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PART ONE

“Can you believe Daniel?” I asked my wife as I kicked off my shoes and slid them under the bed.

Amanda frowned, she didn’t like it when I shoved my shoes under the bed. She wanted everything lined up in the closet.  Then she sighed. “What do you mean?”

“He was wearing girly shoes.”

“Girly shoes?”

“Yeah, they looked like…what do you call them? Mary Janes?”

“Yes, low heeled and black, very comfy. I’m sure Daniel just likes comfortable shoes around the house.”

“Yeah, but then he got an ear pierced last month. He’s actually got a little stud in his ear!”

“Lots of men have their ears pierced,” she said, as she wiped her make up off.

“You should leave your make up on for a while.”

She gave me a wry glance in the mirror over her make up table. “Why? You have plans?”

“It’s just…sexier. Gets me all turned on.”

“And then you want to have your way with me, and…and I’m left to clean up the mess.”

“What mess?”

The wet spot in the bed. Then cleaning your sperm out. Then, while you’re sleeping the sleep of the well and truly satisfied, I’m wiping goop off my face.

My turn to frown. “It’s almost like making love is a chore.”

“With you…sometimes it is.”

I took my shirt and pants off and tossed them over the back of a chair. Another thing Amanda doesn’t like.

I mean, what does it matter if you just take off your clothes and go to bed? Nobody’s going to know if your shoes aren’t lined up or your trousers aren’t hung up!

Amanda was watching me. She sighed, then turned towards me. “Look, Alan, I’m sorry. That was a low blow. I do like making love to you. I love it. But not all the time.”

I slanted an eye at her. I wasn’t happy. “You used to.”

She shook her head slightly. “The truth of the matter is that over the years you’ve turned into a horn dog, and it’s a bit much for me. Add to that, well, you’re a little bit inconsiderate…”

“What do you mean?”

“Not putting your clothes up properly, and I noticed that Daniel held Gracie’s chair for her and did other little things that made her feel appreciated…you don’t really make me feel appreciated.

“So you don’t feel like fulfilling your wifely duties and it’s my fault.”

“You know that’s not what I meant.”

“So what did you mean?”

She sat there for a long minute and regarded me thoughtfully. She started to turn away, then stopped, and looked at me some more.

“What?”

“Okay, Daniel. You want sex? All the sex you could ever dream of?”

A grin burst out of me.

“Well, that’s a plain enough answer. And if you want more sex than a sultan in a harem, then you have to do for me.”

“What?”

“Do what Daniel does for Gracie.”

“And what does Daniel do?”

Another long moment of silence. Then: “You’re right. Those were Mary Jane’s. Furthermore, you may not have noticed, but he was wearing stockings.”

“Stockings?”

“Nylons. Like with garter belts. And, maybe, I don’t know about this, but maybe he wears sweaters because they would hide strap lines, like if he was wearing a bra.”

My mouth opened and I stared. “No.”

“You suspected it, you observed the shoes, and the ear ring.”

“But I grew up with Daniel! We were on the tennis team together. We golf. We watch football!”

“And play hockey and smoke smelly cigars and high five each other on your rough, tough manliness.”

I was stunned speechless.

“So what does this have to do with me getting more sex than, what was it you said? A sultan in a harem?”

“Come here.”

I walked over to her and she reached through the opening in my boxers. I sighed. This was more like it.

As she stroked and fondled me she said, “Alan, I married you and you were the most considerate fellow in the world. You bought me flowers, you opened doors, you went over the top to make swooping bows and treat me like a queen. How long has it been since you bought me anything?”

“So you want flowers?”

She shook her head, and it was obvious that I was disappointing her.

“I want my knight in shining armor back. I want that romantic swashbuckler who took my breath away. I want that fellow who took me in his arms and bent me over and kissed me til I was stupid. I don’t want a little boy who I need to pick up after.”

I was breathing hard. I was listening, but my dick was doing the thinking.

And she let go.

“Oh!” I moaned. “Finish me off.”

She turned back to her table and finished cleaning her face. She didn’t speak.

We went to bed unhappy that night.

She was unhappy with me, and I was unhappy and snuck into the bathroom and jacked off.

Well, what do you expect? Girl takes a guy half way to the moon and you don’t expect him to go the rest of the way?

Sunlight through the shades. I yawned and stretched. Felt pretty good, what with my cock being satisfied. Of course it would have been better if Amanda had…but she hadn’t. And a guy has got to do what a—

Something slapped me in the face.

“What?” I lifted a bra off my face.

Amanda was already up, and dressed, and, man, was she dressed!

She was wearing a yellow dress with criss cross top that revealed low cleavage. And she has a lot of cleavage. She had on high heeled sandals, straps criss crossed up her calves. And she had on full make up. Her face was perfect, her eyes were smokey with green emeralds flashing in them, her lips were a dark, wet pink. Immediately made me think of a blow job.

“Wow! You look good. But what’s this?” I held up the bra.

“You will wear that bra today.”

“I won’t.”

“You will. You wear that bra today, and I look like this, and tonight I will play with you for a full hour. You’re not going to cum, you haven’t earned that, yet. But I will definitely show you what you’re missing.

Now, I had just jacked off the night before. But I was hard again! I mean, my wife has a pale complexion, dark, dark hair, green eyes, and a body that is tight, bountiful, sexy, and drives me crazy to just look at.

“I don’t get it.”

“And you won’t get any if you don’t wear that bra.” She paused, and I could feel the other shoe about to drop. “Or you can go flush your seed down the toilet.”

I immediately felt guilty. I mean, I shouldn’t, jacking off is man’s right, right?

“Well, forget it.”

“Okay, bozo. You asked for it.”

She walked out of the room.

I got up and got dressed slowly. I kept looking at the stupid bra. I mean, what was up with my wife? Asking me to do such a thing. I don’t care if Daniel is less than a man, but as for me…well, I was above that sissy stuff.

