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PART ONE

“My man has the biggest orgasms in the world.” Tammi was drunk as a skunk. She was a sexy blonde with big boobs and an ass that would make a swing set envious. “When Tom cums he starts at the toes, they curl up like bacon on a grill, then his legs shake, then he starts howling.

“Aw, that’s nothing,” laughed Jenny. She was a brunette with slightly smaller boobs, but a waist so slender it made her boobs look bigger. She, too, was drunk, and her green eyes were glazed over. When Johnny gets going his balls start pulling up and his asshole squinches, and then his big cock pulses out a huge bucket of squirt!”

“You two girls are pikers!” hooted Sarah. She was a redhead with slightly under sized knockers, but her nipples were big as shot glasses. “When Sam starts squirting his whole body spasms and then he shoots so hard he can knock your wig off!”

The three girls pounded on the table and screamed out their laughter.  They had been left alone while their men went on a hunting trip, and the empty bottle of bourbon in front of them testified to their good humor.

“Tom can knock a bird off a branch with one good squirt!”

“Johnny can fill a ten gallon hat with his baby batter!”

Sarah leaned forward. Her eyes looked like an owl’s and she beckoned the others to come closer to hear what she had to say. “One time Sam and I ran out of gas. He jacked off in the tank and we drove another twenty miles.

The girls all roared and slapped the table and each others backs.

Then, as drunken get togethers will, they were all silent, thinking, cogitating the wild fancies of drunks. And Tammi said, “We oughta have a contest.”

“A who test?” asked Sarah blearily.

Jenny got it, though. “Not a contest, a cum-test.”

“Oh,” blurted Sarah. “You mean like who can cum the biggest.”

“And the furthest and the mostest,” chortled Jenny.

And, again, they lapsed into silence, their soggy minds trying to come to grips with such a thing.

“It’d be a manly cum-test.”

“Yeah, a cum-test that separates the men from the whiney little boys.”

“Everybody’s an asshole.” This made no sense, but they were thinking so hard about the cum-test that they didn’t argue, or even remember who had said it.

“So what are the rules?”

“We have ‘em stand on the porch and they jack off and see who squirts the furtherest.”

“But they gotta be measured for velum. Uh. Volume.”

We’ll lay out a roll of linoleum. They miss the line of leum…the illiem…the…uh, whacha ma call it…”

The linoleum.”

“Yeah, that stuff. Whoever misses it is kicked out.”

“Objectified.”

“No…not objectified…uh…disqualified.”

“Yeah. Kicked out.”

“So we see who squirts the most and the furtherest.”

Sarah added, “And fastest. We get a stop watch and see who’s squirt goes the fastest. Right out of the pecker.”

“We could do that.” Jenny was trying to shake more booze out of the bottle. She held it upside down and nothing came out, so she twisted her head under the neck and stuck her tongue up the hole.

Jenny giggled. “You look like you’re lickin’ a asshole.

“Takes one to know one.”

“So how we gonna get the guys to agree?”

“We jack ‘em off.”

“But if we jack ‘em off we can’t measure ‘em.”

“Well, I don’t about you bitches…” Jenny said, wavering in her seat.

“That’s Miss Bitch to you, bitch.”

“Yeah. But I got my own method. I’m gonna work my man up until his balls are fuller than a dump truck, and when I pull the lever he’s gonna beat the sperm outa your guys.

Sarah huffed in disgust. “I got my own methods. Secret methods registered in the library of cum-gress…”

They howled at that, then Sarah finished her thought.

“I’m gonna work my methods on Johnny and when he lets fly he’s gonna knock the birds right off the scarecrow.”

“And get ‘em pregnant, too,” murmured Tammi. She reached between her legs and scratched. All this horny talk was making her horny.

Suddenly she perked up. “I’m going to get Tommy so jacked he paints the side of the barn white!”

“Ha! He couldn’t hit the side of a barn if he was under it.”

“In it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Is there another bottle here somewhere?”

Jenny got out the other bottle and the girls continued their imbibing. They imbibed through the night, boasting of how far, fast and much their men were going to squirt.

When dawn arrived the three women were blotto.

Jenny was laying face down on a couch, one arm draped to the floor, the other stuck between the cushions. Her ass was hunched over a pillow and looked positively enormous.

Tammi was laying on her back with her legs propped up the wall. Her dress was down and one hand had gone to sleep mid-pussy scratch. Before she could even cum.

Sarah was sitting at the table, her upper body sprawled across the formica, her face resting on one arm, and snoring so loud that the empty bottles on the table rattled and very slowly vibrated across the table towards the edge.

BEEP BEEP! None of them looked up as their men drove into the yard.

Tommy, Johnny and Sam were brothers. They could have been triplets, but they weren’t. They were large men with big biceps and round bellies. They had big beards and different sized cocks. So much for the triplets being the same theory.

They pushed open the kitchen door and staggered in. They staggered because the were carrying heavy haunches of meat. They were also staggering because they had drunk more booze than a septic tank had turds. They looked around the kitchen, saw the girls slumbering, and laughed.

Sam grabbed Sarah’s chair and tilted it back until she lay on the floor. They all threw their haunches of meat on the table.

“I still say that was Bigfoot,” stated Johnny.

“Maybe, I sure would have liked a shot at him.”

“How big a dick does Bigfoot have?”

The brothers commenced to argue then.

“If a reg’lar man is six foot tall and has a six inch dick, and Biggie is 8 feet tall, then he has eight inches.

“Yeah but a horse is eight foot long and he has a 30 inch Willy. So I say Biggie is 30 inches.”

“Damn,” he’s almost as long as me.”

Johnny and Tommy hooted at Sam.

Since the girls were drunk and passed out the boys had to cut the meat themselves. Sam took the left side of the sink and Tommy took the right. Johnny tossed them each haunches and big butcher knives rose and fell. Every once in a while Johnny would sneak a hand under a descending blade and grab a bit of meat for packaging. Once packaged the meat went into the freezer.

“You be careful with that bear meat,” said Tommy to his brothers. Then he turned to Sam and chided him, “You only needed one shot to grease Bambi.”

“Hey! That was an accident. I didn’t know I had my gun on fully auto.”

The other two brothers snickered. Johnny said, “That makes you sound really stupid, baby brother.”

