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PART ONE

“Honey, I’ve had enough.”

I looked at Rose and sighed. She was a strong woman, and a sometimes headache.

There was the time she decided we were going to be sun worshippers. We stood out on the lawn every morning and every evening, watching the sun rise or set with half opened eyes. The most we got out of that little play was headaches.

Then there was the time we had to eat nothing but raw meat. Cavemen ate raw meat, and they conquered the world. Beat all the animals. And look at animals, they eat raw meat and they are strong and powerful, and…she didn’t like it when I asked her where all the cavemen were now.

And there were other little ideas she came across and decided to implement all throughout the world…starting with us.

“I’m sorry you’ve had enough,” I stated succinctly, hoping that this wasn’t the start of another mad fiasco.

“I’m not kidding.”

“Had enough of what?”

“Of a world designed by and built for men.”

I had been trying to get a video player to work, but this sounded bad. I put my teeny weeny screwdriver down and pushed back from the table.

“You seem to have adapted well to this man world. You drive where you want, all the glass ceilings are breaking, and it seems that men are getting the short end of the stick these days.”

She’s a beautiful woman. Nice, tight body and not too bad in the boobs department. Her face is a bit triangular and her eyes even and quite sexy. Except when she gets uptight and squinches her look. Then she looks a bit…narrow. She was looking pretty narrow right then.

“It’s men that rape women!”

“Well, women don’t have dicks.”

Oh, God, that was the wrong thing to say. I had meant it to be humor, or at least a quick way to circumvent what I knew was coming. She, however, did not agree with my somewhat admittedly lousy sense of humor.

In one breath, and without benefit of punctuation, and I dare you to say it in the ten seconds it took her, she blurted: “Buildings were designed for a Frenchman in the thirties for a body six feet tall and cars were designed in the fifties for men with six foot bodies and women aren’t even allowed in clinical trials because they have too many hormones and that skews the results and why don’t scientists realize that they should include women explicitly because they offered skewed results because aren’t you looking for the outliers they offer alternative statistics but scientists are scared of the truth.”

I blinked, and backed off. I mean, she was wound up, and when she was tightly wound like this there was no way I was going to have any affect with my admittedly ‘male’ arguments.

“Whoa,” I said, putting up my hands. “I apologize for men everywhere. You are absolutely right and I’ll never do it again.”

She glared at me. Hands on hips.

God, I was hoping that was the end of it. I simply hated it when I ran out screaming, utterly defeated and wishing I had never been born.

She grabbed my wrist and began walking back towards the bedroom.

Now, I could have wrenched free, but there was a piece of me that still held on to the slight possibility of marital bliss. I allowed myself to be dragged back to the bedroom.

All the way down the hall she didn’t say anything. Into the bedroom, and her usually full and beautiful lips were tightened in a straight line. Her round, beautiful eyes, normally so sexy, so alive, were now an angry a slit.

“I don’t really have time for this…I need to—“

She reached into her drawer and pulled out a bra. She threw it in my face.

“Wha—“

“Put it on!”

“I’m not putting it on!”

“Put it on,” she growled.

“Why should I?”

“Because it’s time you learned what it felt like to be a horse in a harness. It’s time you walked around all day with your body all bound up and your melons forced up. It’s time you learned what it feels like to have to dress the way a man wants!”

“I won’t. I never demanded that a woman wear…wear a bra!”

“So you don’t appreciate a woman with a good set of jugs?”

Oh, man. She was using mu own words, certainly my own actions, against me.

“I do. But I don’t tell a woman how to dress or what she’s got to wear!”

“Bullshit.”

We glared at each other for a moment, and then she was off again, and this time her bite had teeth. Big, fucking teeth.

“You once told me that it was lucky that I had big tits, that that was the only reason you married me.”

My jaw dropped. “Well,” I stuttered, “I did say that! But we were just joking! It was just my way of pointing out how beautiful your…your chest is.”

“So I’m nothing but a set of tits. Good for bearing brats and letting you spit your little dick in me…”

“It’s not little!” I protested feebly.

And she delivered the coup de grâce. The death blow. The end to any and every argument I might make. “It might as well be, because until you grow up and put on this bra you will never, not ever, put your penis in my love canal.”

With that she stomped out.

I stood there for a moment. I stared down at the bra, which had fallen on the floor.

“Traitor,” I said.

The bra said nothing. But I think it was laughing.

I turned around and went back to trying to fix the video player.

It took a couple of weeks.

Oh, it might have taken longer, maybe a month or even two, but Rose turned up the heat.

That first night she dressed up for dinner. Low cut, short hemmed, legs encased in nylon, feet in high heels. She wore make up and a string of pearls. Her hair was done up French style, and was so-o-o sexy.

And she fixed me a steak. Sizzling in butter with garlic and onions. Good quality cut of meat. And mashed potatoes with what looked like a half a cube of butter on the top. And the grease drippings form the steak poured onto the potatoes until they looked like a volcano of epigastric delight. And Moose Tracks ice cream for desert. And a bourbon and Coke.

Then, while I was indulging in this orgy of delight she began taking off her clothes.

I actually forgot to eat as she slipped out of her short dress and stood there in garters and bra and hose and earrings.

The she took off her bra. Those amazing mammaries of hers fell out and I dropped my knife and fork.

Then she ran past me, giggling.

Well, I can take a hint. I was on my feet and sprinting after her. But she had a head start on me. I reached the bedroom just as she slammed the door and locked it.

“Let me in!” I begged hoarsely.

“Just a minute. I’m getting ready.”

