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PART ONE

“Mmm,” I groaned and started to come awake, then I felt it and came full awake. I sat up and looked down.

A chastity tube. Around my cock. Oh…no!

“Lisa? What is this?”

My gorgeous wife, full breasted, beautiful features, came out of the bathroom drying her long, blonde hair. “What?” she asked, innocently.

“Why am I wearing the tube?”

She smiled. “Oh, I think you’ve been getting too much lately. This will calm you down and allow me to have a nice, little vacation.”

“But it’s my vacation, too!” I protested. “Besides, you’ve been cutting me off lately. You talk about ‘dick diets,’ and how sperm makes you fat and…and all sorts of nonsense! “I’m a man, and I need some relief.”

“Don’t worry,” she laughed. “When you get home you can jack off!”

She turned back into the bathroom. I leaped from the bed, my dick dangling softly in its cage, and followed her in.

She was slightly bent over the sink, putting on red lipstick. My favorite.

Let me tell you something about red lipstick. My wife trained me well. In the beginning, when we were first married, she would pull this crap of not wanting to have sex. She would fix herself up gorgeous, tease me, even grab my cock and stroke it, and kiss me for hours. And then she would put red lipstick on and I knew…blow job.

She would giggle and go down on her knees and suck on me till I finally had a cum.

So it became programmed in my mind: red lipstick equals blow job. And whenever I saw her rolling the delightful color on her lips I knew I was going to get a good suck.

But here’s the weird part. I like blow jobs, I LOVE blow jobs, but that was about all I got.

I wanted sex! I wanted to consummate! To screw! To plunge my pecker into her pussy till I squirted my brains out!

But she, even though we were married, would rarely let me in her pussy. And then, when I did squirt she would go, “Ew. You got me all slimey.

So that was what our marriage was. I got sex, lots of sex, but not the kind I really wanted. And she would occasionally put me in chastity, and laugh and giggle and tease me and…and while I loved it, I wanted more.

But here’s the mean part. Here she was, putting on red lipstick, the secret single signal that I was about to get a good blowjob…but I was in chastity!

“Ohh,” I groaned. My pecker started to throb and press against the tight confines of the cage.

She watched me in the mirror and her smile was big. She turned and kissed me, hard, saying to hell with her lipstick getting messed up because it was more important to mess me up.

While the scorched my mouth with her hotness she grabbed my caged cock with her hands and began to manipulate it. She pulled it, twisted it, gripped the balls and squeezed gently.

“Oh, God!” My knees buckled, but I couldn’t fall. She held me up by the cock.

“Honey, we’re going to have so-o-o much fun. Two weeks in the sun. The beaches are white sand, the babes…honey, I hear that Paraiso has an influx of beautiful, stacked women.”

Oh, no. And I would be focused on Lisa. When I was in chastity I started to obsess on my keyholder, and the key dangling on the gold chain around her slender but oh, so sexy neck.

“Just think, you can watch those big bosoms, those round asses, then come home at night and play with yourself. And I’ll even play with you. This is going to be the best vacation you ever had! Now, I want to leave in 15, so get your ass in gear.” She pulled me around by the cock, slapped my ass and pushed me out of the bathroom.

We drove down the coast of Mexico to the Mexican sea town of Paraiso. Paraiso is off the beaten track, but popular with those in the know. We had been there before and were pleasantly surprised by the friendliness of the people, the cleanliness of the bars, and the sheer deliciosity of the few restaurants.

Now we were going to spend a couple of weeks in Paradise. Fun in the sun. With all the sex I couldn’t have. Sob.

We drove into the town, it wasn’t much to look at on the surface, and found our hotel, which was a pleasant surprise of gardens and patio dining.

All the way down Lisa had played with my cock. It really turned her on when I was trapped like this. Oh, she liked teasing me anyway, and all the time, but the fact that I couldn’t respond made it all the more delicious.

We had a room on the ocean side, and we stood on the balcony and hoisted a couple of margaritas. Our arms were around each other, and it wasn’t long before we were chewing on each other’s faces. Slightly high, horny, I didn’t resist when Lisa pulled me back into the room.

“Johnny, I need to take my edge off.”

“Ohhh,” I groaned. My cock was pushing out, trying to escape its confines, but not having any luck.

Lisa laughed and pushed me onto the bed. “What’s the matter? Does Johnny have a problem?”

“You’re my problem,” I muttered, then she had a hand around my head and was pulling my face to her large breasts.

“Mmmm!” She moaned softly. The sound of her having sex while I was denied drove me wild. I was so horny, if only…

“Honey? Let’s use the key.”

She laughed merrily, pushed me back a little and sat on my lap. She scrunched my tube and balls causing a thrill to shoot through my groin.

“Not a chance, lover. This is going to be my holiday, and I don’t want to walk around all squooshy with your squirtem in me.”

She pushed me back and knelt over me. She kissed me ruthlessly as she played with my nipples.

“Gah!” I arched my back, pushing my nipples into her mouth.

She slithered up and kissed my face. She pushed my arms down so they were trapped by her knees against my body. She held my face in her hands and  pressed her mouth on mine. This was her favorite position, me trapped and her in control.

I groaned and bucked a little, then she slid up further and sat on my face.

“Do me, Johnny,” she cried. “Fuck me with your face!”

I did. I tried to kiss her, lick her, suck her, all while she settled her weight on me and made it hard to breath.

Now my hands were free and I cupped her buttocks. Shivered at the feel of those round globes in my hands, and doubled my efforts to bring her to orgasm.

“Oooh, yeah, baby.” She bent forward, used her hands to brace herself, and let me breath.

I gasped for air, and managed to get my fingers up to her hole.

“Oh!” she blurted as I put two fingers in her.

Two fingers, that was all she ever allowed. If I tried three or, heavens forbid, more, she got pissed off and stomped off.

So, two fingers, but I used them well. I hooked them and drilled them and corkscrewed them. It was awkward, even difficult, but I was driven by my horniness. Maybe I couldn't fuck her, but there was a simple joy in being allowed to eat her and finger fuck her that compelled me.

“Oh, yeah…yeah!”

I found her G-spot and she suddenly jerked, hard, and then smashed her hips downward.

