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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    THUS FAR… 
 
    James, now known as Jamie, was accused by Mrs. Johnson of peeping through her window and masturbating. He was innocent, but Mrs. Johnson convinced his mother to allow her to utilize ‘petticoat punishment’ to cure James of his sexual ‘addiction.’ 
 
    James is forced to wear Victorian clothes during the day, then is sent home to his mother wearing more modern female apparel. He sees no way out of the conundrum, and things are getting worse! Mrs. Johnson is using drugs and a blue tooth type of butt plug to make him compliant! 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Mommy!” I entered the kitchen and gave my Mom a big hug. She hugged me back, then held me at arm’s length and inspected me. 
 
    “Oh, Jamie. You are so beautiful. But you’re wearing more make up. Is that okay with Mrs. Johnson?” 
 
    “She put it on me, Mommy. She says I’m growing up.” 
 
    She took me in her arms again, hugged me some more. I could feel the happiness radiating from her. 
 
    Then she held me at arm’s length again. There was a bit of a frown on her face. “Are you happy, Jamie? Really happy?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, Mommie.” 
 
    But inside me, way in the back of my cranium, was this teensy weensie voice saying I wasn’t. But I had this tremendously warm feeling emanating from my rear end. It was just a subtle vibration that made me feel like I was going to have an orgasm. And if I could just be nice enough, say the things that Mrs. Johnson wanted me to say, then…then maybe I could have a real orgasm! 
 
    She hugged me again, and I felt so warm and happy, held in her arms, her big breasts pressed against me. 
 
    Then she held me out at arm’s length yet again, but this time she looked down at my chest. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh. My baby girl is starting to develop.” 
 
    I looked down, and it was true. My pectoral muscles were showing just the slightest swelling. They weren’t tits, yet, but they were changing, growing bigger. And when I felt them later I knew it wasn’t muscle, but that delightful form of fat that makes up a woman’s breasts. 
 
    And inside something was shrieking. 
 
    Suddenly the phone rang. Mom smiled at me, then turned and picked up her cell phone. “Hello?” 
 
    And the doorbell rang. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Johnson,” she looked at me and indicated I should answer the door. 
 
    Happily, my Mom loved me, I went for the door, and suddenly I was experiencing misgivings. The door. Me dressed as a girl, and I suddenly felt like a shard of ice was shooting through my asshole. 
 
    I grunted and tried to muster happy thoughts real quick. So what if I was a girl. I was a happy girl! Had to be happy, happy, happy! 
 
    “I see, Mrs. Johnson. And what should we do about that?” 
 
    A dim, far away part realized that Mrs. Johnson was telling tales on me, tattling, but I tried to ignore that, forget about that, take my attention off listening to the phone call and I opened the door. 
 
    “Hi, James.” It was Mary Jane, and I suddenly felt all the warmth and happiness vibrating out of my heinie. I had had a crush on Mary Jane for as long as I could remember. I smiled, and the warmth got bigger. 
 
    “Hi, Mary Jane!” I sounded gleeful, but that was because I was so happy! 
 
    “You sounded so strange I thought I would come over and check on you.” 
 
    She loves me! She’s checking on me! 
 
    My mother’s voice droned on from the kitchen. It sounded serious, but that was okay. I was with Mary Jane, and the voice in the back of my head was screaming…but my butt was singing. 
 
    Mary Jane leaned forward, glanced towards the kitchen where my mother was talking, then pulled me out the front door. She didn’t close the front door all the way, just left it ajar so she could see when Mom came to check on me. 
 
    “James? Is Mrs. Johnson giving you something? Like, pills? Or something?” 
 
    My mind started to go riot. It was like I had an eighteen wheeler in my head, backing up, aimed for me, and all I could hear was Bweep! Bweep! Bweep! 
 
    “No,” my voice sounded very strange to me. Unhappy thoughts were descending. 
 
    “Because you’re acting so strange, and it’s not like you should be wearing a dress. That’s not the James that I know.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Bweep! Bweep! Bweep! Something bad was going to happen. I felt like my asshole was colder than an eskimo’s dick. 
 
    When I didn’t say anything more Mary Jane went on. “I’ve always liked you, James.” 
 
    I felt heat and warmth. 
 
    “But if something is happening to you, something bad…” 
 
    Cold and icy sensations, like my balls were going to freeze and drop off. 
 
    “Then I really want to know.” 
 
    Bweep! Bweep! And it felt. like I was about to shit a frozen football. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    I wanted to say something, but I didn’t want my asshole to turn into an ice cube. 
 
    “James,” she took my hands, just like Mom sometimes held my hands, and looked into my eyes. The Bweeping receded and I felt the warmth down there. 
 
    “I really like you.”  
 
    The heat escalated, turned into a volcano, and the volcano…the volcano… 
 
    “It would make me very happy if you would trust me and talk to me…” 
 
    I started to shiver and shudder. I closed my eyes and the heat overwhelmed me, and I… 
 
    “…and tell me what is wrong.” 
 
    Two things happened at once. 
 
    Splat. That was the first thing.  
 
    And, it felt like a big shard of ice was jamming up my heinie. 
 
    Mary Jane looked down at the ‘splat.’ A big glob of semen sat on the porch. It had seeped out of my cock cage, through my thin panties, and…and it had landed right between my feet. 
 
    “Oh,” I shuddered, and shivered, and the ice took over. In the back of my head I knew, with certainty, that getting approval from a woman, feeling the love, made me so warm I could…orgasm. 
 
    But telling my secret, what Mrs. Johnson was doing to me…that was the opposite of an orgasm, and it felt like somebody had dunked my testicles in a quick freeze vat. 
 
    Mary Jane looked up at me, her face a mix of confusion and surprise. “Did you just—“ 
 
    “Hi, Mary Jane.” 
 
    Mom opened the door and smiled. The cell phone was still in her hand. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Hanson.” She wiped the look of confusion off her face. 
 
    “What do you think of Jamie’s new look?” 
 
    “Oh, it is…” I could see her, from way back in my mind, adjusting, coping, coming to grips with the situation. “…quite pretty.” 
 
    “Yes, it makes for a much softer, gentler Jamie. He’s so sweet now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. Hanson.” She tried to sound normal, but there was an element of strangle in her voice. 
 