Inside my pants my dick was doing a mambo. I mean, when she turned on the sex appeal, it stayed turned on.

A minute, and I tapped again. “Please. Honey?”

Again: “Just a minute. Almost ready.”

Another minute, and I raised my hand to tap, and the door opened.

I was grinning, lusting, happy in my heart, my dick pounding madly, and everything stopped.

She was wearing a tatty, old robe. Her hair was a maze of skewed up curlers. She had cold cream slathered on her most beauteous face.

“But—“ I blurted.

She walked past me, and pushed the bra in to my hands. “Wear it.”

I stood there for a long minute and stared at the bit of material. A fucking bra. She had to be kidding. But she wasn’t.

I tossed the bra into the bedroom and turned back to the kitchen. I arrived just as she scraped my plate into the garbage. I could see the ice cream under the steak and potatoes, and my glass was empty. All that beautiful bourbon down the drain.

I tell ya, my heart was sinking rapidly.

“But I wasn’t done.”

“Oh, you’re done, all right.”

She walked past me then. Head up, not even glancing at me.

I ended up eating a can of hash. Bleh!

And it got worse.

She pranced around the house all dolled up, then, when I reached for her, she darted away.

By the second week I was not thinking correctly.

At one point she got down on her knees and gave me one of her famous deep throats, and just when I thought I was going to blow my load she slapped my balls and walked away.

I tried talking to her, but she just listened, then walked off.

By the end of two weeks I was horny, and my thinking processes were dulled. My dick was talking, but nobody was listening.

I was sitting in the bathroom, doing my business, and I finished. I stood up and looked at myself. Gaunt cheeks, dull eyes, a nervous excitement reminiscent of Renfield’s. I was a mess.

I looked down at my dick. It was priapic most of the time now. I hadn’t had any for awhile, and I could feel semen boiling in my balls, begging to be let free.

I needed love. More than that, I needed a fuck. I needed a release.

Standing there, I grabbed my penis. Without even thinking I began to stroke.

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. Ah, gad! It felt so incredibly good. I felt like I was going to spit my baby batter and finally get some relie—

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

My head snapped to the side. Rose was standing at the door, leaning on the jamb, a laugh on her face.

“Big strong man is reduced to playing with himself Just a horny, little boy.”

I spun and fell to my knees, I grabbed the hem of her skirt and buried my face in it. “Please! Please! Mercy! I’m sorry! The world was designed for men and I am so ashamed.”

I blathered on, not really aware of what I was saying, just so desperate I said whatever came to mind.

Finally, my heart poured out on the floor, sobbing into the bottom of my skirt, she said, “Jack.”

I looked up at her, tears pouring from my eyes, gut wrenching sobs shaking my body, and she slapped me in the face with the bra.

“Wear it.”

And I broke.

Can you blame me?

I had been reduced to my lowest state. My urges had been used to whip me. I took the bra.

Snuffling and sniffing, I put the thing on. I had watched her enough  times to know that you fastened it in front, then spun it around your waist. I did, then I slipped my hands under the straps and pulled the thing up.

She reached down and put her hand under my chin. She lifted gently and I rose to my feet. I felt, with this feel of love exuding from her, like I was ascending to heaven.

She kissed me, a soft, gentle kiss that scoured me and took what remained of my breath away.

Her hand wrapped around my erect penis and began to stroke. Back and forth, and my chest heaved and my balls yelled out ‘Hosanna!’

She chewed on my mouth, kept working my penis, and, the weeks of deprivation, I was shortly ready to squirt…and she let me.

“UNH! UNH!” I sounded like a caveman begging, and white fluid shot into her hand. Again and again. My legs shook and my body quivered, and I emptied myself.

At last, I stood there as if supported by her hand around my dick. I was slumped, exhausted, ready to lay down and go to sleep.

She looked at me with a smile. “Was that so hard?”

“It was hard, all right.” I smiled. “But it’s not now.”

“Good boy.” She patted my cheek and turned away.

“Ahh,” I sighed, and I began to take off the bra.

“What do you think you’re doing?” The bitch was back, sharp tongued and ready to flay me alive.

“I’m taking this bra off…” I was a little confused. After all, I had put it on. What else did she want.

“Don’t. You leave it on. You learn what a woman has to go through for a man.”

“But…I…”

“Do we have to do this all over again?” she snarled.

“No…no!” I was immediately reduced to beggary.

“Then leave that bra on. Wear it. Learn what you’ve done to women.”

“But I haven’t done anything!”

But my argument was for naught. She turned away, stomped away, and I was left with a choice. Wear the bra and live a decent life, or take it off and be dashed down to the depths of hell.

I chose to wear it.

It wasn’t bad wearing the thing, actually, once you got used to the straps digging in. But I figured out the right amount of tight in the straps, and I got a little extender for the back clasp, and…it wasn’t bad.

Heck, I wore it under clothes, a sweat shirt really covered it, and in a suit it was totally invisible.

Of course I still caught Rose studying me, a little glare in her eyes, and I wondered if she wanted the thing to be uncomfortable. I wondered if maybe she needed to adjust her own bra straps.

I didn’t, of course, bring up the subject.

I just lived life, got used to it, and I thought everything was settled.

We started making love again, and it was even sort of cool when she put a hand on my pecs as if they were boobs, and occasionally snapped my bra.

Made me giggle, if you know what I mean.

Then we went to a party.

Rose was dressed to the nines. This was a bunch of her girlfriends, and she was looking forward to it all week.

I was dressed casual, but spiffy, if that makes sense.

