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PART ONE

“God, that is great! I’m so happy, but…uh oh.”

Dorey had just told me she was pregnant, and I had suddenly realized the big problem that was going to create.

“What?” She smiled, she was happy, a bun in the oven, I hated to bust her bubble.

“How am I…we need a model.”

“Oh, Rick, that’s…uh oh. That is a problem.”

“I mean, we’re okay for a couple of months, but then…then…”

“Then I’ll lose this svelte figure and be a fat, old cow. And then nobody will buy and we’ll go broke…and just when things were starting to take off.”

We stared at each other, our joy at the news of a child tempered by the dismay of knowing our business was going to fail.

We had opened up a high end fashion and lingerie store the year before. We had struggled and put all our money into it. We only had one worker, and now she might be in danger of losing her job.

“Can’t we hire somebody else?”

“Who? And with what? We’re barely making enough money to pay Belinda and make our rent. We’re still catching up. No way the land lord, or the vendors, are going to give us credit again.”

We had fallen behind, worked our tails to the bone, and now this.

We sat in our living room and pondered wearily.

We sold high dresses and lingerie. People came in and expected to be shown. They don’t walk down an aisle and pick out cheap stuff from bins, they watch the model and then make a decision. No model, no decision…no decision, no sale…no sale, no money. It was that simple.

Since we had opened Dorey had been the model. It wasn’t difficult, I’d put out the cheese and crackers and wine, champagne for the real big spenders, and she’d duck into the back room for a fast change or four, and it all worked out.

But now she was going to be busy making a baby, and I was going to be in charge in the store. No way I could duck into the back and slip into a bra, or negligee, or whatever.

“Of course, there’s Belinda.”

I looked at Dorey. “Seriously?”

Belinda had a weight problem. She was big and hefty and…and good for just about everything else in the store. But there was no way she was going to slip into leotards and prance around on high heels.

Look, I’m not being mean, that’s just the way it was.

So we sat, and talked, and brainstormed, and came up with nothing.

“Well, we can ask Belinda what she thinks tomorrow. After all, it’s a couple of months. It’ll all work out.

But things were looking grim.

The next day we went to work, and we were not in a good mood. We entered the store without the normal morning cheerfulness, we greeted Belinda dourly, and went right to stocking and returns and dusting and sweeping and…we were gloomy.

“Heysoos, are you guys grumpy. What the heck is wrong?”

It was break, and Dorey and I were sitting in the office, watching our donuts cool and our milk grow warm.

I sighed.

Dorey said, “Have a seat, Bel.”

Suddenly looking nervous, Belinda pulled up a chair and  settled into it. She stared at both of us for a moment, then blurted, “What?”

Dorey sighed. “I’m pregnant.”

Her face lit up like Christmas. “That’s great! That’s wonderful! You’ve been…” at our lack of enthusiasm she sobered. “It is great, isn’t it? I mean, I thought you wanted a baby.”

“We never realized how it would impact the business,” I explained.

“Oh, don’t get us wrong,” Dorey said, “We want this baby. I mean, under the tears and desperation we’re leaping and jumping for joy.”

“Could have fooled me,” Belinda quipped.

I grunted.

That’s the thing about Belinda. She’s the eternal optimist. You give her a pile of horse shit and she’ll look for the pony.

“So…I don’t get it.”

“In a matter of months I will be losing my figure”

“Well, that’s expected, babies and…oh.”

I nodded. “Dorey won’t be able to model anymore.”

Again, “Oh.” A little deeper, a little more solemn.

“We might have to let you go.”

“Oh…crap!”

Belinda couldn’t get by on what we paid her under the table, and she couldn’t get by on unemployment. She needed both. And she said something ridiculous. “My cats.”

She had two Siamese cats. Love of her life. She called them ‘Salt’ and, get this, ‘More Salt.’ I kid you not.

Dorey blinked. 

I kept my mouth straight.

Dorey cracked.

I made a muffled sound.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Hey, it wasn’t funny, but we had had enough of the gloom and despair. Dorey put her head on the table and pounded on the surface with one fist. I slipped off my chair and started rolling on the rug.

“Well, hey…” Belinda muttered weakly.

“We’re sorry, Belinda. It just,” I wheezed and tried to sit up. “It just struck us funny.”

“Yeah. Real funny. She gets fat. I lose my job. And my cats starve.”

Which set Dorey and I off again. Damn it, it wasn’t funny, but it just…it made us laugh.

Finally we calmed down and I said, “Dorey, we’ll make it. I don’t know how, but we’ll make it.”

Belinda didn’t look too happy, however.

Dorey said, “If we have to feed your cats ourselves,” and there we went again. I fell back on the floor and Dorey tilted back in the swivel, and the swivel was weak springed and the chair tilted over. Dorey jerked to try to regain her balance, but it was a lost cause. The chair went all the way over and she splatted on her back and lay there, stunned, and then started laughing.

And I laughed, and even Belinda started to laugh.

Cats. Huh.

The day went slowly. Mrs. Jensen came in at ten and Dorey modeled several dresses and we sold one. A thousand bucks. Which, in our posh Beverly Hills location, paid the rent for a couple of days.

John Springfield, the old senator, dropped by with his wife and girlfriend at noon. Hey, it’s Beverly Hills, right? He bought them both bathing suits. Ka ching, another couple of days rent. It was the beginning of the month so we were still working on the rent. By the tenth we would have it. Then a few days of working for Belinda. Then a week paying off the IRS, and finally, about the 22th, Dorey and I worked for ourselves. And let me tell you, we hated February. That short month had us eating peanut butter sandwiches for dinner.

But we had made it, month after month, struggling, scraping by and now stats were up and we were actually pulling in good bucks. We were actually starting to pay ourselves before the 20th!

Then…the baby. More expenses, time off for doctors and things, and less money to cover it all. Maybe a lot less. Like close the doors less.

Then Belinda had a bright idea. And, God, did I hate it.

“I’ve got it!” She had a big grin when she flounced in.

“Herpes?” I asked.

“Shut up, Jason,” murmured Dorey.

I looked at her.

