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PART ONE

I saw it and I wanted it. It’s that simple.

And it’s one of the questions for which there is no answer.

Did I know intuitively what it was? I don’t know.

Did it somehow ‘call’ to me? I don’t know.

Was it foreordained in the cosmos? Was it destiny? I don’t know.

I would like to think is was serendipity, that it just happened…but I don’t know.

I do know that the wife and I—her name is Margaret, or Maggie, and mine is Bruce—love to go to garage sales. Garage sales are pretty much the state sport here in Florida, and we go to them over the  weekend, and if we happen to see one during the week—and they have them right in the middle of the week—I skid to a stop and we get out and rummage through other people’s history and buying habits.

Mostly it is junk. Rusty tools and board games damaged by water. Silly knick knacks that have gathered dust in a kitchen, or attic, for forty years and granny died a few years ago so let’s get of this stuff.

Sometimes it is priceless. I picked up a bag of Batman comics for forty bucks, and it was worth $4,000. And once I found an over-sized Elvis Presley 45 RPM LP. Probably worth thousands. So you can see the fun in going ‘garaging.’

So we’re driving across town, I see a sign, we look at each other and…bingo. We’re on our way.

I make the turn at a dangerous speed and zoom down a lonely road. Heck, I’m in a hurry because I want to peruse that potential junk before anybody else does.

My wife is looking in the little black book we keep and mumbles, “I don’t see it. I don’t think we’ve ever been to this location before.”

And I pull up in front of a house that looks like it’s about to fall over. The roof is sagging over the garage, boards are falling off the sides. There are tropical trees uprooted in the side yard. Honestly, it looked like the next hurricane was going to take it away.

We get out of the car and wander up a row of tables. There’s old cups and saucers, sets that have become mismatched over the years but still sort of look alike. There’s a rack of clothes that look like they’ve been packed in mothballs for fifty years. Clothes are usually Maggie’s department, so I leave her to pick through the old styles and fashions and look for the gem.

I pass a table of water wrinkled books Good books, but are they not only water damaged, they look a little moldy.’

I am about to reach for a Popeil Pocket Fisherman. Probably not worth anything, but I…I’m…my hand moves to the side, towards a table with women undergarments on it.

Women’s undergarments? I don’t want no stinking women’s undergarments! I move my hand back towards the compact fishing reel and…it slides towards the table, and I feel my body trying to lurch after it.

I pull my hand back and stare at the table.

I felt like I was a dousing rod, unable to stop from jerking towards water. I felt like my hand was a magnet, and couldn’t avoid the pull of magnetism. I felt like…walking over to the women’s undergarments’s table.

Now, I never buy underwear at a garage sale. There’s no telling whose fanny that bit of bright finery has been on. And I certainly didn’t want to go over and start handling bras and corsets. Women would start staring at me, everybody would think I was a pervert, and…I just don’t do it.

But I was standing in front of that table and I knew what was calling to me. It was a bra. A 1950s bullet bra. The kind where the cup is an actual cone, and when a woman wears one her tits are pointy, so pointy they could ‘poke your eye out.’

It was white. Had thick shoulder straps, seemed to be shiny clean. I mean, it didn’t look like it had ever been worn. So there was no telling what kind of boobs had been encased in the thing, but…I wanted it.

My hand was trying to get out of my pocket so hard it must have looked like I was playing pocket pool. My arm was trying to levitate and extend. My whole body felt like a giant hand was pushing it towards that table, and that bra in the corner.

I wanted that bra.

Maggie and I have an understanding when there is something we want to buy and it is…odd…and requires one of the other sex to buy it. We simply tell the other and they buy it.

“Maggie,” I sidled up to her, “I need you to get something for me.”

She looked up from the rack of dresses. “Got something a bit kinky, eh?” Her beautiful lips were pursed in a smile.”

I turned red. I had never asked her to buy something like this. “Uh, yeah.”

We sauntered over to the table and I said, “The shiny, bullet bra in the top left corner.”

She looked at it, then looked at me with a grin. “I’m not going to wear that!” And she turned away.

I stood there, feeling betrayed. And I wanted that bra. I wanted it so bad I was perspiring. I wanted it worse than anything in the world.

I looked at the old lady sitting behind the table. She was old, and she had mammoth, old lady tits. The kind that you need a wheel barrow to tote them around. I reached forward, picked up the bra and asked, “How much for this?”

She looked at me, had a slight smile, or maybe she was just myopic and a bit dopey, and she yells across the garage to an old gent with a thick chest. “Hey, Billy! How much for the bullet bra.”

Oh, fuck. My face turned red. And it was getting worse.

Billy was half deaf. He turns and yells, “What?”

“This guy wants your bullet bra! How much you want to charge him?”

Billy looked around like he had only caught half the words. “The bullet bra?”

Everybody is staring now, and I’m caught. Buying women’s undergarments at a garage sale. I was redder than a sunburned tomato.

“Yes! The bullet bra! This guy wants to buy it.”

I tell ya, I wanted to shrink up into a piece of lint and blow away with the wind. I wanted to fall into a crack and disappear. I wanted to—

“Two bucks!”

My arm somehow extended with two one dollar bills in it. Thank God there was no change involved. I wanted to end this terrible experience as quickly as I could.

The old lady took it, and then, bless Maggie, she had seen my embarrassment and she came up and said in a voice just loud enough, “Oh, thank you, Bruce. You knew I wanted one of these.”

People who were grinning at my discomfiture suddenly frowned and turned away. The show was over.

I picked up my end of the conversation, “I wanted it to be a surprise.”

“Well, it is. And thank you, honey.” And she took the bra out of my sweaty hands and kissed my cheek.

Whew. One more disaster averted.

“I can’t believe how red you were!” Maggie giggled once we were back in the car and driving home.

