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PART ONE

“Ah, come on. I’m married.”

“I don’t care, Peter. I’ve wanted you from day one. I’ve wanted to suck your balls and play with your cock…most of all, I want you in me.”

The woman speaking to me was Lisa Harding. She had a reputation for fucking husbands, and getting them in trouble, and now she was working on me.

“Now come on, you semen factory, and be a man!” She had me backed up against a wall in a closet. I didn’t mean to be in the closet, but when I reached in to grab my wife’s coat she pushed me in, and now she had her lips pressed to mine and her hand was in my pants.

Gigi, my wife, was in the car waiting for me. Well, actually she was passed out in the car waiting for me. She’d had too much to drink, I had put her in the car and she had started snoring right away. I had returned to the party to grab her coat and purse.

Now, the problem was that I had had too much to drink. I was sort of wondering how I was going to drive myself home, and then this happened.

“Come on, slick, slide the dick. Give it to me quick.

Lisa was a knock out. She had the tightest body I had ever seen. She had the lushest melons, and her lips were always red and juicy. It was her eyes that did it, though. They were green and…knowing. They looked at you and you knew she was going to fuck you. She just had this way of undressing a man with her eyes.

“Fuck!” I mumbled against her mouth, giving in to my urges, to the boner being pulled by her hand.

“Yeah, baby,” she pulled my head down to her breasts. She was wearing a low cut dress and her big boobs flopped out. I nuzzled into them and lifter her dress. In a second I had her dress up to her waist and she was shimmying out of her panties.

A second after that I lifted her and slid her down my meat.

“Oh,” she moaned, biting my shoulder.

She reached bottom, was impaled, and I pushed her through the rack of coats and up against the closet wall.

She held on and I thrust my weight against her, drove my spike into her.

“Fuck! I knew you were big, but this…this is ridiculous!”

To my drink addled brain this was a huge turn on. I couldn’t stop. I began bouncing her off the wall, each slam of her back against the wall driving me deeper into her.

I could feel her arching, trying to fight back, but now that she had me…I was doing the fucking.

“Fu…fu…fu…” Her head hit a shelf and she groaned, then giggled. She liked it rough.

“I think I’m going to pop,” she muttered.

I didn’t talk, my dick just started spasming and I shot my load into her.

She could feel my liquid in her and she groaned. She bit me again. She clawed my back.

Then I was done. Mr. Happy became Mr. Droopy, and I flopped out of her.

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

“Oh, God,” I moaned, suddenly aware of what I had done.

“You didn’t get me off!”

“Heysoos, I just cheated on Gigi!”

“Who cares about that?” she snapped. “I want to have an orgasm!”

“I can’t believe you made me cheat on my wife!”

“You can’t…I didn’t make you do anything!”

“You did…you—“

The closet door suddenly opened and light flooded in. Oh fuck. It was Sherry Johnson, and behind her, Milly Wayson. The two biggest gabs in town. And they were friends with my wife. And I was standing there with my shirt half off, bite marks on my neck and shoulders, my dick hanging out and covered with slime. And if that wasn’t the worst, behind me, yet in full view, Lisa had her dress up around her waist and was wiping my sperm out of her pussy!

They stood there. Shocked. Yet, in their eyes, was ‘victory.’ They had another juicy tidbit of gossip to throw around the town.

“Oh, shit,” I said.

I pulled up my pants, tucked my dick in, grabbed Gigi’s coat and purse, and walked out of the closet. Past Sherry and Milly. Buckling my belt. Ignoring the stares of a score of people that were staring at the closet, wondering what the hub bub was all about.

Across the room. My face burning. Out the door.

In the car Gigi was sitting, awake—oh, FUCK!—and smiling.

I put her coat and purse in the back and got into the driver’s seat.

Gigi snuggled up against me. “I guess I had too much to drink,” she murmured against me.

Then she looked at me. “I’m sorry, I got my lipstick all over you.”

She touched my mouth, and I realized Lisa had smeared it pretty effectively with her bright, red lips, and Gigi thought she had done it!

Then she just put her head against my shoulder and dozed.

I drove home carefully. I had just cheated on my wife, who I loved dearly. I didn’t want a ticket on top of that.

I rolled into the driveway, Lisa stirred, and I helped her into the bedroom.

She was tipsy on her feet, and she had her arm around me, and she kept looking at me.

“Oh, I scratched you. I’m sorry.”

She thought she had been the one to make love to me, to bite me and bruise me and…fuck me.

But she hadn’t, and I was chewed up by guilt.

I undressed her and put her in bed. I stared down at her. She was smart, funny, had a great body, and she treated me like a king. And I had betrayed her.

Oh, fuck.

I pulled the covers over her and then attended to my ‘wounds.’

I had scratches on my back, hickies on my neck. And, of course, lipstick smeared all over my face.

Heysoos, Lisa had really done a job on me. How was I going to hide all this mess from Gigi?

I took a shower, washed myself off, put peroxide on the scratches, and went to bed. All night long I kept waking up and feeling guilty. And I had dreams. Crazy dreams, of me running somewhere, trying to get away, not even sure what was chasing me.

“Good morning, honey!” Gigi rolled over and kissed me. On the mouth, soundly, and I was totally pushed back into my guilt.

She climbed on top of me and began grinding on me, pressing her pussy against my cock. My limp, used up cock. Used up on somebody else.

“God, I’m horny! Isn’t it funny? We fuck last night and I’m even hornier today. Isn’t that great?”

My cock wasn’t growing, so she slithered down and sucked on me. Her mouth was like velvet, her tongue washed my pole, focusing on the soft underbelly.

Just because I was limp didn’t mean I didn’t have nerves, and sensations, and desire.

But my penis was used up.

“Hey, baby? Come on?” She was back to grinding on me.

“I’m…”

“I know we fucked, I remember leaving my lipstick on you, and it looks like a I scratched you a good one, but you didn’t cum because I don’t have any mess in my vagina. So get it up!”

“Uh, honey…”

“Oh, I know the trouble. Do you have a hangover?”