“First bit of cheer in a week. Let’s take it while we can.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry. What’s your idea, Bel?”

“Tell you at first break. We have customers this morning.”

And we did. Dorey was kept busy sliding in and out of night gowns, dinner dresses, high heels, bras and shapers.

I watched her moving quickly and lithely as she tried on the various clothes. Heysoos, but she had a good body. Her waist was tight and her boobs were big. Sometimes, when the dress was overly tight, it happened every once in a while, I had to go help her stuff herself into a dress. Actually push on those bazooms with my bare hands and get them pushed down enough so the nipples didn’t show. That was a part of the job that I liked. After that I would always be grinning. And horny. And even Belinda would laugh at the silly expression on my easy to please face.

And Dorey was going to sacrifice that killer body.

God. We wanted a baby. There had to be some way…

“Okay. Break time We have two hours before the Johnson kid shows up. Let’s have a seat and brainstorm.”

We sat down in the showing room, it had the plush, comfortable chairs. Dorey sat near the hallway so she could step out of sight if the door opened. She was mid change and clad only in bra and panties.

“Okay,” I said, settling in to the cushions. “What’s this great idea you’ve come up with?”

Belinda grinned a Cheshire grin. “Jason.”

“Yes?” I wrinkled my brow.

“That’s it. Jason is my idea.”

Dorey tilted her head in puzzlement. I blinked. This made no sense.

Belinda, for her part, she sat and smiled at us like the cat who had just eaten the 100 pound mouse.

“Don’t you guys get it?”

“Get what?” I was truly mystified.

She sighed, and held out her sketchbook.

She was a good artist, and she often drew design ideas, or even drew pictures for clients.

I opened the first page and stared. It was me. But under that smiling face was a dress.

“Huh?”

“Turn the pages, silly, and let Dorey see.”

I turned the book so Dorey could see and flipped the pages.

Me. Me. Me. In gowns. In negligees. In dresses. Parts of my body. Hands with long gloves. Feet with high heels.

Me.

“I don’t…”

“Oh, my God!” Dorey breathed out.. “It could work.”

“Like a charm,” announced Belinda happily. “You keep the store, I keep my job, you have the baby, and I have my cats.”

We didn’t laugh this time.

I still don’t under—“

“Jason,” Dorey laid it out for me. “You’re our new model.”

“I’m what…no. This is…” I tossed the sketch book aside.

Dorey turned to Belinda. “He’s slender. In two months he can be skinny.”

“And we’ve got corsets if he isn’t skinny enough.”

“We’d have to work around bathing suits…”

“Hey, wait a minute!” I interjected.

“We don’t sell a lot of those, and I don’t think most women care about us modeling those.”

“Underwear is…what about boobs?”

“Will you guys stop this?” I tried.

They ignored me.

“Falsies will work. We’ve got lots of breast forms, and we can get different sizes and shapes if we need.”

“Cheap enough from Sally.”

Sally was one of our bra vendors, and she was a real source for breast forms. Cheap ones. Like big discount, or even free.

“Shoes. He’s got to wear high heels.”

“You guys have to knock this off.”

“Won’t take but a day to get some made in his size.”

“Hair.”

“He wears it long, and then we could always just give him extensions.”

“I’m not going to wear all these clothes!”

They both looked at me. Pointed, serious, then they turned back to each other.

“What about his penis.”

“He can wear a gaffe.”

“Heck, why not a chastity tube? Or even a full belt? That would keep the hamster in the cage.”

“I am not going to be the model!” I stood up.

“Honey, sit down,” Dorey didn’t even looked at me. “There are greater minds than yours at work here.”

They chitted and chatted and plotted out my future for the next two hours. And when it came time for lunch Dorey ordered me a…salad. A (choke) salad.

“But I want a sub! With meatballs and cheese and gravy dripping down the front of my shirt!

“Ha!” spouted Bel.

“Nonsense,” grinned Dorey. And it was an evil grin. At least I thought it was evil.

“We need to slenderize you, get you ready.”

“But I’m not going to do this!”

Dorey finally turned to me. “Oh. Yes. You are.” And, man, was she serious. “You are not only going to do it, you are going to like it.”

“I am not!”

“Do you ever want sex again?”

“That’s not fair!”

Bel actually came to my rescue on that one. “Hey, horn dog needs his relief. Maybe you could just withhold it a bit.”

“A lot,” Dorey glared at me.

Oh, man. This hurt. I liked my sex. I liked to squeeze her body and lick it all over and suck her nipples and…and most of all I liked to plumb my cock to her depths. In and out, in and out, it was my favorite sport.

Then Dorey softened a bit. “You play this right and you might even get more sex. After all, you know how I appreciate good looking women, and if the woman actually had a dick then I might be willing to turn Lesbian.”

“Ooh. That’s a wicked thought,” Belinda mused, scratching her chin.

“Dress you up in lingerie, maybe a little make up…that’s sort of a horny thought.”

“It’s even got me horny.”

Dorey and I turned our heads and looked at her.

Defiantly, “Hey! I have sexual appetites, too, you know?”

All afternoon we argued, and I have to tell you, I was losing.

I mean, I didn’t want to, but the girls REALLY wanted me to.

And, that night, Dorey really went after me.

First, she changed into a veddy sexy negligee. Her breasts, proud and pointed, were plain to see. The nipples rubbed against the soft material and became excited. And it didn’t help that every once in a while she palmed her breasts and pulled the nipples. And put one hand over her mons and twisted her knees and groaned.

Yeah, I know. I’m a sucker. Right. But what do you expect from a man, huh?

Then she made her face up. Put on the model’s make up, shaded her eyes blue and painted her lips red. And flounced around in front of me. Whipping her hair across my face. Rubbing that incredible, voluptuous body against me. Giving me a lap dance right in the middle of (choke) FOX news.

Heck, Trump could have appeared naked on the screen and I wouldn’t have noticed.

Okay, maybe that was a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

Then, the knell of doom for me, bed time.

I slipped under the covers. Erect. Dripping. Looking forward to the old in and out.

She took off her clothes, cold creamed her face, and started putting her hair up in curlers.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I thought we were…you know.”

