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PART ONE

“That did it! I’ve had all I can take.”

“Huh? But what? What are you talking about?

Morgan, my wife, was sitting up in bed. I had just finished making love with her, and it had been good. But as soon as I roll off her she starts throwing a fit.

“I am talking, Cal, husband of mine, about the fact that you get off, deposit a slimy mess, and I don’t.”

“You don’t deposit a slimy mess? That’s great.” I deliberately misunderstood her with a grin.

“I mean,” she growled, “I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“You didn’t? Oh. I thought it felt good.”

She turned to me, suddenly threw a leg over me and sat. I could feel my baby batter draining out of her.

“Of course it felt good, you dolt! But I didn’t climax! I didn’t have the big boom, orgasm, fall off the cliff, explode into outer space. And the result is that I am horny and frustrated…” she paused, then leaned her head down and spoke into my face, “…and it’s your fault!”

“Say, could you, uh, get off? You’re getting stuff all over me.”

“ARGH!” she shouted at the ceiling, then she deliberately twisted her hips and wiped more of the juice in her pussy on me. “That’s what I’m talking about! It’s all about you! You get off, you drain your balls, then you roll over and snore and I am left with the mess! I am sleeping in the wet spot, but that isn’t the worst of it. The worst is that…I HAVEN’T HAD AN ORGASM!”

“Well, don’t blame me if you—hey!”

She was knee walking up my body, I could feel a snail trail being left on my flesh. I could feel everything I had just put in her being rubbed on me.

“Get off! Don’t do that!”

Too late, she had her knees next to my ears and she settled her weight right on my face.

“Ah…gak…pooo!” My voice was muffled by the folds of her sex. I could feel the stuff leaking out, getting on my face, into my mouth!

“What? You don’t like this? You seem to think I like it. You don’t mind when I suck you off, and you grin like a fool baboon when I have to swallow your spunk!”

“Ack…ack…” I spluttered and tried to lift her off me, but her hands were braced on the wall and all her weight was on me.

Gah…I tasted my own seed, salty and slimy like an oyster. At least, what I thought an oyster tasted like. I had never actually tasted one. They just looked so…so…GAH!

I finally managed to push up on her thighs and slide down on the bed. I slicked out from under her. I grabbed a pillow and wiped my face. I jumped up and ran for the bathroom. I washed my face, drinking water straight from the faucet to get rid of the taste.

Finally, I came back into the bedroom, drying my face with a towel, still tasting that salty, slippery taste of semen.

“Heysoos! Did you have to do that.

She was laying on her side, odalisque fashion, “I’ve just enough of your lack of consideration.”

“I don’t understand! I can’t help it if you’re a slow cummer.”

“You can make sure I get off, use your fingers, use your mouth…”

“Gah!” I blurted.

She went on, ignoring completely my distaste for oral sex. “You can get over your lack of abilities in oral sex with practice, and you can start slowing yourself down, think of baseball or something.”

I laughed ruefully. “I’m supposed to think of baseball when I’m nuts deep in your vagina? Hello?”

“Well, you’re going to have to do something, or I’ll do it for you.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Never you mind. You just tend to your knitting or else.”

On that happy note we went to sleep.

That was Sunday night, and we didn’t talk about sex the following days. Oh, there was an edge between us, but we just sort of went around the subject of sex like it didn’t exist.

But, baby, did it exist.

I mean, I’m sorry I get off so easy, but how could she blame me? She was that good, you know? Besides, she should just hurry up, you know?

Come Thursday we broached the subject again, in a manner of speaking. She rolled over and gave me a hand job.

Oh, baby, feeling her magic hands go up and down, it wasn’t long before I was in squirt heaven. With a grunt and a groan I filled her hands with semen. Then, exhausted by my pleasure, I rolled over and snored.

And woke up to her hands again.

“What? What?”

“Come on, baby!” she shouted, she slapped my Willy until it was hard, then plunked herself down on it. “Oh, yeah!”

Up and down, in and out, she grunted and bounced and pulled her nips…and I squirted.

“What! No! No! You can’t!”

But it was too late. I was weak-kneed and gasping. I lay back and my dick turned into a worm.

She got off me and strangled my happy fellow. “How could you? I just want an orgasm! Even a little one would work!”

But my dick was now officially sleeping.

And, that night, right after I got home from work, she tried again. And, again, I squirted after just a half a minute.

The look on her face…I was actually sorry for her. I mean, I was getting off, but poor Morgan…she was horny as all get out, and there didn’t seem to be anything she could do about it.

The next few days, all the way through the weekend, actually, she was sad. And grumpy. And walked around muttering.

“Sunday night she tried wrapping my cock in condoms. She put three condoms on me…and I squirted in thirty seconds.

Oh, I thought she was going to scream and rip out her hair. And she did scream. A little.

The next weekend she got some numbing spray and doused my pecker with it. Man, I couldn’t feel a thing, and then she slapped on the condoms. Five of them. And they had numbing spray on them. Man, my dick felt like it was somebody else’s. I mean, I felt NOTHING!

Smiling, she took me to bed. No foreplay, nothing, just hopped on and started grinding. And…”AHHHH!” I squirted.

Oh, she pounded the pillow. She screamed into it. Then she masturbated.

“Look, honey,” I said, “I’m sorry. It’s just that…you don’t cum fast enough. You just don’t seem able to keep up with me.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, her boobs hanging disconsolately. Her hair draggled down in defeat. Her whole body seemingly deflated, and she said, “I’m going to a doctor.”

Actually, I was sort of relieved. She was working herself into a nervous breakdown, and I was glad that she was going to get professional help. Poor girl.

On a Saturday morning a week later we entered the doctor’s office. I was smiling, and she was frowning and all sad.

“Hi, Doc!” I greeted Dr. Esmelda Hotchkiss.

She smiled wanly, shook our hands and asked, “What seems to be the problem?”

“I can’t…I don’t seem to be able to have an orgasm,” my wife muttered.

The good doctor sat back in her plush swivel and considered us. “Tell me about it.”

