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PART ONE

Everybody thinks they’re safe. I certainly thought I was safe. I went to work, I made my monthly mortgage, I drove a car that wasn’t too old…I thought I was safe.

And you read in the newspapers about girls being kidnapped and ending up in Saudi Arabia or somewhere. Or some guy goes to Mexico and wakes up missing a kidney.

But, hey, that’s somebody else, and it has about as much reality as the fake news in the media. It’s just stuff made up to scare you so you’ll vote the right way, right?

So everybody thinks they’re safe, immune from such things.

But they’re not.

I work in a warehouse. Well, not actually the warehouse itself, but the front offices. I do accounting. It’s a nice, happy, little job. Bills come in, payments go out, I make sure everything balances. I don’t work very hard, they don’t miss me if I take a day off every once in a while, and I can sit there and play on the computer every once in a while, or listen to a ball game.

Heck, when the home team was in the world series the boss came in and listened, even brought the beer, though we didn’t open it until 5 o’clock, but…it was cool.

On a June day, it was hot out, and I was the last one to leave.

I made sure the safe was locked, checked the doors, and set the alarm. I stepped outside, closed the door, and that was it. Done for the day.

I sauntered across the parking lot. The one bummer, I had to park out in the north forty, way in the corner, under a big oak tree. Customers got the good parking places, and I can understand that.

So I trudged, thinking about stopping by a bookstore, maybe picking up the latest Grace Mansfield work. Man, that woman could write.

And, so thinking, I reached my car, took out my key and put it in the  door, and ZZZZZT!

I couldn’t think. I was barely aware of shaking, and the ground seemed to come up and embrace me. I lay there, unable to move, and had a thought. It was a slow, creeping thought: I’ve been tased.

And there was no other thought. I was in shock, couldn’t move, and I saw a pair of high heels approach me. I couldn’t even look up. All I could see was these black heels, very sexy, and these ankles that led up to curvy calves, and then my range of vision stopped.

“Got him,” said a voice. On the other side of me. There were two of them. But I wasn’t thinking about this so much as just registering perceptions.

“He was easy.” That was a third voice. All voices were feminine. I dimly heard the sound of more heels, click, click, click! A herd of clicks.

I tried to move my mouth, but it only trembled and drooled.

“Here.”

I was rolled over and my hands pulled back, then handcuffs were placed on me. I felt the hard metallic rings tighten against my wrists. I tried to speak again. I must have made a sound, because one of the women toed me in the back. “Shut up.”

“Don’t,” said one of the voices.

I heard my door opening. I had lost control of the keys and they were still in the door. I dimly heard the jingle of keys against the door, then I heard the door open.

“Come on, get the back opened.”

I heard the back door sliding open.

“What?” I said.

Another toe to the ribs, no, this was the kidney. I was starting to figure out what body parts were what. And that one hurt.

“Get his feet.”

Hands gripped my ankles and lifted, and…I think there were four. Four …women? Why was this…happening to me?

I was tossed, literally tossed through the open door of my van.

“Get over there,” somebody muttered, and I was shoved across the floor. Then somebody lifted my head and a black bag was pulled down over it.

“What…what…?”

“Be better if you didn’t talk.”

“Zap him again.”

And they did, and I was shivering and shaking, and my mental process was all jangled, and then it was all dreams.

My van starting up. Turning over on the floor as they started up. Then just the thrum of vibration through my cheek and shoulder, and we were driving somewhere…somewhere. I faded out.

“…coming to now.”

“Slap him a bit. He’ll come to.”

“We agreed no violence. Not unless we need to.

“I need to.”

Voices talking. I was me. I was Hank Norris. I was me. But…where was I?

“Uh…”

“Told you.”

“Take off the hood.”

A hand grabbed something on top of my head and lifted. Light burst on me. I blinked and tried to figure out what was happening.

“What…why…going…”

“Hello, sleeping beauty.”

A woman stood in front of me. I was dizzy and my eyes weren’t working, double vision, no…must be triple vision…because there were three of them. No. Not triple vision, actually three women, standing, hands on hips, watching me. Smirks on their faces.

“Who…are…”

“Don’t try talking for a minute.” To somebody else, “Give him some water.”

Hands at the side of my face. I gave a little jerk, then a red tipped hand was turning my face to the side and a straw went between my lips.

I sipped, and, funny, I was grateful. Isn’t that weird? They kidnap me, and I end up being grateful for the smallest, little thing.

“What am I doing here?”

“Oh ho. He speaks.” That was a buxomy brunette. She wasn’t bothering with a mask now, and I could see level, blue eyes. Laughing eyes. She liked having me at her mercy.

“Well, he should shut up.” I knew, intuitively, that that was the one who had kicked me. A mean one. A couple of inches shorter, a little heavier in the chest, and red, red lips. Her hair was in a bob and she looked like Brittany Elizabeth. But a mean, Brittany Elizabeth.

I looked back to the first one. Huh. She looked like…like…Holly Halston.

I waited for the other two to come into a better position, they were moving around me, so I could give them the names of porn stars. It would make it easier to remember them when I reported them to the police.

“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. My voice was a little ragged, a little whispery, but it was clear.

Somebody slapped the back of my head. “Speak when you’re spoken to.” It was a hard smack and the pain went right through my skull to my eyeballs.

“Hey!” said Holly. “We agreed, none of that!”

“Yeah, but what he did…”

“And he’ll get his punishment. But you smacking him around makes you no better than him.”

The one who had hit me grumbled, but gave in.

Another came to the front. I was starting to register now, to see in more detail, and I thought she looked like one of those soft faced, impeccable Fellucia girls. The ones that give immaculate blow jobs, the camera so close you see every single detail. She was a fizzy, light blonde with small features. Her chest looked average.

So, Holly, Brittany and Fellucia.

And, the fourth girl came into view. “He’s tight. We gonna do this?” She looked like…like Casca.

Holly, Brittany, Fellucia and Casca. Three of them were well endowed. Two were on the point of chubby, all were beautiful.

