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PART ONE

“I can’t believe you.” I gripped the wheel tightly. My voice was strained.

Tammi sat in the passenger seat and wouldn't look at me. She just gazed out the window as the town passed by.

“That you would do that…to me.”

Silence.

“How could you?”

She cleared her throat, I thought she might be about to say something, but she didn’t.

“Don’t you have any explanation?”

“I like it.”

“But…that way? With…with…” words failed me.

We drove in silence for a minute, then she said in a soft voice. “I guess we know what I want now.”

“What?”

She said nothing.

I finally pulled the car over, stopped it, just sat their holding the wheel and breathing hard.

I finally looked at her.

“Look at me, damn it.”

She turned her head and faced me.

Tammi is a beautiful woman. A sizzling body with abundant breasts, perfect ass, and a face that should have been in the movies.

“Look,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you had to find out that way. I’m sorry you’re so upset. But you know what I’m sorry most of all about?”

I waited.

“I’m sorry that I can’t stop loving you.”

We had been at a party. Everybody was drinking. I was talking with some friends, telling jokes, and then I noticed that Tammi wasn’t anywhere. So I went looking.

I wasn’t jealous, I wasn’t looking for her because I was a highly suspicious jerk; I just looked for her because she’s my wife and I loved her.

And I found her. Ron Brown, a jerk if ever there was one, was the only one who would tell me the truth.

“They’re in the closet.”

The closet? I frowned. Every once in a while a couple would go into a closet. Basically, they would cheat. A man and a woman who were married to other partners, but, call it too drunk, call it deeply unsettled marriage, they would go into a closet and fuck.

Everybody would figure it out. Somebody would see them enter the closet, or come out. Or maybe the woman would have cum on her face, or in her hair. Whatever, they were invariably busted. Everybody would laugh, except for their marriage partners.

And now it was happening to me.

I tried the hall closet. Nope.

I tried a bedroom closet. John and Shiela, not the same last names, were fucking up a storm. She was bent over and he was working it like a dog.

After a few more closets I was ready to give up. I went outside to the pool area, frowned, and suddenly saw Sandy Tomlinson on the other side of the pool, at the tool shed. She was watching me and pounding on the door of the shed.

Of course, a look out. Sandy was besties with Tammi, and I knew, with sinking heart, that Tammi was in the closet with somebody.

But who?

My chest thudding, my heart breaking, I shoved Sandy aside and pulled open the door to the shed.

There she was. My wife. And it was worse than if she had been cheating. It was worse because she was half naked, pulling up her clothes, and the person in there with her and pulling up her clothes was…Jane Sewell.

Jane.

Tammi.

I blinked, my mind stuttered to a stop.

If it had been a guy I could have pulled him out and beat the crap out of him.

But…it was a woman.

My wife was cheating on me with a woman.

I had backed up, my legs staggering under the shock. I had simply turned and walked out to the car.

I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to do. My mind was truly stopped.

A woman.

When I reached the car Tammi had caught up to me. She hadn’t said anything, just got in the car and was silent. Wouldn’t look at me.

And now I stared at her. Cars whizzed past. My mind was shattered, as was my heart, and I truly didn’t have a clue as to what to do.

“How have I failed?” I begged her to answer.

“You haven’t.”

“But you…prefer a woman…over me?”

“No. Not over you. I just always have loved women, and…every once in a while I grow weak. Tonight, it’s been a long time, I was high, and…” she shrugged.

I started the car up again and moved back into traffic.

We drove silently now, and I gave myself a forceful mental command to stop squeezing the steering wheel. Slowly, my white knuckles faded.

We arrived home, went into the house, and remained silent.

I poured myself a drink. Whatever jolly high I had had at the party was long gone. I needed a drink.

I sat down at the table and sipped bourbon. Straight.

Tammi went to the bedroom, but came back to the kitchen within a minute.

“We have to talk,” she said.

“About what?” I said bitterly.

“About you and me. I don’t want to lose you.”

“So you can have your cake and eat it, too?

“You can be mean and bitter if you want. But you could also choose to just have an adult conversation.”

I glared at her. “Well, wife of mine, it’s hard to be adult and grown up and everything when your heart has just been broken in two and thrown out with the trash.”

She sighed, then got up and poured herself a drink, then sat back down.

“Okay. So we both know it’s my fault. Not for just not telling you, but for actively cheating. For not telling you what I wanted and needed before we even got married.

“Why did’t you?”

“Because…because I wanted you, I love you, and I was afraid that if you knew that about me you wouldn’t…we wouldn’t…and I thought I could control myself.”

“So, are you a lesbian?”

“Tell the truth, I never thought about it, but…I guess I’m a bi. Bisexual. I mean, I always preferred men, but then, every once in a while, something would come over me and I wanted…a woman.”

“How many times have you…”

She hesitated, then decided the only way out was to tell the truth. “Maybe a dozen times since we’ve been married.”

I blinked. I had asked the question, but I wasn’t prepared for the answer.

“Who are they?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“And if you know who they are it will change the way you act towards them. You’ll become snide, or something, slip in an insult. And then they’ll know. And it will snowball…”

I sipped some more bourbon. It was strong stuff and my throat was feeling raw. I would have to mix some Pepsi into the next drink.

But she was right.

I wanted to know who they were, all the women my wife had cheated on me with, but…she was right. I would be talking with one of them, couldn’t control myself, make a remark, and…did I really want to do that? Did I want to get into the whole idea of my wife’s cheating? All the emotional backwash?

No.

Yet it would hurt me.

But…it would be better not to know.

If it had been a man…men…then I would want to go beat them up.

But…I couldn’t afford to have those kinds of feelings towards women.

“What if I got help? Professional help?”

I thought about it. I wasn’t much of a believer in psychs. When you look at the statistics psychiatrists have one of the highest rates of suicide. That was not a glowing recommendation of their psychoanalytical prowess.

