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PART ONE

“But there’s got to be somebody out there who will hire you!”

Dan felt about two inches tall.

“I’ve tried everything. I’ve applied everywhere. I’ve even applied for teaching jobs! There’s just nobody hiring. At least, not in my line of work.”

Dan was smart. Too smart. Which translated as over qualified.

“You’re going to have to find something. I can keep us going, but…”

“But it’s all falling on you, and I know that that is not fair.”

Nancy sighed glumly. “I’m not blaming you, honey.”

“I know, but I feel so guilty. I’m supposed to be the man of the family, I’m supposed to support you, and…I can’t even get a job at McDonalds.

Suddenly Nancy blinked.”I’ve got an idea.”

“What?”

“Do you remember Wanda Jones?”

“Do I? She was second in the my class. She hated me because I aced her out by one fucking point.”

“Yes, I ran into her a year or so ago, and she was talking about a start up, and…yes, she hated you.”

“So…your point?”

“So she’s going to give you a job.”

“What? You’re crazy! She hates me, I aced her out for top spot, and she’s going to hire me why?”

“She’s going to hire you because respect trumps hate.”

“What?”

“When I saw her in Dallas last year, that big women’s convention, we sat down and discussed you. And while she hated that you out did her, she also respected you.

“That doesn’t mean she’ll hire me.”

“Honey, leave it to me. I guarantee I will get you a job by Friday. A good paying job doing what you love.”

Dan frowned. He didn’t believe it. Not for a minute.

Nancy suddenly stood up and started taking her clothes off. “However, there is a price to pay.”

“Now we’re talking,” Dan grinned.

“The price is that if I get you this job you will give me one month of  of cumless fucks.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

Nancy almost ripped her blouse off, then unfastened her bra. Her large breasts flopped out and she grinned. “That’s my price, Danny boy. I’m going to get you your dream job, and you’re going to fuck me without cumming. No mess, just white hot love.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“Oh, you’re going to do that. And you’re going to start tonight.”

“So I screw you until you squirt, I don’t squirt, and…and what if you don’t get me that job?”

“Then it’s you who gets the cumless sex.”

“You’re saying that you’ll do without cums if you don’t get me a dream job.”

“Absolutely.” She grabbed his buckle and unbuckled, pulled his pants off and his cock stuck out through his boxers.

“Are you sure? I know you like to cum, and I know I’m going to win…”

“I am so sure that if you make this bet and I lose then you can screw me in any orifice you wish.”

“Any orifice?”

“Any. Orifice. With your dick.”

“So if I want a blow job you’ll swallow.”

“If I don’t get you a job.”

“And if I want to stick my weenie up where there isn’t any sunlight…”

“If I don’t get you the job.”

“And now that you’re undressed and I’m undressed…you wanted to have me squirt in you right now, without you squirting.”

“Oh, no. You’re going to give me my first cumless fuck.”

She turned off the lights and dove into the bed.

Dan blinked, and sighed.

“Come on, big boy. Get me off. And you’d better not squirt!”

Dan loved cumless fucks, and he hated them.

Yes, it was fun to be so horny he couldn’t stand it. He loved being horny and desperate and in love with his wife. He loved being so damned alive and unable to do anything about it but suffer the incredible pleasure of the boner that wouldn’t quit.

But it was also incredibly hard to do. He would be rubbing up against his wife, offering to do things for her, taking her out and wishing, even when he knew she wouldn’t deliver.

She rolled up on her side, reached down and grabbed his weenie.

He sighed again. Honey, if you are just pulling my chain…” he warned.

She pulled on his dick. “I am pulling your chain, and I am looking forward to a month of being satisfied without the stinky after taste.”

He pushed her back and bent over her chest and began sucking on her nipples.

“Oh, yes!” she hugged his head to her breasts and arched her back.

He slid between her legs and slipped into her vagina. His cock slithered along the vaginal passage, rubbing veins and feeling so damned good it was amazing.

“Oh, yes,” she blurted.

He pushed in and out, slowly, taking his time. Finally, he was close. He pulled out and she groaned. This was the torture part for her. She wanted his dick in her in the worst possible way. But if he stayed too long he’d cum, and they both knew it.

He moved down her body and began kissing her pussy. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “This is what I’m talking about.”

His mouth was like a little sucker pod, nibbling and biting and kicking at her labia, her clitoris, her snatch. He had a long tongue and he inserted it right into her hole and began lapping away.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

Now he was horny, but in no danger, and he redoubled his efforts, pushing several fingers into her pussy.

She held his head to her nipples and whispered. “Are you going to fist me?”

He couldn’t speak, his mouth was so busy pulling on her nipples, but he nodded.

Nancy was flexible, and she spread her legs wide. Dan put his fingers together and began poking and pulling.

Nancy gasped and held on.

Slowly his fingers made deeper and deeper entry. She was tight, but his repeated battering had effect. She became juicier and her muscles opened up and, suddenly, the ridge of his knuckles slipped past her opening. His hand was inside her.

She clung to him, her mind a white sheet of heat, and he formed his fist and began slowly punching into her.

Her hips began twitching and spasming, then she began to jerk.

“Hunh!…Hunh!…Hunh!”

She began to cum then. She couldnt’ think for the wonderful sensations exploding in her pussy. She jerked, her hips bounced up and down, and Dan kept doing the slow punch.

Finally, she stopped moving. She was laying, gasping, and she let go, let he arms flop out, and Dan waited.

Every once in a while she would twitch.

“Are you done?” he whispered.

“Almost…almost…” her voice was a whimper.

And, two minutes later she gulped and pushed his arm.

He pulled out of her and she writhed and whined, then collapsed back on the bed.

Dan got up and watched his arm off.

She lay on the bed, finally turning onto her side.

Dan came back to bed and was happy that he had satiated her. And his cock stuck out and throbbed and reminded him that he was still horny.

Man, after this she better get him a good job. And he wondered what it would be like to work for his arch enemy, Wanda Jones.

The next day Nancy made one phone call. She was sitting on the patio and she talked for about a minute, then she hung up.

Dan was watching TV in the house and he studied her.

She laughed and gave him a thumbs up. Then her phone rang.

She talked for maybe two minutes, then hung up. She came into the house and turned the TV off.

“Hey!” I was watching?”

