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PART ONE

“Honey, I hate to say it, but you’re getting a little chubby.”

I looked in the mirror and sighed.

We were in the bedroom, Laura on the bed doing her nails, and me trying to fit into a tux.

“I hate to admit it, but…you’re right.”

In the mirror I grimaced at my belly. A little watermelon with a belly button on it. Too much pizza. Not enough working out. Argh!

“Man,” I glumped. “What happened to my svelte, sleek, panther body? I used to be so thin!”

“Well, baby, those days are past.” She held up her hand and inspected her art. Her nails shone like little, red daggers. Blood stained daggers.

“Well, how do you do it?” I looked askance at Laura. She was thin in the belly, round in the hips, and large on top. She was slender but everything jiggled so delightfully.

“Good living, pray to Buddha, that sort of thing,” she bent to put a coat of lacquer on her nails.

“Come on, be serious,” I said. “I know you exercise a little, but…you also have a secret. A woman just shouldn’t look as good as you.”

She glanced at me a smile curving across her lips. “Ooh, compliments. That will get you somewhere.”

“I’ll compliment you till the cows come home if it will get me your secret.”

“But, honey,” she stared at me, “my secrets are dangerous. You don’t want to mess with what I know.”

“Oh, yes I do. If it will help me get rid of this little bauble,” I grabbed my belly fat and shook it, “Tell me, please, oh most gorgeous and wonderful and beautiful woman in the world.”

I could tell she was softening.

“Come on, don’t doom me to a life of being a walking watermelon on skinny sticks. Don’t you want me to be that svelte, powerful panther prowling next to you? Or do you really want a balding, coughing, fat fellow hobbling to keep up on his crutches.”

She laughed, enjoyed the image of myself that I had projected.

And, of course, women being vain, and wanting their man to look good, she softened yet more.

I knelt by the bed and kissed her toes. Oh, that did it. She melted at the sight of me kneeling before her.

“Well, I can tell you, but there are conditions…”

“Hey! Conditions is my middle name! What are the conditions?”

Now, to tell the truth, I was just sort of joking. But she was suddenly serious.

“I’ll tell you what to do, and I guarantee you’ll get thinner. But you have to follow my every advice, do exactly what I say, without complaint, and…maybe I’ll tell you.”

“Hey, ‘Do what you say’ is my middle name!”

She grinned. Her smile lit my heart on fire, and she said, “Two middle names. Joseph Conditions Do What I Say Harkness. I like it.”

“So, what’s your secret.” Still a bit of the jokester in me, but there was a seriosity to her, and that was making me a bit more serious. I mean, what if she really did have a secret? It would be nice to lose that extra 15 pounds of belly fat and love handles. I really would love to have the strong and slender body of yore.

She sighed. “Well, I have a couple. One, and if you have the guts to do this,” she giggled at her play on words, “then I’ll tell you the other one. In fact, no, I’ll just do the other one on you. What do you say, sport? Are you willing to put your moolah where your pussy sucking orifice is?”

Oh, God, I loved it when she talked dirty. If I have an ounce of resolve in my soul, it melts when she talks trash. “Yep.”

“Okay, first, you do this and I’ll start your program tomorrow.”

“Okay. Sock it to me.”

She grinned and evil grin. “First, wear my corset.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“Without complaint or consideration. Now. For the party tonight.”

I stared at her. Wear a…a corset? A woman’s undergarment? A…a…”

“It’s in the closet, second drawer down on the right.” She waited.

I gulped. I had gotten myself into this, and, one more factor, I suddenly had a boner.

But how could I have a boner for a simple thing like…like wearing a corset? That just didn’t make any sense.

“I…I…”

She cocked her head. “Well? Mr. Put Up or Shut Up?”

Damn! This woman had my number. Teasing me, looking sexy, challenging me, looking sexy, and…looking sexy.

And my boner totally agreed. At least it was bobbing its head up and down.

I turned, hid my big gulp, and walked into her closet. I found the drawer, opened it, and took out the corset.

The fact is, what if wearing this stupid thing actually worked? I mean, she wore it, and it shaped the hell out of her luscious body, so…why wouldn’t it shape mine?

I came back into the bedroom and Laura laughed. “Oh, goody. I always wondered what you would look like in sexy clothes. This is going to be fun.”

She told me how to undo the back and put it around me. I managed to pull it tight enough to do the snaps.

“Okay, come here, and if I ruin my nails doing this you are going to owe me…big time.”

“I’ll be careful to not ruin your nails.”

She laughed, and began to pull the cords tighter.

“Oh,” I said as she pulled the strings together, a bit at a time, and the corset began to clamp around me. It felt like I was in the hand of a giant, and the giant had decided to squeeze me slowly to death.

“Oh! I can’t breath!”

“What a baby. Besides, breathing is over rated. Grow a pair,” she muttered as she pulled it tighter and tighter.

It felt like my guts were being shoved upwards inside my body.  Higher and higher.

“Breath high, shallow breaths. And stop whining.”

I managed to breath enough to stay conscious, and shortly she was tying a knot.

She slapped my ass and said, “Turn around. Let’s see you.”

“I turned around and her face creased in a smile. “Look at you,” she pulled on the edge of the corset and pushed a bit of my upper flab down. “You are sleek, svelte, like the road runner you used to be.”

“Beep…beep,” I gasped.

She giggled. “And look at this, you have cleavage!”

I would have said something, objected, but then she looked down. “And what’s this!” She grabbed my penis. “Mr. Happy is happy! Look! You’re so hard you’re dripping!”

I didn’t have to look, I could feel the bob and throb of the best part of my anatomy. I could also feel her stroking me.

“Ack,” I gulped.

“What? Does Mr. Happy want to spit at me?”

“Urk! Yes!”

She slapped Mr. Happy very lightly, more to make him bounce up and down than to hurt him.  And he did bounce.

“Ha! I like this.”

“Maybe you could…do that a bit more? Get me off?”

“Double ha! Not a chance. This is so cool. You so hard and horny, and unable to do anything about it. In fact, wait a minute…” She ran to her dresser and rummaged through her jewelry box. A moment later, holding something I couldn’t see, she returned and turned me around. “Hold still here…yeah…Okay.” Click.

