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PART ONE

“Hey, baby,” I put my jacket in the closet and suddenly froze.

My wife, Cindy, was sitting on the couch, no way she hadn’t heard me. I had a sinking feeling. I closed the closet door and turned to her.

Her face was cold. Her arms were folded under her massive tits. Her posture was freezing.

Fuck! Had she found out?

“I got a call today, Rod, from Sally. The girl who works in your office.”

Yep. She found out.

“She told me about your working late, about how you paid for her abortion, about how you promised to leave me…and then dumped her. Got her fired, actually.”

Oh, fuck! What had that bitch done!

“Look, honey,” I sat down next to Cindy and placed a hand on her knee.

She shivered and slapped my hand away. “Don’t touch me.”

“Look, I love you.”

“So you fuck some bimbo in your office. That really shows how much you love me.”

“But I do! I didn’t run away with her…I chose you over her!”

“You’re supposed to have chosen me over her…when we exchanged marriage vows.”

“Aw, look. Listen.” I was searching for a way out of this mess. “She didn’t mean anything, and you haven’t been feeling well and we haven’t been, you know…”

“So it’s my fault your dick accidentally fell into her pussy?”

Oh, fuck. She was really pissed.

I had had girlfriends before we were married, and they never got this pissed.

“Look, it’ll never happen again.”

“You’re damned right. Because my mother is coming to visit.”

“Hey! No…”

Her mother was an old crone from some middle European country. Old country. Claimed to have Gypsy blood. Cindy even told me once that she was a witch. If you can believe that. I mean, a witch? In modern times?

“She’s coming to live with us, and she’ll help us through this crisis.”

“But, baby, it’s not a big crisis. It’s no big deal! I dumped Sally and I love you and that’s that!”

“Sure it is, until you decide that your dick needs to swing again.”

“But, honey…”

I blabbered and I blubbered and I blithered, but, man, was she ticked off. By the end of the night I had succeeded in nothing. Her mother was coming to stay with us, and I would sleep in the living room, and that was that.

“What about the guest room?”

“That’s for mother. And that’s my final word.”

Door slam. Lock click. I stood forlornly looking at my closed bedroom door, and listen to her moving around, the slither of clothes dropping off her frame—and let me tell you, she has one built frame—then the bed springs squeaking.

I turned around and trudged back to the living room.

Damn it. Why did that stupid Sally have to get all serious? She said she knew it was for laughs in the beginning, but then she got more and more…female, and she wanted to trap me, and…aw…fuck!

I slipped out of my clothes, lay on the couch and pulled a blanket that was too short for me up to my neck.

The couch material was rough on my skin, and I even felt a few cracker crumbs rubbing into my flesh. My feet stuck out the bottom, the pillow was hard and propped my neck up too high, and…damn! Stupid Sally.

The next morning Cindy was up before me. I heard her rousting around in the kitchen and I quickly went into our bedroom, took a shower, put on some clean clothes, and got ready for the day.

I was hoping that a night’s sleep had calmed Cindy down a bit, but…no way.

I walked into the kitchen and she glared at me, then ignored me.

I had to fix my own bacon and eggs, I had to brew my own cup of coffee, I had to butter my own toast.

Well, at least I didn’t have to go slaughter the pig or reach under a chicken’s ass for the eggs. At least, not yet.

I ate, and she finished her meal, put the dishes in the sink and left them, and went into the living room to read a fashion magazine.

I finished, put my dishes in the sink, and stared at the sink. No way I was going to do all the dishes.

I went out to the living room.

“Honey, we have to talk.”

“Mother’s due in today. Maybe I’ll be willing to talk to you after I’ve talked to her.”

I sighed. Great. A bitchy, witchy, old mother in law for a filter. I opened my mouth. She turned slightly away, pointedly ignoring me, in effect telling me to shut up.

I went to work. Stared at Sally’s empty desk when I went through the secretary section, and sighed yet again.

Sally of the creamy thighs, the large bosoms, the lips that were willing any time I wanted.

Why couldn’t Cindy be like that?

Instead, she complained that I was too insistent, or that she had her period, or some other stupidity.

I mean, so what if she had a period? She had a mouth, didn’t she?”

Well, Cindy’s mouth was too busy talking now, and her legs were definitely closed for the duration. And now I actually missed that bimbo Sally.

I entered my office and got to work.

“Mr Harding,” Jeannie, a girl from accounting, stepped into the doorway. She had big bosoms and a ready smile. I had often thought about her, rubbed my crotch a little over her, and now…here she was. I smiled. “Come on in, Jeannie.”

“Oh, thank you, but I just wanted to tell you that the monthly statistics are in. You said to remind you.”

“Excellent.”

She was about to leave and I cleared my throat.

“Yes?”

I studied her long, dark hair, her blues eyes twinkling, and her chest…oh, my. What a nice chest.

“I’m really crunched today, you’ve read the report, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Can you give me a summary? Later today,” I made a show of looking at my daily calendar, “Oh, heck…I’m…” I looked up at her, “Can you give me a summary at lunch? My treat, maybe that new place on Third.”

“You want me to…brief you on the…”

“Only if you can. I don’t want to take you away from your other duties.”

She had no duties at lunch.

“Why…of course, sir.”

“And knock off the ‘sir’ crap. Call me Rod. When we’re alone, of course.”

“Of course…Rod.” And she lit up the room with a smile.

Oh, baby, oh, baby. I wasn’t going to have to do without after all. Sally’s replacement had just shown up.

I worked hard, had a great lunch—couple of drinks and a promise to have lunch again—and the afternoon went swell.

I was smiling when I crossed the parking lot to my car. I was humming as I drove home. Then I walked into the house.

“Mother’s here.”

I stared at the old biddy. Dressed in black. Probably raised black cats for a hobby. Her real job was riding a broom on Halloween.

“Hello, Moira.”

She glared at me.

Heck, maybe she even rode a broom when it wasn’t Halloween.

I sighed and walked into the den. I wasn’t going to get any love, might just as well, do a little reading, surfing, and, maybe, catch a little porn.

