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PART ONE

Jackson Poulter lay naked on the bed. His dick pointed at the ceiling, purple and erect and dripping. His limbs tied to the four posters, he was a horn dog, and he wanted relief.

Funny, he had bought the bed hoping to get his wife to be a little kinkier, but now he was going to be getting something…more than kinky?

The short story was that he had cheated on his wife, then admitted it, then told her he was going to leave her because…well, because she just wasn’t wild enough for him.

He wanted SEX! He wanted his cock sucked. He wanted to plumb the depths of a thousand women. He wanted to FUCK!

His wife wanted to hold hands. She felt sex was a sacred thing that could only be indulged in every week or two. He wanted it every day, multiple times a day. He wanted to fuck until his dick dropped off.

So he was honest with her, told her the truth, and he wakes up tied down and not knowing what was going on.

Damn it! He had been honest! Why should she be mad at him?

He struggled against the bonds, but the cords were tight and well knotted. No way he was going to get loose from this mess. And he knew the bed was so sturdy he wouldn’t be able to shake it until he broke it. No, he was stuck. Trussed and tied and waiting for…whatever.

Laying there, the curtains drawn, trapped, erect. Heck, he couldn’t stop being erect, he was a man, and that’s what men did! They got erect.

In fact, though he was tied down, couldn’t touch himself, he yet wanted to be able to stroke his cock, to achieve an orgasm, to squirt his delicious seed into the air.

He was just that horny a fellow.

He struggled again, just a little, to enjoy a moment of denial before his wife did whatever she was going to do to him.

He froze, her heard voices. His wife and…it sounded like some other women. The other voice was a little deep, but it was definitely female.

For a second he almost called out, he wanted his wife to fuck him, or untie him. But the other voice, he might not want somebody else seeing him in such straits.

Whatever he wanted, however, was moot, for the bedroom door suddenly swung back.

His wife entered, a short, stacked, little blonde. Blue eyes, built for fucking, but…once a week?

“Let me up,” he grunted.

She ignored his words. “I put a sleeping pill in his bourbon, he went out like a light, then I put him here. Like this.”

A shape appeared in the doorway and Jackson’s eyes opened wide.

The woman was at least 8 feet tall. She had to duck to get into the room. A veritable giant. Actually, a giantess, and what a body!

A normal woman might be 36 by 24 by 36. Like his wife. But only 5 feet tall…like his wife. But this one, amazingly proportionate at 8 feet, was probably 48 by 35 by 48.

Her face was sweet and sexy, the eyes magnetic green, her hair fell off her shoulders in gentle waves.

The two women stood and stared down at him.

“What the fuck!” he murmured, blown away by awesomeness.

His dick suddenly felt harder. Images of a ménage à trois filled his mind. He wanted to fuck his wife…always. But this woman, she had a feeling about her, an ambience, and his dick suddenly felt like it was a foot bigger and ready to spurt. If only…if only…he struggled against the ropes.

“Yes, I see what you mean. He is definitely a horn dog.”

His wife nodded. “And he’s always like this! I try to keep up with him, we do it three times a week, and I give him blow jobs, but it’s not enough, and now I find out he’s been cheating.” Moisture threatened to spill form his wife’s beautiful blues. “I think he’s a good man, but he’s just got this sex problem.”

“Honey, you have to let me loose.” He wanted to bone this big woman in the worst way.

Jackson was literally drooling as he behold the giantess. His dick was throbbing, fucking the air hopelessly. Yet in his mind he heard some of what his wife said? What did she mean…three times a week? And…and blow jobs? He felt like he was only getting it once every few weeks!

The woman sat down on the bed, and it creaked ominously. She reached out and put her hand around his cock.

Jackson grunted and thrust his hips upward. He wanted to fuck her hand, to fuck her mouth, to fuck her every orifice.

“Easy, little man,” The large woman spoke softly, “There will be time enough for that.” She turned to Jane. “So what do you want me to do?”

“I heard…there’s rumors…”

“The rumors are true, so what do you want me to do?”

“I want him to be more…normal.”

“And what is normal?”

“I like sex, but…maybe just a little less?”

The big woman smiled. The room lit up with her presence. “A little less sex. Hunh. Goes against my grain, but…” she turned to Jackson. “How about you, Jackson? What do you think? Would you like a little less sex?”

“I need more,” he managed to groan. Her hand was slithering up and down his pole. Funny, his cock was pretty good sized, 8 inches, but it was small in her hand, but small or not, he had never felt such excruciating pleasure. His balls felt big and red, he was throbbing, but he couldn’t…he couldn’t get off. He should be able to, her hand was that good, but for some reason he just couldn’t manage to get over the edge.

“I’ll bet you do.”

“So what do you think?”

The woman pursed her lips and considered the naked man twisting and writhing under her ministrations. She leaned over him, and her face became large in his sight. Her breasts were mammoth, and he wanted them so badly.

“Jackson. My name is Silithia. Some people would call me a witch, but I’m not. I am simply a person who has realized her full potential. You, on the other hand, are stuck in low potential. To you the world is a pussy that you are compelled to fill. You are prisoner to your dick, and…would you like to change that?”

“There’s nothing wrong with me that a little pussy wouldn’t fix!” He grinned meaningfully at her, “Or maybe some big pussy.”

Silithia nodded, and turned to Jane.

“To tell the truth, I have never seen a person so low on the, I guess you would call it the ‘sexual scale.’ He is nothing but a rutting animal. Was he always like this? I can’t imagine that you didn’t detect this before you married him.”

“No. At first he was sort of normal. A little extra horny, but nothing I couldn’t handle. Then he was in an accident last year. After that…” she shrugged helplessly.

“Ah, that complicates matters.”

“Could you…uh…get me off?” Jackson begged.

“Shush, little man, your betters are talking.” She put a finger, a large finger, on his lips, and he suddenly found that he couldn’t remember how to speak. He settled on focusing on trying to fuck her fist. He simply had to get off. Thus, though he heard what was said next, he didn’t really understand it.