“AHHH!”

I licked, I sucked, I rubbed that spot in her vagina.

“AHHH…AHHH…YES!…YES!”

Then she fell all the way forward and my face was free.

But my cock wasn’t, and it throbbed so hard it actually hurt. The flesh was bulging in the tube and I bent over a little to relieve the pressure.

A long minute passed, then she stirred, rolled over and got up. “Oh, that was good,” she said, then she looked at me, bent and holding my helpless crotch. She started laughing. “Oh, Johnny. You look so funny.” Then she went for a quick shower.

I finally sat up. I looked down at my cock. It was purple in the cage, and white pre-cum was coming out. A lot of pre-cum. :Fuck, I was going to have to wear a Depends. Which would make Lisa laugh all the harder. She loved it when I was horny, and embarrassed horny was even better.

She came out of the shower, looked at me again and stifled some mirth, not well, and I went in for my shower. I soaped and soaped my dick, wishing for relief, wishing that my wife would finally realize that a man had needs, and give me a break.

In the end, not able to get off, hornier for trying, I dried off and got dressed. As I put on my shorts and tee Lisa was watching me in the dressing table mirror.

“Hey!”

I looked at her.

She rolled red, red lipstick on her sexy lips. Then she laughed. Bitch.

We strolled through the town to a botanical park on the outskirts. It was a quiet day, we were just in front of the tourist season, and we enjoyed the balmy breeze, and we watched the colorful birds set up their raucous chorus in the trees.

“Paradise, eh Johnny?”

“You got that,” I walked with my arm around her, my cock throbbing, and we ascended a slight incline.

We passed through the park, then, because the trail kept going, we continued. We passed under giant fronds, pushed aside creepers, and met a family of Mexicans going in the other direction. The trail opened up a bit at that point, so we all stopped and chatted.

“What’s up ahead?” I asked.

We had language barriers, but I managed to get something about ‘shrine.’

We all laughed, then continued on our ways.

“A shrine, eh? I wonder to who, or what?”

“Here’s a sign,” Lisa pointed to a weathered board tacked onto a tree. “Can you read it?”

I stumbled over the washed out words, “Diablo del Amor. The Devil of Love. I think.”

Lisa laughed, “Does the devil believe in love? I thought the devil was sort of the other way.”

“Don’t be a cynic,” I advised cheerfully.

She snorted. “Probably just a turista thing. They want to sell parrot’s bones at a discount. You know these superstitious natives. Anything for a buck.”

I shook my head. I love Lisa, but she does have a blind spot in certain things.

We came around a bend in the trail and the shrine was right ahead.

It was just a sort of semi-cave in the side of the mountain. It was filled with candles and pictures and things. An old woman was sitting on a blanket to one side. She appeared to be mixing something in a pestle. She was old, and I hate to say ugly, I mean age does things to you, but she fit the description of a ‘crone.’

We walked forward and the old lady looked up at us. She was toothless, her mouth sinking inward, and her nose had a wart on the side of it. Still, her eyes were cheerful and sparkly, though a bit slitted when she inspected us.

“Good morning. Buenas…uh, Tardes?”

A grin quirked her mouth, but didn’t break out. She inclined her head slightly and said, “Turista.” I don’t think she was sneering at us, exactly, but, oh well. I suppose natives get tired of impatient Americans.

Lisa and I stopped outside the mouth of the indentation in the hill and talked about the items in the cave.

“There’s a cross, Johnny. Doesn’t that seem weird? Having a cross in the Devil’s Cave?”

“Yeah, but it’s about love, so maybe it’s not that kind of devil.”

“See those pictures, are all Mexican children chubby?”

I was sort of embarrassed then, because I had a feeling that the old lady could hear us.

“All children are chubby for a while. Be nice, Lisa.”

“I am nice. I just don’t understand a society that has so many superstitions. I mean, it’s the 21st century. We’ve got cars and everything.”

I sighed. There was no reasoning with Lisa when she got like this.

Suddenly I felt a spatter of raindrops strike my head.

“Oh!” yelped Lisa. “My hair!”

I looked over to the old woman. Her jaw was clamped shut and she was trying to roll her blanket up, and put things in jars, and everything, but the rain was splattering big drops on her, and the wind had come up and was making things difficult.

“Get under a tree,” I yelled at Lisa, and I ran to help the old lady.

The wind was getting stronger, and I put my feet on the corner of the blanket and moved a couple of things towards the center of the blanket.

She was trying to get the contents of her pestle into a jar, and that was what was causing her difficulty. I steadied her hand and she poured, and little brown dust trickled into the jar, then she screwed a lid on and looked at me. She said something in Spanish, it sounded like “Andale,” or something like that, and she motioned to roll up the blanket.

I did, quickly. The rain was coming down harder now, and I picked up the bundle, put my arm up so my jacket sheltered the old lady, and we ran to a tree.

“Gracias,” she muttered, then turned around, and her eyes slitted.

I turned and saw what upset her. Lisa had taken shelter in the cave.

I looked at the old lady, who was mumbling under her breath.

“I’m sorry if we’re not supposed to go into the shrine. We didn’t know.”

The old lady looked up at me. Her eyes were thin and she was not happy, but then she relaxed. In barely passable English she said, “You I help.” She looked back at Lisa, “She I teach.”

Whoa. I hoped that wasn’t the start of a curse or something. I mean, I’m not real superstitious, but I do believe we should all get along.

“You go get,” and the old lady pushed me towards the shrine.

I sighed. I was already wet, so I guess it wouldn’t matter, and I could use my jacket to get Lisa out of the shrine.

I ran across the clearing.

“Come on,” I said, holding up my jacket over her head.

Lisa huddled against me and yelled over the now roaring rain. “I don’t want to go out there!”

“Got to, babe. The old lady doesn’t want you in this shrine thing.”

I didn’t think she was going to go, but I put a little weight behind my arm, and we went into the rain. Now that she was into it, Lisa broke into a run. I kept pace with her, and we darted back to the where the old lady was waiting for us.

“Heysoos Xristo,” breathed Lisa. “I’m going to be a mess.”

“You’ll always be beautiful to me,” I said, trying to bring some cheer into the situation.