Fifteen minutes later I walked into the kitchen. Amanda was at the stove. “Man, what smells so good?”

“Oh, just a little something I whipped up. Sit down and I’ll serve your majesty.”

Ha! Your majesty. She was already starting to crumble, to realize how she had mistreated me.

I sat down and a moment later she plopped a bowl of mush on the table in front of me. There was a pat of butter on top, a skinny, little slice of yellow, and no honey. The mush had spilled over the edge of the bowl and a spoon stuck up and it looked, well, unappetizing.

She placed a plate of bacon and eggs in front of herself. The bacon juicy and dripping, and lots of it. The eggs over hard, golden yellow and…if eggs could smile they were grinning. And a big glass of orange juice. And a side plate of hashed browns, sliced fresh, cooked to a. brown crust and…and I stared.

“What gives?”

“What?” she asked, placing a piece of bacon between her white teeth and severing it neatly.

“What gives with this mush for me and feast for you?”

“Well, I’m eating the kind of meal queens eat. Queens who are appreciated by their subjects. You’re eating the kind of meal a peasant eats, a peasant who doesn’t appreciate their queen.”

“Har de har har.” I grumbled. And then, I took a spoonful of that bland mess and put it in my mouth and remembered why God had invented honey. I mean, it was tasteless and gloppy and stuck in my throat.

I looked at Amanda.

She smiled, stretched out her hand and dropped the other half of that juicy bit of bacon on the floor. “Oops, did the queen leave a bit of forage for her subjects?”

I shook my head. Sometimes wives can be bitches. you know?

I sat there and watched for a long minute. Then I stood up and deposited the oatmeal in the garbage can.

“Ungrateful peasant,” she murmured.

“Har de har, baby.”

I grabbed the keys and went out the door. Down to Sammy’s coffee shop. I had a breakfast, and it did not satisfy me.

Well, how could it? I was fighting with my wife! And fights with wives always make a guy feel cruddy.

I returned home and stopped the car outside the house.

Amanda was washing her car. She had moved her car to take up the whole driveway, had a couple of buckets of suds out, and was scrubbing away. While wearing her skimpiest bikini. Red, not much more than a pair of band aids and a cork.She waved cheerfully at me.

I parked in the street and walked up the driveway.

“What do you mean dressing like this! You’re not at the beach! And that’s even a little risqué for the beach!”

“Oh, this old thing? She aimed the hose at the windshield.

“That old thing,” I was pissed.

She put the hose down and leaned over the windshield to scrub with a soapy sponge. Her big breasts were smushed up against the window, and they were…they were big!

“Well, my other bikinis were in the wash…” swim clothes in the wash? Now that was ridiculous. “And my car was very dirty, and none of the neighbors seem to mind what I wear.”

I looked around. Old William Jansen, ‘Old Pot Belly’ I refer to him when he’s not around, was watering his lawn. His eyes were staring at us, at my wife, and the ground he was watering was turning into a swimming hole.

Then the mailman sauntered up the walk. Walking slower and slower, his eyes glued to my wife’s fantabulous body. He almost fell over a bush.

Even a kid in the street was riding his bike around in circles, his eyes pivoting around and around, staring at my wife’s big bosoms.

“It’s too bad I don’t have a manly man, you know the kind, who wears bras? To wash my car. Why, then I would have time to fix feasts for breakfast, and make sure my make up is done right.”

“I am a manly man!” I gritted my teeth.

“No. You’re more of an ungrateful peasant. A lout.” She stepped back from the car and put her hands on her hips. It was a pose, with her breasts thrust out and her sexy hips cocked. I could hear Old Pot Belly gasp all the way across the street. “You’re the kind of backwater trash that never gets to enter the queen’s castle.” And she actually drew a hand up one leg, over her pussy and under her breast and to the side.

“Oh, God. Even as I fumed my dick was pounding and throbbing. Such a blatant and over the top sexual attitude. We were obviously going to have to have a long talk.

Then she turned the knife, “You’re dismissed, lout.”

There was nothing else I could do. I turned and walked into the house. Through the kitchen, with the dishes all put away and no trace. of bacon on the floor. Into the front room. I turned on the TV and watched a football game…without seeing a thing.

Then I stood up and returned to the kitchen. I opened the fridge and reached for a beer…THE BEER WAS GONE!

I went out to the driveway. “Where’s the beer?” I asked sullenly.

“I put it on the patio. There wasn’t enough room in the fridge.”

I went back into the house, stormed out onto the patio, and there were my suds, sitting on top of the barbecue pit getting warm.

Fuck! Warm beer is for idiots!

I plucked a can out of the six pack and walked back into the house. I took off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. I sat on the sofa and put my feet on the coffee table and opened the beer and stared at the TV.

Millionaires were making touchdowns and interceptions and convicts were running across the field blowing whistles…and I didn’t see a thing.

I was fuming.

I drank my beer, and hated it, and hated the stupid game, and…

And Amanda entered through the front door, walked between me and the TV, “Hi, little boy,” and sashayed down to our bedroom.

I tried not to look as her breasts swayed and bounced. I tried not to look as her ass moving back and forth suggestively. I tried to ignore her, but my dick wouldn’t.

Fucking dick. Here I am, pissed off beyond belief, and my dick is standing up like a flagpole at a military base!

And it was throbbing and pulsing. And I had just cum the night before and I felt like I needed to cum again. Right now. I stroked it, and realized what I was doing and let it go.

Fuck!

I stood up and walked down the hallway. I was going to have this out with Amanda right now. I walked into the bedroom, my mouth opened and ready to lay down the law, and I stopped. Froze. Couldn’t move.

She was laying on the bed, naked, plunging a dildo into her snatch.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, looking at me through half lidded eyes. “I needed this.”

She twisted the thing into herself, she stirred it, she pulled it out and jammed it in.

She was juicy. I expected a spray of droplets to fly out. She was moaning.

My mouth was open, and I closed it.