“He’s had organic damage. His brain, some switch was clicked on and left on, and it’s impossible to tell what is going to happen if I try to fix him.”

“But surely there is something…I do love him…I…” Jane did cry then.

Silithia reached out her free hand and curled it under Jane’s chin. “It’s okay.”

And, miraculously, it was. Jane, sniffled, but the tears dried up.

“For me to fix him I’m going to have to have sex with him…”

“Oh, yeah!” groaned Jackson.

“You have to?”

“I do. There must be the most intimate of physical connections to make this work. And, I have to tell you, there is a big chance things will happen that you haven’t planned on.”

Jane didn’t say anything.

“I do want to help him, or at least try to help him, and it’s not like his dick hasn’t been in some other woman.”

“But there’s a chance that he’ll be…cured?”

“There’s a chance. With what I know, a good chance, but there’s a good chance that other things will happen.”

“Can you fix these other things?”

“Maybe. But I won’t know until I know what the ‘other things’ are.”

Jane stood silently for a long while.

Jackson moaned and kept thrusting his hips upward. Silithia watched the woman, held on to Jackson and didn’t let him cum.

Jane came to the side of the bed and looked down upon her helpless husband. She contemplated: “We can’t go on like this. And maybe we can help him.”

She leaned on the bed then, and looked into her husband’s eyes. “Jackson…I love you. But we need to do something. We need to help you.”

“Oh, yeah, help me, baby!”

She was speaking specifically. He was speaking generally, and thinking of the hand that was driving him wild. She took his words as a plea for her to go ahead and helped him.

She stood back. “Go ahead.”

Silithia nodded. She let go of Jackson’s dick and stood up. Her face was a mix of resigned and acceptance.

“Well, Jackson Poulter, looks like you get your wish today.”

Jackson was drooling as he thrust his penis upwards. He watched Silithia with eyes so hungry they were near rabid.

Silithia unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. She wore no bra. Her boobs were massive, heavy, but her body was at full potential and easily strong enough to hold her breasts up and jutting.

The nipples, especially, were impressive. They were like miniature shot glasses on the peaks of her tits.

“Oh, God!” whispered Jackson.

Silithia unzipped her skirt and slid it down. She was wearing a garter and nylons, and very sexy high heels, but she wasn’t wearing underpants. She rather enjoyed the way men would fall into her train, trail her around with noses in the air, sniffing, and not knowing what it was that compelled them after her.

Well, they sort of knew. But Silithia never turned her ambience up enough that men lost control.

She kicked off the high heels as she stepped out of the skirt, and stared down at Jackson. Her face had a musing smile on it.

Jackson grunted and strained and white droplets issued from his slit.

Silithia turned to Jane. “You don’t have to watch if you don’t want to?”

“I think I’d like to.”

Of course. When Silithia made love everybody was awed and wanted to watch.

Silithia reached out and patted Jane’s face gently. “Remember, it’s just sex. And that’s really true in this case.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“But, I warn you, he’s going to become very emotional. He’s going to start saying he loves me, and he may even say that he doesn’t love you.”

Jane gulped. “Okay.”

“It won’t last long, but he’ll occasionally remember this, at least for a few weeks, and he might start talking about me out of the blue.”

“Oh.”

“But he will be changed, and you may have other things to think about.”

“Okay.”

“So, it’s okay? You can handle this?”

Jane nodded.

Jackson was whining and wriggling on the bed.

Silithia turned to Jackson. “Okay, Jackson. Are you ready?”

“Oh, God! Yes! Yes!”

Silithia climbed onto the bed. It was sturdy, but not built for somebody who weighed as much as she did. And it certainly wasn’t designed for what she was about to do.

Jackson stared up at her.

She looked down upon him. A man. A simple, little man, but a man who had to be helped. She lowered herself upon him.

Jackson’s mouth and eyes opened as the sensation of her perfect flesh whelmed him. He felt the golden flesh of her pussy slither down over his dick.

He was small compared to her, but her hole was tight, and it gripped him, it almost felt like her pussy was built of a thousand fingers that gripped the sides of his dick and pulled him into her.

“Oh….oh…fuck!”

Silithia rested for a moment. She let him thrust into her. She was very sensitive down there, and she did enjoy a good fuck. Even a mercy fuck like this one.

Jane stood to one side, watching. The look of sublime pleasure in her husband’s eyes hurt her. She hated this moment, and, yet, there was a glory to it. It was seeing what a woman at full potential looked like as she administered sex to the helpless.

Silithia reached down and tweaked his nipples. Jackson gave a funny yelp as sexual electricity exploded in his chest.

She leaned down and gently kissed him. Her lips were big and full, super-sized lips, and they dwarfed his. It almost looked like she was swallowing his mouth.

Jackson kissed back, he rose up his hips. He struggled and tried to get free.

“Please,” he begged. “Let me cum.”

“Nobody’s stopping you, little man.”

“But…I can’t…I…”

“Shush now. The reason you can’t cum is because I am perfect and you are not. You know this and you are afraid of soiling me.”

“But…I want to…I want…”

“Of course you do. But for you to cum you are going to have to soil me with your seed. You are going to have to make me dirty with your filthy sperm.”

Her words were, in a sense, harsh, yet the way she delivered them was like a blessing, and Jackson grunted harder. His eyes bulged with effort, and he tried to let loose.

“That’s it, little man. Fuck me.”

He did. He fucked, and her ambience began to lift him up.

From being a hopeless horn dog he began to perceive the sublimity of pure and true love.

He began to see a golden light at the end of a long, dark tunnel.

“Do it, Jackson, fuck me. Cum in me. Hurt me. Spoil me.” She kissed him, those perfect, red lips sucking at his. Her large tongue sliding between his lips and mouth fucking him.

Jackson tried. He kept humping and groaning, but he couldn’t quite get there. He wanted to, he needed to, but she was right…she was too good for him. He started to sob with the effort.

“Jane, undo his ropes.”

Jane moved to the ropes, but couldn’t undo them. Jackson had pulled on them so hard they had become too tight for her.