We walked into Jane Strider’s house, did the greet, and found ourselves a couple of drinks.

It was pleasant. I knew everybody, we had a lot in common, and we all mingled through the house and out onto the patio where there was a bit of music and dancing. The hours slowly passed and everybody was a little bit loosy goosy, Henry and Gwen disappeared for a while, and that was okay because they were married. Then Danny and Dorothy disappeared for a while, and they weren’t married. Ooh la la. And we all grinned and raised eyebrows.

I danced with Rose, and we smiled at each other and felt like disappearing for a while. But, no. We were going to save it up for when we went home. At the end of the last song she subtilely snapped my bra, and…Nancy Smith cut in.

“Ooh! Let me dance with Jack!”

Rose grinned and headed for the punch bowl.

I took Nancy in arm and swirled through the crowd.

Nancy was sexy stacked, and I could feel her breasts pressing against me. What I didn’t realize was that she could feel something of mine pressing against her.

Well, hell. I hadn’t had any for a couple of days, she was pressing her body up against mine. Can you blame me?

“Is that a prick in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?” She misquoted deliberately and giggled. Then she snuggled closer. Nancy was always known as a prick tease, and—oh, hell. I might as well admit it—I liked it.

I’m a guy! I had no intention of being untrue, but…I responded to her closeness, to her big boobs, to the feel of my cock pressed against her pussy. No matter there were several layers of clothing between us.

What I didn’t know was that such closeness would enable her to feel my bra.

She suddenly put me at arm’s length and blurted, “You’ve got a bra on!”

I turned red. A tomato would have been pale next to me.

“Jack! This really is…why?”

She wasn’t speaking loudly, and I kept my own voice low, hoping nobody would hear.

“It’s Rose’s idea.”

“Really? Is she feminizing you or something?”

“No…no. It’s just that…she wants me to know what a woman goes through.”

The dance seemed to go on for a long time, and I explained what I could, and even went into detail about how she had brought me to heel.

All the while Nancy’s mouth started getting larger with smile. When I was done, when the dance ended, she nodded, snapped my bra strap, and said, “Thanks for the dance, Jack. It was enlightening.”

Grinning, she wandered off, and the next thing I knew she was in a corner, talking to Rose.

Uh oh. And then I watched tragedy unfold slowly, like a train wreck in slow time.

This car bashes into that car, and that car bashes into that car, and the next car overturns, and…Nancy finished talking to Rose, and started talking to Gwen. And then Nancy talked to Gloria, and Gwen talked to Debby. And then Nancy talked to…and all the women were staring at me, grinning knowingly, and I was starting to turn redder and redder.

I grabbed the bar and downed a drink. I needed to get out of here. And quick.

But quick was not on the menu that night. It was a couple of hours before I managed to get out of the party, and then only after half a dozen women had snapped my bra and muttered things like, ‘Way to go, Jack.’ ‘I love a manly man.’ ‘I’m going to put George in a bra. And panties, too.’

Oh, God. It was bad enough that the women knew, If the men had known my life would have been over.

“That was a wonderful party,” Rose sighed as I drove through the streets.

“I saw you talking to a lot of women. What were you talking about?” I knew, I just…I wanted to hear it from her.

“Oh, this and that.”

“About my bra.”

“Yes. That was brought up.”

“Oh, God.”

“Well you shouldn’t have been dancing so close with Nancy. It was obvious from the bulge in your pants that…” she suddenly clamped her mouth shut, and I knew I was in the doghouse again.

“I have to stop wearing this bra.”

“Don’t you dare. In fact,  the other women like you in a bra. They’re all going to put their own men in bras.”

“But I—“

“And Nancy said she is going to put George in garters and nylons.”

That one froze me. I actually coasted to a stop. Rose slapped my arm. “Drive.”

I managed to get the car moving again, but my mind…my mind…

“So starting tomorrow you are going to wear garters and nylons. And I’ll start looking for a pair of shoes for you.”

“I’ve got shoes,” I blurted, hardly aware of what was happening.

“And maybe a bit of make up.”

I slammed my foot down and the car screeched to a stop. Fortunately, it was late, and there was nobody behind me.

“Now just wait one minute!”

Rose watched me, sitting back against the passenger door, a quirky, lop-sided grin on her face. “What color lipstick you want, Jack?”

“I’m not!”

“Drive, Jack. The house isn’t getting any closer.”

I started the car up again. “I’m not.”

But she didn’t say anything, she just pulled out the big guns again. She reached up and pulled her low cut dress down. She was wearing a shelf bra, and when those delightful nips poked out and stared at me I nearly drove off the road.

“Watch where you’re going, Jack.” She helped me steer for a moment, until I was back on the road, then she cuddled up against me. She unzipped my pants and began to suck.

Oh, God! I tried to push my hips up and make it easier for her. I tried to steer gently, without banging my forearms into her head. I drove slowly.

Her head rose and fell, and her lips leeched on to me and slithered up and down. I could feel her tongue lashing me. She fitted her lips perfectly to the lip of my skull.

Then I was about to squirt. I felt the ignition start up down there. I tilted my hips and…and…she backed off. And she even grabbed my cock with one hand and strangled it.

“Bad, Jack!” And she slapped the head of my penis with her free hand.

“Oh…no! Let me…let me…”

“Not until you grow up and act like a woman!” She slapped my dick again.

And there I sat, driving, in charge of a couple of thousand pounds of metal and rubber and plastic—a car was like a guided missile—but my own guided missile was blunted, called back, and I was reduced to whimpering.

“Ow…no…please…ow!”

