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PART ONE

“Yeah? Watch this!” Lennie put his hand over the candle. He lowered it, inch by inch. He began to sweat, his eyes looked a little crossed, and he jerked his hand back. “WOOO!” he yelled. “Beat that!”

Ronnie put his ‘mad dog’ face on and stuck his hand over the candle and lowered it. Slowly. He felt the heat on his hand. He imagined his skin bubbling and blistering, and he finally jerked his hand back. “WOOO!”

The two men high fived, with their unblistered hands, of course, then reached into the ice bucket for a beer, and a little relief to their scorched flesh.

On the porch, watching their two lunkheads play chicken with a candle, their wives shook their heads.

It was the weekly get together, and the two men were being their usual bonehead selves.

The sun was out, the air was clean, and the two men insisted on their weekly duels.

Who could stand the most pain. Who could drink the most beer. Who could be the biggest idiot.

“Hey, Shiela! You see that!”

Shiela was a shapely blonde with pale blue eyes. She raised a hand and waved it, and said, “Real stupid, lunkhead.” She only spoke loud enough for her friend to hear her, however.

“Hey, Della! Who kept their hand over the flame the longest!”

“It was a tie,” she shouted back, then said, “Lunkhead.”

The two men laughed, shook their hands and drank more beer.

“You know,” said Shiela, “I wish there was some way we had of breaking those two idiots of bad habits.”

“Bad habits like burning the flesh off their bones just to prove nothing.”

“Yeah, bad habits like that.”

The girls sighed, then went inside and made a couple of more wine coolers. They watched the boys through the kitchen window. They were trying to hand stands. Drunk enough that walking would be a problem, a hand each blistered, and they wanted to stand on their hands.

“Sometimes I think the good Lord gave them just enough brains so they could think they were thinking.”

“No. Not that much.”

The girls chuckled.

“I’m serious, though. Every week they do stupid things. Little boys trying to be men. I wish we could get them to stop their foolishness. One of these days they’re going to get hurt.”

Della sipped her wine cooler, bit her full lip—she was an auburn beauty with green eyes and rather large breasts.

“Why don’t we set up a series of challenges. If they lose…we win. And they have to stop with the stupid ‘who’s tougher’ stuff.”

“That’s not a bad idea. You have anything specific in mind.”

Della grinned, showed her white teeth and a robust sense of humor. “Well, I do. There’s something I’ve been wanting to do with Ronnie ever since we were married.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Have you ever asked Lennie to buy you pads, or Tampons at a store?”

Shiela laughed. “Are you kidding? I ask him to do that and he sulks and throws fits. It’s like he thinks if he buys something like that everybody is going to think he’s gay. Are you thinking of having them go buy Tampons?”

“Sort of.”

“Sort of? Talk on, girlfriend. I feel like a little fiendish delight this afternoon.”

Della turned to Shiela and began laying out a plan. As she talked Shiela began grinning wider and wider. And when she was done Shiela was convinced.

“And the cool thing is that they’ll do all the challenges just to prove that they’re real men.”

Both girls laughed, then they sauntered out to the patio and headed for their husbands.

“Hey, girls, have a seat!” Ronnie swayed in his chair. He was a six pack to the wind, which wasn’t bad for the girl’s purposes. They wanted the men to be drunk enough to accept the challenge, but not so drunk they couldn’t remember it the next day.

“Yeah, sit here, baby,” Lennie pushed a couple of the lawn chairs around so the girls could sit.

Ronnie and Lennie could have been brothers. They were slender, had oval faces, and wore their hair long.

Manly long, though. None of that sissy stuff like pony tails and a girly style.

“Well, boys,” Shiela started the challenge, “We’re pretty impressed with you, but, honestly, we don’t know how to tell which of you is the toughest.”

“Hell, that’s easy. It’s me,” spouted Lennie.

“Pay no attention to my ignoramus friend. I’m the tough guy here.”

“But it’s hard to tell. Each week you have these challenges, and sometimes Ronnie wins…”

Ronnie puffed his chest.

“…and sometimes Lennie wins.”

Ronnie frowned and deflated his chest while Lennie puffed out his.

“I mean, how’s a girl to tell who is really the toughest stud on the block.”

“Well, it should be pretty obvious who’s toughest…”

“Yeah,” chimed in Lennie. It should be plain as the face on your nose. Nose on your face. You know what I mean.”

Della frowned. “If there was only some way to really settle this, for all time. I mean, even if it’s Ronnie and not you, honey,” she leaned forward and spoke to her husband. “I’m okay with that.”

Lennie’s mouth opened and lines appeared above his eyes. That his wife could say something like that….

“And I’m fine with Lennie being tougher than you,” Shiela said to Ronnie, “Not that I think he is, but even if he is…whoever is…we’d just like to get the matter settled.”

The men were fairly cornered. Their manhood had been questioned, and they had to prove to their wives that they were the toughest.

“Yeah?”

“How we gonna settle this?”

The men sort of bristled at each other. The game had suddenly turned a corner and become serious.

“Well, gosh, I don’t know,” Shiela said, looked concerned.

“That is a tough one,” agreed Della. “I mean, it’s got to be a fair challenge.”

“And it’s got to have consequences. After all, we don’t want you boys chickening out just because it gets a little tough.”

“Ain’t nothing too tough for me!” Ronnie thumped his chest.

“Anything this guy can do I can do twice as tough!” He burped.

“Can’t…”

“Can…”

“Hold up, guys,” Della interrupted them before they got violent. “I can see you’re pretty serious about this, but…well, how about we make a pot.”

“A pot? Sure.” I’d like some pot.”

“Not that kind of pot, stupid.”

“No name calling honey,” Shiela admonished Ronnie.

“Oh, uh…yeah. Sorry Lennie. I got carried away.”

“No prob, bro.”

“The kind of pot I mean is like…you win something.”

“Or lose something, if you’re the loser.”

“We ain’t no loser.” Lennie hiccuped.

“We know that, honey. But what if you boys put a couple of hundred dollars in the pot every week. Winner takes all.”

The boys looked at each and shrugged. They each owned their own company, and money was no big deal for them.

