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PART ONE

“I’ve had it!”

“Oh, come on. It was only sex!”

“With my best friend!”

I glared at Ben from my side of the car.

“It didn’t mean anything. We’re just friends.”

“Yeah, fuck friends. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?”

“Of course they do! I work hard and make money and…”

“And cheat on me.”

“I’ve already told you that it doesn’t mean anything.”

“How would you feel if I was out fucking somebody?”

He was silent. I could see his face getting somber. He didn’t like the idea of me opening my legs, but it was okay for him to cheat on me.

“Look, you really need to take a chill pill.”

He turned on our street and then into our driveway.

Ben was a slender fellow, not much in the big, muscular man thing, and I think that was why he was always cheating. Simply, he was trying to prove he was a man, and he thought that was proven by how many women he could fuck.

I got out of the car and slammed the door.

“Hey!” he yelled, getting out of the car after me.

“Fuck you!” I tossed back over my shoulder.

I entered the house, stomped up the stairs, and into our bedroom.

Now my bedroom. I slammed the door and locked it.

Ten seconds later he was knocking on the door. “Don’t you fucking lock me out!”

“Why don’t you go sleep with one of your fuck friends!” I screamed.

So he kicked the door down. Took him two kicks. Weaky.

He stomped past me and got ready for bed.

I walked out of the room and slept on the couch downstairs. And as I lay there, covered by a scratchy, uncomfortable blanket, seething with anger, I wondered what to do.

I had read all the books, scoured the internet, and I was at my wit’s end. I had talked to him honestly, I had gotten him to admit his affairs, he had said he would do better, but tonight I had caught him in a closet with my best friend. My former best friend.

And I realized: I had just ended a friendship…why couldn’t I end a marriage?

Because there was still love there.

So was I doomed to life with a philandering husband?

If only I could make him see. If only I could let him know how it felt. If only.

And in those dark hours of the morning I began to come up with a plan.

“Hello, honey,” I kissed Ben and took his jacket.

He looked at me suspiciously. “I thought you were angry?”

“Oh, that…no. Like you said, it’s only sex.”

He smiled. “I’m glad you’re coming around.”

“Sure. And I made your favorite dinner tonight. Want a drink, first?”

“Sure.” he grinned.

I handed him a tall glass. Ice swirled in it, and the half and half bourbon and Coke would disguise any taste.

He glugged a couple of glugs, sighed. “Ah, the drink of the Gods.”

“Why don’t you have a seat and watch the news. I’ll have your dinner out in a jiffy.”

“Sure!”

He sat down in the recliner, clicked on the TV, and I heard the sounds of the football game. Excellent. He would finish that drink, and I would even give him another one.

I went into the kitchen to finish cooking his steak. Not long after I served him. He leaned forward in the recliner, ate his dinner on a folding tray, and ignored me.

“Yeah! Tackle that son of a bitch!”

I smiled.

A few hours later I walked into our bedroom. The bedroom door was still off the hinge, but I ignored it.

“So you’re going to come back to me,” he grinned. Fool thought he was successful in cheating. He had done it and now was getting away with it.

“It’s only sex,” I smiled.

“Excellent, because I’ve been needing some.”

“This weekend, honey. I’m having a period now.”

“Oh, heysoos,” he wheezed unhappily. “Why don’t they invent a pill that gets rid of periods.”

“That’s okay. I’ll be over it by the week end, then we can have some real fun.”

“Yeah!”

A few minutes later he was laying on his side, snoring, and I was laying on my back, smiling at the ceiling.

A couple of days passed and it was the weekend. And it was time to see if my plan was going to work. It should. I had been giving him double doses of Leuprolide.

Interesting enough, I found out whether the drug worked not through my own actions, but through the actions of a girl who worked with Ben.

He came home from work, and I was ready to go. I was dressed sexy. I had been to the beauty salon, my tits were in his favorite half bra, standing out with my big nipples jutting through the thin material of my blouse.

He walked in, right past me, and into the kitchen. I heard the clank of bottles and walked in, puzzled.

“What’s going on?”

He ignored me for the moment. He took down a glass, put some ice in it, unscrewed both the Coke and the bourbon, and poured both liquids into the glass at the same time.

He picked up the glass and quaffed it. I mean, the whole thing. In just a few seconds.

At that moment I was actually so surprised that I didn’t even consider that my plan might be working.

He placed the glass on the counter and mixed himself another drink. He drank half of it before he slowed down.

He stood there, breathing heavily, like an ox that had been hit on the forehead with a four by four.

“What in heaven’s name is going on?”

He turned to me, and his face was writ in misery. I know that sounds weird, but that phrase is the only way to describe the emotion coming out of him.

“It didn’t work.”

“What didn’t work.”

He looked down at his pants, took a deep breath, and said, “My penis! It didn’t work!”

“You were going to fuck somebody,” I breathed out.

“Shit!” he blurted. His hands clenched and unclenched. The muscles in his face writhed. “It wouldn’t even get hard! It just laid there…like a slug. It…it wouldn’t work!”

Aha! I exulted on the inside. On the outside I was the picture of concern.

“Not your penis!”

“My penis! My fucking penis! It didn’t work!”

I felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels, high fiving myself and turning somersaults. He wasn’t going to be cheating on me any more.

“It’s okay,” I soothed, patting his arm. “Take it out and let’s see if I can get it working.”

For a second he didn’t want to. There was shame and humiliation, and manly failure, but he couldn’t resist. He unzipped his pants and took out his member.

He was average sized. Maybe six inches. Not a big man, but not a small one, either.

I reached out and took his penis in hand. It lay there, a slug, not moving, not quivering, certainly not throbbing and pulsing.

I squeezed it. “Do you feel that?”

