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PART ONE

“A whole month?”

“Sorry, hon. But the London office is in trouble, and I’ve got direct orders from on high. ‘Go fix those sons of bitches!’”

We chuckled at that. The boss of her company could be pretty hard nose in his demands. But he pays well, and Sara loves the work, and she really likes being hard nosed and in charge herself, so…a month.

Which was fine with me. While the pussy’s away the cock will play, if you get what I mean.

“So what are you going to do for a month.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Watch a little porn. Drink some bourbon. And then I might watch a little porn and drink some bourbon. And then I might wa—“

“All right!” Sara laughed.

“Well, you can’t blame me. The sexiest woman in the world leaves me…what am I supposed to do?”

“Keep yourself pure. Eight hours of zen meditation every day. Eight hours in the hair shirt, whipping yourself. Eight hours of…

“And then can I watch porn and drink bourbon?”

“Honey, I leave tomorrow, and I am going to give you so much pussy, and so much bourbon, that you won’t want to even think about booze and sex for the whole month.”

“Ha!” I yelped. “Ha! Yes! When do we start?”

“Right now. Now go get the bourbon and I’ll make myself desirable.”

I sprinted for the kitchen.  Yes, sprinted. When a woman as beautiful and bounteous and curvaceous and beautiful as my wife offers me booze and sex…I acquiesce.

And who wouldn’t? Five foot six, blonde, 36-24-36, and loves to suck cock. Man, I was off for that kitchen like a shot.

Humming, I got down the Kentucky Owl Straight Bourbon, $300 a bottle, and worth every penny. It’s a small batch bourbon and tastes like caramel and vanilla and oak.

I put ice in two glasses, half bourbon and half Coke, and here you might be wondering why I would ruin a delightful bourbon with canned cola. Because I like to make it last. That is the sole reason. So sue me.

I toted the drinks down the hallway, and yelled out, “Knock knock! Mail man here. Got a special delivery!”

I entered the bedroom and Sara was laying like an odalisque. Sheer nightgown, a half bra under the negligee exposing and making bulge her incredible bosoms. And her erect nipples.

My tongue hung and I almost dropped the bourbon.

“Come here, ‘post’ man, and put your package in my box.”

“Oh, Lordie, lady. I forbid you to go to London.”

“Eek! I’m being held prisioner by a sex maniac!”

“And no one to rescue you,” I leered.

“Who wants to be rescued?” she quipped. “I want to know if you have six brothers?”

I approached the bed and she giggled and sat up. I handed her the bourbon and she sipped. “Ah, the good stuff. Coke.”

“Argh!”

“Just kidding,” and she handed the glass back to me.

“Not drinking?”

“Just a sip here and there. I still have to pack. However, you are going to drink and drink and drink. And just when you think you can drink no more…we’re going to fuck and fuck and fuck.”

I frowned.

“What?”

“There’s only one thing wrong with that scenario…not that I’m complaining, mind you.”

“Oh, never. But go ahead and ruin my night.”

“Well, it’s just that you know that if I drink too much I can’t cum.”

Her eyebrows furrowed briefly, then she smiled and the world became light and golden. “So we won’t have you drink that much. Now take a good gulp and get down on your knees and commit cunnilingus.”

I grinned. I took a big gulp, and I did as requested. I knelt next tot the bed and spread her legs and moved my mouth forward.

She was ambrosia, even better than my $300 whiskey, and I spent a long time licking and slurping. I put my mouth around her clitoris and nibbled until she was trying to push my head away.

“Make me cum or get away!” she cried.

I had my hands under her legs and I had a death grip. I kept gobbling, and she stopped trying to push me away and leaned forward and hugged my head. I could feel here massive tits on the top of my scalp.

“Oh, God!” she whimpered. Holding on as the first shudders began to rip through her body.

I, of course, feeling the rush of an orgasm beginning, doubled my effort. I pushed my face in and French kissed her pussy. I got my arms unentangled and reached up and grabbed her boobs. Within seconds she was arching her back, pumping her hips, and moaning mightily.

Then, the first round over, she did managed to push me away. “Oh, you motherfucker,” she breathed.

“Yes, mommy?”

She giggled, pushed me away and got up. “Drink. When you finish a glass I’ll let you do me again.”

Dutifully, I sipped madly, while she wandered around the room and began packing her bags.

Several hours later I realized her nefarious scheme. I was balls deep, rutting like a Tasmanian devil, and I couldn’t cum.

“Oh, you bitch!” I moaned, my stiff rod scouring her depths. “You got me too drunk.”

“Oh…fuck!” she pounded on my back with her little fists. “Fuck! Of course I did! When you can’t cum I get extra attention.”

“But it’s a whole month! I can’t wait! I won’t survive!”

“Who cares as long as I get what I want!”

“Oh, you bitch!”

“AH…AH…YES…!” She monkey hugged me, didn’t let me go, kept her pussy pressed hard against me.

More drinks. More sex. Her bags were packed and she carried them out to the car herself. I, unfortunately, couldn’t walk.

Oh. I tried. I stepped out of bed and fell on the floor. Laughing, I rolled over on my back. My cock, which still hadn’t and definitely cum this night pointe towards the ceiling.

Laughing, relatively sober, she lowered herself on me once again.

“Make me cum again,” and she bounced up and down on me.

Slices of images…hysterical laughter…her holding my face and putting lipstick on my lips.

“It’s lipstain, honey. Should last the whole month.”

“Cool!” I slobbered, the world dancing around me and my insides feeling like a carousel.

More slices of the world gone crazy…clothes…alcohol…and…then…I…

Snore.

Oblivion is a wonderful thing. It makes you not know that your head  is pounding like a blacksmith’s hammer. It doesn’t let you know that the world is spinning like an out of control top. It hides the fact that your belly is threatening to turn inside out.