She plopped down on the couch, slipped her flats off and put her feet in his lap. “I was just thinking about how much I’m going to enjoy a month of cumless fucks.”

He shook his head. “I have never seen so much overweening confidence.”

“Double or nothing?”

He chuckled. “Two months of cumless fucks?”

“No. Make it three,” she blurted.

He was gently rubbing her feet.

“What? You get me an interview and think it’s a done deal?”

“Something like that.”

He shook his head. “I never…okay. Three months. But when I win I get total and unrestricted access to your butthole. And believe me, honey of mine, I am going to use that wonderful orifice.”

Nancy nodded. She smiled. “Three months. You won’t jack off. You won’t cum. You’ll do nothing but wait on me hand and foot.”

He shook his head. There was no way she could win. It normally took a month just for a vetting, then there were meetings with department heads, got to make sure you’re a good fit for the company.

Dan shook his head. “I’m looking forward to this.”

“You start work this Friday. Report to building E at the Chimera Complex.”

He blinked. “You mean for a job interview.” His mind couldn’t quite grok what she had said.

“I mean for a job. I talked to Wanda’s secretary, it took me a minute to let her know that I knew Wanda personally, and she passed the message on, and that second call was Wanda. I said you needed a job and she said you can start Friday.”

Dan pushed her feet off his lap and sat up. On one hand he was elated. On the other hand…he couldn’t believe it.

“You’re serious.”

Nancy giggled and pounded her fists on the couch in victory.

Dan stood up. “I have a job!”

“Doing what you love. There’s no way Wanda isn’t going to fit the only person in the world smarter than her into the perfect position. Your dream job.”

“Chemical research.”

“That’s what they do out there.”

“But…but…” then it hit him. His face turned a little white. “The bet.”

Nancy lay back and grinned. Three months of cumming with no mess. Oh, God! A dream for you and a dream for me!”

“But you bet me knowing…”

“And you fell for it.”

“But…honey, you can’t…not….not to me!”

“Every night. Multiple times a night. Oh, God! Are you going to be horny or what?”

“But I’m already horny!”

“Yep.

“You’ve got to let me have a mercy fuck! One cum before I serve my sentence!”

“Nope.” She grinned and put her feet back up on his lap. “And if you don’t make me happy I’m going to be you a chastity belt and make it six months!”

“Oh, fuck,” his voice was a breathy whimper. “Three months.”

“Three months,” she nodded. Then, “And we can start right now.”

At eight in the morning Dan parked his car in the employee parking lot. He walked up the walk and studied the Chimera Complex.

There were four buildings. Steel and mirror blocks set back against a forest. There were pebble paths that led between the buildings, a couple of fountains, and and a horde of people hurrying into work.

Dan walked into the front building and reported to reception.

“I’m Dan Walker. I’m supposed to—“

“Mr. Walker! Wonderful to meet you.” The girl behind the reception desk was blonde, short, stacked, and had the happiest blue eyes Dan had ever seen.

“We go by first names around here. I’m Liz, and everybody will address you as Dan. Is that all right?”

“Of course.”

She was speaking fast, but he had no trouble keeping up.

“We have the obligatory paperwork, then I’ll take you back to the labs.” She handed him an iPad and directed him to a chair in a small area to the side. He sat down and began filling out the forms.

Five minutes later he was back at the desk and Liz took the iPad. She stood up, straightened her dress, which emphasized her sizable boobs, and chirped cheerfully, “Follow me.”

Dan followed Liz over a polished floor to a very thick looking security door. His hand print was recorded and they walked back along a long corridor.

Down a stairway to a tunnel.

“Whoa!” Dan blurted as they stepped onto a slidewalk.

Liz giggled. “You’ll hear the rumors, but there was apparently a situation back east. A rival company actually invaded Chimera offices. Since then everything of importance, and that means labs and research, are accessed through tunnels.”

Dan nodded and watched the walls past. Somebody had painted out doorsy scenes on the walls of the tunnel. There were little security globes every fifty feet or so.

After a minute they stepped off the slideway and entered through another door. This one was thick, also, but had no palm print reader next to it.

“No need for security here?”

“They check you out when you get on the slidewalk. If you aren’t acceptable the slidewalk stops and the doors lock down.”

“Wow.”

They entered the labs proper, and Dan was impressed. Thick windows, endless rooms filled with lab supplies. Computers everywhere. This was the most high tech lab he had ever seen.

“Right back here,” Liz opened the door and ushered Dan into a small room with a dozen chairs and a wall sized monitor on the wall. There were eight women in the room, all sitting in a big circle, and they all turned to inspect him.

“Wanda, here’s Dan.”

Wanda Jones was sitting in a chair at the head of the circle, and she was exactly as Dan remembered her. She was half a foot taller than him with a world class set of knockers. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a pony tail and her blue eyes were large and set apart. The intelligence in those eyes was….massive.

She stood up and greeted him. “Dan! When I found out you were available…” she actually hugged him. That was not as he remembered her. She was a high test competitor, not a huggee type.

She turned to the women in the meeting. “Ladies, this is the only officially certified person in the world that is smarter than me. He is also married to the only person in the world better looking than me…”

Everybody chuckled. Dan studied the faces as they studied him.

“Seriously, Dan aced me out by one single point on the doctorate exam and I will never forgive him. But he is the perfect fit for what we are doing here.”

Dan smiled.

“Have a seat, Dan. Let me finish the briefing, then I’ll show you around.”

An hour later Dan had been given the cook’s tour. He had been inside every building, met a dozen department heads, and was walking back to the main labs.

“So what do you think, Dan?”

“I’m blown away,” he answered honestly. “You’ve gone far beyond me.”

“I was lucky.”

He  made a sound of disbelief. “If luck is hard work.”

She smiled.

“So, I understand what Chimera does, but what is it you want me to do.”

They stepped on to the slidewalk and gripped the rubber rails.

“I need somebody to oversee MCRS.”

“Which letters stand for?”

“Male Cosmetics Research Section.”

He turned to face her. “Male cosmetics. I’m aware that some men use cosmetics.

“Dan, the average woman spends $1,500 a year on cosmetics.There are eighty million women who wear cosmetics in the United States. That’s $120 billion a year.”

Dan whistled.

“Once we open up the male market you can double that.”

Dan blinked. “That’s a quarter trillion dollars a year.”

Wanda smiled. “And that’s just the United States.”