“Baby, I…”

“You do. You poor boy, and here I am bouncing around on you. It must be hurting so bad.”

She climbed off me, kissed my cheek, and said, “I’ll go get you breakfast, and some hair of the dog. We’ll fix you up.” She pulled on a negligee, which just made her sexier, emphasized her globes, her body quite visible through the sheer material. Then she flounced out of the room.

Oh, God! I covered my eyes with my forearm and moaned. I had cheated on my wife, and she was treating me like I was royalty.

I was royalty, all right. I was a royal son of a bitch.

I climbed out of bed. A little hung over, but not much, mostly just guilty. I took a long shower, normally a fun experience, but  now just one more dirge on a day of funerals.

I pulled on a bathrobe and walked out to the kitchen. I was going to have to tell Gigi what I had done. I couldn’t live with the guilt, and I had to come clean. There was no way I could carry this guilt into my marriage.,

Breakfast was on the table. Sausage, eggs, waffles. And a glass of v-8 with some extra muscle added. Hair of the dog. Good for what ails me. But there was nothing that was good for the guilt that was ailing me.

I sat down, picked up a fork, put it down. Took a big gulp of the V-8 with what tasted like bourbon added to it.

I put it down and looked at my wife.

“Honey, I hate to eat and run, but I have to go see the girls this morning. We’re having a hen party.”

“But…I have something I need to discuss with you.”

She bent on the way by and kissed me thoroughly. Then she trotted back towards the bedroom.

“We can talk later,” she threw over her shoulder. “Right now I have a hen party to go to.”

I ate slowly, and I felt strength come back into me, but my mental state was absolutely shattered. Done, I pushed the plate back and stood up. I had to talk to Gigi.

I walked back towards the bedroom and she passed me in the living room. And groped me. I groaned as she gave me a loving squeeze. “I’ll be back by lunch.” She looked down at Mr. Droopy. “You talk to this young fellow and try to get a rise out of him, okay?” She giggled, shook my limp penis, then headed for the door.

“Gigi?”

She had one hand on the knob and turned back to me.

“Who’s going to be at this hen party?”

Oh, the usual. Rhonda, Jackie, Milly, Sherry. I think Lisa, too. Got to go, hon, see you soon!”

She was out the door.

I was left standing in the living room, my mouth open, my brain dazed.

Milly and Sherry. And Lisa. Oh, fuck.

And it sounded like that old Wizard of Oz song…’Lions and tigers and bears, oh my.’ Except it was ‘Milly and Sherry and Lisa, oh fuck!’

She returned at ten o’clock. Didn’t even make it to lunch. When she walked in the door I knew she knew. Her face was a stone. Her eyes were emotionless. Her heart, I knew was exploding. With hurt, with rage, with all the emotions of a scorned woman. A woman I loved, and who loved me…but how does a relationship survive something like this?

She walked past me, into the bedroom.

“Honey…”

She pulled her suitcase out of the closet and began putting underwear in it, then clothes.

“Honey, I tried to tell you.”

“Not hard enough,” she whispered.

“I was drunk, she pushed me into the closet—“

“And you pushed your dick into her.”

“But I didn’t mean to! I was drunk and things got out of hand and…”

“Goodbye, Peter.” She picked up her make up kit and rolled her suitcase into the hallway and headed for the front door.

“Please, Gigi, give me a chance! It’ll never happen again. I’ll never drink again. I’ll do anything.”

“Don’t get in touch with me.” She slammed the door.

I ran to the door and jerked it open.

She rolled her suitcase to her car and threw it into the backseat. She tossed her make up kit in after it.

“Baby, I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do anything. Just give me a chance!”

She was in the car, started it up, began to back up.

I walked with the car, hands on the window, talking through the glass at her.

“Don’t leave me! We can work this out! you can’t—“ then she was gone. Her car dwindling down the street, then turning a corner.

I stood there, a forlorn man in a bathrobe. My life destroyed.

“Peter? Are you all right?”

It was Mrs. Deacons, from down the street.

“Yeah, sorry.” I suddenly realized my robe was open and my dick was hanging out. I looked around. A half a dozen people had come out to stare. I pulled my robe shut and walked back into the house.

She had gone to her mother’s house. I knew that. She knew that I knew, but she had told me not to get in touch with her. I would, of course. I couldn’t not get in touch with her. But I was also smart enough to realize that I had to give her a day. Let her get over her hurt and anger.

I also knew that her mother. might be on my side. Jasmine was a raunchy, old broad who loved to talk dirty and grope people. She had even groped me a couple of times. When I had gotten upset she had just laughed and told me to grow up.

What would her advice to Gigi be? “Grow up? Get over it?” Of course, there was always a chance she would tell her to leave me. To throw me out like the remains of a turkey dinner.

But I didn’t think so. I think she liked me, and I think she thought I was good for Gigi.

But I wouldn’t be able to find out until the next day. I had to let Gigi cry, come to grips with it, and then…maybe then we could talk.

One thing was certain, whatever it took, I wanted my wife back.

I spent the rest of the day feeling miserable. I did a couple of chores, nothing heavy because I was pretty distracted, but I had to do something.

In the evening I fixed a TV dinner, had a beer, then threw the beer away and had a bourbon and Coke. Then I stared at the TV for a few hours.

Thinking about how I had ruined my marriage. Plotting scenarios where I could win my wife’s hand back. I actually cried.

I went to bed about midnight. Because I had been drinking, I went to sleep fairly fast. But my sleep was VERY disturbed. I dreamed of Gigi chasing me with a butcher’s knife. She was wearing a negligee, and her breasts were bouncing. I was naked, running down the street, and she was screaming that she was going to chop it off. ‘It’ being Mr. Happy.

I ran, my dick hard and my balls flapping, and suddenly I heard another voice. I looked behind and saw that Lisa was with Gigi. They both had big knives and were screaming about how they were going to dismember me. Lisa was wearing a negligee, too.

I ran harder, and heard two more voices. I glanced over my shoulder, Milly and Sherry in negligees! Waving butcher knives!