Unfortunately, oblivion doesn’t last long. No matter how bad a person you’ve been, no matter how much alcohol you’ve drunk, oblivion ends and the sad truth reasserts itself.

I was on my back on the floor. Somebody was groaning in pain, and it was me. My head felt like somebody was throwing thunderbolts through my ears, right through the grey matter and out the other side. I watched the ceiling nose dive and end up under me, then over me. I felt…I felt….GAH! I struggled to my feet and headed for the bathroom, which was a journey in itself. The walls threatened to fly at me and smack me. I felt like my feet were running on the ceiling, the wall, the floor, the…and I held my twisting belly and struck the bathroom door on the way through, and then I was down on my knees and wondering why this gossamer stuff was all over me. And why was my hair hanging down?

I felt my stomach go through the rapids, and the bowl filled up.

After an hour I found myself sitting on the bathroom floor, leaning over the toilet. My hair hanging in the…my hair? How had my hair gotten so long?

I straightened up, and looked at myself. I was wearing Sara’s nightgown. And her…her bra? What the fuck? And she had put a pair of breast forms in it. And the memories rolled over me.

Holy fuck! What a night! I had drunk and drunk, imbibed endless amounts of bourbon, and that bitch, she had not. And she had deliberately gotten me to the point where I couldn’t cum…so she could use my poor dick again and again and again…and…I had a month of waiting. Totally hornicized, before she came back and gave me relief.

So realizing, I looked down, and the sight I saw caused my whole body to jerk.

She had put the chastity tube on me!

Oh…fucking…no! She couldn’t have! Not after fucking me until I was in this…this horny state!

I staggered to my feet, weaved about, and examined my body. I was wearing her negligee, and the boobs, and my cock was locked, and…and…I looked in the mirror, and nearly fainted.

She had painted my lips a bright red.

Bright red, my favorite, sexy color…but on her! Not me!

I staggered out of the bathroom, across the room, and fell into bed.

Dully, I actually thought that it would be all right, that she had left a key somewhere, that it was all a joke. then I drifted off to sleep.

I think I dreamed. Sexy women dancing around me and laughing. Pointing at me and chanting, “You can’t cum! You can’t cum!”

And then I didn’t dream. And then I was aware that I was awake.

I wasn’t sober, yet, but I was not feeling the pain of the hangover.

I moved a hand. No pain. Good start.

I moved a foot. Yep. Everything working.

I rolled over. Hair in my eyes. Long hair. What the fuck? Then memories began zooping in on me.

Drunken revelry. Laughing and dancing, and more fucking than I could do in a month. All in one night.

But, of course, the bitch had doused me with liquor and used me for a fuck stick. So I hadn’t cum, I had a big old rod sticking out and…except I didn’t.

I reached a hand under my body and felt myself. Oh, crap. It was the metal one. Not a plastic one, which I could just break. This one was expensive, hard metal, an inset lock. And then I started to wonder if she had left a key. I mean, she couldn’t have just taken the key with her? Could she? That would be cruel and unusual…and then I thought what i was wearing, and my long hair. What was up with that?”

I sat up, groaned a bit, but the major effects of the hangover were over. I felt my head. I looked at the long hair. It was a wig. Okay. I could get this off. Hell, I could cut it off. No problem. But the dick cage, that was a problem. And the problem was beginning to hurt. I had to pee.

Oh, fuck.

I got out of bed, experienced a surge of dizziness, then headed for the head. I walked into the bathroom, the long hair hanging on my head, and so I missed seeing myself in the mirror.

I placed one hand on the wall, leaned forward and grabbed for my dick, and missed. Oh, the damned chastity device. I was going to have to sit down for a month.

I sat, lifting up the negligee so it wouldn’t end up in the toilet, and leaned forward a little.

I had breasts. And I felt them. She had given me nice ones, but…it felt like they were glued on. She had never done that to him. Sure, they’d played a bit of role reversal, but never with glue on the boobs. And he had never woken up with long hair and…and a chastity tube in place.

What was that woman doing to him?

The pee trickled out, made a tinkling sound. Usually I stood and sprayed, like a fire hose, and the sound was a healthy splash.

Fuck. I was going to have to sit like a woman for a month.

I finished, shook the tube a bit, and stood up. I flushed the handle, then, to see what the wig looked like, I stepped over to the mirror, and he froze. My eyes bulged. My heart stopped. And I remembered.

My lips were bright red. The sexy red I loved so much…but on her. Not on me! Even in role playing we had never…she had never….

I turned on the hot water and scooped a hand under the stream and brought it to my mouth. I scrubbed thoroughly, raised my head, and the lipstick was still there! And there wasn’t even a mark on my hand!

What kind of lipstick was this?

Looking at my hand, feeling my lips, I walked out of the bathroom. Maybe I could use alcohol, or the peroxide crap. Maybe…I saw the tube standing up on her vanity table. She had used it on me, then just put it down. I picked it up and examined the label.

Maybelline SuperStay Matte Ink Lip Color.

I went down the hall to the computer room. I glanced at myself in the mirror, and then stopped and just looked at my lips.

Hunh. They were kind of sexy. But…but I couldn’t wear lipstick.  Or lipstain, or whatever this was. People would laugh, and I would be housebound until it wore off. But they were kind of sexy. I made a kissy pose, tried to ignore my male looks.

I pulled my hair around my face, covered my jawline, and I did look sort of feminine. With the beginnings of a beard.

I shrugged in disgust and continued to the computer room.

I looked up lip stain. Stayed on a day or so. Okay, I could handle that. Just keep myself locked up for a day.

Sitting in front of the computer I realized something. I was still wearing the negligee. And the tits. Of course, the tits. I tried to lift one of the boobs off my chest and, yep, glue.

That be-yotch!

