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PART ONE

“I don’t understand why you don’t cum.”

“I just don’t feel like it.”

“But…but that’s crazy! Men like to cum! You need to cum?”

“Nah.”

Josie stared at her husband. As a husband he was pretty good. Handsome with pert features, slender, wore his hair a little long. And he was smart. Worked at home and made good money on the computer.

The only problem was that he was so damned aggravating.

Rick sighed and waited. He knew that Josie was only just started.

She was a beautiful woman. Worked out and kept in tip top shape. She had nice bosoms, maybe a little big, long, lush, blonde hair, and grey eyes that sparkled.

The only problem was…when she decided she was going to change him somehow it was…aggravating.

“Okay, we start at the beginning. You used to like to cum. I remember times when you couldn’t wait to get me alone. Not to be crude, but you fucked the hell out of my pussy and never wanted to stop.”

He smiled. “Sure. Those were good days.”

“So what the hell happened? Why did you change?”

“Hey, I still like to screw you. I screw you whenever you want.”

“It’s not the same. You’re screwing me because I want to be screwed, not because you want to screw. And when you do screw you don’t shoot your load.”

“I remember when you used to grump about having to sleep in the wet spot. Heck, you’re getting your weekly fuck, and without the sticky mess.”

“Yeah, well, if things can change for you they can change for me. Now I want your sticky mess.”

“Honey, I just don’t feel like shooting the juice.”

“Ever?”

“I’ve sort of lost interest. It’s just more enjoyable not to cum.”

“You’d better explain that one.”

“It’s simple. I cum and it’s all over. I don’t cum and I’m still excited. I feel alive. It’s like I’ve got a big charge of electricity in my chest. I work harder and longer. I get more out of life if I don’t cum.”

“And I get less out of life if you don’t cum.”

“Well, I’m sorry about that.”

Rick turned and headed for the computer room.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to get to work.”

“We’re not finished here!”

He turned to her, gripped her arms gently with his hands. “Honey, I know this is difficult for you, but that’s just the way things are right now.”

He kissed her, and it was a good, solid kiss, thrilled her to her toes, then left her standing in the middle of the room.

Josie shook her head slowly. She wanted to scream, but that was no solution, nor relief.

She went into the kitchen. She did the dishes, and all the while thought about her husband.

He loved her. He said so. And she loved him. She knew that.

So what the hell had happened?

On an impulse she picked up her cell phone and dialed Kathy’s number.

“Hey, girlfriend!”

“Hey. Let’s do lunch.”

“You sound pretty serious. What’s up?”

“Lunch. I’ll tell you everything.”

Kathy agreed, they chose a location, and said good bye.

Kathy walked down the hall and stepped into the computer room. Rick was already hard at work, but he glanced at her, “Not more argument. Please.”

“No argument. You can be the way you want. But I have a favor to ask.”

“Favor away,” his hands were dancing across the keyboard. He was smart enough to carry on a conversation while he wheeled and dealed.

“If you can change I can change, and I want you to agree that you’ll give my ideas fair share.”

He stopped, swiveled to her. A moment of thought, and that was a lot in his universe, and he said, “Of course. Fair is fair.”

“Okay. That’ all. Oh, except that I’m going to lunch with Kathy.”

“Excellent. Say ‘hi.’” He was already back on the computer, zoned out and wired in.

She watched him for a second, then left. Funny. It was almost like he was treating her like a computer program. Sometimes he was too smart for his own good. She headed for the bedroom to get ready for lunch.

Josie and Kathy met at Charley Coyote’s. It was a restaurant by day and a nightclub by night, and it was the hottest nightclub around. Fortunately, it served most excellent food.

Kathy was on the patio by a back table. She waved, and Josie sashayed over to her.

The two women were babes. They wore tight dresses, were made up to the nines, and, of course, they had magnificent bosoms.

Zowie.

“Josie!” Kathy called out and waved, then waggled her hand at the waiter for drinks.

Ten seconds later Jose had taken their orders and was gone to the bar.

“We’re going to drink our lunch today?”

“I figured we could drink a little, eat a little, drink a little, then maybe drink a little.”

Josie giggled. “That sounds like a well thought out plan.

“It’s a sperm of the moment plan,” she punned.

“Oh, cum on.”

“Sorry, that just squirted out.”

“Must be a load off your mind.”

They laughed at their bad puns, and the drinks arrived. Margaritas with a heavy layer of salt on the rim and a saucer of cut limes. There was also a basket of chips and some steaming hot salsa.

“Mmmm!” Josie sampled the Margarita.

“AHHHH!” Kathy dared the chips and lost. She quickly doused the fire with a big gulp of the tequila laden drink.

“Wooo!” she fanned her mouth. “I should have known better.”

For the next few minutes the ladies worked back and forth between the margaritas and the salsa. Finally, Kathy asked, “So what is the big al-fired emergency, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“It’s Rick.”

“Oh, ho. How did I know. Could it be that husbands are the bane of good women everywhere?”

“Yep, goes without saying. Now this particular bane has a loss of interest in cumming.”

“He doesn’t like sex?”

“He’s okay with sex, but he doesn’t initiate it like he used to. He’s sort of ambivalent. But the main thing is that he fucks, but doesn’t shoot.”

“And that’s a problem?”

“Specifically, no. But the whole scene? I want my horn dog back. I like fending him off and being able to reward him.”

“Hunh. So when did this happen?”

“Well, it’s been coming for a time, but he started not cumming a few weeks ago, and I’ve started pestering him, and…” she shrugged.

“Now, I have to tell you, that is the weirdest thing I have heard in at least a day and a half.”

Josie finished her drink and waved for two more.

When the two drinks arrived Kathy sipped, braved the salsa once again, and said, “The solution is easy.”

“It is?”

“Sure. Rick’s having a mid life crisis.”

“But…”

“Pay attention, girlfriend. The problem is he is not excited, so figure out what excites him.”

Josie’s eyebrows. narrowed slightly. “Huh?”

“He’s tired of the plain old vanilla eat the old lady do your squirt go to sleep.”

“He is?”

“Absolutely. So, time to get creative.”

“And what exactly should I do?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Go on the internet, poke around. Search through the chat rooms, find out what’s beyond plain old vanilla.”

