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PART ONE

Roger kept the big, huge grin off his face as he drove home. This was going to be the coolest thing he had ever done. Man, when this happened, it was going to be better than sex.

And it should be, for it was going to be nothing more than super cool enhanced sex.

He was on the freeway, his exit coming up soon, and he looked down at the little bottle on the passenger seat. Man, that had cost him a chunk of change, but it was going to be worth it. The pills inside were brand new, not even tested, but the fellow Roger got them from said he knew they worked, so…man, this was going to be great.

He slowed down for the exit and the pill bottle rolled across the seat.

He came to a light and had to wait, so he picked up the bottle and read the ingredients again.

Metoclopramide and domperidone. Two chemicals used to induce lactation in women. But these weren’t your common, every day household drugs. These were super enhanced. Instead of taking 3 to 6 months to work, they were guaranteed to work in one week. And they didn’t just make the boobs lactate…they caused a growth spurt so there would be extra milk!

Roger slapped the wheel and chuckled. The light turned and he followed cars through the intersection. A few blocks later he was turning into his neighborhood.

So, finally his wife would have big boobs. He had been after her for years to get implants, but she wasn’t interested. Which was odd because she was a PA, a Physician’s Assistant. She knew all the tricks, could get the surgery done for extra cheap, and yet she didn’t want bigger breasts.

“What’s wrong with these?” Amy would smile at Roger and hold up her boobs. And they were okay, but she was a slender girl and her boobs weren’t all that big. Maybe 34 C. Roger wanted her to have double Ds. Or Fs. Or, God, wouldn’t it be great if he could make her expand to Gs? or even Hs?

And the little bottle of pills rolling on the passenger seat would do it.

All he had to do was sneak a pill into her wine and, voila, instant boob!

Well, not quite instant, but a week or two would do it, so it might just as well be instant.

And she would even start lactating! That was a real bonus! He had always been a boob man, and now, to be able to help his wife be the woman he always wanted…it was a dream come true.

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

Roger and Amy lived at the end of the street in a split level. It was a nice house with a big backyard and a swimming pool. He pulled into the driveway, tucked the bottle of pills in his pocket and got out.

“Honey! I’m home!” He entered the kitchen and opened a high cupboard and slid the pills back so she wouldn’t see them.

“Back here!”

Roger went through the house and came out on the patio. There were a dozen women sitting n the patio.

“Hi, honey. This is LSS Women’s club. We’re having a little meeting.”

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Roger grinned and gave a wave. The ladies all gave him the once over, and they smiled and greeted him.

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

He shrugged it off and said, “Go ahead, I’ll be in my office. Nice meeting everybody.”

A minute later he was sitting in his office pursuing his favorite sport: boobs.

He called up site after site and clicked on categories like ‘Big boobs, Lactating breasts, Megatits,’ and so on.

His desk faced the door so he could close all the windows with the click of a button if anybody came in.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and enjoyed the feeling of his cock throbbing as he checked out Ava and Julia and Lisa. Then he looked for Trueblonde. she had been around for years, but had the best lactation videos in the world.

And, over all was the nervous anticipation of knowing that he was going to help his wife have boobs like the girls on the net.

He thought about the pills in the cupboard and he felt downright giddy.

He imagined his wife suddenly growing bigger boobs. She would need new bras, and new clothes. And then to produce milk on top of that…heavenly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of soft voices and the shuffle of shoes and the click of heels. Sounded like the LSS whatever club was ending their meeting.

He closed the tit windows and pulled up some spreadsheets. He took another gulp of whiskey and smiled.

Oh, baby. You are going to be so proud when your big, old boobies come in.

The front door closed and he heard the click, click of his wife’s heels in the hall. She entered the room. “Hey, Roger,” she came around the corner of his desk and gave him a big smackeroo of a kiss. Then she looked at the screen, saw the spreadsheets and gave him a smile, “Always working. You’re such a good boy.”

“Well, got to keep the money coming in.”

She tilted her head and studied him. “You have got a smile on your face.”

“I do?”

She laughed. “You look like the cat that ate all the canaries. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing,” he lied. “I’m just having a really great time. You know, it’s like the world is just going the way I want it to.”

“Well, that’s wonderful!” She sat on his lap and kissed him some more. She could feel his dick poking up under her. “Uh oh. Somebody has a problem.”

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

“Well, I don’t know. I’m a little scared that that big cock of yours is going to do bad things to my delicate, little pussy.

He laughed. “And I’m looking forward to it.”

“So how about I mix us a drink and we toast our good health and see what happens?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

He stood up, lifted her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a ferocious display of monkey love.

He walked her out to the den and tossed her on the couch. “Wait here, babe-a-roonie. “You want a little whiskey tonight?”

“Sure.”

Roger went into the kitchen and got out a pair of glasses. He put ice cubes in them. Cold would help dull any taste of the pills, although there wasn’t supposed to be any taste.

He poured a third of a glass of bourbon for Amy, and half a glass of bourbon for himself. He paused and listened for the sound of Amy’s footsteps. Nothing, so he grabbed the pills, opened the bottle and shook out one. He put the pills back and grabbed a spoon out of the drawer. He crushed the pill thoroughly. Made it into a powder, then put it into her glass. He added Coke, looked at it, sniffed it, and was pleased.

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

They sat on the couch and sipped, and he watched the elixir pass her sexy, red lips and slide down her throat. They talked, and she did most of the talking. He was feeling so incredibly nervous. His wife was going to have big ‘uns. She was going to produce milk. She was going to have the most perfect boobs in the world.

And they were going to be everything he had ever dreamed about.

He smiled, controlled his nervousness, and sipped his drink.

Roger owned his own real estate business. He had a staff of 20 and it had made him an easy million the previous year. His agents all made a 100K on the average, and he made about 50K for each one. It was a good business, and he liked it. He especially liked that it gave him lots of time off.

