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PART ONE

“Honey, we’ve got to talk.”

I could see his shoulders raise up, his head go down. Whenever we heard those words on TV we knew some gal was going to talk some guy’s head off. End of action and adventure and fun and stuff, beginning of…the bitch.

“I’m a little busy right now.” He started to get up, and I grabbed his sleeve and tugged him back. He fell back on the sofa, would have tried to get up again, but I had him.

By the balls.

Not to be crude, but the way to a man’s heart is not through his stomach. It is through his testicles. And penis. And his desire to squirt his little seed into a woman’s womb.

Truth.

“Aw, come on. I need to…”

But his words were weak, especially since I was squeezing and fondling and loving his most precious body part.

I pushed him back and sat on him.

His erect penis poked up at me. The head pushed against his pants, against my pants, and rubbed against my slit.

Oh, yeah. This was the part of the argument that I liked.

“Randy, look around.”

His eyes were wild, he was already trying to lift his pelvis into me, and he was liking this ‘little talk.’

We were in our living room. Our apartment living room. With thin walls through which we could hear the neighbors talking. And making love at night. And even when their refrigerator door opened.

He looked at the threadbare couch, the prints on the walls, the lamp that had a burned out bulb.

“So?”

I unzipped him, reached in, and…stood up.

“Hey!” he yelped as he quickly leaped to his feet.

I dragged him into the kitchen. “Look at this place.”

Thin pots and pans, all dented and burnt. Silverware from eight different sets. All manner of bowls.

“This is shabby!”

“It’s for cooking! It’s supposed to look like this!”

I dragged him into the bedroom. “Is this the way things are supposed to be?”

The bed was saggy, a plague on our backs. Our pillows were old. There were stains on the drapes and even a hole in one wall.

“Wanna, make love?” he grinned, reaching for me.

I squeezed, and amorous thoughts gave way to excruciating pain.

“OW!” His knees buckled.

I threw him on the bed.

He lay on his back and looking up, and massaged his poor pecker. “You don’t have to—“

I jumped on him. I sat on him, fitted my pussy, encased in jeans as it was, on his erect penis. “I’ve had enough of this squalor.”

He stared up at me, sourly. He complained. “I work all day and—“

“And you don’t bring home enough. You’re happy in a go nowhere job, and our lives are wasting away.”

“So why don’t you go out and get a job.”

His sore point. I stayed home and wrote books, and made a pittance on the net, and he went to work. Obviously, he wanted me to get a pick and shovel and work construction.

I ground down on him. He liked that. “I work all day long. And I will make money with my writing. But I shouldn’t have to. The man is suppose to make the living. He is supposed to be the king of his castle, and the woman is supposed to be the queen!”

“But, I—“

“Does this look like a castle?”

“Well, I—“

“So we are going to make some changes around here.”

“What kind of changes?” he asked, the picture of suspicion.

“If you can’t be the king of your castle, then I will be the queeen of your castle.”

I pushed back, slid off him. I began to undress.

His eyes opened, his second mind now fully engaged.

I took off my shirt and let him see my rather large bosoms. They were encased in a sturdy bra, but that was okay. Sometimes men are more turned on by what they can’t see, what they can only imagine, than the real thing.

Silly men.

I slid out of my jeans.

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered, his eyes locked on me like a heatseeker missile.

I stripped out of my panties and bra and walked into the bathroom.

He waited.

I stepped into the shower.

He had visions of me coming out all clean and laying down for him.

I scrubbed my body, shaved a few parts, and shampooed my hair.

When I came out of the shower he was naked, laying odalisque style, on his side with his head propped on one arm. His lascivious grin so wide it near split his face in two. His penis was erect and bouncing with lust.

I put on a pair of panties, and his eyes blinked.

I grabbed a fresh bra and slipped into it.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

I adjusted the bra. It was a half bra and my nips pointed outward. I put on a blouse and a skirt.

“I thought we were going to…to…”

“The queen doesn’t spread her legs for peasants,” I spoke haughtily, as if I was too good for him.

He swung around and sat, his hard penis all ready with nowhere to go.

“But…I thought…we were…”

I dried my hair, which effectively shut out his whining voice. When I was done and sitting at my make up table he started in again.

“Honey, I thought we were going to talk, and talk is a four letter word, and so is fuck, so I thought—“

While he blathered I primed and foundationed, did my eyes, and colored my lips.

Red. His favorite color. The color he would most like to see on his cock.

I stood up and looked in the wall mirror. “How do I look?” I asked, smoothing my skirt.

“Honey? What is going on?” He was on his feet now, standing next to me, and he was so horny his cock was actually dripping pre-cum.

Silly, horn dog man.

I turned to him.

“You might be happy with the way things are. You laugh and joke with your dim witted friends all day, and you drink cheap ass beer on the weekend and go all crazy for a bunch of politically incorrect millionaires who kick around the skin of a pig. I, however, am destined for better things.

“But, I don’t…”

I put a finger to his lips. A sexy, red tipped finger. I reached down and grabbed his drippy friend.

“Honey, I am destined to be wined and dined, drive the best cars, live in a mansion. Are you?”

“Well, uh…yeah.”

It was a weak acknowledgement. It was a word blurted out because he had to say something and he had no idea what to say.

“Good. Then wait up for me. The news at eleven.”

I turned and walked out of the bedroom, out of the apartment, down the corridor and stairs, into the parking lot, into my car, and…zoom.

I had no doubt that Randy was stilling standing, gape mouthed, in the bedroom. Staring at his poor, deprived cock and wondering what had happened.

Silly man.

The meeting took place in a classroom in a local high school. There were a couple of teenagers lurking the halls, even this time of night, and they stared as I strolled passed. It was like they had never seen a big breasted, round bottomed, high heeled bitch.

Silly teenagers.

I found the room at the end fo the hall and walked in.

“Amy!” I was greeted by my friend, Susan. We air kissed and hugged and she began introducing me to her friends. She was the one who had gotten me all wound up about being the queen of my castle. After a couple of weeks of talking to her I was ready for a change. She had only been involved in this group for a month, but she already knew her way around.

I met the leader of the group, a few of the ladies, was handed a cup of coffee, with real beans! Not the MickyD swill, but hand picked beans lovingly ground and…and it was delicious.

“Okay, ladies. If you can have a seat.”

The leader of the group was a middle-aged matron name of Barbara. I say middle-aged, but she presented herself with zest and elan. Her body was in a great shape, trim and slim and big boobed. Her face had few wrinkles and was perfectly made up. In short, she was the picture of a woman who ran her world the way it should be run.

