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PART ONE

“I’m so discouraged.”

Giselle looked at me. She’s my besty and we were standing around at Starbuck’s waiting for our lattes.

“Look at you, good looking blonde, killer bod, what the hell could you be discouraged about?”

“Chuck.”

“Chuck? What about Chuck? He’s a sexy man. Not a big muscle guy, like I like ‘em, but he’s got that soft look that women love.”

“Yes, he does have that soft look, and, unfortunately, he’s a bit soft somewhere else.”

“What?” she spoke a little loudly, people turned and I turned a little red and told her to shush.

She lowered her voice, “Chuck is…little? Like in erectile dysfunction? Or is he like a small Paul? Come on, girlfriend. Tell Giselle all.”

Our latte’s came up at that moment, so we took our orders to a corner table and sat and sipped and I told her the sad tale of my life.

“Chuck is pretty big for a, uh, slender fellow. And when he does use it, oh, Lord…it is like being banged by Godzilla. He is the gift that just keeps on giving. The problem is that he rarely feels like it. He’s always working.”

“I thought he worked at home?”

“He does. And his business is doing well. The problem is that when you work for yourself you tend to be a big slave driver.”

“Well…tell him to fire himself!”

I grinned. “That would be something. Man fires himself, collects unemployment.” Then I sighed. “No. I want him to keep working. But…” I trailed off.

We sat there for a few minutes, watching the crowd roll through Starbucks and leave with their little cylinders of slosh. That’s what Giselle calls coffee from Starbuck’s, ‘Slosh.’

Finally, Giselle said, “You know, I might have a solution.”

“Anything. My muffin needs buttering.”

She laughed. “Your muffin, eh?”

“My muffin. It’s fresh baked and ready for devourment…”

“Devourment? Is that a word?”

“Of course it is. Look it up in Scrabble.”

She snickered. “Scrabble. Right.” She retracked, “So your muffin needs devourment, and there is one thing you can do if you want to experience the hot butter that a manly man has to offer.”

“I’m all ears, girlfriend.”

“Make him not a manly man.”

“What?”

She grinned and leaned across the table. “I really shouldn’t tell you this…I shouldn’t put ideas in your frilly, little head…” I snorted, “…but if you apply a little ‘pink discipline’ it is very exciting to a man. A little pink in his life and he is going to be hard as a rock, long for hours, and he will out fuck the Energizer Bunny.”

I stared at her. The Energizer Bunny? Does he even fuck? And I had images of the drum banging bunny pounding on Ms Energizer Bunny, legs spread, big, old pink feet inside big, old, pink feet. I giggled, then: “You’re going to have to explain what, exactly, is ‘Pink Discipline?’”

“Pink Discipline, my less than educated friend, is when you make a man wear articles of femininity.”

“What?” Now I was loud. I lowered my voice. “Are you like talking something like…like…crossdressing?”

“I am.”

I leaned back, a dismissive look on my face, a negative on my lips, and she put a hand on mine and said, “Wait, listen, before you judge.”

So I leaned back towards her and listened.

“When a man wears an article of femininity it excites him. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s forbidden fruit, sexually speaking. Maybe it is the desire to prove that he isn’t less than manly. But, whatever, you put him in panties and he’ll be hard as a rock for hours. You put in panties and bra and he’ll be hard as a rock for days. You put him in the whole nine yards—“

I was almost aghast, almost, my eyes wide, and I blurted, “Do you mean like…make up? And dresses? and…and—“

“And everything. Make him act like a girl, make him live like a girl, stick a Tampon up his butt, among other things, and make him be a girl…guaranteed. You will be getting the biggest, bestest, most intense fucking of your life. He will lay down at your feet, he will diddle do your puss, he will live and breath merely to please you, and that means especially in any sexual manner your little puss puss desires.”

“Puss puss?” I raised my eyes.

“Puss puss,” she nodded.

We sat there then, and I actually began considering it.

Oh, I didn’t have to go overboard. Maybe make him wear panties. A bra once a in while. Then I imagined him between my legs delving into me with his pocket rocket, his nylon clad legs slicking across my own legs. But would I wear nylons, too? Or would I want to feel his nylons on my bare legs.

And…boobs? What would it feel like if I put a couple of breast forms in his bra and then he hugged me, pressed his chest against me. Would fake tits feel soft? And…maybe I could get some that felt lifelike. Really lifelike.

Of course, I wasn’t a Lesbian, never swang that way, if you’ll pardon my grammar, but the idea of Chuck making love to me, in his fresh shaved body, his dock looking bigger for no hair down there, pumping away…I…I…

I suddenly felt a flush rush through my body. A warm feeling, like…like a little…orgasm…

Giselle was sitting and watching me, sipping, leaving lipstick on her white cup. She raised her eyes and smiled in a most nefarious fashion. “Mikey, I think she likes it.”

“Oh, Lord, I think…”

“Think what?”

My face red, I put my hand on hers and said, “I was imagining what it would be like, and I think…I think I had a little sort of an orgasm.”

She giggled. “Like a hot flash, real quick, but then you feel sweaty down there.”

“Oh, Lord, do I feel sweaty.” In truth I think if I stood up right then there would be a wet spot on the chair.

“I guess that’s our answer then. Poor Chuckles will never know what hit him.”

My brows suddenly lowered, “But…what if…could something go wrong?”

“Like what? Like he likes it too much? Turns gay?”

“Yes.”

She scoffed. “Nah. Cross dressing doesn’t turn men gay. Being gay turns men gay. Men cross dress so they can feel excited, so their little penis will go into overdrive.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

We sat there a long minute then. Finally, I said, “Okay. I’m in. How do I do this?”

For the next hour we sat and battleplanned the demise…and rise…of my poor, but about to be lucky, hubby.

“Honey! I’m home!” I strode into the house feeling like a million dollars. A nervous million dollars, but a million dollars.

I was determined. I had a plan. I was going to do this.

“Hey, babe! Back here in the dungeon.”

Working. Excellent.