“Bad, Jack!” she repeated, slapping the head of my cock again and again.

She kept slapping and slapping, spanking my best friend, until I was actually sobbing.

Then she let go and moved back in her seat. “Let that be a lesson,” she sniffed.

Shortly after that I pulled into our driveway, and let me tell you, I was hurting.

My cock, for which I had had such high hopes this evening, was crying. And I mean that literally. The head was red where it had been spanked, and little drops of pre-cum kept squeezing out of the slit.

Rose got out of the car. She had never pulled her dress back up, and she stomped around the front of the car, the headlights illuminating her massive, hanging mammaries, and up the walk.

I turned the car off and just sat there for a long moment. My cock was crying, but I was crying, too.

But it wasn’t the pain of having my cock spanked that caused me to cry. It was the idea of wearing garters, and nylons, and…and a bit of make up.

I was a guy, dammit!

But…was I? Really?

I was already wearing a bra.

Finally, sniffing, I got out of the car and went into the house.

I think I would have been able to resist. There was, in me, still, a bit of the male. The caveman who went out and killed saber-toothed tigers and brought them home to eat. The rugged hunter who jabbed a wooly mammoth in the ass with a puny spear and somehow…brought him home for dinner.

I would have. Except…the phone call.

It was ten in the morning and I was staggering around. I was a bit hung over, and trying to read the newspaper. Looking for the comics. Trying to let the pounding in my head wane.

RING RING!

I looked at my cell. Sunday morning. Who in the hell…I glanced at the face and it said…’George.’

That caused me a frown. Nancy’s George. What the hell could he want.

“Hey, George.”

“You asshole!”

I held the phone away and looked at it, then put it gingerly up to my ear again.

“George?” I tried softly.

“You wear a fucking bra, then Nancy finds out and she wants me to wear a bra. And Henry and David and…and all the women are demanding that we men wear bras! And it’s your fault! What the fuck were you thinking?”

“George, you’ve got to understand…” I tried to explain some of what I was going through. “Rose has been…she withheld all sex and…then she threw my steak out and…”

But in the end, George simply said, “FUCK YOU!” and hung up.

I put my cell down.

I was dead meat.

I was excommunicated from the brotherhood of all men.

No man would talk to me, and…and…my thoughts whirled.

An hour later Rose got up and came out smiling. She was holding the bra in one hand, and garters and nylons in the other.

I was in my robe, naked under the robe. My cock hard as always.

I looked at the items in her hands.

Bra. Garters. Nylons.

And what was next?

And I knew there would be something next.

Heels.

A dress.

And…and…(choke)…make up.

Yet, I had no support group behind me. I had no men standing shoulder to shoulder and demanding their rights. The men had left me.

I was weak. And I was getting weaker. I had no backbone left.

If only George had understood, if we could have talked it out and come up with a plan, but planning isn’t something that cavemen do.

I reached out and took the proffered items.

She walked into the kitchen and began rattling pots and pans and making a Sunday breakfast.

If I put these things on…I would get a feast. And then, someday, I would be reduced to making the feast, and she would lounge in bed and eat chocolates and watch soap operas.

A slow path to servitude, to the reduction of my manhood to mousehood.

Yet, what could I do?

I was an inch taller and ten pounds heavier. I was strong, I could go hunt lions and win…but I was outnumbered.

I was only a man.

I placed the garters and nylons on the end of the couch and put the bra on.

I put the garter on. It was tight around my waist and the straps dangled against my thighs.

I sat down on the couch and unrolled the nylons up my legs.

She was going to make me shave my legs. Or use some of that Nair crap. And then I would have to shave under my arms. Or…or go to a beauty salon and have them wax my body.

Ouch. Red strips across my body.

And my hair…she wasn’t going to let me cut it.

All these thoughts went through my head as I snapped the snaps to keep my nylons in place.

But…I wasn’t there yet. I still had an ounce of hope in my soul. Somewhere in my soul. I wasn’t sure where, but…there had to be some way out of this mess!

I stood up and walked into the kitchen. Wearing nylons instead of socks was weird, and my legs felt cool and hot at the same time. I had on a second skin and it was…unreal.

My cock stuck out under my garter. The air was cool upon it, and it throbbed and bounced.

I sighed, and stepped into the kitchen.

Rose was at the stove, and she turned and inspected me, and gave a big smile.

She looked at me. “Have I ever told you how sexy you are?”

I shook my head, caught in the glumness of my soul.

She came to me then. She kissed me and grabbed my cock and held it, and I felt the pulse of my man meat exulting.

Traitor man meat.

“Well, you are. And you are going to be so much more sexier when I am through with you.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Now sit down and eat your breakfast. We have a lot to discuss, and you’re going to love it.”

I sat.


PART TWO

The first thing that happened, and it happened pretty darn quick, was that Rose ordered me a pair of breast forms. Big ones. Next day delivery through Amazon. And, of course, a few more bras, bigger bras, to help support the breast forms.

Heck, my first bra was a training bra. Good for 12 year old girls.

These bras were for grown ups! They were built to support, and they had a lot to support.

I don’t know what the  rules and regulations are for fake tits, but she ordered me some that were extra heavy. I mean, I never knew how much real tits weighed!

I had been prancing around in my little training bra thinking I was packing meat, and when the reality hit me…oh, baby.

“That’s what real tits weigh,” Rose assured me, as she glued them on to my chest.

“But these have got to be ten pounds each!”

“That’s about right.”

“But how am I going to…oh!” The glue was dry and the ten pounders were suddenly supported by nothing but skin.