So she did. Morgan told her of how she came too slowly and by the time she was ready I was done. She went over the items we had tried, the numbing sprays and the condoms, me playing baseball in my head, and how nothing seemed to work.

Dr. Hotchkiss pursed her lips in a moue. She turned from Morgan to me, back to Morgan, to me.

“Well,” she said to me, “You have a problem.”

“I know,” I said. “She just can’t get fast enough to—“

“No…I mean you.”

“Me?” I squeaked?

“Of course you. You are a premature ejaculator.”

“A who?”

“You simply have a hair trigger. We’re going to have to do tests.”

“What?”

And, for the first time, my wife smiled.

“Then it’s not me being too slow.”

“Oh, hell no. Women are supposed to take their time, it is the duty of the man to control himself. It’s not a sprint, it’s an endurance race, and it’s up to the man to last the distance.”

“Well, oh, my gosh, that is a relief. I thought there was something wrong with me!”

“Nope, but I’m worried about Cal here.”

“But I feel fine!” I protested.

“You may feel fine, but if you’re that quick on the trigger there may be a serious underlying condition.”

“A serious…”

“Yep.” And she scheduled me for a battery of tests.

Let me tell you, the ride home was a glum one. I drove slowly, lost in my thoughts, and I was thinking so hard Morgan even had to remind me to go when a stoplight turned green.

“Look, I think that doctor is wrong.” We had just entered the house, and I was in the kitchen, mixing myself a drink.

Being told I had a ‘condition,’ maybe a serious condition, I needed a drink. I quickly concocted a Coke and bourbon and downed it.

“Do you mind?” asked Morgan.

“Oh, sorry.” I quickly made her a drink.

She took the drink, sipped, and said, “That’s what I mean. You do for yourself, and I’m left high and dry.”

I didn’t say anything. I mean, I was in a real funk. To be told that I was the one with the medical condition, and that I needed help, that was bad enough. But to find out that it’s my pecker that’s malfunctioning…that was like 9/11 bad.

But, at least Morgan was happier. She sang and she danced, and didn’t seem to mind that I was in the pits of despair.

“Well, Cal, I think we have found the culprit.”

“We have?”

Doctor Hotchkiss put an X-ray on the lighted screen. In black and white I could see shades of my reproductive system. I could see my testicles and penis, little lines of veins, everything. I could even see my anal canal. I mean, like…gross!

“The human body is a miracle machine, but every once in a while we see a boo boo. A man grows six toes, a tail, that sort of thing.”

I blinked, “I have a tail?” I wanted to get up and turn around and look at my butt.

“No, that’s just an example. You have something…else.”

I swear, I thought she was going to say I had something ‘worse.’

“So what’s he got, Doc,” asked Morgan.

“Well, if you follow this line right here,” she traced the head of my penis down about an inch, just barely below the head, you’ll find Cal’s P-spot.”

“His what?”

“Most men have their P-spot about here,” she pointed at an area behind my penis. “But Cal was born with his P-spot here,” back to the head of my penis. “He has all the normal nerves and is easily excited, but the fact that his P-spot is here…the result is that he gets stimulated too fast, and, voila, he cums too fast.”

“What is a P-spot?” I asked.

“The P stands for prostate. It’s a gland that controls, among other things how you pee. But yours is up here.” She pointed at the head of my dick again.

I goggled at the X-ray. I had never heard of anything so…so crazy in my life. Morgan seemed to take it in with no problem. “What do we do about it?” she asked.

I stood up and walked around her desk. The Doc moved aside so I could look at my misplaced prostate up close. I was almost nose to the x-ray of my most private parts. Looking at each fine grain, each dot. Each particle of the woof and warp of my reproductive system.

My…my prostate was…misplaced?

“We could, of course, give Cal an injection of Leuprolide. Then we could…”

“What?” I asked.

“Leuprolide,” the good Doc repeated. “It’s the drug we use to chemically castrate criminals.”

I turned to her, aghast, suddenly white-faced. Morgan was just listening, avidly, as if that was a solution. “But how would I get off if his dick is limp?”

“A simple medical procedure called a penile implant. We place a rod in his penis and he will be stiff as a board.”

Morgan smiled.

“The downside is that he won’t go down.”

Morgan seemed to smile wider at that.

“He’ll have a case of permanent priapism.”

“He’ll be permanently hard?”

“As an iron rod,” Doc Hotchkiss smiled.

“And I could…could use him and he would never go down. I could use him again and again and…”

She trailed off, but it was obvious that that word, ‘again,’ was sounding like a bell echoing in her mind.

“Wait a minute,” I blurted. “I don’t—“

“Be quiet, Cal,” Morgan said. “I’m thinking about this.”

“Cal might feel a bit of discomfort…”

“From having his dick stick out all the time?”

“But he’d be hard. And long. His tissue is stretchable, we could make him bigger around and longer.”

“Uh,” I was getting nervous, “I don’t think that is a good—“

“Cal,” Morgan snapped at me. “Do you mind?”

“Of course we can tie his penis to his leg, a simple leather strap with a pearl snap button. He can wear baggy pants so nobody see what he’s packing,”

“But he would be long. And big around. And…hard!”

The Doc nodded happily.

“I think this is a wonderful solution.”

“No!” I blurted.

They both looked at me. They were both frowning, showing their distaste for my reticence.

“This is my dick we’re talking about. I want to feel it!”

“Oh, we can implant a little device here,” she pointed to the base of my penis. “We can even give you a button that, when you press it, an electrical signal will go to your nervous system. We should be able to make you shoot your seed pretty much whenever you want.”

“But would I feel anything? With my dick being dead?”

“Well, no. But considering how much pleasure you’re giving your wife I would think that would be a moot point.”

“A dead dick is a moot point? Are you kidding.”

The doctor’s eyes narrowed. She certainly didn’t appreciate me disagreeing with her medical solution to what I had assumed, up to this point, wasn’t even my problem.

“No, I think you’ve got to find another solution.”

Morgan snifffed. “You’re so selfish.”

Doc Hotchkiss heaved a resigned sigh. “Well, there are other things we could consider.”

