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PART ONE

“I don’t want to go!”

“Well, you have to.”

I stared my wife. Joanie is always getting me into these things. She likes getting involved in the hug the trees, or cure the cancer victims, or any other cockamamie ‘save the whatever’ that comes along.

She is so beautiful, built like the original brick shit house, if that shit house had a 36-24-36 frame, and the top of that frame had double Ds, and a face that would have put Marilyn Monroe to shame. I mean, the long blonde hair, the pale blue eyes that warmed you to the cockles of your heart…which are little valves inside the heart for those of you not in the know…she could make a snowman heat up.

“I don’t have to!”

“Why don’t you want to go?” We were in the kitchen, sitting at the table.

“First, because I don’t know any of those people—“

“Chuck Knowles will be there. In fact, he’ll be speaking.”

“Great. Chuckles, who lives to play practical jokes on me.”

“So he has a great sense of humor,” Joanie was grinning.

“Oh, you would like to have some itching powder in your panties?”

She snickered.

“Or, how about the time he covered my car, my whole car, inside and out, with post it notes?”

She laughed out loud. A guffaw, then she put a hand over her mouth.

“Or, yes, dear, old Chuckles…the time I got drunk at the frat party and he put lipstick on me. I woke up and everybody at the party was grinning at me, and I was so out of it…” I shook my head.

Joanie was laughing her ass off by now. She put a hand on my wrist and managed to say, “Honey, I know Chuckles has a sense of humor…”

“And I happen to be the favorite butt of his jokes,” I grumped.

“But he also inherited freight cars full of money, and he is very free in donating to good causes.”

“So let him donate. I’ll be home watching TV.”

She stopped laughing, although there was still a smirk or two left in her beautiful soul, and said, “Honey. I will talk to Chuck…”

“Fat lot of good that’ll do.”

“…and I’ll stay by your side and watch out for you. He tries even the slightest trick…I will intervene on your behalf.”

“No.”

Now my wife is devious. She studied me closely, realized I was going to stand my ground, and sighed. Then she stood up and went to the liquor cabinet.

I watched as she got down the amber bottle of W.L. Weller Special Reserve Bourbon Whiskey. $83.99 a bottle, and tastes like eight hundred a bottle.

She moved to the refrigerator and put a glass under the ice maker. She waited while the ice made little cubes, then poured the bourbon into the glass.

God, I was already thirsty just watching that beautiful, brown liquid splash over the cubes until it was half full. Then, I know it is a sin to dilute such ambrosia, she popped a can of Coke and filled the rest of the glass.

Bourbon and Coke. A Coke high. A drink that I love so much I force myself not to drink too much; it would be too easy to become a drunk.

She sauntered across the kitchen, a pursed, little smile on her full, red lips. She placed the glass on the table.

“Drink.”

“No?” My voice was weak. She was using one of the only two weapons that could shatter me.

“Go on. Drink. I’ve got another one, if that’s not enough.”

Then she took hold of the bottom of her sweater and started lifting.

I picked up the glass and took a big glug.

She was using the other of the only two weapons that could shatter me.

She raised the bottom of her sweater slowly, watching me, smiling like a damn Mona Lisa.

I glugged again. She was so exciting I could hardly taste the bourbon and Coke, but it was already having it’s effect. I felt the cold liquid splash on the bottom of my stomach, and the fire started.

She pulled her sweater over her breasts. Those wonderful, stupendous, incredible mounds looked at me. She had a black bra on, and I stared, stupified, as her pale, milky skin began to appear.

Glug.

“No,” I whispered.

She pulled the sweater over her head and her hair suddenly fell out, in disarray, undone, sexy, like what it looked like after a night of making love.

She tossed the sweater aside and was grinning openly at me.

“You dropped your sweater,” I could hardly breathe.

“Drink.”

I couldn’t resist. I glugged. Half the glass was gone, and I had absolutely no defenses for what she was doing to me.

She reached behind her waist and undid her skirt.

I thought my eyes were going to pop right out of my orbital sockets.

“Not fair,” my voice was about as loud a snake’s belly sliding on the ground.

She dropped her skirt. There she stood. Tight panties showing her camel toe. Bulging bra. Hair falling loose over her shoulders. Those beautiful blue eyes laughing at me.

I reached, but she stepped back, her smile was so teasing and tantalizing.

“Come on,” I whined.

“Not until you admit that Chuck is a good guy, even if his sense of humor is a bit…unorthodox.”

I grumbled something that was an admission, but not in intelligible words. The fire in my belly was building. My cock was already built. Under the table it was pressing against my pants like the weasel that wanted out of the bag.

“Drink.”

I drank.

“And then say you will come to the event with me.”

Oh, I tried. My refusal was in my throat, trying to come out, trying to assert itself, but my throat was only making an ‘urk’ sound.

She undid her bra. I stared at those wonderful mammary glands. Full, and robust and tipped with large, erect nipples. She tossed the bra aside.

“I think it’s a fair trade.”

I glugged. Down to one quarter of a glass.

“I’ll lie down and let you rub my whole body. Stem to stern. Tootsie to—“

“Tit,” I blurted. My voice sounded hoarse. It was hoarse.

“Yes, tootsies to tits. And I’ll even let you suck them. Put your mouth on my nipples and lick them and pull them with your teeth. Oh, I would love you to pull on my nipples with your teeth.”

I gulped. Then I remembered to put some bourbon into my mouth and gulped again.

“And then there’s this,” she placed a hand on her pussy. “You call it a camel toe. Or…what’s that other name you have?”

“Monkey knuckle,” I couldn’t breath. The fire in my belly was roaring. My penis was so hard it hurt.

