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PART ONE

It started out as a joke.

Okay, it wasn’t a very funny joke, sort of a mean joke, but I have always been known for having a bizarre and rude sense of humor.

Funny for me and not for thee.

So Bob and I (my name is Ann) went to a party. We met with friends, made new friends, drank too much, and watched a scene reminiscent of a Roman orgy unfold.

Sally Kitchens headed for the closet with Jim Peterson. Ooh la la. They thought they were being secretive, but their mates were watching, and giggling, and headed for another closet. Double ooh la la.

Janice Timber started handing out blow jobs in a back bathroom. She does that when she gets too much gin in her, and she calls it a ‘blowbang.’ Get it? Gangbang…blowbang?

Tommy Windsor, her boyfriend, said he gave better blow jobs, and started proving it.

People were passing out on the veranda, dancing naked in the garage, fucking under the trees in the backyard, and having a great time.

Bob and I made out in the parlor, groped in the kitchen, finger banged me in the middle of the dance floor, and laughed when Oscar Jimson offered to take any man up his butt for $10.

Then, a victim of too much whiskey, Bob made his fatal mistake. We sat down for a minute in the den, and Bob…went to sleep.

Heh heh. Oh, yeah.

I quietly got up and got my purse. I pulled out my reddest lipstick, and I carefully filled in Bob’s lips.

People saw what I was doing and they were quiet, and they snickered and patted each other on the back.

Then, when all was done, I shook Bob’s leg. “Honey?”

He woke up quickly. I sometimes wonder why he didn’t wake up when I put the lipstick on him, but he didn’t, but now he was awake and sputtering. “What? What’s going on?”

I helped him up and he recovered a bit, woke up a bit more.

“I know you don’t want to sleep the party away.”

“Oh, yeah. Thanks.”

Thanks. Heh heh. Being thanked for pulling a great joke on him.

We walked through the party, and people turned, stared, grinned, and a few of them snapped quick cell photos.

Uh oh, I had a feeling the internet was going to be seeing a lot of Bob tomorrow.

Bob laughed and shook hands, he felt like the center of attention, and he woke up and the party went on.

And, I should tell you, I didn’t use just my reddest lipstick…I used my longest lasting lipstick. I used lipstain, the new lipstain that just came out, the lipstain that lasts for weeks.

He left no red imprint of his lips on the rim of the glass of whiskey he was drinking. When he wiped his mouth nothing came off. In short, he had no clue.

And, something else, it was making me wet.

Seeing his red mouth, that I had kissed so much and looked forward to kissing so much more…I felt moist down there.

And I felt a sense of power, of control, like I was in charge and the rest of the world should bow down.

So I stayed close to him, linked arms, listened and watched and laughed, and laughed with the people who were laughing at Bob and he didn’t know it, and I felt this dawning sense of superiority. Of power. Of…wetness.

Five in the morning and it was time to go. I guided him towards the front door, stepped over a few bodies, and he pulled back.

“I gotta pee,” he said.

Oh, no. Not in the bathroom, with a mirror. I didn’t want him seeing his beautiful lips, yet.

“Oh, come on,” I tugged on his arm.

“I don’t want to pee in the car.”

“Pee outside, on the front door. I’ll even hold your dick.”

This always cracked Bob up, me holding his dick for him while he peed. He loved it when I sprayed things, and sometimes I even suspected that he held his pee extra long just so I could firehose the world.

He grinned, “The front door?”

“Right on the door knocker.”

“How about in the doorbell button? Anybody who presses it will be getting my piss on their fingers.”

I laughed, “And when they lick their fingers, they’ll be licking your pee. Come on…”

I pulled him outside. The dawn was ready to crack and he turned around and whipped it out. I took ahold of Mr. Happy and aimed it.

He relaxed, then he pushed, and pee started to come out. A lot of pee. He hadn’t peed since we got there, and we’d drunk a lot, and…SSSSSSSSS…for a long minute he peed, and I wrote his name on the door. B…O…B…then a heart underneath his name…and then a lot of squiggles, and the doorbell, and the knocker, and all over the little top windows.

Finally, he started to go dry.

He sighed in relief, we giggled, and I stuffed it back into his pants and kissed him.

Oh, fuck. Those red lips. I felt them coming down on mine, I anticipated them, and I felt a surge of heat in my groin. Fucking red, wet lips, and if I got any wetter I’d need a diaper.

I mean, those red lips really turned me on. All the way on. I wanted to unzip his hog right then, get it back out and jump on it. Fuck myself on his dipstick. Oh…I nearly swooned.

Then he straightened up and looked at me with a grin. “I really get to you, don’t I.” He had felt the depth of my immersion into him, he had felt my mounting desire swarming through me, whelming me, making me wetter than a fish taking a shower.

“Oh, baby, you have no idea. Now take me home and do me the right way.”

He laughed as we walked down the walk. “With you any way is the right way.”

I laughed back, and wanted to stop and scratch my pussy to a frothy cum right then and there. “When I’m with you any way is the right way.”

We hopped in our car and headed for home. And I mean headed. Bob was drunk, he liked to drive fast, and he put the pedal to the metal.

“Hey! Don’t…” I protested. “I don’t want to go to jail!”

“Fuck that!” He yelled a rebel yell out the window and headed for the back roads so he could drive as he liked.

Tell the truth, I wasn’t worried about an accident. I was just worried about getting a ticket. And I was right to worry, because right after we circled the golf course—

WOOOoooOOOoooOOO!

His eyes snapped up to the mirror. “Oh, shit!”

I turned and looked. A cop car. Oh, fuck.

He pulled over and put his hands on the steering wheel.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

The officer had short bristly hair and small eyes. He squatted down and looked into the car…and saw Bob’s red lips. He blinked.

“Out of the car, please.”

“Listen, officer, I know…” Bob started blathering as he stepped out of the car.