The evening passed slowly. I heard them talking in low voices.

No dinner. That was okay, I was still sailing from lunch.

I spent the evening staring at porn. It felt good. To just sit and stare at people having orgasms like they were free, unencumbered by relationship or stupidity.

I mean, women get you to squirt in them once, and they think they own you for life. I mean, seriously?

Cindy and Moira went to bed.

I heard Cindys door close, and lock. And I could hear Moira shuffling around and getting ready for bed in the guest room.

I had gotten out a better blanket, and gotten my pillow from the bed. I some spare clothes, so I was okay. I went out to the living room, made my nest, and went to sleep.

Didn’t sleep well, though. I dreamed of black cats, yowling. And a big eye was looking at me at one point and saying: “So? So?”

It was the presence of the mother in law. I knew it was.

I woke up the next day to a wonderful surprise. Moira going out the door.

“Thank you mother.” Cindy kissed her on the cheek and hugged her.

Moira glared at me, the old ‘evil eye’ thing, I guess, then the door was closed.

She was gone!

Ding dong…the witch is dead!

Then Cindy turned to me, and I got my next wonderful surprise. “I’ll go fix your breakfast, dear.” She smiled and headed for the kitchen.

Will wonders never cease? I mean, the old bitch had it in for me, yet…she had talked Cindy out of her mood. At least, that’s how I figured it. That seemed to be the only scenario imaginable.

I grinned, got up and got ready for work.

When I stepped into the kitchen Cindy was humming. La de da…doop de doop…hmmm.

I kissed her and she smiled at me. “I fixed bacon and eggs, I added a little love to the eggs. Oh, and I’m trying a new herbal tea. Could you make sure you drink it all? It’s supposed to give you more energy and I want to see if you have lots of energy all day.”

“Of course,” I sat down to a feast.

Bacon the way I like, a little juicy, just crispy on the edges. The eggs were over hard, but almost like an omelette. Little bits of peppers and onions, a bit of pepper. Mmm.

“Babe, this is delicious.”

“Great. How do you like the tea?”

I grinned. “Delicious.”

“No, it’s not. But can you stand it?”

“Easy. Don’t worry, I’ll drink every drop.” Then I noticed she had a cup of tea, but it was untouched. “Aren’t you going to…?” I nodded towards the cup.

“Oh, sure.” Funny. I got the feeling that she wasn’t going to drink the tea, but…no big deal.

After breakfast, she told me not to worry about the dishes, she walked me to the door. She gave me a big kiss, the kind that shivers your bones and makes your dick get all hard. Then she grabbed my dick. “Honey, I’m sorry I haven’t given you enough sex. I’ll do better. Unfortunately, I just started my period, so could we…do you mind…a week?

“Oh, no problem, honey.” I dream of Jeannie with the light, brown, cunt hairs.

“Oh, thank you.” She kissed me some more, snaked her hand into my pants and stroked me. God, I was almost ready to cum when she backed off and laughed. She waggled a finger at me, “No masturbating now!”

“Oh, Heysoos!” I groaned. “Then you shouldn’t be playing with me.”

“I know, me bad.” Then she played with me some more. Got me really ready to pop, then shoved me out the door.

I went to work with a big grin. Cindy was coming around, I had a lunch with Jeannie today, and…June is busting out all o-a-ver!

I worked, I lunched, I worked. I hummed and was happy. Jeannie was really receptive to my advances. We had discussed working late on Friday night, and she was giving me all sorts of happy signs.

Then I drove home, still humming, and frowned. Fuck. Cindy was on the rag. And I was really needing to get off. Cindy playing in my pants, Jeannie rubbing her feet against my leg at lunch…I needed. And bad.

“How was your day, dear?” Cindy was in the kitchen…cooking my favorite dish. A goopy thing with hamburger and rice and chicken soup and onions and celery and just a dab of salt in it.

I know, it sounds pretty bland, but it is dynamite, and I loved it.

“Pretty good. Got a lot of work done.” I stepped over to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I held the bottle up to her and raised my eyebrows.

“Sure. A slice of lemon in mine, if you could.”

“Your command is my wish,” I misquoted.

She laughed. “And did you have more energy today? From the tea?”

“You know, I think I might have. At least, I never seemed to go down.”

She turned to me then and kissed me. Voraciously, a dick raising kiss if ever there was one. “You never seemed to go down,” she nuanced. “How delightful. I’ll give you more of that tea.”

Her hands dipped into my drawers and found my balls.

“Oh…are you sure you’re on the…having a period?”

“I’m sorry. And it’s sort of messy.”

“How about a blow job.”

I’m sorry, honey, but this period has given me a headache. I really don’t want to…can you understand?”

“Sure I can.” Jovially. And underneath: no, I couldn’t understand. Women and their periods. That’s what’s wrong with this world.

So my frustration not withstanding (Friday night was coming!) we had a couple of drinks, ate a delicious meal, and actually had a good time.

Yes, I was horny, but a happy wife makes for a happy life. The only fly in the ointment, however, was what she told me before bed.

I was sleeping the same room with her again, and in my rightful bed, and she whispered to me, right before she went to sleep. “Please, Rod. No masturbating.”

I was silent.

She got up on an elbow. “It’s not…I’m not denying you (yes, she was), it’s just that I really want to see if this tea works. If you jack off it changes your energy level and it will give me a false reading.”

“A reading?”

She giggled. “A reading. A statistic. Just consider this a scientific experiment. Please?”

“And how long am I supposed to be denied?”

“Just two more days. It only takes three days for the tea to take effect.”

“And then I’ll have lots of extra energy,” I teased her.

“Oh, baby. You’ll have so much energy the power company will hook a line to you.”

I laughed at that.

“Well…”

“Please?”

“Okay.”

And it was okay. Two days of blue balls, and then I would get into Jeannie’s pants. Or panties. Or skirts. Or whatever she wore when we worked late.

The next two days were wonderful. Except for my big, bloated testicles, of course.

