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PART ONE

“I don’t think you should go tomorrow.”

“What? Why? I always go!”

“I just have a feeling.”

Jason stared at Judy. She was a knock out. Classic 36 x 24 x 36. DDs. Her hair was auburn, her eyes were green, her lips were the key to heaven.

And she wasn’t dumb. But she did have a fascination for intuition, for feelings. That’s not bad, but sometimes she was a little overbearing. This felt like one of those times. Before she could predict doom and disaster for her number one hubby, that hubby blurted. “I’ve been training for months for this. My body weight is down, fat content is maxed, I’m not going to put it off for a feeling.”

Judy closed her mouth and looked hurt. Jason immediately lightened up. “Honey, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to come across hard, but…you know how much work I’ve put in. I might actually place this time.”

Her eyes softened, and Jason knew his apology had worked. He sat down next to her. “And you know I respect your female intuition, but if I’m careful….I’m going to be all right.”

She hugged him. “I’m sorry, I just…feel things.”

“I know. And I’ll be careful.

She leaned her head back and looked at him, and it was his perfect opportunity. He leaned down and placed his lips on hers. Her lips were soft, moist, and her breath sweet and cool. She kissed him back ardently.

His hand moved to he breast and touched it softly, rubbed the nipple, and she breathed deeply.

He stood up, picked her up. “Come on, baby. A fuck for luck.”

She laughed into his neck and held on as he walked her down the hallway to the bedroom.

He laid her on the bed and lay down next to her. Face to face they undressed each other. Lifting a hip or a shoulder, shooting an arm or leg out, to facilitate their striptease.

“Mmm,” he mouth her breast, sucked on the whole areola, then focused his teeth on the nipple. He held here nipple firmly with his incisors and lifted his head up.

She groaned, arched her back, and. put her hands to his head.

They kissed again, and now he put his hand to her mons. He cupped her pussy and lifted, and again was rewarded with a groan.

“Are you going to tease me all night?” she complained, putting her hands between his legs and cupping his balls.

“Maybe,” but he moved his knees between her legs and nudged them apart. “Maybe not.”

“Bastard,” she cooed, then she gasped as he slid his penis into her. They lay for a moment, not moving, then they began to do the horizontal bop. Up and down, matching and meshing and lost in wonder. They weren’t thinking now, they were focusing on each other.

He tilted his hips and broke the rhythm with a jab.

“What are you doing to me?” she cried out.

“Anything you want.”

“Then do it again.” She tilted her own hips, she bit his lip and pulled. Her fingers twisted his nipples gently.

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

“You better not make me cum,” she warned, inviting the orgasm.

“I’ll try not to.” He reached down and began rubbing her clitoris with two fingers.

She grunted, reached for his ass and cupped his buns and pulled him into her.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Whenever you are,” she moaned.

He began to drive into her then. He pushed his cock hard, pulled it out until just the head was inside her, then pushed again. Hard. Harder.

She felt that warm feeling begin to creep through her pubic area. She felt the trigger clicking. She felt an ocean laying just under her, floating her, and then waves began to crash over her. She cried out, held to him for dear life, and the tsunami burst over her.

“Oh…oh…OH!”

For a long minute she was locked, spasming, her eyes rolled back in her head.

He drilled her deep and held on. He didn’t move for fear she would throw him out with a sudden spasm.

Then she began to come down. She relaxed, her muscles stopped seizing, and she went limp under him.

They lay, breathing hard, and she said, “Five…”

That was his signal. He began to ram and jam. Not for her, but for him. He had done his duty and it was time to get his reward.

“Four…”

He bucked fiercely, not worrying about hurting her. She was built tough and she liked this.

“Three…”

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck!” Straining, making his cock slam and searching for that trigger.

“Two…”

“Yes!” He yelled, and sperm shot up his shaft, white hot heat blinded him and he stopped seeing the world and only felt the daze of coming.

She laughed and held on to him, let him fill her with seed. “You just made it, baby.”

“God! That was close! You should try counting from ten.”

“I should count from three. You’re cumming way too often these days.

“I’m balls deep in the most beautiful woman in the world and you want to deny me.”

“”You have to admit, when I stop you when you’re so close it’s fun.”

“For you…”

“And for you!” She kissed him a splat.

He laughed. “Okay. As long as it’s not too often.

She snuggled into his arms then. They held each other and drifted off to sleep.

Jason dreamed of the race. The Ironman. A brutal test of spirit consisting of a 2.4 mile swim, a 112 mile bike ride and 26.2 mile run. 140.6 miles of torment and torture. And more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking a barrel of monkeys.

He dreamed that he was running and everybody was biking past him. “Hey! Wait up!” he yelled. But the other contestants just laughed and kept zooming by him.

He kept slogging, his breath was coming in gasps, his legs felt like broken twigs, and they kept riding past him.

“Hurry, Jason.”

“Run harder, Jason.”

“You’ll never catch up.

And he pounded on his face with a fist while he ran, and cursed himself, and the racers kept going past, as regular as clockwork. As regular as a clock. Ding ding. A clock. Ding ding. A—

“Jason! It’s time!” Judy was shaking him.

Jason opened his eyes and jerked upright.

Race day!

He grinned and got out of bed.

“Big bowl of mush. Half a dozen sausages. Gatorade.”

“You got it, coach.”

On race day he always called Judy Coach. She was responsible for making his meals, paperwork at check in, and cheering like a son of a bitch every time he swam, biked or ran past her.

He took a quick shower. Cold, and the blood started pumping. It was better than a work out, and didn’t waste his muscles.

He dressed in a swim suit with a hoodie. He wasn’t worried about his legs staying warm before race, but he wanted to rest and keep his upper body warm.

He ate his meal, and a banana, and went out to the van.

His bike was packed. His changes of clothes packed. He had spare parts for the bike, extra running shoes, various types of food.

He got into the van and Judy started up the motor. They didn’t talk, they knew the plan. She drove and he rested. He lowered his seat and laid back and practiced deep breathing exercises.

They drove for an hour and arrived at the race site. Sometimes they had to drive for hours, even days, but this time the race was on their doorstep. A good advantage.

