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PART ONE

“What is that?”

Harris looked down to where I was pointing. On the front of his shirt were two little damp spots.

“I don’t know,” he answered, feeling the material with his thumb. “It’s wet.”

Harris wasn’t one of these big, bulky guys. He was slender, very whiplike, and even sort of like me. I mean, we could have worn the same clothes, except that he couldn’t fill out the boob part of my apparel.

I stepped over to him and looked at the spots. They weren’t under the pectorals, or any place that would have been sweat. They were right over the nipples. Now how could a nipple sweat?

I felt the material and frowned. Yes, just moisture. I leaned forward and sniffed, and my eyes opened in surprise. I squeezed the wet spot, then licked my finger.

“What?” he asked in confusion.

“It’s milk.”

“What? No!” He touched one wet spot and sniffed, then licked. His went wide. He sniffed  the other spot, then sniffed and licked. “Oh, my God! It is!”

“But how can that be?” I asked. I began unbuttoning his shirt.

His head was down as he watched my nimble fingers undo the buttons. “I don’t know,” he mumbled.

Harris is a gentle soul. He talks softly, and even his features are soft. It really is a delight to find a man like him, kind and considerate, in this world of bullies and louts. I was very tired of the ‘think they are God’s gift to women’ types of guys I was besieged with before I met him.

I opened his shirt front and looked at his nipples. Dark, erect, sort of sexy the way they stood out, and…a droplet of liquid formed on one  as I watched.

“Holy crap!” he blurted. He sounded very worried.

For whatever reason, I took it in stride. “Looks like you’ve sprung a leak.” My tone was quite droll.

“Yeah, but this…this is weird!”

I touched the droplet, transferred it to my mouth, and sucked it. Yep. That’s milk. Baby juice. Tit squeezings.”

“But that can’t be! I’m a man.”

“Yes. You are. There’s no arguing that. But you seem to have female nipples.”

He reached up and placed his fingers around his nipple. He squeezed and another drop came out.

Suddenly I realized he was wavering. His knees were buckling and he was in danger of fainting.

“Hey! Hey!” I yelped, and I put my hands on his arms and lifted.

He came to himself, but he was sort of loopy. “This is…something is wrong…guys don’t…”

“Hey,” I said softer, still holding him. He seemed strong enough, but men fainting is sort of scary. I mean, they are supposed to be rocks. Of course, the rock might be a little shaky considering the milk coming out of his…his tits.

There. I said it. Tits.

“But what am I going to do?”

“Go on the internet. If it looks serious, go to a doctor.”

So we looked on the internet, and…it was weird.

“This says that I’ve got to produce something called prolactin to induce lactation. Is lactation milk?”

“Yep,” I answered. I was looking at the screen, tracking his reading, and a drop of milk dripped from his nipple.

“Holy fuck!” He whispered, “This is getting bad!” And it was. Both nipples were producing about a drop a minute. Not much, except that he was a man and should not have been producing anything.

“Get a cup and collect some. I’ll work the computer.”

He went to the kitchen and got a shot glass, then returned. He sat next to me, the shot glass pressed up under his nipple.

Drip.

I focused on the screen. I mused out loud, “Domperidone can be used to increase milk production. Normally during puberty this kind of thing happens.”

“I’m past puberty,” he complained.

I looked down at his pants, He had an obvious erection and I grinned. “Yep.”

He looked embarrassed, first he had milk coming out of his male boobies, and now he had a big erection. “I don’t mean to be hard,” he whispered.

“Well, you’re hard.” I observed, then I looked back at the computer screen. “Can be caused by hyperthyroidism….something to do with the pituitary…hmmm.”

I looked at the glass under his nipple. He had a few drops in it already. It looked like he was producing faster, visibly faster.

“Donna,” he whined. “I don’t like this.”

“Hey, it’s okay. We just need to do our research and find out what’s causing this.”

“But…what if we can’t?”

“Come on, Harris, buck up. Let’s keep reading.” He stared at the drops forming on his nipples. One nipple was getting caught by the glass, the other was dripping on his thigh. “Go back and forth. Catch as much milk as you can.”

He started switching the glass back and forth, and I read out loud: “A South American man subbed as wet nurse after his wife fell ill. Male missionaries in Brazil were the sole milk supply for their children because their wives had shriveled breasts. And there’s a 38-year-old man in Sri Lanka who nursed his two daughters.”

“Oh, crap,” Harris blurted. The shot glass had an eighth of an inch of milk on the bottom.

“Uh oh.”

“What?”

“Here’s a piece…one gal says nipple stimulation can create milk…and here’s a guy who says there has to be some sort of a hormone spike. How weird.”

I was absorbed by my reading, but Harris wasn’t taking it easy. Well, who could blame him? He’s a guy guy and then he’s giving milk like he’s got a pair of tits.

I leaned back and looked at Harris from the side. His pecs were a bit swollen.

But of course. They would be swollen if they had milk in them.

I turned back to the internet.

“Lot of data here, but none of it makes sense. Nipple stimulation causes a prolactin spike, which sort of reconciles what these other guys are saying, uh oh…”

“What?” Harris blurted. He really was getting wigged out.

“Easy, Harris,” I whispered. “There’s just a guy who says that liver disease could be a culprit, and here’s another one that says if you take thorazine that’ll effect the pituitary gland and…hmm.”

“What? What?”

Man, he really was getting freaked. I turned to him. “Harris, you are healthy. And you haven’t been taking thorazine, which is an anti-psychotic. You haven’t have you?”

“No!” he was a bit shocked that I would even ask. We’re sort of health food nuts.

“Then it is probably just stimulation of the nipple resulting in prolactin, which is a hormone spike, and that’s all it is.”

“But how do I make it stop?” he whimpered. Tears were coming from his eyes.

“We’ll find a way. Look,” I took his arms again. “We’ll go see a doctor. I’ll make an appointment first thing tomorrow.”

“Then we shouldn’t go to the hospital?”

