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PART ONE

“I don’t want to wear that!” Jory pushed Lana’s hand away. In Lana’s hand was a wig. She had worn it for laughs, but now was tired of it.

Jory was bald, and didn’t have anything against wigs. He even had one at home that he had worn a few times.

But this was a female wig. Long, brunette hair. Wavy. Looked about as real as hair could get. In fact, I knew that Lana had paid a pretty penny for it.

“Come on, Jory. You’ll look cute.”

I nudged my hubby and said, “Go on.” And I don’t know why I did that, except we were all high and having a good time.

“I’ll look stupid,” he groused.

I held his hand down and Lana jumped forward and put the wig on his head. Lana’s hubby, Tom, just laughed.

Lana moved back and Jory started to pull the wig off, but I managed to snag his hand again. “Leave it on, lover, and you might get very, very lucky tonight.”

Tom and Lana hooted, but Jory heaved a sigh. “Okay. For the sake of getting lucky. But I look like a fool.”

Tom ordered another round and we sat around the booth. People sauntered past, and nobody even glanced at us. I let my hand wander under the table and placed it on Jory’s thigh.

“Uh,” he said. His face was bright red.

But, as the minutes passed, and the waitress brought more drinks, and as we drank those drinks, the pink tint in Tom’s cheeks lessened.

We talked football, people we’d known, and, of course politics.

And Jory started looking around, studying people, getting over his embarrassment and studying the world.

I let my hand trail over his thigh and found Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was very, very happy.

Jory had his arm over my shoulder now, and my hand was working full time.

“I don’t like his tweets,” complained Tom.

“He closed the borders,” answered Jory.

“He’s a loud mouth!”

“The price of gas was about two bucks a gallon. What is it now?”

And on and on. The old argument against Trump, which had lost teeth when Go Brandon lied and prevaricated and avoided answering and on and on and…sigh…on.

Meanwhile, Mr. Happy was throbbing. He was as hard as I had ever felt him. He was throbbing under Jory’s slacks, and I could feel every vein and pulse.

“What? You’d like Nancy Pelosi to be the next president?”

“Well, she’d be better than…”

Mr Happy suddenly went rigid, and I could Jory’s arm tighten up, and…sploit! Mr. Happy began to spew.

I turned my head to Jory and watched in shock. He had just cum! He had spit out semen! And…was it because he was wearing a wig?

His eyes were wide, and I could feel his breathing, jerky.

“Jory?” Tom leaned forward.

Jory came to himself and whispered, “What?”

“You just went into outer space there, buddy. You okay?”

“He’s fine,” I quipped. More than fine! My God! He came from wearing a wig!

Lana yawned. “Well, he might be fine, but I’m ready to go home.”

Well, we chatted a bit more, but it was obvious the night was over, and Tom went to pay the bill.

Jory, Lana and I sat at the table and finished our drinks. Lana was still watching Jory. She had noticed Jory’s sudden moment. “You really okay?”

I said, “He just came.”

I didn’t know why I said it, but I did. Probably the drink, probably because I like to joke and this was a great chance to get my hubby.

Jory’s mouth dropped open and he stared at me.

“What?” Lana blinked.

“He just came. I was playing with him under the table and he squirted. All in his panties. I think it was a big load, too.”

Her mouth dropped. She looked back and forth between us. Jory looked like he wanted to shrink up and roll away. “You’re kidding!”

Jory was making sounds, but nothing intelligible.

“No. When we get up take a look. But look quick, I’ll be standing in front of him as soon as I get out. Got to cover up his little accident.”

Lana giggled, and covered her mouth when the titter threatened to turn into a guffaw. “He didn’t.”

“Stop,” gargled Jory.

“Oh, honey,” I soothed. “It’s okay. Lana is one of the family. And, besides, it’s okay to cum in your pants just because you’re wearing a wig. Girly man.”

Now Jory was gurgling and trying to speak, but what can a guy say when he’s been found out? I turned to Lana. “I think it’s the wig. Can we keep it?”

Jory started to reach up to rip it off, but I once again grabbed his hand and stopped him. “If you take it off I won’t stand in front of you when we walk out. I’ll point at your groin and scream ‘He came! He came!’”

Jory was truly caught. And he was flaming red and beside himself with no where to go.

“Absolutely. I wanted to get rid of it anyway, and what better recipient than a girly man?”

“Excellent. Now that i know he’s a girly man…I’m going to have so much fun.”

“We. Girlfriend, we! You’re not leaving me out of this.”

“But you’ve got Tom.”

“But Tom is manly. I put the wig on him once and he just laughed, wore it, and there was no sign of excitement, and especially…especially…” she darted her eyes down in the direction of Jory’s lap.

“Well. Okay. I guess two can play with him as well as one. But no fucky fuck.”

“Really?”

“Well, unless I say so.”

“Agreed. Besides, I like Jory as a friend, not a lover. I’ve got my own lover. Man, I can’t wait to tell Tom—“

“GEERK!” That was the sound Jory made. His eyes were wide and his hands were now claws.

“Maybe you better not tell Tom.”

“You…you…” Jory looked like he was going to have and apoplectic fit. His face was red and there was actually a bit of drool coming out of the corner of his mouth.

Lana sighed. “Well, I guess.” Then she leaned towards Jory. “But you’d better do everything we say.”

“I…I…I…”

“Everything! Or I tell Tom now!”

Shamed, humiliated, mortified, Jory gave a half a sob and slumped down. And he nodded.

Lana and I looked at each other and grinned. Man, this was going to be fun!

It was also going to be hot. When I felt him squirt, and then the realization that he had squirted because I had done something girly to him…well, it made me wet. So wet that if I had slapped my legs closed I would have splashed.

Tom returned then, and Jory slid out from the booth. As he stood up Lana looked down and grinned, then looked up at the flaming Jory. She saw the dark stain on the front of his pants. “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips.

Then I was out and standing in front of him, covering up the evidence, and we all moved towards the exit.

At home.