Sam frowned. “I’m older than you, Tommy’s the baby brother.”

They were quiet for the moment then, and they thought about who was older and how that came about.

“Ohhh.” Jenny groaned and held her head.

“Sleeping beauty awakes.”

Jenny struggled to her feet and looked around. “When’d you assholes get home?”

“Yesterday, woman. You oughta learn to hold your liquor.”

Sarah moaned and looked around. “What the fuck? Who’s got a 30 inch dick? I heard somebody say something about a 30 inch dick.”

Sarah started to ripple up her body.

“Oh, shit, woman, don’t you go upchucking while we’re cutting meat.”

Tammi started to rub her pussy, then realized that the others were looking at her. She groaned and got to her feet.

Jenny let loose. She was standing right behind Tommy and she sprayed puke on his back, over his back, and all over the haunch of meat he was cutting.

“Damn, woman. Control yourself.” He ran the meat under the faucet, chopped it, and tossed it to Sam.

“Fuck you,” said Jenny. “You ain’t my husband.” She looked up at him with red eyes. “Are you?”

The brothers all chuckled.

“Man, you girls got swizzled last night.”

By now the girls were sitting in chairs around the table. Sarah was spitting the last of her vomit on the floor.

“We not only got swizzled, we got you fellows in a cum-test.”

“A who what?” blurted Johnny.

“A cum-test. We’re gonna jack you off and see who squirts the fastest, longest and mostest.”

The three brothers stopped chopping meat and looked at each other with surprise on their faces.

“Damn, we ain’t had a good jack off contest since…since…”

“I can’t remember when.”

“Whenever it was,” said Sam, “I was the winner.”

“With that little pecker of yours?”

“It’s small but mighty. Just the other day Sarah was sucking me off. She didn’t want to swallow that particular night—don’t know what is wrong with that woman—“

“Your spunk is a skunk. That’s why.”

“—but she aimed it off to the side and knocked a glass off the counter.”

“He did,” Sarah nodded. “And we wasn’t even tryin’. He just shot out like a shotgun and bang! That damn glass fell into the sink and broke. You can still see some shards there.

“That’s nothing,” laughed Jenny. “We was fucking the other night and I didn’t want to get pregnant. I was doin’ the ridin’ and I jumped off and Johnny’s spooge shot right up and hit the light bulb. I was picking shards out of his beard for an hour.

Johnny frowned and smoothed a hand over his beard.

“Ha!” Chortled Tammi. “That’s nothing. Tommy and I were fucking out in the yard and he was taking me doggy style. I fell over when he came, his first shot knocked me right on my face. But his second shot went over my butt and broke the truck windshield.”

They were all silent after that. Broke the damned windshield. That was a damned shame.

Then Sam said, “So what’s this shit about a ‘cum-test?’”

“We’re gonna roll out that old roll of linoleum. From the porch right down the driveway. We’ll set up some bottles and things for you boys to knock over, and we’ll get a stop watch and a tape measure and we’ll see which one of you boys has the real stuff.

The boys nodded. They were finishing up the meat so they opened a six pack and the three couples sat at the table and on the counter and thought about the cum-test.

“You boys oughta give up right now,” murmured Johnny. “I got the biggest pecker so you ain’t got a chance.

Johnny laughed, “You’ll waste all your squirt just getting to the end of your hog. Then it’ll just dribble and flop.”

“Does squirt flop?” asked Tammi.

“You two are gonna come out on the short end,” stated Sam. “My dick is small, but I got the same amount of muscle packed in ‘er. I think we should have a cock fight.”

The girls looked askance.

Johnny explained. “When we was young we used to face off. We’d be ten paces apart, slappin’ the meat, and we would see who could shoot each other in the eyeballs.

The girls nodded, the Sarah said, “Maybe some other time. Right now we aren’t concerned with accuracy, we want to see who can fling the most the furthest and the fastest.”

The first round of beers done, Tommy and Sam smacked their empty cans against their foreheads and threw the squashed aluminum into the sink.

Johnny, for a joke, smashed his beer can on the back of his wife’s head.

“Hey!” yelped Jenny.

Everybody laughed as Johnny tossed his flattened can into the sink.

“Okay, then, shall we go out and shoot our peckers?”

“NO!” the three girls all yelled together.

“What? Why not?”

“Because we got to put you in training! This is gonna be the Oly-impics of masturbationism, so we got to train you, and prepare you and do everything right.

“Well, we been huntin’ all weekends, and I was sorta lookin’ forward to squirtin’ my brains out right now.”

The other two brothers nodded.

“Not a fucking chance!” blurted Tammi.

“Not a chance of fucking,” agreed Jenny.

“And we don’t even want you to even think of jackin’ off.”

The brothers looked at each other. Tommy grumbled to Sam, “And you wouldn’t let us jack off in the truck on the way home.”

“I didn’t want to have to clean all that shit off the windshield,” Sam muttered.

“Fuck that. You can’t tell me when to cum, woman.”

Jenny raised a foot and stomped it right between Johnny’s legs. She felt the comfortable sensation of balls deflating, and he went over backwards and hit the floor. “Don’t you talk that way to me!”

“Shit, woman!” Johnny held his nuts and rolled on the floor. His face was white and it looked like he might puke for a minute.

The other brothers grinned and pushed their chairs back to protect their own nuts.

Tammi glared at Tommy. “This here cum-test is starting, and you better do exactly what I say. I don’t mind losing fair and square, but if I lose because you can’t keep your hands off your Willy…well, you better sleep light.”

Sarah reached forward and grabbed Sam’s plaid shirt by the front and pulled him close. She snarled right into his eyeballs. “Don’t you even think about touching your pecker!”

Sam pawed at her hands and said, “Okay, honey lumpkins.”

Sarah let go of Sam’s shirt and pushed him back.

The Great Cock Shoot Out had officially begun.

Johnny and Jenny headed home in his battered, old Jeep. Johnny was feeling sort of glum. He had himself a big, old boner and he wanted to exercise it. He had been hunting for a week and he wanted to stick that old dinger right up his wife’s pussy and fill it full of baby suds.

“I got plans, honey lamb,” said Jenny.

