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PART ONE

She was on the beach naked.

I mean…really naked. Like she had the body that wouldn’t quit. A thin waist, round hips, and her breasts…mmmm!

And her face wasn’t too bad either! I mean, she was old, and by that I mean older than me. I’m 23, and she was probably 35. Which just made her sexier. I absolutely love MILFs

The body of a MILF is fuller, the face is calm, not the frantic look that younger people have.

Her hair was a gorgeous waterfall of brunette. Dark brunette. And her eyes…I needed to get closer to see her eyes.

I was on the side of a dune, hidden by a stand of scrub weeds. I reached into my fanny pack—it always cracks me up when people call them ‘fanny packs, they are man purses, and that’s it, and I love the idea of carrying a purse—and took out a pair of binoculars.

I lifted them to my eyes and leaned through the weeds.

Her eyes were green, sort of sea-green, and her brows were perfectly arched. She had long lashes and full lips, and, oh, my God…I couldn’t help myself. I tilted on my side, held the binoculars with one hand, and with the other hand pulled down my swim trunks.

As I began to stroked myself she arched her back and wiggled her butt into the sand. Oh, fuck! Her breasts were so big, and the nipples were excited.

I chuckled. This was a horny one. Getting all excited just from laying naked on a secluded beach. Maybe she could feel my eyes devouring her. Maybe she knew, in her heart of hearts, that she was fap fodder for my horniness.

Maybe—she put her head up and stared right at me.

Oh, God! I pivoted my head, with the binoculars, and aimed my vision down the beach. Crap. She had caught me…caught me…I was trembling, on the edge of orgasm, and suddenly I had to let go, pull my trunks up. I tried to pull them up without undue physical motion, but…she had to have…

I pulled my head back slightly, just enough to use my peripheral vision, and…oh, crap. She was getting up. She was walking towards me. I wanted to stare at the way her big bosoms swayed and jiggled, but…I was terrified.

Sure, it was a public beach, and I had only been looking, but…but…I stared down the beach at nothing, trying to act like I was watching…watching…birds! That’s it! I was just watching birds! And she happened to be over there and I wasn’t looking at her and…God, I hoped the police didn’t get involved. But…it was a public beach! She would get in more trouble from being completely naked than I would for staring at her.

I risked another look. Oh, God! She was almost here. Just ten feet more and she would be on top of me!

My mind in overdrive, a somewhat frantic overdrive, I tried to figure out what to do. She was coming towards me, she would be here in seconds, I  had to act nonchalant. I had to fake my way out of this.

Okay…okay…I can do this. I lowered the binoculars and looked at her.

“Oh, hi!” My voice was a little high. Lower it down. Calm down. “I was just watching some birds. It’s a wonderful day. Some many birds. And…uh…” I trailed off.

She stopped three feet from me. She had a lop-sided smile on her face as she inspected me.

“Birds, eh? Do I look like a bird to you?”

“What? Oh, no! I was adjusting my binoculars when I saw you, but I didn’t mean to stare, I…it was just for a second, then I saw those birds down the beach and—“

“What birds,” she turned slightly and I gulped. This close her breasts were amazing. Sunburned, glistening from a bit of sun tan lotion. The nipples seemed bigger than ever, and they were so…excited.

I looked down the beach. There were no birds.

“Well, they must have flown away.” My voice was sounding weird in my ears, like somebody else was talking. My heart was pounding.

She dropped to her knees and contemplated me. I was laying on my belly, to hide my big boner, and I was now staring directly at her chest. My eyes were wide open.

“I need you to admit something.”

“I…what?”

“I need for you to admit that you are a dirty, little pervert.”

She was smiling openly. Her lips were so red, and they were glossy, and I alternated between looking at her boobs and her full lips. Up, down, caught between the two, not knowing any third option for my eyes.

“A..a pervert?” I squeaked. “I’m not a….no…I was just looking at birds.”

“What kind of birds?”

“What?”

“Every bird watcher I know knows exactly what they are looking for. They have books and they have researched locales and they are looking for a precise bird. What kind of bird are you looking for?”

“What kind…” and here my mind went truly insane. It was shuttling back and forth between her breasts and her lips, with an occasional darting side trip to her green, scintillating eyes, and I had to think of the names of birds. But I didn’t know the names of any birds!

Wait…I did, too! Seagulls…but they were too common here. Woodpeckers, but there were no trees. And…crows…too common…blustering, I made up a name.

“The red-billed thrush.”

“The red-billed thrush?”

“Uh, yeah. They’re not too common around here. But sometimes, this time of year…”

“Did you mean red-bellied thrush?”

“What?”

“My brother was a bird watcher. Took me with him all the time. The red-bellied thrush is quite common…in the Caribbean. Not here.”

“Did I say thrush…? I meant…I meant…”

I was getting an ache in my neck from staring at her boobs and trying not to stare and my head going up and down to her lips and…I lowered my gaze and that was even worse. I was now looking directly at her pussy. And she shaved! She didn’t have any hair and I had a full view of her moist slit. Oh, my God!

“You’re a pervert,” she stated.

“A…no…no, I’m not. I’m a bird watcher and I was watching birds.”

“No. You were watching me. My body. Were you focusing on my breasts?” She lifted one tit and my jaw dropped. “Or were you just scoping my whole body out. Did you take the time to note the color of my eyes? Those big binoculars you would be able to see the hairs on my vagina. If I had any hairs down there.”

Frantically gulping, I couldn’t help myself. I looked down at her pussy, then I jerked my eyes up.

“I think,” I sounded like I was gurgling, “maybe I better leave. The birds have all gone away and I didn’t want to disturb—“

“That would be very unwise.”

“Un…who?” I was actually getting dizzy. I was getting sunstroke. I had to get out of here.

“You see, the truth of the matter is that I am a pervert watcher.”