“I can’t believe you did that!” Jory was standing in his socks and was still wearing his shirt. He had taken off his pants and boxers and was washing the stain on the front of his slacks. His boxers were crumpled up in the hamper.

I had taken the wig and placed it on a signed football he had. I was combing out the tresses. It really was a good wig.

“Honey, it was all in fun.”

“But Lana knows! And you know she’s not going to let it go.”

“So what. She’s good people. She even likes Trump. Like you.”

He arranged his slacks on a hanger and put the hanger in the shower to dry. He turned back to me and I grinned. “You know how hot it was to feel you squirting like that? In my hand? Right in the middle of everybody?”

“I thought I was going to die.”

“You survived, and tell me the truth, wasn’t it hot?”

“Well, I don’t…” blah, blah, blah/

“I said the truth.”

And he finally admitted it. He gave a curt nod and said, “It was okay.”

“Hell, it was not only okay, it was great. And think about it, sometimes you’re a little slow in getting off. I think we’ve found what really turns you on.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He kicked his shoes off and took off his shirt. He slid into bed.

I turned off the lights and held him. He was a thin fellow. Strong, but thin. And he was a soft sort of handsome.Tell the truth, I had often wondered what he would look like if I had trimmed his brows, maybe softened his cheeks with a bit of make up.

“You know, there is one thing that bothers me.”

“What,” he asked. He was sleepy. Of course, he had cum.

“You got off, but I didn’t.”

He was silent.

My hand slithered under the covers and found his trouser snake.

“Do you think you can get it up?”

“No.”

But he was awaker, if I can make up a word.

I stroked him.

Nothing.

I said, “Wearing that wig was such a turn on.”

Pulse.

“I wish you’d put it onright now and make love to me.”

Chub.

“You’re getting harder, and it’s all that wig. You like that wig.”

“Nonsense.”

But he was breathing harder, and getting harder.

I said, “I’m going to get up and get that wig out.”

“No. It’s late and I want to go to sleep.”

“Your dick doesn’t want to go to sleep.”

“But I just came.”

I slid under the covers and spoke to his cock like it was a microphone. “Hello, dickie. Would you like to wear a wig?”

Throb, throb.

“Stop it!”

I deep throated him. Yeah, I’m one of those girls who can use her mouth. He made gurgling sounds.

I threw off the covers and got out of bed.

“Hey!” He sat up.

I took the wig off the football and placed it on his head. It was a perfect fit. Real snug, non slip.

“Come on, Jesse. I don’t want to do this.”

“You might not want to, but Mr. Dickie says otherwise.”

He sat in the bed, the long wig streamed down over his shoulders. God, what a turn on! I wanted to get out the make up, paint his lips, even…even…I imagined him with boobs. Big boobs.

I had a moment of..of..what? Remorse? Sadness? Something else? then I was climbing on his lap.

“Jesse!”

Then I was impaled. I could feel his dick thrusting up into me. He wasn’t one of these well endowed fellows, but it’s not how much you have, it’s how you use it, right?

I began to grind on him, and, God, it felt heavenly. It was like sitting on a hot cactus, and all the stickers were attached to my nerves and shaking them.

Well, maybe that’s a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

He started breathing harder, and I knew that, even though he had just cum, he was getting excited.

I tell ya, it was the wig! It wasn’t just turning me on, it was turning him on.

I stared at the flow of hair as it spread out from his head on the bed, so rich and thick.

He reached up to grab my tits and I brushed his hands away. He stared at me.

“You’re the bitch, lover. And I’m the bastard.” I grabbed his pectorals and squeezed and turned my hands on them. I could feel his hard nipples spark up.

I rode him hard then, not giving him a chance to act male. I fucked him like I was in charge, and, you know, it felt like I was in charge. He was under me. Female submissive. I was on top. Male dominant. Grrr. Me cavemen. Him slut.

He started to rise up, to push his hips up, to get some sort of traction.

I let him, a little, but I focused on screwing my pussy onto his dick.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“Hot, isn’t it,” I murmured as I leaned and tilted and pushed.

The orgasm, when it came, was something I never expected.

When women orgasm, like as not, they feel a big, old wave sweep over them. It’s breathtaking, but it’s not as hard a man’s orgasm. But this felt hard and sharp. Instead of an ocean of hot and horny sweeping over me, I felt like I was a gun shooting. A big gun. POW! POW! POW! And then the orgasm faded. Fast.

“Fuck,” whispered Jory again.

I laid down on him, and now he felt my breasts on his chest.

“I didn’t cum!” He complained.

“Shut up, bitch.” I whispered. then I laughed and nuzzled him…then rolled over and went to sleep. No wet spot tonight. Heh.

We awoke and he still had the wig on. I had been half sleeping on him and he hadn’t wanted to disturb me, so he had just drifted off to sleep with the wig on.

But, actually, I knew it…he liked the wig.

He liked how it made me horny. And he liked how it made him horny.

In fact, he woke up with a boner.

Well, of course. He might have cum, but then we had made me cum and he hadn’t, and…I liked it.

“What are you smiling for?”

“You. You’re beautiful.”

“Oh, this,” he started to take the wig off and I, once again, grabbed his wrist.

“No. Wear it. It’s making me horny. And the hornier I am the more chance you’ll have to get lucky.”

“But…I…”

Still he lowered his hand.

And that was the way it was going to be. I would prod, he would object, and I would convince him. And it didn’t take much convincing.

I slid out of bed and tossed him my negligee. “Put it on.”

His eyes and mouth jerked open in surprise. “I’m not going to—“

“Of course you are. I’m the boss, and I just told you to. Now, put it on, and wear it to breakfast. I’ll go fix some waffles. And if you come out without that hair and negligee, I’ll…I’ll…”

“What?” he dared me. A twinkle in his eye.

“I’ll put you over my knee and spank you.”

“Crap. I’ll bet you would.”

“Oh, don’t bet. You’d lose.”

I spun and walked out of the room.