I headed for the bedroom and changed. But I didn’t just change…I changed! I Naired my body, and thought about Nairing his. I washed thoroughly, shampooed and conditioned, and spritzed myself with body lotion and light perfume.

Then I slipped into a slinky outfit that I had brought home. It was black straps that encircle my boobs and presented them, it was like a Gladiators nasty, little costume, it was sexy.

My fresh, little, well Naired pussy was going to be on display.

Then a peignoir. Black, so flimsy you could see through, and it would heighten the effect, make his eyes go where I wanted them to.

Nylons, real stockings, though. Snapped to the black straps. High heels. Long, black spikes, straps over the instep and around the heel and up my curvy calf.

Oh, baby. He wasn’t going to know what hit him.

Then I sat down at the make up table and went to work. Delicate grey over the eyes, bright red on the lips, accentuate cheek bones and make everything pop!

Then I sauntered out of the bedroom and down the hall.

Click, click, click. The sound of my sexiness filled the house, echoed off the hardwood floors.

My heels taping were like the drum roll to sexual depravity.

Into the kitchen, a single, large glass with 3/4s ice. Coke. The good stuff. Blanton’s Original Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $200 bucks a bottle. With the Cork. Zowie!             

We had bought the special bourbon for special occasions, and if remaking my hubby into a pulsing, throbbing, never ending wad shooter wasn’t special…what was?

I walked back down the hall.

Click, click, click. The drum roll of doom for all soft men. I turned into the computer room and placed his drink in front of him.

His eyes were officially open. His jaw was legally dropped. His expression was stunned, sort of like the ox that tried to head butt the bigger ox…and lost.

He eyed my large breasts. He gulped. He studied my nipples. His eyes rose up from the leather strappings that accentuated my form to my face. In a matter of microseconds he was completely taken in, and wanting more.

“We have to have a talk,” I said.

Blinking, he picked up his drink, took a quick gulp, and leaned back.

I sat in the other swivel, with my legs spread so he could see my eternal cave. Which he did, and could hardly breath for it.

“And…what is…the occasion? Why do we have to…talk?”

I giggled inside. I hadn’t seen him this flustered since the first night we ever made love.

“Well,” I said, “You have displeased me. Very mightily, I might add. And it is time we sat down and talked.”

He was gulping for air, and took another sip of whiskey.

“And talked about…what?”

He was a little dazed.

“About the fact that you have not been keeping me happy in bed.”

He stared at me. Suddenly focused. I had just hit him where he lived. Where every man lives. Every man thinks he is the original bull, and to find out that he was…lacking…he was now more than stunned. He was actually worried.

“Uh…what…I mean…do you mean?”

He had placed his glass on the desk. I leaned forward and picked it up. He watched, avidly, as I brought the glass to my lips and sipped. My red lips left a vivid imprint on the lip of the glass. I handed it back to him.

He stared at the lip print, was transfixed.

“Drink,” I said, putting a Mona Lisa smile on my face.

He looked at me, looked at my lip print.

God, it was so sexy. We had kissed, many times before. And we  had exchanged body fluids, again, many times before. But the sight of my red lipstick on the glass…it was another realm.

He lifted the glass, and drank…from the side not marked.

“No no,” I whispered.

He stared over the glass at me, a slug of bourbon sliding down his throat, his senses totally blasted.

“Drink from my kiss.”

He was actually trembling a little bit, his hand was shaking, and he turned the glass and kisses my lip print.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, as another slug of good bourbon slid down his gullet, exploded in his stomach, even as his head exploded with the experience. “What are you doing?”

I leaned forward and placed my hand in his lap. Inside his jeans his big python was worming and squirming.

“Feels a little tight in there.”

“It is,” his voice sounded a bit strangled.

“You should let it out. Let it breathe a little.”

“Yeah,” he undid his zipper and his beautiful, and big, worm popped out.

I did so love his penis. Eight inches, big around, large head. And now officially dripping.

I placed my hand around the shaft and marveled. This big toy had given me so-o-o much pleasure. I began to slither my fingers up and down, letting the traction build, and his eyes rolled back a little. That’s one of the glories of a man who doesn’t get off much, he is more than anxious once he has the chance.

“Oh, baby,” he blurted. “Let’s take this into the bedroom.”

He started to stand up, but I pushed him back. I lowered my head and kissed his head, then took his member in my mouth.

Dicks taste good. They have that earthy groin smell. And I love giving head, inhaling that aroma. I took my time and slid my lips up and down, deep throated him, fondled his balls, got him more and more excited.

And every time he tried to get up, to move the action into the bedroom, I pushed him back. My one, weak, red-tipped hand was controlling a man like he was a kitty cat.

It didn’t take long, which was sort of disappointing, I was really into it, but he began to pulse, and pre-cum flowed out of the head of his dick.

I backed off, gripped him hard so there wouldn’t be an accident, and looked at him.

“Oh, baby,” he gasped. “What are you doing to me?”

“Whatever I want.”

“Let’s let’s…”

“Go to bed?”

“Yeah!” his eyes were glazed over, filled with lust. He was officially trembling.

I stood up. “You stay here. I’m going to get ready. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

“And no masturbating.”

“No…no. Of course not.”

“Ever again.”

“Wha…no…ah…”

I leaned into his face, my red lips were inches from his, my breath was warming his face. “Unless I tell you to, I don’t want you masturbating.”

“Oh…but I don’t…not really.”

“Yes. You do. All men do. And I want an end to that. No…more…jacking…off. Period. Do you understand?”

“Well, uh…yeah…”

“I mean it. Do you agree? No more masturbation unless I give permission?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Say it. Say you won’t masturbate without permission.”

“But I don’t understand why—“

I interrupted him. “Because when I married you your cock became our cock. Community property, and I have decided we shouldn’t be wasting our sperm with unauthorized masturbation. Now, tell me you won’t masturbate again with permission, or else.”

I didn’t even have to say what the ‘or else’ was. His own mind was now his own worst enemy. He envisioned all sorts of dire consequences, mostly having to do with me being mad and not letting him fuck me.