Judy pulled into the contestant parking lot and parked the van. She got out and left him resting.

Jason was drifting, his dreams were now happier, and he was smiling in his near sleep. Then the passenger door opened.

“Fifteen minutes. You need the restroom?”

He shook his head, got out and peed in the bushes. Contestants were not fastidious about where they peed, and sometimes even pooed.

They walked across the parking lot and she pinned his number on him.

“Seventy-six,” he said. “That’s my lucky number.” Judy laughed. He said that for every number.

“Okay, keep calm, your strength is in the running and biking. Don’t worry if people are ahead of you. Your bike will be ready. Your change of clothes will be hanging in the tent.”

He nodded, jumped up and down on his toes for a minute, then hugged her and kissed her.

“Go, Jason, go.” That was something she always said, too.

He stepped onto the contestant’s area and walked down to the beach. Soon he was lost to her sight, surrounded by a couple hundred other contestants.

She looked at her watch. She had already synched it to the official time keeper’s watch, and he had five minutes until he began the 140 mile jaunt.

She waited until she heard the gun and the herd of iron men sprinted down to the water. Splashes arose and men leaped for the extra foot or even inch, as if they would translate to a gained inch or foot at the end of the race.

The race begun, she headed for the van. She had to get his bike in the racks and his change of clothes into the changing tent. She also had to have full water bottles on his bike and nutrition in his vest. He would be drinking lots of electrolytes, and she had to have those available for him. He would burn over 7,000 calories, and that was a tremendous drain on the body.

A half hour later she had everything in place, she went to the end of the course to watch the swimmers come out of the water.

The world class athletes came out first. They came out on the run, as if 2.4 miles of swimming was rubber ducky time. Then, after that first batch, the nearly world class athletes struggled out of the water. This was Jason’s bunch, and him not being the strongest swimmer he came out near the tail end of this group. As he did this time.

She ran in front of him, and he gathered energy, overcame the shivers, and caught up to her. She screamed his name and he glanced up, left the intense world of competition for a second, and her yelling gave him a jolt of energy. It reminded him that there was a world, and that there were people that loved him. Suddenly he wasn’t just a lone person slogging, now he had a team, and his speed picked up.

She couldn’t enter the changing tent, that was reserved for athletes, and if your coach fell down on the job that was tough. She was waiting for him at the far end of the long tent, however. He had changed into cycling shorts and a tee shirt. He was wearing his vest with the bars in it and he moved to the sideline and kissed her quickly. The crowd cheered and he broke into a trot and entered the bike racks.

She looked at her watch. Damn. He was doing good. He was three and a half minutes ahead of his best time. She felt a thrill for him, and when he rolled the bike out of the rack area yelled “Three plus!”

If he had been behind she would have yelled a number and minus.

He didn’t look at her now. He was standing on his pedals and intense, but his grin showed he heard her.

She watched him pick up speed and she ran for a bus.

The bike route on this iron man went back and forth, ending near high cliffs next to the ocean. A couple of buses took coaches to various places on the loops where they could cheer their people on. Eventually the bike ride would end up back at the starting line, over the cliffs, and the run would commence. Judy expected Jason to finish the bike race in five hours. Or less. He had been training extra hard, so probably less.

Time passed and Judy helped out here and there. Coaches were always appreciated as volunteers. They passed out water, ran errands, even helped other athletes. Yes, it was a race between people, but it was also a very special community

She watched Jason pass by on the loops. He was trucking, pulling ahead, even catching up to a couple of the normally faster triathletes. She knew he had eaten his snacks, and she was prepared for him to eat more when he made the transition to the run.

She took the bus back to the staging area. He would enter the bike area and put his bike in the racks, run down to the changing area, and when he came out Judy had to be ready. Thus, when the pack he was part of came in she was waiting at the entrance to the bike area, holding bags of food, electrolyte drinks. Ready for anything he might need.

She watched bike after bike come around the final turn. It had rained and they were slowed. Water splashed, a couple of bikes slid onto their sides, but the bikers jumped up, got back on their bikes and kept going.

Finally, four and a half hours, an incredible time, she saw Jason. He was peddling fast, focused on the road. He came to the last turn, only fifty yards away, and his tires slid out. His bike went sideways, and because he was moving fast, it slid off the road, across a short patch of gravel and mud, and over the edge of the cliff. Jason went with it.

Judy screamed, and fainted.

Jason dreamed he was on a cloud. Just laying on a cloud, looking up at the bright sun. His eyes hurt from the glow and he turned his head to the side.

“He’s coming around, doctor.”

“Mr. Somerville?? Jason?”

Damn! He was so comfortable on his cloud. Why were people touching him, shaking him. Didn’t they know how comfortable he was?

“Jason?” Oh, that was Judy. It was probably time for a race. Or time to train. Funny, he couldn’t remember whether he was supposed to train or race. Oh, well. He better just wake up and do whichever.

Jason opened his eyes.

Judy’s face was above and to the side. “Hi, honey…” his voice croaked. He needed some water.

Judy bent down and placed her head next to his and began to cry.

Jason was confused. What was wrong with Judy. “Honey? Judy? What’s wrong? Are you all right?”

“Mrs. Somerville, let me in, please.”

Judy sobbed but moved back. A man was behind her and he moved in. He was wearing a white coat like a doctor. And a stethoscope. The doctor placed the stethoscope on Jason’s chest.

“Cold,” he croaked.

“Sorry, Mr. Somerville,” the doctor listened to him.

“What’s wrong with my wife? Is she okay?”

“I’m fine, Jason. I just…” then she was sobbing again.

Jason moved his head and swallowed.

“Nurse. A little water.”

The doctor moved back and a nurse lifted his head and stuck a straw into his mouth. He sipped, and his throat started to feel better. His voice returned to something like normal.

“What happened? Why am I here? Judy?”

“You had an accident, Jason,” Judy was trying to control her crying.

Jason looked at her, then he looked at the doctor. He wasn’t crying and maybe Jason could get some answers from him.

“What happened, Doc. “What kind of accident?”