More and more women joined the pursuit, and my dick started to get longer! It grew and grew, until I was almost stepping on it.

I picked up the thing, coiled over my shoulder and kept running, but my dick kept getting bigger, and more and more women were chasing me, and—

KNOCK KNOCK! “PETER! ARE YOU BACK THERE!?”

I jerked upright. Oh, my God! It was Jasmine!

“I’m coming!” I pulled on my robe and ran out to the living room.

Jasmine was standing in the living room, and Gigi was with her.

Jasmine was slightly chunky, but with big boobs. She had thick, luscious hair, probably from her heritage in ‘the old country,’ which was Romania, and humor in her eyes.

Always humor. You could chop off her leg and she would start laughing. That was just the kind of person she was.

In that moment she still had humor in her eyes, but there was also determination, and she was holding Gigi by the hand.

Gigi had the glummest look on her face. Her eyes were lowered and her brows knit, and she was obviously unhappy.

Jasmine laughed. “You see? He glad to see you!”

She was looking at my crotch, and I looked down, and I realized that I was hard and pointing straight at her.

“Oh, shit. “I’m sorry. I’ll be—“

Jasmine reached out and grabbed my cock. Oh, fuck! She had me! Firm grip! Couldn’t run away.

“Okay. I like you better this way. Sit down.”

She pulled me by the cock and maneuvered me to the couch, then she pushed me back. I sat down, and was sort of in shock. I mean, it’s not every day your mother-in-law throws you around by the dick.

“You sit there,” she pushed Gigi into a chair facing the couch.

She sat down next to me and placed a hand on my knee. “You sit, you stay, you fix.”

Jasmine had a slight accent. Well, not so much of an accent as a missed word here or there.

“Mother, I—“

Then Jasmine leaned forward and looked at Gigi. She didn’t say anything, she didn’t threaten, she just looked, and even though I wasn’t on the end of that look, I could feel a grimness that was…well, it was almost frightening.

I mean, I had heard Gigi talk about her mother giving somebody the ‘evil eye,’ but I had never imagined she was serious, or that a simple look could have that much power.

Gigi sat back down.

My mouth opened a little, then I shut it.

Jasmine turned to me. “You go fuck somebody, right?”

I nodded. “I got drunk, Lisa attacked me, and I gave in. I’m sorry and—“

“You no be sorry.” She shut me right up. She looked at Gigi. “Why you mad?”

Gigi opened her mouth to speak, and I could tell she was going to really let loose. She was going to chew me a new one, but Jasmine raised one hand, which forestalled Gigi’s mouth, and said, “You speak polite. Everybody be polite we get along better. Yes?”

Gigi looked very unhappy. Her mouth worked, she gulped, but she kept it together.

“He fucked a friend of mine. He cheated. He betrayed me. I can’t…” she stopped talking. Jasmine was actually laughing. “Mother?” In a small whisper.

“You never drink too much and be stupid? Eh? You never think spread your legs for somebody else?”

“But I didn’t do anything!”

“You chicken.”

I gawped. Gigi’s mouth opened.

“Mother!” shocked.

Jasmine was grinning. Her teeth were very slightly crooked, a little old, and she chuckled and chortled. She reached out and took Gigi’s hand and patted it. “People ‘fraid of sex. You ‘fraid.”

“I’m not…”

Gigi raised her hand and shook her head. She looked at me. “People live long. Parents live long. Earth, sky, everything been around long time. Whole world fucking whole time. Animals all fuck. People all fuck. And you fuck last night but a second. It happened. It gone. You love Gigi?”

“With all my heart.”

She looked at her daughter. She laughed, mirthlessly, wheezing, and said, “Go on, tell me you no love him.”

“I…I…”

“So he make mistake. You throw life away for one second?”

“I…” then Gigi was silent.

I knew enough to keep my mouth shut. Adjustments were being made here.

Jasmine reached up to her neck and loosened a leather string. She took a leather pouch off the string and opened it. She emptied the pouch in her hand.

There was a red pill…and a blue pill.

Immediately I thought of the matrix. If I took the blue pill I would wake up and everything would be fine. If I took the red pill I would see a world beyond my wildest imagination.

“Oh, mother! Not your gypsy voodoo stuff!”

“You got somting better?”

Gigi was silent.

Jasmine turned to me. “You take red.” She turned to Jasmine. “You take blue.”

“Mother!”

“You take or else. You leave him you don’t have children, I don’t have grandchildren.” She turned to me and patted my cheek. “You stupid, but you good. This fix.”

“I really want to fix this.” I popped the red pill in my mouth. Sure, it was all BS. Maybe I’d get high, we’d get high, then Gigi and I could screw and get over everything.

“I’m not taking this stupid pill.”

Jasmine looked at her daughter, and I felt it again. I felt a look that would shrivel raw pork chops. Gigi actually shrunk in on herself.

I glanced at a mirror and happened to get a small glimpse of Jasmine’s eyes. Lord, it frightened me. They were black and shiny and focused and I could feel their intensity.

“Oh…” then Gigi put the blue pill in her mouth and swallowed.

So, according to the Matrix, I took the red pill, I would wake up in a fantasy land beyond belief. But Gigi would wake up and be in the same old same old world, with a cheating husband.

Huh. This thing didn’t make sense to me.

Jasmine stood up, she lifted me up, glanced at my penis, and chuckled. “You good boy.” Then she hugged me. She walked towards the door.

“Mother! You’re not going to leave me here with him.” She spat out the ‘him’ like it was acid.

Jasmine just laughed. “Go head. Be angry. Tomorrow come and you find out.” Then she opened the door and left.

Gigi and I looked at each other. I opened my mouth to say I was sorry, but she spoke first. “I sleep in the bedroom. You sleep out here.”

“But, honey, can’t we talk?”

“Mother may have weird ideas, but I don’t. I’ll call the lawyer first thing in the morning.

And that was it. She wouldn’t talk to me. If I entered a room she left. And when she went to bed she closed the door. Hard.