“Okay.” He broke. “I won’t jack off unless you say I can. Okay?”

There was a touch of resentment in there, and I didn’t blame him. After all, turning control of your dick over to another, even another as beautiful as I, that had to be hard. Uh, no pun intended.

“All right,” I stood up. “Wait here and I’ll call you.”

I turned and sashayed out of the room. My ass swayed under the flimsy peignoir. As I turned the corner I twisted a bit and gave him a smile, and showing him my bosoms.

Click, click, click, down the hall, a drum roll to paradise.

But I had a different kind of paradise in mind for Chuck.

In the bedroom I slipped out of the peignoir, struggled out of the gladiator strap thing, kicked off my shoes and nylons, and wished I could grow hair really, really fast on my legs. I scrubbed my face quick and put on cream I brushed my hair every which way and even stuck a couple of curlers into the mess. Then I laid down on the bed, my back bent against the wall, my legs spread, and called him. “Oh, Chuckie!”

Man, I heard that swivel chair grind its wheels across the floor, then it banged against the desk. His footsteps padded down the hallway. Quickly. He was one horny, little boy, and he was in a hurry.

He entered the room, big grin on his face, already naked, he had divested himself of clothes sometime between when I had left the computer room and now, and…he stopped. Froze. Stared at me.

No sexy outfit. Not even the peignoir. My hair looking like Lady Frankenstein’s. The monster’s wife, not the doctor’s wife.

I was reclining against the wall and looking…unappetizing.

“What…what…”

“Hi, honey. Bring that big dick over here. I’m really hungry for it.”

“But…but…”

“What? You don’t want me?”

“Well…but…I do…it’s just that…”

I sat up, moved to the edge of the bed, gave him a better view of my ‘charms.’ I looked like cereal box turned inside out. I was…to put it mildly…ugly.

“Its the same me. Why don’t you want me?”

“But…I do…just—“

“Then come over here and show me? And get your dick hard again. How the heck do you expect to fuck me if your dick is limp?”

“Well, it’s just that…I…you…”

I stood up and advanced on him. “Are you saying you don’t love me?”

“No! No! I just expected…in the other room you were…”

“So you are a shallow Hal, an artificial person. A person who judges others based on looks.”

“That isn’t fair,” he finally made a coherent statement.

“I’ll say,” I agreed. “I thought I had a husband who loved me for who I am.”

“I do,” a trace of resentment. I had reached the tipping point. I had flabbergasted him, but one thing Giselle had told me was that I had to be very easy with the bad cop, and heavy on the good cop.

I softened my voice. “Honey, you’re right. I just played a very mean trick on you. And I hope you will forgive me. But go pour yourself another drink, and make me one, and give me 15 minutes. I’ll meet you in the computer room and we can have that talk.”

“Oh,” he blinked. Bad cop…good cop…it always unbalances them. “Okay.”

He turned and left the room, and I began fixing myself up. Not all the way, but enough so he wouldn’t equate me with that awful vision he had just seen.

I scrubbed my face, put on the peignoir, but with panties and bra, a full bra, instead of that gladiator’s wet dream. A bit of lipstick, I inspected myself in the mirror, and was good to go.

I walked back down the hallway. No click, click, click, but he heard me coming. No drum roll, but he was listening. Boy, was he listening.

I entered the computer room and he handed me a glass. He looked a bit haggard. Suspicious. But he wasn’t mad. He was more curious. And that was why I had had to cut him off before the resentment built. I wanted him amenable, malleable, not pissed off.

I sat back, put my feet on his lap—no hard on, darn it, but what did I expect?—and sipped my Coke High.

“Honey,” I began, “we have a good life. We’ve got lots of money coming in, we’re healthy, and we are—except for that little episode in the bedroom—madly in love.”

“Uh, yes,” he agreed, totally befuddled as to where this was going.

“However, you have a bad habit.”

“What’s that?” he was worried, but at least i was going somewhere with this.

“You don’t pay me enough attention.” Code speak for you don’t fuck me enough.

“Well, but…I’m working all the time. I’m making sure the money keeps coming in.”

I ignored his excuse. “Do you know what it takes to fix myself up? To make myself beautiful for you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“No. You don’t. You have no clue. Beauty, fashion and make up, they are mysteries to you.”

“Well, I don’t understand a lot of what you do, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate it.”

“When’s the last time we screwed?”

Blink. There it was. That was the sound of the other shoe dropping.

His mouth opened to answer, but nothing came out, and it looked like he was actually surprising himself. “Well, uh…we, uh…went to a party?”

“Nope. And which party? We haven’t gone to a party for while.”

“Well, it was, uh. It was that holiday. When we, uh…”

I waited, smiling, and he just sank lower and lower and lower. Finally, I laughed. And he got a guilty, rueful look on his face.

“Oh.” He said. “Oh.”

“‘Uh oh,’ is more like it.”

His face twisted sheepishly. “Well, I guess I have to do better.”

“And you will.” There was a certainty in my voice that made him tilt his head. He could tell I had something in mind.

“Want to fuck me? All made up and looking like a million dollars?”

“Well, yeah.” Eager.

“So would I.”

He blinked. It was non sequitur and didn’t make sense.

“What do you mean?”

“I would like you all made up and looking like a million dollars.”

He looked down at his jeans. “Yeah, I guess I could dress up for you. Not all the time, I like to be comfy when I work, but I could—“

“Nope.”

“What,” truly confused.

 “You said you wanted me all made up and looking like a million dollars.”

“Yeah.”

“Me, too.”

“Yeah, but…I don’t…” and then he got it. His eyes went wide, his mouth went slack, then he started blinking.

“What?” I asked, innocently.

“Are you…you want me to get dressed up…like…you?”

I smiled a happy smile.

“But…I’m a guy. I’m not going to…you can’t ask me to…” he blathered on and I waited with that silly smile on my face.

He ran down.

“I do it. Why can’t you?”

“But I’m a guy and I don’t wear…”

He blathered on again.

I waited.

He ran down.

I sipped my drink, turned it so the lipstick was pointing towards him, handed him my glass.