“Oh, I only go to bed with people that turn me on.”

“That’s not fair.”

She turned to me. “Honey, you’re going to give in. You’re going to do the modeling. Now the only question is how much do you have to suffer before you give in. You can have me every night. All night. Every hole. All made up and hot and eager…or you can have me like this.” She turned back to her dressing table and put another curler in her hair.

“That is really not—“

She turned to me, and now she was serious. “Honey. It’s only clothes. Heck. You might even like them.”

“And make up and…and high heels…and not eating anymore.”

She chortled. “Oh, you’ll get your salads.” More serious again. “But I am fighting for our business, our home, our brand, new baby. What are you fighting for?”

That stopped me. That made me blink, and my mouth to open and close.

Heck, even my dick went down. I turned away from her, rolled over and stared at the wall.

Dorey finished putting curlers in her hair, then slipped into bed.

She didn’t touch me. Just laid on her side of the bed and went to sleep. It didn’t take long before she was softly snoring.

I didn’t sleep.

Just clothes. And make up and stuff.

I knew within a few months, by the time Dorey showed a little baby bump, I would have learned enough. Belinda could help teach me, and Dorey would be able to show me things right up until she went to the hospital.

I had worked in the industry for years. I knew my way around dresses. I knew the tricks for shimmying into a tight pair of jeans, or how to get a bra on, how to plump up the tits so they looked bigger…I  knew a lot about make up already. Watching models, and especially Dorey, apply make up over the years…it wouldn’t be much trouble.

And we could get special clothes for me. Shoes and gloves and things.

So what was stopping me?

At midnight I said, “I’ve got a problem.”

Dorey woke up, she must have been listening in her sleep, for she said, “What problem?”

“I’m a man.”

“Yeah? Really?” then; “Sorry. Sarcasm not appropriate. Me bad.”

I said, “I want to stay a man. I don’t want…I don’t want to be effected by this.”

“Isn’t that up to you?”

I didn’t say anything. Dorey rolled over and grabbed my penis. “I’ll tell you this, lover mine. I fell in love with you. Dick came later. Sexy clothes came much later. And, let me tell you the truth, you could be gay and I would still love you. I fell in love with the man, not all his accouterments.” She shook my dick, which was pretty damned hard by then, to emphasize.

She rolled over and went back to sleep.

I laid on my back. My dick in the air. Thinking.

A woman. Wearing falsies. Prancing around.

Okay, not prancing around. That is only the transvestite stereotype some people have.

For a baby. And to keep the business afloat. For Belinda and her stupid cats.

Well, actually, they weren’t that stupid. They were sort of cute. Dorey and I had been over to Belinda’s house and one of the cats, Salt or More Salt, I couldn’t tell which was which, had climbed into my lap and purred.

Stupid cats.

I grinned in the dark.

I stopped grinning.

A new baby. What was I willing to sacrifice for a new life? And I knew. Once that kid was born I would be willing to lay down my life for him. Or her. So why couldn’t I wear a few clothes?

At three in the morning I made up my mind.

“Okay,” I whispered.

I don’t know how Dorey did it, but she must have been ‘sleep listening’ again. She spun over, climbed onto my body and yelled, “Curler sex!”

I started laughing, and she positioned my weenie and slid down.

Oh, God! That felt good!

“Lover. You will never be sorry.” She tweaked my nips.

“I will make you the happiest cross dresser in the world.” She reached under and grabbed my balls. I gasped with pleasure as she squeezed and played with them.

“You are going to be so sexy that every woman will want you. And the men. But don’t worry about the men.”

Men?

She felt my thought and laughed. “Hey, you’re a Lesbian! You don’t care about men, right?”

She was tilting her hips, writhing, squirming, and my penis was starting to throb.

“God, just the thought of screwing you while you’re all en femme…it’s making me so horny!”

She kissed me then, and the combination, nuts, nips, her chewing on my mouth, it was too much.

“UN!” I grunted.

“Let it come, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “Let it come.”

I couldn’t help it. Not that I wanted to. I jerked and my hips thrust up and I felt the sperm shooting up the shaft. That white hot feeling of pleasure engulfed me, and I came and I came and I came.

“He’s in,” announced Dorey.

Belinda gave a clap of her hands. “Goodie! When do we start?”

“We already did. He’s wearing a bra under his clothes. And a garter and nylons and even panties.”

“How cool!”

And, I swear, it looked like Belinda was even getting a little bit turned on.

We worked that day. We didn’t have a lot of customers, but we had a lot of alterations to make. And every half hour Dorey had an outfit laid out for me.

“Time!” she would yell.

I would strip off my clothes and put on the new clothes. Dorey would stand there and tap her foot and watch the stop watch on her cell.

“Stop!”

And they would critique me.

“Your bra strap is tangled.”

“You didn’t get your shoes on fast enough.”

“Turn the skirt more to the front. Zipper, baby. You know where the zipper goes.

Chastened, and even a little embarrassed, I would nod and think over my mistakes until the next episode.

“Time!” And I would slip out of one outfit and into another.

And they really mixed the outfits up on me. Sometimes it was a dress. Sometimes it was a corset. Sometimes it was a bathing suit.

I know, we weren’t going to do suits, but they wanted me to know everything. They needed me fast and efficient.

Heck, if Dorey could do it, then so could I. Right?”

At the end of the day I was exhausted. “Man,” I blurted, sinking back in the passenger seat. “I didn’t know it was this much work!”

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet. Wait until your boobs come in.”

“Oh.” I was actually feeling a little dispirited.

Dorey laughed as she turned up our driveway. “Hey, don’t worry, lover. We girls have had a lifetime of getting dressed and undressed in sexy clothes. A couple of months and this will all be old hat to you.”

I hope so,” I yawned.

She stopped the car in the garage and looked at me. “How’s the old dickie doo?”

“Oh, God. I never thought I’d be too tired.”

“But seeing you all day, your bare flesh slipping into and out of outfits, the bulge in your pants…”

“It was bulging, wasn’t it?”

“I think you like this. Think you can fuck me?”

“Oh, God,” I whined. But I was grinning.