“That’s more than most countries make.”

“And we’ve got a huge problem.”

They had stepped off the slidewalk now, and they stood and conversed in low tones. Intimate tones.

“Which is?”

“Cosmetics is considered a female endeavor. We can’t find qualified men to help with the research. Especially when they learn about our hands on approach.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Dan, you’ll not only oversee some of the smartest gals in the west, but you’ll have to wear some cosmetics yourself.”

That was a blinker of a moment, and Wanda knew it. She studied him. Waited.

Dan slowly nodded. “Creams, powders. On my face.”

“And  eye shadow and even shades of lipstick.”

“On my face.”

“You’ll be able to take it off at the end of the day, except for a few long term products. We dream of the day when women don’t have to take off their face before bed.”

“But if they have to put on their face every day…isn’t that more sales?”

“If they don’t have to put on their make up but once a week, or even once a month, then they’ll pay bigger bucks. Long lasting make up has much more profit potential.”

Dan nodded. in truth, he was overwhelmed. He was going to be expected to wear make up. Maybe even long term make up.

“The god news is that this town is dedicated to Chimera. The women in town work in the company, and nobody will blink if they see you in make up.”

“But not many of the husbands work for Chimera.”

“No,” she admitted.

“So I’ll be wearing make up.” And he thought, And not cumming.

“Dan, this is one of the most important positions I have to fill. The success of this department is going to make or break me. I know that I have been pissy in the past, but I’m too smart to let one point stand between me and success.”

Dan nodded.

“If there’s anything you need. Any problem you have, I will be solidly behind your back. Dan. I need you. Desperately. Say you will at least give it a try. We can work out any problems as time goes on. But…”

And Wanda Jones was actually sweating. She was serious. And Dan realized something: this was the greatest opportunity he had ever been handed.

Make up.

Not cumming.

In charge of the most cutting edge chemical department…possibly on the planet.

Zowie.

“I’m your man,” he said and extended his hand.

“You’re going to be wearing make up?”

“We’ll have a team of men, eventually, but I’ll be the first whipping boy.”

“Whipping boy. I like that,” Nancy grinned.

“Figuratively,” he amended.

“Are you sure? I think literally would be better.”

“Now, the only problem is that I’m going to need all my mental faculties. That means I can’t be distracted by sex.”

“Ho! Oh, ho ho!”

“So I’m going to need to cum.”

“Not a fucking chance! I am so looking forward to the next three months.”

“But…”

“But what?”

“You want me to succeed, don’t you?”

Nancy grabbed his tie and twisted a fist in it. She pulled him to her and snarled. “Let’s get this straight. You’re going to be wearing make up, you’re not going to be cumming, and if you don’t live up to your end of the bargain then I will…I will…”

“You’ll what?”

“I’ll chastise you. For real. I’ll make you into a woman and fuck your ass.”

Dan blinked, and actually tried to back away. Nancy wouldn’t let go of his tie, however. “Now, you want to say anything else?”

“No, ma’am,” he blurted, trying to loosen her grip on his tie. He could feel it tightening around his neck.

“Good, now come here.”

She pulled him into her and kissed his mouth fiercely.

Dan had no choice. And, face it, his cock was hard. What she was saying was scary, but scary sexy, too.

She reached down and grabbed his cock. She nibbled on his lips. She stroked him. Then she said, “I can’t wait to see you in make up.”

Dan found the work extremely interesting. Besides his natural love of chemistry, to be on the cutting edge, to examine results first hand, he was in heaven.

And he was having problems. Actually, one big problem.

“Wanda, I’m not agreeing with anything the girls say about colors and shades.”

Wanda was down for the weekly briefing. She looked at the girls on Dan’s team and frowned.

“Show me.”

Dan pulled out spread sheets and graphs and samples of lip colors.

“See. These are my choices, and they look fine. To me. But when you put the lipstick on the face…grotesque.”

Wanda leaned forward and examined the material.

They talked about colors, what was pleasant to the male eyeball and what was pleasant to the female eyeball.

At last, Dan sighed. “I hate to admit it, but girls have a better appreciation for color than males.”

“I disagree,” Wanda said thoughtfully, “Because there are so many paintings by old masters. Rembrandt, Vermeer, Brugghen.”

Dan countered. “Van Gogh, Picasso…Hell, Dali.”

Wand laughed. “You don’t like Van Gogh?”

“I can see make up on a Rembrandt, But nothing could fix the faces done by Van Gogh.”

Wanda nodded. “You know, this isn’t a problem.”

“It’s not?”

“Nope. You’ve got girls to steer you, and it’s more of a re-education process. We just have to educate your female mind.”

That was a blinker. “My female mind.”

“You’ve got a female mind and a male mind. You just have to learn which is which and how to differentiate.”

“And you have a male mind and a female mind.”

“It’s true.”

And, psychologically, it was true. But realistically…”

“So I’ll tell you what. Let’s put you on a crash course. You’ve been dabbling with skin color, lengthening your eyelashes. Maybe it’s time to pull out the stops.”

“Well, if you think it’ll help.”

“Can’t hurt, so why not?”

He shrugged. Why not.

“Girls,” Wanda called in Dan’s assistants. “Over the next few weeks we’re going to need to educate Dan’s mind. That means full make up every day.”

“We don’t have a full male make up line set,” pointed out a gal named Joyce.

“Pad it with female make up. We need Dan to look at himself through different eyes.”

The girls nodded.

“Okay. Let’s get started.”

They put Dan into a chair that was like a dentist’s chair. It reclined to full prone, could be raised, tilted, and it was very comfortable.

Dan leaned back and smiled. “Now I’m working hard.”

Joyce and another girl, Debbie, began working on his face.

For the last two weeks Dan had not been getting any cums. His cock was hard, and he quickly realized that his boner was going to be sticking up.

He tried to scrunch a bit, but the girls quickly noticed the bump in his groin.

“Dan, if I didn’t know better,” Joyce grinned. “I’d say that you’re glad to see me.”

Dan sighed. He was embarrassed, but he was also surrounded by the most cheerful girls in the world.

“You know, we’ve got a problem,” said Debby.

“What’s that?”

“He needs a haircut.”

Joyce sat back, tilted her head. “But not a haircut.”

“No. His hair needs to be longer for this shade.”

“Dan,” Joyce shook him.