He took it, glanced at the lipstick, and drank. Once again I had kissed him.

I took my glass back and said, “You have abused me, my dear, sweet hubby, and now you have to make amends. To get back in my good graces you are going to have to walk the extra mile…in high heels.”

“But…” he stopped. He actually didn’t want to blather. He wanted to figure a way out of this mess.

“Now, I know this is a shock for you, so we will take it easy. Here’s the plan I came up with.

“Tomorrow you are going to wear bra and panties. Just around the house. this whole thing is strictly between you and me. I will get you some breast forms…” an image of him with real implants darted through my head and caused a mini-flush to my vagina, “…and you will continue wearing said garments and accoutrements for a week. At that point I will introduce new articles of apparel. You will experience garters, tummy shapers, maybe even a corset. Yes, a corset. Your hair is long, and it grows fast, so I will try to coiff your hair. If it doesn’t work we can always get a wig. Some weeks from now, you will be wearing make up. And, if you do this…for me…if you fix yourself up every day and show how much you appreciate, then maybe I’ll forgive you. Maybe these legs,” I had been sitting with my legs out to the side and now I brought them up and slammed them shut, “will open once again.

“And, if you are really a good boy, or girl, or whatever we decide you should be, I might even be convinced to let you experience a female orgasm. Would you like that? To feel not just the male bang!, but the overwhelming ocean that takes you away on mysterious tides? Would you?”

I stopped talking.

He was flabbergasted, trying to understand. His poor, little, male mind was trying to figure out what had happened.

“And,” I continued after a few seconds, “if you prove resistant I will make you wear a butt plug.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“That’s right. If you don’t agree, and pretty damned fast, I will add that to the program. You will have to spend your whole time learning to dress up with a happy, little joy buzzer up your pooper.”

“But, honey…you can’t—“

I leaned forward. Enough of the bad cop. I took his weenie in hand. It began to grow, and grow, and grow.

Baby, he wasn’t just horny, it was the idea of me taking control, of him wearing what he shouldn’t, and…of course, the touch of my educated hands on his favorite pal.

Tell the truth, he didn’t stand a chance. Giselle had primed me, drilled me, and I knew exactly what to say and when.

“I don’t think…you shouldn’t…” and he stopped talking.

“So, you have a decision to make. Would you like to experience being a woman happy and willingly? Or would you like to be dragged kicking and screaming with a plug up your heinie?”

I stroked him, fondled his balls, and he was breathing harder.

But I could see inside his mind. The shock and dismay, the cultural protestations, the image of him as a manly man assaulted.

“And remember,” I chimed in sweetly, “No jacking off. Not without permission.”

“So you’ve been planning this….it’s a set up.”

“Of course. And, do you blame me? The way you’ve treated me?”

And that was sort of funny. All he had really done was not fuck me for a couple of months. But Giselle had told me that was the way you had to treat men. You had to bully them a bit, make them worship you, or they would just slide out of love and…take a mistress.

And he said, “I’m not going to. It’s too much.”

I let go of his prick. “Okay.” I stood up and left the room.


PART TWO

Giselle had told me that the fun was going to be in the battle. She had told me that he likely wouldn’t go for it. But that he would, should I play the game right, break.

He would give in and do what I wanted. All I had to do was not nag, be careful with my hints, and wait.

So I waited.

We didn’t make love that night; he didn’t even try. He knew I would just smile at him. Heck, maybe he was afraid I would laugh at him, but I wouldn’t. I knew that this game had no room for maliciousness.

I got up in the morning, showered and dressed, moderately sexy. Not knock out sexy, just showing a bit more tit, wearing heels, a bit extra make up. I was in it for the long haul.

I left a bottle of Nair on the counter with the note under it. ‘Use me!’

It stayed on the counter all day, all night, and into the next days.

I cooked meals, and we talked, even laughed, and under it all was this delicious tension.

Well, for him it wasn’t delicious. For him it was excruciating. And here’s the funny thing: he was in this fix because he hadn’t been too interested in sex, now he was super interested, but afraid to talk about it.

Poor boy.

So the days passed, and he began to get a squinchy look about the eyes. We would talk, chat about the day, and his eyes would get a little…squinchy. Lines at the corners, his eyes darting glances at me, almost like he was nervous. Nervous that I would drop another bomb, or start to nag him.

But I didn’t want to nag him. Only dumb women are nags; only women with no sense of self try to bully, when the easier path is to just put on their face and wait.

So I kept myself beautiful, without being overbearing, and just waited.

It took two weeks. Two weeks of watching me, trying to figure out what was happening to his poor mind, of walking on sexual eggshells.

Two weeks, and one day, at breakfast, he asked, in the a small and embarrassed manner. “So what if I…Nair myself and…what is you want me to wear?”

Good me, I didn’t jump up and cheer. I simply said. Let’s just start with panties for a few days. Maybe after the weekend you’ll be brave enough to wear a bra,” I was very careful with that remark, “but let’s just take it nice and easy and explore.”

“Oh.”

He was silent then, and I knew his head was going full tilt crazy trying to adjust to the concept of him wearing woman’s under clothes.

After breakfast, however, he went straight to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes later, the amount of time the Nair had to work on the skin, I heard the shower running.

While he was showering I went in and laid some panties out. I put them in his underwear drawer, on top and flat out. They were white, easier for him to accept, and I had searched for a comfortable pair for his first. They were actually sissy panties, with a little pouch in the front.               The shower went off and I headed back to the front of the house. Ten minutes later he entered the living room.

“Well,” he said, “I’ve got them on.”

“Oh, my gosh!” I blurted enthusiastically, and I rewarded him. I stood up and went to him. I put my hands on his face and brought his face down and I kissed his lips like I wanted to wear them off.

And I felt the big bulge in his jeans. Oh, baby, he was responding just like Giselle had said he would. That dick was a log!

I backed away and said, “You are the bravest man in the world. The whole damn world.”

Well, how could he refuse such effusive compliments? A quirky sort of grin broke out and, I swear, there was a sudden swagger to his personality.