Bitter, hurt, I finally said, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“But…”

“Tammi,” I gimlet-eyed her. “I need to let it all sit, to settle. I don’t have anything inside me but hurt right now. And I need to just let my mind rest; I need a little space to figure stuff out.”

“But we’ll talk later.”

“Yes,” I said.

She waited a second, and she was nervous, then she said, “Then let me have just one last word and I’ll leave you alone.”

I nodded.

“I love you with all my heart. I love every ounce of you. If I was to lose you it would crush me. I know this is all my fault, but you absolutely have to let me figure out how to make it better again. So, please, even if you don’t want to…we need to talk again. Will you promise me that?”

I hesitated, then nodded. Right at that moment I didn’t ever want to talk to her again. But hurts fade with time, and I knew that talking would, one way or another, help resolve this situation.

“Will you talk to me tomorrow evening? After dinner?”

I held still for a moment, then nodded.

“Would you like me to sleep on the couch tonight?”

“No.” Pause. “I’d like to sleep on the couch.”

“You…but…” then she nodded. I knew she was giving me as much space as she could to figure this out, but how do you figure out a broken heart?

I awoke, and wished I hadn’t. I just wanted to sleep through the pain and wake up and have it all over.

Still, when my eyes opened I could smell the delicious aroma of breakfast.

I turned over, feeling every lump on the couch and sighed.

Tammi myst have been sitting on the steps right behind the couch. “I made breakfast for whenever you’re ready.”

Nothing else. I didn’t respond, but we could feel each other living.

I laid there for a few moments and thought about the situation. My wife had cheated on me, that’s betrayal. But how did I feel about the fact that she cheated on me with a woman?

That was an interesting point.

With a woman she hadn’t been penetrated. So I didn’t have to worry about her bringing home a disease.

With a woman there was kissing, mouth to pussy, which I was fine with myself.

With a woman there might be some finger banging, probably was finger banging.

So it wasn’t the sex, it was—and this was a stupid but incredible thought—it was that she hadn’t told me.

But that wasn’t totally true.

But, she had lain with another person. She had found succor with another.

Not me.

In a logical world it was ‘so what?’

In my world it was a screaming betrayal.

Hunh!

I sat up, stood up, and folded my blankets. I put them in the hall closet on the way into the kitchen.

Tammi was sitting at the table, trying to wait for me without being obvious, which was impossible.

“Good morning.”

For a second I didn’t want to say anything, but I managed, “Morning.” I couldn’t include the ‘good.’

My plate was on the table, covered by a pan cover. I lifted the cover to reveal eggs, sausage and waffles. Butter and syrup were at my elbow, and I stared at the plate.

I wanted to throw the plate.

I didn’t want to be childish. I didn't want to give in to rage.

I wanted to scream at her.

I ate.

Slow, nibbling bites.

She was silent, with her own nibbled plate in front of her.

I finally said, “I’m better, but I still need some time.”

She nodded. “Okay.”

And so the day went. I did a lot of yard work, breathed fresh air and tried to lose my bad thoughts. Impossible. But the pain became a dull ache, and logic began to assert itself.

I watched TV in the afternoon. A football game between two college teams I didn’t know and didn’t care about…and didn’t know the score after the game.

A little time working on the computer, but that was a lost cause.

I knew I had to sit down and talk. I couldn’t live like a cripple. And that’s what it’s like when you are fighting the bad fight with someone you love. You feel like half a person, and that half is squashed.

We sat down and ate. A silent affair with me staring at my plate. And after dinner we began to talk.

“How come?” I asked.

“I’ve always had a thing for women. They appeal to me.”

“But you don’t want to marry one.”

“No.”

“What if I was a woman when you met me? Would you have still married me?”

I didn’t know the depth of my statement, I was just throwing out ‘what ifs,’ trying to wrap my head around the whole thing, but she actually gasped.

“I…right now, knowing you, I would say yes. Yes a thousand times.”

I was confused, didn’t know what to say, but I segued into “What if you met a person who was like me and she was a woman right now.”

That confused her and she said, “But I love you?”

Well, why did you…” and on and on. But the good thing was, even though I still felt like a bag of squashed shit, we were talking. Communications had started up.

No I didn’t understand.

At one point, to make a point, Tammi reached out and put a hand on mine.

I froze.

She froze on seeing me freeze.

I opened my mouth to say something, but didn’t.

“Do you want me not to touch you?”

Oh,  God. I wanted her to touch me. I needed her to touch me, but I couldn’t figure out how to respond. Yes, I want you to not touch me…no, don’t touch me. I finally settled on. “It’s okay.”

Slowly, slowly, the bits and pieces of my pain lessened, even started to disappear.

So we went through a week. I slept on the couch two more nights, then moved back into the bedroom. I watched her get undressed and felt the familiar feel in my loins. I wanted that body. I wanted to feel her warm and breathing and part of me.

She made it plain that she wanted the same.

Come the following Friday night, a night when we would normally be out partying, we stayed home. And we drank a little. And it came time for bed.

We lay in our bed, having our thoughts, and I felt her hand creep under the covers and touch me.

Her hand was on the side of my belly. It was warm, and it was afraid.

“Can I keep going?” she finally asked.

I nodded, and made a loud gulping sound.

Her hand went over my belly and she moved a little closer. Her hand, like an invading, creeping, infiltrating soldier wormed it’s way down to my groin.

I hadn’t had any for a week, and it was electric. My penis stood up and throbbed and took my breath away.

Yet she didn’t do much more than hold it for the longest time. In a way I wanted her to move, in another way I was deathly afraid.

Here hand snuggled over my penis, slithered down to my balls. I couldn’t breath.

Her hand felt my balls, assessed them, hefted them, handled them.

I took a breath, like a gasp.