“I feel it, but nothing happens.”

Oh, God. This was good.

I knelt and opened my mouth. I sort of like giving head. I like feeling those big, swollen balls, all ready to pump out the pudding. And I love looking up while my lips are sliding back and forth, and seeing the look of sublime pleasure on a man’s face. And, I’ll tell the truth, I even like how the stuff tastes. It’s sort of, in a weird way, like eating oysters, but a little saltier.

I took his penis and sucked on it, and it was like sucking on a rubber band. It just didn’t get stiff.

“Do you feel that? Is it good?”

His eyes showed his frustration. “I feel it, it feels good, but Mr. Happy just doesn’t want to get happy!”

“Wow,” I said, tucking his tool back in his pants and zipping him up. “This looks serious.”

“It is!”

“How about if I call the doctor?”

“Uh…” he didn’t want the embarrassment. But the idea of an unworking prick was greater in his mind, so he finally nodded.

I dialed a number and it was picked up.

THe girl on the other end said, “Hi, Shelly. Did you want me to play the doctor?”

I did. I spoke carefully. “Hi, Doctor Winslow. My husband has a problem…”

Ben started waving his hands, but I ignored him. How was he supposed to see a doctor if he couldn’t even talk about it?

“Well, his penis isn’t working. No, it isn’ an especially big cock,” I could feel his ego shrivel with that one. “Maybe five inches. His balls feel firm enough, but…maybe they’re a little soft, too. Just in th last few days.” I shrugged at him. “Uh huh. You’ll have to ask him. Can you make a house call? My husband is sort of embarrassed about this.”

Ben nodded his head. He was real antsy, walking back and forth, feeling his groin, and looking so unhappy.

“Tonight? You can? Oh, that would be wonderful.”

I hung up the phone and turned to Ben. “She’s actually going to be in the area.”

“She? It’s a she?”

“Yes. Is that a problem? I mean, that’s who was on call. You didn’t want to wait, did you? Besides, she sounded very professional.”

“No. I guess it’s all right. I would have preferred…”

“Go make another drink. It’ll help calm you down.”

Tell the truth, I had gotten tired of mixing the pills in his drinks, and I had mixed a bottle of pills into the bottle of bourbon. He was giving himself his own limp pills.

A couple of hours later, after dinner, and a couple more drinks, we heard the knock on the door. Ben hung back, but I strode to the door quickly and opened it.

Sandy Winslow was one of my oldest friends, and it was a modern miracle that Ben hadn’t ferreted her out and tried to hit on her. The joy was that she had majored in drama. She had worked in Hollywood, and was making a good living, but she was currently on hiatus, and when I called her to ask about my plan she had volunteered to help out. Now she stood on the stoop in a professional dress and holding a doctor’s bag.

“Hi, Dr. Winslow, I can’t thank you enough for coming. Ben is…he’s quite upset by his situation.”

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Gardner.”

I brought her into the house. Ben was sitting on the recliner, the front flap not up, and just sort of rocking back and forth. He got up and shook hands when I introduced him.

“Good to meet you, Mr. Gardner. Can I sit here? Excellent.” She pulled a dining room chair around and faced Ben. “Why don’t you explain what is happening.”

Ben’s face was already red. He didn’t know the good ‘doctor’ from Adam, and he was having to talk about his most prized possession, and how it didn’t work.

“Well, uh, I was trying to…uh…”

“Please don’t be embarrassed, Mr. Gardner. I have spoken to many people, many men, about Erectile Dysfunction. And it is good that you called me. Now, you are trying to say that you were going to make love but your penis had trouble getting erect.”

He nodded, gulping, his face redder than a sunburned apple.

“Go on.”

“Well, uh…”

Sandy turned to me. “And when did you notice he was having, uh, troubles.”

“Oh, it wasn’t with me.” I kept the most innocent look on my face.

“It…wasn’t?” Sandy looked honestly surprised. She was a great actress. “Who was it with?” She turned back to Ben.

“Uh. I was with this girl from the office and…”

“So you were cheating.” She stated it bluntly. If Ben had been thinking, he would have objected, but he was caught in his own webs.

“I, uh…”

“That’s okay. The only reason this concerns me is that some men have psychological reactions to the fact of cheating. You would be surprised at how many penises are limp just because the man feels guilty about cheating on his wife.”

“Oh, uh…I…”

“But go on. Tell me, in detail, exactly what happened.”

Ben glanced at me. He had told me he had cheated before, but he had never had to relay explicit details. His face was suddenly red. Or perhaps I should say redder.

“Well, uh…we were in a closet.”

“Standing up then.”

“Yes. We didn’t have access to a bed, and…uh…”

“Go on. Tell me about the foreplay.”

“Uh, yeah. Foreplay. We didn’t have much. She just, we went into the closet and she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth and…uh…”

Fellatio. She gave you a blow job.”

“Yeah,” he nodded, and avoided looking at me. Hell, maybe I should have been making him repeat the juicy details all along.

“Do you have much sensation in your penis?”

“I…yes. I felt…everything. But…I couldn’t get hard.”

“Okay. You were cheating, no foreplay, and your penis failed to erect. Go on.”

Her words were like daggers to him. He was actually, physically jerking.

“Well, she sucked on me for a while.”

“Did your penis start to fill with blood?”

“No. No. It just…it was…it just laid there. I mean, in her mouth.”

“So it was flaccid. What else?”

“That’s about it. She sort of got upset, but tried to mask it. She put me back in my pants and whispered, “Don’t worry. It’s only sex.”

Bingo, that one hit me between the eyes. It was what he had said to me. It’s only sex.

“Well, I hate to disagree with you, Mr. Gardner, but it is not ‘just’ sex. The health of the penis, the ability to get hard, can relate to the health of your body. Your failure to become erect could be masking serious conditions.”