She was getting close, I could tell by the way her hips were writhing.

I automatically reached into my pants and began stroking myself.

“Oh…Oh…OOOH!” She crested, almost violently, her hips tilting in spasms, her hand jamming the dildo in hard, then it was over.

She lay there for a moment, coming back to herself, or maybe coming back to the real world, and then she tossed the dildo on the floor and got out of bed.

She looked at me, standing like a lovestruck little boy, my hand working furiously. She sneered happily. “Too bad you don’t have a queen to help you out with that.”

She walked into the bathroom and I heard the sound of the shower.

I couldn’t cum. I just kept beating and beating, and nothing came out.

Amanda stepped out of the shower and dried herself off. I stared at her long legs, so perfectly sculpted. I studied how her boobs moved, and shimmied, and taunted me.

She came out of the bathroom and didn’t even glance at me. “Still here, eh.”

She sat down at her make up table and began making herself up.

I kept beating for a while, then I stopped. I felt sort of foolish, standing in the room and trying to jack off while my wife ignored me. And probably thought I was a doofus.

“Amanda,” I said, my voice sounding a little husky. “We have to have a discussion.”

“You may talk if you wish,” she said, “But I am not granting audiences this day.”

Not granting audiences? Fucking bullshit! “Listen, this has to stop. You can’t go exposing yourself to the neighbors. And beer tastes shitty when it’s warm. Furthermore, that bit with breakfast…and…” blah, blah, blah. I ranted and I raved. I laid the law down. I told her how life was supposed to be and, godddamn it, it was going to be that way.

She finished her make up and slithered into a slinky dress. A stretchy thing that clung to her boobs and actually showed her erect nipples through the material.

“You’re not wearing that.”

She rolled up some thigh hugger nylons, then stepped into her black, high heels. I could see her red toes peeking out from the cut off toes.

She shook herself, which caused an earthquake in her bosom, then walked past me.

“Where are you going?”

“To the mall.”

I ran past her and stood in front of the door. “You’re not leaving this house like that!”

She opened her purse and took out her cell phone. She opened the contacts and pointed at a number. “This is our lawyer’s number. If you do one thing to impede my royal life I will press this contact.”

We stood for a long minute. Me breathing hard. Her waiting, confident.

I stepped aside. Simply, I knew she meant it, and I loved my wife too much.

She stepped through the door and went to her fresh washed car, started it up and zipped down the street. A minute later I got a text.

Put on the bra and this stops.

Fuck!

Usually Saturday is hit the yard sales day, or go out with friends day, or just hop in the car and go day. Today it was I was left all alone in my juices to stew day.

I watched the TV for a while, and didn’t really watch it, then I decided to mow the lawn.

I don’t usually like to mow the lawn. Grass gets everywhere and I have to wash the trimmings off me, but I had nothing else to do, no wife to hang with, so…why not?

I walked back and forth, pushing the rusty old thing, and vowing to buy a power mower, when my wife’s car pulled into the driveway.

“Hi, honey. Lawn looks good.”

Oh, shit, did I subconsciously do something she wanted done?

Then Daniel and Gracie got out of the car. Fuck. I sure didn’t feel like visitors in my mood. Especially now that I knew Daniel was…a sissy.

Damn! One of my best friends! And he prances around wearing women’s underwear.

I finished the lawn, walked through the house, they were chatting in the living room, no chance to turn the game back on, and into the shower.

Rub a dub dub, scrub scrub scrub. I hoped out, felt fresher, got dressed and sauntered back to the living room. They were still talking up a storm, so I went to the garage, I had put the beer in the garage fridge, and got myself a cool one.

Oh, baby. I needed this. I went out to the patio and popped the top and sucked some suds.

I lay down on the lounger and just tried to unwind. Man, she really had me upset. Well, nothing a good bit of brewski wouldn’t fix.

“Hey, Alan.”

“Hi, Daniel.”

He was a sissy, but we had been friends so long, and I actually felt a bit of comfort. A friendly voice in the wilderness. Even if it was a soft and tender and emasculated voice.

“Beer’s in the garage fridge.”

“Thanks.”

A moment later he was back, and he sat on the lounger next to me.

I got up, turned on some music, and sat down again. Ahhh. this is the life.

“She’s going to win, you know.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll shut up if you want, but I went through what you’re going through. I lasted a couple of days, but then I caved.”

He didn’t say anything for a while, and I finally looked at him. He was wearing that stupid gold stud in his ear. A round, golden ball. I wondered if he put on his wife’s fancy earrings when he was at home.

“What did you want to ask me?”

I grunted. Of course he would know I would be curious. After all, he was my friend, and he had changed, and…why? “Did that piercing hurt?”

“Nope. Probably do the other ear next time I’m at the mall.”

My turn not to say something for a while.

I glanced at him. He was wearing those Mary Jane shoes. And I could see the nylons. And…darned if he wasn’t wearing female slacks. No pockets, and the zipper was on the side.

I grunted.

“Go on, ask me.”

“So you’re wearing women’s underwear.”

“Bra and panties, garter belt, and a chastity tube.”

“A what??

“A chastity tube. It goes over the cock and—“

“I know what it does. But why?”

He shrugged. “Well, at first I just wanted an end to the hostilities. I love Gracie, and she wasn’t treating me mean or anything, just not touching me, or…or making love. She’d talk about needing a ‘Female Led Relationship’ every once in a while. And she kept telling me to ‘man up.’”

I snorted. “Man up? Like it’s manly to wear a bra?”

“I didn’t think so, at first. But when I started wearing one I found myself getting harder and harder, and all the time. And that’s when it started getting good. The sex, I mean. She was honestly turned on by me wearing a bra. And then, it just sort of evolved from there.”

“So…do you wear…other stuff?”

“I do. At home I sort of go day by day. Sometimes I wear manly stuff, but mostly I wear female underwear, and sometimes dresses and things. She’s teaching me how to do make up.”