The next day he told his staff that he had some important dealings to take care, and that they should be more self sufficient. In other words, do your work and don’t bug me.

The reason he did this was so he could spend more time at home.

The first couple of days nothing happened. He worked at the realty and took long lunches with Amy, but that was about it.

On the third day, which happened to be a Wednesday, she called and said she didn’t want to go out for lunch, she wan’t feeling well.

“What’s wrong, babe?”

“Nothing. I just feel sort of…squirmy. And my upper body feels a little sore.”

Roger exulted. Upper body. Which more than likely meant boobs. The pill was working. “Well, take it easy. I’ll come home early and make you some chicken noodle soup.”

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

Roger hung up and was so elated he actually jumped up and clicked his heels. His secretary looked at him, but he just grinned at her.

He came home at three in the afternoon. Almost four hours earlier than usual.

Amy was sleeping. He peeked into the bedroom and listened to her soft breathing, her light snores, and grinned.

He tip toed out and headed for the computer. He spent a couple of hours tracking down boobs on the net. He salivated over Plenty Uptop, and he chuckled at Claudia Marie. He sighed. So much boob, so little time.

He heard Amy stirring, so he closed the windows that were open to boobs and pulled up his spreadsheet. Then he headed down the hallway.

Amy was laying in bed, her eyes open, and she focused on him. “I don’t feel so good,” she whispered.

He came in and sat next to her and rubbed her shoulder. “What’s going on?”

“My chest hurts and my throat is sore. My head feels all logy. I’ve se[t a; day and I just want to keep sleeping.”

He moved his hands over her flesh, wishing he could see under the covers, and said, “You don’t think it’s COVID, or that monkey pox thing, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t feel like anything…the symptoms…they don’t match any illness I’ve ever heard of.”

“Let me go make some chicken noodle soup. How about some Ginger ale, too?”

“Oh, thank you.”

Roger headed for the kitchen. He heated up a can of Campbells and poured a glass of ginger ale, then hurried back.

No hurry, she was asleep again.

He put the soup and soft drink on the side table and top toed out of the room.

Roger slept on the couch in the den. He was close to her, but didn’t want to disturb her. He woke up at seven and stretched, then went into the bedroom.

Amy was sleeping.

He wanted to turn her over, rip the covers off of her.

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

He called into the office and said he would be taking a couple of days off, and he had already warned them, so he didn’t anticipate any problems.

He tooled around the house all morning. He cut the front lawn, read a bit of Realtor Magazine.

He spent an hour on the computer. With Amy temporarily out of commission he was getting horny, so he played with himself and thought about jacking off.

Somehow, it seemed a bit bit sleazy, what with Amy passed out and in the middle of a pubertic growth spurt.

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

Amy woke up and came down the hallway. She looked into the computer room and said, “Hi, honey.” Her eyes were red and she looked a bit pale. Her hair was all over the place. She was carrying the cold soup and flat ginger ale.

Roger entered the kitchen as she emptied the bowl and the glass. “I’m sorry. I went to sleep.”

“That’s okay, honey. You’ve just got some bug and you’ll get over it.”

“I’ve gotta call in. Could you fix me some more soup? And ginger ale? I promise I’ll eat.”

“No problem.”

She headed for her cell phone, which was in the den, and Roger fixed her lunch. He added a slice of cantelope and sliced open a croissant and added thick slices of butter. He walked into the den and Amy had passed out.

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

He put her legs up and froze. Her gown was open and he could see her tits. Were they bigger? They looked bigger.

He turned his head this way and that, compared in his mind. Wanted to touch and feel, but—

“What are you looking at?”

He physically jerked in surprise. “Oh, nothing. Here’s your lunch.”

She was dazed and didn’t pursue the matter. She swung her feet back to the floor and dug in.

For a sick person she had a big appetite. She sucked the soup down like she was a sponge. She drank the ginger ale and ate the cantelope, and when she looked at Roger he just smiled. “Good appetite. I’ll get you some more.”

He brought her more soup. She was done with the croissant and looking out the window. And she was rubbing her chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he put the bowl and glass and a plate with more croissants on the coffee table in front of her.

“I am. I just…my breasts hurt. And I think they’re swollen. this is the weirdest flu I’ve ever had.”

“But it’s not COVID?”

“No. I feel dazed and confused, and sore, but I don’t have any of the symptoms. I’m so tired, though.

Of course you are, he thought. Your body is growing.

She ate the food, didn’t leave any, then just smiled at him and lay down on her side on the couch.

Now her boob was plainly visible. He took out a blanket and placed it over her, and got a good look at her tit.

It was bigger. It had to be. He smiled and tucked her in, and she smiled at him and closed her eyes.

Amy woke for dinner. Again, she was a little dazed, but she had an enormous appetite. Other symptoms, such as headaches, upset stomach, and so on, were absent. She did keep rubbing her chest, however, and she remarked on how sore her nipples were.

“God, it’s just like puberty in a way.”

She wasn’t wearing a bra and she refused to put one on. Her breasts hurt too much. All of which tended to obscure the fact. that they were noticeably larger.

Noticeable to Roger. To Amy they were just sagging unduly, and since she usually wore a bra this was understandable.

She stayed awake for a couple of hours and they cuddled on a couch and watched the news.

She kept yawning, and Roger had to withhold himself from feeling her tits. Now that it was happening, now that she was getting bigger boobs he wanted to touch them, handle them, kiss them.

By eight o’clock she was dozing. Roger picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She partially awoke and smiled. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for taking care of me.”

The irony of that remark passed right over Roger’s head. But right about then anything and everything was passing him by. He was just obsessed with her growing breasts. He wanted to just sit down and stare at them. It would have been about as exciting as watching paint dry, but to him that was the whole thing.