“Oh…really?” Concern was in his eyes.

“Absolutely. Take your penis out.”

He blinked.

She sat there, her hand actually open, waiting.

“But…I…right here?”

“Mr. Gardner, I realize this is quite difficult for you, but I need to do a full examination. It starts with a simple examination of your penis.”

“Oh, uh…” he stood up, his face mirrored the helplessness he felt inside. He unbuttoned his slacks, unzipped, and his pants fell. Then he pulled down his boxers.

His penis hung. Limp. It was maybe four inches, and not a bone in it.

I kept my face straight as Sandy reached for it, took it in her hand.

Ben stood there, and looked like he wanted to be anywhere else but here.

She pulled it, turned it over. She tapped it. “Do you feel this?”

“Uh, yeah.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out a pinwheel type thing.

“What the hell is that?”

“It’s called a Wartenberg Wheel. It’s used to test neurological reactions.” She took his cock in her hand. It was quite sexy, really, her red fingernails holding his member. Even though he was limp it was sexy.

“Now tell me how this feels.”

She rolled the Wartenberg thingie up his cock.

“Oh,” he said, and he looked down so hard he was actually a little cross-eyed.

“What?”

“I can feel that, it’s…it’s sexual. It’s exciting.”

“But you’re not getting erect.”

“Uh, no. But that feeling…it’s driving me crazy!”

His hips were jerking and she kept him there by the simple expedient of holding onto his cock hard.

She moved the wheel to the head of his cock and rolled it. The little pins on the wheel crossed over the head, left little red marks.”

“Oh, FUCK!”

He managed to jerk back then.

“Mr. Gardner, a little self control, if you please. I have to check all of your penis. And your balls, too.”

She held out her hand and he reluctantly moved forward. “But how can that make me horny and yet I can’t get hard?”

“Your nerves are working. It’s your penis that isn’t working. You should have full sensation, yet…” she shrugged and began rolling the Wartenberg over his balls.

Ben began to shift, and his knees bent, and he moved his weight around. It was obvious this was causing an excruciating sensation, but the good ‘Doctor’ just rolling it and rolling it.

“Oh, God!” he blurted at one point. this feels…I should be able to cum from this!”

“You should,” said Sandy. “This is a little worrisome. Take off all your clothes, please.”

“All?” he squeaked.

“Sorry, I don’t have a gown, but this is a medical examination.

Ben looked lost and hopeless as he took off his clothes. He stood before Sandy with his hands covering his manhood.

Sandy took a stethoscope out of her bag, put it on, and started listening to Ben’s body.

First she placed the cold stethoscope on his back, and he jumped. She kept moving it around, listening, and saying, ‘Mmm. Yes. Okay.” I wondered if she even knew what she was supposed to be listening for. But, whatever, she was acting thoroughly professional and Ben was falling for it.

She grabbed his nuts and said, “Cough.”

Ben coughed.

“Mmmm.” She began listening to his chest. She placed a hand on his pectoral, over his nipple, and he blinked.

“Take a breath. Again. Again.”

Ben breathed in and out, and Sandy kept moving her palm over his nipple. It was a small motion, but I could tell it was exciting to Ben. Exciting, except that his dick didn’t respond to her stimulation.

“All right,” she reached into her bag and took out gloves and a large jar of lube. “I’m going to have to examine your prostate, Mr. Gardner. Why don’t you put your hands on the table there and bend over.” She put on the gloves with a snap.

Ben did so, and his face was priceless.

Sandy rubbed his butt briefly, then placed a big finger full of lube on his rectum. She began working it in, and Ben’s face grew redder and redder. Honestly, if you painted a happy face on a cherry, it would look like Bens’ face right then.

Then Sandy began working here finger in and out. Wiggling it around. Rubbing his inner walls.

“Okay, this is the prostate.” She pushed in harder and he grunted. “It’s a little undersized. Let me…” she pulled out her hand and stuck two fingers into him.

“Gah!” he blurted.

“It’s okay, Mr. Gardner. Just take it easy. I have to be thorough, but we’ll be done in a short while.”

“Okay.”

“If you have a glass?” she asked me.

I quickly handed her a glass and she placed it under his cock.

“What’s that for?”

“I need to examine your semen.”

“Oh.”

For a short while she massaged his prostate, and his penis began to drip. Long drools seeped out of the head of his slack cock, and he stared down at the goo in wonder.

Sandy, her fingers in his butt and pressing on his prostate, took advantage of the moment to make a face at me. She stuck her tongue out and crossed her eyes.

I couldn’t help it. I snorted, which was a stifled, choked up laugh.

Ben looked up at me.

“What?”

I had my face back under control “Nothing. I just coughed.”

Sandy kept working him, and then the semen lessened, and stopped.

She took her finger out and slapped his butt. “All done.”

Ben straightened up, and he had a hard time looking at the woman who had just had her fingers up his butt.

“Well,” she picked up the glass. “I’ll take this to the lab and get back to you with the results.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

“I won’t know until I see the lab results. I will say that cheating may be at the root of your problem.”

Now he wouldn’t look at me. “Cheating.”

“Yes. Human beings are complex creatures, and when a person breaks trust with another…well, things happen. But we won’t go there, yet. Let’s examine the lab results, and then we’ll see.”

“Oh, okay.”

The exam was officially over, and Ben excused himself and left the room. I knew what he was going to do. He was going to wipe all the lube off his ass.

I walked Sandy out to her car.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted, when we were standing next to the car door. “You were perfect.”

“I was afraid I missed a couple of things, but he bought it.”

“How did you know how to give a prostate exam?”