“Welcome all, and let me get right to the point. Men have proved quite incompetent in ruling the world. How many of you have enough money? How many of you have your own homes? Drive the latest model of cars?”

She smiled a broad smile.

“Now before you chide yourself for pinching pennies and cutting out coupons, let me tell you that I was once where you are. I was victim to a husband who was happy being a go along sluggard. He had no real ambitions, he was happy to drive his ten year old beater, he scratched himself, drank beer on the weekends, and I, like a fool, put up with it.

“I lay down and spread my legs, rewarding the doofus for his lack of ambition, instead of grabbing the horse by the cock and smacking him on the head and letting him know who was boss.”

I liked these words. They described my situation perfectly, and I could see other ladies nodding their heads and mumbling in agreement.

“So I took control. I chastised him. I feminized him, and I made him into a woman.”

My jaw dropped. I thought I was going to learn things about making money. Her talk of spreading her legs was bold, but I could handle that. But…chastity? Feminization? That stuff was for perverts.

I looked around surreptitiously. I could see frowns, but nobody stood up and walked out. Okay. Let’s see what else this gal had to say. She did present herself as a success, and success breeds. Maybe I should listen. I gave her my attention.

“The theory is quite simple. You, the ladies, want something better. They, the men, don’t. So the obvious conclusion is that women are superior to men. We aren’t willing to be part of a ‘good, old boys’ club.’ We aren’t willing to settle for the lesser things in life. And the solution is obvious.

“Now men can’t really be women. At least, not without drugs and surgery. But they can become like women, and when they do they start to think like women, they start to appreciate the finer things in life. They start to want better houses and cars, to go to the best nightclubs, to live life as it was meant to be lived.

“So, the theory is simple, to elevate men we must take away their ability to spew their seed out willy nilly. This one thing reduces them from being so damned manly, and makes them, finally, able to listen.

“Then you must change their apparel, their manners, their very way of looking at life. Withholding sex gives you a lever that will move worlds…and it’s fun!”

Next to me Susan let out her breath. I glanced at her, her eyes were shiny, her lips parted and she was breathing heavily.

Tell the truth, I was feeling the heat, too.

“So let’s discuss this idea, of withholding sex, of chastity and feminization. Let’s give you the tools to rule your world. Are you with me?”

There was a mutter of agreement that was sincere and intense.

“Okay, the first thing you have to do is…”

I got home at midnight. I was tired, it had been a long day, but I was elated.

Randy was up. Waiting for me. He was wearing a robe, and I knew he had nothing on underneath it.

Silly man.

“Where have you been?” He was on his feet instanter, and in my face.

Good. In my face is fine. Barbara had explained that the mistake most women make is not using their basic tools, and even deliberately and cruelly abusing them.

Or, in other word, you catch more flies with honey.

I kissed him. I plastered my mouth against him, I fused my body with his, and he could feel my curves flattening out on him.

And, of course, he responded.

His dick had been a chub, just half hard, but now it was a sproinger. BOING! Out there. Pointing like an arrow.

I reached down and stroked him and, poor, deprived man, his penis started to drool.

I broke the kiss, and asked, “Is my big, strong man horny?”

“Oh, baby…if you only knew.” His eyes were glazed, his breath was hot, his chest was heaving.

“Oh, I do.” I patted his cheek and walked into the bedroom.

“Hey!” He followed me in like a well trained dog.

I began taking off my clothes.

He sat on the bed and smiled.

“Unfortunately for you,” I said, as I hung up my skirt, “I am totally and utterly beat. Maybe tomorrow.”

His mouth opened, his eyes blinked, “But…I’ve been waiting?”

“Me too, lover.” I hopped into bed. “Turn out the lights.”

He stood for a second. I ignored him, rolled on my side, scrunched the pillow, and closed my eyes.

Finally, he turned off the lights and slipped onto his side.

And put his arms around me. I could feel his more intelligent half poking me between the buns.

I shifted back and rubbed my buns over his manhood. “Mmm. You’ve got such a nice dong.”

“But…honey, are you really that tired?”

I rolled over and grabbed his erect cock. “Well, I could play with it for a while.”

He didn’t complain as I stroked his shaft and played with his balls. I kissed him passionately, then said, “And don’t cum. I don’t want this bed to be a mess.”

“I sort of wanted to cum in you.”

“That’s still a mess. No. Don’t cum. Hold it for a while,” and I pushed him away and rolled over.

“But…hey!”

“Now, honey,” I murmured sleepily, “You don’t want me to make love when I don’t want to, when I’m this tired. It wouldn’t be any fun for me. And you don’t want that.”

“Well, I…”

Typical man, he didn’t care as long as he got his rocks off. Well, my sweet, those days are done. When he pushed up against me this time, with his harder than a rock cock, I pushed him away.

Silly man.

The next day dawned, and I yawned, stretched, and he was all over me. Kissing, slobbering, not even caring about morning mouth.

“Heysoos,” I complained in a cheerful manner. “What? Did you stay awake all night?”

“For you I’d stay awake all winter!”

I giggled and pushed him away. I reached down and grabbed my favorite weapon and stroked it. “Doesn’t this thing ever run down?”

“Not when you’re around.”

“Excellent,” I said, and I slipped out of his grasp and out of bed.

“Hey!”

I stood next to the bed, hand son my hips, and watched him with a smile, “We’ve got to talk.”

“Oh, fuck.” He actually rolled over, faced away from me.

“Well, if you would rather not,” I headed for the shower. I like showers.

I barely had the water hot before he slipped into the shower with me. He soaped my body and I soaped his cock.

“Somebody wants to talk, after all.”

“Absolutely,” he pushed his soapy penis through my hands.

I tried to hold him steady, but he was too well lubricated I finally stopped his surging hips by grabbing his balls.

“Oh, yeah,” the breath just whistled out of him.

“Honey,” I said. “We’re going to have a Female Led Relationship.”

“Yeah, sure.” His eyes opened. “What’s that?”

“I’m in charge.”

“What does that mean?”

I stroked his shaft again. “It means that I call the shots. I make the decisions.”

“And what do I do?”

“What you’re told.”

“I don’t think I—“

“Do you like this?” I squeezed his shaft for emphasis.

“Uh, oh…yeah.”

“Then you’d better do what I say. Now rinse off and get to work.”

I stepped out of the shower, and I grinned when I heard him wail in protest.