Click?

“What did you do?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on! What’s going on back there.”

She stepped to my side, placed one hand on my penis and ran it back and forth, her fingers creating a little pussy hole that was driving me mad. “I just put a lock on your corset.”

“A lock?”

“Yes. A padlock. You won’t be getting out of that thing any time soon.”

“But…but how would I sleep? And it will get dirty and…I won’t be able to take a shower, and—“

“Dry up, baby boy. I’ll let you out some time, but isn’t it cool? You’re all locked up and I’m in control. Maybe I should lock your penis up, too? Then you’d have to ask me if you even wanted to go to the bathroom. I like being in control of my big, strong, manly man.”

Her hand was moving back and forth quickly now, and I could feel the trigger approaching. If I just pushed a little and helped her I could—“

“None of that, bozo. That’s my dick tonight, and I’ll be the one to tell it when to squirt.”

“But…but…”

“Now go pour me a wine spritzer while I finish getting ready.”

Well, she was in control, and I did feel like I had to do what she said. I trotted, as best I could with a corset squeezing my guts out, to the kitchen. My dick bobbed and I looked ridiculous wearing just a corset, but…it was kinky, too. At least, I was super turned on.

The party was great. In spite of the fact that I could hardly breath. Still, I managed to quaff a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and Laura and I danced up a storm. She kept placing her hand on my chest, an innocent enough action between a husband and wife, but she managed to press on the bit of flab sticking up from the corset, and to run her palm and fingers over my nipple.

It was driving me insane.

Which she liked.

Funny, we had played lots of games, and even some tease and denial, but wearing this corset thing had really opened the door. Tell the truth, I was a little nervous. Laura kept whispering in my ear that she was going to control my life, do things to me, and that I was going to be her little boy toy.

But, the greatest thing was a I received a couple of compliments. ‘Hey, Joe, lost some weight, did you?’ And, ‘Been working out a bit, eh?’

I just smiled, and next to me Laura would squeeze my arm and give me a knowing look.

We were driving home, and that was an experience in a corset, when Laura went to work on me.

“Well, that was a success.”

“Yes, it was fun.”

“And how’s Mr. Happy?”

“Happy.”

“Good. Because now that I know what makes you happy, I’m going for it.”

“Going for what?”

“Going for making you happy all the time.”

“But I am happy all the time!” Was I breathless? Or was that the corset?

She reached across the center console and felt my groin. “Okay, scientific test here.”

“What scientific test?”

“I ask the questions, and the lie detector tells us the answer. The real answer.”

“What real question?”

She unzipped me, held my cock. “Now, don’t talk, just let me do the interrogation.”

Interrogation!” I snorted.

“Cock, does Joe love me?”

My cock bobbed. And, I swear, I didn’t do it! Oh, I would have, it was a good question, but I didn’t have to do it. My cock bobbed all on its own.

“Okay, second question. At the party, did Marsha turn you—oh ho! Guess who was lusting after the neighbor gal!”

“Hey! that’s not fair!”

“Of course it’s not. I don’t have a truth detector on me, but that’s life. Now, another question.”

“But…but…”

“Don’t worry. I don’t care if you lust after other women. I just care that you are sweet and honest and faithful. Are you faithful.”

Not a twitch. Thank God Old Faithful decided not to blow.

“Excellent. And would you be faithful if Scarlett Johansson happened to sit in your lap and…uh, oh…what we got here…”

“That’s not fair…”

“And she took off her clothes and said she wanted to run away with you and asked you to eat her pussy and…” she lost it then. My pecker was bobbing like an apple in a hurricane.

“But…I…”

“Ha ha ha! Give it up, boy, you got the hots for Scarlett Johansson. Admit it.”

She was laughing, so it was all right. “Okay. She, uh, is sexy.”

“Your pecker sure thinks so.” She was sitting back, still laughing, but calming down.

“Well, you can’t blame me. She is almost as sexy as you.”

“Oh, ho! Trying to save yourself!” She leaned forward and grabbed my dick again. “Am I as sexy as Scarlett Johansson?”

Bob. Bob. Thank God!

“Good answer,” then she looked at me and really focused. “Did you like wearing the corset tonight?”

Bob. Uh oh.

“Would you like to wear more of my underwear.

Bob. Bob. Oh, crap!

“Would you like me to dress you up like a girl.

Bob. Bob. Big bob!

“Hey!”

“Too late. Your secret is out. Are you ready for the big one?”

“No! I think we should stop this.” My mouth said stop, my dick bobbed go.

“Would you like me to wear a strap on and…”

“Hey! Come on!” I was wiggling around, trying to get her hand off me.

Truth. The fucking question made me faint. Oh, I would blame it on the corset, but I actually swooned a little bit.

But there was no way I was going to open myself to that! I’m a man! Dammit!

“Hey! Hold still! I can’t get a good reading.”

I managed to get her hand off me, and she sat back in fake upset. “You party poop.”

“I think it’s party pooper.”

“Poop. Pooper. You’re still it. Now it’s for sure you’re not going to get any tonight.”

“Honey…Laura.”

She reached over and cupped my chest—damn, it actually felt like she was squeezing a little tit—but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to play with you. A lot. Mercilessly. Heh heh.”

We arrived home and I unfolded myself from behind the wheel. And I did have to unfold. Between my corset and the stiffness of my dick, I actually moved awkwardly. Still, I made it, and I followed Laura into the house.

She turned and planted the mother of all kisses on me. I mean she fused herself to me, grabbed my cock and stroked, cupped my ‘boob,’ and nearly swallowed my mouth.

All of which I didn’t mind in the slightest.

I mean, she had said no sex tonight, but I thought she was just kidding.

We kissed our way to the bedroom and she threw me on the bed. She knelt over me and took charge. She kissed me, she sucked me. She ripped clothes off until I was clad only in corset. Then she undid that, almost frantically, certainly hungrily. Then she got off me and went to her vanity table and started taking off her make up.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“Are we going to…you know?”

“I’m not going to. And I wouldn’t advise you to, either.” she turned to me, a face plastered with cold cream. “Jackers are bad boys, and you definitely do not have permission to abuse yourself. And especially when I’m not around. You got that?”

