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PART ONE

“Oh, my head.” Rob Schilling’s head felt like somebody had used it for a football. The ache started in the back of his skull, just above the neck, and went over and behind the ears to his eyes. He moved his hand slowly to his head and felt it. No bumps.

He lay without moving, his awareness fighting to overcome the pounding in his noggin.

He was laying on a hard floor, felt like cement, but old cement, not really smooth.

He tried to open his eyes but couldn’t. The pain was too much.

He lay there and waited to die. Slowly, the pain receded. Slowly, he became more aware.

Finally, he opened his eyes.

He was in a small room. A cell, actually. There were no windows, no lights. The only illumination came from a line of light at the top of a wall.

Which told him that the wall was built, and that he was probably in a small room in a bigger room.

Long minutes passed, and the pain in his head slowly grew less.

He risked moving, and managed to turn on his side. More long minutes, and he crawled to a wall and sat against it.

The outline of a door, which had been behind him, gave more light.

The room was eight by eight, and probably six feet tall.

He heard far away noises. Every once in a while footsteps would pass by his room. His cell.

He was hungry. His head had stopped throbbing, but it still hurt with a dull ache.

In the gloom he tried to remember what had happened to him.

He had come to Tijuana with a couple of friends. They had had a few drinks, watching the bartender pour liquor from freshly opened bottles and just popped cans of Coke. They had laughed about their paranoia…’don’t drink the water.’

They had met a man, Cisco, who had somehow inserted himself into their party. They were drunk and they didn’t really know how he managed to become their ‘friend,’ but he had promised them a good time.

Then he woke up here.

But where was here?

Time passes, and is difficult to measure without the aid of a clock. Still, Rob estimated a couple of hours had passed since he woke up. His head still hurt, and his belly was starving, when the door opened.

“Roberta, come with me.”

The speaker was just a shadow against the light. He covered his eyes and blinked and tried to make out features.

“Who are you?”

“Later. Right now they want to see you.”

“Who?”

“I can get a couple of the boys to use cattle prods on you, if you wish. Now come along.”

Rob struggled to his feet and staggered across the room.

The woman held the door open and Rob studied her as her features became visible.

She was dark haired, an exotic Mexican face, though there was no trace of accent in her voice.

Her face was smooth, with a strong nose under which were a pair of plump, curvy lips. Red painted lips. She was smiling at him. Reassuring, but almost sexy.

But it was her body that truly made him sit up and take notice. She was his height, five foot eight, and heels made her two inches taller than him. She was wearing a dress with a wide, black belt that made her hips and breasts flare. The buttons at the top of her dress were open to reveal an expanse of light brown skin. Her breasts were double D. Or larger. Probably larger.

“Who are you?” he tried again.

He heard a noise and turned and looked down the long hallway. Women were pushing handcarts up the hallway, turning into rooms like the one he had just been taken out of. On the hand carts were unconscious men.

“Your guardian angel, baby.” She linked his arm and escorted him down a long hallway.

“But who are they?” He turned his head and gestured behind them, at the women taking men into small rooms.

“Fresh crop, honey. Now pay attention. We have to hurry or you’ll have to wait.

They passed rooms. Some of the doors were shut, but many of them were open and he could see other women, sexy women, waking up men like himself, getting them to their feet, and some of the men were escorted out of the rooms and down the long hallway. Soon he was part of an endless string of prisoners.

“Where am I?” he asked the woman escorting him.

“You are in a factory, and you have a wonderful opportunity.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes. I don’t mean to go political on you, but you will provide a service which will bring much needed funds to our cause. You will make sacrifice that the world will be a better place.”

In truth, this was a bland statement, and she hadn’t really told him anything. And she hadn’t really ‘gone political.’

“I’d like to go home.”

She just kept him walking.

“Is this a jail?”

They passed more empty rooms. He looked upward and saw a high ceiling. They were in a warehouse.

He could see women walking on a high catwalk. They appeared to be carrying weapons.

“Am I still in Mexico?”

“Yes,” she said.

They came out of the long corridor and were in the warehouse proper. It was like a blimp hanger, high, curved ceiling, huge sliding doors at a far end.

This was the biggest ‘warehouse’ Rob had ever been in.

Men were gathered in the warehouse. They were standing in long line that meandered back and forth like the queues in Disneyland.  Gorgeous women were stationed at various places, and they talked to the men. They chuckled and smiled and kept things moving.

“What is everybody doing?”

She moved him to the end of the line. “Listen, honey. You have to go along to get along. Everybody’s in the same boat, and it’s going to happen whether you like it or not. So you better just get with the program.

She was smiling as she spoke, and she kept him focused on her and not the men and women standing in the long line.

“But I don’t understand. What are you talking about?”

“A better life. The end of war. A society where people love each other and the end of hate. Would you like to be part of that?”

He was silent. It wasn’t that he didn’t want a better world, it was that he felt like he was being manipulated.

He tried, “I don’t want to stand in line. I want to leave this place.”

Surprisingly, she said, “Okay. But, I have to warn you, you’re going to lose your place in line.”

“Line to where? Where am I going?”

“And if you stay in line then I will eventually give you a blow job.”

He stared at her. He was prisoner in a prison that looked like a warehouse, being promised a blow job by a buxom beauty who mouthed vague…’platitudes.’

“I think I’d like to leave.”

“Okay. The door to the outside is over there,” she pointed across the room. “When you come back take a place at the end of the line and wait your turn.”

“What about you?” Odd, he was holding on to the only person in this place that he had talked to.

“I’ll go get another candidate. One who might want to follow directions and get a blow job.”

Rob blinked.

“Well, go if you’re going.”

He turned and walked away. Behind him the woman turned and walked towards the long corridor with the men who slept and awoke, and were selected for…something.

Rob felt alone and alien as he walked across the huge warehouse. He passed men and women who ignored him. The men looked like him, dazed and confused, and the women were all like the one who he had just left. Beautiful, large breasts, sexy lips. Blonde, brunette, redheaded or whatever, they stared intently at the men as they talked to them. He caught snippets of conversation, and the men were asking the same questions he was. Where were they? What is this place?