I was wearing a peignoir, with my half bra and panties, when he entered the kitchen.

I had fixed a good breakfast. Some day I wouldn’t, some day he would fix the breakfast, but little steps had to be taken before I had him housebroken.

“Wow,” he said, reaching out for me.

“Easy, tiger. Eat up. Sex comes later.”

He sat down with a frown, then smiled. Bacon and eggs, waffles with lots of butter and syrup. just the way he liked it.

I sat down opposite him. “Honey, how long have you been working at Rod’s Car Shop?”

He shrugged. “Couple of years.” He chewed like a caveman, but that was all right with me.

“And you’re the best mechanic he has.”

“Yep.”

“You’ve reached the point where you can just listen to a car and know what’s wrong with it.”

He nodded. He was gobbling. He was in hog heaven, literally.

And I thought, sex and food. And that’s all there is.

Oh, I knew there was more, but right then, watching him abuse his table manners, you can’t blame me my thoughts.

“How long have you been talking about starting your own business?”

He stopped chewing and eyed me. “So that’s what this is about.”

“Yep.”

He sighed. “I’m not quite ready, yet.”

“And I’m not quite ready to spread my legs and fuck you till your bone near falls off.”

His jaw dropped.

I was smiling, had delivered a death knell, and he opened his mouth to—

“Oops, look at the time! You’ve got to hurry or you’ll be late!”

I pushed a bag of lunch into his hands and shoved him towards the door.

He was trying to think of something to say, trying to get on top of the situation, but I had already delivered the coup de grâce.

I opened the door and pushed him out. Sam Randall, our neighbor, was just walking past and he got a full view of my charms.

“Hey!” Randy blurted.

I laughed. “Somebody might as well enjoy me…if you’re not going to.” I closed the door.

All was silent, and I knew he was just standing there, wanting to come back in, to have it out, to…get his cock roasted.

Then I heard his footsteps down the hall.

Silly man.

Feminizing a man, taking away his manhood by chastity, is a delicate process. It can be done easily by any woman, but the woman has to remember one crucial thing. The man has to want it. And how does he want it? When his cock takes charge and starts making the decisions.

So I had to think things through, read up on the whole procedure, make plans, and that sort of thing.

I couldn’t be a bitch, even if I was. I had to be the sexy siren luring him to his…betterment.

And it would be betterment. He would get new goals, achieve new heights, and he would be better. And here’s something that a lot of women don’t understand, one of the goals of feminism is a man’s betterment.

Hey, it’s not a matter of who wears the pants, it’s a matter of both parties functioning at a higher level.

Anyway, I had a lot of reading to do, and planning, and in addition to the aforesaid matters I had to write 5,000 words, do my marketing and publishing, and keep myself producing.

I didn’t make a lot, I was just beginning, but I was on an upward trend. It’s just a matter of persistence, educating yourself, and making your own good luck.

So I worked, and I didn’t even take time to change my peignoir for clothes. Which was good. It made me feel sexy, and powerful, and that translated into my writing, and even spurred me to go the extra mile when I researched what was needed for a guy to open his own garage.

Five o’clock came before I knew it, and I ran for the bedroom. Randy would be home in 15, and I wanted to be ready for him.

I put on a tummy shaper with straps and rolled my nylons up. I changed my bra for a skimpier one, really held my boobs out. I put on high heels and sat down at my make up table. I worked quick, and when I heard the door opening I was ready.

He stepped into the living room, and I sauntered out of the bedroom, and his eyes popped.

“Holy heysoos with a flat tire on his Rolls Royce!”

“Hello, honey. I missed you.” And with that I launched myself at him. Voracious kisses as I tried to suck his tongue right out of his mouth. I dropped to my knees and tried to suck his cock right off his body.

He moaned, was REAL close, and I stood up and said, “Sit down at the table and I’ll get dinner.”

Dazed, he sat down, and I put ice cubes in a glass, half filled it with bourbon, and half with Coke. It was a ‘Coke High,’ and he loved them.

“Wow. What’s the occasion?” He sipped.

“This,” I tossed the business plan on the table.

He looked at the half dozen pages I had typed out…and his eyes rolled. “You expect me to read this? I’ve had a long day and…” blah, blah, blah.

While he talked I opened the fridge, pulled out a couple of rib eyes, and slapped them in a pan. While they sizzled I sat down across from him and sipped at my own Coke High.

“Honey, I don’t actually want you to read that business proposal.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to.”

“Well, that’s…”

“I wrote that up for me. It’s not for you.”

“You’re going to open a garage?”

“Maybe, but I’ll tell you this…”

“What?”

“If you do read that proposal,” I leaned towards him, almost close enough for kissing, “I will extract one drop of semen from your cock.”

“What? Wait…what?”

“One drop of semen. You give me one drop of semen and I’ll let you read my business plan.”

Well, let me tell you, he was one flummoxed ox.

He wanted to cum in the worst way. And I was going to let him cum…in the worst way. But his mind was mixing it all up. He saw a drop of sperm as a huge cum. He, with his male mind, didn’t really listen to the fine print.

“If I read this…your thing, you’ll let me cum.”

“One drop.” I smiled. He still didn’t get it.

“Okay.”

So he read, and I dropped a delicious steak in front of him and poured him another drink, and he kept reading, and he frowned and…then he was done.

He stared at the remains of his beef and I asked, “What?”

“Well, that’s…”

“Hey, I’m a writer, I do research, but I don’t have roots in reality. So what’s wrong with the proposal?”

“Well, Rod has a different way of billing vendors. Yours would work, but it’s more ideal than real.”

“How would you do it then?”

He explained it while I made him another drink and made mental notes for the revision.

“What else?” I asked.

“There’s more efficient ways of…” and he continued with a sort of blank-eyed lecture as he took apart my business plan.

And I marveled. Barbara had lectured us on the differences between men and women, and I could see it now. Heck, I had lived with this man for years, and I was only now starting to see him.

Men are strange creatures. They are silly with their obsession with peckers and pussies, but when you can actually get them to focus on something, holy crap! They start throwing distractions to the side, obsess, and march on a straight line.

Great for armies and industry, but…how to get them focused?

And you know the answer. Sex.

Get them to look at work and think sex and you can’t stop them.

An hour later he had several sheets of paper out, had fixed my proposal, and suddenly looked up. “You bitch,” he said. But it was a flat statement, no animosity. He had been played, and he knew it, but it was for his betterment, so how could he get grumpy?

“Yes, I am. But I’m your bitch.”