I woke to stupendous breakfasts (and choked down a little herbal tea), and hummed at work, and had sexy lunches with Jeannie (I felt her tits, heck, she pulled my hand over her big boob and held it there!) and then came home to feasts, and Cindy was all happy and contented, and…and everything was coming up roses!

Although that tea was starting to leave a taste in my mouth. Yuck. All day, yuck.

But that was okay. Friday came, I took my third morning of tea, I worked all day, and then Friday evening came.

I called Cindy and made my excuses, which she bought, cheerfully, with hook, line and sinker.

I watched everybody go home.

I turned the lights off except for the ones back in my office. I left the front door open, and waited.

Not long, and I heard the door open. And she latched it. And she sauntered back to my office.

Click, click, click. She was wearing high heels, and my cock was already drooling.

“Hi, Rod.”

Ah, God! She was a vision.

A blue dress, tight, tight enough to see pimples under it, if she had any pimples, which she didn’t.

Cleavage, deep, deep cleavage, all her bosoms just waiting to burst out and greet me.

Her calves were taut and curved, courtesy of some very high high heels.

Her toes were fresh painted red. Her eyes were smokin’, with beautiful red lips looking ready to kiss.

“Wow,” I said.

She smiled.

“Have a seat over at the conference table,” I said, standing up and walking towards the table myself.

The bulge in my pants was obvious. No way to hide that boner.

She looked at it and, praise the Gods, she said, “Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?”

With an intro like that I needed nothing else.

I turned into her, put my hands on her arms and said, “I’m glad to see you.”

I pulled her slowly to me, I touched my lips to hers. She put her arms around me and hugged me. It was a long, breathless kiss, and when it was done I stood back. “Wooo!” I gulped.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet, cowboy.”

She reached for my fly and zipped it down. She didn’t even fumble as she snaked her hand through my boxers and pulled out my penis.

“Oh, baby, you are glad to see me!”

It was red, almost purple in the head, and dripping with pre-cum. I hadn’t had any for a week, and I was full.

She dropped to her knees and caressed it, anticipated it, then took it in her beautiful, red mouth.

“Oh…yeah!” I groaned.

She massaged my balls and sucked on my head, licked the tender underskull, squeezed my testicles, loved my package intensely.

“Whoa…I’m going to cum too fast if you keep doing that.”

She stood up and turned around. “Zipper, baby.”

I undid her zipper and her white flesh appeared before me. Smooth, white, tender skin. Black bra straps. I kissed her shoulders, the back of her neck.

She giggled and slid out of her dress.

Oh, baby. Black thong, garters, nylons on those beautiful, classy, delicious legs.

She turned to me and I stared, stunned, at her lusciousness.

“Are you still wearing clothes?” She mocked up disappointment, and I hurried to undisappoint her.

I kicked my shoes and pants off. I ripped my shirt off. She watched me, a musing smile on her face, grinning when she saw how my dick was bobbing.

She moved forward and grabbed me by the cock.

“Fu-u-u…” I wheezed.

“But are you really glad to see me?”

“Baby, I’m gladder than glad.”

“How glad is that?”

“I’m so glad my asshole is whistling Dixie.”

“Oh, I want to hear that!”

“Later,” I spoke gruffly, horniness making an animal out of me. “Right now we have to talk about spreadsheets.”

“Spreadsheets?” She was momentarily confused.

“Yeah.” I lifted her up, she squealed and felt my muscles, and I sat her on the conference table. “I didn’t bring a sheet, but you can still spread.”

She laughed and leaned back.

I pulled her thong off and stepped up to home plate.

She watched me, her eyes aglow with desire.

I slid into her.

God, she was hot. And moist. No foreplay needed. We both wanted this.

“UHHH!” she grunted.

I’m a big man. Eight inches. And thick. When I fuck ‘em they stay fucked. I was going to make sure she stayed fucked.

I pushed with my hips and she groaned. I pulled halfway out, then slammed it back in.

“Oh…yeah!” She closed her eyes and arched her back. “Fuck me with that big dick!”

“I will!” I grunted, pulling and pushing.

She tilted her hips and I pushed my dick over the rim of her snatch. I could feel the warmth, the pulsing, the grip on my dick as I pulled back.

“Yeah!”

I corkscrewed my hips, it actually felt like I was stirring her kettle, and I drove on in.

“Get up here!” She moaned.

I crawled up on the table and poised over her.

She reached down and grabbed my nuts. She squeezed them and it was my turn to groan.

“Fuck me, you bastard. Fuck me!”

I did. I rammed and jammed, I dipped and slipped, I went balls deep and pressed hard against her pelvis.

She yelped and groaned and even bit me a little nip.

Fuck, she was good.

Then she started to stretch, to arch her back up, and I could feel her pussy starting to grip me with muscular contractions.

“Fuu…uuu…uck!”

She came. A blasting hurricane of shimmies and spasms. Holding on to me for dear life. Trying to retain consciousness through the white hot fever blasting through her mind.

I came. A big bucket of suds that doused her innards and started leaking out.

“Heysoos wept!” I collapsed on her.

I was heavy, but she was out of it…she didn’t care.

We lay there for a long minute, then she wiggled and I rolled off her.

“My fucking God!” she soughed. “That was unbelievable.”

“Believe, baby. Believe.”

And we laughed.

I arrived home an hour later. I had no lipstick marks on me, no claw scratches, and I was humming.

“Zipa de doo dah…zippity—“

“Somebody’s happy,” Cindy kissed me.

“Must be that tea. Great stuff.”

“I’ll bet.”

“Yet there was a look in her eye. Not a significant look, just a sort of… ‘aha!’

But she wasn’t suspicious. I know she wasn’t. I had kissed her ass all week, and it wasn’t unusual that I worked late, and…and things were good.

She had fixed me a dinner, a great meal, and kept it warm. I dug in and she sat down opposite me and watched me.

“How was work?”

“Oh, so so. Pretty easy, day went fast.”

She nodded. Then she stood up. “I’d like a drink. Would you?”

“Sure.”