And, finally, I did the thing that I should have done sooner. I picked up my cell phone and hit the one.

“Morgan! My one, true love!” Her voice was sweet, ripped me into shreds just to hear it. “Have you found your little surprises?”

“You mean the wig and the boobs and the lipstain?”

“Aren’t they wonderful? You’re going to have such a sexy month. You won’t have me, but you’ll have the next best thing…you.”

“Uh, yeah. But…I need the key.”

“What key? Oh, that key? Oh, now where did I put that pesky key?”

“Come on, honey. I need a little relief. After what you did to me last night, I am desperate. My cock is oozing pre-cum, and it’s trying to get out and…it’s frustrating!”

“Oh, goodie. Just think how great it will feel in a month.”

“Honey…”

“Or maybe two months.”

I went very quiet.

“I could talk the boss into leaving me here for an extra month. Even two extra months. Would you like that? To be chaste for three months? Oh, you would be crawling up the walls and across the ceilings. And I could send you sexy pictures every day. Sexting it’s called. Me in the buff, spreading my legs and showing you my hungry pussy, holding my tits, maybe even hiring some gigolo to eat me or fuck me.”

“Honey?” My voice held a desperate whine.

“I’m just kidding. I would never let another eat me. Maybe fuck me. But not eat me!”

I whimpered, “This really isn’t that funny!”

“But, Morgan…it is funny! I’ve been reading up on porn, I wondered why you liked it so much, then I found out that there are so many things you can do to a man, and almost anything you can do will be sexy. Man’s brains are just wired that way. You say catfood and he thinks pussy. You say Mt. Rushmore and he’s thinking boobs. So, honey, for the next month, hopefully it’s only a month, I am going to be sending you instructions, and I want you to follow my instructions.”

“I’m going to cut this chastity thing off.”

“That’s the metal one. Good luck with that.”

“Okay, I’ll…I’ll go to a blacksmith.”

“No, you won’t. It would just be too embarrassing.”

“But…Sara…you’ve got to let me loose!”

“Nope. Now, I want you to put on my garters and some nylons. No, wait. I need you to get rid of your ugly hair. Then get dressed again, and with the garter and the nylons. Ooh! Isn’t this fun?”

“But…I…no!”

She pouted over the phone. I know. How can you see a pout over the phone? But there was just this attitude that transmitted through the air.

“If you don’t do this for me then…then I won’t bring the key home. I’ll leave it in a drawer in the London office. The next person who uses that desk will wonder what that key is for, and finally throw it away.”

“You won’t do that.”

Silence.

Then: “No, I wouldn’t. I like your cock too much. But I would come home and refuse to let you out until you have done everything I say. That would be like adding a month to your sentence.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Oh, yes, that I would.”

We were both silent for a minute, and then she delivered the coup de grâce. “Morgan, I’m having fun with this, and I think you will, too. And if you do this for me…”             

“What.”

“I’ll buy you an Atom.”

Oh, deadly silence on my end, and all my thoughts suddenly turned upside down.

“An Atom.”

“You’ve wanted one for years, and I could probably pick one up over here and ship it home.”

My mind raced…about as fast as an Atom.

The Ariel Atom, a two seater race car built for the street. A ridiculous luxury, and it makes the grown up boy lust almost as hard as he would for pussy.

“The whole thing?” I could hardly breath.

“From tail pipe to 60 MPH in less than three seconds.”

“Red and black?”

“As red as my lips. Or…” she giggled, “…yours. And as black as a raven in a coal mine at midnight.

“An Atom,” I breathed. “But that’s going to be your whole Christmas bonus!”

“Maybe you fucked me that good last night.”

“Holy…”

“So do we have a deal?”

I didn’t even have to think. “Fuck, yes!”

“Then you follow my instructions, I will email them to you as the whim permits, and you send me back pictures. If you do everything I say…it’s an Atom for Christmas.”

“Oh, honey. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me, yet, slick. The month has just begun. And I intend to make you jump through hoops, and you are going to be so horny you think your dick will explode. Baby, when I’m through with you you are going to be cumming in your pants every single day!”

“Bring it on, bitch,” I said happily.

And she said, “I will.”

Okay. I can do this. I thought, hanging up the phone. And the game was on.

Ten minutes later I received my first official instructions. Nair, garters, nylons, put on a dress and go buy some high heels.

What! screeched my mind. Buy high heels? I would have to leave the house! And I would be looking like a woman!

I almost called Sara to complain, but I didn’t. I had a vision of a red race car in my cranium. I had to do this.

So, I hopped in the shower. Scrub a dub dub, and watched my curlies go down the drain.

Okay. Naked. Really naked. Like no hairs but my eyebrows and wig. I pulled up a pair of panties. Nice and tight. Stretchy, but perfect for holding a caged cock. And that was one good thing. Wearing the cock cage I wouldn’t have my prick pushing a dress out.

I put on the garter belt, unrolled the nylons onto my legs, and headed for the closet.

Sara had lots of clothes. I had always wondered why, but now it was working to my benefit. I went through the clothes, holding them in front of myself, and picturing how I would look.

And I wasn’t happy.

Now, truth, I wasn’t a woman, and I didn’t look like a woman, and I didn’t understand one simple factor…I didn’t look lilke a woman in my mind.

If I had understood that, that the whole thing is all in the mind, I would have gone right to a dress.

But, suffering ill self image, I grabbed sweat pants and sweat shirt, and a bulky jacket, and headed out the door.

And, being even more clever, I zooped down to Sunset Blvd and a Goodwill Store.

Zingo bingo. I would be able to walk into a store where there were a lot of freaks, and one more freak in Hollywood isn’t a big deal. And I could take my time, try on some shoes, and find some worn and comfortable high heels.