The doctor pursed his lips, he was watching Jason closely. He pursed his lips, then began talking.

“I’m Doctor Haspen, Jason. You had a rather bad accident on your bicycle. Do you remember being in an Ironman competition?”

“Oh, yeah…I was riding my bike…how’d I do on the run part of the race?”

Judy gave a sudden choking sob.

“At the end of the race you were going around a curve. The bike tires slipped and you had a fall.”

Jason was confused. “But…yeah?”

“You slid across the road, under a guard rail and over a cliff.”

Jason blinked. He had images happening somewhere in his skull, but it still didn’t make much sense.

“You fell approximately forty feet and landed on your bicycle and some rocks. The rocks, talus, really, cushioned your fall somewhat, but your hips were crushed and your penis was severed.”

Jason’s mouth opened.

“Nurse?” The doctor looked up at the nurse and she fiddled with his IV. Suddenly he felt a rush of warm. He smiled. “Cut off my penis, eh?”

“Yes. Falling on the bike that was fairly smashed, there were sharp edges, and your penis was severed.

“Wow, that’s pretty serious. Why didn’t I die?”

“You were lucky.”

“I get my dick cut off and I’m lucky.”

Judy sobbing harder.

He started laughing. The warm feeling was escalating. He suddenly realized that the nurse was sedating him through the IV. And that was funny.

“So what do I have down there?”

“You still have your testicles. You’re still a healthy man.”

“Healthy, as long as I don’t try to screw anything.”

“It’s not that bad, Mr. Somerville. You’ll find life bearable. A little counseling, eventually you’ll even be able to resume your Ironman training.”

“Hunh! Do they have a dickless category?” He was laughing harder and harder, and the doctor made a motion to the nurse. The world turned white and he was back on that cloud.

No cloud, but he didn’t feel bad. He just grew aware that he was awake, that he was not unconscious or sleeping. He opened his eyes and looked around. He was in the hospital, the room was white. There was a TV in the corner above him and Judy was sleeping in a chair next to him.

He lay silently, absorbing. He didn’t remember much about the accident, which was fine. He was allergic to pain.

He did remember the doctor telling him he had no dick. Funny, maybe he would have preferred the pain of the accident.

No penis. No cock. Castrated. No, wait, not castrated. That would be the balls. So he was a near miss when it came to castration.

He turned his head and watched his wife sleep. She was so beautiful. And he would never again have the pleasure of sinking his rod into her. Maybe they could get semen samples out of his balls, that would do for kids, but no more of that late night, early morning, whenever the whim struck pleasure.

He felt a loss deep inside. How was he supposed to deal with that? How was she supposed to be married?

A nurse entered the room. She was walking quietly, but when she saw Jason was awake she smiled. “Good morning, Mr. Somerville.”

Judy stirred but didn’t wake up.

“Let me check your readings, the doctor will be in shortly now that you’re awake.”

She fiddled with the boxes that went beep boop and pushed lines across a screen.

“Pulse okay, blood pressure. You’re right as rain, Mr. Somerville.”

He said nothing. Right as rain, as long as he didn’t try to fuck anything.

“I’ll tell the doctor and he’’ll be in shortly.”

She left the room just as Judy opened her eyes.

Like a shot she was half on the bed, holding his hand, touching his face, her eyes big, her pupils dilated like she was staring for a thousand yards. “Jason. Jason.”

She was crying again, but that was okay. At least he could touch her, feel her. He managed to put his arm around here.

They cuddled like that, not even trying to speak for the moment.

How am I going to make love to you? he wondered. And the thought crossed his mind that he should divorce her, set her free.

She whispered, “I love you.” She kissed his cheek and drew back a few inches. They gazed at each other.

“So I lost my cock.”

She sniffled but said, “That doesn’t matter.”

Bullshit! his mind screamed.

“Not as long as you’re alive and we have each other.”

“But I can’t make love to you.”

She could feel him trying to withdraw, to sink into his own private world of hurt.

She put her hands on his face and made him look at her. “I love you. The dick was icing. Don’t even try to think otherwise.”

Easy for you to say, he thought.

The doctor walked, followed by the nurse.

“Good morning again, Mr. Somerville.” He had a careful smile on his face. “Let’s discuss your accident.”

Jason watched him. It was obvious the doctor was trying to get into the grisly news and avoid the emotional news.

“Okay.”

The doctor slid some X rays into a light screen and turned on the light.

Jason’s hips didn’t look very big, and they were criss crossed with black squiggly marks.

“The bad news is that these breaks can’t be just screwed back together. You will recover fully, your hips will be fine, but it will be six months to walking, and a year to training. And you should probably take the second year easy on the training. I know how zealous Ironmen can be, and…you want to let your hips fully heal.

Jason blurted, “And what about my dick?”

Again, the doctor took a very careful attitude.

“Falling on the talus saved your life, but your bike was under you. It was fair mangled, the seat pole rammed up through the seat and severed your penis cleanly. If it had been a medical operation it would be called a penectomy. It was clean, no jagged edges. The penis itself was mangled beyond repair. The base of the penis was a smooth slice.”

“So, let’s get down to it. No more love life.”

The doctor blinked.

“Love is not all about sex. I will be recommending counseling for you, and you will find that my words aren’t just a sop. Please look at your wife.”

Jason did. Judy held his hand, her eyes were wet, but filled with hope, and…joy.

“You’re alive, Jason. You can even race again. I’m still your coach. We’ll train you, and…and it will all work out.

“When I can’t be a man,” Jason said.

“You’ll always be a man,” she glared at him.

The doctor took control of the conversation again, but Jason was only listening with half an ear.

He was no longer a man.

Jason spent two weeks in the hospital, and he learned a different lifestyle.

First, he couldn’t go to the bathroom. He couldn’t even work a bedpan by himself. It always took a nurse or Judy.

After three days he was taking only a couple of drugs. And only one for the pain, and he didn’t take that very often.

But without the drugs he was face to face with his depression.

He had no penis. He had a stump, but even that was pretty short.

He would never write his name in the snow again. Now he had to sit to pee. Like a woman.

Judy never left the room. When the lights were out she crawled up and slept with him. Held him. Whispered to him.