I popped the waffles in and threw some sausages into a skillet. I watched the sausages cook, listened to the snap and pop of grease, and thought about what was happening.

I’m a sexual person. I like sex, maybe even more than Jory. But I had never experienced such horniness in my life.

I thought back over my earlier life. I had minored in drama in college, and I had many boyfriends. Heck, I wore them out. I had a very male appetite when it came to sex.

But…had I shown any predilection for girly type boys? Not really. But, I realized, I had always gravitated to men with long hair. Fucked ‘em and left ‘em, but…and the next boyfriend had long hair.

And then I married a guy who was balding. Hunh!

The waffles popped and I took them out. Slathered butter on them then set them on the table with a big bottle of syrup. The politically incorrect kind with the big black cook on the front. Lots of sugar Mmm.

I shook the skillet, rolled the sausages a bit, and kept thinking.

I thought about Jory with the long hair, and it made my knees weak. I envisioned him in the negligee, and I felt the warm pulsing in my groin, like I was about to have an orgasm. I was so horny, thinking these things, I was actually thinking about putting my hand down there and rubbing one out, when I heard a noise.

I spun, and there was Jory. He was wearing the negligee, and his cock stuck out from between his legs. He wasn’t big, but somehow it seemed, in his female attire, bigger. An illusion, I thought.

And the long hair of the wig framed his face, gave it a feminine, oval look, and fell over the shoulders in sexy waves.

But the thing that had me was his high heels.

I gawped, and he smothered a laugh. He walked into the kitchen, tried to stride, but he was so damned awkward I had to smother a laugh.

He stopped in front of the kitchen table, spoke regally, “The queen has arrived.” Then he sat down and pulled a plate of waffles across the table. I could see his erect penis through the glass top of the table.

Oh, I was filled with mirth, near to busting out laughing. But I was also even more hornier.

“Oh, my God! That is fantastic. Those are my heels.”

“They’re a little small, my toes and heels are overflowing.”

It was true, but so what. It was the effect, and the effect was magnificent.

“All you need is tits,” I said.

He stopped and blinked, a forkful of syrup dripping waffle right in front of his maw. “Now wait a minute!”

I sat down across from him. “I’m just kidding.”

He smiled.

But I wasn’t kidding. The heels made his calves curvy and sexy, and they lifted his butt, gave him booty. Honestly, with boobs he would have had a near perfect female body.

“Oh. Good.” He continued eating and I watched him. And I thought: Hmmm. Lipstick.

We ate then, and it was all I could do to not put my legs together, squinch them up with a hand half inserted into my pussy. He was that hot.

And we didn’t chat much, just a word here, a phrase there, but we were astonishingly comfortable.

He was looking like a woman, and I liked it.

More important, he liked it.

Wow.

Suddenly, just as we pushed back with a sigh, the front door slammed.

We jerked and looked at each other, and Lana entered the kitchen. “Hi, kids. I just…” she stopped talking and stared at Jory.

Jory was plain to see. Negligee and heels, his penis sticking up like a little flag under the glass.

“Well, I’m just in time,” she quipped.

Jory tried to cover himself up and get up, but Lana pushed him back.

“Oh, just sit down. Nobody here but friends.”

“But…but I…”

“I’ve seen a dick before. And, not to break the news to you, slick, but your dick ain’t that big.”

“I…but…”

He tried to get up again, while pulling the negligee closed in front of him, as if that see through flimsy would stop her eyes.

“You sit there, and I’ll sit here, and let me show you my goodies. After all, you’ve already shown me yours.” She giggled.

She had brought a large shopping sack in with her and she placed it on the floor next to the table.

Jory still blathering, she sat down next to me, gave me a squeeze around the shoulders, and said, “I got to thinking about our adventure last night, and I went through my drawers.”

She pulled out her cell phone and before Jory could do a thing she snapped a picture, then another one.

He was panicked now. He tried to get up again and she grabbed his wrist and pulled. Hard.

“Sit there, Jory,” she worked the cell phone with a thumb and I could tell that she had already uploaded the pictures. Then she flipped it around so he could see.

Through the glass table top we could see Jory’s erect penis. And his negligee. And his high heels. And above the glass we could see his shocked face.

I giggled.

She said, “You sit there or I post it on Facebook.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Of course I would. You know me.”

“Jesse! Make her stop!”

“Oh, she’s not going to stop for me, are you Lana?”

“No way, sister.”

The front door banged.

“We’re in here, Tom”

“You told him!” Jory gasped.

“Of course I did. You couldn’t possibly think I wouldn’t.”

Tom entered the room and Jory about died. His face was so red it was purple. He was trying to close the sexy negligee. He was actually crying.

“My big, strong man was shedding tears like a little baby!

“Hey, Jesse.” He turned to look at Jory. “Wow. Lana said you were transitioning, but I didn’t believe it.”

“What…but I’m not…please…take your wife and leave.”

Tom sat down and pushed Jory over. “Hell. She’s not going to do what I say. She’s my wife and she has never—I repeat, NEVER—done anything I asked. And I’m a manly man.” His meaning was clear: Jory was not.

I high fived Lana.

Tom smiled.

Jory cried.

“Now, Jory, your secret is out. Might just as well come clean.” I spoke soothingly and patted the back of his hand.

“Stop…stop…”

Lana ignored him and reached into her big bag. She pulled out a garment. It was a bra. “First, sissy boy needs some support.”

“I’m…please…”

“Sissy boy. I like that,” mused Tom.

“And, I’m more his size than yours,” Lana said to Jesse, “So I got him some garters and nylons. And I’ve even got my Aunt’s breast forms. They’re big and perfect for Jory. And here’s a skin tight bit of latex…and I never wear this blouse…but I think she’d look better in this cheongsam.

She pulled out a long dress. Tight across the hips and legs, and it buttoned up to a collar around the neck. It was a dress oriental women wore. Quite sexy, made of fine silk with a dragon embroidered around it.

I marveled. “Oh, this is beautiful!”