They pulled into the scabby front lawn of their shack. The dogs came out from under the porch wagging their tales. Except for Balls, who had lost his tail in a hunting accident. He had been chasing deer and run across Johnny’s sights and Johnny had cursed and cursed. And never taken him hunting again. And now that the dog had lost the only thing obscuring sight from his sexual organs they had taken to calling him ‘Balls.’

“I don’t know about this,” whined Johnny. “I ain’t cum in a week and I’m stored up something awful.

“You’re going to be stored up something more than awful. I only got a month to get you ready.”

“A month of not cumming?” Johnny was truly miserable.

“Shut up. You’re lucky it isn’t two months. I really want to win this contest.”

“But it isn’t your spooge. What the fuck you care?”

“Your my man, and that means your dick, and everything that comes out of it, is mine. Now get out of this truck and get into the bedroom.”

“We’re going to fuck?” he grinned.

“We’re going to fuck,” she confirmed with a smile.

“Then I get one last load off before…for the month?”

“Not exactly?”

“What do you mean ‘not exactly?’”

Jenny didn’t answer her husband. She just came around the truck and pulled him out of the vehicle. Once he was out she grabbed his pants and unbuttoned them. She grabbed his medium-sized pecker, it was only eight inches, and hauled him towards the house.

“Hey!” Johnny was up on tip toes as he tried to keep up. He jumped up the steps and hoped she didn’t pull his dang ding dong off.

“You get your asshole up here,” she led him through the living room, past his gun collection, down the hall past the targets hanging on the walls showing off his best shots, and into the bedroom.

“Fuck, woman!”

She threw him on the bed. “Just lay there.”

He frowned, his cock was sticking up and was pretty red from being manhandled, but he lay there.

Jenny came out of the bathroom.

First, she raised up a rattle can and shook it, then she sprayed the stuff all over his cock and balls.

“What’s that?”

“It’s called Lidocaine. I stole it from the hospital because I figured we might need it some time. And now the time has come.”

“What’s it do?”

She grinned, and he could swear there was a bit of evil in her look.

Second, she unwrapped a rubber and put it on his cock.

“Hey!”

She unwrapped another rubber and rolled it down his shaft.

His cock was only eight inches long, but those rubbers were tight, and he…he blinked.

“Hey? I don’t feel nothing?”

“That’s right, my little alligator dick. The lidocaine stuff numbs everything up. Then the rubber stops you from feeling further…” she rolled a third condom onto his dick.

“But…but…” he started to sit up.

Jenny pushed him back. “Honey beaver, I am going to win this cum-test, and that means you can’t cum for a month. But it doesn’t stop there. I need to prime the pump, so to speak. I need to build up your balls. I need to make it so you want to cum.”

“But I want to cum right now!” he wailed.

“Not bad enough.” She climbed onto the bed and straddled him.

“Honey…baby…we need to rethink this.”

“Nope.” She sank down on his shaft. She plopped down so hard his balls didn’t even bounce her back, but just got all squashed.

Johnny groaned and hunched a little bit.

Jenny grabbed his beard and used it to hang on to. She didn’t want to fall off while she got him ready.

He couldn’t feel her through the rubbers and the numbing spray. He knew his pecker was in her, he knew because she was suddenly looking intent and her eyes were half crossed. She always half crossed her eyes when they fucked, and she fully crossed them when she came.

Johnny lay there, was bounced up and down as she fucked him.

“Yeah, baby. You ain’t never felt so big!”

“I got three raincoats on,” he complained.

“Yeah, if they feel this big then next time we’re going for six.

Johnny groaned in frustration.

Jenny bounced, and grabbed her nipples and pulled, then she stopped bouncing and leaned forward. “Suck my big fun bags, you asshole.”

Johnny couldn’t help himself. He put his mouth on her big nipples and began sucking for all he was worth.

Jenny moaned and arched her back in pleasure. “Fuck, yeah!”

Even though he couldn’t feel anything, his dick might just as well have been a wooden dildo, the feel of his wife, the taste of her big tits, Johnny couldn’t resist.

He began humping, trying to get some sensation down there.

He flipped her over and began pounding her with his weight. “Damn!” he kept saying. He figured that if he could fuck her hard enough maybe he would feel something.

Jenny loved it. She opened her legs wide and accepted him into her depths. Fuck m! Fuck me!”

“I’m trying!” He grunted.

For a half hour Johnny kept pushing into her.

Jenny, however, was having her own problems. She wanted to cum, but there was something about feeling all that rubber that didn’t quite set her off.

Oh, she felt it, but she wanted bareback. She wanted the feel of flesh. But she knew she couldn’t let him fuck her with bare skin. That lidocaine stuff might work pretty good, but she still didn’t want to take a chance on bare flesh.

But, finally, she began to feel that little urge start to splurge. She felt that big, old ocean rising up from somewhere and nibbling at her toes, then gulping her feet and, finally, it reached her pussy.

“GAAHHHH!” she screamed, her hips going spastic.

“FUUCCCKKK!” she cried out so loud that Johnny would be hard of hearing for a week.

“SSHHIIIITTT!” And she slumped. Man, making his dick numb worked. She was going to have to do this a lot more. And, laying on him, she grinned. She was going to get to do this for a month. Then she would let him squirt—and he better be goddamned good at squirting—and maybe then they could work up another cum-test.

Tammi and Tommy drove home in his battered Ford pick up. It was built in the fifties and Tommy kept it running with baling wire and duc tape. It wasn’t like these newfangled trucks that broke down every ten years or so. His was good for life.

“Honey,” he said, weaving around the potholes on his driveway. “I can cum tonight and then we can start preparing for the contest.”

“I didn’t ask your opinion, numb nuts,” she snapped. “Besides, I know you’re out of control. If I let you fuck me tonight then you’ll want to fuck me tomorrow night, and the next night…no. The only way this is gonna work is that I need to make sure you don’t cum.”

“At all?” he whined.

“You can cum in a month,” she said, “And you better win that fucking cum-test.”

“But there’s a sort of regular cycle, or rhythm, or something to how a man cums.”

She looked at him as he pulled onto the lawn and stopped. “What cycle?”

Their mangy, one-eyed hound came staggering off the porch, nearly fell over, wagging his tail like he could actually see them. He had run into a barbed wire fence with one eye, and the other one, having to work twice as hard, just wore out. He didn’t have but a couple of good years left, but he was the love of their life.