She made us a couple of bourbon and Cokes. I finished my dinner and we sat and sipped. And all the time she watched me. A smirky sort of grin hidden under her smile.

“And how was your day?”

“Oh,” she said, waving a hand, “Same old same old.”

I smiled. She smiled. We all smiled.

“My period is easing up. A couple of days and we can…you know?”

“Excellent!” And I meant it. Heck, if I had to I could slip her the hog right now. I’m a horny guy, and I recovered fast, but waiting two days would give me time to recharge, to get good and hard for her.

“I can’t wait,” she whispered, leaning across the table and kissing me.

I fondled her breasts and she drew her breath in.

“Me, neither,” I responded.

Then we kissed some more, and she played with my balls (the edge was off, but, still, it felt pretty fucking good!) and we eventually went to bed.

In bed she cuddled up to me. I could feel her large breasts mushing against my side, and I smiled. I was a lucky man.

I had Cindy to come home to…and I had Jeannie to go to work to.

I tell ya, life couldn’t get much better.

She slipped into a series of soft snores, and I yawned and started to slip myself.

I was happy and contented and I thought again: things couldn’t get much better.

I woke up, stretched, yawned, and slid out of bed. I padded across the floor to the bathroom, humming in my mind…

Oh what a beautiful morning…

I stepped up to the toilet for a little morning relief. I lifted the lid, grabbed my..grabbed my…what…? I looked down.

I screamed.


PART TWO

I ran naked into the kitchen, holding my dick, yelling, “Look! Look!”

Cindy was sitting at the table, reading a fashion magazine. She looked up, raised her eyebrows, and said, “Puberty?”

“My penis! It’s grown!”

“Huh! That’s a penis? It looks like a baseball bat.”

“But it grew!”

I stared down at the weapon in my hands. It was at least 15 inches long. Double in size. And double in girth, too. It was as big a round as my forearm.

“Yes, I suppose it did.”

She was so blasé, didn’t she understand?

“But…but…it’s too big!”

“Hmm. Maybe.” She looked up at me. “What does your girlfriend think?”

“Huh! What?” I couldn’t be concerned with Jeannie right then. This was an emergency!

“Your girlfriend.”

“I’m talking about my cock!”

“And I’m talking about your girlfriend.”

“But…but my penis!”

“Girlfriends and penises. It’s all sort of connected. You know?”

“What…but…” It was starting to register on me then, how calm she was, too calm, and how she was…what was this shit about my girlfriend?

“Why don’t you have a seat and we’ll talk about it.”

“Talk about what?”

“Or we can not talk about it. You can just go through life with an oversized dick…won’t that look lovely strapped to your leg? You can tell everybody you contracted Elephantiasis in one leg…of course you better make sure you always strap it to the same leg. We don’t want your elephantiasis going back and forth between your legs now, do we?”

My face was twitching, my mouth was opening and closing, but some mental ability was returning to me.

“Cin…Cindy?”

“Are you recovered enough to sit down and have a chat? Or would you like to blubber on for a bit?”

I was moving my head a bit, and my shoulders were shaking, but I sat down. Her calm voice, it calmed me down. And I knew there was something that she understood that I didn’t.

“Would you like a drink?”

I shook my head. I nodded. I didn’t know what I was doing.

She smiled. “Have you looked at your balls lately?”

I lifted that big club in my hands and peered underneath it. My balls were huge.

“Good proportionality, eh?”

“Cindy,” I said, my voice whimpering and begging, “What has happened?”

“You know, those balls have a lot of sperm in them. If you get the sperm out you’ll be okay, otherwise you’re going to get horny. Very, very horny.”

“I don’t care about that. I want to know what happened.”

“Okay. I’ll tell you. You just sit there and contemplate your junk, I’ll make a couple of drinks, and we can have a nice chat.

I sat there, naked, a giant dick in my lap, and she made a couple of drinks. She placed mine before me and I picked it up and drank the whole thing. I just sort of ingested it. I think it was just one gulp, then I was putting the glass down.

Cindy smiled, went and got the bottle, placed it on the table. Then she put a six pack of Coke on the table. “Get your own ice.”

I didn’t care about ice. I poured half a glass of bourbon, filled the rest with Coke, and drank the thing. Almost one gulp. I was slowing down.

I made another drink.

Gulp, gulp gulp. Three gulps. Yep. I was definitely slowing down.

After a four gulp drink I sort of collapsed on myself. I put the glass on the table and held it, my shoulders slumped, and I felt like a donkey that had been smacked on the head with a four by four.

“All right now?”

I was dizzy, but not drunk. My dick was so big…I didn’t think I’d ever be drunk again.

She giggled. “You look so funny like that, all slumped over, ready to cry.”

I looked up at her. “Please. If you know what happened…please tell me.”

“Oh, very well. Though I have to say…I sort of like you like this, all stupid and frantic. You’re like a Jerry Seinfeld episode all in ten seconds.”

I waited.

“Well, Mother…you remember my Mother?…she suggested that I give you a special tea. It’s…I can’t really say the name in English, but…I guess you could call it Pinocchio Tea. But instead of your nose growing when you lie, your dick grows when you cheat?”

“Cheat?” Was that really me talking? That crushed, desperate voice?

“Yes. Cheat. Men shouldn’t cheat on women, and I guess you’re finding that out.”

“But,  I didn’t…that tea couldn’t make me…”

She waited for me to blubber out, then she said, “As I stated, your balls are big and they are going to fill up, and you are going to need to cum. Badly. That much sperm in a body that small? You’re going to need relief.”

“I am?”

She nodded. “You are, but don’t look at me. There’s no way I could handle a club that big. Maybe your girlfriend…?” She arched her eyebrows in question. “Does she have a big, over-sized pussy?”

“I don’t have a girlfriend.”

Cindy started laughing. “Oh, that’s rich. You claim not to have a girlfriend, but the Pinocchio Tea…you fucked her last night. I knew just looking at you, but now, with the proof between your legs…”

“Stop it,” I was almost sobbing.