The girls, however, wanted a bit more enthusiasm. They glanced at each other, and Shiela blurted, “I’m so sure Ronnie is the toughest man around…I’ll bet my pussy on it.”

Everybody stared at her. She started to turn red, then bluffed it through.

“I mean it. The winner gets to fuck me.”

Della jumped in quickly to save her girlfriend. “And me.”

“That’s right. Us. Winner takes all.”

Ronnie and Lennie stared at their wives.

Both women were knock outs. Good looking babes with good looking tits and good looking asses.

Sure, the men were friends, and they wouldn’t think of making a pass at the others wife. But…this was different.

“Well, uh…if you—“

“Chicken.”

The set of jaw, the whites of their eyes.

“Not.”

“Are!

“NOT!”

“Boys! Boys!” The girls jumped in between their men. “It’s okay.”

“Okay, honey, if you’re willing to share me with Della, then you got a bet.”

“And that goes double for us!” stated Lennie.

It was a little more tense than the girls had anticipated, but that was okay.

“All right,” said Shiela. “If Ronnie is toughest then he gets both me and Della in the same bed. No clothes. And he can fuck us every which way but loose.”

“And if I’m the toughest…”

“Then both Shiela and I will take you to bed. We’ll fuck you until your dick howls and runs into the night.”

Ronnie thought that was funny. “Ha! His dick is going to run away.”

“Is not!”

“Is so!”

And the argument would have escalated, except that Della butted in with, “And if you guys fight then you won’t get any sex for a year.”

“Yeah. We’ll lock you up in one of those chastity thingies. Where your cock is locked up and can’t even get hard.”

“Yeah.”

The men gulped, then nodded.

“Okay. We won’t fight, even if I fuck Della.”

“Or I fuck Shiela.” Lennie glared.

“And if you chicken out then Della and I get the pot.

They haggled over details for a while, and it was agreed that neither man would get sex until the end of the contest, at which time one of them would get both women, the pot and the loser got nothing. They had to save it up so the winner could take on both women at the same time.

Furthermore, each man would put five hundred dollars a challenge into the pot.

And, lastly, the loser would have no sex for a month after the contest. This last one was actually the boy’s idea. It was so they could ‘rub it in.’

 “So now that we have the rules in order, we have to figure out what you boys have to do to prove how tough you are.”

Both men looked intently at her.

“Yeah.”

“Yeah.”

They made their acknowledgements as if with one voice.

“Okay. Give us one week to think of a challenge.”

“Well, I’m thinking of one thing right now…”

They all looked at Della.

“I need some Tampons.”

The men growled and nodded their heads and said they could do that. And the girls exulted in their hearts and gave each other significant looks.

And the game was on.

On the way home Lennie stopped at an all night market and marched boldly into the store, selected some tampons, paid for them, red face and all, and went back to the car.

Della kept a straight face when she said, “Sorry, honey, These are the wrong ones.”

Abashed, mortified, and determined, Lennie marched back into the store, explained to the cashier how he had grabbed the wrong product, and his face was super red now. And it got even redder when the cashier, a pretty young thing, looked at him.

“Back in the car he mumbled. “Stupid bitch! What does she think, I’m going to be sticking one of these things up my ass?”

Della blinked. What a delicious idea. But first they had to wind the boys up.

Ronnie, as soon as Lennie had left, hoped into the car and headed for the all night store. He saw their car, drove around the block several times, and finally pulled into the same slot Lennie had been parked in.

He marched into the store, went to the tampon section and selected a box.

“Are you sure you don’t want the other brand?” The counter girl smiled at him, and his face, already red, turned tomato.

“Uh, I’m, not sure. I mean…I’m buying these for my wife.”

“Oh, sure.” Did the girl snicker? “But all the men are getting the other brand these days.”

This terribly confused Ronnie. Why would men be buying tampons? Btu he allowed himself to be changed to the other product, and he tripped and almost fell when he left the store.

The young girl behind the cash register just shook her head. Men. Hunh!

The week passed slowly, and it passed fast.

Slow because the men were a little apprehensive about what the challenge would be. Fast because suddenly it was Saturday afternoon and it was Ronnie and Shiela’s turn to head for to Lennie and Della’s.

At first nothing was said. They drank a bit of beer, and the women drank their wine coolers, and finally the men had a small ‘get tough’ bet and went to bourbon and Coke. Which was fine with the girls. They wanted the men in a conducive frame of mind.

“All right, boys, let’s talk about the first challenge.”

Ronnie and Lennie had been watching a football game, talking about which player was the toughest, and they strolled into the dining room.

“Okay, first things first. Money.”

Looking dourly at each other, they both reached into their pockets and took out five, crisp one hundred dollar bills.

“Okay. The week’s entry fee being paid, we have your first challenge ready.”

“All right,” muttered Ronnie.

“What is it?” asked Lennie.

The girls each reached into their purses and pulled out little packets.

“You have to wear these.”

Ronnie blinked.

Lennie’s mouth opened.

“But…but that’s underwear!
“Those are panties!”

Shiela smiled, “Are you man enough to wear them?”

“But they don’t have a pouch! We’ll be hanging out the sides!”

“How do you know that?” Della asked. “Have you been wearing my panties?”

“No! No! I just…you can see how skinny the area where the package goes is.”

But his face was redder than a freshly painted fire engine.

Ronnie snickered.

“Shut up!” Lennie snapped.

“No fighting, boys, or it’s chastity for a year.”

Lennie gulped, then nodded. “Okay.”

The girls handed the men the little packages of panties, and the men stared at the bright colors.

“I don’t want to wear red panties.”

“You’ll wear these panties There’s seven panties in each package, so you’ll wear one a day until I wash on the seventh day.”

“But these are so…so sissy!”

“Well, if you don’t want to wear the red you don’t have to.”

Lennie grinned.

“You can just do the laundry on the sixth day.”

His face fell.

“Okay, boys. Off with your clothes and let’s see how those new panties look.”

“Now?”

“Of course now. We have to make sure they fit, right?”

“But everybody will see,” Ronnie whispered to Shiela.

“Everybody’s going to be wearing panties. So what?”