“Oh, heck. I’m from Hollywood, and men don’t have sex there, they just get prostate exams.”

We giggled, then she said. “Give it a week, I’ll phony up some lab results, and then we can lower the boom on him.”

“Thank you so much. You have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Actually, I do. Did you know that 1 out of 5 men cheat on their wives? And I’ve had a couple of that lousy 20%.” She spoke wryly as she tossed the bag into the back of her car, then she gave a quick glance over my shoulder, gave me a quick hug, and she was off.

Back inside the house Ben was pouring himself yet another drink.

“Better ease up on the drinking,” I suggested.

His face was still red from the exam, and he merely said. “I need it.”

Huh. I guess he did.

And I went upstairs to jill off.

The next week was the most fun I had ever had. After all, I knew the joke. He was taking Leuprolide. He was taking the drug they use to chemically castrate sex offenders. And all he knew was that his precious penis was no longer capable of working.

Oh, he felt everything, and he was feeling hornier and hornier, but that poor dick just hung there, minding its own business. Not a throb in sight.

So I dressed a little sexier. And I put on a little extra make up, he really liked red lipstick, and every once in a while, under the guise of helping him, I would offer to…help him.

“Honey, let me blow you for a while. Maybe it will work!”

How could a man refuse that? Not even a man with a nonfunctional dick could say no. He pulled out his little shrub and I went to work. I kissed, I sucked, I lapped and I licked.

Nothing.

Dickie just hung there, feeling everything, but not responding.

And, here was the good news, the prostate exam he had received had made him even hornier. Sandy had told me that it would, but when I saw how he fidgeted, and even rubbed his cock against the corner of a table while he was standing there, or grabbed his crotch and squeezed…it was obvious. He was one horny puppy.

And, encouraged, I began to snake my finger around and rub his asshole. Oh, he liked that. It made his hips move back and forth, and that in spite of the fact that…he was Mr. Limp.

One night I came in to find him actually punching his package. He was actually punching, with his fist. Not super hard, but hard enough, and he said, “Wake up! Damn you! Wake up!”

Stifling the giggles, I stopped him, told him not to hurt himself, and then took him to bed for a long blow job. Which he could feel, but his cock just wouldn’t wake up.

Finally, however, the week was up, and Sandy called.

“Hi, Dr. Winslow.”

On the sofa, one arm over his eyes and feeling sorry for himself, Ben sat up and looked.

“The lab results are in? Wonderful! Oh, you would. Well, of course. Tonight? We’ll look for you.”

“Tonight?” asked Ben, when I had hung up.

“Eight o’clock.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

“You heard me. She’ll let us know tonight.”

Ben was fit to be tied. He walked around the house muttering. He went out to the garage to work out a little, but he couldn’t focus. He came in and turned on the TV, but when he turned it off and stood up I had had enough. “Sit back down. I’ll make you a drink.”

He had drunk more this week than he did in a week, and I probably should have worried about him becoming a drunk. I didn’t though. I was in the middle of it all, so I just kept him supplied with booze and waited for the play to come to a conclusion.

I made his drink and returned to the living room. The TV was on a football game, but it was muted.

I handed him the glass and said, “What are you going to do if it’s something serious?”

“Oh, God. I don’t know.” He drank, and looked up at me. “I mean, I love you so much! It can’t be anything serious! It just can’t!”

That surprised me. After all his cheating, I was the one he was thinking of.

“Well, it can’t be too serious.” And then, half caught up in his game, I said, “It’s only sex, after all.”

“Yeah. Only sex.”

But I realized, then, that it wasn’t sex. And it was. I began to understand how much stock men put in their penises. They obsess on it, they play with it, they effect marriage with it.

God, I must have half destroyed him with my little trick.

And, yet, what else could I do? What…

DING DONG! Sandy was here.

She entered the front room, looking quite the professional, and we all assumed the same seats we had been in the week before.

“Well, Mr. Gardner, I have good news. You are very healthy. Quite healthy.”

“Then I can start having erections again?”

“Well, that is going to be up to you.”

“What do you mean?”

“There is no physical reason for you not to be able to get erections, and that leaves only one other possibility. You have psychological problems.”

“I do?” But I could see that he had already bought into it. But then having a neurosis or something is much preferable to cancer. Right?

“Now, I can recommend people you can see, but…”

“But, what?”

“Well, though your problem may seem serious to you, it is actually not that big a deal. Psychological barriers to sex, mental reasons for erectile dysfunction…they have been covered extensively in medical journals.”

“They have?”

“Quite. Now, let’s consider your problem. You cheated, you feel guilty, you need to make some kind of amends.”

“Amends?” he glanced at me, then back to the doctor.

“Yes. To the person you cheated on. Simply, you have to convince them that you can be trusted.”

“How do I do that?”

“Well, that’s up to you. But, as it is your wife, I’m sure you can think of nice things to do for her.”

“I can? I mean…yes! I can!”

Determination filtered into his voice.

“Now, it may take some time—“

“How much time?”

“I would say that you should give it six months. If your penis hasn’t started functioning by then you should give me a call.”

“Six months!” he was aghast. His eyes were fixed and his brain was spinning.

“Yes. And…uh…”

“What?”

“Well, there are a couple of more things…”

“Go ahead!”

“Please tell us everything, Doctor,” I said, leaning forward. “I’ll do anything to help my husband become a man again.” Snicker, snicker.

“Well, it’s a complex thing. There aren’t even any articles on it in the journals, yet.”

“That’s okay. You can tell us?”

“Tell me what to do, Doc. Anything!”

“Well, a woman will believe a woman faster than she will believe a man. Take that as you wish, it is fact.”

Ben frowned, not really understanding.