He stared at me. His one track mind suddenly derailed—heck, he had accomplished his objective, making my theory into a working plan—and he was back on the other track. The sex track.

“Let’s fuck.”

“I’ve got a better idea.”

“What?” He was breathing hard, ready for his reward.

“Come with me.”

I grabbed him by his handle and manhandled him into the bedroom. He was on his tip toes, harder than a crow bar and ready to pry my legs apart. But I wasn’t having any of that.

“Lay down.”

I got on the bed, on his back. His manhood pointed towards the high ceiling.

I knelt next to him and took a hold of his cock. I stroked it, felt the veins throbbing. With my other hand I gripped his balls.

“Oh, God,” he blurted.

“Been a while, eh?”

“Forever.”

Which made me giggle. It had only been a couple of days. But, then, men are inexhaustible. Right?

I stroked him quietly. He reached for my breasts and I moved so he could access them. I managed to keep stroking, and enjoyed the feel of his fingers on my nipples.

“Oh, man,” he breathed.

I eased off. “Too close, tiger. We have to make this last.”

“You make it last, I need to get off.”

“Spoken like a true idiot,” I grinned.

He laughed, and groaned. “Oh, fuck.”

He backed away from the big O and I resumed stroking.

“Do you remember when I said we were going to have a female led relationship?”

I could feel a bit of back off in him. He wanted to cum.

“That means I’m in charge of everything, and especially your sex.”

He was silent.

“Do you like this?”

“Yes,” with tons of unsaid thoughts.

“Do you like when I play with you like this?”

No brainer. “Yes.”

“Well, this is a female led relationship. This is what happens when you give up control of your sex to me. Do you like it?”

He gulped. “Yes.”

He was close, so I backed off.

“Hey?” But it was weak. He knew I wasn’t going to leave him high and dry.

“I’m not going to make you open a shop.” I resumed stroking. “But if you want to look at it, just look at it, that would be great. It’s not going to hurt to look at the idea, right?”

“Yeah, but I’m not ready.”

I smiled and kept working. The shiny, slick skin of his cock felt wonderful in my hands, and I knew he was on the total edge.

“Then you’re not ready. But when you are ready you’ll really be ready.”

“But what if I’m never ready?”

“Then you aren’t. Are you close?” I knew he was.

“Oh, yeah!” he thought I was going to shoot him off.

I let go. His cock throbbed and pulsed and ripped.

He stared at me.

I waited.

I began stroking again.

“Oh…uh…” he was right on the edge, and I slowed down, squeezed hard so he wouldn’t suddenly erupt.

“Have I told you would a studly fellow you are?”

Now he couldn’t talk.

“I know I was mean the other night, but I know you work hard. I just want to help you.”

Nothing he could say to that. His hips started to rise up and I backed off. No way I was going to let him take control of this cum.

“I love you because you’re a manly man and you let me do this to you. You are letting me do this, aren’t you?”

“Oh…oh…yeah.” Now he was having a hard time gulping. His whole body was quivering with desire.

At that point there was so much I wanted to do. I wanted to shape him to my way of thinking, start the feminization, but I had to stop, regroup, take my time.

One does not build Rome in a day.

So I kept stroking, and he kept edging closer and closer, and finally it was too much, I knew he was going to cum.

I stopped stroking. I held him, and I felt the pulse in his cock. I felt  his ball sac contract, I felt the semen moving up the shaft, and I squeezed.

“AH…ARGH…AH…”

One drop.

“LET GO! LET GO!”

One, shining drop oozing out of his slit, then no more.

He tried to pry my hands off, but I ignored him. I watched his face contort, turn red. I felt his body lurching, trying to squeeze more out.

No good. I had him under control.

After a minute the surges lessened.

He sank back on the bed.

I ran my finger over his slit and scooped up the semen. I held it in front of him.

“One drop,” I said. “As promised.” I tasted my finger and he stared at me.

Then I lay down on him, hugged him, and we were lost in our own thoughts.

My thoughts were plans and manipulations.

His thoughts were…blasted.

He couldn’t think. He didn’t understand what had happened. He wanted more, but he knew it was done.


PART TWO

“Oh, man. I’m horny.”

He reached for me, but I was already rolling out of bed.

“Hey!”

“Time for work, my big man.”

And he was big. Real big. The ‘extraction’ had only made him. hornier. He still had a full load, and his libido was totally jacked up.

I hopped in the shower and he was behind me. Literally behind me, his cock poking into my buns.

“Soap me,” I said, handing handing him the loofah.

Well, he lathered me up in fine style. He scrubbed my boobs, cleaned my snatch, poked a finger in me, and I was breathing hard, but, baby, I was clean.

I stepped out and, again, he was right behind me. I held out my arms, “Dry me.”

He grabbed a towel and near buffed the skin off my body.

I giggled. I liked being in charge.

I turned and dried off his cock.

Lord, it was already leaking pre-cum.

“Baby, we got to do something about this,” he kissed my neck.

“And we will, later.”

“But I need to get rid of this before work. I need…” blah, blah, blah.

I turned him and pushed him, naked, out of the bedroom. “Go make breakfast.”

For a second I thought he wasn’t, but he was coming along fine. Barbara had said that men adapt remarkably well, and she was right. He trotted down the hall, pecker bouncing, and I heard him rattling around in the kitchen.

I put on a flimsy negligee, high heels and make up. Eventually I would remain fully clad, work on his imagination, but in the early stages I had to let him see what he was working for.

I sauntered into the kitchen, swinging a pair of my thongs on one finger.

He was mid mix everything, but he turned and stared. His mouth opened at the sight of my jutting breasts. His tongue rolled out like a red carpet at how my nipples were erect. I slapped him in the face with a toss of the thong.

“What’s this?” He frowned.

“An experiment,” I said.

“What kind of experiment?”

“I’m researching a type of character. I need to know how a man reacts to wearing a thong.”

“Well, use your imagination.” He held the thong out to me.

I ignored the thong and grabbed a piece of toast out of the toaster. I sat down and started buttering it. Lots of butter, lots of jelly.  “Imagination works best when you root it in reality. I need you to wear those all day, and tell me how it felt.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Why not?” I looked at him levelly. “I help you with a business proposal, the least you can do is help me with a writing concept.”

“I can’t wear…these!” He held them up like he was afraid to really touch them. “They’re women’s underwear.”

“Men wear thongs.”

“Yeah, but I don’t, and these are women’s thongs.”