“Get a knife. Cut them. He needs to be free.”

Jane ran to the kitchen. She came running back through the house with a large and sharp knife. She could feel Jackson’s desperation, and even though it was for another woman, she was compelled to help him.

In the bedroom she slid the knife under one rope and sawed. Suddenly it snapped and Jackson’s hand was free. He reached up and grabbed Silithia’s boobs. He grabbed hard and she groaned. “Yes, hurt me. Be a man!”

Jane cut the rope holding the other hand, and then he was leaning up, doing a sit up to grab her around the body. He was crying and pounding on her back.

“That’s it, baby, do me. I can take it. Let it all out.”

Jane cut his legs loose, then Jackson was all over Silithia. She rolled, putting him on top, and all the hurt and frustration began to come out.

Jane stood back, holding the knife in her hand. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Jackson was like a wild man, totally out of control. He was pummeling Silithia, he was fucking her like a mad dog. He was yelling and crying and thrusting.

Silithia merely smiled. She absorbed his blows, she hugged him to protect herself, but she was in no danger. Her perfect body, her full potential body, could take the punishment Jackson was trying to hand out.

“OH…ah! Please! Please!”

He was trying to hurt her, and begging her at the same time, and, finally, he felt it. Deep within, the surge of urge, the throb of white goop flowing up his shaft.

“OH….OH…OH…!” he yelled, pushing his arms straight, holding his body up and his hips down, and his cock began to spew.

“That’s it, baby. “Let it out.” Silithia crooned.

Jackson lurched and lurched, and throbbed and pulsed, and the liquid kept cumming…and cumming…then, when it felt like there shouldn’t have been any more…there was more.

“Wha…wait…”

But now it was Silithia’s turn. Her hips drank from his, and he couldn’t come loose. He was caught in her, and she kept pulling and pulling, draining him.

He felt like his balls were shrinking, and the world started to get darker…darker…he felt pain…deep pain…everywhere…but in his head…his head…

He fell, spiraling into the darkness and heard a terrible noise.

CRASH! The car tumbled over, and over and over….

He had been driving home, going to see his wife, who he loved, and somebody had T-boned him. Somebody had…

CRASH! The sound kept happening. The moment of impact. The crumple of the door, and his head being jerked sideways, hitting the window…

CRASH! The sound went into his head, crawled through his skull like a snake, and it lodged…it lodged in his brain…it hurt his brain…it…

CRASH! Lived there. Permanently. A little black spot that was nudged up against a light spot, a white spot, a now golden spot…of love.

And that was that pain that had turned the switch in his head and made him….he wanted to fuck…always…he couldn’t stop. The golden spot had been turned on by the black spot, and he wanted…he couldn’t, if he…

CRASH!

Silithia rose off him.

“Is he okay.”

“He’s fine,” she smiled, and she kissed Jackson’s cheek softly. Then she turned to Jane.

“As I thought, the accident pushed something in his head, put something in his head, a bit of pain, and it turned on sex…nothing to do now but wait and hope I got everything…that there are no ‘side effects.’

The two women left the room then, and Jackson slumbered. It was his first deep sleep since the accident. A sleep unaffected by insane cravings for sex.

Jackson didn’t sleep long. Yes, what he had done had been a struggle, but Silithia’s natural recuperative powers were ‘catching.’

He awoke, looked around, and one thought struck him: where is she?

He stood up, shakily, his body felt like it had been through a cement mixer, and walked out to the living room.

Voices. There were voices there, and maybe…’she’ was there.

She was.

Jane and Silithia were sitting at the dining table, drinking coffee and looking out the big picture window.

“I think he’ll…oh, hello, Jackson.” Silithia smiled.

Jane stared at him. Her face was frightened. She didn’t know what to expect.

Jackson went directly to Silithia. His dick began to come erect again. “Please…please…”

“I know, you love me.”

Jackson didn’t even look at Jane.

Jane bit her lip and felt the tears welling.

“Jackson,” Silithia faced him squarely. “I will be leaving now. And if you really love me then you will prove it. You will make Jane happy. You will love her. You will be devoted to her. That is the price of my love.”

“Yes,” Jackson stood in front of her, leaning slightly forward, as if he would simply fall upon her. He nodded. He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

“Excellent.” She stood up. “I’ll be seeing you,” she said to Jane. Jane stood and hugged her. She was like a child hugging a mother.

“And you,” she laughed at Jackson, “Prove your love.” Then Silithia walked out of the house.


PART TWO

The first two weeks were marvelous. Jackson, as soon as Silithia was out of sight, had eyes only for Jane. It was like before they were married. He was kind and considerate, opened doors for her, asked her advice on everything.

But here was the odd thing: Jane got tired of it.

Not tired tired, but…’old hat’ tired.

It was almost as if Jackson had gone too far. He was too kind, too considerate, and there wasn’t the odd disagreement which is necessary to a marriage.

She was in charge. She was the earth and he was moon, orbiting her, gravitating only to please her.

Which was cool, but…a bit much.

After all, a man is supposed to have some gumption, not just be a puppet, or a simpering fool.

Still, it was better than when he was a sex addict.

Yet, there were problems there, too.

“Honey, we haven’t made love for a week,”

“I’m sorry,” Jackson responded quickly. “Would you like to go out and have a date or something? And then I could please you?”

Jane frowned. A couple of weeks of this was too much. She said: “I’d actually like you to drag me in the bedroom, throw me on the bed, and ravage me.”

And, in her mind, was a comparison to Silithia. Hurt me like you did her. Break through your frustrations and love me. Totally.

“Yes, dear.” He took her hand and led her to the bedroom. Didn’t drag her. Didn’t use any muscle, just kept looking back, in love, and dedicated only to pleasing. And if he used force…that wouldn’t be pleasing. Not in his mind.

He took her clothes off, gently. He folded them neatly.

He lay her on the bed and crawled between her legs.

Oh, it was wonderful, to feel his tongue laving her, slithering up and down her labia, nibbling on the clitoris.