Josie was actually struck dumb by such a devious yet simple solution.

Kathy munched, put the fire out on her tongue with the tequila, and smiled.

“You are a genius.”

“Aw, I bet you say that to all the geniuses.”

“No, no. Only to a few of them. Now drink up. Your suggestion is so well founded I’m going to buy lunch. So I need to get you drunk enough to forget to eat.”

“Hunh! But you realize that alcohol is more expensive than food?”

“Curses! Foiled again!” And she waved to Jose for two more drinks.

The program started immediately upon coming home. Rick was banging away on the keyboard. Well, actually he was executing arpeggios and glissandos with delicate bravery. He was so into it that he didn’t look up, merely muttered a ‘hi,’ and kept those fingers tapping.

Josie went into the bedroom and took off all her clothes. She stood in front of the mirror and take a complete and honest inventory.

She was in good shape, but there is always better. She decided to do more aerobics for her mid section, and some weight lifting for pectorals and such. One could add an inch, and certain make the boobs stand up, with a little attention and work.

She went through her drawers and took out the old lingerie and put it in a bag. When she was done she only had a few articles left, and it was time to go shopping. She knew her sizes so she could do most of that on the net. Besides, she liked shopping on the net. Kid in a candy store.

Using a good depilatory and made sure her body was baby butt bald. After a lengthy shower, where she shampooed and conditioned her hair, she used body lotion all over.  When she was done she was sweet smelling and skin glowing.

She put on the best lingerie she had. Thongs that rubbed her happy hole, and a half bra that showed her nipples.

She sat at the vanity and decorated her face. She was careful not to overdue it, but when she was done her eyes sparkled and her lips were succulent red.

And she went out to fix dinner.

It was almost five, and Rick would be finished pretty soon. The markets were closed at five, and he usually ate before he went back and toured chat rooms, explored new net offensives, or just surfed.

He entered the kitchen with a yawn, and stopped. “Whoa! somebody wants a little.”

Josie turned with a smile, “No thank you. Sit down and eat.” She placed a plate of spaghetti with garlic bread on the table.

He cocked his head at her unusual response and sat down.

She poured herself a little wine, and him a bourbon and Coke, and sat down opposite him.

They ate, and he seemed about to speak several times, but he withheld himself. At least until after dinner.

Josie smiled on the inside, asked him how his day was, and was aware that he was aware of how her rigid nipples were pointing over the table at him.

And he said: “So, the bedroom?”

“What for?” she asked innocently. Aha!

“Isn’t that why you dressed the way you did?”

“Can’t a girl look sexy just to please herself?”

“Of course.” Silence.

Doubt entered her universe. He was supposed to turn right here, but it didn’t look like he was.

“I need to do a little more work then. Thank you for a delicious dinner.”

He left, and she felt like somebody had pulled the chair out from under her and she had landed splat on her ass. what the fuck?

He worked, and she went to her computer and ordered lingerie. And she thought. He was immune to her charms. He wasn’t interested in sex for sex’s sake. She needed to up her game.

She ordered a small whip off the internet. And some leather pants and a leather halter top.

Two days later her items were delivered and Josie got ready. She slipped on the leather pants and they were skin tight and made her legs looked incredibly sexy. It was the halter top, however, that really did the trick. It pushed her boobs up until they swelled and looked like they were about to burst.

She put her hair in a ponytail atop her head, put on a silver collar, and applied severe make up. She put the make up on a little thick, and gave herself a Germanic dominatrix look. She finished herself off with thick, red lipstick, shiny and glossy.

It was five o’clock and she heard him turn off the music—he often listened to Loreena McKinnett when he was working—and she took her place in the bedroom doorway.

He shoved his chair back, stretched, and headed out the door.

“Stop!” She snapped at him.

He turned, and goggled.

Good, she thought.

“Get your ass in here!”

Blinking, he actually stumbled, and he entered the bedroom.

She grabbed his arm and pushed him towards the bed. “Take your clothes off. lay on the bed.”

He unbuckled his belt and pushed his trousers down. And, he was quick, he said, “This is one of your ideas you want to share.”

Her heart sank. He was’t supposed to be analyzing, he was supposed to be dumbstruck.

“Shut up, mister?”

She tangled her hand in his hair, licked his cheek, then pushed him towards the bed.

He grinned, shed his clothes and lay down on the bed.

She started off with a light circling of the whip. Smacking his ass lightly and dragging the leather strips over his buttocks.

He had a hard on. Good.

She worked him a little harder. He grunted, and he pooched his butt up. His hard on was getting stiffer.

She smacked him a couple of good ones, more pain than pleasure, then she turned him over. She climbed onto him, squatted over his waist, and lowered herself.

She gasped. She loved a good dicking.

He smiled up at her. “Nice.”

Fuck! She was getting all excited, but it looked like the initial shock was gone.

But, at least she was getting her pussy drilled.

She rose and fell, put her hands on his chest and tilted her hips and ground her pussy onto his cock.

He was relaxed, attentive, and he suddenly reached up and flipped her over.

Oh, no! This wasn’t supposed to happen! She was supposed to take charge and fuck him to a cum, demand a cum. Instead, he was now in the male dominant position, he was taking charge!

But there wasn’t anything she could do about it.

He began his slow pounding, designed to drive her wild, and it did. Shortly she clutching at him, moaning fiercely, begging for more…more.

He obliged her, taking the time to swirl his hips and corkscrew his cock into her. She felt like her insides were being stirred, and she began to quiver down there. It was a deep vibration that rose up, made her hips spasm, then she went over the top. Her eyes rolled back and her pelvis locked up. All her muscles grabbed at his cock and squeezed.

For a long half minute she was like that, mumbling things, trying to figure out who she was, then the orgasm broke. It just fell apart and left her, and her body sagged back.

Rick grinned, gave her a quick kiss, then pulled out of her. He padded out of the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. She put a hand down to her mons and groaned. He hadn’t cum! In fact, he had been more concerned with dinner at the end than anything else.

Josie called Kathy and relayed the bad news. She had tried outright sex, then a bit of domination, and he hadn’t cum. Kathy listened, was appropriately chagrined, and made a few more suggestions.

