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PART ONE

“Honey, I want boobs.”

I looked at Jeff, sighed, and said, “You already are a boob.”

“Har de har har. And I’m serious. I want boobs.”

I gave a bigger sigh, and hoped he would do something smart, like give me a million dollars. But, that possibility not likely, I put down my Grace Mansfield book and listened to him.

We were sitting in the living room at the time. Couch on the left, big screen over the fake fireplace, fake logs roasting on a screen in the fireplace. We had finished dinner an hour before, there was nothing on the television (is there ever?), and it was just a quiet night at home.

Quiet until my bozo husband says he wants breasts. I mean…sheesh!

Now don’t get me wrong, Jeff is a wonderful man. He’s not the largest, he’s always been slender and short, my own height, actually, but he is one of the brightest. He works on the internet, and he’s accumulated a pretty good fortune. Enough so that we live a life of ease, party when we want to, and go on vacations, and, well, basically we can do whatever we want.

But…boobs? For a man? Sounds like somebody was trying to have a bright idea.

“Okay, honey. Tell me. Why on earth would you. like to put a chest on that delightful man body?”

“I’ve been doing research, and several points come to mind.”

“And these points are?”

One, woman is ascending. Man is producing less and less testosterone.

Two, societal conventions are lifting and woman are proving themselves equal to men.

Three, I would like to identify with the incoming ruling class. I want to understand them so that I can better assimilate with…with the new rulers.

Four, uh…

He turned a little red, and I knew it was coming. The logical packaging had been presented, but here was the driving motive. “Go ahead,” I encouraged.

“Four…I’ve got a bad case of boob envy.”

Oh, his face was redder than a sunburned beet.

But, here’s the interesting thing, I was suddenly intrigued by the concept.

“Boob envy? What the heck is boob envy?”

“Well,” he forced himself to go blithely on, as if that would hide his face that was the color of Santa Clause’s butt after a spanking. “There used to be this thing called ‘penis envy.’ Freud described it. He said that young girls get very anxious when they realize that they don’t have a penis.

“Young girls…” Dubious is my middle name.

“Go on! Look it up!”

I leaned over and picked up my iPad. “Siri, what is penis envy.”

“I’m sorry, could you repeat that?”

“Siri, penis envy.”

“Something seems to be the matter.”

“Penis…envy…you prick.”

“My feelings are hurt.”

I picked up my cell, and had the same results. So I typed penis envy into Google, bypassed the ads, and shortly had my answer. Young girls get anxious when they realize they don’t have a penis. Freud.

I contemplated Jeff, who was looking smug and vindicated.

“Siri, what is boob envy?”

“I’m sorry. Could you speak more clearly?”

After a few more attempts I typed in boob envy.

‘When small chested girls constantly look at large-chest women.’

“I already looked it up.” Still red-faced, he was grinning.

“This is for girls. Girls who are envious of other girls who are bigger.”

“Oh, so you’re going to pull the prejudice card on me.”

“What?”

“Women can have it but men can’t. That sounds like prejudice to me.”

“That’s not…” I sighed. “You’re really serous about this.”

“Yep.”

I sighed. Seems like I was doing a lot of sighing this night. “Okay. You want boobs.” I lifted my cell and said, “Siri, how do men get boobs.”

Siri told me where a restaurant was, so I typed in the request.

Bingo. Drugs to take. Implants. Creams to massage on the chest. Fake tits on Amazon. And this surprised me.

It surprised me because for Amazon to have such a large and extensive and thorough list referring to men having boobs…somebody had to be requesting the information, which means that men wanted boobs.

Holy heysoos trying to put a rubber on a limp dick.

And it showed on my face.

“What?” asked Jeff.

I shook my head, started to say something, shut my mouth, and held up a finger.

Rarely has Jeff seen me at a loss for words.

I stood up and walked into the kitchen.

“Honey?”

“Just stay there,” I said, motioning him to remain seated.

I went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. Usually I like vodka, but the bourbon was the handiest, and Jeff always buys very expensive stuff, so…I filled a glass with ice cubes, added the bourbon, then washed the thing with Coke. I took a big glug, set the thing down and waited for my breathing to start again.

This bourbon was from somewhere called St. Augustine. It tasted like vanilla, cocoa and maple. Over Coke, of course. And I was going to have to drink more of it.

I took another sip, then made another drink and took it in to Jeff.

He smiled, and imbibed, and we smiled at each other. Over the bourbon.

“Boob envy,” I said.

I stopped smiling. He thought I was going to make fun of him. He thought I was going to ridicule him. But I wasn’t.

I looked at my cell phone again for the results of how a man could enhance his chest. I pulled up foods.

“Okay, if you want tits, we start with the easiest first, and get more complex as we go. First, here are the dietary changes you are going to have to effect.

“You are going to have to eat more processed foods. No more fresh fruits and vegetables for you.

“Soy. You have to eat LOTS of soy.”

He nodded his head, listened carefully. I think he was surprised at my attitude, but also grateful. At least he took what I was saying seriously.

“Eggs and dairy products.

“Oh, and here’s one you’ll like. Beer has lots of empty calories and estrogen.”

I went on, but those were the big ones.

“Now, listen,” I said when I was done with the list, “if you’re going to do this, if you want to be serious, then you change your diet, eat these things, and if your chest doesn’t grow we’ll try step two.”

He nodded, and his face was a curious mix of happy and ‘Oh, crap…what have I gotten myself into.’

“And…” I spoke significantly and his head rose a fraction as he gave me his full attention. “You’re going to have to wear a bra.”

“A…bra?”

I giggled inside. I had saved this for last. I actually figured it would put him off, make him forget this silly idea. But his face firmed up and he stated, “I can do that.”

“Okay. Then—“

“But I don’t have to wear one now, do I? I mean, I don’t have any tits, so…?” he shrugged expressively.

“Training bras, Miss Jeff.”