“Yes?”

“You need longer hair.”

“It only grows so fast.”

Joyce turned to Debby. Take some pics of Dan and head over to wigs.”

Dan blinked. “You’re really going to make me wear a wig?”

“Sure. Why not? It’ll be fun. Lay back, Dan. We’ll wake you up when we’re done.”

Dan lay back, and he did go to sleep. Well, he dozed, and it felt good. And his cock was throbbing as they played with his face. Every once in a while he heard the girls giggling, but he didn’t know they were looking at his bulge.

For a couple of hours the girls worked on him. They cleansed him and primed him, put on foundation and blush. They worked on his eyes and his lips, then they put a wig on his head.

Dan drifted, and enjoyed, and was surprised when they woke him up at three in the afternoon.

“Okay, Dan. We’re done. Time to knock off a little early.”

“Oh, okay.” He yawned. His face felt funny, sort of stiff, but he knew it was just make up. He wondered what he looked like.

“What do I look like?”

The girls were standing around smiling.  “Gorgeous,” said Joyce, and the other girls nodded.

“Well, good.” He stood up, saw himself in a window reflection,a nd almost fainted.

His eyes were shadowy caves and his dark eyes glittered. His lips were red and puffy. They had apparently used the new plumper. His face was…female.

And his hair was long, down to his shoulders.

“Oh, my God!”

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

Dan was in a panic. Yet….this was the job. And the girls were all happy.

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

“Okay, girls,” Wanda walked in. “Time to go home, but I wanted to see Dan before he left.”

She stepped in front of Dan and nodded.

Dan’s face was bright red under the make up, but Wanda just seemed to take it as normal. “That’s wonderful. Maybe a bit too much blush. And the hair…don’t we have a better wig than that?”

The girls all explained what they had done and why, and Wanda agreed with them. “Well, it is a wonderful job, and we can get a better wig…Dan, you look absolutely ravishing.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes. You’re knock out. All you need is a set of…” she stopped talking and examine his hair again.

He wondered what she was going to say. It almost sounded like she was going to say he needed a set of boobs. But that was ridiculous. He was a guy!

An hour later Dan drove up to his house. He parked in the garage and closed the door. He was feeling a little funny about the way he looked, and he walked into the house.

“Let me see you!” Nancy gushed, running into the kitchen.

Dan’s face was colorful, his lips were red, and he was totally embarrassed.

“Wow! Wanda called and said they did a number on you.”

“It’s not too much?”

“Are you kidding? Men are going to be falling all over themselves to get this kind of face.”

“But doesn’t it look girlish?”

“Honey, it’s supposed to look a little girlish!”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Why would we put make up on a man just to have him look like a man? No, this is perfect. Men are going to be so beautiful. And you are incredible. In fact…I think I’m going to need a cumless orgasm.”

“Now?” he squeaked.

“Especially now. I want that beautiful face going down on me. But…”

“But what?”

“Never mind.”

“No. Not never mind. Wanda was about to say something, now you’re about to say something. What are you girls saying?”

“Okay, honey. I’ll be blunt.”

“Please do.”

“You need fingernails. And you need…”

“What?” he felt a little faint, but he had asked for it.

“A chest.”

“A chest?”

“Breasts. Boobs. You need to emphasize your beauty and let the world know.”

“But I don’t want the world to know!”

“You don’t?” Nancy seemed mystified. “Why not?”

“I’m a man!”

“Of course you are! But you are changing the face of mankind. You are going to be beautiful! You are beautiful!”

“But nobody will be able to tell I’m a man.”

“Of course they won’t! that’s the point!”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Look, when you look at an advertisement what do you see?”

“Something being sold.”

“But who’s selling it?”

“Some company.”

Nancy made a sound like a pirate. “Argh!” She opened up a fashion magazine. “What do you see?”

“A woman.”

“And here?”

“A woman.”

“And…”

She through the fashion magazine aside and picked up a golf magazine.

He stared as she flipped through the pages. It was a magazine for men, and it was loaded with pictures of sexy women. Women selling booze and cars and clubs and…and everything.

“Do’t you understand?” Nancy said, “It’s a woman’s world. People want to look at women. Holding on to manliness is silly, counter intuitive, and doesn’t make money!”

“But…but I’ll look like a woman!”

“ARGH!”

She stared at him.

He stared at her.

She said, “Honey, it’s the weekend, and we’re going to give you a make over.”

“I think I already had one of those,” he touched his face cautiously.

“They did your face, gave you some pretty hair. We’re going to go the rest of the way.”

“We are?”

“Get ready, honey. I’m going to give you long, beautiful nails. A pedicure. We’ll get you some boobs. Lexie has a pair of knockers that will fit you perfectly. We’ll go get some real clothes, and…”

As Nancy rambled on and on Dan stood dumfounded. She wanted to make him into a woman. And what was weird, she was acting all turned on.

The fact that she was turned on became even more obvious a minute later. Winding down with the clothes and the nails and the shoes and the underwear and everything, Nancy said, “But first, like I told you, I need an orgasm.”

“Cumless for me,” he said.

“Of course,” she agreed, then she moved in on him, kissed his red lips, felt his bulging cock, and she said, “Isn’t this fun?”

In a way it wasn’t. But, in a way, it was.


PART TWO

Dan sat at the kitchen table in female underwear and watched as Nancy shaped his nails, picked out some long ovals, and glued the fakes on. His boobs were big, very big, and he was amazed by how different they made him feel.

His cock was throbbing under the table.

He hadn’t cum for weeks, and he had been inside Nancy almost every day, fucking her until he was in danger of cumming, then eating her, and fisting her, and suffering withdrawal as she groaned in magnificent orgasm.

“You know, you’re going to be the most famous man in the world.”

“Oh?”

“You’ll be the poster child for male cosmetics.”

Hunh.

An hour later Nancy was done. He had red toenails, extra long red finger nails. His body was bare of hair, and his ears were pierced.

“Okay, we need to dress you.”

“Shorts and a tee shirt is what I normally wear.”

“Yes, but we need to hide your boobs enough so that people don’t realize they aren’t real.”

“They certainly feel real enough.”

He jumped up and down and they jiggled.

Nancy laughed and went into her closet. She came out with a blue dress. The sleeves were a little puffy, but the neckline was high enough that his fake boobs wouldn’t be revealed as fake.