“It sounds like he likes to be in charge, so maybe try exploring that route.”

Friday night, and they had a date with Kathy and her husband Larry, and it was at that fun depot, Charley Coyote’s.

Josie spent some time making herself beautiful. She wore new underwear, including a very uplifting bra. She was sweet smelling, wore sleek nylons, and had an egg in her pussy.

The egg was called the ‘Silicone Remote Rechargeable Egg Vibe,’ and it meant business. It was shaped like a little egg, and she inserted it into her pussy and left just the cord showing. She finished dressing, and stood in the middle of the room and tried out the remote.

ZZZT!

Nobody could hear it, the sound was suppressed by the folds of her pussy, but she could certainly feel it. She almost fell down, her knees were shaking and a wave of sexual excitement vibrating out of her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered as she tried to shut the remote off.

That was the moment she thought about not doing it Taking that damned egg out of her slit and just going to dinner.

But she was driven by the need to make her husband squirt. She simply had to. She felt like their marriage depended on it.

So she walked out to the living room where Rick was waiting.

“Wow! You are gorgeous…” he reached for her to kiss her and she pushed him away.

“Don’t mess the make up, honey. But I have something else you can mess with.”

“Oh?”

She held up the remote. “I have a vibrating egg in my pussy. It’s got twelve settings, and the person who holds this remote holds my pussy in his hand. He can do what he wants, tease me, titillate me, drive me crazy. I’m sort of afraid to hold it myself…I might succumb to temptation and…well, you know. But perhaps I have a knight in shining armor who would like to hold this little item for me, make sure I’m not tempted. Yes?”

He grinned. He was a power type of person. And he was a geek, and a geek who loved gadgets. He took the remote and held it up to the light.

“Hmm. Seems simple enough. And of course you didn’t want me to press this button here?”

“Oh, lord! Not that one!”

“Maybe just a little push? Just to make sure the device is functioning properly. He grinned. Fuck-tioning properly?”

“Well, I suppose we should test the device out, make sure it isn’t broken, that I haven’t been sold a cheap ‘Made in China’ knock off.”

“Quite right, so let me…” he pressed the button.

“Oh!” she gasped, and her hand inadvertently went to her crotch. She started to press her hand on her groin, to pooch her butt back, but remembered that she had to withstand this. If he did this in the middle of the restaurant she had to be able to stand and look like nothing was happening.

“Oh…uh…” she took her hand away. “I believe it is functioning properly.

“And what about this setting?”

The vibration inside her cunt stoped humming and started pounding. Her eyes started to roll up and she gasped again. “I think…I think that works!”

“Most excellent. Now, all in the name of science,” he pressed the next setting.

“Fuck!” Josie whimpered. It felt like a motorcycle had just driven through the tunnel of her pussy. She had to grab his arm and hold on.

“Are you sure?” he turned it off, and when she recovered he pressed it again.

“Oh, God!” she used both hands to hold on to his arm. Her pussy felt like it was exploding.

“I guess you’re sure. How about this one?”

She couldn’t stop her hips from quaking. They actually rocked back and forth in a tight, controlled fucking motion.

“Please…please..” she murmured, now holding on to him.

He went through all the settings, and he was done she was jello. Her legs felt like drunken worms, her chest was filled with a tight, white light and she felt like she was about to cum.

He slipped the remote into his pocket and said, “Everything seems to be in working order. Are you ready to go?”

She was having trouble thinking what day it was, but she nodded.

He walked her out to the car, and she had to hold onto his arm, she was that weak. He helped her into the passenger seat. “Don’t operate heavy machinery when you’re under the influence of this…” he clicked the remote and she began writhing in the seat. He closed the door and walked slowly around the car and got in behind the wheel.

“Please…please stop,” she begged.

“Party pooper,” he quipped. He turned the remote off and she sagged back.

He drove slowly through town and she recovered. By the time they reached Charley Coyote’s she was able to walk unassisted. But she still had the memory of what that infernal egg had done to her.

Kathy and Larry were there, holding a table on the patio. Everybody sat and they ordered drinks and started chatting.

Josie was on tenterhooks waiting for the buzz to hit her, but Rick just smiled and they drank some more, then ate a good meal, then drank some more.

Josie was feeling pretty good, but she was disappointed. Rick hadn’t buzzed her once.

“Well, anybody feel like a little dancing?” Larry looked at Kathy.

“Why don’t you dance with Josie.”

Everybody looked at him.

“Josie loves to dance, and I pulled a muscle. You’d be doing me a favor if you gave her a couple of dances.”

Such an innocent explanation, and Kathy said, “Go ahead, dear.”

So Larry held out his hand and Josie and he sauntered into the nightclub half of Charley Coyote’s. They stepped on to the parquet floor and Larry took Josie in his arms. Rick and Kathy had a plain view of them.

“All right, Buster Brown Eyes. What kind of devious plot are you hatching?”

Rick glanced at her, then took out the remote. “Have you ever seen one of these?”

Kathy gasped. She had helped Josie select it. She put her hand on Rick’s arm. “No!”

“Yep.”

He pressed the remote.

Josie hadn’t actually figured out how nefarious Rick could be. She figured maybe he really did pull a muscle. She looked up at handsome Larry, felt his arms go around her, and smiled. He was a hunk, and—

ZZZZT! The vibration started up inside her and she tripped, held on to Larry.

“Sorry,” she muttered. She wanted to turn around and yell at Rick. To tell him no, not now, but before she could move he changed the setting.

Her legs grew weak and she grabbed on to Larry. “I must have had too much to drink,” she muttered.

“That’s okay,” he smiled, not knowing that she was undergoing seismic upheavals in her vagina.

Another setting, and she was almost hanging onto him.

“Whoa!” he said, holding her up. Her breasts were pressed against his chest and she was looking up at him, her head tilted back, and her eyes were dazed.

Kathy and Rick were busting a gut, while holding it in. “Here, let me try.” She took the remote and hit a setting.

On the dance floor Josie felt she had been fucked. She was on the edge of an orgasm and she ground her hips into Larry’s.

Larry’s jaw dropped. This wasn’t drunkenness, this was sex!

He turned towards the table, and saw Rick and Kathy smothering their laughter. Kathy held up a remote, and he got it. He grinned. He had seen an egg remote before.

