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PART ONE

“Honey! I’m home!”

No answer.

Well, heck. I wasn’t supposed to be home, the convention had ended a day early, and I couldn’t expect my wife to just sit around and wait for me.

So I put my bags away and wandered into the kitchen. I’d get a quick bite to eat, and…and I saw the note on the counter.

‘Lana, biggest fucking party ever! Tonight at…’ and the address was scrawled.

Biggest party ever? And my wife was going to it? Why, that sly dog. And I got the idea…I’d go to the party, too. Imagine my wife’s surprise when I showed up out of the blue.

So I showered and dressed, hopped into my car and zipped into the night.

My wife was going to be so surprised.

The party was roaring when I got there, people leaning out of windows and barfing, people fucking on the sofa in the middle of a hundred people, people passed out in the bushes.

This was my wife’s idea of a party?

And I figured she had just made a mistake. Got invited and decided to go, then realized it was an orgy that would have put Caligula to shame.

Drunken, fucking, loud music, multiple people on multiple beds in multiple bedrooms…it was out of control.

I wandered through the house, figuring Lana had figured out what it was and had gone home. I had probably passed her on my way to it.

I stepped around drunks, over bodies, naked women pressed against me and laughed loudly.

“Hey, man, you see the chick out back?” I overheard one fellow say to another.

“No.”

“She’s fucking everybody. I mean…ev-er-y-bo-dy!”

The fellow’s words piqued my interest. I mean, fucking everybody? Like a gangbang? Like…pulling the train? Everybody?

I walked through the kitchen, picked up an ice cold beer on the way—why not?—and stepped onto the patio.

To the side a crowd of men were standing, their peckers in their hands, obviously waiting their turn.

I watched for a long moment. The line was moving very slowly. At the head of the line, on the edge of the patio, there was a bed. On the bed I could see a woman’s legs, and a man’s buttocks going up and down between them.

I just sort of blinked and watched. The man doing the fucking suddenly lurched and locked, and locked, and locked, and I knew he was ejaculating. He stepped back, and for a brief instant I had a view of the woman fucking ‘everybody.’

A little chunky, dark hair, and…she was familiar! Something was familiar about her!

I moved to the side and tried to see her, but I couldn’t see past the crush of bodies. I stepped closer. I tried to peer over a shoulder.

Men standing there, laughing, chatting, stroking their cocks in anticipation of their turn.

The man between her legs gave a few jerks, then stopped lurching. From his shoulder motion I could tell he was wiping his dick off on her.

He stepped aside and I had a full view.

Lana. My wife. And she looked right at me. Our eyes met. Yet she didn’t recognize me. She was in the throes of immense lust and couldn’t be bothered to recognize her own husband.

I staggered backward, as if I had been punched.

I turned and bumped into a woman. A sexy, stacked woman. A woman with a drink in one hand and a twisty sort of a grin on her red painted mouth.

Her drink spilled, but I didn’t notice, I didn’t care. My mind was shattered and all I could think of was to get away, look away, shut out the sight of my wife taking on dozens of men. Scores of men. Maybe even hundreds of men.

A hundred penises shoving into her, pulling out. A hundred men groping her tits. Semen splattered all over her luscious tits. And it looked like she was enjoying herself. Head back, eyes glazed, semen shiny breasts, her hips bucking and writhing.

And the men cheering her on. Fucking her. Giving her pleasure I had not imagined…had certainly not imagined she wanted.

I leaned on the brick wall of a barbecue pit. My stomach was roiling.

“Hey,” the stacked blonde touched my shoulder.

I looked up at her. Pure misery in my eyes. Dazed and confused. My life shattered. My life over.

The blonde frowned. “You’re fucked up.”

I looked around, my eyes wild, and I tried to say something, but all that came out was gibberish.

The blonde watched me, and when I finally slowed down she took my arm and walked me out onto the grass.

It was quieter out on the grass. The music receded, and I staggered, and was held up by the buxom blonde.

“What’s your name?”

I looked at her, but I couldn’t speak. My jaw seemed not to work.

“I’m Lorna. I’ve never seen you before.”

She walked me to the back of the property, and now the music was even softer. I finally managed to sputter out, “I’m…sorry.”

“For what? What did you do?”

“I ran into you. I spilled your drink on you.”

She chuckled. Worse stuff has been spilled on me, and even into me. So who are you?”

“Randy. Hoffman.”

“I don’t care about last names, not at a party like this. But what are you doing here?”

I looked around, not sure what to say.

“I haven’t seen you at one of these parties before. So what are you doing here?”

“I came…my wife…I found an invitation…”

She nodded. “You didn’t know your wife came to shindigs like this?”

I shook my head miserably. I found that I was crying.

“So who’s your wife?”

“She was…she was on the patio.”

Lorna nodded. “Well, Randy. It’s too bad you had to find out about your wife’s kinks this way, but…” she shrugged.

I blurted, “But…all those men!”

“What about them?”

“They were fucking her! All of them!”

“That’s what people do.”

“But...she’s my wife.”

In the darkness I couldn’t see much of her face, but I thought there was a flash of teeth. Was she…smiling?

Her voice was disembodied in the night. “Randy, will you stay right here?”

“What? Why?” I wanted to leave, to get as far away form this terrible place as I could.

“Because you spilled my drink, and because you need a drink.”

“I need to leave.”

“I know you do, but I want you to stay here. So I can find you.”

“Why?”

“Because we need to talk.”

Talk, about what? But I didn’t say anything.

“Promise,” she said, touching my cheek in the darkness.

I nodded. “Okay.”

She disappeared then, and I was left standing alone. To think about my wife. My wife who I loved, but who had betrayed me. Who was fucking a hundred men, and had probably done this before.

So why was she cold to me? Only rarely fucking? Was it because she was ‘fucked out?’ Sated by a hundred men so that she didn’t want just one?

Lorna returned. She had a bag with a six pack of Coke in it and a bottle of bourbon.

“Hey, lover,” she quipped. “No ice cubes, but we won’t be running out.”

She popped a top and poured half the contents out, then poured bourbon in.

“I think I should be leaving.”

“Don’t think so much. It’ll get you in trouble.” She pushed the can of Coke and bourbon into my hand. “Take a big slug.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I socked a big gulp down my throat, coughed a bit, and then took another one. I could feel her smiling in the darkness next to me.