“Yeah, but…”

“But shut. Off with the clothes, all of them. We want to see how you boys look.”

“No.”

Shiela didn’t plan on this, she didn’t figure it would be that much of a problem, but she was prepared.

“Okay. The boys quit, we get a thousand dollars and they have to wear chastity tubes for a year.”

“What? No!”

Della looked at Lennie.

Ronnie is the one who quit, so I should get my money back and he has to wear that chastity thing!”

“Nope. It’s the first week. We haven’t even really started, so if one quits then the contest never got started and you’ll be in chastity, too.”

There was a long silence then while the boys glared and the girls held their ground. Then Della put the icing on the cake. “I’m going to have to buy a dildo.”

“What?” Lennie’s voice squeaked.

“Just because you won’t be able to fuck me doesn’t mean that I shouldn’t get myself off.”

Ronnie started taking his clothes off.

Lennie stared at him. “What are you doing.”

“Winning the contest.”

Lennie blustered, he even threatened, but, in the end, he took his pants off.

“Everything,” snapped Della.

“Why?” He was trying to pull his tee shirt down to cover his package.

“We need to see the fit, and that mans we have to see how the panties look on your whole body.”

Grumbling, muttering, pissed off, Lennie took off his shoes and shirt.

Ronnie frowned. He wanted a quick win out of this. Now it looked like he wouldn’t get that.

The girls handed them their panties. As the boys stepped into the panties Shiela commented, “Which one of them has the bigger dick?”

Della answered: “Lennie does.”

Shiela: “That’s because he’s getting an erection.”

Ronnie snapped his head around, then grinned.

“Lennie’s getting a boner from wearing panties.”

Lennie jerked his pants up and tried to cover himself, but his erection showed right through the panties. 
“Am not!”

“Am.”

Della stepped forward and grabbed Ronnie’s crotch.

Ronnie gasped.

“Now you’ll both have erections.”

“Hands off!” he squeaked, as he started to grow.

Shiela was laughing, and Della grinned as she let go and Ronnie’s penis blew up.

Both men reached for their clothes.

“Hold it!”

Both men froze and stared at Della.

“We need to see you. Stand at attention, then turn slowly.”

Their faces were redder than a seven day spanking, but they did as commanded.

“Looks like both the boys are excited by being in panties,” observed Shiela.

“I’ll say. It’s sort of cute, though.”

“Yes. I’ve always liked a man with a boner They are so much more fun than a man without a boner.”

“Can we get dressed?” Lennie begged.

“Oh, sure. But don’t lose the big dick.”

“That’s right. And we’ll be checking to make sure it’s hard.”

“Checking to make sure we’re erect?”

“Of course. We have to make sure your head is really into this competition.”

The boys looked at each other. If there was any moment that they would have quit this was it. But it was already too late.

The week passed. And it was a slow week, and a fast one.

It was slow because the boys had to adjust their dicks and balls every few minutes. They had to constantly adjust themselves when they sat down, when they drove a car, when they played pool or rode a bicycle or anything.

It was fast, because before they knew it it was Saturday and Lennie and Della were on the way over to Ronnie and Shiela’s.

This week the boys didn’t waste any time on beer, they went right to the bourbon and Coke. They laughed and they joked, but their faces had a bit of strain in them.

Finally, “Hey, boys! Time to meet the challenge!”

Ronnie and Lennie sashayed into the house, trying to look all brave and manly. But it was hard to look that way when one is wearing girly underwear. It was about to get worse, however.

“Okay, fellas, pay up or have a small weenie.”

The girls giggled, but the boys just reached into their pockets and took out five hundred each. The pot was up to two thousand, and it was only the second week.

The girls held out small bags, and the boys drew out…brassieres!

Ronnie and Lennie stared at the articles of women’s wear.

“Off with the clothes, honey,” said Della. “Bras are tough to size right, and we want to see how you look with both bra and panties on.”

Without speaking, the men took off their clothes.

Lennie was hard. He stood there stoically as the girls looked at him and nodded.

“I think Lennie should get some kind of bonus for being erect.”

“What?” Ronnie squeaked. “Why?”

“A hard man is good to find,” smiled Della indulgently.

“But…but…”

“Honey, I’m a little embarrassed. That you don’t have an erection…it’s…it’s…I’m embarrassed for you.”

Ronnie, once again redder than red paint, reached down and began playing with himself.

But nothing happened.

Shiela looked at Della. “Can you believe it? He can’t he even get hard.

“He’s falling behind in the toughness contest.”

“Would you mind helping him out?”

“Not all all.”

Lennie, who had been crowing inside, sudden grew ashen. Della leaned forward and grabbed Ronnie’s package.

“Honestly, Ronnie. I expect you to come prepared next time. You should be able to present yourself with a massive boner on command. What kind of a man are you?”

Lennie, jealous, upset, yet caught by the rules of the contest, merely and hoarsely whispered. “Yeah, what kind of a man are you?”

Ronnie stiffened up, but he was so embarrassed. He looked at Lennie and shrugged.

The girls helped them adjust their bras, and Shiela smiled and patted Ronnie’s ass. Della kissed Lennie a quick one, and they stood back.

“Well, what’s wrong with this picture?”

“Their colors don’t match.”

Lennie protested, “But you bought everything!”

“Then you’d better go buy your own pantie and bra sets.”

The boys looked at each other and were ashen. Matching panties and bras?

“And don’t get all the same color. We want the same range of colors, but matching sets.

That was a hard week for the boys. It wasn’t hard wearing the stuff, even though people did notice the shoulder straps, it was tough because they were supposed to go into the women’s section, pretend they were buying for their wives, and select 7 different matching sets of bras and panties.

On Tuesday Ronnie called Lennie. It was the first bit of camaraderie they had showed since the beginning of the contest.

“You bought anything yet?”

“No.”

“Me neither. What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know. We’ve been trapped.”

Which was true, and they were starting to realize it, then Lennie had an idea. “Can we order this stuff off Amazon?”

A quick jaunt to the computer and they found that they could, and it was some kind of relief when they found this out.

Interestingly, they had solved their problem by using the very feminine idea of ‘getting together for coffee,’ without the coffee.