“What?” My voice actually cracked.

“I come to the beach and I take off my clothes and I find a nice, secluded place, and I wait for perverts to come and stare at me. And they do come. And sometimes they even cum.” She chuckled, which made her  wonderful breasts gently jiggle. I was now locked on to them.

“But whether I do anything more with you depends on one thing. You simply must admit that you are, indeed a pervert.”

“I’m not…” I whispered.

“Of course you are.” She leaned forward, placed her hands on the beach. She was only a foot away from my face. Her face was so perfectly sculpted, a perfect blend of features, and she was…she was…hungry.

And her boobs now hung down, almost to the sand. Another inch and the tips, her nipples, would be brushing the sand. And she licked her lips. Her tongue just came out and ran along the curve of her plump lips, and I could see the moisture of her mouth.

“You are a pervert, and if you admit it, then we can go on a date. Right now. And I will ask you thoroughly humiliating questions, and maybe we can do things. Naughty things. Things that will give you memories that will cause you to play with that nice penis of yours for the rest of your life. Of course, I haven’t fucked any of the perverts I had cau…watched,” she had been about to say something else, but I was so mesmerized, so entranced, that I couldn’t figure it out. “But that doesn't mean I won’t. To tell the truth I have been dying to take my…dates…that far. To have one of those filthy, dirty, nasty cocks in my very unused pussy. Oh, what a dream. To feel you spew your nasty cum inside me, to feel you dripping out of me. God, I would love that. Can I feel your cock?”

“What? My cock?” I was dazed.

“Your cock. It looked so nice, the glimpse I had of it when you were beating off. It must be very ready to squirt by now. I mean, you didn’t cum, did you? I would really like to feel your hard, throbbing cock in my hand. Maybe even in my mouth. Yes. my mouth. I would love to suck on your big cock. Right now. Let me feel that big thing. Sit up…”

She went back on her knees, her breasts pointed at me, and she said, “Get up, like me, take your penis out and let me feel it.”

Was that me moving? Was that me getting up on my knees, pulling my trunks down and…it was. I held my cock in my hand and stared at her. Not at her boobs, not at her cunt, but at her…those eyes. Those hypnotic eyes.

“Come closer,” she urged, and she took a couple of knee steps, coming closer to me.

I did, and suddenly she was touching my cock. I gasped, and my hand fell away.

Always, on retrospect, I wonder at that moment. There was a part of me that expected her to abuse me. To pull it hard, to hurt me, to scream ‘rapist!’

But right then all those thoughts were pushed away. There was only the feeling of her hand on my cock. Feeling it, sliding along it, my cock jerking up as if about to spew.

“Oh, that’s nice. This is a nice prick. You’ve got a wonderful prick.”

She wasn’t looking at my tool, however, she was looking at me, and cooing, and licking her lips.

“Now, do you want to go on a date and find out where this leads? Do you want to admit that you are a pervert? That’s all it takes, you know. You admit you’re a pervert and we’re going to stand up and walk to my van and get in. And we’ll…go on a date. Me and you. Would you like that?”

Her hand was moving back and forth. Her other hand was feeling my balls. I couldn’t swallow, I was light headed, I couldn’t think. Yet my head moved up and down.

“Then find your voice and admit it. You are a pervert.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. But I was trying…I was trying.

“Just say it. Four simple words. I…am…a…pervert.”

“I…”

Did I say that? I must have…

“Am…”

Yes! That was me! I was talking…

“A…”

She smiled, held my penis firmly, which was good because I was throbbing and trying to squirt. I groaned, a drop escaped from the head of my cock, but the rest was held back, a dam that wouldn’t burst, but wanted to. Oh, how I wanted that damn to burst!

She leaned closer, our lips were an inch apart, our eyes were locked. “Say it, my sweet. Say the last word.”

It blurted out of me. “Pervert.”

She smiled, and sighed. “Oh, my lovely. We’re going to have such fun, you and I.”

Then she leaned that inch closer, touched her lips to mine. Just a touch, and my eyes closed, and then they were gone. I opened my eyes.

“Well, let’s go.” She was standing up. Looking down. I stared up at her mounds, so close, right over my face.

“Go?” My voice sounded like a frog had shat down my throat.

“Yes. On our date. I’ve only got a beach towel, be a good boy and get it. I’ll wait right here.”

I looked down the beach, to where she had lain. It was only thirty feet, and her big towel was laid out, the impression of her butt in the towel.

“Go on. Go.”

I moved forward, a little stumpily on my legs, and she giggled and slapped my ass. “Oh, and a bottle of lotion. Don’t forget that. We don’t want to litter.

I pulled my trunks up and jogged to her spot, and jogged back a moment later, the towel on my arm and the lotion in my hand.

As I approached she turned and began to walk. I had nothing to carry, just my fanny pack, my murse, and it dangled at my side.

Her ass was the finest as I had ever seen. It shifted, the buns flexing in turn as she walked through the fine, white sand. As I pulled up next to her I stared as her breasts rose and fell. She glanced at me, grinned, and kept walking.

We walked for a quarter mile to a parking lot.

“You came out here with no clothes on?

“Ballsy, ain’t I,” she quipped.

“Weren’t you scared of getting arrested?” Good. I was talking. Conversing. This was really happening.

“Oh, God, no. They don’t arrest you for public nudity. They just warn you, maybe give you a ticket.”

We were on the asphalt of the parking lot now, and heading for a van in the far corner, maybe a hundred yards away.

“That’s the trouble with society these days, you know.”

I didn’t know, I was trying to stare without staring, so incredibly aware of this beautiful woman striding along so carefree next to me.

“People commit crimes and there are no consequences. Criminals spend an hour in jail and are let out by liberal judges to commit their heinous crimes again and again.”