“Oh, my God,” I mumbled.

I turned to him, about to say something, but couldn’t figure out what. I stood up. “You want another beer?”

“Just one.”

I cocked my head.

He explained, “Gracie doesn’t like it when I drink too much.”

I shook my head, yet again, and went for the garage. The beer was getting colder, and I handed him one and popped my own. I sat down.

“So your wife controls how much you drink. What else does she control?”

“Pretty much everything. Oh, I have latitude. She pays attention to me, especially when I complain. She pays more attention to me now than when I was…you know.”

“A man.”

He nodded. Yet it wasn’t a glum nod of defeat. It was the nod of a man who was somehow satisfied with himself. Fucking weird.

“She listens to me, even changes her mind, but I have to be very persuasive. You see…we’ve reached a point where we realize…I realize, that she’s almost always right.”

“Wow.”

We sat and drank some more beer, and I thought about what he was saying. And I thought how sneaky it was to put Daniel up to this. Amanda knew how much we were like brothers, and if I listened to anybody, it would probably be him.

And then I wondered how much I actually listened to my wife.

I tell ya, when she pointed to our lawyer’s contact that was a real eye opener.

Had I driven her to that point?

Sure, I could fault her, she changed, it was her perversion that was driving this, but somehow that didn’t seem right. Or fair. Like the old Buddha saying: Changes comes from within. Had I caused this situation myself?

“There’s one other thing I need to tell you.”

I looked at him.

“I’m sorry, Gracie said I had to do this.”

“What?”

“He took out a tube of lipstick and began painting his lips.


PART TWO

Watching Daniel put on red lipstick weirded me out. Freaked me out. But, ultimately, that was the catalyst that changed me.

My best friend from forever, and he was putting on red lipstick.

I had stared at him, I had wanted to get up and run away, but I hadn’t had to. He finished painting his lips, smacked once, then stood up.

“See ya, Alan.” then he walked out, and a minute later I heard the front door close.

A minute later Amanda came out with two beers. She popped one and handed it to me, then popped the other for herself. She sat down in the lounge chair Daniel had been in and didn’t say a word.

I finally looked at her.

She was perfect. Absolutely stunning. Everything about her was sexy.

I was getting horny.

When did we stop with the ‘doing it like bunnies?’ We got married, and things were good, but then.…and now she was asking me to wear a bra. Weird.

Yet, men do strange things for women. They buy cars and houses for them, they give them money. But…wear a bra.

She smiled at me. Took a sip. I stared at the imprint of her lips on the can. I wanted to kiss her. I was so desperate for sex I would have licked her lip print off the can.

I had squirted the night before, but I was a horn dog. Always had been…always would be. So what would it hurt if I put on a bra.

“You’ll laugh at me.”

She shook her head.

“”What do you get out of this?”

She turned her face to me. “Besides a man who actually listens to me? Does something that no other man can do?”             

Not much I could say to that.

“I’ll tell you something, honey. Something that surprised me. The idea of you wearing a bra is…exciting. It’s a step in a direction we’ve never gone. And there’s a sense of power in it. When you used to work at the company, you were in charge of people, didn’t it turn you on?”

“No. But I understand what you mean. The sense of power can be pretty delicious.”

“Sex is power. So getting you to do something that gives me power turns me on. It makes me horny.”

I leaned back. Horny is power. Couldn’t argue with that. But how much was I giving up here?

“So if I did something like this…wearing a bra thing…where does it stop?”

“Wherever you want it to. But you’ve talked to Daniel. Does it sound like he wants it to stop?”

“No.”

“So, I ask you, what does it matter where it goes? You do this for me you make me horny. You’re going to be getting more sex than you thought possible. It might not be the kind of sex you expected, but…” she shrugged.

“What do you mean?”

“What does it matter,” she countered. “You want sex…that’s the key. Want another beer.”

“Yes.”

She went to the garage and got two more brewskis. Again, she popped the top, handed one to me.

“Are you getting me drunk?”

“I’m getting you amenable. Do you like it? Me waiting on you hand and foot?”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“You guess,” she smirked, then grew serious. “You’ve worked in a big company, had the reins, bossed people around. You’ve had power. I haven’t, and I want it. I want somebody to treat me like a queen, to make me wet with power, so wet I could slide down the street instead of walking.

I grunted. It was a funny image.

Silence for a while.

Peaceful.

The dominoes falling over in my head.

Wear a bra. Maybe other stuff. I didn’t want to end up like Daniel. But…what had Daniel experienced that kept him going? Getting more and more perverted? More and more sissy?

“I’d be a sissy.”

“Would you?”

“Wearing women’s clothes.”

She shrugged. “If you don’t like it, stop it.”

More silence. Then, the tree falling in the forest. “Okay.”

I don’t know what I expected, but she just nodded her head.

“How do I do this?”

I think you should just go get into your shorts…no, wear nothing, and the bra. You can stuff the bra if you want. Or not. Then simply come back out here and have a seat. I’m going to go make you a drink. A real drink, and it’ll be waiting for you. You come back, you don’t even have to look at me, I won’t look at you, but your drink will be waiting.

“Okay.”

I sat there for a long minute, then I got up and walked back into the house.

I found the bra on the chair where I usually threw my pants. I picked it up and looked at it. It hung in my hand like white strands of spaghetti. Yikes.

I took off my clothes and looked at myself in the mirror.

I wasn’t one of these big muscular guys. I had a slender body, but not girlish. Okay, Here goes nothing.

I figured out how to fasten it, then turned it around my body, like I had seen my wife do, and pulled the straps up over my shoulders.

I looked in the mirror. There it was. A man with a bra. The cups hung slack. They needed something to fill them.

I stood there for a long time. just thinking about it, then I gave a mental shrug. I had a pack of rubbers in my side table drawer. Never used them, and they would work perfectly.