They promised to stay in touch and beat this thing, then hung up and started ordering clothes off Amazon.

“Wow!” Look at Ronnie! He’s beautiful.”

Now Ronnie blushed, but it wasn’t the mortifying embarrassment of humiliation, it was getting an actual compliment.

“And Lennie. I love the lace on your cups!”

Lennie blushed, and he mumbled, “It was on sale.”

The girls laughed, and they poured extra strong drinks for the men as reward. And they sat close to their hubbies and rubbed their panties.

The men just sat there in their bra and panties and drank, and they were quickly feeling pretty good.

“This week it’s nylons. You can give up your stupid, old socks and make your legs look beautiful.”

“Beautiful legs,” murmured Ronnie, embarrassed, but starting to think.

“And the boy with the best legs gets a special treat.”

Della had no idea what that treat was going to be, but the boys perked up. And they each had severe boners, and were horny, and…and they hadn’t been getting any. “Do we get to fuck?”

“No, honey,” Shiela said sadly. “But we’ll figure something out to rock your world.”

“But we want to cum,” whined Lennie.

“Now, Lennie,” murmured Della kindly, “Learn how to be a man.”

Which statement caused Lennie a bit of confusion. After all a man usually fucked, and now he was being told that it was more manly not to fuck. He shook his head and tried to sort out the mess in his mind.

So they sat for another hour, and the boys got drunk, and even felt a little prideful, looking so ‘beautiful’ in their panties and bras.

When they left Shiela whispered to Ronnie, in a voice that could barely be heard, “You should really figure out how to fill your cups.”

Which statement caused Ronnie to think, and Lennie to become determined. He wanted to be the first to fill his bra.

The next week showed how resourceful the boys were in wanting to win the contest. They weren’t as embarrassed by wearing women’s underthings under their clothes.

Both men ordered breast forms from Amazon, but only Lennie shaved his legs. Thus, when they stripped down at the weekly gathering the girls gushed all over him.

“Look how soft his skin is!”

“And see how he shaved everything? Even his asshole is free from those ugly, little hairs.

Ronnie seethed, and was determined to Nair himself the following week. No way he was going to let his buddy out tough him.

“Well, I really think Lennie deserves a special reward.”

Lennie smiled ear to ear, and Ronnie groaned.

“But what kind of reward? I mean, we can’t give him sex. So…”

“How about a full body rub. We’ll use skin conditioner and give him a really good, full body rub.”

Shiela agreed, then turned to Ronnie.

“Ronnie. You disappoint me.”

“I’m sorry, but…are you really going to…going to rub his body? His whole body?”

“Of course, dear. And you have to watch. Then you’ll understand what you need to do to get your own rewards.”

“I don’t want to watch.”

“But you have to.”

“I won’t. And it’s not part of the challenge, so you can’t make me.”

The girls frowned, then Della said, “We have a pair of handcuffs. how about if we handcuff you to a chair.”

“But I’d still have to watch.”

“Not if we blindfold you.”

Ronnie gulped, then nodded.

Della ran for the hand cuffs. She returned with four pair.

“Why do you have so many handcuffs?”

Della blushed a little. “Oh, you know.”

Ronnie didn’t know, but he could guess, and it made his cock all the harder.

Della quickly cuffed his arms to the arms of a dining room chair, and his ankles to the legs. She brought out a black hood, smiled at Ronnie, who had the most delicious expression of helplessness on his face, and pulled it over his head.

“Okay, Lennie. Get the cushions from the couch and put them on the table, then lie on them.”

Lennie got the cushions, put them on the table, then asked, “Should I be wearing everything?”

“Of course not, silly. All clothes off.”

Ronnie groaned under the hood.

Lennie climbed up and lay on his back.

“Ha! Mr. Horn Dog wants his weenie handled.”

“I’ll do that, but don’t you dare cum, Lennie.”

“Of course not,” he stated, intending to squirt his brains out as fast as he could. It had been weeks, he had never gone that long without a cum, and he really needed one.

The girls set to work. They rubbed and massaged. They dug their fingers in. They stroked his cock lovingly, and stopped right before he could cum.

Ronnie listened, and he groaned. Every sound that Lennie made was a dagger in his heart.

He wanted that massage! He wanted them to rub that conditioner stuff into his pores. He wanted, and his cock grew harder than a hard stone.

“Look at who’s getting off on this,” murmured Della, pointing at Ronnie’s cock.”

Shiela chuckled. She went over and gave Ronnie a stroke. “It must be so tough.”

Ronnie mumbled under the hood, willing semen to come out of his penis, but…it was hopeless.

The girls fondled Lennie’s balls and talked about how big and full they felt.

“Maybe we should make taking a kick to the balls part of the tough guy contest.”

“Maybe. It sure would be fun.”

“Oh, no!” Lennie cried out.

The girls laughed, and when Lennie started to squirt Della grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed. Nothing came out but groans and cries of frustration.

Ronnie was sobbing under the hood by the time the girls finished with Lennie.

Lennie climbed down off the dining table, about as strong as a bowl of mush. His legs wobbled as he took the cushions back to the couch. His cock was dripping a long strand of semen, and the girls had to tell him to catch his semen before it ,messed up the floor.

Then they undid the handcuffs.

Ronnie, too, was weak. He had held his limbs rigid the whole time, unable to relax to the sounds of his friend being pleasured.

“Now dry your tears, dear,” Shiela said, patting his cheek. “Get creative, go the extra mile, like Lennie does, and you can be the one on the table.”

Ronnie just sobbed and sat. He would have looked like a broken man, except for the fact that his cock was straining, purple, seeping pre-cum like a leaky faucet.

The girls gave the boys a plentiful helping of bourbon and Coke. More bourbon and less Coke, and discussed how the challenge was going.

“The boys are both looking pretty tough,” observed Della.

“I know. It makes it so hard to judge them.”

The boys, both wearing their bra and panties and nylons, hunkered over their drinks. Occasionally they eyed each other, measured each other, wondered what they could do to outdo the other.

“I mean, there’s got to be something so crazy, so wild, that it would sway the contest in one or the others favor.”

“Like if they had real boobs or something.”