“I picked it up in Hong Kong last year, but it’s just a tad too large and Lana never wears it. Should fit sissy boy here quite well.”

“Will you stop that?” Jory was almost whimpering.

“Nope,” answered Tom. “Heck, we’ve all known you’re a little soft, and nobody really cares what gender you choose to be. So just go with it.” He paused. “Sissy boy.”

“But I…I…”

“He doesn’t like it, Tom,” Lana pointed out. “And how would you like it if everybody started calling you a manly man?”

“Heck, I wouldn’t mind it. The truth doesn’t hurt, right?”

“But if he’s crying, hurting, then it’s not the truth?” I pointed out. I didn’t really want to watch Jory blubber anymore.

“All right. Point taken. How about if we call him Girly Man. Just among ourselves, you know.” He turned to me. “I suppose you want to keep this pretty much in the house? Or did you want to parade him around? Subject him to the whims and vagaries of cruel and ignorant people?”

“Well,” I mused, “I don’t think many people would be mean, but… here is fine, and Girly Man is okay. Now let’s see what else you have in that gift bag.”

“I’m not going to do this,” Tom was looking down. I could see his small but hard cock throbbing through the glass.

“Nonsense,” I said. “You’ll do what you’re told. Girly Man.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“You don’t have any choice,” smiled Lana, and she tapped her phone. “You do what we say or I post this.”

“I don’t care. I’ll move to another town.”

“The internet goes everywhere,” said Tom wryly.

“I don’t care. I’m not doing this.”

We all sat there for a minute, three of us thinking and one of us feeling sorry for himself. At last Tom heaved a sigh. “You know, I knew it was all going to come down to this.”

Lana and I looked at him. Jory kept his head down.

“Jory. If you go along with this…you can fuck Lana.”

Jory’s head snapped up. He was miserable, but…Lana?

I looked at Lana and she looked at me. “If it’s all right with you,” she said to me.”

I thought about it.

Lana was sexy, stacked, and perfectly built. She had a mature face with large, movie star lips. Did I want my hubby tapping into that?

“Well, I never…I…”

Tom: “You’ve known for a while that we swing every once in a while, and I’m not worried that Jory’s teeny peeny is going to rob me of the love of my life.”

“Never, big hunk,” Lana reached across the table and ran her hand along his jaw. She turned to me. “Did you know that Tom measures out at eight inches?”

Tom smiled with fake modesty I could tell he was proud as a peacock of his endowment.

I turned to Jory. “How about it, Girly Man. You let us make you up, have some fun, and you get to fuck Lana?”

Jory looked up, and he was still miserable, but he was also thinking. Those tears were starting to turn off. “But then you’d fuck him.”

“Maybe. Probably. But so what? I love you, and it’s just sex. And wouldn’t you like to see me laid out and moaning over a king-sized dick?”

“But…but…”

“And then I could fuck you, and tell you what a shrimp you are compared to a real man. Baby, I know you. That would make you so hard. Hell, you’d probably be begging me to fuck him some more.”

“This is crazy. I don’t want to do this.”

But we could all tell he did.

I stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. I took out the good bourbon and reached into the fridge for the big bottle of Pepsi.

They all watched me as I filled four glasses with ice cubes. I think only Tom saw when I filled three of the glasses with a skimpy shot and lots of Pepsi. I filled Jory’s glass with a skimpy shot of Pepsi and lots of bourbon. I brought the glasses back to the table. Tom eyed me as I placed the mostly bourbon glass in front of Jory.

“Well, I guess that’s it,” said Tom. He picked up his glass and took a drink. “Whoa, you make them strong. Isn’t that strong, baby?” He eyed Lana.

Lana took a sip, and she didn’t believe it was a strong drink, but she went along with it. “Yes. That’s more than a lady can stand.”

I sipped my drink and coughed.

Jory was watching us, fascinated. I think, on some level, he knew we were playing him. But knowing on some level and being fully aware were not the same.

He took a sip, coughed, gasped for breath, and Tom slapped him on the back. “Man, that’ll put hair on your chest.”

It was the perfect thing to say. Jory thought he wanted hair on his chest. He wanted to be a manly man, and what better way to be manly than to drink hard whiskey.

“Yeah,” said Jory, and he took another sip.

A half hour later, and one more drink, and Jory was sailing. He was sitting at the table in his negligee, his legs spread and his little cock poking up, and laughing.

I watched as he brushed his hair back and sipped again. “You guys are crazy,” he grinned. “Thinking you can make a sissy boy out of a manly man.”

“Yeah, we probably are. Of course, you might not be man enough to go through with it,” suggested Tom.

“Hell, I’m the manliest man you ever seen. I can do anything!”

We all just sort of walked around that one.

“Well, I can! What you want me to do? You want me to wear this stuff?” He fingered the lapel of the nigligee disdainfully. “No problem.”

“Oh, honey. That’s the liquor talking.”

“That’s ME talking. And I can do anything. Go on, tell me what you want me to do.”

We all hemmed and hawed until Jory was near begging us.

“Well, okay.” I said.

Tom: “Better have him sign something or he’ll think we talked him into this.”

“Sure,” Jory’s head lolled a bit. “Nobody’s talking me into anything!

I got a piece of paper and Tom, being the lawyer, wrote up a contract.

I, Jory Laine, will dress like a woman for one year. I do this under no duress and of my own free will. And if I should break this contract I give all my worldly goods to my wife and agree to sleep in the doghouse outside.

Lana filmed the reading of the contract, Tom kept asking Jory if this was what he wanted, and Jory kept saying yes. Then he signed the contract. And we witnessed it. And Tom folded it up and said, “I’ll make sure this gets put in a bank box. Honey, snap a picture so Jory can have a copy.”

Lana snapped, and it was done.

We all sat back.

Jory started singing:

Back your ass ‘gainst the wall

here I come balls and all

bye bye cherry.

We all snickered, and kept looking at each other. It was perfect. My man was going to be so hot, and I was going to get sex, and even sex with a big dick.