“All right. Now we’re talking.

“We could perform a penectomy and replace it with bone taken from your thigh. That would be a little higher risk, but the results would be similar to our original solution. You’d be bigger and harder and…”

Morgan was smiling wider.

“What’s a penectomy.”

“It’s a simple surgical removal of offending material.”

“What material?” I was confused.

“Your penis.”

“What?” I screeched.

“But, as I said, we can replace it with something bigger and better and—“

“Uh uh.”

Morgan’s eyes went wide. “What? Why not?”

“I don’t want to lose my cock!”

“But it’s not doing me any good the way it is! You’re so selfish!”

“We could see to psychological counseling to help Cal understand the benefits of having his penis removed.“

“No,” I said. “There’s got to be another solution.”

Well, we went through the various solutions, and, I tell ya, none of them made me happy.

“We could cut some nerves here and here…then you wouldn’t feel the stimulation and…”

“We could perform a penile transplant. The animal world has many species that would be bigger and better than the human penis and…”

“We could insert a chemical drip here that would numb everything from the…”

Each solution made Morgan grin and even clap her hands. But each solution drove me deeper and deeper into a funk.

Finally, Doc Hotchkiss brought up the act of sex itself.

“Well,” she said, “if no other solution is working for you,” she barely contained her disgust for me, “Then we could have Morgan wear the penis.”

Morgan cocked her head. “I? Like…me?”

“Of course. We could try it out with a simple prosthesis. She wears the device, it will have a penis on the reverse end, so as she inserts it into your rectal passage she get clitoral and even vaginal stimulation. When she has her orgasm she can press a button which will cause an electrical currrent to come out of the end of her prosthesis, her dick, and this will trigger your orgasm.”

“That’s weird,” I muttered. Tell the truth, I was being worn down. And this seemed like the least of all her solutions. I could keep my dick, I would squirt, eventually, and…hmmm.

“And, I might point out, you could even wear different clothes. Reverse your roles. Morgan could wear man clothes, and Cal can wear a dress and make up…”

“Wait a minute…”

“Only for the bedroom, of course,” smiled Doc Hotchkiss.

“Ooh, I think that would be fun.”

“What?”

“Well, hey, you like it, rolling over on me, inserting, going up and down…why shouldn’t I like it?”

“Well, because you’re a woman!”

“Oh, that’s silly. That’s just a little detail.”

“It’s a little detail that I’m a man and you’re a woman?”

“Of course it is!”

“Well, I don’t…”

I think the doctor knew she’d gone as far as she could go, that I needed time to absorb this latest solution. She looked at her watch and said, “I think I have another patient.”

“Come on, selfish,” Morgan stood up. “She’s got another patient.”

I stood up, Doc Hotchkiss saw us to the door to her office and booted us out. I tell ya, walking down that hall, out of the doctor’s office, I never felt so glum.

Morgan, however, was feeling great. She was humming and held my hand and swung our hands and greeted all the nurses with great cheer.

We went out to the car and I went to the driver’s side.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I want to drive.”

“You…why?”

“Because I want to feel what it’s like to be in charge. Besides, you look like you’re going to be sitting at all the green lights again.”

It was true, I was feeling very spaced out. I was thinking about all the things the doctor had said. I soughed and walked around the car and got in the passenger side.

Morgan got behind the wheel and started up the car. She was humming, and turned on the radio, and sang along as she drove.

The Beatles: ‘I want to hold your gland…’

Neikid: ‘You got that thing that I been looking for…’

Khia: ‘My neck, my back / Lick my pussy and my crack.’

Nickelback: ‘I like the dirt that's on your knees…and I like the way you still say please…while you're looking up at me.’

Each song. that came on the radio seemed dirtier, and if it wasn’t dirty she would alter the lyrics so it became dirty.

Nine Inch Nails: ‘I want to fuck you like an animal / I want to feel you from the inside.’

Ifo: ‘You make me feel like a man should feel, like a man of steel.’

“Enough already!” I turned the radio off.

“You’re so selfish,” she snapped back at me. “Here I am having fun, and you want to pee on my parade.”

“We’re talking about my body!”

“We’re talking about my sex!”

“I think it’s my sex we’re talking about!”

The rest of the way home we snarled and snapped, and when we entered the kitchen I went right for the bourbon. I took out the big glass, filled it with ice and bourbon and splashed in a squirt of Coke.

“Gimme that!” Morgan grabbed it and started drinking.

Fortunately, we had two large glasses, so I took the other one down and poured bourbon straight in, and tossed an ice cube in for good measure.

There we sat, guzzling our lunch, miserable, ready to rip each other’s throats out.             

Fortunately, bourbon tends to have a ‘calming’ effect.

A couple of glasses in I was loopy, and smiling.

Morgan was just as loopy..

And we were talking.

Drunk, three sheets to the wind, we were talking about the various means and methods having to do with ‘fixing’ my sex.

“I don’t see why you have to be so selfish,” she asked, quite conversationally.

“I don’t mean to be,” I answered, “But it is my dick we’re talking about, after all.”

“But so what if it doesn’t feel anything?

“Maybe we could give you a cliterectomy, or whatever it would be called. Then you can tell me it’s okay to be officially numb down there.”

She frowned, sipped, and said, “Yeah, but there’s all sorts of ways to get you off.”

“Yeah, but none of them seem to involve me feeling it. And what good is an orgasm if you can’t feel it?”

That sort of stopped her, but not for long. “But we could…” and the argument went on.

“Let me tell you, that was a long week for me. Morgan and I couldn’t stop talking about possibilities, and we kept talking and talking, and the fun seemed to go out of the sexual end of our marriage.

We were so glum, neither of us giving in, and we stopped having sex altogether.

I had a feeling that Morgan was trying to get me to loosen up by closing her legs, but…but the intensity of our arguments, our exchange of thoughts…I didn’t really feel like sex that week.

But by the second week I did. I’m a lusty fellow, I like my orgasms, even they are generated from the tip of my penis, and to do without…I started to get horny.

“Say, do you think we could try a little sex?” I asked on a Friday night.