She made another drink for herself and sipped. Then: “Tell me about your wife.”

“I don’t want to.”

“How long have you been married?”

“Ten years.”

“Ten years of bliss. She was happy and so were you.”

“I thought so.” Bitter.

“And tonight you find out that she wasn’t so happy, and that makes you unhappy.”

I didn’t say anything.

“So does that ten years of happy, is it gone? Like it never happened?”

“What are you…”

In the darkness she placed a finger over my lips.

“I am telling you that a moment doesn’t erase ten years. Would you like to have ten more years? Would you like to spend the rest of your life as happy as you were the first ten years?”

“I…I…”

“Answer me. Would you like to be as happy for the next ten years as you were for the last ten?”

“Yes,” I begrudged.

“So what’s stopping you?”

“My wife!” I protested. “You saw what she was doing!”

“Does that make her different from before? I mean, she’s probably been coming to parties like these for a number of years, and you were happy then, not knowing about it, so why not stay happy when you do know about it?”

“You’re crazy.”

“Maybe. Probably. Would you rather be crazy or stupid?”

That was so crazy there was nothing I could say to it.

She poured me another drink. I was done with my first.

I took it, big gulp. I finally felt a loosening within.

“I know your wife, you know.”

I drank more. “How.”

“From these parties. I’ve pulled a train before, one of the most unique and never to be forgotten experiences in my life. A hundred men, or more, usually more, loving you, penetrating you, giving up their seed, an offering to your pussy.”

“I don’t want to hear about it.”

“You want to crawl off in the night like a wounded dog? Get a divorce? Maybe beat her a little bit?”

“Shut up,” I hissed.

“She told me about you. She said you traveled a lot, that she had hungers you couldn’t satisfy. Not your fault, but there it is.”

I finished my second drink, and I felt the warmth inside me…fighting the darkness. And I wasn’t so determined to run away.

“So, let me ask you, Randy…what did you think when you saw your wife banging all those men.

I shuddered. “It was disgusting.”

“But it wasn’t disgusting when you didn’t know about it.”

It was…” I stopped talking.

“So, let me ask you another question, and I don’t want you to run away when I ask it.”

“All right.”

“Do you have a hard on?”

I was silent.

“Don’t make me check.”

I didn’t say anything, then I jumped at the feel of her hands on my pants.

“So you do have a hard on. What is it you find exciting?”

“I don’t find anything here exciting.”

“Your dick is calling you a liar.”

Not much to say to that.

“So, I’ll tell you what we’re going to do.”

“What?” I was high now. Not drunk. But high, and a little belligerent.

“We’re going to wait right here until your wife is done, and then we’re going to go talk to her.”

“No.”

“So you just want to hold it in? Be angry? Not find out if there is a reason for why she is doing what she is doing?”

I took another drink. I was drunk enough that she was making a weird sort of sense, and drunk enough to not get angry.

“Why are you doing this?”

“I told you. I know your wife.”

“And you’ve been gang banged before.”

“Oh, ho! Listen to you, all pushy and everything. But, yes. Well over a hundred men. A few times. Each time is better. Each time I think it can’t get much better, but it does.”

I poured another drink. She was still working on her first can, but we  were going to need another six pack.

“Tell me, Randy, would you like to fuck a hundred women?”

“No!”

“Ha! We both know that is a lie. So if it’s okay for you to fuck a hundred woman, why can’t your wife fuck a hundred men?”

“It’s different.”

“How?”

“I’m a man.”

“And she’s a woman…and you’ve got a double standard.”

Well, so what if I did?

“What about her marriage vows?”

“If she’s out getting satisfied by somebody else, then it looks like you’ve failed.”

“God! You just side step and obfuscate.”

Lorna laughed. “And you are impervious to logic.”

After that exchange we just stood there. I looked at the patio. There were less men. There was light in the sky. The party was winding down.

“It’s your turn to go get a six pack.”

“So I did.” I walked through the party, drunk but not staggering, and found a six pack in the kitchen. Somebody must have just brought it, because it was cold. I took it back out to where Lorna waited for me.

An hour later, the party was over. The sun was cracking on the horizon. Lana lay on the bed on the patio, motionless. I had counted 15 men at one point, and that was an hour. If she had been at this since nine o’clock, ten hours, then she had fucked 150 men.

“Come on,” Lorna took my hand and pulled me towards the bed.

I let myself be pulled along, and we stopped next to the bed. I looked down at my wife.

I was drunk. Not mad for the drinking, yet my heart was hurting.

Her legs were closed, probably for the first time that night. And she lay on her side. Her eyes were closed, and sperm covered her body.

Sperm on her face, sperm on her tits. Sperm ropes and sperm smushed all over her belly and chest.

Her groin was a mass of sperm.

“Lana, honey?” Lorna called softly to her.

“No,” my wife mumbled. “No more. All done.”

“Lana, wake up. Your husband is here.”

A confused expression crossed Lana’s face. “No…he’s gone.”

“No, honey, he’s here. And he wants to talk to you.”

“No…” she opened her eyes, just a slit, a second passed, then she opened them wide.

“Oh…Randy? Ran…Oh…NO!” She rolled all the way on her side and covered her eyes.”

“Talk to her, Randy. Tell her what you think.”

I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted to touch my wife, but I didn’t dare. I was angry, hurt, but what was there to say? She was a slut, and that’s all there was to it.”

“Say something, Randy.”

I managed to say, “Lana.”

She covered up harder.

I reached down and touched her arm, pulled it up, very slowly she rolled on her back and looked at me. She was crying.

“Why?”

“I don’t…I can’t…”

“It’s just something she did, Randy, to curb the fires within. You’d have done the same.”

“No,” I said. “I would never.”

“Ha.”

I looked at Lorna.

She was smiling. She looked down at Lana. She sat next to her. She held her hand. A show of tenderness of which I wasn’t capable.

“Lana, honey? I’m going to take Randy for a week. I’m going to convince him that you are a good person, that you haven’t done anything wrong.”

Lana didn’t say anything. Tears just poured out of her eyes.

“You’re going to what?” I asked.

“Take you for a week. I’m going to show you the error of your ways. At the end of a week I’ll bring you home, and I guarantee you’re going to be begging for forgiveness.”