And that’s what I did. Nobody looked at me a second time, and I picked out a pair of two inch pumps. Nice and comfy for the man about town. In this town.

I went home and took a picture of myself, and sent it off.

Grinning, pleased with myself, I thought I had this whole thing figured out. I would simply haunt the Goodwill, and make it through the month. Wasn’t I clever?

Well, I wasn’t. And Sara soon let me know.

‘Wonderful. Thank you. And do you really think you’re going to get away with going to the Goodwill to be a woman? HAH! Instructions will follow.’

Oh, crap. Misgivings filled my head, and I waited the next instructions with a bit of fear in my heart.

An hour later…DING! The computer let me know I had a message. I opened it up a bit apprehensively.

‘You have an appointment tomorrow at nine o’clock at the Chaz Dean Studio. Plan to spend all day. Your date will pick you up at 6. He will bring you a present, and you MUST wear it.’

Chaz Dean? Oh, fuck! He was a top of the line celebrity stylist. And what was this date thing? And a present? Oh, geez! What had I gotten myself into?

With shaking hands I poured myself a drink. Then I went in and watched some porn. I had to get my mind off this. What was Sara going to do to me? What was Chaz Dean going to do? And this date thing? What was going to happen to me.

Well, whatever Sara had planned, I was going to have to do it. I had an Atom to win.

I showed up at the Dean Studio at 10 to 9. I was nervous, finding it hard to breath, and…my damned cock was going crazy inside my cage. It kept pushing out and trying to get loose.

Fat chance.

I waited in my car until a fashionable, little peach unlocked the front door, then I sauntered across the parking lot and entered.

It was cool inside, and quite fashionable. There were pictures of celebrities, a hallway that led back to working rooms, and the little peach.

“Hi!” she chirped cheerfully. “You must be Morgan.”

“I am.” I looked around fearfully.

“I’m Leslie, You are going to have so much fun. I received your wife’s instructions, and…you’re going to have fun!”

“Oh.”

“Come on, cheer up. It’s going to happen, so you might as well relax and enjoy.”

“Okay.” Might as well ask a priest not to pray.

“Come this way and we’ll get you started. I want to finish everything before the doctor gets here.”

“Doctor?”

She giggled as she led the way down the hall. “She said you didn’t know, and that I shouldn’t tell you. Did you really agree to do anything she said?”

“I did.”

“Wow. You’re brave. Right in here.”

The room was small, but equipped with every beauty tool known to man. Curlers, dryers, rolling tables with finger polishes and fake nails and everything. The shelves had shiny, little boxes of hair dye. The counters had scissors and razors.

I sat down and she pulled a white cloth over me. “We’re going to start with the hair. Okay doke?”

“Donkey,” I said, and she giggled again.

She tilted me back and undid my wig, and washed my hair. And trimmed it. Then she mixed in some stuff and I figured she was extra washing it, but she was really dying it. I wouldn’t know it until she was done, but I was now a dirty blonde.

Then she stuck my head under a big dryer and began doing my nails.

My nails?

Yes. My nails. And not just my fingernails. She took off my shoes and painted my tootsies. Then she shaped my fingernails and began gluing fakes on. And, finally, she began to paint my fingernails.

I sat under the dryer, and my mind was going crazy. What was going on? I figured I would have to wear a dress or something. But this…this was a complete make over!

My hands done, she took the dryer off and started putting extensions on me.

By now I had an idea that my hair had changed color. I caught my reflection in a side mirror as she spun me this way and that. I saw the blonde, and caught my breath, but…in for a penny and in for a pound.

Finally, she began to work on my face.

Oh, Lord, my hair stood on end. Her little fingers powdered and rubbed and I knew that my face was changing.

“We’re going to shadow out your masculine lines. When we’re done you are going to be perfectly feminine.”

“Great,” I muttered, and she giggled yet again.

A half hour later I was a girl. In face. And sort of in body. Probably a pretty ugly girl, but that was the canvas Leslie had to work with.

“Okay, a little piercing and we’ll be done.”

“Piercing? I squeaked.”

“Of course, silly. There isn’t a girl alive who isn’t pierced.”

I wanted to object then, but…I couldn’t. I really wanted that Atom. I just hadn’t figured I would have to work that hard to get it.

She gave me two piercings on each ear, and she put in two silvery hoops on each.

Zowie.

Then she pulled out some junk jewelry and put rings on three of my fingers. Big, gaudy rings. Cheap, but…it worked.

Finally, she was done, but I wasn’t.

“I’m going to eat now. Do you want me to bring you back something?”

“Why can’t I go out and eat?”

“The doctor will be here any minute,” she said, and she lowered the chair I was in until it was flat.

“Doctor? Why do I need a doctor?”

She just giggled and patted my forearm, then went out. I didn’t feel like eating. I had a burning pit of excitement in my belly.

After she was gone I looked at the clock over the door. Noon. I watched the clock tick for a long moment, then, at 12:15, the doctor walked in.

“Hi, Morgan. I’m Doctor Johnson. I understand you want to get some vacation boobs.”

My mouth opened in shock.

He set a black bag down on the counter and leaned over me. He opened my shirt and gazed at my fake boobs.

“Hmmm. Sara said big, and I think I can do that. Your chest is of good width, and I brought some extra biggies. We have to watch the skin stretch, but that shouldn’t be a problem.”

“What are vacation boobs, Doc?”

“Temporary. Lasts a month or six weeks. We inject a solution into your chest. Wonderful stuff.”

I thought of Atoms. I pictured Atoms. I had to have an Atom. I was going to have an Atom.

“Okay, let’s take this off…” he unfastened the bra, which had the clasp in the front, and put the ends to the sides. He used a solution to dissolve the glue, and suddenly I was flat again.

But, not for long.