He frowned and made a moue. “Miss?”

“If you’re going to join the other sex then…” my turn to shrug.

And so it began.

The following day I dragged him down to Jennette’s Bras on Santa Monica.

Oh, he didn’t want to go, but I insisted.

“I was just going to order what I needed off the internet.”

“The internet is for people who wanted to experience the discomfort of wearing the wrong size.”

“But—“

“Do you want raw marks where your straps rub? Do you want underwire marks that you have to massage out?””

So I dragged him into the store, and once again he was as red as a fire engine.

But, I noted, as we walked between the racks of bras, he had a hose appropriate to a fire truck.

I mean, his cock was sprouting! All the feminine finery, it was effecting him.

Tell the truth, I probably wouldn’t have noticed, except the sales girls were looking at his pants and giggling. And I looked, and was a bit surprised at how horny these bras were making him. And I turned and felt him, and his eyes went wide.

“Getting a little horny, are we?”

He mumbled and turned redder, if that was possible.

“May I help you?” a lady of about thirty approached us. She was not just selling bras, she was modeling them. Good for business, I supposed. But then it only makes sense. Are you going to have girls with pancakes trying to sell mountains? No.

“We’d like to have my husband fitted for a bra.”

“Certainly, and then she surprised me. “Are you getting implants? Doing hormones? Or just wearing falsies?”

Why did that surprise me? Because she didn’t blink. And that meant that men had come here before. So I asked, “How many men come in for a fitting?”

“Oh, lots,” she ran a tape measure around Jeff’s chest. “This is Hollywood, you know.”

Well, I hadn’t thought about it, but…yes. Hollywood, where starlets had surgically enhanced chests, and the male stars were all gay. Or trans. Or actually females. Or…etc.

“You’re a 36,” she said. I told you Jeff was slender. “So…how big would you like to be?”

“Oh…” Jeff’s eyes lit up. Embarrassed, he was still digging this. The idea of big boobs was more exciting than embarrassing.

“I want two bras, to start,” I interjected. “I want a training bra, so he can feel it, and I want the biggest cups appropriate to the size of his chest, so he can see what he’s getting into.”

“Okey dokey,” and the girl went to work.

We went home, and Jeff was wearing the training bra. I drove, and he sat in the passenger seat with his own thoughts. And they were deep thoughts.

To put on a bra is a big step. For a girl it signifies an entrance to womanhood. Today I have a chest. Today the boys will start to stare at me, lust after me, and even put their groping hands on me.

For a boy, a man, it is a statement that he is no longer specific to the male gender. Today I am a woman…at least in appearance. Today I stand against all those males who stare and lust and even grope, and am now in danger of being stared at and…groped.

Deep thoughts.

I pulled into the drive,  parked the car and got out. I went around the car and opened the door for him and bowed. “Madam?”

He frowned, and got out of the car.

“You should swing the legs out first, then stand up.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Because you don’t want the boys to look up your dress,” I replied nonchalantly.

“Look up my…I’m not wearing a dress!” He protested, and I could tell that thought had got to him.

“Today a bra, tomorrow a dress, the day after…” I shrugged.

“Har de har har,” he grunted as he walked past me. I goosed his butt, made him jump, and I giggled.

“Hey!”

“Now, woman,” I snapped with a grin. “Get in that kitchen and make me a feast.”

“I repeat,” he groused. “Har de—“

“I mean it.”

He turned and stared at me. I had an amused, wry smile on my face.

“You are having us change our entire diet, so you are going to have to cook. And make sure you wear an apron. You don’t want to get your new bra wet.”

Oh, Lord. I had him.

“I’m…” and he stopped, and he thought, and he finally said, “I don’t know anything about cooking.

“No girl does, and then she learns. There are cookbooks, the internet, even cooking shows. Everything is in the fridge. I suggest you start with a salad.

He sighed. “I guess I’m really doing this, aren’t I.”

I smiled. I’ll take a whiskey on the veranda. And make it St. Augustine. With Coke. That’s pretty good stuff.”

He blinked.

“And you should have a wine spritzer. Got to watch your girlish figure, you know. Ta ta!” I gave a wave over my shoulder and went out to the patio.

He concocted the drink fair fast. He brought it to me, and I took it, sipped, and smiled. “You’re going to look lovely with long hair and red lips.”

His face sort of stopped. He said, “You should stop teasing me about all this.”

“All what?”

“About me wanting boobs.”

“No, dear. I should tease you harder. After all, if you’re going to present to the world you need to grow a thick skin. Besides, women have to get used to being stared at, their tits being stared at, and even men trying to place their hands on them. So consider this a friendly lesson in how to cope with a female world. That’s what you wanted, right? To understand the female world?”

He grumbled, and he retreated.

And I sat under the late afternoon sun and sipped my new preference: bourbon and Coke.

After the drink I went into the house, turned on the music, took off my clothes, and went back to the patio. I jumped in the pool and sighed with pleasure.

And it struck me.

This had all started as a bright idea, but it was turning into a lot of fun. It was like I was suddenly in charge. He was so busy trying to figure things out he just sort of blundered along. And there was I. The taker advantage of a blundering person person.

I smiled. And I looked up at the eaves around the edges of the patio.

On the corner was a wind chime, but the strings had long since worn away and the chimes were fallen and discarded. What was left was a bell.

I got out of the pool and walked over to the wind chime. I unhooked the bell, pulled the last bits of string off it, and rang it. Just like a bell for school.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

Nothing, but I could hear Jeff listening in the kitchen. so I did it again.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

Footsteps, and he appeared in the doorway. And stopped. And stared at my rather luscious figure. Yes, he was certainly a boob man, and he stared at my mammary glands as if they were important and even earth shaking. Well, I suppose they were earth shaking to him. “Is that you?”

“Yes, dear. I would like another drink.”

“Another…” He eyed the bell. Then he sighed and went back into the kitchen.