“Bullshit,” I stated. Even drunk I was adamant.

“Prove it,” she challenged.

“Why would you do this?”

“Because I know Lana. I know how good she is, and I know how much she loves you. And I know how much you love her.”

“I don’t. Not any more.”

“First, shut up with that kind of talk. It’s negative. Second, you can’t feel pain from somebody unless you love them.”

“That’s stupid.”

“The proof will take me one week. That’s all. Then, if you still feel like leaving the most wonderful woman in your life, you can do so.”

“I want to leave now.”

“And you can. You can leave, and toss away ten years of marriage, and hurt a wonderful woman, and not even give her a chance. Are you so quick to throw away your life?”

I looked down at Lana, crying, now sobbing, her arm back over her eyes, tears seeping down her face.”

“Okay, Lana. You sleep now. And when you awake know that this will all be over soon, and you just have to trust me.”

Lana, unbelievably, nodded, and mumbled, “Thank you.”

Then Lorna took my hand and led me back into the house.


PART TWO

“What are you thinking?”

“This is crazy.”

She guided her Atom around corners like a race car driver. The curves were tight, but the little car hugged the road without a problem. Outside the cage trees marched past.

The car was modeled after a race car, no windows, a snouty hood, and the driver and passenger actually wore helmets. They were able to communicate through a blue tooth built into the helmets.

“Well, it is crazy. The whole world is crazy.”

“Speak for yourself,” I retorted.

She chuckled.

“How are you planning to convince me that it is all right for a woman to enter into a massive gang bang?”

“I’m going to implant you with secret computer chips made on the moon. You will be helpless to resist, and I will bend you to my will.”

I snorted. It was obvious she wasn’t going to tell me anything.

We came to a gate, sped through it, and zipped down a long, straight asphalt road. Finally, the car came out of the woods to a large house.

The house was three stories, surrounded by shrubs, and a circular drive led up to the front door.

“You’ll have to forgive me,” said Lorna, “but I hadn’t planned on being home this week. The servants all have the week off.”

“I guess I can carry my own bags,” which was a joke, because she had told a friend to drive my car to my house and I had no luggage.

“Good. You’ve got a sense of humor.” She pulled up to a garage at the side of the house. “If you could open the garage door?”

I climbed out of the little speedster and went to the garage and opened a sideways sliding door. She moved the Atom into the garage and got out, and I got my first look at her in the light, and without a lot of liquor in me.

She was tall, almost as tall as me. She wore tights and a leather jacket. Her blonde hair was in a pony tail on the top of her head. It gave her a feeling of extra height.

Then she slipped into some high heels and it wasn’t just a feeling. With heels she was an inch taller than me.

She grinned at the expression on my face.

“Afraid of big girls?”

“Not really.” I rubbed my face. I could feel the beginnings of a headache.

“Well, come along, Mr. Mouse.”

“What?”

But she just strode towards the side entrance to the garage. I followed her and entered the house.

It was an old house, but immaculate. The woodwork was polished to a wink, the floors looked like they had been fresh mopped. Even the windows sparkled like they had just been cleaned.

She led me into the kitchen and pointed at a table. “Take a load off. I’m going to make PBJs.”

I sat and watched her. She had a body and a half, the half being her enormous breasts. She moved with a confidence that most women lacked.

She took a can of Coke out of the refrigerator, opened it and poured it into a glass with ice, and placed it before me. “This should take the edge off your drunken headache.”

“I believe it was you who is responsible for me drinking so much.”

“You are such a victim,” she placed a plate with two PBJs on it in front of me. “After you finish eating I need you to take your clothes off.”

“What?” I stared at her.

She began taking her clothes off.

I watched her, and, I have to admit it, I appreciated her form.

“If you don’t start eating you’ll never get your clothes off.”

“Are you trying to trick me into having sex with you? So that I can be a cheater…like my wife?”

“Did you want to fuck me?”

“No.” Of course I did.

“Take a look at your lap.”

I looked down. My pants were bulging. I was hard. Damned dick had a mind of its own.

“That’s why you have to take your clothes off. We’re going to be doing a lot of talking, and your penis will always tell the truth, even if you don’t.”

Heysoos. This chick was weird.

“Eat.”

So I ate. And the sandwiches were good. And when I was done she took the plate and rinsed it off, then turned and waited for me. She arched an eyebrow and smiled.

“I don’t want to take my clothes off.”

“Afraid?”

“No.”

“Embarrassed? You’re not one of these shorties, are you?”

She actually got a rise out of me with that one. “No.”

“Touchy touchy,” she laughed.

“I’m not taking my clothes off.”

She sighed. “Then I will.”

“What?”

“I’m trained in martial arts. I can’t guarantee you won’t get a few bruises, but I’ll try not to hurt you.”

“You’re full of crap.”

“We all are. I just know it. You don’t. Now take off your clothes.”

I stood up. With her heels on she was an inch taller, but I outweighed her, and I had good male musculature.

She smiled and stepped in front of me.

Now I was stuck. I couldn’t hit her. I can’t hit a girl, but she could hit me. And how the heck was I going to get home?

So I did the only thing I could. I sat down.

She tilted her head in question.

I was going Ghandi, passive resistance. It’s difficult to beat somebody up who isn’t fighting back, who just lays down and refuses to fight.

She got it then, and grinned. “I am going to so mess you up.”

She slapped me. A big, smacking sound and my cheek was burning. It felt like my headache was coming back.

But I still couldn’t hit her, so I lay on the floor.

She went to the sink and picked up a vase with flowers in it. She took the flowers out and poured the water in the vase on me.

“Hey!” I sputtered. I sat up and she kicked me in the balls.

“Oh…” I groaned and fell over, holding myself. It wasn’t a hard hit, but any hit to the testicles causes pain. I grabbed my nuts and turned white.

She went to the sink and filled the vase with water. She walked over to me and poured it on me. Her mistake, the water helped me revive. I grabbed her ankles and pushed. I figured on pushing her over, then sitting on her or something. Anything so she couldn’t just keep picking on me. What I didn’t figure on was that she just dropped on me, her knees right in the middle of my back.

“OOF!” I grunted.

She stepped off me.

