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PART ONE

Paul was impressed, but irritated.

Impressed because the woman his wife had brought home, her name was Shiela, was a complete and total knock out. She was as tall as him, taller in her heels, and she had a chest that wouldn’t quit, a waist that would look good on a wasp, and the sweetest face this side of an angel. Her hair was long and lush, blonde waves around her shoulders, and her eyes were clear and, he didn’t use this word often, scintillating. She was a real package.

He was irritated because she was winning a political argument with him.

“You can’t be serious,” he said.

“Gas prices didn’t go up until Biden came into office, then in one year they doubled. Before Biden we were energy sufficient, had the pipeline, and were selling gas to the war. Now there’s a sudden shortage.  Can you name one thing that happened other than Biden?”

He couldn’t, but he hemmed and hawed and tried to think his way out of the neat, little box she was building.

Sitting in a lounge chair to one side, Paul’s wife, Donna, suppressed a snicker, but not very well. She started humming the tune to ‘Another One Bites the dust.”

“Well,” Paul said, trying to change the subject, at least for a while, “Would you like another drink?”

Shiela looked at her watch, “Maybe another time. I really have to go.” She stood up, a statuesque beauty.

Paul offered his hand, but she moved right in and air kissed his cheek. She held his hand and patted it. “You’re a very smart man,” Shiela spoke in a quiet but sexy voice. “I look forward to jousting with you again.”

“Says the black knight, looking down upon her slain foe.” He spoke wryly, giving up irritation for self-deprecating humor.

“I’ll walk you out,” Donna linked arms with Shiela and headed for the front door.

Paul stood there for a minute, he was discomfited because he had lost an argument, she had really chopped him up, then shrugged and headed for the kitchen. He was mixing a Coke and bourbon when Donna entered the kitchen a few minutes later.

“Well, that was interesting.”

“Sheesh,” he said. “I didn’t do too well.”

“She was pretty impressed. Said you were a an intelligent and well spoken man.”

“She did, eh? Well, I guess she can be right about some things.”

Donna grinned at him, “But not everything, eh?”

“Want a drink”

“I’ll just take that one,” she snatched Paul’s drink off the counter before he could pick it up.

He laughed and started making another one.

“So tell me, and honestly, is she a beautiful woman?”

Now he was on dangerous ground. When a wife wants to know if another woman is beautiful it can result in some very crazy pyrotechnics.

“Oh, she’s okay,” he tossed off the remark. He really didn’t want to go there.

Donna leaned her butt up against the counter and sipped, and considered him with a secretive look. She looked like the canary that ate the cat.

“That was pretty lukewarm.”

“Hey, she’s a good looking woman. You want to watch something on TV?” He tried desperately to sidetrack the conversation.

“Paul, you just gave me the classical ‘point in the other direction’ move. It’s like somebody is all excited and you say, ‘That’s interesting.’”

“”Hey, she’s good looking, but you’re better.” There, let her try changing direction on that!

She grinned. “There you go again. Paul. I want to know how attractive she is. I mean really.”

He sighed. His wife was no slouch. She was a world class beauty. The problem was that Shiela was a universe class beauty.

“Let’s start with something easy. Are her boobs better than mine?”

“What? I don’t want to—“

“Answer, mister, and be honest. Getting sex for the next year is at stake here. If I detect even the hint of a less than honest answer it’s going to cost you a month of fucks.”

“Donna!” He protested, even though the thought of being denied for a year its excitement.

“A year.” From the grim look on her face she meant it.

He sighed.

“Are her boobs better than mine.”

Okay. She asked for it. “Yes.”

Amazingly, she wasn’t bothered at all.

“Are they bigger? Better shaped? What?

“They’re bigger, but they’re also better shaped. They ride higher and the nipples point right out. I could see them clearly outlined.”

“And what about her face.”

“She’s got a nice face.”

Donna turned her head slightly and raised her eyebrows.

“Okay, okay. She’s got a beautiful face. A movie star face.”

“Go on.”

Her features are proportionate, her eyes are, uh—I don’t use this word often—scintillating. Her complexion was clear and she was perfectly made up.”

He was expecting Donna to go ballistic at any second. Any woman would. But she just kept on talking.

“How about her ass? Was that fine, super, boner making, or what?”

Fuck, he whispered inside his head. “It was definitely boner making. Perfect globes, round, not to twerky if you get what I mean, and she looks like she keeps fit. Not flab or thunder thighs or cheesecake arms or anything like that.”

“And what about…” Donna kept on and on. Intent on his answers, but determined to make him thoroughly analyze the woman. From eyebrows to toenail polish, she queried him.

Finally, when she ran down, he said, “So what the heck is this all about? I feel like a murder suspect under the lights. Why are you grilling me like this.”

She patted his cheek and smiled and said, “It’s all fake.”

“What? You mean like she got a boob job or something? That would—“

“Everything. The whole package is fake.”

He was blinking. He was an astute observer of the female form, and he saw a couple. of things, but…. “Everything?”

“Absolutely. Her breasts are fake. You caught that, but she’s also had a nose job, her jaw has been reshaped, cheekbone implants, lips sculptured. She’s had her Adam’s apple shaved and she’s had ribs removed to bring her waist in. She’s even had some hormone therapy. From scalp to tootsies, she is a rebuilt woman.”

“Now, wait a minute. That’s too much. No woman has that much plastic surgery, and especially all those weird ones you’re talking about. Who would get their Adam’s apple shaved? Or their ribs removed? I can understand a tit job, but—wait a minute! She must have been in an accident! That’s it. She was in an accident and had to be rebuilt. Man, they did an awesome job on her. I wonder what she looked like bef—“

Donna was shaking her head slowly. Her lips were closed, slightly pursed, indicating that she was suppressing humor.

“No accident?”

“Nope.”

“But…”

“The truth, my sad but horny, little hubby, is that Shiela was once Sherman.”

Talk about the knock out punch. Paul’s eyes shuttered slowly, opened, stunned. “No.”

“Yep.”

“Her tits are Chyna 2000s.”

“After the wrestler. Joanie Laurer.”

“If you say so. You know your wrestlers better than I.”

“But what about her face?”