“Well, I ain’t read up on it recent, but a guy cums, then there’s some kind of refraction time or something. I think they call it a period, but that’s a woman thing, so…” he glanced at her, saw he had her squint-eyed attention, so he continued.

“So iffen a man cums he’s empty for a while, can’t shoot nothing. Then he starts to rebuild. So he has to cum, then he has to time himself to the next peak of his cummability.”

“Cummability,” she sniffed.

“I’m not kidding, honey. Look it up. If you don’t let me cum then I’m not going to be empty and then I won’t fill up and…and you’ll lose.”

She reached into his lap and grabbed his boner and balls. His eyes opened wide and she said, “I better not lose that fucking cum-test! I’ll look up this fraction thing, and if you’re lying then I’ll slap your balls until they’re green.”

He gulped. Green balls didn’t sound healthy.

But he risked, “So we should fuck right now and make sure.”

“Make sure of what? Numbnuts! Get outa the fuckin’ truck and into the house. And I want you near me at all times! I know you can’t keep your grubby mitts off your Willy, so you stay close to me and I’ll look up this dick cycle shit.”

They got out of the truck, took a minute to love and hug their one-eyed mutt, then they headed into the house.

They kept a computer in a side room. It was an old one, but it still worked, and Tammi sat down and turned the thing on.

It fizzled and spit and there were a few electric sparks, but the screen went on and she began searching. She kept Tommy next to her and rubbed his cock so he wouldn’t go away.

About an hour later she sat back. “You weren’t lyin’. You weren’t all the way right, but…” she frowned, bit her lip, and took her hands off his wanger.

Tommy tried to sneak out of the room, but she grabbed his belt and pulled him back. “Hold on there, Slick. You ain’t gonna sneak into the outhouse and paddle your boat until it doesn’t float.

He sighed and was sad. Very sad.

Then she sighed and she said, “I been thinking about something for a few months, and I guess it’s time. If a cum-test ain’t the right time…there ain’t no right time.”

“What are you talking about?”

She turned to him and studied him.

“Honey, you cum too much. And there’s only one way to be sure of this empty/full refraction thing. I got to put you in chastity.”

“Say who?”

“I figured just to tone you down a bit, make it so I could occasionally get a good night’s sleep without you poking your meat tween my legs or buns. But you being in chastity is gonna not only give me a good night’s sleep, but it oughta go a long way towards refractionalizing you. After all, you came last week, before you went hunting, so you were empty then. So the longer I keep you from cumming the longer you’ll have to fractionalize your dick. You’ll be so built up, your balls will be so full…you’ll win that cum-test easy.”

“But…what is this ‘chased titty’ thing?”

“Chastity. And I’ll show you.”

Tammi took him to their bedroom and opened the bottom dresser drawer. She took out a small box and opened it.

“Take your clothes off and lay down.”

“We gonna fuck?” he asked hopefully.

“Ha!” she said.

She waited while he got undressed, which didn’t take long. He tended not to wear underwear and that always makes getting undressed faster.

A minute later he was laying back on the bed, his arms folded behind his head, a grin showing through his black beard. He still thought he was going to get a fuck.

“Okay, Tommy. Get limp.”

He blinked. “Say who?”

“Get limp. Shrink. Shrivel. I want your dick looking like it does when you get out after swimming for a few hours. I want to see it look like a raisin.”

“But honey…”

“I ain’t gonna wait all day. You either get limp or I’ll make you.”

“But, Tammi, dicks ain’t like that! They have to go down on their own. They got to get fucked, or jacked, and then they get limp.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not!”

“Are so,” and she punched him in the balls. Hard. Hard enough to make his eyes bulge, his face turn white, until he looked like the Doughberry Pill Boy, or whatever that asshole was named in Ghostbusters.

His dick, of course, went down faster than jet aimed at the ground.

Tammi took a ring out of the little box, slapped his hands away from his groin, and put the ring around his package.

Tommy groaned and wheezed and tried to breath.

She took out the little tube and pushed it over his dick. It didn’t fit very well, his dick being so big, but she kept shoving and pushing and managed to shoehorn the thing into the tube.

She then put a padlock through the loop and CLICK!

A few minutes later Tommy managed to speak. “What is that? What’d you do to me?”

“I put you in chastity. You ain’t cummin’ till I let you out.

“But it’s so small!”

“It’s supposed to be. It’s supposed to keep your dick so small it can’t even think of cumming. Then all the sperm is gonna build up in your balls. I tell ya, when I finally shoot you off you’re going to win the cum-test.

“If I don’t die, first,” he moaned.

She grabbed his plaid shirt and snarled into his face. “If you even think of dying before you win the cum-test I’ll kill ya!”

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“Now then, just because you can’t get your rocks off doesn’t mean I can’t.”

“What?” He stared at her.

“I bought this thing called a strap on. It’s for guys who can’t get it up, and you certainly aren’t going to be getting it up.”

She reached into her bottom dresser drawer again and pulled out a mess of straps and a big dildo.

She untangled the straps and fit them around his hips. He looked down and saw a dick almost as big as his own sticking out. But it wasn’t a real dick. It was a fake dick. It was as fake as an election! But Tammi was smiling.

“Now then, the proof is in the pudding. Lay down.” She pushed him back and climbed on top of him.”

“What the fuck?”

She sank down with a satisfied sigh. “Damn, this is almost as good as you. ‘Course it ain’t alive, but that’s okay.”

She began to shift her hips back and forth.

Tommy’s dick tried to get hard, and ran right into the walls of the chastity tube.

“Fuck!” he cried out, feeling the pain.

“Yeah!” She bounced on him. His balls were all scrunched up under the chastity tube and she landed on them hard.

He gasped, and she bounced again. And again and again.

Tommy was in pain. He couldn’t sit up, he couldn’t wiggle out, all he could do was take the pressure of her body bouncing on his testicles.

“Yeah, baby! We shoulda done this long ago!”

She reached under and grabbed his battered balls and squeezed.

“EEEE!”

Realizing that perhaps this was too much, Tammy let go of his balls.

She leaned down, let her big breasts press against his chest, and kissed him. “Honey? Did I hurt your big balls?”

“Yes!” he whimpered.

“Then take me doggy style. I like that position.”

She climbed off him, got on all fours and waggled her butt.