“Stand on the curb, please.”

Bob stood on the curb and worried.

“You, too, Ma’am.”

As I got out of the car I saw his nameplate, and it read, I kid you not, ‘Officer Hogg.’ I couldn’t help it, I was still drunk, and I smirked.

“Something wrong? Ma’am?” He focused on me in a most unfriendly manner.

“Oh, no. No.” No smile on my face, but he had seen my look, and he knew what I had been thinking, and now I had fucked up. I had put him in a bad mood, and he was about to take it out on Bob.

“Been drinking a little?”

“Sir, we were at a party.”

“And how many drinks have you had?”

Now came the song and dance. Just a couple, and this was about midnight. I knew I had to drive and….” blah, blah, blah…and I knew Officer Hogg wasn’t buying it.

“Okay, we’re going to do a little breathalyzer here…”

“Officer?”

He looked at me. He looked at my tight dress, my large boobs, and my red lips. Almost as red as Bob’s.

“Before we get all scientific, I’ll give you a blow job.”

The night slowed down and stopped.

Bob turned and looked at me, shock on his face.

The cop stared.

I was either going to go to jail…or I was going to keep Bob out of jail.

“You realize that’s bribery?”

“I’m not going to tell, and you’re not going to tell, and I just want my husband to stay out of jail.”

He stared at me with those little, pig eyes.

He didn’t like me, but he liked my body, and my lips, and he was thinking.

Finally, “The problem is…it’s not you who committed the crime. You were just sitting there. Bob here is the one who is committing the crime.”

“I’ll let you fuck me. I’ll lean on the back of the car, lift my dress and pull down my panties, and you can stick it in me.”

“Ann!” Now Bob was reacting. He was getting over his shock and entering a different kind of shock. “You can’t!”

“Shut up,” I said. “We need to keep you out of jail.”

Officer Hogg turned to Bob. “How’s it feel, Bob? Your wife is willing to suck me and fuck me for you.”

“You can’t…I won’t—“

“So you’d like to spend a year on the work farm? Probably lose your high paying job, won’t be able to drive, won’t be able to get another job…”

“I’ll report you.”

Officer Hogg brought out the breathalyzer.

Officer Hogg took Bob away.

I stood by the car and watched and couldn’t believe it.

He hadn’t taken me away because I hadn’t been driving, and because being drunk was not a crime. But he did tell me to get an Uber, that he would be back to check that I hadn’t moved the car.

Fuck that. I hopped in the car and zipped for home as soon as he was out of sight.

It was a hard morning for me. I had to get over being drunk, I had to call a lawyer, and I had to get ready for Bob’s bail hearing.

At nine o’clock, bleary eyed and filled with caffeine, I showed up at the courthouse. I talked to our lawyer, then sat down to wait.

And wait and wait.

No cases were called.

At one point I heard a ruckus. A lot of people shouting, a whistle, and a couple of officers rushed through the courtroom.

I looked around, but nobody else had a clue.

I went outside and saw a knot of officers at the end of the hall talking, but I couldn’t—

“Hear ye, hear ye!” I heard the officer call the court to order, so I slipped back in.

They brought the first batch of cases in, but Bob wasn’t among them. Oh, fuck. What—“

“Ann, come with me,” my lawyer tapped me on the shoulder.

I followed him out of the court and to a secluded corner.

“They’re not going to charge Bob.”

“What? How come?”

“There was an incident.”

“What kind of incident?”

“Bob was…assaulted.”

“What? Wait! What the fuck happened?”

“Several prisoners assaulted Bob. He’s okay, but he’s been taken to the hospital. No charges. You can pick him up there.”

I ran for my car and I broke a few speed laws—fuck the cops—and arrived at the hospital.

Bob was in a hospital room. He was laying in bed, and he was crying.

“Bob!” I rushed to him and hugged him. He hugged me back.

I asked him, “What happened?”

“First,” he sniffled, “I have to ask you…did you put lipstick on me?”

Oh, fuck!

“Uh…”

He nodded. “The prisoners saw me, they saw my lips. They said things, then they ganged me. They…they did things to me.”

He was crying again.

And I was crying.

That was the start of Bob being different.

I took him home that afternoon.

He had had his asshole looked at, been given antibiotics, and everybody stared at his mouth. His red, red mouth.

He had scrubbed it in the hospital bathroom, but that lipstain wasn’t coming off. He was going to have to wait for the natural ‘shedding’ mechanism of the body to replace that bit of skin.

We walked into the house and he started looked for ways to clean his lips.

He tried cold cream, he read the label of the lipstain, he tried lighter fluid. Fucking lighter fluid!

Nothing worked.

It was a sad, sad day in our household. From a wild party to a dour existence where he wouldn’t even look at me.

But he didn’t blame me, at least not out loud.

He just didn’t look at me. And he was lost in his own world, thinking his own thoughts.

The day passed. I took care of him as best I could, though he was stand offish, and we went to bed.

No touching or feeling. No talking or joking. I was starting to realize how my stupid joke had backfired.

The days passed, and we had an uneasy existence.

We talked, but in circumspect tones.

We didn’t touch, especially not sexually.

At the end of the week I asked him to talk to me. He said no.

I begged him to tell me what happened to him. He just shook his head, ate his peas and hamburger, and remained silent. I knew that things were getting bad, but I didn’t know what to do.

A month passed, and I knew I could no longer live this way. I finally decided to have it out with him. While he works at home, he hadn’t been doing much work, just sitting around in a funk. Not shaving. Sometimes not even bathing.

On a Saturday afternoon he was sitting on the patio. His red lips were no longer red. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and he sat on a lounge chair with his robe open. His cock, normally big and challenging, was just laying there, uninspired and not caring.

I sat down next to him. “We’ve got to talk.”

He looked at me, then he looked away.

