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PART ONE

“Have a great month, baby.” Lisa patted my cheek, kissed me a good one, and placed a box in my hand.

“What’s this?”

“Something you can have fun with, my priapic hubby.”

“Hey, that’s not fair! I’m not priapic! I’m just a little…” I grinned, “horny.”

“Kyle, you are the original horn dog. In the dictionary look up ‘eternally horny’ and there’s your picture.”

“But…every guy is that horny!”

“No. You forget, I’ve been with every guy,” Lisa had worked in porn for ten years before we met, “Well, yeah. But I’m certainly not hornier than all those studs you worked with.”

“Baby, you’re not only stiffer, you’re stiffer longer, and you recover faster, and you have much more semen than 90% of the guys. In fact, you’re going to love this, one time we were shooting a short to inject into a movie. We filmed dozens of different animals having sex, and you outdid them all.”

“Now you’re making it up.”

“Swear!” She put her hand over her heart.

“Pinkie swear?”

“Pinkie swear on my mother’s grave.”

“With a cherry on top.”

She laughed. “Mother would love that. I’ll have to tell her.”

“Don’t.” I took her in my arms and tried to kiss her, but she wriggled out.

“Hey!”

“Sorry, babe. We did it three times last night, and I really have to go, and don’t worry, you’ll be in pussy all month long.”

That got me curious. What the heck could be in the box?

Lisa picked up her small bag, so I picked up her big bag and walked her out to the Uber.

The Uber guy’s eyes, of course, almost fell out of his head. My wife has that sexual glow about her that affects all men that way.

“Airport, slick,” I laughed. “And try to stay on the road.”

“Uh, okay.”

Lisa turned to me for one last kiss, and a rough grope. The kind that makes a guy’s knees weak.

I was almost falling down when she let go, laughed, and got into the Prius. A moment later I watched the little, grey car zoop down the road.

I looked at the little box in my hand. Hunh! What devilish little present had she foisted on me now? I turned and walked back into the house.

My wife is the sexiest woman in the world. I mean that literally. For ten years she spread her legs, sucked on cock, and did just about every possible sexual act a gal could do. And she made a LOT of money doing it. And she had a lot of fapsters out there doing it nightly.

Hell, she had me doing it.

Then I had met her, and, me the genius, I put the sex out of my mind and just asked about her.

And me putting sex out of my mind is a BIG deal.

But I did it, she liked me, we saw more of each other, and, to the dismay of jackers everywhere, she retired. Hell, she had enough money. And, she had me.

Loving me, and I was totally devoted, would lay down at her feet if she came to a mud puddle.

Of course, the penis pumpers of the world hated me, but that’s okay. I had her and they didn’t.

Now, people have asked me, and I’m sure you might be curious, how did I feel having a wife who had fucked half the population of Nebraska? Not Nebraska exactly, of course, just that number of men and women.

Hell, I don’t care. That was before I met her, and, funny thing, when I started being interested in her and not just sex, I became the only one.

And, for those idiots who give me ‘the look’ and say, ‘right!’ I’ve got one thing to say. Jealous?

So, I had the most beautiful woman in the world, and I became, of course, hornier and hornier, and one month a year she had to go to New York and attend to business. She had invested wisely and sat on a bunch of boards.

So for one month a year I was left to my own devices. So what does a guy who has been tapping the most beautiful woman in the world do when she’s gone?”

Porn.

Can you blame me? She’s got me so darned turned on that when she leaves I can’t just turn it off.

I entered the house, drew the shades, and headed back for the entertainment center.

That’s right, entertainment center. While the rest of you doofus’s are pumping the peter to little computer screens, or iPads, or even (shudder) iPhones…I’ve got a 120" 4K Smart Laser Projector by Samsung.

That’s right, while you guys are going blind squinting at those little hand held screens I am laying back in a comfortable recliner with 10 feet of laser sharp image. I’ve got sex toys to the right of me, controls to the left of me, and a popcorn machine in the back corner.

I can sit for hours and practice the fine art of onanism. Hell, it’s like the big titted beauties are inches from me.

And now you know how I survive a month without my one, true love.

I went to the bedroom and put on some whackin’ clothes. These are usually silk jammies. Easy to pull down and the chest can be unbuttoned for nipple play.

Yowza!

Then I headed for the sacred palace of pump.

I poured myself a bourbon and Coke (well, you have to eat that popcorn with something, right?) and plopped my tush down in the recliner.

Then I remembered the box.

Oh, fuck. The box. I wanted to fap, but I had put the box on the counter and forgotten about it when I made my drink. I was going to have to get up, walk all of ten feet back to the bar, open the box, and then, what? A pair of socks?

Still, my imagination was driving me wild.

What if it wasn’t socks?

What if it was a free pass to a night with one of her friends? She did that occasionally, and that was better than fapping by far.

So, sighing, I struggled out of the grip of comfort and headed back for the bar. I turned on the bar lights, and heard voices. I turned. Oh, I had turned the projector on and two women were scissoring madly, rubbing their pussies together until they had frothy orgasm. I smiled. Such a delightful sight, all that pulchritude bouncing and sweating and slithering and…I forgot about the box for a second, watched the thunderous climax, then turned back to the box.

It was a six inch cube. Regular, old cardboard. Address labels.

Looked like a chastity tube.

Now, tell the truth, I am not a fan of chastity tubes. If God had wanted my cock all scrunched up and jammed into a little space he wouldn’t have…well, I don’t know what he wouldn’t have, but I am not a fan of the infernal, little devices.

Sighing, I picked up the knife I use for cutting butter for the popcorn and ran it down the edges. I opened the flaps and looked inside.