He came to the lone door in the vast wall, took a breath, opened it and stepped out.

Heat washed over him. It was like stepping into the mouth of an oven. The horizon stretched out, a total desert. A few scraggly plants, desiccated bushes, and…nothing.

He stared, the heat actually making his eyeballs hot.

He was hungry, now he was thirsty. He had no idea where he was, except in some Godforsaken place in the sweltering heat of Mexico.

He looked to the side, a long wall of warehouse. He looked the other way. The same thing.

He looked back out at the desert. Only a fool would attempt to traverse this vast waste. And he had given up a blow job for a look at this impassable vista.

He turned back to the door. It was closed. He tried the knob. It didn’t turn.

He knocked.

Above the door was a small grill and a sexy voice said, “State your name.”

He was hungry, thirsty, and totally frustrated with the stupidity associated with not knowing what this was all about.

But, what was he to do?

“Rob Schilling.”

“Sorry. Nobody by that name is allowed entry.”

“But…I just came out?”

“Sorry. Nobody by that name is allowed entry.”

“But it’s hot out here! I’ll die if you don’t let me in!”

“Sorry. Nobody by that name is allowed entry.”

Rob stood, his anger mounting. But…what was there to do? The door was too thick for him to break.

“Were you given another name?”

Rob blinked. the girl had called him Roberta.

“The woman…I don’t know here name…she called me Roberta.

The door clicked. The voice said, “Roberta Schilling is a recognized name.”

Rob grabbed the door knob, but the voice had one last thing to say. “You will be allowed re-entry. If you leave again, however, you will not.”

And there was the crux of the matter. He was being forced to answer to a girl, and to…comply. He was going to have to stand in line. Listen to beautiful women explain things to him as if he was a five year old.

But what choice did he have? Die of thirst in an alien desert?

He opened the door and walked in.

He strode across the room to the end of the line.

Rob stood in line for hours. There was a guy like him, and one of the beautiful women, in front of him. But the woman wouldn’t talk to him, and she kept cutting him off when he asked the guy anything.

The guy didn’t care, he was being catered to by a beautiful woman.

And the beautiful woman, when he kept pestering here, turned to him and said, “You gave up your blow job. Don’t come begging to me for another one.

That shut him up.

The line moved about as fast as men entered the room. For every ten men that came out of the corridor to the cells ten men would file through a door, arm in arm with their women.

The guy behind Rob was willing to talk. The line was against the wall, until they entered the back and forth queue, so they sat with their backs to the wall and slid their butts along the wall every once in a while.

“How’d you get here?”

“I don’t know,” answered Rob. “I was drinking with some guys…”

“Tijuana?”

“You, too?”

The other man nodded.

“I’m Chris.”

“I’m Rob. Or Roberta, if you listen to, to…whoever.”

“Yeah, They’re giving girl names to most of the guys. Mine could be either male or female, so…” he shrugged.

“Why do you think?”

“No idea.”

They talked, exchanged data about what they did, tried to figure out what was going on, but, really, they didn’t have much information.

They reached the area where the line serpentined back and forth and stood up.

And, some hours after that, they reached the door.

The door was closed, and it only opened when it was ready to admit someone.

“Well,” said Rob. “Here’s hoping.” The door opened and he stepped through.

He was in a large room filled with desks. Directly in front of him was a waiting area. So he had stood in line to wait. how redundant.

Men and women were sitting on the chairs and watching a large overhead screen.

“Karen Forester to L22.”

A handful of second later, “Josie Walker to E34.”

And, “Wendy Trask to A14.”

Men would get up, and sometimes women, and they wold make their way through the rows and columns of desks to a designated desk. At the desks were more women. Waiting with smiles.

Men and women waited behind the chairs, and when one of the chairs was emptied the man and women were directed to sit down by a truly gorgeous blonde.

Rob was pointed to a chair and he sat.

Only fifteen minutes passed and his name was called. “Roberta Schilling to F78.

He stood up and walked to the F column. He walked down 78 rows to a desk and was invited to sit down by…another beautiful women.

He was starting to wonder where all these women came from. There weren’t this many babes in the world, but then this place was sort of out of the world. Though not in a pleasant way.

“Hi, Roberta. My name is Sandy, and I’m  going to be asking you a bunch of questions. Put your finger in the sleeve.” She held up a tube that looked like an overgrown thimble. A lead ran from the tube to a small computer on her desk.

“What’s it do?” he asked suspiciously.

“It’s a lie detector. This way I can know the truth.”

Rob blinked. Such an awkward statement, if you think about it. “So I can lie or not, the computer will…”

Sandy giggled. “Go ahead and lie. To tell the truth, even if you say nothing your body will have reactions, and that will reveal the truth.”

Wary, Rob slipped his finger into the little device. Nothing happened.

“Your name is Roberta Schilling?”

“Rob.”

The woman didn’t care.

“You were picked up in Tijuana.”

“Yeah. What about that? Am I going to have a trial or something?”

“Oh, you’ve already had your trial. If you want to call it that.”

“What was I convicted of? How long is my sentence?”

“Being a man. The rest of your life. Can you let me ask the questions? The sooner we get done the sooner you can get on with your life.”

Suddenly, at the desk next to them a man jumped to his feet. “That’s it! I’m done! Get me out of here!” He pushed the girl’s computer off her desk. It struck the ground and broke.

The girl simply pushed her chair away from him and waited. She didn’t look too happy, but not really upset. Just sort of irked.

Two women came rushing down the row.

The man faced them. “What? You want some? I’m not afraid to hit a woman! Especially not one of you bitches!”

The women separated so they were on each side of him.

He backed up and his butt hit a desk.

“Come on, bitches! I’ve got your blow job right here.”

They tased him and dragged him, drooling and twitching, away.

“Now then,” said Sandy cheerfully. “Where were we…”

“What’s going to happen to him?”

“Back of the line.”

Rob blinked.

“What? You think we’ll flog him or something?”

“I…don’t know.”

“This is a new world. Things are different. If he wants to take his time to find his place, to enjoy a world without crime or war…that’s up to him. How often do you masturbate?”