“It’s almost noon, we’ll start after dinner.”

“Oh, good. I’m famished.”

The four women turned and strode to the left. I heard the heels clicking, a herd of clicks.

“Hey! What am I doing here? What are you doing to me.”

The sound of chuckles and low voices, too low to be distinguished, and then the sound of a door opening and closing.

I was alone.

I sat there, prisoner, and tried to figure things out.

I had been going home, and they had tased me. Twice. They had stolen my van and brought me here…here…I looked around.

I looked around, took note of my body, of my surroundings, hoping for a way out.

I was in a chair, but it felt like a barber chair of some sort. Sturdy, my wrists cuffed to the arm rests, and the rests didn’t feel like they were coming loose any time soon.

And my ankles were handcuffed, too. To some sort of leg platforms it felt like. So this might be one of those dentist chairs, not barber chairs, and the back would go back and the legs would go up, and I would be prone.

Okay. Okay.

It was gloomy, but I could tell I was in a warehouse. The ceiling was high, with beams and what looked like plywood. Big lights hung from the ceiling, but only one of them was on.

But it was a working warehouse, with electricity. So somebody…maybe somebody would hear me.

“HEY!” I screamed. My voice felt like I had just yelled into a pillow, it was so small and the space so big. “HEY! HELP!”

“You might as well shut up.” A small voice came from my left. I jerked in surprise, felt the handcuffs cutting into my wrists. So they had left somebody here. Even if I could get loose, this one would have the taser.

I was choked by the voice, but after a few seconds I asked, “Who are you?”

“Your conscience.” A bit of snidery in that voice.

“What am I doing here?”

“Paying the price. Now shut up.”

“But can’t you tell me—“

“One more word and I’ll tase you.”

Yep. She had a taser.

I sat there, and time passed.

Time, like drops of water from a leaking faucet. Drip, drip, drip.

I came more to myself, studied my surroundings. Took inventory of my body.

I was unhurt, but I felt a fatigue that was probably common to somebody who had been tased. Twice.

I was unable to get loose. I tried to move, subtly, but I was rock solid bound in the chair.

So I finally just sat there and let my mind wander.

Who were these people? Why had they kidnapped me? What was going to happen to me.

The door opened and voices entered the big warehouse. The one who had been watching mumbled something I couldn’t make out, then the door opened and closed again. My guard, who I hadn’t even seen, must have left.

The women moved around, doing things, but I knew not what.

“Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?”

There was a bitter snicker. “He wants to know.”

“As if he doesn’t know already.”

“I don’t know why I’m here! I work at Benecke’s Fabricators…I was going home when you tased me! Why am I here?”

My voice was getting a little frantic.

One of the women, Holly, suddenly came around in front of me. She was holding a chair, one of those clothe camping chairs that folds out, and she placed it in front of me, about ten feet away, and sat down. She folded her arms and stared at me.

“Who are you?”

She said nothing for a while, just considered me. Then, half a minute later, she said, “You girls want to hurry up? He wants his trial.”

“His…my…trial? What am I being tried for? Who are you? Are you judges or lawyers or something?”

“Or something,” Holly mumbled.

Fellucia joined her, sat in another folding chair.

Then, just a few seconds Brittany and Casca placed chairs next to them and they all sat and stared at me.

“What is going on?” I was panicked, almost begging. And they just watched me. Casca chewed on her lip. Brittany adjusted a bra strap. Fellucia brushed her hair back with one slender hand.

They were beautiful women. They were made up, had long fingernails. Their hair was perfect, not a strand out of place, and they watched, and sighed. Then Holly, she seemed to be the leader, began my ‘trial.’

“Hank Norris, you have been accused and found guilty.”

“This is a trial? Who is accusing me? Where are the witnesses? I get to confront my accuser!”

“No need for that. We are not going to subject your victim to your presence.”

“Then what is this? This is no trial?”

“We are here to hear anything you might have to say in defense of yourself, and then to pass sentence. I suggest you present yourself in good lights, as we are not feeling too friendly towards you right now.”

“But I don’t even know what I am being accused of?”

“Tell us about yourself, Hank. Tell us why we shouldn’t levy the ultimate punishment against you?”

The ultimate punishment? Oh, fuck! What was the ultimate punishment? Were they going to kill me? But why? What had I done?

“Look, my name is Hank Norris. I work at Benecke, I do accounting. I go home and watch TV. Sometimes I stop at Wendy’s for a hamburger. Sometimes I go to a bar and have a beer and play some pool. On weekends I like to go to museums and take hikes. That’s it! That’s me! Can you at least tell me what I have been accused of?”

The four women leaned their heads together and spoke for a moment, then they leaned back and regarded me somberly.

Holly spoke: “Is that all you have to say? You feel no remorse? You don’t offer any amends?”

“For what?” I begged. I don’t know what I’ve done, and you won’t tell me! If you tell me what I’ve done then maybe I can say something, but…but I don’t know what I’ve done.”

Holly leaned forward and looked first to the right, then to the left. One by one the women pronounced their judgement.

“Guilty,” said Fellucia.

“Guilty.” stated Casca.

Brittany: “Guilty.”

Holly sat back. “That makes it unanimous. We will take a short break and discuss your sentence.”

“Wait! Wait!”

But they didn’t wait. They stood up and walked away, their heads together and their voices mingling in discussion.

They talked for about five minutes, a small group of shadows in the gloomy warehouse, then they came back and sat down.

Holly: “Hank Norris, you have been found guilty by the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. We have generously decided not to levy the ultimate punishment on you. We know this may not be a popular decision with our fellow members, but we are a charitable organization and have hope that once you are transformed you will come to understand your crimes, and then to feel remorse and make amends.”

“For God’s sake! What crimes?”

“Since your crimes have been against a woman, it is judged that you will be made into a woman. You will then be put in servitude at a Sissy Society institution, to serve out the rest of your days as a woman of service.”

“What is going on!” I screamed! “This is kangaroo! This is no trial! You can’t do this to me!”