“Yes. I’ll let you massage my monkey knuckle. First with your hands, maybe put a few fingers in me—you know how I like that—and then your mouth can take over.

I made more unintelligible sounds.

She stopped talking, leaned forward—her breasts drooped down and I stared at them with my tongue out—and she took my glass.

Oh, my God. It was empty, and I hadn’t even noticed. She was stronger than bourbon!

She walked to the far counter, where the bottle of bourbon waited. She had lost her underpants somewhere in the last minute, and I stared at those perfect, round globes.

Her svelte and slender waist.

She looked over her shoulder at me and laughed.

She collected ice, poured bourbon, added Coke, and sashayed back. Every inch of her was a musical symphony, swaying and jiggling and making me a wreck and a ruin.

She placed the glass in front of me, her boobs fell in front of me and touched the table. I reached, but she stood up and backed away.

Without taking my eyes off her, I gulped more bourbon.

She said: “Maybe I’ll even get out my vibrator and fuck myself for you. Would you like that?”

Oh, God! She knew me too well. There was nothing I liked more than seeing her get herself off. I know, I’m a pervert, but…I liked seeing her give herself a self-induced orgasm better than…than…than I even liked fucking her. With my own dick. My poor, hard dick.

“What do you say, honey? Can I put on a show?”

I nodded.

“Or should I get dressed, put the goods away, and be all frustrated…knowing that I want you, I want your fingers in me, your tongue, maybe even your cock…except…except…”

“I’ll go!”

Where did that come from? I had intended to hold firm! To take a stand! How had I agreed to…but it was too late.

She reached for my hand, pulled lightly, and I popped out of my seat.

She looked down at my pants, then licked her lips. “Oh, God, I like fucking.” Then she looked at me. “But, today, since you’ve been a good boy, I am going to let you rub every square inch of my skin. Then lick my privates until I’m screaming. And then I’m going to fuck myself. You have to sit back and watch, so close to paradise, but doomed to be a horny, quivering mass of sexual urges.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered.

And I’ve got a serious question for you here: why do men like to be denied? Why do they like to walk around with monster dongs, lusting for that which they could have, but which is even more delightful denied?

I didn’t bother to answer, I knew the answer…because we’re perverts.

She took me by the cock and led me down the hallway, towards the bedroom where, true to her word, she made me love her whole body, eat her to an orgasm, and then, with me at arm’s length, jilled herself to several more.

It was terrible. And wonderful. And I would be in heaven for a day. Maybe longer. Then she would get me off and it would be ten times better. Anticipation makes the hard grow fonder. Or something like that.

The event was a breast cancer thing.

I’m a crude asshole sometimes. I stare at boobies, I think lewd thoughts, and sometimes I even voice them if I’m around guys or my wife.

“Oh, baby, look at the knockers on that bitch. I sure would love to bury my face in those bazoombas.”

The guys would snicker. My wife would sigh, and smile. After all, a horny me was a considerate me. Even if it was some other woman that made me horny, she would reap my politeness until she deigned to let me get off.

So, I’m a crude asshole, but, given my obsession with boobs, I agreed with the seriosity of this event.

Nearly 300,000 women will contract breast cancer in a year. Nearly 45,000 will die.

Yeah, I’m an asshole, and a pervert, but those statistics are really not fair. That many woman who suffer…I don’t make jokes about that.

So I was on my best behavior at the Breast Cancer event. I had even put together a thousand bucks for a donation. I hadn’t told Joanie, but I had made a quick call to encourage Chuck—he’s got the bucks—and I had told him what I planned. A thousand bucks is a hell of a lot for me, but it’s better donated to such a cause than to be wasted on a set of golf clubs for a duffer like me.

We arrived at 11:00 enjoyed a buffet, sipped some of that disgusting Apple Cider stuff they palm off on you instead of liquor, and mingled.

Joanie was looking a million dollars. Her dress was tight. A blue, shimmer thing with some serious cleavage. And she hadn’t worn a bra; I could see her erect nipples under the slithery material, rubbing and sliding and making her nips even more erect.

Drool, drool.

I was even looking pretty spiffy. I had worn slacks and a jacket—no stinkin’ tie, thank you—and my hair was combed and my teeth brushed.

So we mingled, and chatted, and sipped the spoiled apple juice, and the clock ticked down to 12:00.

Suddenly we heard the sound of somebody making a bell out of glass with a spoon. We looked up to where Chuck was behind the mike on a dais. Everybody moved forward to listen.

Chuck is a handsome dog. All that money and handsome, too. Sometimes it just ain’t fair.

He smiled, exchanged greetings and couple of quips, and then we were all ready for his speech.

“Friends and fiends,” we all chuckled, “we have come together for a most worthy cause. Last year nearly 300,00 women contracted…”

He talked, laid out the statistics. then he got into a few personal stories. Joanie was on my arm, so gorgeous, and she listened closely. She had a friend who had died of breast cancer, and she really felt what he was saying.

Hell, even I felt it. Me, big, strong man who laughs at adversity. But this was no laughing matter.

Then Chuck wound up with an intro, for me, and it was a doozy.

“You know, I’ve been pretty serious here, but you know it’s a good cause. But to introduce this next fellow I need to tell you a story.”

Everybody cocked an ear.

“When I was in college I had a roommate. Great guy.”

Oh, fuck…was he talking about me?

Joanie squeezed my arm and a side glance told me she was grinning.

“He used to do things like taping an airhorn to the wall. When the door was opened it would swing back, hit the airhorn, and I would jump right out of my pants.

“And then there was the time he filled up my car with balloons. That was a great one. I had to get to work and I ended up driving through town with balloons flying out the window. Got stopped by a cop, and the cop was laughing so hard he didn’t give me a ticket…”

Everybody was chuckling now.