“Come on, Iron Man. Don’t give out on me now.”

“But I just came this morning?”

“Hey! You don’t have to cum, just provide me with a human dildo for a while.”

“Well, if you insist.”

She did. We got out of the car and she pulled me through the house and into the bedroom.

She threw me on the bed and climbed on top of me.

“All aboard!” she bellowed, then laughed.

She began to go up and down, pulling her tits, slapping her mons.

I tried, oh, I tried, but I was exhausted. I actually yawned when she came.

Can you believe that? Yawned?

She sank down on me, lay on my chest and played with my nipple.

My cock was still hard inside her. Pulsing, but not cumming.

“God, that was good.”

“Excellent,” I yawned again.

“Who ever would have thought that seeing you in drag could be so exciting?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She kept talking, but her voice became a mumble, a receding mumble, then I was asleep.

And dreaming! I didn’t usually dream, but…woman’s clothes. I was wearing them. Changing them, putting on shoes and nylons and bras. Slipping into dresses. Modeling in front of a mirror. Changing again, and again, and again. And it was all jerky, like an old movie. And it went on for a long time.

“Oh!” I stretched, and I felt good. The dreams had waned and I must have slid into a deep sleep. I felt quite refreshed.

Except for the boner under the covers. Oh, yeah. That. I hadn’t cum.

“Come on, lover babe. Time for work!”

Dorey came in and threw back the drapes. She was fully made up and ready to go.

I sat up, “Did I oversleep?”

“Yup. But alterations until noon. Still, get your lazy ass in gear.”

I reached for her, pulled her to me. “First…there’s some unfinished business.”

She pushed me off and wiggled away. “Tonight. Don’t want to mess me up.”

I slipped out of bed. “Pretty soon it’ll be me saying that.”

She blinked, then giggled. “It will, won’t it.”

I slipped into the underwear she held out to me. Panties and garter. Nylons. Bra and…slip?

“Why a slip?”

“Because you’re going to wear a skirt to work.”

“Really?”

“Why not? the more girl clothes you wear the sooner you will be expert in them.”

“I’m already expert,” I complained as I got dressed.

“No. You’re a know about, not a real expert. But we’ll fix that.”

She helped me with make up. And I listened and watched as she cleaned me up, prepared my skin and began applying lotions and powders.

It felt weird.

But it felt sexy, too.

And the sexy was helped by the friendly, little bulge in my skirt.

“Oh, we’re going to have to do something about that,” Dorey said, giving it a squeeze.

I tried to grab her but she was quick to fend me off. “Not now, horny boy.”

“Don’t you mean horny girl?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean,” she laughed.

Finally, I was ready. Eyes done just right, red lips feeling so strange. And really, really aware of myself. I mean, I felt like I was out of my body. This wasn’t just a quick change, this was a lifestyle change.

We drove to work. Well, she drove. I wasn’t ready to do much more than fall on my face in my high heels.

But when we walked in, Belinda gushed. “Oh, my God! You look so…so incredible.”

I glanced in the mirror. I did look pretty good. My hair was a trifle short, we would have to make it all mussy or something. And my chest was flat, Dorey was already getting me the forms.

“You know, when I got this idea,” Belinda walked around me, scrutinized me, “I never imagined…I mean I did…but the reality…you’re good looking!”

“Thanks, dahling,” I struck a pose.

“Uh oh.”

“What’s wrong,” asked Dorey, stuffing a form down my bra.

“The mouse won’t stay in his hole,” Belinda pointed at my lap with her chin.

I looked down. I had a big hard on and the skirt was being lifted up.

“Cripes. I just did him yesterday.”

I didn’t say anything about the hornicizing effect of being ridden to her own cum and the heck with me.

“What do we do?”

“I don’t think a gaffe will do.”

“Let me look at chastity belts.”

“Can’t we just tie it down?”

“If it’s stiff it will hurt. If he’s wearing chastity it won’t get hard and we can bend it around.”

I cleared my throat and they both looked at me.

“We could just get me off. No offense, Belinda.”

“None taken. And if you want to use the bathroom for a minute…”

But I wasn’t ready for the big squirt, yet. “Can’t we just work around it today?”

“I guess,” Belinda stood there, one hand under elbow, one hand under chin, and looked at my crotch.

Hey, she didn’t make me horny, ours wasn’t that kind of a relationship. She was more like a sister, but it sure made me feel weird. Oh well, I would just have to get over it.

All that day we had me changing. A new set of forms came in and they fit me better, but getting the clothes on over a chestful of tit was…different.

Pulling the cloth over the mounds I had to pull on the dress in different ways, and I actually popped two zippers.

“It’s all his man strength. Don’t pull so hard,” Belinda groused, fixing one of the zippers.

Lunch. A salad. I was starting to actually feel weak. “You keep feeding me this slop and I’ll be too weak to break a zipper.”

They just laughed at me, and tossed a few extra croutons onto the blue cheese.

All afternoon getting into and out of dresses. In between stocking and altering and answering the phone.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

By the time five o’clock came around I was frazzled. I got into the car and went to sleep. Dorey drove me home, woke me up long enough to get me to bed, and I slept.

Heck, I even missed that delicious salad she fixed me for dinner!

But, the next morning I woke up, and even early. I got out of bed, and my stomach felt like somebody had drilled a well into it. And the well had gone dry.

I shuffled into the kitchen and looked at Dorey.

She kissed my cheek and said, “Big treat today! Grape nuts!”

Oh, God. I looked at the glop in my bowl. She had sliced a banana into it, and sprinkled a few blue berries, but it was still glop. Unappealing and even disgusting.

Still, it was what women did to keep their figure. I ate it. Every mouth watering bite. Gah!

Off to work.

We had a couple of shows, but that was okay. I worked behind the scenes, helping Dorey into and out of.

“Man,” I griped at one point. “You get your own personal dresser.”

“But you won’t when the babies due.”

“Okay,” I pushed her tit down.

“Easy, boy.”

I looked at her. “Sorry. I’m frustrated.”