Her hand slithered up my shaft and began stroking it gently. It went up and down, trailing over the skin, feeling the head.

It was electric, and…I moaned and turned to her.

We lay face to face, her stroking my shaft, bringing me closer and closer.

I raised my hands to her breasts, brushed her nipples and she gasped. I bent my head and took one nipple in my mouth, I held that boob and sucked, mightily, and found that I was crying. Then I wasn’t sucking anything, I was just holding her, or rather she was holding my head to her breasts and I sobbed helplessly.

Tears. Good. Big breakthrough.

But we didn’t make love. I just lay there, my penis poking her thigh, and finally I just went to sleep. I wanted to be one with her flesh. I wanted her to be part of my dreams. I wanted her love.

I awoke, and was entangled with my wife’s body. We had slept so close we might have had one heart.

I moved back a little, and she was already awake.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

“Good morning.”

Yet she was wise enough not to push it.

And I had included the ‘good,’ and meant it.

We arose and went downstairs. Naked. We didn’t decide or talk about it, we just did it.

Naked, making breakfast.

Naked, eating breakfast.

Naked, our eyes occasionally passing over each other, and we could feel the spark waiting to ignite.

We went yard sale-ing that morning. Drove around and picked through other people’s stuff, looking for a deal, laughing at junk, and occasionally marveling at a find.

We wandered between tables stacked with kid’s clothes and gimcracks. We fingered through books and I examined tools. At the third house we held hands.

That night we had dinner, and we didn’t talk so much, we just put on an old movie and sat on the couch and watched it. Key Largo, then that classic of classics…Casa Blanca. It was Humphrey Bogart night, and Tammi fixed up a plate of popcorn and added a cube of butter and we ate and said lines.

Then we moved to the next century and watch World War Z.

Now, here is the weird thing. Normally, watching a movie, Tammi would make a remark if a hunky dude came on the screen. ‘Man, how hung is that guy?’ Then she would tease me. ‘Would you mind if I fucked Brad?’ or something like that. And I would laugh and say I wanted a Scarlett Johanssen movie next.

But we watched the movie, and she didn't say anything like that, and I wanted her to.

And we watched and watched, and I wanted that normalcy, I wanted that teasing aspect. I wanted to be able to talk with my wife in that joking manner.

I finally whispered, “It’s okay if you want to fuck Brad Pitt.”

She drew in her breath, I could feel her heart pounding. “What if I wanted to suck him off?”

“As long as you swallow.”

Her head was now turned against me. My arm was around her. We were in our own conversation and the zombies on the screen didn’t matter much.

“What if Brad Pitt was a woman.”

Bingo. There it was. The bridge to and from reality. And to and from our problems.

“I…I…” gulping, trying to breath, I said, “Okay.”

We were frozen then, en tableau, not able to make a sound.

Suddenly she took my hand and pulled me from the couch. We left the TV yapping away and she led me upstairs. Up the stairs, down the hall, and into the bedroom.

Our bedroom. Our room of consummation. Where we became one. The beast with two backs, safe from the world, safe in our own world.

She undressed me slowly, taking her time with buttons, and I leaned forward and kissed the delicate side of her throat.

She took off my shirt, tossed it aside, and I held her breasts, marveled at their weight, their shape, and how hot they made me.

She undid my zipper and my buckle, and my penis poked out.

She kissed me then, holding my head down and my penis up, our lips fused as if one. Our breaths one, our hearts beating against each other.

I kicked off my pants, then shimmied out of my underwear.

She began undressing. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her.

I watched her take off her blouse and bra, and my breath caught as I looked at her breasts. Beautiful mountains. Baby feeders. Husband lovers.

She shimmied out of her skirt and I marveled at her soft flesh, so round and tantalizing.

She pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of me. She leaned over me, her breasts brushing my chest, and kissed me.

Her mouth was a thing alive, voracious, sucking as if to suck the life out of me, yet more giving than taking.

We held on and I rolled over, wound up on top, and I lifted her body and moved her around on the bed.

She stared at me.

And I could see the thought of the moment. This is a person apart from me, who I have committed to. Like we were aliens, but bound by eternal law.

I reached down to her junction and trailed my fingers up and down her slit, make her groan, making her eyes open, revealing her hunger.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me now.”

I moved into her, my head first, pushing flesh aside, slithering through the tunnel of her love, our pubes finally meeting, my balls touching her ass.

She groaned,, arched her back and held my head. I contorted slightly as I humped her. My hips drove back and forth, in and out, Pushing her hips wider, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my back. A python dedicated to strangling all hate.

I drove in and in, and she arched and made the most delightful grunting sounds.

Our sex squelched, and we giggled.

Then she was cumming. Cumming big time. No sex like make up sex. Her whole body was spasming, clinging, holding, and her hips moved forward and tried to squeeze more and more out of me.

But…I wasn’t giving.

I wanted to. I was desperate to. But…I couldn’t cum.

I could climb the hill, but I couldn’t jump off the cliff.

My penis wanted to, it writhed and wiggled and pulsed and throbbed, but it wouldn't squirt.

I kept trying, but finally slowed down. And then, shock of shocks, my pecker started to go limp.

“Hey,” she said. She moved her hips yet again, but I slipped out of her.

I rolled to one side and she went up on an elbow and faced me. “We can try again.”

“Not right now.”

“But later.”

“Yes. Later.”

Then I lay there and wondered what had happened. We were in love. I thought I had forgiven her, but…but I couldn’t make that last grunt, drop the seed, deposit my love in her.

The point of it all eluded me.

And we slept.

The next week was torture.

I was horny, that was sure, and we tried again, and again, but although she was having the grandest orgasms of her life…I was having nothing.

I had an official case of ED. Erectile Dysfunction. A pecker that wouldn’t peck.

My testicles were full. They were over full, feeling her get off time and again made me want to get off, and in the worst way.