“I’m just not in the mood,” she said.

The following day, however, she went out and bought batteries for her vibrator.

On Saturday: “Say, I’m getting really horny.”

She patted my cheek. “I know.” Her wan smile didn’t look that sincere. “I used to feel that frustration all the time.”

But she was smiling during the day, not the sign of a woman who was frustrated. She went out and bought more batteries.

“Honey, it’s Sunday night. We always get a little before the work week.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, but I’ve got a head ache.”

Huh! She didn’t look like she had a headache. In fact she had been bouncing around, doing some yoga, bopping to some music in between poses.

The week passed, me hornier and hornier, and then the next weekend came, and it got nasty.

“Honey, you’ve been putting me off for a month now.”

“Oh, it’s only been a couple of weeks.”

Aha! She knew how long, that means it was a plan!

“Two weeks, a month, so what. I need some relief.”

“Oh, come on. I went for years without release.”

“Yeah, but it’s different for you!”

“How?”

“You’re a woman.”

Well, that set off the dynamite. “Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean that I have to…just because you’re a man doesn’t mean that I don’t get…you’re so selfish I can’t believe it! You should…” and it went on and on and on.

Honestly, I thought I was the frustrated one.

Still, her explosion made me start to rethink certain things. I mean, if she was this upset, maybe there was some sort of a compromise.

Unfortunately, I didn’t know what that compromise might be.

So she yelled for a while, followed me around and berated me, chastised me all day, and, finally, when she wore down we were both exhausted and miserable.

Laying in bed, I said, “We can’t go on like this.”

“No,” she agreed. “We can’t.” Being a bitch had tired her out, too.

So I faced her. “Well, what was the least invasive, the safest, method the Doctor recommended?”

We sat in the darkness for a while, each hemming and hawing in our own thoughts. Finally, Morgan said, “The stick it up your rear thing.”

I laid there and groaned inside. My forearm was across my eyes and I thought about it.

The Doctor said it was my problem. That I was making my wife miserable.

Morgan went along with the doctor. It was my fault.

So what if I did it? What if I tried this…this rear-ternal massage with a plastic peter? It wouldn’t kill me, right?

“What if I turn into a gay,” I offered.

Morgan was silent for a while, then: “Then we’ll stop.”

“But what if I like it and don’t want to? What if I turn into an actual gay person?”

“Then I’ll still love you,” and this time she didn’t hesitate.

I sighed. “Okay, how do we do this?”

I could feel the explosion of light and goodness from her side of the bed. A HUGE load had just lifted from her. She rolled over and kissed me and said, “Honey, don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care of it all. When I get done with you…you’ll be the best woman in the world!”

Unfortunately, a huge load didn’t rise off me. Turn into a woman? Did I really want to turn into a woman?

On the very next Saturday Morgan got up before me, hustled around a bit, got things ready, and pulled me out of bed. “Here.”

I looked at the bottle in my hand. “What’s this?” It was early, and I was bleary.

“Nair. Woman don’t wear hair. Get rid of all the hair below your neck.”

I stumbled into the bathroom and managed to read the instructions. Blinking, yawning, I slathered the goo all over my body. Morgan came in and helped me get my back and any other hard to reach places.

I waited fifteen minutes, until it started to burn, then I hopped into the shower.

Splish splash I was taking a bath,

it wasn’t even Saturday night,

Rub dub, my hair went in the tub

it swirled down the drain out of sight!

I butchered the old Bobby Darin song mercilessly as I watched my hair leave and my skin appear.

I got out of the tub, and man, did it feel weird. My skin was extra sensitive, and I even felt cold and goose bumpy. And that hair wasn’t even used to keep me warm!

But, then, why do people have hair, eh? Good question.

My extra sensitive skin notwithstanding, Morgan was waiting for me. She spritzed me with perfume, which, again, felt cold, then she handed me a tummy shaper.

“All the girls are wearing them,” she explained brightly.

Then she put a pair of breast forms in the top of the tummy shaper. She explained that had had gotten them from a neighbor and don’t worry I didn’t tell her you’re going to be a girly boy.

She left the bottom of the tummy shaper open and my dick pointed slightly downward, so she rolled the lip of the tummy shaper up and I pointed straight out.

Then she rolled nylons up my legs, kissed mu boner for good luck, and handed me a dress.

A dress! A woman’s dress!

Let me tell you, my mind was doing flips. My cerebellum was was doing loop de loops, my brain pan felt like somebody was flipping waffles in it, and my heart was gasping for breath.

But my dick was big. Real big. The strangulation of the blood supply in my body seemed to have directed all of that juicy fluid down to my cock, and my cock was purple and dripping and…standing out like a flagpole sprouting from a building.

I put on the dress, and then she demanded I put on heels. High heels. Raised my ass and hurt my feet. But my rectum, you know, being out in the fresh air like that….it felt sort of good.

Who would have thought I would like my asshole experiencing fresh air?

I stood up, and I wobbled. I felt like I was ten feet tall, even though it was only an extra four inches. I was losing my balance and I couldn’t walk for shit.

“You don’t have to walk,” Morgan explained. “Just get used to them. Let me do your face now, and we’ll walk later.”

Fear starting to tug at my heart, I really liked all these sensations, but I really didn’t want to be queer, I sat at her vanity and she gave me long, red nails.

“Heysoos,” I muttered. “I’m not going to be able to do yard work.

“That’s okay, I’ll do the yard work.” Her nails were actually shorter than mine. She was getting off on this and doing things to me that she wanted to do to herself, but didn’t. “But you’ll have to do the housework.”

“Housework? Like vacuum and everything?”

“And everything.” She had me turned to the side and was down doing my tootsies. I watched in fascination as I grew claws on my toes.

“But I don’t want to do housework!”

“Don’t worry, the trade off is worth it. The first time you feel my dick slide up your chute you’re going to want to scream hosanna and clean the house.”

I blinked at that. But she said it so matter of factly…I was going to like house work?

Then my face. She cleaned it, primed it, foundationed it. She blushed it and did the eyelids. And…the lipstick.