But it was inadequate.

“Are you ready?” he asked, ever considerate.

She sighed.

“What’s wrong, my love?” he knelt in front of her.

“I want you to fuck me. Hard. Brutal. Fuck me. Like you did…her.”

“Oh, yes, dear.”

He took off his clothes then, and she watched, disappointed. He had been so intent on pleasing her he had neglected to even take his clothes off.

The old Jackson, pre-accident, would have laughed and ripped both their clothes off. He would have had his way, tender but rough in a manly way.

The Jackson after the accident, the sex-addict Jackson, would have been in such a hurry he wouldn’t have taken clothes off, but his zipper would have been down and he would have been plunging into her, at least roughing her up with his urgency.

But this Jackson, there was no urgency, just a desire to please.

He gently stepped between her legs, a puppy dog with no play in him,  and she pushed him away.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she muttered.

“But what can I do?”

The world can be a perverse place, and what is the world but the people in it, thus Jane surprised herself. “Just stand there.”

She reached into a a drawer in the label next to the bed and pulled out a vibrator. A big one. Then she pulled out a small one.

She lay back on the bed and sighed. She needed to be fucked like somebody meant it, and if he wouldn’t mean it, then she would have to.

Jackson stood, naked, his dick erect, and watched as Jane spread her legs. His mouth opened as she clicked on the small vibrator and began rubbing it over her clit.

“Oh,” he said.

She pushed the large vibrator into her pussy, held for a second, then turned it on.

“Oh…ohhh!”

Pleasure shook her button and exploded through her pussy. She felt the large dildo inside her, and she corkscrewed it so the tip scoured the walls.

“Uh…” Jackson said, and it was obvious what he was thinking. I should be doing that!

And if Jane had tossed him the vibrator, invited him in, maybe he would have…come to himself.

But she was frustrated, and dispirited, and she snapped, “Just stand there and shut up!”

She began ramming the big dildo in and out, groaning and moaning as her pussy finally felt a little action. One hand moved hard, the other moved soft. One hand jammed the big fake dick into her, the other hand shivered her burning clitoris.

Jackson stood, eyes gawping, maw open, trying to to understand, to remember what it was like, but he couldn’t. For he had been told to stand and shut, and if he was going to prove his love for Silithia then that was what he had to do.

For long minutes Jane hunched over her pussy, driving the dildo in, tilting her hips to get better purchase. Then, easier than she remembered, she began to buck. The golden vibrations swarmed over her and she tilted her head back and groaned loudly.

Oh, after the weeks of deprivation…it was good. Her pussy shivered and lurched. She was so moist she actually sprayed the air with a fine mist of pussy juice, then she fell into the ocean.

“AHHH!” She cried out, her hips breaking out in a series of spasms that seemed to obliterate the world.

Again and again and again.

Then it was over.

She lay back for a minute, one arm over her eyes. God! If it could only be that good all the time. She looked up.

Jackson stood there, staring, numb and dumb and…whatever.

Still perverse, not understanding how she had missed her opportunity, she snapped, “Don’t just stand there. Lick me clean.”

Jackson dropped to his knees and pushed his head against her snatch. She sighed and laid back.

This was good; this was what he was built for. He was soft and kind and considerate, which was no good before sex, and great after sex.

She felt his soft tongue lap at her, clean up her moisture, her sweat, make her hole clean and tidy.

After a minute, she pushed him away and sat up.

He knelt there, a big, dripping hard on sticking out, and she was struck by how useless it was. Big didn’t matter if there was no spirit behind it.

She stood up. “Get me fresh underwear.”

Jackson leaped for the dresser. He took out the shelf bra, which she was feeling in the mood for. Some girls feel dirty before sex, she felt dirty after sex, and she liked to let her abused nipples rub against material and stand up and remind her of how good sex could be.

He helped her put on the bra, which surprised her, then he got her a pair of panties…and he even helped her into them!

OMG! She thought. He’s like a little maid.

And she wasn’t being mean. She was just frustrated and had made a couple of little mistakes.

“Garters,” she said, wondering what he would do.

He grabbed a garter belt and some nylons. Lovingly, he put the garter belt around her, then rolled the nylons up her legs. She stared at the top of his head as he worked to get her stockings on.

“The green dress.”

Jackson ran to her closet and took out the slinky, green dress. He helped her into it. It hung on her perfectly, and it had deep cleavage. Jackson stared at her cleavage hungrily, but he didn’t do anything. He was too kind and considerate to even think of groping her, or to bury his face between her boobs.

“The sling back tan sandals. With the high heels.”

Asap, he knelt in front of her, and she placed a hand on his shoulder as he held the shoe for her. Then the other one.

He stood up, staring at her, his penis standing out and a stream of gruel issuing from it.

She stared at him. In heels, she was an inch taller than him…and she liked it.

Him waiting on her hand and foot, him scurrying around to do her bidding…she liked it.

And she liked him shorter than her. It gave her a sense of power. It made her feel…bigger.

Always, she had looked up at him. Not much, an inch, but now, feeling what it was like, to have somebody look up at her with adoration in their eyes, she liked it.

And this ‘liking’ fed her perversity. She whispered, and couldn’t believe she was saying it, “Put on shorts. Only shorts, and go start up the car.”

Jackson followed her commands, and while he was warming up the car she called up Lila.

“Lila?”

“Hey, girlfriend!”

“Listen, I called the woman you told me about…that ‘Silithia’ person.”

“Oh,” a world of expression in that simple exclamation. Silithia had a reputation, a significant reputation, but she was also an unknown.

A friend of a friend of a friend knows this woman with…power.

But what did that power really do? What did it look like? How did it work?

“You can’t believe it…”

“What?”

But Jane didn’t know how to describe what Jackson was like, so she said, “Meet me at Chuckie’s Grill. Lunch. And you will see something amazing.”

The lunch arranged, Jane sat down and put on her make up. She didn’t worry about Jackson sitting in the car waiting. He would wait as long as she wanted him to. No complaints, no horn honking…he was too considerate for that.