I grabbed two and went into the kitchen. I put the end of one over the mouth of the faucet and started filling it. I tried to estimate the amount of water it would take to fill one of my wife’s large cups. I tied it off and did the other one, and tried to make them the same size. Then I slipped them into the bra.

I went back into the bedroom and looked at the mirror. Holy fuck. I might not be a woman, but there was a definite feminine suggestion to my figure.

I walked back to the dining room, stood for a moment staring at my wife. Her back was to me. There was a tall glass on the small table between loungers. I gave a small sigh, here goes nothing, and went out and sat down on the lounger.

My wife didn’t look at me. She had her eyes closed and she didn’t even open them. “Have a drink. It’s been a while, I can go get fresh ice cubes if you want.”

“This is fine,” I said. I picked up the drink. I had spent a lot of time putting on the bra, and the cubes were melted and the outside of the glass was wet with perspiration. I took a big, long drink.

Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. Nectar of the Gods. I put the glass down and sat there and looked out at the world.

Everything was the same. Same old trees. Same old bushes and fences. Same old lawn.

Different me.

I was the same, but drastically different. My mind was actually percolating, not knowing how or what to think. I was freaking myself out.

“How’s it feel,” Amanda asked, her eyes still closed.

“Uh, I don’t know how to answer that. Weird, of course, there’s weight on my chest, and my shoulders. I put water filled condoms in them and they bounced a little. Do you want to see?”

“Yep.”

“Then take a look.”

Amanda sighed. A very sexual and pronounced sigh, then she opened her eyes and slowly turned her head towards me. Her eyes grew larger, she drank me in. “Oh, my God. You are so fucking sexy.”

My face was red, everything felt surreal, and I said, “I don’t see how.”

Suddenly she was leaning forward, turned towards me, and her hands started to reach out. She stopped them. “Can I touch them?”

“Sure.”

She reached forward and placed her hands on my boobs. I couldn’t feel much, just a bit of a wiggly wave, but she felt something.

“Oh…oh…” her eyes were large and she licked her lips. “Was your dick standing up the whole time?”

“Pretty much.”

“Fuck…”

Then she leaned forward and began blowing me.

“Oh, Heysoos Xristo in a dress without underwear,” I quipped.

She didn’t giggle. She was intent on my dick.

I felt her mouth rimming the edge of my head, her hands went up and down the shaft. My balls felt big and tight.

She stood up and threw a leg over me. She was fully clothed, so there was no penetration, but my dick surged against the material of her panties, and I could feel her slit.

“I’m so fucking wet,” she whispered, then she had my face in her hands and was kissing me. Her lips searched out mine, licked them, pressed until we were as if attached by lips.

My cock was really throbbing now.

Without breaking the kiss she lowered her hands to my boobs. She hefted them, squeezed them, and kept pressing her mouth on mine. Her tongue darted, she was halfway down my throat with her tongue. She was writhing on my lap, fucking me through her panties.

She stopped and sat back. She was breathing like she had run a marathon, and staring at me as if she was seeing me for the very first time.

Then she kissed me again. Longer, harder, more passionate.

I was almost overwhelmed by the ferocity of her sex. We had been passionate before but not like this.

She backed off again. She stood up and shoved the little table out from between our lounge chairs. It skidded over the patio with a screek.

She pushed our chairs together, then walked away.

I didn’t move. I breathless with horniness. My cock was harder than a metal pipe. It kept throbbing and throbbing.

A minute later she came back out, with two drinks.

“You’re going to whiskey?” I asked.

“Baby, this is too much for me. I’ve never felt like this.” She sat down next to me, and we watched the world. Sipping our drinks. She put her hand on my cock and rubbed the head gently.

After five minutes she rolled over and kissed me again, and felt my tits. She broke, and was out of breath. She sat back and rubbed my cock again. She said, “You came last night, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Nasty boy. Please don’t do that again. I need this cock hot for me. I need these nuts full of semen.”

“So when am I going to squirt?”

“There’s two answers to that. Actually, several answers, but we’ll start with two. First, when I want you to. Second, when you are so fucking out of your head that you can’t stand it.”

It was electrifying, what she said. I felt like a lightening bolt was shooting up inside my chest.

“I thought you were going to fuck me.”

“I am fucking you. This is foreplay. We’re going to spend a long time doing foreplay. Are you liking the foreplay.”

I gulped. “Yes.”

“Good.” She rolled all the way over and sat on me again. Again my dick was pressed against her cooch, but kept back by the material of her panties. “Honey, I love you. I want to please you. And, I have to tell you, pleasing you in this way is pleasing me. When I finally do let you squirt you are going to cum so hard you’ll think your toes are going to fall off.”

I was smiling then.

“Want to go to bed?”

“Sure.”

“Want to make out all afternoon? Get hard and horny like you did when we first got married?”

“Okay.”

So we went into the house and rolled in the hay, the hay being our big bed, all afternoon. By the time dinner rolled around I felt like an electrical wire that had been touched to a bathtub full of water.

We had dinner, and it was the most sexual dinner I ever had.

She couldn’t keep her hands off me. She would feed me every once in a while. And I, clad only in a bra, loved it. And my dick was jerking and throbbing and started to leak.

Then we made out all evening.

Somewhere around midnight Amanda went to sleep. By then I was reduced to a puddle of horniness. I was begging her to let me cum. But she refused. And I loved it. In fact, I craved it.

I lay there in the dark, her curled up against my side. I was still wearing the boobs. I was totally wired. In that silent moment I think I realized that I was hooked, that she had hooked me. And never a happier fish there was.

The next morning she stretched and grinned and turned to me.

I had managed to fall asleep, but awoke with an immense case of hard on.

“Get me off,” she whispered into my ear, and then she was kissing me.

Oh, God, I wanted to fuck her, but she shook her head and said, “With your mouth, with your fingers. Make me pop.”

“But I need to pop.”

“You need to store up more juices before we let you pop.”