“I’m using stain so it’ll last longer.”

“But…how will I work?”

“Wear a COVID mask.”

Well, that was  certainly an idea, and I wondered how many manly men, under their COVID masks, were really wearing lipstick. Or, in my case, lipstain.

Lastly, she popped some earrings into my earlobes—actually pierced me—and placed a wig on me.

I stood up and stared at the mirror.

I was in a loose dress, it draped, and that hid the body fat. Not that there was much fat. The tummy shaper took care of that.

But what the tummy shaper didn’t take care of, and what really stood out, was my dick.

It poked through the dress like a bayonet through a dummy. I mean, it was just out there.

But Morgan just giggled, walked me a round the house for a while, fed me some bourbon and Coke, and…took me to bed.

She helped me get up on the bed and bend right. The tummy shaper was a little tight and I was having trouble breathing.

“That’s okay,” murmured Morgan, slapping lube on my asshole, “it makes it sound like you’re gasping in pleasure from all the sex you’re getting.”

“Oh,” then I grunted. She was reaming my ass with lube, and, you know…it felt good. I had a lot of nerve endings back there, and she made sure she hit them all.

Gently, she swirled her finger around, as if she was mixing something in my asshole. She pushed her fingers—fingers, not finger—in and out. I felt myself opening up. Physically and…mentally. It felt good. It felt like my asshole was singing a happy song.

In my head I went:

Happy birthday to me,

I don’t need my pee wee,

I’ll get it up the buttocks,

happy birthday to—

“Gai!”

She pushed her plastic peeny up my pooper, and an explosion of heat and warmth and everything good washed over me.

“Oh, God!”

“Feels good, eh?”

“Oh, God!”

“Feels good to me, to. The back of the dildo is rubbing my clitoris.”

“Oh, God!”

“It’s actually inside me, just a little ways, just enough to stimulate my G-spot.

“Oh, God!”

We had planned to do it slow and gentle, but that plan went out the window. I started pushing back, and she started ramming.

My world was coming undone. My asshole was feeling better than my dick ever did.

On top of me Morgan had the leeway to move around, and she rotated and corkscrewed and scooped and…and, oh, God, there is a heaven.

And she began to cum. “Oh, yeah!” Her voice rose up in unbridled happiness. “Oh, fuck!” She was pounding into me. The shaft was running up and down my canal, the raised veins sliding over my nerve endings. “YES!”

She froze, then began a series of lurches which pushed the plastic peter ever deeper into me.

“Oh, yes!” I yelled. “Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Oh, yes!”

She grew tired of pumping me and started to pull out.

“No! No! No!”

“I’ve got to. I’m tired.”

“But I haven’t cum yet!”

And that was the moment I understood what she had been going through. That was the moment I understood what hell it was to be a healthy vibrant woman married to a selfish man.

Her dick flopped out, and I began to sob with frustration.

“There, there,” she murmured. “It’ll be all right.”

“It will?”

“Of course it will. Just as soon as you get the operation.”


PART TWO

I got the operation on a Monday morning. It was a simple, little thing. Just a little plastic blob that got inserted where a normal prostate would be. It was called an Orgasm Stimulator and it was blue tooth, no wires or anything, and it was right in the center of the mass of nerves that my prostate, had it not been in the end of my dick, would have been in.

And, Doctor Hotchkiss gave me a shot. One, simple, little shot, and my dick went to sleep.

Oh, not forever, just for a few months. They had wanted to cut my best friend off, or at least snip the nerves, but I wouldn’t stand for that. I said I wanted to test drive this gizmo, and a limp dick, before buying the whole package.

Well, they grumbled, and Morgan called me selfish, but I managed to hold my ground on this one.

“There will be a little swelling,” the Doc explained, “but by Friday you can start playing.” She was smiling, and I heard her tell one technician, right before I went under, that she was going to write a paper on me.

Huh! She gets paid for the operation by me, she gets money from the government, she gets money from the insurance company, and she gets paid for a paper. What a racket, eh?

Anyway, I went in at nine and was awake by ten. All done. My dick wasn’t limp yet, but she said a few days and I would be softer than one of  Mike Lindell’s pillows.

Great, didn’t exactly reassure me, but…I was in for it now.

Morgan drove me home. Which was okay. My butt was tender, a little swelling, after all, and I sat on a pillow and told here not to hit the speed bumps.

She just laughed and called me selfish and hit the bumps.

“I do so like being the driver,” she grinned.

I hobbled into the house, my butt moving back and forth like a duck’s. I laid down on the bed, turned my head and watched the television. Some idiot hairbrain was saying there was no corruption in Washington. Really?

“Oh, Gosh,” muttered Morgan. “I want to try it out!”

“Oh,” I groaned. “We have to wait until Friday!”

Well, she told me I was selfish for wanting to make her wait five whole days, but I held my ground. It was my butt, after all.

Tuesday passed. I was able to walk without waddling.

Wednesday, and I could actually sit on my fanny.

Thursday, and it felt like I was cured and ready to go. Whatever ‘cured’ was. But I held onto the doctor’s advice and kept my butt inviolate.

“But, honey,” complained Morgan. “You’re fine! You’re ready to go? What will it matter if we have a little in and out a day early.

Tell the truth, that made me chuckle. How many times had I been wanting some and she was on the rag or not in the mood or some aunt in Minneapolis was feeling poorly so she was too.

I mean, I hate to gloat, but…HA!

The weirdest thing, however, was getting used to no cock.

I mean, I had a penis, but it shriveled down to a couple of inches and just hung there. It was so strange, I could pee through it, but it just…hung there.

I had no idea how much I was going to miss erections.

But when I mentioned this to Morgan she just snickered and stroked her cock.

Her cock. A big, old eight inches of plastic. She carried it around the house on her hips. She sauntered like she had just invented the cure for heart attacks, and her weenie waggled back and forth. She would even stop in a doorway and swivel her hips so that darned thing banged against each side of the door frame.

“Oh, baby,” she eyed me like I was a lamb and she was a wolf, “We’re going to have so much fun!”