It took a moment for Tommy to get up on his knees, but he managed it. He moved his fake pecker forward.

“Stick it in, baby!” she crowed.

He did. She groaned and pushed her butt back.

And, out from under the pain, horny as all get out, ensconced in his wife’s pussy, Tommy began to get excited.

Every time his dick surged and tried to get hard it excited him. He had never imagined that pain could be such a wonderful and intoxicating device for sexual excitement, but it was.

He began to ram his hips forward, driving his fake dick into her.

He was removed from the action, she was moaning and crying and wiggling her ass back into him.

He rammed her again and again and again.

But Tammi, like her sister before her, was realizing that fake dicks are never as good as real ones. She craved the bare back contact of skin to skin. She wanted to feel the sweat of his penis lubricating their junction as he slid in and out of her.

It made her less able to cum, and she reached under him and pulled on his balls, the better to help him ram it into her.

“Fuck!” wheezed Tommy, but, regardless of pain (which was  starting to feel sort of good) he began pumping harder, running that big fake dick into her cunnie. He felt like the up and down of those hammering heads on oil wells.

Damn! It was fun fucking with a fake dick!

And, a half hour later Tammy groaned, arched, spasmed, and the big O washed over her. She grabbed onto his beard and pulled and he yelled, but it didn’t matter. She was cumming, and that was all that mattered.

That and winning the cum-test.

Sam and Sarah sat in the kitchen and thought their separate thoughts.

Sam was thinking about how he could persuade Sarah to lay down and spread for him.

Sarah was thinking about various methods of curtailing Sam’s tendency to cum whenever and wherever he could.

She knew her man. He was a horn dog. He wasn’t as big as his brothers—Tommy had ten inches, Johnny had eight inches, and Sam only had six inches. A midget in the world of manly cocks.

Not that it bothered her. Any cock in a storm was her motto. And he did squirt a lot, and he did jet it out to unusual distances, but…but he was the low man on the totem pole here.

So how could she make him cum more than Behometh and Gargantuan?

Their trusty old dog staggered into the kitchen. He had lost his tail, one eye, and one leg, but he was the lovingest mutt in the world.

They hugged their offspring. They scratched his ears, rubbed his Jimmy spot until his back legs spayed and his front leg lost balance and he face planted on the floor. Then they chuckled and Sam picked up the dog and carried him into the bedroom. He placed the dog in the middle of their bed, they always slept around him, and turned to Tammy.

He was about to ask her about the cum-test, to give her his opinion, maybe even to lay down the law. Though laying down the law to his wife had proved to be quite hazardous in the past.

He opened his mouth to speak, and she kicked him right in the apples.

Sam folded like a sheet about to go in the closet. He slumped so fast his face hit the floor. He grabbed his groin and began puking. His face was white, he couldn’t breath, his eyes were bulging, he even felt his bowls trying to loose.

Sarah didn’t wait for him to stop puking. She grabbed his barf stained beard and pulled on it to roll him over.

“You listen to me, you little shit. We’re going to win that cum-test…or else I’ll kick your balls right through the damned goal posts.

Gah…gah…gah…” Sam stuttered.

“Now, here is the way it is going to go. I’m going to jerk you off, and every time you get close I’ll punch you in the jewels. We’re going to do this every day, multiple times a day, and when a month rolls around you are going to be so full and ready to squirt that we’re going to win that cum-test easier than a drunk falls down.”

“But…but…”

Sarah grabbed his cock and started stroking it. Now Sam was caught between the pain of being punched in the nuts and his favorite game, getting his cock stroked.

He wheezed and tried to breath even as his cock got harder and harder.

“That’s it, baby.” Sarah took him in her mouth and began sucking him.

The pain slowly receded and his cock grew harder. He began to feel like cumming. He wanted to cum. It had been a week, and…and…

BAM! Tammi punched his testicles.

He felt his innards lurch and he spit up a bit of puke.

Tammi waited, wiped his puke off her hair, and started jacking him again.

Sam felt sick, very sick. His innards were in knots, but he couldn’t stop the pleasure from starting up. Soon his cock was hard and he felt the familiar sensation of heat, the surge of urge, the desire to cum. He began to move his hips, to fuck her hand, or her mouth when she used that. He was almost there…it was…it was…

BAM!

He curled up around her fist and cried. He retched.

Sarah smiled as she watched her man overcome his pain.

“You’re a real man, darling,” she murmured, stroking his penis slowly. “Not many men can do what you do.”

He thought: What? Get punched in the balls?

“Please…stop…”

But Sarah was determined to win the cum-test. She stroked him, and even fondled his balls a little, though that seemed to bring as much pain as pleasure.

She sucked on his head and he moaned and sobbed, but he couldn’t stop. The desire to cum just rejuvenated so fast, and he needed to..he needed to…

BAM!

He groaned and rolled over and actually passed out for a while.

He woke when Sarah slapped his face with a wet rag.

“Honey, wake up.”

He opened his eyes and gazed at his wife. He was pretty stupefied by the kind of sex he was receiving.

“Honey, all this foreplay has really gotten me excited. You’re going to have to do me!”

Sam grinned. be it a sickly grin.

She helped him onto his back, she spread his legs Amazon style, her legs on the inside, and she slipped her pussy over his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. It hurt, but…he couldn’t deny the pleasure. This was real pussy. This was the real thing.

Sarah fucked him like a man fucks a woman, but he didn’t mind. He just wanted the pain to end and the orgasm to begin. They were in such a position that maybe he could…maybe…

He grabbed her arms and groaned and moved his hips. He couldn’t move them much, but…

She came. A righteous slamming of the hips that drove her up and over the edge. She gasped, her eyes glazed, and then she happened to look down.

Sam was right on the edge. He was starting to surge. He was going to shoot! He was—

Sarah threw his legs down and gave him a mighty knee right in the gonads.

“AHhhhuhhuuu…” Sam wilted like a flower in winter.

Sarah smiled. Damn. They were going to win the cum-test easy!


PART TWO

FOUR WEEKS PASSED…

Johnny and Jenny were in hard training. Jenny often said that if she had a nickel for every condom she put on Johnny she’d be richer than Scrooge McDuck.

“I think that’s ‘Screwed’ McDuck,” whimpered Johnny.