But they had done it.

I kept screaming, but the four women just picked up their chairs and left.

I was alone, guilty of God knew what, and…and…what the hell was this?

The door opened and two women came across the floor. I turned my head as best I could and they came into my line of sight.

“What is happening to me?” Tears came down my cheeks.

“Hello, Hank. We’re going to transition you. I suggest you follow our instructions. It is easier for us, and certainly for you, if we don’t have to use a taser.

“Please! Please tell me what I’ve done.”

“Well, for starters, you’re a man, and that is a heavy load. But don’t worry, we’ll fix that.”

The taller one, maybe five foot ten, was doing the talking. She was, like the four women before her, quite beautiful. If we were in a bar I would have hit on her. But we weren’t in a bar. We were in a lousy warehouse somewhere, and things were totally out of control.

The other one was behind me, it sounded like as was doing something, moving little objects around on a table or something.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“We’re going to make you pretty, Hank. Although, to be honest, I wouldn’t have been so generous.”

“But I don’t—“

“Sally, why don’t you inject him?”

“Inject me? With what? Why?”

The woman in front of me moved up and placed a hand on my arm. “We’re going to give you a sedative. And then we will be numbing parts of your body. We don’t want you carrying on, screaming and raising a ruckus, that can be unpleasant for us to work around. But we have to do this, and you need to watch, so we’ll give you some happy juice, get you in a good place, and administer your punishment. Now, hush up so we can get started.”

I wasn’t about to hush up. Make me into a woman? I had rights! They might call it a trial, but it wasn’t.

“Stop this!” I screamed. “Leave me alone! Get away from me!”

The other woman, a tidy brunette with a layered bob and full lips,  the one named Sally, came to my side.

“Hold his arm, Mia.”

The larger woman put her whole weight on my arm, and it was squashed to the chair. Sally stuck a hypodermic , a quick jab, into my arm and pressed a plunger. I felt far away pressure under my skin, and almost immediately I lost my sense of panic. Urgency went out the window, and I smiled.

“Oh.”

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” asked Sally, conversationally.

Robbed of alarm, I nonchalantly agreed. “Yeah. Good stuff. What is it?”

“Just a squirt of sedative. Should do you for a while. If you feel yourself getting all weird just let me know. I’ve got plenty of this juice.”

“Oh, okay.”

The women got off me and smiled down at me.

“Shall we do his chest first?”

“Lipo, then we can use the fat in his chest.”

“Excellent. I’ll get the machine.”

I sat in the chair, warm and happy, and listened while the larger woman, Mia, went off to the side. I heard her heels clicking away, then I heard the rumble of wheels turned on roughened cement. In a moment I could see her pushing a machine towards me. It had wires, tubes, and a canister to the side. It was made of metal and plastic, but the canister looked food grade.

“What is that?” I asked.

Sally took a position in front of me. She had a pair of scissors and started cutting my clothes off. “That, my friend, is a liposuction machine.”

I remembered an old joke that seemed vaguely appropriate. “I’d rather have a bottle in front me than a frontal lobotomy.”

Sally laughed. “That’s a good one.” She had one pant leg off and was working on the other one. “Got any others?”

“Oh, tons. I’m a laugh a minute.”

She pulled the shreds of my other pant leg off.

Sally began cutting off my shirt.

“But, say, what are you going to be doing to me?”

“Oh, not much,” Mia pursed her lips, keeping in a little laugh. “We’ll get rid of this…” she patted my belly, “and put it up here.” She squeezed my pectoral, like it was a boob.

“You’re going to make my pectoral fat?” I was confused.

“Oh, you’ll be glad. Big boobs are always fun. The boys stare and smaller women stare, and we’re going to make sure you have a big set.”

“But I’m a guy! I don’t need boobs! I mean, no offense…I like boobs, but not on me!”

“Well, Hank, considering your crimes, you should be glad to be let off so easy.”

“Oh. Okay.” I wondered what my crimes were, but I was so loopy I didn’t think to ask. I mean, I must have done something really bad, right?

“But, say,” I asked. “Have you ever considered the fact that maybe I’m right? That I’m not the guy you want? It’s all mistaken identity?”

“Sorry, Hank, but that’s not gonna wash. You know, every single one of the men we have transformed have proclaimed their innocence. You’re no different. And, our methods? We’re definitely right. We have the right man.

“Woman,” grunted Sally, pulling the remains of my shirt up. the material slid up my backside and my top half was now naked.

Mia, meanwhile, had my pants in shreds. “Can you lift your butt a little?”

“Oh, sure.”

I lifted my butt and she pulled my pants, and my underwear, totally shredded, out from underneath me.

“Hey, nice pecker!” exclaimed Sally.

Now, I don’t know why, but my penis was erect. I know I was loopy, and maybe I shouldn’t have been, but being handled, being made naked, by two women, there is a certain sexuality to it. So my penis was sticking straight up, even throbbing.

Mia took ahold of it. She held it, and I was fascinated by the way her slender fingers surrounded it. I loved the way her red nails looked against my dark, taut skin.

“How’s his balls?”

Mia held my cock with one hand and reached below my cock with the other and picked up my balls.

“Oh, that feels good,” I smiled.

“Yes,” smiled Mia, sadly. “But you’re not going to have them for long, so…enjoy while you can.”

“You’re going to…castrate me?”

Sally and Mia glanced at each other. Then Mia said, “Yep.”

I was stoned. I was sedated. I felt that I should have been alarmed, but…but it was merely a fascinating idea. I mean, they were going to take away my best friend? Chop, chop. Into the garbage. Or wherever they put severed penises.

“Oh. Why?” I looked up from my erection to Mia’s face. She was very serious.

“Hank, we’re going to go all the way with you. You have proven to be a bad man, so we’re going to make you a good woman. We will snip snip and take your balls. They go first. Then we’ll have to do some delicate work, transform your penis into a pussy.

