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PART ONE

“Honey, we need to talk.”

I looked at my wife and groaned. The ‘we need to talk’ was my least phrase in the history of phrases. It is popular in movies to introduce problems and dilemmas, and I certain didn’t want to be introduced to problems and dilemmas.

“I’m going to cut the lawn. So maybe later.” I tried to slick past her. We were in the kitchen and she caught my sleeve and held on.

“Come back here, you.”

I sighed.

“I’m serious. Sit down, we really do need to talk.”

I was cornered, and I sat, and inside I was most miserable. “What you really mean, love of my life,” I said, “Is that you have a problem, and you want to talk, and I have to listen.”

“I’ll even pour you a drink.”

I blinked. Oh, no. She had figured out a new way to get me to sit down and listen!

I sat, stared out the kitchen window and wished I was a bird that could fly away, and she mixed the necessary ingredients to a healthy bourbon and Coke.

She placed the drink in front of me, waited until I took a gulp, and smiled. Then she sat down and set in on me.

“Honey, I’ve been reading doctor’s reports.”

My mind went riot at that point. Modern medicine is pretty much voodoo in my world.

Uncle Stephen went blind when the doctors gave him ‘new and improved’ eyedrops. Never had to buy another light bulb again.

Aunt Diana fell and hurt her shoulder and went to over twenty doctors who couldn’t find anything wrong with her, this in spite of the fact that she told them what was wrong…she hit her shoulder. All they had to do was look.

She finally found a physical therapist who told her what was wrong (detached ligament) and how to handle the doctors. The doctors had a ZERO success rate on that one.

And that’s what I think of our modern quacks, and I had a ready supply of Ivermectin and Hydroxychloroquine to back it up.

Anyway, I was already terrified from the first mention of doctors, and I said, “I’m feeling pretty healthy right now, and I really do need to cut the lawn.”

“Oh, quiet down now. I’m trying to save your life.”

“Oh.”

“The problem is that society, and you are a member of society, is suffering from lowering testosterone rates. Men are becoming emasculated from the drop of testosterone in their bodies. They are losing penile function and are not able to satisfy their women. You don’t want that to happen, do you? Don’t you always want to be able to satisfy me?”

I looked at my wife. She might get wild ideas, but, baby, was she built. She had a waist thinner than a corset, boobs larger than giant bras, and normally she was quite intelligent. It was just these occasional bright ideas she got. “Uh, yeah.”

And my boner was already starting up.

And my wife knew it. She knew that when I took the time to look at her lush figure, her red lips, and just take in her sexy aroma I was dead meat, figuratively. Heck, I was a sucker for a blow job, or even a handjob. And she knew that encouraging me in my desires was the easiest way to get what she wanted.

“And don’t you want to make sure that your testosterone levels are always high?”

“Well, yeah. I guess.”

“Then we need to start right now and make sure you’re always healthy and happy and full of the big T. Right?”

“Right, can I go cut the lawn now?

“Now there are several ways to improve testosterone…”

I had visions of gallons of pills being stuffed down my throat.

“…and one is to preserve and not waste that precious material right form the start. Right?”

“Uh…” I wasn’t sure what she was saying. But, if I just agreed with her right from the get go I could improve my chances of getting out of there. “Yeah.”

And with that one word I had just sealed my doom.

“Excellent!” She clapped her hands in glee. “That it’s settled!”

“What’s settled?”

“That you’re going to conserve testosterone.”

“Uh, yeah. Okay. Can I cut the lawn now?”

“Of course you can, you silly boy.” She leaned forward and patted my cheek, and then kissed me, and my cock stood all the way up and I groaned.

“Maybe before I get started we could, uh, take a side trip to the bedroom?”

She giggled. “Oh, you silly, you’re just trying to test me.”

“Oh…” My penis throbbed and needed relief. I am a healthy guy and I like to cum at least once a day. Sometimes twice. “But can we…”

She stood up and smoothed out her dress, which made her breasts stand up, and her nipples pressed through the material. “Now you go cut the lawn, and remember…save that T!”

I stood up, in a daze, and didn’t understand what had happened. I was horny, she was sexy, and that combination usually made sparks fly. So why was I now being shoved out the door to cut the lawn?

I stepped out of the kitchen and into the garage and wondered what testosterone really did. I would have to look that one up. I never was very good in chemistry, but…it had to be important, right?

So I went out and dragged the lawnmower out and started criss crossing the lawn. Blades of grass flew, the sun felt good, and…I got hornier.

Of course I did. This was light activity, the blood was starting to flow, I had missed my daily cum the day before…I was ready.

So I finished cutting the lawn in quick time, brushed myself off, and went looking for Dorie.

She was on the phone with her friend, Estelle. I listened from the hallway for a second.

“And Roger is going to go all out and save his testosterone. I am so proud of that boy. I could just love and kiss him!”

I backed off. I felt good about the love and kissing stuff, but I knew there was no way I could break in on one of her conversations. Once she and her phone phriends got started the house could burn down and she wouldn’t hang up.

So I headed back to the bedroom, hoped into the shower, and made myself clean for what was about to happen.

And I made my dick clean, which dick seemed inordinately happy with the scrubbing I gave it.

Out of the shower I put on a robe, and my penis stuck out the front.

I chuckled, and decided upon how I was going to broach the subject of how much I needed and wanted a little sex. Hell, a lot of sex.

I padded down the hallway, making little sound. I wanted to surprise Dorie.

As I approached the living room I could tell she was still on the phone. Well, this might shock her off the phone, or at least get her to think about a little loving.

I paused at the arch, took a deep breath, then jumped into the room and held my robe wide. I was standing with legs spread, whole body exposed, and my cock was standing straight out and dripping.

“EEEE!” Janie Winthrop, Dorie’s bestie from college, screamed, her hand went up to her open mouth in shock.

“AIIIIE!” yelled Sally Smith, who was her other college bestie.

“NOOO!” Dorie’s eyes opened wide.

Oh, crap. Janie and Sally must have come in while I was in the shower.

I stood there, so shocked that I was actually paralyzed.

The girls sat there, staring, and Janie held up her phone and clicked it.

That did it. that started me in motion. I jumped back into the hallway, clutching my robe around me.