I stood up. My back hurt. I was getting pissed off.  I didn’t want to hit her, but…but I could grab her and throw her on the floor.

I rushed her.

She took a little step to the side and kicked me in the balls.

“Oooo!” I collapsed. That was it for me. I wasn’t recovered from the first kick, and the second kick had been harder. Not hard enough to do permanent damage, but hard enough to take me right out of the fight.

She took off my shoes, then started unbuttoning my shirt.

I groaned, and would have tried to stop her, but I couldn’t.

She pulled my shirt off and tossed it onto the table, then she started working on my pants. I was slowly recovering and I tried to bat her hands away.

“I can kick you again, if you want,” she stated cheerfully.

I didn’t want, so I just let her unbuckle me, unzip me, take my pants off and throw them on the table.

Then she took off my underwear, and guess what…I had a boner.

A boner?

I figured it was a physical reaction, but Lorna didn’t think so.

“Oooh, somebody likes it rough.”

She picked up my clothes, said, “There’s whiskey in that cupboard by the door. Coke’s in the frig. Make us a couple when you recover. I’ll be right through this door.” She walked out.

It was five minutes before I could breath properly, and I struggled to my feet. Tell the truth, after having my ass handed to me by a ‘girl,’ I felt like a little drink.

I hobbled around, found glasses and ice, and made a couple of drinks. I walked through the door.

“Keep going!” she yelled. I was in a dining room and I crossed it and entered a living room. It was a big room, with several plush chairs and a big couch. She was sitting on the couch. Naked. Watching the fire.

I looked at the fire. My clothes burned merrily. I could see my belt buckle turning black in the flames.

“I do love a good fire,” she murmured. She was beautiful in the firelight, her cheek bones highlighted, the fall of her hair so sexy. And, of course, those world class breasts.

I handed her a drink, and was aware of my cock sticking straight out.

“Thank you. And…nice dick.”

“Thanks, I guess.” I drank deeply. She sipped delicately. Of course she hadn’t just been kicked in the balls.

“Come sit next to me.”

I blinked. I sat down on the far end of the couch.

She laughed. “You men. Everything is dick this and dick that. When are you going to wake up?”

“When my dick goes to sleep,” I retorted.

“Good one,” she grinned. She patted the sofa next to her. “Come down here. I hate yelling.”

“I don’t think I should.”

“What? Afraid?”

“No.” Then I thought about it. “Yes.”

She was shaking with mirth. Everything was funny with this girl. “Listen, Randy, I need you to come get comfy with me. I won’t fuck you, though I might play with you a bit, especially your mind. Can’t a man and a woman sit with each other?”

“Not naked.”

“Why not?”

“Because.”

“Not a good answer.”

“Because it’s against the conventions of society.”

“We are society. We make our conventions as we wish. Now come down here and sit with me, or we’ll go back to kicking you in the balls.”

Now I was stuck. I had no doubt she meant it. So I stood up, walked down the length of the couch and sat next to her. Upright. In my own space.

She turned and face me, cross-legged, and I had a spectacular view of her pussy.

“I’ll tell you what. You face away from me, sit back, and I’ll give you a back rub.”

“A back rub? I don’t get it, lady. First you kick me in the balls, now you want to make my life easier.”

“I’m both the good cop and the bad cop. Or maybe I’m just schizophrenic. Either way, you turn around and lean back. I guarantee, it’s the path of least resistance.

I turned around, took a big gulp, then lay back.

She caught me, pulled me a little, and adjusted her posture. I could feel her breasts on my back. My dick was pointing towards the stars.

“Ah, here we go,” she placed her hands on my shoulders and worked her fingers into my muscles. I was aware of her long, red fingernails. They were like claws, and I had an image of her ripping them into me.

She had strong fingers, and she worked the tension out of my muscle fiber. Within seconds I felt my body start to relax. Except for Mr. Happy. Mr. Happy, as I may have mentioned, or at least everybody knows, has a mind of his own.

“Isn’t it pleasant? Feeling the warmth of the fire? Being naked? Being together without the messiness of sex?”

“Uh…okay.”

She chuckled and slapped the back of my head very lightly. “Be honest. Always be honest.”

“Like my wife was when she fucked a hundred guys?”

“Are you still hung up on that?”

“Yeah.”

She sighed, took a break to sip a little more whiskey, then continued rubbing my back. She said, “Aren’t penises wonderful?”

My eyes narrowed. “I guess.”

“They stand up, they’re bendable, they give such great pleasure. Do you think your wife got a lot of pleasure out of a hundred dicks?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Hunh. I thought you wanted to. Talk about it. You brought it up, after all.”

“Well, I don’t.”

“How long has it been since you had sex.”

“A couple of weeks.”

“What?” she was honestly surprised.

“A couple of weeks.”

“Why so long? I mean, your wife is a great looking gal!”

“I don’t know. I try to please her, but she just doesn’t want to do it.”

“Hunh. Well, that will stop.”

She turned me slightly, and suddenly I was laying in her arms, and it was weird. the position was usually the girl laying in the guy’s arms, but somehow we were reversed and she was the more dominant.

“Well, that’s going to stop. I’ll talk with her.”

“And what? Kick her in the balls?”

“Listen, Randy, girls talk to girls, and we’re a lot more honest than guys.”

“Could have fooled me.”

“That’s just because you had one bad experience. Though, on your behalf, I guess it was a pretty bad experience. From your viewpoint, of course.

“But listen, women can be nasty and conniving, and sometimes it’s unpredictable. But we don’t have dicks, so that’s in our favor. And that one fact, separating us from the dick mentality, makes us predictable in other ways. If you could look at us without your dick getting in the way you’d understand.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Yes?”

“No.”

She laughed. “I know that you are lying.”

“Because I’ve got a hard on?”

“First honest thing you’ve said.”

“Well, it’s uncomfortable sitting like this.”

“Why? Aren’t my tits soft and pillow like? Would you like to suck on them?”

“No!”

“Then what’s so uncomfortable about being naked with me?”

“It’s uh…I don’t know.”

“Then I’ll tell you. You don’t trust yourself. You’re a man, and you want to fuck anything. Everything. It’s in your DNA.”

I thought about it, and I knew she was right. “I may want to, but I don’t, and that’s what elevates me.”