Yep. A chastity tube. Apparently Lisa wanted me to be pure for a month. She’d pulled this crap before, and I didn’t like it. When you have the world’s most beautiful porn star on her knees, or bent over, or just spread out and ready and willing, you don’t really want to play ‘lock the cock.’

I turned the box upside down and the contents fell out.

A chastity tube, with all parts. Pretty fancy looking, had a wire embedded in the plastic. And a DVD. Huh. What chastity tube really needed instructions? And a note.

The note was easiest, so I opened it. It was handwritten from my one, true love.

Kyle. I love you dearly, but you have changed over the years. When we first met you cared about me. But, over the years, you have become more interested in sex. You are now like one of those pathetic groupies that used to follow me around with their tongues hanging out and their hands in their pants. And I am tired of it. If you want to stay married you will put this chastity tube on and watch the DVD. If you don’t I will know, and I will not be coming home. If you do follow these instructions you will be in for the adventure of your lifetime, and you will fulfill all my dreams. I do hope you make the right decision. I love you ~ Lisa.

I stared at the note for the longest time.

She was…tired of me? I was too sexed up? She was going to leave me?

Oh, God. I was shivering and close to crying. I couldn’t breath and my heart was pounding frantically.

My one true love? The finest piece off ass in the world? And she was…she was going to leave me?

Then I pulled myself together. She wasn’t going to leave me. She wouldn’t leave me if I put the stupid tube on and watched a DVD. And I’d probably have to wear the stupid thing for a month, curb my urges, get myself back under control. All I had to do was put it on and watch something on a DVD.

Okay. I could do that. I mean, we’re talking about the most beautiful woman in the world. Wouldn’t you do anything you could if you found your one, true love?

I unpacked the chastity tube and examined it.

It was made of plastic, but not just any plastic. It was made of a polymer like the ones that go into the construction of guns. This plastic would withstand a bullet!

The lock was inset and made of titanium. Wow. A bit of overkill, but…at the end of the month she would come home and let me out. And we would laugh and fuck forever and life would be good once again.

So I put the ring over my package, put my cock into the thing, and closed it.

CLICK…whirrr! Chinka chinka. Click.

What the fuck? The ring was tightening, and now I definitely had no wiggle room. I figured I’d be able to slip a finger in and maybe give myself a little pleasure, but that wasn’t going to happen.

And the tube had actually shrunk on the inside. I had felt things moving and the clasp of the thing had tightened up like a hand. Man, I wasn’t going to be getting out of this for a month. Fuck! What had Lisa done to me?

Well, whatever she had done, it was done. I went to the computer room and slipped the disk into the computer. Hunh! An icon saying, ‘Click on me,’ popped up in the center of the screen. No instructions, nothing else, just ‘click on me.’

Well, I could do that. I moved the cursor until it was over the icon and tapped the mouse.

For a second nothing happened. Then a small window opened up and a loading bar started filling. 10%, 20%, and so on, until the bar was at 100%. Then the bar disappeared and a folder appeared. I opened it and there were options for Windows and for Mac. I clicked on the Mac. The screen suddenly darkened and a message appeared.

Connect the USB cable.

There was a giff of a guy plugging in a USB cable to the computer, and then to a port on the top of the chastity tube.

What the fuck?

Stuff was already happening that I had no idea of, and now I was supposed to download something into the chastity tube?

Man, this was some high tech bullshit!

I plugged the USB cable into the two ports and nothing happened. Then a video appeared.

Welcome to the ‘Presto Chango Male Editing program.’ As you are doubtless a male, and freshly locked up, there are several instructions you need to follow. To emphasize how important it is to follow these directions let us give you a demonstration. Three…two…one…

A shock exploded in my groin. My balls felt like Babe Ruth had taken a bat to them. I couldn’t breath. I was laying on the floor. The shock to my balls had been so severe I had just slid right out of the swivel like I was instant, melted butter.

I pushed myself back into the swivel and stared at the screen. There was a message on it.

Click any key to continue.

Yeah, well, fuck any key to not continue. I wasn’t going to wear this thing any longer. I mean, my genitals didn’t need any torture.

I pulled the cable out of the port and examined the chastity tube. Sure, it was built of space age materials, but I could figure this thing out. I could—

Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!

A message appeared on the screen.

Attention! You have ten seconds to plug the cable back in. Nine…eight…

What the fuck? I just stared, gawked. What the fuck was going on!?

Three…two…one…

The chastity tube started buzzing. No big deal, but…

Attention! You have ten seconds to plug the cable back in. Nine…eight…

The  next buzz was harder, an actual shock, and I suddenly got it. The third would be more, and the fourth…until…until my pecker was nothing more than a crispy critter!

I waited through the next shock, and it was harder, and hurt more, and I plugged the cable back in.

The message on the screen stopped, the countdown stopped, and I sighed in relief. The instructional video reappeared.

To avoid shocks you must comply with the instructions in a timely manner.

You must plug the cable into your computer for an hour every day for recharging.

You must complete daily assignments.

You may use alcohol to help reduce stress.

You must…

The program droned on, and I thought about it. I was definitely going to be in prison for a month. It was going to hurt, but…at the end of the month I was going to have a serious sit down with Lisa. I mean, this thing was downright devilish. Shocking a man’s balls to make him do things? Hell, she could have just sucked them I would have done whatever.

Finally, the program came to an end, and I was given two options. On the screen were two boxes.

A message from Lisa.

and…

Your first lesson.

I clicked on a message from Lisa. And her face appeared.

Oh, God. Just looking at her perfection I was struck. Yet…she had put me in this thing.