She awoke the next morning at six o’clock, and now she noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. How could she not? They had gone from a C to a D in less than two days.

She frowned and hefted them. “Are my boobs getting bigger?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

Roger was quick to answer, “They’re just a little swollen. Nothing to be worried about.

He fed her, and kept feeding her. She ate a half a dozen eggs, four pancakes, and half a package of bacon. She ingested a half a pitcher of OJ.

Roger marveled. How could such a slender body hold that much?

When he walked her into the TV room he could feel her body heat. She was burning up. She was so hot that any perspiration would evaporate.

Yet she was happy. It was like the hormones that were raging through her body were acting like dope, but in a good way. She was sort of loosy goosy, lazy and dopey, and just feeling good.

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

“I’m going to be bigger than Dolly Parton if this keeps up.”

Roger got an instant boner from that remark, and he wanted to make love in the worst way.

But he had to wait. She was so sleepy he knew she might go to sleep while he was screwing her.

The day passed, and Amy slept for two hour blocks, and ate like a pig, a pig with big tits, when she was awake.

Roger had to run to the grocery store and pick up more groceries. Lots more. Amy was eating them out of house and home.

A WEEK PASSED.

And on the seventh day the major changes had happened and Amy started to come to herself.

She awoke, it was a Monday and she realized: “Lord, I’ve been sleeping a lot.”

Roger smiled. “Some kind of weird sickness. You said you just wanted to sleep it off so I didn’t bother calling a doctor.”

“I’m a PA, and maybe I shouldn’t have been diagnosing myself.”

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

She was laying in bed, blinking a lot, yawning, too. But the yawning was more of the coming awake variety, not going to sleep.

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

“You needed nourishment to fight off whatever bug you had.”

“You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”

Roger grinned.

Amy started to sit up and stopped. She frowned, and looked at her breasts. “What?”

She sat up the rest of the way and looked down at her girls. They were big. Real big. It was like she had gone to bed with C cups and woken up with H cups. Triple H cups.

They were huge, swelling out and dropping out of sight.

“What the fuck?”

Roger played his part perfectly. “Oh, my gosh! What happened?”

“My boobs…” she put her hands under them and lifted them. She studied them, felt thebig,  stiff nipples, and looked at Roger.

“Did you notice…”

“Honey! They’re so big! I was so concerned for you, and you slept most of the time anyway…how did this happen?” He was having a hard time not showing his glee. He actually bit his tongue to keep himself from smiling.

Amy struggled out of bed. She had to hold her boobs with her hands when she walked to the mirror.

“But how could this…they aren’t this big…what…”

Roger was right with her. “Did you take anything when you were at the hospital? Breasts don’t just grow like this…” His eyes were bright and he was giddy. His dick was pulsing and throbbing and pushing out against his pants.

He tried to control his dick, but that was impossible.

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

“Gosh, yes.” He was worried, he didn’t want any medical person examining her. He was worried about the drugs still being in her system.

Holding her breasts with crossed forearms Amy walked out of the room. She found her phone and sat down at the breakfast table. She placed her boobs on the table and dialed the phone.

Henry Pilkins showed up a half hour later. He was her doctor and didn’t usually make house calls, but this sounded very strange. Amy had grown big breasts? That was something for the medical journals, though he initially doubted her words. After all…things like this didn’t happen. It was probably just a little swelling.

Roger opened the door for Henry and the doctor entered the house. He was a well built man with even features and wavy hair.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

Henry carried his satchel down the hall and knocked on the side of the door. “Amy?”

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

Henry peered, and…gasped. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t professional. I need some light.”

Roger had followed him and he flicked the light switch next to the door.

Henry stared in shock.

Amy was holding her tits with her hands and pointing them at him. Her boobs were as big as footballs, big fat, footballs. The nipples were as big as his thumbs. Her face was distraught and tears were leaking from her eyes.

Henry pulled her vanity chair over in front of her and started asking her questions. He took her temperature, her blood pressure, and listened to her body with his stethoscope. In between him listening to her heart  and looking in her eyes and ears she answered his questions.

“I fell sick a week ago. I slept a lot, then I ate a lot, but it’s all sort of hazy. I was really out of it.”

Henry done with the initial examination began to feel her breasts. He felt for lumps, or any oddities.

Roger stared from the door. He envied Henry being able to feel his wife’s breasts so freely. He wanted this medical charade to be over so he could take her to bed. He had wrapped an Ace bandage around his cock and looped between his legs and up to the back of his belt. He had the belt tightened an extra notch and his shirt hung down to cover the sag of his belt in the back. Nobody was going to notice how hard this made him.

The doctor didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary, and he finally took his hands off Amy’s boobs.

Roger sighed.

“We need to do some tests. When can you come to the hospital?”

“Right now.”

Roger linked. He didn’t want her to leave. He wanted to screw her. He wanted to convince her that big boobs were the blessing he knew they were, but…he had to stop this.

“Are you sure you should be moving around in your condition?”

“Honey. I know you’re concerned, but the hospital can give me tests and diagnose me. We can find out what happened. Don’t you want to find out?”

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

The doctor took out his cell phone and made a call. “This is Dr. Henry Pilkins. I’d like an ambulance for transport at 4325 Parkinson Lane.”

He finished talking, smiled at Amy, then began making calls to the hospital. He wanted everything ready when Amy got there. She was one of their own, after all.

Roger listened in dismay. He turned to Amy. “Are you sure? I mean, I can care for you right here.”

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. You’ve been so good to me, but I have to do this. What if this is just the beginning of a serious condition?”

“I know…it’s just that…”

She patted his hand, then she leaned forward, and her monster boobs fell forth. “Ow!” She grimaced and put her arms under her boobs. “I just wanted a hug.”