“What?”

She giggled, and asked again, and he lied, “I don’t.”

“Thanks. And have you ever been a homosexual?”

“What?”

“Very good. Do you think you have a big dick?”

“Wait a minute!”

“Thanks. Do you ever suffer from blue balls?”

“Hold on!” but he realized she wasn’t going to stop, so he took the tube off his finger.

“Now, Roberta, don’t be recalcitrant.”

“No, wait. I’ll answer all your questions, but…but what is happening here? I’ve never heard of this place! And you talk of a new world, and…what is happening?”

Sandy sighed and sat back. “Okay, I remember what it was like, but I really can’t answer your questions.”

“But you have to know what is happening! You have to know what is going to happen to me!”

“Of course I do, but Roberta, the fun of life is in the living. You simply have to learn to enjoy what happens.”

“But—“

“Roberta. You’ll find out when you finish answering the questions. And if you don’t put the receiver back on your finger I’ll have to return you to the back of the line.”

Rob opened his mouth, but realized that she meant what she said. Unhappy, he put his finger back inside the tube.

“How old were you when you lost your virginity to your hand.”

“Four,” he said.

“All right. How old were you when you lost your virginity to a woman?”

“Two.”

“Excellent.”

And the questions continued.

A half hour later Rob was done.

“Thanks, Roberta. You’ve been a doll. Follow the line on the carpet to the next station.”

Irked, tired and resigned, Rob stood up and followed the line on the floor. He walked to the 150th desk, turned right, and came to a door. He stepped through the door and was greeted by a very sexy woman.

“Do you want a blow job before you eat? Or after?”

“What?”

“Blow job. Food. Which do you want?”

Rob shook his head. He was getting overwhelmed.

The girl saw this and stepped closer to him. Her large breasts brushed against his forearm. She held up an iPad in front of his face, tapped a button, then looked at him. “Roberta, this shows you haven’t had any sexual pleasure. How do you expect to enjoy life if you don’t get your jollies every once in a while?”

“I just want to know what is happening.”

“What is happening is that you have a choice of putting food in your mouth, or putting your dick in a woman’s mouth. You really should go for the blow job. But I understand if you’re a bit hungry. It says you haven’t eaten anything for quite some time. So which do you wish?”

Forced to make a decision, he said, “I’m hungry, I need food.”

“Excellent. Follow the blue line. If you want a blow job after  you’ve eaten follow the yellow line back here. I’ll get you fixed up. Otherwise, keep following the blue line.”

Rob followed the blue line and found himself in a cafeteria. Beautiful women were serving food from behind a counter. He picked up a plate and walked along the counter. Shortly his plate was piled high with bacon and eggs and a stack of syrup drenched waffles. He followed the blue line to a seating area where he ate hungrily. Other men were seated and similarly eating. Of the women who had accompanied them there was no sign. Somewhere between the lie detecting and the cafeteria the women had disappeared.

“I’m George. Georgette to these people. Who are you?” asked the fellow across from him as he chewed. The man was medium height, a shock of blonde hair and thin glasses.

“Rob,” he answered. “Do you know what’s happening?”

“Man. I don’t know. But that blow job was incredible.”

“You got one?”

“Of course. Didn’t you?”

“I was drinking all night. I’m hungry and thirsty. Sex was the last thing on my mind.”

“Well, you missed out. These gals could suck a golf ball through a garden hose.”

Rob frowned. He was worried about getting out of here, but it was obvious not everybody shared his priorities.

“Where did you get picked up?” asked Rob.

“Rosarita. A damned tourist resort, and now…where the hell are we, anyway?”

“In the middle of a big desert.”

“Wow.”

They talked for a while, exchanged notes, then the fellow said, “Well, got to get going if I want my next blow job.”

The fellow stood up and headed out of the eating area. Rob watched him go. The fellow wasn’t worried about his freedom, he was just sexually motivated. Couldn’t see past his dick.

Suddenly a woman sat down across from him. “Hi, Roberta.” She was holding a little box with a shoulder strap. The box had a lead with one of the lie detector tubes on it.

“Who are you?”

“Jill. We’re getting a little concerned at your lack of sexual interest. You have turned down every offer. We need to know if there’s something wrong with you.”

“I just want to get out of this place.”

“I understand. You want to pop your finger in here?”

Sighing, Rob stuck his finger in the tube.

The woman asked, “Is there something wrong with you?”

“I killed Hitler.”

“Good job. But I would suggest giving in to your carnal desires.”

He felt a quick pain in the tube and he yelped and took it off. His finger had a little spot of blood on it. He sucked on the finger and eyes the woman.

“What’d you do?”

“That should help. You’re going to feel very horny in a few minutes. When you do just follow the yellow line. They’ll fix you up.”

She stood up and walked down the row of tables. She was looking at her iPad, and apparently she recognized a face because she sat down opposite a fellow at a far table.

Rob took his finger out of his mouth and frowned.

He realized that he had been given a shot. But, what the fuck?

He stood up, took his tray to the garbage, then headed down the blue line. So he was going to get horny, eh? Fat chance. He was more interested in his freedom than his dick.

He entered a long corridor and began walking towards the room at the end. He walked, then realized he should probably sit for a minute. He was suddenly feeling the heat. There was air conditioning, and the vents were roaring, but he just felt faint with heat.

He sat down.

His dick began to throb.

And throb. It grew full and turgid and he had to adjust his pants.

Fuck. He didn’t want sex.

But his dick wanted sex.

He didn’t want to give in to his urges. It must have been that shot the woman had given him. If he just sat here for a while it would pass.

Men walked past him. Some of them glanced down at him, but most ignored him and continued on down the hallway.

The feeling in his pants grew worse. His pecker was pushing out, and it was almost painful.

Finally, he couldn’t stand it any longer, he got up and headed back up the hall. he entered the eating area, found the yellow line and followed it.

He felt dizzy with lust. His dick was pointing the way. He needed some sort of relief.

He followed the yellow line through a corridor, made a turn, and there was the woman who had greeted him when he entered the cafeteria area.