“I’m sorry!” I yelled. “I didn’t know anybody was here! I’m sorry!”

There was nothing but silence.

“I’m going back to my room and get dressed.”

No sound. Just the shock and awe following an unprecedented event.

“I’m sorry,” I tried a final time.

No hope for it, I ran back down the hallway.

I was shivering when I tried to get dressed, and it actually took me a couple of extra minutes. But I managed to pull on cargo pants and a tee and some athletic shoes.

I finally heard voices, but I couldn’t tell what they were saying. I sat on the bed in complete misery and thought about it.

There was no way I was going to get out of this. That ‘morning talk’ was going to be nothing compared to what I was going to get an earful of. I didn’t know what was going to happen, but I knew it was going to be bad.

Suddenly I looked up.

“Roger…”

Dorie stood in the door. Her face was a closed door. No emotion showing.

“I’m sorry! I thought you were alone. I—“

“The girls want to talk to you.”

“What? Now? Me? Why?”

“Just come along and face the music.”

“But I don’t…you can’t…”

“Roger. Come.”

She turned on her heel and walked down the hallway. Glum, feeling like I was descending to the seventh level of hell, I followed her.

The ladies stared at me with stony looks when I entered the room, and I quickly went into damage control.

“Girls. I’m sorry. I never would have…I thought Dorie was alone and I just wanted to play a joke. You’ve got to understand, I didn’t mean to…” I went on and on, and grew more desperate by the second. They weren’t responding. They looked like executioners about to swing the ax.

Jane, who had a big set of jugs, had a prim, offended look on her face.

Sally sniffed loudly, and held her head up haughtily.

Dorie just sat there and glared at me.

Finally, I ran down.

“Roger,” Dorie began, “I have never been so embarrassed in my life. And we were just talking about you and how brave it is of you to conserve your testosterone, and now…this.”

“But, honey…” I glanced at the other girls, then back to Dorie. “You know I would never do something like…like…it was just a mistake. I really didn’t know—“

“Roger, you need to apologize to Jane and Sally. Right now.”

Heck, I could do that. And maybe they would chill out a bit.

“Girls, Jane…Sally…I am sorry from the bottom of my heart. If I’ve offended you it was entirely not my intent. I just wanted to play a joke on my wife, and…I miscalculated.

They stared at me and my heart sank.

“Roger, that’s not enough.”

“Oh.”

“You need to be punished, and since they are the aggrieved parties…” Aggrieved? Where the heck did she learn that word? “…you are going to clean their houses, twice a week for one month.”

“I…what?” I blurted.

“It’s only fair. You have offended their morality, and you need to make amends.”

“But—“

“But since you have agreed to conserve your testosterone they are going to take it easy on you.”

“Oh, that’s good. I guess.”

“Oh, it is. After all, I can’t be your sole caretaker, and it is wonderful of Jane and Sally to agree to help, especially after you have abused them so badly.”

“But I didn’t mean—“

“Now, the girls and I will discuss which days you will do their cleanings. We will advise you as to the schedule, and I would like to remind you that I am an aggrieved victim, too,” (there was that word again), “…so you will be cleaning our house two days, too.”

Oh, crap. Dorie was a clean freak, this was going to be bad.

“Right now I want to caution you to do a good job, and to do everything the girls tell you to do.”

“Everything?” I gulped.

“Roger, you have really hurt our feelings, and just when you were doing so well. Well, that’s all for now. You may leave.”

I turned to leave, and the last thing I heard before I turned into the hallway and couldn’t make out their speech was Janie saying, “I’ve sent the picture to each of you, and it is up in the cloud now. What we need to…” and she faded out.

I went back to the bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed, and, man, I was one miserable puppy.

From a day of looking forward to some most excellent fucking, I had been demoted to…a maid!

I sat for an hour, I occasionally checked to make sure the girls were still there, and they were, and I sat back down and wallowed in my misery.

I had exposed myself to my wife’s friends.

I didn’t know much about Jane and Sally, just to chat with at a cocktail party, but I did know that Dorie was always talking about the shenanigans they had been involved in college. Apparently they had been a pretty wild bunch.

I wondered if there was any chance either fo the girls would bring charges, but that seemed far fetched. After all, it was my house, and it could be explained away…if I had a male judge.

But what if I didn’t have a male judge? What if i got a female judge? And she was a (choke) feminist?

Oh, crap!

And the door opened.

Dorie stood there with a disapproving look on her face, then she turned and stomped back down the hallway.

“Honey!” I was on my feet and trailing her. “You’ve got to understand. “I didn’t know! I didn’t…” I blathered on, but she just went into the living room and sat down.

I sat down facing her and was about to plead some more.

She said, “You should be very, very glad that you agreed to my testosterone conservation program. The girls were so impressed with that that they agreed not to bring charges. Jane, however, has that photo, and it is quite…revealing.” She sniffed.

“Uh, yeah, can you get her to delete it or something?”

“She has already expressed a desire to publish it on Facebutt.”

“Facebutt! No! Can’t you get her to…to do something…?”

“I already have. I talked her down to having her house cleaned. She said she’ll reconsider after a month.”

“Reconsider? But she didn’t say she’d delete it?”

“Nope.”

I groaned. That was an open ended contract if ever there was one.

“So, we need to discuss your uniform.”

“My…what?”

“Your uniform.”

“What uniform?”

“Your maid uniform.”

“I don’t have a maid uniform!”

“Exactly. So you need one.”

“I don’t need a uniform!”

She ignored me and went on, “We decided that the general theme should be black with white fringes and a white apron. And heels. You simply must get high heels.”

“There is no way you are going to get me into a dress!”

“Honey,” and her voice dropped sarcasm when she called me that, “Aside from the fact that you are about to be put on Facebutt, and that the world will know that my husband is a kinky pervert, there is a chance that you will not be making love to me in the forseeable future.”

“But…but…honey?” I was immediately reduced to begging.

“I have chosen a uniform online, and it will arrive tomorrow. I have also taken the liberty of purchasing you a chastity belt. Well, I think it is called a ‘tube,’ and it will be—“

“Whoa! Wait just a chicken plucking moment! What is this chastity crap? Are you talking about locking up Mr. Happy?”