The old lady just watched us. Her eyes were so bright that in the gloom of the passing clouds they almost seemed to glow.

An hour later, the storm passed.

We weren’t cold, but we were soaked, and miserable.

The old lady looked at her blanket, then at me. “You come.”

“I just want to go back to the hotel,” whined Lisa.

“You come. Dry. Hot fire. You come.”

She strode off and, because she had left the blanket for me, I picked it up, grabbed Lisa by the hand, and followed her.

We followed her down the side of a cliff, into a little wedge shaped valley, and up a rise.

She lived in a little cube of adobe, and she walked through the split of curtain that served for a door. Tentatively, I followed her in.

“Why can’t we just go to the hotel?” Lisa complained. “I need to dry my hair. And I need to fix my make up. And I need to…”

“Hush, babe. I’ll just put this blanket down and—“

It was warm inside the little adobe hut. And there was a fire in it. There were unique smells, and I recognized it for homey. I mean, you smell your grandmother’s house and smell the fresh baked cookies, and that was what it was like here, except the Mexican version.

“Here’s your stuff,” I said. “We need to—“

The old lady turned around from a cupboard. She was holding a bottle of tequila. The seal still on it. I grinned.

“Johnny, you’re not going to drink! We have to get back!”

But I was already sitting at a rickety, little table. The crone had three glasses out and she poured freely.

“Just a minute, Lisa. We can dry out here, then we can leave.”

“I want to leave now!”

But I put a glass in her hand, and she looked at it, then took a gulp. With tequila, you know, that’s all it takes.

A half hour later Lisa and I were giggling and joking. We had drunk half the bottle. The old lady, whose name, I think, was Anastasia, had merely taken a sip or two, but she watched us with a humorous glint in her eye.

Finally, she capped the bottle and put it away.

“Party pooper,” whispered Lisa.

“Gacias, senorita. Oh, Gracias, gracias.” I gave a slight bow.

Anastasia sat down next to me. She reached out and put her hands on mine.

They were old, paper thin skin, veins, bony knuckles…but they were warm. And I could feel a warm spirit behind them.

“What you want?”

“What? Oh…I’m good.”

The tequila made me goofy, and I knew Lisa was goofy.

“No…no. What you want. What you want with whole heart?”

Her accent was thick, but her words reached through my stupor and I blinked. She wanted a real answer.

I looked at my wife, whose head was grinning and lolling on her shoulders. “What everybody else wants. Love.”

Anastasia nodded, and in that moment I felt like she really understood me. Understood from the viewpoint of a life of hard living.

She patted my hand. “Wait.”

She went to her cupboard and brought out a small bottle. It was a prescription bottle with no label, and it had obviously been conscripted for her purposes. It held maybe a hundred, little pills. Rough pills. Made by hand, not machine. She took out two.

“You take.” She placed a pill in my hand, then she placed one in Lisa’s hand.

“What? What is this?” She gazed down at the little pill. She looked up. “No way I’m taking this shit.” She laughed.

Anastasia said, “You look each other. Take pill same time. Look each other.”

Now, call me crazy, call me whimsical, call me a romantic with no brains, I looked at Lisa, and she suddenly acted halfway sober, and looked right back at me.

“Together, baby.”

She was drunk, she was sloshy, but there was a challenge in my words, and more.

“Fuck you,” she said, and she popped her pill into her mouth.

I quickly popped mine, and the little pellets rolled down our throats.

“Look each other, look,” Anastasia demanded.

So I grabbed Lisa’s face in my hands. I love my wife more than life itself. I wanted her. Always. I leaned forward, and I brought her face closer.

She blinked. she said, “Oh, Johnny,” and then we kissed. With open eyes.

A long kiss, oblivious of Anastasia watching us. And the kiss started to fade, the feeling of her lips started to fade. My awareness began to fade.

I had taken…we had taken…a little pill with God knows what in it.

Then I felt like I was dreaming, in a long tunnel floating down the tunnel, and I saw Lisa coming the other way. We reached out our arms in passing, but missed. Then I heard Lisa call back to me, a faint, hollow yell… “See you on the other side, Johnny!”

Then there was nothing.

“Oh,” I was waking up, and I knew something was weird. Like haywire. Like I had just licked my finger and put it in a light socket.

I lay there and tried to sort through things. Oddly, I didn’t remember going to bed, and then I realized I wasn’t in bed. I was on the ground, and memories of being in the old lady’s hut swarmed me. I opened my eyes, and couldn’t see because…there was a bunch of hair in my face!

“Ack, poo!”I spit the hair out, and reached up to brush it out of my eyes and…”FUCK!” I sat up and stared at my hand. It was slender, and somebody had put long, fake nails on my fingers. And…”WHAT THE…”

I looked down at myself. I was skinny! And I had boobs! And there was something dreadfully familiar about those boobs.

“Unhhh!”

I looked for the source of the groan and saw a lump on the floor next to me. And that lump, it was shaped familiar, it was, the lump turned over and my eyes widened in shock.

It was me! I. My body. I was staring at my own body laying on the floor of the adobe hut!

Then it hit me, why my tits looked familiar. They weren’t mine, they were Lisa’s! I looked down at them. Big and familiar because I loved to suck on them and feel them.

I looked at my body.

I looked at me.

What the fuck had happened?

“Ooh, I don’t feel goo—“ Next to me Lisa realized her voice was too husky, too deep, she struggled to sit up, looked at me, and… “EEEE!”
“It’s okay…stop! It’s okay!”

I put my hands out. Long fingernails. Soft, unmuscular skin.

She…I…he…whatever, stopped screaming, but her eyes were large and round.

“It’s okay,” I said, sounding so lame I couldn’t believe it.

“But…but…”

“I’m in your body.” My voice was soft, higher pitched. I sounded sort of breathy, which, in some way, far back in my mind, I found sexy.

“But…but…”

“Breath. Relax. Take deep breaths.”

Surprisingly, she did.

We stared at each other, trying to figure things out, then we looked around the hut. Then we looked at each other.

“What happened,” Lisa asked, I found listening to my own voice freaky. It sounded nothing like what I sounded like to myself.

“We got…I’m in your body. And you’re in mine.”