And, I admit, I was laughing. Well, hell. You didn’t think I was going to let Chuckles get away with putting an airhorn under my chair, did you?

“So,” he said, “without further ado, but without any less, let me introduce you to my best friend, Brian Lessings.”

Tell the truth, I hadn’t expected that. I hadn’t expected to be singled out and called up. But, I smiled at people, Joanie pushed me a bit, and I wound up walking up the steps to where he stood waiting.

The crowd cheered, we shook hands, and Chuck whispered in my ear, “Do you have that check?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

“I’m going to use you to encourage people to donate, is that all right?”

What could I say? But I didn’t know the half of it.

“All right.”

Chuck turned and faced the audience and raised his hand. The hubbub de-bubbed and everybody listened.

“We all know how hard money is to come by, and sometimes it’s hard to put together a few bucks, even for a cause as worthy as this. I talked to Brian earlier this week, and I found out that he planned on making a donation.”

In the audience Joanie tilted her head. I smiled at her. I was going to get lucky tonight. Baby, was I going to get lucky.

“Brian, the check please?”

One of the people in the audience stamped his feet and started going “Woo, woo, woo.” Chuckles must have planted him.

The woo woo caught on, and I stood there with a check in my had for a long minute. Joanie was clapping and her eyes were moist. Man, I was making points with my babe.

Chuck raised his hand and the roar died down. He extended his hand and took the check. He looked at it, held it up and announced, “One thousand dollars!”

Man, the roof was lifted then. Eyes opened up in pleased surprise. Joanie clasped her hands over her chest. And I stood there and took it like a man. It wasn’t hard, actually. I was doing a good thing.

After a long minute Chuck raised his hand. The crowd quieted and he began to speak. I expected a quick thank you, shake my hand, boot in the butt get off my stage. What he said, however, shocked me.

“Guys? Gals? This is generous. This is why Brian is my bestie. But, in the interests of friendly competition, I want to do him one better.”

Uh, oh. I could feel it coming. He was about to deliver a gotcha. And knowing Chuckles like I did…it was going to be a good one.

I want to bring attention to our mission here, I want the world to be aware. So I will…” he lifted a finger and cautioned the crowd, “…hear me out entirely before you cheer or boo or whatever,” he had that crowd in his hand then. The world was focused on him…and therefore me.

And, oh, fuck. He was going to get me.

“For every month that Brian wears breast implants I will donate $5,000.”

Stunned, I spun on him. My face displayed all the shock I felt.

The crowd was even stunned. It took them about five seconds to absorb it.

Chuckles repeated. “If my best buddy allows himself to be implanted with fake boobs I will donate $5000 a month. He’ll have to last an entire year, but that’s $60,000.”

Then the crowd started mumble. It was stunned exclamations at first. Then somebody started clapping.

And old man Foster, who owns the bank, and whose wife had had cancer at one time, yelled out, “I’ll double that!”

Cheers.

A voice yelled out, I don’t know who it was, “I’ll do a thousand a month!”

And more voices, more donations, and I stood there with my mouth open. I had never been more flabbergasted, more flummoxed, more ‘gotcha-ed,’ in my life.

Chuckles raised my hand in victory.

I looked at him, and he laughed at the stupid expression on my face. Then he pointed into the crowd. I followed his finger and saw…Joanie. My beautiful wife. She was crying, and blowing me kisses.

Oh, my God.

I looked at Chuckles. What the fuck had he done to me? What the fuck?

I didn’t drive home. I let Joanie drive. honestly, my mind was in such a state I didn’t think I could drive.

She wheeled the car through town, and all the way she kept looking at me, and…and crying.

“That is the bravest thing I have ever heard. You are such a man. I love you with all my heart.”

And, “Did you know he was going to do that?”

“What? No! I had no idea…” I just dribbled off.

“Well, it was just the bravest thing I have ever seen. And, you know what?”

“What?” Scenery was passing and everything was a blur. I slowly looked at her. I had never seen her this happy.

“You know I don’t always like jilling off for you, making you wait, even though I know you love it.”

“Oh…”

She was talking, and slowly I figured out the words.

“And, since you have been so brave and giving, I’m going to do something for you.”

“Oh…?” What was she talking about?

“Honey, I am going to give a month of no cums. I am going to make you as horny as you have always wanted. When I finally let you cum it is going to be the most glorious, wonderful orgasm you have ever had. In fact, if you want to go ahead and buy a chastity tube…I’ll even get into that.”

I was confused. I was supposed to have…tits? Chuckles had done the supreme ‘gotcha,’ and now…I wasn’t going to get to cum? And she might even put me in chastity?

But…I didn’t want to not cum forever…I liked to cum. I just liked to build it up for a few days…what was she talking about about a month? And…and why the chastity tube?

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey? And I’ll start making you horny this very afternoon. Oh, this is going to be so much fun. But you are so generous and…well, you deserve it.”

I deserve not cumming? And, yes, I liked that…but…a month? A month?

I wanted to speak then, to say something, but I couldn’t. My mouth was flabbergasted by the fact that I was going to have tits. Real tits. Well, real fake tits. And nothing came out of my mouth but confusion. I was well and truly and totally overwhelmed.

Fucking Chuck!

We reached home, and there were already reporters there. Oh, my God! He had said he wanted the world to know about our cause…but this…so soon.

I sat in the car and the reporters, there were actually dozens of them, clamored outside my window.

Joanie ran around and pushed through. She was laughing, pleased with the sudden popularity and celebrity, and she made quips and answered questions.

“Yes, he is…”

She opened the door and pulled me out. She pushed microphones away form my face, but not hers.

“Transitioning? Oh, no. He is a most manly man. At least he will be after a year,” she giggled.