“Look, I did this to you. I painted your lips red. I’m the one who caused you to be assaulted. And I can understand if you hate me, but you have to talk to me.”

“About what?” His voice wasn’t much more than a whisper.

“About…about…what happened.”

He didn’t say anything.

“You can’t keep this bottled up inside you!”

He stood up, walked back into the house.

I wasn’t about to let go. I stood up and followed him.

“Honey?” I asked his back.

He walked into the kitchen, got out a bottle of bourbon and poured a shot into a glass of cubes and Coke. He sipped. He turned to me. “If we’re going to talk, I need to drink.”

“Is it that bad?”

He ignored my question. “Would you like one?”

I opened my mouth to say no, then realized I should. “Sure.”

He made another drink, got out a lemon and cut a slice for me, he knows I love a bit of lemon in a drink, and handed it to me. He led the way back out to the patio.

I sat down next to him.

We sat and sipped for a while. Watched the birds in the bird bath on the other side of the pool. Let the morning sun warm us.

On a normal day I would be in a swim suit, lazing around in the pool. Now I was desperate.

“I’m conflicted,” Bob said.

I was smartly silent. He was talking. Don’t judge or even comment, just listen.

“When they put me in the jail the cops made remarks about my lips. They called me sweetheart, and to them it was all a big joke. I was a crossdresser, a transvestite, something to be laughed at.”

He was silent for a while, and I realized that I had to say something, let him know that I was here and I was listening. “I’m not laughing at you.”

He snorted, glanced at me, then took a big gulp.

And, a minute later, “The first one was a big guy named Chuck. He had big balls, but a small dick. I was sitting in a corner, trying to be by myself, and Chuck sits down to me and says, ‘Shut up and you’ll live through this.’

“There’s benches in the cell. Benches against the wall, and two benches that run right down the center of the room. He pulled me over to a bench in the center and said, ‘Take off your pants and lay down.’

“I looked at these guys. All of them big bikers, hairy faces, hairy chests, hairy asses. Big muscles. Grinning. They could snap me like a twig, before any guard could get to me…if the guards would even try.

“So I pulled down my pants and I lay down. I was on my belly, my hands could touch the floor, my legs were apart. They took turns. They used me, they came in me, and they chuckled and high fived.”

I felt compelled to say something. “Bob, it’s okay. It doesn’t make you different. It’s just…like an accident. A car accident. You couldn’t see it coming and…”

He grunted. “An accident. Huh. Felt more like a plan.”

“A plan?”

“A plan.” Then he didn’t talk for a while.

I stood up and got us fresh drinks.

I sat down. I said, “Have you considered…maybe you should get professional help.”

He blurted a snort of laughter. “Professional help? For what? Laying down and getting fucked?”

“But it was rape…”

“It wasn’t rape.”

“I don’t…understand?”

He turned to me, misery on his face, conflict in his soul, and he finally let out what had truly been bothering him. “You don’t get it, do you?”

I gave a slight shake of my head.

“I laid down of my own free will. I could have fought, and I think I could have even fought them hard enough to get them to back off. Who wants to rape somebody if they’re going to get a battle?”

“But I don’t—“

“I enjoyed it!”

The world fizzled to a stop. I stared at Bob.

He ignored me.

I wanted to say something, but what was there to say?

I tried, “So you enjoyed it. So what?”

He didn’t say anything. He just sat there and stewed in his thoughts.

“It doesn’t make you different! You’re still the same Bob I fell in love with!”

He looked at me. “Am I?”

And I saw it then. He had lost his self respect. In giving up he had given up something of himself. And how could I give him back that?

Another week passed. A silent week.

Bob worked a little more. In a way he was chipping away at himself, making himself do things, but it was a lengthy process.

I began to research. I explored the net.

I read about gay men, men who liked it up the butt, transexuals, people who transitioned.

I went on chat rooms and considered advice from that most untrustworthy source, strangers.

I bought books.

I studied statistics.

I learned about the morass of sexual deviancy that is prevalent in the world.

Some of it bothered me. People who messed with kids should be castrated. People who abused animals…grrr. Other things.

Some of the stuff fascinated me.

Feminism. Female Led Relationships. Chastity.

I remembered that feeling of sexual power that I had experienced when I had painted Bob’s lips. I remembered being so damned wet I could hardly stand it. I was going to fuck him that night, but…but that had certainly fallen apart.

So…what to do? What to do?

Another week passed.

I hate to say it, but I was getting horny. He hadn’t touched me in a month. And I liked being touched.

He just sat around and felt sorry for himself.

Well, that’s not true. He was conflicted, and I actually don’t think self-pity was part of that mind set.

Regardless, he was not functioning.

I had to do something.

“Come on,” I said, and I grabbed his hand and pulled him out of bed.

Surprisingly, he came with me. Easily. Being led like a docile, dumb beast.

Yet he wasn’t dumb. He was just…conflicted.

I took him out to the pool area. I put his back to the pool and said, “You aren’t even washing.” I pushed him.

His mouth opened in surprise and he flailed, and fell into the pool. I tossed him a bar of soap. “Clean yourself off, I’ll make a couple of drinks.

Bourbon and Coke. Mmm. It goes over the lips and touches the taste buds, the sweet Coke softening it. It goes swiftly down the throat with a little burn, then explodes. It enters the mind smoothly, taking off the edges and relaxing one.

Funny, I had never drunk bourbon, but when I met Bob he had converted me.

He got out of the pool and stood dripping. He looked for a towel.

I was sitting on the lounger. “Just drip dry. And sit down. You’re blocking my view.”

He grunted and sat. He sat upright and stared at the world. The world that had changed for him.

I pulled his shoulder and he went back into the the lounger. I put a drink in his hand.

We drank for a minute, then I asked him. “Do you want men?”

“God, no.” He didn’t hesitate.