Roger leaned forward quickly. He wanted a hug, too. A long one that led to multiple bouts of sex.

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” he asked, holding on to her, feeling her big breasts squashing against his chest.

“For everything. I can’t figure out what happened, but it’s not your fault, and now you get saddled with this…this…situation.”

“Hey, baby. We’re in this together. You know that.”

She cried and held to him, pressing her breasts ever harder, exciting him ever more, and said, “I don’t deserve you!”

The Doctor came back in the room. “The ambulance will be here in fifteen minutes. I told them no siren, and we’ll try to make this as easy as we can.

Amy let go of Roger and moved back. Roger cursed the doctor, he had been about to feel her boobs.

“Okay, let’s talk about some of the procedures we’re going to do.

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

She looked up in shock. “I’m lactating!”

But Roger had already seen that. He could see the little white dots on her nipples. Then the dots grew bigger, into beads, drops, and suddenly a spray of milk, just a little line of white, spurted from her right boob. Within a minute the left one was squirting.

Within five minutes she was gushing, holding a towel under her tits and crying.

A WEEK PASSED.

Amy suffered every conceivable medical test in the world. She was poked and prodded and turned on her belly and poked and prodded again. They took what seemed like gallons of blood out of her. She was hooked to machines, nurses came in constantly, and it seemed like every doctor and nurse in the hospital wanted to come by and commiserate.

Roger sat in a chair by her side the whole time.

He watched as the nurses filled bottle after bottle with her breast milk. It was a never ending gusher. Old Faithful, but on a larger scale.

Inside, he was pissed. They should have been home, with him balls deep in his now super endowed wife. Instead, he had to sit there and listen to the medical drivel as the idiots put forth theories and talked about arcane medications.

Hell. He knew what had happened. Of course, he couldn’t tell them. But…damn! He was horny!

So he sat in his little chair, slept in it, and his dick kept trying to rise up and be heard.

Huh! No chance of that!

He watched as the bottles were filled and taken away. To be disposed of. Wasted. Why didn’t they hand him a bottle? He’d show them what to do with fresh milk.

“Amy, all tests are negative.” Doctor Pilkins stood at the end of her bed, chart in hand and two interns at his elbows.

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

Roger sat up, hoping that she was going to be released.

“All we know is that for some reason you have high levels of estrogen, very high levels. It’s almost like you’ve been taking lactation drugs, and these caused growth and lactation.

Amy was feeling a bit emotional. She sniffed. “I’m a freak.”

“Nonsense, honey! you’re just well endowed.”

“Well, I might be, but, Henry, I need a consult. I’m going to want a breast reduction. And I need to dry up all this stupid milk.”

Roger felt panicky inside. Damn! He had just gotten her these big bazoombas and she was planning to get rid of them?

Henry pursed his lips, frowned. “Well, we can do that. We’ve got medicine that will stop your lactation, but I don’t want to do anything for a month or two. I know it will be difficult, but we need to make sure your body has stopped changing.”

Amy nodded. “That’s okay. I’ll just stay home and Roger can take care of me.”

Roger nodded, concealed his happiness at something finally working out his way.

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was hurting. His dick was tired of being tied down, and he wasn’t getting any sex.

Amy just wasn’t interested.

Amy just laid in bed, or watched TV, and sulked.

She was pleasant enough, she didn’t take her condition out on Roger. But she didn’t have any interest in sex.

But, time passes, and it was obvious that Roger was hurting.

“Honey, I know I haven’t been very forthcoming in the sex department, and I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Roger lied. “You’ve got bigger things to worry a—sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.

Amy giggled. After weeks of sadness and despair and feeling that her own body had betrayed her, she needed a chuckle. “That’s okay. But it’s about time we talked about your needs.”

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

She laughed. “Tell me about it. You’ve always been a horn dog.”

She looked down at her boobs. She was wearing a super-szed bra. It had flaps so she could drain her milk whenever she wanted.

She hadn’t been pumping her milk, and that was causing the flow to go down.

Which was killing Roger. He wanted to suck. He wanted to taste some of that delicious nectar.

But this was his lucky day.

She looked up at him. “If you don’t mind the milky mess maybe we could do a little in and out right now?” She smiled.

In truth, she was feeling like an ugly cow, and she desperately wanted to be held and appreciated. Those hugs with Roger weren’t enough. She needed some pokey poke.

Roger grinned to bust his jaw. His eyes lit up like a little boy’s at Christmas. “Well, I guess we could…”

She laughed at the eager expression on his face. “Oh, my little horn dog. Come here.”

Roger crawled onto the bed. His cock was pulsing, and he felt her boobs. “Can I?”

“Of course, honey. What’s mine is yours.”

He kissed her boobs. He looked up. “Can I…would you mind…”

“You want to suck some milk?”

She felt a little strange, but…this was her Roger. He loved her. He helped her. And it was only milk.

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

She liked his mouth on her, so hot, and it did help to drain the milk from her boobs. She moaned and held his head. The sensation of being suckled…she had never imagined. Her pussy started to heat up.

Roger squeezed her tits and moved his mouth back and forth between them. He sucked her milk like it was a milkshake. It was delicious, heady, and he couldn’t wait to put his penis in her. He moved one hand down to her vagina and began stroking the labia.

“Oh, Roger! I needed this…but I think I’m going to cum too soon!”

Roger redoubled his efforts. She didn’t usually cum fast, so he wanted her really primed when he put his peeny in her.

Suddenly he felt a wave of golden happiness wash over him. It felt so good, and it lasted for about thirty seconds, then he was done.

Meanwhile, his hand was working over time. He wasn’t going to be able to play the piano after this, but he couldn’t before, and who the fuck cared? He was about to get into his wife’s juicy pussy. While he sucked on her massive milk producing jugs. He had never been happier!