“I am. I think you will be much better behaved, not so willing to expose yourself to innocent womankind, if your little toy is locked up.

“Did you say ‘toy?’ Did you just call it ‘little?’”

“I did.”

“May I remind you that just two days ago you were screaming in orgasm and telling me right after that, and I quote, ‘Thank God you have a big cock!’”

She said nothing for a second, then, “Honey, every woman says that to every man. If we told the truth then the men would wither of shame and die out as a race.”

“What?”

“Now, we will begin our preparations tonight. I’ve still got the afternoon if my corset doesn’t fit you—“

“Corset? I can’t wear that thing! I barely fits on you!”

“You are a slender man, and I can adjust it. I also want to get you some breast forms and…”

She continued telling me what she was going to do to me, and here’s the odd thing. As she talked, as she listed each item that I was going to have to wear, my dick got harder.

I mean…what’s up with that?

I’m a man! I don’t wear no sissy clothing!

But she just kept talking, and I kept feeling lower and lower and…

“You may jack off.”

“Wh…I can…can’t we screw?”

The chastity tube had arrived, along with a bunch of boxes that held held things like dresses and bras and stuff.

“Me? Screw a pervert?”

“I’m not a pervert!”

She sniffed.

“I’ve already told you that that was an accident yesterday.”

“You may masturbate, or we can pack your erection in ice.”

Well, that wasn’t much of a choice. Stroke and have a happy moment, or get it frozen off.

“Okay,” I headed for the bathroom.

“Right here.”

I spun around.

“Right here?” We were sitting in the living room. I had no porn, I was too embarrassed to play with my nipples or asshole.

“Right here. And snap it up.”

So I unbuckled, unzipped, and dropped my pants. I started to sit down.”

“Not there.”

“I need to sit down!”

“And get your mess all over my furniture? I think not!”

“But…but…”

“Do it standing up, or lay down on the floor. Your choice.”

Man, talk about limited choices.

I lay down on the floor, my knees were bent, and I began stroking.

Stroke, stroke, stroke. And I felt like I was taking out the garbage. “Can’t I go, uh…watch some porn or something?”

“You actually need those images to have an orgasm?”

“It helps,” I conceded.

“No.”

“Well, could you help or something? Maybe play with my balls? Or suck it a little?”

“I’ll help.”

She knelt on the floor between my legs and watched.

Sighing, I put my head back and resumed stroking.

Stroke, stroke, stroke. Oh, man, this wasn’t going to— “EEK!”

I jerked and started cumming. It was so fast I hardly had time to enjoy it. I was just spurting uncontrolled.

Finished quickly, I raised my head. Dorie was standing, smiling, and I realized what had happened. She had shoved the toe of her high heel into my butthole. Fuck!

“Very good. Come over here.”

I groaned and rolled over and struggled to all fours.

“Hurry up. I want to put this thing on before you get hard again.”

I stood in front of her and she put this little tube over my cock. And I looked at my cock. It didn’t feel small. It measured out about seven inches, so what was she talking about with this ‘little cock’ thing?

She sized a ring and put it around my package. And, I mean, isn’t seven inches enough for most women? I had never had complaints, but…every woman tells every man? Was this a conspiracy or something?

She slid a lock through a hasp and clicked it shut. And there was something very frightening and final about that sound.

“There we go,” she relaxed her pissed off face for a moment, then giggled. She patted my cock, which caused it to stir, then put her pissed off face back on.

“And that’s it?”

“Yep.”

“How do I make love to you?”

She got a sad look on her face, “Oh, honey, you really don’t understand, do you?”

“Understand what?”

“I would have put you in chastity, anyway. That’s all part of the testosterone conservation program.”

I blinked and tried to figure things out. “I don’t think I fully understand…what is this conservation program you’ve been talking about?”

“Well, we must give you foods and vitamins to encourage the production of testosterone, but we must also make sure that you don’t waste any sperm.”

“Don’t waste…” Things were slowly percolating in my thick noggin. Something here didn’t make sense.

“But, wait a minute…if I don’t use my sperm, then what is the use of conserving it?”

“Honey! You will be so much healthier! You will live longer!”

“But if I can’t have sex I don’t want to live!”

“Oh, pshaw! You’ll get over that silly notion. After you’ve been horny for a few months you’ll like that better than any silly, old cum.”

“So you’re saying that I’m not going to be allowed to cum anymore? That’s what this testosterone conservation program is all about?”

“Exactly!” She grinned. “I’m so glad you understand.”

“I don’t understand!”

“And Jane and Sally, in spite of the way you have abused them, have agreed to help me help you.”

“How?”

“Being excited helps you produce more testosterone. So we’re going to get you all excited, all the time, isn’t that wonderful?”

I stood there, shaking my head, trying to grok it all.

Dorie reached for her phone. “Excuse me now, I have to call the girls and tell them that we are off to such a wonderful start. Then we have to finish getting you ready.

An hour later, it took more than a couple of minutes to tell her friends the good news, we were getting me ready.

Man, I never knew there was so much to being a woman.

First, she made me take a shower and, courtesy of Nair, become completely body bald.

Second, there was the underwear, and, man, is female underwear different from men’s.

I had to pull up panties, wear a weird, short corset, it didn’t cover my groin or, or…whatever ‘boobs’ I was to have. Dorie actually climbed on top of me and knelt on my back and pulled until I couldn’t breath. Then, me gasping, in terrible and dire pain, she put a bra on me, and slipped these monster breast forms into the cups. I looked in the mirror and was actually frightened. My waist was smaller than hers, and my tits were bigger. Then she had me put on hose and panties. I stood there, totally encased in tight underthings, and she nodded, and was pleased.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I whispered, careful not to expend too much air or I would faint.

“You’re going to be the prettiest maid,” she smiled. Then she frowned. “But I wish your hair was longer.”

I wore my hair long, but not that long. Still, she fluffed it and sprayed it and made it into a weird sort of bob. It looked like Bruce Jenner’s when he won the Olympic medal, and long before he became Caitlyn.

Then, the dress. It was short skirted, barely long enough to hide my caged cock, unless I bent over a little too zealously.

“Remember, bend with the knees, keep the back straight, and you won’t be exposing yourself,” Dorie cautioned me.