    “Well, Jamie has to come in for dinner. Come by again sometime.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Then she surprised me, and my Mom, by moving forward and hugging me. “You look really cute, Jamie.” And I felt her knee between my legs. For a second I thought she was trying to press my cock with her knee, then I realized she was just using her foot to spread the cum on the porch out, to make it easier for the spot to dry. 
 
    She loved me. 
 
    I felt so warm and happy, and then the door was closing and Mom was guiding me back into the house. My last sight of Mary Jane was her standing there, looking a bit forlorn and biting her lip. And trying to look happy, anyway. 
 
      
 
    “That was nice of Mary Jane to call on you.” 
 
    Mom had her arm around me and walked me into the kitchen. She sat me down at the table and we chatted while she prepared dinner. 
 
    “How was your day, dear?” 
 
    “It was fine, Mommie.” 
 
    “Excellent. Mrs. Johnson said you were having a bit of trouble, but…” 
 
    She talked, and a voice in the back of my head went ‘Blah, blah, blah!’ 
 
    But I tried to shut the voice up so I could get the happy feeling back again. 
 
    But I couldn’t. And Mom kept talking and talking, and I finally blurted. “I had an accident.” 
 
    She stopped cutting carrots and turned to me. “What kind of an accident?” 
 
    “When I was talking to Mary Jane. She said she liked me, and that me so happy that I…that I…” 
 
    “What did you do, Jamie?” 
 
    “I came.” 
 
    Talk about a dead silence. 
 
    My mother’s eyes opened. Her mouth opened. She dropped the knife in the sink, and I started to cry. 
 
    She came to me quickly, lifted me up by the arms and hugged me. She brushed my hair and whispered. “It’s okay, Jamie. Accidents will happen. But Mrs. Johnson’s program is working and I’m sure she’ll help you get past this…difficult time.” 
 
    As she calmed me down and brushed my hair I began to feel warm again. Real warm. Not warm enough to cum again—she was my mother, after all—but…real warm. 
 
    And I had the thought, way back in my head, What if I could cum again? Would it matter if she was my mother? 
 
    There was a part of me that was aghast at such thought. But the happy, warm feeling was much greater than that terrible thought. 
 
      
 
    I went to bed early, right after dinner. I put on my peignoir because Mom told me to, and I was wearing my training bra, which needed to be a little bit bigger than just a training bra, under the peignoir. 
 
    I also wore panties. 
 
    Mom took me into her bedroom and sat me on the bed and hugged me some more, and kept kissing my cheek. It was making me really warm, and now I did have to worry about cumming again. 
 
    I had to worry because, in addition to the warm feeling, she kept touching my breasts. Feeling them, smiling so happily. “You’re going to be so beautiful. I always wanted a daughter, and now…now…” she sighed.  
 
    Then she frowned. “And how is your penis?” 
 
    “It’s fine.” 
 
    She insisted on me pulling down my pants so she could feel the cock cage. 
 
    “It sure is throbbing. And look how it’s trying to…to become an erection.” 
 
    “It feels good, Mommie.” 
 
    She was talking like it was bad, but I liked the feeling of warm and happy and the way my cock was trying to respond. 
 
    “I’m sure it does.” She sounded dry. I think she disapproved. 
 
    “Well, you go to sleep and I’ll be in later. Don't you just love sleeping together?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommie.” And I did. I loved being in her arms, feeling her breasts on me. Even feeling her hand grasping my swelling boob. 
 
    She gave me a final kiss and tucked me in, and within no time I was asleep. 
 
      
 
    I awoke during the night, a couple of times, and each time I snuggled back into Mom’s arms. I wanted to turn and touch her breasts, maybe even to kiss them, but I was too scared…the first time. 
 
    The second time I awoke I found that I had managed to turn in my sleep. Our faces were inches apart and I could feel her warm breath on my cheek. 
 
    And the sheet had slid down a little and her big boobs were exposed. She hadn’t worn a bra tonight. I guess she felt comfortable not wearing a bra with me because…because now I was like a girl. 
 
    I looked at her breasts, rising and falling. 
 
    I slithered down and put my face against them. They were so white and hot and…and the nipples were distended. 
 
    I touched one with a finger, and Mom groaned. 
 
    Then her eyes opened. 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, Jamie,” and she hugged me, brought my face right into her boobs. “You make me so happy!” 
 
    And I felt the warmth in my butt, I felt the throbbing heat. And I made a mess. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Mom acted like nothing happened, that what had happened was perfectly normal. 
 
    “Rise and shine, my sweety. Big day today.” 
 
    I rose, and I shone, about as much as I could with the drugs wearing off, and the buzz in my butt waning. 
 
    Still, there was enough juice left in Mrs. Johnson’s magic butt plug and…and I was wearing a butt plug! I had sort of known it, but it was way back in my skull. But now, the drugs wearing off, and the battery wearing down…I knew it. That was why I had acted so goofy. 
 
    And I turned bright red, remembering that I had orgasmed, and deposited a load right on the porch. Right in front of Mary Jane! 
 
    Oh, geez. If I had thought she was going to help me somehow, that notion was gone now. 
 
    And then I turned even redder. I went to the bed and pulled back the sheet. Yep. There was the mess, exactly how I remembered it. 
 
    Shamed, humiliated, embarrassed beyond belief, I got dressed and went into the kitchen. 
 
    “A quick breakfast,” she placed a plate of waffles in front of me, “And we’re off. And, Jamie, I have a wonderful surprise for you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re going to get to spend the whole weekend with Mrs. Johnson.” 
 
    BWEEP! BWEEP! BWEEP! 
 
    But there was still juice in the butt plug, and the enough drugs coursing through my system, that I couldn’t object. The icy feeling of a freezing rectum was just too much. I couldn’t deal with that. Especially when I had the option of having happy thoughts…and a happy rectum. 
 
    “Now, eat up, and head on over. I’m going to work now. I’ll see you Monday morning.” 
 
    And she left. 
 
    Left me to the harridan who had ruptured my butt with her nefarious and evil butt plug. Who had drowned me in chemicals and submerged my mind, the real me.  
 
    Who had taken away my masculinity and left me a simpering sissy. 
 