She pulled me through the crowd. My face was red and I was speechless.

“Maybe. He’d look cute as a woman. But the main thing…” she stopped on the doorstep and faced the mikes and cameras, “…is people should be aware of breast cancer. We can beat it, and I encourage men everywhere to do what my husband has been brave enough to do.”

Then we were inside the house and she closed the door. I stood in shock in the foyer, and she leaned her butt against the door.

“Oh, my God!” she breathed out. Her eyes were glinting, and I had never seen her so exuberant. “I cant’ believe you agreed to do this.”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to explain that it was just one of Chuckles ‘gotchas,’ but words wouldn’t come out.

I was stunned, I was shocked, but I might have been able to say something, but the way she looked at me….

My wife loved me, and she always looked at me with a certain amount of pride and happiness, but never with anything like this.

I felt like Elvis. I felt like the Beatles. I felt like I had finally done something so right that her love was justified…and I let the moment pass.

I looked down at my chest. It was flat. Good musculature. I had worked on my pecs with weight lifting so I had good skin texture, and I knew my skin would even stretch well.

Fucking Chuckles.

I was going to have boobies. For a whole year. And there was nothing I could do about it.

A week later I went to the local hospital to get my implants. It had been a wild week, with reporters and even a TV appearance on Good Morning America. Of course, Joanie had done most of the talking. I was walking around in a daze and wasn’t capable of much coherent speech.

We met with the doctor in his office, and there was even a pool reporter there to report on the meeting. Man, the Cancer Society was milking this.

“Well, Mr. Lessings, I’m happy to report that your chest is perfect for implants. And this is good because we have to put large ones on you.”

“How large?” I asked.

“Pretty large. Your chest is a bit wider than a female chest, and if we put small implants on you it would look ridiculous. Fortunately, we have some Chyna 2000s here, and they should fit you perfectly.

“Chyna 2000s?” asked Joanie.

“She was a professional wrestler, ‘the ninth wonder of the world’ was her billing. She had large breast implants because she was a large woman. Those implants are now quite popular among women who want a large lift, and the occasional transgender person who requires a bit more up front.”

He smiled while he said all this. Very professional, even as my heart sank in my chest.

The reporter had a couple of questions then, but I barely heard them. Joanie looked at me and patted my hand.

God, I loved my wife. True to her word, she had teased me and tantalized me for a week, and hadn’t let me cum.

The reporter turned to me. “Have you decided to wear a dress?”

“Uh…”

“There will be times he will be in a dress, and times when he isn’t,” Joanie answered. “It depends on the situation, and, of course, he must be comfortable.”

“Mrs. Lessing,” asked the reporter. “I don’t mean to be out of line, but have you, as a well endowed woman, discussed with him what it will be like for him to have large breasts?”

Oh, had she! She would tell me how much I was going to love my new tits, how much fun she was going to have picking out outfits for me.

Tactfully, she said, “We have discussed it. We’ve even begun a regimen of exercises to strengthen certain muscles.”

I sat and listened, and it was surreal. I was a man. I was going to have boobs. What crazy world had I just woken up in?

“Well,” said the doctor, “if there are no further questions perhaps we should begin the procedure.”

We could. Joanie said we could. I just shut up and tried to figure it all out.

I was taken to a small room where the reporter was kicked out and Joanie watched. The doctor measured me time and again, and made little marks on my chest.

I sat there, and Joanie smiled at me in the most encouraging way. I wanted to tell her that I was tired of not cumming, that I wanted to squirt my brains out, but the doctor was there

I was then taken to a larger room where people waited for operations. Nurses zipped here and there, wielding clipboards like they were shields, and asked pointed questions.

“Allerges? Previous operations? Anybody in your family had cancer?”

I put up with the stupid questions. I had answered all those questions for my last physical, but doctors seem to think that your family history of fifty years ago is going to change every week. Or maybe they just don’t like nurses and want them to do busy work.

Anyway, it wasn’t long before I was wheeled out of the room, down a corridor, and into an operating room. It wasn’t a big operating room, but then boob implants weren’t a big deal. In my Googling of the procedure over the last week I had discovered that almost 300,000 women got implants in 2019.

That’s a lot of boobs. Each boob weighs about 2 pounds, so that 600,000 pounds of silicone. That’s a lot of silicone for a bunch of silly cones. Heh. Good joke, eh?

Anyway, I had looked at the Chyna 2000s I was going to receive. Eight and a half pounds. Four and a quarter per boob. Man, I was going to need a bra.

Then the anesthesiologist put a cup over my face, started counting backwards. I got to 7.

I awoke, groggy, but happy. I think they must put some kind of happy juice in the gas.

“Honey? Brian?”

“Umm,”I said. My throat was dry, and I moved my lips.

“Here, drink some of this.”

A straw was pushed into my mouth and I gulped. I was still out of it a bit, and I said, “Why don’t they have bourbon?”

Joanie laughed a little, and I became aware of something looking at me, shoved in my face, what was…I opened my eyes.

Joanie was next to me. The reporter had a mike in my face, a cameraman was pointing a television camera from the foot of the bed.

“How do you feel Brian?”

“With my hands,” I quipped. A bad joke, but tried and true.

“And how do you feel about your new breasts?”

Everything rushed in on me then, and I started to push the daze back. I looked at Joanie. There was a nurse behind her.

“How’d it go.”

“We’re asking you that, dear.”

Oh. Yeah. I was the one being operated on. Correction, that had been operated on.

I started to sit up, then stopped. I felt unfamiliar aches and pains, and a huge weight on my chest.

“Here we go,” the nurse cut in and helped me sit up. The sheet fell down, and I had my first view of my new tits.

They were big. Monstrous. I had held them in my hand, but now, on my chest, under the skin…they were humungous mountains.