He cried. He couldn’t not cry. The tears just rolled out and streamed down his cheeks. When he did cry Judy was quiet. She just held him and waited.

She didn’t offer sappy sounding advice on how he was doing so well. The nurses did, but she didn’t bother sugar coating, and for that he was glad.

But under it all he was sad.

He remembered the last time they had made love, the night before the race. He remembered her scent, the touch of her hair on his skin, the way they had worked together for their supreme joy. And she had joked about never letting him cum. God, the thought had come true.

Then he was back in the hospital, taking medicine, eating jello and soupy mashed potatoes.

True to his word, the doctor performed no operations. Nothing was really out of place, everything was just…splintered. He just had to give it time for the bones to grow back together.

At one point the doctor told him his excellent physical condition had saved him from being a cripple in a wheel chair.

Lucky him.

After a week they put him in a cast and arranged for transportation home.

It was while they were putting the cast on his hips that he felt the horny sensations of a hard on…without the hard on.

They were handling his junk, wrapping his hips with gauze in preparation for the plaster, and…he felt horny.

For a moment he felt the ‘ghost’ sensation of having a penis, but he knew it was a ghost, and he ignored it, except…he was horny.

Once his hips were in plaster they rolled him back to his room. One more day and they would send him home, they just wanted to make sure the cast was good to go.

He lay in the hospital bed and felt like his dick was iron. His non-existent dick.

He wanted to move his hips, to fuck, and the tears began to surge.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

“I’m horny!”

She chuckled. “I was afraid you were hurting.”

“Believe me, this is hurting of a whole new order.”

“Well, don’t worry. It’ll pass.”

The problem was, he didn’t want it to pass. He wanted to feel it. He wanted his dick hard again.

Later that day the therapist, Dr. Shiela Hopkins, paid him a visit.  She liked to drop by at mealtime, which allowed Judy time to go get some dinner. They had talked extensively over the week, and she was going to visit him at home. Now Jason had a question for her.

“Doc, I’m getting all these feelings. Like I’m horny. And I’ve got a ghost dick.”

She nodded, made notes on her clipboard, and said, “To be expected. Do you want me to prescribe anything?”

“A pill for a dick that doesn’t exist?”

“A pill to relax you? To help make this all bearable?”

He shook his head, then: “But about this testosterone thing.”

“Yes?”

“I’ve got testicles, they keep producing semen, and that makes me horny. Is there a way to reduce the amount of testosterone in me?”

She sighed and made a moue.

“Your body is a complex machine. Reducing testosterone might help you in certain areas, but it can cause problems in other areas. Besides, your body will adjust production of testosterone naturally. Your body is no dummy,” she smiled, “and it will figure out how much of what you need in your system.”

Jason thought about that for a minute, then he asked, “What about something to not take the testosterone away, but to…uh, counter balance it. Does that make sense?

“It does, but…” She sighed. “Look, Jason, I could give you estrogen. That’s the female equivalent of testosterone, in a manner of speaking. That might settle your testosterone, but estrogen is used for sex change operations, hormone therapy, gender transitioning. Do you understand?”

“So if I want to get rid of these ghostly, manly feelings I would have to be willing to…change into a woman.”

“Not completely, but there would be certain results. You would grow breasts. Your body will produce and redistribute fat. Your hips would become rounder. Your face would become more feminine looking. Mind you, this wouldn’t be a problem if you had a history of desiring to be a woman, but it is not something a manly man should charge into. Estrogen is not a simple step to be taken on a whim.”

Jason nodded. “Well, I was just thinking.”

“And there’s nothing wrong with that. But I would want you to think a lot harder before I prescribed a course of estrogen.”

Jason nodded, and the conversation moved on to other matters. Still, Jason had this horny edge in him that wouldn’t seem to subside. He would put off thinking about estrogen as a cure for too much testosterone, but not for long. Being a near world class athlete and in the prime of life, his ghost penis wouldn’t let him. As the days passed he would get hornier and hornier. He would be so filled with unspendable sexual juices that he wanted to scream.


PART TWO

Jason lay in bed and itched. And couldn’t scratch. He had a long handled back scratcher, but that didn’t reach the deep itches inside his cast.

“Rub a dub time.” Judy entered their bedroom. She had a wet wash cloth and she rubbed his chest briefly, then his legs and arms. Then she helped him pull himself up on the pulley and she began rubbing his back.

He liked it, but he felt useless. He sighed.

“Feeling sorry for yourself?”

He sighed again. She knew him too well.

“As your coach I am prescribing a spanking. Roll over and I will administer.”

“No can do.”

“I’ll put it on the list. I think you have a hundred spankings coming now.”

“Please stop it.”

“Stop what?”

“Stop being cheerful. Stop acting like everything is okay.”

“Nope,” she chirped.

He let himself down slowly. She washed his face.

He lay there and took it.

And hated it.

She sat on the edge of the bed and said, “We both know you’re being ridiculous, so tell me what’s really bugging you.”

“I’m horny.”

“Me too.” She met his gaze levelly. No give, no take.

He sighed and looked out the window.

She fluffed his pillow and said, “Any special request for dinner?”

Poison, he thought.

“Tofu and asparagus it is then.”

He looked up at her, his eyes showing his misery no matter how hard he tried to hide it.

“Dr. Hopkins is coming by in an hour.”

“Okay.”

She nodded, contemplated him, chewed her lip, and left.

Jason had been out of the hospital for a month now. Five months to walk, a year to any kind of real exercise.

Truth, though he was grumpy and had the occasional errant thought, he was doing well. Except…for the horniness. That was one thing he just couldn’t handle. His balls were putting out the testosterone and every ounce of that chemical drove him deeper and deeper into despair. His testosterone just kept reminding him of what he could no longer do, and that hurt.

When Dr. Hopkins, Shiela, showed up for his afternoon session he was ready.

“I want you to prescribe some estrogen.”

Shiela made notes, she didn’t answer for a second, then asked if Judy could come in for a minute.

“Why?”

“This is serious and she’s part of your life. There will be changes and she has to know what they might be.”