    And I had the bleak thought, as I did the dishes. Mommie, what have you done? 
 
    Dishes done I walked to the front door, and tried not to. I even managed to step backwards a few steps. But then I found myself on the porch. 
 
    Oh, no! I started to turn to grab the knob. To turn it, to hold on to it, to grab it like a life preserver. And turned all the way around and stepped down from the porch. 
 
    Step by step I walked towards the front gate. But every three steps forward was two steps back. 
 
    Then, down the sidewalk. Stopping, standing with sweat beading my brow, my scalp perspiring. Turning, squatting and trying to grab the ground and hold myself in place with my hands. Taking a step forward and trying to leap back. 
 
    I looked like a demented, overgrown sixth grader playing a weird, insane game of jacks. 
 
    Then I was holding on to Mrs. Johnson’s gate, breathing hard, desperate. 
 
    And my hand pulled back the gate, and I stepped in. And Mrs. Johnson was standing on her porch, a glint in her eye, a victorious smile on her face. 
 
    “Come along, Jamie.” 
 
    And, sobbing, I felt myself giving up. My feet moved up the walk, climbed the stairs, and Mrs. Johnson held the door open for me. 
 
    We didn’t go upstairs this morning. Clothes would have gotten in the way of what Mrs. Johnson had planned for me. “Down to the basement, Jamie.” 
 
    I walked in front of her, and we passed through the kitchen. 
 
    “You’ve been a bad girl, Jamie.” 
 
    I opened the door that looked like a pantry and descended the long flight of stars to the basement. 
 
    “Here I am doing my best to make you a proper young lady and you talk to that filthy Mary Jane, and…did you complain to your mother?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    We reached the bottom of the steps and I walked across the long floor to the far wall. The dim, yellow lights flickered above. My heels went click, click, click. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson’s shoes went click, click, click a little louder. 
 
    Like she was chasing me by the sound of her clicking heels. 
 
    “Take your clothes off, Jamie.” 
 
    I had the dreadful feeling that something terrible was going to happen to me, and there was no way I could summon a happy thought to combat the icy feeling in my rectum. 
 
    I took off my clothes and stood shivering in the cool basement air. 
 
    “Lay down on the horse. Face down.” 
 
    I did, and she quickly fastened the straps around my ankles and wrists. I was secured, and had not a bit of wiggle room. I could arch my back, but not much. I was securely trussed for whatever she had in mind. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson went to the cabinet, and I raised my head and saw what was in it. 
 
    A record player on the left side. On the right side were pegs with various instruments hanging from them. 
 
    The pear of anguish was there, a tangle of little clips, and large bubble things. There was a strange assortment of thin, metal bars leaning in one corner. There were whips and paddles. There were clamps and ropes. It was a big cabinet and it was chockfull of things. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I asked, my voice shaking. 
 
    “Give you a lesson,” she took a record out of the rack under the phonograph, inspected the label, then placed it on the turntable. She lowered the needle and there was a scratchy sound, then music issued form several speakers which had been hung from the rafters.  
 
    She turned and smiled. “This room was prepared by my husband, before he passed. He was quite the genius. He invented the butt plug that you have in you. He built this horse. He invented all sorts of things. His major interest, though, outside of inventing, was Nazism. He learned to speak the German language. He scoured museums and warehouses, and researched all the wonderful things the Nazis did. Ah, what I would give for a heaping helping of Zyklon B.” 
 
    The music built, and it was beautiful music, but harsh. Not a symphony of love, but a clash of violence and victory. I learned later that it was ‘The Ride of the Valkyries.’ I would, through the day, hear all the parts of  Der Ring des Nibelungen, by Richard Wagner. 
 
    “Ah, the wonderful times we spent in this dungeon, him and I. He taught me so much. He loved to explore new methods on my flesh, but I loved exploring his flesh more. That, unfortunately, led us deeper and deeper into our researching, and, ultimately, one day,” she was dragging this out. Hating an old memory? Or enjoying it? 
 
    “One day he succumbed. On that very bench upon which you recline. Would you like to succumb?” 
 
    That sort of shocked me. The butt plug was almost out of juice, the chemicals were wearing off, and I had a physical reaction, a jerk, to her question. 
 
    She sat on a chair next to me and placed a palm on my cheek. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. I wouldn’t do that. I have learned so much since those caveman times. I have learned how to remake people as I see fit.” 
 
    That the chemicals were wearing off was obvious, for I suddenly muttered, “you’re crazy.” 
 
    “Some people might think so,” she said agreeably, “But, really, I am a futurist. Society is not just wicked, it is out of balance. Too many men. Too many people telling other people what to do. Too many people living their lives without regard for what they should be doing…” 
 
    In my mind I was framing objections to her statements. 
 
    Too many men…because she had lost her man. 
 
    People telling other people what to do…like she was telling me, and my Mom, and Mary Jane. 
 
    People living their lives without regard for others, which was what she was doing. 
 
    Suddenly she pressed my cheeks apart and pulled the butt plug out of my ass. She held it up so I could see it. “A wonderful design. Works on batteries. Won’t come loose unless you know how to take it out.” She smiled and put it aside. 
 
    I lay there and felt the strange sensation of my ass feeling relief…and yet missing that terrible object. 
 
    “Okay, now here’s how it’s going to work. Your control has been removed. The chemicals should be just about out of your system, and you are going to feel what I am going to do to you.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “People think torture is pain.” That’s all she said, she she walked over to the cabinet and got out the pear of anguish. 
 
    “No! Please!” I was already crying. “I don’t want that!” 
 
    “Then you’d better be a good, little girl and follow instructions.” 
 
    She pushed it in, and it expanded, and I gasped. It felt larger than  it had before. I felt like I was being stretched…and yet…it felt good. 
 
    “Now then, I’m going to change into my working clothes. Don’t go away.” She laughed and sashayed across the basement. I stared as her butt swayed. 
 
    She went up the stairs, and I was left with the crashing sounds of ‘The Ride of the Valkyries.’ 
 
      
 
    The music had just ended and I lay on the sawhorse, my mind a funk, wondering what was going to happen, when I heard her descend the stairs. 
 