They were bigger than my wife’s, or even any woman I had seen.

“Oh, my God!”

The cameraman bent at the knee a bit and focused his camera on my stunned face.

“Brian?” asked the announcer.

I said the only thing I could say. “Wow!”


PART TWO

The doctor was a genius. There were only two, little scratch marks near my armpits. He had actually slipped the implants in, then filled them. It was a bit unorthodox, and it had taken some time, he had to constantly adjust and measure, but he had done the deed.

And I was now an official bra wearer. I had to wear what I used to call, when I was a callow youth, ‘over the shoulder boulder holders.’

And the bra I wore, especially in the beginning, was thick and sturdy. Every day Joanie applied aloe vera lotion to my breasts and to the two scars. It felt good, really good, when she placed her hands on my tits and gently rubbed. I especially loved it when she rubbed her palms across my nipples. And it seemed like my nipples were always distended.

But, then I was always horny.

I hadn’t even gotten home from the hospital before my penis was back at full flag. I went to bed, Joanie made me, but I really wanted to sink my cock in her most wonderful pussy palace.

And when I woke up I asked her for sex, but she said no, that I had just had an operation and I needed to take it easy.

And a few days later, when I was up and about, she still refused.

“This is so much fun,” she said, as she played with my cock with her hands, “If I had only realized that it was this much fun to make you horny I would have been doing it all along.

So there I was, an over endowed woman in the chest, and a priapic man in the groin. I mean, that sucker was getting hornier and hornier, and just didn’t want to go down.

A week after the operation I was done with being chaste. I needed an orgasm.

So I got up one morning, stepped into the shower, and began stroking Mr. Happy.

Oh, God, it felt good. Joanie had been playing with me every day, giggling and laughing at how big and red I was getting, and marveling at the amount of pre-cum that was coming out of the slit in the head of my cock.

The shower was running hot, I was feeling relaxed, water was streaming over my chest, my boobs, and with one hand I began to tickle my nipples.

Oh, God. This felt good! I was going to finally get to cum! I was going to—

“What are you doing?”

I opened my eyes as the shower door swung open.

“But…”

She slapped my hand off my dick, and happened to slap my dick in the process. My knees buckled and I almost came right on the spot. but I didn’t, and Joanie reached up and grabbed my ear and tugged me out of the shower.

“Honey! You’re going to ruin everything!” She dragged me out of the bathroom, soaking wet, and pushed me onto the bed.

“Now, I told you I was going to make you super horny, and you are obviously feeling it. Don’t you want your reward?”

“Well, I really d—“

“Honestly. I am looking so forward to this. When I finally let you cum you are going to cum so hard! You’re going to be a volcano! And I really want to measure your semen. I mean, you’re going to be cumming gallons!”

“But, honey, it’s long enough. I am so horny I can stand it. I really need to cum!”

“Oh, nonsense. Now, dry yourself off. I’ve been wanting to do this, but it’s obvious that it’s time.”

She tossed a towel at me and I began to dry my skin, all too aware of how my cock stood at attention. It had never felt so big, throbbed so hard. And I had a constant stream of pre-cum.

While I dried off she opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out a small box, maybe six inches cubed.

“Okay, come along,” she took my hand and led me to the kitchen. She sat me down and put the box on the table. “Put this on.” She opened the box and took out a ring, a tube in the shape of a large cock, and a padlock.

I stared at the gadget. “What is that thing?”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

I knew that, I just…didn’t want it on me!

“But what’s it for?”

“To control you. Give you a little self control.”

“But I don’t want…”

She didn’t even let me finish. She put a finger over my lips to shush me, then went to her old stand by…the liquor cabinet.

“I don’t want to drink,” I stated firmly. I want—“

She took out a bottle A new bottle. One I had never seen before…except in ads. It was round, a light-brown, rich color, with planes scalloped into the top and bottom.

“This is Blanton's Single Barrel Bourbon. $185. It was a gift from an admirer.”

I licked my lips.

“I presume you still want to ruin it with Coke?”

“Well, uh…” I nodded.

She performed the ritual. A tall glass with ice cubes. Half of the glass received the beautiful, colored water. Then she poured in the Coke.

She placed it in front of me, amongst the pieces of the chastity tube.

“This really isn’t fair,” I said, as I picked up the glass, felt the cool condensation already forming.

“I know,” she said, and she meant it. “But a woman has to do what a woman has to do.”

I took a sip.

Oh, there is a God. He is on my tongue, exploding my taste buds and showing me paradise.

I lowered the glass.

Joanie didn’t say a thing. She just watched me.

I sipped again, and my eyes actually rolled back. I had never in my life tasted such ambrosia, such nectar of the Gods, as this.

“I want to get my rocks off,” I said, taking yet another sip, rolling it around, understanding what heaven was.

“I know,” she said, “But I have a confession to make.”

I sipped yet again. I was already light-headed. “What’s that?”

“You turn me on.”

“Well, that’s good. Every man wants to know that—“

“You don’t understand.”

I looked askance at her. She was staring at me, so very, very sincere.

“I’m turned on by your tits.”

I blinked.

“I didn’t think anything like that would happen. But when they rolled you out of the operating room and I saw the mountains on your chest…I knew.”

“You knew what?” I actually squeaked a little, I sipped quickly to cover up my embarrassment.

“I knew that I wanted to see you as a woman.”

“A…woman.”

“Oh, yes. A woman. I want to see you in a dress, high heels, stockings. I want to see you in make up. It’s all I dream of. I jill off almost every single night dreaming of this.”

“But, honey, I don’t want to be a woman.”