She whispered, “We got body swapped!”

“Oh, my God.”

I struggled to my feet. I was so freaked out I didn’t even think about my hangover.

I reached out a hand to help her up.

She stood, and was taller than me, and that was one more freaky thing. I looked up at her and realized I wasn’t a bad looking guy. Of course, I needed to comb my hair, and get some breakfast, but I was sort of hunky looking.

Then it hit me. I looked down at my body. Big tits, long, golden hair, full lips…I was now in the body of who I considered to be the sexiest creature alive. I was a sexpot. I was beautiful. Oh, my God!

“Johnny, what are we going to do?” I heard the panic in her voice. I reached to take her in my arms, then realized that I wasn’t the big man anymore. My arms wouldn’t encompass her and calm her like they had when I was in my rightful body.

I settled for an arm, and I whispered up to her. “We need to relax, find the old lady, and figure this thing out.”

“But…but…”

“Quiet now. Panic doesn’t work. Just breath, relax, and calm down.”

She focused on breathing again, and started to relax.

“Okay, now we have to—

Anastasia came through the front door. She was holding a sprig of some herb or something. She looked at us and grinned.

“What happened to us?”

Lisa started to go into screech, so Anastasia turned to walk out.

“Wait, please!” I caught her arm and waved a hand at Lisa to stop.

Anastasia faced me. She smiled again. Then she frowned at Lisa. She said to me, “You I help. She I teach.” She turned to Lisa. “You learn. You better.”

“Wait…uh, how many…how long will we be like this?”

“Ten day.” She grinned, patted my cheek, and went out the door.

Lisa moaned, and it sounded so weird to have such a female tainted vocal come out of her male body. My male body. “You mean we’re stuck like this for our whole vacation?”

“Gosh,” I said, stunned, my words totally inadequate for the situation.

“What are we going to do?” She sounded a little whiney.

“Well, we should probably go back to the hotel and talk this over. Then we can figure things out.”

We walked out of the hut, not holding hands or anything, totally unsure of our bodies and how they even worked.

We found our way back to the shrine, then took the trail back through the gardens, through town, and to the hotel.

Inside the room Lisa sat on her side of the bed. My body on her side. I sat in a chair, and we looked at each other.

“What now?” Lisa asked. There was a dullness to her that I didn’t like. But I understood. We were going through shock. And here was an interesting realization. I had been a man, going out and doing things, and I was handling it better. Not to say that women don’t handle things well, but Lisa wasn’t handling this.

Thinking that through, I said, “I’m going to clean up. I need a shower.”

I stood up, watched her, and she stood up, somehow impelled by my motion, trying to keep up, keeping the only stable thing in her universe, which was me, which was weird considering how we wee so recently and totally changed.

I walked towards the bathroom and she followed.

It was the weirdest thing in the world to take off my clothes.

I hadn’t put them on, and I didn’t really know how they worked, at least from my new viewpoint.

Still, I figured it out, and shortly was standing and staring at myself in the big mirror.

Lisa was slowly removing my clothes from my regular body, and she was moving slowly.

I stared at my tits. I hefted them, turned sideways, and realized how utterly and totally delicious I was.

“What are you looking at,” sniped Lisa, bitterly.

“Heysoos on a wagon without horses. You…I’m…a babe. Do you know how beautiful you are? I am?”

“I had some sort of an idea.” She dropped her pants, and I suddenly realized something. I covered my mouth with one hand and goggled. She had on the chastity tube. I started giggle.

She looked up at me, anger in her eyes.

“Sorry, honey, but you have no idea how weird that thing on you is.” I pointed at the chastity device.

She looked at it. It was bulging. “And it hurts.”

“Take a pee, that will help.”

She sat on the toilet. “How do I do this?”

“Just sort of tighten up your muscles inside. Push it out.”

It took a while, she got very irritated, but finally figured it out. She looked up at me and sighed as the tinkle of water in the bowl happened. Then she glared. “It’s not funny.”

“No, dear. It’s not.” I kept a straight face and turned to the shower. I turned it on and let the water get a little warmer. I stepped in.

“Oh, God!” I murmured. Women feel water differently than men. There is something sexual about trickles of water running through your hair, over your breasts, rivering between the legs.

Between the legs. Usually water followed the cock, dripped off the end of it. Now I just felt the warm between my legs, but no river. Different.

Lisa opened the shower door and stepped in. I was surprised by how much room she took up.

“Give me some of that,” she said, and adjusted the shower head.

“Hey! Don’t be a hog!”

Grudgingly, she gave me a little of the spray.

We soaped ourselves silently, then I had a thought. Her big body, my small hands. Lots of soap.

“Here, let me help.”

I took my own cock, in the cage, and began soaping it.

“Oh,!” Lisa groaned. Her knees buckled a little. “How do you stand it?”

“What?” I soaped her…my…balls, squeezing them rhythmically.

“That feeling. That white hot feeling. And it’s being squeezed in the cage. And it hurts but like…so good.”

“That’s called horniness, my dear. And I suffer through it.”

That’s when it hit her what the cock cage was doing.

“Oh, shit,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “This is what the chastity thing does to you?”

“Yep.” I continued soaping her dick. My dick. Oddly, it wasn’t difficult holding a man’s cock…because that man was me. I was holding my own cock. I could handle that.

“How do you stand it?”

“I try to think of other things.”

“But how can you?” She was breathing hard and had one hand on the side of the shower for support.

“Now you know.” I shrugged. I wasn’t all that horny. Funny, I was sexy, but not horny. And as myself, in my own body, I was horny but not sexy. If there was only a way to bring these two worlds together.

“Well, rinsy rinse time.”

I let go of my cock and stood under the spray for a minute, then I stepped out of the shower.

“Wait a minute!”

I turned around.

“But it feels so good! Aren’t we supposed to do something about that?”

I laughed. “Are you kidding me? That’s why you put me in that thing, so I could feel that delicious frustration.”

“But how can you stand it?” she wailed.

I chuckled as I dried myself off.

She got out of the shower right behind me. She just stood there, staring at me. I looked at her cock. It was purple and dripping, exactly the way she liked me to be. And I began to realize the deviousness of Anastasia’s little plot. She was helping me…teach Lisa. But it was also a little scary. I mean, what big lesson was I supposed to impart, when I was dazed and confused myself.