“Totally reshaped. And she had her ribs removed so she could fit into a dress, and her Adam’s apple raises her voice…”

“Oh, my God!”

“And you lusted after her. You even had a boner for her.”

“Hey! That’s not…that explains the hormone therapy thing.”

“It does, but I’m more interested in the fact that you had a sexual reaction to her.”

“Well, hey. It was her shape. She is beautiful, and she looks like a woman.”

“So is my hubby attracted to—“

He quickly headed her off. He couldn’t deal with that. In fact, it was sort of a frightening thought. He had checked Shiela out, appraised her like any man would, and…he had gotten a boner.

“Does she still have her package?”

“I have no idea.”

“Where did you meet her?”

“She came to the Woman’s Club, wanted to volunteer. She was very open and forthright about her condition.”

“But you accepted her anyway.”

“Not at first, but she would show up at events—you know how persuasive she can be—and she would help out, and finally we had a big discussion and invited her in.”

“Which bathroom does she use?”

“The men’s. But we wouldn’t care which one…you’re really into this.”

“Well, no. But…I’ve never met a, uh, person like her. These are normal questions.

“Hunh! Maybe.”

“Don’t start in on me,” he warned, but smiled to keep the warning light. He didn’t want a fight. “You already set me up, so let it go at that.”

Donna paused, then, “Okay, I’ll back off, except for one last question.”

“Oh, geez, here it comes.”

“Admit that you were sexually attracted to her.”

He sputtered, he moaned, he finally said, “Okay. She is a beautiful woman. I was attracted to a woman. Not a man.”

Donna patted his arm, “Oh, your poor testosterone.”

He frowned.

She moved towards him, smiling, and reached down for his crotch. Her hand touched his boner.

“Oh, my, this conversation seems to have gotten a little real.”

“Well, uh…” enough talk. He was tired of talk.

“Come on, tiger, let’s reward you for being honest.”

She took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He managed to gulp the last of his drink, put the glass on the counter, and followed along.

She lead him down the hallway and into the bedroom. She took off her blouse and revealed her own world class set of chest orbs.

“Wow,” he said.

“Take those pants off before you rip them.” She glanced down to where his cock was pressing the material out.

He pulled off his pants and tighty whiteys, and his cock pointed outwards.

“Wow. You really did get excited.”

She slipped out of her dress, took off her panties. Her flesh was smooth and blemish free. Her curves all went the right way.

“Come on, now. It’s you I’m reacting to.”

She wasn’t done teasing him, however. “Maybe.” She pushed him back on the bed and climbed on after him. She grabbed his cock and he moaned.

He responded by putting his lips to her nips and suckling.

“Oh, yeah,” she muttered.

They rolled around a little, a friendly joust of sorts, then he wound up on his side. She was on her back. Their lips pressed and their tongues darted, and he tasted her sweetness. His hand went down to her crotch and he cupped her mons.

“Oh.” she gasped.

He began to play with her vagina. He ran his fingers up the labia, tickled her clitoris, cupped her mound and squeezed.

She clutched him, groaned, and he inserted a finger.

“Not a finger banging!”

“Yes,” he said, and he began reaming her pussy very gently. Around and around, exploring, opening up, and then two fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” she held on to him. Now she was super wet, and it was’t long before he had three fingers in her. He started jacking, moving his fingers in and out, getting rougher and rougher until she was crying out with the pleasure and holding on to his arm.

Four fingers. He hadn’t fisted her, yet, but he had a feeling that day was coming. But for right now, four fingers arrowed into her pussy again and again.

“I’m…going to…cum…”

“Go for it,” he whispered into her flesh.

“But…don’t you…OH! Oooh! Fuck!”

Her hips rose and fell violently, spasmed, and her muscles kept locking and loosening. Her flesh quivered and she arched her back.

“Fu-u-u-u-uck!” she wailed

After about thirty seconds it broke. The orgasm passed and she collapsed. She lay there, catching her breath.

Paul lay next to her, feeling her breast. Watching her recover. He loved to watch her come down from a big orgasm.

She finally turned her head to him. “What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Are you going to do that denying thing again?”

“This one was all yours, honey.”

“Well, thank you. But…don’t you think you should cum?”

“Nah.”

She turned on her side, reached down and grabbed his cock. He groaned, but happily.

“I don’t get it. What do you get out of being denied?”

“It’s fun. I get to stay horny. It’s like I’m caught in the middle of a fuck and can’t get out.”

“And don’t you want to.”

“That’s the fun of it.”

“Sounds like torture to me.”

“The best kind of torture,” he murmured. He leaned forward and kissed her. Soundly.

She kissed back, but she had already cum. In a reversal of the old ‘wham bam, thank you ma’am,’ she pushed him away. “I’m done.”

“Oh, fuck,” he said it in a manly fashion, but there was a bit of the whimper in him.

She got up and headed for the shower. Fifteen minutes she was ready for bed.

He lay beside her and his cock poked the covers up.

She stroked him gently. “I don’t understand. You used to be all over me. All you wanted to do was fuck me…and cum. Now you don’t.”

He was silent for a while, and she thought maybe he wasn’t going to say anything. After all, she hadn’t really asked him anything.

“I don’t know,” he said. “It’s just that penile orgasms…they’re not all they’re knocked up to be. I mean, you cum and it’s done. You climb a quick mountain, you jump off, you walk away. This way I get to enjoy climbing the mountain longer. And when I do jump…it seems like the fall is longer, and…it’s better sex if I do it this way.”

“So how long are you going to deny yourself this time?”

“I don’t know. I play it by ear.”

She nodded.

“Well, happy dreams, sweetheart. She kissed him, then rolled over and drifted off to sleep.

He lay awake for a long time, enjoying his boner, but he finally slept, too.

They awoke. She was satisfied and happy. He was not satisfied and happy. His dick was still hard, harder than ever, and he jumped into the shower, soaped and rinsed, and managed not to jerk one off.

When he was denying himself it was sometimes hard not to.

“So, Mr. Boner Man, what’s on the agenda for today?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe sit around. Then after I get tired of that, I’ll sit around. And when I’m done I’ll reward myself for a hard day’s work by sitting around.”