“Well, uh…”

“Don’t make me spank you.”

Fuck! My damned dick bobbed.

She grinned. “Spank you.”

Bob.

Spank you hard.

Bob. Bob.

“Fuck!” I moaned, and I threw myself on the bed. I was face up, my cock pointing towards the ceiling.

“Not so fast.”

“What?”

“Go into my closet and get out my black peignoir.”

“What?”

“Are deaf? Get my fucking peignoir,” she grinned, “before I spank you!”

Bob. Bob. Bob. And a bit of a drop of pre-cum oozed out of the slit on the head o my cock.

“Hah!”

“That’s nothing!”

“Do you want me to peg you?”

I turned and over and hid my bobbing cock. Fuck! No way I wanted to get into that! I was a man, dammit!

“Face me and I’ll ask again.”

“I‘m going to sleep.”

“Not until you get my black peignoir. And I want you to go into my drawer and find my black panties and bra. Put those on first.”

“I will not!”

“You promised.”

I went still. Fuck. I did promise. An it didn’t matter that this was going crazy, I had to keep my promises.

I soughed and got up. Cock bouncing, I went to the closet and found the bra and panties and the peignoir. I put everything on, then came out of the closet.

Laura stopped what she was doing and turned and stared at me.

“Holy, fuck. What you look like!”

“I look like a fool.” But…did I? Her eyes were wide and she was breathing hard.

“Baby, lay down, I think I love you.”

“Really?” It just sort of popped out of me. I mean, there was lust in her eyes.

She stood up and sauntered towards me. It’s hard for a woman with a white face to look sexy, but she did it. Her round hips, her large breasts, I was reminded of some sort of Kabuki thing, but, of course, with a female actor.

She grabbed me, kissed me soundly, then threw me on the bed. Little girl, big throw, then she was sitting on me, and my cock was pressed up against her belly, so close to paradise.

“Oh, I want you. Look at you. I never thought. I mean…you’re just so feminine.”

She grabbed my pecs, under the black bra, and massaged them. She moved the silky negligee up and down my frame, and my dick just got bigger and bigger.

Suddenly, she hopped on. Just lurched up and sank, and I was engulfed in her pink palace.

“Uh,” I groaned.

“Don’t you dare fucking come!” She snarled the command. She backed it up by reaching down and squeezing the base of my cock.

“Hey!” I gurgled.

“Shut up,” she snapped. She began to go up and down, I slid in and out, sheer torture, be it of the sweetest kind, and I could feel her fist holding my cock and slapping up against her pussy.

“Please,” I whined. She just breathed harder and bounced more.

For a minute she went up and down, one hand gripping my cock, the other hand pulling on her nipple, slapping her tit, and, finally, slapping her pussy.

“Oh…oh…YES!” Then she bucked, her hips started going crazy, and she actually fell off me, her legs spasming as she tried to close them. Her eyes were closed, but through all this she didn’t let go of my cock. If she had, I would have spewed. But she held on.

“God…please…”

She just lay there, fucked out, gasping for breath, and when she finally came down a bit she just laughed. “Oh, baby. We should have done this years ago. Me in charge. You just a helpless, little pussy.”

“I’m not a pussy!”

She let go of my cock and it bobbed and throbbed and wanted to squirt in the worst possible way.

“Oh, yes, you are. You’re a big pussy, and you’re my pussy. And I am going to take this all the way.”

All the way? What the fuck did that mean?

Anyway, she went to sleep shortly after that, dropping into a deep slumber immediately.

I, of course, was doomed to spend the night with a throbbing cock. It was late before I dropped off, and then I didn’t sleep soundly.

I just really wanted to fuck!

“Oh, yes! Welcome to the sun!” Laura ripped open the drapes and I was rudely awakened.

“Come on, lover nuts! It’s a new day, and I want to play!”

“Oh, gack,” I muttered. “I want to sleep.”

“Sleep is for people who don’t want to play dress up. Now get up!”

I laid there, my head snuggled into my pillow, my eyes closed.

WISSS SMACK!

“OW!” I jumped out of bed, holding my ass.

Laura stood there, holding my belt and laughing.

“When I say move, my little pussy boy, I mean move!”

“You can’t hit me like that!”

Unfortunately, my dick betrayed me. it was bouncing merrily.

Laura laughed and pointed. “Liar!”

“That’s nothing!”

“No, that’s my little love stick, and it means everything. And it’s always honest. Not like some people I know.”

“Well, put that belt down. I want to go to sleep and—“

WISSS SMACK!

I had made the mistake of turning to get into bed, and she had snapped that puppy right on my buns.

I jumped and spun and rubbed my ass. “You have to stop that!”

“Nope. You promised last night. You have to do anything I say.”

“But I’m tired!”

“Ah, so what. You’ll get over that. As long as you do what I want you’ll be fine.”

I continued to rub my ass and glared at her.

She grinned. “Your clothes are on the side table.”

I looked down, and my eyes grew wide.

“I thought we were just going to do that last night!”

“Oh, no. We’re in it for the long haul. Now, can I trust you to get dressed—you can wear male clothes over those, but you have to wear those shoes—or do I have to lay down the law?” She snapped the belt.

“Okay. All right. I’ll get dressed.” I eyed the underwear on the table like that were radioactive.

“Excellent. Hurry up, I’ve got your breakfast on.” She turned and strode out of the room. And she strode proudly. Back straight, ass swaying, boobs jutting.

Apparently she really like this power trip game she was on.

Well, hell. I sighed and turned to my new underwear.

The panties were easy to put on and, fortunately, they were a little stretchy in the crotch. I didn’t really fit in them, but at least my balls weren’t hanging over a skinny string of material.

The bra was easy, once I figured out how to fasten it, slide it around my body and pull it up.

The tummy shaper—it was a small one, just a band of tight material to fit around my belly—was tougher. I had to pull and contort, but I made it. And, miracle of miracles, my belly was going down. It was flatter. The damned corset and tummy shaper were working. Of course I had little boobs where the shaper had pushed my chest up, but that would go away with a little working out. Until then I would wear loose clothes. Clothes that would hide panty lines and bra straps.