I rolled over, pushed her down, and moved down her body. She spread her legs and I was face to face with my favorite part of the female anatomy. I licked her snatch and began to chew on it. Funny, the inner lips of her labia were perfectly suited to kissing. They were like the lips on her face, but I was able to suck them, and twist them, and she moaned and groaned as I did so.

My tongue licked her, I sucked on her clitoris, and she groaned and writhed and pushed her pussy harder into my face.

I put a finger in her and began rimming her. I circled that finger like I was stirring a pot, and she gasped and cried out. Then she was bucking, trying to fuck my one lone digit. So I put two fingers in her and began to rub, looking for her G-spot.

“Oh…oh, yes. Do me.”

I worked my hand back and forth, knuckled her pussy, sank my fingers in again, and she began to cum.

“Fu…fu…gah…” Her eyes rolled back in the sockets and her pelvis kept lurching forward. For maybe a half a minute she groaned and ground her pussy on my hand, then it crested and she came down.

“Oh, man. Lover, you are the best.” She kissed my cheek.

I looked at my lap. Mr. Happy was saluting the stars.

She giggled. “Enjoy this moment. Enjoy a new way of having sex. And get dressed. Here, I’ve got a couple of things for you to think about.”

She hopped out of bed and disappeared into her closet. She came out with panties and a garter belt. The look in her eyes was downright horny and evil.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“You can wear them under your manly clothes. To the world you are a stud. That’s what they think a stud is, a pair of jeans and some tennis shoes. But you and I know different. Jeans don’t make you erect like a rocket ship. All day long you will be feeling the nylon rubbing. You will feel the bra under your sweat shirt. And while the world is filled with false ideas of manhood, we will know who is the brave one, the one with the big pecker in his pants.

The day before I never would have considered doing this, but I had been changed. I took the condoms out of my bra, stepped into panties, and then the garter, and then Amanda helped me roll nylons up my legs.

My God! The sheer sexuality of it! Now I knew why women liked nylons. In fact, I suspected some women had orgasms just from putting the things on.

Then I slipped into my jeans and athletic shoes. My jeans were long, and unless I made an effort, nobody could see the nylons underneath.

I pulled on a sweat shirt and inspected myself in the mirror. Manly Alan. And a sissy under the clothes.

Was I a sissy? I didn’t feel like it. I was hard and horny, and what do sissys feel?

Amanda finished getting dressed, and she was wearing a pair of shorts and a sweat shirt cut off mid waist. Her tits pushed the sweat shirt cotton material out, and it made a guy want to get down and look up, to see the mammoth globes under the material.

Then she made herself up. Sexy. Dark pink, electric, moist. Heysoos, I wanted to cum just from looking at her.

She brushed her hair back, grinned at me, and we went out to the car.

We drove to the mall and sauntered past the shops, and people stared at Amanda. They wanted her, but I had her. She grinned at me conspiratorially.

Under my jeans my cock was creating an eternal bulge. Every once in a while she would turn and brush her hand against my front. And once she stopped and hugged me, and whispered in my ear. “Nobody knows your secret. Doesn’t it make you feel powerful?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

We went into a dress shop. Normally I found it boring when Amanda went clothes shopping. But now it wasn’t boring. In fact, the whole world was exciting.

“What do you think about this?” She held a pink dress up to her front and turned this way and that.

“It’s beautiful.”

Then she blew me out, speaking just low enough so that only I could hear her. “And how would it look on you.”

Man, I turned eight shades of red, and she laughed and spun around and hung the dress up.

She took me into a wig shop and tried on wigs. Then she looked at me, and at a wig, then at me, and said, “Hmmm?”

Again, I was red. She said, “Remember these dresses and things. We can order you stuff off the internet. Nobody will know how manly you are. Or how womanly.”

We went into a shoe store and she tried on various high heels, asked me about them, and grinned suggestively as she imagined me wearing them.

“Young man, could you get that box down for me?”

It was a middle aged woman, short, and I reached up on the shelf and grabbed the box. I brought it down and turned to her, and she was looking at my ankles.

Oh, fuck! She had seen my nylons.

Yet she didn’t say anything. Simply took the box, thanked me, looked at Amanda with a smile and  went to a chair to try the shoes on.

“She saw my nylons,” I whispered, all panicky, to Amanda.

“Uh, oh. Is she calling the cops?”

I blinked and looked at the lady, then realized that Amanda was pulling my leg. My nylon clad leg. I looked at her ruefully. “Sorry. It’s just, I…”

“Shush now, Mr Big Dick. You are doing fine. More than fine. And we’re getting some great ideas here, aren’t we?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The ‘yes ma’am’ slipped out, but it was natural.

“Ooh, I like that. Use it more.”

I grinned sheepishly. “Okay. Yes…ma’am.”

“Oh, if you keep saying that I’m going to grab my crotch and diddle myself off right here.”

“Yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am.”

We both laughed, and she put a hand around my neck, brought me down to her level and smooched me a good one.

She stopped at a make up counter and asked my opinion on colors and shades. When the counter girl was turned around to get a product she blew a kiss at me, and lifted a tube of lipstick and looked at my lips.

Talk about red. I almost didn’t survive that one.

Finally, hours later, mid afternoon, I was ready to drop. I wasn’t used to walking so long on those hard floors.

“We’ll have to toughen you up, Mr. Man,” Amanda giggled, and we walked back to the car.

Back home she fixed me a drink and we sat in the living room and talked.

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

“I actually did.”

“So you love to go shopping for women’s things.” then she laughed. “You get red so easily.”

“Yeah. I guess I do.

“Would you like a little fashion show?”

“Sure.” Normally I wouldn’t, but I had helped pick out the clothes so I had a vested interest.

She went and changed and sauntered out in a blouse, nothing else. Her breasts were jutting the material out and her nipples were fully erect.

“What do you think?”

“Heysoos. My God. You are incredible.”

“Oh, I’ll bet you say that to all the sex goddesses.”