I just groaned.

Then the high heels. Oh, God! They were tall and my arches hurt, and my ankles hurt, and my toes and my instep and everything. Everything hurt. And I could hardly walk! My knees insisted on bending a little, and I wobbled all over the place.

“It just takes practice, dear,” she patted my cheek. “Besides, you can certainly do what any 16 year old girl can do, right?”

“No,” I answered grumpily.

She had me do things for a half an hour. Climb stairs, walk on a straight line, she even had me practice swishing my hips!

But, finally, the training was over, and she let me go. Except for the corset and heels, of course. She said I needed to wear those extensively until I was used to them.

That night we had a subdued dinner, and it was only truly broken up by Dorie’s one observation.

“Wearing that outfit really gets you excited, doesn’t it?”

“No.” I was emphatic.

“Then why is your cock struggling to get hard? Why are you leaving an occasional drip behind you?”

“It’s, uh…the cage.”

“Oh, you like being all trapped and everything. That’s good to know.”

“What? No! I mean…why?”

“Well, it’s good, because we must excite you and get you to produce more and more of that testosterone.”

I was pretty glum at that remark, but I said, “Wearing a dress doesn’t make me feel like a man. If the chastity tube does that then all the better!”

And she said, “Oh, honey! It’s not about being a man! It’s about being healthy! Who cares if you’re a man or a woman as long as you’re healthy!”

Well. That was something to think about. And I responded, “I care if I’m a man or not.”

“Oh, don’t worry, you’ll get over that!”

“But I don’t want to get over that!”

She frowned, pursed her lips in thought, and said, “Honey, do the dishes, then come to the bedroom.”

“The bedroom?” I was suspicious, but hopeful. The bedroom was where things like fucking went on. Could I really maybe get unlocked and let out for a while?

I cleared the table quickly, scrubbed the dishes, and my cock pulsed and throbbed and hurt inside the little tube.

Still, if I got out of this infernal device, even for a little while, it would all be worth it.

Finally, dishes done and put away, I wiped my hands and headed for the boudoir. Yeah, baby!

I entered the room and Dorie was laying on the bed. She was naked, and her legs were spread and she had a joyful look in her eyes.

“Come on, lover, do me with your mouth.”

I staggered towards the bed. I wasn’t a huge fan of oral. I mean, it was all right, but…what about the dick?

“I thought you might let me out for a while.”

“Oh, you silly. Why on earth would I do that?”

“Well, because…uh…I need to squirt? Badly?”

“Oh, honey. You don’t need to squirt, but the fact that you think you need to is a good sign.”

“It is?”

“Oh, yes. It means that you’re getting excited. Now what we need to do is get you even more excited. Come on now.” She patted the bed between her legs.

I stumbled up to the edge of the bed and looked down.

She had a beautiful, gorgeous, wonderful, amazing hole. It was just a pink slit, but it was always shaved and looked so pink and wet and…and I couldn’t help myself. I leaned onto the bed and crawled up between her thighs.

She giggled as my mouth fused with her twat. She held my head and pulled my face tight against her womanhood. I may not like oral that much, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t good at it. I munched and used my tongue. I licked her labia, careful to get inside the lips, scouring every bit of her soft pussy.

She lay back and sighed, and shortly she was arching and trying to fuck my face with her pussy.

I ate, and I waggled my head, and shortly she was moaning and closing her hands on fistfuls of sheet. Then she started to cum.

“Oh! Yes…yes!”

She pushed into my face and groaned, her thighs trembled violently. I kept my face tight and kept eating. I knew there was nothing worse than to pull back when a woman has started to orgasm. One needed to keep pressing forward, to keep the pressure, and then the woman has a full chance to exhaust her orgasm…and sometimes she will even cum again!

Dorie was done, however, and she reached down and pulled me up to her.

I laid against her, my cock dripping uncontrollably, and she sighed.

“Oh, you were wonderful. The girls will be so happy.”

I blinked. Girls?

“What do you mean, girls?”

“I mean girls. You get to service them, too, you know.”

“I didn’t know. And I don’t want to!”

“But you simply must. After all, they have pledged to help you be excited and produce more testosterone, the least you can do is show a little appreciation. You don’t want to be an ingrate, do you?”

I got up on my knees. “Honey, this is outside the marriage bed.”

She snorted. “Nonsense. You are not fucking them. You are helping them, relieving them, and they are, in turn, helping you to live a long and healthy life.”

“But I don’t want a long and healthy life!” I wailed. I was losing control. I think that my building horniness was already affecting my thought patterns.

She just reached forward and grabbed my arm and pulled me down to lay next to her. As I lay, my head pressed to her large breasts, she said, “Nonsense. You’re just saying that now because you don’t understand. But we’ll teach you.”

“I don’t want to be taught,” I mumbled into her soft flesh.

“You will come to enjoy your lessons, and you will make the girls so happy. And…you know…I think I might be able to cum again.”

I groaned as she pushed my face down to her snatch.


PART TWO

The next day was Monday, and I was a mess. I had gone to bed horny, and that kept me in a weird, jumbly sort of half awake half asleep state.

Then I woke up an hour before dawn with a monstrous pain in my groin.

I ran to the bathroom, expecting my package to blow up, but found that I only needed to pee. Morning wood had never been so bad. The chastity thing was evil!

I went out to the kitchen and ate an early breakfast, and found myself dozing off when Dorie finally came out.

“Isn’t this wonderful?” she exclaimed, “You’re going to be so healthy!” Then she frowned. “Where’s my breakfast?”

“Your…but you always fix your own breakfast!”

“I have go a full day, and it starts with helping you get ready for your first full day as a maid. Now, I’m going to shower and wash my hair, and I expect a feast when I come back.”

I slumped and felt like somebody had just crapped on my head. She ran back to the bathroom and I wearily got up and started making another breakfast. I was dizzy and even felt a bit nauseous.

After breakfast, her all chipper and me all chumper, she dragged me back to the bedroom and got me ready. And it was no easier on this day than it had been the day before.

She knelt on me and tied off the mini corset thing, I think it might be called a ‘corselette,’ or something. Then the panties and bra with the big fake bazoombas. She giggled and shook my caged cock when she tugged the panties up.