And we left it there.

Except that, during the day I kept touching him, smiling at him, kissing him.

Rewards. Sometimes it’s fun to be a bully…not. Nobody ever got anywhere by being a bully. Being a bully always backfires.

So I rewarded him, and he sort of swelled up, and the day passed.

And that night I spent a lot of time making out with him. Playing with his pecker, kissing his nipples, letting him know how I really felt about a man who could break with convention and get a little kinky.

By the next morning, I swear, he was almost ready to wear a bra.

But I waited. One doesn’t make an omelet in a day, or something like that.

The next day passed, more kissing, more fondling, more appreciation.

And…the bra.

“Would you like to try on a bra today?”

Oh, baby, would he. His penis had been hard for two days, it was dripping right through his panties. He wanted more of that priapism that I was serving.

“Well, I guess we could try it.”

So after breakfast I took him back into the bedroom.

I had gotten him a lacy, little half bra. It wasn’t sturdy enough for the long haul, but it would last a couple of months, if it took that long.

The reason I got that particular bra, however, was not because I wanted support. I had gotten him some veddy expensive breast forms, with lifelike, jutting nipples, and I wanted those nipples to show.

He liked it when he could see my nipples poking out, let’s see how he liked it for himself.

I had him strip down all the way. He didn’t want to strip to his panties, still felt a little embarrassment, but I told him I wanted to see how the panties and bra looked together.

Really, I just wanted to lust a little bit, but he bought it and stood before me in panties.

I showed him how to put the bra on, clasp in front then slide it around, then pull it up. He figured it out, and I slipped the breast forms in.

And they fell out.

“Oops!” he exclaimed, actually chuckling. His face was red, but he was getting into this.

“Hold them for a minute.”

He did, and I made little marks with an eyebrow pencil.

“What’s that for?”

“Shhh. Let me concentrate.”

I didn’t need to concentrate, I knew about boobs. Heck, I had boobs, but I didn’t want to explain.

I pulled one cup out and applied a thick layer of glue. Probably too much, but I wanted the boob to stick. I pressed the mound on his chest and pressed and waited.

We stood there, and after a minute he said, “You’re gluing these on?”

“It’s going to be a lot more comfortable that way.”

He accepted that explanation.

I did the other one.

And, I stood back, and…voila! My hubby had boobs!

It was beautiful. He was beautiful. His slender frame provided perfect context, and the boobs stuck out like a fifties movie star’s.

“Wow,” he said, turning in front of a mirror.

“Here, put this on.” I handed him a blouse.

He stared at it, stared at me, and I was afraid he was going to refuse. But…he took it, and laughed at the buttons. “They’re backwards.”

“Maybe it’s your fingers that are backwards.”

He figured them out and started buttoning up the blouse. “Why are they backward.”

“Women made clothes for themselves first. Maybe they were just playing a joke on men.”

He glanced up at me, and he had a startled look on his face. “Are you serious?”

“No.”

He finished, and turned for the mirror.

The garment fit him perfectly. He had the most feminine chest…it was stunningly beautiful. In fact, I hate to admit it, I was jealous.

“Maybe I should get a boob job, be as big as you.”

“Now we’re talking,” he grinned.

“But if I get one you do, too.”

He sobered pretty damned quick. But the idea had been planted.

Honestly, I didn’t know if I would ever want him to get such a thing as implants, but…but I had said it, so the idea must be back there somewhere.

I turned him, ran my hand over his curves. Watching me do this in the mirror, even though he couldn’t feel anything he was turned on.

The idea of having tits excited him. His cock pulsed in his panties. And the idea of him having tits excited me. I felt that warm, little flush of heat and could feel the wetness between my thighs.

“Wow.”

“Do you want to see what a skirt looks like, or…” I backed off. We were moving pretty fast now, and I didn’t want to scare him.

“Sure,” no embarrassment, just curiosity. wondering what he would look like.

I handed him a skirt. The blouse was white, and you could see the nipples. The skirt was greyish-greenish, and when he pulled it up you could see his bulge. No mistaking that. It was a cock, and a mighty fine one.

“Crap,” he said. He pressed down on his boner bump.

“Hmmm. I suppose there are things we can do to fix that.”

“What?”

“Well, we could give you a gaff, female impersonators wear those. Then there are tummy shapers. We could get a long one, or a corset, full body, bone ribbed corset. Or, in the extreme, we could get you a chastity tube.”

I was just talking, inspecting his look, but I had gone too far. I suddenly felt it, I looked up, and saw it. His face was tight. He suddenly took off the skirt and the blouse. I think he would have taken off the boobs, but I had glued them with some pretty good glue.

“Honey,” I tried. “We’re just talking.”

He pulled on some jeans, pulled a hoodie over his chest, which tended to emphasize, not obscure, his boobs, and walked out of the room.

Crap. I had gone too far, too fast. Giselle had warned me, but, when it was happening…it was so easy to get carried away.

I walked through the house and saw him sitting on the patio. His back to the house. He was staring at the tall hedge at the back of the yard. Not moving.

I went to the kitchen and made him a stiff drink. And myself one. I carried them out to the patio and handed him his.

He took it without looking at me. I could tell he was in some deep space, thinking…thinking.

He looked silly, sitting there with boobs glued to his chest and nothing else.

I sat next to him and waited for a while.

Only a while, though. I wanted to repair the damage quickly, but I had to give him a chance to acclimate to my presence.

Finally, I said, “I love you with all of my heart.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Until you…I never even knew what love was.”

He gave a very light sigh.

I turned to him, spoke directly to him. “I know I went too fast, and I apologize. It’s just that…I’m having fun. And this is exciting. I know it’s exciting for you, I can see it in…in your pants. But you have no idea what this is doing to me.

“Every day that passes I want you more. I know you promised not to jack off, and I figured that that works for me, too. So every day I get hornier and hornier, and every day I fall more and more in love. It’s almost like I am being swallowed up by my feelings for you.”