Della nodded. “Or something.

Real boobs. The phrase stuck in the boy’s minds. Real boobs. how the hell does a man get real boobs?

“Okay, real boobs aside,” stated Shiela, “This weeks challenge…”

The boys looked at her anxiously.

“Paint your nails.”

Aghast, but somehow not scared, they had already gone through a lot of fear and were more determined than ever to win the contest, Ronnie and Lennie looked at each other.

Painted nails, eh?

Okay.

And the party went on, and by the time it was over both Ronnie and Lennie were plastered, and while they didn’t talk tough, they were thinking tough. And both of them were obsessing on the same thing.

Real boobs!


PART TWO

The week passed, and it didn’t pass slow, nor fast. It just passed. For now the boys weren’t thinking about being embarrassed. Now they weren’t so scared of looking feminine; they were actually trying to figure out how to be more feminine. A major corner in their minds had been turned.

During the week Shiela and Della talked on the phone, and on Wednesday they met for lunch.

They talked about Ronnie and Lennie, they made plans, and they gloated. The pot was several thousand dollars, and it looked like it was going to keep on growing.

And they talked about what they were going to do with the money, maybe go on a long cruise, without the boys. Heh heh.

And during the week Lennie went to a beauty parlor and had his nails done. All his nails. His toes looked cute. His fingernails stretched out an extra half inch, and they were bright red.

Damn! He was going to win!

Except that Ronnie had gone to a beauty parlor, too. And he had done one better. Real better.

The weekend arrived and it was Lennie and Della’s turn to drive over to their friend’s house.

They parked the car in the driveway and sauntered up the driveway.

Lennie was wearing shorts, to show off his slender, shiny legs. He was wearing a thin boy beater to show off his bra. A white boy beater, and his black bra shown right through the material.

And, of course, he had shiny, red fingernails. Fingernails which he touched his face with, intending to blow Ronnie out of the water.

Dela was wearing a short dress which showed her cleavage. As the challenge went on she found herself in the peculiar position of having to vie with her husband in the looks department.

But that was okay. The pot was up, the boys were under their thumbs, and they were having fun.

As they approached the front door it swung back to reveal Ronnie, and Della stopped in shock, totally unprepared and flabbergasted.

Just Ronnie, but more than Ronnie. A lot more.

Ronnie was wearing culottes, which were sort of a combination of shorts and a dress. His legs swooped down to his feet, which were encased in patent leather, open toed Mary Janes. The Mary Janes had a slight heel, just an inch, and the open front revealed Ronnie’s pretty, red nails.

His fingernails were as long and as brilliantly red as Lennie’s.

And he was wearing a white, feminine blouse, buttons on the wrong side, and his black bra could be seen through the thin material.

But that wasn’t what stopped Lennie and Della and dropped their jaws.

Ronnie had tits.

Real tits. Real boobs. There was no mistaking it. Through the sheer material of the blouse, and over the lip of the half bra, Ronnie’s flesh bulged.

“Hi, kids,” he smirked.

“Uh…”

“How…”

“Come on in and I’ll answer all your questions.”

He led the way out to the patio where Shiela had drinks ready.

Lennie and Della, staring with bulging eyeballs, picked up their drinks and quaffed them. Della’s was a wine cooler, no big deal. But Lennie’s was all bourbon with a spit of Coke.

“What…how…” Lennie gasped. He hardly noticed the burn of the liquor.

“Have a seat, and…oh, by the way, I think I’ve won special considerations this week.”

“Good Lord, yes,” muttered Della. She couldn’t take her eyes off of Ronnie’s boobs.

She wasn’t a Lesbian, but the sight of him standing there, big, fat boobs hanging over the lip of his half bra, she suddenly wanted him. She felt a burning in her loins, and was afraid her moisture would turn to steam.

“Easy, girlfriend,” laughed Shiela. “I know what you’re feeling. When I first saw him…oh, Lord. I ran to the bathroom and did myself proud.”

“But how?”

“They’re called vacation boobs,” explained Ronnie. “One of my golf buddies is a doctor, and he owed me a favor. They’ll last a couple of months.”

“You’re talking about Jack Hawkins,” blurted Lennie.

“I am. So yesterday morning…” Ronnie spread his arms wide so they could all see his feminine mountains.

“Della, did you bring the handcuffs?”

“I did,” Della stared at Ronnie.

“Then maybe we should give Ronnie his reward before our pussies break the dam and we have a flood.”

Lennie didn’t want to be handcuffed, but the girls insisted. They cuffed him, but on the hood, and turned to Ronnie.

“Okay, lover,” whispered Shiela throatily, “Get some cushions on the table and make yourself comfortable.”

In a minute Ronnie was lying on his back, his big cock pointing at the stars, looking purple and ready to blast off.

The girls rubbed his flesh gently. They caressed his groin as if with feathers, and handled his balls like they were fine crystal.

Ronnie felt how full he was. “Be careful. Don’t pop my balls.”

“Don’t you worry, lover.”

Lennie listened from under the hood. His ears burned and his cock was sticking out and ready to pop. If the girls had given him the rub he would have popped. He knew that. He was so close he was afraid to even wash his cock in the shower.

The girls pressed their soft hands into Ronnie’s flesh. The ran down his legs, worked their fingers into his crotch.

Della stroked his cock, keeping a firm grip on the base so there wouldn’t be any accidents.

Ronnie moved his hips up and down and made grunting noises.

“God, I think it might be bigger than Lennie’s.”

Lennie, of course, just about died. He had gone to so much trouble, and then to be beaten so easily. It wasn’t fair.

For an hour the girls kept Ronnie in paradise, kept his cock oozing, but not cumming, then the rub was over. They unlocked Lennie and they all went out to the patio.

Ronnie didn’t bother getting dressed. He just sipped brown liquor and smiled.

Yes, he hurt. His balls were a deep blue, almost purple, and his cock dripped constantly.

“You know,” observed Della, “We’ve got a problem.”

The boys looked at her.

“They can’t take much more of this.”

“I can take more,” Lennie blurted.

“I can take a lot more,” and Ronnie thumped his chest to emphasize, then held his hand away gingerly. He didn’t want to hurt his boobs.