He nodded, and Shiela called Judy into the room. Jason would always remember that conversation. He was laying in bed, they were sitting in chairs like they were having a coffee klatch, and his life changed.

“Estrogen promotes bone growth, especially the proper closure of epiphyseal growth plates.”

“Oh, yeah. The plates. I forgot about those.”

“Don’t be a smart ass just because you’re ignorant,” murmured Judy with a smile.

Shiela grinned. “The end part of a long bone. Admitted, the hips aren’t long bones, but they are big bones, and they qualify in this instance.

“So shoot the juice, boss. Shoot me up.”

“Before I feed your habit, Mr. Drug Addict,” Shiela’s voice was as dry as sandpaper. “You should know that while your sexual drive will be reduced, you will encounter side effects. For instance, your body will have a different percentage of body fat. Certain feminine characteristics will manifest. You may grow breasts. You will not suffer as much ‘horniness,’ but you will still suffer some. But even that will be more feminine.”

“Like?” he was growing curious.

“Hot flashes. Moodiness. Things like that. You may also have a rash of pimples.”

He snorted. “Zits, at my age. I think I can handle that.”

They continued talking, and Judy was strangely quiet. She only asked a couple of questions, and she watched Jason closely.

That night, after dinner, him watching TV and her reading, she suddenly asked, “Jason?”

“Yes?”

“Are you sure you want to go ahead with this estrogen thing?”

“I do, unless you have serious objections. I mean, this ghost dick and all the horniness…I can’t take it. It’s like the ultimate itch that can never be scratched.

She nodded.

“So what are your objections? Or, uh…”

“What?” she asked.

“Are you afraid I’ll turn into some kind of hairy-chested woman?”

She actually chuckled. Then she grew a bit sober. “I’m going to tell you something weird, a deep down secret I have never told anybody.”

“Oh?” he raised his eyebrows.

“The idea of you as a woman, of me having a girlfriend instead of a boyfriend…”

“Yeah?”

It is not abhorrent.”

“It’s not?”

“I’ve never had a feeling for Lesbians. Not one way or another. Somebody wants to be gay or Lesbian, or whatever…that’s their affair. But this…the idea of you having a chest. Of your hair long and wavy…I can actually see you in a bra.”

He was thunderstruck. He blinked and tried to absorb it. “I might not actually grow breasts,” he said.

“Oh, hell. Implants R Us here we come.” She was obviously joking, and they both chuckled.

And there it was.

Jason started taking a light dose of estrogen three days later, and right from the start he felt the effects. Nothing big, nothing serious, just light shadings of emotions, and a reduction in the hell of sexual desire.

Two days after he started taking the drug Judy commented on it. “You seem much more relaxed.”

“I feel relaxed. And it’s funny, taking that edge off makes everything better. It’s like that horniness was getting in the way of everything. My appetite, my senses. Everything just seems brighter.” He grinned. “Have you been looking at a brighter more vivid world than I have all these years?”

“Well, they do say that women are the more intelligent of the species.”

“I believe that quote is that women are the more vicious of the species.”

“Same thing,” she rejoined cheerfully.

He cast a dour look at her, and they laughed.

The introduction of estrogen to his system seemed to work wonders. Possibly because his estrogen was trying to adapt to his new circumstances, but he began to feel the physical effects right way.

Within a month he felt his pectorals and realized there was a puffiness to his chest that had not been there previously.

“Titties, honey,” Judy laughed.

“Are my muscles changing?” He lifted an arm and posed his biceps.

“Probably. Fat in the booby is going to be fat elsewhere, but I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“Why not?”

“Because your fat content was so low, and your body was in such top notch condition, you’ll have plenty of room for your body to adapt.

Three months and they changed his cast. They made it shorter, and they X-rayed him, and Dr. Haspen was delighted. “That estrogen seems to have done the trick. I haven’t seen healing like this ever. Tell Dr. Hopkins to do a paper. The Effects of Estrogen on Bone Repair.”

“So I won’t have to do the whole six months in bed bit?”

“Hah. My patient has recovered enough to make jokes.”

Jason looked discouraged, but Haspen made light of it. “An injury like this…many people would be in bed for nine months. A year, even. So just keep a stiff upper lip and be happy.”

Jason was antsy. Three more months had passed, excruciatingly slowly, but…he was due to have his hips checked and get the okay to walk.

And, he had boobs.

Not big, but they did stand out in his tee shirt.

Judy took them in stride, even pinched his nipple a couple of times.

He was embarrassed. He kept looking down and sighing. How was he going to run with a big, old pair of titties on his chest?

Women do it all the time,” Judy pointed out. “You can get a sports bra, nobody will notice a thing under your vest.”

But he noticed, and couldn’t stop noticing.

They headed for the hospital, and the cast was cut off. Dr. Haspen stepped back and said, “Get up.”

Jason was ready. But he was also weak. And he was sore. He had not using walking muscles for six months. He struggled out of bed, Judy helped him, and he stood up and wavered.

“I can prescribe a walker for you, but a couple of canes will do. What do you think?”

“Canes?” Jason was aghast. He had envisioned himself as leaping out of bed and doing a soft shoe across the floor. To find out that he was still some what of an invalid was a bitter pill.

The nurse smiled reassuringly and handed him a pair of canes. Step by step he walked across the hospital room. Cheers and handclaps as he stopped and turned around, and he found himself grinning. At last, to be in motion after all this time, it was like a big super helping of freedom.

“All right, let’s let this hypochondriac sign his papers and quit our hallowed halls.”

“Thanks, Doc.” Jason said, and Judy just hugged him and grinned at the doctor.

Jason was on the move. As a man who had dedicated his life to motion, in the water, on wheels or just beating feet, he was ready. He walked around the house. For a day, proud like a puppy with a new dish. The next day he was out in the yard, then walking down the block and talking to neighbors.

Judy worried and called the doctor, who told her he was fine and just stand back and let him be.

By the end of the week she almost couldn’t keep up with him. He was using one cane, and that not much. He kept going around the block, resting, going around the block, all day long.