He took a set of syringes out of his bag and set them on a small rolling table. He placed a couple of canisters on the table. He began to suck fluid out of the canisters and into the syringes, and he began giving me shots.

“Hmm, Tumdy tmmm.” He hummed and put needles in my chest in a circle around my pectorals. He kept pressing the little plungers, refilling them, and squirting more and more fluid into my chest.

Amazed, I watched as my chest grew. Slowly. Just a pair of humps. Then a pair of bumps. Then the bumps began to get larger and larger.

“You’ll find that these hold up well, you can treat them like the real thing. I can always give you more permanent boobs, should you wish.

I gulped.

Then the big bumps became mounds. Larger and larger.

Leslie came back from lunch, and I was now double Ds. Or bigger, and still the doctor injected and injected. Finally, at about two c’clock, he was done. And I was really done.

He fastened the bra clasp. “You want to wear a bra always. You don’t have the musculature to support the weight, so you need a bra. Understood?”

“I do,” I whispered, staring down at the huge mountains I was suddenly blessed with.

“Okay, then. All done.” To me: “Your wife will get my bill,” to Leslie: “have a great day, young lady,” and he was gone.

And I was done.

I was a woman in shape and feature, I had monstrous boobs, and…and I had a date that evening.

I almost fainted right then.


PART TWO

Wearing boobs, real boobs, after a lifetime of being flat, was insane. Now the bra had something to hold, and I really needed that bra. If not for the bra my skin would have sagged wa-a-a-y down. I would have had hangers in the worst sense of the word.

And, it really messed with my sense of balance. I got up and staggered and Leslie grabbed my arm and…squeezed one of my tits.

“Hey!” I yelped. I could really feel her hand! And I could feel my nipple under her palm.

She giggled. She certainly was a giggler. “Sorry, I just couldn’t resist. Stand over there and let me take a picture.”

“But I don’t have a shirt on.”

“That’s okay. Your wife wants a picture before we put you in a dress.”

Glumly, I posed, and she snapped a few and sent them.

“Okay, are you ready?”

“For what?”

“We’re going shopping!”

“Shopping?”

“Of course! You don’t want to be a dowdy, old plain Jane, do you?”

“I want to hide and never see the light of day.”

Once again with that giggle.

“Silly. Sara told me to take you shopping and get you a few outfits. Some real high heels, stuff that show off your new boobs, things like that.”

“Oh.”

I was dizzy, felt like I had tried to crawl under a steam roller.

We went out to my car and I got to experience driving with boobs.

I mean, they were big!

And I was excruciatingly aware of them as I turned the wheel. Big honkers getting in the way. How did women do it? Even the simple things in life were…awkward!

We went to, of all places the Beverly Center. Acres of high end shops. A zillion people walking around, and every last one of them stopped, turned their heads, and stared at me.

Leslie just pulled on my hand and we went in and out.

The good news was that Leslie knew about the deal between Sara and I. So I wasn’t totally embarrassed when she would say to a clerk: “His wife is going to buy him a race car if he dresses like a woman!”

The reactions to this were varied. Some clerks snickered. Some got on board and made suggestions and were all excited.

And some. were like, meh! So what.

Or, I figured it out in my head: another guy that’s into kink!

So I went into store after store. I ended up carrying big bags with underwear, dresses, cosmetics, and…high heels.

Thank God we bought them last, because Leslie insisted on me wearing them, and I tottered out of the store like a giraffe on rubber stilts. I mean, I waggled this way and warbled that way. My ankles felt like somebody had put silly putty in them. I almost fell down a hundred times.

And, by now I actually had people following me around! People overheard of my deal with my wife in stores, and they followed around, even made suggestions, and there was all sorts of laughs and cheers.

I, of course, felt like an inch tall. I could have pogo sticked under a cat’s belly and not touched a hair.

And my face, it was permanently red. It was so red you couldn’t tell where my lipstick started and stopped.

But, like oblivion, all bad things must come to an end. It was about five o’clock when we staggered out of the mall and pushed all the purchases into my trunk and backseat.

Man, that was a lot of swag!

I dropped Leslie off at the studio and headed back for the house. I was tired, and it was almost time for my date.

My date. What the hell had Sara done to me? She knew a lot of people, and I was afraid. I figured she had called one of her gay friends, and I was going to have to put up with a man holding my hand, squiring me around.

Or maybe it was actually a manly man! Oh, God. Gay was bad enough, but a guy who got hard at the sight of me? Oh, crap!

But, when the doorbell rang at six o’clock I got the surprise of my life. It was an actual porn star! A female porn star! One of the women I had actually whacked off to on the net!

Her name was Lotta Boobs. I’m not kidding. And I opened the door and my jaw dropped.

Boobs bigger than mine. A dress that showed off pulchritude by the acre, and which I could never hope to wear. Lips that had sucked more cocks than Carter had liver pills. A pussy, showing right through her skin tight outfit in a perfectly outlined monkey knuckle, that had been plumbed by the biggest cocks in porn.

She grinned at my reaction, let me gawk for a second, and blather, then she reached in, grabbed my hand, and pulled. “Come on, beautiful. Let’s go fuck!”

She dragged me down the steps, and I kept almost falling on my heels, and then she pushed me into the back of a limo. She crawled into the back, snuggled up against me, and told the driver to get the lead out.

As the car pulled out of the drive she cooed to me: “You’re really going to get a race car for this?”

I nodded.

“Wow! You must have a really big set of balls.”

She reached down and snaked a hand under my dress. I tried to push her hand away, but she was quick and knew where she was going.               “Wow! They are big! And that chastity thing. Oh, brother…no, your name is Morgan…oh, Morgan, when I get done with you your nuts are going to feel like popping. I mean exploding, not just cumming.” She giggled, and massaged my balls. Inside the tube my cock felt like it was a foot wide and being squeezed through a one inch pipe. I mean, it hurt!