“Hi, lover,” her beautiful, red lips moved and I listened and was in total love. “You have no doubt figured out that you’re going to be locked up till I get home…and that if you don’t follow the program I won’t come home until you do…and that means you’re going to be locked up until you finish the program.”

“Oh, baby,” I muttered at the computer. My cock was trying to get hard at the sight of total and pure sexiness.

“Kyle, I love you, but you have changed. You have become a dirty, little boy who treats me like a sex object. All you want to do it follow me around and cum…and I had enough of that when I was working in porn. So you are going to have to change. You are going to have to go back to being the Kyle who cared about me. Not the porn star me. But the real me. This program should accomplish that. So I will see you in a month…I hope. I love you with all my might.”

She blew a kiss on the screen and the program winked out. Again, I had two choices on the screen.

A message from Lisa.

and…

Your first lesson.

So whenever I needed to talk to my honey I could pull her up on the screen, but if I did all I would get would be the advice to follow the instructions.

My cell phone was to the side and I picked it up and tapped on number 1.

Ding a ding doot doot came from the other end. Then the message flashed on the screen. ‘This caller has blocked you.’

Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!

I stared at the computer. On the screen was a timer. Apparently I had fifty minutes to wait for the chastity tube to charge.

I sat for a half hour, then realized I could work on the computer while I was waiting. I opened up my mail program and sent a message to Lisa. Immediately came a response.

The recipient has refused your message.

Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!

So I read my mail messages, mostly advertisements, then surfed a little porn, which was frustrating because my cock couldn’t grow, and waited for the hour to end.

Finally, the hour ended, and the message on the screen read,

You are fully charged.

You may charge at any time.

You must recharge before 24 hours have passed.

Click here for your first lesson.

This lesson must be completed within 24 hours.

So I would need to report back to my computer within 24. But I could do anything I wanted, run around town, whatever. But I had to report back to the computer before 24, and I had to complete some kind of lesson.

I decoupled myself from the computer and walked out to the kitchen. I poured myself a large glass of bourbon, and thought.

Lisa said she loved me. But she wanted to change me. But all women want to change their men. But the Presto Chango Male Editing people had apparently figured out a way to make this happen computer style.

I couldn’t complain to anybody.

All I could do was suffer through.

Son of a be-yotch!

Standing in the kitchen in my jammies, drinking my bourbon, I realized there was only one way out. Through.

I quaffed my drink, made another one—I had a feeling I was going to need a lot of bourbon to get through this month.

I pressed on the line that said:

Click here for your first lesson.

The instructions read:

Remove your body hair below the neck.

Click here when done.

Huh! Well, that was simple.

I headed for the bedroom, removed my jammies, then used Lisa’s Nair. Twenty minutes later I was back in my jammies and in front of the computer.

Take picture of front of body.

Take picture of back of body.

I did, and uploaded the pictures, and I guess the program was able to detect whether I had hair or not, because balloons and flowers started falling on the screen.

Whee!

He’s a sissy!

What? Sissy? I was no sissy! What the fuck?

And that was the end of my first lesson. I got rid of my body hair. Big deal. Heck. This wasn’t going to be so hard.

I poured myself another drink, retired to the movie room, and began watching porn.

I felt good. It always feels nice to be ‘clean shaven.’ I had done it before and Lisa liked it and…I focused on the screen. I had pre-loaded some of Lisa’s videos, and I watched my favorite woman fuck and suck to her heart’s content.

It was so funny. In these videos it was so obvious that she liked sex, yet when I liked sex…I guess sauce for the goose is not sauce for the gander.

I watched, and grew awfully frustrated, my cock being confined and all, and drank, and had a good time until the wee hours. Then I went to sleep.

The next day was actually pretty laid back. I had worn a chastity tube before, and it’s all a matter of getting used to it. So I relaxed, went shopping, read a little, and the day passed.

So much for the big sex program I was forced into.

Heck, I’d get rid of my hair every day and a month would pass…how was this supposed to make me be less horny?

At three in the afternoon I was in the kitchen, pounding on a steak, when I felt a light buzz in my groin.

Oh, fuck. I ran into the computer room, actually had plenty of time, though I sure didn’t want to be across town when the program started up, and plugged myself in.

And the timer started counting down.

I stared at the button.

Click here for your second lesson.

Well, might just as well find out what’s going on. I clicked on the button.

Wear panties.

They must be female,

made of lycra, nylon, polyester, satin, or silk.

Then take a picture.

Holy crap! What a bunch of…but I shrugged. Lisa had lots of panties in her drawers, and it was obvious that she wanted me to complete this stupid program, so…

I waited until the tube was charged, then headed for the bedroom. I found a pair of black satin panties and pulled them up. They were tight, and my balls fell out the side, but the tube stayed in.

I sighed and went back and took a picture and uploaded it. The return message was interesting.

You have been heat scanned.

Your body temperature will indicate

whether you are wearing the panties regularly.

Do you understand?

Yes

No

What the…heat scanned? Well, I guess. I could always take them off, which I had planned to do after the picture, but maybe I better keep them on.

I clicked on the ‘yes,’ and cute, little, rubber duckies ran across the screen. They were quaking:

Whee!

He’s a sissy!

Heysoos had a sister who got a sex change! What the fuck was it with this ‘sissy’ message? Getting rid of my hair and wearing panties didn’t make me a sissy!

At least, I didn’t think they did.

Fully charged, and horny, and wearing panties on my hairless body, I went into the movie room and watched some more porn.

Today I avoided watching Lisa. This thing I was doing, this program I was on, it was making me disgruntled, and I didn’t feel like looking at her beautiful face.

I focused on big titted women. I like women with large breasts who like to fuck.