Then I had the miserable experience of trying to bend over far enough to roll stockings up my legs. I made it, but not without strain and cursing.

I looked at myself in the mirror, and was once again startled. Without the belly I actually had a somewhat feminine figure. Feminine or not, I put on some male clothes and then looked at the shoes.

They were heels. Maybe two inches. Not a big deal, I’ve seen cowboy boots that high, but they were so damned feminine! They were a skinny spike, shiny black leather, with open toes. More like jacked up pumps, and I would be able to walk in them, but…crap! They were woman shoes!

I actually fit into them pretty easily. I wasn’t wearing socks, and the nylons were sort of slickery, and my feet slid right down into them.

I stood up, and it was okay. Yes, I was awkward, but I could walk.

I took a few practice steps, then pulled on a pair of long pants, to hide the heels, and headed for the kitchen.

Click, click, click! I was actually making those sexy sounds!

Laura came to the door and grinned at me. “Now that is sexy.”

I actually gave a wan smile. I was awkward, encased like I was a sausage in female accouterments, and yet…my dick was struggling inside the tummy shaper.

Laura felt my little cock bump and grinned. “Yep. Mr. Happy is grinning.”

“Hunh!” I grunted. I was breathing okay, but I was feeling somewhat confused. I mean, I was not acting in a male manner. But I wasn’t a female, so why were these clothes turning me on?

Laura grabbed me and sat me down. She stared at me while I ate my eggs. She had set out a glass of orange juice and whispered, “Drink the juice. All the juice.”

I wasn’t much of an OJ guy, but I did.

I finished eating, it wasn’t a big meal, small portions, really, and she said, “Okay, we’re going shopping today.”

“Uh, no thanks.”

“Anything I say—that’s your middle name, right?—we’re going shopping.”

And there I was, caught. And I had to go shopping.

“But don’t worry. We’re only going to garage sales, and maybe the Goodwill. You can handle that, right?”

“I guess so.”

We went out to the car, and I blinked in the sunshine. I had been so immersed in my female underwear I hadn’t even thought about the fact that I had been drinking the night before.

“I’ll drive,” she brushed by me to the driver’s door.”

I started to object, then shrugged. So she drove. So what? But it was one more little bit of me chipped away. One more tiny part of my male armor, and I didn’t realize it.

We drove through town, searching for lawn signs proclaiming garage sales, or yard sales. It wasn’t long before we found one. Laura parked and we walked up the drive.

Mostly old stuff. No antiques to make a profit on, no super deals, just old dresses and children’s books and things. I was surprised when Laura went through the dresses and picked out a couple. And a pair of granny boots. What the hell did she need granny boots for?

The next garage sale was a bust, and the one after that was…a BUST! I mean, we’re looking at the stuff, fishing tackle on a table, Hungry Hungry Hippo and a few other games, and the usual collection of plates and gimcracks, and Laura sees it. A pair of breast forms. Big ones. Sitting on a shelf in the garage. Behind the table where the people sat and collected money. Not in the garage sale.

“Are those for sale?” she asked the old lady sitting behind the table.

The old lady turned and gazed at the breast forms. “Those? Those were my sister’s, she passed a couple of years ago. You want them? What for? You look pretty healthy to me,” she eyed my wife’s bosom.

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe I’ll make my husband wear them.” She turned to me, “How about, Joe? Would you like a hefty set of bosoms?”

People around us were grinning, and I turned eight shades of red. “Uh, I think not.”

Oh, I was in high dudgeon. I was humiliated, and everybody was looking at me, and I wanted to do something, anything, to look more masculine than I felt at the moment.

Laura snickered, turned back to the lady. “No, I’m thinking of a Halloween costume. How about it, they for sale?”

Well, she had rescued me, but the damage was done. I couldn’t get the red out of my face if I painted it blue.

“Sure. I don’t know how much…is two dollars too much?”

“Are you kidding? That’s a great deal. I thank you.” Laura peeled off two bucks and handed them to the lady. The lady handed her the boobs. She, of course, turned and handed them to me. “Hold these, Joe.” She thrust them into my hands.

What could I do? I couldn’t make a big scene about it! If I objected too loudly everybody would see that I had a problem with holding these…these boobs. Which my wife had said she was buying for me.

So there I was, a man, holding a big pair of boobs, one in each hand, not knowing what to do, looking weird and awkward with a strangled expression on my face.

And, my wife, to make matters worse, decides to tell a joke.

“Say, do you know how much a pirate costs?”

The old lady, holding my two bucks in her grubby mitts, tilts her head, “No.”

I heard one of the people standing around groan. “Oh, this sounds bad before it’s even here.”

“Two bucks,” pronounced Laura. “They’re a buck-an-ear. Get it? Buccaneer.”

Oh, the groans, and while everybody stood around and had a good time my face was turning even redder and redder.

“Well, come on, Joe, grab your boobs and keep up,” She strode away, and people all laughed as I followed her.


PART TWO

“I can’t believe you embarrassed me like that.”

We were standing in the kitchen. I was still wearing my femininity underneath, and had a feeling I would be wearing it for a long time. I had poured us a couple of drinks and was guzzling my bourbon and Coke. She sipped her wine spritzer and chuckled.

“And how does Mr. Happy feel about that?”

Bob.

“Oh, look at that.”

I was still red. I had been red all the way home. This was making me even redder.

“You can’t…you can’t…”

She put a finger on my lips. “Shush, my sweet. I want to see something. Take off your shirt.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it. I knew what she was going to do and, I hate to admit it, I was curious.

I put my nearly finished drink down and pulled my sweat shirt off. I had chosen the sweat shirt because it was loose, would hid my little pecs and my bra straps.

Once off she put her drink down, picked up a fake boob and slipped it into one of the cups of my bra. Then the other one.

“Holy moly, Batman!”

She stood back and stared. I could see my reflection in the kitchen window, and I was stunned. The tummy shaper had slimmed me down, and the falsies built me back up.

“Put your shirt back on.”

Dazed, I slipped my arms and head into the thing, then pulled it down…over my boobs.

“Oh, my gosh!” Laura grabbed my arm and turned me slowly around.