Or more turned on!

Amy was grunting now, and her hips were humping his fingers. He had two fingers inside her and was reaming her, penetrating her, and her hips began to lurch.

Quickly, Roger undid his pants and pulled out…it was soft!

“What the fuck?”

Amy opened her eyes, stared through her haze of lust…”Fuck me. Please, Roger…”

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

“But…it…it…” he looked down, into his pants, and saw a huge puddle of cum.

He had gotten so excited the cum had just leaked out of his dick!

No big O! No unbelievable, mind blowing, golden orgasm. He was done.

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

“Then use your fingers, but for goodness sake…do me!”

Stunned, his mind a blathering mess, Roger moved his fingers back to her vagina. He had never felt her so wet, and he inserted his fingers and began finger banging her.

It didn’t take long, Amy suddenly thrust her hips into the air, they spasmed, then she closed her hips, his hand trapped in her pussy. She rolled on her side, and he had to move with her. She kept jerking and jerking, and it was obvious that this was the biggest orgasm she had ever had in her life.


PART TWO

Poor Roger, Amy thought. Yet the thought made her giggle. It was so ironic. He had blown his load without the big eruption. No orgasm for him. And he wanted his orgasms so badly.

She was wearing a super duty, industrial strength bra. By the end of the day her back would be hurting, but that was okay. She had the morning to clean the house and do chores, and a couple of months from now she would be rid of the ghastly mountains on her chest.

She puttered through the kitchen, wiping down surfaces, working, and feeling more human than she had for weeks.

She moved a chair over to the fridge and climbed up and started wiping dust off the top. She was still wondering why her breasts had suddenly decided to start growing. Puberty was long past, so…why?

Her hair was dropping down in front of her eyes as she scrubbed a spot, and when she moved her head to get the hair out of her eyes she caught sight of a bit of white. It was in an upper cupboard, one of the ones she couldn’t reach. The door was slightly ajar and…what the heck was it?

She climbed off the chair and moved it to the other side of the fridge. She climbed up on the chair, then knelt on the counter and opened the cupboard all the way.

There was nothing. Then she felt behind the bar between the two doors and…a small bottle of pills fell over. It rolled off the shelf and she managed to catch it with one hand.

She got back on the floor and looked at the bottle. There was no label, and…she got the scary feeling that Roger was taking drugs.

But…no. He didn’t display any of the signs. He was of an even temperament, his eyes were always normal. So what could these pills be?”

She opened the top and looked inside. Pills. Could be anything. No distinguishing marks. just…pills.

She held them over the counter and emptied the bottle. A little piece of paper fell out.

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

So they were for Roger. But…what was the meaning…why…?

Roger was gone to work, so she couldn’t ask him. Besides, there was a bit of drawback to asking him. If he was addicted to something she wanted to know before she confronted him.

She got dressed, wore a coat that would hide her breasts a bit, and headed across town.

As a PA she knew, and had access to, all sorts of labs. She pulled up in front of a nondescript brick building. This wasn’t one of the big ones, but she knew the fellow inside, and he was the best.

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

It had been a strange week. Amy felt guilty about not asking Roger about the pills. They had always been honest with each other, and to have a secret like this…

Still, she managed to keep the secret, guilt or not, and she was anxiously awaiting the results of her lab man’s investigation.

She was sitting on a lounge chair in the backyard, sipping wine, and thinking.

Roger was at work, and they still hadn’t made love. Not because of any lack of desire, but because Amy had her period. Getting over the big sickness had been followed by a whammer slammer of a menstrual bleed.

And, she hated to admit it, but she felt so weird withholding from Roger about the pills, and making love with that kind of a secret was really holding her sex drive down.

So she was horny, and Roger hadn’t had sex since the great ‘leak’ his pecker had done, and—

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

“Hi, Mrs. Wells. This is Barry from Genius Labs. We’ve finished our examination of those pills you brought in. Can you tell me where you got them?”

“They’re not illegal drugs, are they? Like cocaine or something?”

“No. No. They’re not anything like that.”

“What are they?”

“Tell the truth, I’ve never seen anything like them. They are a curious blend of two main chemicals, metoclopramide and domperidone.”

Amy’s mind clicked. Her mouth started to open in shock. She was a PA and knew a lot about drugs.

On the phone Barry was still talking. “These chemicals are used to increase lactation. There are some additives, and—“

“What do they do if a woman takes them?”

“The additives enhance the procedure, or maybe I should say growth. If a human being takes them they will result in that person lactating. A lot. And there may be some breast growth, too.”

Barry said more, and Amy listened in a far off sort of way, but she knew. All the pieces clicked in her mind.

Roger wanted her to have bigger breasts. She thought he had given up on that idea, he hadn’t mentioned anything about it for a while, but now she knew he hadn’t given up.

Little things about his manner, his behavior. Watching over her. Things he said. The way he looked at her.

The way he almost attacked her boobs the previous week, asking to suck them, with the desperation of a man who ran out of water in the desert.

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

Somebody had prepared those pills for Roger. And that meant that Roger had ordered those pills, and he had given her one, or more. Roger was why her breasts suddenly tripled in size.

Roger.

Women are considered the more vicious of the species. Hidden under the pink froth and dolls and polite ways, women could lay waste to the world.

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

She had. been betrayed. He had made decisions for her body without talking to her. He had risked her life for his own horniness.

Amy went to the phone and picked it up. She tapped a number.

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger came home early on a Friday. He was tired of work, and he was getting a little impatient. Except for that one failed attempt at lovemaking he hadn’t been getting any. And this in spite of the fact that Amy had the biggest, most beautiful tits in the world. Smokin’ hot tits, and he wanted them.

Heck, her milk was starting to dry up, and he was afraid her boobs were going to shrink.