I called up Ava Addams and watched her for a while. Man, she was sweet. The way her boobs bounced up and down. Whoo!

Then I searched for Julia Ann. Oh, baby. I had met her a couple of times, and she was as real in life as she was on the screen. That little heart thing on her boob, whoo! And the way she loves to bend over and take it from the rear.

It was about that time I became aware of the ache in my groin. Watching all the porn, my cock struggling to erect, and even the threat of shock, it was working on me.

I suddenly realized how horny this was making me.

Was this Lisa’s plan? Was she going to cure me of sex by having me have too much sex? Was I supposed to feel this wonderful, delightful, pleasurable pain in my groin until I gave up sex?

Ha! Not likely.

I stumbled across Casca, the Jules Jordan clip, with those sensational lips and her breasts presented so stunningly. Heck, if there was a competitor with Lisa for best boobs, this was it.

By the time I had finished a few clips I had my hand in my groin and was almost literally pounding the chastity tube with my fist. Almost.

I stopped for dinner, and realized, when I staggered through the house, that I was dripping. There was a little hole in the tip of the tube for pissing, and now it was releasing long drools of pre-cum.

And it felt good.

Oh, it felt horny, almost painfully horny, but there is a lot of pleasure in that kind of pain.

Sitting on the patio, eating my steak, I thought about what I was going through. It had been two days, two lessons, and I was doing okay. I mean, I was hurting, but this idea of making me, or maybe I should say ‘re-making’ me, into a better man. Huh. I wondered if she really thought this stuff was going to work?

How the hell would making me hornier make me less horny?

Which thought, it goes to show, revealed how little I knew. I mean, it had only been two days.

On the third day I sauntered out to the computer, and was irritated to find out I would have to wait until three o’clock to get to my next lesson.

Geez. You’d think they’d let me just charge forward and get done with this thing.

So I worked around the house. Went for a bike ride. Floated in the pool for an hour, and drank some bourbon.

Hmmm. I was drinking more. I wondered if this was factored into the program?

Maybe.

Three o’clock. I poured myself some more of that delicious bourbon—Eagle Rare, ten years old, Kentucky straight ambrosia—spoiled it with some Coke, and headed for the computer. After an hour of recharging I hit the third lesson.

Garters and nylons.

Remember the heat scan.

Upload picture.

Click here when done.

Huh! Garters and nylons? That’s just kid stuff. Sure, it was girly, but…so what? Nobody was here to see me.

I headed for the bedroom and picked out some garters and nylons. I put on the garter belt and unrolled the nylons. On my hairless legs it felt really sexy. Damned sexy. I admired myself in the mirror for a while, turning this way and that, and actually thought about putting on some high heels. Heck. Lisa’s shoes might be tight, but they would fit. And wouldn’t that be cool?

But I held myself back. I went and took a picture and uploaded it, and Zeppelins floated across the scree, Bearded captains shot cannons out the windows and sparkles of fairy dust glittered.

Whee!

He’s a sissy!

I snorted, and just clicked off. Sissy. Not likely. I was renowned for the size of my dick and my staying power.

Then I frowned. What was staying in a super chastity tube for a month going to do to me? Was I going to shrink?

Hunh! That was something to think about. Had Lisa thought about that? Maybe that was in her nefarious plans. Shrink my dick and make me a laughing stock.

I went to the net and did some searching.

Yes.

Oh, fuck! I actually grew faint.

My cock was going to shrink if I didn’t use it!

Then I read some more, and the news wasn’t really that bad.

It would take months for my pecker to shrink to an any observable degree. And…I came across methods to make it bigger.

Yowza! I was going to be looking into those!

So, my lesson for the day done, I headed for the movie room, and somehow got hooked on women who jack off on trailer hitches.

I kid you not!

Even I was amazed.

But, there it was. Some truck would sally into the wilderness, stop on a dirt road or by a run down cabin, and some babe would pop out, run back, put a rubber on the trailer hitch, and descend upon that round, metal knob.

I watched in fascination as women groaned and moaned, pulled on their tits and bumped up and down.

And I found a lot of women fucking gear shifts. Wow! Talk about driving yourself into a frenzy!

And, of course, that led to a variety of things. Dildos, of course. And cucumbers. And bottles, lots of bottles, and hair brushes and…and I was shocked at how many different things women put up their pussies. I mean…lava lamps?

So I drank myself near to oblivion, moaned and groaned and pulled on my nipples, and realized that this horniness program was really working.

Yes, I was loving it, but…I needed to cum! I needed to shoot the juice, unleash the seed, slime the walls!

Three o’clock. Plugged in.

Four o’clock. All charged up. I hadn’t had one shocking experience,  yet, thank God!

I clicked on the fourth lesson.

Bra and breast forms.

Double D.

Glue them on.

Remember the heat scan.

What? Breasts? Tits? Boobies? I was supposed to wear women’s organs on my chest? What the F?

Now I was stuck. I was wearing panties and nylons. I was hairless. But if I was wearing tits I couldn’t go outside anymore! I couldn’t go shopping! I couldn’t even go to a bar!

And how was I supposed to find these things? Yes, I might be able to filch a bra from Lisa’s closet, but…breast forms?

And I knew enough about the beasts that they had to be fitted. If you just buy some bazumbas off the net they looked stupid! And they could even be unhealthy, cause allergies and reactions and all that sort of stuff.

Well, no choice. I had to do it before tomorrow, and I didn’t want to wake up and have to go to a boob store before the three o’clock charging.

I looked up prosthetics. Researched breast forms. Made some calls.

I ended up going down to Jennette Bras off the 405. I walked in, face redder than a spanked baby butt’s, and said to the girl, “I need a bra and some breast forms.”