Rick took control, and sent Josie shimmering through a series of jerks and twitches

Josie was feeling the horniness now, and her breasts were on fire. She pressed her chest against Larry and rubbed them, trying to scratch the itch in her flaming nipples.

Rick held her up, didn’t bother looking down at her. Just held her as she outercoursed him. He was getting a fuck through clothes, and he was getting a big, old hard on over it.

Kathy took the remote back. “Okay if he kisses her?”

“Sure.”

The next time Larry was facing them Kathy mimed a kiss. She put her arm up and pretended she was kissing somebody in her arms.

Larry mouthed, ‘Really?’

Rick gave him the thumbs up.

Kathy hit the highest setting and Josie started to cum. At that moment Rick bent his head and kissed her.

She felt his hot lips and she was out of her mind. She kissed him back. She grabbed his head and mouth fucked him even as her hips twitched.

People on the. dance floor were noticing now, and they were chuckling as the two had vertical, fully clothed sex.

Heck, wasn’t that the purpose of Charlie Coyote’s?

Larry finally brought her back to the table and placed her in a chair. She was exhausted, and she just laid there.

Kathy and Larry laughed, and Rick gave her a bit of his drink. She needed it.

She lay there for a long time, recovering, and finally she said, “You fucks.”

Which caused them to all laugh hysterically.

That night she was too fucked out to want sex. She just went to bed and slept. And woke up frowning.

God, it had been good. Larry was a good kisser and a good sport, but she still hadn’t made Rick cum.

In fact, he had escaped sex all together.

She began to think of a plan B.

Saturday passed uneventfully. Except for the snickers Rick directed at her, and the way his lips writhed as he suppressed laughter.

She sucked on him that afternoon, but it was a lost cause.

Finally, she hit on a plan.

“Rick, we’re going to dinner again.”

“Oh , we are, are we?”

“Yup. And this time it’s my turn.”

“Your turn for what?” though he had a vague idea.

“My turn to put that egg up your ass.”

He blinked.

“Sauce for the goose, wise guy.”

“I don’t think…”

“You said you’d give my ideas fair share, and after the other night…I think you owe me.

Well, that was true.

So that afternoon they dressed casual and got ready to have an early dinner. And, last thing before they left, Josie had Rick bend over and she inserted the egg up his heinie.

He straightened up and blinked. “That’s weird.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, it feels like I have to go to the bathroom, but I know I don’t. I’m just sort of full back there.”

She smiled, took his hand, and lead him out of the house.

Rick was walking slowly. The egg in his butt made him walk that way. He let her drive and sat down gingerly in the passenger seat.

She grinned at him as she started up the car, then they were zooming.

They had chosen a little spot in Glendale, and they got out of the car and she let him take a few steps before she zapped him.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, putting his hand on a parked car for balance, which set that car’s alarm off.

Giggling, now on the other end of the remote and seeing the potential for fun, Josie grabbed his arm and kept him on a straight path for the back of the restaurant.

She zapped him again when they were talking to the hostess about seating, and she had to take over the talking duties.

She helped him to their table and he sat down with relief.

“Is this…was this doing this to you?”

“Yep.” She zapped him.

And she zapped him when the waitress was taking orders and again had to take over for him.

Man, it had hit her hard, but it seemed to be hitting him even harder. He was hardly talking. Just moving as if in a daze.

And she didn’t pick up on any alarm on his face.

She sipped and he glugged bourbon and Coke, and the waitress came back for their orders.

She zapped him, and ordered him his usual steak.

“Are you all right, sir?” The waitress asked Rick.

“Oh, yeah,” he murmured, his eyes glazed. “Just a little tired is all.”

She zapped him a few more times, and wondered if he was close to cumming.

Their dinner arrived. It was delicious, but he only took a single bite, then said, “I have to go to the bathroom.”

She waited until he reached the hallway, then zapped him. He placed a hand on the wall, paused, didn’t look back, and continued to the restroom.

She was happy. She was having fun. And somewhere in this mix Rick was going to start coming again. So thinking she took a few bites of her salad, then got a funny feeling.

Something was wrong.

Woman’s intuition.

A silent signal that she didn’t even think about, she just leaped up and ran for the bathroom.

As she arrived a man came out, one look and she knew something bad had happened.

She burst through the door and Rick was lying motionless on the tiles.

She screamed back into the restaurant, “Call 911!”

Then she knelt next to her husband. Her tears were wet and plentiful, and she just sat there and cradled his head.


PART TWO

“We retrieved the toy from your anus.”

Josie and Rick sat across from the doctor, red-faced, and the offending egg lay, all cleaned up, on the doctor’s desk.

The doctor, his name was Hansen, smiled. “No need to be embarrassed.”

“Well, uh…” Rick managed.

“But we have more serious matters to talk over, anyway.”

“Yes, Dr. Hansen, why did Rick collapse like that?”

Hansen twisted his lips and sat back. “Your husband has a tumor.”

Both Jose and Rick blinked, and Josie’s heart dropped like the Titanic, right to the bottom of the ocean.

“Now, tumors aren’t good news, but the good news is that we caught it this early. And for that, I hate to say it, we have to thank this little device you were wearing.”

“Oh,” he muttered.

“We do?” queried Josie, looking for any kind of hope.

“Absolutely. The tumor has attached to the prostate. It is barely started, very small at this point. If we hadn’t discovered it you would have been looking at months of pain, chemotherapy, and you might have lost your ability to procreate.”

“Spell that out,” Josie blurted.

“We would have had to excise his prostate, and the tumor could conceivably spread to his reproductive system. In short, your husband might have lost his testicles.”

Josie sat back in shock.

“But you caught it,” asked Rick.

“The ‘egg’ thing caused the tumor to, without getting too technical, to react, and this caused pain, discomfort, and you eventually passing out.”

“So what are we going to do?”

“A simple operation. You’ll be up on your feet the same day. No sex for a week, and you’re as good as new.”

Josie managed a weak grin. “So by making him wear that egg I saved his life.”

Dr. Hansen chuckled. “Yes. I would say that.”

“My, how smart wives are.”

Both men put up with her gibes cheerfully.