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

“Hello?” he called when he walked into the house.

“Back here!”

He frowned. ‘Back here.’ It seemed like she was even a little cold to him the past week. After all he had done for her, taking care of her while her boobs grew, and seeing that her boobs grew in the first place. Well, he was going to have to have—

Roger stopped. There were a dozen ladies on the patio, sitting in a big circle. One of those stupid LSS women’s clubs things. He put on a smile.

“Hi, ladies.”

“Roger?” Amy was sitting at the far end of the circle of women. “Could you come here?” She was wearing a dress, and her boobs were positively enormous. For once it looked like she was showcasing them, instead of hiding them.

Puzzled, Roger walked amongst the ladies. He felt a little weird, vulnerable, as it were, but he approached his wife.

“Yeah, honey?”

She put a flat sort of smile on her face and held out her hand. In the palm was…the bottle of pills.

Panic ran through him, but he stifled it. “What’s that?”

“I think you know.”

“Well, I don’t.” He frowned, showing his displeasure.

“They were in the cupboards, and they are a designer drug. They increase breast size and cause lactation.”

Roger tried to ignore the eyes staring at him. He kept his attention on Amy.

“Increase breast…and lactation? They must have been what caused your…situation. But how could you have taken them? Did you want to take them?”

His excuse was well thought out, his defense a form of accusation.

Amy ignored his excellent script and said, “Roger, you betrayed me. You gave me a drug that caused me discomfort, maimed my normal shape, and put my life at risk. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“Hey! You’re not putting this on me! I didn’t do anything. If you decided you wanted big boobs and then changed your mind I can’t help it.”

The ladies sitting in a circle were leaning forward, almost predatorily. Amongst them were blondes and brunettes, redheads. All color of eyes. Different hair styles. But their eyes, the look in their eyes…that was the same. They accused.

He stepped back. “What is this? What are you trying to pull?”

“Admit it, Roger. Admit it and I will let you live. I will even let you live here.”

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

“Your fingerprints were on the bottle. It won’t take much to find the person who made these. Admit it, Roger.”

Roger was caught, and he knew the jig was up. So…why not. “Of course I gave you a pill. You needed one. You weren’t even a woman with your flat chest. I needed to bring you around to yourself.”

There, let them smoke on that. He turned and started to walk back into the house.

PHHHT!

“Ow!” Roger felt a pain in his right buttock. He spun and put a hand down there. A dart! He had a fucking dart in his ass!”

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

“What did you…what did…” Roger slowly crumpled. When he fell one of the ladies put her shiny, black high heel out and his cheek landed on it.

Roger smiled. He was having a pleasant dream. Something with big boobs in it, but he wasn’t sure…he just—

He blinked his eyes open.

He was in his bedroom. Naked. He groaned and tried to sit up. He was so tired. And his chest hurt. Hurt bad. He rubbed his chest and his hand just rubbing over his nipples felt like somebody was trying to gouge them out with a knife.

He managed to sit up.

“Hello, Roger.” He turned his face to the right. His bleary, red-eyed face. A woman was sitting next to the head of the bed. She was a chunky matron type. Hair starting to grey, a little short, fierce green eyes staring at him.

“Who are you?” he stumbled over the words.

“My name is Matthilda. I had heard that the Ladies’ Sissy Society was administering punishment and I came to town to oversee that punishment.”

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

“Tell me, Roger, if a person does something bad, should he get away with it? Maybe a pat on the shoulder and a ‘Gee, that’s okay.’ Should that happen?”

“I don’t understand?”

“I don’t suppose you would. so let me ask you this: Do you think the punishment should fit the crime?”

“I suppose.” He lurched to his feet. The bathroom was across the room. He needed to pee.

So if a person hits somebody they should be hit in the same fashion.”

He looked at her blearily as he crossed the room. He knew he was naked, but he was also dazed, and things like nudity seemed pretty small potatoes. they had done something to him.

“I suppose.” He yawned, stood in front of the toilet for a second, then gave up. He was too out of balance. He turned and sat down on the toilet. His dick hung between his legs, and it seemed awfully small.

Matthilda followed him, leaned against the door jamb. “And if somebody steals from you then you should take their money away. Let him know how it feels to be violated.”

Roger frowned. Yawned. There seemed to be layers to whatever this bitch was talking about.

“And if somebody murders somebody then society should level punishment by murdering him.”

Roger was wasted. He was swaying on the toilet seat. He heard his piss tinkling in the bowl, and he said, “Lady, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“Roger. What you have done is being done to you.”

“What are you talking about?” But he was falling. He hit the wall and slid down. He heard Matthilda calling for help, then he was back in his dream world, dreaming of big, mountainous boobs. Voluptuous volcano boobs that, when they erupted, erupted thick, sludgy milk. And the milk flowed over him, and he drank, and it was like drinking hundreds of milkshakes at the same time.

Roger awoke, and he was hungry. And his nipples felt like somebody was sticking pins into them. And his chest hurt.

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

His chest was swollen, and memories came to him. This is what had happened to Amy. This was what she had felt.

But why hadn’t she liked it? A woman was supposed to like big, healthy jugs! What was wrong with his wife?

He rolled over, and it felt like his chest shifted after him. He felt again, and realized he had mounds on his chest. Not big mounds, but…tits.

He opened his eyes.

A young girl was sitting in the vanity chair to one side, watching him.

“Who are you?”

The young girl lifted a little walkie talkie thing and spoke into it. “He’s awake.”

“What’s going on?”

He felt so slow in his thinking. If somebody had asked him what two and two was he would have taken a year to answer, and probably would have given the wrong answer.

Amy entered the room. Matthilda, he remembered her talking about crime and punishment or something, was right behind him. “Hello, Roger. Are you hungry?”

“I…what is happening?”