I lay down on a lounger and waited, and shortly he brought me a drink.

“Thank you, dear.”

He stood for a second, wanted to say something, then gave up. I suppose he assumed that the bell thing was a one time thing. But it wasn’t. Heh.

The salad he made wasn’t that bad. He had used a lot of mint, chopped a peach into the mess, added some other things that were boob friendly, and it was pretty good.

Of course it’s hard to mess up a salad, but, still…

“Wonderful, honey. You’re hired.”

He said, “Are you going to keep making fun of me?”

I paused, fork halfway to my mouth. I lowered the fork and considered, then I said, “I know I’ve been a bit…I’ve made fun of you. But I want you to consider something. If you really want to know what the ‘new rulers’ are like, you have to start where they started.”

Little lines appeared on his forehead.

“For the history of man woman have been property. They have had to toil, somewhat thanklessly, without pay, and their only reward was getting to shut up at night and let men poke their dicks into them and spit their seed. Which, as you might imagine, led to the some more problems, including the furthering of the race.

“Now, I am doing this for you. I am going along with you, and I admit I am having too much fun. And maybe I’ll even try to control myself. But, honey, this is what it is like being a woman, and you really should shut up, please, and learn to deal with it.”

“For how long?”

Hunh! That was a stumper. I was liking this, but…how long?

I put the fork in my mouth, chewed, and thought. I think my eyes may have even glazed over a bit. I finally said, “Until you become all woman. This is what you want.”

He sat there, hearing my words, and the wheels went around.

“How do you like wearing the training bra?” I asked, changing the subject.

“I…” he retracked, “It’s comfortable enough.”

“It wouldn’t be if you just bought it off the shelf.”

He was silent, but I knew something was cooking in there.

“What?”

“I don’t know…”

“Yes, you do. Now out with it.”

“I just…it seems…it’s too slow.”

I grinned. “Little girl is in a hurry to grow up.”

He frowned, so I got serious.

“Tomorrow you may wear the big girl bra with the breast forms, if you want to.”

And my words were more like, ‘if you dare.’

He sat there, and ate, but he was slow.

“Oh, hell. Go put it on now. Don’t wear anything else, just the bra and falsies.”

He actually grinned, and got up and left the room. Three minutes later he was back, and I caught my breath. He had not followed my instructions, he had pulled a tee shirt over his chest, but that was okay.

His body was stunning. He’s a slender man, but with big boobs he was a voluptuous woman. In the body, at least.

“I put on the tee shirt,” he spoke sheepishly, “because you could see the falsies too much. it looked too weird.”

“And this looks more natural.”

“Yes.”

And I looked down. His cock was as hard as I had ever seen it.

“Honey, do you like that bra? Or are you just glad to see me?

He grinned. “A bit of both,” he quipped.

I lifted up the bell and rang it.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

He blinked, and he would have refused, made a remark about how he wasn’t to be called like a maid, but…his dick was hard. And the air was as sexually charged as it could get.

He came around the table and approached me. He stood next to me, and I eyed that wonderful, big hunk of sausage.

I reached out, I touched it, and it throbbed, and a bit of pre-cum oozed out.

“Oh,” he said, gulping.

I stroked it, and his knees started to shake.

“You know, I just thought of a wonderful new salad dressing.”

“You can bottle it and sell it,” he said.

“I could,” I whispered, eyeing the tip of his cock as more pre-cum formed, and started to elongate in a long drool.

“Why don’t you?” he begged.

“Because…because…” he was pulsing, I could feel his churning balls and knew the semen was starting up the tube. “Because I’ve already got some dressing on my salad.”

I let go of his cock and he made the most delightful whining sound. It was just like the wind was whistling out of a tire. But better.

I looked up at him. “Better finish your salad, Sally.”

“Sally,” he murmured, walking back to the other side of the table, his knees stuff and his legs stumping.

And I ate, and watched him. Watched him watching me.

God, this was fun. This was making me wet and warm down there.

My own personal maid…a human sex toy, if I could keep him going.

And I thought that I could, because… it looked like he wanted it as much as I did.

We awoke the next morning, and I was excited with possibilities. I sat up, turned to my sleeping lug, and blurted. “You’re going to wear a dress today!”

He opened his eyes.

“And I’m going to make you wear the rest of women’s underwear. Not just a bra.”

“Honey?” he beseeched, but I don’t think he knew what he was objecting to. He was just objecting because we had sped up his little change.

“And make up!”

He turned over and snored. A fake snore, but it was obvious he was overwhelmed.

I laid down and hugged him, gripped his falsies—he had slept in his bra—and whispered, “Sorry. It’s just getting to be so much fun. It’s like I have my own life-sized barbie doll.”

“Ken doll,” he murmured through his pillow.

“Barbie!” I countered, and I shoved. He fell off the bed and landed on his backside.

“Hey!”

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo. Now get up and fix me breakfast.”

“Fix you…but…”

“You’re now the big boobed woman in this relationship, and I want breakfast.”

“Now listen…” he growled.

I spun around and sat on the edge of the bed and spread my legs.

He looked at my pussy. He studied the bare skin—I like to keep it shaved—and licked his lips.

“Eggs and sausage. Over hard with the eggs, and…a dollop of syrup on my hash browns. And orange juice. I want fresh orange juice.”

“You can’t eat until I’ve eaten,” he said. He had not taken his eyes off my moist slit.

“Then hurry up and eat. I’m starving.”

He dove forward, pushed me back on the bed, and I laughed as his mouth attacked me. Then I moaned. He’s really good at oral sex.

“Oh, yeah,” I held his head. “Make me cum.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He scooped his hands under my buns and lifted and blew a motorboat into me.

I felt the vibrations ripple through me, and I laughed and pounded on his back.

He kept pushing, then he pushed a finger up and replaced his mouth with his fingers. Two of them.  He straightened up, lifted my bun with one hand, and my whole body, and began ramming his fingers into me.