That afternoon Dorey had to drive down to LA and pick up some fabric. Usually I went with her, but today it was more important that I practice getting into and out of clothes. So Belinda manned the stop watch and I practiced.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I slipped in and out. And I was feeling pretty good, and sexy, all the clothes rubbing against me, wearing the filmy underthings, I started getting erect. Like big erect.

Finally, Bel had had enough. She looked down at my crotch and said, “Wait.”

I stood there, figuring I had a crooked seam or something, but she reached right down for my lap and pushed my cock down.

“Oh…ow!”

She looked down in disgust. My cock had slipped out the bottom of my panties. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“Nope,” I didn’t actually bad about my condition. Heck, a boner can be a wonderful thing.

“This is why I didn’t get married. This is why I like cats more than people.”

“Sorry,” I murmured, looking down at it.

“Oh, hell.” She grabbed my cock.

“Hey!” I squeaked.

“This is going to hurt me more than it does you.”

She began to stroke me.

“Don’t…you can’t…”

But she could.

And I couldn’t get away. She had a grip on me. And I was in a corset and couldn’t twist away.

“Come on, come on,” she manipulated me, reached down with her other hand and palmed the head.

I was horny, I was weak kneed, I couldn't fight back.

“Come on,” she was right in front of me, our faces just inches apart, and she worked my cock as we breathed on each other.

“Come on, I don’t want to have to suck it. Come on.”

That did it. That sucking remark. My knees almost buckled and I shot out my load.

She smiled.

I groaned.

I pumped out semen and filled her hand.

Then she blew my mind. She stepped back and licked the semen out of her palm. “Mmm. I always did like the taste of this stuff.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me with my mouth open. She tossed over her shoulder, “Come on, change. We have to practice.”

Dully, moving slowly, robbed of my vigor by the shock of my employee’s educated hand, I changed.

“I jacked Jason off,” Belinda stated, when Dorey returned to the store. We were lifting folds of material out of the back of the SVU.

“Oh,” Dorey glanced at her.

“It was getting in the way.”

Dorey looked at me, and there was everything in that gaze. Wonder, shock, surprise, and, most of all, inspection. Inspection of me.

We weren’t newbies when it came to sex. We played with different holes, she had even fingered my butt a couple times. And we had jerked off for each other Well, I had jacked off, and she had jilled off. Great kinky fun. But to be jerked off by another woman? Had I crossed a line?

I felt small, and embarrassed, and I shriveled up inside.

Dorey watched me. Watched the shame in my eyes. She stood up and came to me and held my face with both hands and stared straight into my eyes.

I blubbered, “I’m…I’m…”

She nodded. “It’s okay. If you have to do it again, that’s fine. But I can’t wait for that chastity belt to arrive.

“But…but…”

Dorey turned to Belinda. “How was he?”

“Lot of sperm. Tasty, too.”

“Oh? You like the taste?”

“Love it.”

“I thought I was the only woman who got off on eating semen.”

“Oh, Lord. I’ve always loved eating it. I had a boyfriend once, he was a red head, and he tasted like…”

They devolved into a conversation about semen and taste and jerk off methods.

I sagged inside in relief. I wasn’t in trouble. At least I didn’t think so. Until that night.

“So you got your jollies with another woman.”

“I’m sorry!”

I was eating a salad. She was eating a big, juicy hamburger. I could smell it, my mouth was watering, my stomach hurt, then she surprised me.

I said, “I didn’t mean to, it’s just that…Belinda had a hold of me, and I…I thought you said it was all right?”

“What I say and what I say are two different things,” she murmured, staring at me over her delicious hamburger.

“So you don’t want her jacking me off again?”

“Oh, I don’t care. Especially considering what we’re trying to do, and considering the sacrifices you’re making. But I would prefer it if you could save it for me. I get hungry, too, you know.”

“Oh. Well. I’ll try.”

We were silent for a second. Then: “Speaking of hungry, is there a chance I could get a bite of that hamburger?”

She grinned. “Mmmm, this is the best burger I ever ate. So juicy. dripping with delicious fat, and the onions are cooked to perfection. Mmm.”

She continued to goad me until I felt like crying.

The chastity belt arrived, and it was no lightweight thing. It was stainless steel, fit all the way around, a tube for my cock. My butt exposed just enough for the bathroom. None of those plastic, little tube thingies.

Dorey loved it. It was a tight fit, she had to help me, and we bent and tugged, but when it was on it was snug, and there was no way I was going to get erect. Heck, my front was smoother than a baby’s butt.

Dorey inspected me. She ran her hand over the front and smiled.

And, man, did that do something to me. I knew her hand was feeling me, but I couldn’t feel a thing. But the idea was there and my cock wanted to get hard.

No chance.

“Oh, this is cute,” she grinned and kissed me. I felt my dick trying to surge, but getting nowhere.

“Honey, I don’t know if I can handle this.”

“Nonsense,” she quipped. “If I can wear a tampon then you can wear this.”

“Those have nothing to do with each other!”

“There’s a similarity of frustration. If you’d ever had a period you’d know.”

“No thanks.”

I was grumpy all day at work. To make it worse, both Dorey and Belinda took to knocking on my front plate. Rap rap, and I could feel the vibrations inside. My poor cock was so frustrated.

And, to make things even worse, wearing the chastity device made it hard to bend and contort enough to slip into female garments. The panties were easy, and they covered the device. But when I tried to bend over for stockings I had trouble.

“Don’t worry about it,” observed Belinda. “You don’t need to put stockings on much. Once on they’re on you only need to worry about dresses.”

“And corsets.”

“Well, yeah.”

So there I was, no more dick showing, and into a new stage of practicing changing clothes.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I was getting better, in spite of the chastity device. And I have to admit, the smooth front did make a big difference.

The trouble started a few days after I put on the chastity device. The procedure for the next few days was I put it on in the morning, went to work, and then took it off at night. Dorey checked me, made sure I didn’t break out in rashes or start to smell.

All was good.

So we came how from work and I went to take it off and… “Honey? Where’s the key?” I was in the bedroom and she was in the kitchen.

“What key?”

As if she didn’t know.

“The key to the chastity device.”

“Oh, just leave it on,” she called to me.