I laughed. “No. No, Harris. No 911. No ambulance. Just relax. Heck, by tomorrow morning it will probably have stopped.”

So he sniffled a bit, and couldn’t relax, so I did the only thing I knew that was guaranteed to relax him. I reached into his lap and grabbed his cock.

“Hmm. Seems like we should be talking about a different kind of milk.”

“Hey,” he protested, but it was a weak protest.

“You do seem to be awfully hard. Is that linked to the milk?”

“What? No! Well, I don’t know. I don’t…” he was blathering a bit, so I stroked him, and he sighed.

“You’ve got aa bit of milk collected there. Maybe you should put it aside and we can get on with something else.”

I was lusting, and he liked that. He put the glass aside—it was almost quarter full now, enough for a sample to take to the doctor—and droplets promptly fell.

“Uh…this might get messy,” he said.

Crap. I was getting into his cock.

Harris really had a most delicious cock, and there was a reason for that.

Women always say they want the biggest cock. They look at black men with their huge tools and dream of foot long subs. But that’s not scientifically sound.

It has been scientifically proven that a cock that is as little as 4.6 inches and no bigger than 5.2 inches, brings the most pleasure.

Go on…look it up.

A big cock may be a selling point, but the fact is the 4.6 cock provides the best stimulation. Apparently it is the perfect size for maximum fucking…and provides the biggest bang for the…inch.

It’s sort of understandable, actually. A big cock stretches, and the nerves are all strung out. A small cock wiggles around in there, no stretch, and the nerves all yell yippee. At least that’s what I think.

Harris’s cock was exactly 4.6. And he has given me the best orgasms of my life. Far better than the big studs with their base ball bat cocks.

And, here’s a little blessing, I could easily deep throat it, so he was getting the most bang for the inch, too.

It was compact, tidy, and caused me to squirt. More a woman could not want.

So why was it so hard now that he was producing milk? That was the mystery. Was it some reaction to…to some hormone spike? Did he have some kind of a tumor? Had he been taking thorazine without telling me?

But, put that all aside, the point just made had been: ‘This might get messy.’ Fortunately, I had a solution.

“Don’t worry. Keep catching your milk, and give me a second.”

I jumped up and ran out to the garage as he put the shot glass under his nipples again.

I came back in a minute later, and I tossed a bra at him.

“What?” he squeaked.

“My sister left it. It’s a nursing bra. It’s got padding to absorb excess milk. Come on, let’s—“
“I’m not putting that on!”

I blinked. “Why not?”

“It’s…it’s girl clothes! It’s underwear! I can’t wear a bra.”

I started to chuckle.

“What’s so funny?”

“Men wear bras all the time. Sports bras. They use them to hold devices to measure the various things athletes measure. Heart rate, that sort of thing.”

“No they don’t!”

“Look it up.”

He shifted the shot glass to the other hand and typed in the question, ‘Do athletes wear bras?’

Yup. They call them athletic vests, but they are bras. It if walks like a bra, talks like a bra, then it’s a bra. Period.

“Holy…” he mumbled the rest of that dirty word under his breath.

“So you need to wear this…”

“I don’t want to!”

“So you want to drip all over the place? Leave a wet trail so you can find your way home?”

“Well…”

“Come on, I’ll think you’re even more of a man if you wear a bra. I mean, if you’re man enough to wear women’s clothes then you’re really pretty secure in your man-ness.”

“Well, but…”

He burbled a bit, but his boobies were leaking, and he finally had to face the facts: he needed a bra.

So I slipped the straps over his arms, fastened the back, and adjusted it.

It was almost a perfect fit, which sort of surprised me.

My sister is a big, healthy girl. She’s not much taller than me, and slender, but she’s got a world class set of ta tas. Bigger than mine, and that was for sure.

But though the cups were a bit big, they still almost fit. I think it was a certain amount of stretch, his chest was a couple of inches wider, and maybe his boobs—pardon me, his pecs—were more swollen than I thought, but…he almost fit into her bra.

Well, whatever. I slipped a couple of pads into the bra and stepped back, and took a breath.

“What?” he asked, looking up from the bra at me.

“Nothing. Nothing.” But it was something. Seeing him in a bra did something to me. It made me warm and tingly down in the monkey knuckle. In fact, it made me a bit wet.

“No, really. You’ve got a look on your face.

I undid his pants. They fell to his ankles as I grabbed his cock, went to my knees, and began sucking. I mumbled, over my mouthful of perfectly sized cock, and over his moans, “it’s just that you look so hot like this!”

“I do?” he gasped.

“Oh, yeah.” I took his whole cock in my mouth, easily. And I felt his balls, squeezed them enough to make his knees weak. “I’ve never seen anything so hot!”

“Well,” he gulped, “I’m feeling hot, too.”

I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He came along easily, a big grin on his face. It was much easier, apparently, to think that he was going to get some, instead of thinking he had a tumor in his pituitary.

In the bedroom I spun him around and attacked his mouth. Honestly, I had never felt so hot. I squeezed his tits as I raped his mouth and he groaned loudly.

“What?”

“That feels good!”

I grinned. “Maybe having boobers is fun.”

A moment of panic on his face, but panic always gives way to lust.

I pushed him back on the bed and crawled over him. I knelt over his teeny weeny for a moment, anticipation is half the fun, then began to sink down.

I have seen pornos of women taking big cocks. They gasp, and it looks like they are in pain. But I, with Harris’s perfectly sized cock, felt no pain. I just felt the wonderful sensation of him poking up into me. I had the room to wiggle, and I stimulated all my nerves, and his eyes were wide with pleasure.

“Fuck,” he said. “How can one woman feel so good?”

“Practice,” I gasped, and I began to ride him.

I like being on top. I like controlling the action. I like being the one who decides how deep, how much tilt, how much circling and corkscrewing. And I was really liking this right now.

And he liked it. He liked to just lay there and let me do the work.

The only difference, this time, was that I was feeling hia boobs, and he wasn’t feeling mine.