But my penis was not only incapable, it began to stay soft. It wouldn't even erect. Instead of standing up and shouting ‘Hey! Look at me!’ it was laying down and sniffling.

Now that the ice was broken Tammi started doing everything she could to get me off. She gobbled, she stroked, she spent hours trying to get the little fellow to once again grow tall.

Nothing.

And the days passed.

There is a peculiar misery in being unable to perform.

There is a part of you that is desperate and wanting, ready to jump off a cliff.

And there is a part that wallows in hopeless despair, making up excuses and justifications.

‘Oh, it doesn’t matter.’ ‘It’ll come back when I’m ready.’

Months passed, and our life became a passage on a steam ship, caught between shores.

I used my mouth and hands to get Tammi off, but for myself…there was no joy in Mudville.

So what do you do when your favorite pastime is denied you?

You think. You have thoughts, and you keep them to yourself.

You dwindle inward.

All of which was hell to Tammi. She was vivacious and outgoing, and now I was no longer keeping up. I was falling behind, and what was worse was that she felt it to be her fault.

Was it? Maybe, but who cares? Logically, even emotionally, I held no grudge, but my body was speaking, and there was no way not to hear it.

The breakthrough, when it came, happened on a Friday night. We went out to a nightclub. Not to club, but to eat. We hadn’t been doing much partying, didn’t feel like it, but we ate and talked. Lots of talk these days, something to make up for the lack of fuck.

We were just finishing desert and ready to head for home. When Tammi suddenly brightened up and half stood and waved a hand.

Then a stricken expression crossed her face.

“What?” I turned and looked, and Jane Sewell was crossing the floor towards us.

I turned back to Tammi, and my emotions were going every which way but loose.

“It’s Jane.”

“I forgot,” she said.

I hadn’t forgotten. Jane Sewell was the one I had caught Tammi in the closet with.

I sat there, frozen, the people swirling around, chatting, being with each other, and I suddenly felt like an Eskimo in town hall. What the fuck was I doing there. What the fuck was I going to do! This was the person my wife had cheated on me with.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

Jane arrived at our table, greeted Tammi with an air kiss, and suddenly realized where she was. She looked at me face, and she remembered that night when I had opened the closet door and caught them.

Her face drained of color. “Oh, crap,” she said.

I said nothing.

Tammi said, “I just realized how awkward this is.”

“I’ll go.”

“No.”

I looked at Tammi.

“We were friends, probably still are under the surface. Let’s talk about it.”

“But, I don’t…” Jane was staring at me like I was about to come after her with a knife.

I sighed. “Sit down, Jane.”

Tammi pulled her hand, shoved a chair under her, and she sat and stared at me.

We sat, awkward, her embarrassed, for a long minute.

She started to get up. “I can see that I shouldn’t be here.”

“Jane.”

She paused.

“Sit down.”

She stayed, but was actually trembling.

I heaved a big breath and said, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to you. Tammi and I have gone through a rough patch, and it would help if we could just…talk.”

She didn’t say anything. She licked her lips and I knew she was mentally focused on the exit.

“Heck, Jane. It might be embarrassing, I might even call you names, but it’s just talk.”

Tammi patted Jane’s wrist, and she slowly relaxed down in her chair.

Silence for a moment. Then I asked: “Would you like some desert?”

She shook her head.

“A drink?”

She nodded.

I waved for the waitress and we ordered three drinks. I had a bourbon and Coke, natch, and the girls ordered two fruity sounding concoctions.

We sat. The drinks arrived, and we each sipped.

And I asked, “How come Tammi?”

For a moment I thought she was going to bolt, but then she calmed herself and said, “Look at her.” She looked at Tammi.

I looked, and I saw the most beautiful woman in the world.

I nodded, then, back to Jane. “But she was mine.”

We were drunk. We showed no good judgement.”

“So if she was a man, would you have…done what you did?”

“Probably. She’s so beautiful…who could resist her?”

“Even if her was a him?”

“Especially if her was a him.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

“No.”

“You’re like…like a bi person?”

“I guess you’d say that. It’s all love, you know.”

It’s all love. Hunh.

I was quiet for a moment, and Jane and Tammi traded a couple of awkward sentences.

I blurted, “I cant’ get it up anymore.”

Silence.

“At first I just couldn’t cum, certainly not have an orgasm, but now it just lays there. Limp.”

“I don’t know what to say…I guess it’s my fault, but I didn’t…” she trailed off. Then she said, “I don’t know what to say because women don’t have that problem.” And, here came the bomb. “Maybe you should try being a woman.”

I will always wonder why she said that. It was weird, not appropriate, out of the blue. But the words just floated into the air and stared at me. But it wasn’t the words. It was what they did to me.


PART TWO

We drove home. Silent, and thinking about Jane Sewell.

I didn’t hate her. I didn’t feel much of anything for her.

But what she had said, ‘Women don’t have that problem.’ And, ‘Maybe you should try being a woman.’

Try being a woman.

We arrived at home. I pulled into the driveway and just sat there. Tammi started to get out of the car, but stopped when I obviously wasn’t moving.

“What?”

“When she said that,” I didn’t have to explain what she said, “I got an erection.”

Tammi turned to me. She reached across and held my hand. “What does that mean?”

“I don’t know. I just know that when she said I should be a woman I got an erection. The first one in months.”

I looked at her and, the first time in months, I grinned. “I wanted to sweep the dishes off the table, throw you on it, and rape the fuck out of you.”

She grunted, a twist of a smile appearing on her face.

“They would have called the cops.”

“Or charged admission,” I chuckled.

“So,” furrows appeared between her eyebrows, “Does that mean…what does that mean?”

“It means I got turned on.”

“By the thought of being a woman?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay…okay…” she thought, then, “You have no cock, just big tits. You wear a dress.”