“I knew it.” I smiled triumphantly.

“What? What did you know?”

“I knew your manhood would be threatened.”

“My manhood isn’t threatened.”

“Look at the way you’re acting right now. A little piece of material is terrifying you. It’s like you think that if you put those panties on your cock is going to fall off.”

Now the funny thing is that while we were talking his pecker was bouncing like a ten year old on a trampoline. It was dripping. I almost mentioned that, but I felt like it would be too soon. His bobbing cock was more of an indication at this point. I didn’t want to scare the poor sap off.

“My cock is not going to fall off if I put these panties on.”

“Then do it. Prove it. Prove that you’re a man.”

He frowned. He couldn’t quite figure out how putting on women’s underwear was going to make him a man.

I reached over and grabbed his cock. I spoke to it. “Is hims afraid of a little pair of panties?”

“Cut it out,” but he wasn’t moving away. In fact, his knees were shivering a bit.

I took the piece of toast I had buttered and jellied and held it up.

“Is hims hungry?”

I shook his penis so it went up and down like it was nodding.

“Hey…”

I wrapped the toast around his dick and started stroking.

“Oh, fuck!”

Butter and jelly and crumbs dripped all over the place.

“Oh, fuck,” he repeated, but his tone of voice was becoming desperate.

I stroked him for a while. I stood up and kissed him, but I didn’t let him hug me. I didn’t want to mess up my negligee. I did let him feel my boobs. And, man, did he feel.

I pushed him away. “Go clean yourself up. I’ll finish the breakfast.”

He turned and walked out of the room, he moved like a wind up doll.

“And if you don’t have that thong on I will be very upset.”

He stopped at the door and turned. He was conflicted. He wanted to clean up, to follow my instructions, but he also wanted to leap on me and have his way.

“How upset?” he asked, his throat sounding like a frog was in it.

I held up a finger. “One drop upset.” I smiled.

He grinned. He was sweating, messy, ready for another shower, but he was grinning. He liked this game. He turned and headed for the bathroom.

I quickly cleaned the mess on the floor and finished the breakfast. I had everything on the table when he came back in. He was wearing the thong.

I smiled. On one hand, he was uncomfortable, his balls hung out the sides, and I was sure his little, brown button was getting massaged. On the other hand, he was horny, and he had done what I had said.

I smiled. “Oh, baby. That’s sexy.”

His face was red. “It is?”

“You’re making me hot. If you didn’t have to go to work I’d jump your bone.”

“You would,” he sure looked interested in that, and it was overcoming his sense of humiliation.

“Oh, yeah. My research said this thing of men wearing women’s underwear was sexy, but…wow!”

He preened.

“Now sit down and eat. You’re going to be late.”

He sat, and suddenly he wasn’t shivering like a little boy. In fact, he was almost proud. Proud of his little thong panties. I almost giggled, it was so cute.

And I realized something. Barbara had hinted at this, and with a big smile, but the reality, woosh. Exerting power over my man was sexy. It was warming. It…made me wet.

Well, good news for me, I had a vibrator, and as soon as Randy went off to fight the dragon I would be hiding in my cave and doing nasty things to my body.

So Randy went off to work, to bust his butt, and to be kinky and horny because of the unfamiliar and even uncomfortable thong he was wearing.

An hour later I called him. I timed it for his break, so he had the time.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“Baby?”

“Are you all right?”

“I need you.”

He was silent.

“You made me so horny this morning, and seeing you in those panties, well, it almost made me cum on the spot.”

“Really,” he blurted. I could see him in my mind, suddenly proud and pushing his chest out.

“Really. In fact, you know what I’m doing? Right now?”

“What?”

“I’m feeling my breasts. My boobs. I’m…oh, my God! That feels good.”

“Uh…”

He would be standing slack jawed now.

“I’m reaching down to my pussy now. Oh, fuck. It’s wet. It’s really wet. You’ve made me so wet.”

“Uh…yeah.”

Hah! That catch in his voice. Somebody was standing near him and he didn’t want them to know he was getting off on dirty, little phone sex.

“My finger is inside me now.”

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed.

“You’re in my panties, right now. How does it feel to be in my panties?”

“Good. It feels…good.” He was breathing hard. No doubt his boner was pushing out at his work coveralls. He probably had to turn a bit to hide his excitement from the other guys.

“Honey, I know it’s bad, but I need to cum.”

“Oh…”

“I need to cum bad. You’ve got me so horny. I can feel your dick in me. Can I cum?”

“Well, yeah.” Duh.

“I’m going to, I’m so close, but if I cum now I won’t be so horny when you get home.”

“”Maybe you’d better wait.”

“But I can’t!” I whined. “I need to cum now! Tell me to cum now! Please, Randy…please! Tell me to cum.”

I could feel the wheels going around in his head. He was getting off on this, but…I wouldn’t be horny tonight…but he was getting off on this.

“Randy!” I’m a great actress, it sounded like I was almost sobbing, like my life would end if I didn’t have an orgasm.

And, tell the truth, this scene was really working on me. Suddenly I felt like I did need to cum!

“Please! Help me! Let me squirt!”

“Okay,” he blurted.

I didn’t waste time. I was on the edge, and I pushed on over…and was in freefall…high in the sky…a white heat washing through me. “Oh…God! Fuck…fuck…”

It was real, and he knew it was real, and he listened as I eked out every shiver out of my cum.

Finally. “Oh, geez. Thank you, honey. You really know how to satisfy a woman!”

“Ah, yeah.”

Hah!

“Now pull up your panties and go to work, my big…BIG, strong man.”             

I hung up the phone, and smiled, and wiped the sweat off my face. Damn, that had been a good one!

I was going to have to do this again. Maybe for lunch. Could I get off again? I’ll bet I could. I mean, this was hot!

Poor Randy. He got home and he was so-o-o…Randy! He was all over me.

I just giggled and pushed him back.

“Easy, honey. I’m all fucked out.”

The disappointment on his face was legend. It was like somebody had just told him he had a dread disease.

“Now take your clothes off. I want to see that thong while I fix dinner.”

So we wound up in the kitchen, him naked except for his thong, and me, fully clothed, but quite sexy. My breasts stood out under my blouse, and he couldn’t take his eyes off them. My hips were round and luscious, and he kept placing a hand on my butt.

I flipped my hair back and he moaned.

Imagination. I told you.

“Ow!” I said, and placed a jar back on the counter.

“What?”

“I think I strained my wrist. Let me sit and rub it. Do you mind helping a little?”