“There is one thing that I do have to discuss with you, and it is…rather delicate.”

Husband and wife turned on their ears.

“Rick, you’ve been proven to be susceptible to cancer. We need to keep a close watch on you. Check ups every six months, moderate drinking is okay but you’d better not have a lost week end. Watch your diet, that sort of stuff. I’ve recommended you for a meeting with a nutritionalist.”

“What’s so delicate about that?”

“Prostate massages.”

They both looked at him.

“There are some risks to prostate massage, especially if you have cancer. However, if you are cancer free, as you will be a few days, there are studies that indicate regular prostate massages will prevent tumors.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. And here is where we get delicate.”

“As if we weren’t already,” Josie commented.

“To have a healthy reproductive system the man should ejaculate freely.”

“But he hasn’t been ejaculating at all!”

“That’s the result of the tumor. A tumor can prevent ejaculation, cause sterility, in the long run cause the necessity for removal of sexual organs.”

“God! I thought it was me!”

“Honey, I told you it wasn’t you!”

Hansen cleared his throat and continued.

“We are going to have to make sure that Rick ejaculates regularly. If not through sex, then through a prostate massage. This will insure his health over the years, and…” he looked at the egg, “a lot of men find it fun.”

“It’s fun to get poked up the butt?” Rick spoke most ruefully.

“Don’t worry, Rick, we can do it here if you like, the nurses are quite proficient at draining a man, or we can train your wife to do it.”

Rick stared at the doctor with a dour look. “Great.”

The doctor just smiled.

“So I saved your life.”

Rick stared out the window without much expression. “It appears so.”

They were driving home, she was driving and he was thinking.

“You’re welcome.”

“Thank you.”

“And now you’re gonna be my butt boy.”

“What?” he turned to look at her.

“You heard the doctor. I’m going to learn how to give prostate massages. No more will you deny me your cum. One way or another, I’m getting your jizz.”

“Wow. That really makes you happy.”

“Actually, yes. I don’t feel guilty, I’m now in charge. I can make it happen.” She sighed. “What can be better?”

“Well, as long as you trim your nails,” he spoke dryly.

“Oh, no! I have to have short nails?”

“Yep.” That actually made Rick a little sad. He liked it when she had long nails.

“Well, that’s okay. I’ll have short nails, and you can have the long nails.”

“Yeah, right.”

“I’m serious. We’ll give you some fake nails, paint them red—you can wear white, lacy gloves when we go out—and you’ll love it.”

“I will not! I’m a guy!”
“And you almost weren’t a guy,” she pointed out. “Furthermore, I was thinking a little make up, some sexy lingerie—I think you’d look wonderful in a bra. Of course, we’re going to have to get you implants, but—“

“Hey, knock it off!”

She giggled. “Look at you. Threaten to cut a man’s balls off and he gets all testosterone-y.”

“Well, I don’t see the humor.”

“That’s because you still have Mr. Tumor inside you. But when he comes out…WHAM! You become a girl.”

“I do not!”

“Yeah? Have you read up on prostate massages?”

“What? No!”

“I did, when I was looking at buying that egg. Apparently you give a man a prostate massage and he instantly turns into a fairy. Wants to wear negligees to bed, wants to do housework, the whole bit.”

“You’re so full of shit,” he glared at her.

“I know. I am. But I just want you to lighten up. None of that stuff will happen to you.”

“Well, good,” he groused.

“Unless you want them to.”

“Hey!”

She giggled all the way home, and her relief at finding a solution to his not cumming, and, of course, to the little tumor in his butt, was so infectious that by the time they reached home he was chuckling, too.

He had the operation on a Monday morning. It was sweet and simple, a little tube up his butt while he slept. Snip and burn—on a very minor scale, of course—and he woke up without feeling a thing.

His butt felt it, and he felt a little awkward, like he had when Josie had first put the egg up his butt, but that was all.

Dr. Hansen met with them briefly afterwards, told them it was a complete success and that they should have no sex for a week. And especially not up the butt. Well, he called it ‘anal activity.’

He also told them that Rick would likely begin to have erections, and he would be feeling ‘frisky.’ Don’t worry about that, enjoy, but don’t have sex. He would meet with them in the office in seven days time and they would discuss prostate massage.

So they went home, and Rick was hard before they arrived at the house.

“Fuck. He said it would happen quick, but this is ridiculous!”

He stood in front of the mirror, his pants down, his shirt up , and his dick pointing at him in the looking glass.

“Mmm. Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Josie reached around and grabbed him.

“Hey!” He moaned. “No sex!”

“I’m not going to fuck you, or even jack you. I just want to feel Mr. Happy.”

She felt him, and his knees grew weak.

The first couple of days the horniness came and went. His dick would grow hard for no reason—which was sort of like a man, but a lot more than usual—and go down.

On Wednesday, however, his cock grew hard and wouldn’t relax. By noon he was actually alarmed and called Dr. Hansen.

“It won’t go down, Doc!”

“Don’t worry,” Hansen said soothingly. “It’s just a mild case of priapism. Perfectly normal.”

The priapism came and went, and it was irking Rick.

“We’ve got to go out tonight! I can’t have a big, old boner in my pants all night!”

“It’s only Larry and Kathy. They won’t be upset if you’re a little ‘forward.’” She giggled.

“Yeah, like you didn’t mind when we egged you and you made love to Larry on the dance floor.”

“That’s not the same,” she snapped.

“Oho! The goose doesn’t like the sauce the gander likes.”

“That’s stupid.”

“Yep. But I don’t want to go.”

“Okay, if I can get your dick down to a normal level you’ll go. Right?”

“Well, yeah. But no sex.”

“Not a problem. She went to her drawer, pulled out a garment and tossed it to him.”

“What’s this?” he held up the stiff under thing.

“It’s called a tummy shaper. You can put your dick up or down, but it won’t be popping out front.”

“That’s ridiculous! That won’t…really?” He blinked and held the garment up.

“Really.” She wanted to offer stockings to go with it, it did have hose snaps, but she wisely said nothing.

“Well, I’ll try it.”

But she fully intended to rib him at dinner.

They went to Charlie Coyote’s, they loved the place, and it was Kathy’s turn to wear an egg.