“I know, and I’m going to say something now that might seem a bit selfish. “I want you as a woman. You’ve got me so horny my monkey knuckle is seeping juices. My pussy is on fire at all times, every time I look at you I feel a little flush down there, like a miniature orgasm, but it’s not an orgasm, it’s the promise of one. A big one.”

“But then why?” I gestured to the pieces of the chastity tube waiting on the table.

“I don’t know. I can’t help it. It’s just that I want you as a virgin. Like you’ve never cum before. Sometimes I even imagine myself as a man, about to deflower you, and I want you pure, unfucked. A…a virgin.”

I shut my mouth, except for my constant sipping. The glass was half empty now, but I was half blasted. This stuff was strong!

But, in a way, I was almost sober. I mean, my wife was asking me to…to transition for her. To be a woman, so she could take me.

“Are you talking about a strap on?”

For a long moment she said nothing. Just stared at me. And I knew. She was.

“I don’t think so.”

“I know,” she said. “You’ve always been a manly man, and here I am asking you to give that up. For me.”

“I don’t want to be gay.”

“It’s not gay. Being gay is a decision a man makes. Anal sex is a sensation that any man can experience.”

“By dressing up as a woman.”

She said nothing for a moment, and I thought she was done, but then she said, “That’s part of it. That’s what makes me horny, but you know what sex is like. You get hard, you get desperate, and then…well, that’s what seeing you as a woman does for me. I get wet, I get desperate, and then…then I want to…fuck you.”

“I don’t want anything up my ass.”

“I know.”

A simple acknowledgment, but she wasn’t backing off. And I knew then…she was just biding her time.

“So you’re going to make me so horny I finally give in.”

“Yeah,” and she actually shivered. I had a feeling she had just had one of those little ’flushed’ moments. She hadn’t had an orgasm, but the promise of an orgasm.

I finished my bourbon, then stood up. I did the unbelievable. I refused a second glass. I said, “I don’t think so.” Then I walked out.

I had finally made my stand. I had refused, and that emphatically.

Joanie, wise girl that she is, didn’t push it. She had stated her case, and was content to let my desperation bring me around.

She watched me closely, was Janey on the spot when I took my cock in hand, and two days later she got me drunk enough to put the damned cock tube on.

She didn’t try to butt fuck me, she just laughed and joked and fed me bourbon, and without the threat of anal sex I was content to drink.

She is trustworthy, after all. She wouldn’t do anything to me without my permission. She’s just awfully good at getting my permission.

So she got me drunk, got me laughing about the chastity tube, and I woke up the next day without the option of masturbation.

Oh, I complained, but I had let her put it on me, and therefore had tacitly agreed, and therefore had given my permission. And life got a lot more interesting.

I was horny, and becoming more compliant.

She played with my chastity tube every day. Especially on waking up—I frequently awoke with my package in her mouth—and on going to sleep. I would lay awake for hours after an hour of her playing with my cock, sucking my nipples, fondling my breasts.

And I tried to retain an even frame of mind. I tried to keep calm and level headed, but the constant accumulation of horniness was getting to me.

And she started dressing me up.

Well, why not? I had a woman’s body, so…why not dress me like a woman?

She shaved my legs at first, then got tired of that and started making me use Nair. I had no hair on my lower body at all.

Then she slid those nylons up my legs, and man, I thought I was going to cum right in my chastity tube. Feeling that slither as the material  rubbed up legs…oh, God! I was shivering and actually jerking my hips a bit before they were properly fastened to my garter belt.

So I would get up, get dressed, including a dress, and…she started making me wear high heels.

I was shocked to find out how much I loved high heels.

And so was the world.

I was practicing on the patio and some slum dog paparazzi snapped some photos, and there I was National Enquirer.

Joanie laughed at that, and I found a new flock of reporters on the front doorstep.

After a couple of days of them hanging on the doorstep, ringing the bell, calling on the phone, and just shouting at the windows, “We want to see Bryan!” Joanie convince me. These guys weren’t going to leave unless I gave them something.

On a Thursday morning I dressed up. The full works, and Joanie even put some powder on my face, and wanted to put eyeliner and lipstick on me, but I drew the line.

Then we went to the front door and I stepped outside.

Oh, the roar. I had always heard that stupid phrase, ‘And the crowd goes wild!’ But I had never thought about it. I was thinking now. Those newsies were shouting and whooping, and Joanie just stood there, her arm linked with mine, and we endured the attention.

Correction. I endured the attention. Joanie loved it. Man, she was feeling like the belle of the ball.

And we came back in, and I thought it was over. Until Cosmopolitan called and asked for a photo shoot.

Oh, God!

The shoot was on a Monday, and the only reason I agreed to it was because they agreed to donate to the Cancer people. And here is the cruel twist. I had refused to put make up on, but I had to wear make up for the photo shoot, and they really made me up. They did my eyes,  my lips, shadowed and blushed me. They even gave me a wig!

I sat there, under the hot lights, and wondered what was happening to me. And then it got worse.

After the shoot we were talking to the gal who was writing the article, and she said, “I notice he has no bump.”

I opened my mouth to say something, and Joanie cut in with, “He’s wearing a chastity device.”

The world stopped. Dead silence, then the writer grinned.

My mind was roaring as Joanie answered questions for me.

“Oh, he has normal urges, but a woman always has to help keep her man’s urges down.”

And: “He’d like to, but I’ve sort of taken over in that department.”

The writer gal knew I wasn’t forthcoming, but she was getting phenomenal copy from Joanie.

“A lifestyle without the messiness of sex is quite exciting. It is an untapped energy source, and he is so much more loving.”

And on and on and on.

And I knew, as we left the studio where we had shot the article, that I was dead meat. After that debacle every woman was going to try and get every man into chastity.