“Do you want me?”

He stared at me, and I could see the conflict. Yes, he wanted me, but the self respect thing…he actually didn’t think he was good enough for me.

I frowned. Pursed my lips, and studied him.

I had tried loving him. I had touched him and gotten nothing. He was holding on to this lack of self-respect thing.

What else could I do. So I asked him. “What do you want me to do?”

He looked about to say something, but he withheld himself.

“Come on. We’ve been through a lot, and we’re going through something right now. Tell me what I can do to help you through this thing.”

He whispered so softly I had to think about it, put it together in my mind. “Tell me what to do.”

“What?”

Louder, now looking at me, his tormented eyes pleading. “I don’t know what to do.”

“And you want me to tell you what to do?”

“I don’t know how to be a man anymore!” He was almost shouting, it was coming out. Then: “Teach me how to be a man!”

Days passed. Days of torment for Bob, days of confusion for me.

How could I, a woman, tell a man how to be a man?

I couldn’t.

I didn’t know anything about being a man.

But I knew about being a woman.

But Bob didn’t want to be a woman.

Or did he?

And I suddenly had a thought: I knew about self-respect. I didn’t know about men, but I knew about self respect. But it was self-respect as a woman. So…Bob…he couldn’t be a man, I couldn’t show him how to respect himself as a man…but…was he a man anymore?

Did it matter if he was a man if I showed him how to get back his self respect? As a woman would?

A fire began to grow in me. And, in addition, I started to feel that warmth in my groin, that wetness.

I had to take charge. I had to show him. I had to teach him, and I had to do that as a force. He wouldn’t respect a nice, soft lecture…he needed a hard taste of…discipline.

When he was a child his parents had given him that discipline. Now, along with his self-respect, he had lost that discipline, and he needed self respect, but discipline was a key to…

It was a thoughtful week for me. I explored the internet again. I read case histories. I read experiences. I thought about theory, and I started to formulate a plan.

It would be a hard plan, difficult to implement, but…what was the recourse? I couldn’t leave my man to suffer.

No, I had to take him through the suffering. He had to come out the other side.

And things started to make sense.

Three months after I played the joke on Bob, and the joke had backfired and stolen his self-respect, I was ready. I was firm in my plan, dedicated in my mind. It was time to push Bob through his crisis and help him get back his self-respect.

It was time.


PART TWO

“Bob, get up.” I pulled the curtains apart and early morning sunlight flooded the room and assaulted Bob’s eyes.

“Huh? What? It’s Saturday!”

“I don’t care if it’s Doomsday, the lawn is a mess and my car needs to be washed.

“What?”

“And your hygiene is still lacking. Get up or I’ll spank you with your own belt.”

I meant it. I would smack him with his own belt, at a certain point I  would probably need to. But right now I just wanted him to move. I wanted punishment to evolve naturally.

He sat up and slid his legs out from under the covers.

“Heysoos rode a bike with no tires! Look how hairy you are!”

“What?”

“Take a shower, and use this.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.

“What? First you want me to work, now you want me to…what’s this? Nair?” He looked up at me, confusion in his brown eyes.

“Slather it over your whole body, especially your hairy ass. Not above your neck. When you’re done I want you as clean as a woman! Hair and all!”

“But…but…”

I grabbed his hair and pulled him up.

“Ow!”

“When I say jump…”

“Okay…okay. But why the Nair?”

“Because I want you clean. Al-l-l the way clean.”

“Well, yeah, but…people will think it’s funny!”

“Do you see people in here? Is there a crowd hiding under the bed and laughing?”

“Well, no, but—“

“Then do what I tell you or I really will use your belt.” I slapped his ass, hard, and shoved him into the bathroom.”

I watched him from the bedroom, tapping my foot impatiently.

He read the bottle. He yawned, he slathered it over himself and started to get in the shower.

“Not yet.”

“What?”

“Fifteen minutes, until your skin gets hot. And did you get all the hair in your crack?”

“Yeah!”

I know he did. I just wanted to nag him. I had to have him rocking and reeling for this to work. I needed good shock value.

Fifteen minutes passed and he stepped into the shower. A moment, and I actually heard him singing softly. He hadn’t sung for months. Was it working? Was my plan working?

He stepped out, and he had, of all things, a boner!

Fucking hallelujah. It WAS working.

“Get dressed, I’ve got a salad for you.”

He started to blurt back, ‘A salad?’ but I didn’t wait around.

I made it to the kitchen before I heard him yell.

“Hey! What’s with my underwear?”

I didn’t answer him. I had over bleached his tighty whitey’s the night before. They would be thin and hole-y and useless.

I was fixing his salad when he appeared in the kitchen. “What happened to my underwear?”

“Too much bleach. Wear a pair of mine.”

“What? I’m not going too—“

I turned around and took a step. I grabbed ahold of his cock, which was delightfully hard. First time in months. I wanted to jump it. I felt powerful and wet…but I had to wait. No fucking until he had self-respect. Vibrator, here I come. I said, “I’m not going to have you running around with no underwear! Now do what I tell you!” I almost shouted the last in his face.

He backed away, I let go of his cock, and he headed back for the bedroom.

“And wear a thong!”

No response.

I finished his salad, poured some juice, and sat down. My timing was good, and he appeared. He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt.

I put up a hand to stop him. “Take down your pants.”

“What? Why?”

“I want to make sure you followed instructions.”

He was slightly red as he undid his pants and lowered them. Which made me slightly horny.

White thong. Excellent. And his dick was struggling, the thong had to be very uncomfortable with his cock trying to erect its way out of it.

“How’s that feel up your crack?”

“Uh…weird.”

“Good. Next time don’t wear white. Wear blue to match your shorts. Or black if you need to. You only wear white if you’re wearing white.”

“I’ve got white socks.”