Oh, fuck! I loved it like this. I loved feeling his knuckles smack against the rim of my pussy. I loved how I held his wrist and felt the muscles working as he slammed his hand into my vagina again and again.

And I got wetter and wetter. I was moaning so loud it was almost a howl, and then…his hand slipped inside me.

We froze. We had never…I had never been fisted. I looked down, his wrist ended in my pussy. His whole hand was actually inside me.

He was stunned. He was afraid. He opened his mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, “Do it.”

He moved his hand gently, as if afraid he was going to break me. But a pussy is not a thing easily broken. Babies come out of them, whole babies, so what’s a little fist, eh?

I pulled on his wrist and arched my back. I had never felt so full. I had never felt so hot. I was impaled, and I felt like a doll with a pole rammed up its ass. Except it wasn’t my ass.

“Oh, God,” I whispered. “Do me. Do me.”

His eyes wide, treading on ground never before trod, he moved his hand harder.

I could feel it inside me. I could feel the big knuckles, the fingers, and I was awash with sensations.

He picked up speed, and soon he was jerking his arm back and forth violently, almost like he was punching me in the pussy.

I groaned, I wanted to hold on, but he was shaking me and my eyes were rolling back and I started to cum.

But not just cum.

To…CUM…and cum and cum.

For long minutes he just shook me and I felt myself flopping around on the bed, helpless, caught in a hurricane of orgasm.

But, finally, it came to an end.

He could feel the difference in my body, and he slowed down, stopped. “Can I take it out?”

I nodded. I was crying, sobbing, the orgasm had been that good.

He pulled his hand out and I just laid there.

“Holy fuck, honey, are you all right?” He was so concerned.

My mouth was half open and I was breathing heavily. I could barely whisper. “Some day I’ll do that to you.”

He said nothing, he was still shocked by what we had done.

“Now go fix me breakfast, you bitch.”

He nodded, and backed away from the bed. I stayed limp, enjoying my body, and he headed for the kitchen.

A half hour later I managed to get out of bed. I felt like I had run a marathon, and done jumping jacks the whole way. My legs were shaky, my muscles felt like they were used up, and I pulled on a peignoir and staggered out of the room.

I walked down the hall, my mind still razed, and began to recover.

I couldn’t believe it. I had been fisted, and it had been so good. I had never felt anything so good. And I had always thought that fisting would destroy a pussy, render it large and useless.

Nonsense. I was sore, but my pussy already felt like it was recovering. Like I said, good for babies, so what’s a little fisting?

“Are you all right?” Jeff asked as I entered the kitchen.

I smiled, looked a bit like the Mona Lisa, and said, “Never better.”

He nodded, but kept looking at me as he dished up our food.

I sat on my side of the table and ate slowly.

“Are you sure?”

I focused on him.

“Honey, nothing but fisting for me from now on. Sorry, but I don’t need your cock any more. I just want your fist.”

He nodded slowly, and he thought I was just talking, but I was serious. I wasn’t going to fuck for a while, maybe a month, and when I did…I wanted the fist. I wanted something big and powerful to rupture my idea of what the world should be.

So we ate, and I was so satisfied, and I kept looking at him and smiling.

Poor boy.


PART TWO

After breakfast I had recovered enough to see to his apparel.

“You’re going to have to get rid of all your hair.”

He looked down at his chest, then his groin. He had quite a bush going.

“So use the Nair in my cabinet, and I’ll get your clothes ready.”

While he showered I picked out panties to go with his bra. Then a garter and nylons. Then I put the panties back and selected a padded tummy shaper. I had a feeling his new diet, should he stick with it, would make him rounder in the butt, but until then…

Then I got out my nail polish and thought about what make up would look good on his face.

I listened to him singing in the shower. I smiled. And I wondered if we could get his vocal cords shaved, make his voice higher.

He stepped out of the shower and he was as naked as an egg. Except for his head, of course. And his body was beautiful. He had taken off the boobs to shower, but the image was in my head, and I enjoyed it.

“Humming,” he stepped into the bedroom and froze.

Here it was. Kink. And he had committed to it.

“Okay,” he said, more to affirm himself than to reassure me.

I started in on the nails.

His face was very still as he watched me. His eyes were black, like those thousand yard stares that soldiers have after living through a life or death battle.

“How you doing?” I asked.

“This is a lot of stuff to go through,” me murmured.

I smiled. “Girls do it every day. After a while it gets to be fun, and it gets easier. When you do it yourself, starting tomorrow, it will take you a an hour or two. I do it in five minutes.”

“Oh,” he said.

I pressed ovals on his fingers. Just medium-sized ones. I didn’t want to scare him. “Are you having second thoughts?”

“All the time,” he said. “But…I’m going to do this.”

“No matter how much it hurts.”

“Yeah,” he said glumly.

“And no matter how good it feels.”

He looked at me.

I finished the last nail and took out the red polish. “You have got the biggest hard on I have ever seen.  If it was any bigger you could use it for a baseball bat and hit home runs.

“But that doesn’t mean anything.”

“Of course it does,” I countered. “It means you’re turned on. And you’re turned on because you’re wearing girl clothes.”

“But I’m not a girl.”

Curious. It was like his mind was going in two different directions.

“No. But…almost.”

He was silent at that. Deep things were happening in my poor hubby’s cranium.

I finished the red paint and put on a thick coat of lacquer. Being a clumsy man he would probably do his best to break and chip his nails, the lacquer would help prevent that.

“I’m going to want to go back, eventually.”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” I shrugged. “But, whatever, enjoy it while you can.”

I blew on his nails, then he held them up. They were bloody red and shiny. Real claws. And about as sexy as a woman’s nails could get.

“Put your foot up here,” I motioned towards his feet.

“My toes? Too?”

“Yup.”

So I painted his toenails, and they were cute, with a capital C.