As for me…I was just broken. Period.


PART TWO

I opened my eyes and knew that something was different. Long blonde hair in my eyes was the first clue. And I thought: Gigi forgave me!

But she hadn’t. So in spite of the sudden jump of my heart, and I went right back down to misery and despair.

Then I felt a weight on my chest. Like something was hanging off my chest. I was sleeping on my side, and what the…I reached up…my hand felt different. It was smaller, and…the tips…the…

“AIIII!” I felt breasts! I had tits! OMG!

I sat up and looked down, my wife’s big tits hung off my chest. I had suckled them enough, fondled them enough, that I would know them anywhere. I placed my hand under one, and drew in my breath in a loud gasp. My hands were…her hands! I had her hands! I had small, slender hands tipped by red fingernails!

For a moment I sort of lost it. I heard myself stuttering, blubbering, trying to make sound. A high pitched sound, like my wife’s voice was high pitched.

I turned my head and looked in the mirror. My wife was in bed. No, that was me in my wife’s body!

Then I heard a yell.

“Nooo! What the…what…”

I jumped out of bed and nearly fell over. I had never walked with a pair of ten pound weights attached to my chest. I grabbed the bed post and held on as I circled the bed and headed for the door.

I staggered like a drunk. The feet were so small, heck, my whole body was small! And all that weight up top was near to tipping me over.

I entered the hall and ran down to…my room? The room where I went to sleep last night? Then I had woken up in my own bedroom, which is where Gigi had gone to sleep.

I entered the room and stopped.

I was standing up, next to the bed. I mean…me. The male Peter. My real body.

“What…who…” the look in my eyes, the eyes I was looking at from my wife’s body, were totally panicked. I placed a hand on his…my…oh, hell, I don’t know what was touching whom or how…I placed my hand on the Peter body’s wrist and said, “Gigi?”

She stared at me. “You are…who…”

“It’s me. Peter.”

She hugged me, and suddenly I was in trouble.

As a woman Gigi was a lightweight, fell into my arms and I was careful not to crush her with too much muscle. But Gigi as me, the man, didn’t know her own strength. She gripped me and squeezed, and I felt like my back was going to break.

“Let…go…” My voice was a breathless squeak.

Gigi didn’t hear me. She just kept squeezing.

I couldn’t pound on her, my arms were trapped. So I did the only thing I could, I grabbed her, my, nuts and I squeezed.

My male body collapsed on the floor and grabbed her nuts.

Man, this was so confusing, I didn’t know whether I was male or female, whether I was Peter or Gigi.

Gigi looked up at me. “Ow…that hurt!”

I knelt, and my breasts hung down. “I’m sorry. You’re too strong. You were squeezing me so hard I thought I was going to break.”

I took her hand and helped her to her feet.

She was taller than me. He…oh, hell, Gigi was now taller than me, and wider. And I suddenly knew what it felt like to be the weaker sex. She could have picked me up and thrown me through a wall. I was suddenly glad I wasn’t a wife beater, or anything like that. I always tried to be gentle, and I hoped she would return the favor.

“Peter?” She was still holding her nuts. My nuts. “What happened?”

“I don’t know. I woke up like this…in your body.”

“But…how…” and her eyes widened. “We took those pills.”

I blinked and shook my head slowly. “No…no. That couldn’t…” I stopped talking.

“Mother is from the old country. She tells me stories. One story she used to tell me, when I was young, and I loved it, was when a man and a woman changed bodies.”

“She told that to you…as a kid?”

“I know. Parenting, right? But as a kid it didn’t alarm me, it was just a weird story, but now…” she held out her arms and looked at them. “Fuck. You have a lot of hair.”

I didn’t respond. I simply said. “Let’s go eat and talk.”

We sat at the kitchen table. Her in my clunky robe. Me in her negligee.

“Geez,” I said. “Your clothes sure are soft and sexy.”

“Yours are rough and ragged. How do you manage to wear these things?”

“Am I supposed to fix breakfast?” I asked.

She snickered, a good sign considering how shocked we were. “You’re the woman, and the woman fixes the breakfast.”

“Yeah, but these nails…”

“You’re lucky. Those are shorties. Wait till you get longies.”

“Wait a minute. You’re talking like…how long will we stay like this?”

“I don’t know. We’ll have to go ask mother.”

“I mean, I can’t stay like this…I have to—“

“Don’t like being a woman?” she sniped.

I stared at her.

“I’m not forgetting that you cheated on me.”

“Please, honey. We have larger problems than that.”

“Oh, so cheating is all right?” She leaned closer to me. “You know what? I’ve got the muscle now, and maybe I should use it.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that maybe a good spanking will set you right!”

“No,” I said, pushing my chair back and standing up. “I never hurt you.”

She stood up, “a little spanking isn’t going to hurt too much…unless I make it a big spanking!”

I tried to dart past her, but I was weaker and slower, and she had no trouble grabbing my wrist.

“Ow! You’re hurting me!”

She hooked her chair around with her foot, sat down, and pulled me over her lap.

“Oh, baby,” she laughed wickedly. “This is going to hurt you more than it does me.”

Then she brought her hand down on my rump.

Pain shocked through me. I arched up, my fanny was suddenly on fire.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! She brought her hand down viciously, and it was obvious she didn’t know her own strength, the strength of my body.

“So…you…like…cheating…” She slapped in time with her words.

“How… you…like…it…if…I…cheated…on…you!”

Tears poured out of my eyes. This weaker body seemed to feel pain a lot more than my male body, and I couldn’t control the physical response. Tears poured out of my eyes like water poured from a broken dam.

“I…am…so…angry…”

She went on and on, and finally I couldn’t do anything, I just collapsed, sobbing, hanging over her lap. And that’s when I felt it.

She was getting a boner.

“I…will…never…forgive…OH!”

She stopped spanking and shoved me off her lap. She looked down at the penis sticking out of the folds of my clunky robe. “Oh, shit!” She was breathing hard.

I was crushed. I lay in a clump on the floor, sobbing helplessly. I had never felt that helpless in my life.