“Good Lord, Roberta. Where have you been? You must be desperate by now!”

“What’s happening?” Rob blurted.

“Love, honey. And you’re about to get some of the best. You’ve been upgraded to full on sex. You must really have made somebody worry. Go down this hallway to room 35. No need to knock, just go on in. She’s waiting for you.”

Dazed with lust, confused by his own carnal desires, Rob stumbled down the hallway. He was having trouble walking, he was so horny. He came to room 35 and opened the door.

The room was 8 by 12. It had a large bed. Next to the bed was a table on which was a big jar of lubricant.

Laying on the bed was one of the most beautiful women Rob had ever seen. She was naked, and she had a lush body, bountiful boobs, and a kind face.

She giggled as he literally dove onto the bed,. “Baby, a little foreplay? If you don’t mind?”

Rob did mind, but he had enough sense left to listen, and to be polite.

He buried his face between her thighs. She grabbed his head and held his mouth to her hole.

He gobbled, insane with lust, and his tongue reamed her slit voraciously.

“Oh, yes! Baby!”

He put his hands under her buns and lifted her for better access. He ran his mouth up and down her labia, then he began sucking on her clit.

She moaned and her hips gave a hump into his mouth.

He reached up and began fondling her breasts.

“Oh, yeah. You’re good.”

He slithered up her frame and began tasting her boobs. He sucked on the nipples and palpated the mounds.

She hugged his head now. “You’re ready, baby. It’s time.”

That was all he needed. He was rabid with lust and he shimmied up her body and slid between her thighs.

“Put it in,” she whispered into his ear.

She reached down and gripped his cock. She held it and pointed it into her. Then she let go and humped and he shoved and…he slid into her.

Her vagina was incredible. It was slick with her juices and tight. It gripped him like a python grips a meal. He moved inward and the sensation of slithering skin was overwhelming. He pulled outward and she groaned.

He couldn’t stop himself, his horniness, the shot they had given him, it had to be some kind of super viagra on steroids. His hips began moving faster and faster. He couldn’t slow down, only speed up.

She made mewling sounds as his balls slapped against her ass. She held on to him, and he kept feeling her large, hot breasts.

“That’s it, honey. Do me. Do me.”

For long minutes he fucked her, and she fucked back. It was a frantic, writhing rhythm, a horizontal dance of desperate proportion.

She grabbed his testicles and started squeezing them, slapping them, and he grew closer and closer to the grand finale.

Finally, her squeezing his nuts, him mauling her tits, her inner muscles wringing out his cock, he felt the little trigger click.

Bing, and he was no long a writhing mess, but aware that he was about to cum.

She sensed it. “Oh, yes. honey. Fill me up.”

The pulsings started deep in his groin and he felt the sperm shooting up inside his shaft.

“Fuck!” he whispered, and his cock started to spew. And spew and spew. Long strings of thick, healthy baby batter.

She felt him splashing deep inside her and held on. She gave no thought to her own orgasm, but was dedicated only to his.

It was the longest he had ever ejaculated, and the most. His semen was flowing out of her hole even as the last spurt filled her.

Slowly, he pulled out of her.

She sighed and closed her legs as he sat on the edge of the bed.

Rob was of mixed emotions. he liked sex. Heck, he loved sex, but this had been out of control. He was actually feeling a little embarrassed.

“Don’t worry, honey,” said the woman. She leaned over to a table and picked up a wash clothe. She stuffed it between her thighs. “You did good.”

“But…I don’t even know you!”

“Who knows anybody?” she shrugged.

“But…”

She grinned and interrupted him. “Listen, honey. It’s just started. You required a shot, many don’t, but from here on out you’re going to be one horny puppy, and that’s going to make life easier.”

“How does being over sexed make life easy?”

“You’ll be more amenable to the carrot, and you won’t want to pick up the stick and jeopardize the carrot.”

“That makes no sense.”

“Not now, but it is the first step, and eventually you’ll understand it. Now, I’ve got a few more boys to adjust. Why don’t you go on and follow the blue line to the next station.”

She leaned forward, kissed his cheek, then pushed him off the bed. “Go on with you now. Go have some fun. It’s a big new world that waits for you.”

Sated but confused, Rob left the room. He returned to the woman who had first welcomed to the cafeteria area. She smiled at him.

“Feel a lot better now, don’t you.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She laughed. “Oh, Roberta. You are making it so hard. “Just go with the flow. Stop resisting and you’ll have a lot of fun.”

He nodded and continued along the blue line, through the cafeteria and the eating area, then down the long hall. He was halfway down the hall when his dick woke up again. He groaned, and put a hand down there. He had just cum, and now…now…what was happening?


PART TWO

“Take your clothes off.”

Rob froze. He was in the room at the end of the long hallway and he had a big boner.

“What?” he squeaked.

The babe at the door grinned at him. “Come on. It’s not like I’ve never seen a dick before.”

“You, have?” Then he realized what he had said.

“Off with the duds.”

Rob didn’t want to, but things were working inside him. He had been fed, and drugged, and…he wanted to get to the end of the line. He wanted to get done with this whole thing. And the only way to do that was to do what he was told.

Still, to just…take off his clothes?

The woman waited. “Got all day.”

Finally, he unbuckled his pants and let them drop. His boner stuck through his tighty whiteys.

“Excellent,” she murmured, glancing at his erect rod. “All clothes go in this bucket.”

He put his pants in the bucket, then his shirt, then his shoes and socks.

She waited, a half smile on her face, knowing what he was going through.

He hooked his thumbs and pulled his underpants off.

His cock stuck straight out. Throbbing lightly, going up and down in the air.

He was red-faced, but the woman didn’t care. “Good. Head on down that hall until you find an open door.”

He walked down a hallway; one more hallway in a warehouse of hallways. He passed closed doors, behind which he heard voices. In one room somebody was yelling, and he stepped aside as two women ran past him. Somebody was going to the end of the line.

How nefarious, he thought. Doomed to repeat the line until they finally got with the program…and they didn’t even know what the program was.

He came to an open door and looked inside.