I was stacked. And there was no misshape, no way to tell that these weren’t my own. They poked out under the sweatshirt and I stared at the window reflection.

“”Oh…oh…” Laura grabbed my hand and tugged me towards the bedroom.

“Wait a minute,” I gasped. I nearly tripped on the short heels.

“No waiting. This is too good.”

She pulled me into the bedroom. “Take off those stupid pants!”

I sat on the bed, kicked off the heels, and peeled off my pants. And I nearly had an orgasm, the way my boobs got in the way when I bent over. I was totally woman topside, and I felt faint.

Yes, I felt good. Erection good. My lie detector cock was bouncing like a retard on a trampoline.

A bit of cloth struck me in the face. It was a pleated skirt. A mauve color.

“Put it on!”

I held it up and stared at it. It was…a dress. A skirt. Woman’s wear.

“Really?”

“Now!” She was rummaging in her closet.

My fingers trembling, I lowered the skirt and stepped into it.

She came out of the closet and stopped, stared. “Wow!” Then, try this on. She handed me a wig.

A wig? A…a wig?

I held the thing, now it wasn’t just my hands quivering, it was my whole body. Something was happening here.

I bent down and figured out the thing, then placed it on my head. It was formed for the head and it fit perfectly, almost like it had been made for me.

Laura came out of the closet again, and she was holding a pair of heels. A really big pair of heels.

“Those are too big.”

“You’ll be fine. Put them on.”

I sat down on the edge of the bed and forced myself over enough to pull on the heels. My feet suddenly were slanted at 60 degrees and my calves were pushed up.

“I don’t believe this.” Laura fluffed my hair, put her fingers under the wig and manipulated the thing on my head. It fit even better when she was done.

“Wow,” she said.

I stood up, and I was suddenly taller than her. Normally I’m only an inch over her, but this was six inches.

She laughed. “I’m going to have to wear my own heels, with platforms.”

We were facing each other, breathing hard.

“Okay, go sit at the table.”

She stepped back.

“No.”

“Anything I say.”

“But this is too weird! I’m…I’m…”

“Turned on,” she finished for me.

We looked down at my cock. It was pushing the pleats out big time.

Laura grabbed it, stroked it through the material. My knees were struggling to bend, the heels were so high, and now they grew even weaker. She pulled my face down with the other hand and kissed me tenderly. Then: “Baby, this is play day. So don’t you give me any shit. Now sit down and I’ll get something to handle your cock.”

She stepped away, pushed me towards the closet, and I almost feel over. I managed to stay upright, however, and staggered towards the table. I placed a hand on the back of the chair and steadied myself.

Laura went into the closet again, and I stared at myself in the mirror.

I had a woman’s body, and a woman’s hair. I wondered how long it would take my own hair to grow out. Probably not long.

Then, Laura still in the closet, I sat down. Not because I wanted to, but because my legs were shaky.

Laura came out of the closet holding what looked like a ribbon. When she got closer I could see it was a stretchy thing used for a weight loss gimmick. It was a rubber tube with velcro strap on the end.

“You’re gonna like this,” she said. “Stand up.”

I stood up and she fastened the velcro grip around the shaft of my cock. She put the rubber tube between my legs and said, “Sit.”

I did, and squeaked when she pulled the tube tight. I felt her doing something above my butt, and suddenly realized that she was fastening the end of the tube to the snaps on the tummy shaper.

“And to think, I almost threw that thingie away.” She came around and leaned against the make up table.

“Honey, we’re going to do you up good.”

“What do you mean?” But I knew what she meant.

“Look at you. A woman in every way but…your face. You’ve got big boobs, your hips look rounder, everything about you screams ‘sexy.’”

“What are you going to do?” I asked. I could feel fear, and…anticipation. My cock, we both knew, was doing the dance. I wondered if that tube thing was going to be enough to hold it down when I stood up.

“I’m going to make you up. And you are not going to complain. You’re going to sit there and take it like…like a woman.”

“Well, uh…”

“Would you like a drink to help you along?”

I nodded over the gulp in my throat.

“Your command is my wish,” she misquoted.

She disappeared for a moment, I heard the sound of the frig, ice in a glass, then she was back. She was holding two glasses. She put one on the table and handed me the other one. “I brought you two. Nothing like a little liquid courage, eh?”

I gulped and gave a heavy breath.  “Okay. I’m ready.”

The smile on her face was like a child’s at Christmas. Everything she ever wanted was under the tree, and she turned to the instruments of transformation on her table.

The next hour passed slowly, and yet it was faster than I could imagine.

Every moment was an excruciating sensation, dragging out, making my penis leap and drip. Yet, when it was over, it felt like I had hardly even had a thought. The world had sort of disappeared while I went ‘under the brush.’ And the tube and the liquid and the sponge and the…

She cleansed me and primed me. She laid a foundation and my skin looked sallow. If that was really even my skin. She bronzed and blushed me and put color back into my face. She brushed on eye shadow and lined my eyes with mascara. Finally, the piece de resistance, the colored my lips.

“God. I would love to stain your lips, make them last a while, but…” she shrugged and focused on rolling the red paint on me.

I was done with my drinks by that time, and I sort of wanted another one. Instead, I got stood up, and I stood there, weaving on my heels and  slightly under the influence of drink.

The tube stretched up my ass crack, rubbed my brown button, and my dick was pulled down. It was pulled just hard enough to make me pooch my butt back a bit, which made me look even more feminine. Laura took me over to the wall mirror.

I stood, as slender as her, but taller, and with bigger boobs. My hair was auburn and it flowed down over my shoulders. My face was unrecognizable as male. The red lipstick set everything off, and my eyes, for the first time in my life, really sparkled.

I looked like a woman.

“Well, not bad.”

“I don’t believe it,” I murmured.

“Believe, baby.” She turned me to her. “Now get ready to experience one of the most frustrating things about being a woman.” She pulled my head down to hers, our lips were an inch apart, and she said, “No, no…mustn’t mess your make up.”

She backed off and laughed.

I didn’t think it was funny. It was, as she had said, frustrating. To be so close, to feel her breath, and know her lips were right there…and to be denied. Oh, God!