They laughed, they joked, they drank, and Josie suggested Rick dance with Kathy because ‘she pulled a muscle.’ Wink, wink.

They all laughed, Kathy stood up and said, “I apologize in advance for whatever they’re going to do to me.”

Larry and Josie had a ball, and Kathy was quite willing to dry hump Rick. Her crotch was twitching, her pussy was itching, and she loved it when he kissed her on the dance floor.

They came back to the table and sat, and Kathy almost collapsed, so they fed her Margaritas until she recovered.

“One thing I noticed,” she said. She looked at Rick. “You’ve got strange underwear on.It’s keeping your dick down, but I could still feel it worming and squirming.

“Rick turned a little red.”

Josie explained it simply, and the truth proved to less of an embarrassment than any made up bullshit.

“Because of the operation he’s suffering priapism. He’s always hard. I gave him a tummy shaper to keep things under control.”

“Oh, my Lord!” Kathy murmured. “That is sexy!” She turned to Larry. “You’re going to wear some kinky underwear.”

“Now, wait a minute!”

“”Don’t even object, if you knew what my pussy was doing right now you’d leap into negligee and go dancing in the street.”

They all laughed at that image.

“You’re just horny from the egg.”

“The egg was ten minutes ago. This is something new. I tell ya, the thought of you in a panties in  bra, maybe with a touch of make up…it’s turning me on.”

Rick and Josie listened to this exchange raptly. Josie getting ideas, Rick softening up in his viewpoint. If his studly best friend Larry could wear something female…maybe…

The week ended, finally, because Rick was about to pop. He was hard all the time, he was horny all the time, he was like a dog that couldn’t pass a leg without humping.

They met in Dr. Hansen’s exam room, and the doctor had a nurse instruct them.

“The easiest way to do this is to do this. And it is a medical procedure,” the nurse said. She was pleasant, but older. Her body had thickened, but she did have large bosoms. “So do you mind if we just use you?”

“Uh, I guess not. That’s what we’re here for.”

“I’m glad you’re so matter of fact about this. A lot of men are very strange about their anal region.”

Rick dropped his drawers and bent over a table.

The nurse was simple and direct. She talked about short nails and the need for hygiene. She discussed the location of the prostate and how to reach it. She snapped on a pair of gloves, applied a lot of lube to Rick’s asshole, which made him mentally squirm…in pleasure. He hadn’t expected it to feel so good.

“It is a very pleasant sensation, and you should take your time. You want him relaxed and receptive.”

“Okay.”

“Put on a pair of gloves.”

“Me?”

“Yep. I’ll do it first, and then we have to make sure you know exactly what you’re doing.”

Josie slipped on a pair of medical grade gloves.

“Now, rub his body, small circles, with your free hand. Sooth him. Forgive the analogy, but it’s almost like petting a dog.”

She rubbed Rick’s lower back and buttocks. It was professional, but he was having sexual reactions. His dick was hard as a nail. A big nail.

“Crook your finger like this, and simply insert like this, and…”

Rick gasped. A wave of sensation washed over him.

“Oh, you’re lucky. Some men don’t like this, at least not for a while. Now, you see how deep I am, and I am bending my finger like I showed you, and I am feeling a little bump, like a walnut, and that is his prostate.”

Rick gripped the edges of the table and his eyes rolled back. He had never felt anything so delicious in his life.

“Okay,” she pulled her finger out and said, “You do.”

Josie tentatively, but with much encouragement from the nurse, slid her finger into Rick’s anus. Again, Rick gasped.

“See? He does like it. That’s a good sign. Now, turned your hand like that and…feel the walnut?”

“Oh, my gosh!”

“That’s the puppy. Now start petting the puppy with your finger, about this hard.” The nurse stroked Josie’s wrist to show her the right amount of pressure.

Rick immediately felt like he had to pee.

“What do I do now?”

“Have a glass of wine, read a book.”

Josie giggled. “You’re bad.”

“It’s true,” the nurse grinned. “No, the point is that it might take a few minutes, don’t get impatient, just stroke him lovingly. Believe me, for a man it is a unique experience, and he will love you always for it.

Josie stroked and rubbed Rick’s body, and he couldn’t help it, he gave a little moan.

The nurse smiled and nodded at Josie.

“Now, there are several things we should discuss.”

“Such as?”

“It will help if you set up a milking station. Maybe a low but sturdy coffee table. An enema before hand is nice. He presents himself to you on all fours and the procedure becomes easier for you. Bent over will work, but there is something very loving when he is on all fours, his head down, and feeling slightly submissive.” She asked Rick, “You do feel a bit submissive now, don’t you, Rick?”

He nodded. He didn’t speak, but he gulped. His dick was throbbing.

“Now, he may have erections from this procedure, but don’t be surprised if he doesn’t. Each man is different. Do you feel the need to urinate, Rick?”

Again, he nodded. His heart was high in his chest, he felt a glowing sensation reaching up through his chest from his groin. Well, from his asshole.

“Go ahead and urinate.” She held a pan under his penis.

Rick strained, and she said, “Don’t try to make it happen, just let it happen.”

Rick grunted and stopped straining. Inside, he wanted to strain, but he wisely followed the nurse’s orders.

“Now, this is a bit beyond simple prostate massage, but many people find themselves, once they had experienced a prostate massage, desiring more.”

“Anal sex?” Josie blurted.

The nurse nodded. “Anal sex is fine, and can result in drainage. Heck, it can even result in some of the most exquisite orgasms he will ever experience. But it is up to the man. You don’t want to get carried away. He must initiate. Although you can and should discuss it.

Tink.

They looked down at the pan between his legs. A big drop of semen had just landed on the metal. The nurse grinned and nodded. “Here we go.”

Rick’s semen came out in a long drool with little chunks every once in a while. It didn’t come out smoothly, but in slow spurts. The goo began to accumulate on the bottom of the pan.

“Oh, fuck,” Rick whispered.

“My, he was really stopped up. You may not get this much all the time, but you’ll get a lot. I would recommend once a week, or once a month if…” she stopped talking.

“If what?”

“Oh, nothing. It looks like he’s done.”

The nurse pulled the pan back. “You may take your finger out.”

Josie retracted her hand and Rick groaned, almost like he missed it.