I leaned forward, put my weight on his cups. I could feel his erect nipple through the thick pad, and I pushed my hands around, actually causing the pad to slide back and forth.

“Oh, my fucking…” His eyes rolled back in the sockets and he started to squirt. And squirt. And squirt.

Fuck! He had a tendency to cum fast, but not this fast!

I tried to hurry, because I knew he would shortly be soft, but I didn’t have to worry. His dick did not go soft, it remained hard, and I kept rubbing my pussy over it. A long minute of fucking, then, my hands rubbing on his chest again, he started to cum again.

“Oh…oh…” his eyes rolled back and his legs began to tremble. Shit, he was cumming harder!

And I knew he was going to get softer really quick now. I mean, two orgasms?

But he didn’t get soft, and I started to marvel. His dick was still rock hard, harder. No bigger, but plenty harder, and I worked my hips over that sucker, I sat on him and drilled myself with his tool. God, it was good, and I placed my hands on his chest and…fuck! He was soaked! He not only had a hard cock…he was producing more milk!

And that just made me hornier! He might be getting wetter on the chest, but I was getting wetter between the legs.

I ground down hard. And I pushed on his breasts, and I squeezed, and maybe it was my imagination, but it felt like more milk was coming out, and…he orgasmed yet again!

I was shocked, and though I hadn’t cum, I rolled off him.

“Oh, God. Oh, God.” He whimpered and put his arm over his eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Why’d you stop?” he whined.

“I’m sore,” I lied. I was actually just worried. This was different sex, weird things were happening, and I wanted to figure things out, or at least see a doctor.

His hips were moving up and down, he had a desperate look on his face.

I laid against him and said, “Shhh. Take it easy.”

Slowly, he began to come down from the…the sex high he had been.

A little later—we had changed his bra pads, they were getting soaked—we lay in bed. He was drowsy, which was normal, considering that he had just cum several times. My mind was awake, buzzing, wondering.

What the fuck was happening?

Harris starts producing milk, and at the same time he turns into a priapic satyr. And that seemed sort of connected.

But…what the fuck was going on?

I am not a big believer in doctors. I had an aunt, got a clean bill of health, and had cancer two months later. What the fuck? Why didn’t the doctors catch it?

And my brother fell on his shoulder, broke the crap out of it. He went to over 20 doctors and none of them could tell him what was wrong. He said, ‘I fell on my shoulder and it feels like I broke something. They gave him X-rays, told him it was his neck, and refused to give him any pain killers. A physical therapist finally told him he was missing a ligament, and…bingo. A simple and quick operation and he was cured.

That little episode, if you look at the number of doctors that looked and missed the problem, even though he told them exactly what what was wrong, put the doctors at less than 5% efficiency.

About as good as a witch doctor.

So I’m not a fan of the quacks, but they were our only recourse. After all, the internet had told us what was wrong, but not how to fix it.

That said, we entered the doctor’s office at ten o’clock the next day, filled out forms that had to do with Harris’s grandmother and grandfather, and waited.

By eleven o’clock he was ready to see us. We walked in and sat down, and inspected the doctor.

He was a big fellow. Real chubby. Really swung a big spoon.

“What’s the problem, Harris?”

“He started lactating.”

The doctor frowned. “Hmm. Can you take off your shirt.”

Harris took off his shirt and sat there in his bra.

“Hmm,” said the doctor. “If you can take your bra off?”

“You’ll get wet.”

“That’s okay.”

Harris slipped the straps down and lowered his bra, and the milk was dripping. Really dripping. We had changed his pads before we had left the house, and they were soaked. I reached into my purse for some more pads. If this kept up he was going to need to double up on the pads.

The doctor felt Harris’s boobies—and I call them that because they were boobs. They weren’t just swollen, they were big and round. They were boobs. Maybe a B cup.

A spritz of milk squirted out and got on the front of the doctor’s white coat.

The doctor looked down in surprise.

“Sorry,” said Harris.

The doctor frowned some more, and gently palpated Harris’s boob, and milk kept flowing out.

“Well, I never,” said the doctor, which wasn’t too encouraging. “And this started last night?”

“Yeah. My chest was a little sore a couple of days before that, but no big deal. I thought I might have pulled a muscle.”

“Tell me, what kind of foods do you eat?”

“Almond milk, herbal tea, a lot of whole grains, leafy greens. We supplement our diet with nuts and seeds, and we like legumes.”

The doctor nodded. “You need to change your diet.”

“What?” I blurted.

“Harris is eating foods that stimulate prolactin. I suspect there’s a lot of estrogen in your diet. These things effect feminine hormones.”

“So he’s eating girl foods and turning into a girl?”

The doctor lowered his face and looked over his glasses. “That’s a little strong, but…yes.”

“So if we just feed him hamburgers and steak and big, thick, fat, rich, chocolate milkshakes he’ll stop acting like a—sorry Harris—a girl?”

“Pretty much.”

“What happens if I don’t change my diet?”

“More milk? Your penis and balls might shrink. Basically, you’ll go through a sort of girl puberty.”

“Are you shitting me?” I blurted.

He blinked. He was used to people going along with his line of bullshit. He obviously had never met a real woman.

“I’m sorry?” he tilted his head.

“Put your bra back on,” I commanded Harris. He had heard my tone of voice and he quickly slipped the straps up over his shoulders and began pulling on his tee shirt.

“What is—“ the doctor started, but I wasn’t going to give him a chance.

“You tell us my man is turning into a woman because he’s eating girly foods. Have you ever listened to your own self, Mr. Voodoo Witch Doctor?”

“I assure you that I—“

I grabbed Harris’s hand and began dragging him. He wasn’t completely dressed, but that was okay.

“Fuck you and the horse you rode in on…”

He actually stood up and followed us, and I think he wanted to say something, but I was on a roll.