“Hardee har har, Mr. Lazy Bones. Or perhaps I should say ‘Lazy Boner.’”

He looked down. “Man, it’s hard.”

“It’s dripping, too. You’re going to have to wear a panty liner today.”

That was the downside of denying himself. He got to dripping so badly that his pants got a wet spot. He had taken to putting a panty liner in his underwear.

“Just like a little girl,” she laughed at him.

He grinned. “Wanna fuck?”

“Oh, no. You had your chance last night. If you’re going to play this game then who am I not to go along and enjoy it, too.”

He chuckled.

“Well, I’m going to be busy. The Women’s Club has their booth at the street fair.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“So you’ll be on your own today.”

“I can handle that.”

“But I want you there at three o’clock. We’re going to need the booth put away, and men are useful for something.”

“Every once in awhile, eh?”

“Long as they don’t talk too much.”

“Hey!”

“All right. You can talk. Just try to say something intelligent.”

He shook his head. “You’ve really got it in for me today.”

She grabbed him, kissed him fiercely. “It’s just a distraction. I’m actually all turned on by what we were talking about yesterday.”

“Me denying?” he asked hopefully.

“Ha!” She grinned, gave him a last kiss, and headed out.

Paul spent the day doing a little work on the computer—he was a home guy—and doing a little yard work, and the odd thing was that he kept thinking about Shiela. She was smart, good looking, and…of a different sexual persuasion.

Why would men do that to themselves?

What strange quirks were going on in Shiela’s mind?

Noon came, and he didn’t bother with lunch. He knew Donna would be wanting to go out after a long day in the hot sun.

He watched a game on TV, and, about 2:30, he headed for the street fair.

He stood about fifty yards up the street, on a corner, and watched the booth from afar.

There was a constant flow of traffic past the booth, and the ladies were working overtime. They dealt with any kind of problem a woman could have. From needing a job to suicide watch. There were six of them in the booth, and the fair was starting to wind down so they started doing little things to prepare for closing. Pamphlets in boxes, fold a couple of chairs, that sort of stuff.

“They work hard.”

Paul looked to the side Shiela had come up and was standing next to him.

“They do.”

He looked back at the booth, but kept giving Shiela surreptitious glances. He checked out her boobs. Chyna 2000s, eh? He glanced at her butt, he studied her face, and he tried not to be obvious.

Shiela turned to him. “You’re doing the checking me out thing, but it’s different.”

“What?”

“Donna must have told you of my sexual orientation.”

“Uh, yeah. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—“

“It’s okay. Totally okay. People are curious. Lord knows I was certainly curious.”

“Can I ask the totally stupid but obvious question?”

She laughed. “I’ve still got it, but it doesn’t jump for joy anymore.”

He snorted a laugh.

She turned to him. “You can ask me anything you like. I find it breaks the ice, gets things out in the open. Nothing is worse than somebody who is silently judging. If they have the facts they don’t usually judge.”

“But if they do?”

“I learned the secret of life a long time ago?”

“Which secret?”

“Don’t hang around assholes.”

Paul laughed. “That’s good. Words to live by.”

“I do.”

For a long moment they watched each other, then Paul decided what the hell. “So how did you first know that you wanted to, uh…”

“It’s different for everybody. My path, my ‘pink path,’ as I call it, is unique to me, but…I started with denial.”

Paul felt his gut jerk. He showed no outer reaction. But…denial?

“I went from denial to curious. I explored chastity tubes. I wanted to really deny. But I didn’t want to cut it off. Did you know that eunuchs live fifteen to twenty years longer than men who retain their, uh, good looks?”

Paul laughed. “I didn’t know.”

“Anyway, sorry for throwing that aside in there, it’s just so interesting, but I went from denial to chastity to butt plugs. A lot of butt plugs somewhere in there I started wearing woman’s underwear.”

“Did you feel…weird…or…”

“Honey, I thought there was something gruesomely wrong with me. I grew up playing baseball. I played with army men, not Barbie dolls. I fucked women, as many as I could.”

“But what happened then? When did you…”

“I just lost interest in the normal activities of life, the normal sexual activities, I should say. I began to deny myself, to not cum. I would get so horny, and I would dress up and feel better, and…” she shrugged. “That’s it in a nutshell.”

“Quite a story.”

“That’s life. You go where it takes you. Hey, looks like they’re ready for the heavy lifting.”

They walked over to the booth, and Donna gave Paul the eye, arriving with Shiela as he did, but she didn’t say anything.

It didn’t take long to pack up. Chairs were folded, the awning came down and was put in a little, square bag, and they loaded everything in the back of a Ford truck.

Paul and Donna went to a little restaurant up the street. She ordered while he was in the bathroom and when he got out she said, “I ordered you a salad.”

“What? Oh…you’re kidding.”

“Prime rib.”

“You do love me,” he smiled.

They sipped their drinks and looked out a window. There wasn’t much to see, the restaurant was on Foothill so they just watched cars pass and people walk and talk.

She turned to him: “So what’s Shiela’s story?”

“Aha! Back on that, are we?”

“She is a fascinating person.”

“She just told me that she has plumbing, but it doesn’t work.”

“Whoa You don’t waste time. And how did she get started on…you know…transitioning.”

Paul frowned. What Shiela had told him was niggling away in the back of his cranium.

“She just said she had the urge, did some things, and—“

“What things?”

He sighed.

She focused on him. “You have the distinct look of somebody who is holding something back.”

“No, no. It’s just…”

“Honesty, bub. That’s the best policy.”

He knew she was right. Their whole relationship was based on being honest with one another. Even if something hurt, they could talk it out until it didn’t hurt.

“Well, she had a particular path, a ‘pink path’ she calls it. And there was a distinct series of steps in her case.”

“What were the steps.”

Man, he was nervous about talking about this. Which made him force himself to go on.

“There was denial,” Donna gasped and Paul continued right on, “And chastity and…and butt plugs and wearing underwear to…to the full change.”

Donna stuck at the first item. “Denial.”

Paul nodded. He had a sinking feeling, but…there it was.

“Like you.”

“She said that every person is different,” he protested.