I stared down at my crotch.

She stared.

My crotch…bubbled. My penis was stuck in the folds of my pants, but it was getting harder, wriggling against the material, trying to stand up.

“Oh, my gosh,” whispered Tammi.

“It’s alive,” then I realized what I had said. I had repeated what Dr. Victor Frankenstein had said when his monster came to life. ‘It’s alive!’

She reached down into my lap and grabbed the monster. “I could put a dress on you.”

SPROING!

“I could put make up on you.”

PULSE. PULSE. PULSE. Blood rushed through my monster.

We had actually touched upon this subject several times, but only in passing, and never having any intention. But now…courtesy of Jane…

“Are you a bi?” Tammi giggled.

I had asked her that, and it had been so serious, but now we were starting to laugh. The thing that had been missing these so many months, laughter.

“It’s coming to get you, Barbara…” I spouted a line from that classic monster movie, ‘Night of the Living Dead.’

“Oh, no! Should I put a stake through its heart? Where’s the holy water!”

We got out of the car and rushed upstairs. Into the bedroom, ripping off our clothes. It only took a minute to get to our bed and…my boner was gone.

We looked at my sad lap sadly.

“What happened?”

“It’s gone.”

“What should we do?”

Tammi breathed out, “We need to feminize you. We need to actually make you into a woman.

We stood there in the bedroom, staring at each other.

It was so bizarre. It was weird. It was…what we needed to do.

“I can’t,” I said.

“If you ever want sluggo to live…then you’re going to need to.”

“But…but…” I turned and walked out of the room.

Tammi was right behind me.

I went down to the living room and sat down and watched the TV that wasn’t turned on.

Tammi sat down next to me. “What’s wrong?”

“I…I’m a man. It’s wrong to dress up like a woman. To be a crossdresser. A…a transgender tranny type of person.”

“It’s therapy.”

“But I don’t want to be a transvestite!”

“Just at night, to help get you started.”

“But…but…”

“But what?”

I didn’t say anything.

“You like it when I dress up as a woman.”

“You are a woman.”

“I’m a person, and so are you. And people can be what they want.”

“But…” I stared at her.

“You want to know something?”

“What?”

“The idea of you dressed up as a woman turns me on.”

My eyes were pies.

“Right after I cheated on you, you were talking, and you asked me. I remember it exactly, ‘What if I was a woman when you met me?’ You were talking about if you were a woman…would I still be attracted…”

“I remember.”

I was attracted right then. That statement, it tweaked me, it made me horny. My damned thighs felt slick I was so wet. But I didn’t say anything. Everything was so mixed up, and…and I didn’t say anything.”

“But you’ve visualized me as a woman?”

“Since then…again and again. Sometimes, even when we’re making love. Sometimes you’re down there eating me out, and I can hardly stand it. I visualize you with breasts, a pussy, and I want to sixty-nine you. I want to eat you. I want to chew on your titties until you scream.”

I said nothing. My mind was like a stained glass window in a church, huge and sacred and…shattered.

Thoughts of what is a man…what is a woman…went scootering through my head.

“You never said anything.”

“It’s too weird.” Then: “I like woman, I love you. The idea of you being a woman…it’s the best solution, the thing that turns me on the most. I even researched it on the internet. If we dressed you up like a woman and we made love you would be what they call a ‘male lesbian.’

A male lesbian. Wonder suffused my voice.

“Can you see it? Can you imagine it? Do you know how sexy nylons are? Or what it’s like to wear high heels? Do you know how incredible it feels to change your face?

“Do you know what it feels like to walk down the street and feel eyes on you? You can actually feel your skin prickle where a man stares at it. You can feel your breasts, like they are hairy and the hair is standing on end.

“Do you have any idea what it feels like to be able to cross your legs without worrying about smashing your balls? To run without being bowlegged?”

I laughed. “Testicles are cool things to have between your legs.”

“Tits are wonderful to have on your chest.”

I was silent. Then: “What if…what if we did this. How would it change our relationship?”

“It would change it as much as we let it. If we don’t like it, we just back up. No harm, no foul.”

“And you wouldn’t think I was a pansy?”

She got off the couch and sat on the coffee table in front of me. We were both leaning forward, our lips inches apart.

“I might, and that might be the whole point. And maybe it wouldn't be. We don’t know how we’ll look at each other until we do it.”

She was getting closer, breathing on me. She was excited and she reached between my legs and took my cock in hand.

“Look how excited you are!”

I couldn’t deny that. My cock was hard as it had ever been.

“Wouldn’t you like to be that excited al the time?”

“Um…yeah.”

“Then let me feminize you.”

I said, “Not tonight.”

“If not now…when?”

“Well, there are problems we need to face.”

“Like what.”

“Like I’m taller than you. It would be stupid if I squeezed into your clothes.”

She frowned.

“So go to the Goodwill tomorrow and pick me out something that will fit. And shoes. You want me to wear my clodhoppers? Or do you want to find some real high heels? Or pumps, or…or I don’t even know all the shoe styles, but do you want me squeezing into your shoes? Hell, I’d probably bust them.”

She gave a slight grin at the idea of my feet bursting the seams of one of her pairs of shoes.

“And I hate to say it, but…what about my dick?”

“Of course, your dick. Isn’t that what it’s all about?”

“It is, but I’ll be a pretty funny woman with a dick sticking out through my dress.”

“We could get you a chastity device.”

“A…I don’t…”

“Oh, I wouldn’t keep you in it all the time. Just when you were a woman. When you weren’t I would let you loose.” She giggled. “I like that idea. “A cock on demand. Just unlock and…BOING!”

I laughed. I realized that we were, for the first time in months, happy. Going on and on, feeding our good humor off each other.

Like we used to do.

For a moment neither of us said anything, just enjoyed the humor and our togetherness.