I listened, but I really wasn’t listening. I was…enraptured.

“Politicians steal from the people, corporations are parasites, and people…they just go along, stealing as they can, committing their own crimes, and letting it all happen. Do you have a name?”

“Lonnie,” I blurted, quite happy, my cock bouncing along, hoping to finish what had been started.

“Lonnie. Tell me, Lonnie, do you believe in crime and punishment? Or just crime?”

I blinked…some part of my mind told me that this was getting weird, but I wasn’t listening to my mind. I was listening to my cock. I was with the sexiest woman in the world, and I might get lucky! At any rate, somewhere along the line my cock thought it was going to spew, and that was thinking enough for me.

But before I could answer, if I had been able to think enough to answer, we reached the van. She clicked her fob and unlocked the doors. she opened the passenger door and held it for me. I climbed in, and she placed a hand on my buttocks, caressed my bun, and I about jumped out of my skin, and my cock certainly jumped. Big time.

I sat and watched as she walked around the front of the van. She smiled at me with her beautiful smile. Those breasts jouncing. God! I must be the luckiest man alive.

She opened the driver’s door and climbed in.

“Fasten your seat belt,” she said.

I pulled the belt over me and clicked it, and a hand reached around my head from the rear, a rag went over my mouth, my nose, and I gasped, which was probably the worst thing I could do. I inhaled a sweet smelling anesthetic, and the last thing I heard was: “Caught a good one, did you?”

“Oh, yes. And he was eeeeeezzz…” I faded away.

Zeeeee, an echo of fading away reversed itself and I came back. First was an awareness of the world. A bed under me. A comforting mattress, but…I was naked atop the mattress. No sheets over me. And…

Wakey, wakey, time for breaky. That was what my mother used to say.

Mmm. I wanted bacon and eggs. I wanted…I jerked upright. At least I tried to. My wrists and ankles were fixed to a four poster bed.

I struggled, I pulled, I twisted, but there was no way to get loose. All I did was bruise my wrists and ankles on the handcuffs.

The room was not large. Just large enough to a poster bed, with two feet of walkway on each side. On the right wall was a set of double doors. On the right side was a regular door. Like, a door for getting out of here. If I could just get loose and…but struggling again brought me defeat. I laid there, breathing heavily, and my thoughts went over what had happened.

A beautiful woman sunbathing on the beach. I peeped her, and she caught me. But…then she was weird. Talking dirty and actually touching my cock.

I sucked in breath at the thought, and realized that my dick was still hard. She had teased me, tantalized me, brought me to a single drop of cum, then denied me…and promised me…more.

But more what?

I laid on the bed, stared at the ceiling. The walls were bare. Oh, a red dot in a corner. Somebody was filming this!

“Hello?” I tried, but my throat was dry. I swallowed a few times, licked my lips, and tried again.

“Hello?” A little better.

“Hello!” Good.

Nothing happened.

“Hey!” Nothing.

“Help!” Nobody.

And, eventually I gave a scream.

Nothing. The door remained closed. I remained manacled.

I lay there, time passed out, and I eventually sort of drifted. Halfway between sleep and not sleep.

Click!

I started, raised my head. The doorknob was turning.

“Hey!”

The door opened.

She walked in. She was as I remembered, but even sexier. Of course I was hornier, but…she was dressed, her charms were concealed, and that excited my imagination. Even though I knew what was under her clothes, my mind wondered, and made my dick grow harder.

“Hello, Lonnie.”

“Let me go.”

She smiled and sat on the edge of the bed. She held a box in one hand, which she put on the bed next to my waist.

“I’m afraid that’s not going to happen.”

I whispered, “This is kidnapping. False imprisonment. The FBI will find me…you’ll go to jail.”

She chuckled. “I’m afraid that’s not going to happen, either.”

She grabbed my wrist, placed a finger just so, and took my pulse. My heart was racing, but she just kept smiling.

“Feels healthy. A little excited, but that’s to be expected.”

“Who are you?”

She let go of my wrist and grabbed my cock with her other hand. “I need you to cum.”

“Lady, I don’t feel like cumming. I want to get out of here!”

“If wishes were fishes,” she murmured, and she began stroking me. Up and down, and my cock, already excited responded.

At that point, even though I was hornier than shit, and deprived of an orgasm, I really wanted to cum. But, I also didn’t want to cum. I was being held prisoner! I needed to get out of there.

She shook her head and made a tsk tsk sound. “I know you are trying not to cum, but you will, so you might just as well relax and let it happen.

“Let me go!”

“My name is Barbara, and you, Lonnie, are a self-confessed pervert. You peep at people, you watch them with your big binoculars, and you masturbate. Probably a lot, if I know my perverts.”

“You’ve got to let me go!” I had tears in the corners of my eyes and I was whining. Her hand felt so good, but I didn’t want to…I didn’t want to!

She took my balls with her other hands and rolled them like they were ben wah balls.

“Please!” I begged. Then I screamed, trying to get rid of some of the horniness building up so inexorably in my groin, “This is against the law!”

“Lonnie, the United States hasn’t existed for a long time. Look at your headlines. Senators get caught cheating and never face the music. My girl Hillary sells uranium to Russia, and gets a pat on the back. The last honest president gets smeared and attacked over the Russian hoax for over three years, even though every body knew it was a scam. The United States only exists in the minds of a few deluded idiots, like you.”

I goggled at her. This was crazy! The United States existed! And my groin was building, getting ready to bust.

“The United States originally established several locations to deal with perverts. Jeffrey Epstein was in charge of this program. He had not only his island, but five other locations to which he would lure politicians and corporate executives and such for the purpose of entrapping and blackmailing, and all with the blessings of the US government.