She helped him into the dress, stood back and inspected.

“Nylons and shoes, baby, then you’re done.”

She helped him with the nylons and gave him some three inch heels. Tall enough that he was awkward, but short enough that he could still walk.

All that weekend Dan walked around the house and got used to the new him. It was weird, it was bizarre, and his cock was so rude that Debby finally insisted on ordering him a chastity tube.

“Really?” he protested.

“If you don’t get some sort of restraint you’re going to be pointed at and laughed at.”

“As if they’re not already going to laugh at me for being a woman.”

“Honey,” Nancy smiled, “You are so sexy, nobody can tell you’re not a woman.”

“Ha.”

Monday morning came along and Nancy insisted on driving him to work. Actually, she had ulterior motive. She knew how scared he was, and she had called Wanda and they had arranged a surprise for Dan. When they drove up a hundred women were standing on the curb. They cheered Dan, told him how beautiful he was, and he was escorted into the buildings in style.

Nancy stood and watched and smiled.

Wanda came up next to her. “He’s doing well.”

“Yes, he is.”

“Good. I talked to corporate and they’re in a hurry. They want us to work on the more permanent make up, and they want him ready for an unveiling.

Nancy: “He’ll be ready.”

“What about his cock? He seems a little…happy.”

Nancy frowned. “Yes. I’ve ordered a chastity tube, but he seems a bit resistive.”

“I don’t wonder. Well, there are other ways of controlling his desires.”

Nancy turned to Wanda. “Are you talking about temporary chemical castration?”

Wanda took a breath and, “Yes.”

“I don’t think he wants to go there.”

“Do you know how much money he’s going to make?”

“It’s his dick we’re talking about.”

“Six months without a hard on. You need to convince him.”

“I’ll try.”

Wanda smiled. “We’ve got a lot riding on Danny boy.”

“I know.”

“I’ll broach the subject of chemicals, but I think it’s going to be up to you.”

Nancy took a breath and thought about what she was going to ask Dan. It was a big thing, a huge step.

That day the girls worked on Dan extra hard. They knew corporate was breathing down their necks, and they started applying the more permanent make up.

Wanda kept coming down and inspecting their progress.

Dan sat in the chair and enjoyed himself. Joyce was doing the record keeping while they worked on him, and he sort of enjoyed being pampered.

“Did you use the longer lasting formula?”

“We did. His lips should last a month.”

“Excellent.”

Dan was dozing, his cock was throbbing, the girls were giggling as his lap bounced up and down.

“Beautiful, Dan.”

He opened his eyes. “Hi, Wanda.”

“But you seem to have a little problem.”

She looked at his lap.

Dan frowned. Man, he was horny. Weeks since he had had a cum. In fact, he was into his second month, and it was driving him crazy. “Sorry, uh…don’t know what to do about it.”

“Well, there are methods.”

“Nancy talked about getting a chastity device to keep me down, but…”

“Not too fond of the idea of locking up the big boy, eh?”

“Not too,” he admitted.

“We could always give you a drug.”

“Like a reverse viagra?”

“Sort of.”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“It’s temporary.”

Dan frowned.

“Well, talk it over with Nancy. We’re talking a lot of money here.”

“I will.”

Dan felt the pressure, but he also felt the desire for money.

“I’m going to inject the eyelash formula now.”

Dan lay back and the girls put clamps over his forehead.

“Don’t move at all, Dan.”

This was a new procedure, and Dan was very curious as to how effective it would be.

The computer was set in motion, and a small needle hovered over his eyes. He hardly felt a thing as the micro injections were administered to the lip of his eyelids. Fifteen minutes and it was done, and he felt no different.

“Beautiful,” said Wanda, and she patted his long nailed hand and retreated to her own offices.

The eyelash injections worked within 24 hours. Dan woke up the next morning and there was a dark line over his vision. He blinked, and his newly elongated eyelashes fluttered up and down. It was like the window of the world was sliding up and down.

“Whoa, those are spectacular!”

“I think I’m going to need a trim.”

And he did. At the office they actually had to cut his eyelashes, twice. Then the growth slowed down and they just worked on curling them.

More days passed, and Dan was coming along wonderfully. And the company wanted more.

A lot more.

“But we’re talking about six months of no boners. At all!”

“How much longer do you have on your cumless sentence?”

“A month.”

“Too long for them to wait, I think you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and go without for an additional six months.

“What?”

“Bite…the…bull—“

“I heard you. But. this is my weenie we’re talking about! I like my weenie. Even when I don’t cum I like it.”

“Especially when you don’t cum,” Nancy giggled. It was no secret that Dan was loving getting his wife off, and loving not being able to cum.

Who would have thought?

“Okay. Look. I’ll talk to Wanda. Maybe I can talk them into giving you a shot for a month. Then you get your boner back and we fuck, and we can do it again. A month at a time.

Dan frowned. A month between cums?

“Come on. Try it. One month. Then make up your mind. You’ve got a month of cumless orgasms left, anyway. So what’s there to lose?”

“Well…”

I’ll call Wanda first thing in the morning. Believe me, this will make her happy.”

“Well…”

Before Dan could make any more objections she sat on his lap, ground her pussy down on his prick, and kissed his mouth.

It worked. Dan was so horny he was easily distracted. Deep within he was hoping for a cum, even though he knew he wasn’t going to get one.

Ah, well.

“He’s agreed to a month.”

“A month isn’t long enough. We need six months. Or a year.”

“He’ll never agree to that.” Nancy bit her lip, then said, “I would.”

Wanda cocked her head.

“Isn’t there a clause where I can make medical decisions for Dan?”

“That’s not exactly—“

“If he’s undergoing a procedure and you need an instant decision…”

“And he can’t be bothered.”

Nancy took a deep breath. “And I inadvertently signed the number one, and didn’t understand that it was one year, and not one month…”

She could almost feel Wanda nodding over the phone. “I believe, uh. yes…uh…”

“So have the paperwork ready and let me know when Dan is going to be too busy.”

Dan had more problems than just a chastity tube, although that was quite a problem. The company wanted him to get boobs.

Real boobs.

Well, real fake boobs.