Ten minutes later she walked out of the house.

Jackson held the door open for her and she slid in showing lots of thigh, watching him.

He drooled, he salivated, but he was more intent on pleasing her than sex.

He closed the door, gently, and ran to the driver’s side.

Jane walked through the parking lot like an empress. People actually stared at her sense of confidence and command.

Jackson walked three feet behind her, as commanded, head down.

Head down and wearing only shorts. His hair not even combed, looking…scruffy.

Lila was waiting in the lobby. She and Jane air kissed, then Lila turned to Jackson.

“Hello, Jackson.”

Jackson smiled, seemed about to greet her, but Jane interrupted. “Jackson, go wait in the car.”

Jackson nodded quickly and trotted out the door.

Lila stared at Jane. “What…what was that?”

“Let’s order, and have a drink, and I’ll explain.”

So they ordered, and had a drink, and ate lunch, and had another drink, then had another drink. And Jane explained everything.

“So he loves another woman, but he has to prove that love by loving you?”

“That’s it.”

“And you’re just…let me call a spade a spade…taking advantage of the situation.”

Jane frowned.

“No offense, girlfriend.”

“No…no offense. It’s just that there is a little bit of guilt. Jackson isn’t a bad person. I could easily see myself living my life with him...and then he got in that accident. Now…I don’t know. There’s a piece of me that loves him, but I don’t know that he loves me. And as long as he’s willing to be a footstool…” she shrugged.

“I wouldn’t worry about the footstool thing. After all, by letting him wait on you hand and foot you’re giving him something.”

They were silent for a moment after that. They ordered another drink. Then, as if propelled by the same thought, they turned and looked out the window. Across the short outside area and parking lot they could see Jackson. He had a rag and was wiping dirt off the car tires.

Jane sighed.

Lila grinned. “Well, there’s one thing you should do…”

“What’s that?”

“As long as you’ve got him…you should see how far you can take it.”

Jane turned to her friend. “Is that fair?”

Lila met her gaze. “I think so. Look at him. He’s happy. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him so…so satisfied. It’s like he’s got purpose in life.”

“So his purpose in life is to be my footstool.”

“Until he gets over this ‘Silithia’ person.”

They sipped their drinks. Maybe if they hadn’t been half drunk,…maybe things wouldn’t have evolved as they did. But they were drunk, so…

“Come on.”

“What?” Jane looked at her friend.”

“It’s time to go train your maid.”

Jane blinked, then she giggled. “What?”

“Come on,” and Lila led the way.

Jane and Lila sat in the living room.

Lila had her laptop open and Jane was frowning.

“He looks good.”

Jackson stood in front of them. He was wearing a black bodice, a white chiffon skirt with a tiny apron. He had fresh shaven legs and some very tight, black high heels. He didn’t complain, he just waited.

“But he looks like a man wearing a dress. He doesn’t look like a maid.”

“Hmm. Yeah. But…long hair? Boobs? How far we going to take this?”

Lila: “Jackson. Take off your underwear.”

Dutifully, Jackson slipped off the panties. He looked around for a place to put them, then just held them.

Jane sighed. “Go put the panties in the laundry.”

Jackson walked, awkwardly, high heels weren’t his thing, out of the room. A minute later he was back.

They could see his penis, hard and dripping, under the dress, but the dress extended outward so you had to look.

“That’s better,” murmured Lila. And it was.

“Okay,” Jane made up her mind. “We can make him up, but what about boobs? And hair?”

“Amazon,” answered Lila.

Jane nodded. “Okay, then we’re done for today…”

Lila bent over her laptop. “I’ll do overnight, so we can work on him tomorrow.”

“What shall we have him do until then?”

Lila snorted. “Whatever you want.” Then she looked at Jane. “Will he follow my commands?”

“Maybe. Sure. Once he understands it pleases me.”

Lila breathed, “Make him do my bidding.”

Jane stared at her friend. They had gone this far, Lila was in it, in for a penny…she turned to Jackson.

“Jackson?”

“Yes, ma’am?” He had been ordered to respond in such a fashion.

“It would please me if you would love Lila the way you love me.”

“Of course,” and he turned to Lila and smiled.

Lila felt her heart melt. She saw the puppy dog in his eyes. She felt the desire to please her. It was indescribable, and just the way Jane had responded, so did she.

She liked the power. She liked the way he seemed to instantly subservient to her.

“Jackson?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Would you like to eat my pussy?”

Jane stared at Lila. She held out her palm and forestalled Jackson’s answer.

“Well, why not? He eats yours, so what difference does it make?”

“I…well…I…” she turned to Jackson. Her mind flipped through possibilities. She considered that this was the man she had once loved. “Jackson?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Are you happy?”

“Oh, yes!”

“And you love me?”

“Oh, yes!”

“And now you love Lila?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Jane mentally shrugged. “Would you like to eat Lila’s pussy?”

“Of course?”

At that moment a big drop of pre-cum fell from the tip of his dick.

Lila laughed. “Now there’s an answer for you.”

Jane: “Then you should do so.”

Jackson knelt and gently began removing Lila’s shoes. He lifted her skirt and took off her panties.

“Oh, my,” whispered Lila. she leaned back and let Jackson spread her legs.

Jackson leaned in and began to kiss her privates. Lila closed her eyes and felt his soft tongue wash her.

“Oh…my…oh…”

Jane took the laptop. Now that it was done there wasn’t much to say. “I’ll order the boobs and hair. I’ll get some make up, too.”

Lila just grunted something. Her eyes were closed and she was in heaven.

The next day Jackson wore only shorts as he cut the lawn, trimmed the trees, and washed the cars. He seemed quite happy to be of service.

Inside the house Jane and Lila made a plan. Lila was somewhat of an artist, and she was designing maid outfits. Jane was going through kinkier sites on the web.

“We could have him wear a chastity tube…”

“Why? He won’t cum without permission.”

“It’s just…it’s a power thing. If his thingie is locked up it just seems so…powerful.”