    I looked up, and was shocked. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson, who wore Victorian clothes, who acted so prim and proper, even when she washed my cock or put make up on me, was wearing a leather outfit. A dominatrix outfit. 
 
    Her legs were encased in shiny black. Her waist was squeezed a bit, which only made her breasts seem even larger. Her hair was in a topknot, pulled back tight so the wrinkles on her face were near gone. And she was wearing red lipstick. 
 
    She sauntered proudly towards me, a haughty smile on her face. 
 
    “What clothes do hide, yes?” 
 
    Suddenly, I could hear a Germanic accent. Her words were clipped, and her manner was harsh. 
 
    “In Germany, when researching the Nazi method for extracting information, I came across wonderful collections of photographs of women dressed like this. The sharp toed high heels, the way the leather grabs your body and squeezes it. I decided that this was who I really was. And I did work like this for a number of years. The German people do love this look. Every hausfrau has a dominatrix outfit hiding in her closet, and a dominatrix hiding in her heart.” 
 
    “You’ve got to let me go.” 
 
    She chuckled, a throaty sound filled with mean intent. “I’ve got to let you know,” she said. “I’ve got to let you know how to make love like a German. I’ve got to change your way of thinking that you might accept my instructions more readily. Are you ready to begin?” 
 
    “No! I want to go home!” 
 
    “Mommy’s boy,” she sneered, and she went to the cabinet and selected a short whip. “This is called a flogger.” She laid it on my back, then took two glass cups out of the cabinet. They had tubes running from the bottoms. She set one on each side of me, then returned to the cabinet for a small machine. 
 
    “Just because you must be disciplined doesn’t mean we should stop working on your form.” 
 
    From the top shelf of cabinet she took a small vial. She shook out a pill, placed the vial back, and returned to me. 
 
    “The chemicals I have been adjusting you with are much stronger than the drugs you will buy at your local pharmacy. They are potent, act fast, and…and that is why your chest is already swelling.” 
 
    She knelt in front of me, I was looking up, and she slid a thin board under my chin and between my chest and the sawhorse.  
 
    “Ack!” I almost panicked, being held in such an awkward position. 
 
    She smiled, and held my nose. 
 
    I had to breath, and I opened my mouth…and she popped the pill down my throat. I tried not to swallow, but it was helpless. It was a natural reflex and I couldn’t stop it. I felt the pill slide down my esophagus. I choked a bit, but then she pulled the board out and my head flopped down. 
 
    I tried to spit the pill out, but it was gone. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Sped up the process. A potion of extreme estrogen. You will grow very rapidly now.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a girl!” 
 
    “But you will.” 
 
    She attached the glass half globes to my pectoral muscles. She squeezed a little hand grip and the air was sucked out of the globe. My chest started to swell inside the globes, and it felt so very, very good. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Helping the drugs grow you a nice set of tits,” she responded. 
 
    She stood up then, picked up the flogger, and began. 
 
    I expected a whipping that would score my skin, leave deep stripes with the blood welling up. What I got was a soft caress of soft leather. Again and again. 
 
    She started at my feet and moving up my body. Never hard enough to show a bruise, and moving so that an accumulation of strokes in the same area would leave no trace. 
 
    At first, it was laughable. It was just like cloth falling on my body. 
 
    But she wasn’t whipping my flesh…she was whipping my nerves. The constant whipping excited the nerves, made them protest, made them alive…and I began to feel them twitching and jerking. 
 
    It was an itch that couldn’t be scratched, and it grew itchier and itchier. My flesh, the nerves under my unmarked flesh, began to burn. 
 
    Over the calves, till my calves were leaping. Then to the backs of the upper legs, the hams. The heat was coursing through my body now. The legs received the flogging, but the heat emanated from the hams and infected my entire body. By the time she reached my buttocks my whole body felt hot, and, unbelievably…it was sexual! 
 
    Not pain. Never pain, unless too much pleasure can be construed as pain. She had said, ‘People think torture is pain,’ and I hadn’t understood what she meant. Now I did. 
 
    Over my back, and it was almost loving the way she stoked me and stroked me. She didn’t speak, she put on…I think it was Beethoven…and the music soothed me, even as the whip excited me. 
 
    Onto my shoulders. Feeling the tips touch my neck, and the heat was filing my entire body. I was throbbing, my whole body pulsing, like a penis. She kept whipping. She whipped the top of my head, and I was sobbing, and trying to erect, and everything felt so good.  
 
    She had caused an explosion of endorphins within me, and they were now in charge. All I could feel was the tremendous excitement and warmth coursing through me. 
 
    Occasionally I begged. Sometimes I asked for more. Always, I felt myself submerging under the caress of the leather. 
 
    Hours had passed, and I no longer struggled. The flogging had stopped, but I was content to stay in that subspace that called to me, warmed me, made me a better person. A more gentle person. Gentle like a woman. 
 
    I felt her release the globes, and I could see that my chest was swollen even more. Then she undid the straps, and she helped me to sit up. She gave me a broth, and I could feel strength coming back into me. I stared at the little breasts that were beginning on my chest. 
 
    She helped me to my feet and supported me as she guided me towards the stairs. I lifted my feet, and slowly ascended the stairs. As I opened the door a delicious aroma assailed my nostrils. 
 
    She moved me to the kitchen table and sat me down. She was so kind and solicitous, and she had taken me so far. I looked at her gratefully. 
 
    “Eat. Chicken noodle soup. You need your strength for the afternoon” 
 
    I ate, and she held my hair back so it wouldn’t fall into the soup.  
 
    At one point I began to cry, deep, wracking sobs, and my tears fell in my soup. Mrs Johnson pushed the bowl away and took my head and held it to her breasts. Now my tears were falling on her boobs. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I apologized through the tears. 
 
    “Hush, now. It’s okay.” 
 
    Finally, I was done, with crying and with lunch, and she moved me back towards the dungeon. 
 
    The dungeon. I looked askance at her. 
 
    “It’s necessary,” she assured me. 
 
    We descended the stairs, and now I could walk unaided. She kept her arm around me, however, and it felt good to feel her body, her warmth, her large breasts pressing against my arm. 
 
    We returned to the horse and she turned me and sat me on the end, then she pushed very gently with her red tipped fingers and I laid back. 
 