“And fuck the horses your nurses rode in on, and fuck your wife and your daughter and the retard you call your son. And fuck your insurance company and your medical supplier and…”

I went on and on, and Harris and I walked out. Behind me everybody was staring with goggle eyes, but that’s okay. I felt pretty good.

The interesting thing is that if the doctor had just done a few tests, instead of laying his stupid opinion on us, everything could have been figured out pretty quick.

“Wow, you really unloaded on him.”

“He was an asshole,” I said, as I drove the car through traffic.

“Yeah,” but Harris wasn’t convinced. Tell the truth, he wasn’t much of anything. He had no idea what to think. “But what do we do now?”

“Well, let’s examine this food thing, and other drugs. We’re going to have to do our own research, though.”

So we did our research. Interestingly, there was some truth to what the doctor said. Harris was eating health foods, and health foods were high in estrogen, but enough to turn Harris into a girl? Nope.

So we went on the net and started talking to people, and we were surprised by how many men were growing boobs. It was almost a national epidemic. Not big boobs, just a bit of fat. And guys were taking care of this thing was mastectomies. Their boobs got big and they would just hire a doctor to do a little nip and tuck, or slice and dice, or whatever doctors called their operations these days, and that was it.

But we didn’t want some quack cutting into Harris. No way.

But we had to do something. His breasts were getting bigger.

“I need another bra,” he said, one night after dinner.

I checked him out. Weird to say it like that, makes me sound like the perverted male checking out the female, but…I looked at his frame.

His breasts were definitely getting bigger. They were Ds, and if they kept going they might end up being double Ds. Or even bigger.

“How’s the milk flow?” I asked.

“Down a little.”

“Well, that’s good.”

We went shopping the next day, and searched for a thick, sturdy bra with big pads for absorbing the milk. We were walking through the store and Harris made the interesting remark: “You know, it’s sort of horny to feel my jugs bouncing.

“What?” That sort of surprised me.

“Yeah. I used to watch girls walk, and they’d jiggle, and I’d get off on it. Now I’m jiggling, and…it sort of makes me horny.”

“Like hard on horny?”

“I’m always hard on horny.”

That was true. Since he started leaking in the boobs his cock had not gone down. Lucky me. Although…I did get tired of him dripping on me, so I was mostly in the driver’s seat these days. Which he didn’t mind.

We stopped at a counter and we started picking up bras, pulling them to check the stretch, examining the pads that went with them.

“So are you getting less horny as you drip less?”

He stopped and thought about that. “I might be,” he finally begrudged.

Begrudged, and I started to realize something. He liked his jiggle. He liked his hard cock. Did he like having boobs? Well, nothing for it but to ask. I turned to him.

“Harris, do you like having big tits?”

He started to say no, but we have always been honest, and he closed his mouth, then said, “I guess I do.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!”

We picked out a couple of bras, and, thinking about what he had said, I picked out a half bra. Real thin, real sexy. I snuck it into the bag without him noticing.

Home again home again, jiggedy jig. Or maybe that’s jiggledy jig.

We walked into the living room and I tossed the bag on the floor, sat down in front of it, and went searching for the sexy half bra. I held it up.

“Whoa, what’s that?”

“I thought you might want too try something a little sexy.”

“That’s a lot sexy! Why don’t you wear it?”

“Because I can’t fill it.” That was true. He was bigger than me. Quite a bit bigger than me.

“Yeah, but…it’s got no pads! And my nipples will be out in the open!”

“Yep.”

He stared at me for a second, then shrugged. “Okay.”

I held it out and he took it. By now he was pretty good at putting on a bra. He fastened it in front, spun it, and pulled the straps over his shoulders.

A perfect fit…for a perfect tit.

His boobs were lifted and presented perfectly. They looked even bigger, and the nipples were hard and erect and pointing straight out.

“Wow,” he muttered.

“Double wow,” I offered. Once again, I was feeling that heat in the puss. That moisture. That pulse that told me life is good and who can I fuck!?

He walked through the house to the mirror and stared at himself. Unfortunately, he was leaving a trail of milk splatters. Every couple of feet there was a drop on the floor.

But I didn’t care. I was watching those boobs jiggle. Hell, he liked them…I LOVED them! Every step and they shook, they lifted up and bounced, and the shimmy of flesh went from one side to the other, depending on which foot he was putting down.

In the mirror he had a perfectly feminine body. His dick was hard, but it was small enough that his pants kept it down. Of course it might stick up in a dress…maybe…and I started thinking about dresses. And nylons. And…high heels. Oh, my fucking God! I wanted to see him in high heels!

“Honey,” I said from behind him.

He turned, and almost put my eye out with those nips.

I couldn’t help myself, I reached up and hefted his boobs. Perfectly female. Not male fat bags, but female breasts.

He dripped on my hands.

He stared at me. He could feel my horniness. He could see the lust in my eyes.

I brought one hand back and licked the milk off it.

He said nothing.

I squeezed one breast and a bit of milk pooled in my palm. Watching him, hoping I wasn’t grossing him out, I licked the milk.

“Wow,” he said.

And that was it. He was turned on. His cock was hard and his tits were dripping, and…I couldn’t help myself.

“I’m going to suck on your breasts.”

He was having trouble breathing, but he nodded. “Yeah. You should.”

It seemed like the world was slowing down, time was moving like molasses, I moved my head forward and down. My lips went around his nipple and I felt the liquid on my tongue.

It was sweet.

I pursed my lips and gave a little suck. A big squirt of milk shot into my mouth.

God, it was sweet. And it was warm.

“Oh,” he groaned. His knees bent a bit, but he managed not to fall. “Do that again.”

So I did, and I took my time. I sucked, and milk filled my mouth.

“Oh, God!” He blurted. One hand went out and pressed on the wall. His knees were shaking.

I was not just wet now, I was actually feeling like I was on the edge of an orgasm. My voice was husky when I said, “Sit on the bed.”

He looked back to make sure the bed was behind him, sat, and faced me.

I held his breasts, warm and full, and I knew they weren’t just big, they were swollen with milk.