And I had to laugh at the idea of Jory satisfying Lana with his little, teeny peeny.

Oh, man. This was going to be good.

And I felt hot and horny. Wet as a glass of water in the sea. And I couldn’t wait to get started.

I took her out into the wild wood

there I took advantage of her childhood

Cherry…bye bye!


PART Two

We didn’t wait long to start. We let Jory finish his drink and then we led him back into the bedroom. He wavered along, unsteady in the heels, and we stripped him of all clothes.

He stood there, drunk, and grinned as we pushed him into the bathroom. I grabbed a bottle of Nair and followed him.

I slathered him good, everything below the neck, and we waited until the burn started. All the while Tom and Lana were talking.

The burn started and I put him in the shower and watched as his hair circled down the drain. I pulled him out and toweled him off. He was still drunk, and he still sang, and his little dick was hard as ever.

I pulled him into the bedroom, and found Tom and Lana fucking. She had pulled her dress up and her panties down and was leaning on the bed. He had unzipped and his big cock was plumbing her depths.

They grinned at us. “Sorry,” said Tom. “But we just couldn’t wait.”

I looked at that big hunk of salami buried in Lana’s pussy and I licked my lips. Oh, baby. First Jory gets me all horny with his feminine ways, and then this log of a cock has to tantalize.

“Well, hurry up. And, Tom. You get another drink. Lana, I’ll take his left side.”

They kept fucking, him ramming it in again and again, and her groaning with each thrust of that pile driver. Finally, however, I heard her give one of those surprised grunts, and I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the way her hips were locking up and then spasming.

Tom, having done his duty, let himself go. What a man, cum on command. Make sure the woman is pleased first. I was looking forward to enjoying him.

Tom went out to the kitchen to make some more drinks. Now that we had Jory high, I wanted to keep him that way. At least until he was ‘transitioned.’ So to speak.

Lana sat down next to his other leg and proceeded to prep his tootsies. I was already prepped and painting. And the red color rolled onto his toes quickly and easily.

“This is long lasting polish,” said Lana.

“Absolutely. And we’re going to use super glue on his hands. Maybe an inch long?”

“For a first time?” she asked. Then she giggled. “Sounds good to me. Better not make them too sharp, though.”

We painted for a while, I finished, Tom brought back another round of drinks, and we sipped and continued our little project. Jory was repeating verses from his little song.

Take off all your underwear

I don’t care

I’ll go bare

Bye bye cherry

Tom laughed. “For a Girly Man he sure knows some great songs.”

“Compensation,” I said. “Jory, take a sip.”

Jory sipped.

I finished his feet and started on his hands. I sanded and pressed the cuticles back. I selected inch long ovals and applied super glue. Shortly I had his hands looking like talons, and I began painting the blood on them.

Interestingly, Tom had never put his penis back in his pants. He was just sitting there, that big hog hanging out of his zipper.

I looked over at Lana. She had pulled her panties up and semen was leaking through them, lots of semen, but she didn’t seem to care. Or maybe she was just drunk enough not to care.

I looked back at Tom. “You ever hurt anybody with that thing?”

“Nah. If it gets a little too tight I just do anal. Assholes can take more dick than pussies can.

“Really?”

“Absolutely,” muttered Lana. “First time he took me in the ass…whoo!”

“Really?”

Lana looked up at me. “When I finish this hand I’ll take care of Girly Man’s face and Tom can preach the gospel to you.”

Now that was interesting. I looked up at Jory. He was just laughing away, singing his sick, little ditties, and…why not?

So I finished his claws, blew on them, and waited for them to dry. then I stood up and said, “I think I’ll go fuck Tom now. Okay, Jory?”

Jory never did hold his liquor too well. His head waggled a bit, and he nodded and said, “A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.”

I followed Tom out into the hallway.

We had no sooner stepped out of the bedroom than Tom spun around and pushed me up against the wall. He placed one hand to one side of me and held me against the wall with his lips.

That man could kiss. His lips were soft and hot, and they were hungry. I realized, as he scoured my soul with his mouth, that Jory having a small dick…well…he had smaller urges. He was horny enough, like all the time, but he wasn’t driven and insistent.

Tom’s hand went under my blouse and slithered up my body. He cupped my breasts and I gasped. He grabbed my nipple with one hand and gently pulled it. God, I nearly came out of my skull.

“Where you want to do this?” He asked.

“Guest bedroom,” I managed to say.

He picked me up, just scooped me up, and carried me into the guest bedroom. He was strong, and I could feel his muscles holding me so easily.

He bent and placed me on the bed, then started getting undressed.

I was anxious, and I pulled my clothes off like they were on fire.

Then we were both naked, and he was looming over me. I could feel his big cock swing against my leg. My, God! He was a club!

He held himself over me, a half a push up, and whispered, “Let me fuck your pussy first, then you’ll understand and we can do your asshole.”

“Okay.” I whispered, so horny I felt like I was exploding.

“Shit! Do we need lube?”

“Lots of it.”

I snaked out from under him, off the bed, and ran back down the hall and into the bedroom.

“Hey, baby! How’s the fucking?” Jory raised his glass towards me as I streaked past him, boobs bouncing, and into the bathroom.

Lana just looked up from where she was blowing on his fingers.

I came out of the bathroom and held up the jar of lube. “Just fine, baby.”

Lana laughed. “Good call. Use a lot.”

“Is she really going to get fucked in the ass?” Jory asked. I didn’t hear Lana’s reply.

Back in the guest room Tom was waiting. He was lying on his side, on an elbow, and his big cock was sticking out like a rooster’s beak.

Giggling, I laid under him.

He rolled over, and I was near swallowed by his muscles.

Still, he didn’t let his weight crush me, and I felt his hand spreading a bit of lube on my pussy. Then he stroked his cock and got it all slick.

“All right, baby. Are you ready for the big choo choo?”

Oh, was I! I gave a nervous gulp and nodded.