I almost laughed. His remark was so out of it, I knew he was getting more and more confused.

But, look. He hadn’t been in control of himself for months. Somebody had to control him, and that was little, old me.

“Sit down and eat.”

He sat down and stared at his salad. He looked over at me. Bacon and eggs. Toast with heaps of grape jelly. The smell of the bacon had to driving him mad.

“Why can’t I have what you’re having?”

“Captain John Smith.”

“Hunh?”

“You don’t work you don’t eat. Besides. You’re looking a little chubby.”

He wasn’t, but I didn’t care. Truth was not going to reassure him, lies would drive him.

“I’m not chubby!”

Point made.

“I want some bacon and eggs!”

“Are you going to throw a hissy fit? Like a little girl?”

He shook his head in confusion. It was all too fast and too much for him.

“If you finish the lawn, and the car, and the laundry, by noon, I’ll let you have a turkey burger.”

“I want a beef burger!”

“You’re not a man. You’re a sniveling, little wimp. You’ll eat what’s put before you and like it.” I was half up and snarling at him.

He blinked, and…he backed down. He ate half his salad, wouldn’t look at me, and went out to do the lawn.

I sat in the living room and watched him go back and forth. We have a big lawn and it needed to be edged and cross cut. I settled back and did my nails as I watched him.

He looked good. He wasn’t chubby. He was wiry with strong but slender muscles. He began sweating, and I almost laughed when he stopped and adjusted his thong.

Thongs are fun to wear, but not for work, and the first few days can be very…hornicizing.

He finished the lawn, came in, didn’t look at me, grabbed the car keys and backed the car out of the garage. Shortly his tee shirt was wet, and I thought about it. I had planned to make him wear a bra, but making him wash the car, maybe next weekend, in a two piece would be delicious.

Itsy bitsy teeny weenie…heh heh.

He came back in thinking he was done.

“Wax?” I said. “And what about your car?”

He was blinking, trying to figure things out. “My car isn’t dirty.”

“What did you say?” I glared at him.

“Okay…okay!”

When he walked out I could see he still had a boner. Or maybe it had gone away and come back when I started pushing him around. Yeah, probably the pushing around. It was a good thing to know. I was already aware, and it was being re-emphasized in my mind—that men are easier to control when they have erections.

He waxed, and by the time he was done with his own car he was dragging.

Of course. A salad wasn’t near enough for him. But that’s okay. I needed to whittle him down a bit before I built him back up.

While he did the laundry I prepared a turkey patty for him.

He came in and sat down. He looked beat, but his hairless legs were sexy. Made my little clit stand up and drip. I know, that’s stupid, but that’s what it felt like.

I placed his meal before him.

He looked at it. He looked at me He looked back at his lunch.

A turkey patty on a couple of leaves of lettuce. Cottage cheese. Water.

I thought, for a minute, that he was going to blow it. That he would get mad, yell, throw the thing on the floor. I was surprised when ate it.

I sat across from him and ate a hamburger. In a bun. Cheese and onions and…and everything.

He stared at my burger. He watched me put it between my lips and eat.

“What’s for dinner?” he asked.

“A Russian surprise.”

“What the heck is a Russian surprise?”

“You rush in and are surprised.”

His mouth opened as he grokked what I had said, then he shook his head.

“Eat your patty and be grateful.”

“I…I don’t—“

“Yes. You do. And be quick. We have a busy afternoon in front of us.”

“Doing what?”

“I have to measure you for a dress.”

Oh, the sound of pins dropping. And, credit to me, I didn’t laugh at the look on his face.

“I don’t want to do this.”

He was standing on a chair while I measured and pinned material around him.

“I need to make a dress. We’re about the same size. So…” I shrugged.

Actually, I had had him do this for me before, but never with all the emotional crap he was going through.

Back then his manhood and self respect wasn’t in question. Now it was.

We spent an hour working on it, then the phone rang.

I had told Patty, my best friend, to give me a call about this time.

Bob looked very surprised when I told him to just stand there and went to answer the phone.

“Hey, girlfriend. How’s it going?”

Patty and I went off on a long, circuitous conversation. We talked about the weather, about other women, about everything under the sun. I sat on the end of the couch, watching Bob standing on the chair in the next room.

Finally, gingerly, Bob got down and came in. He motioned at the dress he was wearing and mimed, ‘I need to take this off.’

I shook my head.

He mouthed, ‘yes.’

I shook my head, put on a severe face, and glared at him.

He started to take it off.

I reached right under the dress and started stroking him, all without missing a beat in my conversation with Patty.

He sighed and relaxed.

That’s the thing about this kind of discipline. You can’t just hand out the stick, you have to throw a carrot out every once in a while. Without the carrot men don’t know what they are working for.

Bob got close to cumming. Good. He hadn’t cum for a couple of months, he was horny and I was going to make him desperate. Me bad.

I stopped and he jerked his hips and his eyes were positively wild.

I grinned, waited, and started edging him again.

And again and again.

Oh, the look in his eyes.

Finally, I hung up the phone and let go of him.

“Do you mind?”

“I don’t mind.”

“I mean…finishing me off?”

“Whatever for? I like you this way. Now, back up on the chair.

Once again he stood on the chair and I hummed and pinned and adjusted the dress.

“You know,” I said. “You look awfully good in this thong.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Good enough to fuck, if I was in to that sort of thing.”

“You’re not?” He couldn’t help himself. He had to ask after that lead in.

“Oh, God. No. I haven’t had it for months, and, quite honestly, I didn’t think I would like being celibate…but it’s not bad. I don’t get all hot and bothered, I don’t have to wipe your goo out of me…I don’t even have to sleep in a wet spot. No, I like going without sex.”

He stared at me so hard he was cross-eyed. I just kept my cool and smiled inside.

Tell a man he can’t have something and he wants it all the harder. And that was easily proven by the bulge in his dress.