She stood up, and her boner stood out. I was a big boy, and she was just starting to understand that.

She was also starting to understand what a man’s horniness is. That driving, pushing, compelling urge, led on by the rock hard penis, searching desperately for some place to put it.

I crawled a few feet, then managed to get to my feet. My whole body was shaking. She might be horny, but I was in pain. My ass felt like somebody had lit it on fire. I wanted absolutely nothing to do with sex.

“Oh, fuck!” She whispered, part awe, part fear, part sexual desperation. Then she looked at me. A sexy body shuffling away. And her dick led the way.

“Hey, wait a minute.”

I knew she had realized the solution for a hard dick. It was me. My soft thighs. My round globes.

I staggered a bit and walked down the hallway.

“Wait…this…”

I entered the bedroom and closed the door. I locked it. I went into the shower and sat down on the cold tiles. It was as far as I could get. I heard her knocking, and I just sobbed and sobbed. Huddled into a little cocoon. Shaking and shivering.

I’d been punched as a man, I had played football and even did a little boxing. But I had never been so thoroughly whipped and defeated in my life.

“Peter? Open this door!” The doorknob rattling, then the door shaking in its frame.

My legs were folded under me and my head was turned to the wall. I just sat there and wished I were dead. That a guy could make me feel this small, this helpless, this…worthless. It was terrible.

“If you don’t open this door I’m going to break in!”

I cried.

BANG! She kicked the door and, under the weight of my male foot it was like so much kindling.

I huddled in on myself, covered my face with my arms and sobbed harder. I felt fright. As a man I never felt fright. As a woman, in a weak body, I felt fear in every cell.

I heard her footsteps as she crossed the room. I heard her in the bathroom. She opened the shower door and looked down at me…and stopped.

I was terrified, crying, shaking, whimpering.

“Oh, shit.” Her voice, my male voice, was suddenly soft. Later, I would realize that she had just realized what she had done to me.

She came into the shower and knelt to me.

“Peter. Baby. I’m sorry.”

Sorry didn’t help my bruised ass, I merely shook harder with terror.

She put her arms around me, gently, and awkwardly made me stand up. She tried to hug me, but I was too terrified.

“Baby. I’m sorry. I didn’t understand…please…forgive me.”

I was unable to walk, actually too frightened to walk, and she picked me up. And this was weird. Her big body, her strength that was so frightening…could also be soothing.

I jerked and twitched a couple of times, trying to figure out how to get away, but then I found my arms around her neck, holding on, and I cried into her broad, massive chest.

She placed me on the bed.

“Honey, just stay here for a minute. I’ll get something to help you.”

She walked into the bathroom, fumbled around, trying to figure out how to use her big, strong hands for something delicate, like opening a simple bottle, then came back to the bed.

I was curled up, still crying, and I jerked away from her. She put a pill in my mouth.

It was Vicodin. We had some from an old prescription. Never took the stuff, but we had it.

I swallowed. In my mind, I had no choice. Gigi was the monster, and the monster had spoken.

“Okay, lie on your belly.” She helped me turn over, then she lifted my negligee. I felt a spurt of cold liquid on my cheeks, then her big hands began gently smoothing the cream over my rump and into my skin.

“Shhh, it’s okay. Please try to stop crying. I’ll never do that again.”

She rubbed and rubbed, and the pain began to go away.

And, for some reason, I burbled out, “I’m sorry.”

She had beaten me, but I was sorry, and I realized something profound, you can beat a person until they’re so broken they think it’s their own fault.

“Shh. Just relax. You’ll feel fine in a minute, and we can sort this all out.”

She rubbed my ass for about fifteen minutes, and the cool cream, massaged in by her strong hands, began to work. A few minutes after that the Vicodin bit.

Vicodin is a weird drug, it’s supposed to be a pain reliever, but it doesn’t do that at all. What it does do is make you so goofy you think the pain is funny, and it stops hurting.

A half hour later and I was hurting, but giggling.

Yes, giggling. Girls don’t laugh, they giggle. It must be a DNA thing, but I was giggling.

We went back to the kitchen and I sat down, on several cushion on a chair, and watched Gigi cook.

God, what a nice body she had. I had. Was ours. I, her, was six feet tall, 180 pounds, and ripped. I spent a lot of time at the gym, ran on the weekends, and just loved sports.

I think one of the reasons, so what if it’s a little shallow, that Gigi and I fit together is that we loved having sexy bodies.

“Okay, sausage and egg, and if you’re still hungry we can do a waffle.”

“Is that all?”

“I hate to say it, but when we get our bodies back I don’t want to be a big, fat pig.

I giggled. I could see myself eating 18 steaks, 43 potatoes, smothered in butter and sour cream, and drinking 10 cases of beer. “Serve you right.”

She nodded. “I know. What I did was unforgivable.”

I was silent for a second, the Vicodin was loosening my mouth. “So why did you?”

She hung her head. My head. “I think, if I’m being honest, I was still upset about you, uh…”

“Cheating.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you going to let me drink?” It was so weird, I was a woman, and suddenly I was relying on a man for…for some sort of direction, or stability, or something. I was also changing the subject about cheating. right about now I didn’t care about that sort of stuff.

“Alcohol is bad for you, you know I don’t drink it much, but a couple of whiskey’s won’t hurt you.”

“Huh. Lucky you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You can drink as much as you want.”

She thought about that, then smiled. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to get shit-faced.”

“It’s fun, but turn in your keys first.”

She nodded. “How’s your butt.”

“Feels like a big, red flower.”

She giggled, a female habit in a male body, and it sounded funny. I made up my mind to never giggle when I got my own body back.

Done eating, and feeling a little bit better, good, old Vicodin, I asked, “So what do we do now?”

She looked me right in the eye and said, “Fuck.”

I looked her right in the eye and said, “My ass is sore, and I don’t feel comfortable about letting you pork me.”

She asked: “Why?”

“First, because men don’t put things in their bodies like that…and I am still a man, sort of. When I’m not being you.”

