going to fall out.

As for me, I tossed the dildo aside and crawled into bed. He could clean it off tomorrow, and for a lot of other tomorrows…for a year.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

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

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

Too Tough to Feminize

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

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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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.
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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!
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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.
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His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘I Feminized My Husband!’

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc112.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc113.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc119.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10Y.jpg
=\ (

The Electric Groin!
Seven Erotic Stories!

H





OEBPS/image_rsrc10P.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc111.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc10W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc118.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc110.jpg
Fi

The Shivering Bone
Seven Erotic Stories!

W/ “&\






OEBPS/image_rsrc10V.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc117.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc116.jpg
Feminized C;)p!

It was a job a man couldn’t do

L






OEBPS/image_rsrc10T.jpg
TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc115.jpg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






OEBPS/image_rsrc10S.jpg
Grace Mansfielg






OEBPS/image_rsrc114.jpg