“I’m going to breast feed on you.”

He was as if mesmerized, and his head bobbed up and down. The whole thing might have been weird, but he wanted this.

I bent my head, pushed him back, and took his breast in my mouth. With my hands I pressed on his boob, causing the milk to squirt into my mouth. I drank, almost greedily. I had never experienced anything so erotic in my life. Such a sweet taste. I drank for a long minute from one, then shifted to the other.

“Oh, that is so good. It makes me so hot.”

I felt his groin, and his dick was, as usual, standing tall.

“Here,” he said. “Lay sideways to me.”

He helped me lay sideways, and I continued to press on his milk sac. Then I felt his hand worming down between my legs. That was why he wanted me to lay sideways, so he could reach my pussy.

He snaked a hand between my pants and skin and touched my pussy. Oh, fuck! I felt lightening shooting through my frame. The feeling of an orgasm suddenly whelmed up and gripped me.

“AHH!” I grunted the sound right into his nipple. I reached down and grabbed his groin, began stroking his cock.

“Oh….oh…” he moaned as my mouth mashed on his boob and my hand jacked his prick.

For a long minute we did each other, and one of his hands went to one of my boobs. And there we lay, entwined, jacking, sucking, moaning, and then…“AHHHH!” I began to cum. I hadn’t been cumming much lately, having been so worried about Harris’s breasts, but now I was making up for lost time. Or lost cums.

Which started him off. He began to spew in my hand, his hips jerking, and we both shot our loads.


PART TWO

We lay in the after glow. Stunned by the violence and magnitude of our orgasms.

“I never,” I said.

“Me neither,” he agreed.

I still had my hand on his breast, and his hand was on mine. My other hand was out of his pants, and I rolled over and face him.

He watched me, and I think he knew I was about to say something that might be a wee bit significant.

“What?”

“Babe, you have the most glorious tits in the world. So why are we so concerned?”

He blinked, and his eyes got a far away gaze.

“I mean, why are we fighting this, when it’s giving us so much fun.”

“So I should embrace my boobs.”

“Babe, men stare at boobs, they envy boobs, and you’ve always been a boob man…and now you have boobs. So why fight it?”

“Are you saying I should…stop trying to figure out why they are and just…enjoy them?”

“I am saying exactly that…and more.”

“What more?”

“My theory is that you are giving milk because you’re going through some sort of puberty. That might stop with time, but whether you produce milk or not—“

He interrupted me, “I like lactating.”

My turn to blink.

“I actually like the feeling of being full, and then draining the milk.”

I had noticed him milking himself in the shower a couple of times, and once in the afternoon I had caught him milking himself over the sink, his eyes closed with a dreamy expression on his face.

“So let’s do something about it.”

“Like what?”

“If we milk them regularly, they’ll probably keep lactating.”

“For as long as I want?”

“Yup.”

He thought about that, then whispered. “I like that idea.” Then he looked at me, “But…won’t I be a woman?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Don’t care. You’ve got a penis, and boobs, and that’s the best of both worlds.”

“I don’t have a pussy.”

I frowned. “Nothing to do about that. But…we can milk you, and you can wear bras…”

“All the bras I want?”

I smiled.

“And…” he was a bit hesitant, “what about wearing…other stuff?”

“What kind of ‘other stuff?’”

“Girly stuff.”

We were silent then, and we were making a big decision.

I said, “Girly stuff like nylons?”

“And…and garters. And a peignoir.”

It was started now, and I liked it. I had just cum, but I felt like cumming again. “And dresses.”

“What about make up,” he whispered.

“Yes. What about it?”

And we started chuckling. It was like a big, heavy weight had lifted off our shoulders. But he seemed very nervous about it.

“Okay, let’s research these boobs, and do it the right way.

After some thorough research we decided not to give Harris any extra estrogen. He had boobs, and his cock was working, and that was fine. We didn’t want to risk shrinking his already small penis.

But we did start a regimen of domperidone.

Domperidone is an illegal drug, but we simply ordered it through a European website. It has some warnings, so we got the best quality, and we were careful about dosages. And what was it for? Lactation.

We didn’t want bigger boobs, his were still growing. But we did want to encourage lactation. We wanted milk, and lots of it. I loved suckling his boobs, and he loved the feeling of being suckled. And I had the feeling that if we just kept him lactating that was going to keep hia boobs growing.

We would, eventually be proven right, and he didn’t take the drug for long.

He topped out at 39 G.

Of course 39, he had a male sized chest. A skinny male, but bigger than a female’s chest.

And G because his chest was wider than a females. It actually looked perfect. Of course, it might shrink to an F, which is right above double D, when he stopped lactating, but we weren’t about to stop his milk. We liked his milk.

We would frequently sit and talk for an hour in the evening while he pumped his breasts. And in the morning I stopped eating breakfast because I was getting all the nourishment I needed. Mother’s milk. Or, in this case, Daddy’s milk.

And Harris wore a bra all the time now. He had to. His boobs were just so big and heavy he had to support them at all times.

So life was good.

I had a man with the perfect size cock, and now the perfect size breasts. I could suck cock, or tit, all night long. Mmm.

But there was still the stigma of clothes. Isn’t it funny? His body is physically changes, but he’s worried about clothes.

Simply, he wanted to wear female clothes, but he was a little worried.

He had just started the domperidone, his breasts had popped out to almost their full size, and I tried to get him in a dress.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“You did when we were talking about it a month ago, and you’ve been dragging your heels.”

“Well, yeah, but…I don’t know.”

“So what are you scared of?”

He sighed. “Well, I don’t know, but…I’m still a guy, under it all, in my mind. And wearing a dress, it’s sort of like that will make me into a sissy?”

“A sissy?”

“Yeah. And I’m not a sissy. I’m not gay. I don’t—“

I started laughing.

“What?” His feelings were in danger of being hurt, but I didn’t care.