“Oh, God. I thought I was going to die.”

“So did I! Your face was blood red, and the way they kept yelling about it over the crowd.”

I shook my head, and lifted a hand from the steering wheel. It was actually trembling.

She held up the bra and looked at it. “But what I don’t understand is why you got it? It’s not worth anything, and I don’t want to wear it. And—“

“I do.”

She turned to me. “What?”

I didn’t know where that had come from, I don’t know why I had said that, but…I said it again. “I want to wear it.”

Maggie actually moved forward in a little jerk, started to say something, then sat back, then: “Well, I’ve never seen this side of you.”

“Neither have I,” was dazed by what I was saying. I had never worn a bra in my life. Why would I suddenly want to wear one? But my mouth said I did, and…so I did.

“Is this something new? Or have you got a little secret that you want to share?”

I glanced at her. She was smiling. Good. She wasn’t freaked out.

“I…I don’t know. It just…called to me. I saw it and knew I wanted it, and now…I don’t even know what I’m saying, but I want that bra for myself.”

Maggie was silent for a moment, then she grinned and lifted it up and said, “Well, knock yourself out. I’m always up for something new.”

So I was now the proud possessor, and about to be the wearer, of a stylish, 1950s bullet bra. And my nipples started to tingle.

We arrived home and I took the few things we had bought into the house. Maggie had found a blouse she liked, and a couple of books. And I had…the bra.

I carried Maggie’s bag in, and the bra was burning in my pocket. It felt like my pocket was actually heating up, and I couldn’t wait to put the thing on.

But I was embarrassed.

Sure, Maggie had laughed, but…but this was weird. Men don’t wear bras. And I was having these weird thoughts of my own. Why did I feel so compelled to buy the thing? Why did I want to wear it? Why was I having these bizarre thoughts?

So I put the bag with Maggie’s items on the floor at the bottom of the bed, and I took the bra out of my pocket and looked at it. Even having been crumpled up in my pocket it was…sleek. The material not bent or losing its shape. Whatever company had built this bra…it was good stuff.

“Well, let’s see it.”

I turned and Maggie was leaning against the doorframe.

“Well, I…I’m a little…”

“Embarrassed? Humiliated? Mortified?” She was grinning as she crossed the room. She took the bra and held it up to me.

I stared down at the tips of the tits. It was big, bigger than I thought it was.

“Looks like a good fit. Come on, take your clothes off.”

“I…uh…”

“Come on. I want to see my studly hubby transition.”

“Hey…”

“Trade his dick for a pair of tits. It’s going to be so cute. I can dress you up like a big old Ken doll…with Barby clothing.

I started to turn away, but she caught my shoulder, pulled me back. “Hey, I’m just joking. And, tell the truth, I want to see what you look like, It’s a little weird, but…you as a woman? That’s sort of…exciting. Sort of turns me on. You want to turn me on?”

“Well, yeah.” Sproing!

Let me tell you, my wife is one sexy woman. She has the classic hourglass shape, full breasts, and her face is like a model’s. Good cheekbones, long hair down to the shoulders, clear, blue eyes, and, my favorite part, plump, red lips. Man I could spend a year just kissing those lips and never get tired.

Certainly never get ‘un-horny.’

“Come on. I’ll tell you what. You take an article of clothing off, and I’ll take an article clothing off. And the first one done puts on the bra.”

“But…”

“Come on, chicken.”

Well, that did it for me. Nobody calls me chicken!

I took my shirt off. And my nipples were tingling, my expanse of chest flesh was warm.

She took off her blouse. I was face to face with the most beautiful set of tits in the western hemisphere. And there might as well be no eastern hemisphere. Yes, they were encased in a flimsy half bra, but that would be coming off pretty quick.

“Nice,” she said, and her eyes glinting mischievously as she put her hand on my chest, move her palm across my nipple and caused me to shiver.

Gulping, I took my pants off.

She looked down at my tighty whiteys. My cock was poking out hard. She touched it, causing another and bigger shiver. “I’m always amazed at how you are always ready to go. My little…pardon me, my ‘big’ horn dog.”

She slid out of her shorts. And here was where it got interesting. I realized that she had kicked off her shoes, and she wasn’t wearing socks or nylons.

Oh, fuck. I estimated the amount of clothing left, and she was going to be wearing the bra. A spear of disappointment lanced through me.

Still, the game was the game, and I kicked one shoe off.

Grinning like a person who knew she was going to win, she slipped out of her panties. What a Goddess, standing there with her delicious, shaved pussy, knowing what she was doing to me.

But, no matter how I felt, she was going to win, and I whispered, “Fuck.” I took my other shoe off.

“Not to worry, dear. I can feel your pain. Or is that lust?” She took her bra off. Oh, God. I wanted her. Right then and there. Fuck the contest. Fuck the…the bra…I had to…

“Take your underwear off.”

I did so, and my cock stood right up. No hesitation there.

She smiled and admired it, touched it, cupped my balls, and I almost felt like fainting.

Still, I thought the game was over, that she had won, that she was going to get to put the bra on.

“Not to worry, honey.” She reached up for an earring.

OMG! I had forgotten about her jewelry!

She must have seen the instant look of excitement in my eyes. “What? You thought I was going to deprive you of your little kink? No way. I want to see this. This idea of you wearing a bra…it’s strangely exciting. Almost intoxicating. Take off a sock.”

Breathing hard, distracted, I took a sock off.

She took her other earring out.

I took off my other sock

And she still had her thin, gold necklace to go.

God, I was excited. I don’t think I had ever been this excited. And it wasn’t just the sight of her, the feel of her hand on my cock. It was…the bra. I was going to wear it.

I stood there, my hard on trembling in the air, sticking out as if to fit into her belly button, and my eyes revealed my exultation.