“But, don’t worry, we’ll play with you plenty before we do that. You won’t be allowed to cum, but you’ll have a good memory of what it’s like to have a cock.”

“Will I be horny when I’m a woman?”

“Oh, sure. But you won’t be allowed to have an orgasm. You’re going to be service. You’ll work on an island, that’s where we usually send people like you, and you’ll change beds and, if you’re good, maybe work in the restaurant. Women from The Ladies’ Sissy Society will come on vacation and you will be allowed to serve them. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Well, if it’s all the same, I’d rather keep my cock. I’ve grown rather attached to it.”

“Well, if it’s all the same, we’ll be taking it.”

I did feel a bit of sadness then, and Sally said, “Better give him another shot.”

A minute later I felt more happy juice injected into my veins. I didn’t struggle, I liked the relaxing feeling, it was so much better than feeling helpless and panicky and everything.

I sat there for a few minutes, just feeling the lazy glow of being stoned, then I felt the chair being moved.

“What’s happening?” I asked idly.

“We’re just getting you all set up. Are you comfy?”

“Oh, yeah. I feel good.”

Sally snickered.

“Well, before we start, if you’ll pardon me, I always ask men who are in your situation this question…why did you do it?”

“Do what?” I turned my head slightly and smiled.

“All of those mean and nasty things you did. What you did to get here.”

Now, I really didn’t know what she was referring to. But I was feeling so amenable. I said, “Oh, I don’t know. And that’s the truth. I really don’t know what I did to…to lose my balls.”

“And cock,” put in Sally.

“And cock,” I nodded. “I mean, I live alone, and I watch porn, probably too much,” I grinned. “But how can a guy watch too much porn, eh?”

“I don’t know,” said Mia, smiling down at me.

“Neither do I. But I watch porn, and…and I guess that makes me insensitive…I mean to women.”

“Porn does that.”

“But isn’t it funny? When you watch porn it really just teaches you how to give blow jobs.”

“What?”

“Well, most of the porn you watch has women sucking men. So you’re learning how to suck cock. Isn’t that strange? I mean, I watch a lot of porn, and I get excited, but I don’t feel like giving men blow jobs. Blech!” I gave a shiver. I was a guy. I didn’t want to be with another guy. Then I had a thought.

“Say, when I’m a woman?”

“Yes?”

“I’m not going to be horny for guys, am I? I mean…I’m a guy. I like women. I’m still going to want women, aren’t I?”

The two women looked at each other.

Mia smiled at me and said, “You know, everybody’s different. And everybody is pretty horny. You’d have to be a pretty good service girl for them to turn you loose on the men. And since women don’t have cocks,  and you won’t, that’s sort of a done deal.”

“Oh, so I won’t be able to fuck men, and I won’t be able to fuck women, but…I’ll still be horny?”

Mia pulled up a cloth chair and sat down next to me. “Well, that’s the thing. It’s not like you’ll be horny horny, but you’ll have this memory of being horny,” she was running her hand up and down my cock as she spoke, “and, it’s like when you can’t have something you want it more. You won’t be able to have sex—unless you use a pickle or something, which, by the way, is very unsatisfying—so you will want it more and more, but…” she shrugged.

“Almost ready,” said Sally.

“We’re ready to start, Hank, is there anything else you want to ask before we give you boobs?”

“Yeah. Am I going to have big boobs?”

As big as we can make them. You’ve got a healthy roll of fat around your waist, that will help, so I figure…um…” she looked at my upper body, let go of my cock and placed her hands across my chest thumbs to thumbs and pinkies stretched out, “you’re no giant across the chest, but you are just a bit wider, we can work with the skin, it’ll be pretty tight until it adapts, but, um…you’ll be bigger than double Ds.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. When we make a woman we don’t fool around.”

“Are they going to be heavy?”

“Oh, yes. You’ll be wearing a bra the rest of your life, a sturdy one. A real ‘over the shoulder boulder holder.’

I grinned. Then I chanted, “I’m gonna have some biguns…I’m gonna have some biguns…”

“Yes, you are. Big ones. You’ll be the envy of any woman who sees you, and, though you won’t see any men, but if you were to see men their tongues would hang out and their dicks would get erect.”

“All right! Yea!” I gave a half a cheer, then I sobered, “But I don’t have to suck cock, do I?”

“No, Hank. Even if you’re one of those that has the desire, you won’t have the opportunity.” Then she added, “Unless you prove to be an exceptional service girl. But that rarely happens.”

“Oh, okay. Big boobs, no suck, sounds grand. Shall we get started?”

Man, was I loopy. I was even going along with this.

Mia smiled and said, “By all means.”

She stood up, move her cloth chair away, and turned to Sally.

“You ready?”

“Right now.”

And they began.


PART TWO

Liposuction is a sort of a violent thing. They made a little slit in my belly and stuck a tube into it, and the machine began to suck out my fat.

Fat is brown, and it went up the tube slicker than snot. Probably a bad analogy,  but that’s what I thought.

I watched in fascination as the stuff zoomed up the tube, and Sally moved around, poking that tube all over the place. My belly began to shrink, and she moved the tube further around.

“Wow,” I said. “That doesn’t feel good.” And it didn’t. It felt like my guts were being sucked out, which, of course, was exactly what was happening.

Sally dug the tube into me, lumps and bumps she had missed at first were sucked out of me.

My waist grew smaller and smaller. It looked like I was sucking in my tummy so I could expand my chest.

“Careful,” muttered Mia. “Don’t get a kidney.”

“Ha!” chirped Sally.

It took about a half hour. The big stuff went first, then she was like a sculptor, chipping away at what was left. My stomach became smoother, it looked like I actually had a six pack. My fat was pretty much gone and there was nothing left but muscle.

“Okay,” said Sally. She turned off the machine and hung up the tube thing.

“Good. You did good. Look at that waist.”

“27 inches.”

“At least. Let’s do his breasts.

Sally rolled the machine to the side and began sticking syringes into the food grade tank at the side of the machine. She pulled up the plunger and the brown fat, made all soft and liquidy from its trip up the tube and through the machine, entered the barrel of the syringes.