“Want to go see a doctor?”

I did.

But I was afraid.

“You should be afraid,” she intuited my frame of mind and spoke with a nod. “They’ll examine you, not find a reason for your condition, and…the news will leak out. Maybe a nurse will whisper a rumor. Or some intern will make a copy of the X-ray and pass it around. Or maybe the doctor will just want to write up a good case history, put you in a book. You’ll be famous. So, if you want to go to a doctor…go for it.”

I didn’t say anything. Then I blurted: “This isn’t real.”

She went blithely on. “Anyway, as I was saying, before I went off on a tangent, you’re going to get super horny, you’re going to find no woman willing to risk a dick that big, and that would be a bad idea anyway, it might double in size again…and…” she started laughing.

“Please stop that.”

“If you’ll stop blathering and let me finish?”

Oh, God, she was having a good time with this.

“When you get super horny and can’t find a willing woman you’ll take things into your own hands. When you do…when you cum…you’ll grow another inch.”

“What?”

“The rule of thumb is that you’ll double in size if you cheat on your woman, and you’ll grow about an inch for every time you jack off. Masturbation is, after all, a form of cheating.”

“Wait…but…”

“That’s all I have to say.”

“That’s all…but…but how do I undo this…this thing?” I jiggled my super-sized dong at her.

“You don’t believe me, that’s okay. When you break down and flog the chicken you’ll believe. That extra inch will make a believer out of you. And when you believe me maybe I’ll tell you more…maybe even how to undo the Pinocchio Tea.”

She looked down at her fashion magazine, flipped the pages, wouldn't respond to me, and I finally stood up and walked away.

I sat, stunned, my mind a shattered blank.

I looked at my penis. Fuck. Men talk about being big, but this was ridiculous.

Things flew through my mind.

Sue my wife. I know, stupid, even if I could prove anything, but weird things travel through the mind when the world goes crazy.

Go see a doctor. But her warnings came back to me.

Get plastic surgery. Have half of it cut off. But…even if I did, according to her it would merely keep growing.

Cut off a leg and walk around on my dick. Yeah. Right.

I got up and went into my office. I googled things like ‘what if my penis is too big?’

First I got the old legends…a guy with a big penis is going to faint if all the blood goes to his penis.

Well, I’d find out about that when I got super horny, like Cindy said.

Then there were the implications of women being unable to take it. Fuck. No way anybody was going to take my cock. They were talking 8 or 9 inches. I was 15.

New clothes. I would have to have specially tailored clothes to accommodate my monster.

Speaking of which, my monster was not going down. It was thick, engorged, stiff, and was staying that way.

Was this another part of this Pinocchio Tea curse thing? Was I doomed to be priapic forever?

Heck, no clothes would ever work on me then. I would have to be naked and carry some sort of barrier around with me.

Experimentally, I pushed my dick down, and it didn’t go more than 35 degrees before it started to hurt, and hurt more and more. I gave up. I was a sticker outer, and that was the way it was.

I went back to the internet and read some more.

Uncomfortable stories.

Can’t fuck any woman.

Don’t know where to put it when riding a bicycle.

People always want to see it, and even grab it.

And then there was the condom issue. A condom wouldn’t even fit over half of my dong. And it would likely bust if I actually started moving.

The worst thing, however, were some of the things women said.

Too big = painful.

Can’t blow it.

Don’t want it.

Don’t want it?

Even if I could find a girl who would drop their drawers for me—sure, I’ll fuck a stranger just to make his dick go down—they wouldn’t want it. One look and they would back off, make the sign of the cross, and run away.

And, there was always the problem posed by Cindy: if I fucked somebody other than her it would double in size.

Thirty inches?

I hate to say it, but I was actually worried about that. Before today I would have laughed at such a thing. But today, with my dick doubled, I was afraid. Very afraid.

I closed up the computer. Didn’t dare even look at porn, and wandered around the house.

I went swimming for a while. Got out and lay on a lounge.

Cindy came out and started laughing at the big sprout shooting up into the air.

“Getting Moby Dick a tan?”

I stood up and, red-faced, walked into the house.

I drank.

But alcohol wasn’t getting to me. I wasn’t getting drunk. I was too shocked to get drunk. Or maybe it was all just getting absorbed by my prick.

Fuck.

But at least I wasn’t getting horny.

Yet.

I woke up the next morning with morning wood. It did slumber a bit during the night, and I managed to get a wink or two, but opening my eyes I felt the pain of needing to pee.

I stood up and was dizzy for a moment. Maybe the blood was rushing to my pecker.

I walked into the bathroom and bent over and pushed down so I could pee into the toilet.

Ahhh! Here comes all that alcohol I drank.

I pissed and I pissed and I pissed. Never ending.

Once, when I was drunk, I had managed to piss for 90 seconds. A steady stream for 30 seconds, average stream for 30 seconds, and a dribble for the last 30 seconds.

But this stream was thick and heavy, a deluge, and I must have pissed for five minutes!

Heysoos! Did my bladder expand, too?

Finally, tired from standing, tired from holding it down at an angle sufficient to hit the john, I was done.

I straightened up, and faced another day of being naked. No pants would fit that monster!

So. I walked around the house, out to the pool. Into the pool. Out of the pool.

Cindy snickering at me every time she saw me.

“How’s it going, big boy?” she quipped at one point.

“Ah, fuck!” I growled.

And I started to get horny. Real horny.

Of course. Friday night I had fucked Jeannie. One day recovery was average for me, though I could use it on the next day after sex, it was more normal to let the beast rest, recover. But this was two days, the second day, and I was recovered, and my testosterone was rebuilding. And, with the size o my balls, it was rebuilding fast!

“Oh, fuck!” I muttered, sitting in my office. I had intended to read reports, but could only think about watching porn.

Cindy was walking by. She chuckled and said, “You want me to close the door? Give you a little privacy?”

“No.”

“Ooh, somebody sounds grumpy. Did somebody get up on the wrong side of the bed?”

“Leave me alone.” I sounded a little defeated when I said that, however.