Then the nylons and heels, and then the dress, and then she brushed out my hair and pronounced me ready.

She insisted on driving me over to my first day of work, and she kissed me soundly and patted my ass and sent me up the walk. She even insisted on waiting until Jane opened the door and ushered me in. I noted how they wiggled their fingers at each other. Then the door was closed and I was alone with another woman.

“Hello, Roger.”

“Hi, Jane.”

She there, hands on hips, and inspected me. She had a happy smile on her face, and her tits, because of the way she was standing, protruded delightfully.

Except that made me surge down there, and that didn’t feel too good.

“Are you ready for a good day’s work?” she asked, ignoring how my eyes kept traveling to her bosom.

“I guess.”

“Let’s have you mow the lawn to start, all righty?”

I stifled an inner groan. I had done my own lawn over the weekend and I didn’t feel like pushing a mower around.

But, work is work, and she showed me where she kept the garden tools and shortly I was shoving the lawnmower over grass that had grown too long, and which dragged at my high heels.

Let me tell ya, cutting a lawn in high heels is not easy. The heels kept sinking into the earth, and I would step out of them, and…and grass cuttings, when I did get going, were flung all over me.

An hour later I was done. I hadn’t cross cut the lawn, but it looked spiffy enough.

I put everything away, then went to the kitchen door. It was locked.

Huh?

I walked around the house and found Jane on a lounge chair by the pool. She was lying face down, a wine spritzer with straw was just underneath her, and she was naked.

I mean, really naked. All the way naked. Her rotund buns were twin mounds that were about as delectable as anything I had ever seen. I could even see her bush between her legs. It looked like she was a gal that preferred a landing strip over the bald look.

I turned to leave, but realized there was no place to go.

I turned back and cleared my throat.

“Oh, there you are,” she glanced back over her shoulder. “Come rub sunscreen on me.

Oh, fuck. My cock was now pounding in my cage.

I took the proffered tube, squirted a bit in my hands and began.

Oh, she had the most delicious flesh. It was hot, and not just from the sun. It was smooth and silky, and…have I mentioned that my cock was throbbing? And, as I sat on the side of the lounger and smoothed my hands over her deliciosity, I felt it drip.

“Oh, that’s good. Make sure you get my buns.”

Oh…oh…crap…!

I dug my fingers gently into those marvelous orbs. This gal was not flabby.

“I work out every day,” she said at that moment, as if she was reading my mind. Do my glutes feel solid?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“How solid.”

“Uh, real solid.”

I watched my fingers in fascination. I was inches from her crack and she moaned and said, “Don’t be shy, boy.”  She raised up her ass and spread her legs.

My cock dripped mercilessly now, and I almost sobbed as I slid a finger between her cheeks.

“Oh, that is good. Be a dear and rub my button. Will you?”

I slid my finger deeper and began brushing it over her star. She moaned and wiggled and gave a shiver.

“Oh, I do so love a good finger fucking.”

She turned over, and I almost fell back over.

Her body from the front was absolutely stunning. Her breasts were massive, her hips were round, she had curves on her curves!

She spread her legs and looked at me. “Well?”

I made a sort of sobbing sound deep in my throat, and I began fingerfucking her.

“Two fingers, dear boy. I need a bit of girth. And if your fingers are slender then I need three.”

My fingers were slender enough, and I pushed three into her.

She jerked and grabbed my wrist. She began pushing and pulling on my arm, forcing my fingers into her.

“Oh, fuck! You are talented.”

Her eyes were closed and her lips were puffy with desire.

I shifted my position for better leverage and began pumping into her.

She gasped, let go of my wrist, and laid back. I shoved my fingers in, felt the rim of her pussy, and hooked and pulled.

She about jumped out of the lounger.

“Give me a warning,” she hissed happily.

I didn’t say anything, I just kept finger banging her.

She actually came easily, and on another day I would find out that Sally came as easily, too. They weren’t married, they had had no release for some time, and they were hot and eager.

And she came with a violent spasm of her hips, and several minor aftershocks. I could feel her pussy exuding juice, making my hand more slithery.

Then she lay quietly for a moment, then said. “Clean me up now.”

Clean her up?

“Your mouth. Lick me clean.”

Oh, God! Yuck. Pooey!

But I had no choice. I worked around, held her legs apart and moved my head between them. I latched on to the juncture with my tongue and laved her with my tongue.

She sighed. “Oh, that is heavenly.”

Finally, when I was done, she sat up, I gasped at how firm her breasts were, how the nipples stood so proud.

“You’ve got grass all over you. Jump in the pool. You can put your clothes in the drier. You don’t mind working naked?”

She wanted me naked, which would make me hornier, and cause my cock to leak and drip even more.

I stepped into the pool, and she let me laze around for a while, then she called me.

“Roger?”

I climbed out and went to her. She had raised the back of the lounger, I presume to watch me swim. She smiled, “Best get your clothes to the drier.”

I nodded and picked them up.

I went to the garage and started them drying. Nothing else to do, I returned to the pool.

Jane was sitting up now, and she beckoned me to her. When I got close she reached out and grabbed my caged cock.

I gasped, and her hands explored it. She felt the outside, hefted my balls, and said, “I’ve never seen one of these. What’s it like.”

“It’s the most terrible torture,” I answered honestly.

She giggled, “But you’re going to be so healthy, so full of testosterone. You must so glad to have a wife that takes care of you like this.”

“Uh, I am.”

I was glad to have the wife I had, but it’s hard to talk when some strange woman is handling your junk.

She squeezed my nuts, made me groan, and when my knees buckled a little she snaked her hand under my package and pushed the tip of her finger at my rectum.

“Hey!” I squeaked, and I jerked.

She slapped my caged cock. Yes, I had a cage on, but it stunned me. I almost fell down.

“Do not pull away from me. Ever. You are here to serve. Do you understand?”

Her voice had grown firm, and I nodded. Her finger was pushing on my rectum. It was in it up to the nail.

“Please,” I whined. “I’ve never…I don’t…”

She just smiled in a whimsical manner, took her finger out and stood up.

She was close to me, her large tits touched my chest. I could feel the heat of her nipples. She looked up into my eyes.