“So we’re going to do this.”

“I’ll need to shop. Goodwill tomorrow. And I’ll pick up some underwear for you. We’ll measure you tomorrow so I can get the right fits.”

“I’ll look into chastity tubes.”

“I’ll get some make up that will match your skin color.

She was jacking me with one hand, and touching my cheek with the other. My cock felt like steel in her hands.

She kissed me. She placed her lips on mine, and it was like the first kiss we had ever kissed. It was fresh, and wild, and unknown, and…and everything it had been until I had caught her in the closet.

And it was driving all thoughts of closets and cheating and Jane Sewell out of my mind.

We broke, and I said, “As long as you really let me out of the chastity thing.”

“Oh, I probably will,” she dismissed my concern airily.

“Wait a minute…”

She giggled, “You’re just going to have to trust me.”

And there it was. Trust. What we had had before, and what we were finally figuring out again. Trust, the unspoken contract between true lovers.

After a couple of hours of planning and creating, we finally went to bed. I was hard as a rock, but we didn’t try anything. We sort of knew that feminization was the key to this. If I tried to fuck before we accomplished this I was risking everything. If I was patient, we could do it.

And, a weird thing, I liked being horny for Tammi. I liked the shivers I got. It was like being a 16 year old boy going out on his first date, but with all the positives and none of the negatives.

A moment of reflection, and I realized that that was what she must have felt upon imagining me as a woman.

Laying in bed, I mused, “So I’ll be a male lesbian, and you’ll be a…what? A bisexual?”

She just snuggled against me, put a hand on an excited nipple, and mumbled, “I’ll be in love. That’s what I’ll be.”

And we slept.

Can a guy have a hard on all night?  I thought maybe, because I woke up with one. I had gone to sleep completely bonerized, and woke up the same.

Tammi woke up and hoped on me.

“Don’t try to cum,” she said, as she slithered down my hard pole. “We don’t want to mess with the magic.”

I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of her bouncing on me. I loved the look on her face, and when she came I never felt so happy.

But I didn’t try to cum.

Intuitively, we knew she was right.

Finally, she lay on me, breasts flattened against my chest. Breathing hard. “Not bad, woman.”

I thought that was going to make me cum. I actually felt that surge and I pushed her off me.

“What?”

“That almost made me cum.”

Oh, how she giggled. And she slapped my pecker lightly and said, “You’re going to wear a dress! And lipstick. And nylons.”

I laughed, then got up. “I’m going to take a cold shower.”

“Take a hot shower. I want that sucker standing up!”

So I did, and she joined me, and we soaped the heck out of each other, paying special attention to private parts.

I soaped her pussy, running my fingers through the folds of her sex until she moaned and had to be held up.

She soaped and rinsed me, then took me in her mouth, but watched carefully to make sure I didn’t have an ‘unauthorized’ squirt.

Then she got dressed. She had to go to the Goodwill, but I didn’t. I had to go looking for sex toys on the internet, and one doesn’t have to be dressed for that.

I watched her get ready, and I imagined her clothes going on me.

She looked over at me, saw the excitement in my eyes. “Now, remember, I want you to Nair your body.”

“No prob,” I said.

“And use some of my body cream. Make yourself sweet smelling for me.”

I nodded.

And she was gone.

So I went downstairs, led by my magic tuna finder, and settled in in front of the computer.

Chastity tubes are nefarious things. A man locking his junk up. What’s up with that?

Yet I could feel the excitement that such thought brings. And beyond that was the idea of handing control of my sex to another person. To be teased, to be denied, to feel my desire grow larger and larger.

I looked through Amazon, but they hadn’t much of a selection. Apparently they weren’t make enough money off chastity devices. Or maybe they had a prude in charge of the place.

So I set off on the big hunt.

Lots of places sold the generic chastity tubes, and there were a lot of things to consider. Did I want to be so small my cock couldn't move at all? Did I want to hang loose in one of the devices?

And this ‘ring’ thing thing. I measured myself time after time, and worried that my balls would turn black and fall off.

And…the catheter. Did I want a tube running up my cock? That was a scary one, at least for me. And some of the catheters were long! Those tubes would run all the way back into my groin and come out my asshole!

And, I had to choose between colors, materials and designs.

I read the reviews, and even that was weird. One star with no reason. Five stars and it was ‘okay.’

Three stars, but would have been five if the delivery had been more prompt.

Still, it was understandable, I just had to wade through the horse shit. But by the time Tammi came home I had ordered a couple of devices. And a couple of vibrators for the heck of it, and a pair of pussy panties, which were latex with an actual pussy on it. And a couple of books. Some gal named Grace Mansfield seemed to have a lot of books on the subject of feminization. Once I finally found her author’s page on Amazon.

But, I was done, and sitting back and thinking of a whiskey when I heard the garage door slam.

“I’m home!”

“So am I!”

We came together in the kitchen. Me naked and her clothed. We did one of those kisses where I bent her back and over and just took her breath away.

Coming up for air she said, “Lord, I’m going to keep you this way.”

“What way?”

“Naked and horny.”

“Ha! And I’ll keep you like the TV show. Naked and afraid. Very, very afraid.”

I went out to the garage and started bring bags in. Bags and bags. Tammi had really gone overboard.

“What about the chastity thing?” she asked.

“In the mail.”

“Good. Because you’re not cumming until I lock you up.”

“Wait a minute! How can I cum if I’m locked up?”

She smooched me, and whispered, “Don’t worry.” Then she gave me the evil laugh, “Heh heh!”

Upstairs, in the bedroom, we began unpacking the goods.

“Let’s throw out all your old male clothes.”

“Wait!”

“Okay. But you only get to wear them when I give you permission. In writing.”

That made me chuckle.

I put all my male clothes on the left side of the closet, then started hanging up the dresses, blouses, and things. Tammi was putting the underwear into my dresser.