Yeah. Right. But I had my doubts. I mean, my one source of pleasure, my penis, had been rendered limp, and I was unsure about this blue tooth orgasm thing they had foisted on me.

But Friday arrived, and in spite of my doubts and worries, Morgan rolled me over at five in the morning and said, “It’s time!”

I groaned. I just wanted a bit more sleep, but I knew she would just call me selfish and keep after me until I delivered.

And, suddenly, I woke up.

I didn’t have to deliver! I just had to kneel, or lay on my back like a lazy slut!

She had to do all the work!

Man, maybe there were perks to this new arrangement in our relationship!

“Okay, baby,” I rolled onto my back. “I’m all yours.”

She giggled and got out of bed and positioned herself between my legs. Obviously, the idea of having to do the work didn’t bother her.

“Okay, baby,” she returned. “Get ready for the ride of your life.”

No kissing, no foreplay. I know she didn’t need it, she had been wound up all week. If anything she needed a bucket of cold water to bring her down to normal horniness.

Heck, I would have licked a little foreplay. My how odd when the shoe is on the other foot.

“A little lube? Please!”

She frowned, but went for the lube. Even this little necessary interruption was an aggravation to her.

“All right,” she muttered, slapping the cold stuff into my rectum. She shoved her fingers in, moved them around, then put the lube aside and grinned, “Now where were we?”

“Between my legs,” I offered.

“Oh, yeah. Here we go.”

She placed the tip of her big cock at the entrance to my rear portal. The lube worked, and she slid the thing into me.

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered, my eyes growing big and round.

“That’s the idea,” she said, and she slammed and rammed.

Her dick was big, and it opened me up, stretched my nerves, and it felt…so…delicious.

It felt like what I imagined a horse’s cock would feel like. And my relatively virgin asshole LOVED it.

She whammed and bammed me. Her eyes took on a curiously intent look, and I realized the nub of her penis must really be rubbing her clitoris, and anything else inside her pussy—and her hips started moving harder.

“Oh…yeah…oh…yeah…” It was like a chant as she became more and more stimulated.

Now, my asshole was stimulated, but it wasn’t going anywhere. At least not fast.

I’m a fast cummer, but I remember once getting drunk and trying to do it two times in a row. Between the alcohol and the recently drained balls all I had experienced was frustration. That’s what this was like. Frustration. And frustration equals horniness. The more I couldn’t cum the more I wanted to. The horniness factor was skyrocketing.

Heck, if I had been on top I would have been a jackhammer on steroids!

But I was on the bottom, and all I could do was hang on and wish she’d go faster.

“Oh, fuck…yeah…yeah!” She pounded into me. The penis had fake veins raised on the sides, and I could feel them corkscrewing into me.

I raised up and tried to pump back, but I didn’t have the angle or the leverage.

“Lay still, bitch!” She grunted. “You’re spoiling my rhythm!

So. I laid there, my hands gripping the sheets, my heart pounding, my skull exploding with the need, and then she came.

She…not me…locking up and spasming, her hips twitching and driving her dildo deeper and deeper.

I started crying. I knew she was done, but I wanted more. I needed more.

She backed off, pulled her slimy pecker out of my depths. “Ah, thanks, baby.” And she wiped the thing off on my thigh.

I was bending at the waist, reaching for her. “No…no! I need more! More!”

“Sorry, babe, but that’s all she wrote.”

She undid the straps and took off her penis.

“No! Wait! At least give me the dildo so I can finish myself off!”

She grinned. “Now that would be downright nasty, and we can’t have that.”

She raised her hand. In her hand was a little fob. With a red button. She pressed the red button, and…

BOOM! Everything went white hot and I was suddenly immersed in orgasm. My toes curled, my hands balled, my eyeballs rolled back. My back arched and I actually felt something in my penis. Not hard, or erect, or a thrill, just a dribble of something coming out of it.

Then I was laying back on the bed, gasping for bed.

“Holy fuck!” muttered Morgan.

I looked down, a bit of semen had come out of my little peeny.

“I have never seen anything like that in my life!”

“God,” I blurted. It was short…but so intense.”

“Short? You were orgasming for five minutes!”

“What?”

“Five minutes, you laid there and groaned and your body, it was bent have over backwards, and…holy…” She pressed the button again.

That morning was the strangest morning in the history of the world. I was exhausted by my cum. Only a dropper full of semen, and that from my limpness, but…Morgan kept doing it.

I came back to myself after the second Big O, and she marveled some more, and pressed the button.

GAH! Five more minutes in a second. Five minutes ensconced in pure sexual heaven.

I came to and held up my hand…”No…No more!” I gasped.

“The hell you say! This is fun!” She pressed the button.

GAH! Up into the stars, my head spinning like a pinwheel, another dropper of sperm.

“Morgan…don’t!”

She hit the button.

I came to, and she was in the kitchen. I could hear her rattling dishes. I got up, my legs were weak, and I staggered out the door. I was halfway down the hall when she looked up from the sink and smiled. “Hi, honey,” and she hit the button again.

I collapsed on the floor, my innards roiling with pleasure, my neck arched as squids squirted their ink into my awareness, and another dropper of sperm.

I lay there, afraid to move. I felt like I had done a double shift of work…work that entailed the digging of ditches.

Morgan came over and looked down at me. With a grin, she held up the fob…

“No! No! You’re going to kill me! Enough!”

She paused, and frowned, then lowered the fob. “Well, okay, but I think that’s pretty selfish of you to deny me my little pleasures.”

“Oh, thank you. Just let me recover a little.”

“Okay,” she stood there with her arms folded, unhappy, then she said, “But I need you to pretty yourself up.”

“Huh? Wha…why?” It was obvious what she wanted. I had red nails, but she wanted me in dress, en femme, full make up and dress and high heels and everything.

“Do you want to be the only slovenly wife on the block?”

“Wife? But I’m not the wife!”

“The hell you say!” She held up the fob.

“Okay! Okay!” I whimpered.

Then she actually grabbed my ear and lifted me to my feet and walked me down the hallway.