He slipped into me, and right away I knew I was in for an adventure. Just the head alone was amazing. It was like a big, old tennis ball was being forced into me.

I groaned, and it hurt a little, but the lube did its job and he slid into me.

Inch after inch of that mammoth python crawled into me, and I felt like I was being slow exploded.

“Easy now,” he whispered. He fondled my breasts, took his time, and kissed me.

But those slight distractions were nothing compared to the way he was opening me up.

“Oh, God…I can’t…”

“Sure, you can. Just hold on.”

He paused, and I had a chance to come to grips with what was inside me. I just laid there and got used to it. The slight pain receded, and the desire set in. I was plugged, filled, and I wanted to feel it more. I began to move.

He stopped me, kissed me, and I was getting desperate. “Please!”

“Pretty soon now. We just want to make sure. I’ll be able to get in you all the way, but I won’t be able to really fuck you until you’ve done this a bunch of times, until your hole is stretched a bit and can accommodate.”
 

I was gulping, unable to stop, and holding on to him. The itch that is the desire to fuck was monstrous. I wanted him to move.

Finally, he did. He shoved it the rest of the way into me, and now I was panicked. It was too big. “Wait! Wait!”

He had stopped, and he held me, soothed me, and he finally said, “That’s all of it. You see what I mean?”

I nodded. “I can’t…I can’t…”

“Not now you can’t. But with time…with time you’ll learn to love it. But it will always be like you’re walking on a cliff, thinking you’re going to fall into a big abyss of pain.”

“Oh, God.” I whimpered.

“Let’s do your asshole. It might hurt more for a second, but it can take the whole thing a lot easier.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

He pulled out, and even that was an excruciating experience. I wanted him to stay in…but…I couldn’t…it was too big.

Then he was outside of me, and I was gasping and wondering where he had gone.

He sat up and picked up the jar of lube. “Over on all fours and I’ll get you ready.”

I was surprised that I could still move, but I could, so I went over on my hands and knees.

Very gently he slathered lube on my asshole. After the near pain of. my pussy it felt really good.

He pushed lube into my asshole and used a thumb to spread it around inside. The he pulled his thumb out and used two fingers.

“Wow,” I said, now recovered from the near disaster. “That actually feels good.”

“Yes, it does.” He moved slowly, pushing more lube in, now using three fingers to spread it around.

He finished, and I felt like somebody had squashed a banana up my asshole. It felt good, but squooshy.

He stood up and got behind me. “Remember, the trick is to stay relaxed. If your muscles are rigid it’ll hurt. Relaxed muscles will accept everything quick and easy.”

“Okay,” I gulped.

He shoved it into me.

I knelt there, in shock, and felt the big baseball bat laying in my rectal canal.

“I know,” he said. “But if you go slow it takes forever, and you have to keep overcoming pain. Do it quick and fast and the muscles don’t even have time to tighten up.”

“Oh…oh…”

He was already sliding back and forth, and I felt that monster rub up against my walls.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

For a long minute he just took his time, and I started to wiggle my butt a little.

“How did you learn how to do this?” I asked, at one point.

“Lana used a strap on on me.”

“Really?” I froze and looked back at him.

He put an arm around my head, bent me back, caused me to arch, and his dick to move around inside me. He kissed me, and being all pretzeled it was absolutely stunning and breathtaking.

When he let me go and went back to his long, deep, slow strokes, I asked, “Can you go home and get that strap on for me?”

He grinned. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “You think he’ll like it?”

“Did you?”

“Love it.”

“Then, yes.”

He began to move faster now. The bed springs squeaked and the bed knocked against the wall. Heck, my head was hitting the wall, but I didn’t care. That peeny up my rear was all there was.

Suddenly, he gave a big lurch and froze, and I could feel his cock unload in me. God! The man had just cum in his wife and he was cumming again!

Squirt after squirt, and they weren’t sissy squirts. I felt like a bucket of cum was being shaken into my pussy.

Finally, he sagged, then he backed off. I twisted and lay down on my belly, and marveled at the sensations in my rear end.

Alive, electric, opened up. And…filled with semen.

“Just relax a while. I’ll go get us some more drinks.”

I laid there and just tried to breath and remember who I was.

When we returned to the bedroom Jory was pretty nearly made up.

“Geez,” Lana mock complained. “You guys took long enough.”

Jory was asleep. He laid there, his features slack as Lana put on the finishing touches.

His eyes were smoky grey and his lips were bright red. He had the proper amount of blush, and she had even plucked his eyebrows and shaped them perfectly.

“Wow.”

Tom grinned. “He’s going to be surprised when he wakes up.”

“He’s going to be upset,” I mumbled.

“Sure. But…let’s keep him away from mirrors and keep pouring drinks into him. Then we can slack off a bit, and he’ll sort of sober up and get used to it.”

That made sense.

“Okay,” said Lana, “Now the hard part. Let’s get him dressed.”

Dressing up a limp body in tight clothes is difficult, to say the least, and we struggled. Really, we should have dressed him first, but that hadn’t seemed likely. Fortunately Tom had the muscle, and Lana and I could adjust his clothes.

We laid him on the bed and pulled up garters and nylons. Then we put on his bra and his breast forms.

“Crap. He needs a tummy shaper.”

“Not a corset?”

“Well, yeah, but I don’t want to squeeze his body when he’s drunk like this.”

So we put an open bottomed tummy shaper on him.

Laying on the bed he was beautiful. A woman in body and face, but there was one problem. He had a boner.

We all stood to one side of the bed and stared at the little cob sticking up. It was quite pretty, be it a bit small.

“That’s got to go,” said Lana.

“Yep,” agreed Tom.

And, I hated to agree, but with what we were planning to do…his boner had to go.

But it wasn’t going to go. That dick had been fucked, and but good. There was no sperm left to leak. But he was in a state, having made me cum, and it wasn’t going to go down.

“Can you jack a man off if he’s asleep?”

“Maybe,” I said, “But he’s not going to cum.”