“Right,” Della looked at Lennie. “I caught you in the shower last night.”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“But you would have if I hadn’t come in.”

Shiela said, “And look at Ronnie’s cock. Tell me that isn’t ready for an accident.”

“It’s not!” objected Ronnie.

But the girls were adamant. And they had a solution.

“Boys, we’ve talked about this for weeks, and we knew this was going to have to happen, but we’ve bought you chastity devices.”

“What?”

“No!”

Their voices were high pitched, and an extra bit of white flipped off of Ronnie’s penis.

“I’m not going to wear a chastity thing!”

Della leaned forward, put her forehead to Lennie’s, put her hand on his cock, and said, “Now, honey. You know this is for your own good. This is to make sure you don’t cum and accidentally lose the challenge.”

Shiela had her hands on Ronnie’s boobs and was gently feeling them. “She’s right, honey. If you squirt your load you’ll lose. After all this work. Do you want to be tough or not?”

Della: “This is the easiest way to make sure.”

Lennie wailed, “First you want us to be big dicks to prove we’re the toughest men, now you want to make us small dicks!”

“You know that’s not it,” soothed Della. “We just have to make sure. Are you tough enough to lock up your cock? Can you suffer like a man? Can you do this for me?”

Shiela whispered to Ronnie, “If you do this for me…you know you’re the toughest…take this step…prove how tough you are.”

It took a while. It was a tough thing for a real man to lock up his cock, even if it was for the right reasons, but the boys finally agreed.

Of course they were looking at each other, judging each other for the fact of imprisonment for their favorite body parts,

But they agreed.

“Okay, the real problem,” muttered Shiela. “How are we going to get these donkey dicks into their new homes?”

“Ice,” stated Della.

Ronnie nodded. “It’s the only way.”

The boys objected, but…there really was no other way. Their dicks were harder than both the rock and the hard place. They were going to have to do this. Besides, as Ronnie so artfully stated, freezing your cock was really a way to prove you were tough.

So the girls went to the kitchen and returned with a big bowl of ice.

Oh, the screams, the shouts, the imprecations, as the boys suffered their shrinkage. But, at last it was done. Their cocks were small and the girls quickly locked the cages and put the keys on the little gold necklaces they each wore.

The men looked at keys nestling between the bronze mountains of their wive’s boobs, and it was all they could do to not sob in helpless frustration.

Shiela and Della, of course, smiled, and were quite happy. They had money in the bank, their men were horny to the point of bursting, and the game was really cranking up.

THREE MONTHS LATER…

The two couples, which looked like four women but were actually two men and two women, went out to lunch.

They headed out to the Country Club Grill for a quick bite. They sat at a table on the patio and watched duffers swing their mashies and niblicks and send little, white spheres all over the place.

They ordered grilled fish with Red Goat fish sauce, and a side of asparagus spears.

They sipped their wine coolers and enjoyed the quiet breeze.

Shiela and Della were wearing shorts with armless tee shirts. Della’s shirt had a sprinkling of little fake diamonds in a swirling pattern across the front. Shiela was wearing a plain, yellow polo shirt. Unbuttoned, of course.

Ronnie was wearing a sleek, purple dress, very waist hugging—and he had been dieting enough to deserve it—which showed off his large breasts. He had had them done twice now, as the skin stretched he was able to get bigger, and he was now better than a double D. He wore high spikes with straps, and his long, red toe nails glistened in the sun. His hair was adorned with extensions and hung down below his shoulders. His make up was immaculate. His eyebrows arched delicately and his eyes were colored a dusky grey. It gave him a sultry look reminiscent of Cleopatra.

Lennie wore a tanned skirt with little white birdies flying around the hem. His hips flared, as did his bosoms, because he wore a very tight corset under the blouse and leather jacket. His hair was done Marilyn Monroe style, colored blonde and a bit frowzy, but oh so sexy. Especially when he wore red lipstick on his lips, which he had had specially plumped.

He, too, wore spikes, but his were a sandal motif, tan to match his dress, and his toes were bright red.

Neither showed a bump in the front as their cock cages had been tied back between their legs.

“Well, boys,” Shiela smiled, “Would you like to play a round of golf?”

“It’s a little late for that,” Lennie spoke with slightly pursed lips. He loved to give the impression that he was ‘kissing’ his words out.

“Besides, they haven’t invented golf spikes for high heels, yet.”

Ronnie and Lennie giggled.

The girls looked at each other, then Shiela put an elbow on the table and focused on the boys.

“Ronnie, Lennie, it’s time to end the challenge.”

“What do you mean?” Lennie placed manicured fingertips against his cheek in surprise.

“We, us girls, we started this game to get you to stop with your eternal posturing and trying to outdo each other.”

“That’s right,” chimed in Della. “And now you have. And, furthermore, there is a huge pot. We’ve got near twenty thousand bucks in the pot.”

Ronnie and Lennie looked at each other. They were careful to keep their expressions neutral as they didn’t want lines on their faces.

“Then who wins.”

Exasperated, Shiela said, “You both win. We’ll divide the pot and…and maybe we should all go on an ocean cruise or something.”

“Yes. A long cruise with lots of alcohol, floor shows, exotic islands, dancing girls for you two to lust over.”

Lennie leaned back and fanned himself, “I think my lusting days are over.”

“Yes,” agreed Ronnie. “These chastity tubes really work. I’ve lost the urge to surge, if you get my meaning.”

“But, guys, it’s over! You’ve done everything we’ve asked!”

“And then some!”

“It’s time to call it a draw. It’s time to get back to…to being men!”

“Humph. Men, such disgusting creatures.” Lennie waved a hand desultorily.

Ronnie took his compact out of his purse and began checking his make up.

The girls looked at each other and sighed. They had never expected such a thing as this when they started this game.

“Really, girls,” Ronnie smacked his lips into his little mirror. “You must find a way to find out who is the tougher man.”

“Do you hear what you’re saying?” protested Shiela. “You want to be the toughest man, but you’re wearing dresses and make up and…and…”

“And your ears are pierced,” Della took over, “and Lennie even has nipple rings.”