“I don’t know how far you have to take it, but wearing articles of her clothing will remind her of the potential for a softer you, a more feminine you, and…”

“Okay. I can do that.” His voice sounded dull, like it was coming out of a flooded basement or something. “I can wear a scarf or something, and that—“

Sandy shook her head. “It will have to be something more intimate than that.”

“More..intimate?”

“An article of clothing.” Pause. “Perhaps…her underwear. Maybe even some make up.”

“What?” His voice sounded like that of a mouse who had been gargling.

“And, the third thing…”

“Oh, there’s more…” his eyes were glazed over.

“Yes, item three. What I did last week, the prostate exam.”

“Yes?” His eyes were showing confusion. He acted like he didn’t like the prostate exam, but…I had a sneaking suspicion that he liked it.

“Keeping your prostate healthy is of extreme importance. You need to have your prostate massaged weekly. This will reduce the amount of semen in your testicles, and it will, to be crude, flush the plumbing.”

“Flush the plumbing.” He sounded like he had just asked for a blindfold in front of a firing squad.

“Absolutely, and that only leaves one item.”

“Oh. Okay. One more item.”

“This program is designed to help you recover, but we must not neglect the fact that you have caused your wife emotional stress.”

“I have?” He looked at me. “Oh, I guess…I have. I’m sorry, honey. I’ll never cheat again.”

“That’s fine, Mr. Gardner, but we need her to do something. It will help her, and even help you a bit.”

“What’s that?”

“She must verbally chastise you.”

“Chastise?” He frowned.

“Yes. To feel good about herself she must be allowed to verbally emasculate you. Tell you what a rotten pig you’ve been. Tell you how unsatisfying your penis is to her. Even tell you how small and inadequate it is.”

“I am? I mean…I do?”

“Yes. This is very important. Not only must you regain your mental health, but you must help your wife regain her healthy self image. Because you have made less of her, now she must make less of you. So she must rebalance the equation, so to speak. She must insult you, and you must thank her whenever she does.”

“Oh. Okay.” Yes, his eyes were definitely glazed.

A short time later Sandy was gone, and Ben was sitting quite still, facing me, and pondering what he was going to have to do to get his penis working again.


PART TWO

“I don’t believe this,” he said, shaking his head.

“So I’ve got to tell you…bad things about yourself,” I mused, trying to sound worried. “I don’t know if I can do that.”

“Sure you can, honey. Try it.”

“Well, I don’t know. Okay. You’re bad.” Man, that was weak. It sounded like I was asking permission to water the garden.

“No, no. I mean, really talk to me.”

“You’ve been really bad.”

He shook his head, then took my hands in his. “Tell me I’ve been a scum sucking cheater.”

“You…” I sounded tentative, “you’re a scum sucking…cheater?”

“Don’t make it like a question. Get mad and…and tell me off!”

“You’re a bad person!” I made it sound like I was trying to sound angry, but he wasn’t buying it.

“No, no! Try this: Ben, you fucking asshole! How dare you fuck somebody else.”

“Ben, you fucking asshole. How dare you fuck somebody else!”

I raised my voice a little, and sounded like a mouse shouting in a church.

“That’s good, but…really mean it. Tell me I’m worthless.”

“Okay, you’re worthless.”

“Honey! If this is going to work, if I am ever going to get my cock back, then you have to really mean it! Now tell me…tell me I’m a lousy fuck and you hate me. Tell me you can’t stand my face. Tell me…tell me…”

And, it came out. I started softly, but rapidly built up, and soon I was screaming. “You motherfucking cunt fuck asshole excuse for a dick! You cheated on me! I hate you!” And…I slapped him.

Oh, it was good. I actually laid my palm against his face like I was trying to hit a home run. His face turned red, my hand was imprinted on it, and he grinned. “That’s it! That’s it! Now you’re doing it!”

“Can I do it again?” I asked timidly.

“Of course! Lay it on me. Say what you want! Insult me!”

I started at a higher pitch this time. “Your dick is too short! It’s too small and I lie about having orgasms! And you’re ugly! You need plastic surgery just to look ugly. You fucking stink!”

He grinned. “Thank you.”

And I grinned.

And that was the start.

The rest of the evening he ran around and tried to do things for me. He emptied the trash. He vacuumed. He put the wash in.

And he opened doors, and folded towels, and did the dishes.

Oh, baby. I was in hog heaven.

And it was all because he was trying to get his cock to work again.

The next day I awoke feeling good. I stretched, felt like a million pounds had flown off my shoulder, and just when I thought it could get no gooder…pardon my grammar…he placed a breakfast tray on the bed.

“Here you go, my love.”

“Thanks, short dick,” I said.

He grinned and bowed his way out of the bedroom.

I sat there and wallowed in the pleasure. I nibbled on perfectly cooked bacon. I spooned mouthfuls of hashed browns, and wondered…where had been my Prince Charming all these years?

I mean, it was instant!

I got up, took a shower, and went out to a house sparkling. He had managed to clean everything before going to work.

I sighed, sauntered out to the living room, sat down and watched TV. And received a text.

You are the most beautiful woman in the world

and I love you with all my heart.

Whoa. This was almost too much. And it was funny, Sandy and I had come up with this program to get back at him, to put a crimp in his cheating ways, and it was working almost too good.

Sigh. Smile. And I texted him back.

You stinky dick ass sucker!

He texted back.

Thank you.

I laughed out loud, and then I had a thought. I quickly typed,

What are you wearing?

Silence. A good ten minutes of silence. Then:

I’m sorry.

I said nothing. I just tossed my cell phone to the side, watched some TV, and went to a brunch with Sandy.

We giggled, we laughed, and life was good.

And the texts poured in.

I’m sorry.

I’m worthless.

I’ll make up for it tomorrow.

Please talk to me.