The breast forms were not showing well on the mocked up advertising campaigns, and they wanted him to have real jiggle. The company figured that he could get implants, small ones, and that would open up all sorts of avenues. Advertising was dying for a man with boobs. The AMA wanted men to have boobs because that would be a boob to plastic surgery. The government wanted men changed into women because, well, because they were the government. they figured women could be persuaded to vote the way they wanted them to.

Dan really didn’t want fake boobs, but then why was he always thinking about it? And why was he always erect thinking about it?

On a Friday morning Dan was scheduled for boobs surgery, and Wanda gave Nancy a call.

“Okay, Nancy, Dan is a bit busy, and perhaps you could sign a couple of forms while he’s under.”

Nancy was there in ten minutes, and she didn’t even bother reading the forms she was signing. Heck, she knew what was on them, and she knew that somewhere down the road she was going to have to talk fast to Dan. But, right now, this was for the best. Dan would do without sex for a few months—well, a year was just a handful of months—and they would be rich. Very rich.

Dan came out of his surgery none the wiser, and he looked down at his chest and felt…weird. He knew he had tits, but he couldn’t really see them. His chest was wrapped in Ace bandages and would be for a week.

Wanda lent him the company limo to give him a ride home, and he spent the weekend laying in bed and watching TV.

And looking at himself in the mirror.

Physically, he was a woman. Not just in the face, or a certain fat distribution about the frame, but…if one didn't know he was a man they never would have guessed.

His face was permanently made up. His make up never had to come off, and there was no trace of large-pored, man features. His lips were permanently plump and red, his eyelashes were long and curly.

On Monday Dan wasn’t quite ready to go back to work. He was tired and still recuperating from the surgery. He felt sort of…listless.

The company sent a couple of doctors over, and they poked and prodded, but he was okay.

So he took a Monday and Tuesday off, and went back to work on Wednesday. And he still felt a little weak.

Wednesday night he came home and Nancy had a bourbon and Coke ready for him. The company was trying to get him into wine coolers, that sort of thing, a more feminine drink. Nancy, however, knew that there were times for spritzers, and time for real booze.

The booze did bring him back up, and he even felt somewhat amorous.

“Man, before the operation, before I got boobs I was horny all the time. Now…” he shrugged.

“You can cum if you want,” Nancy blurted. She knew why he was listless, why he wasn’t getting erections. He had been given a shot of chemical castrator, and that stuff was working on his system.

Dan was thrilled. He had been starved long enough. It was time to get drained. But when he began making love his weenie wouldn’t stand up.

“What the fuck?” he wondered out loud.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m not getting too hard.”

“Well, some other time,” commented Nancy. “In the meantime…maybe you could, uh…you know…?”

He did know, and he went to work. Listless or not, there was something about making his beautiful wife cum that made his life worthwhile.

He lay on her and sucked on her and fisted her, and it wasn’t long before she was gasping and humping his arm and havign the most wonderful orgasm.

But when it was all over Dan was still limp.

The following day his chastity tube arrived.

“I don’t need it,” he said sadly, lifting his limp cock up.

But Nancy insisted. After all, if she could sort of distract him then she could delay him finding out what she had done.

So, limp cock notwithstanding, Dan wore a chastity tube on his limp cock, and life went on.

Life was more than permanent make up. It was fashion designers to teach Dan about new styles. Corsets. Nylons. Shoes, shoes, shoes.

They injected a form of the eyelash growth formula into his scalp and his hair started to sprout.

He lost weight and fat shifted on his face. His hips became rounder and rounder, and they had to inject more silicone into his breasts to balance everything out.

And though he was always horny, he still wasn’t getting boners.

Dan was now in an official funk. He had had done everything they had said. He had tits and looked like a woman. But his penis was deader than a dead doornail. And he finally started to wonder what was going on.

He had been so busy getting experimented on, learning about colors and fashions and even how to cook, that he had totally neglected his duties as the boss of the MCRS. It was time for him to take a big interest in what the company was doing to him.

On a Friday night Dan stayed late. He had a couple of duties he was supposed to take care, mostly forms concerning his personal well being, and he bid good bye to the girls and went to work.

Time passed and more people left. The building was now empty, except for a couple of security guards.

Dan went to administration and let himself in. As a department head he had access.

He went to his file and pulled it. He laid paperwork out and began to read.

Everything was fine. All the t’s were crossed and the i’s dotted.

Yet he had the feeling that something was rotten in Denmark, and it wasn’t the cheese.

He packed everything up and put it back neatly. He was about to leave the office when he realized he hadn’t seen any release forms.

But they had done lots of things to him. And he had signed lots of release forms. So where were they?

He let himself into the senior administrator’s office. Behind her desk was a safe, and—God loves drunks and idiots—it was ajar.

It wasn’t supposed to be. Dan realized this as soon as he opened the thing and began looking through the contents.

Not just releases, but contracts of a suspicious nature, company communications not for the rank and file.

And a box of neatly arranged thumb drives.

He found his name easily and alphabetically. He popped the thumb drive into the computer and began reading.

Releases. All signed and above board. The real paper had been routed to corporate headquarters. But the thumb drive had the electronic versions.

He stopped reading, backtracked.

A release for the administration of leuprolide acetate. Gobble de gook concerning testosterone inhibitors. Estrogen shots, and—-he had had estrogen shots. He understood those, but what had he missed?

He backtracked. Leuprolide acetate.

What the fuck was that?”

He called up a browser and did a search, and amongst the official explanations he read…

LHRH agonists stop testosterone production in the testicles. They are administered as a depot injection right under the skin or into the muscle. These injections can last for 1, 3, 6 or 12 months. Discuss with your doctor which option is best for you.

Chemical castration! But he wouldn’t have allowed them to administer that sort of thing to him!

He read the fine print, looked at the signature, and…

Nancy.

Nancy had signed for him.

In the event of incapacitation she could sign for him. But he hadn’t been incapacitated.

He looked at the date. Crap. The day he had had boob surgery. They had called Nancy and had her sign a form while he was under. For chemical castration.

And, the last thing he saw before he finished up: length of time for the chemical castration….one…YEAR!

Not a month, like Nancy and he had talked about.

But why would she agree to a year?

Because she wanted to.

Because there was money at stake.

Dan made copies of everything and put it on a thumb drive. Then, thinking about it, two more thumb drives. And he mislabeled the two extra thumb drives. He would hide all that and when and if he was searched they would find the thumb drive, and maybe a copy mislabeled, but not the second copy.