“Can’t argue with that. Here…what do you think of this?”

Jane looked at Lila’s sketch. “Oh, that’s pretty. Are you going to make it black, though?”

“What else?”

“Pink might be pretty.”

“Ooh, I like that,” she took out a pink pencil and began shading the latest maid outfit.

Outside, Jackson was waxing the cars, including Lila’s. After all, he did love her.

That afternoon the Amazon truck arrived. It dropped off several boxes and went on its merry way.

“Jackson?”

“Yes, ma’am?” Jackson came to the back door. He was supposed to use the back door from here on out, the servant’s entrance.

“Come in to the back bedroom.”

Jackson followed the girls to the back of the house.

“Okay, no more shaving for you. Here’s some Nair.”

The girls listened to the shower. Jackson was actually singing. He was happy. He was liking this thing they were doing to him.

“Do you ever want to fuck him again?”

“I’m dying to, but he’s…it’s like he’s not there.”

“So? A dick is a dick. What do you care if his mind is on vacation?”

“Well, I’m sort of used to there being a real live human being in my dildos.”

They listened and the water shut off. He would be out in a minute.

“What about me?”

“What about you?”

“Would you care if I used him for a, uh…dildo?”

Jane’s mind went wandering. She considered everything. Carefully, she answered. “I guess it’s okay. But I don’t think you want him cumming. He could get you pregnant, you know.”

“Can he fuck without cumming?”

“We can find out, but…I think so. But he’s going to be a she…isn’t that a little too Lesbian for you?”

“A good dicking is not Lesbian,” then she turned to her friend, “Is it?”

“I don’t know. I mean, it’s weird, but it’s sort of hot, too.”

“Sister, he’s been making me horny since I found out about him. I’m so wet now my pussy is spitting.”

“Ew!” Jane laughed. “You’re gross.”

“Sort of ‘gross’ on you, doesn’t it.”

“Ooh, bad pun.”

At that moment Jackson came out of the shower. His skin was shiny with no hair. The girls stared at him hungrily.

“We need to do his nails.”

They sat him down at the make up table and each took a hand. Ten minutes later he not only had red claws, but red toe nails.

“Okay, let’s put the tummy shaper on him, then the boobs.”

Lila pulled the shaper up, and shortly Jackson was not only skinny, his ‘bump’ was pushed down.

“Oh,” muttered Jackson, trying to adjust himself through the thick material.

“Oh, man up, you sissy,” Lila snapped, which caused Jane to giggle.

They glued the breast forms to him and stood back.

“Not bad,” Lila was breathing hard. She might not be a Lesbian, but she was definitely horny.

He had a girlish shape. He was thicker than a normal girl, but his waist was thin and his boobs were big. His hips even flared out a bit, a gift of padding in the tummy shaper.

They rolled up his stockings and put some black high heels on him. When he stood up Jane shook her head. “I liked him better when he was shorter.

“Yeah, but he doesn’t have to wear high heels all the time.”

“He doesn’t?” asked Jane, and they both giggled.

“Okay, into the maid outfit.”

This was a real maid’s outfit, and it was cut to fit. Shortly, Jackson was accoutered  like a maid. His chest was massive, and he smiled happily down at it.

Then the wig. There had been much discussion as to color and length. They had finally agreed on a length that reached his shoulders. The color was auburn, very much like his own hair.

And make up.

And he didn’t look like a man in drag, not in the slightest. He looked like a slightly heavy woman.

“Oh, wow,” whispered Lila.

Jane looked at her friend with a grin. “Did you want to try out that dick before we have him clean the house?”

“Could I?”

“Mi hombre es tu hombre,” quipped Jane.

“Oh, baby,” Lila took Jackson by the hand and led him back to the bedroom.

Jackson followed Lila into the bedroom.

“Okay, honey. I don’t want to mess you up, especially that gorgeous make up, so you just lie back on the bed and I’ll do all the work.”

Jackson lay down and Lila lifted his skirt and pulled down his tummy shaper. His dick popped up and Lila marveled at it. “Wow, so big and juicy. I love how you’re dripping all the time.”

“Thank you,” said Jackson.

His easy going manner didn’t bother Lila, possibly because she hadn’t screwed him when he was pre-accident. She took his cock in her hands and began to stroke it. Her hands swirled around, and she could feel the veins. His balls were big and full.

“Now, listen, honey. You’re not supposed to cum in me, you got that?”

“No cummey in the yummy,” he acknowledged.

Lila giggled. She was a woman who liked men, but it had been a long time since she had gotten laid, and to have Jackson just lay there, dedicated to pleasing her, was just what the doctor ordered. Besides, she didn’t want Jackson to take control, like Jane had apparently wanted. She was quite happy being the one in control. She had a feeling that Jane would like it, too, if she ever got over her opinion of sex with Jackson, but, oh, well. If she didn’t that just meant more screwing for her.

Jackson started to grunt. Bonehead or not, he liked having his manhood handled.

Lila put her mouth over the head and sucked.

Jackson’s eyes opened with pleasure. Jane gave blow jobs, but Lila was better at it.

She squeezed his balls, giving a shot of pain that wasn’t quite pain, just a reminder of who was in charge.

“Okay, big boy, you ready for the action?”

“Oh, yes.”

Lila climbed on the bed and squatted over Jackson. She looked down at his big tits, she studied his exquisitely made up face. Oh, yes. This was what she needed. She lowered herself.

His penis went into her smooth and slow. It was like sinking into a hot tub of pure desire.

Lila groaned as her hole was stretched out and accommodated his dong.

“Unhhh!” Jackson breathed. Yes, he was in love with Silithia, but she had commanded him to give his love to Jane, who had commanded him to give his love to Lila, so this was good. It was right. He felt her slick warmth engulf him and slide down the shaft. Then she was sitting on him, totally encompassing him. Feeling his blood pulsing through the veins, feeling the throb of his cock as it absorbed the delicious warmth.