Of course he didn’t, and shortly he was peeling potatoes and shredding cheese and other manly things.

I nursed my perfectly fine wrist and said, “Maybe I need a little pain reliever.”

He looked blank.

I nodded at the bottle of bourbon.

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled happily and poured us a couple of drinks.

And there I sat, relaxed and comfy, while my man fixed dinner. And it was easy. It had become easy when I had started acting sexy, and primed his pump, so to speak, and not given him any relief.

Well, one drop, but that wasn’t really relief, if you get what I mean.

“What was it like wearing that thong all day?”

“Oh, it was weird.”

“But sexy. Was your cock hard?”

“Oh, yeah. But you helped with that.”

“Oh?”

“Did you really have an orgasm on the phone?”

“Two,” I grinned. “And, I hate to tell you this…”

“Yeah?”

“They were better than…than dick enhanced cums.”

“Better than if my dick was in you?”

I tried to look sorrowful, even as I exulted. “Yes.”

“Well,” he tried to be magnanimous. “I guess that’s all right.”

“What’s worse is we’re going to do this again.”

“Huh?”

He turned away from the skillet and looked at me.

“I’m going to give you another article of women’s clothing to wear under your clothes, and I’m going to call you again. I mean, those cums were really good. Are you going to be mad if I have a few more.”

“Well, uh…”

“In fact, I’ll give you a choice.”

“What choice?”

“Do you want to wear a bra…or nylons?”

“I don’t think…” he looked worried.

“God, I can just imagine you. Your hard dick, getting harder all day, and bringing it home to me.”

“But you won’t want to make love if you’ve been getting off all day.”

“I will! I promise I will. Even if I don’t…I’ll fuck you. I’ll even play act with you.”

“Play act?”

“I can dress up like a school girl, or a nurse…or a stripper! I’ll pretend to fight you off and you can carry me into the bedroom and have your way with me. Would you like that?”

Oh, God. Role playing was his favorite. All I had to do was say, ‘Please, Mr. Randall,’ like I was a secretary, and he was all over me.

“Well, I guess…”

“Oh, goodie! Do you want to wear the nylons or the bra?”

Bless Barbara and her horny parents. When they got the gleam in their eyes they had turned out a good one. She was so totally right about men and their responses and how they could be manipulated…the next day I got Randy into BOTH the bra (and panties) and nylons.

Imagine that. Two days, and he was in three articles of female clothing. And he wasn’t cumming. And he was happy. And fixing breakfast for me.

Fuck!

I, of course, turned up the heat.

I called him at morning break, lunch and afternoon break. I begged for permission to cum. I rubbed my pussy and I did cum. And it was the most glorious squirt I had ever had in my whole borned days!

And when he got home, his pants entering the apartment before him, by about six inches, I had bad news for him.

“Honey,” I put a distraught look on my face.

“What?”

“I started my period!”

I fell into his arms and cried.

He, of course, was disappointed, but understanding.

And I was lying.

Finally, after him soothing me and telling me it was all right, I smiled up at his loving face. “Of course, I can still play with you. Would that be okay?”

“Well…” No brainer. “…yeah.”

I grinned. “Good. Take off your clothes and tell me how your day in sexy underwear went.

Oh, I had fun. I acted like a school girl, saying, ‘No, Mr. Randall! What would the other teachers say if they knew you were sucking on my tits!’

And: ‘Oh, Mr. Randall, you’re so bad! You make my pussy so wet!

And, ‘Oh, Doctor Randall! I think I have a problem with my pussy. Could you examine my pussy and tell me what’s wrong?’

And, of course, I kept pushing him away, and he was thinking that I didn’t want him to see that I was on a period.

But the capper of the evening, the sexiest thing we did all evening, was: “I called some vendors.”

“What?”

He was laying on the bed, his panties down and my hands working his cock like it was a Maypole.

“I called some vendors. I was just curious. Did you know Goodrich has a special on tires? You can get them for $4.95 a piece. You’d have to buy them twelve at a time.”

He sat up. “Five bucks!”

“What?”

“Rod said he has to pay $50 bucks a tire!”

“That’s a lot of profit.”

I could see the dollar signs rolling around in his skull, ching ching ching. Four tires a hundred bucks a tire to the customer. Four hundred dollars. Cost to him, $20. Ka ching!

“Lay back,” I pushed him back and went back to stroking him.

“And batteries are under ten.”

Ka ching! He sat up. $150 per batter, $140 profit. Installation was a snap. Give that for free and the customers would line up.

My manicured hand, with my sexy, red nails, pushed him back. Stroke, stroke.

“And belts…do you know how much belts cost?”

Ka ching! Ka ching!

And every time he sat up, his eyes translating sex into dollar signs, I got wetter and wetter.

Man, I was going to be calling him all day long tomorrow, and I wasn’t going to be faking.

Disaster, of course, was waiting in the wings.

Three days and he was permanently wearing women’s underwear. He looked so cute in his tummy shaper, and I was telling him that he could get away with wearing some falsies under his work coverall. And I was having him wear some falsies around the house.

Three days, and he was going out of his mind. Me calling him all day, me jacking him all night. Not being able to see my perfect body (I was wearing clothes most of the time, and even a robe and pajamas). He was a dripping, waiting to happen mess.

Three days, and he popped into the shower and I knew what he was doing.

I waited, listened outside the bathroom, then stepped in and opened the door.

Oh, man, it was perfect. He was mid squirt. He panicked. Tried to squeeze his own cock, but his semen just kept dribbling out.

I stared at him, terribly disappointed. He stared at me, and mumbled apologies. His face was redder than Rudolph’s nose.

Having ruined his orgasm, I walked out to the kitchen and waited.

He came in a couple of minutes later. Wearing a robe.

“Look, I’m sorry, babe. It’s just, with you being on the rag, and we’re talking every day…”

“So you just run your seed down the drain. But I like playing with you, and you take that away from me.”

“You can still play with me.”

“Open your robe.”

He blinked. He opened the robe. Naked. No panties, no bra. Nothing.

I started crying.

“Honey! I said I’m sorry!”

Well, I carried on, and the big sap fell for it. Finally, through tears I said, “If you want me to forgive you you’re going to have to do three things.”

“Sure. Anything. just tell me.”

I sat back, snuffled, wiped my nose, dried my eyes, and said, “First, I want to spank you.”

“What?”

“Admit it. You’ve been a bad, little boy, and you deserve a spanking.”