Every day, once upon waking, once after lunch, and once after dinner, Jenny sprayed him with lidocaine and rolled on the rubbers. His dick had actually taken on a different texture. It had no sensation and it was rubbery.

But that was okay, Jenny realized. Once Johnny shot his wad and won the cum-test they’d be the big winners.

“Honey, I think I’m going really numb down there. Can’t we do a regular fuck, no rubbers and no numbing spray?”

“Are you kidding? We are so close…and we’re going to win. You’re going to be so proud when you are the acknowledged biggest and best dick of all time. Able to squirt further than any man alive. Loosing tons of cum. You’re going to make me so happy.”

Of course she was already pretty happy. She was using her pussy every day. Every day, three times a day, she was getting filled up with man meat. It was any woman’s dream. She was having multiple orgasms multiple times a day. She was in orgasm heaven.

In fact, she didn’t want to stop. When the cum-test was over she was planning on making this their only way of love making. She smiled and dreamed of Johnny only fucking her with a numb dick wrapped in layers of condoms. It was alike having the fun of a real dick…without having the problems of a real dick. It was the best of both worlds.

Finally, Saturday morning came, the day chosen for the big shoot out. Jenny got dressed, wore her best outfit, and tried to look as sexy as possible. She had a half bra that left her big hangers protruding in the most delightful manner possible. Her nipples pushed out her blouse, and she wore pants so tight her monkey knuckle was on display.

She took Johnny by the hand and walked him out to the car.

Johnny staggered along. After a month of relentless but unsatisfying sex he was about done for. Sex using a dildo, and having your own cock trapped, was less than desirable.

 His balls were full, but he wondered if he would ever feel his dick again.

Well, one good thing. Once this cum-test was over he would never have to put a rubber around his nerve dead cock again as long as he lived.

They got into Johnny’s truck and headed down the road for Sam and Sarah’s house.

Tommy and Tammi headed out of their house and got into Tommy’s truck.

Tammi was dressed to the nines. New nylons, thong, tight dress, and she was wearing a bra with the nipples cut out, and she had her piercings in. Anybody who happened to glance at her chest would get the kick of their life.

Tommy was dull-eyed, his nuts ached so much he couldn’t think straight. His beard was turning grey and wispy. His belly was shrinking. His cock had stopped aching and looked a little dark in his chastity tube.

“Honey, you are going to shoot a mile. We are going to win this cum-test hands down.

Tommy nodded. “Yes, dear.” He wondered what day of the week it was. He felt like a very, old man.

“Now, when we get there I’ll unlock you. All your size is going to be a little daunting to those shrimpy brothers of yours, and you can walk around and swagger and act the rooster. You got that?

“Yes, dear.” He yawned and she frowned at him.

Why was he acting so lackadaisical when he was about to become the biggest swinging dick this side of dickville?

Then she smiled. She thought back over his four weeks of training. Him wearing a chastity tube was actually pretty cool. Heck, if he kept wearing that chastity tube she would never have to sleep in another white mess as long as she lived.

And, she liked the plastic peter. She had bought a couple more peckers, could have any size or shape she wanted, and…that was really a blessing.

Every woman should be able to choose the implement of her love making. Why be stuck with one size, one shape? Heck, she had even bought weird shaped ones, like pig dicks, and dog dicks. And just this morning the mail man had delivered a long package. Long enough for long stemmed roses, but she knew what it contained. A real horse’s dick. Thirty inches of pleasure, good for front or back.

She smiled wider, and Tommy headed down the road.

Sarah got up that morning and grinned. She was going to rub her sisters’ faces in the dirt. Or the cum. And she giggled.

Sam snored next to her, and mumbled ominous sounding phrases. Things like, ‘Don’t hit me no more,’ and ‘I’ll never cum again.’

But he was going to cum again. Heck his balls were all swole up and looked ready to pop. He was going to squirt a mile this afternoon.

And, besides, she wasn’t going to give up punching him in the jewels.

She liked hitting him between the legs. He was just so adorable when he was bent over, laying on the floor, gulping and gasping and puking. It made her feel like a queen to affect a man like that.

She slid out from under the covers and began prettying herself up. First, she decided to go with a rope bra.

A rope bra was the latest thing. She wrapped a cord around one boob, over the neck, and then around the other boob. This held her boobs—which were big already—up, and pushed them out, and even her nipples pointed out like the big, old shot glasses they were.

After tying her boobs up so they were big and fat and inviting, she pulled on a simple dress. It wasn’t new, but that was good. Thin dresses tended to show the goods so much better than dresses with new material.

Nylons, high heels, all the face paint she could manage, and she was ready.

“Sam!” She yelled. “Wake up!”

Sam sputtered and opened an eye, and cringed. Usually she woke him up with a punch to the groin.

“Take your hands away, I ain’t gonna punch ya today.”

Sam thought about it, realized it made sense, at least it didn’t make sense to punch him in the groin before he was supposed to squirt.

He sat up and shivered.

Being punched in the groin had made his balls big, and his cock all mottled and swollen, but it had also drained his vitality. His belly was almost gone, his beard looked more like a Van Dyke, and his eyes were lackluster.

But that was okay. Today was the day. The end of getting punched in the groin. Though he did like the edging that came along with that activity.

Man, he was going to wear a metal athletic protector from here on out. And he was going to learn Karate so he could defend himself. He didn’t want to be kicked in the groin ever again. Not no matter what.

“Get dressed,” Sarah snapped, hanging earrings from her ears.

“Okay.” He stumbled out of bed, bent over to pick up his pants, and had a hard time. Being physically beaten in the groin every day had had an effect on his whole body.

He felt like a very, very old man.

He pulled on his pants, rested for a minute, and tried to zip up.

His balls were so swollen the zipper wouldn’t go all the way up.

“Here, let me help.”

Sarah pushed on his puffy groin and he pulled the zipper and everything came together.

Of course, his groin looked like a fat lady stuffed into a sausage skin, but…he was dressed.

He put on a shirt, elected to go without shoes—it was too hard to bend over and tie them—and headed out to the kitchen.

Tommy and Tammi arrived at ten ‘clock, and not more than a half minute later Jenny and Johnny pulled up behind them.

The two couples got out of their vehicles, hugs and chest bumps were exchanged, and the girls all went into the kitchen.

The three brothers looked at each other.