Girlfriends would hound their boyfriends, claiming that true love would be proven if he would just ‘give her the key.’

Wives would bully their husbands until they had them firmly and securely locked up. ‘You won’t be able to cheat on me, dear.’ ‘But I never cheated!’ ‘And you won’t now. That will prove how much you love me!’

Mothers would even demand that their male children become chaste and they would have the key…until the young man got married. No more masturbation. No more unwanted pregnancies. It was a perfect solution for an imperfect world. And I had started it. No, I wasn’t going to have a friend in the world when this magazine article came out.

Oh, the women would love me, hold me up as an inspiration of devotion. but the men…they wouldn’t play darts with me if I was the target. Well, maybe they’d do that.

We arrived home, and Joanie, after blabbing her mouth so much at the magazine interview, was strangely quiet.

I went into the kitchen and made myself a drink. We had gotten more free bottles of bourbon. Chuckles had mentioned, in an interview that he had done, that bourbon was my drink of choice, and now we even had a bottle of Elijah Craig 18 Year Old Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $389.99 a bottle. And the first taste of that had blown my fool head right off. I had never known people could make that kind of firewater!

And, of course, I mixed it with Coke. I know! I know! But…under my dress and over my heels and under my wig…I’m a slob kind of guy.

Joanie came in and sat down. “Mix me one, too. Will you?”

I did, and delivered it, and we sat opposite each other, sipping, thinking.

I was a woman. She had me in a corset today, for the photo shoot, and that gave me an hour glass figure.

My nails were done. They had insisted on that, to, for the photo shoot.

I watched my fingers as I held the glass of bourbon. I rolled the glass, and was amazed at how sexy my now long and slender fingers were.

She sipped.

And we were silent.

I think that was the moment that changed it all. But I still had some resistance left.

“I’m not going to let you out of that chastity tube until you let me fuck you.”

“I know,” I agreed.

“And your days of running around like a man are over.”

“I figured,” I said. I was leaving little traces of lipstick on my glass.

“I love you, but this has got to happen.”

I finally responded with, “If I let you fuck me you’re going to steal my manhood.”

“Hell! I’ve already got your manhood. You are the woman, and have you noticed how I’ve been dressing lately?”

I had. She wore pants as often as not. She wore very little make up, or severe make up. She was pulling her hair back in a bun, and I had the feeling that she was going to get it cut short. Long enough to still be a woman, but short enough to be a butch woman.

“I’m going to go even more masculine. I’ve been thinking about taking up weight lifting. I want you to eat salads and do Yoga.”

I looked up at her. We could feel things shifting around, our psyches making adjustments.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because the world is changing and I want to be in charge.”

“Why do I have to be a woman? Why can’t you be in charge and I be a man?”

“Because that is the way the world is built. Men fuck women, and woman lay there and take it. I want to be the fucker, and I want you to lay there and take it.”

I nodded. Then, “Something stops me. I can’t quit. I can’t just give up like that.”

We had another drink. God, I loved that stuff.

She said, “Okay. Then do something for me. It’s a little something, but I think you’ll be able to give up that much.”

“What?”

“Wear a butt plug.”

I blinked. I was wearing a chastity tube. I was in make up, and I had the feeling that she was going to keep me in make up, and even make me do my own make up.

“It won’t hurt, but it’ll get you used to being able to have something in your ass.”

“What kind of butt plug?”

“There’s different kinds. We can start off with simply jewelry, you’d look fucking gorgeous with a big, blue diamond in your rectum, showing whenever you bent over.”

I nodded. “I’ll think about it.”

Thinking, in this universe, is considering, and considering is halfway to an already made up mind.

On a Tuesday we sat down in front of the computer. She selected three butt plugs. One of silver with a beautiful, blue diamond on it. One called a prostate massager, and one a big bulbous thing.

And they arrived on Thursday. I will always remember the day I went on all fours on the bed and she placed my first butt plug into me.

The diamond. Firm, but filling. And exciting.

She lubed me up excessively, slid the thing in, and there I was.

I stood up, and immediately found the world different. Every step I took was awkward, and a thrill. That plug rubbed me the right way right from the get go.

Joanie grinned. She saw the look on my face. Shock and awe, and…hap-hap-happy!

“Come on, let’s go for a walk.”

We walked around the block. It was dusk and not too many people recognized us, and we were almost home when we passed the Johnson’s house.

Billy Johnson. I had played golf with him. And now he stood in a skirt, a male shirt, and heels, and watered the lawn.

He squinted at us. “Hey, Brian.”

Joanie pulled me to a stop.

“Hi ,Billy. Where’s Samantha?

“She’s right here. “Hey! Sam! Come out?”

In a minute Samantha Johnson was on the lawn. Billy turned the water off and the two women engaged in chit chat, but it wasn’t just any  kind of chit chat.

“Why don’t you sign up for weight lifting with me?”

“Oh, Billy didn’t like the skirt at first, but he’s coming around.”

“He’s going to love make up. When he’s ready, of course.”

And I noticed that Samantha was wearing slacks, and it looked like her breasts were bound. Her chest was flat. And Billy…did Billy have bumps?”

Oh, my God! He did!

While the girls were talking I asked Billy, “Do you have breasts?”

“Half the guys on the block have breasts,” he answered in a docile way. “But mine are going to be real. Hormones can do such wonderful things…”

I goggled, but it was dark enough that he didn’t notice my shock.

Billy Johnson. The original stud. Brought cheap ass beer to all the football games. His wife always walked three feet behind him.

Later, at home, I thought about it. Half the guys on the block were getting boobs, or wearing dresses, or…or engaged in some act of femininity.

What the hell had I done?

And yet, I hadn’t done anything so much as provide an ignition point.