“Oh, puh-leaz! You are elevated just because you don’t pay attention to your dick? You hold yourself back from pleasure and that’s supposed to make you an enlightened person? Listen, if God hadn’t wanted you to fuck he wouldn’t have given you a dick.”

“That’s stupid.”

“Why?”

“Prove to me there’s a God, and then I can answer you.”

“Then you can’t answer me. Okay, here’s the proof, God is a woman, and her sense of humor was what impelled her to give men cocks. Furthermore, the purpose of a man is to please a woman.”

“Bullshit.”

“And if the purpose of a man is to please a woman, why shouldn’t a woman have as many men as she can? Why shouldn’t a woman give in to as many men as she can her Godliness?”

“I don’t buy it.”

“Then make a bet with me.”

Uh oh. I hated bets.

“You do what I say this next seven days. If I say jump you don’t even ask how high, you just start bouncing until you reach the sky.”

“That’s pretty one-sided.”

“Oh, it works for you. I won’t ask you to fuck me, and all you have to do is hold out. Don’t put your penis in me. Don’t fuck me. Prove that the male God of denial is superior to the female God of love and you win.”

Now here is where I made my fatal error, and it would come back to haunt me. I didn’t even ask what we were betting for. And I think that indicates how deeply in lust I was.

“Deal.” I said, wanting to prove Lorna wrong, unaware that I was just looking for a way to sate my lust. Reverse psychology, baby, and I was caught.

She smiled. “Excellent. You’re a brave man.”

“Thank you.”

“Eat my pussy.”

I blinked, and my eyes open, but it only took a couple of seconds for me to figure my way through the mess I had gotten myself into.

I turned and stared at her.

She just smiled and spread her legs.

“But…but I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.”

“You aren’t. You aren’t untrue to your wife until you plunge that delicious dick of yours into my cavern. Eating me out is sex for me, but not for you. Now, get to it.”

I didn’t argue, and I found myself moving in spite of myself. I shifted, turned over, slid down, and put my face into her moist junction.

I hadn’t eaten a woman out, except for my wife, and that on rare occasions, in ten years. Not since before I got married. Yet there was something ultimately exotic about inhaling a woman’s essence.

She was shaved, and I noted the baby butt smoothness of her pussy. Her labia were extended, floppy lips, and I don’t mean that disparagingly. I took a moment to marvel, then I gave her a good, slow, long lick up her slit.

“Oh, yeah,” she moaned. She sank down a little and opened her legs wider. “Do that again.”

So I did. Long, slithery licks, my tongue hoeing her ditch, butting up against the clitoris.

Her clit was large, swollen. It was like a little pinkie, but dick shaped. I blew on it, I sucked on it. I deep throated that delightful, little fellow.

She squirmed and held my head. Her juices poured forth and my face became a mess.

“Eat, you bastard. Eat me!”

I began to chew on her, to suck in folds of pussy and munch on them. She groaned and actually pounded, lightly, on my back with her fists. Then she began to fuck my face. Tilting her hips, pushing on the back of my head, she thrust her pussy onto me face.

“Yes. A little more!” she gasped.

I reached a finger up under my chin and inserted it.

“OH…OH…FUCK!” Her hips slammed into me and created a wet, slapping sound.

Then she began to relax. “Oh, yeah. Do you do that to your wife?”

What a bitch! She fucks my face, bruises me with her sex, and then asks about my wife.

I didn’t say anything.

She grabbed my hair and lifted my face from her lap. I had juices dripping off me and she laughed. “My little pussy lapper. Didn’t you like it when I asked about your wife?”

“No.” I had eaten her most private spot, to a frothy squirt, and I was going to lie? Nope.

“Well, get over it. Now come here.”

She pulled on my hair, and I struggled to bring myself up to her face. She kissed me. She licked her juices off me. Her tongue was soft and considerate. One hand reached down and grabbed my cock.

“Hey!” I jumped back.

She laughed merrily. “I want to stroke you. I have no intention of getting you off. I want to save you for when you break and finally give me what I want.”

“Never,” I said.

She grabbed my prick again and stroked it softly.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered. I was horny. First I hadn’t had any for a couple of weeks, then I had been at an orgy, in a foul frame of mind, but still, all that fuck and sucking goes right to a guy’s mind. Or libido. Or prick. Or whatever.

Now I was naked, no clothes, being rubbed and felt, and stroked, by a beautiful woman.

I could feel her velvety hands swirling around my head. I groaned, and she let go.

“A little later a little more,” she quipped. “Now, get off me, you ugly man.”

She pushed me back and I fell back on the couch, my penis red and starting to drip.

“Okay, my little face fuck, let’s go to bed.”

“Oh,” I was a little dazed. I was over sexed, and sexed up so bad my mind was short circuiting.

I followed her up some stairs, watching her beautiful ass sway back and forth. I know she could feel my attention because she looked back at me and grinned.

Down a hall to the last room.

It was a big room, with a big four poster bed. A half a dozen super soft pillows on the bed.

She pulled the filmy drapes back and climbed onto the bed.

“Where do I sleep?”

“Right here. With me.”

“In the same bed?”

“Of course.”

So I climbed into the bed after her. I scooted way over to the side and faced away.

“Don’t do that,” she murmured. She reached out and tugged on my hip, turned me over, then pulled me towards her.

“But…but…”

“There is nothing like a good cuddle after a good cum.”

“But I didn’t cum!”

“That’s your problem. I was willing. Now, turn this way, yes.”

She snuggled against me. Her breasts lay on me, her breath was soft on my face. She sighed.

I was frozen. I was naked, sleeping with a woman who was not my wife. After a moment Lorna said, “God, you are so rigid. Can you relax a little?”

“It’s hard.”

“I know that,” she giggled.

“Not funny.”

“Not for you, that’s for sure. Now relax.”

I tried to relax. My dick, of course didn’t. I lay there, entwined with a sexy woman, bare flesh to bare flesh, and felt her heart beat.

And felt my hard beat. Throb…throb…throb. Big pulsings as the blood rushed through me. I felt superheated and super horny.

She snuggle a bit closer and then, I couldn’t believe it, she started to doze.

“I can’t do this.” I blurted.

“So sleep on the floor. I have to warn you, though, it’s cold. And I am not letting my clean blankets and pillows be on the floor.”