A beautiful woman. Natch. This place had either geeks like him, or knock babes to rival Marilyn Monroe.

“Come on in.”

He shuffled into the room, his hands in front of himself.

“Oh, you silly men,” she laughed, holding up an iPad to identify him. “You think the whole world cares about your silly boners.”

“Sorry, I, uh…” he trailed off.

“No prob,” she smiled. “Time to give you your shots.”

“What kind of shots?”

“Pneumonia, smallpox, AIDS, the common cold, whatever.”

“Wait a minute,” he said, suddenly as suspicious as he used to be before they had given him that drug. “There’s no cure for that stuff.”

“Nope. But we can stop you from getting just about anything.”

“No…no. If they could do that they would have done it before this.”

“No, they wouldn’t. Do you know how much money is in sick people? I tell ya, sick people support hospitals, pharmaceutical companies, insurance companies…the whole darned world! Why, if it wasn’t for sick people the economy would collapse.”

Rob wasn’t slow. He said, “So if you do this, make me not able to get sick, then won’t the world collapse.”

“Now you’re talking,” she said.

She tapped a few times on the iPad, then went to a cabinet and took down a box. Rob could see it was filled with vials.

“Your arm will be sore for a couple of days, and—“

“Hold it. Does that iPad tell you that I’m an anti-vaxxer.”

She sighed. “I understand. Because of the government’s push of their Frankensteinian shots everybody is leery. But we’re not the government. We’re going to replace the government. That said, long story short, you either sit and let me shoot you up, or you go to the back of the line.” She sat, tilted her head slightly, and waited.

Rob thought about it. If he didn’t get the shot he would never get through the line. If he got the shots he might die. But wouldn’t death be better than this eternal line?

So, with that bit of profound reasoning resonating in his skull, Rob gave a nod.”

The woman smiled. “There’s a boy.” She indicated he should sit down next to her. He did and presented an arm. “So what’d you do before you arrived here?”

She injected, and he talked, and she talked, and she injected him again, and thy discussed everything from the man in the moon to the price of asparagus. It was an hour before she was done, and when she was his arm was definitely sore.

“Man, I’m never going to throw a baseball again.”

She just chuckled, “At least you don’t have to play the piano.”

He snorted, then, “When’s this boner of mine going to go down?”

A shadow flitted across her face, and she evaded the question. “Everybody’s different. But…it’ll go away.”

After the hour of pleasant conversation he was puzzled by the sudden shift in her attitude. But he didn’t have time to think about it.

“Okay, good talking to you. Head on through that door there.”

The hallway was behind him, and he figured he was at last getting out of the endless maze of hallways. But, when he stepped through the door he found himself in…a hallway.

He looked down and found a blue line on the floor. He followed the blue line.

He passed more doors. He knew the ones on the left were doctors giving shots. But the ones on the right were a mystery. The mystery ended when he came to an open door.

“Come on in,” the beautiful woman called to him when he peeked around the edge of the door.

She was blonde, quite stacked. The white uniform she was wearing was plain, but did nothing to disguise her ample figure.

She looked at her iPad and said, “Roberta! I’m Cyndi, quite pleased to meet you. Have a seat and I’ll begin your exam.”

There was a chair in the center of the room. It was like a doctor’s exam chair, but quite a bit more comfortable.

Robb had no reason to be suspicious, and he had already gone through the shots in the arm thing, so he sat down in the chair.

“Okay, short ride here.” The doctor had a remote and she pressed buttons. The chair jerked a bit, then started to recline. Two platforms raised under his legs and the armrests started to move outward.

She pressed another button and clamps shot out, imprisoned his legs, held his arms down.

“Hey!”

“Take it easy. We just need you to be immobile for this next procedure.”

“What? Why!? What are you doing?”

The chair was now fully horizontal and he was spread out. The clamps were tight and he couldn’t move a muscle.

The woman stepped up to him and started listening with a stethoscope. “It’s funny,” she said, in between putting the cold disk on his flesh. “We have machines for this, but all patients must be inspected by a human before they are operated on.”

“Operation? What operation?”

“Hold on, let me listen…then I’ll answer you.”

She listened to his chest, looked in his ears and eyes and up his nose. Finally, she she folded up her stethoscope and put it in a big pocket of her white coat.

“Now then, you are one lucky dude.”

“I am?” He felt faint. His voice was a little high.

“Yep. The organization needs couriers so, while it will be a while before you get your real tits, you’ll get to live the life.”

“What do you mean?”

“The revolution requires much transportation of everything from money to drugs to whatever. Your psyche evaluation indicates that you are perfectly suited for this.”

“For what? What if I don’t want to be a …a courier!?”

She smiled. “Oh, you will. If necessary we have behavior modification drugs that will change your attitudes, but I don’t think we’ll need those. Not in your case.”

“Look, lady. I don’t understand any of this. I don’t understand this…this revolution you’re speaking of. I really want to go home.”

“Lucky you. You’ll be able to. Not for a long visit, of course, the war requires your full participation. But nobody minds if you squeeze a day out here or there and visit old haunts. I think the leaders sort of expect it. Maybe it helps your mental attitude, being immersed in the same old same old insanity that grips the world.”

“I don’t understand.” His voice was weak and he had stopped struggling.

“Well, you will, but actions speak louder than words, so we’re going to have to drain you.”

A big folding arm, like a dentist’s drill, was against the wall. She unfolded it. There was a big test tube kind of thing on it, and she placed this over his boner.

“Hey!”

The thing tightened up and it was like a giant hand was gripping his manhood.

“This is going to be your last orgasm as a man. So enjoy it.” The doctor flipped a switch.

The thing on his cock started to vibrate. Something inside started going up and down, jacking him. He could feel a light suction, and it became slick and slippery inside the sleeve.

“Nice, eh?”

Rob stared at her in shock. She chuckled and sat on a rolling stool and began tapping on her iPad.

“Oh, fuck!” whined Rob. The jacking was increasing in speed. He wasn’t going to…he wasn’t going to…he steeled his will and decided not to cum.

The machine felt otherwise.