“Of course,” she agreed, “but still…”

Their dinners arrived and they set to eating. They ate silently, each in their own thoughts.

Paul ordered a couple more drinks. He had a feeling he was going to need some mental lubrication.

“So she started by denying herself, I’m assuming similarities here, and moved on to other things.”

“I hope you’re not going to kill me with this.”

“Honey, there’s a huge difference between pulling a man’s leg and helping him be himself.”

“Be myself?”

“You want to know something really hot?”

“Sure.”

She leaned forward and whispered, “When you deny yourself it turns me on. When you’re in one of your denial phases I masturbate constantly. Last time I got so hot I actually got up in the middle of the night and went into the computer room and masturbated. Watching porn. Twice.”

His jaw dropped.

“I know. People think that women don’t masturbate much, but when you do the denial thing…I tell ya, I am so horny now I can’t stand it. When we get home the first thing I’m going to do is lock myself in the computer room and masturbate.”

“You could always…we could…”

“Fuck? Nah! Like you said, been there, done that. This is kinky, it’s exciting. I want to see where it goes.”

“What do you mean where it goes?”

“Whether you take a next step.”

“There’s a big difference between denying yourself for a bigger bang and walking down a ‘pink path.’”

“Of course. Of course. Now hurry up and eat. I want to get out of here.”

So they ate quickly, and they started looking at each other and chuckling, and by the time they were walking out the door they were arm in arm and laughing in bursts.

“Let me watch,” he said.

Donna was just about to close the computer room door, and she stopped. “I don’t…” but wheels turned, conclusions were made, and she said, “Sure.”

He took a chair to the side of the room, out of the way, and watched.

She powered up the computer, and the first thing she did was go to FindTubes.com and type in ‘fisting.’

“Fisting?” he asked.

“Children should be seen and not heard.”

He sat quietly, sipping on a bourbon and Coke, and watched as she watched movies of people playing with pussies, and eventually putting their whole hands, their fists, up their partners vaginas. And, shock of shocks, he watched women fisting men.

He said nothing though. Just watched as Donna stripped out of her clothes and began patting her pussy and licking her nipples. In no time at all she was flushed and breathing hard.

She began finger banging herself. One finger, two fingers, three. Finally, all four fingers were moving back and forth. Her eyes were heavy lidded, she was gasping. Her vagina was slick with juices.

She suddenly swiveled towards him. The look in her eyes was pure lust. “Help me.”

And he knew. She meant ‘fist me.’

He moved to her, knelt in front of her, and began to massage her pussy.

He had a better view of the people on the screen. Beautiful, naked bodies. Women doing women for the most part, but then there was always the occasional women doing a man.

He worked up to four fingers, he used tons of lube. Donna was shaking and quivering, and the look in her eyes, she wanted more.

“It might hurt.”

“Hurt me. Fuck. Hurt me!”

He pushed his whole hand into her vagina, it wouldn’t go, and she cried out. He stopped.

She grabbed his wrist and pulled, her face twisted in pain, then his fist went in.

They froze.

She smiled, and she looked so incredibly happy.

“Are you okay?” he whispered.

“Oh, fuck yes. Fuck me. Honey, fuck me.”

He began to move, very gently, small increments, and they watched as his hand kept going in, then out, in, then out.

Her body was jerking, her eyes rolled back.

Her pussy engulfed his hand, swallowed it, and he could feel all her softness inside.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!”

She began to cum. She went from twitching uncontrollably to spasming, then her muscles locked up, grabbed his wrist, and he was caught. He watched in awe as she gave a moan loud enough to wake the neighbors.

“Fuck…fuck…” she cried.

For a long minute she orgasmed, totally out of control. She said later she didn’t even know who she was. She was just in the middle of some superhuman maelstrom, ensconced in happiness and heat.

And she came down.

She found herself sitting in the chair, gasping, propped up on his fist.

Very slowly he extracted his fist. It was shiny with her juices.

She fell off the chair and into his arms. He picked her up and walked her to the bedroom where he gently deposited her on their bed.

She held to him, and he had to pry her hands off him, then she rolled over, snuggled in blankets, and slept the happiest sleep she had ever slept.

Paul, his mind totally blown, walked out to the living room. He went into the kitchen and made himself another drink. He sat and thought, and his pecker had never been harder.

She had been out of her mind with lust, and now, through denial, he was out of his mind.

He sat and sipped and thought about what she had experienced, and what he was experiencing. Denial. Then chastity and butt plugs and clothes and…he didn’t want to go down that road.

But he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He was already in denial, but that was as far as he wanted to go. No more.

A half hour later he heard, “Paul?”

She was awake. He smiled and went back to the bedroom.

She was laying on her back, the covers pushed down, her wonderful breasts on display. She stretched. “Oh, my God. that was wonderful. that was like nothing I’ve ever…I wished you could experience that.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “I don’t think I’m ready for that.”

She sat up, then got up. She hugged him, then began getting dressed. “I know. It’s just…it was so wonderful.”

He had no doubt it was. She was positively glowing, and there was a certainty about her that was lighting up the room.

They walked out to the living room. “Well, what now?” asked Paul. He was horny. He was reaching that point where he wanted to deny denial and get a little. Seeing how big an orgasm his wife had had done that to him.

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve got to get my purse out of the car, so…”

“I’ll get it for you.”

“Oh, thank you.”

He opened the door and stopped. A little box, maybe six inches cubed, was sitting on the doormat.

He picked it up and looked at it. No addresses. Hunh!

Holding the box he ran out to the car, then returned with her purse. He walked in and put her purse on the table and examined the box.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t know. It was on the doorstep.”

He sat down at the dining room table. She came and sat next to him.

He opened the box and took out a folded piece of paper, then, under the piece of paper, he took out a tube shaped vaguely like a cock.

“What the heck?”

He took out a set of rings.

“Is that a…”

And a padlock.

“It is! It’s a chastity tube!”

“A chastity tube?”

He examined the tube. It was made of metal, and the shank on the padlock was made of some kind of alloy.

“Man, it looks like nobody could cut this thing open.”

“But who left it?”

Paul opened the piece of paper.

I have no use for this anymore.

Perhaps you would like to use it?