Ah, the power of the penis.

Or, maybe I should say…the power of the penis denied.

I awoke the next day to a tray of perfectly cooked breakfast, toted in by Ben…in a chemise. He had taken one of my old nightgowns, a silky thing, and wore it with nothing underneath.

He placed the tray on the bed, over me, and knelt by the side of the bed. “Whatever my mistress wants.”

“Go, asshole.” I waved my fingertips and he scuttled out of the room.”

This was too good. And I giggled, and enjoyed my perfectly prepared meal.

And I had no idea of the beast I had unleashed.

You see, when a man is going one way too long, and then goes the other way…he tends to go that other way…too much.

Ben was like a man out of control.

He washed the whole outside of the house. Did the lawn. Repaired a leaky faucet. Did the wash.

I didn’t have a chance to do anything.

And if I did, he leaped in and took over.

And he did it in my underwear.

And I lived in a house that was no longer recognizable. Spic and span clean, with a cross dressing elf darting about. I felt like I was in a cartoon where the villain throws a gum wrapper over his shoulder and eight street sweepers get in a fight over who gets to pick it up.

I walked around and a knave swept the ground upon which I was about to trod. Wearing a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. And a wig. He had actually stopped to buy a wig that looked remarkably like my own hair.

OMFG!

The week passed, and by the time the weekend had arrived I was actually in a mood. I wasn’t allowed to cook, to clean, to even take my own dishes to the sink.

And, to tell the truth, I was a little tired of insulting him. Sure, it had been fun, but…now it wasn’t. Now it was too much.

“Please, your majesty,” he blurted. “Tell me what a terrible job I’ve done!”

“Oh, shut up,” I groused, and I walked past him. He fell in behind me.

Power is good. A lot of power is better. But absolute power…now that’s another thing entirely. And I wasn’t responding well.

I was liking it, but it was warping me.

I had intended to bully him a bit, but…now I couldn’t stop.

He placed the tray on the bed, and I shoved it off. Perfectly good breakfast across the carpet.

His face showed his dismay.

I didn’t care. He was my worthless slave. I got up and walked across the carpet, smunching the food into the rug. He was going to have to get a steam cleaner to work that mess out.

I grabbed his ear and took him to my vanity table. I pushed him into the chair.

“Look at that!” I snarled.

“What?” he was frightened and confused. Frightened. He had never been fearful before, but now, this change of role, this bullying I was doing, he was responding with fear.

“You look disgusting!”

“Thank you,” he mumbled, not sure what he was thanking me for.

“Remove all the hair on your body.”

He jumped up and headed for the shower. I heard the water running, and I knew he was using a razor, trying to reach every square inch of his flesh.

I sat on the bed, in a bad mood, and waited.

He exited the bathroom, and he was naked. Not a hair on his body below the neck.

“Sit there.” I pointed at the vanity table again.

He sat, and I began to work. Here was the man who had cheated. Here was my worthless, cheating husband, and I had been unleashed. I had the power, and I was willing to abuse it.

I cleaned his face, making my little sponges dark.

“See this?” I pushed the little things in front of his face. “You’re disgusting!”

“I’m sorry!”

I primed his face, and put the foundation on it. He stared, mute, as I began to put the color in his cheeks, on his eyes. Yet he was too afraid to object.

“Asshole,” I muttered. “Cheating on me.”

I lined his eyes, made the lids smoky, and painted his lips a bright red.

He stared at himself. A woman in face, but not in entirety.

“Where’s your wig,” I snarled. And a dim, far away part of me wondered what I was doing. I had never been so vindictive. But, as I said earlier, when a person has gone too far down a path, and then travels in the other direction, perhaps she goes too far.

I fastened his wig on, and he became feminine above the neck. I pierced his ears, I put rings on his fingers.

I got out my corset.

It was a small corset. Too tight on me, but I wrapped it around him and began pulling strings.

Pull, yank, jerk, I made the corset shrink, and he started to gasp.

“I…can’t…breath…!”

“So don’t,” I snapped. “Take short, shallow breaths.”

I unrolled stockings up his legs and fasted them to the bottom of the corset. While I was down there I lifted his penis. Stupid, little thing. I shook it, “You are so worthless. You’re about as worthless as a nun in a whorehouse.”

His eyes were showing moisture. I knew I had gone a bit far, but…but he had cheated on me with so many women.

“Thank you,” he whimpered, and he tried not to cry.

“Oh, shut up. Get up on the bed. All fours with your butt to me.”

He did so, and he knew what was coming. It was time for his prostate massage. It was time for me to keep his worthless dick healthy.

He waited, his butt up and his dick hanging, his asshole ready for whatever I wanted.

I got out the lube and a glove. I pulled the glove on, let it snap on my wrist.

He looked over his shoulder at me, and he was nervous.

What a change. The cocksure stud, screwing every girl he could get his cock into…and now he was…a sissy.

A little voice inside me told me I should stop. I should reverse course. But…it was started now, and the bile had to come out.

I scooped out a big glob of lube and put it on his asshole. I pushed it in, and I began to run my fingers around and around.

He began to groan. Whatever he was feeling, fear, apprehension…he liked the sensation of my fingers in his butt.

I didn’t even think about pushing on his prostate. I just kept reaming him, I used two fingers at first, then three.

He was groaning, his ass was pushing back at me, and I went to four fingers, and I could feel the glimmer of excitement. Four fingers. My knuckles were pushing against his rectum. Four fingers. What if I pushed harder? Could I get my whole fist into him? I was about to try, I wanted to try, but he suddenly began to spew. I hadn’t even pressed on his prostate, and he was jerking and twitching, and semen was pouring out of his cock. Not drooling, like it had the week previous, but spurting. Oh, my God! He was actually having an orgasm! Not a regular penis organ, but an anal orgasm!