She grinned and handed me the bra. “You put this on while I take my necklace off.”

So I did. She unclasped the necklace and I pulled the bra around my waist.

I had never worn one, but everything happened sort of natural like. Maybe I was just working off memories of Maggie putting bras on, but I fastened it around my waist, spun it around, and lifted it up. Like a champ.

I stared down.

The material was stiff.

“Wow,” Maggie gasped, placing her necklace on the dresser. “That’s a turn on.”

“Really?” Somebody said, and I realized it was me. I stared down at my chest.

Perfect cones. And big. A lot bigger than I had thought.

“Oh, baby,” she grabbed my cock and moved in for a kiss. Our lips touched, fused, and we spent a long minute getting to know each other’s mouths.

 “We’re going to have to get you a pair of matching panties,” she gasped when we broke.

“Panties?” I was dazed and confused.

“Oh, yes. But, first, come here,” she pulled me around, pushed me back on the bed.

I laid backed, scooted back a half foot, and she climbed onto me. And I do mean climbed.

She knelt and had her hands on my knees as she took my cock in her mouth. Those perfect red lips gobbled me, deep throated me, and her hands palpated my balls, making me jump with the sudden pressure, then relax, then jump again, and each lurch drove my cock deeper into her mouth.

Then she stood up, leaned forward and her tits dragged up my body. She wanted to suck my nipples, I’ve got extra sensitive nipples, but they were encased by the bullet bra. She sighed and slithered up further. Her tits pressed against my upper chest and she kissed me again. And this time she really kissed me. The plump curve of her smile meshed onto my mouth. Her tongue snaked and licked and we Frenched madly. I was shortly gasping for breath, and so was she.

She cupped her hand over one of my tits. “God, that’s stiff material,” she sighed. “It almost feels like you’ve got real breasts under there.”

“Real breasts,” I laughed. “If only.”

She looked at me curiously for a moment, then we were at it again. As we kissed she stroked me, and then she was on her knees, perched over my cock. Staring intently at me, she lowered herself onto my cock. It was electrifying, feeling her moist pussy envelope me and slide down.

I grabbed for her waist and she sat on me motionless for a second. then she began to to the bump and grind. Oh, God, it was heaven. Feeling her hot canal with my penis and she twisted and corkscrewed.

We were like that for a long while, thrusting, lurching, partaking of one another. Then I flipped her over and drove into her.

But after a few thrusts she flipped me over, which surprised me, and she was on top again.

“Girls on the bottom,” she growled playfully.

Fine with me. Top or bottom, this was the fuck of my life. I was extra sensitive, and the feeling was extra heightened, and she ground down upon me, used me, abused me, and I kept waiting for the little kick inside, the ignition that starts the glow that pushes the spurt that squirts the semen.

But it wasn’t coming.

But she was cumming. She grabbed my shoulders and arched her back and I felt her vaginal muscles start to spasm.

Now getting desperate, she didn’t like to wait around for second or third orgasms, I thrust harder.

She groaned, and then, unbelievably, she began to cum again!

I was starting to hurt. It felt like somebody was pulling my essence right through my cock, but nothing was happening.

“You bitch,” she muttered playfully into my neck at one point. “You’ve never been so good.”

“Heysoos,” I whined, “I just want to cum!”

“Hey, who cares about you?” she laughed as she straightened up and began to ride me again. “You’re just a bitch with boobs. You don’t have to cum. You just have to make me cum.”

She was laughing, but it was weird, but…I could feel something happening. I didn’t know what, but something was happening.

And she came again.

And again.

I don’t know how many times she came, but every time she did I felt like I was losing something, but I couldn’t lose any of that roiling, broiling, hot cock sperm swirling so hard in my balls.

Finally, however, she was done. She collapsed on me, held me, felt my tits poking into hers, and sighed, “I think that’s it.”

A pause.

I think we’re done.”

But I wasn’t. My cock was so fucking hard it hurt. I had never been so desperate, and yet so unable. I was filled with fluid, but…in some way….empty.

But empty of what I didn’t know.

She rolled off me, didn’t even get up, just snored.

And I didn’t even get up. I had to pee, or maybe I had to cum—yeah, I had to cum—but I just ignored my groin, closed my eyes, and…slept.

It was an uneasy sleep. I kept finding myself back at the garage sale, and everybody was pointing their fingers at me and laughing. Giggling, guffawing, slapping their knees and laughing.

And I stood there, with the bra on, and my dick was limp. It didn’t work. And I kept grabbing it with one hand and holding it up.

“No!” I told whoever would listen, going from person to person. “It’s okay…it’s really okay.”

And the old lady who had sold the bra to me, she was standing on her folding chair and yelling through a megaphone, “The man on aisle six wants a bra! Can we have a bra specialist see the man on aisle six? And everybody pointed and laughed.

I turned around and ran for it, my limp dick waggling, my big tits flopping, and I was in Walmart and everybody was chasing after me, pointing and laughing. And I held my tits so they wouldn’t bounce, and the people chased after me, and…

“Uhh,” I groaned. I was in bed and I was awake and the sun was streaming in the window. Maggie had just pulled the blinds and was heading for the bathroom. She was striding like she had just won a race, and her smile was ear to ear.

“Come on, my big dicked girlfriend. I’ll race you to breakfast.”

I heard the shower door open, the water came on, and a few seconds later, the hot running, she got in.

God, I was horny. Maggie must have cum twenty times last night, and I hadn’t cum even once. I was backed up with semen and my dick was standing up like a…no it wasn’t. It was limp. It just felt like it was full. I was so horny, but…oh, well. I groaned again, stretched, then rolled out of bed.

I sat on the edge of the bed, yawning, and felt not quite right. Like I was not exactly sick, but I was out of balance. Like I was leaning forward a little too much. I was still wearing the bra, and that was probably messing with my mind.