“Only the ones who look as good as you.”

She twirled around. I could see her trimmed bush, and my cock, which had been erect all day, was even more erect.

“It’s even better than when you were in the store.”

“Oh, really. Maybe I should model all my clothes like this. Without panties.”

“Come here,” I growled.

“Oh, please, Mr. Man,” she pranced over to me. “Don’t hurt me.”

“I’ll hurt you.” I sucked her boobs right through the blouse as I injected a finger into her snatch.

She humped my hand for a long minute, then pushed away, breathless. She looked at me. “Are you ready for some adventure?”

I was not. I didn’t think I was, but I asked, “What kind of adventure?”

“Adventure that only you and I can do, in our own house, by ourselves.”

“Oh.” I was like a bug frozen.

“Come on,” she took my hand and pulled me. She led me through the house and into the bedroom. “Take off your jeans, put your boobs in and put this blouse on. She took off her blouse and handed it to me.

I felt like I was outside my body. I felt like somebody else was moving my body for me.

I took off my jeans. My cock pressed outward. I took off my shirt and put the water filled condoms back in. I put on her blouse.

“It’s inside out,” I blurted.

Amanda laughed. “Buttons are backwards from men styles. That’s all.”

Sheepishly, I buttoned up, and my chest was now thrusting forth.

“Here, put these on.” She handed me a pair of black pants. Female pants, the zipper up the butt.

“It won’t fit.”

“They’re stretch.”

“Oh, my god.” I whispered. I sat down on the bed and pulled the pants up. They were tight, but delightfully so. Amanda helped me pull up the zipper.

The pants were short, leaving lots of nylon clad ankle visible. She handed me a pair of high heels.

I looked at them. “Really?”

“It’ll give your calves definition and make your butt stand out.”

“That’s what I need, baby’s got back.”

She giggled and helped me into the high heels.

I took a step and almost twisted my ankle. “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Teen age girls can walk in these, so can you.”

So we practiced. And I got a look at myself in the hall mirror. I stopped. I did have a feminine body, but I also had male angles.

Amanda knew what I was thinking. “A tummy shaper, or, better yet, a padded corset, and you’ll look totally feminine.”

“Except for the head.”

She didn’t say anything. The silence was deafening.

I looked at her.

She shrugged. “I can fix your face. Up to you.”

“I think I need a drink.”

“A little courage, eh?”

“A lot of courage.”

“Fortunately, I’m not averse to that. Come on.”

We walked through the house to the kitchen and she mixed a drink. She handed it to me.

I sipped. I said, “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re having fun.”

I nodded. “Unfortunately, I think you’re right.”

“Unfortunately?”

“Okay, bad choice of words. But…”

“But what?”

“But nothing. I’m just…sort of flabbergasted.”

“Flabbergasted, but beautiful.” She kissed me, a long kiss, and she felt my cock. Beautiful and sexy. “Now this is what a real man should be like.”

“Okay.”

She knew what I was talking about. She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. She sat me down in a chair next to her make up table. She looked me squarely in the eye.

“Honey, I know it’s your first real day playing like this, but I want to go whole hog.”

“Whole hog being?”

“Make up, nails. I’ve even got my old wig.”

“Heysoos,” I breathed. “I don’t know. I mean, yesterday I was a guy. Now…”

“Now you’re still a guy, a sexy guy, a guy who’s sexier than any other guy I know.”

“Even Daniel?”

She snorted. “It took Gracie six months to get Daniel to where you’re at now. And it’ll take six more months to get him to where you could be in an hour. You’re the man, Alan. There’s no doubt there.”

Her words made me proud.

“Are you having fun?”

“You know I am.”

“How much fun can you have?”

That was the question, wasn’t it? I nodded. “I can have all the fun you give me.”

She smiled, and I could tell she was instantly breathless. “Okay, lover, it’s time to take off the gloves.”

She sent me into the shower with some Nair. 20 minutes later I came out, my body as bald as a baby’s butt.

“Sex-y!” blurted Amanda, sitting me down at her table.

Then she cleaned my hands up, then picked out fake finger nails. She had a big collection, and she grinned evilly and pulled out some long, sharp ones. “These are called stilettos. You’re going to love them.

She pressed them on, then began painting them. “I assume you’re going to want the reddest red possible.”

“Oh, Lord,” I said. My dick was bobbing furiously.

Then she had me put my feet up and did my toenails. With short stilettos.

“Got to be careful with these. I’ll help you put on your nylons.”

“Okay.”

I stared at my hands. Thick coats of luxurious, shiny red. They made my hands look slender, and like claws.

Then I stared at my feet. God. How sexy.

Then she went to work on my face. She plucked my eyebrows a bit, lightly, so I wouldn’t look too feminine when I went into the outside world.

“This is cleanser,” she explained. We have to make sure your pores are able to breath. Then she went through the other steps necessary to a beautiful face. Foundation, blush, the whole nine yards.

I washed my complexion change in the mirror. I was transforming before my very eyes.

She colored my eyes and lengthened my lashes. She was focused on what she was doing, and I was focused on her. I had nobody else to stare at, and I found it incredibly exotic to stare at her face while she made me up. Then she put lipstick on me. Red, to match my nails, and my cock was throbbing and dripping.

She patted my dick and giggled, “Down, boy.”

“Not much of a chance of that happening,” I said, watching my red lips move in the mirror.

“I’m going to pierce your ears now.”

“Really?”

“A needle, some alcohol, I’ve done it before.”

Working carefully, she eyed my ears, then pushed a needle through the lobe. It pinched, but that was about all.

“We can put a stud in there for every day life, but right now I want to dazzle you.”

She picked up a pair of long, dangly diamond earrings. They glittered in the light, and I knew they would sway and give incredible definition to my face. She put them in my ears and I felt them sway and touch the side of my face.