“Eventually these locations were shut down and new locations opened up. But these new locations were not for the purpose of blackmail. Heck, the blackmail was done. Senators, leaders of industry, tech giants, even supreme court justices, they were all under the thumb of the New World Order. And the new locations were designed for the purpose of dealing with perverts. Like yourself.

“If you had not said you were a pervert I would have left, and you would be free. But now that you have confessed, you are guilty, and you must be dealt with.”

“What are you going to do with me?”

“That depends on how you respond to your re-education. You might become a maid in some politicians house, you might be sent to service the minions of the New World Order. But whatever happens, your life as Lonnie is over, and your new life, as Lana, is begun.”

I began to struggle then, but it was too late, I felt the white heat erupt, I felt the pulse of semen up my cock, and then I was shooting my seed into the air.

“That’s a boy. Let it happen.”

I was almost crying, and I was cumming. What a weird, weird…thing.

Then I was done. I lay, my chest heaving, experiencing that lassitude that assails a man after his orgasm. I didn’t want to move. I actually wanted to go to sleep.

Barbara reached into the box and pulled out a contraption. It was pink, and consisted of rings and tube. The tube was cock shaped, but a little small. There were some wires embedded in the plastic, and a battery. The whole thing was about as big as my fist.

“Be glad that you came easy, Lana. I’ve had difficult cases, and I’ve had to use my fist. Believe me, a fist up the butt, punching that good, old prostate, it always works. But it isn’t always pleasurable, especially since you haven’t been trained to take anything up your anus.”

“You’ve got to let me go.”

She pulled the tube over my now slack cock. It was a tight fit. She clicked the ring around my whole package, and my manhood was suddenly a complete and total prisoner! I couldn’t touch it. I couldn’t stroke it. It was in a different world, and I stared at it in shock.

“This is a state of the art 6.0 Epstein Cock Lock. The six isn’t for the length of your dick. Your cock will be limited to three inches. No more erections. It is capable of delivering a quite sizable shock to you. There are ten levels. The first level is actually quite pleasurable.”

She reached into the box and brought out a fob. She smiled and pressed it, and a really nice buzz penetrated my cock. I almost immediately felt like cumming. And that was right after I had cum.

“Yes. If you hadn’t just squirted, you would be squirting right now.”

She held the fob up again. “The Epstein can also be used to deliver punishment. This is level five. She pressed the fob and I felt like my groin had exploded. My balls screamed. My dick felt like it was turning into char.

“AAIEEE!”

She took her finger off and the pain immediately stopped. Which wasn’t to say that I didn’t feel the effects of that terrible shock. I was blubbering and frantic.

“There is a level ten, but take my word, that may result in burns and permanent scarring. Some people have compared it to instant castration. You don’t want to go to level ten. Ever.”

“No…no…” I begged. Just the thought of what I had experienced being increased was terrible.

“Now, there are rules. You must say ‘yes, ma’am’ and do so pleasantly. You must stay within designated areas. You must follow all directions. Do that and you will survive.”

“You’ve got to get this thing off me! This is cruel and inhumane!”

She just smiled ruefully, and said, “Lana. What is cruel and unusual is to let a pervert wander around free. Perverts, not all, but enough, have a tendency to lose control. Some day you might molest somebody. You might not even want to, but your inner urges will drive you, and then somebody else suffers because you are a pervert.”

“But I won’t! All I did was look! I never touched! I’m afraid to touch. I’m afraid of girls! I just want to look and…and think about them.”

“Think about them? You mean have your dirty, little fantasies? Dream of doing things to people who you don’t even really know? Don’t you see how that can lead you down the path to abuse and more serious crimes?”

“But…no! I would never commit a crime! I’ve never even gotten a ticket!”

“That’s all the worse. All that perversion bottled up inside you, wanting to get out, wanting to express itself, and yet, year after year, it bubbles and froths, and one day…maybe you’re looking in a bedroom window late at night. Maybe you’re beating off in a department store bathroom, but, whatever…you snap. Your lust takes over, your evil nature comes to the fore, and some poor girl somewhere has to suffer. Maybe you beat her. Or rape her, or worse. But, whatever you do, it could have all been prevented. And we are going to prevent it.

“But…what are you going to do?”

“I told you. You will be prepared for service. We will change your mind, re-educate you, and save society from your future predations.”

“But…this isn’t fair. I want a lawyer! I want the cops. You have to release me!”

Barbara just shook her head. “We are the cops. The new cops. And you have been tried and convicted. Lucky for you, we won’t be punishing you, unless you consider your resistance to our program a punishment. Some do, you know.”

I was crying. I wanted to go home. I wanted to be at home, maybe looking at my collection of porn, jacking off. I wanted to be far, far away from this…this…nutcase!

“Okay, Lana. Unless you have some intelligent questions, not just this stupid whining about your rights…when you are the danger…then I will be going on about my business.”

“What?” I cried through the tears now seeping from my eyes, “Tricking innocent people into saying their perverts? Depriving people of their liberty? You’re the criminal! You’re the criminal!”

Barbara just shook her head and got off the bed. She picked up the box, held the fob up and said, “There are many fobs. Don’t think you can escape by grabbing one and making a break.”

Then she turned to the door, opened it, and left.

“Hey!” I yelled. “HEY!”

But there was no sound.

I was caught.


PART TWO

I lay on the bed and waited. There was nothing else I could do. I was trapped, my cock was trapped, and…my imagination ran wild.

I had visions of being put in an electric chair. My head on the block while above a guillotine slid downwards. Wild Indians poking their arrows into my groin.

I know. Silly. She had told me, given me hint, of what was to happen to me, but…I couldn’t help myself.

Of course that’s part of being a pervert, I would realize much later. A pervert runs on his imagination. He fantasizes, and that’s what drives him.

So I laid on the bed and suffered my terrible thoughts.

Click.

My head jerked to see the door opening.