I was actually scared. I was a man, but I had never been treated like this. She was taking advantage of me, she was touching me most familiarly, and I didn’t know what to do.

She reached up and touched my cheek, then grabbed my ear. She pulled my head down, slowly, then gently touched my lips with hers. It was so soft, and she drew it out. Then she moved my face away.

“Soft. But they need a little plumpness, and maybe some color.”

I stared at her, not understanding, and she waited a moment, then sighed. “Well, we can look into that later. Right now…I think you need to dust my house and vacuum the rugs.”

I had taken my heels off when I had jumped into the pool, and under her eye I slipped them back on.

Oh, the misery a woman goes through for a sexy pair of legs!

I spent the afternoon dusting, and I had to even climb a ladder, in heels, to get the chandelier.

“I think next time we can get the windows,” Jane said, as she inspected my work.

‘We,’ when it was me doing the work. Hunh!

She lifted a finger of her white gloved hand and tsked. “Next time, after the windows, I want you to take a wet cloth. Maybe a dab of olive oil in warm water would be better. Cleanliness is next to Godliness, right?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

And, I was almost done for the day. Jane allowed me to dress, but she didn’t help me. Still, I managed to do a pretty good job of it, though the corselette was definitely not tight enough, thank God! And the panties were still wet for some reason. Oh, well. It let my cock breath a little bit under the dress.

Then she took me by the hand and hauled me back to her bedroom.

Her bedroom. It felt like a sacred place. She leaned over her vanity table and searched through the bottles and tubes and things. She picked up a tube and pulled out the applicator.

“Bend forward.”

I didn’t. “What’s that?”

She glared at me. “Bend forward!”

I did so, and my cock throbbed and splattered on the floor, well, it would have if it had been a hard wood floor. It was rug and it just absorbed my drool of pre-cum.

She dabbed the applicator to my lips and smoothed some kind of stuff on them. They immediately began to heat up.

“That burns! What is it?”

“Just a bit of cinnamon and menthol and other ingredients.” She looked at the label for a moment, then said, “Oops, it’s got hyaluronic acid in it. They’re going to be plump for awhile.”

“Plump?”

“Of course. You’ll look so much prettier with your lips large and shapely.”

I started to reach up and feel my lips, but she caught my hand. “None of that. Let the plumper do its job.”

She grabbed a tube of lipstick off the table, then led me out to the kitchen. She sat me down and offered me a Coke. I took it, and wished it had a healthy helping of bourbon in it.

She down down opposite me, placed a hand over my hand, and said, “You know, you were such a bad boy, but I do so want to help Dorie make you healthy. You may be a pervert, but you make her happy, so…this is why I—and Sally—have decided to take you in hand.”

I nodded and sipped my Coke. The coldness of the Coke soothed my inflamed lips. I wondered what I looked like.

Jane’s phone jangled. She glanced at it and smiled. “Your ride is here.”

I stood up, as did she, and she walked me to the front door. “You did well today, Roger. Bend down now.”

She had my ear and she pulled me, and she painted my lips with bright red lipstick. My eyes were wide, and I would have struggled, except I didn’t want to lose an ear, and she had warned me not to back away.

She let go and smiled, then linked her arm through mine and walked me out to the curb.

Dorie was waiting, and she had a big smile on her face, and her smiled grew bigger as I approached.

I got in and sat quietly, and was terribly aware of my bright, red, fat lips.

“Hi, Jane! How did he do?”

“Wonderful. And you’re right about his skills with his mouth.”

They giggled and I grew red in the face.

“I hope it’s all right, but I gave him a bit of lip plumper.”

Dorie looked at my face and grinned. “”Wonderful. But now his cheeks need a little color.”

“Next time. Pretty soon we’ll have him looking like he should.”

“Wonderful.”

A bit more chit chat and Dorie waved good bye and we headed for home.

Suddenly I realized that there was a mirror on the passenger visor. I lowered the flap and stared at my lips.

They were twice as big. I had full lips, anyway, but these were…like Baby Huey’s! They were like Angeline Jolie’s! Shock coursed through me as I studied my disfigurement.

“Are they wonderful?” cooed Dorie. “They are so sexy. They make me hot down there. In fact, I think you’re going to have to do me when we get home.

So I did her, and I was tired and exhausted and confused and just wanted to go to sleep. And I couldn’t believe I had five more days of this before I got a day off.

The next day was Tuesday. If I thought I was tired the day before, it was nothing compared to today.

I slept till the alarm, then ran, bouncing off the walls, to the bathroom. I sat—I had to sit with the chastity tube on—and pissed for five minutes.

“Come on, Roger!” Dorie held her mons with one hand and waited for me.

I could hardly talk, and I struggled to my feet, dabbing at my cock cage with a tissue. She pushed me aside and sat down to relieve herself.

I leaned against the wall next to the shower stall and was actually dozing when she finished, got up and slapped my ass.

“Let’s go, lazy girl.”

I let her shove me into the shower, but I woke up when the cold water hit.

“Hey! Ow! No!”

She held the door shut and I felt like my skin was going to freeze right off me.

A couple of minutes later she let me out. I stood, freezing, my fat lips blue, as she toweled me off.

“Damn it, Roger. You’re going to have to get going here. Who’s going to make breakfast?”

Now somewhat awake I struggled into my underwear, then into my maid’s uniform. Oddly, the feel of tits on my chest woke me up a little. It was just so bizarre, and…and I felt my cock waking up. In the lingerie, feeling sexy, my penis throbbed in the cage.

I stumbled through breakfast, burnt the eggs, undercooked the sausage, and didn’t even apologize. I was just sore, and tired, and disheartened.

The OJ, however, seemed to wake me a bit, and then Dorie was standing next to me at the car. She reached up and held my cheeks with thumb and forefinger and applied color to my lips. Then she pushed me into the car and we were off.

We arrived at Sally’s and Dorie walked me up to the door.

“I’m sorry, Sally, but yesterday was a bit much for him. He’s going to be a little slothful today.”

Sally studied me with a critical eye. She noted my yawn, but she approved of my lipstick. “Well, we’ll do what we can. After all, he’s only a man.”

They both giggled.

I failed to see the humor.