“Johnny?” Lisa was right behind me, half dried, dripping on the floor.

“What? Hey, you’re making a mess. Go dry off.”

But she didn’t. She advanced on me, was a foot away, and said, “You’ve got to help me.”

“Help you what?”

“Get over this…this horniness. I can’t stand it.”

I smiled, and, tell the truth, I felt a little evil. But there was no way I was going to help her get over her horniness. That would be letting her fuck me, and she was a man! And I didn’t want a man slobbering all over me, and…and putting his dick in me.

Man, talk about role reversal.

“Sorry, babe. This was your idea, and it’s a good one. So…” I stopped, she was staring at me, and I knew at what.

“Get away,” I covered the key hanging around my neck with one hand and backed away.

She sighed, and slumped. I relaxed. That was close. These men, you have to watch them all the time. I mean, now I knew what it meant when somebody said a man was thinking with their dicks.

“I need to get dressed,” I went to her suitcase and tried to lift it up on the bed. The damned thing was too heavy. Oh, shit. I was the weaker member of the species now.

I opened it and rummaged through the outfits, and now my guy modesty gave me trouble. Everything was too flimsy, too sexy.

On the other side of the bed Lisa started to open her…my…suitcase, then scratched her head. Then she simply lifted it up and put it on the bed.

She got out a pair of pants, looked at them, then some underwear, then sighed.

“What’s the matter?”

“Everything you’ve got is so plain. And how do you stand this underwear? It must be like wearing sand paper panties.

I grunted. I lifted out a pair of panties. Mmm. I had loved these on her. Thong. Showed her little landing patch so delightfully. I stepped into them, and was aware of how my knockers were knocking. I mean the big things got in the way of everything.

I picked out a bra. It was the heaviest one she had, and I started figuring out how to put it on.

“Not that.”

I looked at her.

“Why not?”

“That’s a sports bra. You need to put the black one on.”

“That? But it’s so…”

“Exactly. Men will love it.”

“But I don’t want men to love it.”

She looked down at the shorts she was buckling. “And I hate this, but I’m wearing it, so you’re going to wear what I tell you to.”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll spank you.”

I stared at her, and my eyes opened up. She grinned.

“You wouldn’t!” But I knew she would. Heck, I had spanked her in the past, fun and games, and she had loved it. Apparently she wanted me to have the same kind of experience.

“Oh, yes, and I think I’d like to.”

“I picked up the black bra. I didn’t want a red fanny. Besides, I could wear her half jacket and cover up my tits.

She chuckled, a very male rumble, and picked out a shirt.

I looked through the suitcase.

“The reddish dress,” she said.

I stared at the garment. It was thin material, a little blousy, and looked like something a peasant would wear.

She explained: “It’s light. It’ll feel good.”

I didn’t want to, but I didn’t have any other option. I really didn’t know anything about women’s wear. Funny, I had been staring at women for my whole life, and I didn’t know anything about why they did what they did.

I figured out how to step into the dress, buttoned a few buttons, and was good to go. So was the other me. My real body.

She was putting on a pair of athletic shoes. Very comfortable. I looked around for similar wear, and she said, “Heels.”

“What?”

“Heels go with that outfit.”

“Heels? But I’ve never worn heels before?”

“Well, you’ll have to try them. No way I’m going out with you looking like a mongrel.”

“What does it matter to you what I look like?”

“You are me, lover.”

I couldn’t argue with that.

I slipped into the heels, and shock of shocks, I liked them. It was kinky, sexy, and it felt…good. I tried a few steps, and it wasn’t hard. “Heysoos,” I blurted, and I realized what was happening. “Your body has muscle memory.”

“Okay, let’s go.” We walked to the door, and for the first time, we had physical contact. She grabbed my biceps. and stopped me, whirled me around.

“OW!” I blurted.

“You’re not going out like that.”

“Like what?” I asked, rubbing my biceps. It felt like I was going to have a bruise.

“With no make up.”

Now, under my female skin, I was a male. “No way I’m putting on make up.”

“Yes, you are.” She grabbed my arm, a little softer, but there was no way I could fight against her strength. She walked me into the bathroom.

It was a twin sink bathroom, and her make up was around her basin. She pushed me up against the counter and leaned against me.

“Ow!”

She grinned and reached for her make up.

“Take it like a woman,” she said.

Then she made me up. There really wasn’t much I could do. I could struggle, but that would just make a mess, and I had already experienced her strength.

Funny, I was always gentle with her, and here she was, the first time she has a physical advantage and she pushes me around like a bully.

She talked as she worked. “You’ll thank me when I’m done. You’re beautiful, but only by half. This is going to put the sparkle in your eyes.”

What was bad was that when she was done, when she turned me around and made me look at myself in the mirror, she was right.

My breath caught. My eyes were mysterious, glittering. My lips, my red, red lips, were plump and beautiful. I had just been promoted from drab to sunshine.

We walked down the street, and it was, I hate to keep using this word, but it was weird.

First, my legs felt the air all over them. And the wind even blew my dress up a bit. Made me panic and hold it down. Lisa laughed at that.

I frowned at her. “You know, you’re sort of a bully.”

Her turn to frown. “I am not.”

I glared at her. “First off, you’ve been telling me to do stuff. You’re pushy. Second, you are physically pushing me around.”

She opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. I had the feeling she was going to say something like ‘poor boy,’ but she didn’t. Instead, she reached down and adjusted her groin.

I smiled. My turn to be the bully. “A little tight down there.”

“A lot tight,” she whined. “I want the key.”

“Not a chance.”

“But this thing is liable to do some damage!”

“You’ve made me wear it lots of times, never hurt me.”

“Yeah, but we’re different…” then she shut her mouth. It wasn’t that we were different.  Just different people experiencing the same bodies.

“Ah, Senor and Senorita, How may I serve you?”

We looked up at a waiter. Ricardo. He had served us before.

We ordered our usual breakfasts, and I never had felt so naked in my life. He was subtle, but every time he looked at me, though he was hiding it, he was checking me out. I could feel his eyes on my tits, my face, everything. He left and I said to Lisa. “What an obnoxious and horny fuck.”