I was into the kitchen like a shot. “What? Wait! What?”

She had just finished mixing me a big drink. Coke and bourbon. My fave. She handed it to me. “Just leave it on. For a few days. I want to make sure you’ll be all right over the long term.”

“What do you mean…’long term?’

“You know. When I go to the hospital. I won’t be there to help you put it on and take it off.”

“I can figure it out by myself.”

“No. You can’t.”

I stared at her.

“Now take a big sip.”

I took a big sip. Real big. Half the damned glass in one gulp. Burned all the way down.

“Now sit down, dear, and let me explain things to you.”

I sat. She had the bottle of bourbon and and a bottle of Coke to keep me refilled.

She down opposite me and smiled.

“How many times has Belinda had to handle you?”

“Uh…”

“How many?”

“Three times.”

“Three times in another woman’s hands. Three times squirting your seed without me. How do you think that makes me feel?”

“But…you said…”

“And it doesn’t bother me. Now.”

“Now?”

“Now that we don’t have to worry about you needing relief.”

“But I need relief! It’s been a couple of days since I got off. And…” Blah, blah, blah. I blathered. She smiled sweetly and listened.

When I finally ran down she said, “Are you done?”

“Well…uh…”

“Because I’m tired of listening to you whine and complain. If I had known you would be so whiny I would have married a woman.”

My jaw officially dropped. “But…but you’re making me into a woman!”

“And maybe when you get there, maybe when you can convince me that you can present yourself as a woman with no mess ups…then maybe I’ll unlock you and let you have a little fun.”

“But…but…”

She held up her hand. “I have spoken. So let it be written.” She mocked the old Moses movie.

“But, honey…”

“And, now that we are on the subject…I want you to be dressed as a woman all the time. Including nightgowns. Including curlers. Cold cream. Immaculate nails. Everything.”

“But we’re not at work!” But I was getting weaker. I was losing, and I knew it. I tell ya, when a woman holds the key to a man’s cock she controls the man. Totally.

“Tut tut. Practice makes perfect. Now, if you want extra croutons on your salad you’d better get cleaned up, wear your underwear and put on a dress, that yellow one would be nice. And don’t forget the garters and high heels.”

I stared at her. She handed me a fresh drink. “Take. Drink. Come back when you need another one.”

Defeated, I turned and walked back into the bedroom. I trudged. And, I swear, I thought I heard her chuckle.

At three months she was starting to feel her belly. And I knew she was going to ‘retire’ soon. Fortunately, I was ready. Hornier than a brass band, but ready.

I could put my make up on on the fly. Which she made me do. She let me wear Mary Janes to work and put my make up on in the car. While driving. Dangerous, but I did it. And I did it easy.

Then we tried my first show. Mrs. Jenkins came by. She’s a bit nearsighted, but whether she could see or not, I was perfect. Of course, it helped that she liked loose clothes. But, still…

“Okay, got some video here. Let’s take a look.”

“Video?”

“I took a video of your show with Mrs. Jenkins. Belinda, come have a seat. Oh, order some dinner first. Salad for Jason.”

Belinda ordered, and she smirked when she ordered me a salad.

Damn it. She was overweight and had to watch what she ate, and it looked like she was getting a perverse delight out of making me follow in her footsteps.

A half hour the food arrived and we ate, and Dorey hooked up the video to the big screen in our office and we watched.

There I was. Long hair, twirling, sashaying, moving my hips as I had been taught.

“Oh, no. Look!”

“What?”

“The way you tossed your hair. You did it like a surfer on drugs. Here, do it like this.” Dorey showed me.

I followed her lead, and tossed my hair until my motion was pure girl.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no, you entered the room like a teenager on a skateboard! Don’t slide…glide. Watch.”

I was treated to a show of how to enter the room so I didn’t look like a skateboarder. And I duplicated and practiced.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no! Don’t hold your hand like that! Be gentle! Don’t rely on strength, rely on grace!”

And…practice, practice, practice.

We drove home late and I was a subdued cookie.

“Don’t worry, honey. You did well. We’re just polishing the fine points.”

“I feel like I totally screwed up.”

“Not totally.” She laughed.

“Har de har,” I mumbled. Then: “Honey, could I get out of the chastity for a while?”

“Why? Whatever for?”

She sounded honestly mystified.

“I haven’t squirted for a couple of weeks. I need relief.”

“Oh, but honey. I like you this way!”

“What way?” Now I was honestly mystified.

“Helping me around the house. It takes such a load off me when you help with the dishes and vacuuming and everything.             

“But…that’s…that’s not my job!”

“You’re my house partner. If I’m your housewife…aren’t you my house hubby?”

“Well, yeah, but I’m your business partner!”

“We go half and half at business, why not at home?”

That one sort of stopped me. There was logic there, but I was a man. At least I used to be a man. I needed to do man things!

“Okay, but I need to get my rocks off.”

“Oh, nonsense.”

I stared at her.

She was at a stoplight, a long one, and she said, “I’ve noticed that the more you do without sex the better behaved you are.”

“Behaved? What does that mean?”

“It means you’re more polite, more willing to help out around the house, and…you’ve got more energy.”

“Of course I do, and I need to get rid of some of that energy.”

“Now why,” she mused, “Would I go back to the way things were? Oh, you weren’t bad, but you could be better. People can always be better.”

“But you can’t hold my dick hostage!”

“Oh, but I can. I’ve got the key in a safe deposit box,” my jaw dropped at her words, “and I’m sure you see the dangers in trying to cut your chastity belt off.”

I did. There was no way snips could get between the metal and my skin, and the lock was built in.

“But…but I need to clean it!”

“I’ll take care of that.”

“What? How?”

“I bought some handcuffs and rope. We’ll simply tie you to bed, I can clean your device, maybe play with you a little, and then put it back on. Cleanie weenie.”

She sounded so happy talking. I couldn’t believe it.

“I want a divorce!” Of course I didn’t. But I had to say something. I had to shock the key from her.

“Oh, so sorry. You can pack your clothes when we get home.”

“But…I need the key.”

“Oh, no. I bought it, it belongs to me.”