I lay there, she turned slightly and my penis bumped her leg.

“You meant to do that.”

“Maybe. Now shut up.”

I lay there. So damned horny I couldn’t believe it, and her breathing grew deeper, began to draw out.

I slid out from under the covers.

She woke up enough to mumble, “Idiot.” Then she drifted away.

I lay down on the floor. My dick was hard like the barrel of a gun. I was giving off massive amounts of heat. I mean, I was positively glowing with sex heat.

The floor was uncomfortable. My skin felt the cold and I gave a shiver. I cuddled up like a dog. No good. It was just colder and colder.

A lay on the floor for probably 15 minutes, and I came to a sad conclusion. I wasn’t going to get any sleep laying on the floor. And I might not get any sleep in bed, but at least I would be warm.

I got up and slipped under the sheets.

“Oh, goody.” She latched onto me. Then I felt her eyes open. “Heysoos carrying water in a leaky bucket, you are freezing.”

I was. I was shivering.

She began to rub me. She slid her warm hands over my arms and chest. She slid under the covers and warmed up my legs, and put her mouth over my dick.

“Hey!” I croaked. But I didn’t move to push her away.

She giggled and slithered up under the covers. “That’s one part of your body that isn’t cold.

Then she curled around me again, and I started feeling real warm, and, of course, dick hot. She put an arm over my body and closed her hand on my penis.

“Hey!” I said, but I was running out of resistance.

“At least you had enough sense to come in out of the cold. Now shut up and let me sleep.”

I lay there, totally awake, and listened as, once again, she drifted off to sleep. I didn’t move, though I wanted to thrust my hips forward and fuck her fist. I just lay there and wished for sleep.

I did fall asleep, but I don’t know for how long. When I woke up I looked around, confused by waking up in a strange place.

Lorna was gone. I got up. It was warm, or at least warmer. I went to the window and looked out. A long lawn and some deep woods. As I stood there a Bambi came out of the woods, looked around, then went back into the woods.

Bambi. One of the world’s most horrible horror stories. An innocent deer, mother slaughtered. So much for childhood.

I walked over to the closet and looked in. I was hoping to find some male clothes. Or even some male-ish woman clothes.

Nothing but dresses, boots, bras and such. And they were all kinky, slinky.

I took a robe off a hook and put it on. It reached down to my knees. I walked out of the room.

Lorna was downstairs, naked, doing yoga by the fire.

“Aha! You’re one of ‘those’ guys.”

“What guys?”

“Wearing women’s clothes.”

“I am not.”

“Could have fooled me. Now get down here and do some Yoga.

“I’ll pass.”

“Not a request.”

Sighing, I knelt on the floor, looked at her, and tried to duplicate what she was doing.

She was lithe, flexible, and I didn’t stand a chance.

“This is ‘downward dog,’” she said. The upper half and lower half of her body was bent at the waist and her butt, as if on a hinge, pointed towards the ceiling.

I did a push up and pushed my butt upwards. I didn’t have a hinge at the hips and I looked like some kind of sloppy and ill conceived half circle.

“Now go down. Not too fast. You don’t want to hurt your little pee wee.”

Upward dog, and I assumed the push up position and let my hips sag.

Damn! My dick hit the floor. I tried to wiggle a bit and let the thing assume a more comfortable position.

Lorna laughed. “Women have big, old floppy boobs that get in the way, and men have those stupid dicks.”

She did a sitting thing where she twisted and placed an elbow behind a knee.

I tried to do it and fell over.

“Keep the buttocks flat on the floor, don’t try to do the whole twist at first.”

I followed her directions and actually managed to assume a bad twist.

“Excellent. How’s that dick doing.”

“Fine. thank you.”

She almost went into hysterics at the haughtiness in my voice.

“Come on,” she leaped to her feet and took my hand. She pulled me up and led me towards the kitchen.

“I hope you’re not a big eater. I can give you one egg and some orange juice.”

“Oh,” my disappointment showed.

“Besides, you’re too fat.”

“Am not.”

She pinched the small roll of fat around my belly. “You’ll never make it if you can’t be honest with yourself. How can you be honest with other people if you aren’t honest with yourself?”

“I’m plenty honest with myself.”

She just shook her head and began cutting two oranges in half. She handed them to me and pointed to a juicer. The juicer was just a bowl with a ridged mountain in the center.

“Don’t you have any electric juicers?”

“Nope. If that orange is too tough for you I can do it.”

I grunted and began grinding the half oranges on the thing.

Soon we had a plate with two hard boiled eggs on it and two tall glasses of orange juice.

“I did the dangerous work, using a knife, so you get to carry.” Back to the dining room.

I walked back into the dining room and she followed me. We sat down and ate our hard boiled eggs.

“Don’t you have salt?”

“Salt bad. Natural good. Now let me tell you how this is going to work.”

“What?”

She sipped her juice, sighed happily, and said, “By the end of the week you will be in love with me.”

“Not a chance.”

“Your dick tells the truth. See dick bob?”

I looked down and, sure enough, my dick was bouncing so hard it was hitting the bottom of the dining table.

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

She snorted. Drank some more juice. Smiled, and said, “By the end of the week you will be head over heels in love with me. You will want to leave your wife and live with me forever. If I told you you could stay with me only if you were a complete and total slave…you’d do it. In fact,” she ruminated, “I’ll bet it only takes a couple of days. You being who you are.”

“Sez you.”

“Sez history. Men have a long history of doing really stupid things in the name of love.”

I drank some of my juice. The egg was dry in my throat.

“I, of course, will save you from such foolishness. I will laugh at you and send you away. Quite cheerfully, of course.

“Oh, I love you, but not in the same way. You see, you haven’t made  love to enough women to get over your childish infatuations. I love you, and am willing to fuck you, and send you on your way. We are connected, but not with a soul connection. You, on the other hand, because you are so inexperienced, will think you are in true love, and you will cry and beg, but…sayonara, sweetheart.”

I shook my head. I was done eating.

“Not only will I not fall in love with you, but I will not fuck you.”

“Oh, you will fall in love, and if you don’t fuck me then you will merely be proving how stupid and inexperienced you are.”

“I won’t betray my wife,” I blurted.

“She betrayed you. 100 times over. Heck, you could fuck me and she’d still be 99 ahead of you. Besides…aren’t you going to leave her?”