It was a beautiful woman. Not Barbara, but just as beautiful. A little older, blonde hair, nice jugs.

Okay, I’m a pervert! I notice things like breasts. A lot.

“Hello, Lana.”

“My name is Lonnie.”

She didn’t even react. She merely pulled out a key and began undoing my cuffs.

“You’re being transferred. I suggest you remember the correct way to address women, and what your new name is. I’m used to you newbies pushing it, but the people in charge of the island…they are a little less forgiving.”

She had all four cuffs off and I rubbed my wrists.

“Come along. The boat is waiting.”

“The boat?” I slid off the bed.

She stood in the doorway, waiting. “You didn’t think we were going to make you swim, did you?”

“Well, I…”

“Down to the end of the hall and through the door. I’ve got to get a few more girls.”

“Girls,” I muttered.

She chuckled. “Like you. Now, get going,” and she slapped my ass.

I turned and trudged down the hallway. Behind me she went into another room. In front of me the doors were already open, and I could see beds like the one I had been in.

More perverts? Like…like me?

And I started to understand something of the scope of this operation.

I opened the door at the end of the hallway and stepped onto a beach. White sands, waving palm trees, and a blue, blue ocean. I stared in surprise. I had been in California when I was caught. But this didn’t look like California. It looked like the Caribbean.

And I remembered what Barbara had said about the birds in Caribbean. Had they actually transported me, while I was unconscious, all the way to the Caribbean?

About fifty feet in front of me was a crowd of guys. Beyond them was a pier. At the end of the pier was a powerful motorboat.

I looked to the sides. A tall fence curved from the building I had been in to the water. I would have to run along the fence, swim in the water till I had rounded the fence, and all while crazy women pressed fobs and tried to burn my crotch off.

I walked towards the group of men.

I was almost to the men when I heard somebody behind me. I turned, and a fellow darted out of the building and began running to the side. He was going to try to climb the fence, or reach the water and swim for it.

The woman who had released me stepped out of the door of the building. She held her hand up, and I knew there was a fob in it.

“ONE!”

She pressed her thumb down and the man started to run in a zig zag, stumbling and staggering. Everybody in the group I was with grabbed the groins and started groaning. I felt that warm buzz that threatened an orgasm.

“TWO!”

He fell to his knees, staggered to his feet, wobbled crazily through the sand.

I felt the pleasure become pain. My knees buckled and I stumbled to my knees. I didn’t understand how he could still be trying to run.

“THREE!”

He collapsed, started trying to crawl.

I fell to all fours. I raised my head with much effort and watched the man struggle.

“FOUR!”

Oh, God! I collapsed. I just lay there. The pain went on for about five seconds, then stopped. I groaned, and realized that several of the fellows in the group had puked.

The man who had been trying to escape just lay there, curled in on himself, waving his arm above his head in surrender.

The woman who had pressed the fob yelled at the men by the pier. “IF ONE TRIES TO ESCAPE YOU ALL SUFFER!” She turned around and re-entered the building.

A couple of women came through the group of collapsed men and approached the one who had tried to escape. They helped him to his feet, then pushed him towards the group. He could hardly walk, fell a couple of times, but they kept prodding him, and laughing, and then he was with us.

“Fuck,” muttered one of the guys, “Don’t ever try that again!”

“I won’t!” he mumbled.

We stood in a group, and there was no talking. I suspect it was because we wee all perverts, and possibly ashamed of what we were. I know I felt a sort of deep embarrassment.

Finally, one of the women came down the pier. “Go get in the boat. If anybody fucks up I’ll give you a three till we get to the island, and it’s a long trip. If you are all polite and follow directions I’ll give you a one when we get there.

A one? A three? We all knew she was referring to the settings on the fob. We filed down the pier and climbed into the boat.

It was a big power boat, the kind that sinks its ass into the ocean and throws up a rooster tail. We all sat in rows on uncomfortable seats and watched the ocean pass us by.

It was a beautiful day, lots of towering clouds, and that made everything surreal.

Over time a couple of the guys got into small conversations, but we were all pretty subdued. Everybody, at one time or another, looked at their locked cocks. They picked up the tube in their hands, turned it and examined it, then let go.

Three hours. At maybe 60 MPH, and we caught sight of a small blot of land in the distance. As we got closer we could make out structures. The island was a couple of hundred yards in diameter. Cliffs led up to a plateau where several buildings clustered. It looked sort of like a Spanish castle of some sort, and, as we got closer, I realized it was. It was a Spanish fort of some kind. But we could see antenna and power lines, so it had been modernized.

The boat slid up to a pier and suddenly we all fell back. We had been good, and so we were getting a period of number one. Our groins throbbed, our dicks tried to get harder. One guy near me started jerking and twitching, and his cock lock started leaking gism.

We lay in a cum induced stupor for about five minutes, just sighing and groaning and drooling, then it was turned off.

A woman stood on the dock. The women, there were four of them, had moved around unnoticed while we lay in near orgasm. “Okay, you little cum buckets. Head up the pier and go into the tunnel.”

Dazed, feeling like cattle being herded, we did as commanded. One guy even muttered ‘Yes, ma’am.’ Shortly we were crowding through a long tunnel. There was a string of orange light bulbs along the top of the tunnel, and about fifty yards in we gathered in a small room with several corridors leading away from it.

“Okay, listen up!” The woman was short, chunky, with not much in the boob department. A disappointment for all us perverts. “The blue door leads up. Don’t use that unless told to. That corridor leads to the mess hall, administration offices, and the electrical room. That corridor there leads to your cells. Go pick a cell, close yourself in. We’re cycling a last class out, so you might have a wait. Go, now.”

Mumbling, glancing at each other, we all turned and…

“ONE!” Buzz, we all staggered and grabbed our groins. “Say ‘yes ma’am,’ or I’m going to two! Next time you’re rude I’ll start with two.”