Suddenly, I started crying. I didn’t mean to, but the feelings were coming out of me. I wasn’t just saying this stuff, I meant it. And here’s the odd thing, I was terrified that he was going to stop, call a halt to this transition we were playing with.

“Don’t,” he said. “Please don’t cry.”

“I’m sorry,” I tried to wipe my eyes without smearing my make up.

Then he was holding me, whispering to me. “It’s okay. I’m okay. Everything is okay.”

And, it was. Me crying, and I wasn’t even crying to pull a sneaky female subterfuge, had done the trick. I loved him and didn’t want to see him unhappy or hurt, but he also loved me, and felt the same way. And the thought of me being unhappy had actually undermined, quite drastically, any of the weird feelings he was having about experiencing femininity.

After a long couple of minutes I stopped crying. Then we just held each other, and the dusk was coming and we were happy just holding on to each other.

Then I giggled.

“What?”

“You really were quite beautiful.”

“I was?”

“Oh, yes. And your body. Ooh la la.”

He chuckled.

“Don’t chuckle,” I mock cautioned him. Men chuckle. Girls should giggle.”

“Tee hee!” he giggled.

I laughed and swatted his arm. “That’s terrible!”

“Well, I’m only halfway there.”

I moved back into his arms and sighed. “I love you.”

“And I love you.”

And there we sat, for a long time, and then we got up and went in for lunch.

And, joy of joys, he put back on his bra and panties. And the blouse. And the skirt.

My, God…did my heart pound!

He wore the skirt and blouse over his bra and panties for a few days. Then, one afternoon, he came to me. “We need to do something about my dick.”

I think he wanted me to fuck him. We hadn’t said anything, but he had been erect since we had started this game, and he had to be desperate.

“Did you want to try a gaff or a tummy shaper or…” I raised my eyebrows.

He surprised me. “How about a corset. Do you have one that will fit me?”

Of course I did. I had bought one special at the beginning. I went to my closet, retrieved a bag, and held it out to him.

“Oh,” he took it out of the bag and held it up.

It was designed like a half bra, had strong ribs for a very tiny waist, and flared slightly at the hips.

“How do I put this thing on?”

I put it around him and he fastened the clasps up the front. It was a tight fit, but even without being tightened I could see the potential differences to his shape.

“Lay down on the bed. Face down.”

He did, and I got up on him, sat on his buns, and started pulling laces.

“Unh!” he grunted with each pull. I went down the laces, pulling, pulling, and when I was done he was definitely skinnier.

“All done?” He was taking small breaths, trying to push the corset out.

“Nope. Turn over.”

He rolled over, and his penis stuck up. “Okay. Bear with me.” The corset had a slight flap, and then was tight. I had not pulled the bottom lace as tight as the others, and I pushed his penis up under the lip of the corset.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“You’ll live. Roll back over.”

He did, and I pulled laces again, and this time I pulled the bottom lace hard. I put my knee on his back and grunted, and he grunted.

“I…can’t…breath!”

“Take small, shallow breaths.”

He did.

“I’m going to faint.”

“Maybe,” I said. “It has happened.”

We waited, but he didn’t faint.

“Okay, sit up.”

He tried, but I had to help him. We rolled him over, pulled him upright, and he managed to perch, in danger of sliding off, on the edge of the bed.

“Oh…” he said. “Oh…”

I helped him get into his skirt and blouse, and we stood in front of the mirror.

His was a woman’s body. He was thin waisted, butt flared, big titted woman. No doubt at all.

He frowned.

“What?”

“Well,” he spoke in sexy, little breaths, quite sexy, and said, “My face ruins it.”

“Yes, well, we can fix that next week.”

“Oh.”

For the next two days he wore the corset, and it was incredible. I would be walking through the house and see him standing, and I would blink and think it was a woman. then he would turn and I would smile.

And wish it was a woman.

Well, not totally. I wanted a man. I wanted a man who looked feminine. I didn’t want to give up that monstrous cock that had struggled so when I had shoved it under the corset.

But, truth, the corset wasn’t working. Oh, it looked good, but he couldn’t sit. And he couldn’t do anything without running out of breath.

“Honey, I bought you a chastity tube.”

“A chastity tube?”

“Yep. As much as I love you in the corset, I know it is too uncomfortable for you. Maybe for special occasions, but…we need something that will control that big, beautiful cock of yours without all the stress. So I bought you a chastity tube.

“Oh.”

“And it arrived today.”

His eyes widened.

“And we’re going to put it on this afternoon. You can take a break form the corset, and…I think you’ll like it.

“I’ll like having my pecker in a vise?”

“It’s only a vise if you try to get hard.”

“Is there any time I”m not trying to get hard?”

Still, he wasn’t complaining. Probably relief at getting out of the corset, but…that was fine with me.

It took a while, he didn’t want to go limp. Well, he did, but his cock didn’t. He took a cold shower, thought about baseball, but that bat didn’t want to go down.

So, I brought out the peas. Frozen peas. Oh, how he yelped. But, it worked, and I managed to get his big dick into the tube and lock it.

“Oh, God!” he groaned as it swelled and tried to seep out of the little slits on the side.

I chuckled. “Oops. All dressed up and nowhere to go.”

“Nowhere to put it, you mean,” and that was a remarkably potent remark. He looked up at me.

“Yes?”

“Am I ever going to get to cum?”

I hugged him, which made him groan all the more, and reassured him. “Honey, one of these days we’re going to get you out of that thing and…well, let’s just say I have plans.”

“What kind of plans?”

“Not telling,” I grabbed his hunk of plastic peter and shook it. “But this little fellow is going to love it.”

He looked down and gave a wan smile. It is small now, isn’t it?”

The upside of the tube was that he could wear all sorts of clothes. And since we didn’t have to subject him to the corset nay more, we started exploring more clothes.

Nylons. Garters. God, did he had a good set of gams. I wished I had that curvature. Tummy shapers, tummy shapers worked wonders on him without squeezing his life away. And, one night, I did his hair.