I froze, but he kept moving and moving, pushing his asshole back, and the semen kept squirting, more than I had ever seen him squirt, and then it was done.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered, and he collapsed forward.

I pulled my hand out of his ass, took off the glove, and considered him. He was exhausted, lying in a puddle of his own semen, and happy.

I had never seen him so happy.

Well, of course. Screwing other women didn’t make him happy, that was just him desperate to be a man.

But being screwed, like a woman…that made him truly happy. Not desperate happy, but…real happy.

I walked out of the room. Through the house. I ended up in the kitchen, where I got out the bourbon and poured myself a stiff one. No stupid Coke. Just a half a glass of hard likker.

I downed a big gulp.

What had I done?

What was I doing?

I had made a slave!

But what should I have done?

Left him. I thought.

But there was still love there. In fact, in spite of, or maybe because of, there was more love.

I liked him following me around and waiting on me hand and foot. I liked him as a woman. He was so clean and beautiful, and I liked looking at his soft face, his lipstick, and knowing that I had beaten the male out of him.

No more cheating.

But…no more man.

Did that matter to me?

Did I really need his dick?

After all, it was not very big, and it often spit too soon.

Maybe I should go looking for a bigger dick?

But then I remembered how much I loved him.

A person can go too far down a path, and when they reverse course, they go too far down that one. Could I return things to the original direction? And not go so far?

I didn’t know.

I didn’t…

“Can I do something for you?”

Ben stood in the kitchen doorway. He was wearing heels His dress fit perfectly, courtesy of that too tight corset. His make up was perfect, his figure was…lush. All he needed were tits.

I wanted to go the other way, find a balance, but as soon as I saw him I started thinking about tits.

I could get him breast forms. Or, even better, I could get him implants. Or just start giving him hormones.

But the thought of giving him some more chemicals…I had already given him chemicals, and the world was falling apart.

“You can sit down,” I said.

He sat, his made up face smooth and unlined.

I mixed two drinks, and this time I did it right. I filled the glasses with ice cubes, apportioned the bourbon and Coke properly, and sat down opposite him.

He waited, ready to serve.

“I gave you Leuprolide.”

He blinked.

“It’s a chemical used to chemically castrate sex offenders.”

His beautiful, red mouth opened…and closed. He blinked, fluttering those wonderful eyelashes.

“I did it because you were screwing other women. You had betrayed me. I felt…I felt I had the right.”

He remained silent, obedient, and I was starting to worry. Where was the anger of the righteously betrayed?

“Then I…the doctor…she is my friend. From college. She’s an actor and she portrayed a doctor, and we made up all those things that you had to do to please me…to…to get the use of your cock back.”

“I…don’t know…what to say,” his voice was low, and there was yet no anger in it, or any other emotion.

“You can get angry with me! You can beat me and call me a bitch!” I hurt you! I abused you!”

I was crying now. Tears fell in my bourbon and Coke, but I didn’t care. I drank it anyway. What a great country western song. ‘Tears in my Whiskey.’

“Please,” he said. “Please stop crying.”

Well, it wasn’t that easy. But he sat there so calmly, and I finally started to dry up a bit.

“Okay,” he said. “So am I going to get my dick back?”

“I stopped giving you the pills, I had been mixing them in the whiskey, but I threw that bottle out. This is a new one.”

He nodded. “Okay. So you stole my dick, but I betrayed your love. Are we even?”

I blinked at that. Were we even? I had hurt him, castrated him. He had cheated, betrayed our vows. Were we even.

“Probably not,” I whispered.

“I know,” he said, which sort of surprised me. “When you betray somebody you feel like you have to spend the rest of your life making up for it.”

I found myself nodding.

“But let’s just, for the sake of starving children in India, pretend we are.”

“Starving childen?” I felt the beginnings of a giggle trying to come out. Trying but failing.

“I know. Not good, but it’s all I could come up with. But let’s pretend that we’re even. We still have a humungous problem. At least, I do.”

I sipped at my bourbon. The tears didn’t taste too bad, actually. But maybe that was me coming alive after being honest with myself, and with Ben. “We’re married. Your problem is my problem. So what’s our problem.

He sighed. “I like being a woman.”

The world sort of stopped for me then. This was…more than I expected. “You like being a woman.”

“I like,” he nodded. “At first it was crazy. I was just trying to come to grips with what I had done, I was trying to make amends, but then I noticed that I was happier. I liked the feeling of pulling hose over my legs. I like the make up you put on me. I can taste my lips and it is like kissing happiness. I like the look of the wig, and I want to grow my own hair out and…and do things with it. I want to get long fingernails, like you’ve got. I want to go on a diet and make my body fit into this fucking corset.”

I giggled at that. Just a blurt, but he smiled along with it. His was a rueful smile, however.

“I want to take bubble baths, and use cold cream at the end of the day. I want to wear high heels everywhere, and rub my poor, sore feet at the end of the day. I want…” he paused, “…let’s face it, I wasn’t much of a man. I cheated on you. I made jokes behind your back, I treated all women sadly. Not just you, but even all those women I cheated on you with. On the surface, it probably looked like I was desperate to be a man. But, under the surface…I think I was desperate to be a woman.”

There it was again. Desperate to be a man. A woman. But traveling down a road too far….

“So there’s my problem.”

“Well,” I mused, a bit sadly, “now that you’ve told me your big problem, I guess I have no choice but to tell you what my big problem is.”

He didn’t expect that and he tilted his head slightly. His lips were so beautiful as they pursed in thought. His eyes were downright scintillating as they stared at me.

“What’s your problem.”