I listened to the shower. She was taking a long one. Well, I had really fucked the hell out of her. She probably needed a good sluicing.

I stood up, was puzzled by my hanging dick, but staggered out of the bedroom and headed for the kitchen.

I was watching the sausage sizzle and the toaster brown waffles when Maggie entered the room.

She got out the butter and the syrup, took note of my naked, limp and bra-ed condition. “No shower? Stinky, stinky?”

“I’ll shower later. You were wasting the water.”

“Oh, ho! Wasting water.”

She hugged me then, and I kissed her, and something went off in my head. I didn’t have to bend down to kiss her. And, instead of thinking, I just justified the thought with the idea, she must be wearing high heels. Even though I knew she wasn't.

The toaster popped, I scooped the sausages out and put them in a big bowl, and we sat down to eat.

She nibbled on a sausage, using her sexy bare hands to poke the thing into her mouth, and she sighed.

“God, you were great last night. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that much.”

“Good for you.”

She looked at me, then her eyes widened. “Oh, my God! You didn’t squirt!”

“Not that you care,” I groused, but I was kidding.

“So I guess you’re going to want to abuse this killer bod of mine some more?”

“The thought had crossed my mind.”

She laughed. “The thought had crossed your mind. Right. You’re probably ready to poke holes in steel.”

“Actually,” I looked down at my lap. “I’m a little limp.”

“What? No! After a night like last night? After what you did…and didn’t cum?”

“What can I say?” I shrugged.

She contemplated me for a long minute. We chewed and swallowed. She said, “I think it’s the bra.”

“You think so?” I was non committal. I was starting to wonder.

“Maybe you shouldn’t be pretending you’re a girl.”

“Why not?” I didn’t like that thought.

“Maybe that’s causing psychological damage, messing with your mind.”

“Don’t you think that’s a little far fetched?”

She frowned. “Maybe, but…but I want some more dick, and if you can’t deliver I’m going to have to make a sign and march down the street. ‘Free pussy…if you can get it up.’”

I laughed at that. What an image. Then: “Honey, I just need a little breakfast, get my strength up.” I chomped down on a sausage and cut it in half. “See, just a little nourishment. And, really, it’s got to be all your fault.”

“My fault?”

“Sure. It was you that kept insisting on fucking last night. I didn’t want to have anything to do with it.”

“What?” But she was grinning. We liked to tease each other.

“That’s right. I was just bored, waiting for you to finish so I could get a little sleep.”

“Bored? With my magic pussy? I’ll tell you, Mr. Big Asshole, you’re never going to get that under-sized shrimp you call a penis between my golden labia again.”

“Not ever?”

“No!”

“Never?”

“Well, at least not until…” she smiled, “after breakfast.”

I smiled back at her.

Fifteen minutes later, the dishes tossed into the sink to await our pleasure, Maggie took my hand and lead me down the hall.

Into the bedroom.

Onto the bed.

Once again we rolled and laughed and giggled. We loved sex, we were super compatible, and now I had something to prove. I had to squirt. I wasn’t going to be no ‘sickologically distributed prevert.

But, as we rolled, we both realized, we had an ulterior motive to get me hard, and…it wasn’t happening.

I mouthed her breasts and pushed fingers into her.

She sucked my cock and felt my breasts.

“It feels like there’s actual…boobs…in there.”

I laughed, and kissed her, and my dick…it wouldn’t get hard.

Finally, we stopped and looked at each other.

Concern was in her eyes. Despair was in mine.

We looked down at Mr. Happy, and he wasn’t happy. He just laid there like a slug on downers. Not moving. Not throbbing. Certainly not growing larger.

“Heysoos at dinner without a fork.”

“Or knife or spoon,” murmured Maggie.

“Do you really think there’s something psychological  going on?”

She pondered, frowned, and said, “I don’t know what to think. I mean, men can have…problems, it happens, but not twice in a row. And you aren’t even getting hard!”

“Well, I suppose we should find out.”

“What?”

“I’ll take off the bra and then we can try it.”

She stared at me.

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to take off the bra. It felt so good, so perfect. I wanted to keep it on…forever.

Maggie saw it in my eyes. “You don’t want to take it off.”

“I know,” I agreed. “But…we have to find out.”

“Yes.”

I tried to reach around and unclasp the bra, but I lacked flexibility.

“Here, let me help.” She hugged me, we were face to face, watching each other, in love, but wary, worried. I felt her fingers work the clasp, then it was undone.

It was simple. Take the bra off, get a hard on, and fuck to an orgasm.

But that wasn’t what happened.

What happened was that she drew back, pulled the bra off me. We looked down at my chest, and screamed.


PART TWO

Our screams weren’t big. They were just sort moderately loud, and we stared at my chest.

I had tits. Breasts. Bosoms. Boobs. Dirty pillows.

They were big, hefty, as they had to be to fill the bullet bra. The nipples were big, thick, erect, and I could feel the blood pulsing through them.

“You…” Maggie swallowed loudly.

“I have…” I grunted, as if I had been punched, which, in a way, I had. A psyche punch of Mike Tyson quality.

“Boobs.”

“Oh, God!”

We stared at my chest. Then Maggie reached out, slowly, as if scared, and touched her finger to a nipple.

“Oh!” I jerked back. I felt the shock of sexuality explode from my nipple, run through my body, and now I felt it. My dick was getting hard.

I got off the bed and looked down, over my enormous tits, and saw my penis erecting.

“What is happening?” Maggie breathed.

“I don’t know.”

“Put the bra back on!”

I held it up to my chest, and my dick started going down.

I held it away, and my penis bonered up.

I pressed it back in place and my boner relaxed, became a slug.

“What the fuck?” I whimpered.