She grinned. “I thought you’d never notice.”

That remark surprised me, I realized there was a whole world of perceptions that I had not tapped into.

We sat there silently then. Lost in our own worlds, considering our situation. We each started to speak several times, but then didn’t.

I felt small, weak, and how did Lisa feel? Well, she was feeling a little bullyish. I said, “I don’t mean to belabor the point, but you’re a bully.”

She was pretty calm now, and she just looked at me, and I realized she was looking at me like a woman who doesn’t want to go there. Except now she had the muscle, so she was going there.

“Why do you think I’m a bully.”

“When I was the man you were constantly pushing me around. You used whining and tears to get your way.”

“And when I was a woman I couldn’t get you to do the simplest things.”

“Simple things that you were interested in and I wasn’t,” I countered.

She adjusted her package again. She looked at me. She reached across the table and grabbed the key.

“Let go,” I whispered, suddenly a bit frightened.

“No,” and she ripped it off. Broke the chain, but it was her chain so I guess she didn’t mind.

I put a hand to my neck in shock.

She smirked and stood up. “I’m going to the bathroom.”

She sauntered across the restaurant, cocksure, and it was my cock.

Ten minutes later she was back. She was holding the pieces of the chastity tube in her hand and she placed them on the table and laughed.

I scooped the pieces up and put them in my purse.

“Heysoos does that feel good.”

I had noticed the bulge in her pants when she came back.

“I pissed again, and then I played with myself. I made myself squirt.”

I stared at her. And I thought: Good. Then you won’t be bothering me.

“It really feels good to squirt. It just explodes out of you, and it feels really different. I can’t wait to do it again.”

Our food had arrived while she was getting her rocks off. I had started eating, and now she seemed intent on catching up to me. And bypassing me.

She shoveled eggs and bacon into her mouth like the world was going to run out of food.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“Hey,” she explained. “I’ve got a big body now. I have to keep it fed.” then she looked at me. I had barely nibbled, but she reached across and took my plate away.

“Hey! I’m not done!”

“Yes, you are. That’s my body you’re stuffing, and I’m not going to turn into a fat pig.”

“But it’s okay if you turn me into a fat pig.”

She laughed. She really didn’t care.

“I’m hungry!” I begged. “Please give it back.”

But she just chuckled and kept eating.

We left the restaurant and went back to the hotel. Again I had to endure the gauntlet of stares as men lusted after me. I walked through the lobby of our hotel and she squeezed my arm again, and it hurt. “Make your heels click.”

So I tried, and muscle memory helped me, and I heard the click, click, click. And, you know? It felt good. It was sexy, and men were staring at me, but there was a certain power in the sex and…and I thought about Lisa.

She doubtless had experienced what I was experiencing. But the way she had made me do it, the way she made me feel…and I was back to the idea that the first time she had a physical edge she abused it.

I didn’t think I did that. When I was a man I tried to make sure I was gentle and considerate. Sure, I made mistakes, and I was probably a clod in certain ways. But my intention was good. And I thought about Anastasia telling me that I was good. She would help me, but teach Lisa. It didn’t feel like that was working out.

I was getting bullied, and Lisa wasn’t learning a damned thing. But what could I do about it? Lisa seemed immune to logic, and maybe even basic kindness.

We arrived back at the hotel. I made myself a drink, bourbon and Coke, not Mexican, but my favorite. I went out to the patio and sipped.

Lisa had watched me while I made a drink and ignored her. She had a frown on her face. A minute later she came out on the patio. She was sipping her own whiskey and Coke. She sat on the other side of the table and watched me as I stared across the ocean.

“What?” she finally asked.

“Nothing.” I took a big gulp and avoided looking at her.

“Come on, babe, talk to me.”

Me talk to her? After she had just bullied me? I didn’t say a thing. I just watched a couple of sailboats race the wind in the bay.

She pulled her chair over and sat close to me. “Was it because I made you wear a dress and make up? You got to understand, you looked like a schlump. I couldn’t have you…me…going out like that.

I didn’t say anything. I was suddenly feeling emotional.

“Honey. You have to talk to me.”

I could help myself. I turned to her and tears filled my eyes. “Why, so you can push me around?”

Her mouth opened, and I knew what was happening. She had never seen me cry. She probably didn’t even know I could cry. But I knew what was happening. I wasn’t strong, and I had muscle memory for tears. I suddenly understood why women cry, and I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t help myself.

“I never treated you like that, ever. A man is supposed to take care of a woman. He’s stronger, and only the worst kind of man will bully a woman.”

I looked away. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I wiped my cheek and my hand came away black. Mascara. I just cried harder.

“Well, hey…I didn’t…I just…”

I turned to her and hit her with the big punch. “You tell me why we should stay together?”

I could feel her convulse. It was like being hit in the belly. By a heavyweight. And it showed just how badly I felt. Here I was, changed, trying to cope, and I didn’t know how. And she…she…

You know, miracles happen. I never thought about it before, but I felt one happen right then.

Lisa came to me, knelt next to me and put her arms around me.

“Honey. You’re right. I was so caught up by what was happening that I was only thinking of me. I know you’re going through shit, too, and I’m sorry. Please, stop crying. Let me help you a little bit. Give me a second chance.

I buried my head in her strong chest then, and I sobbed. And sobbed. And sobbed. All my fears and frustrations at being made into a woman came out. And a lot more, besides. I think that one tearfest taught me more than a lifetime of being a man.

Lisa held me, and she felt strong, and now she was gentle. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” She kept whispering. And she held me, and for the first time in my life I understood why a woman needed a man. A man, a real man, is a buttress, a fortress, a place where a woman can be herself. No fears of the world. No one can hurt her, no one can make less of her.

Finally, I stopped crying. I sniffled, and just kept my head against Lisa’s chest. It was warm and comforting, and I started to feel good. I finally mumbled against her manly chest.

“You want a drink?”

She laughed, lightly, lovingly, and said, “I’d love one. But only if you let me make it. I’ve got a lot of making up to do, and I’m starting right now.

So we stood up, hugging, I was suddenly afraid to let her go, and she held me at arm’s length. “Bourbon and Coke?”