His nails done, I handed him the bra and watched him put it on, then helped him slide the falsies in. He needed help because the nails were longer than he was used to, and they took a bit of thought.

Voila. Instant stacked.

Then the tummy shaper, and (giggle) voila! Instant butt!

Oh, this was getting good.

I helped him unroll the hose up his legs. Dare I say it? Voila! Instant sexy legs. And they were very feminine legs. I couldn’t wait to see them in heels.

I pulled a dress over his head, a cheongsam, because that would present his breasts, and hide the fact that they were fake.

And I frowned. We had barely started, and I couldn’t stop thinking about him having real tits. Real implant tits. If we didn’t just go hormone.

His body done, for now, I sat him down at the vanity and started working on his face.

“We should get some electrolysis.” I murmured, as I cleaned and primed him. his face turned into a pale canvas.

“Electrolysis?”

“Get rid of your hair. Hair might be fine on a man, after all, cavemen should have some sort of badge, right? But they are definitely not okay for a woman.”

He look glum, and I said, “Cheer up, or I’ll kill you.”

He chuckled at that.

I began working on his eyes. I plucked his eyebrows, eliciting babylike complaints, then put on eyeliner and shadowed his eyes. I worked quickly and deftly.

Finally, I was done. I popped one of my wigs on his head and handed him some red lipstick, to match his nails, and I said, “Christen yourself.”

I watched as he rolled the paint on. It made his lips pop out and look soft and kissable, and I found myself holding my breath.

“Is this right?”

I smiled.

“More than right. You’re gorgeous.”

He looked in the mirror, and froze. “Oh…my…God.”

“Pretty good for a guy who just wanted boobs, eh?”

“Amazing, he said.

“Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go shopping.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“Shopping. A woman’s favorite sport.”

“But I’m a man!”

“Look in the mirror again, girlfriend. Then pull up your big girl panties and let’s hit the road.

Well, it took some persuading, and the hard part was the hard part.

By that I mean his dick was bumping up right through the tummy shaper.

“What am I going to do?” He sounded almost frantic when I pointed out his little…big…friend.”

We wasted time talking about possibilities. Gaffs, corsets, chastity tubes. But finally I lifted his cheongsam, tied a ribbon around his cock, under the lip of the head, and simply pulled it down and back between his legs. He had a sort of squinchy look on his face, but when I tied it to a loop on the tummy shaper and he saw the finished product…he was convinced. He had a flat belly. No penis. No evidence that he had ever been anything but a woman.

And we went.

And we shopped.

And it was one of the happiest days of my life, but it was only the start.

THIRTY DAYS LATER



“It’s not working.” 

“What’s not working?”

We were getting ready for bed.

“My body is getting svelter,” I had him on a regimen of exercises for girl bodies, and he was sticking to his soy diet, “but my boobs aren’t growing.”

I sat on the edge of the bed. He was quite beautiful as he took off his make up. I waited until his face was clean, then I called him to me.

“Okay, we’ve got two choices, as I see it. Three, if you don’t want to have boobs.”

“But I do.” The look in his eyes was almost pleading.

“I know. But the choices are this: implants or hormones.”

He said nothing.

“We’ve tried diet, we’ve massaged the hell out of your breasts with creams, but…” I shrugged.

“So which do you think I should do?”

“That’s a toughie. You go the hormone rout and you might lose some cock function. You go the implant root and…and maybe you’ll wish for something more.”

“But…cock function…hmmm.” He thought, then he said, “Am I going to get in you again?”

I smiled at the memory of the last night. He had fisted me again, and I had had another one of those earth shattering orgasms.

“Maybe.” Then I frowned. “But maybe not. Let’s face it. Your cock has been replaced. I might want it for a change, or maybe just a silly remembrance, but…”

“So do I need my cock?”

“Probably. At least for the foreseeable future.”

We talked long into the night, and the end result was that the following day, that morning, I made an appointment with a plastic surgeon. And the following week we were sitting in his office.

His name was Irvin Walkens. And he had every letter but DDS behind his name, which meant nothing to us. But he had been recommended as the top boob man in Los Angeles.

He met with us in his office, sat down, faced us, and said, “So you wish to have boobs.”

It was sort of offsetting, his nonchalant manner, but it was what Jeff needed.

Or Sally, as I now often called her. Really, when a man is half way in between male or female names are not all that important. I had a feeling that if he ended up on hormones it might matter.

“I do.”

“Okay. Did you want small or large.”

We looked at each other, then Jeff blurted. “Big.”

“Okay. Do you want…” he went on and on, going over the different models, interjecting thoughts and considerations, and finally he said, “You know, I could put some Chyna 2000s on you.”

“What are Chyna 2000s?” I asked.

“She was a professional wrestler, billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. Quite gorgeous, really. She was a big girl, however, and she had specially constructed implants made to fit her size. Quite gorgeous.”

“Can we see?”

The good doctor thumbed his intercom. “Miss Richardson, could you bring in the Chyna 2000s?”

A minute later and a pretty nurse came in, smiled at us, and handed Dr. Walkens two large, plastic implants.

They were big. 2000 CCs, I presumed. And, they were heavy.

“Are they going to be too heavy for him?” I asked.

“Nah. We’ll just hook them to his ribs, and his male muscles should do the rest.”

Jeff and I discussed it briefly, right there in the office, then made an appointment for surgery. It was obviously what Jeff wanted. And I wanted it pretty badly, too.

We went to the hospital a week later, Jeff went into surgery, and came out with large breasts.

He was used to large breasts by now, for we had bought the largest falsies money could buy, and he had been wearing them, along with the appropriate bras, for weeks.

Still, it was a shock. They wheeled him out in the obligatory wheel chair, and when he stood up to get in the car I couldn’t help but stare at his chest.

And, I admit it, I had a case of…’boob envy.’ My God, was he beautiful.