“Yeah,” whispered Lila, moving her ass in a circle. She could feel Jackson’s cock like a stick shift, rammed up in her, going through the gears, swirling and brushing against her walls, exciting her nerves.

“Fuck!” groaned Jackson. He pushed up with his hips, and it felt like he was digging into pure pleasure.

“Oh, yeah,” Lila pinched her nipples and pulled. “This is what a good fuck is…”

He reached up and brushed her hands away, grabbed her tits and mauled them. He could feel her nipples hard as pebbles, rolling against his palms.

“Yeah, do me. Do me you bitch!”

Looking down at Jackson, seeing him as a girl, yet feeling him as a man, it was the best of both worlds. It was like fucking a soft, flower of a woman, and yet getting a stiff and manly poke into her very soul.

She squirmed on him, tried to get him deeper into her.

He held her, propped her upright.

She gasped and said, “You ever do anal sex?”

Jackson shook his head. He had wanted to try it, but Jane had always refused.

“Then you’re going to love this.” She pushed up with her hands, got her legs under her and lifted off his cock.

Jackson gasped. His dick pulsed in the air. He wanted to be back inside her.

She shifted her position, used her hand to fit him to her anus.

“You need lubricant. Pussy juice will do, but don’t plan on fucking my pussy after you’ve been up my asshole.”

“Okay,” his mouth was slack as he felt her push down on the head of his dick.

It was tight, tighter than her pussy, and there were certain things that were the same, but there was also a different feel. Then she was in and sliding down his shaft with a heartfelt sigh. “Oh, yeah. Fuck me for a while, then I’ll have to clean up and go for your dick again. I can cum easy doing it like this.”

“Okay,” he felt her rising and falling on him.

After a minute she said, “Flip me over and fuck my butt. You’ll find it exciting to just sort of bounce off my buns.”

Dutifully, but with a deep sense of interest, he flipped her over. She landed flat out, and he was perched on her buns, still deep inside her.

“Ooh!” She grabbed the sheets with her fists. “Fuck me now.”

He began to pound her ass, slamming into it, then pulling out. He loved the way it was solider than a pussy, and how it gripped him.

As for Lila, getting fucked in the ass was almost as good as taking it in the pussy. It was a different set of nerves, but the action was the same, the excitement, in a way, was even enhanced.

For a long couple of minutes he bounced off her round buns, then she said, “Get out now…”

He slid out of her. Normally, pre-accident, and especially after accident, he would have been out of control, and nothing could have gotten him out of that tight hole. But he wasn’t supposed to cum, and he was feeling very compliant with the women he loved, so he pulled out and waited for her next command.

She rolled off the bed, tottered into the bathroom and came back with a wet rag. She wrapped it around his cock and began stroking him and cleaning him at the same time.

“Don’t you cum now, you nasty boy.”

“Okay,” he mumbled, pushing his hips into her hand, trying desperately to cum, but with a hidden reserve inside that would stop him before he went over the edge.

“What are you doing?” Jane was at the door, leaning against the jamb.

“I took him up the heinie. Now I’m cleaning him. You ever have anal sex with him?”

“No.” There was an expression of distaste on her face, but also a play of curiosity. Jane was thinking about it. She never had before, but from watching the way these two bunnies had gone after it, maybe she should try it.

Lila tossed the rag aside and climbed aboard Jackson again. “Come watch his face.”

“Why?”

“‘Cause he needs to cum, he wants to cum, but he’s not going to, right lover?”

“Nu…nu…nu…no.”

Jane came to the side of the bed and stared down at her husband’s face.

She was struck by how he was a good man, and now this…now he was getting all the sex that he wanted, but never enough. His face was twisted in a pleasurable agony.

“Kiss him,” whispered Lila. “Make his day.”

Jane leaned down, her face an inch above his. His eyes stared up at her, pure devotion.

She realized: he loved her. Yes, he loved other women, but she was his first love, and she…she didn’t need to do this to him.

In the eyes of his lust and love she finally perceived how perverse she had been.

“Oh, God,” she whispered, and she kissed him. Their lips met, pressed, and she could taste his lipstick. She placed a hand on one of his boobs and wished he had real ones, that he could feel her hand.

She loved him, and she had been abusing him, but…but if she could let go of her perverseness, then it was all right. He was all right with this, so that made it not perverse.

“Honey,” she whispered to him.

“Uhh,” he groaned at her. Lila’s weight was moving him up and down, shaking him. It was requiring some kind of self control not to let his squirtem shoot out.

“Are you happy?”

Balls deep in Lila, his lipstick smeared by his greedy wife, he nodded. “Oh, yeah.”

“Do you like this?”

“Un hunh!”

“You like being a woman?”

“I love it.”

She nodded, and in that moment perversity disappeared. She saw past his obsession for Silithia and perceived his love for her.

“Ah, God!” Lila came, she clawed her breasts and arched her back and spasms shot through her.

Jane just smiled and kissed her husband.

After a half a minute, exhausted, drained, Lila fell off Jackson. She put out a hand and touched Jane’s forearm. Jane looked at her.

“You. Do him. You need to. It’s good. Especially…especially with him as a woman.”

“As a woman?” Jane mused, taking off her clothes.

“He is and he isn’t, but there’s this sense of power…especially with him not cumming.” Lila rolled to the side of the bed, and there was enough room for Jane to clamber onto the bed and throw a leg over her husband.

Jackson watched her. He was going out of his mind with frustration and love. He wanted to cum in the worst way, but his love for his wife helped him control himself.

Jane slid up and placed her pussy over his cock. She felt the extra slickness left by Lila’s juices. She let her self slide down.

Looking at him…as a woman. A sexy woman. But with a giant cock. It was good, and Jane began to understand what Lila had been talking about. She was on top. She was in control. It gave her a sense of power she had never experienced before. It was like he was the bitch…and she was in charge. She owned the moment. She owned him.

He groaned, a wild, drawn out sound of pure lust. He was giving himself to her. He was accepting, becoming the woman, and she was taking charge, taking him, owning him.

“Don’t you dare cum,” she hissed happily.