I nodded.

“Coming right up. And while I’m doing that, there’s some cold cream in a jar in the bathroom. Why don’t you go clean your pretty face.”

She kissed me then, on the lips, and it was frightening, and yet, it was…it was weird.

“What?”

“We never kissed, since we changed. And…”

“What?”

“I’m afraid of kissing a man. I mean, I’m a guy, and I don’t want to kiss a guy.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry. We’ve got time to figure that out. Now, go. Clean up.”

Giggling, I ran into the bathroom. I used the cold cream and wiped away the dark streaks. I looked at the make up on the counter, and focused on the mascara. I sighed.

“What?” asked Lisa, placing a drink on the counter.

“How do you know how to put all this stuff on?”

“Girls grow up with it. You want to try putting on your mascara?”

I nodded. Now that the ice had been broken I was nervous as a colt, shaky and searching for my legs.

“Okay, that one right there, unscrew the applicator and…”

She talked me through it. I made a little mess, she fixed it, and we were suddenly giggling. bonding over make up. Who would have guessed. But, I guess that is the way some women do it. Any excuse to find a like mind, to find a friend in this weird life.

Then she said, “Why don’t you put on some lipstick.”

I looked at her.

“Yours is a little worn, and I think you’ll like putting on some very red lipstick.”

“Really?”

“Well, I’m not going to do it.”

We laughed, and I put on my very first lipstick, all by myself.

We hugged then. And I was on my toes, luxuriating in her body. My body.

We went out to the patio then, and simply held hands. The sun was getting higher, and we sipped, and we talked, and finally, it came down to it.

“I’m sorry I jacked off.”

“Why?” I was really curious.

“I don’t know, I felt like I had abused your body.”

“Well, you did, and that’s what it is for. You have to abuse it every once in a while or it gets gloomy.”

She giggled. It sounded weird, a giggle from her hunky male body.

Then we grew serious. I turned to her and said, “Would you like to fuck me.”

She was hesitant, but it came out, “I’ve wanted to fuck you all day. This body, this dick, it’s a never ending thing, isn’t it. But here’s the question: can you put up with having a dick inside you? I mean, it’s a man…I mean, if you thought kissing a man was bad then this is a hundred times worse.

“Yeah, but we’ve only got ten days, if Anastasia is right, and we need to explore everything.”

“Everything?” She raised her eyebrows.

“I want to learn what it is to be a woman. All the way. And I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t mind getting a few blow jobs, and whatever else it takes to keep the monster at bay.” I looked at her groin. The monster was pushing at her pants.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll try everything.”

I turned my chair to her, pulled it close. “There’s one thing I really like.” I slid my hands up her legs and into her shorts. It was a short journey, and I suddenly a cock in my hand. Her cock. My cock. Our cock.

“Oh,” she mumbled, blinking.

She sat back, tried to loosen her shorts a little.

I played with the head. I gripped it and twisted my hands over it.

“Oh, that does feel good.”

I reached further and touched her balls. I held them, squeezed them.

“You know, sometimes it is delicious to not cum. To be on the cusp, to hold it in, to be in the golden place where you love and lust and just experience yourself. Maybe we can do that later in the week. Take a day and just play with you. Right now, however, I think we need to go further. After, I’m a virgin, and so are you. In a way.”

“I never thought of that,” she was moaning, wiggling a bit.

I stroked her. “Move closer.”

She managed to slide forward, my hand pulling her balls helped, and then we were inches apart, my hands up her shorts.

We kissed. It was premeditated, and I made myself do it. And it wasn’t bad, and I was over the resistance within a short minute. Kissing was fun. Man or woman, the feeling of moist lips searching lips, it is a glorious feeling.

Then I felt her hands touching my breasts. Cupping them. Rubbing her thumbs over the nipples. I understood why bras should be thin and flimsy. I felt electricity shoot from my nipples right to my groin.

“Oh,” I blurted.

She pulled away and watched me, a satisfied smile on her face. “Let me show you some of the things I like.

She played with my breasts then, and did things I never would have imagined. And I wondered: why doesn’t a guy just ask a girl what she likes?

Groaning, feeling my pussy get wet, and I mumbled, “Let’s go inside.”

We stood up, her hands on my tits, my hands in her pants, kissing, and we staggered into the hotel room. Giggling, laughing, we fell on the bed.

We lay on our sides and groped each other.Our hands roamed, and we kissed, and we could feel our heat building, building.

Finally, Lisa stood up. She kicked off her shoes and took off her pants and shirt.

I was getting out of the dress, and clumsy at it, and I stopped and stared at his prick.

My prick.

A good 8 inches. A shower, not a grower.

I held it reverently. I bent down and kissed it.

I didn’t resist because it was my prick. I knew it well. And I had gotten over my reluctance to use my body through our kissing.

Groaning, Lisa lifted me up and helped me get all the way undressed.

I stood there, a slender girl with large boobs. My hair was a little bit mussed, but in a good, sexy way.

She kissed me again, then she picked me up, and reflexively, maybe some of that muscle memory, I wrapped my legs around her.

She was strong, my real body was strong, and I felt like a feather in her arms.

She placed me on the edge of the bed, our sex was against each other, but we hadn’t penetrated.

Slowly, watching me to make sure she didn’t hurt me, she placed her dick at the entrance to my cave.

We stood there. Her positioned against me, her cock touching me, spreading the labia, I could feel moistness seeping out of her slit. Of course. Dripping.

“Are you ready?”

Her voice was husky, deep, and I could tell she was ready. Really ready.

I nodded. “Yes. I’m scared. But it’s okay. We need to do this.”

“Yes, we do.” She moved forward slightly, and I could feel the pressure on my pussy.

“Oh,” I groaned, more in anticipation than from real penetration.

“It’s okay, it’s okay…” she pushed harder, and I felt the head pop in.

I realized I was wet, and the dick slid into me. No resistance, and it slid faster and faster, filling me up, taking away my breath, making me gasp. White hot pleasure shot through me. This was truly incredible.

“Oh…sweet mother of…”

Then she was in me. I was penetrated, and filled, and feeling like I had never felt before in my life.

“Good, huh?”