Men didn’t become feminized unless they wanted to be feminized. I was the outlier, the anomaly, because Chuckles had tricked me into it. But now that I had done it, others were following along. So they must have wanted to be feminized all along.

I was just the excuse for them to release their inner demons. Or maybe I should say ‘demonesses.’

Huh.

At that moment I was sitting on the swivel chair in front of my computer. Joanie was getting us a couple of more drinks, and I felt a warmth engulf my ass. A heat. A wonderful, exciting, life giving heat.

Almost like an orgasm, but soft, gentle, and fulfilling.

The butt plug. I was sitting on it, and it felt so good that I was actually squirming a bit, and in the squirming was trying to get more feeling, and I was.

Oh. I felt another warm, little flush back there. Down there. Wherever my asshole was. I wiggled again, and again I felt that electric warmth just sort of explode through my body.

Joanie entered, carrying the drinks, and she saw the look on my face. “What?”

“I think I’m having some sort of anal orgasm or something.”

I described the sensations, and she said, “That’s like what a woman’s orgasm feels, except a lot stronger.”

“Oh…oh…!” My eyes glazed over.

“Brian. Do you want to drink this drink? Or do something about those little almost orgasms you are having?

And I did something I never expected. I turned down bourbon. “Do something about it,” my teeth were actually shivering with the sensation warming up my hole and my whole body.

She put the drinks down, took my hand and helped me up. And I did have to be helped up. These wild surges of ‘almost’ orgasm were getting stronger.

She led me down the hall and into the bedroom. She felt my head. “Baby, you are burning up.”

“I’ve got the fever,” I moaned.

“Climb up on the bed and let me put my dick on.”

I climbed on to the bed. I knelt on all fours, facing in, and waited.

Joanie took out a strap on and put it on. She adjusted the buckles, then took out a dildo.

“How about this?” she asked.

It was about the size of my cock. My cock when it wasn’t bound by a chastity tube, that is.

I nodded.

“Okay. Let me get some lube now…”

She took out the butt plug and slathered the goop on my ass. She smushed it into my hole. She was gentle and stroked my thighs as she lubed me.

The warm, little sensations stopped shivering me, but now I was shivering for another reason. I was shivering because I was a virgin about to get plowed.

“I’m going to be very gentle,” she explained. “I’m going to go very slowly, and you have to talk to me, let me know what you like and what you don’t. Okay?”

“Okay,” I gulped.

She moved up against me, and I could feel the big penis, it sure felt big, touching my crack. Then she lifted it with her hand, aimed it, and it was touching my brown hole.

“Here we go, lover. It’s just like the butt plug, but a little longer.”

I felt the head slide in. For some reason, probably because I didn’t know what was going to happen, I wasn’t rigid, or tight, and it felt good.

It felt like somebody was stretching it out, opening it up, and the nerves liked it. Heck, the nerves never felt anything like that, so why wouldn’t they like it?

“Oh,” I groaned.

She waited. She massaged my back. She rubbed my thighs. “How’s it feel, lover?”

“Oh, God. I can hardly breath.”

“It’s going to get better,” she whispered, and she slid an inch into me.

I arched my back, surprised at how good it was feeling.

“Breath, baby. Relax. And open up for Momma.”

She pushed another inch into me.

She reached down and grabbed my chastity device. She held it, moved it around, let me feel the pale sensations of my dick, then she shoved another inch into me.

“We’re almost there, honey. You’re going to be a woman, in the truest sense of the word. How does that make you feel?”

My constant and increasing horniness, being trapped and desperate and wanting it so bad, the next words popped out of me.

“Oh…oh…give it to me.”

She slid all the way in. I felt her thighs against the back of mine. I felt the fake balls of her dildo. Most of all, I felt that warmth I had felt, those little ‘almost’ orgasms, started to build.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” I blurted. The words were forced out of me by the intense pleasure in my rectum.

“That’s it, baby.” She began to pull back, to move it out of my ass. Slowly, gently. I felt the big, plastic veins on the side of the cock slither along the sides of my hole. All the nerves were firing. I grunted, and pushed my hips back. Don’t take it out! I want it! Give it back!

She did give it back. Gently, she pushed it in. I began trying to figure out how to move my hips to increase the sensation. The warmth was building, building, and I was having trouble thinking.

I wanted that ‘almost’ orgasm to become a real orgasm.

Was it an anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm? Something else? I didn’t know. I just knew that I wanted it.

“Honey, I know what you want,” she whispered as she fucked me. “And the only way to get it is to submit. Give me your power. Admit that I am in charge. If you do that then you will receive your true reward.”

I was grunting and groaning now, and even starting to slam backwards, engulfing her cock, then almost spitting it out. Engulfing and receding.

The warmth grew and grew. I felt my thighs trembling, jerking violently, and then it hit.

The warmth became a bright, beautiful sun. As I was engulfing cock with my man pussy, so the sun of orgasm was engulfing me.

I collapsed forward, and she rode me down, keeping her cock in me, driving it deeper with her weight. I lay there, my whole body shaking, and let the feeling go through, a vast ocean, warm, deep, never ending.

Finally, Joanie pushed off me, withdrew her cock.

I sighed, suddenly feeling empty.

She took off her strap on, smiled, and said, “Okay, honey. It’s all done now.”

And it was. She had my power. I felt rendered, taken apart, and what was left was soft and glowing.

I asked her, in a soft voice, “Will I ever get back inside you? Will you ever let me fuck you again?”

She chuckled. “Do you really want your power back?”

I shook my head.

“But don’t worry, I’ll keep fucking you. Would you like that?”

“Yes.”

And she smiled and helped me off the bed.

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.

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

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

The Stepforth Husband

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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

[image: ]

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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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

‘My Wife Feminized Me!’

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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