She didn’t blink. And I found out later that LOTS of men were going to bra stores.

She fitted me out with a couple of very comfortable bras, sold me some state of the art breast forms, and tutored me on glue.

Glue. I was going to be wearing these puppies for a while, the rest of the month, and so…glue.

I walked out of the store, and if I thought I had been red before it was like nothing. Horns started honking, and I scuttled around the corner and ran for my car. An old lady glared at me, trying to hold my boobs up as I ran, and three kids on bicycles across the street started laughing and pointing.

I made it home. Weak and shaking and thoroughly flustered, I ran into the kitchen and poured a big glass to the top with straight bourbon.

I drank, and didn’t care that it felt like I was swallowing lava.

I was fucked. I was messed. This was getting out of control. there was no way I could continue with this program.

I was going to have to call a locksmith and have him pick the lock.

Or get a saw and risk damaging my best friend.

Or…give up sex?

Isn’t that odd? Giving up sex wouldn’t stop the program. I would still be in it for a month. But why did that thought zip through my dazed cranium?

Later, I would realize that my thought was normal for the program.

I was supposed to be de-hornicized. I was supposed to be in love and not lust.

But right then, suffering the horror and confusion of the program, illogical things made sense. And I actually thought about giving up sex as if it would cure me of horniness and embarrassment and having to wear tits on my chest.

What I didn’t know, however, was that it was going to get worse.

A lot worse.


PART TWO

The fifth lesson:

Butt plug.

And there were dimensions I needed to adhere to. And the type of material it was to be made of. And the lube I was to use. And a button for when it was done, when I had been plugged.

What the holy heysoos crucified on a dick!

I was supposed to wear a butt plug? For how long?

I had worn butt plugs before. They were great for sex, but after the orgasm I always took them out.

And, I had to go to a store and buy them. With boobs on my chest.

People staring at me. I could imagine them staring and pointing and laughing.

‘Look, mama! The funny man has tits!’

Not that there any kids in a sex store, but…my mind was going, envisioning these things, and I couldn’t seem to stop it.

But I had to get one. I couldn’t risk another one of those debilitating super shocks to my groin.

I went into the bedroom and perused Lisa’s clothes.

I didn’t know anything about dresses.

So I put on some baggy sweats, and a thick jacket, and…and it sort of looked like I just had one of those barrel chests. Sort of. If I hunched over a bit and mumbled. And didn’t turn sideways. And maybe put a pillow in my gut to make me look downright fat.

But I didn’t do all that. I was going to be pretty sad looking as it was.

Wearing the sweats and jacket I went out to the car and headed down the hill to Hollywood.

Hollyweird. A place where freaks hung out and nobody cared. Because, dammit, I looked like a freak now.

I walked into a sex shop on Hollywood Blvd and started perusing the butt plugs.

Oh, God, the mortification. I looked like I had been dipped in red paint and then lacquered up. I shone red.

“May I help you?” a girl asked. She was used to freaks. Good. Without saying a word I held out a piece of paper with the dimensions written on it.

She took it, looked at it, and grinned. “You’re on the Presto Chango Male Editing program.”

I nodded.

“Okay. Over here.” She led the way to the back wall and selected a purple plug. It had a rocker on the base. “This is the one you want.”

Emboldened by the fact that she was in the know, I asked, “Do you get many guys in here on that program?”

“Not a lot, but they’re regular. And the number is going up. More and more women are discovering that there is a way to make their man into something more…nicer.”

“Nicer?”

“Sure. You know. Love instead of lust. Ask before you poke. Don’t cum unless you are requested. That sort of thing.”

I stared at her and she giggled. “I’m going to have to find out about this program. The look on your face…”

“Oh. Okay. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome, and I’ll see you later.”

That was a significant farewell. ‘See you tomorrow.’ Oh, God.

I headed home with the plug and a mammoth jar of lube. I walked into the house and thought about it. I had 24 hours. Why not wait until the last hour before I sent in the picture? On retrospect that wasn’t a really good idea. It just sort of upset the time between accomplishing tasks.

But, on the moment, it seemed like a good idea.

So I washed TV, no porn tonight, and then had a good sleep. In the morning I would put the plug in.

In the morning I woke up, and I took the plug and the lube out of the bag and placed them on the kitchen table.

Sitting with the devious device just a foot from my stare, it looked bigger. But, knowing where it was going, anything would have looked bigger.

I opened up the lube and slathered gobs of goo on the plug. It sat there and rocked back and forth and waited to be used.

Oh, God. I took my clothes off and scooped out a big glop of goo. I bent over and reached between my legs and applied the stuff. It felt sort of good, it always feels good to have one’s asshole massaged, but…it wasn’t something that I wanted to do every day.

The plug wasn’t that big, about the size of two thumbs, and it went in rather easily. Plop! And it felt good. Filling, sort of.

I straightened up and took a few steps. Made me walk funny. Felt kinky good, but…I’d rather have good, old, missionary sex. Or even doggy style sex. Hell, any kind of sex!

But I was stuck with the plug, and I waddled into the computer room and sat down. Gently. And, it kind of gave me a thrill to have that plug pushed up into me even harder. And sitting on the rubber rocker, it must have been touching my prostate or something. Because I felt a pingy sensation. Pingy. I know, a weird word, but that’s the one I think of when I think of sitting on the butt plug.

And I found myself tilting back and forth, rocking, intuitively. Man, this plug woke up things in my butt that I didn’t want woken up.

I pressed on the button for when I had accomplished the task.

You are being heat scanned.

Rock back and forth until you cum.

You may watch porn.

Oh, geez. Heat scanned? For an orgasm? Who invented the computer, anyway? Whoever it was, I’m sure they never thought of their stupid machine being used for such infernal purposes.