“We gave you the pills. Would you like something to eat?”

He felt the pain in his belly. He was empty. “Yeah.”

Matthilda was watching from the door and she turned and yelled down the hallway. “Yes!”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

The girl in the chair stood up and moved to the side. Amy sat down and said, “Why did you do it to me?”

“Because big boobs are beautiful, and every woman needs them.”

“In your mind, maybe. But in my mind I liked myself just the way I was.”

“But women aren’t really women unless they have big boobs.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“That’s a fact! Everything in society supports me! You look at advertisements. Movies. Clothes. A woman isn’t a real woman unless she has big, old honkers.

There was a sound from the doorway, it sounded suspiciously like a snort, then Matthilda cleared her throat. “Excuse me.”

Roger looked back at his wife. “I want you to let me go.”

“You’re free to go.You might even make it out of the house before you fall asleep. Remember, Roger, I’ve been through this. I know how you feel.”

Matthilda stepped to the side and another woman, this one a blonde with a happy smile, brought a tray in.

Roger began eating. He was thinking. He had to get away, but to get way he needed strength. There was no way he would let these biddies do this to him.

But, in spite of these thoughts, he fell asleep with a forkful of eggs laying in his mouth.

Amy gently took the fork out and placed it on the tray. She picked up the tray and walked towards the door. Matthilda put her hand on Amy’s arm. “Are you okay?”

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

“Now that justice is being served, real justice, without male judges and a rigged patriarchal system…I’m okay. But if I hadn’t agreed to this…if I had just sat there and taken it…I wouldn’t be okay.

Matthilda nodded. “Are you going to keep him?”

Amy sighed heavily. “I don’t know. At first you couldn’t have made me keep him. But now…now that he’s learning…I mean, when we get through with him he’s got nobody else. And I do love him. Well, maybe it’s ‘loved,’ but…I don’t know.”

“Take your time. Think it through. If you decide not to keep him we can take him, but we’d rather not. He’s not really deserving, you know.”

“I know. And it galls, but maybe it’s my duty to make sure he is deserving.”

Matthilda patted Amy’s cheek and motioned with movement of her head that she should pass.

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

Roger awoke periodically. The first couple of times he was dazed and confused, after that he was just sort of loosy goosy happy.

And he was hungry. He had a fever, his body was burning up, but it wasn’t a fever of being sick. It was the fever of his body rebuilding.

He would eat, sometimes a lot, laze around, and pass out for a while.

He was not surprised or shocked, because he had seen Amy go through this same scenario.

When he finally came out of it he was surprised at the mountains on his chest. He went out to the patio and sat for hours and examined himself.

At one point Amy came out, handed him a drink, and sat with him.

“How you doing, Roger?”

“As well as a guy with tits can, I guess.”

She nodded. I should probably let you know that I sold your business.”

He looked at her. I’ve signed your name so many times…you can take me to court, but…” she shrugged.

“Also, I took everything out of our account and put it all in my account.

“What about the house and cars?”

“The house is under both names. If you want your half we can sell and split. You can have your choice of cars.”

The breath went out of him. He was like a blimp deflating. Everything just seemed to keep going…going…but she wasn’t done.

“If you decide you want to stay in the house there are a couple of conditions.”

He looked at her bleakly.

“First, everything goes under my name. Except one car. You can leave whenever you want.

“Second, you will not live like a man anymore.”

“What does that mean?”

She leaned forward. “It means that you’ve got tits. Your body is sort of slender. You tried to make me ‘more woman, so I’m just returning the favor. I’m going to make you a woman, more and more.”

“But what if I don’t want to be a woman?”

“I didn’t want to be a freak, but you decided for me. Now I’m deciding for you.”

Again, a long and soulful sigh, and then Roger said something that Amy didn’t expect.

“I love you.”

She stared at him. For the past month she had hated him so much, and now she had had her revenge, and now…he said that. It jerked some strings deep inside her and she found herself giving an involuntary gasp.

A WEEK PASSED.

What Amy had neglected to tell Roger was who she had sold the business to. He was surprised to find out that she had merely sold it to herself.

He wondered about the laws. And he wondered whether he could sue her and win alimony, or half of the property back.             

In spite of the fact that when you sue somebody nobody wins but the lawyer, he thought about it. Then discarded the thought.

Living day to day with a pair of big balloons on his chest was changing him.              Amy left him alone for the most part. she went to work and managed his company. She did well, but she wasn’t all that happy.

After all that had happened, to have him profess his love for her had messed with her head. She went to work just to have something to do. But there was a hollow place inside her.

She missed being a wife, having a husband, being part of a team. And deep inside she knew that having a company wasn’t much in the way of a substitute.

Roger started doing housework for the simple reason that he had nothing else to do. The ladies of the Ladies’ Sissy Society had gone home, the house was dirty, and he would finally just do the dishes. Do the laundry. Do whatever needed doing.

It was the only way to keep his mind off his situation.

As the weeks passed he began to enjoy the feel of his breasts. They became a part of him, and he liked how they swayed when he turned, how they jiggled if he walked too fast.

One day he opened his underwear drawer and found that his underwear had ben replaced. He was already wearing a bra, a good, sturdy bra, all the time. So wearing panties were no big deal.

One day found a bottle of Nair on the sink in his bathroom.

His bathroom. He no longer slept in the big bedroom, but down the hall.

He picked up the bottle of Nair and considered it, then used it.

It was a strange feeling to be hairless. One would think that hair is like like antennae, feeling things. But his skin felt a lot more without hair. As if the hair had been holding sensations away from his skin.

One day he found a pair of nylons and some high heels on his bed.

He tried them on and was amazed. He immediately fell in love with being higher and having sexy stems.

Of course he was clumsy, but as he watched Amy walk in the heels he figured out things. Place the feet on a line, let the heel click, let the hips move.