Shiela

“She gave you her chastity tube!”

“What the hell! Why?”

“To wear, silly. She must see something in you.”

“That’s nonsense! I’m not going to wear this thing!”

“Why not? It’s only denial taken a level higher.”

“I’m not! It’s sick.”

Donna was examining the pieces of the tube. She was turning the rings over, tried to break them and failed, stuck her finger in the tube.

“I mean, what if the lock decides not to come open! That thing is made of titanium or something.”

Donna grinned and used the key in the lock to unlock, then lock, then unlock. “That argument doesn’t hold water.”

“I’m still not going to do it.”

“Oh, come on. It’s not going to hurt anything. And wouldn’t it be fun to know what it feels like?”

“Nope.”

She looked at him. “I not only want you to try it on, I want you to wear it for a few days.”

“No.”

“Honey, this is hot! think about how much you like a little denial. This is a lot of denial, and you would feel a lot more.”

He just frowned.

“Stay here.”

She charged into the kitchen and returned a moment later with a big glass of whiskey.

“Don’t think you can get me drunk and get me to put that thing on.”

She placed the glass on the table and glared at him.

“You are a big talker. Here comes a chance to do more than talk, and you weasel out.”

“Honey, don’t—“

“This is turning me on, and I can only imagine what it’s going to do to you. Now give me one good reason, a real reason, why you can’t put this chastity tube on!”

He tried to huff a bit, but he was running out of steam. He finally muttered, “I’m scared of that ‘pink path’ thing that Shiela described.”

Donna laughed, right in his face. “Look, smarty pants, putting on a chastity tube doesn’t make you gay, or a woman, or anything. It’s a toy. If you’re going to change then it’s already in you. Now, there’s a chance there is a big change waiting for you, but this thing isn’t going to change you, it’s just going to be fun, and if it happens to be something that really effects your life choices, then so be it.”

He stared at her.

She was serious.

“What if I actually did start changing?”

“So fucking change! Find out! But don’t be a Weasel. Live your life and the hell with the consequences.”

He blinked.

“I never should have fisted you.”

She giggled. “Maybe not. It did change me. But be man enough to risk change yourself.”

“Well, I don’t know. I don’t think I can get my dick into this little thing.”

She looked at his lap. his pants were bulging. She smiled. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I will make you cum one drop. One, little drop. You will go limp for a very short period of time, and you can put the thing on then.”

“One drop?” He stared at her. Incredulous.

“Sure. I’ll get you off, but stop you at one drop. Come on. It’ll be fun.”

He was very intrigued. One drop. Could she actually do that?

She got on her knees, unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down. She pulled his tighty whiteys down, and his cock stuck out like a big spike.

“Oh,” she said, licking her lips. “This is going to be fun.”

She began sucking on him, kissing his head, tickling the underpart of the skull.

He couldn’t help but groan, and he knew he wouldn’t last long. Heck, he hadn’t cum the night before, and denial of his sexual urges always resulted in a heightened state of sexual excitation.

She backed her head away and stroked him, fondled his balls.

“I’m pretty close.”

“I figured you would be.

She went back to sucking, mouthing his head, swirling her tongue around it and around it.

Oh…shit!” He felt the surge of urge down in his groin. It pushed semen towards his shaft, and he prepared to squirt.

Donna grabbed the base of his shaft. A single drop appeared on the slit on his cock. She squeezed.

“Hey! Wait! Ow! Stop!”

But she had a death grip on his penis, and she resisted his efforts to dislodge her.

The pulses came hard, and his semen tried to go up the shaft, but failed.

“Fuck! fuck!” he whined.

And the pulsing stopped.

“Heysoos! Don’t ever do that again!”

“One drop,” she chortled, holding up the tip of her index finger. Sure enough, there was a single drop of semen on it.

Quickly, she sized a ring around his package. His cock was shrinking fast, and when it was down to nothing she pushed the tube over it and clicked the lock.

“Hah!”

Paul stared at his now locked penis. He wanted to cum worse than ever now. He didn’t want to deny himself any longer, but he was under lock and key.


PART TWO

“Wow. Look at that.”

The chastity tube had little portholes on the sides of the tube and he could see his cock giving a little squirm.

“I think I’m getting hard again.”

“We just made it,” she looked up at him, and her face was flush with excitement.

“Yeah,” he said sadly.

“Oh, don’t be a crybaby. Get up and walk around a bit. See what it feels like.”

Dutifully, he got up, and moved gingerly.

“Does it hurt? Is that why you’re walking so funny?”

“I’m scared of it.”

“What’s to be scared of? It’s just a little fancy packaging. Heck, when you think about it it’s extra protection.”

“Not my idea of protection,” he muttered.

“Come on. Let’s go.”

“What? Where?”

“I don’t know, anywhere. Let’s show the world what you’re wearing!”

“I don’t think so,” he said sourly.

“I know, let’s go shopping. Grocery store. It’s time, anyway, and you can strut your stuff.”

They walked out to the car.

“I’ll drive,” said Donna, running to the driver’s side.

“Why? I’m caged, not emasculated!”

“Because I want to. It’s fun. The world is alive!”

She drove, and he sat and felt his package.

“This is tight. My dick is trying to get hard and can’t.

“Oh, goody, show me!”

He lowered his pants and she glanced and laughed. “Look at it throb! Your poor peeny.”

“That’s what I say! Let’s go home and let me out.”

“Two days, buster.”

“All right.”

By the time they got to the grocery store he was nervous and agitated.

“What’s the problem? Does it hurt?”

“No. It’s just that…I don’t know. It feels funny.”

“Well, okay. Come on.”

They shopped, and she was in glee the whole time. He was acting like a spoiled little boy.

“Honestly,” she said, at one point. “You’re acting like a little bitch.”

By the time they got home, however, he was over the first reactions. He walked normal, and said, “This is weird.”

“What?”

“It’s…it is the height of denial.”

They sat around the house that night, he had a couple of drinks to calm down, and they went to bed.

“OW!”

“What?” she sat up.

“He ran into the bathroom and tried to pee, and made a mess. Quickly he turned around and sat down.

“What the heck?” she followed him into the bathroom and stared at him.