“Yes, ma’am,” we all blurted. We didn’t speak together, although that would happen in the days to come.

The buzz went off and we stopped staggering and walked. No mumbling this time. Damn, these bitches had a short temper!

I selected a cell, they were all the same, stepped in and closed the door.

I stood and watched as men passed me. Naked men with cock locks. Sad men. Confused men.

And I wondered: are they all perverts? Are there that many perverts in the world?

Maybe, maybe not. After all, a guy didn’t have to be a pervert to want to peep at a naked woman on the beach.

But, compared to the number of men in the world, or just the United States, this wasn’t much.

But it seemed like a lot.

I sighed and turned to my cell. A large boulder for sitting on. A bucket. Nothing else. Ah, be it ever so humble.

An hour later a woman came down the row of cells. I heard her as she approached mine. “Blue door.”

Another cell opened. “Blue door.”

Another, “Blue door.”

I stepped out and followed the line of men as they went back to the central room, then through the blue door.

Behind the blue door were stairs. The man in front of me was about twenty feet ahead, but I didn’t try to catch up.

I reached the top and went through another door. I was standing in a reception area. It was like a real building, made of modern materials. A woman sat behind a desk and tapped on an iPad.

“Name.”

“Shiela.”

“Room 14 to the right.”

The man walked to the right and entered a long hallway with lots of doors.

The next man gave his name, Roberta, and…15 to the left.

The next man gave his name, Tanya, and…16 to the right.

Then it was the turn of the man in front of me.

“Name.”

“George Simpson!”

The man glared at her. He had decided to revolt.

She smiled. She had a fob to hand. “One.”

I staggered, and so did George Simpson.

“You can kill me! I’m done with this shit!”

“Two.”

“Oh, fuck!” I mumbled.

I went to my knees.

George Simpson buckled, then he jumped for her.

She went to five.

Fuck! My groin exploded. I fell to the floor.

George Simpson collapsed on her desk. He slid back off it, snarling and spitting. He was not giving up easy.

She took her thumb of the fob.

George: “Kill me, you bitch!” He was so weak he couldn’t stand, but he wasn’t done.

The woman picked up a phone on the desk and spoke into it. “Team to reception. Anal plug.”

A minute later four women charged into the room. They were big, had muscles, and they grabbed George, flipped him over, and one of them held up a weird sort of butt plug. It was metal, and she pressed a button on the base. Instantly four ‘leafs’ spread out. She pushed them back in, then said, “Legs.”

The two women holding his legs pulled his legs apart.

George was weak. He struggled, but he was totally overpowered.

The woman pushed the butt plug into him.

“Stop that! Stop!” He thrashed.

The woman pressed the button, and inside his butt I knew the leafs were opening. Suddenly I remembered having seen a picture of that device. The picture had been an old one, and the device ornate, but what she had just put up his ass was called a ‘Pear of Anguish.”

George Simpson suddenly stopped struggling. His eyes went wide, and he started jerking and twitching.

The woman moved forward and grabbed his chin. She spoke harshly into his face.

“It won’t come out, and you are receiving anal stimulation level one. Behave yourself and we’ll take it out.”

George Simpson, who could stand immense pain and still fight back, was broken. He just nodded, and cried, and drooled.

As they helped him to his feet I could see something else drooling. I had heard that anal sex is better than regular sex, but I had always laughed at that idea. I mean…really?

But watching George stagger away, his dick dripping, his legs like rubber, I started to believe.

Then one of the women was in front of me. “Did I hear you swear?”

“What…I…I don’t…”

“You said ‘Oh, fuck.’ didn’t you.”

Oh, man. I broke quick. “I didn’t mean to…it was just I was so scared…I didn’t want to get shocked…”

She watched me blather for a few seconds, then said, “Say ‘yes, ma’am.’”

“Yes, ma’am!” I blurted hurriedly.

She nodded, satisfied. “Level one. Ten seconds.”

She hit the button and I staggered, almost reached out for her support, but managed not to. Pleasure roared through my cock. For ten seconds I stood there, trembling, my own dick drooling, and then she turned the current off.

I almost collapsed form the release of the sensation. I didn’t know whether to thank her or curse her. Such intense pleasure, but…out of control. Helpless.

“Be careful,” she spoke into my face. “Be vary careful.”

I nodded, my knees still shivering. “Yes, ma’am.”

She nodded, turned away.

“Name?”

I turned to the girl at the desk, who had been waiting, bored, this whole time.

“Lana,” I answered.

I was directed to room 17 on the left, and I have no idea where George Simpson wound up. I walked to the room, knocked timidly, and the door opened.

“Just come in,” said the woman.

She was about my age, maybe a year or two older, and she was quite beautiful. Large, perky breasts, nice shape. Her hair was especially long and shiny.

“I’m Thomasina. Have a seat.”

I sat down in the chair in the center of the room, and blinked. Around the room, on shelves and ledges, were beauty supplies. Hair color. Mascara. Foundation. Anything and everything a girl needed to make herself beautiful.

“What is all this stuff,” I blurted.

Surprisingly, Thomasina answered. “Cosmetics, dear. Now let me look at you. We have to have a plan before we fix you up.”

“Fix me?”

“Make you more beautiful. More feminine. You want to be feminine, don’t you?”

“Not really.”

She smiled. She was walking around my chair, taking pictures with a cell. “I think shoulder length will do it. And your jaw is a little too large. But, don’t worry. You have gorgeous eyes.”

“I…do?”

“Absolutely.”

“Can I ask a question?”

“Of course. The more questions you ask the sooner you learn to do for yourself the sooner you graduate.”

“Graduate?”

“I know. This is your first day, and you must be so confused. I remember how bad it was for me. In fact, let me clue you in. That will help you get settled. But, first, take this.”