“Man, this is thick stuff.”

“You’re right.” Mia was making marks on my chest. She was actually using an eyebrow pencil and making little dots a couple of inches from my nipple. I watched her in fascination.

Sally looked over. “Good. He’s going to need a wide base.”

“Are you going to make his nipples erect?”

“Yep. Of course the hormones will make him bigger in the nipple department, but I’ll have his little puppies standing up and begging.

Mia went around the table and started making marks around my other nipple. Sally moved the little rolling table with all the syringes on it closer to me, and she started injecting the brown fat right into my chest.

“He’s got good skin. It’ll stretch good.”

“Excellent. The more stretchy the bigger we can make him.”

Slowly, my chest changed. Sally injected syringe after syringe, and the area around my pectorals swelled. When she was done with that first slew of shots it looked like I had a large plate on each pectoral.

“Wow,” I said.

“Too bad you’re such a pervert,” muttered Sally. “And you seem like such a nice guy.”

“I am a nice guy.”

She kept injecting and injecting.

“You know,” Mia was watching, leaning on the chair, “The first person to have their boobs made like this was Carol Doda.”

“Carol Whoda?”

“Doda. She was a stripper up in San Francisco. She used to inject silicone straight into her boobs, like this.”

“Didn’t that hurt?”

“I don’t know. But she did it. And with all the people complaining about adverse reactions, she shot straight silicon, no plastic baggies, and never had an adverse effect. She just kept getting bigger and bigger.”

“Like me,” I pointed out.

“Yep. Just like you.”

Mia filled some more syringes, and Sally shot them into me, going around and around my pectorals. First the right one, then the left one. The flat plate I started out with was now sort of a bowl. There were a few weird places, but she filled them in, rounded my flesh out, and kept going.

“You know,” said Mia. “I thought about getting breast implants once.”

“Why didn’t you?” asked Sally.

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s sort of like tattoos. some people like them, some don’t. After thinking about it, I realized that I didn’t care about big boobs. Hey, Hank, what’s the big deal about big boobs?”

“Oh, man,” I licked my lips. “They’re just…they signify…uh…a woman. More sexy. Like that.”

“Now there you go. Don’t you see how surface that is? Judging a woman just because of the size of her tits.”

“Well, I’m sorry, but…that’s how I feel.”

“Men,” blurted Sally, not taking her eyes off my growing boobs.

“So how would you feel if you went to apply for a job and the boss said, ‘Drop your drawers, we have to measure you.’ And then you were hired or not depending on the length of your cock.”

“People buy more from girls with big boobs.”

Sally stopped and looked at me. “Did he really say that?”

Mia: “Hey, he’s stoned, and he’s probably right.”

Sally grinned, “Maybe we need to make you into a woman?”

“Been there, doing that.” Mia hefted her boobs at Sally and giggled.

“Heysoos,” muttered Sally, and she went back to work on my chest.

Third time around the pecs, and she was shooting less and less fat into my chest. I was pretty big now. And my skin felt like it was getting thinner and thinner, like a balloon ready to pop.

“Those are getting really big.”

“Yep,” grinned Sally. I’m going to do the nipple now. You want to watch?”

“Absolutely.”

Mia moved in and watched Sally’s hands.

Sally inserted a needle.

I was watching, and it was starting to get a little unnerving.

“Can you give me another shot?” I asked.

“Right after this,” mumbled Mia.

The needle went in and angled until it was right behind my nipple. Sally pressed the plunger and I felt the fat go in behind the nipple.

“Hey, that sort of hurts.”

“Okay, sorry,” Sally had her tongue stuck out of one corner of her mouth. “I’ll get you a shot before I do the other one.”

She finished the first nipple, and it stood up like a miniature prick. “Some of the fat will go away, but not all of it. Six months and it’ll shrink maybe 25%, but that’s about all, but by then the hormones will have taken over.”
“Beautiful,” said Mia. “Can I touch it?”

“Sure. But no rough stuff. Not at least for three days.”

“Hunh, three days. Too bad. That is one suckable nipple.”

“Let me give him that shot now…” Sally injected me with more happy juice, and I immediately relaxed.

“Oh, that’s better.” I grinned. “Can I have some to go?”

Sally grinned. “He does seem like a nice guy.”

“Pity,” said Mia. “Do the other nipple.”

Again, Sally stuck the needle in and angled it behind my other nipple. I felt a little pain again, but not much, and the second nipple began to stand up.

“All right,” whispered Sally. “Are they the same height?”

Mia eyed my nipples. “Looks like it.”

“All right. I think we got it. Let me take a last looksee…”

She went around my breasts, palpating them very gently. Every once in a while she would give a tiny, little shot, but, we were basically done.

They stood back and inspected me.

“Man, now that is a chest!”

“Some of the best boobs I’ve ever done.”

“Maybe I should reconsider and let you do me.”

“Maybe. I do good work. Satisfaction guaranteed.”

“What’s your guarantee?” I asked.

“What?”

“Guarantee, warranty. How many miles between tune ups. Is any of that fat going to come out of the nipples?”

They started laughing at me. I don’t know why. I was pretty serious. I mean, these boobs were pretty world class. Shouldn’t I be concerned and asking questions like that?

Mia patted my cheek, gave my cock a last stroke, then: “We’ll leave a space heater under you. See you in the morning.

Then, just like that, they started walking out.

Click, click, clickety click.

“Hey!”

They ignored me.

“You aren’t going to just leave me here!”

The door opened and closed, and I was alone. Totally alone. Not even a guard.

I sighed and relaxed. That sure was some good happy juice.

Amazingly, only a few hours had passed. I had been kidnapped at five, probably woke up at six, and now it was eleven. Or so I surmised.

Looking through a high window and catching a glimpse of the evening, it looked like eleven.

And, it felt like eleven.