Or, maybe they did. 

Well, fuck.

And, whatever.

I began to rock back and forth. It was very easy, the swivel chair leant itself to such actions, and the thing inside me moved back and forth, and I could feel it rubbing my prostate. And, oh, God! Did it feel good!

Slowly rocking, I pulled up the porn and began to look at…you guessed it…prostate orgasms.

Oh, fuck! Men! I didn’t want to see men! I wanted babes! I wanted to see tits and pussy!

But when I looked for prostate orgasm the computer gave me what it gave me, and that was men.

Yes, women had their fingers in the men, and strap ons, and even their fists, but all I really got was the sight of penises squirting and dripping and drooling.

And I would have turned away, but that feeling inside me was just turning into molten gold.

It’s funny, I once read an article that claimed that all porn did was teach men how to give blow jobs. Sitting there, feeling the growing glow in my asshole, I was reminded of that. It didn’t apply…not totally…but there was something to it. I mean, what was I learning when I watched men and women fuck?

I rocked faster and faster, and now it got bad. I wanted to grab my dick and stroke. I wanted to pump that peter until it spit, but I couldn’t touch it. So I was going to have to get to that orgasm without the help of my good, old trusty hand.

Back and forth…I managed to slow down enough to do a different search and I put in ‘bit-titted’ women. And, low and behold, I hit the jack pot. Sandra Otterson. Wifey. The world’s most orally obsessed housewife.

Sighing in delight, I focused on her, pulled up scene after scene of her bent over, on all fours, using those luscious lips of hers.

The feeling in my asshole grew and grew. Inhibitions in my mind began to shatter, and then I felt it ignite. I felt that white-hot heat that triggered the pulse of sperm.

A wave of hazy gold enveloped me. I felt like I was a giant penis…and cumming. For a long minute I just sat there, impaled and glowing, and the semen dribbled out the slit on the head of the cock cage I was wearing.

Then I slumped. I felt golden, and satisfied. I stared at the screen. A bunch of monkeys swung by their tails on tree limbs. They had baskets on their arms and they flung stars like it was the fourth of July.

That’s what it feels like when a woman cums.

Wee!

I’m a sissy!

I just sat there, a glowing bundle of excited but tired nerves, and watched the monkeys singing around.

Heysoos Xristo. What the fuck was happening to me?

I loved feeling that way in my butt.

I finally managed to stand up, though my legs were wobbly.

I walked back to the bedroom and collapsed. Oh, fuck, did I feel good.

I woke to a buzz in my crotch. I didn’t want to get up, but I knew I had to. It was time to charge up.

I staggered into the computer room and plugged my dick in. The screen opened up to my usual choices and I stared at it. The number in the corner counted down. 59 minutes to go.

I sat back and watched the numbers. I felt sort of stupid. I wanted to cum with my asshole again.

After a while, three minutes by the counter on the screen, I pulled up some porn.

I had just cum, even expended semen, and I had finally had enough sex. I just wanted to go to sleep and wake up and have the month be over.

But the ladies on the screen kept fucking, and the men kept pumping out white glop by the gallon, and I had to sit there and get all charged up and…and I couldn’t help but watch the men and the women on the screen.

In and out. Up and down. Back and forth. Endless slitherings of flesh. Ah, God. My pecker started to struggle once again, trying to defeat the undefeatable chastity tube, and I realized something.

You can’t exhaust a penis. It’s the gift that keeps on giving. It will never run out of semen. And I would never run out of horny. Even if I grew to hate horny—and that was conceivable in this program—my penis would always return, wake up again, no matter how well abused.

I was a prisoner to my penis.

My penis was a prisoner to the cock tube, but I was prisoner to it.

I suppose this was a profound realization, the state of man and all that, but on the moment it was just a tired blurp of ‘ohmygod!’

Then I was back to wallowing in the endless ruttings of flesh, with my cock driving whatever I had that goes for intellect.

I pushed back from the chair when the hour was up and staggered out. I took out the butt plug and put it aside. I went to the kitchen and tried to forget about sex. I fixed a big steak and mashed potatoes. I put a half of cube of butter in the potatoes and poured grease over the mountain. I ate. Mindlessly, enjoying the taste of steak because, dammit, it reminded me of sex.

A man puts his penis in a woman. A man puts a fork in his mouth. A man craps out his rear. And a woman puts stuff in her…what? What kind of a thought was that?

I was lamenting men and the sexual urges they endured, and suddenly I was thinking of…of women stuffing their holes?

What was happening to me?

I pushed the steak back. Then I threw it out. And I didn’t even eat the ice cream. Something weird was happening to me.

Was that…had that been…a female thought?

Men put their dick in holes.

Women put dicks in their holes.

But there was something backward, and I shouldn’t have been thinking of the women’s version of the universe.

I stood up, and was now determined to get to the end of the program. If it was weirding me out this much then I needed to.

I walked back into the computer room and hit the button for the next lesson.

Heat scan reveals you took the butt plug out.

You have ten seconds…nine…eight…

Oh, fuck!

I grabbed the butt plug, ran to the bathroom and washed it. I felt the buzzing sensation. I ran back, sprinting as fast as I could, and stuck my hand into the lube.

Oh, fuck! I felt the light pain of the third level. I bent over and inserted the thing. I sat down and stared at the computer screen.

four…three…two…

“Come on! Come on! Stop, dammit! Stop!”

SZZZZZT! fourth level, and I yelled with the pain. I had six levels to go, according to the instructions, but how could anybody stand it? There was no way…

You have ten seconds…nine…eight…

Then it stopped. I sobbed with relief. Apparently the computer took a moment to to its heat scan thing and figure things out.