She handed me a paper cup filled with water and a pill.

“What is it?” I held the cup and the pill.

“It’s good for what ails you. Take it and I’ll tell you. Don’t take it and I’ll have to call one of the Mothers.”

What choice did I have? I popped the pill into my mouth, thought about hiding it under my tongue, but it dissolved too fast.

Thomasina nodded. “That’s your hormones. Now, I think your skin is beautiful, and—“

“Wait! What? Hormones?”

“Of course.”

“But…what for?”

“Oh, they really haven’t told you anything. “You’re going to be changed into a woman. There’s too many men, and the government has decreed that some of the men should be turned into women. I don’t know if you’ll be allowed to keep your cock, that depends on what society needs, but you’ll get a pill every day. A month from now you won’t even recognize yourself.”

That’s when it hit me. “But…are you…did you?”

“Of course. If you’re not a Mother you’re a Daughter. I’m a Daughter, and I’m close to graduating. Oh, God, I can’t wait. To get back to society. To be able to do something useful.” She actually gave a shiver.

“So Thomasina…used to be…Tom?”

“Gosh, I’d almost forgotten that name. But…yes. I used to be a man, but you’ll find that being a man isn’t all it’s knocked up to be. Uncontrolled erections, lusting after anything with a skirt. Ew.” She shivered again.

“Okay, now, we have to make you pretty. Are you ready?”

Make me pretty. Make me into a female. I had often thought about that, what if I’d been born a female, and I suppose many perverts do think about that.

“I don’t know…I just…”

“Oh, come on. It’ll be fun, and you’ll even find it educational.

What could I do? I didn’t want to end up like George Simpson. I didn’t want to experience a level ten cock destroying shock.

“Okay,” I said.

Pleased, cheerful, Thomasina began to remake me.

She gave me long fingernails. Red. “You’ll break them in the beginning, until you’re used to them. But don’t worry. We expect that. Just do your best. I’ll be doing you every day so we can fix them promptly.

She cleaned my pores, primed me. She worked slowly, chatting cheerfully as she progressed.

“Here’s the blush, that will make your cheeks glow. And you can change your mood, even change the shape of your face, if you want. Up on the cheek bone here will make you haughty. Very useful when the boys get a little too obnoxious.”

Boys!

She worked over my eyes, and my lips, then she curled my hair.

“What about those guys who have short hair?”

“They’ll just have to wait.” And it was obvious that Thomasina disapproved of them.

Then she pierced my ears and popped a couple of studs into the lobes. “If you’re a good girl they’ll reward you with real earrings. I can’t tell you what a thrill it is to get your first set of hoops.”

It was weird, sitting there, listening, knowing she was once a man. but…it was also comfortable. After all, she was the first person to actually talk to me.

“Do you still have your penis?”

“I don’t. Oh, they gave me a choice, but I figured…what the heck. In for a penny, in for a pound.’

“Did they…cut it off?”

“Oh, Lord no. That’s only reserved for violent offenders. People like us, perverts, we just take the pills and the changes happen. And I’m so glad. Could you imagine getting your thingie cut off? All that blood? Uck!”

Finally, I was done. I stepped out of the room, and my face was feeling really funny. It felt stiff, and my hair, it felt tight on my scalp. And I kept touching my lobs and feeling the studs.

I walked back down the corridor to the reception room.

The woman at the desk inspected me. “Hmm. Not bad. Down that corridor to room 43.”

Room 43 was large, and there was a dais in the front and a projector in the rear. The room was almost filled with men, my group, and I found a seat.

I was self conscious, wearing make up, a cock lock between my legs, but everybody else was the same, so I just sat there and listened to the small conversations around me.

And the conversations were mostly, ‘What’s going to happen to us?’

Then a woman, fully clothed, walked in. She strode to the dais, adjusted a mike on her lapel, and spoke into it.

“Good evening, ladies. My name is Amanda. Mother Amanda. I will be giving you an orientation, and you will then be free to ask questions.”

The ladies, once men, all looked at each other, then a woman opened the door and said, “the light bulb burned out. Ten minutes to change.”

“Certainly,” Mother Amanda answered. She turned back to us. “A slight adjustment in the schedule. But if you wish to ask questions now, you may.”

Everybody looked at each other, then a fellow—pardon me, a girl—raised her hand.

Amanda pointed at her and said, “Say ‘Mother Amanda,’ then say your name, and ask your question.”

The girl was chunky, a bit of a belly, and lots of body hair. Her face was quite incongruous atop that.

“Mother Amanda—“

“Say your name.”

“Uh, I’m Lacy. I think I’m here by mistake.”

Amanda smiled. “Of course you are. The mistake was being a pervert.”

Lacy started to say something but Amanda raised a finger.

“I should probably leap ahead a bit here, so let me explain.”

“Jeffry Epstein was our founder. And he…”

It was pretty much the same story I had been told. Apparently not everybody had heard the story, they gasped and the started to protest, and but Mother Amanda held up the fob and we all settled down pretty quickly.

The surprise for me was when one of the ladies said, “You can’t just kidnap us!”

He received a number one for that, and after we were all recovered he addressed her properly. “Mother Amanda, you can’t just kidnap us.”

“Of course we can,” she smiled. People have been kidnapped from the beginning of civilization. People conscripted for armies, slaves made out of conquered peoples, even the justice system has done much to contribute to this. Did you know that one per cent of the United States is in prison?”

We all goggled at that. Then came the statement that got me.

“No, it is easy to kidnap people, and especially in modern times. We simply say they died of COVID and do what we want with you.”

Everybody started mumble about that, and she held up the fob for instant silence.

“Did you honestly think that the COVID thing was real? Oh, lord no. COVID was invented so we could change society, make people do what we wanted them to. If you don’t get vaccinated right away you are easily identified as an enemy of the state.”