But she didn’t let up. She took the look of anguish on my face for victory, and celebrated all over again. Suddenly the limo stopped. Before the driver could get out and open a door the door opened. And another girl crawled into the back seat.

OhmyGod! Another porn star! Her name was Lovely Box! She was even bigger in the chest than Lotta. She was older to the business, and she had fucked and sucked many more men and women than Lotta.

“Hi, Lotta! This is the goof, eh?”

Lotta had her hand still under my dress, and Lovely took this as an invitation. She reached under and they fought for my balls, then each one had one.

“Oh, he’s horny. You feel how full this sucker is?”

I was faint as they palpated and fondled my balls.

“Too bad his cock is locked. It looks like a good one.”

“He’s gonna get a race car if he survives tonight.”

“Really?”

“A month,” I gasped. I have to be a woman for a month.”

“Really? Wow! I don’t think you’ll make it.”

I was gulping and my body was jerking and Lotta moved her free hand to my breasts. Lovely duplicated her and grabbed my other breast. As the car rolled down the street they pulled on and twisted my balls and felt my new tits.

“These are great tits. And they’re only vacation boobs?”

“Yes,” I gurked. I was finding it hard to do much more than make gargling sounds.

Then Lotta said, “You take his boobs.”

My dress was low cut, a crossover, and Lovely pulled the material apart and dove in to suck my nipples. My boobs were in a half bra, and she had no trouble at all.

Meanwhile, Lotta had lifted my dress and was sucking on my balls. She was on her knees in the limo, and her hands were under my buns. She lifted and squeezed as she moved my balls around in her mouth like they were ben wah balls.

I was groaning. My cock felt like it was trying to squeeze through a keyhole. This went on for long minutes, a couple of miles, through stop lights and turns, then the car bumped over the lip of a driveway. The girls heads popped up and they looked around.

“We’re here!” chortled Lotta.

Here was Charley Coyote’s, the absolute top when it came to crazy nightclubs.

The chauffeur got out and opened the door and Lovely got out, followed by me, with Lotta’s hands holding my balls for me, and then Lotta.

Man, heads turned. People stopped and stared.

“Straighten your dress, Morgan, and try to look like you know how to fuck.”

Lotta laughed at Lovely’s advice, then hooked her arm into mine. Lovely took my other arm.

We crossed the parking lot, three gorgeous women, with me in the center. Cameras began to flash, and several men came up and tried to engage us in conversation. A couple of them recognized Lotta and Lovely.

“Can I have your autograph?” asked one fellow.

Another held up his camera and asked for a selfie.

Lotta signed her name on the first fellow’s ass with eyeliner. Ahe just pulled his pants down a little and started scribbling, and he was totally pleased with that. He even got a picture of his half exposed ass and Lotta slapping it. Then he stood between Lotta and I, with Lovely on my other side, and a friend snapped some more quick shots.

Then the other fellow, and Lotta and Lovely each kissed a cheek as his picture was snapped.

Then, oh, God, somebody asked me for a picture.

“I’m not anybody,” I blurted.

“Oh, yes you are,” grinned the girls, and they took my arms and we posed.

Finally, I was redder than a cherry, we made it past the line and into the club.

It was slammin’ in there. The bar was packed, waiters ran out to the patio, waitresses served drinks to the tables inside, and Lotta called to one of the girls. “Is Charley here?”

Oh, God! She actually knew the owner of Charley Coyote’s!

“Who’s asking?” shouted the girl over the uproar and the music.

“Lotta Boobs.”

“Really?” the waitress raised an eyebrow.

“Yes.”

“We’ve got your table over here, Miss Boobs!”

She led us to a table right in the center of the room. Right in front of the parquet dance floor. A bright light shone down on the table, and the girls pushed me into a chair, then sat down.

“Bourbon and Coke for our friend,” stated Lovely. “I’ll take a ginger ale, and…Lotta?”

“A Coke for me.”

“You aren’t drinking?” I asked.

“Nah. We’re working girls. It’s harder than shit to shoot porn with your head slamming. But you can drink for us. That okay with you?”

I nodded and they laughed. It was obvious I needed a drink.

Two minutes later out drinks arrived, and I dove into my Coke High with delight. Lotta and Lovely sipped, and the crowd swirled, and people kept coming up and asking for pictures. And, like as not, not knowing their porn, they even wanted me in the pictures. And the girls made sure I complied.

Then Charley Coyote, the man himself, actually stepped up to the table. He was a dapepr fellow with a happy grin, and he pulled up a seat and chatted for a while—he seemed to know the girls, and they talked of common friends. Then he excused himself, kissed their cheeks, and shook my hand…with a wink. He knew what I was.

Then Lotta handed me her cell phone.

“Hey, hon! how’s the date?” Sara’s laughing face looked at me.

“Oh,  my God!” I blurted. “I…I…”

“I can hardly hear you, but it looks like you’re dazed and confused. That’s good. Are you going to get that Atom?”

“Yes!” I yelled over the crowd noise.

“Good, but get ready, it’s going to get worse!”

“What?” I heard her, but I was scared that I had heard her.

“I gave Lotta special instructions, and…and we’ll see if you survive the night.”

“Special…”

But it was too late. The connection failed and I was left looking at a blank screen. I handed the phone back to Lotta. I had to lean in and talk loud in her ear. “She said you have some kind of special instructions.”

She leaned in and spoke into my ear. Her lips were touching my ear, and it was almost as hot as when she had had my balls in her mouth.

“You must dance with ten men, and then we will give you your big surprise?”

“What kind of a surprise?” My lips were against her ear, and it was like kissing.

“Ten men and you’ll find out. And it’s okay if you get a little drunk to do it.”