I usually went to bed at eleven. Woke up at seven, made it to work by eight…so I decided, probably because the relaxing effects of the happy juice, to just go to sleep. I closed my eyes and waited for slumber to overtake me. Unfortunately, slumber wasn’t coming around this evening.

I waited for a long time, but sleep didn’t happen, so I opened my eyes.

I sighed.

The happy juice was wearing off and I began to feel immense alarm at what had been done to me.

I could see my chest. It was big. Bigger than Donita Dunes, or any of the other big bosomed porn stars I had often admired.

But I was a guy. What the heck was I going to be able to do about this?

Get some kind of surgery, I suppose. What science could do science could undo. I supposed.

But this was all going to hinge on me being able to get out of this mess.

The Ladies’ Sissy Society. Who the fuck were they? But I sort of knew. They were transforming me, so they obviously transformed other men. Made them into women. Made them into sissies.

But I wasn’t a sissy. I had no inclination to be a soft spoken, little mama’s girl. I was a man! And I wanted to stay one.

I struggled against my bonds. I used all my tired muscles and pulled at the armrests. They weren’t going to budge.

I tried to kick my feet loose. Not that it would do any good. What? I’d tilt forward until I could walk? And then carry the chair out of the warehouse? Figuring out all the locks and alarms they must have?

So, crap. I was stuck.

I thought about what I was supposed to have done. Obviously, it was  a case of mistaken identity. Some other guy must have done something truly horrific, and they thought I was him, and I was going to have to pay for his sins.

Damn!

Time passed, and the night drifted into early morning. It was hours, but seemed like days, and I saw a slight lightening of the skies through the little window high up on the wall.

Morning was coming, and more of this…this transformation stuff.

I laid there, my only company my new boobs, and waited.

Eventually, I heard noises. A door closing. The mumble of indistinguishable voices, then the door to my prison opened.

Click, click, click. Heels across the cement.

“Rise and shine, girly boy.” It was Sally. Bright and chipper and ready to do things to my body.

“Be nice,” said Mia.

“I’m always nice, to people who deserve it.”

Mia sighed.

They walked to a place in front of me.

“How’d you sleep.”

“Not much,” I answered.

“Want some more happy juice?”

“No.”

“Well, sorry. We’re going to tattoo you today, and in sensitive body areas. So we’ll give you a big jab of happy juice, get you through it.”

Curious, I asked, “Why do you care if it hurts or not? I mean, what you’re going to do to me, what you’re doing to me…why do you care?”

Mia pulled up a chair while Sally walked behind me and started fiddling around with something.

“Listen, Hank, I know you must think very little of us. But you brought this on yourself. And though we are administering a just punishment…we are compassionate, caring people. We are members of The Ladies’ Sissy Society, and we are dedicated to helping mankind transition to a higher state.”

“What higher state?” I sounded bitter, but I couldn’t help that.

“The higher state of womankind. Listen, when wars start who goes off and fights them. Men. And who is guilty of rape? Men. And what gender has the most murderers? Male. The sad fact is that the miseries of planet earth can usually be laid at the feet of men.”

“Bullshit,” I snapped. “What about Lizzie Borden? What about all the female politicians who are just as corrupt, if not more so, than the men? What about Eve? For Heysoos’ sake!”

“I won’t say that women are angels,” Mia spoke in a level tone of voice. “But the percentages are in the favor of women, badly.  And the fact is this…if you are a bad man, if you don’t deserve to be a man, then we will make you into a woman, and you will at least have an opportunity to experience what the human race can be. Kind. Nurturing.”

“And who elected you to be judge, jury and executioner?”

“The present system failed. We are changing it. The same way the present system changed the British system a couple of hundred years ago. It is a natural progression here. A revolution that is an evolution.”

I looked away. I was pissed. I was angry. I wanted to be free.

“Sally? He needs a shot.”

“Coming right up.”

To me: “I need you in a better frame of mind before I give you your last wish as a male.”

I snorted.

Sally took my arm, watched me carefully, and when I didn’t struggle—what would be the use?—she gave me a shot. Ten seconds later I was halfway to happy land. Twenty seconds and I had arrived.

“You going to do him?”

Mia looked at me. “His choice.”

I grinned, feeling all goofy, and asked, “What choice?”

“We don’t let men cum before they are neutered, or, transitioned. We do give them a last chance to be inside a vagina.”

My brow furrowed and I tilted my head. “What do you mean?”

“If you want, I’ll climb on you, fuck you for a while—not to a cum, of course—and give you a last memory of what it’s like to be a man.”

I was loopy, but I was still surprised. “You’d fuck me?”

“Oh, yes. either Sally or I, though Sally prefers that I do it. We’re not cruel people, and every man deserves a little compassion.”

“You’d fuck me right now?”

“Yep. Right now. You say the word and I’ll pull my panties down and climb right on top of you and fuck you.”

I stared at her.

I stared at Sally, who appeared bored.

I stared at Mia. “Well, okay. Let’s do it!”

Well, what would you do? No man in his right mind turns down perfectly good poontang! And, living alone I didn’t get much. And Mia was pretty good looking. So…if I was going to lose my package…why not one last gasp?

Mia stepped back, reached under her dress and started pulling her panties down.

“It’s funny. I know you’re a pervert, and you deserve what’s going to happen to you, but…I’m glad you want this. Do you want to know why I want it?”

“Sure!” I stared at her big boobs as she climbed on to the table.

“Because there is something so delicious, so desperate, in men who know this is the last piece of ass they’ll ever get. I suppose that’s mean of me, but…when you’re grunting and trying to cum…it makes me feel good.”

She was squatting over me now. Here pussy hovering over my hard cock.

“Man,” I blurted. “And you think I’m mean!”

“Yeah,” she smiled, and she sank down on me.

I’m not the most experienced man in the world. I’m not one of these guys who has experienced hundreds of women. Bu I’m not a virgin, either. The feel of her pussy, as it swallowed my cock, was heavenly. It was the best pussy I had ever been in. I wondered whether this was just part of the desperation thing she had spoken of, but I thought not. I mean, that pussy was warm, and it was slick, and I felt my cock slithering around inside her as she adjust her position.