They were drawn, pale, shaky, and their eyes were uncertain.

“Man, I’m done with this,” whispered Johnny. He tended to whisper a lot these days.

“You can have your cum-test,” breathed Tommy, his voice even softer and less confident than Johnny’s.

Sam could hardly speak, but he managed. “I give up.”

The three men headed for the porch. Sam kept a fridge just for beer out there, and they each grabbed a Golden Monkey, popped a top, and began to drink. They sat down on a swinging bench, the beams above the swing creaking ominously.

“She’s been spraying my dick with lidocaine and making me wear rubbers.” Johnny could barely be heard over the happy chatter coming from the kitchen.

Tommy: “She put a chastity thing on me. I haven’t even touched my dick in a month.

Sam just gave a light sob and looked down. His pants were swollen and his brothers looked at his groin with worry.

Sarah, Jenny and Tammi stepped out of the kitchen and faced the men. “Gentlemen, we want to make sure everything is on the up and up, so we have invited witnesses to see The Great Shoot Out.”

“Shouldn’t that be ‘shoot off?” giggled Jenny.

All three girls chortled happily.

The morning passed. Telephone calls were made, and neighbors started showing up.

There was Titus McReady, the banker, who looked at the men and made jokes about making timely deposits.

There was Rufus Skinner, who owned ‘Rufus Auto Repair.’ He glanced at the brothers and said, “I think you boys need a tune up.”

Martha Flanders showed up. A prim looking women with an endless collection of print dresses. She didn’t like men, so she just sniffed at the brothers.

And there were others. There were guys from the mill, girls from the bar, and even a contingent from the old folk’s home.

The brothers watched people arrive, park their cars on the lawn—nobody was allowed in the driveway—and saunter up asking for beer.

The brothers at least had the presence of mind to hide their Golden Monkey, and the new comers had to make do with Schlitz and Bud light and other suds that were good only for taking taking bubble gum off the bottoms of tables.

Finally, everybody who was of any consequence was there, and the cum-test was set to begin.

The girls, wanting their men to rest, carried out the big roll of linoleum and unrolled it from the porch steps. It went right down the driveway, slick as snot on teflon.

Twenty yards, at the end of the linoleum the crowd set up a coffee table with three stands of bottles.

The three brothers stared at the goings on like they weren’t interested. And, truth, they weren’t.

Billy Goforth arrived with his band and set up on the lawn.

A clown appeared. A fucking clown! From who knew where. He passed out ballons in the shape of animals and shook hands using a buzzer.

Everybody was getting drunk and they thought the clown hilarious.

And, finally, Sarah stepped up to the iron triangle at the end of the porch and started clanging. Everybody stopped what they were doing and  moved up to the porch.

“Okay, folks. We’re about to have the greatest cum-test in the history of cum-tests. Those three boys settin’ on the porch swing are about to measure their manhood. Any opinions on who gets to go first?”

Martha Flanders, tight lipped and prim, commented in acid tones, “We should see their equipment before we go opinionating or making bets.”

Everybody perked up. There had been a few bets, but the gambling hadn’t really started yet.

“Okay, boys,” yelled Tammi. “Drop them drawers!”

Tommy, Johnny and Sam stood up and began fumbling with their belts and zippers.

Sam, though he was swollen he was the smallest, got his dick out first. Six inches wasn’t much, not in these parts, but everybody nodded respectfully.

Johnny got his tool out next, and everybody smiled. Eight inches. Now that was respectable.

“I’ll bet a sawbuck,” yelled Rufus.

Everybody chided him for betting too early, but he was adamant, if not too smart, and he held to his opinion, and to the bet.

Finally, Tommy dropped his drawers, and the crowd gasped. Tammi had taken off his chastity tube and his cock unfurled. It was a little blackened, but so darn sizable that nobody said anything.

Ten inches was more than respectable, it was…awesome! Most people in the region topped off at nine, and here Tommy was all of ten inches!

Now Titus McReady, there never was a banker who loved gambling as much as him, began to make his bets.

There was much argument as to who would shoot the furthest and the mostest, but a guy with a big dick obviously had an edge, right?

Oh, there was people who said it wasn’t the size of the dick, but the size of the balls.

And there was people who said he had too much meat to go through, and that was going to slow the flow of the ejaculation.

And there was even one fellow, George Tenders, who insisted on betting on Sam. He was a retard, and didn’t have money, but there was more than enough money to swoop down on his ill advised bet.

“Okay, folks!” yelled Tammi from the porch. “Whyn’t you all stand back and give ‘em room. Tommy, you’re the biggest, so you’re going first.”

There was some foo fa rah over that, Tommy being married to Tammi, but since it didn’t matter much in the end, Tommy struggled out of the swinging bench and took his place on the edge of the porch.

The crowd stood on the lawn, to the sides of the strip of linoleum, and watched as Tommy lifted his cock and pointed it down the linoleum.

Rufus held a stop watch and was ready to time how fast it squirted.

Titus held the end of a fifty foot tape measure down the linoleum, and hoped that would be enough. He certainly didn’t want to get any squirt on his good banking suit.

Sarah was waiting with a scale and a bowl and a spatula. When the squirt landed it was up to her to scrape up enough of the cum to measure the weight.

“Okay, Tommy!”

“Go, boy!”

“Let fly!”

Tom began stroking. His cock was tender, the flesh feeling overly sensitive, and his cock head super sensitive.

Still, the feeling of stroking his cock, after all this time…it felt good.

He began to move his hand faster, then faster. He eyed the bottles on the table at the end of linoleum. He could do it. He could do it. He had done it before. Heck he had squirted that far when he was a kid. Now that he was all growed up he could certainly shoot that far.

He felt the feeling building. His balls were a bit tender, and he grimaced every once in a while when his hand banged into them, but he was close…he was close…he was… “Unh….unh…Unh……..GAH!”

The first squirt actually touched the table with the bottles on it. But it didn’t break any bottles, or even get them all messy.

The second squirt hit the ground right in front of the table. The remaining ten shots were respectable, but they trailed off until he was only ten feet in front of the porch.

He stood, swaying, exhausted, then he fell forward, down three feet of steps, and onto the linoleum.

They turned him over and carried him to the side. Jenny held his hand. She smiled, but she was worried. She thought he could do better.