Lana took it in her hand, stroked it a few times. Jory merely gave a snore. She frowned and backed off.

“You know,” said Tom. “I might have a way.”

We looked at him.

“Lana? Do you remember that toy the guys gave me last Christmas? It was supposed to be a joke?”

“You mean that miniature chastity tube?”

“Yeah.”

They hummed and hawed and discussed it.

“Might be too small.”

“For that little thing? Naw.”

“We’d have to be careful.”

“We can be careful.”

“We only live a few minutes away. I can be back in five.”

“We could put ice on his pecker, get it small enough to fit into that thing.”

“What are you guys talking about?” I asked. My back door felt so good. I wanted more.

Tom turned to me. “A solution.” He turned to Lana. “Back in five.”

“Okay.”

Tom ran out of the room and down the hall. A couple of seconds and I heard the front door slam.

“What are you guys…”

“Go get some ice. Big bag.”

Well, I had better. We had been using the ice for drinks all day, and I came back with a sort of plastic bag, the kind you use for back aches and stuff.

“Oh, yeah,” Lana whispered. She took the bag and wrapped it around Jory’s little penis.

We sat back and talked about Tom’s dick for a while, and Jory’s cock slowly shrank.

The chastity tube was a little thing. Way too small for a normal guy, but exactly the right size for tiny dick Jory.

Lana took the ice bag off him and Tom fitted a ring around his package, pushed a cock shaped sleeve over his penis, then secured the whole thing with a little padlock.

“Wow.” I stared at the little thing. “Is that hot?”

“It is sort of hot,” agreed Lana.

“I don’t get it,” said Tom. “What’s the big attraction? You lock it up and you can’t fuck it. And why would a guy want to get himself all imprisoned like that? That’s got to be the most frustrating thing in the world.”

“Exactly!” Lana and I snapped at the same time, then we giggled.

“Okay, he’s still asleep. Let’s put the cheongsam on him.”

Tom lifted and we girls tugged, and we pulled the oriental style dress up his frame. Talk about luck, it was a perfect fit. We buttoned the buttons and stood back and smiled.

Jory lay sleeping, facing up. And he was a beautiful woman. His dress was snug and his tits were big. His legs, showed a little, and the nylons gave him a sleek look. There was no bulge where the chastity tube held his little man prisoner, and, most important, his hair was absolutely stunning. It wasn’t the dark, raven wing look of oriental women, but it was better.

“Well, let’s have another drink and watch the tube while we wait.”

We sat around the bedroom and watched the big screen while Jory slumbered.

An hour later, he began to stir.

“Sleeping Beauty rejoins the land of the living,” Tom murmured.

I turned off the big screen and we gathered around the bed.

Tom moaned, then his eyes fluttered. And I do mean fluttered. He had heavily made up eyes. The mascara was precise, the fake eyelashes long, and the colors absolute perfection.

“Hey, baby,” I shook him.

He opened his eyes all the way, and was puzzled, but he was also still drunk.

“My head hurts,” he mumbled.

Lana helped him sit upright. We agreed that Tom should just stand and watch unless we needed him.

“What’s on my…”

Lana stopped him from rubbing his eyes, and I pushed a drink in his hand.

“Hair of the dog, baby. Drink up.”

He sipped, but I kept lifting the glass. The liquor went between his red stained lips easily. He gulped, and he looked at us. “What’s on my eyes?”

Again, Lana stopped him from feeling his eyes, and I pushed the drink on him again. I wanted him stupid again.

“All of it. Drink it all.”

Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to. But still half drunk, he managed it. Almost instantly he was grinned.

Lana and I helped him stand up. He was taller now. And while this confused him, he looked around and said, “Am I still wearing those heels?”

“You sure are,” answered Tom.

“Hey, buddy,” he wavered and almost fell, but Lana and I had him.

“Man, I must have drunk a lot, what’s this…” he started to look down at his clothes, his cheongsam, but I pushed and Lana pulled, and the threat of motion, and falling on his face, made him look up.

Chatting, talking to him soothingly, we walked him out of the bedroom. The drink was taking good effect, and he hadn’t had a chance to see himself in a mirror.

We arrived in the foyer and had a choice. Turn left, into the living room, and avoid all mirrors, or turn right and let him see himself in the big wall mirror.

I took a big breath and nodded to the others.

The mirror.

We turned him and he turned and grinned stupidly and said, “Are we going out? I don’t know if— “ he stopped.

He had caught sight of himself, and we kept him turning. He took in himself, and his breathing stopped.

He was beautiful. Slender with big breasts. His hair flowing down, his face perfectly made up.

He was a woman, and there was no denying that.

“I…I…”

He stared back at himself. He was still drunk, but his eyes were big, and I had a feeling that he was getting so shocked that the effects of alcohol were dissipating.

“Is that…did you…”

Lana stood next to him, under his arm. She was grinning, and beautiful. I realized they made quite the couple.

I was on the other side, under his other arm, and…we made quite the couple, too.

Tom looked on from behind us, proud as a puppy with a new toy.

Then the tears started.

“Am I…am I…” his eyes filled with moisture, a tear trickled down.

“Did you…I have boobs…what…”

More tears.

We talked to him, soothed him, but the waterworks had started. He cupped his hands over his face and cried, and his mascara, though waterproof, still ran a little. Lana and I dabbed and tried to keep the damage to a minimum.

I thought: Oh, no.

But I was wrong.

Suddenly Jory turned to me and hugged me. He held on, sobbed, and kept whispering, “Thank you. Thank you.”

If we thought we had had a party this morning, it was nothing like what started then.

Tom turned up the music and Lana and I started taking turns dancing with Jory. It was wonderful dancing with my new husband. To feel his large breasts pressing against mine. To catch the scent of the delicate perfume we had spritzed him with. To nuzzle together, our faces in each others hair.

Then I watched him with Lana, and I loved how she held his face and kissed him as they swayed.

Then Tom danced with him. Tom was big and manly, and he moved Jory around just like he was…she was…a woman.