“Look, honey, you’ve got boobs. Nothing could be more feminine. And you’ve got a cock that won’t quit. That’s masculine. You’re not gay. You’re all man…and all woman.”

“But…I feel funky about it all!”

And there it sat. Him wanting to get dressed up, and not letting himself. And there it would have stayed. A frustrated position, to say the least. Then we met Arnold Keibler.

Who the heck is Arnold Keibler?

He was a guy at a restaurant.

We didn’t go out much, and when we did we chose small places with gloomy booths, and Harris would wear man clothes. He didn’t bind his chest or anything. He would often wear something bulky, but there was only so much you could do to hide a pair of ta tas like his.

So we’re sitting there, sipping a beer, talking about songs we loved, and the pizza arrived and we chowed down on that, and then we drank some more beer, and—

“Hi, guys.”

We looked up. Arnold was middle height, middle weight, had a quirky grin, and his head was ever so slightly tilted.

“I don’t mean to intrude, but I really need to talk to somebody.”

Now, I don’t know why we let him sit down, maybe it was that cheerful but respectful bedside manner of his, but we did. He laid his card on the table.

Arnold Keibler, PsyD

Doctor of Psychology

“You’re a doctor?” Harris asked.

I said, “I hate doctors.”

“Mostly quacks,” he agreed, putting me off my stride. I gazed at him suspiciously. “I had a mole on my neck. They gave me all these stupid talks about cancer and how I was going to die…so I cut it off with a pen knife. Boy, did they scream.” He laughed. “You’d have thought I had cheated them out of an office visit. Can I have some beer? I’ll buy the next pitcher.”

He was saying the right things, he seemed to have a sense of humor, so we agreed.

He was a good conversationalist. Laughed easily, had anecdotes, and after about fifteen minutes I asked him, “You said you needed to talk to somebody?”

We were into the second pitcher, and he had bought, and he nodded. “Look, I specialize in transgender counseling. Obviously, I need to understand things, and when I see something that’s curious, I need to ask questions so I can understand, and that helps me talk to my patients.”

“Oh, okay,” Harris was agreeable.

Me, being the more pragmatic, was still suspicious. “So what do we have that you need to know about?”

I knew where he was going, but he was being so nice and polite, and he was buying the beer, that I let him speak his piece.

“Do people give you a rough time about having breasts?”

Not how do you feel, but how do people treat you. That was circumspect, and even thought provoking.

“I try to stay away from people,” answered Harris.

“A wise decision,” nodded Keibler. “Do you find that men and women treat you differently?”

What the fuck? Now I was even thinking over the interactions Harris had had.

“Men are scared. Women are angry.”

Keibler blurted a laugh. “That’s perceptive. Why do you think that is?”

And Harris started talking and talking, and I even overcame my suspicion and started putting forth my own thoughts.

I think Keibler was honest. He was just interested in reactions to men with boobs, but when we started talking about our frustrations, he went right along with us, asked us questions, listened patiently, and it was like getting a free therapy session, right in the middle a pizza parlor.

And we didn’t see him after that. Just a one night stand, if you get my drift, but before he left he did say one thing that broke us out of all our frustration.

“Sounds like you’re intersex,” he remarked thoughtfully.

“What’s intersex?” we asked.

“Intersex is when a person is born with characteristics of both sexes. It happens to one out of 2,000 people. Maybe they have breasts, or testicles, or the hormonal balance is more appropriate for a different sex, or whatever.

“But I wasn’t born…” Harris stopped.

Keibler shrugged at the incomplete thought. “So it manifested later. But I’m really out of my league here. This is a question for a medical doctor. Just see your doctor, ask if he’ll test you for intersex characteristics,  and that’ll tell you.”

So we went back to the quack, and he looked a bit scared when he realized it was me, but I just said, “Test Harris for intersex characteristics. And he agreed, and a week later Harris took some tests, and a week after that we had the results.

Yup. Harris was a biological man with a few ‘quirks.’ Mostly it was hormonal, he zigged when he should have zagged thing, and none of this stuff had showed up for the first part of his life, but now he had reached an age, his body had decided to complain, and the hormones kicked in, and…boobs.

We arrived home, and went into the kitchen, and poured a couple of big, old bourbon and Cokes.

“Wow,” he said, after a big gulp. “I always thought I was normal.”

“You’re sure my idea of normal.”

“Even with these?” he hefted his cannons. They were super big and looked like they needed to be milked.

“Especially with those.” I eyed those mammaries hungrily.

He gulped more bourbon. “So I really am a half and half man.”

“I prefer to think of you as a half and half woman.”

He considered me. “You’re taking this pretty easily.”

“What? I should run down the street screaming because my man is extra sexy?”

“Well…sometimes I feel like running down the street screaming.”

“That’s just your female hormones.”

He was silent for a moment, then he said, “I guess it is.”

We sat, and drank, and were lost in our own thoughts.

Finally, he said, “So, what now?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do I cut off my boobs? Or lose my nuts? What do I do?”

“Why would you want to do anything?”

“Well, I’m half and half. I’m not one or the other. How do I get to be one or the other?”

I shook my head, actually a little bit confused by his question, and then I got pissed. I leaned forward and spoke right into his face. “Why on earth would you want to give up one for the other? You’re the best of both! Why don’t you get over this bullshit of thinking something is wrong and just go with it?”

Now he was confused. I had been so reasonable, and now I was in his face.

“But…but…”

I grabbed his ears, and I kissed him, hard. I savaged his mouth. I didn’t let him speak, or whine, or cry, or take control.

Then I reached down and grabbed him by the pants. I got a hold of a big hunk of material, and I could feel his cock in the mess. I dragged him through the house. Him on his tip toes, his mouth open, not understanding.

I sat down on the couch and pulled him, by the crotch, over my lap. I spanked him. And it was fun. I was suddenly tired of all the bullshit. I had been walking on eggshells, catering to his confusions, and it was time to stop.