I looked at the table and mumbled. “I don’t know.”

“I mean, how can you even consider staying with that hopeless slut?”

“Don’t call her a slut,” I snapped.

“Why?”

“She…she’s…”

“She’s not? Even after fucking a 100 men? That’s your inexperience talking.”

I looked away, obviously unhappy.

Lorna sat back, stretched, then said, “Come with me.”

We went outside. The morning was warming, and we walked through the dew on the lawn towards the far woods.

“Randy?”

“What?”

“What are we betting on?”

There it was, the thing that I had overlooked, come back to bite me in the ass.

“I…I…”

“You don’t know. You were challenged, and you rose to the occasion, like a stupid male, and you don’t even know why you are here with me. Naked. Your dick screwing the air. Lusting after my damn, fine body and too stupid to do something about it.

I was silent.

“Well, even if you are stupid, I’m not. Would you like to know what you’re betting?”

We stopped and I watched her.

She said, “If I win, you admit that your wife is a slut, and that’s okay, and you go back and live your happy life with her. If you win, if you manage to hold out and not sleep with me, then I lose, and you lose your wife. She’s a slut, and you can’t admit it, and can’t even get over it.”

My mouth opened. I wasn’t aware of the world, I was thinking, grokking what she had just said. I figured it out. She was right. If I won I lost my soul partner.

Yes, she had fucked a 100 men, and probably many times, but…but…

“Come on, let me show you my dungeon. I want to lock you up and tell you some more things. I want to torture you.”

She took my hand and led me back towards the house.

Her dungeon was, naturally, in the basement. She had a couple of space heaters, a closet with toys in it, and a couple of interesting looking bits of ‘furniture.’

A pillory. Put your hands and neck through the holes and you are stuck until somebody lets you go.

A Sybian. All ready to punish the pussy into heaven.

A St. Andrew’s Cross. A couple of bigger toys were in a corner.

There was a boombox on a table and she turned it on. Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers. The Last DJ.

“Pick a toy, any toy.”

I stared at her, and she was serious.

“This is what this is all about? Beating my ass? Proving women are superior? Some shit like that?”

“You are so silly. I don’t have to prove what’s obvious. Now, choose a toy, and hurry. You don’t want me choosing a toy…then I might really beat your ass. Like you want.” She arched an eyebrow and challenged me.

I walked around the room. I don’t know why, but the pillory appealed to me. I mean, any one of her ‘toys’ would have done me, but this one…I had seen pictures of pillories and always been curious. What did it feel like to be trapped.

And, in the back of my mind…trapped by a beautiful woman. A naked beautiful woman. While I was naked.

I think you can see that I was already starting to break down.

“The pillory.”

“Ah. My favorite. There is something so sexy about a man who is helpless.” She lifted the top bar. I settled my wrists and neck in the three holes, and she lowered the bar. I heard a click, pushed up, and found I was totally locked.

“Huh,” I grunted.

“Well, now that you’re all settled in, ta ta.” She turned and walked out of the dungeon.

I actually half expected something like that. Sort of. But I was still surprised, and struck by how helpless I truly was. I was bent over, my dick was pointing down, my asshole felt very vulnerable.

I thought about trying to escape. But I knew I couldn’t. I was just fantasizing. And, to be honest, I was sort of enjoying the feelings running through me.

Five minutes later she came back into the dungeon. I tried to turn my head enough to see her, but only caught a glimpse of her. She was carrying something, like a drink or something, but bigger around. Fatter.

She pulled up a chair next to the pillory. She had a little container of ice cream.

“Well, well. At last, I have you in my clutches.”

“Yeah,” I said. And, her emphasizing my helplessness, my cock throbbed.

She spooned a bit of ice cream between her lush lips. “Mmm. I do love icey cream.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Would you like some?”

I wondered if it was a trick question. “Sure.”

She dug her spoon into the little tub, brought it out, and inserted it in my mouth.

Vanilla. And, OMG, it tasted too damned good!

Well, of course, I hadn’t had any real breakfast.

She spooned herself a bite. “You know what else I love?”

“What?”

“Locking men up, having them be scared, nervous, apprehensive, and then just treating them nice. Would you like me to whip you?”

“No.”

“I could leave some delightful strap marks on your ass. Something to remember me by.”

“I think I’ll pass.”

“Maybe some other time,” and she fed me another spoonful.

We ate, very companionable, sharing ice cream and loving it.

She asked, “How many women have you made love to?”

I thought about it. “Before I was married?”

“Unless you were getting a little after you were married.”

“Maybe ten.”

“Ten women. Doesn’t that make you a slut?”

I blinked. “That’s not a lot, and it was one on one, not…”

“Not a hundred to one?”

“You said it.”

“Well, time being what it is, the universe billions of years old, the amount of time between women…you essentially fucked ten women, really quick. Almost back to back.”

“Bullshit.”

“And your wife, she fucked ten men real quick. Comparatively. So what’s the difference between you and her?”

“She fucked a 100 men!”

“She fucked ten men. Then she fucked ten men, and ten men…and so on. And if you consider the universe, and all the men in it, that’s not very many. Heck. A thousand wouldn’t be that many.”

“It’s different.”

“Only if you’re hung up on mathematics. Are you hung up on numbers?”

“No.”

“Hmm. I wonder. And you can wonder. But while you’re wondering, I do have a special treat for you.”

“What?”

She ruffled my hair, then stood up. She walked behind me. She placed a hand on one cheek, and I jumped.

“Easy, big boy,” she giggled.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you ice cream.”

She grabbed one cheek and pulled it to the side. I immediately pushed my cheeks together. “Hey!”

“Hey is for horses. And if you’re going to be so unwilling to accept your treat then I’m going to have to hobble you.”

She put something between my ankles, and suddenly they were being spread apart.

“Stop that!” I cried.

“I don’t think so. Now, you can either relax and enjoy, or you can fight, and I’ll win, and you’ll still enjoy.”

“”Stop that!”

But she didn’t. She wouldn’t. And suddenly I felt her push one cheek to the side, and I couldn’t bring them together now, and she pushed a spoon into me.

It actually went in easy, and then the shock of cold hit me. “Oh, God!”