But I realized something. I had to report for lessons, but I also had to make sure I was always in panties and nylons and boobs, and that I had the butt plug in all the time. There was no way around it. If I showed up without being plugged, or dressed, I got shocked down there. If I didn’t show up I got shocked.

It was the perfect Catch 22, if Catch 22 had been designed by the devil.

On the screen I saw my choices, and after a minute I clicked on the next lesson.

You may eat salads, and that’s all.

I stared at the screen in horror. Salads?

And suddenly I realized that I had thrown half a steak out.

I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I opened the garbage can, and there it was. Juicy, half eaten, covered with splashings of mashed potatoes. I reached for it, and stopped.

If I ate it now the program would heat scan me, and then what would happen?

More shock. Level five shock. Level six. And on and on until my penis fell off!

And, at that moment, I was sure that was the plan. They were going to shock me until my poor, little best friend charred around the base, then…fell off. A crumpled up, crispy critter. I would be free of the chastity tube then, but…the price!

No penis!

I felt like sirens were screaming in my head.

No penis! No penis! No penis!

I staggered back from the garbage can, as if repelled by its contents. And, let me tell you, I was.

I got dressed in sweats and bulky coat and went to the store. I picked up a dozen plastic bowls of pre-made salads. Chef’s Salad. Bacon Salad. Cobb Salad. Whatever they had.

I walked through the store, all the salads in my arms, and placed them on the endless roll.

People were staring at me. I was wild-eyed. My hair was sticking out. Most important, I was standing up and my coat was not zipped.

My boobs stood out like Mount Everest. Monstrous twin peaks.

I looked around, shamed, humiliated, and yelled, “What are you looking at:? Haven’t you ever seen a man with boobs?”

Well, of course they hadn’t. Who had?

But they all looked away. It was Hollyweird, you know, just one more freak. And so what if I had tits?

The checker put the salads in a bag and I paid and trundled out.

I walked to my car, got in, and sat there. Tears began leaking from my eyes.

What terrible program was this Presto Chango thing?

What had Lisa done to me?

How long does a man sob all by himself in a lonely car at the back of a parking lot?

How long before he realizes that sitting there crying doesn’t do anything.

I came to myself, started up the car, and headed for home.

I put the salads away, then went in and sat in the movie room.

I had left it on, and it had cycled through tons of porn, and now was showing MILFs fucking young men with big dicks.

Once I had been a young man with a big dick.

Now I was a hopeless victim.

And, unable to help myself, I began to focus on the sex on the screen.

I watched penises go in and out. I watched endless breasts bounce and sway and swing and…and the nipples…the nipples…I stopped thinking and just watched.

I awoke, and the movies were still going. I turned the projector off and struggled to my feet. The butt plug was still in place, and starting to feel good again. As I said, the gift that keeps on giving.

I walked out to the kitchen, dreaming of bacon and eggs and hash browns and waffles and…saw the salads. All stacked nice and neatly.

I would have cried, but I was cried out. I took one of the salads to the table and put it together, which meant pouring pre-packaged dressing over pre-packaged greens and stuff, and then ate it with a pre-packaged plastic fork.

It was like eating seasoned cardboard. Mmm. Yummy.

I put down my fork half way through and just sat there.

Salads.

Guck.

Bleh.

Puke.

I pushed the salad away and went to the bedroom. I was filthy. I had been so driven I hadn’t washed, and I undressed, got in the shower, and soaped and rinsed myself.

Inside my cock cage my dick tried to stand up. I could hardly feel it now. It was struggling, but I was numb.

Is it falling off? I wondered. Is this what it’s come to?

But I didn’t care. I can honestly say that, at that point, the program had worked. I had lost interest in sex. I was dying of salad starvation. I was willing to give up my dick. I was done.

But, done or not, I moved like a rather bored automaton. I put on fresh panties and bra. I rolled the hose on and snapped it in place.

And I put on high heels.

Lisa had a pair that were too large for her, but were almost perfect for me.

Why did I put on the heels?

Because it felt like the next step. I wanted to get ahead of the program. I wanted to show a hint of initiative. I wanted to make a decision before the program made it before me.

I went in and clicked the next lesson.

Make up tutorial

I went and got my wife’s make up. I brought it in and followed instructions. It took me hours. I had to clean my face, and the heat scan told me if I did it wrong, or if it wasn’t complete.

I had to prime my face, and the screen showed a dummy face with heat highlights, and I used brush and powders and liquids and whatever to duplicate the face on the screen.

I had to apply blush.

I had to figure out how to apply the eyes. To put on mascara. I trimmed my eyebrows.

On one hand, I think I could have stopped. I was exhausted. But the program kept running, and I was terrified of getting shocked, and the lesson was the lesson, so I kept going along, learning how to make myself beautiful, and…and…I was stunned when the lesson was over.

A vast panorama of people cheering on the screen.

Wee!

I’m a sissy!

I would have cried, but that would have messed up my make up.

I wandered through the house. I read fashion magazines. I watched Joy Behar, who I had once considered the ultimate when it comes to hair-brained bitches, and thought she made perfect sense.

I ate salads, picking and choosing the delicacies. Bits of tomato, specks of walnut, a bit of dressing.

I sat with my legs crossed at the thigh. Somewhere in there I began wearing dresses. Lisa had a ton of them, and I was sure she didn’t mind.

And, always, the lessons. The lessons.

Walk this way, one foot in front of the other.

When getting out of a car you must extend one leg and…

Blot your lipstick like this.

I became practiced with cleaning the house. I grew to love the vacuum. Feather dusting in heels was sublime.