The deciding factor, however, was the doctor. She looked up and frowned. “You’re taking too long. I better lend a hand.”

She snapped on a rubber glove and rolled her little stool in between his legs. Suddenly he felt her hold his balls with one hand, the jacking machine kept going, and she stuck a finger up his ass.

“Hey!” His voice squeaked. “Don’t!”

But she ignored him and started wiggling her finger around, then she began pressing on something inside his asshole.

“This is your prostate,” she explained. “That’ll make you cum.”

And it did. He felt the little explosion deep down and the semen began to push up his shaft.

“But I just came!” he protested.

“I know,” she smiled in a commiserating manner. “But we need to make sure you really are empty.”

His seed squirted into the sleeve. He groaned as the white hot feeling took over his thinking.

Yes, he had just cum, but he still had a load in his balls. He squirted and squirted, and her finger made sure that every single ounce of semen was extracted from him.

Finally, she took her finger out, stripped her glove off and put it in a trash receptacle. “There we go.”

“Could we stop the machine?” Rob pleaded.

“In a minute. We just want to make sure.”

While the machine pumped its last, and the pleasure in his cock turned to irritation, the doctor tapped her iPad. Finally, she turned off the machine, disconnected it and said, “Now the fun begins.”

She produced a syringe and gave him a shot…in his groin.

“Hey!” But it didn’t hurt.

“I already had a shot for everything in the world.”

“Not quite everything,” murmured the doctor, watching the last of a solution drain into his pubic area. “This will render your reproductive system, as it is, less than useful.”

“What?”

“But don’t worry. We’re going to transform your system, and you, for that matter.”

“But I don’t want to be transformed!”

“The revolution needs you. This is a small sacrifice. Besides. You’ll find that female orgasms are much better than male orgasms. Now, be quiet and let me work. I don’t want to have to gag you.”

Rob was silent. He was able to raise his head enough to examine his groin area. His cock stopped being hard. Totally. In fact, it felt cool.

The doctor shaved his pubic area, moving the cock around as she needed.

“Nice. You must have had a lot of fun with that dick.”

Rob controlled a sob.

Then the doctor moved up to his chest. She washed his chest, then applied a solution that made his hair shrivel and fall off.

“Super Nair we call this. Your whole body will eventually be this way, but we’re sort of in a hurry right now, so…” She washed his chest, then used a sponge to spread a solution over his pectoral area.

She took out a scalpel, and he yelled.

“No, no,” she warned. “Gag time.”

He clamped his lips shut, his face turned white, and he watched as she made a little incision under the pectoral muscle.

Then she began to push what looked like a collapsed bag into the incision.

“What’s that?”

“A bag.”

“What…what’s it for?” he felt faint.

“This is an inflatable breast implant. It’s got a detachable stem so it can be filled or emptied as needed. Eventually we’ll take it out, but before then we should get a lot of border crossings out of you. Unfortunately, somewhere along the line the old government will take note of you. At that point we’ll take out the bag and shoot you with super estrogen. You’ll grow your own tits. The good news is that when you grow breasts in this manner they tend to take on the shape of the implants, and you know what that means?”

“What?” He felt sick as the doctor pushed the last of the collapsible breast implant under his flesh and attach a pump to the stem.

“It means you’re going to have boobs to die for. Big. Much bigger than mine.”

The doctor was well endowed, and that was saying something.

“This is going to feel weird, maybe uncomfortable, but…” she flicked a switch and the bags began to fill with air. Rob stared in horror as his chest expanded, as big, beautiful tits grew on his once flat, male chest.

While the pump pumped, the doctor bent over his groin. “Okay. Coming along good here. Appropriate shrinkage, I think I can…” a pause while she did something to his groin area. Then he felt a quick, sharp pain.

“Ow!”

“That’s it. I pushed your testicles up into your groin., they are now where they were before they descended when you were a child.”

“Uh…oh…I think…I’m going to be sick.”

She quickly rubbed his belly. “Hold on. It’s okay. Do you want a barf bag?”

The feeling of sickness waned and he gulped and shook his head.

“That’s a good soldier.”

She went back between his legs and continued working. The pump stopped and now his tits were huge and he couldn’t look over them to see what she was doing.

“You really do have excellent genes. Your body is adapting to this perfectly. I wish everybody…here we go…yes…everybody could adapt this easily.

Rob felt woozy. He didn’t know what she was going to do to him, but what had happened was bad enough. He lay back and stopped talking. He just lay there and tried to think of other things.

Hours later, the doctor finished. She put her tools aside, folded the dick pump against the wall, washed her hands and said. “It’s late. I think I’ll just give you something to help you sleep. Tomorrow you can follow the blue line some more.”

Rob was out of it. Even if she had let him up he wouldn’t have been able to walk. his body had been through so much…”Okay,” he said.

She smiled, gave him a shot, then turned the lights out and left the room. Within seconds Rob was slipping into dreamland.

He dreamed that he was in the bar in Tijuana with his friends. They were drinking tequila and not worrying about the water. They laughed and joked, and one of them said, “Look, they took my cock.” he pulled down his pants and all he had were a pair of balls. Rob and his other friend laughed and laughed and laughed.

The other friend said, “That’s nothing! They took my balls!” He lowered his pants and all he had was a cock. Again, they laughed and laughed and laughed.

Finally it was Rob’s turn. “I’ve got you both beat,” he said. He lowered his pants. “They took everything!” his friends stared at his groin, but they gave me something.” He opened his shirt to reveal his big, beautiful tits.

“WOOO!”

“HAAAA!”

His friends roared with laughter.

Rob grinned and waggled his tits.

And waggled and waggled.

And his friends laughed.

“See? See?”

“Good morning, Roberta.”

Rob opened his eyes.

He was in the operating room. He was still in the chair. The doctor was pressing buttons and the clamps retracted. His arms and legs were free to move.

“What…what is happening?”

“Success, girlfriend. The operation was a complete success.”

The doctor helped him out of the chair.

He stood and wavered, and the doctor held on to his arm and let him get balanced.

“What happened.

“Head on through that door and you’ll find out.”