She handed me a bra with a grin. I wasted no time. I ran that thing around my waist, snapped it, spun it, flipped it, and gave my already aching chest some quick relief.

“Wow.”

“Nice,” she said, snapping a picture.

“Hey! No pictures!”

“Come on,” she pshawed me. “You need the memories.”

“What for? Glue wears out, I can take off lingerie and stuff, and…and…”

She just smiled and patted my cheek, and uploaded the damned thing to the cloud.

I looked at myself in the mirror. The odd thing was…it was kind of cool.

I’m not a big, muscular guy, and to have a big, old pair of boulders on my chest, it really effected me.

“I think he likes it,” Rose quipped, as my cock bounced.

“I do not.”

She just smiled, and handed me my garters and nylons.

And there I was, semi naked with a big pair of tits. Looking a little feminine, if I do say so, and stuck.

Rose tossed me a dress and said I should get used to it, but I wasn’t ready for that.

Not yet.

But…I could feel myself changing.

It was sort of cool to have tits, and my boner sure was bouncing.

But I resisted and walked around the house all day like that.

And the next day.

“It’s going to get cold when winter sets in,” Rose observed.

“Maybe,” I committed nothing.

Then, the third day, she got me once again.

I was sitting in the computer room, perusing Factinate, and trying to ignore the way my cock popped up and bounced against the bottom of the desk. I was reading about some actress who had had a terrible childhood, and…

DING DING!

I sat up straight.

“Hi, girls!”

Oh, crap! They were already in the foyer! I couldn’t get out of the computer room without being seen. Parts of the conversation drifted down to me.

“Hi Rose. Nice of you to…”

“Thank you…I just think…”

“He’s doing very well…and he’s always so big now!’’’

Giggles.

Crap. When were they going to go into the living room? Or out to the patio? I needed to get to the bedroom. I’d get these tits off if I had to rip my own skin off.

“He’s right down here…”

What!

I heard a herd of high heels coming down the hallway.

Oh, fuck. Oh, shit. Oh, sweet heysoos on a horse without a saddle!

I looked around, desperate for a place to hide, but we had packed the room with shelves and cabinets, there was absolutely no place—

“Here he is. Honey, say hi to the girls.”

I turned, slowly, and felt like I was drowning. Going unconscious. Dying, and there was no heaven, only a hell full of smiling faces.

“Hi, Jack.” They all greeted me, and looked at me, and smiled.

And seemed pleased by my titly, fleshy persona.

“Oh, he’s wonderful.”

“Where did you get such wonderful breast forms. They look so lifelike…”

“George doesn’t look half as good. He looks so dowdy compared to Jack.”

“His hair is long. Are you going to style it or get him a wig?”

Slowly, I began to absorb the voices. The faces. The women from the party.

Nancy, who had first discovered my…my fetish.

Debby and Gwen and…and all of them.

And I became aware that I was standing, my face in shock, and my cock pointing at them and…dripping. Bouncing so hard that it actually flicked bits of pre-cum into the air.

And Nancy asked, “How are you doing, Jack?”

“Ab…ub…ub…” I stuttered.

“Oh, he’s still got the womanshock.”

Womanshock. They actually had a word picked out to describe the feelings a man went through when he was first feminized.

“Show him your website.”

“Yes…do…show him,” the other ladies chimed in.

Nancy moved forward and I actually flinched when she brushed by my cock.

“Careful,” quipped Rose. “You never know when that thing is going to go off.”

They all laughed.

Nancy tapped keys, then stepped back, brushing against my cock again.

I looked at Rose, who just smirked and seemed okay with the whole scene.

“There he is. Look, Jack.”

I turned, and my eyes widened.

George. In full femme. He didn’t have breast forms, but he was obviously wearing bra and panties, the lines were quite plain to see, and a full wig, and…make up!

I gawked helplessly. I was so shocked that I collapsed onto my swivel.

George. Who I had played golf with, and talked about which lineman was going to survive the cut, and hockey, and smoking cigars, and…and…he was a woman!

“But…how!?” I blurted.

“You provided the inspiration, Jack. Once he saw that men could wear bras the inner him sort of came out. Oh, it was a crazy couple of days. He was either raging, or trying on underwear. I know he called you and yelled at you, but he’s sorry for that now. I do hope you’ll forgive him. Anyway, the whole thing…”

She just kept blathering on and on, and I was stunned, and shocked, and dismayed, and didn’t know what to think.

Manly man George?

A sissy?

A sissy at heart, if Nancy was to be believed, and I saw no reason not to.

Holy crap!

Then Gwen chimed in, “We brought you a present.”

I spun back to them. I still wasn’t able to speak much, and she held out a pair of high heels.

“Rose said you were ready, and I had a pair that didn’t fit Charles…so…”

I found my hands slowly reaching out and taking the shoes. They were expensive. Black. Tall spikes. Open toed.

“Put them on!” some of the girls giggled and encouraged me.

“Yes, Jack, put them on,” Rose was standing with a half a smirk, and half a pleased look.

Dully, moving as if I was outside my body, I put one heel on, then the other one.

The girls clapped and gave little cheers of encouragement.

“Stand up, Jack,” Rose said.

I rose, and was never more aware of my cock than that moment. It was pulsing, throbbing, dancing with glee. It stuck right out in the middle of the gang of women.

They all gave cheers then, big cheers, and I became aware that I was red. Had been red the whole time, but so out of it that I hadn’t noticed it.

“What do you say, Jack?”

“Thank…thank you,” I mumbled.