Maggie placed a hand on mine, pulled my hands, and the bra, away from my mountainous chest. “It’s done.”

“What?”

“The bra, it did something, but now it’s done. It’s telling you that you don’t have to wear it anymore.”

“But…but how?”

“I don’t know, but…” she tossed the bra on the bed and looked at my tits. In her eyes was an excited look, an expression of hunger.

“Honey…”

She couldn’t stop herself, she reached out and placed her hands under my boobs. She lifted. “Wow.”

“What am I going to do?”

She licked her lips. “You’re going to need some more bras. Regular ones.”

“But that was…now that it’s off…I don’t want to wear a bra. That was just a one time thing. I don’t…want to…”

I trailed off, and for good reason. Maggie was running her hands over my tits, squeezing, flicking the nipples, and it was making me weak.

And it was making my cock hard. Real hard. If I thought the night previous was something, it was nothing. Now my cock was throbbing, and I knew I was going to be able to cum.

“Hey,” I protested weakly.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo,” she bent down and took my cock in her mouth. Oh, God! It felt like my penis was about to explode!

She massaged my balls, looked up at my eyes, which were starting to roll back in the sockets.

“Hold it,” she growled. “Don’t you dare cum yet. Not until I get you in me.”

She pushed me and I fell back. She climbed on top and sank on to me. It was quick, it was fast, and then she was grinding down and pulling her tits.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Don’t! Don’t! I need some mo—“

I grunted, I couldn’t help it, and my penis pulsed and I could feel it hosing away, deep inside her.

“Oh, you fuck!” She cried in frustration.

And that was the moment that I knew that the bra didn’t just affect me, it affected people around me.

For a half a minute I writhed, and the orgasm just sort of swirled through me. I was helpless in its grip, and then it ended.

And my dick, at last, was soft.

Maggie got off and looked at it sadly. “And it was doing so well.”

“Sorry. there was no way I could…” I shrugged.

“I know.”

“Honey, you’r e hornier than you used to be.”

She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “I am.”

“It’s the bra.” I said.

“It’s the tits,” she said.

“What”

“You’ve got tits, like a woman. It’s like…it’s like fucking somebody else.”

“Are you saying you want to fuck a woman?”

“Nope. I don’t think so, but…every time I looked at your chest…” her turn to shrug.

We showered together then. Save water and all that, and we soaped each other up and scrub a dub dubbed, and were pretty happy by the time we were done. When we got out of the shower, however, she said something that didn’t make me happy.

“You’re shorter, you know.”

“I…what?”

“Shorter. You used to be six inches taller than me. Now you’re only maybe three inches taller.”

“Oh, fuck. that’s impossible.”

“Not now,” she said wryly. “You also feel a bit lighter. I mean, I turned you over yesterday, to get on top. I was never able to lift you up like that before.”

In answer, I stepped onto the scale. I had been 170 pounds, a lot of muscles with only a little flab. Now I was 140. I pinched my waist. No love handle. I was changing in other ways than just growing tits.

“Oh, man,” I said. “What am I going to do?”

Maggie rubbed a towel over her glorious body and said, “Like I said…get some bras.”

“But I don’t really—“

She put a finger on my lips and shushed me. “Doesn’t matter what you feel like now. If you don’t get some support you are going to be sagging, and your back is going to be hurting. I mean, you’ve got some rather sizable boobs now, and you’ve got to take care of them.

Now in a dour mood, and confused, and yet some how excited, I got dressed, and realized nothing fit. Everything was too baggy, or too long.

Maggie handed me a pair of her shorts. They were sexy, little things, with cuffs, and too short, and decorations on the ass pockets.

“I can’t wear these!”

“So wear your own baggy pants.”

Well, my own baggy pants didn’t fit, so I slipped into the shorts, and they were almost perfect. Except that my cock was actually looking bigger. In fact, in her tight shorts my cock looked gigantic.

Of course, my penis hadn’t grown, but my body had shrunk, so my dick looked bigger, and relative to my body height, it was bigger.

“This is obscene.” I looked down at my bulge. My cock was easy to see through the material.

Maggie just giggled. “I like it.” She came close, her tits to my tits, and rubbed my package.

“Oh, geez,” I whimpered.

She kissed me quick, then backed off. “Just the way I like my…men, horny. Want to fuck again?”

“Did you hesitate before you said, ‘Men?’”

“Well, yeah.”

“But I am a man!”

“And you have woman parts, too. So what are you? A man-wo? A Mirl? A Gan?”

Her words were like little darts, but what could I say?

“Okay, tuck that big boy in and wear this.” She tossed me my sweatshirt. The one that says ‘Marines’ on it in big, arching letters.

I blinked, and realized that she was right. The sweatshirt was long enough to hang over my package now, and the obscene bulge of my dick would be covered up.

I pulled it on. “How’s that?”

“Wow. One problem leads to another.”

“What?”

“Your legs are too hairy to be wearing a sweat shirt like a girl would.”

“But I’m not going to wear one of your girly sweat shirts, even if it was long enough.”

“Then let me shave your legs.”

“What?” I gave a squeak of outrage.

“Come on, men shave their legs.”

“But you’re having me…it’ll make me look like a woman…with these shorts, and…and are you forgetting that I have tits?”

“The tits will be covered up by the sweatshirt, and, besides, with those tits you have a girl’s body, and you need to dress it like a girl’s body.”

“I can’t do that.”

She turned and walked out of the room. Dressed obscenely, my big tits flopping, I followed her.

She walked into the kitchen and got out the liquor. She filled two glasses with ice, then mixed bourbon and Coke in them. A lot of bourbon for me, a little bourbon for her. She turned and handed me the heavily laced one. “Sit down and drink.”

Blinking, not understanding, I sat down at the kitchen table, and she sat across from me.