    I faced the ceiling, watched the ancient sub-flooring, and she attached straps to my body. My arms were pressed against my sides, my legs were tight together, and she lifted my chastity cock so it sat upon my juncture and was not squeezed between my legs. The straps went over my neck, over my belly, over my legs. 
 
    Again, I was trussed as tight as a fat woman in a girdle, and I stared at the floor above and wondered what was going to happen. I didn’t have long to wonder.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Johnson went to the cabinet and took out a jar. She sat next to me and unscrewed the jar.  
 
    “This is a very potent breast enhancement cream. The drugs are already working in your body. You can see the swelling on your chest. I have prepared the skin with the suction cups, and now it is time to massage the most potent cream in the world into your breasts. 
 
    She began to massage my pectorals, to rub the ointment into my flesh. She took her time, and it felt so very good. She pressed and palpated and stroked and worked the cream into my chest. 
 
    “Why is it burning?” I asked. 
 
    “That is your body creating new cells, your blood vessels growing to give enough nourishment to your new boobs. It will hurt a little bit, but I will give you a pill when we are done to help the growth, and to help you transmute pain into pleasure.” 
 
    She had said ‘people think torture is pain,’ and I had seen the lie of that. 
 
    She spent an hour just massaging my chest, and when she was done I was moaning with pleasure, and it certainly felt like my boobs had grown; it felt like she was actually handling little mounds of flesh. I couldn’t be sure, though, because I couldn’t raise my head to look. 
 
    Then she gave me a pill, and just in time. The butt plug, the pear of anguish was starting to hurt. I had overdone the pleasure, and I realized something. 
 
    Enough pain and it becomes pleasure, enough pleasure and it becomes pain. Which realization was in keeping with what I had experienced, and what she had told me. 
 
    She began to flog me again, this time the front of my body, and I was immediately thrust into that subspace of agonizing pleasure. 
 
    Gently, she whipped my feet, brought them to life. Then my shins, and my thighs. My legs started to tremble, and then spasm. 
 
    She smiled as she watched my body learn to want her methods. 
 
    She undid my cock cage and put it aside, then she stood over me and flogged my groin. So gently, and my penis cried for the agonizing sensation of pain made pleasure. Again and again the soft strokes struck my penis, my balls, my whole pubic area. I had an erection that wouldn’t quit, and she would stop every once in a while and just take a few minutes to stroke it, and to fondle my balls. 
 
    Up the stomach, and I felt like doing a thousand crunches as the pleasure washed through me. 
 
    The pill, the pill was taking effect. 
 
    Then she began whipping my breasts, and she took God’s sweet time doing it. For an hour she stroked my breasts, then another hour. By now she was quite exhausted. She was strong, made strong by whipping people, but there was an end even to her staunch muscles. 
 
    She went to my face, and the strokes became almost gossamer to my senses. Light slitherings of intense pleasure. My cheeks, my nose, my forehead. Then, finally, the top of my head. 
 
    She was done, gasping. She had just spent over eight hours executing the softest whipping known to man, and she was weak in the legs. 
 
    She undid my straps, then sat, almost collapsed on the chair next to the horse. 
 
    “The pill in the pink bottle on the top shelf. And turn off the music.” 
 
    I turned off the record player and Strauss’s strings faded into nothingness. I found the bottle and took a pill, and was glad to. Mrs. Johnson had given me so much pleasure, my whole body was tingling. 
 
    “Now, press the button in the pear of anguish and hold it down.” 
 
    I bent a little bit, reached down, and pressed the button. Air whistled past my fingers. 
 
    “Take it out.” 
 
    I did. I marveled at it. 
 
    “In the cabinet, the third drawer, choose a butt plug.” 
 
    I went to the third drawer and inspected the various butt plugs. There were plugs of all colors. Metal plugs, glass plugs, odd shaped plugs. There were plugs with tails. I picked out one with a tail. 
 
    “Come here, dear.” 
 
    I did, and she took the plug. “Now, bend over and let me make your day.” 
 
    I bent, and she carefully pushed the plug into my fanny. I stood up, and I could feel my new tail brushing against my hams. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was smiling now. “Go ahead, turn around and watch it lift up.” 
 
    I was tired, but I was recovering a bit, and I spun in a circle. The tail lifted up and flew in a circle behind my butt. 
 
    “Excellent, now help me up.” 
 
    I went to her and got under her arm and straightened my legs. She stood, one arm over my shoulder, and her monster boobs pressed against me. 
 
    We walked across the dungeon and up the stairs.  
 
    “Would you like something to eat?” she asked. 
 
    I shook my head. I felt like my whole body was wired. I think it was a combination of recovering from the whipping, and the pills she had given me. 
 
    “Walk me upstairs then.” 
 
    We went up the stairs. 
 
    “I remember many years ago when I never got tired. Age is not the blessing one would think.” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” I could feel my tail brushing against my calves as I lifted my legs. 
 
    Down the hallway and into her bedroom. 
 
    I helped her to her bed. I pulled the covers back and she sat down and smiled at me. “Would you like to sleep with me tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Then help me undress and we can sleep in each others arms. 
 
    I took off her heels, then her leathers, my fingers trembling as they brushed her sift, white flesh. Then she was naked, and I stared at her tits and gulped. 
 
    “I won’t put you back into chastity until tomorrow if you promise not to abuse yourself. Do you promise?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Of course, I promised. I was alive, my flesh was glowing, my breasts were growing, and all I wanted to do was be with this wonderful woman who had woken me up. 
 
    “Come then.” 
 
    She lay back in the bed and I crawled in next to her. She put her arms out and I lay in them. I nestled against her breasts, and even kissed them. 
 
    She closed her eyes, and I closed mine, and we slept. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, middle of the night. I needed to pee. I got out of bed, padded to the bathroom, then returned to bed. As I snuggled up against Mrs. Johnson she smiled, and her eyes were half open. She reached down and closed here hand around my penis, and that is how I went to sleep for the second time. 
 
     
 
    I don’t remember much about my dreams, just that I had them. I do remember feeling so gloriously alive and warm in my dream. And I remember how stiff my cock was.  
 
    And when I awoke in the morning it was still stiff, and still in her grip. So was it a dream? 
 