“Okay, folks,” announced Tammi, a minute later. The results are in. We’re giving points for every foot of every drop, more points for the time it took the first squirt to reach and table, and even more squirts for the amount of jism expended.

The crowd hung on her every word.

“Tommy gets 430 points for distance of drops. He gets a bonus of 20 for reaching the table. His speed of squirt, which we got figured out by Brandon, our one and only college kid, was 30 MPH for 300 points. And the weight of his squirt, about three tablespoons, comes to an ounce and a half, which is good for another 300 points. Tommy’s in first place—“

“And last place,” shouted some wag, which everybody chuckled at.

Tammi ignored the idjit and said, “With a grand total of 1030 points.”

The crowd cheered, Tommy managed a wan smile, and it was Johnny’s turn.

Johnny took his place at the edge of the steps. He began stroking.

Trouble, he couldn’t feel his cock. He beat and he beat and he beat…but nothing was happening.

Jenny came up beside him, “What’s wrong, honey?”

“I don’t know,” he grunted, his hand flying back and forth faster than a hummingbird’s wings. “I think…I’m still numb.”

The crowd was getting impatient now. There were a few hoots, a few complaints, and people frowned. They didn’t come to see a shoot out  just to have a wash out.

Jenny frowned mightily. She must have used too much numbing spray. Or, maybe, there was just a cumulative effect.

Still, there had to be a way.

“I think I can fix it,” she muttered.

She grabbed one of his arms and used the other hand to slap his balls.

“GAH!…FUCK!…UNH!”

Sperm shout out of Johnny’s numb dick. Because Jenny had jerked his arm the semen went shooting up and out and a little to the side.

The first shot actually went past the table, but off to the side. It struck Marsha and she looked at the semen on her dress in disgust.

Then a series of shots just in front of the table. And a final dribble right in front of the porch.

The crowd cheered and the measurements began. In a minute the results were in.

Tammi yelled, 480 points for distance. 40 points for going past the table,” Pause. “And speed of squirt was 32 miles per hour, 320 points.” the crowd elbowed one another. this was looking good. “However, the sum of the cum…he only shot 10 drops that was in fair territory. He gets two table spoons, 200 points.”

The crowd struggled with the math, and Tammi yelled out, “1000 points! Tommy is second place! Johnny is still in first.”

“Wait a minute,” yelled Titus, “There’s been some rules broken.”

“What rules?”

“Jenny slapped his balls! That’s illegal.”

“He’s right.”

“That’s interference.”

“Okay, hold on, we’ll have a meeting over this.”

Everybody crowded up on the porch to get in on the meeting. Johnny walked to the swing and sat down. He was drizzled and drained and didn’t have an ounce of gumption left in him.

Next to him Sam sat, looking down. Despondent. Wanting to go to sleep for about a year. His balls were swollen, he had the smallest dick, and he just wanted to be somewhere else.

The meeting went on for some time, seemed like everybody had two opinions, and people argued and argued, and finally Tammi had had enough.

“You folks, he lost anyway, so what do we care if his wife played with his beach balls?”

There was a lot of head nodding at that, and the people went back out to the lawn.

“Okay, our last cum-testant…Sam!”

The crowd was ready now. They had bet and argued and they were ready for the deal to be settled.

Sam stood up. He moved slowly across the porch. He shuffled like an old man. He stepped to the edge of the porch.

His balls hurt. Seemed like they had never hurt so much in his life.

He took his cock in hand and gave it a desultory pump.

The crowd watched raptly.

“Stroke it, Sam!”

His wife stood behind him and encouraged him. “Get it off, Sam. You do it now, or I’ll never let you in my pussy again as long as you live.”

Honestly, Sam didn’t care. He had had enough. He just wanted out.

He stroked a couple of more times.

“Dammit!” yelled Sarah. She stepped forward and reached around and grabbed his cock and started jacking.

Sam didn’t care. He was done. His balls were nothing but a mass of pain and hurt.

The crowd started booing.

“He’s a piker!”

“She can’t jack him!”

“That’s cheating!”

Sarah yelled back, “You shut your stupid mouth!”

“Boo!”

“BOO!”

“BOO!”

Sarah blew her top. After a month of playing with Sam, of jacking him and putting his cock in her mouth, of his whining and complaints…she had had enough.

“You son of a bitch!”

She drew back her fist and punched him…right in the asshole.

Sarah had developed quite a punch over the last month. Her knuckles traveled up his rectal passage and struck his prostate. His prostate was impacted, and squeezed his tube, and, suddenly, his dick straightened out and he shot his load!

The first shot went between two bottles and hit Titus McReady right in the eyeball. He fell back, screaming and wiping at his eyeball.

The second shot took out a bottle. Broke it clean.

The third shot took out a bottle, knocked it over, as did the fourth shot. Then drops splattered on the table, a full dozen drops, but Sam wasn’t done. Drops started falling in the crowd, splattering people’s faces, ruining their suits and dresses. And, finally, Sam just oozed. A long, slimy string of cum, lots of chunks, on the ground in front of the porch. He fell to his knees, then he reached out with his hands and collapsed face first in the puddle of cum at the bottom of the steps.


EPILOGUE

They didn’t bother measuring Sam’s output. They didn’t weigh it or time it or anything. There was simply no point, he was so far ahead there was no arguing.

Jenny and Tammi were sullen and angry for days. They eventually got over it, unless some other party brought up the cum-test. Then they got a little snappy.

Johnny gave up sex and became a Buddhist. Sometime Jenny begs him, but he’s had enough.

Likewise, Tommy didn’t want to squirt anymore. A hulk of what he once was, a studly man with a mighty fine dick, he now slinks through the town, though some people have said they have seen him with his hand in his pants, but their accounts are usually held up as lies, or simply wishful thinking.

Sam has retired from cum-petitions. He spends his days on the porch, on the swing bench drinking whiskey and ignoring his wife.

And, as for Sam’s wife, Sarah…she putters around the house, doing dishes and laundry, and thinking about the day her husband won the Great Shoot Out.

Sometimes she goes up to Sam and opens her mouth, prepares to talk, wants to ask him to cum-pete again.

Sam, however, eyes, her, raises a finger and wags it, and goes back to drinking whiskey.

END
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The Electric Groin


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Great Shoot Out!’

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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