“All right, girls, we’re going to adjourn to the patio and have some wine now, but I have one thing left to ask Jack.”

They all went silent and waited for whatever Rose was going to ask.

“Jack? Would you do me a favor?”

“Uh…”

“We’re going to be on the patio, we’re going to spend a couple of hours out there, and we hate to be running back and forth getting our wine…could you…do you think you would play the waiter for us?”

My jaw worked, up and down.

“It would mean so much to me if you would do that. You don’t have to get dressed or cover yourself up, and…could you?”

I found myself nodding.

The girls all thanked me, then they were gone.

I turned to the computer. George, laying odalisque on an elbow. A filmy negligee and a bra and panties. It didn’t look like he was packing much.

Heck, I always had a big, old boner when I was wearing female things. The front of his panties was smooth, and I wondered if he was wearing something that controlled his penis. Made it smaller, tied it back, something.

“Jack?”

I turned the computer off and headed for the kitchen.

I spent the next couple of hours weaving between ladies, and it often felt like they were shifting position so that my cock would strike their thighs or buns. I would turn sideways and try to slip between two ladies, and one would shift and I would have shift, and…whap, my cock would touch them.

They would turn and grin, and giggle.

Rose, of course, made a big show of slapping my cock when it happened around her.

And, here’s the funny thing, my cock alternated between dripping pre-cum, and actually oozing semen.

Not a lot of semen, just a drop here and there. But it was semen, and I was transported, felt like I was having a light orgasm all after noon.

But, I kept serving wine, and the girls became loopier and loopier, and finally, I had to drive them home. Heck. I was the only one sober.

In a negligee and garter and bra.

I sat behind the wheel and my boobs almost touched the steering wheel.

The girls laughed and hooted riotously.

They were so riotous that they were yelling bawdy things out the window, and…a cop pulled me over.

Man, that was the wildest ticket I almost got.

The cop in a spiffy uniform strides up, and I roll down the window. He blinks.

The girls are all yelling for him to take off his clothes.

He’s looking at me and I spout helplessly, “I’m being kidnapped. They made me dress like this and drive them around. They just made me serve them wine all afternoon.”

The cop had no clue, and I could, on reflection, appreciate his dilemma. Take in a bunch of loony bitches drunk to the gills, and a cross dresser. But the girls had broken no laws except for being loud. And I was obvious sober, the designated driver.

Gwen rolled down her window and tried to grab his crotch.

The cop backed up quickly, and the rest of the girls hooted and called for him to step closer.

“We’ll dress you up and fuck you…like Jack here!”

Then one of the girls shouted, “We should get Jack off.” And they all started chanting: “Jack off! Jack off! Jack off!”

Well, what could he do?

He squeaked, and I do mean squeaked, “Drive carefully, sir.”

He walked back to his cruiser, his legs shaky like he had been the one drinking, got in and drove away.

I started up again, and the girls all cheered, and I managed to drop them off, one by one.

Finally, I returned home, got the final load of women, and delivered them to their homes. This load wasn’t so bad because they were starting to get tired.

I returned home and Rose was asleep. Sprawled on the couch, naked. She had taken off her clothes and was waiting for me…and had passed out.

I went into the computer room and called up George again.

George. My once studly friend. My God!

The next day I was in underwear and heels, so…why not. I slipped a dress over my head.

Rose loved it. She walking by and goosing me, making me jump with a pinch, and even feeling my tits.

And, she was feeling very amorous.

She had been so busy teasing me that she hadn’t gotten off for a few days. And after the wild party she had put on with the girls…she felt like lovin’.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t exactly the kind of loving I was hoping for.

You see, I’m sort of a cock in the hole kind of guy. I like to slip it in, slid it around, and spit.

I know. sort of selfish, but that’s us cavemen for you.

Now that I was being converted to the…the New Women’s World Order, she wanted more out of sex.

No more wham, bam, thank you ma’am.

Which, at first, was okay by me.

“Honey, come here and do me.”

I grinned. She was in bed and I had my boner bouncing, and she said, “with your mouth.”

I blinked. I’m okay with oral sex, but not a huge fan. I mean, it’s all about putting the pecker in the pussy, right?”

Not now.

She grabbed my head and pulled it down and smushed it into her V.

Man, I ate and I ate. I kissed her vag. I sucked her clit. I ran my tongue up and down her labs for an hour.

My jaw was so tired I thought it was broken.

Then, when I thought I was going to die, she said, “Use your fingers.”

Oh, man. I rammed and jammed a set of fingers into her until my forearm thought it had died and needed to be buried.

But she had had a couple of cums, she must be ready for the grand finale now! Right?

Nope.

“Honey, Gwen lent me a strap on. I want to see what it feels like.”

“A strap on? But what about my dick?”

“That old thing! Pshaw. I’ve had that. I want to try something new.”

So I strapped on a strap on, and looked down at my new dick with misgivings.

The dick was big. Bigger than mine. And the veins stood out, and those were sure going to give her some rippling sensations in the pussy. And, when she wanted me to cum she would simply reach down and squeeze the balls. That would. cause a bunch of white semen-like goo to squirt out. A lot of semen-like goo.

She was hot then, and really ready to go. And she should have been. After a couple of hours of licking and sucking and fingerbanging and…she was ready.

I knelt between her legs. She was never more beautiful. Her skin was flushed, glowing with heat. Her lips were plump and red with her own excitement. Her hair was spread out on the bed around her, and she pulled my hips.

My own cock was underneath the fake cock, and I felt it poke into her.

“Careful. I don’t want that thing up my asshole.”