Redundant redundancies.

And he went home.

“How come so late?” asked Nancy, dishing out a bowl of spaghetti.

“I had to make copies of the release forms I never signed.”

Nancy froze. Then managed to utter, “What?”

“Like the one where I was chemically castrated. You signed that one. Then there were releases for permanent make up. It looks like I might look like a woman for the rest of my life. Wanda signed off on those.”

“Honey…”

“Did you know they’ve been giving me hormones? I’m filled with testosterone blockers and estrogen enhancers. And to think that I’m the big, bad, smart chemist. I went blithely along and never complained. Of course, I wasn’t getting the full story, but I should have realized something was going on. I mean…look at me.”

He forked up some spaghetti and watched his wife.

“Honey…do you know how much money we’re going to have?”

“Not much.”

“What?”

“I didn’t just find the releases, I found the contracts I signed. There’s some surface money, a hundred thousand, just enough to make us eager, but past that, past a certain point, I become a willing volunteer being paid a minimum wage.”

“But Wanda keeps saying that we’ll be rich!”

“You mean the Wanda who I beat by one point?”

Nancy went deathly silent. She had betrayed her husband. She had ruined them. She had willingly made him into a woman, and there was nothing she could do about it.

“What are we going to do about it?”

“Something. I don’t know what. But…something. Could you pass the garlic bread?”

Life goes on. Dan continued working for Chimera. He plotted. Nancy stayed home, or went to her own work, and was very, very silent.

Which was good, because she wouldn’t have been able to hide her feelings from Wanda.

Dan was able to.

In fact, Dan thought he might be officially insane. He smiled, he laughed, he contributed to the study of himself as the world’s first, cosmetically perfect man.

He treated Wanda like she was gold.

The hormones worked in his body. His dick shrank, became as big as a clitoris. His balls were the size of grapes.

His tits grew larger, were enhanced again and again, ostensibly to make his body proportionate, but really just to…make his tits big.

And he wondered what Wanda’s end game was.

She had to have one. It wasn’t enough for her to simply change him into a woman and walk away laughing. She had to have some final conclusion. She had to make a point, betray him for some last, great finale.

But he didn’t know what.

So he kept going to work, even contributing to the procedures.

He also kept an eye on the computers and various activities in the Chimera complex.

“Dan, we need to conduct one last procedure.”

He knew, intuitively, that this was it. “What can I do?” he asked quite blithely.

“We need to study certain sexual interfaces and relationships.”

They talked for a while and Wanda laid out the program. They needed Dan to have sex. This would be the final bit of data needed for their program.

“So what do I do about my limp dick?” he finally asked.

“Oh, we can handle that,” Wanda said. “We’ve got a shot that we can give you that should, at least temporarily give you a night of love making.”

“Sort of a super viagra?” he asked.

“Exactly. Wouldn’t you like to have a big, old orgasm?”

“Well, yes. I would.”

Wanda smiled. She would use the promise of money or sex to get what she wanted.

Dan smiled.

Wanda said she’d be in touch, but they would probably conduct the experiment after hours. Maybe on the weekend.

Dan said that was fine.

Dan got the call on a Friday night a week later. By then he had figured everything out. He simply got into the computer system, looked around for blank purchases, unauthorized procedures, and found what Wanda had planned.

That night he thought about what it was that was going to happen. It was a trap for him, and Wanda figured he was ripe for the plucking.

And he would have been. He was drugged, dazed, and should have been totally compliant. So why wasn’t he?

Hmmm.

He reported to the lab on Saturday morning. Nobody was there except Wanda.

“This is a simple procedure,” she explained. “No need to take everybody’s week end. Zip zip zap and we’ll be done.”

Dan smiled and followed her through the labs.

They left the official labs and entered a back area Dan had never physically been in. Of course he had been there digitally, but he wasn’t about to let Wanda know that.

“Never been back here,” he mentioned conversationally.

“Just had it fixed up for this last procedure. Why don’t you lay on the horse over there.”

The horse was sort of like a saw horse, but it had little platforms for the knees and forearms on the legs. It was basically a cushioned plank, and he lay down on it.

He lay there and thought about what was going to happen. And he was content.

“Let me attach these leads,” Wanda circled the horse and fumbled with leads, except they weren’t leads. They were handcuffs disguised as leads.

Dan pulled his arms and couldn’t get loose. “Say, am I supposed to be tied down like this?”

Wanda smiled and went to a bench and opened a drawer. “Yep.”

“When are you going to give me a shot to make my pecker stand up again?”

“You won’t be needing that,” Wanda said, and she turned around. She was fastening a strap on around her waist. A big cock jutted out from her crotch.

“I know what you did,” Dan said.

“You do?” Wanda pulled a buckle tight, stroked her big cock, and grinned.

“I found the releases. I found where you signed the releases for me and authorized hormones. I found where you tricked my wife into authorizing chemical castration.”

“My, my. Aren’t you the clever one.”

Wanda took a big jar out of the bench drawer and started greasing up her dildo.

“I know you promised us big bucks, but then slipped in a contract, signed by yourself and not me, where everything I do is for the company.”

Wanda walked behind Dan, stroking her cock, and she stood between his legs and started pushing her fingers into him, lubing his rectum.

“Unh,” he grunted. He knew this was going to happen. He was actually relaxed. He knew if he fought it would hurt, but if he relaxed he could keep his wits about him and get evidence.

“And why would I do all that, Dan?”

“Mental illness? Natural cussedness? Maybe you’re just a vile creature who preys on her fellow man.”

“Wrong, wrong and wrong,” she said. She had three fingers in him now and was pushing and pulling, opening him up.

Dan thanked God that his wife loved to be fisted. He knew her tricks, and he knew he could take it, that he might even like it.

Especially now that he was a woman…he might like it.

“The real reason I did all that was because you beat me by one point.”

Dan froze. He knew this was the truth.

“I couldn’t believe it. One fucking point, and I was second place. You got the glory, and I was…second place. The professors lauded you, and I was ignored.

One….fucking…point!” She pushed her cock into him and he arched his back and groaned.

It didn’t feel bad. It felt good. But it shouldn’t have felt that good, except that he had done his homework.

“For the last ten years I have hated you. Stealing my glory! Reducing me. You fucked with me, so I decided to fuck with you.”