“Here are some wipes, if you need to use the bathroom it is right there.”

Rick opted for the bathroom, before he closed the door he heard the nurse say, “He won’t be able to cum for a day or two after a massage like this, and he might be extra ‘frisky.’ That’s because his mind hasn’t figured out that his body has cum…”

The door was shut.

Rick used up a ton of toilet paper getting the lubricant off his ass, pulled his pants up, and exited the little room.

He heard the tail end of their conversation, and it was weird.

“…lock him up.” Then they turned to him, and darned if they didn’t look a little guilty, like they had just been discussing a secret.

“How do you feel?” asked the nurse.

“Actually, I feel…sort of good.”

“Lots of energy?”

“Absolutely. Like I’ve been, uh, cleaned out.” He laughed nervously.

“That’s the way you’re supposed to feel. I would make sure you include a good prostate massage in your activities,” she turned to Josie, “And remember the other things I told you.”

“I will, and thank you.”

Five minutes later they were driving down the street. She was driving, and he was once again a passenger.

“What were you girls talking about?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“No, come on. What’s the big secret.”

Josie frowned for a brief moment, then shrugged. “She thinks you might need a chastity device.”

“What?”

“If your erections get to be too much. Long term priapism can be dangerous.”

“What? No. Really?”

“No, really. She told me she has her husband in chastity all the time.”

Rick sat back and thought about that. Oddly, he wasn’t put off by the idea. The fact was that he was a little tired of walking around with a giant boner all the time. Chastity, eh?

They arrived home, and Josie wanted to try out his erection right away.

“Hey! It’s been a while for me! And you weren’t the best lover back then, anyway.”

“Blame it on the tumor,” he responded, But he wanted to try it out, too.

They ran to the bedroom, stripped off their clothes, and stopped. For one brief second it was awkward, then they laughed and he pushed her onto the bed.

“Big caveman,” she kidded him in between chewing on each other’s mouths.

“Big where it counts, baby.”

His cock was totally stiff. Josie couldn’t believe it. He had just drained a gallon, and he was stiff, but she remembered what the nurse had said, that his mind didn’t know he had cum. He was going to be stiff and horny and not be able to cum. How odd, after wanting him to cum so much she now wasn’t alarmed that he wouldn’t.

Rick, unfortunately for him, had listened as well, and he didn’t realize that he had no more left to give.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned as he sank his dick to the balls in her velvet pussy.

She responded by tilting her hips and slightly bending his cock and pulling it with her pussy.

“Oh, man!” He fucked her then. In his mind he hadn’t cum for a couple of weeks. Actually, months. And the tumor wasn’t there to stop him, so he was going to unload in Josie like he never had. He thought.

Josie began to orgasm, and not just once. Her relief, her love, she was rockin’ and rollin’—her cums began to roll over her. Two cums, three. At seven cums she pushed him away. “”No more!” she begged. “Had enough!”

He, of course, hadn’t. “But I haven’t cum!”

“And you’re not going to. Don’t you remember what the nurse said?”

It hit him then. He wasn’t going to get off. And he understood what ‘draining’ really meant.

“Oh, my God!” he stared at here in horror. “I’m just making myself hornier and hornier!”

She smiled.

But, a couple of days passed and he finally had his cum.

Funny, he hadn’t been looking forward to cums, but the tumor was gone and now he could, but when he did…it was less than memorable.

Oh, it was good, just…not as good as when he got drained.

Charlie Coyote’s, yet again.

Larry had the egg in his ass, and Josie was out teasing him. She rubbed her body all over him, fucked him through his clothes.

He jerked and twitched and had trouble speaking, and his cock was threatening to spurt right in his pants.

“You look out of sorts,” Kathy said to Rick, as they played with the remote.

“No, no. I’m fine. The operation is done, everything is fine…”

“Except sex.”

“What? How did you?”

“A wild guess. Well, maybe not so wild. It’s always about sex, isn’t it?”

So he told her. “I like fucking, and it’s good cumming, but…I haven’t told Josie this, but…but draining gives me a bigger thrill.”

She nodded. “I’m going to say something, so don’t get offended, okay?”

“All right,” he looked at her. Her hand was flipping through settings for the egg about every ten seconds. On the dance floor Josie was kissing Larry, crawling down his throat, actually, and her hand was in his pants.

“You like it up the butt.”

He blinked.

“I’m just saying, some men are like that. Some men are cock hounds, and most of them are unconscious. They aren’t feeling sex, let alone love or any other emotion. They are caught in the animal mind set of perpetuate the species, must have pussy, fuck anything. They get married, they cheat, they’d fuck a cow in the field if they could just expend their seed.”

“Heysoos,” Rick muttered.

“Well, you didn’t get mad, so…” she shrugged.

On the dance floor management was talking to Larry and Josie.

“So what do I do? I mean, I’m not gay, I love my wife, I don’t want to cheat.”

“Get her to fuck you. Hell, have her dress you like a woman. Go the rest of the way with the woman’s underwear—I know you wear panties, and I can see the garter snaps under your slacks—so figure it out. I know Josie, and I know that whatever you want she’ll want. And…listen to this, what I’m about to tell you, it’s important…there are no rules about how and why sex is conducted between people. You can do sex anyway you want, and so what. There are no rules.”

He stared at her. She made total sense, but there was that bit of him that was scared, that was worried about what Josie—

“What are you two doing back?”

He looked up and saw Josie supporting Larry, who was undergoing ‘egg-sonics’ in his butt.

Josie looked peeved and embarrassed at the same time. “We got kicked off the floor. Management said we should get a room.”

Which, of course, caused Rick and Kathy to break into uproarious laughter.

On the drive home Rick was very silent, and Josie naturally noticed. They no sooner walked into the house than she asked, “What’s going on.”

“I…I want to make a change.”

“What kind of a change?”

“A sexual change.”

She considered him soberly, then said, “I’ll make a couple of drinks. Let’s keep this party going.”

They sat in the den and sipped bourbon and Coke.

“So,” she asked. “What needs changing.”

“I don’t like regular sex any more. I mean, it’s okay, and now I can get off, I suppose, but…I prefer the draining.”

“Oho.”