I slapped his ass, and when he tried to wiggle out I grabbed the waist of his pants and pulled him back. He came back, but his pants came off, too. Oh, baby, there was his bare butt, and I was ready for that. I reached under him, grabbed his cock and pulled it down. He had no choice. He flattened out on my lap. Before I had sort of had him, now he was totally under my control, and I pulled down hard with one hand, and with the other hand I wailed away on that beautiful ass.

“Hey! OW! Stop!”

“Not a fucking chance. I’ve had enough of your bullshit.” And then I was laughing. All my emotions were released, all the bullshit was over.

He crawled off my lap and looked back at me. He rubbed his ass and his face was a mix of emotions. There were even some tears creeping out of his eyes.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

God, I felt good. I leaped on him, buried him under an avalanche of kisses. At first he thought I was going to spank him again, but I just wanted his cock.

While I kissed him I loosed my own pants, and then I was ready. I sank down on his penis and, man, did it feel good. After all the bullshit emotions, this was what it was all about.

“Hey!”

I pulled my blouse off and pulled his hands up and positioned them. He gripped my tits and squeezed, and I groaned. I could feel his cock, throbbing, pulsing, wanting to cum. But I wasn’t about to let him squirt.

I reached down and pressed on his boobs, and he started to squirt milk. I kept pressing and pressing, and his cries of protest changed into moans of delight.

Then, just when he was about to cum, I got up.

He looked up in confusion.

I reached down and grabbed him by the prick. “Come on, you asshole.”

I pulled him down the hallway, into the bedroom, and threw him into the chair in front of my vanity table. I sat on his lap and kissed him some more, then, when I was about to faint my own self, I stood up, grabbed his tits, and said. “You are my husband, and I have certain rights. And I have the right to make you up any way I see fit. Now sit here and shut up.

“But, I don’t—“

“SHUT!” I bellowed.

He sat, blinking, uncertain, turned on, wanting to cum and denied, and I reached under the vanity table for my nail kit. I placed his hand on the table and began pasting red nails on him. It was a bit sloppy, but it served the purpose, and his hands became slender, longer, and looked like bloody claws. Fucking sexy.

He was silent for about ten minutes. Long enough for me to press nails on his other hand.

“I don’t think I want to do this,” he whispered.

I grabbed him by the boob, milked squirted, and I snarled, “You don’t know what you want. You’re the intersex man. You’re half and half, and you can’t make up your mind which way you want to go. I’m tired of it, so I’m making up your mind for you. I’m going to do this, then you’ll have seen the other half, and you’ll know what you want.”

He couldn’t say much to that, and I began to work on his face. As long as he sat there and let me work I was gentle. When he started to complain, I got rough.

And always his cock was sitting straight up. And the more I worked on him, the more his cock throbbed.

I primed his face, put foundation on it, He was the canvas, and I was making him my masterpiece.

I put the color in his cheeks, then started working on his eyes. I mascara-ed him, I lengthened and thickened his eyelashes. I dabbed color onto his eyelids.

As time passed and he gave up talking, as he stared at the mirror at what I was making, I said conversationally, “I always thought your skin was too fine for a man. And your jawline is softer than a real man’s.”

“A real man’s?”

“Yup. Not a half a man, but a real man.”

“But…”

“Don’t get me mad. Just accept that you have a big slice of soft running through you, and learn to appreciate it, to take advantage of it.

He gulped.

I finished his eyes, and he sat there and looked at his face in wonder. To see himself en femme, it was cathartic. It was therapeutic.

“Good. Now sit there for a second. Don’t fucking move.”

I walked into the kitchen, made some drinks, then came back. He was sitting, staring, coming to grips with the truth of himself.

I handed him a drink and told him to drink up.

He gulped a couple of gulps, then placed the glass down, and I did his lips.

Oh, I could feel every single emotion he was going through. The protest, and the acceptance. The waning of confusion.

“Not bad, eh?”

He stared at his juicy, red, plump lips. He looked down at his lap. He looked up at me. “Fuck. I’m leaking down there.”

I laughed. “Your tits are leaking, your cock is leaky…”

He laughed, but it was a laugh on the edge of tears.

“Come, come,” I said, leaning down and once again touching my lips, gently, to his.

He looked up at me with such trusting innocence. He was in an alien land and he was starting to trust me to lead him through it.

“Come on, let’s get you dressed.”

I placed him on the bed and rolled stockings up his legs. I could see the wonder in his eyes as the sleek material encased his legs, gave an electric feel to his flesh.

I put a garter belt around him and attached the snaps. He looked down, and his cock was totally erect and beautiful. 4.6 inches of beautiful.

I Handed him some panties, and he stepped into them, pulled them up. His cock made a wonderfully obscene bulge.

I handed him his bra, the half one, and shortly his beautiful tits were peeking over the edge, dripping.

Then a dress. A yellow one with a cross over chest. I could see his wonderful cleavage, and a bit of the bra, and I didn’t care.

Then, high heels. It was the first time he had ever tried heels, and his balance was totally ruined. He tottered, and had to hold to me to stop from falling.

I just laughed, and got out the wig.

He stared at himself in the long mirror. He was tall in heels, svelte with big boobs, and his face was totally, utterly feminine.

“Nice,” I murmured, and I got out my ear piercing kit.

“You’re not going to—“

“I am. Now sit here and take it like a woman.

He was trembling now. but it wasn’t all fear. It was the release of pent up fears. It was the accomplishment of self.

I swabbed his lobes with alcohol and stuck the needle through. A drop of blood, and I fit my long danglies onto his ears. They sparkled and twisted in the light, silver lines with tiny, sparkling diamonds on the ends.

The other ear.

“Now for your nose…”

“What?”

I laughed. “Gotcha.

He stared at me, and I was totally taken by the transformation. He was beautiful. Or, she was beautiful. Sexy. Intoxicting.

If a man had seen her he would have fallen in love.

If a woman had seen him she would have fallen in love.

I saw her, and I was in love.

“Okay. Come with me.”

I walked her out to the garage and told her to get in the car.