“The happy juice is going to leave you loopy enough so that it will be difficult for you to cum. That’s going to make you even more desperate. But if you can actually manage to cum in me, I won’t care. I won’t say anything to the other ladies.

“Oh, heysoos wept jelly and had no peanut butter. Your pussy…your pussy…”

“I know. I’ve been told it is extra good. I’m moist down there, always, and I love a good, big cock. And…your cock is really nice. It’s a shame you have to lose it.”

She began to move up and down. Not big motions, just little ones, and each time she settled down it was like she got more and more of my cock into her.

“Oh, God!” I moaned.

Going up and down, she reached forward and touched my new nipples. A shocking sensation went through them.

“Easy, girl,” cautioned Sally.

“No prob,” Mia groaned a bit. “God, he’s good. He’s really good.”

“Here, let me help.”

I felt Sally reach under Mia’s fanny, snake her hand under and grab my balls.

“Fuck!” I whined, my eyes rolling back. It felt like I could cum…I was desperate to cum. If I could just get a little more oomph…maybe I could…maybe…

“Oh, poor boy,” Mia laughed, angling her body forward and sliding my cock through a hole made incrementally tighter.

“Just think, pervert, you’ll never get this sweet pussy again. And the only thing you’ll have is this memory of right now. And that memory will eat at you, make your nights into long dreams of desire, make your days a wish that can never be. You’ll walk, and your thighs will rub together with nothing between them, but you’ll remember when there was something between them.”

“Oh…oh, please!” I groaned. I was pushing my hips up as hard as I could, but Mia somehow managed to go with me just enough that I couldn’t get that sensation that would drive me over the top.

Sally began rubbing her palms over my nipples. Just a bare graze of her rough palm over my super sensitive nipples. I tried to move my chest up, but she just laughed and raised her palm.

“Please…let me cum!”

“Hey, cum if you can, big boy.”

I grunted and strained. I was turning red, and my cock felt like it was going to bust, but I couldn’t cum.

Mia, however, could. She began to jerk and twitch, her thighs came together, then she fell off me, one hand clutching her pussy, her eyes closed so tightly tears came out of them. Sally caught her before she could fall on the floor and held her for a moment.

Mia stopped quivering, and looked up at Sally.

Sally smiled, gave her light peck on the lips, and helped her stand up.

“Sally, you have to try that. He is one righteous fuck. You really have to try it.”

I was moaning, twisting and writhing on the table, my cock was drooling pre-cum.

“Well, maybe I will.” She reached under her dress and pulled her panties off.

“Oh, you’re going to love this.”

“Hey,” I said. “Hey!”

“Shush, wicked boy. Time to pay the price.”

“One of the prices,” Sally giggled.

Then she was over me, perched, ready to descend. She whispered to me, “You really can’t cum, can you? Even though we’re breaking the rules and don’t care.”

“Oh, please. Get me off.”

For answer she sank down, just like Mia had, and her pussy was just as delicious.

“Oh, fuck,” Sally’s eyes went wide. “He is good.”

“I think it’s the bend of his cock. It just touches the right places inside the pussy.”

“I’ll say. Play with his balls, give a squeeze if he gets too close.”

She began to go up and down. Her hands were on my now skinny waist. Mia started playing with my balls, rubbing my nipples, and she even kissed me.

Oh, sweet torment. I was going out of my mind. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, but that happy juice removed just enough of my intention that I couldn’t do it.

“How is it, girlfriend?”

“Makes you sorry we have to neuter him.” She grinned. “Almost sorry.”

Up and down, then a sideways twisting motion that near drove me out of my mind.

“Hey, Hank, this is what it’s going to feel like when you’re a girl.” She stuck a finger up my ass and I almost left the table. My hips thrust up, driving my cock as deep as it could go into Sally’s lush vagina.

“Oh!” she yelped, and she started to cum. Her hands felt good on my waist, her tits were big over my face, and her pussy twitched and gripped my cock. It felt like she was trying to pull my dick into her cunt.

“Oh…oh…oh…” she kept spasming and spasming. It wasn’t as violent as Mia’s, but it was longer lasting. And all the time I kept trying to get more traction, to feel more pussy with my cock, to get over the edge and have an orgasm.

Sally started to fall forward, then, mindful of my boobs, she placed her hands on my shoulders, pressed my shoulders down, but caught her weight. Then, slowly, excruciatingly, she pulled herself up off me.

Mia helped her down, and the two girls looked at each other and giggled. Then they both looked at me. “That’ll teach you to be a bad man.”

I was actually crying. From the effort and the frustration, tears ran down my cheeks.

Sally put a finger under my tears and wiped up. “Well, time to get to work.”

They gave me another shot.

“What’s this?”

“Hormones. Best hormones money can buy, actually. It will help accelerate changes in your body. Your voice will go up, your boobs will grow, and grow into your already sizable monsters. Your fat will be redistributed and your face will change, become softer, more feminine. Your lips will become fuller, have more curve to them. Of course, there are downsides.”

“Like what?”

“Well, first is the emotions. You’re going to be going through puberty, and that means all the emotions that a fifteen year old girl goes through.”

Sally took up the narrative. “But the main thing is that your cock is going to go limp. There’s testosterone blockers in this mix. No testosterone, no erections, but that won’t matter to you. A couple of days you won’t have a penis, or balls, anymore. Look, your cock is already going limp.
I looked down, over my chest, and sure enough, my cock was just a half a chub. Bent over and looking like a sausage going to sleep.

“Hey,” I said. And there was an infinite sadness in my voice.

But they ignored me and began preparing another procedure.

“What are you going to do?”

“Get rid of your hair. This is a special Nair concoction. We spray on, wait five, and wipe off. Women don’t need hair.”

What could I do? I was helpless. They had complete control of me.

They each had a spray bottle and a roll of paper towels. They each sprayed my legs, and waited. They actually set up an egg timer, and when it dinged they simply wiped my hair off. I stared at the towels they discarded. Filled with black squiggles of individual hairs.