We sipped, and, man, did it taste good, and she said, “Honey, I’m going to do things to you this morning. And you are going to go along with it.”

“What things?” I asked suspiciously, feeling the warmth of bourbon in the belly.

“You are not passable as a man anymore. You are passable as a girl.”

“I’m not going to be a girl!”

“Except for that big, lovable hunk of sex dangling between your legs, you are a girl.”

“I don’t have long hair.”

“Many women don’t, but I have a wig you can borrow.”

“That hair is too long!”

“I’ll cut it, if I have to, but you know you are just giving me bullshit arguments.”

“I am not.”

She leaned across the table and placed one hand on mine, “Honey, you are the one that bought that bra. You are the one that it…called. Therefore you are the one that’s got a bit of kink trying to get out. Heck, your body changed, and that is the living proof of what I am saying.”

“But…I…”

For an hour we blathered back and forth. Or, rather, I blathered. She kept throwing succinct arguments in my face. In the end, she stood up, took my hand, and lead me back to the bedroom.

“Take off your clothes.”

“I just put them on…and I thought you wanted me to wear shorts?”

She stepped forward and grabbed me. Hard. She squeezed, and I almost went to my knees. I started to sweat, and, interestingly, it made my cock harder.

“Listen, you son of a bitch. I want to do this, and deep down, so do you. Now I don’t want you to give me one iota of crap. At all. This is going to happen…or you are on your own.”

“What do you mean,” I gasped, “on my own?”

“You can dress yourself, wear what you want. I am offering you a chance to get professional instruction on your new condition. And you would be dumber than stupid to not take advantage of me.”

She let go. She pointed towards the bathroom. “Take off your clothes, use the Nair in the cabinet, and I wanted everything below your neck bald in 20 minutes. You got that?”

My mouth opening and closing, I staggered towards the bathroom.

I put the Nair on my body, slathered it on, and my mind was totally gone. I was moving in protest, but moving.

The problem was…my wife was right. I needed to do this. And I needed her to help me do this.

Twenty minutes later I was drying myself off. Maggie inspected me with a grin. “You have no idea how sexy that makes you.”

“Oh,” I said. I had surrendered, but I was glum. My cock looked ten times bigger without the hair around it.

“Now, I have selected clothes, and you are going to want to protest, but if you do I will go to the card.”

“The card?”

“Yes. The card. The birthday card you gave me last year.”

I knew the card well.

This card entitles the bearer to give one spanking.

Choice of belt, paddle, whip or noodles is up to the bearer.

“And, just to let you know, if you disappoint me in this I will select the whip. I will tie you down and stripe your butt until you look more zebra than human.”

“You wouldn’t!”

But I knew she would. Maggie is definitely a ‘take charge’ kind of woman.

“Then find out the hard way. But here is your first item.”

It was panty hose.

I stared at the nylon material and blinked.

She pushed me on the bed and began unrolling the legs on me. It was tight, and sexy, and I felt my dick starting to rise.

“None of that,” she giggled and playfully slapped my dick.

“Oh, don’t…please.” I begged.

“Why? Does it really hurt?”

“No, it feels too good.”

She laughed, finished tugging the panty hose up, and now my cock was imprisoned, but not enough to conceal it.

She handed me some tummy control panties. I pulled them up, and then struggled to get them over my hips. When I was done, however, my cock was concealed. The two tiered approach had managed to conceal my manliness.

“Excellent. Here.” She handed me shorts, the sexy, little shorts, and I pulled them up. Now they fit with a minimum of bulge.

She smiled. “Nice. Sweat shirt.”

I put on the sweatshirt, and the ‘Marines’ logo towered across my chest.

“The marines need a few good women,” Maggie observed wryly. “You know, you could wear the bullet bra.”

I’m trying to hide a bit of my…bounty. Those points would scream to the world.”

“Yes. And it’s hard to be man enough to be a woman, isn’t it.”

“You got that.”

Then you’re fine, clothes wise,  except for…shoes.”

“I’ll just wear my tennies.”

“No.”

“No?”

“No. One, they are too groady for a woman. Too, they don’t fit any longer, your feet are an inch shorter. Three…have you ever considered high heels?”

“High heels?” My voice sounded like an ostrich being throttled.

“Let’s try them. That will give your legs feminine length, you only need a little with those pants, and then…let’s try them.”

She went into her closet and brought back a pair of sandals. The heels were only two inches high, and they actually looked a bit comfortable. I like sandals, and these would only be a couple of inches…

She had me sit and she put the sandals on me. I stood up, and they felt good.

“Oh, damn!” Maggie blurted. “We should have done your nails.”

I stared at her.

“To match your fingernails.”

“My…”

“Don’t shut down on me now. I’m having fun.”

“But…”

She placed a hand over my mouth. “Shut and comply. I’m the boss…” then she added, “little girl.”

I wanted to protest then, but she really had put the whammy on me. She helped me walk over to the vanity, and it was harder than I thought, and she sat me down.

“Okay. I’m going to give you red ones. You’re a guy and probably clumsy, so I’m going to use real glue to keep them on.”

“I don’t…”

“You want to wear a blindfold?”

I actually did. There was something wailing inside me.

She got out a pair of my underpants, put it over my head, and laughed. “I like you like that. Now, don’t move.”

From inside the pants I could feel her working on me. I could feel her filing and sanding and preparing the cuticles. Then she pressed on the nails, one nail at a time, and held them each for a good minute, and then she said, “Take off…no. Let me take off your blindfold. You might stick yourself in the eye.”

She took my pants off my head and I stared at my hands. The fingers now looked an inch longer. They were bright red, and extended in an oval about a half inch beyond my digits.

“Oh, my God!”

“Pretty sexy, yes?”

I felt like the world was leaning sideways. “Uh, yeah…”

“Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them, and you’ll wonder why you never did this before.”