“But where are we going?”

“Wherever I want.”

She sat, docile, and I drove through town. We went to Charley Coyote’s, the hottest nightclub in town, and I got out of the car and squired her into the place.

Oh, she was nervous. She was shaking like an earthquake and trembling like a leaf. But I just dragged her.

Enough equivocation. Enough confusion.

We walked into the nightclub and walked up to the bar, and the men waiting for a turn at the harried bartender parted. They simply saw us, two beautiful women, and they let us through.

I ordered us a couple of Singapore Slings and we took them to a table in a corner. The table was by one of the windows not obscured by ironwork, and high. The kind that are a foot higher than normal and that you have to sit with your heels on a rung. Your legs on display and your thighs clamped so as not to show your inner depths.

I sipped, and watched her.

Harris was sort of blank at first, undergoing shock, but she started to look around, and the alcohol worked, and she began to relax.

“Wow,” she said.

“You know,” I observed, “You were caught between what society expects, and you didn’t know which way to go. And I don’t care which way you go. I love you either way.

She sipped and watched the bar.

A young man came up and asked if Harris wanted to dance. Before Harris could get flustered I said, “We’re Lesbians. Don’t bother.” A smile quirked at the corner of his mouth. For a young guy he was pretty worldly, and he said, “Well, can I watch you kiss?”

I laughed, “You are such a pervert!”

He shrugged. I leaned forward, pulled Harris’s mouth to me and kissed her.

The man watched, grinning.

“Would you like to kiss me?” I asked.

“Sure.”

So I kissed him. He had a good mouth, and I enjoyed it. And when I drew back I could see the surprise on Harris’s face. I looked at her. “Would you like to kiss him?”

Harris’s mouth dropped.

“Please,” said the young man.

“Yes,” I said. “Kiss him, show him how the other half lives. Maybe he’ll convince you to go back to men.”

Oh, the delightful way I had tied Harris up with that statement. Still, she said nothing.

“Harris, kiss him.”

Harris was once again trembling. The young man moved towards her. He leaned forward, and he kissed. Gently, lovingly.

Harris kissed with her eyes open. Then I actually saw the young man’s tongue dart out, and I thought Harris was going to pee in her panties.

Then they broke, and the man went, “Woo! Good kiss!”

Then he was gone, and we were left alone.

“I don’t believe I did that,” whispered Harris.

“Believe,” I said. Then I put my glass down. “Are you ready to go home and let me have my way with you.”

“You want to make love?”

“Oh, God, no. I want to stick my dick in you, have my way, and be a man.”

Harris’s eyes were fluttering. I loved all the confusion and the way it was being resolved. I knew she was going to want to do this again, to go out as a woman. What a lucky person. She could go out as a man, or as a woman.

“I…I…”

“Whatever you want, we should go. You’re leaking.”

Harris looked down at her tits and actually jumped. She had two large wet spots centered over her nipples. “Oh…oh…”

I just laughed, she had been leaking the whole time and I thought that was super hot. I took her hand, and led her out of the nightclub.

We walked to the car, arms around each other, and I drove us home.

“You’re a real bitch,” Harris said at one point.

“Do you like it?” I responded. “Do you like it when somebody takes control and makes you do things?”

“I do. But I don’t know if I want that all the time.”

“Then some time you can take control. You can run me around and make me suck your cock and you can bend me over and teach me how to be a woman. But tonight it’s my turn.”

We arrived home, and I opened the door, took her hand, and led her through the house.

We stood in the middle of the bedroom and kissed, and I marveled at how soft her lips were, how feminine she was. Then I was helping her out of her dress. I moved her back to the bed, pushed her back, and she crawled, on her back, and propped herself up on her elbows. she watched me, and though I saw fear, I saw hunger.

“Are you really going to fuck me? Like a man?”

I had been wearing a dress, and I lifted it and began putting on a strap on. I had bought it the week before without knowing why, but now I knew. “Yes. I’m going to stick my dick in you and make you cum.”

She said nothing.

I stepped to her and pulled her panties down. Her large tits leaked, making her flesh glisten in the dim light.

I took the time to lube her thoroughly, and then I stepped between her legs.

“I’m looking forward to taking you doggy style some time, but this first time, I think you need to see what is happening.”

I grabbed her dick and lifted, and her hips lifted up, and I pushed my cock gently into her.

She gasped as she was opened up. I could see the surprise on her face. I could tell she liked it.

Then I was in. All the way. My plastic balls pressed against her ass.

“Oh, yes…” she whimpered.

I began to move in and out, and as I moved I stroked her penis.

Harris groaned with the urgency of it all. I had denied her earlier, and now she was super hungry.

“You can cum when you want,” I said.

“How…how…”

“Same way you always do. Just relax and let it happen.”

At first she was trying, but then she started to relax. I could feel the lessening of resistance in her man pussy, and I drove in and out, deep and hard. With each stroke her eyes widened. Her breath was coming fast.

“Massage your tits,” I commanded. “I want to see them all shiny with milk.”

Staring at me with love in her eyes, she began to press on her breasts, and the milk started to flow. It burbled all over her breasts, and she smoothed it out, rubbed it in, and her shiny tits glistened.

I kept driving in, stroking, and she kept squeezing her tits, then pulling on her nipples, and even more milk squirted out.

I leaned forward, managed to keep fucking and stroking even as I suckled her big tits.

She started to groan and hump. Her hips went up and down and she lost control. She reached up and hugged me, pulled me to her and wrapped her arms around me. It was all I could do to keep penetrating, sliding my hand up and down, and she came.

“Oh…fuck!…Oh…sweet heysoos!”

Her hips went wild, her legs jerked manically, and semen began to leap out of her penis. For a long minute she was like that, spasming violently, then she gave up, laid back, and just reveled in her new found self.

“Oh, God,” she said. “I love being a woman!”

I smiled, and drew my cock out of her.

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.

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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Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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!


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

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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

[image: ]

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 Became a Woman!’

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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