“Morning wood,” he gasped. He peed, and the pressure lessened, and he relaxed. “Man, that was hard.”

She giggled. “It was funny.”

“Says the girl whose nuts have never been in a vice.”

They got up and she fixed breakfast.

He was subdued that day. He was coming to grips with a whole range of frustrations that he hadn’t even imagined.

“I’ll have to sit down to pee. Like a girl.”

She chuckled.

“It’s been doing this all day! It just won’t quit trying to get hard.

She snickered.

“It’s so weird not being able to touch my own penis.”

She smirked.

By the next day, however, he was over the shock and realizing some of the ‘benefits.’

He got up early, worked hard, and realized that in trying to avoid the horny wiggling of his cock he was focusing better.

He began to feel a tight line of energy in his chest.

By the third day he reported that he was feeling like he was glowing.

“Glowing?”

“Bursting with energy. It’s in my body, and I feel good. Scratch that. I feel great!”

“I hope I haven’t created a monster.”

“Oh, honey, this is what I’ve been looking for. I didn’t even realize it.”

Now she was actually taken aback. She hadn’t thought he would respond this way. It had all been a joke.. sort of.

So the days passed. They worked, they went out, visited friends, did the things that young couples do. They even went on a long hike in the state park, ten miles, and he showed no ill effects.

Of course they checked him for rashes every day, and he learned the value of a little baby powder, or vaseline.

But it was all good, and he was feeling better and better.

A month later they went to a pot luck put on by the Women’s Club. It was a casual affair and Paul went early to set up tables. Donna was in the kitchen, then came out to see how the set up was going. At that precise moment who should enter the hall but Shiela.

“Hey, Shiela!” Paul greeted her cheerfully, not even thinking about her sexual orientation.

“Oh, my. Somebody is glowing. So it’s working out.”

“If you had told me what it feels like I never would have believed. But I have more energy, more empathy for life.”

Donna put in, “He’s a changed person.”

“Is he a better lover?” Shiela tilted an eyebrow and grinned.

“Oh, yes,” Donna said emphatically.

Paul blushed.

“Okay, let me get indelicate, but has he had any relief since putting it on?

The truth was that Paul had not cum since before putting on the device. “Nope,” he said, happily.

“Bad Paul.”

“What?”

“The body has needs. You’re going to need to be drained occasionally if you’re going to wear it full time.”

“Drained?” Pau shook his head. “What is that?”

“There are two ways of being drained. One is to get out of jail and go on a spree. A spray spree, if you get my drift.”

“And the other?” asked Donna.

“A prostate massage.”

Paul and Donna were both silent at that.

“That is one of the reasons I wound up wearing butt plugs. I’d give you one of mine, but that’s not hygienic. Also, I need all of my plugs.” She grinned.

“Are you wearing one now?”

“Yep and always. You won’t catch me without one.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. When you’re wearing a plug it’s like somebody is always tickling you in the you know where. But it also makes it easier for you to be drained.”

They talked longer, and they got the advice to research butt plugs and prostate massages on the internet. Then it was time for dinner.

It was a good dinner. Shiela sat near them and they chatted, and Paul thought about drainings and plugs.

It made sense. A working body was a healthy body. So…he would need to either put aside his desire for denial for a night, or…offer his butt up.

After dinner there was a little dancing, and Paul actually found himself dancing with Shiela. It felt very strange to have his arms around the woman.

First, he could feel her stronger musculature.

Second, he was confused about leading.

And he wondered: how could he be confused about leading?

But underneath her beauty Shiela was a once man. And that was obviously in Paul’s back thoughts.

“Well, that was fun.”

He grinned. “Man, you are leading into something.”

“I can’t say life is good without being accused of being a conniving manipulator?”

He gave her a look and she laughed. “You got me.”

So they went into the computer room and began researching butt plugs and prostate massages.

There was a lot of information on the net, and it all seemed pretty straight forward.

“So I learn to relax my asshole by wearing a butt plug, then you simply stick a finger up my butt.”

“As long as I trim my nails it should be fine.”

“Oh, no! You’re going to have to cut your fingernails?” He mocked her.

She was too quick for him, however. She quipped, “That’s okay. I’ll let you start wearing the fingernails.”

That shut him up.

The very next day a beginner’s butt plug arrived. Amazon overnight.

“Wow,” said Paul, opening the little box and taking out the deadly, little item.

“It’s not much bigger than a bony finger,” observed Donna.

“It looks like a baseball bat to me.”

“And it should. It’s your asshole it’s going up.”

“Touche,” he said.

“Okay, you want to just stick it up there, or should I grease you up and do the honors?”

“What do you want to do?”

“Actually, I’d like to put it in you. I’ll be like christening a ship or something.

He chuckled and said, “Okay, where do you want me.”

“Clothes off, on the bed. All fours.”

Dutifully, he headed for the bedroom. He stripped and took the prescribed position.

Donna wasn’t going to bother with gloves or cutting her finger nails, for she wasn’t  putting her fingers in him.

Though, to tell the truth, she wanted to. There was something incredibly exciting about all this. Then she had a thought. Maybe she should finger him a little bit. She had to get the lube in him, after all.

So she trimmed a fingernail and pulled a pair of gloves on.

“The things I do for love,” she grumped.

Paul had never experienced anything like this, and he jerked at her touch.

“Easy, slick. I’m just greasing you up.”

She took her time and pushed lube into him. She inserted a finger, and he was tense at first. Very slowly, lovingly, she swirled her finger around, coating his butt, getting the lubricant deep into him.

“That’s cold.”

“It’ll warm up. Are you ready?”

“I guess.”

The plug was funny shaped. Bulbous, with a second bulb on the shaft, and slightly curved.

“Okay, we’re supposed to point this down so that it touches your prostate.”

“Maybe we should have gotten a plain, old plug?”

“These are supposed to be more comfortable.”

She pressed it, very slowly, and it began to enter him.

“Oh,” he said, his eyes opening up.

“Does it hurt?”

“Just a touch, but it feels better than it hurts.”

She didn’t hurry it, just waited for his body to absorb it, and, finally, it was in.

“There you go.” She slapped his ass.