At one point we were sitting around the patio table and Jory asked, “What’s going on with my cock? I can’t see it, but it…something is grabbing it. Squeezing it. And the harder I get the more it squeezes.”

We all chuckled, and Tom explained about the chastity tube.

“Well, when do I get it off?”

“That depends on your wife.” Tom handed me the key to the little padlock. “You make her happy and maybe she’ll let you out.” He grinned in a most evil fashion. “Then again, “Maybe she’ll just keep you locked up. Let you watch as I fuck her hole big.”

Jory’ face turned different colors, his muscles worked, but, in the end, he simply nodded and said, “Oh.”

At one point Johnny Timmons and his wife came over. They heard the noise from next door and wanted to do a little party crashing. When they found out why we were partying they were astounded.

“That’s…that’s really you? Jory?”

Jory nodded. He was becoming accustomed to his new appearance faster than I thought. I mean, he was still drunk, but there was a part of him that wasn’t drunk, if you get what I mean.

Johnny’s wife insisted on a dance. Then Johnny took his turn.

More neighbors came over, the news was getting out, and I found out later that Johnny’s wife had posted to Facebook.

Finally, everybody dancing and drinking and having a great time, I nudged Lana. “Do you want him?”

She smiled big time. “Do I? Does a fish want water?”

She moved through the crowd, took Jory’s arm and swung him back towards the house. People understood what was happening, and there were a few hoots, but Lana ignored them. Jory glanced at me and I simply smiled. I was sure, that though he had been drunk, he remembered me fucking Tom.

I waited a minute, then entered the house after them.

I followed them down the hall and listened to them at the door. Then, when I thought they were into their own universe, I cracked the door and peeked in.

“Oh, baby,” said Lana. “I have always wanted to screw a woman with a dick.”

She had him on the bed, was perched on him. Seemed like everybody wanted to be on top of Jory.

“But my dick is locked up.”

“That’s okay. I brought something for you.”

The strap on was in a bag next to the bed. Tom had remembered to bring it when he had brought back the chastity tube, and she took it out and arranged it around his waist. She had to lift his cheongsam to fit it on him, but when she was done he had a big dick, bigger than his own, and she was now beneath him, waiting.

“Drive it to me, stud. Let me see how a Girly Man does it.”

Jory slid the big penis into her, and marveled when her eyes went wide. Of course, he had never seen the look of a woman opened up by a big peeny because, face it, he had a little peeny.

“Yes, yes,” She held on to him and rose up to meet him.

Then I watched the most amazing race.

Her fucking for all her might, and him fucking and not feeling a thing.

She moaned and cried out and grabbed his hair and pulled him down to her lips. Being careful, of course, not to dislodge the wig.

Jory thrust into her, again and again, and I knew he was feeling the heat. The look on his face, but…nothing was there. It was a fuckless fuck.

Suddenly she began to cry out, guttural grunts and moans, and her hips bounced up and down. “Yes! Yes!”

She came and came and came.

Jory just stayed inside her, looking down, marveling at his own detachment, his lack of sensation as she had gone crazy. I knew he had to be the most frustrated man in the world right about now.

Then she pushed him off. “Oh, God. that was good. You can fuck me with somebody else’s dick any time.”

She strode towards the door, a big, happy smile on her face. She pulled opened the door, wasn’t surprised to see me, and stepped past me.

I stepped into the room and closed the door.

Jory was sitting on the side of the bed. His cheongsam up around his waist, the dildo sticking out. I wondered if he was comparing the dildo to the size of his own puny penis.

“Hey, honey.”

He looked up.

“Did you have a good time?”

“Well, I did…I guess.”

I chuckled. “That’s what it’s like when you get fucked by a tiny peeny. You feel something, but the bang is small. Sort of frustrating.

“Is that what you’ve felt all these years?”

I answered him simply. “Yes.”

He looked  very miserable then. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I said. “I love you, and there’s other ways of doing things.”

“There are?”

I was working around his waist, undoing the strap on. I lifted it off him.

“Like what?”

“Like this,” I began putting on the strap on. It felt to have a good, hefty, hunk of meat, even though it was plastic, sticking out in front of me. I thought about how I liked to be in charge. And I thought about how he liked it when I was in charge. It seemed to make his little dick even harder.

He looked at my big dick and licked his lips nervously. “I thought you were going to unlock me.”

“Oh, Lord no. I certainly don’t want to do that.”

I pushed his shoulders and he laid back on the bed.

“Ever?”

“Probably not.”

“Then…then…”

“Shush up, Girly Man.”

He shushed, and I moved between his legs. I slapped lube between his legs and thought about how Tom had slapped lube into me. I used a lot, and really smushed it in. I used three fingers and got him hot and horny…and well lubed.

“Honey, I don’t know—“

I rammed it in and he gasped.

“What don’t you know?” I asked. I grabbed his little cock cage and shook it. The penis was trying to get hard inside, but failing.

“I…I…” he was suddenly gasping and giving little shivers.

I held his cage and pulled out and rammed it in again.

“I don’t think…I don’t…”

“Good. You shouldn’t think. You should just learn to lay down and let me fuck you.”

“Oh, God,” he moaned.

I drove it into him, pulled out, again and again. I moved around so the penis would scrape against his rectal walls, wake up all the nerves.

He was beside himself, groaning, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets.

I leaned down and kissed him, then pulled back and said, “I won’t be getting dick from you any more. Tom’s dick will work for me, and when I get tired of him I might find somebody bigger. But as for you, hubby of mine, I am now in charge. I am the fucker and you are the fuckee. Is that clear?”

His teeth were chattering and his head bobbed up and down. I grabbed his chest mounds and squeezed. “And you can’t feel this, but we’ll get you some real ones, okay?”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

Real tits, and I’m in your pussy, and you are my Girly Man, now and forever. Is that clear?”

“Oh…OH! OH!”

Jory began to cum. Again and again.

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

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 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!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Girly Man!’

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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