She was ramming the big cock into him, pulling it out, ramming it in again, and again, viciously, slamming her plastic balls against his.

“I changed you into a woman. I gave you tits. I castrated you. And you know why?”

“Why?” he grunted as she slammed into him.

“Because studies have proven that men have an unfair advantage. Your one point came about because you had an unfair advantage. So now you aren’t a man! Now I’m the man, and I’m fucking you over the same way you fucked me over. Now do you understand?”

“I…” she rammed him, “under…” she slammed him, “stand…” she jammed him.

“How do you like it then?” she screamed. She grabbed his long hair and pulled his head back. She fucked him. She slapped his ass and…and that’s when the police burst in.


EPILOGUE

The Chimera Corporate Complex was a virtual duplicate for the chimera complex Dan had worked at. Four buildings, tunnels, labs, the whole works, all set inside a place called Stepforth Valley.

Dan and Nancy arrived at the airport and were driven through the town.

Nancy was a crushed person. She had been fooled by Wanda, and she had sold her husband out for a few bucks. A few bucks that would never be.

Dan didn’t seem to mind. He held her hand in the limousine and looked out at the countryside.

They were driven across the complex to the building in the back. The doors were opened and they were escorted into the building.

They were escorted by large, buxom women. Beautiful women. In fact, it seemed that everybody in the complex was female. No males anywhere.

Dan had the stray thought: he wondered if some of the women were men, like himself.

Herself.

They took the elevator up to the top floor and were escorted down a long hallway to a set of giant double doors.

Through the double doors, and now they were down the rabbit hole. The furniture on the top floor was all over sized. Built for a giant. The chairs were for people eight feet tall. The couch was extra long and had a step ladder for normal size people to use to get on it. There was a bathroom with a tall toilet and a giant shower. There was a kitchen designed for a giant.

“My, my,” observed Dan interestedly.

The women escorting him were all taller than him, and they were armed, but they were also polite and smiled when they looked at him.

They walked through the building and came out on a balcony on the backside, and there she was.

She was eight feet tall, her measurements were a solidly packed 48 by 36 by 48. Or fifty. Her boobs were quite large.

She was sitting on an over sized lounge chair to the left of the double doors. Her large hands were holding an over-sized iPad and she was scrutinizing it as fast as she could scroll.

“Hello, Dan,” she smiled and put the iPad down. She stood up and came to him, and she was the most incredible, beautiful creature he had ever seen. “My name is Silithia.”

She was perfection.

“As you can see I suffer from giantism,  feel free to stare, I won’t be offended.”

Dan felt like he wanted to stare forever. The woman’s eyes were magnetic and she emitted a wonderful glow of health and well being.

“And you are Nancy. I am so happy to meet you. Please, have a seat, and let’s discuss our little problem.”

Dan and Nancy sat on tall chairs, Silithia sat in what was, for her, a regular chair. This put their faces all on a level.

Hers, of course, was larger than theirs.

“I have read all the reports, and I want to apologize for what Wanda has done.”

Dan heaved a sigh.

“She is in jail right now, and when she is released we will reduce her.”

“Reduce?”

“We will take her womanhood away. She will be a man, probably for several lifetimes.”

“You can do that?” blurted Nancy.

Silithia smiled. “Let me explain.” She sat back, steepled her fingers, and began. “A woman is the highest form of life. If a man is a good man for many lifetimes, he is granted womanhood. But being a member of a deviant race of sorts, mankind, even then she must continue on the upward path. If she conducts herself in a correct manner she becomes as I. Womanus Superior. A new race, if you will, and a hope for all of mankind. Which brings us to you.”

She signaled for drinks, and the large women who waited on her quickly accommodated.

“You were made into a woman before your time. However, you have conducted yourself honorably. If you wish, we can return you to your manhood. I have no doubt that you may be born again as a woman, and a woman with her feet on the upward path.”

“Or?” asked Dan.

Silithia smiled.

“Or you can remain a woman. Ahead of her time. If you wish you may work for us. With us. Taking mankind upward. Helping us evolve to the point where all are Womanus Superior.”

“What happened to me,” blurted Nancy.

Silithia smiled at Nancy, and Nancy immediately felt a degree of relief.

“You made a mistake. You have a lot to make up for.”

Silithia said nothing then. She had condemned, and yet enlightened, all in the same breath.

Silithia turned to Dan. “So, I appreciate your kindness under the current circumstances. You could have caused an uproar. You could have demanded a quite public trial and caused us much embarrassment, and even problems.”

“It seemed silly to be vindictive,” murmured Dan.

Silithia nodded. “An admirable viewpoint. So what would you like to do? Would you like us to return you to being a man? Obviously we will meet any financial demands you might have.”

Dan rubbed her chin. “So is there really a male cosmetics program?”

“Oh, yes. It is one of our most important endeavors. Making men into women, making them deserve to be women, it is a sacred duty with us. Though Wanda corrupted the program, used it for her own evil ends, it is an important program that requires all our attention.”

“I’d like to keep working on that program.”

Silithia actually blinked.

“I like being a woman. I like the sex. I think I’d like to see where this program goes. Is that possible?”

“Of course it is. How about an internship here, then you can return to your own town and take over the complex there?”

“I’d like that.”

And so the afternoon went. Nancy was forgiven, pending future contributions to womankind, Dan was granted his dream job, and allowed to stay a woman. And Silithia spent the afternoon chatting, enlightening, educating, welcoming them to a higher organization.

But, all good times must come to an end. And when Dan and Nancy were ready to go Silithia walked them through the large rooms, and at the front door she asked Dan a question.

“Dan, I don’t quite understand how you were able to overcome what Wanda was doing to you. And taking over the computer system and gathering evidence, all that you did, especially considering the drugs you were on…it was amazing. How did you do it?”

Dan smiled. “I suppose I could say I was inspired by Womanus Superior, though we both know I knew nothing of that program. But I knew there was something there. I was being made into a woman and…I guess I had a sort of woman’s intuition about it all.”

“But how?”

“Well,” he mused, “the thing about Wanda…”

“Yes?”

“I was one point smarter than her.”

END
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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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


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

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


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.


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!

Gropper Press?
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DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

Gropper Press!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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

‘Womanus Superior’

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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I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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Feminized C;)p!

It was a job a man couldn’t do
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GRACE MANSFIELD
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Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power
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