Well, he didn’t real ‘deserve’ one, but he needed one, and I needed to give him one. It would be further assertion of my power over him.

“Well, I don’t…”

I upped the tears. Man, once you get going it’s easy to keep crying. Sort of fun, too.

“Okay…okay! What’s the second thing?”

“I’m going to get you a chastity belt.”

“What?” His voice went up a couple of notches. “I’m not going to…”

“I work and I slave! I fix dinner!” Well, actually he was fixing dinner more than me, but that was a moot point. “I put out for you, I play phone sex and stroke you all night! I let you wear my underwear…and you waste it all down the drain! Like a common masturbator! Just a…a jacker offer!”

“Honey…”

He didn’t stand a chance.

I stood up and walked out. Into my bedroom. ‘My’ bedroom. And slammed the door. And locked it. Oh, I know he heard that click.

We had rarely fought during our marriage, but twice he had got me so mad I had locked him out and made him sleep on the couch.

Now it was three times.

I woke up the next day smiling.

He was out on the couch, sleeping on that lumpy couch, and I took off my clothes and put on my half bra and a negligee and skimpy panties. I made myself up and went out to the living room.

“Honey, I’m sorry I was so mad at you.”

Well, he was glad that was over, and, tell the truth, though I enjoyed it, I did enjoy the carrot more than the stick.

“Will you forgive me?”

He looked at my tits.

“I guarantee, when I am over my period I will extract TWO drops from you.”

He laughed. I giggled. It was all fun and games again.

“But I am going to buy a chastity tube for you.”

He sobered.

“Maybe you won’t wear it, but you know I’m right. A man shouldn’t be jacking off when he’s got a perfectly good pussy at hand.”

His voice was low, almost embarrassed, when he said, “But you haven’t been letting me fuck you.”

“And I probably won’t.”

He took in his breath.

“Not for a while. This is too much fun. Having you all horny all the time? And, admit it, you’re having fun going to work and being horny all day.”

“Well, I, uh…”

“Admit it!” I reached over and grabbed his erect cock.

“Okay,” he whispered.

And, here’s the funny thing, he was so messed he didn’t even ask me what the third thing was. That was okay. I sort of wanted it to be a surprise.

I kissed him, leaning over the back of the couch, stroking his cock, and all was right in Whoville.

Six days into my supposed period and the chastity tube arrived. Just in time. Tomorrow or the next day he expected to get a little.

Heck, he expected to get a lot.

I opened the box and spread the pieces out on the kitchen table and stared at them. Rings, spacers, tube, lock. Whew. Who would expect such a nefarious device to be so simple?

Well, I talked extra nasty to him that day. And I really got off. I mean I had the equivalent of supernovas happening in my pussy. And when he got home and saw what was on the kitchen table his eyes bulged, his mouth dropped, but…he was horny.

A couple of days since he had jacked off, and he had had time to recover. I tell ya, men never seem to really empty out.

He stared at the chastity tube.

“Pretty, huh?”

“I wouldn’t call it that.”

“Would you like to try it on now?”

“Uh, no.”

So I left it on the table, pushed it aside for dinner, and when the dishes were done he pulled it out for easy inspection.

And he inspected it.

He stared at it, harder than he stared at me.

He touched it, held the pieces of it up and examined them.

I ignored him. Gave him a couple of Coke Highs, and waited.

Men are curious. Especially when it comes to their cocks.

You look at the internet and it is amazing what men will put their penises in. I have seen instances of men putting their cocks in the water outlet in the sides of swimming pools, in hornet’s nests, one guy even rubbed his cock with the belt from some sort of band saw. Mangled the poor thing, but that’s men.

Randy wasn’t that bad, but he was bad.

Finally, he said, “I guess I could try it on.”

“Go ahead.” I pretended I didn’t really care that much. I really just wanted him to get lost in it. I knew he wouldn’t be able to get it on.

“I can’t get it on,” he said. He stood in the doorway, the tube half on his hard cock.

“Why not?”

“I’m too big!”

Oh, poor boy. The way he said that was so prideful.

I sighed. “So what do you want to do about it?”

“I don’t know. Doesn’t seem to work so…”

“You could pack your cock in ice.”

“I think not!” And the concept really seemed to upset him.

“Well, then…what?”

“We could fuck?” he smiled hopefully.

“You could jack off.”

Boy, after my little hissy fit he wasn’t willing to do that.

“Well,” I said. “I suppose I could extract a single drop of cum.”

Now, I hadn’t fucked him for ten days. And he had had one ruined jack off session, and that had been a couple of days ago. He was primed. And eager. And even eager for a ruined orgasm.

He wanted sex that badly.

So I took him in the back room, loved him, kissed him, fondled him, and…drip.

And now that he understood the procedure, and was so horny, it was easier than the first time.

I grinned and slapped his ass. “Okay, slick, let’s see what chastity looks like on you.”

He grinned, somewhat feebly, and returned to the living room.

Zingo bingo, his now temporarily limp cock fit in the tube and he closed the lock.

He stood there in the middle of the living room and stared at his imprisoned manhood. He looked up at me. “What now?”

“We wait. And when your cock wakes up and tries to get hard…that’s when the fun starts.” I smiled in a lascivious, but quite evil, way.

It didn’t take long, we were sitting and watching TV, and suddenly he grunted.

I turned to him. “What?”

“It hurts.”

I looked down. His cock was struggling to get hard, pushing out the edges, pulling his balls up tight against the rings. I smiled.

“But it doesn’t hurt too much to continue.”

“Uh, no. I guess not.” He was moving around and adjusting his package.

I spun over on him. Planted my bare pussy on him and ground down. I kissed him like he had never been kissed in his life.

When we broke he whined, “Oh, heysoos! I don’t think I can stand this.”

“Nonsense. You’re my big, strong man. You can stand anything!”

I kissed him some more. His cock tried harder to bust the plastic.

“Now suck my breasts!”

He was out of control. He wanted so badly, but his only outlet was to…please me!

He bent his head and went to work, and I tell ya, all of his massive sexual energies were redirected into one goal: please me.

He kissed me, he ate me, he massaged my whole body.

He used his mouth and his fingers and plumbed my depths. Finally, I began to quake and shiver. I was gulping and gasping, and he couldn’t stop himself. He kept  jamming his fingers in me, sucking on my tits, and the ocean rose up and overwhelmed me. A tsunami of sex washed through me. I was lost, high in the clouds as the sun burst inside me.

He wanted to keep going, but I stopped him.

“No! No more!”