    She awoke, opened her eyes and looked at me. She squeezed my cock and I groaned. 
 
    She kissed me. On the lips. I had only kissed a coupe of girls, and none of them really knew about kissing. Mrs. Johnson did know about kissing. She kissed me slowly, making me hunger, making my dick even harder. When she was done she backed off, smiled, and let go of my penis. 
 
    “Come along now. It’s time to get dressed.” 
 
    I got out of bed and waited while Mrs. Johnson slid out. 
 
    What a difference a day makes. Yesterday I had been unruly, protesting, complaining, and suspicious as the day was long. 
 
    Today I just felt this huge love in my heart for Mrs. Johnson. I wanted to do things for her. I wanted to be around her. I wanted her hands on my cock again. 
 
    I didn’t even think about the pills that made me happy. 
 
    I did love the way my chest was starting to grow. 
 
      
 
    That was a glorious day, best day in my memory. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson dressed me. 
 
    First, she had me take out the horse’s tail, which I dearly loved; I loved the way it swished behind me when I walked, especially when I walked in high heels. 
 
    Then she had me put in the special butt plug, the one that vibrated and made me feel so good. 
 
    “I’ve turned off the part that mades your bum cold,” she explained. “So you will get nothing but wonderful feelings all day long.” 
 
    So, though I had a twinge of not wanting to, I let her push the thing up my butt, and she was right. If I had a bad thought it didn’t punish me. It just validated all my kind thoughts, my girly thoughts. And since she had me take a good feeling pill, too, I had nothing but nice thoughts, and I would be on the edge of an orgasm all day long. 
 
    My inner happiness accomplished, Mrs. Johnson pulled a chemise over my head and helped me into drawers. It looked sloppy, and was, but the process was just starting. 
 
    Next came the corset. This was the tightest one I had worn so far, and when she was done tightening it up I was pale and gasping. 
 
    Over the corset I put on the under petticoat. I was back in my chastity tube by now, and I was glad, for the soft feel of the material, had it rubbed my penis, would have caused a sexual and very embarrassing explosion. 
 
    She wanted to put on a hoop skirt on me, but since there was only her and me, and it takes two people to put a hoop skirt onto a third, she settled for the crinoline. 
 
    Then I put on an over petticoat, which was the dress itself. It was pink, with three flounces (layers) of skirt, and a fan front bodice. 
 
    With my long ringlets I looked quite sweet and innocent, and Mrs. Johnson helped my look by putting blush on my cheeks, and pink lipstick on my lips. She then gave me a sun bonnet, and I was there. Really there. I was the picture of a young lady in the Victorian era. 
 
     
 
    That morning I sat and did my lessons under Mrs. Johnson’s critical eye. If I fidgeted she corrected me, but I was trying so hard that she didn’t use the rod. She simply smiled as I apologized and tried to do better. 
 
    I learned my grammar, and tried to speak with my lips pursed. I even managed to give my speech a lisping quality, which made Mrs. Johnson very happy, and even caused her to compliment me on my efforts. 
 
    Then I did math, and though I was on the first grade primer, I was quite pleased with how I bent to the task. Honestly, my pudding head had an awful lot of trouble dealing with numbers. 
 
    Finally, history. And it was so boring, reading about Napoleon and all those battles. But I did enjoy reading about Josephine and how she loved Nappie. My name for Napoleon. Nappie. Such a cute name for such a cute, little man. 
 
    In the afternoon she undressed me, and I was allowed to run and play in the backyard just wearing my chemise. 
 
    I liked being able to sit in the swing and kick back and forth, but I liked the confinement of my pretty clothes better. 
 
    “Mrs. Johnson? My chest itches.” 
 
    She nodded. “That is why I let you run free. To let your body find the freedom of movement. But now it’s time to give you a chest rub.” 
 
    We went to the basement and I took off my chemise and laid on the horse. 
 
    The horse, which had scared me so much in the beginning, was now my friend. I even smiled when Mrs. Johnson tied my arms and legs down. 
 
    She took out the cream and began massaging my chest. 
 
    “What is this ointment, Mrs. Johnson?” I sort of forgot that she had told me this before. 
 
    She smiled a half smile and said, “It will help your tits grow. You may not have noticed, but your chest is expanding nicely. You know, this is the secret of my chest.” 
 
    I looked at her mammoth mammaries and marveled. “Do you think I might get as big as you some day?” 
 
    “Very likely, should you keep using the ointment. This causes cells to grow and if you are precise you can even cause your breasts to grow in perfect shape.” 
 
    “Perfect shape? What does that mean?” 
 
    She unbuttoned her blouse and showed me her chest. She reached behind and undid the clasps. The bra fell away, but her breasts only sagged an inch. They were like miniature mountains, with big, thick nipples jutting out. 
 
    “Wow! May I touch one?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She loosened one hand and reached up and touched her nipple. She gave a shiver, which made her breasts jiggle, and so I placed my hand under her breast and hefted. It was heavy, but soft, yet still firm. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss the nipple?” 
 
    “May I?” 
 
    “Of course.” She leaned over me and I used my hand to guide her nipple to my mouth. I kissed it, then began to suck on it. 
 
    Mrs Johnson sighed, and I could feel her pleasure. 
 
    Then she fastened her bra again and buttoned up her blouse. “If you’re a good girl I’ll let you nurse at my breasts tonight.” 
 
    She continued to massage my chest, and it felt so good, and it really felt like they were getting bigger. 
 
    “Mrs. Johnson?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “You’re making me into a girl.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Well, is there something wrong with me?” 
 
    “Whatever do you mean?” She was plucking at my nipples, and they felt bigger, and her thumb and forefinger made me twitch. 
 
    “Well, girls are supposed to like boys. But I still like girls. Is there something wrong with me? 
 
    “Oh, heavens, no. If a woman finds a worthwhile man, like my husband, may he rest in peace, then she may use him for her pleasure.” 
 
    In my mind I was confused by the transference of pleasure and pain, and I had an image of spanking a man. 
 
    “But if there is no man available, a woman may certainly avail herself of another woman. It is not just pleasurable, but it releases certain frustrations a woman may experience when she has no access to a real man. 
 