“There is no way I’m going to have a slovenly wife. Now I want you dressed, everything. And then you have to start on the house.”

“The…the…”

“Housework, you ninny. What do you think a woman is supposed to do with all her free time.”

“But…but what are you going to do? Can’t you help me? I don’t know…”

“There’s a game on, and I want to watch it.”

“A game?”

“Of course a game! Is there an echo around here?” she looked around, then refocused on me. “You know, I like this new arrangement. We should have done this a long time ago.”

“But…” I was lost, unable to think.

She grinned. “I like being in charge. And, let’s face it, you were too selfish to do a good job of being in charge. I’m a much better man than you.”             

And so my new life began. A fuck in the morning, a series of artificially induced squirts until lunch. A fuck after lunch, and another series of squirts. And then evening. The day done, she now had the time to focus her attentions on me full time.

Squirt…squirt…squirt.

And in between this endless life of squirts I did the laundry and learned how to cook. I washed the car and did the lawn, and had to endure the humiliation of telling people that I wanted to transition.

I didn’t want to, but if I didn’t tell people that I did Morgan would press the fob and render me speechless and stupid and unable to fight back.

And she would stand there, over my supine body, and let everybody know that I was a hopeless sissy who couldn’t control his cummies.

And call me selfish.

I was the woman in our relationship, and she was the man. But if she had her period I had to go buy the tampons. Big boxes of tampons. And I would stand in line and try to ignore my brilliant, red face. And when I ran out of lube she made me go buy another jar. The big economy size. The one labeled, ‘For sex only.’

And so my life passed, an excruciating series of cums, waiting on my wife hand and foot all day and long into the night.

And she was quite happy, getting to cum whenever she wanted, and no matter if I couldn’t reach nirvana, she had the fob.

And I think I would have lived to a ripe, old age in this predicament, but then things got worse.

I had been having these electronic cums for several months now, and I was looking forward to the day when my weenie woke up again. And I would have the electronic device inside me removed. And I would go back to being selfish.

Honestly, I was tired of cums. I was tired of being out of control, or perhaps I should say not being in control. And I was tired of having to do all the housework  and dress like a woman.

After six months, however, I noticed something: I wasn’t cumming as hard.

I figured I was just getting so used to it, and I liked being able to keep my head when the orgasms started, but that wasn’t it. And I figured out what it was one day while fixing breakfast.

We have a super duper toaster. One with 8 slots and a read out and  everything. It was early in the morning and I was up early. I had to prepare mistress’s breakfast—she made me call her mistress all the time now—and I popped a couple of pieces of toast into the toaster. I depressed the slide switch, and then I stood in front of the sink, looking out the window and watching the dawn.

Suddenly I felt like the fob had been pressed. My knees went weak, and I grabbed the sink and tried not to pass out. It wasn’t super strong, but it was long. The orgasm went on and on and on, and, finally, POP! The toast came up and the orgasm went down.

I was shivering, shaking, sweating, and wondered what had happened.

“Good morning, dear.”

“Good morning, mistress,” I was on my knees.

“What are you doing down there?” she asked. She took a cup, filled it with water and popped a bag of instant into the cup.

“I…you shouldn’t have pressed the fob.”

“I…what?”

She opened the door to the microwave and put her cup in it.

“You pressed the fob. I almost lost it. Look, I even squirted on the floor.”

She looked at me, her finger hovering over the microwave ‘start’ button, and said, “I didn’t press the fob?”

“But I had an orgasm.”

“Oh, nonsense.” She turned back to the microwave and pressed the button.

“Gah!” I had been standing up and suddenly my knees were quaking and I was hanging on to the ede of the sink. “Ah…ah…ah…”

Morgan turned to me and stared. Her mouth was open in surprise. The fob was in her pocket, she hadn’t even pressed it, and I was cumming.

“What are you doing?”

“Ah…ah…ah…”

DING! the microwave sounded and the motor stopped. And so did my orgasm.

“What the fuck?” I mumbled. She hadn’t pressed the fob, but I had…what was…

Morgan stared at me. “You’re going to have to knock that off!”

“Knock what off?” I managed to ask.

“Having cums! I didn’t press the fob, so you shouldn’t be having an orgasm.”

She opened the refrigerator and took out a croissant.

“But I didn’t do it!”

She put the croissant into the microwave. “Nonsense,” she said, and she pressed the button.

“Ah…ah…ahh…fuck…!”

I was sliding down, unable to even hold on to the sink. My penis was leaking little droplets of sperm.

Morgan looked at the microwave. “Holly shit!”

I looked at her through the throws of my electronically induced orgasm.

She looked at me.

She looked at the microwave.

“Ah…ah…ah…”

She pressed a button and the microwave stopped, and so did my orgasm.

“Oh, my God!” She pressed the button.

“Ah…ah…ah!”

She stopped the microwave and I collapsed. “Please…stop…”

She hit the button.

“Ah…ah…ah!”

She stopped the machine and I sagged. She frequently gave me a series of cums, but she would wait a few minutes in between. But this…the toaster, and the microwave, and…whatever else, it was too much. I was almost unconscious.

“Oh, my God,” she repeated. “Everything works on you!”

“Uh…oh…” I mumbled, trying to think. I heard it, and it penetrated, but I had obviously no cognitive abilities. I was literally orgasmed into stupidity.

She pressed the button.

“No…ah…plea…no…”

She stopped the machine, and grinned. “Oh, this is good! Now I don’t have to carry that stupid fob around. I can just use anything.”

“Oh, please…Morgan, stop…”

“Wait right here.” She ran into the back and returned a moment later. She was wearing her Apple watch. and holding her cell phone.

She pressed buttons on her watch, and nothing happened. But as soon as she started playing with her cell phone I felt a series of mini orgasms start up. I twitched and writhed on the floor. Finally, she stopped, and I looked up at her. I was drained, torn apart, hardly able to think, a puddle of mess ready to be flushed down the nearest toilet, and she said, “Five G, baby! Five G!”

And that was the start.

If she used the TV remote I had an orgasm. If she made toast I orgasmed. If she even used the remote for the garage door I was reduced to a screaming puddle of writhing orgasms.