He was disappointed, but the edges of his cock pain were gone. He was accepting his fate.

The next few days were absolutely incredible. In locking him up I had released his energy. He wanted to eat me all night, he wanted to work all day. He got nervous if he didn’t have something to do, and he could never relax. He…had…to…keep…going!

All of that incredible, infinite and never ending sexual energy was being transmuted into…living. He didn’t have to be asked to fix dinner, he just fixed it, and even started cooking better than I did.

And he did the laundry.

And I actually caught him washing windows. Late at night. Couldn’t see for shit through them this time of night, but he was spraying them with windex and scrubbing away.

I couldn't believe it. I had unleashed a monster! I had created the Eveready rabbit, after jamming him full of steroids!

And I kept cumming and cumming and cumming.

A couple of weeks into it I called him into the living room.

“Yes, dear?” He was instantly there, ready to serve.

“Look at this.”

He sat, looked at the newspaper and was focused. Like a laser. Like a super laser.

“Wow. Look at the rent. We’d have to eat beans for a month.”

“I can put fliers out. Thousands of fliers every day. You’ll have business by the end of the first week. Give me two weeks and you’ll be able to hire somebody.”

Now he was doing that fabulous thing men can do, and he even so much better than women. He was focused. Like a man going to war. All his sexual energies were devoted to the problem at hand. His eyes took on a glazed look.

“You’ve got that list of vendors, I can talk to Bob down at the bank.”

He thought some more and I waited.

“Joe said he would let me use some of his tools. I’ll need a car jack to start. If I…”

His mind was working faster than Madonna jills off. And I could see it when it happened.

Ka-ching!

Facts and figures. Dollar signs. spinning around like a mirror ball. He was almost giving out light. Profit, loss, special deals, adding up the figures.

He turned to me, “We can do it.”

“Yes, we can. But there’s something we need to do first.”

He waited. He was so damned focused that he was actually patient!

“You never asked what the third thing I wanted was.”

But he hadn’t forgotten. I could see it in his eyes.

“What is the third thing?”

I stood up and undid my pants. I had worn loose pants anticipating this, and when I dropped them my cock sprung up.

“Holy fuck!” He was on his feet, staring at my groin.

“In a female led relationship there is true equality.”

He stared at my strap on cock.

“It’s time for you to experience that equality.”

“You want to…to use that on…me?” His eyes were shining.

“Yep.”

That was a moment. I will always remember the look in his eyes, the way he was breathing, how he started gulping.

But all men are curious. All men think these thoughts. Not all men have the courage to go forward.

“You’re already wearing women’s underwear, and you’re going to wear more. I’m going to make you into my little bitch.”

I was smiling quite disarmingly. I wanted him to like the idea, not run screaming into the night.

“It’s awful big.”

“No. But it’s not awful small, either. It’s man-sized…it’s designed for a real man.”

“So I take it up the butt and you’ll back me on this owning my own business thing.”

“Yep.”

I would back him up anyway. But…this was the piece de resistance. This was the icing on the cake. This was the final step in making my man over.

He let out along, trembling breath. “Okay. How do we do this?”

“First, I give you a spanking, then I fuck you.”

He blinked. By being deliberately rude about it I was turning him on.

“Where?”

“I’m going to spank you in the living room, then I’ll fuck you in the bedroom.”

“Okay.” His eyes were so shiny. They were inscrutable, looked like they were about to shed tears. But he was willing.

I took him into the living room and laid him over the end of the couch. That wonderful, lumpy couch.

“I’d ask you to be gentle, but that’s not the point, is it?”

“I’ll be gentle later, when you need it. Right now you need rough.”

“Okay.”

I went into the bedroom and pulled his belt out of the loops, I returned to the living room and slapped the belt against my hand.

CRACK!

That was the moment he had second thoughts, hearing the sound of that leather on my palm, but I didn’t give him a chance to think about it.

WISS…CRACK!

Oh, he jumped, and he started to move his hands back to cover his ass. I pushed his hands aside and: WISS…CRACK!

“Oh, God!” He buried his face in the cushions.

WISS…CRACK!

WISS…CRACK!

I spanked him long and hard. When I was done his butt was a bright red. Far redder than if he had been simply embarrassed.

And he was crying. Tears had come about the tenth stroke, and he had cried until twenty, and then I helped him up.

He was sobbing, and he leaned on me. He cried on me, and the tears felt so good on my skin.

They felt good for him, too. It was cathartic.

I placed him on the bed and started slathering the lube into him.

He jerked under the feel of my hands on his butt, but he managed to hold still while I made sure he was slicker than slick.

Then I stepped between his legs and touched the tip of my dildo to his brown star.

He jerked, and every homophobic thought he had ever had rose up in his mind.

I pushed forward and the head popped into his rectum.

“Oh! Oh!”

Still, he stayed on all fours, quivering and shaking and crying.

I pushed forward and slithered into him.

For a long moment he held it still, then, as if by magic, he started to push back. All his delicate nerve endings were telling him that this was good, that he needed this.

“Oh, God!” He mumbled.

I reached under and gripped his caged cock. And I thought: what a night. Caged, wearing women’s underwear, spanked, and now this.

I had far exceeded Barbara’s predictions on how fast you can bring a man to total compliance and enlightenment.

“I think I’m going to pee.”

“That’s fine, honey,” I cooed. “You let it happen.”

And he did. I had pressed on his prostate and that had forced the semen up the shaft. His cock began to drool sperm.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. Relief was heavy in his voice.

For another minute I screwed him, and he screwed back, then I pulled out.

“Oh, God,” he murmured, now just sprawled out and laying face down. “I want more.”

“And I’ll give you more. I’ll give you all you want. But first, you need to satisfy me.”

Silly man, never running out of sex. I lay down and pushed him and he rolled over. Soon he was face deep in me, satisfying me, using his tongue the way it was meant to be used.

And I thought:

Woman…queen of her castle. And I was going to get a castle.

Man…a force of nature that merely had to be tamed.

And: female led relationship…chastity…feminization…spanking…strap on.

All the factors to make a perfect marriage, if you have the will to make it happen.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked my little tale of Randy and Amy

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


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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!
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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


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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


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

The Stepforth Husband

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


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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

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


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

Feminized for a Million Dollars

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Feminized by my Sister

Body Swapping with Chastity

He Became My Sissy Maid

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘I Made Him Love Our Female Led Marriage!’

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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Our Female Led Marriage!

Chastity and feminization made him a better man
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
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