Oh, God. Ten men. I wasn’t much for dancing, though I wasn’t loath to press my male body against a female body for a while, but…to dance with a man?

Lotta was watching my expression as I thought through this. She gave a laugh, “Don’t worry. It won’t make you gay. Unless maybe you’re already a little gay. How about it, Morgan, are you a gay boy?”

I shook my head vehemently and she laughed some more. Then, my worse nightmare came true.

A handsome, young fellow came up to the table. He was a little shy, but it was obvious that his friends, at a nearby table, had egged him on.

“Miss…uh…Boobs?” To say that alone must have taken a lot of courage. “Is it possible…could you dance with me?”

His voice was rising at the end, but it wasn’t too bad.

“Honey, if you dance with my friend here, I’ll take you in the back and suck on your hog until the little piglets run free.”

His eyes opened wide. His mouth worked up and down.

Lotta pushed me. “Go on. This is your first. I’ll have a drink ready for you.”

I wanted to run screaming out of the nightclub. My mind was shrieking like a screaming meemy.

He stepped up to me and raised a hand. Behind me, snickering, Lovely pushed my tush and I staggered in his arms. Boobs first.

He held me, and my tits were tight against his chest. He moved me the step out onto the parquet and…I danced.

The weird thing was that I had to figure out how not to lead, and to do it within a half a second.

He turned me slowly, and I actually felt his cock in his pants.

Oh, fuck!

And then he pulled me tighter. “Thank you for dancing with me,” he said into my ear. His breath was warm, and I was even more freaked out.

“Okay,” I blurted. In the roar of the crowd he couldn’t hear that my voice was a little deep.

Slowly, we moved in a circle, shuffling a bit, around the floor. At one point he was holding me, hugging me, actually, and I could feel him making faces at his table of friends.

Finally, we were back at the table and he thanked me and I sat down. Lotta popped up, grabbed his hand, and pulled him through the crowd. They were heading right for the rest room, and I knew he was about to get his real reward. Lotta was about to do the lip dance on his cock.

On the table in front of me were two drinks. I tossed one back in a gulp, the whole thing. As the cold hit the bottom of my gullet, and started a roaring fire, I felt the booze lift the top of my skull off. I picked up the second glass and started sipping.

Lovely, next to me, finished tapping her phone, and said, “There, I just sent the video to Sara.”

“What??” I squeaked, but she just laughed.

Lotta came back with the kid. He looked dazed, a big grin across his face, and she whispered into his ear. He was smiling, then he wasn’t, and he was looking at me. Then Lotta talked some more, and he started grinning again. It wasn’t as big a smile, but she had salvaged something out of the fact that he now knew I was a man.

He knew I was a man. I knew it. It was in his eyes, and in Lotta’s eyes when she sat down.

“We‘re going to see some action now,” she muttered.

“Did you really blow him?”

She opened her mouth and there was a trace of semen on her tongue.

Then a tap on my shoulder. It was another of the boys from the table.

I stood up, and realized something. The first one knew, but the others didn’t. They still thought I was a woman. And…there was something delicious in that thought. They way they looked at me. The tentative way they talked, and then moved to take me in their arms. They didn’t know, and I could carry this off, and…and, oh, fuck…it was fun!

He danced me around the room, and I felt his cock pressed against me, and he put hand on my boob. Right on my boob, brazen as the sun at noon. Then I was deposited, and he was gone.

I didn’t even have a chance to sit down, and the third boy was at my side, asking for a dance. I took a quick sip, and stepped back out on the dance floor.

This one was even more forward. The music was a little faster, but he held me tight and snaked a hand up the front of my chest and felt me. And he looked me dead in the eye while he did it.

And, as he had his shabby way with me, I glanced at the table where the boys were gathered. The first one was talking up a storm. And the one that had danced with me was sitting back all proud and happy.

And I knew that this one was going to brag about feeling my tits.

I was face to face with the crude behavior of horny men. It was a slap in the face, a bucket of ice water poured over my head. And a tweak to my cock.

I was just an object, a sex object to be felt up and bragged about.

And the only reason I didn’t punch the boy currently feeling my breasts was that…I wanted an Atom.

I would do anything for a race car. I loved to drive fast. I…had to do it. Let them feel me up. Let them grope me. They had their shabby, little lives to lead, and I would be driving the coolest car this side of a race track.

So I danced dance after dance. A couple of them twice, and I gulped bourbon and Coke in between, and the countdown came to an end.

“Okay, baby,” grinned Lotta. “That’s ten. You ready for your reward?”

“Sure,” I slurred. Mind you, I wasn’t totally drunk, but I was impaired. Much more and I would be drunk. If I stopped now I would be okay, aware enough for whatever my surprise was going to be.

“Okay, but there’s one thing we have to do first.”

The girls stood me up, and I wavered, and they linked arms with mine and walked me to the table of boys.

The boys all stood and sat. Grinning lasciviously. They had had their way with me. I was nothing but boobs on legs and they had treated me like that.

Then Lotta whispered in my ear, and though I was drunk, I got it. I lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties.

For a second it was like there was no music. No sound. Even though the nightclub was rocking. For a moment there was only eight boys, young men who have not grown up, staring at my crotch.

Balls. My big, hairy balls hung down. Sure, there was a chastity tube, too, but it was the balls that got them.

They had danced with a man.

Suddenly, one of the boys turned to the first one who had danced with me, the one who had taken the dare, then found out and talked the others into dancing with me. He swung his fist and popped the guy right in the mouth. Then another one swung a fist, and then we had a real donnybrook going on.

Lotta and Lovely walked me to the front door, and I looked over my shoulder as the bouncers rushed in and threw men aside, grabbed arms, applied joint locks, and started the boys out the back door. It was like a herd of spoiled brats being tossed out on their ears.

And I started giggling.