“Now, let me attach this wig.” Her wig was long and wavy, and she fastened the clips and stood back. In the mirror I looked like a woman. Not a guy in drag, but a woman. She had softened my jaw with make up, my eyes shone in the dusky eye shadow. My lips…God, I loved how red and juicy they looked.

“Okay, a dress. Let’s try this black one.” She pulled out one of her best dresses, helped me step into it, then I shimmied and she smoothed, and we pulled it over my tits, and she zipped me in.

It was tight, but that was okay. In the mirror I looked perfect.

In fact, I started to cry.

“Stop…none of that. I don’t want to ruin your mascara.

Somehow, I managed not to cry, then we stood there, giggling and happy.

We walked out to the kitchen and opened a bottle of champagne in celebration. After a few drinks she began taking pictures of me.

“Can I send these to Gracie?”

I froze.

“No. Never mind. I shouldn’t have asked.”

Yet my mind was turning. Daniel understood. He had helped me understand. What would it hurt?

Amanda saw how deep in thought I was, and she thought maybe she had gone too far. She said, “Have a seat. Let’s talk.”

So we sat at the kitchen table, smearing the mouth of the champagne  bottle with our lipstick.

“Honey, let me ask you…”

“Yes?”

“How far do you want to go?”

“I thought we already went pretty far.”

“You have. Further than I ever expected, and you have really blown my mind with your willingness, but there’s always something more.”

“Like what?”

“Like me wearing a strap on.”

I froze. I heard nothing, and yet I heard everything. A strap on. A dick. And she would wear it.

“Why do we have to do that?” I finally asked.

“Because I need to. And…” she paused, “You need it.”

“I need to have a penis up my…why?”

“So you can see what it’s like. So you can see what a woman really feels. So you can experience your true feminine side.”

“I—“

“Look, we’re already in a female led relationship. But it doesn’t end there. It’s not just a case of me pushing you into things.”

I said nothing. I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning.

“People think a female led relationship is the woman is in charge and the man wears dresses. Do you think that’s all it is?”

“Uh, no.” But I was answering timidly. I wasn’t sure where this was going.

“So we will play with dress up, mess around with chastity, and decide on a schedule for you to get your rocks off. I will be in charge of all that. But there’s one thing I need to do, and I need your agreement to do it. I need to put on a strap on dick and fuck your butt.”

This was…more than I had imagined.

“Oh, you’ll love it. It’s one more step in your transition, but it’s a big step. When I fuck you with my dick you will be initiated into my world, and we will have exchanged power. I will have your power, and you will have mine. You will understand the joy of being a woman, of being pretty, of having a world bow down to you. I will finally have that power, that ultimate sex, that I so desperately need.

“Why should men always be in charge? Why should men always get to be on top? Why shouldn’t women explore their own power?”

I didn’t have an answer to that.

“And, to tell you the truth…I NEED that power.”

“I…I have to think…”

“No. You don’t. All you have to do is enjoy yourself. I will lead you slowly and surely to the point where you can finally confront the woman that is in you. All you have to do is enjoy the ride.”

“But…having somebody stick…isn’t that a gay thing?”

“So what if gays like it? It doesn’t mean it’s bad, it just means that you are a hetero that has explored all your sexual options. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

I sat very silent.

She patted my hand, then took it. “Come with me.”

She led me into the bedroom. She had me sit on the bed and she went to her bottom dresser drawer and pulled out a bunch of straps and…and a dildo. I stared as she untangled the straps and put it on. Finally, she stood before me, hands on her hips, her dick sticking straight out.

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know.”

She stepped in front of me. Hands on distance. “Put your hands on my dick.”

That wasn’t hard. I held her peeny and stared at it.

“This is what goes in a woman. This is what must go in you, or you haven’t made it all the way.”

“All the way,” I said dully, then I looked up at her face.

She was beautiful. Powerful. She had big breasts and she towered over me, and I had her cock in my hand.

A sudden feeling of dizziness overwhelmed me. I was holding her cock. I was holding her power. The thought was an extreme shift of thinking for me.

“Does it make you horny? Holding a cock like this?”

My dick was pounding like a bass drum. I could feel my chest throbbing with excitement. I nodded.

“Then put your lips on it. Suck my cock.”

There was a guttural excitement in her voice, and she was challenging me.

Challenging me to suck dick.

Yet it wasn’t the dick of a man, I wouldn’t be losing anything here. She was a woman.

I bent my head, stopped in front of her dick, then opened my mouth.

With a sigh she moved her hips forward. The thing went into my mouth, slid along my throat.

I gagged, and she stopped.

I regained control of myself. I tried licking it, using my tongue.

“Oh, yeah. You’re good, baby.”

I looked up at her and the cock dropped out of my mouth.

“You know you have to do this, don’t you?”

I nodded. A simple acquiescence.

“Get on the bed. All fours, butt towards me.”

Feeling like I was in another world, I climbed onto the bed and assumed the position.

A moment while she got some lube, then she said, “It’ll feel cool, and exciting.” She began to slather lube on my ass, and to push it into my asshole.

“Why so much?”

“I don’t want it to hurt. I want you to enjoy it. Baby, you’re going to love this.”

“I shivered while I was waiting. I could feel my asshole as she rimmed it with lube. My hips were already jerking, as if I was being fucked, then she began to push in.

I gasped for the sensation. I was opened up, my hole was made wider, I felt the big log sliding into me, and I felt like I was being washed down a wide river of rapids.

“There,” she whispered. “There.”

She was all the way in. I could feel plastic balls against the top of my thighs. She began to move, and I began to come apart. The feeling was so incredible I was shortly moaning and pushing back, trying to wrap my ass around her big dick.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

For a long time we moved back and forth. At one point she got out, had me lie on my back, and she stroked my dick while she fucked me.

I was a man no longer. I was more than a man. And now…I felt like a woman.

I began to cry, and she let me, didn’t tell me to shush, just kept sliding her dong in and out.

I have never been happier.
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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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.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

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

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Taking Charge of My Husband!’

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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