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

She worked the spoon around inside me. She touched parts of me that had never been touched before, and I was shortly shivering and moaning.

“Would you like another bite? I’ve got a couple of spoonfuls left.”

“No!”

“You say no, but your dick says yes. Good dickie. Here go.”

She pushed another spoonful into my ass. The cold caused my asshole to pucker and celebrate. I suddenly found myself pushing back.

“Ooh, he likes it. I guess little Randy is a big slut. Just like his wife.”

I was actually crying, which was bizarre. I was being raped…and it felt so good. The pleasure was picking up speed. I ground my hips around.

“Tell me, little Randy. Would you like me to go get a dildo and show you what it feels like?”

“No! No!”

She walked back to the front and sat down. “Maybe later. Baby steps, you know? Now let me ask you…would you rather eat ice cream or fuck me?”

“No! Stop! you can’t…”

“It’s a simple choice.”

“No, it’s not.”

“Oh, is Randy crying? Poor Randy!”

“You are evil!”

“I know. I’m just a big slut. And sluts are evil. Anybody who fucks is evil. Right?”

“No!”

She laughed. “Your dick is speaking for you.”

“I don’t care what it says!”

“You’ve got two minds, and you don’t care what one of them says. Such a silly person.”

I didn’t say anything.

She said, “Well, I still don’t have an answer, and I’m not going to let you out until you answer me. Would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?”

I said nothing.

She sighed. “Well, there are ways to loosen up your tongue.”

I remained mute.

She stood up and walked out of the dungeon.

I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. And I couldn’t believe how good my ass felt. Is this what gay people feel? I mean, I hate to admit it, but when she took the spoon out of my ass…I actually missed it.

She returned to the dungeon. She was carrying a little ice chest. She placed it on the floor and opened it. A bottle of beer. And ice.

And it hit me.

“Oh, no. “You’re not going to pour that up my ass!”

“Of course I am.”

She held up the bottle. Golden Monkey. “This is the most wonderful concoction. This bottle is as potent as a six pack, and people always underestimate it. The first time I ever drank it my eyeballs started working independently. One looked at one thing, and the other looked at something else, and I was hooked. It’s a different world when your eyes work independent of each other.

“You can’t,” I whispered.

She took a tube out of the ice chest and walked behind me.

I tried to struggle, but my feet were still spread. I couldn’t do much more than wiggle my ass.

She inserted the tube into me. It went smooth and easy.

She came back to the front, picked up the bottle of Golden Monkey and went to my rear.

Shortly I felt a cool sensation washing into my ass.

Then, almost immediately, I started getting drunk. I was dizzy, the room spun a little, then, son of a bitch, my eyes started working independently.

“I only gave you a little, Randy. How’s it going?”

“Oh, Jeez,” I mumbled, having trouble with my tongue.

“Tell the truth, I don’t think it’s going to take much. I know you’re a strong man, but this is one area you’re weak in.

“Fuck. The room is turning.”

She pulled up the chair and leaned into my face. She began kissing me, long, slow, and soft. She nibbled on my lips. She played with my nipples.

I groaned.

After a long time in paradise, she asked, “Randy…would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?”

I nodded.

“What?”

“I’d like to fuck you.”

Not make love, but fuck. She was my enemy, but she wasn’t. She was doing something to me, and in the midst of the revelry happening in my mind I knew she was right.

“All right!” she clapped her hands.

She unlocked the pillory and helped me up. I had a hard time walking, and she supported me, kept me moving forward.

We walked up the stairs, up more stairs, and reached her room.

She placed one of my hands against a bed post and sat on the bed.

“Randy, baby? I need you to really fuck the shit out of me. You can be rough as you want, or as soft. You’ve earned this. You’ve finally told the truth, and your life is going to be different.

She lay back and nodded, and that was the signal.

I fell on the bed, fell across her. I couldn’t tell which way was up, but I knew all I had to do was crawl across her and find her hole.

She laughed and helped me crawl.

I pushed between her legs and stuffed my cock in her.

“Oh! No foreplay!” Yet she was moist. I knew she had been wanting this.

I began to move in and out, and the world kept turning on me.

She placed her hands on my chest, steadied me, kept me from falling off her. She rose to meet me. Her hips moved up and gripped my cock.

“I like a big man,” she moaned.

I kissed her, and she kissed back. Our lips danced, our tongues speared out. I was a sloppy lover, made sloppy by the Golden Monkey. But she didn’t mind. Heck, she had set this up, so this was what she expected, if not wanted.

“God!” She ground up at me. Then: “It might take a little longer to cum, alcohol does that, so just enjoy the feeling of my cunt gripping your cock. She twisted and emphasized her words.

I felt like my body was doing a barrel roll, and at the same time my cock was barrel rolling inside her.

We fucked, and it was dirty and wonderful and uninhibited. In truth, I had never fucked like this in my life.

Then she flipped me over. She was strong, and she went with my drunken tilting and suddenly I was on the bottom. She kissed me more and then whispered, “I’m going to blow your mind.”

My mind was already blown, but then she shattered it and threw the pieces in the wind.

She hunched up, even as she settled her weight on my cock. She managed to grip my balls with one strong hand and she rolled them, like ben wah balls. Then the piece de resistance, she stuck a finger up my ass.

I howled, “Aiiieeee!” Then I came. I blew out a massive load. And she just hung on and made sure I was deep inside her.

“Fuck…fuck!”

Spurt after spurt, big, thick ropes splattered her insides.

Finally, I was empty. She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. This was my orgasm, and that was okay with her.

I collapsed. I lay on the bed and the world swirled over me. She rose up and my dick flopped on my belly.

“Well, lover, that was good. But we have a lot more to do. Now go to sleep.”

She kissed my cheek and walked away.

I lay there for a long time, feeling like the world was a whirlpool and I was at the bottom. Then, finally, I slept.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


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

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

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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!


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

We Feminized Our Boss

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Swap

Turning into a Woman

League of Lactators

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

Feminized for a Million Dollars

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Feminized by my Sister

Body Swapping with Chastity

He Became My Sissy Maid

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

The Feminized Soldier

He Needed a Female Led Relationship

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Becoming a Woman

From Male to Female

I Made My Man Grow Breasts!

Sexual Limits

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

‘How to Break a Husband!’

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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A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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