That night, walking around the house with no cane, he hopped into the shower. Water sluiced down and he felt happier than he had in a long time.

No. He couldn’t have sex, but he was a man in motion again.

He stepped out of the shower, dried himself off and headed for fresh underwear. He opened his dresser drawer and looked in and…froze.

“What’s this?”

Judy was sitting on bed reading a magazine.

“What’s that?”

He held up a bra.

“It’s your new bra.”

“I don’t…I shouldn’t…I want to work my fat off.”

“Honey, your boobs are getting bigger and bigger.”

“I can have them removed.”

She placed the magazine down and stared at him. “What if I don’t want you to?”

“You want me to be a freak? A man with boobs?”

“You turn me on.”

That was his moment to stare. He had been so obsessed with his own sexual problems that he had never considered what Judy was going through.

“I guess it’s time to talk,” he said.

“About what?”

“About your needs.”

She pursed her lips and her eyes narrowed. “I don’t have any needs.”

“Bull pucky. I happen to know for a fact that you were—are—a lusty wench with sexual desires.”

“Not your problem.”

“Don’t make me come over there and give you a spanking.”

Judy was smart enough not to require that, but she was a little embarrassed when she said, “I have a vibrator.”

“What?”

“You don’t understand English? I have a vibrator, and I use it. Sometimes a lot.”

Jason was flabbergasted. And he felt selfish. And a little behind the times. “How often do you use it?”

“Five times a day Except Sunday. Seven times on Sunday. Oh, and then there are the holidays when I—“

“Seriously.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Whenever I feel in the mood. Every few days probably. You should try it.”

“What?”

“Just because your weenie has taken a leave of absence doesn’t mean you don’t have sexual organs. You have something called a perineum, which upon massage might give an orgasm.”

“What?”

“And then there are prostate orgasms, I don’t know if those are different from anal orgasms.”

He was dumbstruck hearing her relay all this information.

“What? You don’t want to even try to have some kind of sex?”

“But…but I’m on estrogen!”

“So what? Male orgasms, female orgasms, who cares what kind of big O you have?”

“You’ve been giving this a lot of thought, haven’t you?”

“Tons of thought. While you were feeling sorry for yourself in the hospital I was ransacking the net. There are so many ways of re-wiring you it is ridiculous. Want me to put the vibrator up your ass? Have a little fun.”

His voice sounded strangled as he answered in the negative.

“But you’ll think about it?”

He nodded. He couldn’t help but think about it.

The problem was that he had been born a man, raised a man, and everything in him was shrieking in protest.

Then he realized…I have boobs.

“Can you show me how to put this thing on?”

By eight months Jason was jogging. Not long, not running, being careful, worrying over little pain. But…he was moving. And he found out something interesting. While a sports bra worked wonders for his bouncing tits…woman’s panties worked wonders for his package. What was left of his package.

Woman’s panties, at least the ones that Judy suggested he try, were stretchy, and his balls didn’t bounce, and…it felt better.

Certainly better than a jockstrap.

One evening he came home from a jog around the local high school football field. He had stayed on the grass, wore the cushiest shoes he could find, and his sports bra kept him from bouncing in the chest area.

He was getting bigger in the chest area. Estrogen in a male usually results in small boobs, but for whatever reason, his boobs were getting quite sizable. He was up to a C cup, and that was packed.

Anyway, he arrived home and was surprised to see a couple of cars in the driveway. He was more surprised when he entered the house and found Debbie Shoemaker and Nancy Haskins sitting in the living room. Both women were triathletes. Debby was president of the local ladies’ triathlete association. He knew them both well.

“Hey! How are you?”

They grinned and hugged him and it was old home week. They talked about iron men and iron women. They talked about races, and they talked about training.

“Which brings us to why we’re really here,” Debby said.

Jason had been enjoying himself so much he hadn’t wondered.

“Jason, the Try Ladies,” that was the short name for their organization, “want to expand their training.”

“We get world class athletes to come talk to us at least once a month, but people in hard training don’t have the time. We need somebody who is world class to volunteer their time.”

“How about Johnny Benson. He’s—“

“We want you.”

Jason shut right the heck up and stared at the two women.

Nancy cut in. “You were close to world class before your accident. Judy says your time might have bumped you up, until you…went over.”

“But I’m not even training!” he protested.

“Nope. But you know about training. You can coach us. And Judy says you’re already starting to run again.”

Jason glanced at his wife. Judy had a smug look on her face. “You did this.”

“Guilty.”

“Jason. You are perfect for us. I’m going to be indelicate here. You can tell me to shut up if you want, but everybody knows about your situation, you know what it’s like to run with pillows on your chest.”

Jason’s mouth opened a bit.

“Most important, you can adapt men’s training methods to women. You understand things that no male coach will ever understand. Have I gone too far?”

“Of course,” muttered Jason.

“Nope,” Judy chirped cheerfully.

“So, look. We don’t expect a decision right away, and we know you have your own schedule, your own training. But will you consider coming by and talking to the girls? One night seminar? Answer some questions?”

“He will,” stated Judy.

Jason glared at her, but she ignored him.

A little while later, a date made, the two women left.

Jason turned to Judy. “Okay, bitch. It’s time to talk.”

“That’s Miss Bitch to you. Or Mrs. Bitch. And if you want to talk about how I am fulfilling my role as coach you certainly may. If you want to talk about how I am getting you back in the saddle, bring it on. If you want to talk about how good it would be for you to immerse yourself in a group of diehard triathletes…” She was right in his face.

He backed off. He mumbled something about ‘thinkin about it,’ then went out to run around the block.

And he actually ran this time. He forgot about the aches and pains and imagined problems with his body and ran. He was thinking.

She was right. But it hurt. But it hurt more to isolate himself.

He returned home sober and amenable.

“You all know Jason Somerville, and he has agreed to share his wisdom with us tonight.”

Jason looked out at the ten athletes. Oddly, he felt at home. Yes, he was a guy, but they were athletes, and they were looking up to him.

He gave a short talk about regularity in training, and having the discipline even when you didn’t want to, and then asked if there were any questions.

There were.

“Do you find training harder with estrogen in your body?”