Time passed.

Visions of naked women in my head.

My cock pounding.

How much blood was rushing through my erect phallus now?

I turned to Google for that one; there isn’t anything you can’t find out on Google. Or maybe there isn’t anything people haven’t asked, and been answered.

I was able to find out that the average penis required 90 ML of blood per minute to sustain an erection.

Average penis was what…six inches? Let’s say six inches is average…then, double the size and double the girth, I was three times that. I was coursing 270 ML through my cock every minute. Using Google I discovered that 270 ML was about 9 fluid ounces. Or more than a cup.

And I had a feeling I was pushing more than that.

No wonder it felt like my heart was racing.

And I thought: How long until I have a heart attack?

I limped out to Cindy, unconsciously stroking my cock. Sort of. When you stroke a normal cock your hand will cover it. But my big dick required several hands. Which I didn’t have. How the fuck was I going to jack off?

“My, you look a little bit red in the face.”

“Honey, if I don’t get some relief I’m going to have a heart attack.”

She looked down at her magazine, shrugged her shoulders, and muttered, “eh?” Like, so what. Who cares.

But I cared!

“Honey! You’ve got to tell me how to get rid of this.”

“Not until you’ve grown an inch.”

Her meaning was plain. I had to go masturbate.

I stomped, as well as I was able with a baseball bat sprouting out of my groin.

I Googled: ‘How much does a dick weigh?’

160 grams. Five and a half ounces.

But, again with the triple measuring…480 grams, or more than a pound.

Only a pound? It felt like ten pounds!

Then, sitting at the computer, my dick pushing up against the bottom of the desk, the blood pulsing, my penis throbbing, I knew I was going to have to do it. I was going to have to masturbate.

I got up and closed the door, then sat down.

I started surfing the adult sites.

Oh, Heysoos on a surfboard with no waves, I was horny.

I stared at Richelle Ryan using her glowing lips. I watched her twerk a guy half to death with those luscious buns. Oh, yeah.

I sat in front of the screen and stroked and stroked. both hands.

Okay. Yeah. This was working…

“Honey?” Cindy opened the door. Bitch! She knew what I was doing!

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t know you had a visitor.”

She closed the door and I heard her walk away, laughing loudly.

Fuck.

I went to Brandi Love. Oh, yeah! Best body this side of bodies.

Almost there.

Then I found Ava Addams. Big tits for a big dick. Hunh! Hunh! Hunh!

I stroked and stroked, and I realized something. With more to stroke it was taking me longer to arrive.

Yet I was so horny I couldn’t stop. Maybe before I started, but now that I was into it I just couldn’t stop. I had to squirt. I had to!

I went through Lady Sonia, Miss perfect tits herself. Then I went to Wifey. Oh, fuck. Best bitch in the world. Actually enjoyed every drop of the cum she so lovingly and joyfully extracted.

Almost there! God! My arms were so tired, but I was so horny I was digging deep. I had to get over the edge!

I found Klixen.

Klixen. Oh, my God! Klixen.

Red lips and sexy hands, willing to spend a half hour of slow stroking to drive men over the edge.

And, on an obscure site, I found the motherlode. A three hour compilation..uh, cumpilation…of Klixen, and I went to work.

Dick after dick spurting humungous amounts of squirtem. Penis after penis drooling their heads off. Cock after cock erupting in joyous abandon.

Ah…ah…yeah…

“Oh, yes….yeah!” I started talking, excited at the idea of finally getting off, of relieving this massive pressure in my balls.

“OH…OH…OH…”

Then it happened. I ignited. Sperm shot up the shaft, my dick trembled, and…

“AHHHHHHH!”

I screamed in ecstasy as the white fluid shot out.

“FUUUUCK!”

I yelled loudly as spurt after spurt shot out of my dong.

“YE-E-ES!

My God, it must have been a gallon of gism. Well, it was a lot. Maybe not a gallon, but it was not just three times the normal amount of gism.

Later, I would look it up and discover that normal ejaculate topped out at about a teaspoon. Not a lot. But I was three times, and my balls were really big, and…four or five tablespoons?

Whatever, it was a lot, and it shot all over the place. Later, Google again, I discovered that sperm shoots out at ten miles per hour. Which results in 6 or 8 feet of travel.

I reached the ceiling with several spurts, and it splattered like it was a fastball that hit jello.

Then the volume and speed slowed down. It splattered onto my computer, onto the window behind the computer. Over my shoulder, onto my hair and onto the door behind me.

“Fuck,” I gasped, as it slowed down to a thick, gooey dribble.

“Are you all right?” The door banged open.

I looked at her. Curiously satisfied and profoundly embarrassed.

She took in the mess. The semen dripping down the computer screen. The streaks on the window, a couple of drops falling from the ceiling, and she started to laugh.

I didn’t say anything.

She just laughed and laughed. She covered her mouth, but couldn’t stop laughing. She grabbed her belly and leaned against the door. She laughed and she laughed and she laughed.

It was irritating, but I was too ashamed to say anything.

She backed out of the room and walked towards the kitchen, laughing and laughing.

“Har de har har,” I whispered.

I looked at my lap. For the first time since it had blown up all out of proportion my dick was slack. Flaccid. Just laying there. I lifted it up and it was like lifting a wet towel. No rigidity whatsoever. Thank God.

I sighed and leaned back, and for the first time in a couple of days I closed my eyes and went to sleep.

“Oh!” I was dreaming, and something had woken me.

My dick. It was hard again. Trying to stand up under my computer desk, but bumping into the bottom, getting all scrunched up and uncomfortable.

“Oh, God!” I muttered, and I pushed back, then stood up.

Fuck. My dick stood straight out. Harder than ever.

And I wondered: is it longer?

Cindy had said it would grow an inch if I jacked off. But I couldn’t tell. I mean, when you’re 15 inches…what’s an extra inch, right?

I grabbed a ruler and measured it. Fuck! Yes. It was almost exactly an inch bigger.

I went to the kitchen.

Cindy wasn’t there. Or anywhere in the house.