Not laughing, like a man, but giggling like a girl.

Lotta and Lovely exchanged grins over me, then we were out the front door and heading for the limousine.

The limousine crept slowly up the hillside.

Lotta was pressed against me on one side, and her lips were pressed against mine.

Lovely was down on her knees, my dress was up, and she had my balls in her mouth.

Lotta squeezed my breasts, played with my nipples, and the chauffeur watched his GPS and ignored us in the back.

We pulled up to my house and the girls got out and headed me up the walkway. They held me, made sure I didn’t fall, and we entered the house.

It was quiet. Hollywood might be going crazy, but it was nature quiet up here on the hillside.

I was a little drunk, but not bad. We went back to the bedroom, and they took turns kissing me. One, then the other, pulling me out of each other’s arms and doing their best to out kiss each other.

I was hornier than I had ever been in my life. My cock felt like it was an orange stuffed in a thimble. My balls were bluer than frostbitten toes, and hotter than scorched hotdogs.

They were making love to me. Fucking without the fucking.

It was okay because I had the chastity tube on, and there was no way out. And I knew that this was what Sara wanted.

What better gotcha than to make a man so horny he’s about to explode…and keep him there?

But, I didn’t plan on the nefarious nature of my loving wife. There’s fucking, and then there’s fucking.

We were all three in my big bed, kissing and hugging and feeling each other’s boobs. I even had my fingers in one or the other of them at various times. Then Lovely pushed me back and Lotta got out of the bed. Lovely sat on me, exactly like where her pussy would have engulfed my cock, if my cock had been able to stand up.

I started to look over to where Lotta was doing something next to the bed, but Lovely pushed my cheek back so I was looking up at her.

“Honey, if you get through this next part then I know you’ll make it to the end of the month. You‘ll get your precious Atom, and you can come by and give a working girl a ride some day…but you have to get through the next half hour.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

Lovely smiled, and slid off me.

I looked to the side and Lotta stood there. Lovely face, big boobs, wet snatch, and…and what was that? What was she wear—SHE HAD A DICK!             

My eyes went wide and I leaned over, almost fell off the bed, and looked closely.

It was a dildo, held in place by a strap on. It jutted out and looked me right in the eye.

“What the…”

“That’s right, Morgan. You’re a woman. And if you can do what a woman does, then you’ll be driving that sweet ride come Christmas.”

“You…but…I can’t…”

They waited, Lovely placed her cell phone on the table so it could capture the action, then they moved forward.

I suppose I could have outwrestled them. I could have fought my way out of this predicament.

But…did I want to?

I had danced with men, felt their cocks pressed against me. I was dressed like a woman, and the world had accepted me as such.

And, Sara had played with my asshole a few times. She had put her fingers into me, and once an ice cube.

Could I do this?

For an Atom?

I could.

So though I struggled a little, it was half hearted, and they knew I didn’t mean it.

Lovely grabbed my balls and moved me around. Lotta slapped my ass, and they bullied me onto all fours on the side of the bed.

Lotta had the lube ready, and she slapped it into my asshole and smushed it in.

Oh, God, it felt good.

It felt good to have my tits massaged, as in felt up by horny boys. And it felt good to have fingers massaging my rectum.

Then I felt the tip of the cock pressing against me.

Even then I could have revolted, used my muscles and stopped the scene, but, truth…I was curious. It felt good to have fingers back there, so…why not the real thing? Or, at least a facsimile of the real thing?

She entered me. Lovely crawled around to my front and laid down in front of me, with spread legs. Lotta pushed her cock into me, and my head went down into Lovely’s lovely bush.

Lotta rammed me, and I felt the veins on the plastic peter rub against my canal. My butt nerves began to sing, and my mouth was forced against Lovely’s pussy.

Lotta began to talk to me then. Soft, cooing phrases. “That’s it, honey. It’s good. Take it and like it.”

Lovely was murmuring things, too. “Eat me, handsome. I wish it was your big cock, but I’ll take what I can.”

For about fifteen minutes Lotta fucked me, and my mind was opened and my body became a soft plaything for these wonderful two women.

Then Lovely put the strap on on and fucked me. Long, loving strokes, while Lotta got under me and played with my balls. I began to groan with the pain of the pleasure. I was truly being pushed over the edge. I wanted it, I needed it, and I was getting it, but I wasn’t going to get to cum.

That was the most wondrous night of my life. I was fucked to stupidity and beyond, and when they were done I was a puddle of horny. Just laying there, on my belly, scrunching my butt up and searching for more cock.

But they were done. At least for that night.

And I was certainly…not done.


EPILOGUE

They delivered the Atom on the second of January. It was shiny red and black. I started it up and listened to that wonderful engine roar.

Lotta and Lovely came by to see it, and I gave them rides. I was out of the chastity by then, and they reached over and felt my cock as I drove, but we didn’t fuck. Oh, they were willing, but there was no way I was going to mess up with the most beautiful woman in the world.

And, after I had driven over half of LA and was back home, I was sitting in the living room with Sara and we were sipping drinks, and she asked, “Well? Was it worth it?”

I grinned, and started to tell her how wonderful it was, then I stopped.

“Is that the phone ringing?” I asked.

She looked puzzled. “There’s no phone ringing.”

I leaned over and picked up my cell phone and pretended to answer it. I said, “London? Sure. Okay. I’ll tell her.”

I pretended to hang up the cell and placed it to the side.

Sara had the most wonderful curiosity stamped on her face.

I said, “It was London. They need you back for another month.”

She began to laugh, then she began to take her clothes off.

“Come here, you fucker!”

I did.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Jack cheated. Bad Jack. Let the punishment fit the crime!

Breaking Jack!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

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

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

Too Tough to Feminize

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

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns
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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!
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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
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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
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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

‘Feminized for a Month!’

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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