“Okay, girlfriend, you’ve got the afternoon to get used to it, then the party starts.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ve still got to paint your fingernails, and maybe choose some bangles for you, pierce your ears, that sort of thing.”

“Pierce my ears?”

“Do you know of any woman that doesn’t have pierced ears? Besides, it will really frame your face, give light to it. You will absolutely love wearing some danglies. But, first, there’s something we need to do.”

“What?”

“Lunch.”

So we went to the kitchen, and it was a whole new world for me. I was a different height. I couldn’t bend much because of the tummy shaper, and I was so incredibly aware of myself as a woman.

Laura fixed a couple of salads and place them on the table.

“Salad?” I was used to a hamburger, or a big, old ham sandwich.

“Salad. You don’t want to try and eat a big meal with the shaper on. Besides, I want you hungry tonight.”

“What’s tonight?”

“You’ll find out, now eat your salad, and try not to mess up your lipstick.”

I ate, and it was difficult. First, I had to work with these sharp nails extending from my paws. Second, I had to nibble, take small bites that would fit smoothly into my mouth without messing me up.

Laura, of course, laughed at my efforts. “You’ve got a lot to learn, bub. But I’m a good teacher.”

So we ate, and when I had managed to clean my little bowl she unscrewed a little bottle and put out a couple of pills.

“What are those?”

She hesitated, then said, “Weight loss pills. They’re what keep me slender. I’ve double your dose because you’re bigger than me,” I wasn’t, at least, not by much, “and because we want them to work fast.”

“Oh.” I popped the pills into my mouth. I pushed them down with a gulp of my whiskey, then smiled at Laura.

“Are we going to keep me drunk all day?”

“And all night. This is your night, baby, so let’s make the most of it.”

“Okay by me.”

We smiled, and the afternoon began, and it was brutal. All afternoon Laura drilled me on how to act like a woman. Man, I never knew there was so much stuff that women did that was so different  from how men acted.

How to walk was the easy one, and it gave me lots of trouble. How to place the heels on a line, letting the ass sway a little, but not too much.

How to freshen up make up. That was tough, to say the least. Working with a little compact, putting on lipstick, I felt real clunky.

Then there were the thousand and one little things, how to sit, how to hold the hands, how to carry a purse, how to smile, how to greet other women.

It was much more than I could ever remember, but Laura just went ahead and drilled me and told me not to worry. “You’ll remember enough, and the fact that you are a woman will decide any issue in your favor.”

“I am a woman?” I raised my plucked eyebrows.

“You are,” she lowered one eyebrow and gave me the female version of the gimlet eye.

I learned how to conduct myself in a bathroom, how to get in a car, how to do all the things a woman does.

And, I drank. I didn’t drink a lot, just enough to keep me going, to not let me get sober, and yet not get me sloppy.

“Why are we doing all this?” I asked at one point. I was a little discouraged, the drilling was going on so long and was so intense.

“We’re going out tonight.”

“What? No! I’m not going out like this!”

“Like what?”

“Like a woman.”

“What’s wrong with going out like a woman? I do it every day.”

“But you are a woman!”

“And so are you. Go on, look in the mirror, do you see anything masculine about that reflection?”

“Well, but…”

And she rode right over my arguments.

Now, if she hadn’t had me high, I probably would have been able to resist. In spite of any promises this was way too much. But she did have me half high, and by the time dinner rolled around we ate little and she made sure I was freshened up and cheerful. I had a couple of more pills, and another drink, then she pushed me out to the car. I couldn’t resist, I was too off balance in my heels, and she opened the passenger door and pushed me in.

“I want to drive!”

“Says the drunk,” she laughed and went around to the driver’s side.

Shortly we were zipping down the road, two girls in a Toyota Rav. Out for a night on the town. And I was slowly overcoming the effects of the whiskey and feeling terror.

Charlie Coyote’s is the hot spot of Los Angeles. It has a big patio, a dance floor, booze, and sexy people. At all times of the day.

Laura drove in and we got out.

Well, she got out. I was frozen. Couldn’t move.

The parking attendant got in and grabbed the gear shift and looked at me.

“Senorita?”

Then my door opened and Laura was pulling me out of the car.

The attendant was puzzled, but he stole our car and we walked up the brick paving to the iron gated front door.

“That’s it,” Laura held my arm like we were two girl friends, “Just smile, one foot in front of the other…you’re doing fine.”

And I was near sober when we sat down at a small table in a corner of the patio.

And I was near unconscious. I wasn’t really aware of the iron work, the flowers, the picture of the bullfighter on the wall.

Dimly, I heard Laura say, “Two Margaritas. Salt.”

Then a shadow went away and I wondered where I was.

“Earth to Josephine.” A hand was turning my face and I found myself staring at my wife.

She was grinning. “How’s the shock coming?”

I started gulping, and my eyes were blinking, and I was aware of a shadow going away. The waiter, a fellow named Jose, was off to see to our libations.

“What? What?” Was that really my voice? That stunned whisper?

“That good, eh? Well, don’t worry, it’ll get better. A drink or two and you’ll be back in the pink. Oh, maybe I shouldn’t say that. Back in ‘the pink.’” She giggled.

“What…what are we doing?”

“Having a drink, maybe some finger food. Not a big dinner. You couldn’t fit a big dinner into your bound belly anyway.”

“I don’t…” I gave up talking.

Our drinks arrived right after that stumbling exchange, and I sucked the whole thing down like I was a camel trying to refill after a month in the desert.

“Whoa! Jose, another one.”

Jose rambled off, and I stared around. The liquor was hitting me quickly. I hadn’t eaten anything, and I felt the heat bubbling in my belly. I started to come out of shock.

“Wow,” I said.

Laura picked up on my change of attitude. “There we go. Back to normal, yes?”

“Is this normal? Me being a girl in a hot nightclub?”

“It is now. Want to dance?”

I didn’t say anything, but Laura knew I needed to move around. Fortunately, there was a lot of space around our table, and we got up and she took me in her arms.

She…took me. But I was the man. But, no. I wasn’t the man. And when I tried to lead she wouldn’t let me. For a moment it was awkward. Finally, courtesy of another drink, I relaxed enough to let her lead. We danced in the little space in front of our table, then a finger tapped me on the shoulder. Both Laura and I turned.