He grunted, and shivered. His hips twitched, then he crawled off the bed. He was moving like an old man.

She watched him, and smiled. She had put Tampons up her pussy. She had used a dildo. That little thing wasn’t anything.

“Do you feel it?”

“Yeah. Yes.” He took a step and gasped. Another step. Another. “I can feel it, like a slight wiggle deep inside me.”

“Is it rubbing your prostate?”

“I have no idea.”

“Come here.”

He stood in front of her and she reached around and pressed on it.

“Oh, fuck!” His cock cage actually gave a little bounce.

She pressed again, and again, and every time she did his cock cage pulsed.

“It’s touching something.”

“It feels like I have to pee.”

“Well, don’t.”

“Shit, I can’t stop it!” he was almost in tears. And semen started drooling out of his cock.

They stared at it in shock.

“That’s semen!”

“It feels like I’m peeing!”

“But you’re peeing sperm!”

“Is something wrong?”

“No…no…it’s okay. But let me call Shiela.”

Paul stood and stared at his drooling cock cage while she called Shiela.

“Hi Shiela, we’ve got a problem.”

Paul couldn’t hear what Shiela was saying, but he had a hand down and was catching his sperm. It seemed like there was an awful lot of it.

Donna spoke for a long minute, then hung up.

“What? What are we supposed to do?” He sounded a little panicky.

“Nothing.”

“What?”

“She said that you’re a lucky man. She said the device is pressing on your prostate. She’s heard of this happening, but it’s rare. You’re getting drained simply by wearing a butt plug. Although my finger pressing on it probably helped.”

“But this isn’t supposed to happen!”

“But it is, and you’re apparently one in a million.”

“But what am I supposed to do about this mess?”

“Wear Depends.”

“That’s not funny.”

“It’s not supposed to be. You’re making a mess. It’ll probably end in a minute, when you’re empty, but it might start up again. You’re going to have to wear a panty liner at all times.”

At that moment the long line of semen stopped.

“There, you’re empty. See?”

“I don’t!”

“Just relax. It’s not that bad. Of course,  I don’t get to massage your prostate. I was sort of looking forward to that.”

“Oh,” it didn’t really register what she had said.

“But it doesn’t hurt or anything?”

“No. It feels fine.”

“Good, let’s go out.”

“Go out?”

“Yep. We’re gonna go party. Take your little plug on a trial run.”

“But what if something happens?”

“Something already has happened, and now you know you need to wear a panty liner.”

He was a bit timid about it, but she finally talked him into it. She drove, and they headed for Charlie Coyote’s.

Charlie Coyote’s is the hottest night spot in Los Angeles. Primarily a restaurant, it has a full liquor license and a dance floor. It being the middle of the week they didn’t have to wait in line to get in.

As soon as they were through the front door Donna headed for the bar. She braved the crowd and returned with a couple of stiff Coke Highs. She sampled the bourbon and grinned. “Just what you need.”

Paul was moving a bit slowly. He felt like the plug might fall out if he wasn’t careful.

They drank their drinks, then she moved him out to the little parquet square that served for a dance floor.

They danced, and he was confused.

“You’re awkward, what’s happening?”

“I…this happened when I danced with Shiela. I can’t figure out how to lead.”

She laughed. “Excellent. I’ve always thought women should lead, anyway. We’re much better dancers.”

So she lead, and he held on for dear life.

“Honey, you are a klutz! What’s happening?” But she was giggling on the inside. She knew what was happening.

“My cock is locked up and squirming. The butt plug excites it. And the butt plug also tickles me inside. It’s making me even hornier.”

She held him closer and whispered into his ear, “That’s the way I like my men. Full load and horny.”

“Well, but I don’t have a full load.”

“But you will. I think that initial drainage was a knee jerk reaction. I don’t think it’ll happen again.”

“So I should stop wearing panty liners?”

“I never said that,” she laughed.

They spent a couple of hours drinking and dancing, and finally headed for home. On the way home Donna broke the news to him.

“Honey, I bought myself a strap on.”

“You did?”

“Yep. You’re gonna wear it, and I’ll never have to put up with your dick spitting in me again.”

She was kidding, but the look on his face made her laugh. “Hey, you started this denial thing.”

“Well, maybe I changed my mind.”

“Too late,” she snapped airily.

They arrived home and she was feeling amorous. Very amorous. Having a horny man on call was quite delightful. She grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“Are we going to take off my chastity tube?”

“Nope. I told you. Tonight is strap on night. You have your toys, and I have mine.”

She undressed him. Grabbed his cock and lifted, and he went up on his toes with a squeak. She pressed on his plug and he squeaked again.

“Nice,” she murmured, and her mouth danced on his.

She took out the strap on and fastened it around his hips. It was a perfect fit, and it was weird to see a big cock, a bigger cock, sticking out over his chastity cage.

She lay down and spread, and beckoned him to come to her.

Slowly, he crawled onto the bed.

She could hardly wait, she was so excited. She pulled him to her and he sank right in.

And felt nothing.

His face revealed his confusion. “”I don’t feel anything.”

“That’s okay. I’m feeling for both of us.”

He fucked her then, just like normal, but it was definitely not normal. She was moaning and groaning, humping her hips up and twisted and trying to get every inch of cock she could.

He couldn’t feel anything, so he had no. feedback, didn’t know how to move.

She began telling him how to move. “There. Now, tilt your hips. Oh, yes. Now pull back a bit…push…Oh, fuck!”

She was having a hard time talking now, the pleasure was overwhelming her.

Finally, she arched and her eyes rolled back and she orgasmed. Watching her, not involved but fascinated, Paul marveled that her orgasm seemed to be bigger and harder than any she’d ever had on his dick. A few minutes later, laying back and recovering, he brought that up.

“Getting off on a fake dick is better than a real dick, isn’t it?”

She sighed. “They’re different, but…mostly yes.”

“So you no longer need me for sex.”

It was a blunt statement, and she thought about it for a long minute.

“I…you’re right.”

“So you could conceivably leave me in chastity for the rest of my life.”

She went up on an elbow and stared at him. “If that’s what you like.”

That was a sober moment.