“But you can’t do this to me!”

She smiled. She came to another light and stopped. She turned to me. “If you’re a good boy, keep the house clean and don’t let anybody know you’re a man, I’ll let you have a cum after the baby is born.”

“But…but…but…” I sounded like a motorboat. And she actually giggled.

I turned into myself the next few weeks.

Oh, when we had shows I showed a smile. I am a professional, after all. A professional model…and a professional woman.

But inside I felt like a cake that had been dropped and stepped on.

And I was getting hornier and hornier.

Belinda didn’t help. She had a short talk with Dorey, in which she was apprised that my cock was off limits, and why.

Belinda took it with a grin, and began teasing me mercilessly. She patted my front shield. She tweaked my nipples. She cupped my buns.

“You’re looking good, girlie,” she once whispered to me.

And my only defense was to get hornier. More embarrassed. More desperate.

Dorey’s baby bump became more pronounced, and I was working harder than ever.

She was tired a lot, and needed to rest. And I had lots of energy. I had a dickful of energy.

I think back to those times, sometimes, and I realize that if it hadn’t been for the chastity device I wouldn’t have made it. I would have collapsed.

But all that dick energy surging through me, being so horny I didn’t sleep as much, I worked harder and harder.

I took over almost all the household chores. I did all the paperwork into the night. I stepped and twirled and presented dresses to rich people all day long.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but business actually got better.

Look, Dorey is beautiful. I was beautiful, but I could never be as beautiful as Dorey.

But I had something else. There was something about me that intrigued customers.

I can’t tell you how many times these people, well to do, successful, came up to me and engaged me in chit chat, and stared at me like…’what’s my secret?’

I was a woman, but they knew different. But they didn’t really know. So they were fascinated. People began coming to the store more and more, and I reached the point where I was going to have to hire another model. No matter how much energy I had…I couldn’t keep up with the franticness of the boom.

Dorey was big now. Real big. And getting bigger. But she still had a month to go.

Big or not, she began interviewing models, and she hired a knock out.

Lissome, big breasted, knew how to walk and talk and everything.

Now I had a true professional to work with, and she helped me, gave me hints and tips, and never made a pass at me.

Of course. To her I was a woman. She had never known me as a man. I would find out later, much later, that Dorey had hired her because she didn’t like Lesbians. That should have told me something, but didn’t. Of course, I was too busy to think now.

My horniness reached a new high. Dressing sexy, feeling the clothes go on and off. And touching Heidi (the new girl), just in passing, but it was still touching, I began to feel like every part of my body was a dick, a giant turn on.

Belinda would slip a dress over me for alterations, and I would instantly get a charge, a sexual charge, and my dick would struggle in its tube.

Heidi would brush my hair, or help me with my nails, and…boing! Except there was no ‘boing.’ There was only the electricity running through my body, and frustration.

One day, I was working late. Belinda was there, working on alterations. Dorey waddled in and sank onto the office couch.

“How you doing, dear?”

“Oh, I’m…I’m…” I began to cry. I just put my head down on the desk and began to sob.

“Belinda? A little help?”

Belinda came into the office and looked at me. “What happened?”

“Poor dear. He’s having a break down.”

I cried for a while. Belinda rubbed my shoulders. Dorey managed to get up and pour me a drink, and I slowly calmed down.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered.

“No, dear. It’s us who are sorry. We should have known we were driving you too hard.”

I saw my opening. “It’s…I need some sex to relieve myself.”

Maybe if I had been alone with Dorey I could have pulled it off. I mean, my crying jag was real, and she did know what I was going through. But Belinda was there.

“I can handle that,” she chirped.

We both looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t mean fuck him. Can you imagine fucking Jason? Ha!”

I was hurt by that, but the situation was going to get worse.

“No, what I mean is I can relieve his sexual tension, and without sacrificing my sacred pleasure palace.”

Dorey giggled at that. “Sacred pleasure palace?”

Belinda grinned at her. “Sure. We simply use his pussy.”

“What? I don’t have a pussy!”

“Of course you do. A man pussy. It’s right between your buns.”

“My…my asshole? What!”

She turned to Dorey. “I’ll use a strap on. Grease him up. No need for kissing or any of that stuff. They have these special dildos called ‘prostate massagers,’ it will rub his button, his prostate, and he’ll shoot his juice.”

“No!”

Dorey looked at Belinda. She looked at me. She looked at Belinda.

“Yes.”

“No!”

Dorey narrowed her gaze at me. “I want you to do this. I can’t have you having a break down while you’re modeling our clothes.”

“But I don’t want anybody putting anything up my ass!”

“I’ve put a finger there before. You liked that.”

“A dick, or this so called ‘prostate massager’ is a different matter.”

Dorey turned to Bel. “Will it hurt?”

“Nah. It’ll feel good. I’ve popped a lot of cherries, and they always love it. Heck, he’ll want anal sex more than he wants regular sex after I’ve done him a few times.”

Dorey smiled. She turned to me. “It’s settled.”

Well, it wasn’t settled, but eventually it would be. For starters, Dorey wouldn’t let up on me. Everything from buying me chocolates (God, I was starving, and the chocolates…the chocolates…oh, my God!) to slapping me with a belt when I walked by her.

Then I had a second breakdown, and this one was worse. I had just finished a long day. I had changed and changed and changed. People didn’t buy things. Heidi was grumpy. Belinda was in a hurry. I started to sniffle.

Heidi and Belinda looked at me.

And I was bawling.

I was exhausted. I was a fuse that had sputtered to a stop. Even all the sexual energy that I had been accumulating seemed to back up on me.

Heidi reached me first. She put her arm around me and hugged me. Belinda reached me and soothed me.

Dorey was at home resting.

Heidi said, “There, there. You just need a good orgasm.”

My head jerked up. My eyes opened. Over her shoulder Belinda smiled.

And I broke.

I calmed down, Belinda called Dorey to let her know the good news, and Heidi went home.

I was alone with Belinda in the office. Belinda didn’t even get undressed, she just took a strap on out of a cupboard—“I knew you were close,” she said—and strapped it on. She adjusted the prostate massager into the harness and smiled at me.