I put a couple of pairs of shoes, high heels, under the dresses, and called out, “I think you may have gone overboard.”

“Probably, but once I got started I couldn’t stop. Seeing you as a woman in my mind…Mmmm.”

“So when are we going to do this?” I asked.

“I figured we’d start around your birthday. that’s only four months away, and…”

She giggled at the look on my face.

“Today. Right now.”

I felt my heart pounding. A sense of excitement swelled through my chest.

“Now.”

“Of course, you won’t be allowed to cum. Not until the chastity device is here.”

Boy, that had me flummoxed. How could I cum if I had a chastity tube on?

“Here.” She tossed me a squarish, ribbed sort of thing with sturdy clasps.

“What’s that?”

“A tummy shaper. I could have gotten you a full length one, but then your poor pecker would have to go to prison. I didn’t think you’d like to be confined that way on your first day as a woman.

“Oh, Lord.” I slapped my face and spoke like a woman, “Please don’t take my cock away.”

She laughed, and I needed help to get the tummy shaper on. I actually had to lie down on the bed and she got on me and knelt and i sucked in and she managed to close the clasps.

“Whoa,” I said. “That’s tight. It’s making me dizzy.”

“Yeah, but look how round it makes your hips. And even your chest is pushed up. You’ve actually sort of got cleavage.”

I looked down at my chest. She was right. My pecs were squashed and pushed up and…it looked like I had a bit of valley between my boobs.

“Okay, let’s go the rest of the way.” She handed me a bra.

I fumbled with it, and she laughed, but I finally got it on the right way and the straps over my shoulders.

“Here are your boulders,” she handed me a pair of tear dropped boobs.

“Boulders?”

“You’re wearing an over the shoulder boulder holder, so these must be the boulders.”

I nodded, and pushed the breast forms into my cups.

Boom! I had titties. I had bosoms, biguns…boulders.

I looked at the mirror and was astounded at the sudden femininity of my figure.

The big tits made my waist look smaller, and my hips flared out just like a woman’s. I was an hourglass. Yes, I was a little thicker, but the size of the boobs made my shape proportionate.

“Nice,” Tammi nodded. “Let’s get some nylons on you.”

I was having trouble bending with the tummy shaper on, so Tammi had me sit on the edge of the bed and she unrolled the hose up my legs.

Oh, it was kinky. Sexy. Magical. My legs felt compressed, like they were dicks and the hose was rubbers.

Which made my cock stand out even more.

Then she put a skirt on me, a cute piece of clothing that kept my knees together. “It’s called a pencil skirt. You like it?”

“I won’t be running any races.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised. Women who wear these are always racing away from horny men.”

“I guess they want to be caught.” I inspected my butt over my shoulder. Nice and round. A tush to be proud of.

She helped me into a blouse, a pale blue, sheer but opaque, if that makes sense.

“Well,” I said. “Except for hair and make up…”

“Don’t you worry about that. I’ve got a plan.”

“A plan?”

She had a mysterious look in her eyes.

At that moment…DING DONG!

My eyes opened up.

“Honey, do you trust me?”

And, glory be, I did. All this dressing up and planning to be feminized…it had softened me. And I trusted her again.

“Of course.”

“Then you are going to be seen as you are. You’re going to meet somebody. Just wait here.”

I waited, and I heard her open the door downstairs. I heard the gabble of voices, and I heard footsteps coming up the stairs.

At first I started to panic. I needed to hide. I couldn't let anybody see me this way.

But Tammi must have invited this person over on purpose. This person must know something about me.

I steeled myself and waited.

“Honey, I invited a professional over to do your hair and make up.”

Jane Sewell stepped into the room.

I was flabbergasted. Flummoxed, didn’t know what to say.

Jane did, though. She looked at me and her mouth curled upwards in a delighted smile.

“Liam, beautiful. You are beautiful. What a body. I am jealous.”

“Uh…”

Jane cross the room and looked at the make up on the Tammi’s table. “Good thing I’ve got my kit in the car.” She looked at me. “Well, come on, beautiful. Let’s finish you off.”

Tammi had crossed to me. I think she was a little worried, but since I didn’t blow my top she was okay. She helped me put on high heels and walked me across the bedroom.

Oh, Lord, high heels are hard to walk in!

She just chuckled as I wobbled and kept me going.

Downstairs I heard the front door open and close. Jane getting her make up stuff.

I made it to the stairs, then Tammi took mercy on me. She helped me out of the shoes and merely remarked, “You need a lot more practice before I let you fall down the stairs.”

Grateful, I moved down the stairs, glorying in the feeling of nylon feet on a rug.

I reached the downstairs just as Jane came back in the house lugging a suitcase. “Over by the dining room table,” she commanded. “The light there is the best.”

I took a seat by the big window and Jane began inspecting me. She handled my hair and tsked. She looked at my eyes and shook her head.

“You have got so much potential. We should have done this long ago.

“I didn’t know I was, uh…”

Jane snickered. “You didn’t know what? That you had a bit of the feminine in you?”

I shook my head.

“Well, honey, let me tell you, you do. Every man does. Most men are too chicken to find out, though.”

She began cleansing my face. She used a couple of little sponges, and I was stunned to see how much dirt my face had on it.

“But I just took a shower a while ago!”

“This stuff is in the pores. Soap and water is just a surface cleaning. You need to get the deep and the down.”

She primed my skin, put foundation on. She used little brushes with powder, her fingers when she applied creams.

It was a unique experience. My skin felt electric. It was hairs on end and very surreal. And I quickly figured out why women did it. It did make one feel special; it made one feel beautiful.

She did my eyes, and I watched as my orbital sockets became little caves and my eyes became shiny lights.

“Beautiful, beautiful,” she kept mumbling over and over.