Lennie rubbed one breast with one hand and moaned. “And it feels so-o-o good.”

“You really must tell me where you got your piercings.”

“The Inkspot, down on Fourth St. Just ask for Billie. He’s a big, bald fellow with the most amazing tattoos, and he’ll—”

“STOP IT!”

People in the little restaurant/cafe turned and stare at the four women.

Shiela was sitting straight, glaring. “I married a hunk with a big dick! Not a milksop with a limp dick.”

“Sorry, dear,” said Ronnie. “But…” he shrugged.

“Yes. We’ve gotten used to this, and we are quite determined, you know.”

“Yes, there really must be some way of declaring a winner.”

“You want a winner?” Shiela asked. She pulled out a coin. “Heads it is Ronnie, tails it is Lennie.” She flipped, and the coin spun through the air, and was caught by Lennie. He looked at Shiela, a severe look, and said, “Really. That is no way to declare a winner. What kind of a woman are you, anyway.”

Shiela gaped, Della gasped.

“Are you saying you’re a better woman than I am?”

Lennie looked out over the golf course, “I would never be so crass.”

Shiela wanted to lean forward and slap him, but Della intervened.  “Wait a minute. You are. You’re saying you’re a better woman than we are?”

“Well, I would never say such a thing.”

“But your attitude. You’re saying it without saying it.”

Lennie shrugged. Ronnie folded up his compact and put it away. He was really quite proud of the botox injections he had suffered. His lips were truly beautiful.

Della sat back and frowned.

“Have I upset you, dear?” asked Lennie with concern.

She shook her head. “Okay, bozos. You want a winner, you’re going to get one.”

Shiela looked at her friend.

Della stood up. “You girls can take Ronnie’s car. We’ll take Lennie’s.”

“What are you…where are you going?” Ronnie was a bit concerned.

“We have some planning to do. In one week there is going to be a winner to this stupid contest. One way or another, somebody’s going to win.”

The girls stomped off, arm in arm, and the restaurant patrons stared after them.

Lennie leaned over to Ronnie. “Do you think we’ve gone too far?”

Ronnie looked over the railing, he saw the girls marching towards his car. “I don’t know.” He turned to Lennie. “We agreed this was the way to get the girls to choose a winner, maybe we made a mistake.”

In the parking lot Ronnie’s car started up, backed out, and drove away.

“No…I don’t think so. They’re going to do something, and there’s going to a winner.”

“Why do I have this feeling of dread?”

“Maybe because women are the more vicious of the species?”

“Probably. Well, let’s get the check and get out of here.

Seven days later it was party time, but both men were a little leery. They had gotten involved in the challenge, they had been tough enough to follow the girl’s directions, but…things were turning serious.

Shiela hadn’t talked to Ronnie all week, nor had Della talked to Lennie.

But the girls talked on the phone incessantly, and they didn’t let the men overhear, and then Shiela and Della had gone down to the basement at Shiela’s house, and they hadn’t let the men come down. They had locked the door, chained it, and all the men could do was listen to the hammering and sawing.

But, at last, it was time. A winner would be chosen, the challenge would be over, one of the men would be the toughest man. Tougher than even a woman, and that was something both men took to heart.

“Come on down, boys, and don’t bother to bring your drinks.”

“The guys gulped the rest of their wine coolers and followed the girls.

The basement had been near empty. It had a couple of boxes, a couple of pieces of furniture, but nothing to speak of.

Now it was full. It had a pillories, a St. Andrew’s Crosses. Poles were sunk into the cement. A couple of machines lay on the floor with a long rod with a dick on the end, and lots of other little gimcracks. At one wall was a large dresser, and both men wondered what was in it.

Ronnie and Lennie stared at the dungeon with open mouths.

“All right, boys. Here’s how the game is going to be played.” Shiela stood with a whip coiled over her shoulder. Della was holding a paddle.

“We have set up a course. You will go through the course, and if at the end of the time one of you hasn’t quit…we’ll cut off your nuts.”

Both men dropped their jaws.

“Bullshit,” stated Ronnie.

“Yeah! You’re just trying to scare us!”

“We’ll see,” warned Shiela.

“Don’t bother to get undressed, we’re going to whip the clothes right off you.” Shiela said, getting undressed.

They started with the St Andrew’s Cross. There were actually two crosses, two of everything, and they were arranged so the boys could look at each other while the girls did their darndest.

“Okay, boys, put your hands on the crosses and we’ll secure you.”
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A minute later Ronnie and Lennie were standing against the wooden crosses. A minute after that they were howling in pain.

WISSS..CRACK!

The girls started out with paddles. They had drilled holes through heavy ping pong paddles so the air resistance was lessened, and they smacked hard, leaving dots on the boys’ asses.

WISSS..CRACK!

Then they went to shortened whips. Nine leather thongs that the girls whirled so they could keep the whipping going at a fast pace.

This wasn’t a ‘wisss…snap,’ but a ‘whirrr snap whirr snap whirrr snap.

The girls had concentrated on the buttocks with the paddles, but the short whips they moved all over the boys’ bodies. Up the back and out the arms, down the back, over the buttocks and down the legs, and over and over.

The pain was different now, and the boys hardly had time to yelp before the next impact.

The paddles had left dots on their ass, the short whips turned the skin red, bright red.

The boys were crying, their make up was running, their dresses turning into shreds. But they were also watching each other, and refusing to be the first to give up.

Then came the big whips. Six foot of braided leather with a few strands of leather on the ends.

SSSSS…CRACK!

Now there was no screaming or crying, just a dull shock as the boys opened their mouths and stared at each other.

Towards the end of the whipping the boys reached forward with their hands, pulled the manacles tight, and interlaced their fingers, holding on to each other for dear life.

The girls undid the manacles and helped the boys lie face down on two horses. The center plank of the horses was wide and curved down a bit. There were little knee and elbow platforms on the legs of the horses, and the girls fastened leather straps over the boys’ limbs. The horses were arranged, like the crosses, so the boys could watch each others faces.

“Are you going to beat us some more?” sobbed Ronnie.

“Honey, all you have to do is quit, or say ‘I give,’ or just refuse to be tied down. That’s all you have to do.”