“You know, you look so good, the thong and the panties…I think I’ll make this dress for you.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress!”

“Just around the house. When you’re doing your chores.”

“What chores?”

“Dusting, mopping, vacuuming.”

“But you do that stuff!”

“Not anymore. Now I’ve got a maid.”

“I’m not your maid!”

“Well, you don’t act like a husband, and you like it up the butt, so…no, you’re a maid.”

I thought he was going to explode. The look on his face, the way his fists tightened, the feeling of emotion swirling in the room.

I looked up at him. “Well, you said you liked it up the butt, right?”

“Well…you can’t…I can’t…”

“Oh, don’t worry. There’s nothing wrong with getting a little poke up the ass. Of course getting a poke up the pussy is better, but if you don’t have a pussy,” I shrugged and started taking pins out. “I’m going to sew this together. You may have one beer, on the patio, then I’ll be ready for you.”

I took the material back to my sewing room. I left Bob standing there, hairless, in a thong, wondering what had hit him.

I came out to the patio a half hour later. I was a holding the dress over my arm.

“How you doing, lover?”

He gave me a grumpy look.

Okay, you want to play that way… “Or maybe I should say ‘loverless.’”

His mouth opened, but it was too late.

“Stand up.”

He stood up.

I slipped the dress over his head and pulled it down.

Perfect.

Except for that wonderful bulge.

“Yuck!” I said. “Do you have to always be erect?”

I was laughing inside. I knew he would enjoy being erect, after these months of being a dour idiot, he was likely enjoying his excitement.

I grabbed his cock through the dress and rubbed it. “Huh. It is big.”

He groaned.

I let go and stepped back. “Turn around.”

He turned, and I inspected my work.

I’m good. I could get a job as a seamstress if I wanted. The dress was a silky blue, fit his form perfectly, except for a little bit of extra material where the boobs should have been.

“Not bad. You need boobs, though. And I need to comb your hair out.”

I stood with one hand holding an elbow and the other hand rubbing my chin.

“Are you serious about all this?”

I ignored his remark. I turned away and headed for the kitchen. “Come on. I’ll tell you how to prepare dinner.

Dinner was spaghetti. A plate for me, a bowl for him with one meatball on it.

I drank wine.

He drank coconut juice. He wasn’t fond of coconut juice, but it was good for him.

He ate his meatball, and sucked a noodle or two. He looked at me, digging in and enjoying mightily, and he said, “I want to go back to being a man.”

“What? Nonsense.”

“I’d rather fuck you than be fucked by…by men. I don’t even like men! Sexually. I don’t.”

“Oh, honey, you’re so silly. We haven’t even started.”

“What do you mean?”

I leaned forward and spoke intently. “Honey, I like you as a woman. It turns me on. Just thinking about getting you in a thong and dress turned me on so much yesterday that I actually used a vibrator.”

His jaw dropped.

“That’s right. While you were sleeping your sleep, dreaming of…things up your butt…I was getting a little.”

“But I want to fuck you!”

“But I don’t want to fuck you. Not until you’ve gone all the way.”

“What do you mean…all the way?”

“Honey? Babe? You’re conflicted. And the only way out of that conflict is to explore it. See what you like and what you don’t like. So we’re going to take you there. We’re going to make you into a woman, we’re going to prepare you to take it up the butt…or make a decision. After we’ve gone there…then…then maybe I’ll let you put your dick in me.”

He stared at me, disbelieving, knocked right out of his mind. “You can’t…I don’t want to do this.”

“Yes, you do. Furthermore, if I catch you jacking off I’m going to leave you. Or, actually, you’re going to leave me. I’ll kick you right out the front door and into the street.”

He stared at me with the most inscrutable look.

On one hand, he liked it up the butt. But he said he didn’t like men. On the other hand…there was me. And my devious plans were driving him crazy.

Excellent. Sometimes you have to go crazy before you go sane.

“Now, tonight I want to put some nails on you.”

He shook his head, stood up, stared at me, shook his head again, more in disbelief than negation, then he turned and walked out. And he walked funny, like he wasn’t totally in control of himself.

I was about to tell him he hadn’t finished his dinner, but I thought better of it. Better to just let him accept and adjust.

I worked on his nails. Sanding, pushing the cuticles back, getting them ready for his first set of claws.

“I’m using hard gel nails,” I told him, putting on glue and pressing them into place. “They last longer, they’re sexier.”

I selected a bright red, very sexy, and painted them carefully.

He watched me like crows were eating his fingers off, but he didn’t object.

I think, in his heart of hearts, he knew what I was trying to do.

And, I think, in his heart of hearts, that he was enjoying it. He was getting an up close and personal look at how the other half lives.

I mean, how many men actually know what we women go through? They pull on their pants and go play golf. We arrange our hair, see to our nails, and have a whole different way of acting.

Anyway, I finished his nails and sat back.

He lifted his hands and stared at them. He turned them and studied the nails.

Red, gleaming, hard nails.

“Now comes the fun part,” I said.

“What?” he asked, not looking at me, enraptured by his fingers.

“I didn’t do the dishes.”

“What?” He was trying to look at me, but his nails…they were so fascinating.

“I didn’t do them on purpose. I wanted the sauce to dry on the pans, I want you to experience what it’s like to clean a real mess with a brand new set of nails.”

Now he looked at me.

“Come on.” I took one of his hands and pulled him through the house.

He could hardly walk. He was in a state of shock like I had never seen. He was having a hard time recognizing that his fingers were even his.

“Okey dokey,” I said, tying an apron around him. “The trick is learning when to use the tips of your nails, almost never, and when to use the pads of your fingers, always, but sometimes difficult.”

I handed him a dish and watched.

Gingerly, not sure how to use his hands, he took the dish. He picked up a scrubber, turned the water on, and started scrubbing.