He was six feet tall, a square jaw, lithe, but ripe with muscles, and a devil may care look in his eyes.

“May I cut in?”

Laura: “You’ve got one minute, then I need you to sit down here. What are you drinking?”

He blinked, but he said, “Seven and Seven.”

Laura took a few steps and snagged Jose and whispered in his ear. When he nodded she sat down and watched me take my first dance with a man.

He place his arms around me, and I was thoroughly flustered. And embarrassed. And all my homophobia launched.

He was a man! He was holding me! Like I was a woman!

I could feel his crotch. He wasn’t being unusually randy, but this hips were close enough that when I dipped when I should dapped his cock brushed my thigh. A hard bump in his pants.

My own hard bump was getting harder, making me bend into him, thrusting my breasts towards him.

He was a good dancer, and thank God Laura had loosened me up. I was able to let him lead, though I kept stepping on his feet.

He just laughed and twirled me around in that small space in front of our table.

It wasn’t a minute, it was just to the end of the song, and I didn’t know if that was less or more than a minute, but he deposited me in my seat, then sat down himself.

Laura leaned in. “That was nice. You seem to be nice.”

“Well, I don’t know about that,” he grinned.

“But there’s something you should know.”

“Oh?” He sipped his drink and watched us.

“Josephine is a man.”

I was staring at his face, caught by what happened to his expression.

A moment of tautness, a big blink, a look towards me. A long look.

“Heysoos. I wasn’t much of a fighter, but I wondered if he was going to hit me. Or something.

He didn’t hit me. He just sipped, took a few deep breaths, and said, “I wondered. You dance good, but…there’s something awkward.”

“She’s not used to the man leading.”

“So, can I ask, what is the situation here?”

“Simple. Josephine has just started taking estrogen hormones. She has her dick, and it is quite functional, but she is exploring the other side. taking a walk on the wild side, as it were.”

“And…how am I involved in all of this? I mean, you invited me here for a drink, and we’re talking…where is this going?”

“Simple. We need to know certain things. About men and relationships. So we’re going to invite you to a party. At our house. If Josephine feels like it, you might get lucky. If she decides no, then I’ll spread my legs for you. And I do feel like it.”

“So let me get this straight. We go to your place. We fool around and…Josephine…decides whether she would like to go all the way. But if she doesn’t, then you’ll go to bed with me.”

“Exactly.”

“But what if I want more?”

Laura tilted her head in question.

“What if I want to fuck both of you?”

A long second passed. Then Laura nodded, “I think that can be arranged.”

He turned to me. “And that’s all right with you?”

I was drunk, I was dazed, I was in a new state of shock, but I could still think.

Laura had talked about fucking other men, but we had never looked at that. Would I be all right with that? Heysoos. What a dilemma! But was it, really?

She wanted to fuck.

She wanted me to fuck.

She wanted us to…find out things.

And this guy, we didn’t even know his name, was willing, and willing to be a gentlemen about it.

Slowly, my head turned things over, and I came to a decision. “I’m okay.” I said.

“Whew!” He blurted. “This is going to be a night, eh?”

Laura put a hand on his. “Yes, it is. Now, let’s have another drink, you two—I’m driving—and get this show on the road.”

We sauntered out to the parking lot and the attendant raced away to get our car. In a moment he was back.

Laura: “You two get in the back.”

The car was a coupe, two doors, and Jeremy, that was his name, helped me into the back. I felt his hand caress my butt, and…it felt good. I plopped down, then he plopped down next to me.

Laura got into the driver’s seat and started the car up.

We sailed down Melrose for a while, the lights flickering, the night about us, and Laura said, “Put your arms around her.”

Jeremy put his well muscled arm around my shoulders. He reminded me of how little muscle I had. I was lithe and strong, but whiplike. Not the muscle-y type.

We turned right on La Cienega and headed up the hill. I sank back in Jeremy’s arm.

“Kiss her gently,” suggested Laura. She was watching us in the rear view mirror.

He bent over me, and he was a true gentleman. He took his time, brushed my lips softly, applied more pressure, and…it was strange.

I was used to doing the kissing.

I had never experienced the forcefulness of a male’s lips.

Truth, it took my breath away.

He backed off, looked into my eyes, and said, “Wow.”

My heart was pounding, and I stared up at him. Fear was in my eyes.

We turned right at the top of La Cienega and headed for Laurel Canyon.

He kissed me again, and I could feel his hand touching my fake breast. Even though it was fake, I could feel the pressure of his hand.

Laura turned up Laurel Canyon and we were shortly holding on as the curves pushed us one way, the the other.

We arrived at our house and I got out and stood in the driveway. Frozen.

Jeremy tried to move me, then stopped. I wasn’t going anywhere. Even on my high heels. And I started to cry.

Laura came around and inspected me. She turned to Jeremy, “I don’t think she’s ready.”

And I wasn’t. My heart actually hurt. My head felt like it was filled with poison ivy. I was starting to sob. A part of me wanted to, but…but…

“It’s okay,  honey. Stop crying. Nobody is going to make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

I snuffled, couldn’t stop crying, but at least some of the pressure was off.

Laura turned to Jeremy. “Well, that leaves us.”

“I don’t want to make you do something that…” he shrugged.

“Let me take you back to Charlie Coyote’s.”

An unspoken thought drifted between them. I could feel the sex in that thought. Yet, I couldn’t say anything. I had said I was okay with everything, and I wondered how she was going to fuck him.

Would they do it in the car? Her bent over the seat and him pumping away?

Would they stop at a park and do it on a picnic table?

Or would they just go to a parking lot and do it standing up. Just pull down her panties, lift her skirt, and thrust his pecker into her. Her bent over, him grunting and thrusting, filling her up.

And…would he cum in her? Would he fill her with his seed? Would she come home with his sperm dripping out of her?

He said, “Sorry it didn’t work out.” Then he touched my shoulder. I think he was afraid to kiss me at that point, and shaking hands seemed…weird.

He got into the car and Laura turned to me. She spoke pointedly. “I shouldn’t be too long. Just make yourself a drink and try to relax. Everything is okay.”