“And second?”

“I…there’s a part of me that’s really upset and hurting. I mean, nobody has ever done what you did to me.”

She was silent at that one. Then she stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. She took down some bourbon, then opened the fridge and took out a couple of cans of Coke. she filled two glasses with ice and began pouring.

“I think we should just take the rules about drinking out. You want to get drunk, go ahead. I’m going to drink…but I’ll try and stay sober enough…I want to observe how much it takes to get me…you…giddy.”

I nodded.

So we sat and sipped a brunch. We actually didn’t talk much. We were lost in our own thoughts.

I was a woman. A sexy woman…with large boobs. I found myself looking down at them, watching them heave when I took a breath or sighed.

Gigi was having her own thoughts, but she was watching me watch my boobs go up and down. Then she was watching my boobs, and she started breathing heavier.

“Fuck,” she finally blurted. “Is it always like this?”

“What? My dick? Pretty much. Especially when I look at you…this body.”

“Wow. How do you stand it? It’s like a burning in your groin, demanding attention all the time. It’s hard to even think.

I giggled. “And now I’m being you, playing hard to get.”

She heaved a breath, then asked: “What do you do when I don’t…you know…want to do it?”

“Well, there’s always jacking off.”

“OMG! Can I?”

“No.”

She looked at me with big eyes.

“That’s what you’re always telling me. Don’t masturbate…that’s my sperm you’re carrying around.”

She squeezed her legs and pushed down on her groin. “God, if I had only known…maybe I wouldn’t have made you suffer.”

“And you did make me suffer.”

She looked about to say something, then backed off.

“Go ahead,” I said.

“Was I…am I a bitch? I mean a real bitch?”

I soughed. “Well, yes and no.”

“Please define.”

“There are times when you bitch, and you’ve got a reason. Maybe I’ve been thick-headed. I know I can be stubborn. But there are also times when you just…turn bitchy. No reason, and it’s mean, and I never know what to do about it.”

She looked sad at that.

“But, to be honest, it’s not juste you…it’s all women. They just have an extra chromosome, a ‘B’ chromosome, and they can’t help it.”

“So what do you do when I get that way?”

“Head for cover. Find an errand, go to the store, find something to do that will take me out of the line of fire.”

“Heysoos Xristo on a pogo stick with no spring.”

I shrugged. “Still, it’s not bad. The times when you’re sane more than make up for the other times. Heck, who knows, maybe I’ll flip out and you’ll see first hand.”

“I’d hate to,” she admitted.

I smiled.

She said, “Are you being bitchy by not wanting to make love to me?”

“No. I’m really scared. What you did…it messed my head up. It…betrayed me. I’m actually scared right now.”

Shewas silent for a moment, then, “Now I understand what women go through when they marry husbands who beat them.”

“Yeah.” I sipped a little more bourbon and Coke. The level of alcohol in the glass was sinking. I looked at it, realized that I was feeling a little loopy. And it wasn’t just the Vicodin. Man, liquor hit women harder.

“I know something that will help?”

“Help what?”

“Help you trust me.”

I tilted my head. “What?”

She smiled and stood up. She held out her hand. I hesitated, but forced myself to take it. She lead me back to the bedroom.

“Okay, girlfriend, you have the body, but you don’t really know how to use it.”

“I don’t?”

“Not even close. “Sit here.” She indicated her make up table.

Make up? Boy, that weirded me out. But…I did it. I sat down and looked at her. In the mirror I caught a glimpse of my own eyes, they were like a Bambi, not sure what to do, how to walk.

“We’re going to give you a girl’s day. It’s old hat for me, I throw my make up on while I’m driving. But you…you have never experienced the fun of transforming yourself.”

“Oh.”

She laughed. “Oh, you look so frightened…but in a good way. Believe me, girl, the world is about to open up for you.”

First, she took my nails off. They were a quarter inch past the ends of my fingers, but that wasn’t long enough for Gigi. She cleaned my nails, then gave me some long stilettos. They extended a half inch past my fingertips, and they were sharp, little daggers.

“Be careful when you wipe yourself,” Gigi chortled.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

Then, while I was staring at my fingertips, trying to figure things out, she went to work on my face.

She cleaned it, moistened it, and began applying creams and lotions. She explained about blending colors, creating shadows, and how to make things look dewy but sexy.

Dewy. What a weird word. Like fresh dew in the morning.

The funny thing, though, was that I actually started getting horny. But, man, was it different than getting horny as a man.

As a man I had a ‘horn factor indicator.’ The exact formula is:

the mass of the ass

plus the heat of the meat

equals the angle of the dangle.

Or:

MA squared

+Meat in Fahrenheit

= < Dangle

But as a woman there was no formula. It was just a surge of heat that started everywhere and nowhere. I felt a sudden flush in my face, and in my chest, and I wondered if my boobs were glowing.

The worst place, of course, was my groin. It felt not just hot, but…sticky.

Wet. Like I was dripping or something.

I looked up at Gigi. She was grinning.

“Oh, I can feel your heat, girlfriend. Just like your dick, but all over the place. And you want, but unlike a man you can control it. You can even turn it off.

“Wow. Is my face red?”

“Red like a fire engine, and you’re breathing harder. Looks like Peter likes girly make up.”

That sure shut me up…but it was true.

As a man I loved to see Gigi all made up, turned me on. But now, experiencing what she felt, it was…neat. Cool. Made me all flustered and excited.

“Want to fuck me, yet?”

I was having a hard time breathing. I shook my head. My body was shaking yes.

Gigi threw a leg over my lap, put her arms lightly on my shoulders and just stood there. Careful with her weight, staring into my eyes.

“What?” I almost gasped.

“I’m going to make you do something. I won’t try to fuck you. I know I have to earn that, but I’m going to make you kiss me.”

We stayed motionless. Me trapped by her legs, her hard on obvious, sticking out of her robe. It was like a big club staring at my belly.

But it was her eyes that were doing it.

When I was a man I loved looking at her eyes. They were blue, sometimes they would be a faded blue, and sometimes a hard blue. I guess it depended on the light.