We went home, and he had to take it easy for a few days, but we made the best of it. We talked, and laughed, and drank a little, and he started trying on different clothes.

He had cleavage! Real cleavage. His skin was smooth and he would put dresses on that were low cut, and they looked incredible. In fact, he would come into a room wearing something low cut and I would immediately stare.

And lick my lips.

And sometimes I was almost willing to settle for his cock.

Yeah, his cock was big enough for normal use, but, no, I had gotten used to his fist, and I wasn’t about to go back.

And, Man, was I getting horny. I was a girl who liked to use her pussy, I wanted hard, stiff objects in my vagina, I like men. But there was something totally intoxicating about see him standing there, his heavy boobs on display, his dress jutting out, his cleavage looking as deep as the ocean.

Oh, man. This was getting to be too much. A man I didn’t want, in that way, but loved dearly, and a woman’s body that totally turned me on, though I didn’t want women.

I felt like something truly had to give way.

And, of course, it did. Sort of caught me by surprise, but…

“Party tonight,” I announced.

Jeff looked up from the funny papers. He was lounging like a harem girl, his big boobs taking a break from his bra. He was on his back, reclining, and wearing just a lavender negligee.

Lavender, hmm. He was trying out different colors, and lavender didn’t really work for him. Green was good, looked good with his long, brunette waves, and Blue. But lavender and pink, normally girly colors, didn’t work.

“What party?” He looked at me cautiously.

I walked over to him, I was naked, natch, and threw a leg over him. I could feel his penis sticking up along my spine. It immediately started throbbing.

“The party where we invite all our friends and have hamburgers and drink a lot.”

“And everybody stares at my tits.”

I reached down and palmed his nipples. I rubbed them, and his cock bonged against my back a little bit, and he groaned.

“Don’t do that unless you’re going to fuck me. I am really quite desperate.”

I leaned forward and kissing him. It was a good, moist kiss, and his dick got even harder.

“It’s going to be a fun party.”

The look on his face…I could see his reticence.

“We haven’t had a party for a long time,” I said.

“I haven’t felt like it. I don’t feel like it.”

“Because you’re embarrassed at having a girly body, and I’ve had just about enough of that.”

He frowned.

“When we started this I had a hubby who went out and did things. Now I’ve got one that stays home and wishes he could use his cock.”

His cock was leaking pre-cum right now. It leaked a lot, especially when I got up close and personal.

“Well, I like being like this.”

“Tough. That changes tonight.”

He knew I was right, and he sighed.

We had talked to a few friends, and a couple of distant acquaintances had actually come over and been properly weirded out by his new chest. But we expected that, and people tended to get over their weird eventually. But we weren’t even starting the eventually.

“What if I said no?”

“Then you say no. And I will be terribly disappointed. I might even want you to get rid of those big boobs so we could start having a social life again.”

Bullshit. I loved his boobs. He was going to have them the rest of his life, and I was going to continue to be turned on and enjoy sex the way I liked it.

He sat and thought, and that was difficult, because his cock was dancing up against my butt.

I reached behind him and grabbed it and held it firmly.

He gasped. He hadn’t had sex for months. And he was built for sex. He had the boobs, he had the cock, and it was excruciating for him to get me off, to see me lose my mind under his fist, and not get any himself.

“You wouldn’t mind getting me off, would you?” He blurted that statement, and I know he wasn’t thinking about what we were talking about. He was just thinking about his cock. But…I caught it. And I jumped on it.

“After the party.”

His eyes glittered. His cock was pulsing in my hand like a wild animal trying to escape.

“After the party I’ll fuck you.”

But I didn’t want his dick!

But I wanted him to come out in the open, to show himself.

“After the party,” he whispered, and I could see his thoughts. Him, in a dress, meeting people, putting up with the stares, the embarrassment, the looks.

Men wanting to feel his tits.

Heck, women wanting to feel his tits.

But I didn’t want to, even though I had encouraged the idea. But…what to do…what to do.

He began getting ready at four in the afternoon. The party wasn’t until six, but he needed the time. He had grown into quite the vanity diva, and he loved to just sit in front of the mirror and change his persona.

Well, I understood that. What I didn’t understand was how much booze he was imbibing.

Later, I would realize just how much he feared being ‘outed,’ but then, I just didn’t take note of the trips to the kitchen, the constant refilling of the glass. The sinking level in the bourbon bottle.

By six o’clock he was beautiful, and half smashed.

DING DONG!

I went to get the doorbell while he put his finishing touches on.

“Hey! Gloria! Johnny!” We hugged and air kissed and I escorted them out to the patio, and that’s when I realized Jeff had drunk near half a bottle of bourbon. All by himself. The liquor was out on a table and his bottle was half gone.

Oh, crap!

My head suddenly started to heat up. He was drunk. And I hadn’t even known it.

I excused myself and turned to walk into the house. I intended to have a word with  Jeff, and maybe even bar him from the party. Lock in the bedroom. Handcuff him to the bed.

And then, of course, when the party was over I would come back and tell I wasn’t going to give him sex until he was so old he had Erectile Dysfunction. I didn’t have a chance!

“Hey, sweet people?”

He staggered out through the double doors and onto the patio. He was dressed knock out. His hair was long and wavy, shiny and lustrous. His boobs were big, and he was wearing a half bra, his excited nipples could be seen through the thin material of his low cut dress. His make up was on and perfect.

The only problem was he was drunk, and his fears were on display. By that I mean he was walking and talking in a forced and affected manner.

He didn’t just place his feet on a line, his feet crossed the line and his ass waggled back and forth like a duck’s. This made his tits actually sway back and forth in a ludicrous manner.

Gloria and Johnny stood in shock. They had made drinks and Johnny actually lost control, tilted his glass so that the liquid splashed on the patio. He started, saw what he was doing and corrected it, and stared at Jeff.

Gloria stared, put her glass on the brick ledge of the fire pit and murmured. “Well, well.” And she had a look in her eyes. She turned to me.