    I had an image in my mind of a woman on her knees, bending her head and licking between a woman’s legs. The thought made my butt plug hum all the more, and I felt so hot and tingly at the thought. 
 
    “But what is a real man?” 
 
    “Why, a real man is what you are. You will have the most glorious feminine form, you will be thoroughly educated, and you will even have a penis. What could be better than that?” 
 
    I thought about it. A man dressed as a woman, but with a fully functional penis. Able to give a woman pleasure as either a man or a woman. I liked the idea. It made me happy to be a real man. 
 
    “Are you ready for your afternoon bath?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” I clapped my hands gleefully. 
 
    “Very well. Let me put this away and we’ll go upstairs.” 
 
    She went to the cabinet, and for a moment, a brief moment, I could see the basement window. It was high up, and dirty, but…there was somebody there. I could definitely see a pair of eyes looking down on me. 
 
    “Mrs. Johnson?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    I was going to tell her I had seen somebody, but then I realized who it was. It was Mary Jane, and she must have realized that I had seen her, and she was shaking her head in the negative. No. But…did she not want me to tell Mrs. Johnson? 
 
    But before I could tell Mrs. Johnson who I had seen she had released me from the horse. We walked across the dungeon, and I looked back at the window. There was nobody there now. So I just held Mrs. Johnson’s hand and figured I hadn’t seen anything. 
 
     
 
    Up the stairs we went, and into the bathroom. 
 
    I saw myself in the mirror, and I was growing boobs. They were maybe two inches out, and well shaped. And the nipples were quite distended. 
 
    “Come now, dear. Admiring oneself is prideful. Let me take your toy out,” she pulled the pleasure plug out of my heinie, “Now slip into the water.” 
 
    I stepped into the water, and it was warm and scented. Lilacs. I loved it. Mrs. Johnson began scrubbing me. She lifted my arms and used a washcloth, and complimented me on how my arms were getting so nicely thin. 
 
    Nicely thin? And finally, something in the back of my head said that something was wrong. And I kept thinking about seeing Mary Jane. But I couldn’t figure out what was wrong. Besides, the water was so warm, and Mrs. Johnson was now lifting my cock cage and scrubbing  at my testicles. It felt so good that I just let Mary Jane and wrong things slip right out of my pudding head. 
 
    After my bath I didn’t need to go home, I was going to spend the weekend here, so I got dressed and just walked around. 
 
    Mrs Johnson was feeling tired. She had had such a long day taking care of me, and she was probably still tired from whipping me the day before, so she took a nap and I was allowed some free time. 
 
    I walked around downstairs for awhile. Just exploring this wonderful, old house. And then I sat on the sofa and read from some of the old books that Mrs. Johnson had. 
 
    But it was boring just sitting around. I decided to go outside and sit on the swing. It was such a lovely day, and…and I went into the backyard and sat on the swing. I let my legs hang, and I twisted the rope and let myself unwind. It was so much fun, just leaning back and letting my hair swing out and my legs were out and my dress was fluttering a bit from the artificial wind I was creating and… 
 
    PSSST! 
 
    I turned my head and…and there was Mary Jane! She was in the backyard and that made me so happy. She was standing behind a large bush and calling to me. 
 
    “Mary Jane!” I started to get out of the swing. 
 
    “James, be quiet. She looks out the window sometimes. Just sit there and do what you were doing.” 
 
    That confused me, but…I was used to following directions, so I did as she asked. 
 
    “Give me a minute, then meet me out behind the garage.” 
 
    That was strange. She was acting so weird. Like she was sneaking around. Still. She was Mary Jane, and I loved Mary Jane, and I wanted to talk to her. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I swung for a minute, then I hopped off the swing and began walking around the yard. A side glance showed me that Mrs. Johnson wasn’t looking from the high window, so I went behind the garage. 
 
    “James! Are you all right?” 
 
    “I’m pretty!” I exclaimed happily. 
 
    She looked at me strangely. “Are you…did she give you any pills or anything?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I took a pill in the morning, and a couple in the afternoon. You should come in and talk to Mrs. Johnson. She is so wonderful!” I sighed happily. 
 
    “James. You need to not take any more pills.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. “They’re helping me having a perfect figure. See my boobs?” I lifted my chest. I didn’t have much to lift, but it didn’t take much. Mary Jane could see that I was getting boobs. 
 
    “James!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re a boy! You’re not supposed to have tits!” 
 
    “But I’m also a girl. And Mrs. Johnson says I’m going to be the cutest girl she’s ever made.” 
 
    “She’s ever…” she paused and studied me. 
 
    I smiled at her. “I really love you,” I said. 
 
    “And I love you, James,” but she sounded…sad. 
 
    “No, really. I have had a crush on you for the longest time. And now…now Mrs. Johnson said…” 
 
    Mary Jane pressed a finger over my lips. “Shush, James. I need to think.” 
 
    “Okay.” I waited while she thought. I didn’t know what she had to think about, but…if Mary Jane wanted me to be quiet, I could be quiet. 
 
    Finally, she opened her mouth to say something, but her eyes opened wide instead, and her hand flew to her mouth. 
 
    I turned around, and there stood Mrs. Johnson. 
 
    “Hello, Mary Jane.” 
 
    Mary Jane didn’t say anything, she just looked around like she wanted to leave. 
 
    But the only way out of the little area was past Mrs. Johnson. 
 
    “Mrs. Johnson? This is Mary Jane. She’s my friend.” 
 
    She ignored me, just patted me on the arm and sort of pushed me to the side. This confused me, and I opened my mouth to ask her about it, but she spoke to Mary Jane first. 
 
    “I thought I made it clear that you should not bother me.” 
 
    “What have you done to James?” 
 
    “Mrs. Johnson?” I asked plaintively. 
 
    “I’ve helped her be a better person.” Mrs Johnson was moving ever so slowly towards Mary Jane. 
 
    “Well, her is a him, and I think what you’re doing is a crime!” 
 
    “What would you know about it, you stupid girl!” 
 
    “Mary Jane?” I asked. I wanted Mary Jane and Mrs. Johnson to like each other. They were my bestest friends! 
 
    “I know that I’m going to go to the police!” 
 
    The police? I looked around. Had somebody robbed a store? 
 