She would be looking at me, my eyes, her eyes doing what she was doing, which I was smart enough to know would turn me on. To sit face to face, breathing each other’s air, it always works.

I stared at her eyes. My eyes. Dark brown, almost black in dim light.

“I’m like a puppy,” I observed. “My eyes are like a dog’s.”

“Shut up,” she whispered cheerfully, and she moved her face closer.

Two inches separated our lips.

I had never kissed a man before. Even if it was me, it was weird. It went against everything in my…in my societal, cultural upbringing.

Men don’t kiss men. But now I wasn’t a man. But I felt like some part of me, some unmade up part of me, was still a man.

She waited, a her mouth closed, but a quirky smile curving the corners of the mouth upwards.

I could feel her breath, ragged because she was horny. Wanting me because…because I wanted her.

I couldn’t help it. Eyes open, my face darted forward and pecked Gigi on the lips.

She smiled. “That was too small. Kiss me bigger. Kiss me like you mean it.”

I was near gasping for breath now, my chest was boiling and I could even feel my nipples hard as rocks.

She raised the back of her hand and gently rubbed it across one nipple.

“Oh!” I blurted.

She smiled.

I kissed her. Eyes closed, helpless under the warmth of my own body.

She kissed me back gently. Our lips slid over each other, fit together, and I felt the tip of her tongue pressing into my lips, between my lips.

Oh, God! It was heavenly. It was blessed. I felt like the heavens had opened up and beams of light were shining down on me.

She pulled back.

“Want to fuck me, yet?”

I couldn’t breath, but I still wasn’t ready. I shook my head.

“Touch my dick.”

I froze. I had never touched another man’s dick…but it was me. Mine. I had touched my own dick. I could do it again. In fact, it was easier than kissing. After all, I had never kissed myself, but I had certainly held my own dick enough.

Her dick had actually touched my belly, but now was a couple of inches back. I reached down, watched my red tipped fingers go around the thick shaft.

“Oh,” she sighed. “God…that feels so good!”

Braver, a kiss braver, I ran my finger up the shaft.

She jerked and tilted her head back.

I squeezed her dick and began to stroke it. Back and forth, my hands silky smooth on her penis.

She jerked her hips, then controlled herself.

Then, I couldn’t believe it, I kissed the head. Just a peck on the head, but…I had kissed a dick!

It wasn’t bad. I didn’t keel over and die. Nobody had to call an ambulance.

I looked up at her. She looked at me, her face was an open expression of pure lust. Oh, she wanted this.

I kissed it again, a second longer.

“Oh, please…please…” she moaned.

I opened my mouth and slid it over the head. I closed it. I felt the shiny texture. My tongue felt the slit.

Gigi’s knees buckled. She almost fell, but I put my hands under her chest and she managed not to.

I sucked, watching her with open eyes.

Her eyes were closed as pure pleasure engulfed her. She tried to move her hips forward, to fuck my mouth, but I held her cock now and wouldn’t let her.

She groaned, a guttural sound almost savage in its nature.

I took her balls in my hands and began squeezing them, one, then the other, her eyes opened and she looked down.

I’m going to cum.

I took my mouth off her.

“Oh, fuck! Why…why…”

“You’re not ready yet.”

“Are you kidding? I’m so horny…I need it….I—“

“This is what you do to me. This is what you get.”

She moaned in frustration. “God! I could kick me. I thought it was funny.”

“In a way it is, and after a while a guy grows to like it. There’s a wonderful feeling in being horny. But right now, with you…” Then I got gutsy. “Besides, this dick came not too long ago. You need to let it build up a bit.”

She froze, she was caught, and she knew it. I was her release, I would do her, but…she had to get over me putting my dick in Lisa Harding.

She hissed, “Oh, you son of a bitch!”

I took her cock in my mouth and began stroking the shaft. Immediately she arched and thrust…and I let her go.

There she stood. Caught between her desire and her rage, and which would win?

“I don’t believe…I can’t…” but every time she started to vent rage, frustration and need circumvented it. At last, she slumped here shoulders. She nodded.

Wisely, I said, “I should probably rub your nose in it, but…now you understand, and now maybe you’ll forgive me when I tell you how sorry I am.”

She was defeated. She merely nodded her head.

“Then go fix me a drink,” I reached for my glass on the table and held it out for her.

She reached her hand out for the glass, and her face was all grumpy, so I held the glass.

She tugged, I held, and she looked at me, then we both started laughing. We were, in spite of frustration and not knowing what we were doing, having fun. I let go of the glass and she went to wait on me…like a good husband should. Heh.

While she was gone I leaned forward and looked at my face in the mirror. My face was made up, just needed the eyes finished and some lipstick.

How weird. I’m a man, was a man…and I pondered make up.

I touched my face, felt the texture, marveled at the sensations, so different from my male body.

“In love with yourself, eh?” Gigi placed a full glass on the table and sat down.

I took a sip, then leaned forward and kissed her. It was a wonderful experience. One I could get used to.

Gigi cupped my breasts and I gulped. Sexual electricity shot through them…all the way to my pussy.             

We broke, breathing hard, and she said, “When it is time…I’m going to rock your world. I know what your body likes.”

“I can’t wait.”

We kissed again, and she fondled my breasts some more, thumbed the nipples, then we broke.

“Now let me finish your make up.”

She leaned forward and brushed color onto my eyes, making them smoky and mysterious. “I never realized how truly good looking I am.”

“Are you saying that because you mean it, or because you’re just horny?”

“Both.”

We chuckled, and I reached up and cupped her pectorals. I rubbed her nipples. She took in breath and froze.

“It looks like we have something in common.”

“A lot.”

“Maybe when I get my body back I’ll get myself a big, old pair of titties.”

She laughed softly, then: “You know, I actually think I’d like that. But don’t expect me to trade in my pussy for a dick.”

She picked up a golden tube and twisted the bottom, then she gripped my cheeks with one hand and made me purse my lips. Slowly, delicately, she rolled the lipstick on me. She rolled it thick, made it perfect, then she drew back and put the lipstick away. She looked at me.