Everybody went blank.

“The vaccine has graphene oxide in it, graphene will register on any x-ray machine, any scanner. No graphene and we’ve got you. And once we’ve got you it’ a quick trip to one of the various government installations for re-education and an assignment for the good of the state.”

A hand.

“Yes?”

“But Mother Amanda…I’m Lucy…that’s against everything I have ever been taught. There’s no free will. No liberty.”

Mother Amanda broke in at that point, “No constitution, no second amendment. But that’s okay. Those things are quite antiquated, and you don’t need them. Never did.”

Others raised their hands, but I was stopped. No more US of A. No more freedom. It was a New World Order.

And though nobody liked it, we all came to refer to the New World Order as the ‘United Slaves of America,’ it was a done deal.

Would I have fought back if I knew such as this was happening? I don’t know, and it is a moot point.

After all, I was going to be a girl.

“Okay, people, the projector has been repaired. This is your orientation and will explain much. You will be seeing movies every day. You will learn how to conduct yourselves, how to behave. You will get everything from beauty tips to which side of the plate the fork goes on. Is everybody ready?

Nobody was, but that didn’t matter. We were going to be girls.

The days passed and I learned to be a girl. I took my pills, and my penis shrunk a bit, then I was given the choice of keeping my penis or not. I elected to. Of course I didn’t get as many erections, and certainly they weren’t hard like they used to be, but I liked having that useless appendage hanging from my groin. It just sort of reminded me of things.

I know, I’m silly, but that’s the female prerogative.

I learned how to dress, how to do make up, how to walk and talk, I learned everything. But, everything wasn’t really everything.

To graduate you had to accomplish that final act that women are capable of…sex.

I know. Nasty stuff, that sex.

Funny, it used to be the one and only thing I lived for. I watched porn by the hour, played with myself endlessly, but now I knew the truth.

A cock is good for procreation…or recreation.

If I had wanted procreation I would have lost my penis and searched for a man to impregnate me. I haven’t heard of any perverts turned female that have had babies, but…there is hope, right?

And if I wanted recreation I would have volunteered to administer to the people of the New World Order. I could have traveled the world, been had by everybody from soldiers to politicians. but I didn’t want that.

No, what I wanted was to be a maid. To pick up after people, maybe even take care of a family. That was what I wanted.

So I made my choices known, but realized the sad truth. I was going to have to get fucked before I could graduate.

Well, it only made sense. After all, what good is a maid if she can’t give a little relief to the man of the house, and take a bit of the load off the woman of the house?

So I watched the videos and I learned the best techniques for sucking cock, and I mentally prepared myself for that day when some man would take my little man pussy and give it that final bit of education that I needed.

But…I couldn’t bring myself to it. The idea of…of having a man penetrate me, even though I was now slender and voluptuous, with long hair and sparkling eyes…it was too much. I had once been a male, after all, and it was so very difficult to get over that nasty business.

So one day I was summoned to the blue door. I went happily, not knowing that I had been selected for that dirty business, and the woman at the desk said, “Down that hall. Room 101.”

Room 101. Hunh. Sounded like a beginning class in school. I wondered what lessons I would learn here? Whatever they were, they were sure to be fun.

I walked down the long hallway to an area I had never been at before and entered the room.

“Hello, Lana.”

“Good morning, Mother Amanda,” I curtsied politely.

“Lay down on the horse.”

I looked at the horse. It was like a wooden sawhorse, but with some changes. the top bar was wider and had a cushion. The ends curved up, and there were little platforms on the legs for my knees and elbows.

“Yes, ma’am.” I curtsied again and got on the horse.

And, why should I? I trusted my Mothers. I even loved them.

I laid on the top bar, and my new breasts were a bit uncomfortable as they hung over the sides, but that was okay. The top bar was a little shorter than I expected, and to get my knees on the platforms I had to scrunch up a bit, and my ass rose into the air.

Mother Amanda went around the horse, securing my limbs with short lengths of leather that had velcro on them.

“Lana, you’ve been difficult.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“This aversion to sex, it is costing you time. You could be out in the world, serving your betters, but you haven’t quite managed to overcome your inherent maleness.

“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Yes, you are. But you won’t be for long.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

She stood in front of me and put a strap on on. The dick in the holder was large. She moved forward and said, “Suck on it. No lube except what you provide.”

So I sucked on her dick. I tried to get as much spit as I could on that long, shiny member.

“Okay, that’s enough.”

She pulled out of my mouth and walked around behind me. She placed the large prick at my back door and pushed.

It hurt. I won’t deny it, and I cried, but I finally gave way, and the thing slid inside me.

Oh, it was big. And it was good, and my eyes widened. Now inside, I realized how silly I had been. I was filled up, and it was the most glorious feeling. And it only got better, for Mother Amanda began to slide in and out.

“Oh…oh…” I was grunting with each stroke. My breasts were on fire, and my limp cock banged around between my legs.

“Relax now, Daughter. Let yourself go.”

I tried, oh, how I tried. But there is a huge difference between the dry descriptions of classes and videos, and the reality of a real cock in your fanny.

Still, it was just a matter of time, and I breathed and relaxed, and, finally, I began to cum.

I cried as the semen poured out of my useless prick. I didn’t have much of an orgasm, but I am told that will eventually happen. But I don’t care. I just want to live a life in servitude.

As a pervert I wasn’t of much use to anybody.

As a maid, or even a waitress or a nurse, I can benefit people.

Mother Amanda pulled out of me.

“There you go, sweetheart. Now, tomorrow I expect you to go all the way with a man.”

“Yes, Mother,” I answered dutifully.

And now I was happy, for now I knew I could do it. I could go all the way and be the woman I was meant to be.

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

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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

The Stepforth Husband

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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

‘How to Break a Man!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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