“Because I was a man.”

“But you aren’t now. So let’s figure this make up thing out.”

I couldn't be blindfolded for this, and I was forced to watch myself be transformed in the mirror.

She washed my face, with little sponges, and I was amazed at how dirty I was. I mean, I had just taken a shower!

“We’re getting the deep down pores,” she explained.

Then she put primer on my face and I lost color. I looked like a vampire.

And foundation and blush, and I started to get some color back, more color than when she had started. It was actually sort of amazing.

Then she spent some time on my eyes, shadowing them, curling lashes, putting on mascara. The weirdest thing, however, was the lipstick.

“Oooh. Gorgeous. You are so kissable.”

I looked at the mirror. Man, I was changed. Or perhaps I should say: Woman, was I changed.

“Okay, the wig…” she settled the brunette wig on my head, fastened it in place, and I was stunned. I now looked like a woman.

“I’m going to put clip ons on you. But tomorrow we’re going to pierce your ears.”

I was in a state of shock now, and I didn’t say anything. She clipped on a pair of long danglies. Silver strings with the sparkle of tiny diamonds. I felt like my face was framed, and it was really sexy.

And, to tell you the truth, my poor, imprisoned cock was pounding madly. It wanted to get loose in the worst possible way. And I was really feeling it…I wanted to squirt again.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Maggie said delightedly, helping me up.

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t look like a man at all.

I sashayed through the house, putting some wiggle in my butt, aware of how my tits jiggled. Maggie followed along and complimented me constantly. And, finally, “Shall we go?”

“Where?”

“You still need a bra.”

“But can’t you just…do that?”

“You have to come and let the salesgirl size you.”

Now, she had made sure my glass was full for the last hour, and I was feeling pretty good, and it was getting easier and easier to talk me into things. And so I wound up in the passenger seat as we drove across town.

To the mall.

With a million people in it.

And security cameras.

And Maggie had to near put me in an armlock and dance me across the parking lot.

But I did it, and we walked through the mall like…like two women shopping.

Which, in a way, we were.

Victoria’s Secret.

“Do you know what Victoria’s Secret is?”

“What?” I asked

“She’s a man.”

“No!”

“No, you’re right, that’s not the secret. But VS was founded by a man, and he eventually jumped off the Golden Gate bridge.”

“What?” My voice actually squealed, I was getting into this thing.

“True. Look it up.”

I thought about that as we walked up the aisles and fingered materials. Interestingly, no one had tumbled to the fact that I wasn’t a woman. Sales girls smiled at me with that woman to woman smile, and it gave me confidence. Soon I was actively making decisions. I want this…I want that…and Maggie grinned and filled up bags.

But the main reason we were there was for bras, so a young girl measured me, which made the hair on my head stand up, feeling her arms around me, feeling her tits press against me.

Maggie pursed her lips and gave me a mock glare.

I shrugged it off and grinned.

Then we were leaving the store. We made it out to the car, and she got out a bra and helped me into it.

It was weird. First, it was tight, like I was a horse in harness. Second, she had chosen a half bra, and my nipples rubbed against the sweat shirt. Third…all that nipple rubbing was really making me horny.

“Maybe we should go home,” I said.

“But why? We can do lots…” she looked at me. Saw the hunger on my face, and grinned. “You horny, little vixen. Am I going to have to scratch your itch?”

“Please,” I begged.

We laughed, and drove out of the parking lot. We were halfway home when I blurted. “Turn there!”

She managed to make the turn, and started to ask why, then she realized why.

The house where we had gone to the garage sale was up ahead.

Maggie pulled up in front of the house. It still looked like it was about to fall down. The garage door was still open, but the tables were all put away and the old woman was moving around inside.

Now that I was here I didn’t know what to do.

The old woman noticed us, peered, then…amazingly, because I was now a woman, she recognized me. She grinned a thin grin and waved her hand to me.

I don’t think I would have gotten out of the car, otherwise, but now…now I had to find out. After all, if she knew who I was, even though I was now dressed a s a woman, then….she might know more.

I walked up the driveway. Maggie got out of the car and rounded it and followed me.

“How do you like being a woman?” the old lady asked.

“It’s…it’s interesting.”

“Ha,” she grunted. “That bra only talks to men who want to be women. So you’re loving it.”

Maggie arrived.

“So how does it work?” I asked.

“Don’t know. I talked to some people I got it from, way back when, and there’s all sorts of rumors. One guy, or gal if you prefer, told me it was the original bra that was worn by Mary Magdalene. But we know that’s dumb. Bras weren’t invented until the 1880s. Oh, yeah, they been around a lot longer, but this one, that one you bought I mean, has modern materials, relatively speaking.”

I thought about it, and she was right.

“Then there’s a gal out in Pasadena, she says the bra was made by Elon Musk, based on the work of Tesla. But…it’s all so much bushwah.”

“So you don’t know.”

“Not at all. It’ll be fun for you to research, how some ever, and we should stay in touch. I can hook you up with other wearers.”

“Are there other bras then?” Maggie asked.

“Oh, sure. Lots. But they aren’t sold anywhere. You just have to search the garage sales, and when you find one it’ll call to you. Like that one did to you.”

I asked, “Was it Billy’s?”

“It was both of ours. We were two gay men, and he discovered the bra one day, and he wore it, and then I wore it, and…”

“So why did you sell it?”

“Well, first reason is that it doesn’t do anything after the first time. Second reason is we can sort of feel when it wants to move on. Third, we needed the money.”

We chatted a while longer, and I got his phone number and promised to come see him. And I would. There was a lot happening here, and I wanted to find out things.

Finally, all talked out for the moment, Maggie and I went back to the car and drove away. We were silent all the way home, and I thought about the things he had told us, and I pondered over life as a woman.