I nodded, speechless, holding on.

Then she simply picked me up. I was impaled, and my weight went down on and I was impaled even further.

“Gah…” I muttered, trying to breath, trying to just remember what my name was.

She bounced me. A slight flex of the legs and I went up and down, and her prick felt like it was splitting me in two…but in a good way.

“Oh…oh…”

“Can I speed up? Be a little rougher?”

I nodded. My throat was gulping noisily. I was dazed and trying to comprehend.

“Okay. This is what I like…I like it when you do this.”

She went up and down, just a slight move, but I was bounced up and down on her cock.

“OH…OH!”

She laughed. “Here we go, baby. This is guaranteed to make you cum.

She bounced me and bounced me and bounced me, and every bounce felt like it was deeper, more filling. I could feel sparks shoot through my body.

She walked around the room. Her every step fucked me harder. Her every bounce opened me up, filled me with heat and light and goodness.

Then she fell on the bed, her body weight, my body weight, driving her penis, my penis, as deep as it would go.

My eyeballs rolled up and I started making weird sounds. The orgasm rolled over me, and it felt like was drowning…but in the sweet, hot lava of love.

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned, a deep soulful sound from the gut. I knew she was cumming. I could feel the first white hot splatters of semen, then I was rolling away on a wave, drowning in orgasm, living in God.

We sat in a restaurant. We were sipping bourbon, holding hands, and grinning at each other. We had fucked. And as soon as we were done eating, and recovering, we were going to fuck again.

We had learned so much about each other, but there was more to learn. Always more.

Tonight we were going dancing.

Tomorrow we were going horseback riding.

And the day after we had a rafting trip planned.

Every day something new, and everyday we would explore the depths of each other.

And when we were back in our own bodies…life was going to be great. Now that we knew each other in a way that most men and women can only dream of.

We finished eating, paid, and wandered into the street. Arms around each other, lost in each other’s eyes.

Suddenly I heard a voice.

“Flower for the senorita?”

We both turned.

It was Anastasia. So ugly and marvelous at the same time.

We rushed to her and thanked her, and she simply said, “Flower for the senorita?”

So Lisa bought me a big bouquet, then Anastasia wandered down the street. Funny, she wasn’t selling flowers now. And I realized that she had sold flowers just to us. how strange.

As a man I didn’t think much of flowers, but as a woman I loved the smell of them. They were a unique experience all in their own right.

Upstairs I put the flowers in a vase, and as I did so something fell out of the bottom of them. It fell on the floor and rolled.

“Grab that, honey,” I asked.

Lisa bent quickly and picked up whatever it was.

“John?”

I turned to find her standing there, in shock, her hand out and palm up. In the palm of her hand was the bottle of little, white pills.

“Oh, my gosh!” I blurted, then we both started giggling.

END


A Note from the Author!

Hi, guys and gals. It was a real kick writing these stories, and I hope you had as much fun as I did.

If you’re interested, you should visit me at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

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.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

and BIG collections

and MORE stories!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

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

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

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 were.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

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

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN 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!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

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: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Most people don’t realize how many FIVE STAR stories

have been released by Gropper Press.

The following stories have 4 1/2 to 5 stars

as of this writing!

On the next page is a sampling

of all the five star stories at Gropper Press.

Now get in on the fun,

head over to…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


CHECK IT OUT!

I Changed My Husband into a Woman (book)

Sissy Ride: The Book (book)

The Feminization Games (book)

The Stepforth Husband (book)

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands (book)

Too Tough to Feminize (book)

The Horny Wizard of Oz (book)

The Lusty Land of Oz (book)

My Husband’s Funny Breasts (book)

My Neighbor Feminized Me (story)

I Gave My Man Boobs (story)

The Day the Democrats Changed the Republicans into Girls (story)

The Sexual Edge (story)

The Lactating Man (story)

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl (story)

Feminized for Granny (story)

The Feminine Vaccination (story)

The Were-Fem (story)

The Feminization Curse (story)

We Made Him Our Fem Boy (story)
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The Feminization Curse ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a pair and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman  look like a small thing.

A Kindle Customer said: It is really hard to discuss such a wonderful story without giving anything away. When you read a story you think you know the direction it is going but I was totally wrong. I hope when you finish this story you are just as surprised as I was…..enjoy.
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I Changed My Nephew into a Girl ~ In this hot and horny tale, 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!

So starts a steamy tale of lust and perversion that ends with the greatest sexual experience in the history of erotica.

A Kindle customer said: We should all be so lucky to have an aunt like Chuck ie. She brings a hole new meaning to sex education!


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!
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The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on.

Long Island Reader said: Really different, and an enjoyable read. For me, this was way different than anything I had read before. For Robert, soon to be Roberta, well I have to hand it to him. He is well suited for parenthood, and is certainly highly motivated. He does need to do more thorough research in certain areas, and to be a bit less trusting in others. This is a well written and somewhat tongue in cheek book, penned by an author with a good sense of humor. Enjoy.
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The Were-Fem ~ Rodney is a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney is cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon.
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out.
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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!
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Dominated for a Week: He was Caught and Punished! ~ Brandon is a kinky, little boy. He wears dresses, has a chastity device, and lives for when his wife is working as a stewardess. Then he is caught, and five women take control of him. He doesn’t know who they are, but his wife is due home any time!
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The League of Lactators ~ Hannah has been lactating for seven years, and Al has finally had enough. He demands that she stop the milk. Hannah realizes that there is only one way to teach Al the joys of breast feeding, and she and the ‘League of Lactators’ set the game in motion. how will Al feel when he has some big, juicy guns of his own?

A Kindle customer said: Is there anyone out there that lucky to have a mate that would take them through such a change and have such wonderful friends to help??
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My Neighbor Feminized Me ~ Jerry has a problem. He likes bras. One night his neighbor catches him stealing a bra, and, uh, doing something in his pants.

Now she’s taking Jerry on a trip. They are going to spend a weekend in the mountains and get to the bottom of his ‘problem.’

MM said: Hot and steamy short story that doesn't leave out the necessary details but it's to the point. really enjoyed reading it.


If you liked

‘Body Swapping with Chastity!’

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


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!
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