Spaghetti sauce is easy to get off…if you get it right away. Once it dries, though, it is miserable.

I watched as he figured out how to turn his hands and extend his fingers. I chuckled when he couldn’t hold on to the soap and dropped it.

I poured myself a drink.

“Can I have one of those?”

“Nope.”

He actually looked a little hurt. “Why not?”

“Women don’t drink much. They have to watch their figure, and, of course, they have to watch out that scurrilous and perfidious men don’t take advantage of them.”

Interesting. His bulge was poking pretty hard under the apron. I guess long fingernails are sexy, heh heh.

“But you’re drinking right now!”

“I’m a very special woman. I’m a bitch, an alpha woman. I’m in charge. And I’m especially in charge of you.”

He was almost in tears. “But I don’t want you to be in charge.”

“Then grow up and act like a man.”

Oh, how cruel. Put him a dress, put on nails and make him do maid work, and tell him to be a man. If he thought he was conflicted before, he hadn’t seen nuttin’ yet!

It took almost an hour for him to do five minutes worth of dishes. By that time I had had three drinks and I was feeling pretty good.

“Come on,” I slurred. I took his hand and led him into the bedroom. I got out of my clothes. He started to get out of his. “Not you.”

“What? Aren’t we going to fuck?”

“I am. You’re not.”

“But…”

“Women don’t have dicks. You want me to put something up your little man pussy?”

“My…my asshole?”

“Sure. We could use my vibrator. Give you a gay, old time.”

He shook his head frantically, but I could see the interest. Way down deep. Welling up and trying to be heard.

“Okay, then it’s all about me.” I lay back on the bed. “Go get some gloves from the bathroom.”

“Why?”

“Because you’ve got nails now. I don’t want to get cut.”

He walked slowly into the bathroom and I watched as he got out a pair of gloves and returned, putting them on.

I was playing with my tits, pulling on the nips. I even sucked one nip.

He stared at me, his dick hard, totally focused, and not a thing he could do about it.

“Well, come on, little girl.”

He knelt and put his face into my vagina.

“Oh, yeah. Start with your tongue. Get me nice and wet.”

I was already wet. I wetter than the ocean. And I was hot. Pushing him around, even though it was for his own good, was effecting me. Deeply.

He pushed his tongue right into my hole.

“No! No! Foreplay, you idiot. Lick me gently and softly. Slobber on me. Get me ready. I mean, what if you really had a dick to put in me? Wouldn’t you like me moist and juicy?”

He nodded, and started licking my labia. Up and down, getting into all the folds.

“Now the clitoris. Suck it like you would suck a big, old penis.”

I actually felt him jerk at the imagery, then I felt his mouth engulf my little point. Oh, it felt good, I could already feel myself starting to ignite.

“Okay, use your fingers. Not too deep, use the pads to find the G-spot.”

He inserted a finger.

“Two.”

He inserted two fingers. He rubbed his way around, which drove me fair crazy. I started to gasp and gulp.

Then I was so wet he used three fingers. Oh, fuck, that was starting to fill me up.

“Do it, bitch!” I hissed happily.

He did. He used his male muscle and started to jackhammer my pussy. I could feel his nails, but he was being careful. And he found it.

“UH!” I grunted.

He rubbed it.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

He pressed it and…

“AHHH!” I came hard. I could feel fluids actually spurting out of my pussy, getting all over his face.

He jacked and jacked, then sensed when I had had enough. He slowed down and gently pulled out, and I came back to myself.

My chest was heaving. I could barely see. I looked down at him.

He was on his knees, staring at me like a puppy dog. I couldn’t resist. I reached down and tousled his hair and said, “Good boy.”

“I want to cum,” his voice was steady, but he was begging.

“Maybe some day. Now I want to go to sleep.”

He knelt there, waiting.

“What?”

“You’re on my side.”

“My side now. Your side is closer to the make up table, in case you want to get up in the middle of the night and put on some lipstick or something.”

He groaned. An actual, sexually desperate groan.

I looked at him. “You like that idea. Maybe paint your lips like they were that night. A bright red to match your nails. Yes?”

He said nothing. He just got up and backed away. He went into the bathroom.

“Remember, no jacking off!” Then I giggled softly. I was liking this.

All that week I used him. I made him do dishes, laundry, vacuuming, all the chores that I used to do.

And I began to marvel.

I liked this. I sat around and had a drink or two, watched my favorite TV shows. He waited on me, rubbed my feet, freshened my drinks, and…and dealt with his emotional issues.

And I thought: Do I really want him to go back to being a man?

I actually felt a little guilty about having this thought, but…but there it was. All I had to do was get over the guilt and accept the reality.

I could have a horny maid waiting on me hand and foot. I would never have to work again. I could just…be the queen.

Was that so bad?

Guilt started to wane.

I subjected him to more and more sexual tension. I made him eat me out every night, and sometimes during the day.

Of course, I mused, a good dicking would be nice. But would I be willing to give this up for a good dicking?

Hmmm. There was always the vibrator. So I tried it. Well, not me personally, I made him do me with the vibrator.

Yes, that could work. I could live without dick if I had a good vibrator.

Hmm.

A month later I had him wearing woman’s underwear, bra and garters and a corset and everything, all the time.

He had learned to fix his own nails, and he was learning make up.

His diet was slenderizing him even more, and I had discussed hormones with him.

And I realized that I was out of control.

I had started this feminization to help him, to give him back self respect.

In an odd way, he was feeling that self respect, be it in a feminine way, but…but I was holding back. I was holding him back.

He liked it, I knew that, but we were on a plateau. We needed me to push harder, to take him further.

So I forced myself to take the next step.

I overcame my desire to just keep him a woman, and arranged the finale of this little scene.