That took him aback, and he glanced at Judy, who had a very bland expression on her face.

Okay. Every really knew everything about him and his condition. Nothing to do but answer honestly.

“It’s different. My hips are fatter and I find it changed my gait. The main thing is my mental attitude is softer.”

“How softer?”

He did his best to answer the question, and was free in admitting when he didn’t know something.

“What about sprints for training?”

“Do you prefer the Shimano derailleur?”

“Have you done any swimming in your…with your new attributes.”

He had to chuckle at that, and he admitted that he hadn’t.

All in all, it was a fascinating meeting, and in the end he agreed to meet with the girls on the following Saturday and go over training routines and how they might be improved. They would then do a work out, he was invited, and…and he was in high spirits when he and Judy returned home.

She, however, had something on her mind.

“I want to talk about anal sex.”

He didn’t want to talk about it. But, he had to.

Anal sex was turning into the elephant in the room.

Sometimes he heard her in the bedroom, groaning as she had an orgasm. Sometimes he looked at her and noted that she was relaxed and loosy goosy, all signs of having had a big O.

He wanted a big O.

But he was still too much the man, in spite of his widening hips and his burgeoning tits, to consider anal sex.

So they talked, and both ended up frustrated.

That weekend he rode his bike, first time since his accident, down to the local high school where they would start their training.

The girls warmed up on the track when they weren’t talking to him. They rode bikes, they ran, and they talked about how much of which activity they should engage in. Long term, and right before a race.

At the end of two hours they called a break. They were going to do a five mile run on the track, then a twenty mile bike ride, and end at Nancy’s house, which had a swimming pool. Not so much for training, but just to sit and chat and discuss the things they had gone over with Jason.

As they sat in a group on the lawn Nancy turned to Jason and asked, “Do you wear a regular bra when you‘re not training?”

Jason turned a few shades of red.

“He’s too manly for that,” quipped Judy, which caused a few giggles.

“You know,” said Nancy. “If you let your hair out and wore a regular bra you could pass for female.”

On the inside Jason was stunned. Speechless. On the outside he blathered a bit. “Well, I don’t know…I just…”

“Go on. shake your hair out.”

Jason had long hair, but he put it under his ball cap, or wore a pony tail. He shook his head, but when the girls started ganging up on him, and two of them grabbed his hat and undid his ponytail, he had no choice.

“Wow,” said Nancy, running her hands through his hair and brushing it out over his shoulders. “You’ve got sexy locks.”

Jason mumbled, but it also felt good to have his hair out. He was so mentally rigid about his looks now that he was a half and half man that…it felt good.

“You should see him with make up on,” said Judy.

the girls gasped.

Jason gawped at Judy. He had never worn make up. The look on her face, though, he suddenly realized he was about to get the works.

“Let’s see!”

“Come on!”

“Who’s got some lipstick!”

Jason avoided the situation for a moment, but Debby finally said, “Jason. You’re one of us now. And if you let us do this, if you let us make you more female for this little training session, we will buy you a steak dinner. Right girls?”

Jason was stuck.

Judy moved to him and grabbed his arm. “He says yes.”

And so Jason was caught. And he realized that Judy had done this, maybe not arranged it, but guided it and made it happen.

The girls gathered around. First they came up with a bra, a real bra that would allow his tits to thrust out.

He thought about it. He was going to ride the bike, and they wouldn’t get in the way, he hoped. And he was going to run, and if he had to change back, they would understand.

They pulled his shirt off and undid his sports bra. A few seconds later they were attaching the clasps on the back and Jason had his first, real, gone to town bra. He looked down in wonder. They stuck out a mile. At least to his senses. He felt gigantic, but the girls just accepted his size as normal.

They brushed his hair, used hair spray, and his face was shortly framed.

They didn’t have access to a full make up kit, but they put foundation on him and started coloring his eyes and blushing his cheeks.

Jason honestly didn’t have any idea what he looked like. But the girls all seemed impressed, so he just stood there and took it.

Finally, they stood in a group around Jason and Judy took a few pictures. She showed one to Jason and he was stunned. He was slightly larger than the girls, but definitely didn’t look like a man. His hips were rounder, his chest was…female. His hair draped around his face and his lips were plump and bright red.

“Good lord,” he whispered.

“Oh, yes,” Judy whispered back to him. “I’m going to need my vibrator tonight. And you know what?”

“What?”

“I’m going to make you watch.”

He stared at her, but she just laughed and went “la dee da.”

They began the run, and Jason took it easy. He knew his limitations, and that he still had three months of rehab before he got the full green light for training. Time again girls passed him and he just chugged along, stopping every once in a while to stretch. They ran five miles to his one, but he was happy.

The bike part of their training began and Jason was shocked to find that he could keep up with the girls. And it didn’t even look like they were slowing down for him.

Some of them pulled up next to him and they discussed speeds and gears and hills and straights.

Finally, though he had only done ten miles, he called it quits. He pulled off and let Judy give him a ride to Nancy’s house.

“How you doing, champ?”

“I feel good,” he admitted.

“You look good,” Judy said.

He looked at her. A woman on the outside. A confused person on the inside. He blurted, “I understand trans people now.”

It was an interesting statement, and they talked a little bit about it. He didn’t want to be a trans person, but…he had little choice it seemed. The estrogen was helping his rehab, and…he admitted that he liked wearing women’s things and being made up.

When they pulled up to Nancy’s house Judy put the car in park and turned to him. “You know, that’s about the manliest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

He stared at her.

“To take responsibility for whatever happens. To adapt to circumstance. You’re the most man I have ever met.”

“Even without a dick.”

And she said, “I’m going to fuck you tonight.”

He was silent.

“I’ve had enough of your evasions. I know this is good for you and that you will like it. So…tonight you lose your cherry.”

She got out of the van and walked towards Nancy’s house.

Jason stared after her for a long minute, then hurried after her.

They gave Jason a choice of a restaurant or a barbecue, and he chose barbecue. Being a triathlete was expensive, and, besides, he liked barbecue.

So he sat around and talked with the girls. They all had beer, a welcome reward after the long hours of training, and smelled the steaks cooking, and Jason was the hit of the party.