“We, uh, have an announcement to make,” I fumbled the words out.

“I would guess.”

Then she did the most unexpected thing. She walked over to Jeff, gave him a hug, air kissed his cheek, and smiled. “I always thought you were a bit soft. Maybe a little pink on the inside.”

“Oh, I’m pink,” Jeff slurred, and then he started crying.

Crap. I should have seen this. It was too much for Jeff, being outed to a whole group. He couldn’t deal with it.

But Gloria took his hand and led him over to the table with the drinks on it.

Johnny stepped back and gawked.

“Out of the way, slut,” Gloria said to Johnny. Then, to Jeff, “Let’s get you a Coke. It looks like you may have imbibed a bit too much.”

“A Coke?” Jeff asked, through his running mascara and sniffling.

“Darla, go get something to clean him up. More people are going to be arriving and we need to make him presentable. Or should I say her?”

“I…I’m not a her.”

“Okay.” She poured a Coke into a glass of ice.

“I’m a guy who likes looking like a women. Women are going to rule the world and I want to be ready.”

His blathering wasn’t all that intelligent, but she figured it out.

DING DONG!

Gloria looked at me. “I’ll take her back and clean her up. You can get the door.

We went into the house and I waited for Gloria to take him into the back. I was glad she was there because I was sort of overwhelmed, a bit flabbergasted.

It was Mark and Samantha, and I got them out to the patio, and put drinks in their hands, and then ran for the bedroom.

Gloria was working on his face and had him almost totally repaired.

“Oh, thank you,” I said.

“Not to worry, girlfriend. Did you know that Johnny cross dresses?”

“He does?”

“Absolutely. In fact, in our little group of friends more men have put on the dresses and make up than haven’t.”

“No! You’re kidding.”

“Nope,” she stood Jeff up and inspected him, then she turned to me. “You just don’t know about it because we didn’t think Jeff was swishy.”

“Swishy.”

“A bad word, I know, but that’s how we refer to our husbands, our little group does. Now, listen, you tell Jeff it’s going to be all right, and I’ll go talk to the others. Come out in two minutes.”

I nodded, and she headed for the patio.

Jeff stood there with his head hanging. “I messed up, didn’t I?” He was still drunk, but the last few minutes had sobered him a bit.

“Nope,” I said.

“No, I did and—“

I put a finger over his lipsticked mouth. “Now, listen. You heard what Gloria said. So you’re going to relax. Maybe even have another drink…if you can drink it slowly. Okay?”

“Okay.”

A couple of minutes passed, and I had him fairly calm, then we walked down the hallway. For Jeff it was like the walk of shame.

We had no sooner stepped onto the patio than Johnny was there and shaking Jeff’s hand. “I cross dress Jeff. But I don’t look as good as you. I wish I had some big , natural boobs.”

“You…you do?” That sort of dazed Jeff.

And a split second later Mark stepped up. “You look good, bro. Or do you want me to call you sis? We should have a cross dressing party at the first opportunity.”

“A…oh…” and, a hesitant, “Thank you.”

More people had arrived, and Jimmy and Marsha came forth. Marsha hugged Jeff, and Jimmy eyed his boobs. “Wow,” he said. “I need some of those.”

And the party started to pick up, and it became wildly successful. Jeff became the center of admiration, everybody asked him about his boobs, and they wanted to feel them, and, hesitant, but a nod from me made it all right, he let them.

Our friends were kind, considerate, and compassionate for what Jeff was going through. Hand after hand felt his tits, admired the way the nipples poked through the material, then we all started talking fashion and stuff.

A girl should wear this, a guy should wear that. The best way for a guy to wear long hair when not dressed up. How to go back and forth from male to female in your walk, and how to make sure you didn’t walk the wrong way at the wrong time. Earrings guys should wear when not dressed. And on and on and on.

And, my favorite topic came up. Piercings. A couple of the gals had piercings, and they flopped their boobs out and compared them. And Jeff got a hungry look on his face. And I got a horny one on mine.

I could just see Jeff with some barbells through his nips. Or maybe nipple shields, like the Janet Jackson thing. Oh, God, just thinking about it made my legs weak,

But, first, we were going to have to do some suction cups, see if we could make them bigger, then…oh, crap. I was so wet I was about to start squirting pussy juice!

And, finally, some hours later, the party ended.

With a promise to have a ‘coming out’ party for all the guys the next week.

Jeff and I stood at the front door and waved good bye, and then closed it. And stared at the mess.

Ah, the downside of parties, cleaning up after them.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to.

Jeff was standing there, a smile on his face, and I took one look and grinned. “Okay, woman,” I said. “Clean up this mess.”

“What?”

“It’s what women do. They clean up the mess after the men.”

“Oh,” but his mind was figuring it out.

“So, I want every dish and glass in the dishwasher. I want the counters cleaned. Cans in the trash and the trash taken out. So,” I slapped his ass, “Get to it….woman!”

Still, he stood there. Yeah, he liked being a woman, the dress up part, but he had to learn. So I said, “If you want to get lucky.”

“Oh,” and his eyes lit up.

I sauntered back to the bedroom while he cleaned the house. It was mess, but I didn’t have much time. He was in a hurry.

I took off my dress, put on my special underwear, a pair of Jeff’s slacks, and a shirt and jacket. I bound my breasts and they looked relatively flat under the shirt. I looked at a pair of his shoes, then discarded them for a pair of heels. The longer pants hid them.

I took off my make up, combed my hair back and actually thought about chopping it off. But I couldn’t. Takes too long to grow the stuff.

I finally just put it in a bun and looked in the mirror.

I was a man, except for my finger nails. So I took my fingernails off. Made me sad, because I had just put them on for the party, but…

I heard the dishwasher start up just as I finished. I sat down in the club chair, crossed my legs at the ankles, manstyle, and waited.