He came in from painting the house. He was wearing short shorts and a pink tee shirt. His breast forms looked very realistic under the tight tee. His hair was long, and a few splatters of paint had found their way onto his made up cheeks.

“Roberta?” I called out from the patio.

He came out, hurried out. I had trained him not to dawdle.

“Yes, ma’am?”

“I want you to get ready to go out.”

“Out?” He bit his red stained lips and batted his eyes. “Me?”

“Do what I say.”

“Yes, ma’am. Right now?”

“Right this instant.”

He went back into the house and I sipped the last of my drink, then I followed him into the house.

He was in the shower. I smiled to see that he had used the Nair again. Enough applications and he would have no hair on his body…ever.

He stepped out and toweled off.

“I wish you had real tits,” I murmured.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I think he was willing. If tonight went a certain way maybe he would make that decision.

But the night could go a number of ways. He was going to have a choice, and I bit my lip.

He dried his hair and combed it out. It was quite beautiful. Long and wavy and rich.

I watched as he put his bra on and slipped his breast forms into them. Then he put on panties and garter and rolled up his stockings. He didn’t need a shaper any more, he was delightfully slender and feminine in the body.

He chose a red dress, to match his lips and nails, and slipped into it. Damn. What a knock out.

He put a little towel around his shoulders to protect his dress and began applying his make up.

Foundation, blush, concealer…his face was very feminine now. Maybe even more feminine than mine.

He put on light grey to ‘smoke-icize’ the eyes. Then painted his lips with gloss. Lipstain doesn’t have sparkle, but gloss gives it that wet, hungry shine.

Finally, he slipped some bangles over one hand, put on some earrings, then stood up.

“Get out,” I said.

He blinked.

“I don’t want you around while I’m getting ready.”

He was a little confused, but he left, and I closed the door.

I put on slacks and a jacket. No blouse. My charms were well displayed. I fixed my hair in a tight, French style. It looked slick and stylish, and very manly.

I used severe make up. I wanted to look harsh.

No jewelry.

The only real concession to femininity were high heels. Black, open toed, sling backs. My red tipped tootsies looked fab.

I stood up and left the bedroom.

He was sitting in the living room. His knees were together and he looked like he had been chewing his nails. As if I would let him do such a thing. He stood up quickly.

“You’re beautiful,” he blurted.

“Get us some drinks,” I snapped.

He almost ran into the kitchen, he was quite adept in heels now, and I heard the tapping as of his feet on the tiles.

The clink of glasses, the tumble of ice cubes. I thought I could even hear the pour of liquid.

He came back in and handed me a drink.

“You may have one, too.”

“Me?” He was surprised.

“It’s a special occasion.”

He hurried back to the kitchen and made his own drink. I smiled as I waited. God, did I love this. To have a man wait on me so single mindedly, the only worry in his mind being whether he had pleased me. Yet, tonight it might end.

Tonight…one way or the other. I sipped my bourbon and Coke and worried.

He returned, sipping his drink, leaving glossy imprints on the rim of his glass.

I turned on the sound system, Sade, and we danced to ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ We danced…and I led. I led in everything these days.

Then, the music over, the drinks done, I took his hand and led him back through the house. To the bedroom. To our bed. My bed.

“Honey,” I said. “I want you to get on the bed on all fours.”

He looked at me, and I think that’s when he knew what was going to happen.

He climbed on the bed, trembling, and waited.

I went to my dresser and took out a strap on. I took off my pants and put the strap on on.

I could see Roberta watching me in the mirror. He was scared. She was scared. Heck,  I was a little nervous myself. A lot hung on the next few minutes.

I took a bottle of lube over to where Roberta waited. Without speaking, I squirted the lube into his ass crack. It threatened to drip, but I caught it with my hand and massaged it into his asshole.

He kept shivering, making little sounds, gulping uncontrollably.

He had said he liked it up the butt…now we were going to find out how much he liked it.

I slathered lube over my cock and stepped between his legs. I touched the head of my cock to his little star and began to wiggle it gently forward. Slowly, it slid in, and Roberta gasped.

I held on to her hips and pushed harder.

She made the most delicious, miniature wailing sound, and I entered her, inch by excruciating inch.

She loved it. Roberta loved the feeling of a cock in her. Probably more than I loved it, and I even felt a twinge of jealousy. To experience such pleasure…

I began to bang her then. Little strokes that rubbed the skin and worked the lube deeper into her.

“Oh…oh…” she kept making little sounds in her throat.

I pushed harder.

She started to cry, but not tears of pain. Tears of joy.

I reached down and grabbed her balls. I held them, used them to control her body. I started to pummel her with my dick.

She began to push back, to fuck me back.

My hips slapped into her buns, her dick was like a rod. I grabbed it and stroked it, her balls, now free, began to slap back and forth.

“Oh, please…please…”

Her voice had risen a few notches, sounded more feminine, and I liked that.

“Cum when you can,” I said. I did not soften my voice.

She nodded, and started arching her back and pulling the rim of her man pussy over my dick.

“Oh…oh…oh…” she kept it up for a long while, then she started to arch her back violently and her hips spasmed. She was cumming.

“Ohhh!” she wailed, still sobbing for joy, and she gave herself up to me. I could feel it. Once upon a time she had fucked me, and she had been in charge. Now I was fucking her, and I was in charge. It was better than sex…better than an orgasm. It was what I really wanted.

Finally, she collapsed forward, sprawled on the bed, and just lay there, shaking, sobbing, overjoyed.

I pulled my dick out. I slapped her on the ass and sat down next to her. I said, “You can go back to being a man if you want. I don’t know if I’ll ever want you to put your dick in me again, but…” I shrugged, “But if you want me to fuck you I’ll do that.”

Then she was on her knees, hugging me, sobbing into me, giving herself up to me.

I knew what her answer would be.
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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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.
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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.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

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

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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

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


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Male to Female the Hard Way’

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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