I wore make up everywhere, and left the house freely as a woman. People paid me no attention, for I looked like a woman. the program had accoutered me with a wig, with jewelry, with ear piercings.

Sometimes I even got an appreciative wolf whistle.

And I loved it.

And I didn’t think about sex at all.

Not at all.

I didn’t even think of myself as a man.

I entered the room and sat down. The butt plug pushed into me, giving me a thrill. I gave a tilt of the hips and it felt so good, then being a little too busy for sex, I clicked on the day’s lesson.

Last lesson.

My eyes went wide. Last lesson? but…but…but I needed my lessons!

I clicked on it.

Take out the butt plug.

Remove your breasts.

Put aside your garments and dress like a man.

Dazed, I followed the instructions. Not because I wanted to, but because I was used to following the instructions.

The program had become my God. Or Goddess. And I followed the instructions of my God.

But now my God had told me to dress like a man.

I entered my room and dug out some shorts. A tee shirt. I put on scratchy socks, and tied my dirty, old, athletic sneakers.

It was a memory of times I had forgotten.

It was alien.

I was lost.

I stood up and walked out to the kitchen. To walk without high heels…I have never felt so strange in my life. My whole body protested.

And, on the front of the refrigerator was the note I had placed there thirty days ago.

Pick up Lisa

Airport three o’clock.

Flight 4357

I looked at the clock on the stove.

Oh, my God!

I ran out to the garage, and I felt like I was going to fall down the whole way. My body was used to the elevation of high heels! People weren’t built to move in this fashion.

I drove down the freeway, I wanted to go 90 MPH, but my program demanded that I follow speed limit.

I drove up to the terminal just as she stepped out to the curb. I skidded to a stop, leaped out, and knelt on one knee and kissed her hand.

She smiled and raised me up.

I put her bags in the trunk, then held out the keys to her. “Would you like to drive?”

“I would.” She took the keys and she took the driver’s side. I sat in the passenger’s side and gazed at her adoringly.

“And how is the chastity tube?” she asked, as she wheeled through the traffic.

“It’s wonderful,” I said.

“Did you like putting on make up?”

“I loved it.” Once that would have been a lie. But it was no longer. I missed my make up.

“Excellent. Then I suppose you don’t need this any longer.” She held up a fob and pressed it.

Click. Chinka chinka. Whirrr! CLICK!

I felt the device come loose! I looked down at my pants.

“I…I…I…”

“Go on. Take a look,” Lisa urged.

We were going down the freeway, but I undid my pants, pulled them down, and…and the chastity tube fell off!

There sat my penis. It wasn’t hard, but it looked like it hadn’t shrunken.

I looked up at Lisa.

She smiled at me. “Good boys deserve rewards.”

I took the tube in my hands and began to sob.

She patted my head, and we continued on home.

We pulled into the garage I put her bags in the house. She walked through the house.

“I so much missed this place.”

“Yes, dear. And we missed you.”

She directed a level gaze at me then. “And I missed your cock.”

“And my cock missed you.” I was responding perfectly. The program had really given results!

“Then let’s go to bed.”

I let her lead the way, holding my hand.

She stood by the bed and took off her clothes. I smiled dutifully as she tossed her blouse aside, then I scampered to pick it up. I hung it up carefully.

Then her skirt, thrown on the floor. I placed it in her closet carefully.

Her shoes. Which I placed in the closet in the right place.

Her panties, which I placed in a dirty clothes hamper, and got out a fresh pair for her.

Her bra. into the hamper. Fresh bra ready.

“Well, are you going to get undressed?

“Yes, dear.”

I took my clothes off and placed them in the proper places.

She sat on the edge of the bed and waited.

I went to her then, and she held out her arms, but I ducked down and applied my mouth to her pussy. I kissed and sucked, and she laid back and moaned. “Oh, that’s good. But can you put that big dick in me?”

I knelt above her and began hitting my penis, the way I had struck my chastity tube back in the beginning.

She stared, finally realizing that something was wrong.

After a couple of dozen hard punches my dick was erect, and I leaped upon her to drive it in before it could go soft.

Too late. It was limp again, and I couldn’t get it in her.

“Kyle?” she asked, with a tremble in her voice.

“It’s okay,” I said, and I began punching myself in the groin again.

Things were hazy after that.

I remember some nice men coming to the house. They stopped me from punching myself, and they put me on a stretcher and wheeled me out to the ambulance. I wanted to punch myself some more, it wasn’t getting hard, but they wouldn’t let me.

“You’ll be all right, fellow. Just take it easy.”

And Lisa was sitting next to me. I heard her talking on the phone.

“He’s punching himself in the groin and won’t stop…yes…okay…but I didn’t want…but…I didn’t order the sissy program! I just wanted him to lose a little male aggression…but…”

Then it faded out.

I awoke some days later. I had had nightmares, and I knew I was on some kind of drug, but I remembered who I was.

“Hi, Kyle, are you ready to go home?”

I looked at my lovely owner. She was so beautiful. I could never hope to be so beautiful, even though I would try…I would try.

“I guess so.” I was confused.

“Excellent. I brought you some clothes to wear.”

I looked at her arm. A dress, bra and panties. Garter and nylons. And…of course…my wonderful high heels. I loved my high heels.

And I looked at my wife.

“Did you bring my make up?”

“Yes, dear,” she nodded.

I smiled and laid back.

I was going home.

How wonderful.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Jack cheated. Bad Jack. Let the punishment fit the crime!

Breaking Jack!
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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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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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.

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!
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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
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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…
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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
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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.


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

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


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

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


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


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


Big Stories

[image: ]

Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Perfect Male into Female Program!’

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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