“But…I’m sorry. I didn’t…I wanted to do this…”

“Honey, you went further than a man can be expected to go on the first date. So just go relax and I’ll be home in a while.”

“Are you going to…”

She knew what I meant. She held her ground. “I said I would.”

I nodded, snuffled, and turned and walked into the house. Behind me I heard the car door slam, then the car was zooming down the road.

An hour later Laura returned. She hopped out of the car and sauntered into the house. She was humming like the cat that got the canary, and she was carrying a sack. She put the sack down and went straight to me, kissed me deeply, and I tasted him on her.

I tasted his cock.

“I…you fucked him?”

“I did. Would you like to see the proof?”

“Yes,” I said, not very bravely.

“Well, come along.” She picked up the sack and walked back to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she pulled her panties down, then off. They were dripping wet. She lifted her skirt and laid down on the bed.

I could see it. The white semen oozing out of her. I came closer, was fascinated.

I looked at her. “Was it good?”

“Oh, God. Yes. He was big. Bigger than you. And he really knew how to use it. He plumbed my depths, took me for a real ride.”

“How did you do it?”

“Standing up. We just pulled off the side of the road and stood on the far side of the car. I leaned over and he fit his cock into me. It went in nice and easy. Took my breath away.”

She was watching me while she talked. Her eyes were glittering.

I was staring at her pussy. Enraptured by the white semen.

“Do you want to…to touch it?”

I reached a finger forward, ran it over the thick, white liquid.

“Do you want to taste it?”

I stared at her.

I had come so far, but not all the way. And maybe this…this would help.

I found myself leaning forward and my face moved into her crotch. I extended my tongue and licked it. A little salty. A little…slippery.

“Go on. Do it.”

She put her hands on my head to encourage me, and I found myself going forward, pressing my mouth to her, and I lapped at the semen and sucked at her hole. I felt warm chunks slide into my mouth, and I ate, and swallowed, and was totally captivated by what I was doing.

Laura groaned, held my face to her pussy, and ground her cunt into my mouth.

“He came so much,” she murmured. “Don’t you wish he would have cum in you? Don’t you wish I was licking this out of your hole?”

Oh, God, I could hardly think, and suddenly, in spite of my earlier failure, I was excited. My dick was bobbing again, and…I wanted it.

I wanted to experience what she had experienced.

She pushed me back. “He said he’d be willing to meet with us again, when you’re ready.”

I nodded, licking my lips and tasting the slippery essence of man in my mouth.

“He also told me how to break you in, how to get you ready.”

I waited.

She picked up the sack, turned it over, and a dildo and a mess of straps fell out.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted.

She got off the bed, I was on my knees from having eaten her, and I backed up. She put the straps on, then fitted the dildo to the straps.

“He said gentleness only goes so far. He said if you really wanted to experience this then you need to be taken. You need to be convinced that you’re a woman, and that I’m the man.”

“You’re the man,” I whispered, looking up at her in awe.

“So suck me off. Now.”

Her dick was big and in my face. She grabbed my ears and pulled me to her. I opened my mouth and engulfed the penis.

“Oh, God!” she muttered. “This is so fucking hot!”

She pumped in and out of my mouth. Sometimes I felt like gagging, and I could taste my lipstick smearing over the thing.

“You’re quite the cocksucker,” she told me, driving the thing deeper and deeper into my face. I tried to relax, to let the plastic shaft have its way.

Suddenly, she pulled back, grabbed my ear and pulled me around to the bed. “Up on all fours. I want to take you doggy style. I want you to feel what it’s like to be a bitch.”

I crawled up and my butt faced her. She reached into the sack and brought out a large can of lube. She scooped out a large glob and pushed it into my ass.

I gasped as her fingers entered me, opened me up. She reamed me with several fingers, spreading the lube thick, pushing it in, making sure I was totally ripe and ready.

“Okay, honey. This is what you missed out on tonight.”

She slid that big thing into me. I gasped, and arched, and fell forward.

She stayed with me, kept me impaled on her penis. For a moment we lay like that, her on me, her penis ensconced in my butt, then she began to move.

“Oh!” I blurted, and I moaned. I could feel the fake veins on the thing rippling along my canal.

She pushed in and I gasped again.

It felt good. I had never felt anything so good in my life. It felt ten times better than what I pushed my puny peeny into her.

“There we go,” she whispered into my ear, then she bit my ear, as she sank deeply into me.

I clutched the bed spread with my fists and held on.

In and out she rammed me. Up and down she went, and I felt my rear hole opening up, clutching, protesting even as I loved it.

For long minutes she pummeled me, and I could hear her grunting in pleasure.

Grunting and groaning as she savaged me, opened me up, made me submit.

And it was submission. She was in charge. She was the fucker and I was the fuckee, and that involved a total reversal of roles, and a delicious giving up of my maleness.

Yes, I would be a male after this, but never the same. And there would be a huge part of me that was female, that wanted the clothes, the make up, and the feel of a ramrod stoking my fires.

Finally, she pulled out. She turned and sat down on the bed and slapped my well used ass.

For a while I just laid there, marveling at what was going on inside me. Finally, I groaned and got up and turned to sit next to her. My asshole, surprisingly, didn’t hurt. In fact, the pressure of sitting down made it feel pretty good.

“How you doing?” she asked.

“Oh, God,” I muttered. “But I didn’t cum. I’m still so damned horny.”

“That’s good. You stay horny, and some day you’ll have a prostate orgasm. Or maybe we’ll just figure out how to drain you, to press on your prostate and drain all your cum out. Without an orgasm.

“Whoa.” I said. Then I turned to her, “You…you wouldn’t like to have a bit of the old dick, would you?

She grinned at me. “I already got off tonight, and with a bigger dick than yours.”

“Oh.”

“I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to go back to your little weenie. I sort of doubt it.”

I felt an ineffable sadness, and yet…yet there was something excited in me.

“But don’t worry. I’ll keep fucking you till you do cum. And, who knows. Maybe Jeremy, or some other stud, will be able to make you cum. Would you like that?”

Would I? Probably. If I got horny enough, definitely.

“Well?”

I nodded, and sighed, and wondered at the strange changes of life.

END
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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.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

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 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 Turned into a Girl!’

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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