Apparently, these boobs were here to stay.

And, in fact, I was lucky my cock hadn’t dwindled up and fallen off. That was one of the things that Harriet, that was the name the old woman went by, had told us could happen.

“Yep, happened to Billy. He didn’t like it at first, but then he did, and…” he shrugged.

And I considered those words. And I considered what I was.

“I’m not a man,” I said, when we walked into the house. “And I’m not a woman.”

Maggie poured the drinks, and we went out to the patio.

“So what are you?”

“Well, I’m not a transvestite, ‘cause that’s just clothes. I could be a transexual, I suppose, but…I’m not sure. Maybe a shemale?”

We sipped and talked it over. There was a lot we realized we didn’t know about sex, and about people in my condition.

“What about that last thing Harriet told us?”

“About the sure way to become a complete woman?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know. It seems pretty drastic.”

“But you would know that you were definitely a woman. There wouldn’t be any more half and half thoughts about it.”

“That’s true.”

“He said you had to do it several times for it to happen.”

“Unless you were really sure in your heart of hearts.”

She nodded.

“But what if I do it and I don’t like it? What if I want to stay a man?”

“Yes. There is that. It is a one way street.”

We sipped some more.

“I’d like to try it.”

I turned to her. “Really? You want me to make a complete change?”

“Yes,” and she sounded positive. “At least, try it once. If you like it, then we do it more, until…until the change completes. If you don’t like it, then nothing lost.”

“Nothing gained nothing lost.”

She nodded.

“But it’s my penis we’re talking about.”

“Yes, it is. That’s why I say try it out.”

“And you want me that way?”

She said nothing.

“No more of this big cock.”

“Nope.”

“But you love my cock!”

“I do. But it’s you I really love, and we can always get a strap on. We’re going to need one, anyway, if we want to find out.”

I didn’t say anything for a long time, and she finally blurted, “You’re different now. You’re the best of you, but softer, more kind and caring. When I touch you it brings a shock to me that the old you, the male you, couldn’t make happen.”

I heard what she said, and that is what brought me to my decision. “Then let’s try it.”

The following night Maggie came home with a shopping bag and a grin. “Okay, baby. Get back in that bedroom and let me despoil you.

I was nervous, and I did need a drink, but an hour later we were back in the bedroom. Maggie got out the strap on she had bought, and asked which dick I wanted. She had bought a half dozen, various size and shapes. One was even supposed to be the shape of a horse’s dick. She held that one up and grinned gleefully. It was as long as her arm and I shook my head.

“That’s for you,” I said. “Try that one?”

I picked out the smallest one.

“Okay, party pooper,” she grumped.

She screwed the six inch, life like penis into the socket of the strap on and looked at me.

“Up on the bed, Fred, and spread.”

“My name’s not Fred.”

“Any port in a storm,” she quipped. “You want it on all fours? Or on your back.”

“I think all fours. And put my head up against the wall so I can’t run away.”

I was wearing a dress and panties, and my cock was big and red and dripping. I was getting hornier as time went by.

I crawled up on the bed, took my panties down and lifted my dress.

She got up behind me and started lathering my butt with lube. A lot of lube.

“Guy at the store said I should use a lot,” she explained. Then she put the jar of lube aside and pushed up to me.

I felt the wall with my head, and then I felt her slide inside me. God! It felt good! I groaned as the six inches of plastic opened me up, slithered against my anal walls.

“Oh, yeah,” Maggie breathed. “That’s what I’m talking about!”

“But you can’t feel anything!” I gasped, as she reamed me and poked me, all while reaching under and stroking my hard penis.

“Sex is in the mind, girlfriend. And this is the hottest thing I have ever done!”

She went back and forth, wiggled it so that I could feel the tip moving around inside.

I began to groan and move back against it. She laughed and pushed harder, and my head began to hit the wall.

“Ow!”

She tossed me a pillow and I bent my arms so I was supported on elbows, and placed the pillow between my head and the wall. This was a perfect position, and Maggie began to pummel me with that cock. In and out, back and forth, the big slide of raised, plastic veins against my delicate anal membranes. All my nerves were firing, and I began to feel a warmth coming up into my groin. I didn’t know where it was coming from, tell the truth I didn’t know which end was up, but it grew hotter and hotter. I began to sweat, and I wiggled my ass back and forth.

“Oh…oh…I’m going…something is happening…”

“Give it up, baby,” Maggie crooned tome. “I know what you want, now give me what I want.”

She kept fucking me and fucking me, and asking me to give it up, and suddenly it all made sense. I went limp, except for raising my ass higher, and…I submitted. Just a click in the mind, and I was done as a man. I understood the woman now. I could have either. I could…it was a choice, and I…

I began to cum. Shuddering wracking ripples of sensation that blasted me out of my mind. I felt my eyeballs roll back in their sockets. I was yelling something, but didn’t know what, and Maggie kept pushing and pushing, and I crumpled against the wall and took all she had to offer.

We lay on the bed, exhausted, but exhilarated.

She held me in her arms and I could feel my tits being supported by her forearm.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Oh, God. I know what heaven is now.”

I turned my head back to her and we kissed gently. Then I went back to just laying in her arms.

“So, I know we only did it once, but that was…that was the point of it all. Have you made up your mind?”

“Do I want to be a man or a woman,” I mused.

“Well…?”

“You’re so anxious.”

“Please,” she begged. “You’re killing me. Just tell. Man or woman?”

I heaved a great sigh, and I told her.

She breathed out, and she tickled my ear with a whisper, “I think thats a wonderful idea. I’m sure you’re…we’re…going to be very happy.”

Then I squirmed around in her arms and we began kissing for serious.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

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

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

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 some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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Save money

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

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

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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

‘Changed into a Woman!’

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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