I heard Jeff’s heels clicking in the hallway. Click, click, click. Sexy. Sitting like a man, trying to mock up what a man feels like, I realized what a turn on the click clicking was.

Jeff entered the room, and stopped. He stared at me.

I stood up and walked towards him. I tried to make it look like was clumping in my heels, like a man walks.

“What are you…”

“Take off your heels.”

He did, and he stood there in stockings, and he was two inches shorter than me.

I grabbed him, roughly, like a man, and bent him back and kissed him. Hard.

His eyes were open, and I took my mouth off his and whispered, close your eyes, stupid.”

He did, and I kissed him again, and he started to feel it then. He began to kiss back, like a woman. Soft and tender, searching, inquiring, wanting to submit.

I stepped back and he went, “Woo!”

“Honey, I had a long talk with Gloria, and she explained the facts of life.”

“The facts of life?” He looked a little dazed.

“The facts of life about sex with a woman. She told me that the man is supposed to put the dick in the woman. Is that all right with you?”

Now he was confused. He got the man and the woman thing, but…I had no penis.

So I unbuckled my belt, lowered my pants, and then my boxers.

My special underwear, a strap on with a dick in it, stood out.

He gasped and stared at it. I had chosen a big one. No penis envy for me. I placed my hands on his shoulders and pressed down lightly. “I think you know what you need to do.”

He began to bend at the knee, his hands were on my sides for balance, and he lowered them to my hips. He was looking up at me, a strange look in his eyes, then he was on a level with my big cock.

“Okay, baby. Do it right and Daddy will give you a big surprise.”

He opened his mouth and I pushed the cock in. He gagged, and I quickly pulled back. He gave a sort of nod, his eyes still looking up at me, then he began. He sucked on that thing, and grew more suckful as the seconds passed. Soon he was bobbing his head back and forth like a pro, and I felt so damned hot, so in control, and I wished I had a real dick to squirt into his mouth.

Finally, I lifted him up and pushed him towards the bed. “Get on your hands and knees. Show me that ass. I want to fuck you like a dog, like the bitch you are.”

“I don’t…I—“

I slapped him in the face lightly. I grabbed his long hair and pulled him to me.

“You want to know wha a woman feels, this is it. If you don’t do this, then you’ll never really know. Will you?”

He shook his head.

“Now get up on the bed and let’s do it.”

There was a frightened look on his face, and yet, it was anticipatory, too. And his cock had broken the string that had tied it back. It was sticking out and it was obvious that he wanted this.

I turned him around, pushed him, and he mounted the bed.

I grabbed a large tub of lube and greased him up. I pushed the stuff right into his hole and really slathered it into his crack.

He moaned when my fingers went into him, and he pushed back on them.

“Heysoos,” I whispered. “You are hot to trot, eh?”

He didn’t say anything, he just knelt on all fours on the mattress and shivered.

All the lube, and my cock went in easy, just like his hole was built for a dick.

He gasped, and lurched forward, but he didn’t try to get away I wouldn’t have let him, anyway. I had a firm grip on his dress.

I let go of the dress and grabbed his hips and began to work him. The big, long pecker slid in and out smoothly, and I knew he could feel the fake veins raised on the sides.

“That’s it, baby. Give it up. You know this is what you wanted.”

He was gulping and gasping, and he started pushing back against my cock, and groaning when I pulled it out.

I reached up and grabbed his long hair. I used it like a leash and controlled the fucking.

In and out, corkscrewing, and, finally, I pushed him forward. He collapsed, his arms unable to hold himself up, and his ass was pooched up, I had placed a pillow under him, and I drove down…right into his prostate.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

I pressed hard, felt the tip of my plastic peter pressing on the little walnut of the prostate. It was so small, but easy to feel, and I pressed, and his semen started to rise.

“I’m going to pee!” he said.

“So pee.”

He did, but it wasn’t pee. It was semen pressed out by my pushing on the prostate.

For a long minute he groaned and moaned as I emptied him. then he sagged, and I knew it was over.

I pulled out of him, turned him over, and looked down on him with an amused expression.

“Was it good?”

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered. His face was red, but he was happy.

I scooped a bit of his gism off the bed and held it to his mouth. “Eat.”

He was hesitant, but I was forceful, and I stuck my cum drenched fingers into his mouth. He watched me as he sucked on my fingers.

When my hand was clean I reached down and grabbed his dick. It was amazingly hard.

“It’s still hard!” he marveled.

“Of course it is. I emptied your balls, I didn’t let you have an orgasm. Your mind still wants an orgasm.”

“So what are we going to do?”

For answer I sat on him. His penis slithered right up my hole. It wasn’t big, like his fist. It wasn’t even satisfying. But I wasn’t interested in satisfying him. I was interested in making him feel like a woman, and in an odd way this was going to do it.

I ground down, and soon he was pushing back, and fucking, and fucking, and getting desperate. He flipped me over and I let him. I watched, and enjoyed as he frantically tried to cum.

But he couldn't. He was empty.

“What’s wrong?” He gasped, his face red with exertion, his cock pounding but not igniting.

“You’re empty. You’ve been drained.”

“But…why…”

“Isn’t this hot?” I pushed on him and managed to get back on top. Once a month you can fist me, and I’ll get the orgasm I deserve. Then I’ll fuck you and drain you, and then you can fuck me but not be able to cum. And you’re going to get nothing but hornier and hornier.

“But don’t I get an orgasm?”

“Why would I let you orgasm? I want you always horny. I want you waiting on me, hand and foot, and desperate to cum.”

“But…but…but…”

“That’s right, baby. It’s your butt. And I’m going to use the hell out of it.”

Then I began to cum. Not from any stimulation, but from the idea of having a man under me, under my control, desperate to please me.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

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

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

Too Tough to Feminize

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

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

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

The Stepforth Husband

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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


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!

[image: ]

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!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘He Asked Me to Feminize Him!’

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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