I spent the morning dusting, which was easy, and I was so glad not to have to cut a lawn.

Sally helped me prepare lunch, tuna sandwiches with lots of mayonnaise, some onions and olives and the crusts cut off.

As we ate she lectured me. “You need to get the proper amount of rest at night. And you need to eat the proper foods. I’ll talk to Dorie about vitamins. But this idea of being able to let down just because you’re a little tired…that’s not going to cut it. That’s not how a real lady acts.”

To which I tried to suppress a yawn, and got a glare.

I woke up during the afternoon. Hey, the sun was high, I had worked the soreness out of my muscles, I began to feel a bit recharged.

Maybe it was the tuna, yes?

Anyway, I pushed the vacuum and was instructed on polishing silverware, and then the other shoe dropped.

“Come with me,” Sally commanded, and she set off down the hallway.

Her heels clicked, and I was awake enough, and practiced enough, that even my heels clicked a bit.

She smiled back at me. “A woman always announces her entry with a proper set of heels.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Into the bedroom, and she immediately began taking off her clothes.

“You needn’t take your clothes off,” she said. “We’ll make this quick.”

But it wasn’t quick. I tried, lord how I tried, but I just didn’t have it in me. I licked, I sucked, I kissed. I smushed my face in, but it just wasn’t working. Later, she would be easy, but this first day…not so much.

Sally, bless her heart, assumed the blame. “It’s just been too long,” she murmured, pushing my face away. “In the bottom drawer.”

I didn’t know what was in the bottom drawer of her dresser, but I found out quick. A strap on.

I held it up and looked at her.

“Put it on, and attach the second biggest dildo down there.”

The second biggest dildo was ten inches, big and round, popping with artificial veins.

The biggest dildo was actually a horse dildo. It must have been twenty inches, with a weird sort of a lip.

There were other dildos in the drawer, and I wondered at some of the shapes. I found out later that there was a dog dildo, a hog dildo, and various other animals.

And Sally thought I was the kinky pervert. Ha!

I crawled between her legs and aimed the second biggest dildo towards her tunnel.

She was smiling, anticipating happily, and when I put the tip of the second biggest dildo to her hole she grunted and grabbed me by the hips. Then commenced the weirdest fuck I had ever had in my life.

I didn’t feel a thing. I pushed forward and my cage touched her, but nothing else. I pulled out and her eyes rolled and she grabbed on to me like I was salvation.

She began humping and pumping and gasping. She grabbed my body low, just over the hips, and began controlling my thrusts.

She kissed me, and that was weird all over, because everything felt different when experienced through my swollen lips.

“Kiss my tits, you fool!” She snapped at one point.

I bent my head and sucked on her very large nipples. And they were large.

Heck, her tits were large, though not as large as Jane’s, but her nips were twice as big!

Go figure.

For five minutes she fucked me, groaning and moaning and grasping and kissing and writhing and…and everything, and I realized that it wasn't me, it had just been too long since she had been fucked.

But she finally let loose. All hunched and screwing like crazy she pushed herself over the peak and began to sigh as the rhythm of the ripples coursed through her sexy body.

I felt nothing, but I acted like I did, and she held on and rode it out.

Finally, she lay back. “Get out.”

No thank you, not even a smile. Just a ‘get out.’

Hunh! I would have thought her a bitch, except that I was too horny.

Fucking without experiencing the fuck had extra hornicized me. I felt a white hot pleasure lancing up my chest. The world was golden, like the whole world, in some odd and mystical manner, was cumming.

I stood next to the bed and arranged my clothing.

Sally, done with me, said, “Go out to the curb and wait. Tell Dorie you were adequate.”

I started to head for the hallway, and she said, “You may have a Coca Cola.”

That was it. That was all the thanks I got for cleaning her whole house—while I was dead on my feet, I might add—and then cleaning her pussy and fucking her to a pretty righteous orgasm.

Huh!

And then I thought…it could have been worse. She could have given me Sprite.

With that thought I giggled.

Yah, me. Giggled. Not laughed. Giggled. These fucking clothes were undoing me.

I went to the kitchen, took a Coke and popped it, and went out to the curb.

I was sitting on the curb, sipping quietly, lost in my own thoughts when Dorie drove up.

“How’d it go?” Dorie asked as we drove through town.

“Okay,” I said.

“I notice your lips aren’t properly red.”

“She didn’t put it on me.”

“And you couldn’t do it yourself?”

I was silent at that. Do it myself?

We arrived home, and Dorie pulled me into the kitchen and sat me down. “I don’t like your attitude.”

“My…why?”

“First, you woke up tired, and you let yourself be tired. And you don’t appear to be happy about Sally.”

“Sally was…”

“Was what?”

“Aw, heck. She was okay. But she had me fuck her with a dildo, and then she didn’t even say thanks.”

Dorie blinked, then got up and went to the liquor cabinet. She poured me a drink, brought it back and indicated I should drink it. The whole thing.

I did, and it went down rough. No Coke. Hard liquor.

Dorie sat and observed me for a minute, then she began to speak.

“Roger. You are there to serve. To make up for being a pervert. You do not require a ‘thank you,’ and neither Jane nor Sally should feel any need to thank you. You are the service. Furthermore, I expect you to be cheerful at all times, and to hide any personal feelings you might have.”

I frowned.

She leaned forward. “It wasn’t them that leaped naked into the living room, embarrassing me half to death.”

I pursed my lips, my big lips. I had the thought that I did need to paint my lips, to keep them good looking.

“What?”

“You told me not to have any personal feelings.”

“Just this once, you tell me this once, and then you’ll zip it up forever.”

I took a breath. “I don’t feel like a pervert! I made a mistake! But they want me to eat them out, to fuck them without my own dick. Heck, even you have me locked up!”

She waited for me to finish, she studied me with level eyes.

But I was done, so she leaned forward, placed her hand on mine. “Honey, thank you for telling me that. I heard what you said, and you are absolutely right.”

“Then what do I do about it?”

“You grow up. You recognize that some people may have needs and desires that are unfamiliar to you. And you never…never…never…let your personal feelings show.”

I blinked. That was it. No excuses, just shut up and serve. Or service, as the wont might be.