She was out shopping. Or something.

That groused me. How dare she go doing something so mundane as shopping when I was undergoing such a traumatic emergency?

But, really, and I understood this, I just wanted to be able to go do some mundane shopping myself.

I wanted to put some clothes on. Go to a drive through. I wanted to be normal!

That was the moment I realized something: maybe cheating was bad.

Heck. You fuck somebody you don’t know and you could catch diseases. And bring them home. And give them to somebody you love.

Or, like I had done, you just totally mess up your relationship. You trade somebody you love for betrayal and recrimination and guilt.

Fuck.

I was almost ready to cry, and for once in my life, it was for the right reason.

I heard the car pull into the garage.

I ran to the door to the garage and opened it. “Honey! Baby! Sweetheart!”

I ran to the car, opened the door and pulled Cindy out. I hugged her and kissed her.

“What…what?”

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t understand. I hurt you. I’m sorry.” I kept blubbering and blubbering, and she finally got it.

“You measured your dick.”

“You were right and I was wrong. And I will spend the rest of my life making up for it.”

She patted my back and said. “Okay. You can. Start with the groceries.”

Happily, in spite of my dick knocking into the car, the washing machine, a wall, anything and everything, I brought the groceries in.

I helped her unpack. Kissing her, telling her how bad I was. Telling her how good I would be from here on out.

“There, there,” she laughed, quite happy with the change in me.

And, after the groceries were done she put her fingers to her chin and wondered, “Sure wish somebody would help with the laundry.”

Bam! Like a shot I was into the bedroom and carrying out a basket of clothes. “Anything, baby. Anything. Just forgive me for being a lout.”

“Oh, maybe,” she tossed after me, teased me.

I did the laundry.

Then I mowed the back lawn. All naked and my dick slapping around. ‘(And starting to get hard again. Already. Shit!) And I vacuumed. And dusted. And mopped the floors. And cleaned the bathroom.

Every time I was done with one job she would mention another one.

Man, I didn’t know if that tea caused more energy, but I was so determined to prove myself to my wife that I was filled with energy. I did everything, kissed her in between, and cleaned that house until it was sparkling.

Dinner. I sat at the table and nibbled on a steak she had cooked, and stared at her.

Oh, I wasn’t being duplicitous, or scheming, or anything. Sure, I wanted a solution for Mr. Big Boy, but I truly realized how badly I had acted.

Finally, after dinner, after I had done the dishes, she called me into the living room.

She sat on the sofa, a beautiful woman, her legs crossed, her breasts large and magnificent. I stood in front of her, a shameful boy with a big dick. Embarrassed and horny and wondering how I was going to get out of this mess.

“Well, honey. I’ve got some good news and I’ve got some bad news.”

“Oh, okay.” Fuck! Wasn’t she going to help me?

“The good news is that I can get your dick back to normal. The bad news…well, there’s two bad newses.”

“Yeah?”

“First, for the cure to be effective you need to be horny. I know you want to be rid of your little…uh, big, present. But you’re going to have to wait three days. We’ve got to let your juices build. We’ve got to have you as horny as you’ve ever been in your life.

“Oh, no!” I was crushed. Tell the truth, I didn’t care if I was ever horny again in my life. I just wanted my dick back to normal. “So what’s the other bad news?”

She told me, and my jaw dropped. My knees grew weak, I began to shake with fear. “No…no…” I breathed.

“Yes,” she nodded. “So in three days time we’ll handle your condition.”

“And there’s no other way?”

She shook her head.

“And…I’m sorry to ask this, but it’s in my mind…”

She tilted her head in question.

“You’re not saying this just to…to let me suffer a little bit more.

She laughed. A bit rueful, but laughed. “No. No. Believe me, when Mother first told me about Pinocchio Tea and what would happen, I thought it was funny. But now that I’ve seen you suffer…no. And, to be honest, now that it’s all over, I wouldn’t mind a little fuck between my legs.”

I nodded. Relieved, but still shattered.

“Is there anything else you wanted to ask?”

“No.” I turned away, and I began to sob. She stood up and put her arm around me. “It’s going to be okay. You’ll see.”

I couldn't stop crying.

Time is funny. When you are doing something miserable, it passes like frozen molasses. When you are doing something fun…it just squirts away.

For three days I was frozen molasses. My dick was monstrous, I couldn’t wear clothes, I just wandered around the house, bumping into things, trying to take my mind off of my predicament.

At first I didn’t want to look at the computer. I didn’t want to go look at porn. I hated the idea of being horny.

“Oh, go ahead. We need you horny. So go ahead and look. Just don’t jack off.”

So I did. I spent hours surfing through boobs, milfs, prostate exams, big dicks, women of every nationality, shape, size, form, whatever. I gazed, bleary eyed, at midgets fucking fat women, step moms fucking sons, Kink unbounded, anything and everything. If it had a dick, or a pussy, I tuned it in and watched it. And groaned as my erection grew harder and harder, and as my balls filling to the bursting point.

Cindy helped. She spent hours stroking me, fondling my testicles, kissing me, pulling my nipples…she did everything she could to make sure I was as horny as possible.

And, believe me, I was getting horny. Not just a little horny, like before but a LOT horny.

I edged myself, and I started ripping pre-cum. And the pre-cum became a stream as if from a faucet, and I opened that faucet wider and wider.

Three days, and I became as horny as I had ever been. I was bleary-eyed, tired, weak. My dick stood out like a Maypole. It was so stiff you could have used it for a pry bar.

It was ready.

“You ready, honey?”

“Yes, dear.” A more fatalistic acknowledgement you never heard.

“Well, let’s get to it.”

“Okay.”

I followed her into the bedroom, my big dick swayed back and forth, bouncing, proud and ready. Damned thing.

“Up on the bed.”

I got up on the bed.

“On all fours.”

I got on all fours.

She came out of the bathroom. She had gloves on and was wiping her hands with lubricant. Lots of lubricant.

“You sure you have enough?” I was serious.

“This is the only way, honey.”