And she thought it was funny.

“Oh, come on!” She laughed at one point. I was on the floor, my hips pumping my little drop of sperm out, my head blanking out with the unwanted and frustrating pleasure. “Grow a pair! Learn how to resist all those urges!” She had bought a ‘Clapper,’ one of those things you clap your hands and the lights go on, and she was delighting in the fact that every time she clapped her hands I had an orgasm.

I was crying now, and begging, but, well, she wouldn’t put up with my selfishness and kept clapping.

The next day we went to the doctor. Not because she took pity on me, but because we had a scheduled appointment. It was time for us to evaluate the electronic cummer in my butt, and the state of my weenie.

And riding in the car reduced me to a frothy mess. The car is all electronic, and if she put her foot on the gas the intensity of my orgasm picked up. If she turned on the turn signals my little, limp weenie would pump out droplets of fluid with each click of the turn signal mechanism.

“You really need to control yourself,” Morgan stated as she drove, as I shivered and quaked and tried to remain aware.

We stopped at the doctor’s office and she had to help me out of the car. I staggered across the parking lot as if drunk, but I was only cummed out and in heels.

I sat down in the waiting room and Morgan smiled at me and held the fob in her hand. She turned it over and made as if to press the button and giggled.

Oh, god.

Then we were called and went back to the Doctor’s office.

“Good morning, Morgan! How are you?”

She didn’t even greet me, and I staggered to a chair and collapsed.

“So,” Doctor Hotchkiss asked, as she sat down in here swivel, “How are things going?”

“Oh, wonderful. Mind you, Cal is still selfish, but at least now he’s helping around the house. A little bit.”

Crap! I had kept the house cleaned, painted it, and reshingled it. And that was a little bit?

“Wonderful. Well, if things are going so well then I’d like to see you back her in—“

“Wait!” I summoned up the strength to speak, and both ladies stared at me.

“Speak only when you’re spoken to, dear,” my wife advised me.

Doc Hotchkiss turned back to continue her appointment scheduling, but I managed to blurt, even a little bit louder…”Wait!”

They both turned to me.

Morgan sighed.

Dr. Hotchkiss looked peeved. “Well, what is it?”

“I want this thing out of my butt…and I want my dick back.”

There was a moment of surprise. Then the Doc turned to Morgan. “I thought he knew…”

“I meant to tell him, but I’ve been so busy.”

“Oh, you poor dear. Well, you can tell him now.”

“Tell me what?” I stared at the two women.

“When you got that injection of Leuprolide, that made your dick soft and amenable…”

“Yeah?”

“We decided to forgo the short term injection. We knew you’d want this, so Dr. Hotchiss injected you with the permanent solution.”

“What? Wait! What?”

The Doc cleared her throat. “It was the logical thing to do. Penises can be so problematic if not dealt with, and you do have the orgasm stimulator implanted in you. We really thought—”

“My dick isn’t coming back?”

They were silent.

“I’m not going to get anymore erections?”

They looked at each other, then Morgan said, “Well I can give you cums any time I want…and I’m getting all the orgasms I want…what would you need a dick for?”

“What would…I don’t…” I focused on the doctor. She was medical person. Maybe she would understand. “But the thing in me, the orgasm thing, it’s not working right!”

“Of course it’s working right! It’s got a guarantee!”

“But I have an orgasm if anything gets turned on! the microwave, the toaster, even the damned garage door opener! The garage door goes up and my little pee pee starts spewing drops of cum all over the place!

“Well, that’s not right. Let me look at your files.”

We sat there and the Doctor opened a file and perused it. I kept looking at Morgan, who just shrugged her shoulders, and the look in her eyes…I knew she wanted to just tell me not to be so selfish.

“Umm hmmm, yes. I see.” Hotchkiss looked up at me. “Well, unfortunately, you got the standard model, not the deluxe.”

“But I just want to stop having orgasms!”

“Unfortunately, there’s nothing I can do.”

“What?”

“Your device is covered by warrantee, but only for six months, and the warrantee was up four days ago. Now if you had only gotten the deluxe model,” she shrugged her shoulders.

“But…you can just take it out!”

“Unfortunately, the insurance companies are no longer covering this type of operation.”

“What…but…you can’t…”

“Besides, we’ve always got this,” Morgan held up the fob.

“But…I don’t want…” I turned to her. “Give it to me!”

“What? No!” she spoke adamantly.

“I want that fob! Now give it to me!”

I moved towards her, reached for the fob, and I would have had it, too, except…PRESS.


EPILOGUE

I lived with Morgan for another three months, then I had had enough. I might be selfish, but I needed surcease from the endless string of orgasms she was giving me.

I needed to stop doing the dishes and the laundry. I needed to stop washing the car and doing the lawn.

And I needed to stop doing all this stuff in a dress, and female undergarments, and full make up.

I needed to cut my hair, wear pants, and be a man again.

But I had no man clothes anymore.

And Morgan had had me get permanent make up. My lips were tattooed red, my eyelids were forever smoky, my eyeliner was permanent.

And my body was reduced in size. Wearing tummy shapers and corsets, and being forced to eat nothing but salads, I had lost weight.

And, she had actually had me get fake boobs. Implants. I had a world class set of double D knockers.

But I had had all I could take.

One morning I awoke and got dressed, and walked out the door. Down the street and into the city.

These days I walk the streets. My clothes are shabby, but nobody would mistake me for a man. I beg on the street corners and buy my clothes at the Goodwill. I wear make up all the time because I don’t want to look like half a man.

And if a car passes I shudder and quake, and my eyeballs roll back up in my sockets.

If somebody is playing a game on their cell phone, looking for Pokémon, or even just blocking a call from a spammer, my knees knock, my boobs shiver, and I have to grab something so I don’t fall down from the force of the orgasm.

I dream of a life where I can control my orgasms, and I walk through the city, alone and hopeless.

Once I was a man…then I met a woman, and now my dick gets smaller and smaller.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

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.
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Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘She Made Her Man into a Woman!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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