My mouth opened. Closed. Opened. Closed. But there was nothing to be said. I had just been apprised of my station in life, and that was it. No more to be said. Shut up and deal with it.

A month passed, and I grew stronger. My legs stopped aching in my high heels. My back toughened up and stopped complaining about my heavy breast forms. My waist got thinner, my hair grew longer and could even be styled. My dick drooled more, and I became able to put on my clothes, and even some make up, without much trouble.

I cleaned houses six days a week, and was let to do what I wanted on the seventh day. If I wanted to go out, as a man, Dorie went along and was the most perfect company. Never a nag or a complaint.

Although, on the last Sunday of the month, before my service was ended, I surprised myself by going out as a woman. Dorie didn’t act surprised, and we had a marvelous time as two women out on the town.

And, oddly, I felt like a load had been lifted.

I didn’t feel the need to act…certain ways.

It was like I was a man, but didn’t need to prove it, if that makes sense.

Then came the last day of my month of punishment and amends.

It was Saturday, and I was to clean Dorie’s house. My own house. I got up early, fixed breakfast, got ready for work, and began.

I dusted and mopped. I vacuumed and swept. I polished, and I looked at the clock.

It was four o’clock. Another hour and I would be done. In a weird way I was sad. I had grown accustomed to the work, and…I have to admit it, I had become used to female clothing.

I liked putting on the underwear. I liked the swish of a dress against my thighs. I even liked the make up and heels.

I looked at myself in the hall mirror. Jane had plumped me up again, and even asked if I wanted a more permanent plumping. Maybe some injections.

That surprised me, and I said I would think about it, but…I was a man.

Then I looked down at my groin.

It throbbed constantly, and I wore a thin pad in my panties every day. It just drooled and drooled and never seemed to stop.

Yet, I had gotten used to the chastity tube.

What would it feel like to not wear it? Something to think about.

So immersed, I was surprised by the sound of Dorie clearing her voice behind me. I spun, and all three ladies were standing there.

“Good afternoon, ma’ams.”

“Come into the living room,” said Dorie.

I followed them into the living room. They pointed me towards the couch, then stood in front of it.

Puzzled, I looked up at them.

“Roger,” began Dorie. “Your month is over, but we have one last thing to discuss.”

“Yes?” I arched my plucked eyebrows at them.

“For one month we have bullied you, trained you, and used you for our pleasure. Now we have a gift fort you.”

“A gift?”

“Yes,” said Dorie. “You may choose one of us.”

I blinked.

The obvious conclusion…choose my wife. but…

“What for?”

“For fucking,” grinned Sally.

“You…I can…”

Dorie nodded. “And you don’t have to choose me. I know what strange ‘cootch’ is to a man, and if you feel like sampling Sally or Jane…I won’t mind.”

I stared at her.

“So who’s it going to be, Roger?”

My eyes went over the three beauties. My wife, but in my previous life before being a maid I had fucked her to a fare thee well.

Jane, with the luscious breasts and who enjoyed my hands roaming over her, fingering her.

Sally, who was somewhat cold, but was truly face gorgeous.

My decision was an easy one. I had had my wife. I wasn’t just fucking a pretty face.

“Jane,” I said.

They all smiled, and there didn’t seem to be any animosity for my choice.

“Well, let’s go get set up. We’ll call you, Roger.”

They turned and filed out of the room.

Get set up? Hunh?

A half hour later Jane came in and called me. She was wearing a negligee and nothing else. Her most marvelous breasts were so amazing, and I felt my cock screaming to get out of the cage.

Pretty soon, big fella. Pretty soon.

She kissed my cheek, then led me to the bedroom by the hand.

I entered, and Dorie and Sally were waiting at the ends of the bed. Maids in waiting. To serve me. After a month of abuse, I was going to get to do some abusing!

“Lay across the bed and we’ll rub your back.”

I lay down, and Jane began to rub me. She soothed soft cream into my back, my butt, and even into my hole.

My hole. Mmm. I had revolted at one point, but I had managed to get used to a finger rubbing my butthole, and even to a little light penetration.

I closed my eyes and Sally and Dorie started massaging my arms. They trailed down my biceps and forearms with their gentle fingers. Then I felt them wrapping some kind of material around my wrists. They they backed off, and Jane stopped rubbing me.

I opened my eyes and looked around.

Sally and Dorie tied some soft sort of ropes around my ankles. They pulled me back and I was suddenly standing, my legs spread, and bending over the bed.

“Hey! What’s going on?”

Jane walked in front of me. She was buckled a strap on around her waist. As I watched, my mouth open, she screwed a large cock into the thing.

“Hey! What goes!?”

Dorie came around and knelt on the other side of the bed. Her face was inches from mine. “Hey, honey. How are you doing?”

“I’m tied up!”

“I know, isn’t it cool?”

“Well, I’d like to get loose.”

Behind her Jane was finished with the strap on. “I’m ready.”

She walked around the bed, got behind me.

I felt Sally rubbing my lower back, and my thighs.

“Honey, Jane and Sally and I have been friends since college. We always do everything together. We always share everything.”

“But….let me go!” I struggled a little, but it was obvious that I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Now we are going to share you as a maid, and while we can’t pay you much, we can reward you. Every month one of us will do this to you. And we will press on your prostate and drain you. It might make you a bit horny, but it’s for your health.”

For my health?

“But what about this testosterone thing? I thought that’s what all this excitation thing was about!

“Oh, it is. We want you to live a long time, to serve us for the rest of our lives.”

At that point I felt Sally lurch into me. Her cock ripped up my anal passage and caused unbelievable…pleasure.

Then she was corkscrewing, stirring my insides, and I eventually felt my semen being forced out.

And Dorie said, “Isn’t it wonderful? We can dress you up, castrate you, and give you a pair of monster boobs. You’ll be so beautiful.

Maybe there’s even a way for us to replace your testosterone with estrogen. Then you could truly be like us and we wouldn’t even have to worry about the testosterone thing. Wouldn’t that be marvelous?”

Sally was really slamming into me now, and I couldn’t think. All I could do was lay there and feel that big cock slamming…slamming…slamming!

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


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

[image: ]

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 the Neighborhood Maid!’

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 open.

“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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