“Time to get undressed, slick.”

I was wearing the full get up. I had modeled late, and I was wearing a sexy dress, kinky underwear, and my make up was flawless.

“I…”

“No. Not all the way. Just take your panties down and lift your dress. Bend over the couch.”

So I did.

I lay there and waited.

Belinda moved between my legs and rubbed lubricant into my button. My cock was screaming inside its cage. This is wrong! This is wrong!

But I lay there and…it felt sort of good. The lubricant was cool, and her fingers were gentle.

“The trick is to be relaxed. To just let it happen.”

“Okay.” My voice was muffled by a pillow.

Belinda hummed, she pushed lube into me, a lot of lube. “I love doing this, you know.”

“I didn’t.”

“Oh, yes. When you fuck a man it changes him. He becomes more docile. Less of a man, more of a human being.”

“Not a woman?”

“Oh, there’s that. You’ll gain a profound appreciation for sex from the woman’s viewpoint, but…it’s more than that.”

“Oh.”

“You’ll find out.”

She stepped up and began rubbing my hole with her dildo.

Oddly, it felt good. There was no pressure, and it was a sexy tickle. Made me squirm.

“That’s it. Now, remember, relax. Don’t fight. Fighting makes pain. Relaxing makes pleasure.”

“And that’s all there is to it,” I asked.

“That’s all she wrote,” agreed Belinda.

She took her time, a long time, and gently rubbed my buns and my thighs. She stopped every once in a while and patted my ass.

Slowly, slowly, she began to penetrate me. Just a push here, a nudge there, and she began to enter me.

There were moments of pain, but they were quick, and Bel backed off quickly and let me get acclimated.

And, after a half hour of wonder, she said, “I’m all the way in.”

I lay there, marveling. My asshole felt…good. It felt alive, and I could feel blood pulsing, and, suddenly, I felt a trickle of sensation. I wiggled.

“Yeah, baby. Let it happen.”

I moved, and that’s what she was waiting for. She withdrew a couple of inches and my eyes widened.

“Sometimes it’s not the push, but the pull. Depends on the guy, of course. Assholes are different.”

I wiggled my butt, actually tried to get more sensation.

“Yeah, go for it. Fuck me back.”

I couldn’t help it. It felt so good, I pushed my butt back and she gripped my hips and wiggled. God, it felt like my insides were being stirred.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yep,” she chortled. “I love this part.”

But I could hardly hear her now. I was becoming enraptured by the sexual electricity stretching my asshole.

I moved back, I wiggled, I pulled forward.

She matched me, harmonized with me, then would give a twitch of her own.

I began to gulp and gasp as she opened me up. The pleasure…the pleasure…I didn’t know it could be like this.

After a couple of minutes of feeling my ass slowly go out of control, she said, “It’s going to feel like you’re peeing. Let it happen.”

I was really relaxing now, getting sort of goofy and loose and everything, and, sure enough, it felt like I had to pee.

“Oh,” I mumbled.

“That’s it, baby. Let it go.”

Let it go. I could feel it draining out of my cock slit. But it didn’t really feel like pee. It felt thicker, almost clumpy.

Finally, Belinda slapped my ass and withdrew. “There you go, sport.”

I lay there for a minute, feeling nice and golden and everything.

Belinda took off the strap on, then came around and stood in front of me. She was holding a little glass, the bottom filled with white…with…my semen?

“Is that…is that me?”

“Yep. Bottoms up.” She tilted the glass and drained it. She lowered it and smacked her lips. She glanced at me and laughed. “Sorry, I don’t share. Not when it comes to sperm.”

She walked out then, left me laying, butt up, on the office sofa. Slowly, I recovered. I got up and used toilet paper to wipe up lube from my ass. I pulled my panties up and let my dress down. I went home.

And I felt too good. Sort of golden, sort of satisfied. It was almost like after an orgasm. But I hadn’t had an orgasm. At least, not one that I felt.

The weird thing, however, was that the next day, though my cock wasn’t even wiggling in its trap, I felt unbelievably horny.

Well, of course. I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it. My mind thought I still had a full load.

And, the good news, I was relieved. The tensions lessened, the horniness grew, and my emotional break downs stopped. Completely.

A week later Dorey June was born. A beautiful baby girl with Dorey’s eyes and my hair. She was beautiful. A delight. A satisfaction of the soul that I had never even imagined could exist.

I was able to be in the operating room, and saw the whole thing, and the miracle unfolded and engulfed me.

I went out of the delivery room for a quick pee break, and Belinda and Heidi were there. They hugged me, and we all cried. Good tears. Great tears.

And, two days later they let Dorey go home.

We stood in the room we had prepared for her and gazed down at our little wonder.

Our arms were around each other.

After a long while we tip toed out to let her sleep.

We adjourned to the kitchen where Dorey had me fix myself a drink.

We sat and looked at each other.

“How’s it going?” she asked with a beautiful, tired smile.

“Never better.”

“And how’s Mr. Happy?”

“Unhappy,” I grinned. “Ready to get out.”

“Yeah, about that.”

“What?” Suddenly I had a sense of foreboding.

“I’ve grown used to you as a woman.”

I blinked.

“I like you better as a woman. And I like that it is so easy to please you. Belinda told me how much you came for her.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“Do you really need one?”

“Well, yeah!”

She smiled and ignored my outburst. “My plan is this: we milk you, and get some artificial insemination. We can milk you regularly. And you stay a woman. I think it would be much healthier for Dorey June to grow up in a household that has nobody but women in it. What do you think?”

I didn’t think. I just stared, and knew that I had lost.

Yet…had I?

My life was happier, I was no longer driven by male urges, and I was quite happy to be with women in a non-sexual condition. They were so much more gentle than men, and I liked looking sexy. And I even liked cleaning the house.

“So I would never get to cum again?”

“Why would you want to?”

I sat back and sipped my drink.

She watched me.

And I said the only thing I could.

“Wow.”

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked my little story of Jason and Dorey and Belinda.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

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

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


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

The Stepforth Husband

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


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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘My Husband the Model’

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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