He said, “I don’t know what I want.”

She lay back. “Wow. We’re changing.”

“Are you sorry we took this denial thing to the next level?”

She hesitated, then drew out, “No. I don’t think so.” She turned to him. “As long as we’re happy.”

“As long,” he agreed.

But she seemed happier than him. He seemed like he was waiting for something.

A month passed. He fucked her with the big cock almost every day. He ate her out constantly, and she was in heaven.

“It’s enlightening,” she said. “It’s liberating.”

He wasn’t sure. He was still in some sort of middle ground, not sure which way he was going.

He was in chastity 24/7, and he wore a butt plug almost all of his waking hours. He felt like he was glowing, he felt wonderful. But there was just something that he hadn’t done yet.

After a month she called him in and they had a serous discussion.

They agreed about sex. She was happy, he was happy, they were happy.

She wanted to make sure that she wasn’t being too bossy She was acting more and more in charge.

She drove. She made decisions, sometimes without him. She had a confidence that was growing day by day.

But she also knew something was bothering him.

“So you’re fine being plugged every day?”

“I love it.”

“And chastity is giving you no problem?”

“Chastity is like liberation.”

She grunted. “Funny. Being able to demand sex every day, and not having a mess between my legs, it’s my liberation. It’s like I’ve severed you from the action, without really severing or any upset. But for you, no sex is liberating.”

“Ah, the difference between men and women.”

“So what’s bothering you?”

He thought about it, and it sort of popped out. “I haven’t leaked since that first day.”

“So I was right. It was a one time thing.”

“Yes. I’m pretty sure it was.”

“Then we’re going to need to drain you.”

That wasn’t what was bothering him, he didn’t think, but it was something, so he agreed.

“Okay, let’s get you up on the bed and drain you.”

“Okay.”

She lead him down the hallway. He followed along, docile. He was more than happy to let her make the decisions in their life.

She had him take off his clothes and get on all fours, and she removed his butt plug and started lubing him.

She used her fingers, and he grunted, and shivered, but nothing was happening.

“It’s not working,” he said, misery in his voice.

She frowned, pressed harder.

“That hurts.”

She backed off and contemplated his butt. It was a sexy ass. He was slender, and…and she figured it out.

“Hop off, go wipe your butt.”

Puzzled, he did. He returned to the bedroom and she sat him down at the vanity table.

“Honey, I think we both know…you just need to take a last step.”

He stared at her. “I said I didn’t want to in the beginning.”

“But this is the end, and you need to.”

He sighed.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“I’m going to make you the woman, then I’m going to take you like a man.”

A thrill shot through him. He had been resisting this from day one, and yet…he nodded.

She took her time, cleaned his face and put primer on it. She applied foundation, then gave him color.

He watched in fascination as his cheeks began to glow, as his eyes became colorful and…scintillating.

He felt like he could hardly breath, and nervous energy was a tight, hard line in his chest.

She coated his lips with plumper, then colored them red.

“Your hair is okay, but it needs to be longer,” she said as she brushed it and sprayed it. When she was done he had a most feminine hair do.

“We also need to get rid of your body hair. You’re not the hairiest fellow, but no hair is the feminine standard.”

He nodded

She pierced his ears, and he was fascinated by the dangle of little silver triangles from his ear lobes.

He looked in the mirror and was stunned. He was very feminine appearing. Not in a bigger than life way, like Shiela, but…he looked more female than male.

He realized that he made a better woman than a man.

And that was something Shiela had realized in her life.

Fuck. And he felt like he was making a big discovery, that some big pill that had been choking him had passed.

Donna dressed him. “We’ll look into your own wardrobe later, but right now you can wear some of my stuff. We really just need the underwear to complete the look that we need.

The look that they needed.

For him to be feminine enough for her to have sex with. He would have sex like a woman.

He felt like his heart was going to burst. He had butterflies in his belly, he was glowing, he was blushing, and everything was right.

Finally, he was ready. Donna took a few pictures and had him stand in front of the long mirror.

He nodded. This was right.

“Up on the bed, lover,” she was soft, but determined, confident. He was nervous, like a bride.

He climbed up and she moved between his legs and applied heavy gobs of lubricant. He was laying on his back, and she lifted his cage up and put the tip of her dick to his brown star.

He had never felt as much love in his heart at that moment, and she pushed into him.

The world as he knew it ended.

He felt connected to the universe. He felt fulfilled, complete, like he was meant to feel.

“You’re beautiful, honey,” Donna said as she began to gently ride him.

Tears leaked out of his eyes and he looked up at her.

She took her time. She had chosen a big dick for the occasion, and he felt the long inches slide into him, out of him. He felt the growing pulse of a yet far away orgasm approaching.

In and out, slowly, lovingly, she felt his pectorals as if they were breasts. She leaned forward and sucked his nipples.

He groaned, and the orgasm grew closer.

She massaged his balls, kissed him passionately, and the feeling grew and grew. It felt like his chest was swelling, and there was an intense heat in his groin.

“I’m going to cum,” he said. His voice was shaky, ragged.

“Go for it,” she said.

The first surges burst through him and his back arched up. Somehow Donna managed to stay in him. His eyes rolled back until they were pure white and he grunted something. unintelligible.

“Oh…ah…gah…”

He was gibbering as lightening shot through him.

His penis began to leak semen. It didn’t shoot out like a penile orgasm, for this was a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. It leaked out, a slow dribble that ran down to his ass and got all over her penis.

She smiled. She pushed the semen onto her dick, into his hole, and kept fucking him.

He was crying, and his hips were lurching.

The semen slowed down, his orgasm waned, but didn’t go completely away. He had a feeling it would never go completely away. That glow of being made complete was going to be with him forever.

Donna slow pulled her dick out of him.

He sagged, and missed her penis. He wanted it in him forever.

She crawled up on the bed and soothed. “It’s okay, honey. We made it. You’re a woman now. It’s all downhill from here on out. We can buy you breasts, give you hormones, whatever you want, we can do it.”

He held on to her and sobbed. “Thank you, thank you.”

They drifted into a deep but pleasant sleep.

END
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The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


Big Stories
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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

‘One Man Changed Into 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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