“I can’t believe what you’re doing to me. My cock…I can’t believe…it’s so hard it almost hurts.”

“But in a good way.”

“Yes.”

“See, there is a joy to being horny.”

She nodded.

I said, “If you’re gentle, you could probably reach down and check my pussy. Make sure it’s all wet and ready.”

Her breath came haltingly, and she lowered a hand. She cupped my pussy and held it. Squooshed it without hurting.

“Oh!” I breathed. “Fuck!”

Then she adjusted her hand, and I felt her middle digit searching for my hole.

“Oh!” I gasped.

She slid her finger in, and it was true, I was moist, ready, wanting.

Gently, she snaked her long finger into and out of me. She circled it, rimming me, and, finally, she pushed, hard, and wiggled the tip. I could feel it inside me, a living thing, loving me, wanting me.

Sensations exploded within, it felt like somebody was gouging me with pleasure, making my legs weak and my bust hot.

“Maybe we better fuck,” I whispered.

She stood up, gripped my hand and I pulled back. She looked at me.

“Carry me.”

She laughed. She was starting to appreciate my strength, and I was learning how to take advantage of my weakness. She lifted me out of the chair and took me to the bed. She learned how to kiss while walking, then dumped me unceremoniously on the mattress.

I squealed, but before I could move she was on me, devouring me with her mouth, chewing on my lips, licking my lips.

I gave back, as good as I got, and she grunted and groaned and her hips jerked spasmodically.

She pulled the negligee off me and threw away her robe. She held me down with one hand and finger banged me with the other. She launched herself at my tits, and I could only groan and moan with the heavenly feeling of it all.

“Spread your legs,” her voice was a rasp of desire as she pushed my knees apart. Then she was on the bed, walking on her knees between my legs, holding her penis and I stared as the monster focused in on my pussy.

This is what it feels like, I thought. This is deflowering, pain and love all at the same time. A sealing of commitment. I do this and she’ll own me. She already owns me the man, now she’ll own me the woman.

Then she was lifting my buttocks, and I was helping her, and she searched for my pussy with her dick. She placed the head directly into the labia, right under the clitoris, and it fit, everything fit…so perfectly.

She was on top of me, heavier than I anticipated, and I had anticipated a lot. Her dick was sliding in, and I felt myself pulled apart and my mind shattering into thousands of pieces.

It was so big, and so long, and I felt the veins massage my love canal. I held onto her arms, thick and muscled, feeling blood pumping through the veins.

Not just her dick was excited, but her whole body.

I heard myself moaning, and it did hurt, but in the most wondrous way.

Then she was balls deep in me. I could feel those big testicles swaying, touching my ass.

“Open your eyes,” she whispered.

I did, and I was face to face with my intruder, my ravager, my lover.

We held out position for a long count, then she began to push…and pull…and push…in and out, taking my breath away, electrifying my groin.

“Oh, sweet Heysoos,” I whispered up at her. “I love you.”

She paused in her thrusting long enough to ravage my mouth with hers, then she began pumping, again and again, long, slow strokes.

Then I was glad I had fucked Lisa the other night. I was glad I had been drained in my male body, for not being able to cum gave me longer to appreciate this incredible twining.

I began to tilt my hips, again and again, and Gigi groaned as I bent her dick and pulled it over the rim of my hole.

“Fuck…fuck…” she cried, and I knew she was close. I slowed down, and she begged me, “Please…let me squirt…now!”

“Oh, I don’t know…” I teased. “I like you horny.”

“But I’ve got to…I’ve got—“

I jerked back, left her dick pulsing and trying for that last moment of ignition.

“Oh….Oh!” Her eyes were wide and wild.

“Not yet,” I said.

“When?”

“When we get a few things straight.”

“What? What?”

“You forgive me, completely and totally, for Lisa Harding.”

“I do! Oh, please…I do!”

“Furthermore, you forgive me for any future accidents.”

She stopped, her mouth open, her eyes glazed, and then she nodded.

I giggled, and added to the coup de grace, “No matter which body I am in.”

She was so desperate, and she finally understood the curse of being a male. She understood that a man is desperate and wants to fuck anything, and he makes mistakes, whether he wants to or not.

She started crying. She knew I was right.

“Hush, darling, and I’ll tell you the good news.”

“We open the door for you to put your dick in any bitch you want and there’s good news?”

“Of course there is…”

She waited.

I said, “What goes for me goes for you.”

It hit her then, and I think that is what Jasmine really wanted, this degree of understanding, that we were in love, and it was more than bodies. It was spiritual. It was our souls. It was our agreement to love each other no matter what.

“Oh,” she breathed, and a new world opened up for her.

“Now give it to me, you bastard.”

And she did, and white semen splashed inside me, and I felt my own self climbing the mountain. and we moaned and we groaned and committed ourselves to each other.

We were sitting in the living room when Jasmine showed up…a week later. She just opened the door and walked in.

We, of course, were without clothes, deeply embedded in each other. Well, Gigi was deeply embedded in me.

Jasmine leaned her back against the wall next to the door and wheezed a laugh.

We sheepishly untangled, took Gigi’s cock out of my hole, and faced her.

“So. Pills work. Work good.”

Gigi and I looked at each other and laughed.

“You want more pill? Change back?”

“Well,” I said, “We do want to change back, but…do we have to right now?”

She laughed. “You change when want.” She took out her little bag and took out two more pills. One red and one blue. She put them on the side table and grinned at us. “You need know something.”

“What?”

“Pills work good, but don’t work if you get pregnant. Work after baby born…but not until.”

Gigi and I stared at each other in shock. This opened a whole new door. Which one of us should be in Gigi’s body when she got pregnant?

“You have fun now.”

Jasmine opened the door and left.

Gigi and I, of course, went back to her being balls deep in me.
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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.
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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.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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.
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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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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.
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

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 learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


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


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


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

‘Body Swapping with Hubbie!’

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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