The doctor helped him, he felt so weak, and he passed through the door on the other side of the room. Once he was through she closed the door.

Rob was standing in a hallway. He looked down. There was a blue line on the floor. Dazed, still a little off kilter, he followed the blue line.

The doors on the left were doctors’ offices. He could hear voices as men underwent the feminization process.

The doors on the right were closed.

He walked and walked, and found an open door. He peeked in.

“Hello! Come on in.”

He entered the room, holding on to the wall. There was a beautiful woman waiting for him. She had auburn hair, a fantastic figure, and her breasts were large. She held the iPad up to his face, grinned and said, “Roberta! You are out hero! You are shooting through the line like a champ. Are you ready to get dressed?”

Clothes. Clothes good. Rob nodded.

“Excellent. Take a look in the mirror over there, I know you just had your change and are probably dying to see what was done with you. I’ll pick out some things for you to wear.

Rob walked to a mirror and froze.

There was a beautiful woman in the mirror staring at him. Her hair was longish, and askew, but…it was the same color as his hair. She had monster tits. Real armfuls. Her waist was slender. Her pussy was bare. And…and….it was him, himself, Rob Schilling…in a different body…he sat down. Right on the floor. Collapsed.

“Here, here!” The woman came to him, helped him up. “Take it easy, Roberta. I know it’s a shock. But you’ll be okay. You’ve done well so far.”

She guided Rob to a chair and handed him a bottle of water. She looked at the chart again, and sniffed. “Those brutes. You haven’t even been fed. Stay here.”

She left the room, came back a moment later with a wrapped sandwich and a Coke.

Honestly. I’ve told them time and again, but they just don’t seem to learn.”

Rob munched on the sandwich. He felt a bit of strength returning to his limbs. His mind started to work again.

“Okay, let’s try this.” The woman held a bra out, helped him put it on. He was startled when he looked in the mirror and saw his monster bazooms sticking out. Damn. He was sexy!

She helped him put on a tummy shaper, then rolled stockings up his legs. “You’ve lost most of your hair, the rest will be gone in a few days, so don’t worry.”

She attached the nylons to the garter straps hanging from the tummy shaper.

Rob kept looking at himself in the mirror; He was continuously surprised by himself.

“We don’t have to dress you up all the way, but it’s best to help you understand how to get dressed. You’ll be doing this all by yourself in a week. Then you’ll be out in the real world, on your assignment. I understand you’re going to be a courier.”

Rob gulped and nodded.

“You lucky girl.”

She helped him into a blue dress. The front of the dressed V-ed sharply and showed an amazing amount of cleavage.

Finally, she helped him into a pair of high heels. Just two inchers, but even that much was enough to make his legs wobble.

“Don’t worry. By the time you leave you’ll be a pro,” the woman encouraged him. “Are you ready for make up?”

“Make up?” he looked up at her, and for the first time his eyes were innocent. He had been changed, and the world was different, and he was helpless.

“Of course, dear. A woman isn’t fully dressed unless she has her make up on.”

He didn’t understand. He was shattered and needed to be remade.

She led him to the far side of the room, and behind rows of dresses were several make up areas. They were separated by partition and had vanity tables in them. Each table had a mirror, and a complete set of cosmetics.

“I can help you for a while, the next girl isn’t due for an hour, but when I’m not here simple press this button.” There was a red button under the mirror.

“There’s a camera under the mirror, and it is linked to a computer. The mirror will turn into a screen. If you make a mistake the computer will help you. Okay?”

“Okay.”

The make up process began. The woman showed Rob how to cleanse and apply primer. She showed him how the computer worked, and she left to get ready for the next girl.

Rob stared at himself in the mirror. The mirror turned into a monitor with his face on it. A voice said, “To apply foundation you must…”

Rob followed the directions, and the computer told him to use cold cream a few times, then he finally got a pass.

“To apply blush you must…”

And the lesson went on.

He was applying color to his eye lids when the woman checked on him again.

“Oh, Roberta. You are a prodigy! They were so right.”

Rob felt a surge of pride.

“Now, let me show you, if you hold the pencil this way it’ll be so much…”

A short while later his eyes were done. Magnificent, mysterious, glittering.

“Before you apply lipstick you should use a plumper.”

He did so, and while his lips stung for a moment, they were definitely big and curvy and ready for kissing.

He applied the lipstick and was amazed at how his face brightened up.

All done, he went back to the big room where the woman was just finishing a short lesson with a new girl. When she was done she inspected Rob and complimented him. “You are truly a beauty. I wish I had your genes.”

Rob blushed nervously. Compliments such as these were not normal to his male raised psych. He was getting used to it, though.

“Now, fingernails. You can do your toenails later, but let’s get your fingernails done before the day ends.”

She showed him how to prepare his fingernails on one hand, and he duplicated her on the other hand.

She applied semi-long ovals to one hand, and Rob did his other hand.

Finally, he was done. He looked in the mirror and saw a woman. He brushed his hair back and marveled. And he felt a pride he had never felt before in his life. He felt…beautiful. That was the only word for it.

“Okay, girlfriend,” said the woman. “Head on down the blue line. You’ve been a trooper, but it’s time for a meal.”

He stepped back into the hallway and followed the blue line. He practiced walking on a straight line and letting his hips sway. As he walked other women came out of rooms and joined his march. Soon there were 40 or 50 women. And he wondered, Are they all men? Are they like me?

He arrived at the end of the hallway, went through a door and entered a big dining hall. This wasn’t just a little cafeteria with tables, this was a dining hall with big round tables.

He was shown to a table and sat down…with four other women. The sixth place was already taken by a woman in one of the drab dresses that indicated she worked her.

“Okay, ladies. It’s been fun, but now the real work begins.” She identified each lady with the iPad, remembered their names, and began giving instructions.”

“Place settings are very important….this fork is used with the salad…make sure you watch the people around you…the proper way to hold a spoon is…”

Dishes were served and the ladies learned on the job. They made mistakes, there was some laughter, but…it was actually serious business.

Later, on reflection, Rob would liken it to military training. Some kind of female boot camp. You are broken down, shaved bald of your male-isms. Then you are rebuilt with female-isms.