    Then Mary Jane tried to push past Mrs. Johnson, but she didn’t know how strong Mrs. Johnson was. She didn’t know that she had a strong grip from holding the whip, and her muscles were toned from swinging the whip. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson grabbed Mary Jane and swung her around. 
 
    “What are you—“ I started, but I was interrupted by a buzzing sound. Mary Jane fell on the ground. 
 
    “Mary Jane?” I cried, and I sank to my feet next to her. 
 
    She was pale, and there was a burning smell in the air. Her eyes were closed and she just lay there. 
 
    I looked up at Mrs. Johnson, “Mrs. Johnson! Mary Jane went to sleep! She—what’s that?” 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was holding a little, black gun. But it didn’t have a hole in the end of the barrel, it had two sort of sticker things. 
 
    “It’s a taser, you idiot!” Then two little darts shot out of the end of the gun and I smelled the burning again, and I went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    I was barely aware of moving. My belly sort of hurt, then I realized I was lying over Mrs. Johnson’s shoulder. 
 
    “Stupid girl. Everything was going fine. Now I don’t know…” She kept talking as she toted me down the stairs and into the basement. I started to stir, and she pushed me up against the wall and attached handcuffs to my wrists. The other end of the cuffs was attached to the eyebolts in the wall. 
 
    I looked around and saw Mary Jane. She was lying on the horse. She had open eyes, but she couldn’t talk. She had a ball in her mouth! 
 
    A ball? but why didn’t she spit it out? And then I found out. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson went to her cabinet and returned holding a little penis, and the back of it was attached to a stretchable strap. She put the strap over my head, crushed my lovely curls, and put the penis into my mouth. 
 
    I tried to yell then, to protest, but my voice was only one tenth as loud. All I could do was grunt and moan. 
 
    Mary Jane, hearing me protest, grunted and moaned, too. But I saw that the ball was part of a gag strap thing, and she couldn’t make any real noise, either. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson stood back then, and inspected us. 
 
    We were both secure, unable to move. I was spread eagled against the wall, and Mary Jane was face up and tilting her head back to see me. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson grunted in satisfaction, then: “Well, you little brat,” she said to Mary Jane. “You’ve gone and spoiled everything. Jamie and I were having so much fun, but now you’ve gone and done it. 
 
    “An hour from now the police will likely be canvassing the area, looking for you. And I’ll have to go outside and act all concerned. You idiot!” 
 
    Mary Jane grunted something unintelligible. It sounded sort of like, ‘fuck you.’ 
 
    Mrs. Johnson sneered. “You bitch!” Then she began ripping Mary Jane’s clothes off. 
 
    “I’ll teach you to mess with me!” She pulled at the material, and she was so strong that the material ripped away. I could see Mary Jane’s chest. She had a nice chest, real big with erect nipples. 
 
    Then she grabbed her skirt and ripped. It, too came apart. And all the while Mrs. Johnson cursed her, saying things that were so nasty I hadn’t even imagined she had known them! 
 
    Finally, flinging her bra aside and ripping her panties off, Mrs. Johnson sneered, and Mary Jane was rippling with sobs. Then Mrs. Johnson turned to me. 
 
    “And you! I trusted you to play by yourself while I took a little nap, and what do you do but go over to the enemy! You…you collaborator! 
 
    She began ripping my pretty clothes off, and she didn’t even care that she had provided them. 
 
    “I gave you this! And I treated you so nicely!” My dress was ripped off, and my bra came off, and my boobs, they really were getting bigger, my boobs flopped out. 
 
    “Well, my pretty!” she snarled, “When I get done with you your penis will be no bigger than a peanut. And your tits will be bigger than an elephant’s!” 
 
    Which made no sense because elephants didn’t have tits. Or do they? 
 
    Then she punched me, right in the belly, and she was a strong, old lady. I grunted and would have folded up except I was held stretched out by the chains. 
 
    She went to the cabinet and took out a whip. Not a little flogger, with soft pieces of leather, but a big whip that cracked and would cut the skin. 
 
    She snapped it a couple of times, then stood behind Mary Jane. 
 
    “I’ll teach you, you brat!” 
 
    She moved her arm back, then snapped that whip right across Mary Jane’s butt! 
 
    Mary Jane screamed, and then fainted. And that was probably all that stopped Mrs. Johnson from whipping her some more. 
 
    Then, a look of disgust on her face, she threw the whip down and walked away. Across the dungeon and up the stairs. I could hear her angry footsteps as she crossed the living room overhead. Then I heard the door open and close. I knew that she was going to sit on the porch until the cop cars started criss crossing the neighborhood.  
 
    She was such an innocent appearing old lady, and she could act so sweet. She would be able to lie to the cops, and maybe even send them in different directions. 
 
    I looked at Mary Jane, and slumped in my chains. 
 
    She lay unmoving, a bright stripe of blood across her backside. 
 
    I was still confused, but it had been a while since I had had a pill, and I was starting to think again. 
 
    I had been so happy spending the night with Mrs. Johnson, and now it was over. 
 
    And poor Mary Jane. Mrs. Johnson blamed her, and what would Mrs. Johnson do to her? 
 
    I stood there, and the light from the few windows high in the basement walls went away. There was only the gloom of the two yellow lights. 
 
    What was going to happen to me? 
 
    What was going to happen to Mary Jane? 
 
    And then I saw the flicker of blue and red in the high windows. The cop cars were out and cruising, looking for Mary Jane. But she was here, in the basement, and there seemed to be nothing I could do. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
    What is Jamie going to do? What is going to happen to poor Mary Jane! Is there no end to the evil perpetrated by Mrs. Johnson? 
 
    Further adventures of Jamie and Mrs. Johnson, and earlier adventures, can be found at Gropper Press. Just go to the ‘stories’ section and scroll down… 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com/shorter-stories/ 
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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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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Hey guys and gals. 
 
    I hope you enjoyed this little tale of Jamie and Mrs. Johnson. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace
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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. 
 
      
 
    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.
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
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    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
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    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    There are also 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages.

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money 
 
    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Electric Groin! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Shivering Bone! 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 
 
    Stories to Pump your Heart 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
 
    

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Novels, short story collections… 
 
    there are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotica in the World!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Caress of Leather!’ 
 
    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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