And different parts of apparel showed up over time. A night robe, a tummy shaper. A chemise.

He liked sleeping in his chemise. And he liked that his hair was getting longer and longer. He began his first attempts at styling.

Amy smiled at his efforts, and she offered some advice, and even showed him how to use curlers.

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

“Go to work,” she mused, her mind trying to figure out new dynamics. “Why?”

“I like real estate. I know real estate. I can make you money.”

Amy thought about it.

Having him in the office. As a female he might not be so bad. And if he got out of control she. could always fire him. Hmmm.

She called him into the den one night and explained what he would have to do to be accepted as a realtor. She finished her demands and explanations with the advice, “You can always go to work for somebody else, but you’re still going to have to learn make up, and you’re going to have to get rid of your residual maleness and embrace your true femininity.”

“But…I have to do it your way? Isn’t there any other way? Isn’t my attitude sufficiently…female?”

“Clothes don’t make the female, Roger. Only having a pussy and using it make a female.”

Okay, she was exaggerating a bit, but it suited her purposes.

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

On a Friday she came home from work early. She had stopped off and bought a few things, and now she brought them back to the back bedroom.

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

He knew what was going to happen. He had accepted it. He was cultivating a more submissive frame of mind.

He walked into the room and waited.

Amy laid out clothes on the bed, make up at her vanity, and turned to him.

“Let’s get you sexy.”

Roger showered and used shampoo and conditioner. She helped him style his hair, putting him in larger curlers.

Fresh washed and smelling good, Roger put on the panties and the bra. They were much sexier than anything he had, and they felt wonderful against his sensitive skin.

Amy watched him, pursed her lips, and asked, “You don’t get erections any more.”

“No.”

“Probably the result of too much estrogen in your system.”

“Probably,” he agreed. He didn’t seem to have any emotion about that.

He put on nylons, pulled a skin tight dress over his frame. It was black and gold and went down to his knees. It was hard to walk in the tight dress, but then he wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

He slipped into the shiny, black heels. His red painted toes were visible through the open toed front of the shoes.

He was getting adept at doing his nails, and Amy had even let him do hers. Now he was wearing half inch long ovals. Quite sexy.

She began painting his face by first cleansing it. All trace of dirt left, and she primed him.

Amy was good, and she applied foundation, blush, and did his eyes.

He was quite aware that she was working right next to his eyes with a sharpened pencil.

She painted his lips a bright red, to match his nails, then she took the curls out of his hair and he was almost done.

“Ow!” he said as she pierced first one ear, then the other. She hung silver danglies from the lobes. A string of tiny circles, ovals and squares.

He looked at himself in the mirror and gasped. This was the first time he had ever seen himself as completely en femme, and he was stunned.

He looked like a woman. Not a man, not even a mannish woman. He had never had large hands, and he tried to control his gulping so nobody would notice his Adam’s apple.

“Okay, honey,” it was the first time she had called him that since she had found out about the pills, “Up on the bed while I get ready.”

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

She put on a strap on, then snapped a big dick onto it.

He had felt the nervous sensation of butterflies in his belly for the last hour, now it felt like the butterflies were bats, and they were going crazy.

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

“So when I give you an order at the office I want you to remember who’s in charge.”

She moved up behind him and started putting lube on his ass.

“I will,” he gulped, giving a little shiver.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t then I’m going to be fucking you again and again until you do remember.”

She put lube on her cock, then moved up and touched it to his asshole.

“Honey, I expect you to make me lots of money. And I expect you to keep the house clean and cook meals. Do you understand?”

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

She went with him, driving her penis deep inside him.

He lay there and felt her sawing in and out of him. And…it was wonderful. The feel of her fucking him, the way she reached around him and grabbed his tits. She knew the women’s perspective, and she knew what a woman wanted.

He began groaning, and he pushed back up on his hands and knees and began moving his ass back towards her.

She smiled and tilted her hips and cork screwed him. She was feeling very sexually satisfied by this, and that was something she hadn’t expected. She thought she was going to have to do this and feel apart from it, but this feeling of power that was overwhelming her, it was very like sex. She even felt that, with a little practice, she might be able to orgasm.

Roger felt the big penis rubbing against his walls. He could feel the the veins twirling against his rim, making him hornier and hornier.

Suddenly he grunted, and froze, and a vast orgasm shook him. He began to shiver, and again he collapsed, and he experienced his first anal orgasm.

Amy was stunned. She had read of prostate orgasms, but to actually have her husband experience one…it made her think.

He didn’t need his dick. She could make sure his estrogen levels were always high, and his dick could be limp.

But…what about her? Was using a dildo on him enough for her?

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was doing well at work. He was also having fun with the secretarial side of his duties. As a boss he had understood them, but he he had never taken the joy in them that he was taking now.

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

Amy, on the other hand, enjoyed talking with the male sales people. She had a lot more in common with them than with secretaries.

That night they came home. They drove separate cars, but they pulled in about the same time.

Amy went in to look at spread sheets. Roger broke out the vacuum  and the duster and went to work.

Roger fixed dinner and they sat and ate in a companionable silence.

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

“You can sleep in the big room again. If you want.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The truth was he was spending so much time in there now…he was asking for sex almost every night.

“But you’d better keep your regular room, too.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” she frowned. Studied him. “I know your dick doesn’t work, and I know you prefer anal sex. Unfortunately that doesn’t meet my demands.”

“I can use the dildo on you.”

“And you will. But there will be times when I want a real penis. There will be times when I want a real man to make me feel like a real woman.”

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “But don’t worry, honey. I’ll still always love you.”

Roger stopped sniffling and gave a troubled smile, and he said the thing that all well trained men must say. “Yes, dear.”

END
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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

‘Too Big for Her Bra!’

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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