It was fun and difficult at the same time.

That night, for the first time, Rob slept in a real bed. He took off his make up and slept in a chemise. It was luxury with a capital L after his night in the cell, then the night in the doctor’s chair.

In the morning he awoke to a new regimen. He reported to a room with twenty other ladies in it.

At the front of the room was a small stage with a machine set up. the machine had a long pole, and on the end of the pole was a dildo.

The teacher was the most beautiful woman Rob had seen yet.

She had the kindest, most liquid eyes, and when she spoke everybody was on the edge of their seats.

“Lovemaking is field most women know nothing about. Their parents say nothing and women are left to get their education from locker room chats and fashion magazines. As if a fashion magazine knew how to fuck.”

There were twitters at that choice of words.

“This little device,” she pointed to the motor with the long rod and dildo on the end,  is a mechanical dildo. Can I have a volunteer.”

A girl stepped up on the stage and was directed to get on all fours on the bed. Her pussy was lubed up and the machine adjusted so the fake cock was pointed right into her hole.

The machine was turned on and the girl gasped. She would have drawn away, but the woman had a hold of her hips and retrained her.

“The proper way to fuck a dick is not to let the man do all the work. You must learn to tilt the hips, which will cause a ridge of pressure as he goes in and draws back.

She helped the volunteer to assume the right position, and the girl immediately started gasping.

“You see the effect? Now, let’s move this leg so, and this arm…how’s that feel?”

The girl nodded. She could no longer talk, the sensations were that intense.

“Wonderful. Now, to cum, many men don’t understand this, but rub your pussy at this point…”

“Oh, fuck!” whispered the woman being mechanically fucked.

“She will cum within 10 seconds.”

Rob actually counted down in his head, and he knew the other girls in the room were also counting down.

“Oh…oh….YES!” The girl on the stage began bucking, and bucked herself right off the dildo. She collapsed and squeezed her legs together. Her eyes were closed.

“Let’s have a hand…” Everybody clapped and the girl opened her eyes, smiled, and staggered off the stage.

Woman after woman was put on the bed and subjected to the mechanical dildo. A variety of positions was explored, and each girl was helped through different postures and learned the subtle things that makes a truly memorable fuck out of a simple poke.

When Rob’s turn came he was petrified. He had never used his pussy for anything but pissing. Still, the woman was professional and gentle and she placed him on his back. She put the dildo to his pussy and faced the audience.

“The classic missionary position. Having been men you no doubt think you understand this position. However, you were all ‘slam and jam’ experts and knew absolutely nothing about real love making.

She turned on the machine and the plastic pecker surged into Rob’s cunt. “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

The woman smiled. She reached down and began playing with Rob’s nipples. “Watch her face…now I’m going to time thrust with suck…this is how you get your finger into an asshole…and the lesson went on and on.

Rob didn’t know if he had been selected for this—the lesson was long and intense—but he was shortly out of his mind with pleasure. The slither of veined cock into his slit drove him up the wall and down again. The feeling of his nipples being sucked brought sexual excitement to a peak.

Then the woman made him cum. On cue. And Rob screamed and arched and felt waves of orgasm sweep through him. Hell, tsunamis of orgasms.

“And that will conclude our lesson for the day.”


EPILOGUE

Roberta sashayed across the floor of the lobby. Her walk was perfect and her buttocks jounced and her boobs jiggled. She remembered her lessons at the ‘boot camp’ and smiled. She stopped at the front desk.

“Roberta Schilling. I’ve reserved a room for the weekend.”

It only took a moment for the woman behind the counter to find her reservation. All the while she kept sneaking glances at the stunning woman in front of her.

Paperwork taken care of, the bellboy rolled her luggage up to her room. He brought her suitcases in and tried not to let his eyeballs fall out of his head.

Roberta chuckled and patted his cheek and gave him a healthy tip.

The door closed and Roberta hurried into the bathroom. Her contact was due soon, and she had to have everything ready. She emptied the liquid from her boobs. Squeezed them dry, then refilled them with water. It felt good to have her boobs full again. She didn’t like it when they were empty and saggy.

She moved the bottles to one side of the counter and left them there. The liquid could be rendered to powder and sold on the street. Heroin was very useful for sapping the will of the enemy. They would become addicted, their usefulness would be at an end. And, eventually, they would be picked up, cleaned of addictions, and made into women. Useful women.

Now ready for her contact, Roberta sat out on the patio to enjoy the view. This was a five star hotel, and view, the service, the softness of the beds…it was something she had only dreamed of as a man.

As a man he had drunk cheap whiskey and beer.

As a woman she sipped bourbon that was $300 a bottle. And more.

She waited, and sipped, and heard the knock on the door.

She answered the door, and two men stepped in. They were serious individuals.

“You have the ‘medicine?’

“The medicine is on the counter in the bathroom. Please do the math.”

‘Doing the math’ entailed a quick exchange of cash from one account to another.

A minute later and the transaction was completed. One of the men took the ‘medicine’ away.

“Would you like a drink?” asked Roberta.

The man would, and they sat on the patio and engaged in small talk. As Roberta listened she remembered asking one of her instructors, “What if you don’t want to screw a man?”

“If it’s for the state, do what you’re told. If it’s your personal preference,” she shrugged, “Make love to a woman.”

That was a shocking statement to some of the men, so recently adapted to womanhood, but it made sense.

Women who loved women didn’t have babies, and that solved one of the world’s big problems: over population.

But Roberta was just curious. She had adapted wonderfully, and she had her own preferences.

Sitting on the balcony, chatting with the handsome man, watching him sneak glances at her nylon clad legs, her bountiful bosoms, she lowered her lids and said in a sultry voice, “Would you like to fuck?”

The man did.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Rob/Roberta.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

BUNDLES AND NOVELS!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


Do you have all five bundles of…

THE 21 STORY COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

each bundle has

21 steamy five star stories

All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all four bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


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: ]

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

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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!

[image: ]

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.


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 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 sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


Big Stories

[image: ]

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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Caught and Feminized!’

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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