More questions about men’s training versus women’s training, how to adapt schedules, the best type of footgear, how long shoes were supposed to last, and so on.

And all the time he kept glancing at Judy.

Judy, with the Mona Lisa smile on her face.

Judy, who pursed her lips and crinkled her eyes in a smile as she thought about what she was going to do to him.

Judy, who he loved more than life.

“So how do you like being coach for the ladies?”

They were driving home. He was still in make up and wearing the sexy bra.

“It’s fun. Of course a couple of months from now I’m going to be doing my own training.”
“They all understand that.”

They arrived at home and as soon as they were in the kitchen Judy started taking clothes off. She watched him, a wry smile on her face, and left a trail of clothes to the bedroom.

“You’re really looking forward to this,” he said.

“I’m looking forward to feeling your arms around me. I’m looking forward to blowing your mind. Yes. I am.”

He couldn’t help himself, he began taking his own clothes off.

They hadn’t of course, made love since his accident. They had had minimal contact. They hugged, and they brushed against each other, but now it was different. Judy had decided, and they ended up on bed, hugging and kissing.

It was a delight for Jason. He had missed the touch of flesh, he wanted it badly. No, he didn’t have a boner, never would have one, but the touch of flesh did tend to make him horny. He had balls, he had testosterone…he had needs which could not be sated.

“I want you to use this on me, first,” she said. She handed him a strap on.

He looked down at his balls. The pubic area right above them was slightly raised, a stubby stump with a urethral home in the center. He stepped into the strap on and buckled it. His fake cock stood out and reminded him of what it was like to have a dick.

She gave him head, looking up at him and amused.

He accepted it, and even grinned. A useless act that yet set the stage.

She laid back on the bed and opened her legs and, for the first time in nearly nine months, he kissed her. Down there. Where it counted.

She gasped, and he began to do the things he loved, but which he had denied himself.

And he was horny. Not as horny as he once as, but definitely horny.

He licked her libia and sucked her clit, then moved up to her breasts.

“Finger fuck me, will you?”

He would, and he slipped two fingers into her pussy. She immediately began to moan. “Oh, fuck! I had forgotten.”

“But you have the vibrator!”

“But I want you. And even if it’s you and plastic, I still want you.”

He duplicated all the actions he used to be capable of. He fingered her, then moved his cock up to her hole. He slipped the cock in as he drew his fingers out. The replacement was perfect and he began sliding into her slit.

“Oh…oh…” she cried out, hugging him fiercely. “Yes!”

He began to slide in and out, wiggling his hips, and that unusual action made his hips feel good.

He was apart from her in a way, and yet intensely part of the act. He watched as her eyes rolled. He kissed her and she latched on to his lips hungrily, sucking at his mouth.

Harder and faster he went, and she began to come apart. Her hips started lurching and spasming, then the wave broke over her. She gasped and cried out and her back arched and held.

He sunk the cock deep, held it, wiggled his pubic against her, and she looked like she was going over a waterfall again and again.

Finally, she sagged back. Fucked out and happy.

“Oh, man,” she sighed. “That was better than before.”

That was quite the statement, but he said nothing to it.

She pushed him off her and rolled onto her side. She grinned. “Are you ready?”

He nodded.

She unbuckled his strap on and put it on her own hips. Now she was standing up and he was the one laying down.

“Suck my cock, little girl,” she giggled.

It didn’t bother him. He realized that the afternoon with the lady triathletes had changed him. He lowered his head and took her cock in his mouth.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

He looked up at her and she laughed. “Well, it looks like it feels so good.”

He laughed, splurting a bit over his mouthful of plastic.

She drew back and pushed him. “Lay on your back,” she said.

He lay, sideways on the bed, and she lubed up the fake cock and  stepped up to him.

Normally, if he had had a dick, he or she would have had to lift it up out of the way. Now he only had balls, so she lifted them and placed her cock to his hole.

“Oh, geez,” he worried. Then his worries ended. She pushed the cock smoothly into his anal cavity.

He grunted and tried to scoot back on the bed, but it was all reflex. His eyes opened and he said, “It doesn’t hurt!”

“Told you,” she said, as she held her position and let him get used to it.

He wiggled his butt experimentally, and it still didn’t hurt, so he looked at her, and in that look was surprise and acceptance.

“Okay, baby,” she muttered, and she began to fuck him.

Long, slow strokes. Wiggles of the hips, he could feel her cock deep inside him.

Shortly she was holding his rounded hips and jamming her cock into him.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and he could feel his mental attitudes adjusting, accepting, submitting.

For a long few minutes she fucked him. They didn’t kiss or feel tits, they just fucked, and enjoyed the sensation of his hole being made wider.

Then he felt an odd sensation. “I feel like I have to go to the bathroom.”

“That’s your prostate. It wants to get rid of semen. Go ahead and pee.”

For a moment he didn’t understand, the sensations were alien, then it happened. It just…gave way. He felt cum oozing out of his urethral in his stump.

It oozed for a long time, he had a lot of sperm stored up, and it felt good. Not like a cum, but it made him feel loosy goosy, like everything was all right.

Finally, the flow stopped and he sagged back. “That’s it,” he said. He was acting all dreamy.

Judy pulled her cock out of him. She wiped it off and put it away and lay down next to him. For the first time in months they were sated, at home in each others arms.

“I’ll fuck you every month. You’ll be feeling real horny after I do that, after all, it’s not like you’re getting a male orgasm. But you’ll be able to stand it because now you know there’s hope at the end of the tunnel.”

“I do that,” he agreed. “But what about you? Once a month seems a little long between.”

“Oh, don’t worry about me. I figure you can use the strap on seven or eight times a month on me.”

“Wait a minute! Why don’t I get fucked as much as you?”

“Don’t you remember the last time we fucked and you had a dick?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“I told you then, wouldn’t it be cool if I tease you and never let you cum. Well, lover, this is as close as I can get to that.”

Jason laid back and blinked and thought about it,   then he said the only thing he could under the circumstances.

“Fuck!”

END
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Female Side of a Man!’

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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