Like I say, he wore his hair long for a male. Short for a female, but with the four weeks—God, had it already been four weeks? Him dressing up and not cumming and me…not cumming? Oh, I was dying for a good squirt!—he was long enough to style. And, baby, did I style it.

I twirled and snipped and brushed and sprayed, and I gave him bangs and a bob with a flip of curl around the sides. Just a bare trifle short, but…stylish.

Afterwards, he stared at the mirror in wonder. “Wow.”

“Pretty good, eh?”

“You know, confession time, I sometimes brush it and try to make it look feminine.”

“You do?”

He turned a little red. “I just sort of wondered, but I never wore it that way.”

“You are now.”

He looked in the mirror, “I sure am.”

I started to turn away, but he said, “Shiela?”

“Yes?”

“More confession?”

“You betcha,” I was curious as to what was going to come out of him. Maybe he had worn his mother’s panties once, or something like that. What he said though, came as a surprise. “I like not cumming.”

I blinked. It was true. In the beginning he had begged for a cum. But over the weeks he had stopped begging. Yet he looked at me with the most hungry look.

“Really?”

“I know it’s weird, but it gives me more energy. I feel like I have a spike of energy running up the center of my chest, and it’s like…it’s like being high all the time. And the more we make out, the more you play with me, the better it gets. I actually don’t want to lose that.”

“Really?”

“Really.” He had a worried look on his face.

“Well,” I patted his cheek, “I’ll have to see what we can do to keep you perpetually horny. Of course, we’re going to have to drain you sometime. It’s probably not good to be backed up.”

“Monks do it.”

How weird. A few weeks ago he had begged me for a cum, now he was begging me to not let him cum.

I kissed him, fondled his plastic prison, and whispered. “I’m not going to let you ever cum.”

I felt him shudder, I felt the wetness in my hand. I looked down.

He hadn’t had a full orgasm, but he had actually squirted a small bit of semen into my hand. Not pre-cum, but actual semen.

“Oh, my God!” I whispered.

“Oh, fuck,” he barely breathed. Heck, he couldn’t. He was stunned and gulping.

I looked up at him. “Nope. No fuck now. Now we know what you really want. And I have an idea on how to get you what you want.”

He looked at me, but I wasn’t going to say a word. that was going to be a surprise.

The very next day—the spontaneous orgasm seemed to open the doors—we began make up.

First, he Naired himself. He didn’t need it much, but a few stray hairs made him panic, so he applied, rinsed, and was wonderfully baby bare.

Then we put him in panties, bra (re-glued his boobies), and…the corset! The wonderful and dreaded corset. Love and hate, eh?

Nylons, high heels, and the most wonderful, shimmery dress. It was sparkly blue and crisscrossed in the front. Made it look like he had cleavage without showing much of anything.

I did his fingernails and toe nails. Oh, it was wonderful, those little piggies all bright red.

Then we put some small towels around his neck, and started in with the heavy lifting.

I cleansed him thoroughly, and he was shocked at how much I got out of his pores.

Then I primed him, spread the wonderful substance over his skin, and  created the base canvas.

Foundation, blush, and then I did his eyes. Oh, Lordy, he was transforming. Light blue, and it set his sparklers off like a bomb. And, finally…lips.

I think he was waiting for this. At any rate, he made the little noises that indicated his penis was trying to escape. Ha! Fat chance.

“Would you like some jewelry?”

“Sure.”

“Would you like me to pierce your ears?”

He turned to me. “Gulp,” he said. But he wasn’t really gulping. “Isn’t that sort of permanent?”

“Nah. You don’t like it the holes fill right in.”

“Well…okay.”

I got out the needles and punctured his lobes and hung a couple of rings. Big rings. Really matched the roundness of his hairdo.

We were done, and I stood him up and we faced the big mirror.

It was amazing. My husband was gone, and in his place was his twin sister. Same face, but…altered. Shadowed differently, made feminine by my expert make up touch.

“My, God,” he blurted.

“My gosh. Men say My God. And speak in a higher tone.”

“Okay,” he raised his voice, and I was amazed. He sounded just like a woman.

“Okay, my dear. You have made it. And tonight you get your wish. Tonight you get to make love like a woman. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Uh, well.”

“Speak higher.”

“Well,” he complied and my heart was throbbing.

“Yes?”

“You said you were going to dress up?”

“Yes,” I smiled, then he flummoxed me.

“I’m a woman, so you have to…uh, you have to be a…a man.”

Under the make up his face was red, bright red.

I actually goggled a bit. I mean, this once a man was full of surprises.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Even if I look like I did when I played that trick on you?”

“Oh, that’s good. Dress down. Be a slob, like I am. Was.”

Oh, Lord. What a devious mind that man…that woman, had.

“Your command is my wish,” I acceded happily.

I told him to go make some drinks and set about the business of transforming myself into a man.

Me. A man. With big boobs and all I was supposed to…funny thing, once again I was wet.

Yet, it was right in line with my plans. This was going to work out even better than I thought.

I dug through his drawers and found some boxers. And a ratty, old tee shirt. A little stretched at the collar a small stain on one side of the abdomen. I took an ace bandage and wrapped my chest, tight. I have big boobs, but I managed to flatten my chest out pretty good. I went through his shoes and found the dirtiest pair of sneakers I could. I mean, they were filthy and grass stained and…perfect. I pulled on old socks, found his ragged jeans, and put them on.

Man, I was a slob. I started to put the shoes on, then stopped. The pants were too long, the shoes too short, and…I wanted to be taller than him.

I went through my closet and found my tallest heels. They were spikes on a platform. The pants would hang down enough to hide them, and I might be given enough height to be taller than him, even with him in heels.

Finished, I looked at the mirror, and frowned. My face.

I went into the bathroom and scrubbed all trace of make up off. Then I had a brilliant idea. I crumbled up the tip of an eyebrow pencil and rubbed the grains between my hands. Very carefully I rubbed my cheeks, and, voila, I had the beginnings of a beard.

Then I frowned at my hair. I slicked it back and sprayed it. It was tight to my scalp, and with no make up it made me look very butch.

And I was ready.