I nodded, lowered my head, and got ready.

She stepped up to the plate and touched my asshole.

I shivered and jerked.

“It’s okay. It’ll be over before you know it.”

“I don’t feel like a man.”

“Got to give a little to get a little.”

I think she was smiling. I sure wasn’t.

“Okay, here we go.”

She put a finger in me, and I jerked. My cock twitched a couple of times, then lay still.

“Two fingers, baby.”

She slid two digits into my rectum, and now I really spasmed. And my dick woke up.

“Fuck!” I whispered, and I gulped.

“There, there. Three fingers. You up for it?”

“Am I up for it?” I asked wryly.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to pun you.” She thrust three fingers into my fanny.

“Oh, God!” My dick was stiff now. Throbbing.

She worked me for a minute, reamed me, opened me up.

“Four fingers.”

She began jabbing four fingers into me. Out of me. Into me.

I jumped with every forward thrust, and sighed with every backward pull.

Funny thing…it didn’t feel that bad. I had thought I was going to be ruptured, wind up big enough for kids to throw basketballs through my ring. But…it felt sort of good.

“Gonna give me the whole fist?”

“Yep. Wait for it.”

I waited, and the feel of her savaging my ass grew profoundly pleasurable.

Then I felt it, the thumb slipping past the ring. I was filled with her fist, and my eyes were wide.

I mentally inspected my anus. It was still there.

And my dick was still a monster, rigid and poking into the bed under me.

“When does it happen?” I whispered.

“You have to cum, remember?”

Oh, yeah. It wasn’t enough that I had her whole arm up my heiny, I had to enjoy it to the point of orgasm.

Okay, I could do that.

“Fuck me, bitch,” I whimpered.

I could almost feel her grinning. Me calling her bitch was the intuitive request for the action to get going.

“Okay, bastard. Time to ride the rocket.”

She began jamming her fist into me, pulling it out, jamming it in. It was almost like she was punching me in the asshole. I began to mumble and push back.

The pleasure built. I could feel it. My cock could really feel it.

She kept punching and punching. She changed hands. She was getting tired.

“No! No!” I yelped. “Don’t stop! I’m almost there!”

“Help me out,” she cried. “Stroke yourself.”

I was kneeling on all fours, and my dick was so rigid that even a slight bend hurt.

I reared up and pushed my dick down and settled down on it. It held me up. I leaned on it and began to stroke it with both hands.

Cindy redoubled her efforts.

“Oh….yes…yeah…” I could feel the ignition. happening somewhere behind my balls,

“Hurry, hurry!” Cindy begged.

I hurried, and, suddenly, it happened.

“FUCK!” I screamed.

I had come days before, jacking off, and it had been quite the experience, but it was nothing like this. I felt sperm boiling in my balls, and it felt like I was being kicked in the balls. The sperm traveled up my shaft, and it felt like water coming out of a firehose, expect that this firehose now felt like a garden hose, and the gushing semen was like Old Faithful forcing its way through.

It hurt.

And it felt better than anything I had ever felt in my life.

“Yes!” screamed Cindy.

The force of the eruption went out the head of my dick and into the mattress. I was actually pushed back a couple of inches, then the bulk of the stream hit. Not a teaspoon now, nor even four or five tablespoons. Now it was like gallon jugs being forced out of a keyhole. Blast after blast, exploding through me. I felt like my slit was being torn apart. I felt like somebody was pulling chains of razor wire out of my dick. It was so big…so huge…too much.

I was yelling, maybe screaming, and gallons of white stuff soaked the mattress, squirted out from under me, dripping on the rug and splattered on the walls.

Cindy kept pushing and pulling. She was tired, her arms were exhausted, but…but I started to come down from the terrific sexual explosion.

I collapsed on the bed.

Cindy pulled her fist out of me.

“Wow,” she said, impressed and amazed. “I have never.”

“No, you haven’t…” I accused.

She just laughed, took off her gloves and tossed them on my ass and walked out of the room. “Clean up your own mess,” she threw back over her shoulder.

Okay. I could do that. But first, let me relax a little. I need to…snore.

When I woke up an hour later my dick was back to normal size. Interestingly, I had the skin of my big dick laying under me. It was like the skin of a big, massive python.

I guess when I shot my wad I had actually blown the skin of my dick off, and the whole of my big dick.

Man, that was something to hang on a wall.

But I was back to normal.

Whew.


epilogue

Time, as I have noted earlier in this tome, passes.

I was a changed man. I dumped Jeannie, as politely as I could, and dedicated my all to my wife.

I doted on her, waited on her, and treated her like the Queen of the May.

She, of course, enjoyed all this attention, and she even got to the point where we were having regular sex again. She had forgiven me.

Well, I think she had, but there was always this little niggle in the back of my mind. Like I could sense her holding back, leaving something out when we made mad, passionate love.

And I suppose I never would have figured it out, what this little niggle was. But one day she came home late. She had been out with girl friends, and she was late, and I didn’t think too much of it. After all I loved her.

Then I heard her car drive into the garage.

I got up and went to welcome her. I opened the door, a smile on my face, a greeting in my throat. I stopped, and stared.

She was turned around, backing out of the car, and she was moving awkwardly, like she had hurt herself, or something.

“Cindy?”

“Go away.”

“Cindy? Are you all right?” I rushed to her.

“Leave me alone,” she sounded so miserable.

I gently took her shoulder and turned her around.

She sobbed and looked up at me.

I looked down.

Her breasts were massive, swollen, big. They were literally two sizes bigger than they should have been.

Later, I would Google and find out that a D cup, which was what she was, would weigh about twenty pounds per boob; now she was at least forty pounds per boob.

She sobbed and launched herself into my arms, though my arms had trouble encircling the girth of her now super swollen chest. She said, “I forgot…I forgot I drank the tea, too.”

My mouth dropped open, my mind sort of shuttered, and then I got it. And I started to laugh. And laugh and laugh and laugh.

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.

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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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.


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

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

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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

‘Cheating Husband Gets

a Second Chance!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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