“Don’t get me wrong, I love you with all my heart. But the nurse, getting drained, what it feels like when I cum…I would like to try anal sex.”

She nodded. “So you want me to put on a strap on dildo and explore your nether regions.”

“Politely put, but yes.”

She sighed. Inside, she felt a feeling of exultation. Her chest was feeling warm and light. More important, her groin felt hot. This was turning her on.

“You realize what this means? Have you thought out the consequences?”

“I think so.”

“Tell me what they are.”

“Well, you’ll be draining me, and I won’t be allowed into your pussy unless I have been fully drained.”

She nodded.

“I suppose you’ll want to have me wear that chastity thing you were talking about.”

“And that’s it?”

“I think so.”

“You’re right, as far as you go.”

“So what are your conditions?”

“If I’m going to be the fuckor and not the fuckee, then I want you to dress like a woman. Not all the time, but when I fuck you, if I’m going to be wearing the dick I want you to be wearing the dress.”

The thought frightened Rick, even as it caused a sense of exhilaration to course through him.

“There will probably be some role shifting, too, if we do this.”

“How so?”

“I’ve been reading up on this thing, of men wanting to be like women, and apparently there is a subtle change in the men and the women, as if the men have given up power, and the women have taken it. So in certain areas, not all, but a lot, I will be the one in charge. Do you think you can handle that?”

He gulped, and nodded.

“Okay. When did you want to explore this situation.”

“The sooner the better.”

She finished her drink, stood up and reached for his hand, and lead him into the bedroom.

Rick’s heart was in his mouth as he followed his sexy wife. He stared at her form, the way her ass moved, and he asked himself if he was ready for that. The answer was yes.

“Off with the clothes.”

When he was naked she handed him a bottle of Nair.

He looked at it, looked at her, and realized he had reached a make/break point. He took the bottle and walked into the bathroom.

Twenty minutes later he walked out, and his skin felt totally different. The absence of hair was quite an electric sensation.

She was stunned by how lack of hair changed him. Yes, he still had angles and bones, but with no chest hair he was fifty per cent more feminine.

She grabbed a brush and brushed his hair out. “We’re going to have to work on this.” She sprayed it and it set in a more feminine style. “And you’re going to have to really grow it.”

She had his lingerie ready: a corset. He didn’t have much in the way of tits, but the corset pushed his chest up and gave him slight mounds.

She rolled stockings up his legs and snapped them to the corset. He looked in the mirror and his body was surprisingly shapely. His waist was pinched, he had small boobs, and his hips were flared out. Gone was hair and bony angles. His hair was a bit short but very feminine.

“Have a seat, lover,” Josie held the vanity chair for him.

He sat, and looked at himself in the mirror. He didn’t question. He didn’t doubt. He was ready.

Josie worked quickly but efficiently. She knew make up, and she had him cleansed, primed and foundationed within five minutes. The eyes were the harder part, they required a delicate touch, so she took a little extra time and made them smoky and sultry.

“You have the most beautiful eyes in the world,” she said, outlining them, then mascara-ing them.

“Thank you.”

She put lipstick on him. He stared at his red lips.

I put plumper on them, so you will have very sexy lips.

He did.

She put false nails on his hands, and she thought about the little hints that this was going to happen, things she had said over time about making him wear nails, being the woman, and so on. Apparently she knew, in her heart of hearts, and so did he.

Done, she gave him a pair of high heels and they walked through the house and out to the patio.

They stood in the moonlight and watched the trees in the distance.

She said, “You realize that once I do this there is no going back. Once I have fucked you I will own you, in the sense that you once thought you owned me.

“I understand.”

She turned him to her and said, “I’m going to make you live as a woman. We’re going to get you a set of big implants. You’re going to be in chastity and never use that dick unless you’ve been drained. You will not be allowed to cum like a man ever again.”

“I know.”

She nodded. “God, I’d love to kiss you, but women don’t like to get their make up smeared. And you are a woman now. Go in and lay on the bed, on all fours. Your butt out. I’ll be in in a few minutes.”

He walked, his heels clicking in the night, and disappeared into the house.

Josie went to the kitchen and took down the bottle of bourbon. She took a big gulp, straight, and thought about what she was going to do. After tonight he would be different. After tonight she would in charge. She would own him.

And he was fine with that.

And so was she.

She walked down the hall towards the bedroom.

He was waiting for her, silent, anticipating.

She took out the strap on and buckled it. on her hips. It was a good fit and the cock thrust out from her juncture the same way a man’s would.

She picked up a jar of lube and began smushing it into him. She laid a glob right on his asshole and pushed it into him.

He groaned and his hips twitched.

She smiled, began reaming him with her fingers.

He moaned, and began moving his hips against her fingers. She actually held her fingers still and he went around and around.

Three fingers.

He pushed back.

Four fingers.

God, he was hot. He wanted this worse than any woman ever wanted a cock.

She stepped up behind him and spread his cheeks. She pushed the tip of her dick into his crack.

He jerked and froze.

“Relax.”

He tried, and it was enough, because her dick started sliding further into him.

“Oh, God!” he whispered. He could feel the raised veins. He could feel the head of the dick. And finally he felt the balls touch his balls.

She began to fuck him. Tenderly, but decisively. He melted under her thrusts. He gave way and started sobbing. This was what he wanted. this was what he needed. He was in charge of the world, but he needed to submit to someone, to a strong woman, to his wife.

Josie, meanwhile, felt him melt, and she felt power coming into her. She felt strong and assertive, like she was in charge.

And she said, “Cum, bitch.”

That was all it took. The ramming of the dong, the hold of her hands on his hips, the way he was giving up…he felt a different kind of cum assail him. Like when he got drained, but a hundred times more powerful. His hips started to twitch and his arms gave way. He went face down and she held his hips up and scoured him with her dick.

He cried, and gave up, and the orgasm picked him up, opened him up, and made him see life the way it was supposed to be.

A large pool of cum drained onto the bed beneath his dick.

Josie stepped back and nodded. “Okay, honey, you’re mine.”

He snuffled and turned around and sat on the bed and faced her. Then he collapsed into her arms, his tears wetting her chest, and he knew this was the way it was supposed to be.

END
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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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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

‘Feminization Cures Cancer!’

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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