I walked into the kitchen and he stared at me in shock.

“Hey, babe,” I said, in a lower and masculine sounding pitch.

“Oh, my…gosh.” He remembered the gosh thing, and he remembered to keep his voice high.

I said, “Is that a gun in my pocket? Or am I glad to see you?”

He stared at my groin. I had put on my strap on. I had never used it, had only used the fake dick on my self. But I was ready to use it tonight.

“You…” he looked up at me, “you look incredible.”

“Wanna feel my guns?” I flexed my biceps and he giggled. Yes, actually giggled. Using his voice in the higher pitch, he managed to make a chuckle sound like a giggle.

“Now gimme a drink and let’s get this party started.”

He made me a bourbon and Coke, and I turned on the house music, and shortly we were dancing.

I was taller than him. By a single inch, but it was enough.

He stared up into my eyes, and his were dewey looking, rapt, like he was in love, which he certainly was.

I led, moving him this way and that. At one point he felt my chest. He couldn’t believe I had no tits.

“Pretty studly, eh?”

“You look,” he said, “Positively overpowering.”

I held him and swung him and brought him back to me. I bent him over and kissed his red lips.

“Oh, God. Sorry, gosh. I can’t help it. I’m weak kneed. I feel…”

“Like a woman.”

“Yes. This is so incredible. But I understand now, and I am so incredibly sorry I have been such an ox.

“That’s okay. I’m the ox now, and it feels pretty good, so I can’t blame you.”

We danced out to the patio, we kissed, we felt each other’s private parts.

“Nice pussy,” I said, squeezing his plastic.

“Nice cock,” she said, squeezing my dick.

We danced into the hallway, and I stopped him.

“What?”

“Baby, I have needs.”

“You have…”

He was enthralled by the moment, but he wasn’t prepared for me taking charge in this way.

“Get down on your knees,” I pushed on his shoulders, then his head.

He understood quickly, and he knelt, and I undid my zipper and pulled out my large peter.

He stared at it, took it in his hands, was amazed by it.

It was lifelike, with enough give to feel real, with veins and nuts and everything.

“Suck it,” I commanded.

His red lips…her red lips, engulfed me. I gave a moan and thrust my hips forward gently. I watched as she sucked, and fondled, and gave himself up to his needs.

He needed to be a woman. Maybe not forever, maybe forever, and either way was okay with me. After all, I had led him to this place, I better be prepared to deal with the consequences.

Besides, I still had my ultimate plan about to happen.

After she had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled her dress out over her shoulders, another blessing of the crisscross in front, and fondled his big tits. I bent my head and sucked the lifelike nipples. I turned her and pushed him towards the bedroom.

“Let’s go.”

She walked in front of me, and I watched how she walked so sexy, her hips swaying on her high heels. And I had a very male like thought: I really want to tap into that ass!

We entered the bedroom.

“Get up on the bed,” I commanded. I was thrilled with being in charge, with telling her what to do.

She turned to me. “What about the…the key.”

“We won’t be needing that, at least not for a while.”

A furrow on her forehead, but I was insistent, and I turned her and pushed her up on the bed.

“On all fours.”

Puzzled, she knelt, and then she got it. She looked at me over her shoulders, “You aren’t going to…”

“Baby, tonight I am going to pop your cherry.”

“Oh, my gosh,” she turned her head back to the front, away from me.

I undid my pants and stood with my pecker exposed, rigid, ready for work.

I lifted her dress and pulled down her panties.

I greased my best friend, then stood behind my wife’s buttocks. I pressed the tip of my cock to her hole.

She shivered. Her whole back was trembling.

“Don’t be scared,” I whispered. “I’ll be gentle.”

I slid it into her in one smooth motion. She didn’t have a chance to resist, and I know it felt good. All those nerves stimulated, that ring stretched out. Oh, she loved it.

She arched and gasped, her red tipped finger nails grabbed sheet and made fists.

Back and forth I went, in and out, using my hips and battering at her pussy.

She groaned and began to push back.

I angled my dick downwards, held the base with my hands and guided it, felt it, and knew when I had touched the prostate.

“Oh, God!…Oh, gosh!”

“Oh, God is fine when you’re getting fucked,” I said, speaking in my deepest voice.

“Oh…fucking…God!”

I rubbed at the prostate in her pussy, and suddenly, I knew.

“I’m about to pee.”

“So pee. I’m a man. I certainly don’t care about a little piss.”

I kept rubbing, and…she started to pee. At least it felt like pee to her. I reached down and felt that it was sperm. I had pressed on the prostate enough, and her sperm was being forced out. For long minutes the sperm came out. An amazing amount. then she was done.

I felt her sigh, and I drew back.

She collapsed on the bed. “Oh, God.”

I said nothing. I wiped my cock on her ass, then took my strap on off.

“Okay, honey, how are you doing?” I used my normal voice.

She rolled over and stared at me.

“That was the most amazing thing I have ever done in my life.”

“And it’s only just started.”

“What?” she was surprised. What could be better than what I had just done.

“Your turn to be the man.” I held up the key to her chastity tube. His chastity tube.

“But…but…” she wondered what was going on, even as her dick slipped out and started to grow. “I thought you weren’t going to let me cum?”

“Oh, every good boy deserves a reward. Now, get up and fuck me like you mean it.”

A frown was on his face, but he stood up and I laid down. He took his place over me and pressed forward. I felt his cock slide into me.

“Oh, yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking about. You’re really going to have to try real flesh some time. Now pump me good, baby.”

He started to, still trying to figure things out, and by the time I had my first orgasm he had.

“I can’t cum!” he marveled.

“Nope,” I agreed. “I drained you. The balls are empty, but the mind isn’t. The mind still thinks it can orgasm.”

“No way!” He was a mix between fascinated and aghast.

“Way.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“And you’re not going to. Not for a long time. I can drain you periodically, get my good dicking, and you just get…hornier and hornier.”

“Oh, my God!”

And I came again.

END
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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!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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

The Stepforth Husband

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


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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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

‘Pink Discipline!’

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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