“Why not?” I leered, thinking that ‘any port in a storm.’

She just ignored that quip and pulled me into her. Correction, pulled my fake cock into her.

Her eyes went wide. “Oh, God! That’s bigger!”

I held for a moment, not sure what to do. After all, I couldn’t feel anything.

“Well, come on! fuck me!”

So I began to move back and forth.

It was weird. I couldn’t feel anything, but she was feeling everything.

I would ram my hips forward, my lower cock would feel nothing, just slap against a cheek at the most, and my upper cock, which I couldn’t feel, caused her eyes to go wide, and her hands to clutch my arms, and she moaned and groaned.

“Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me all night long.”

Man, I rammed that thing into her, and she was moaning and making guttural sounds and hunching her back and tilting her hips, and holding on to me. Her eyes looked crazy, all rolled back and flickering.

And…she came. Man, I have never seen anybody cum so hard in my life. She flopped her hands out and they began to spasm. Her legs started jerking uncontrollably. Her pelvis was shimmying, and I could feel, even through the fake penis, the muscular contractions as she came her brains out.

Then: “Squeeze it, Jack,” she whispered.

I reached down and grabbed my fake balls and squeezed them.

Man, she must have filled those puppies up. They squirted so hard that the goo actually jetted back out along the sides of the fake cock.

“Oh, God…that feels so good. Feel that. Feel that, Jack.”

But I couldn’t feel anything.

Then the exertions too much for her, she simply passed out.

I still had my plastic peter in her, and she simply started to snore.

What was I to do? My own cock was like an iron bar, ready to go, but…she was asleep!

So I gently pulled back and climbed off.

I looked down at my double penises.

The big fake cock, dripping with slimy juices.

My own cock, bright red and dripping pre-cum.

I had been right there, so close to getting in her, and yet…so far.

I cleaned the plastic peter off and put it away, then went out to the kitchen to have a drink.

When Rose came out of the bedroom, an hour later, I was two drinks down and working on a third.

It’s funny. I was just sitting there, drinking, and looking at my cock.

I wasn’t thinking anything, just studying it. It jutted out, throbbing, and dripping, framed by garter straps.

God, I was horny. But…there was something about just being horny that was sufficient.

Yes, I wanted to cum. But these last weeks, being put on hold time after time, and then having to fuck Rose with an artificial penis…it was exciting in a unique way, and I liked that unique excitement almost as much as I liked squirting. Maybe more.

How weird.

Rose sauntered in with a smile. She was naked, and quite happy.

“God, that was a great cum. And you squirted that jism in me at exactly the right moment. I woke up all gooey and feeling warm and satisfied, almost like I had really pleased you.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but…what? I had been used. I had been used much the way I used to use her. She had always been a receptacle for my lust. Now it was reversed, and I was the receptacle. I wasn’t allowed to cum, and…it felt good.

She drank a glass of water and studied me. “You look interesting.”

“Oh.”

“You’re drunk, aren’t you.”

“Pretty much. I’m high and getting higher.”

She nodded. “Are you feeling good?”

“Surprisingly good.”

“Even though you didn’t cum?”

I shrugged.

“Well, then, perhaps it is time to go all the way.”

“All the way?” I looked at her blankly.

“Sure. Come on.”

We were walking down the hall towards the bedroom when I had a thought. “Hold on a minute.”

I went into the computer room and powered up. Rose waited, puzzled, and watched.

I called up George’s website, and there he was.

Across the top menu were choices, and I selected ‘stills.’

Pictures of George. George as a boy. George as a man. George…dressed up.

And captions.

‘I had urges I didn’t understand.’

‘I snuck into my mother’s underwear and smelled them, and…wore them.’

‘I thought I was wrong, bad, even evil.’

‘I forced myself to not think about it.’

‘I had dreams…I was afraid to share.’

‘I wanted to be accepted for who I am.’

‘Who I really am.’

A timeline of his life. A sequence of young to old, with images that were innocent, and yet incredibly revealing.

And the last picture, obviously taken within the last couple of days. George in full femme. Lingerie, bra, make up, long hair.

George, who had sat next to me when WWE wrestlers body slammed one another and screamed their trash insults.

“Well?” asked Rose, a little curiosity in her voice.

I stood up, shut off the computer, and came to her.

We kissed then, our breasts pressing, and mine, firmer for being fake, winning. I tasted her lipstick. I smelled her flesh. It was positively delicious, and I wanted to smell that way. Taste that way.

Then, looking up at me, and pleased, but slightly curious as to what was going on in my head, she took my hand and led me towards the bedroom.

She Naired me, and we waited fifteen, then she had me step into the shower. I rinsed, and watched the hairs slither down the drain.

I stepped out and she had another drink ready. I sipped it while she toweled me off. She paid special attention to my cock, but stopped before I could cum.

“Not yet, big boy. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

She led me into the bedroom and had me sit on the bed. She spread a towel under my feet and proceeded to paint my toes. Bright, delicious red. Shiny red. Sexy red.

I watched her, and she smiled up at me, and focused on my nails.

Then, when they were dry, she led me to the vanity table.

I spread my hands out and she shaped them, then selected false nails and applied them.

“This is just regular glue. Should stick fine, but we can use super glue if you want to.”

I watched as, finger by finger, I grew little talons. Then she painted them. The same bright red. And lacquered them. They looked like little claws when she was done. I held up my hands, turned them this way and that, marveled at how slender and feminine they had become.

“Okay, baby. Let’s get you dressed.”