Finally, she fitted a wig to my head and fastened it on. She gave it a gentle tug and it was obvious that it was there to stay. Then she leaned down and inspected me very closely, and rolled lipstick on to my lips.

Bright red. A slutty color if ever there was one, which was why I loved it so much.

She stood back and said, “Voila! A masterpiece!”

I stood up and I could see my reflection in the big picture window.

I bore no resemblance to a man at all.

I was stacked, and I had booty, and I simply looked like a woman.

Click. Click. Tammi took my picture, and I really got into it. I started to strike poses and Jane clapped her hands in delight.

Then Jane said, “You know, there is one little problem.

We all looked at my cock.

The pencil dress was tight, but my cock pressed outward on the material, and it was obvious that I was a man.

“Well,” said Tammi, “We’ve got a chastity device on order.”

“That would do it.” Jane stepped closer to me and reached down and pushed my cock. I groaned.

She grinned. “What?”

“You know.”

“I know what?”

“You know.”

She laughed. And we were all laughing. Then stepped even closer. She was inches in front of me, and she whispered. “You are the most gorgeous man I have ever made up.”

“Oh.” I was feeling incredibly giddy. I felt like liquid lightening was being poured through my emotions.

“Can I kiss you?”

I froze. Here it was. The thing that had started the whole dance. I looked at Tammi.

“Hey,” she shrugged her shoulders, “Who am I to complain?”

“Just a little one. I don’t want to mess your lips.” She grinned. “Please…please?”

“I…uh, okay.”

She closed the distance slowly, cautiously, and pressed her lips to mine. They were good lips. Curvy and plump, and they were different from Tammi’s.

Just a moment, her hand on the back of my neck, our lips fused like they were magnetized.

She broke the kiss, was breathing hard. “Just one more, but feel me up this time, you bitch.”

This kiss was harder, longer, and she moved my hand to her breast. She wiggled, and pressed my hand, and moved it around.

“Fuck me if I don’t want more,” she whispered.

“Not this time,” Tammi moved in, a big grin on her face. “Tonight he’s mine.”

“Oh, you lucky bitch.”

She stepped back, sighed, patted my cheek and said, “See ya, honey.” Then she gathered up her make up materials and headed out the door.

I was silent when the door closed.

Tammi came and put her arm around my waist. “I think my little hubbie likes girls.”

I sighed and said, “And I dinged you for that.”

“You did. And you were right.”

“Maybe, but if I ever ding you again please kick me.”

“Gladly. Are you ready to go upstairs?”

“But I thought I had to wait for the chastity device?”

“You do,” and she led me by the hand into the kitchen.

Now what the hell did she mean? She was going to fuck me…but I had to wait?

“What are we doing here? I thought we were going upstairs?”

“We are. But first I need to get you lubricated in more ways than one.”

Curiouser and curiouser.

She poured me a drink. Let’s talk about how a woman makes love.”

“Okay.” I sat at the table and sipped, was aware of leaving lip imprint on the rim of the glass.

She grinned at the expression on my face. “So how do women make love?”

“Well, they get together with a man…”

“Get more graphic.”

“The man puts his penis in the woman’s hole. Is that graphic enough?”

“It is, now I want you to tell me how you, as a woman, are going to make love to me.”

I was blinking, not sure where this was going. “I was going to put my cock in your vagina.”

She shook her head.

“What? But…I don’t get it.”

So she explained it to me, and my mouth opened and my jaw dropped and my eyes stared.

“You expect me to…”

“You’re a woman now. You want to go all the way, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…but…”

“And, let’s face it, you’re not going to be a real woman until we do this. We could buy you tits, give you hormones, but until you’ve lain with a man you’re not a whole woman.”

It took a couple of  drinks, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that she was right.

And, let’s face it, every man wants this kind of loving.

She led me up the stairs and into the bedroom. I took a couple of more sips, big sips, and I was ready.

“What do I do?”

“Climb on the bed, ass out.”

I did.

Tammi pushed my pencil skirt up so I could spread my legs a little. My cock was pointing down and harder than hard. She stepped into a strap on harness and pulled it up and adjusted.

I looked over my shoulder and watched her screw a penis into the holder. It was big. Eight inches, and it looked incredibly lifelike. “I’m supposed to take that?”

“Yep.”

I gulped.

She stepped up behind me and began slathering lube into my asshole. She used a lot, and I could feel her fingers pushing it in, swirling around, and it became very exciting. I thought: this is what a cock feels like, or bigger.

She put lube on her cock and stepped between my legs. I felt the tip of her penis touch my hole and I shivered.

Slowly, she began to insert her manhood into me.

I grunted.

“Relax, or it will hurt.”

I gave myself mental commands to relax. I told my muscles to go slack, and the penis pushed further and further. I had been scared, but now that it was happening the sensations took over. I could feel the veins on the side of her cock. I felt her plastic balls touch my flesh balls.

My cock was turgid, pulsing, and I tentatively pushed back.

Oh, fuck! It felt good. I could hardly think, and she began to move in and out. As she moved she explained: “If I can press on your prostate semen will come out. If you’re lucky you can even have an orgasm that way.”

I was grunting, lost in the world of sweaty sex and feeling the way a woman feels.

I felt her pounding me, and I felt myself submitting. Muscles began writhing about, and I submitted. I gave myself up to the wonderful feeling of being penetrated.

“That’s it, honey. Give it up.”

And: “You know, Jane is going to want to do this to you.”

That made me cum. First time and I actually had an orgasm. And it was a big orgasm, overwhelming. I felt my cock jerk and spurt, and semen poured out. I gave a mighty groan and she held still. She reached under me and squeezed my balls. I folded my forearms and put my face to the mattress and just let it happen.

“Okay, honey, that’s it. That’s it. I love you so much.”

I mumbled, “I love you more.”

And I meant it.

END
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There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminized By My Wife!’

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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