“At first I was just playing a trick. A mean trick, to be sure, but just a trick. Getting back at you for cheating. And then I was going along with using you. It was fun to be waited on, and my malicious sense of humor got the best of me. I started to hate you, except…”

“Except what?”
“Except when I made you up as a woman, everything sort of busted apart. The anger, the meanness, even the feeling of being betrayed, it all faded, and I was left with you as a woman. And I loved it. I loved putting make up on you. I loved seeing you in a dress. I was afraid I was going to orgasm when I was putting you in that corset.”

He was surprised, and his eyes arched slightly. “So you like me as a woman.”

I nodded. “You’re kind and considerate, and I don’t want you waiting on me hand and foot so much, I don’t want a slave, but a woman…am I weird?”

He chuckled, a bit ruefully. “Of course you’re weird. You’re as weird as everybody else on this stupid planet. But…I like me as a woman.”

We sat there, and I reached out a hand and he reached out a hand, and we held hands as we sipped our bourbon and wondered what we were going to do.

Ding a do do!

My cell was ringing. I went into the other room and brought it back.

“Hi, Sandy.”

“Hi, girlfriend. How’s life in the sassy lane?”

“Pretty good. I came clean with Ben.”

Silence, then a laugh. “How’d he take it.”

“Pretty good, considering. But now we’ve got a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, he likes being a woman, and I like him as a woman.”

“And that’s a problem? Put me on speaker.”

I did.

“Hey, Ben. How you doing?”

“Pretty good, Doc.”

We all chuckled at that.

“So, I understand you like being a woman?”

“I do.”

“Then be a woman. But can I ask you a question?”

“Sure. Just don’t ask me for my medical history.”

Again, we laughed.

“Do you want your dick back?”

Bingo. Stunned silence.

“Well,” she said, after a moment, “That’s interesting. Shelly, do you need his dick?”

“Gosh. I thought I did, but…I don’t know. I mean, I should miss it, but that might just be convention speaking.”

“Well, isn’t this a fine kettle of fish.”

Ben and I were staring at each other in wonder.

“So I think I know the way out of your quandary. May I offer an opinion? As your doctor?”

Grinning, we assented.

She told us, and we started to think…and think…and it made sense. A while later, when we hung up the phone, we were in a mix of stunned and amazed.

“Do you think this’ll work?” Ben asked.

“Everything else she has suggested has worked.”

So we nodded, and put up our pinkies for a quick shake.

Shelly dropped her strap on off an hour later. She didn’t come in, she just smiled, yelled hello to Ben, and took off.

Ben and I, of course, headed right for the bedroom.

Ben was looking beautiful. A nice, shimmery dress. Blue, with a cross over chest. We were debating whether to give him hormones, or just get implants. I was in favor of the implants. I had a feeling that Ben would eventually want his cock back. At least for a while.

“Well, baby. It looks like I’m going to be top dog around here for a while. You want to hop up and show me that sexy ass?”

Grinning, he crawled onto the bed and knelt on all fours.

I figured out how to put the strap on on, then grabbed a big handful of lube. I stepped up to him and began massaging the goop into his lucky, little crevice.

“I can just see you with big, old titties.” I laughed. I had three fingers in him, and I was going for four. And some day I was going to fist him. Now that was something to look forward to.

“Big, old titties, eh? Crudely put, but I love it. How do you like having a cock?” He could feel my plastic tool bumping against his thighs.

“Just what the doctor ordered,” I quipped.

He chuckled.

I grabbed his useless cock. “This is so…interesting. And you really don’t miss it?”

“I miss the sensations, but the constant testosterone driving me? I can do without that.”

“For a while, at least.”

“For a while,” he agreed. “But, right now, I’m looking forward to getting the cock, not giving it.”

“That’s funny, I’m looking forward to giving, not getting.”

We laughed, and without further ado I pushed into him.

He gasped, his shoulders went forward and he almost fell. His hands wrapped into the sheet and he held on.

“Nice, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

I’m a girl, I’ve never had a cock, but I had received cock enough to know what to do with it. I began to see saw, back and forth, in and out, and he began to groan.

“There’a girl,” I whispered.

I held on to his limp dick and his balls. I used them to control him. I began to pick up steam.

“Hunh! hunh!” he grunted as I slammed my plastic balls into him.

“Just relax. Give up and you’ll get.”

“Sounds easy,” he half whimpered.

“It is easy.”

For a long minute all we heard was bedsprings and heavy breathing, then he began to push back against me. I could feel his male muscles devouring my cock, and it was obvious that he wanted more. I knew I was going to have to get a bigger dick if I was going to keep him happy.

“Oh, please…please,” his voice was a sexual whine.

I squeezed his package then, hard enough to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt good. I levered my hips and drove up, then tilted so the dick, deep inside him, went down. He gasped, and even through the plastic I could feel that I had touched the prostate gland.

“Okay, baby. It’s milking time.”

I kept my hips up and pushed down, grinding, and, sure enough, semen started to seep out of his limp cock.

I get at it, kept pushing down, and more and more sperm came out. I let go of his cock and caught the majority of his goop. It was a big handful, and it was leaking over the sides of my hand when he was done.

“Oh, God!” he fell forward, utterly relaxed. I crawled up next to him and held my hand out. He turned his head to me, and stared at the handful of semen.

“Wow.”

“A real woman would do more than say ‘wow.’”

He looked at me, and he knew what I wanted. Heck, I had sucked him off enough times that he knew what was expected. I moved my hand forward a little, and his mouth moved in and he began licking.

“Oh,” he muttered, through a mouthful of sperm, then he swallowed.

“Wow,” he said again. And I held him and we laughed.

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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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.

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

The Stepforth Husband

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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.
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A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT 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

‘Man Enough to be 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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