She put a corset on me. A real corset, bones and all. I could hardly breath when she tightened it, but it felt good. I could feel my body shrinking and loving it.

Then she rolled up nylons and attached them to the straps hanging from the corset.

I glanced at myself in the mirror and was amazed. I had a shape. A more feminine shape than I had ever had. And it was just the beginning.

Rose helped me into a dress, and now my hourglass shape really stood out. Definitely a woman.

And, I slipped into the shoes Gwen had brought me. The high heels. My now red toes peeked out and my ankles felt so slick and my calves had a wonderful curve to them.

“Wow.”

She sat me down at her vanity and began to make me up. She cleaned my pores, primed me, prepared the canvas of my face for the color of life.

She put the blush in my cheeks and spent a long time getting my eyelids perfectly shaded. She shaped my eyebrows, mascaraed me, and then, the pièce de résistance…lipstick.

She chose a shade that was a perfect match for my fingers and toes. She gently applied it, then added a touch of gloss. When she was done I had the sexiest, shiniest mouth in the world.

Perfect, if I may blushingly add, for kissing.

And I did want to kiss her. Deeply, savagely, to the ends of the earth.

Finally, she placed a wig on me. I had long hair, but not long enough. She adjusted the wig, clipped it on, and there I was.

We walked out to the foyer and the big mirror. She held my arm because I was a bit unsteady in the high heels, and we stood in front of the mirror and marveled.

Perfect. I was a couple of inches taller than her in my heels, but she quickly fixed that. She ran back to the bedroom and trotted back in her own high heels.

Now I was only an inch taller than her.

She was naked, so the comparison isn’t really fair, but I had bigger boobs than her.

Regardless of clothing, though, we were two beautiful women.

For a long time we stared, then she got her cell phone and started snapping pictures.

Once I would have objected.

Not now.

The world may have been built for men, but it was obvious that it was converting to women. And I wanted to be one of them.

Finally, pictures taken and uploaded, to be shared on the net, Rose turned to me. “Well, honey, there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

She took my hand and once again led me through the house to our bedroom.

You fucked me with a plastic peter, now it’s time to return the favor.

She kissed me, and we tasted our lipsticks, then she pushed me back on the bed.

“I want to take you doggy style the first time.” She began putting on the strap on. I stared at the dick until she said, “Over you go. All fours, like a good, little puppy dog.”

I turned over and my mind was in overdrive.

Yes, this was the last step. After this I would be as experienced a woman as any. But…could I take that big dick?

But, really, having come this far, I had no choice. I was now compelled.

She slapped lube on my ass, reamed it into my hole.

I shivered. My boobs hung in my bra. My hair flowed over my face.

I was about to be de-virginized. If that was a word.

My cherry popped. My virtue taken.

Was I ready?

I thought I was, and then it was too late even if I wasn’t. Rose shoved forward and her dick slithered up my canal.

Oh, it took my breath away and I fell forward, flattened out. But she went with me, and her weight impaled the penis in me as deep as it could go.

“Oh…” I grunted.

“Come on, honey. Get back up here.”

She reached around and placed her hand on my face and pulled. I managed to get back on all fours, and then she went to town.

In and out, shoving, pushing, tilting, corkscrewing. She turned that big peter every which way but loose, and I felt my hole opening up, all the nooks and crannies explored.

I couldn’t think. All I could do was just accept it, and marvel.

This was what a woman felt like. This fullness. This shivery sensation that exploded in the groin and ran right up and the backbone and down again.

I gasped.

She leaned over me, let my arms support us, and grabbed my tits and rode me.

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered as the world opened up. “Fuck!”

Dutifully, she kept ramming that thing into me. Little pains became big pleasures. My asshole truly felt like singing.

“You’re cumming,” she whispered.

And I was. I felt like I was made of exploding gold, and semen leaked out of my dick.

Was I cumming? Not in the traditional sense. I wasn’t having spasms and jetting out the baby batter. But the baby batter was being forced out of me. Maybe by pressure on the prostate, maybe an actual prostate orgasm.

I leaked and leaked, and felt golden, and then I was empty. And all I wanted to do was lay down and sleep.

I fell forward, and this time Rose let me. She gently slipped the big dong out of my hole and backed away.

And I remember thinking, before I felt into the deep sleep.

Now I am woman.


EPILOGUE

Rose and I lived together for six months. We fucked a lot, mostly her fucking me, but we eventually grew apart.

I found that I couldn’t fuck her on those rare occasions she wanted it. My dick, you see, stopped being hard for her.

My dick was hard for being a woman, not taking a woman. It happens.

One night she came home with a pussy full of another man’s love, and I knew it was over.

A few weeks later, after a few more forays, she knew it, too.

“What are you going to do?” I asked her.

“Find a man, I guess. I do love men.”

“And will you do to him what you did to me? Will you remake him as a woman?”

She thought about it, then said, “No. Been there, done that.” Then she looked at me. “What are you going to do?”

“It’s funny. I don’t know. I love women, but I’m not capable anymore. But I don’t love men. I guess I’ll just live until I can figure it out.”

“I guess that’s the best you can do,” she agreed. “Are you going to do hormones?”

“Probably. The journey isn’t over until it’s over.”

“You got that right,” and she nodded thoughtfully.

And so we parted on amicable terms, and with the best of memories.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Jack cheated. Bad Jack. Let the punishment fit the crime!

Breaking Jack!
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THE classic of feminization.

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

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

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

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

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!

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

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

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

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.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

[image: ]

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…
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Novels, short story collections…
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The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘She Made Me a Woman!’

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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