Up the legs. Then they both worked on the groin.

By now I was fully limp, and they held my cock up, their fingers on the head, and sprayed my groin area. They waited, the timer went off, and they wiped my short and curlies off.

“You can’t do this,” I whimpered.

“Better give him another shot. He’s showing too much emotion.”

“That might be the hormones.”

“Nah. Too soon. He won’t be all emotional for a few days. Give him another shot.”

So I got more happy juice, and became nothing more than an interested spectator to my emasculation. I watched as they wiped my chest, my new boobs, and my arms.

Then they exfoliated my face. My five o’clock shadow—hairs were included in this—disappeared, then they sprayed some Nair on my cheeks and chin and even under my nose.

“No more hair for you, bad boy.”

I didn’t say anything.

Next up was permanent make up. Sally got out the tattoo equipment and began doing my face.

I was glad for the happy juice then, because I could feel the sharp needle prickling my skin. If it wasn’t for the happy juice I would have been screaming. But, no screaming, and when she was done I had a set of big, full, juicy looking, red lips.

Mia held up a mirror and I stared in wonder.

Then she tattooed eye liner on me, and the tattoo part was done.

And it was late, so they knocked off for the day.

I slept that night. I was exhausted from all the changes wrought on me. And I was exhausted from the mental agony I was going through.

And I awoke the next morning when they came in.

And, they gave me a hamburger. Well, actually a McGriddle. And a potato patty and a Coke.

“Last meal, Hank,” said Sally, cheerfully, as Mia fed me. “Today we’re going to lose the meat.”

I looked down at my pecker. It was already chemically castrated, testosterone blocked, but now….now they were going to take the whole thing. Everything.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said in a very beaten voice.

“Of course we do,” and she shot me with happy juice. A lot of happy juice.

I spent the morning getting light changes. They put extensions in my hair, they shaped my eyebrows. they gave me long, red nails, gave me a pedicure, and generally prepared me to exist as a woman.

I was stoned on that stuff, and I was happy because of it, but I also had a feeling of sadness underlining everything.

I wasn’t going to be a man anymore.

My oh my!

At about lunch they began final preparations for my castration.

Sally laid out surgical instruments. Very sharp knives and clamps and gauze and everything.

Mia held my hand. “My, you really do make a beautiful woman.”

Tears crept out of my eyes.

“Oh, don’t cry. It’ll be done before you know it.”

“But…but…” I was crying through the happy juice. Stoned, and yet still, my desire to remain a man was coming through.

“Is he ready?”

“Are you ready?”

I shook my head.

“Well, ready or not, we have to do this. Okay, Sally.”

Sally moved in. She picked up a large knife, Mia grabbed my cock and pulled it up, stretched it out. Sally put the knife to the base of my dick.

I sobbed.

“Okay, here we—“

DING DING DING!

Mia blinked. Sally looked at her. They both turned and looked at a cell phone laying on the table behind them.

“What the—“

“We better answer it.”

“Okay.”

Mia stood there, holding my dick up, and Sally picked up the phone.

“Yes?” A pause. “No. Just about to. Okay.” She hung up the phone. She had a thoughtful but slightly worried look on her face.

Mia: “What was that?”

“They want us to wait.” She looked at me. “A five minute reprieve, Hank. Enjoy your last five minutes of being a man.”

Five minutes later we heard a door close, then the door to the warehouse opened and four women strode in. I looked over and saw Holly, Brittany, Fellucia and Casca. They were very sober, and they gazed at me with tight lips.

Sally and Mia went to meet them. They talked for about five minutes. There was much head shaking, a bit of argument, but in the end Holly walked over to me.

She was a sexy woman. Big boobs. Red lips. Long fingernails. Not that that would ever do me any good. I was about to lose my cock.

Holly stood over me, stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

Holly nodded to Sally. Sally picked up a syringe. She didn’t look happy.

“What the hell is going on?”

Holly: “You were telling the truth. You’re innocent. Our apologies.” She nodded and Sally jammed the needle into me.

“Hey! What? What do you…wha…”

I faded out.


EPILOGUE

I awoke in my own van. The van was parked in the Benecke parking lot. I was, for all intents and purposes, a woman.

I had on a big, thick, sturdy bra, panties, a dress. They had put nylons and a garter on me. I was wearing high heels, because I guess that was all they had. Or maybe they were just messing with me.

I looked in the mirror. My lips were bright red, my eyes shadowed, and my face was totally reshaped by whatever that shot they gave me was. Hormones. hunh!

On the inside of the windshield was a note.

Sorry, Hank.

A case of mistaken identity.

The testosterone blocker will wear off in six months.

The hormones might last longer,

but if you want we can give you more.

It turns out that you’re a nice man.

One of the good ones.

So nice that if you want to remain a woman

we would welcome you.

Talk to you later.

There was no signature.

The following day I went in and told the boss what had happened. He stared in amazement at my feminine character.

But, he agreed to keep me on. I’m a pretty good accountant.

And, I went to the police. I walked into the police station and I said, “I was kidnapped and made into a woman.”

The officer stared at me for a long second, then he picked up the telephone, hit a button, and said, “Captain? We got another one.”

But there wasn’t much the police could do.

I live as a woman now, and it’s not bad. I liked wearing underwear and dresses, and I even like wearing make up. Men open the doors for me, hold my chair…but I’m not attracted to them.

The months pass, and I can’t wait until my cock starts working again. Mia was right. I am so horny I can’t stand it.

And, I wait to hear from them. From The Ladies’ Sissy Society.

The last thing they said on that note: ‘Talk to you later.’ They’ll call me sometime, and I know why. To offer me another shot of hormones. To offer their company to me, to make me one of their group.

I wonder how many men have been transformed by The Ladies’ Sissy Society.

I wonder if I’ll ask for another shot.

Probably.

END
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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!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

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

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


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 was Kidnapped and Feminized!’

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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