“I…won’t,” he gritted his teeth.

“Do you have a dildo?” asked Lila.

Jane didn’t ask, she just said, “Bottom drawer,” and pointed at a side table.

Lila got out the dildo and came around to a position to the side and slightly behind Jane.

“Get ready, girlfriend. You’re about to have a real ride. The ride of your life.”

Jackson was pumping up, fucking her, groaning, and then he froze and his eyes opened. “OH!”

“Keep fucking, Jackson,” Lila commanded.

His mouth was open, his eyes were dazed, and he started fucking again, but not so fast, definitely not so hard.

Jane realized what was happening. Lila was pushing the big vibrator into Jackson’s rectum.

Jackson began to writhe, to pick up speed, to moan and grunt and move his hips.

Jane had just enough time to lay on him, to grab him, then he was thrashing wildly. Yelping piteously. Out of control.

Now he fucked her with that brutality that she had wanted, and a lot more. Now he was ramming it into her, his arms and legs actually flailing against the bed. His eyes opened and his head moving back and forth. He was out of his mind, taken beyond the breaking point, and yet, still, he hadn’t squirted.

“Let him cum,” suggested Lila.

Jackson was squirming and worming violently, and Jane held on to him and whispered into his ear. “Squirt, you bitch!”

How he heard her she had no idea, but he did, and the result was instantaneous. His hips rose up further than they had, he cried out, and his cock spurted.

She could feel his gism washing her insides. She could feel him splattering his seed inside her womb.

“Oh, my God!” Jane sat up and watched Jackson keep spasming. His movements were slow now, and she wasn’t in danger of being thrown off. He kept squirting and squirting, his balls had to have been really full, and he was giving her everything.

“Now I own him,” Jane whispered in awe.

“Lock, stock and whole soul,” agreed Lila. she was still moving the dildo in and out of Jackson, but not violently. Just gently milking the last of his manhood out of him.

A minute later and Jackson was done. In one way he was no longer a man. He had been ‘cured’ of not just sexual addiction, but of the desire to be in charge of a woman. Now he was owned, and he liked it. He felt a profound sense of peace he had never known existed.

A couple of months passed, and life was different for Jackson and Jane.

For one, Lila came and went as she pleased, taking advantage of Jackson as she wished.

Which was fine with Jane.

For another, two more women had been introduced to the taking of Jackson.

Jackson was always dressed as a woman. He was often a maid, and he took care of the ladies’ homes. Whenever he cleaned a house the woman of the house would take him, remind him of how men should be treated, and how wonderful it was to experience ‘the other side.’

The most important thing that happened, however, came out of the blue.

Jane and Lila were sitting in the kitchen, drinking coffee and chatting. Jackson was vacuuming in the living room.

KNOCK! KNOCK!

“Jackson? Will you get the door?”

The sound of the machine stopped and Jackson’s high heels could be heard crossing the foyer. Click. click. click. Then: “OH!” And nothing.

Jane and Lila looked at each other, then leaped to their feet and ran to the front door.

Silithia stood in the foyer, her head almost touching the ceiling. Jackson was on his knees, staring up at the giantess as if in rapture.

Silithia smiled at Jane and Lila. She looked down at Jackson. “Jackson. Go stand in a corner.”

Quickly, Jackson ran to the far corner of the living room and stood in a corner. Just standing in a corner was rapture for the poor man.

Silithia entered the living room and sat on the couch, which creaked alarmingly. She motioned to a couple of chairs. Jane and Lila pulled the chairs around and faced the large woman.

“I heard rumors of a man brought to heel, and I wished to see for myself.”

Jane and Lila looked at Jackson, then at the floor. They felt guilty.

“Oh, no need for that. In fact, you’ve done me a service.”

“We have?” asked Lila.

“Oh, yes. Men are a problem. It took me many years to figure out how to handle them. And my solution was not common to all. A man should not just be not a problem to me, he should be no problem to any woman. So tell me what you have done.”

For the next hour Jane and Lila told of how they had become perverse, but then realized the truth of a man: that he just wants to be used.

Silithia nodded thoughtfully. “Your solution is wonderful, and it encourages me. Tell me, would you two like to come live with me?”

Jane and Lila looked at each other. In truth, they were astonished, and delighted, and almost afraid to show how happy the thought made them. To be allowed to live in the presence of such an ultimate woman….

“What would you have us do?”

“I have been planning a solution for men. All men. I need a few men, men who are devoted to me as if Jackson. But most of all I need loyal women. Men who are enthralled have limited uses, and they are not always what I need. But women who are not slave to their desires, who can still think, who can imagine a future where the parasite known as man is brought under control…I need such far visioned women. what do you think?”

“I think I…” Jane looked at Lila, “I think we would like that. But what about Jackson?”

Silithia smiled. “Jackson.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jackson turned and stared at Silithia with fawning love.

“Cum,” she snapped her fingers.

Jackson’s dick began to shoot out semen. He stared down at his penis, his knees shaking, and groaned.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Lila. “How did you…how did you do that?”

“That’s something you will learn, should you come live with me. But, to answer your question…Jackson will be no problem.” To Jackson, “Return to your corner.”

Jackson turned and faced the corner again.

Silithia leaned forward. “You will become like me, larger than life. You will have control of the men of the earth. I will teach you such things as you can’t imagine.”

Lila and Jane stared at the bigger woman raptly.

“Yes,” breathed Lila.

“Where is…where do you live?”

“I live in a small valley. Not many men there, and I have a company. Perhaps you have heard of it…’The House of Chimera.’”

“That’s a cosmetic, isn’t it?”

“Yes…and no. It’s cosmetics, but it’s heavily involved in making men into women. Only when men understand what a woman is will they be amenable to a new world.”

“The House of Chimera,” whispered Jane. “Where is this place?”

“It’s in a little town called Stepforth.”

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following are 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

[image: femgran cov use.jpg]

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!


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘He Became My Sissy Maid!’

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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He Became My Sissy Maid!

Feminization comes natural!
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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