But neither man was willing to give in.

The girls took a quick break. They were physically tired from all the exertion involved in whipping. They made a couple of drinks, gave the boys time to think, and then strapped on dildos.

The boys stared, their eyes open.

“You aren’t going to…”

“You can’t do that to us!”

“Sure we can. And if you think about it, we have to. After all, you want to be woman, and that means you have to make love like a woman.”

“But I don’t have a pussy!” yelled Ronnie.

“You’ve got a man pussy. Let me just put in some lubricant…”

The men groaned as the girls’ fingers rubbed lubricant into their rectums.

“You need to quit,” pleaded Lennie.

“Never,” responded Ronnie.

“Okay, boys, it’s time to be girls.”

Shiela and Della pushed forward at the same time.

Ronnie and Lennie gasped, and…it actually felt good!

Unfortunately, they were wearing chastity tubes, and their dicks didn’t feel too good. They tried to get hard, but there was no way.

“Oh, yeah. Take it, baby.”

“Grab his balls. God! They feel full!”

The girls sawed back and forth, in and out, and the boys groaned and stared at each other.

“I’m not ever going to quit this,” mumbled Lennie.

“Heysoos Xristo,” breathed Ronnie, feeling the slick slither of plastic rubbing along his sensitive anal walls.

“Good Lord, look how they like it!”

Della began ripping Lennie’s dress off, what there was of it. It had been cut to ribbons, and it ripped easily.

Then she reached around and cupped Lennie’s tits. “I love it. He’s got real bombs.”

Lennie groaned, the pleasure was getting to him.

Della said, “Time for the salt.”

The girls grinned. Pain, then pleasure, and now pain again.

Next to the horses were bags filled with fine granules of salt. Each girl reached in and brought out a handful. They slapped the salt on the backs of the men and started rubbing it in.

The men screamed!

At that point, it should noted, as Ronnie confirmed later, he would have quit, but he couldn’t frame the words, so great was the agony of having salt rubbed into wounds.

The wonder, however, was that, as Lennie confirmed later, he liked it.

The terrible agony caused him to twitch and jump, and this caused him to fuck his wife’s dildo harder and faster.

For long minutes the torment and pleasure went on, then the girls stopped. They released the boys, who were now so weak they could barely walk. They double teamed the boys and walked them to a corner where a rod was sticking out of the ground. On top of the rod was a big dildo. They positioned the boys over the dildo, pushed the rod up and locked it in place.

The boys were now stuck in place. They couldn’t move. They couldn’t jump. All they could do was stand there.

Then the girls put scold’s bridles on them. The men looked at each other and were unable to make any sound but a grunt.

The girls went to dinner at a fancy restaurant, and returned to resume the procedures.

What they didn’t know was that by not taking the time to question Ronnie, they missed out. He actually wanted to quit, but in standing on the dildo bar, and then being in the scold’s bridal and being unable to speak, he had firmed up again.

Lennie, however, was fine with all the torture.

He had seemed the weaker in the beginning, but now he was enjoying himself. Some people just love pain.

To the pillory, and they whipped the boys again, and sodomized them.

Then into a triangle called a Scavenger’s Daughter, with a Pear of Anguish to add a little spice to the affair.

And through the afternoon and into the night the torment went.

Often Ronnie was brought to the point of quitting, but somehow he held on. Somehow they missed his grunts of ‘I give!’

And Lennie just went into a subspace and fell in love. He was in heaven. Pain was not pain to him, it was a blessing.

Finally, the girls’ had exhausted their repertoire. There was nothing left, but to follow through on their initial threat.

“Okay, boys, it’s truth time.”

The boys were locked into the pillory once again. The girls put spreaders on their feet so their balls hung down.

Ronnie had no hard on. That was gone. Pain had robbed him of ardor and desire.

Lennie had a king-sized boner. It drooled semen, it pulsed and flicked little drops. His balls were full and he could feel his whole body surging.

He felt like a giant penis about to enter the cunt of heaven.

He was happy.

The girls moved stools up behind the boys and tied cords around the boys’ testicles and stretched them across the seats.

The boys were up on tip toes, their butts pulled back against the lip of the chairs.

The girls each held a butcher’s knife. A square of steel with an edge sharp enough to cut bones.

“Okay, guys. Push has come to shove.”

“You asked for this, and we’re going to give it to you.”

“Unless one of you says ‘I quit.”

The girls waited.

The boys trembled, but said nothing.

“Boys?”

Nothing.

The girls looked at each other. Shiela shrugged. Della sighed.

“I’ll take your husband and you take mine.”

“Okay.”

“Boys, we’re about to deliver what we promised. This is going to be full castration, no sewing your nuts back on. No more boners. At least not with the possibility of cumming.”

“Please. One of you…say ‘I give.’”

The boys stared at each other, neither refusing to yield.

“Oh, shit.”

“Okay. Let’s do it.”

“We’re going to raise our hands, count to three, and on the third count we bring our arms down.”

The boys stared at each other, their hearts pounding, their thoughts wild.

“One!”

A lifetime without the ability to plunge into a warm, juicy cunt.

“Two!”

Passion and emotion gone, pissing through a stub, never to fuck again.

“Three!”

The arms went down.

“I quit!” screamed one of the boys.


EPILOGUE

“How do I look?” asked one of the boys.

“Beautiful. You make me harder than hard. I can’t wait to fuck your man pussy.”

He smiled, put on his make up, and anticipated the evening, at the end of which he would be satisfied in the most intimate way.

“I’m so glad you yelled ‘I quit.’

“Me, too.”

They smiled at each other.

On the deck of the cruise ship Shiela and Della lay on lounge chairs and sipped fruity drinks with little umbrellas. Their cruise would last a couple of months, then they would have to return to their husbands.

“You know, I’m not looking forward to returning home,” said one of them.

“I know. One dick for two girls and a eunuch.”

“Well, we should make hay while the sun shines. The cabin boy said he’s got a couple of friends, feel like getting spit roasted?”

“Oh, girlfriend, I do!”

END
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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!


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!
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DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

The Electric Groin


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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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!


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 Pink Challenge!’

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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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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