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PART ONE

Lana had always been a strong willed person. In school she organized her classmates. At work she was the team leader. At home she was…frustrated.

“Oh…oh…unh…yes!”

She lay on the bed, bored beyond belief. Jason pumped his seed into her. He grunted and groaned. His penis spewed, and then it was done. He rolled off her and gasped. “Oh, baby. That was great!”

“Yes, it was.” For you, dolt.

Soon Jason was snoring. Happy as a clam. Sated. His testicles empty.

Lana lay in the darkness and sighed. Another sleepless night. Oh, she would drift off in an hour or so, but…there had to be a better way.

Jason was happy. He used her for his pleasure, got his rocks off, and she was left to…stew.

She slid out of bed, pulled on a negligee, and slipped out of the room. She went into the kitchen and reached into the cupboard over the fridge. She took down a bottle of bourbon and unscrewed the top. Then she grabbed a glass, scooped up some ice, and poured half a glass of bourbon.

She looked at the fridge and wished for Coke, but there was too much caffeine in Coke, and she didn’t want to be awake any longer than she had to.

Holding the half full glass she went out on the patio and sat in a lounge chair. She sighed and looked up at the stars.

She found the Seven Sisters of Pleiades. She sipped. She searched for the North Star. Her pussy was moist with want. It was an itch and it needed scratching. She had been married for three years, and it had been fun in the beginning, but Jason was busy with his work and was sort of obtuse when it came to sex.

Wham, bam, thank you ma’am. And he probably thought he was satisfying her. But the reality was that night after night she ended up watching late night TV, sitting outside and drinking, and sometimes diddling herself off.

She frowned. This wasn’t right. There was something wrong with this picture. She should be getting the pleasure. She was making most of the money, and that was okay with her, but she should be getting something else, too. She should be getting her rocks off.

She used to get her rocks off. A lot. Of course she was young then, and rude, and hadn’t learned to get along with people. The result was that she demanded…and she got.

She sighed, and stretched her hand out to place her drink on the side table…and the glass didn’t touch the wrought iron table. It landed on something flat. She turned her face and saw the laptop.

What the heck was it doing out here? Jason must have forgotten it.

She picked up the computer and opened it. She typed in ‘What if your husband doesn’t satisfy you?’

She didn’t expect any kind of an answer. She was just venting her frustration by harmless typing. The computer wouldn’t have any idea of what to do with such a question. She was surprised then when answers popped up. She tilted the computer and began reading.

24 things to do when your husband doesn't satisfy you in bed

What followed was a list of things you should do for your husband. It included such things as ‘Praise his penis,’ ‘Build friendship and non-sexual intimacy,’ ‘Avoid masturbation,’ and down the list was her favorite, ‘Learn to help him relax and hold an erection.’

She snorted and close the laptop. It was all about pleasing him. And, sure, one has to contribute, but there came a time when it had to be about her.

She sighed. She thought about another drink. She decided to have the drink. She made another one, came back and opened the computer again.

She opened it and typed in ‘women’s porn.’ Yeah, this ought to do it. This should get her juiced up. What came up were 2,730,000,000 results in 0.34 seconds. She clicked on the first porn site and saw Lesbians and men eating out women. Then fucking the women and…it was the same as men’s porn.

Irritated, she clicked on the second porn site, pornhub. Again, Lesbians and men eating pussy and…it was the same as male porn.

Oh, there were a few other things, women spanking men, men wearing chastity tubes—which was very interesting—but…same old same old for the most part.

So why were the porns, male and female, billed separately when they were the same?

She frowned and thought about it, but it didn’t make sense, probably just marketing, and she googled, ‘How do you bend a man to your will.’ She wound up with an article with seven things you should do. Four of the items were the same old propaganda. ‘Be encouraging and supportive.’ Fine, but how does that get your pussy thrilled?

Then she came across three items that were spot on.

‘Stick to your rules and don’t bend.’

‘Hold out where sex is concerned.’

And ‘Make him feel guilty.’

She blinked. And smiled. Okay. Now this is the stuff. She began to hunt through the internet. There was so much garbage there, so much stupidity, but by using common sense and knowing what it was she really wanted, she came up with a score of rules to implement, which meant to live by, and a plan.

Four in the morning she went to bed. And for the first time in three years she slept peacefully.

She had a plan.

“Wake up, sleepy head!” Jason opened the blinds and light flooded the room.

Surprisingly, Lana woke right up. She smiled. She turned over and looked at Jason. He was a stud. Five foot ten, 160 pounds. Good musculature and a handsome face. just the kind of person she wanted to own.

“Time to see to some garage sales. Get your butt in gear.”

Lana rolled over, snuggled her head down and said, “Eat me.”

Jason blinked. “What?”
“I need my pussy cleaned. You dirtied it up last night, and now you must clean it.”

He laughed. “You want me to perform cunnilingus on you? Now? After cumming in you last night? You haven’t showered or anything.”

“So? You made a mess, you clean it up.”

He laughed and walked out of the room.

He would have been surprised at the smile on her face.

She rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. She cleaned herself out, shampooed her hair and conditioned it, and treated herself to sweet smelling soap.

“Hey! Let’s go!”

“In a minute,” she yelled back.

She dried, put on a mauve skirt and tied the corners of a short shirt in front of her belly. A little make up, a brush through her hair, and she darted out to the car.

“Sheesh, take your time,” he groused.

Lana smiled and plopped into her seat. “Got to look beautiful,” she said.

Jason drove the streets looking for garage sales. He liked to look for collector’s items. Things like comics, baseball cards, and so on.

Lana liked to look for deals on shoes, dresses, and things she could sell on Ebay. Even a knock off could bring in pretty good bucks if she was patient.

“So you don’t like to eat me out anymore,” she said, as she watched for signs on street corners.

He looked at her. “What’s with this interest in me eating your pussy?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s just that I didn’t cum last night and I was real horny. I was sort of hoping that you would take care of me, but I understand that you’re not ‘up to it.’

“You should have told me last night when I was in the mood. I would have gotten you off.”

“Are you kidding? Do you know how fast you go to sleep after squirting?”

“Well, you have to tell me these things.”

“That’s all right. I jacked off.”

“What?”

“Jacked off. Masturbated. Some girls call it ‘jilling off.’ Whatever. I did it in the shower and now I’m not too horny.

Jason didn’t say anything.

Lana, however, remembering all the things she had read the night before on the net surreptitiously glanced at his crotch. He had a bulge.

She put on her sunglasses, tied a scarf over her hair, and concealed a grin. Take that, bozo butt.

They found a garage sale on Lincoln Street, and it was a big one. The garage was filled, and the driveway had tables all the way out to the street. Jason picked over a table of tools, and Lana scrutinized racks of clothes, picked up four pairs of shoes—sneakers went good on Ebay—and a wrist watch.

Lana walked up to the table where the old lady who took the money was. She was watching Jason out of the corner of her eye, and when he was looking at her she said the to old lady, “I was looking at the picture of the elephants, but it’s too big. You don’t have one a smidge smaller?” She held up her fingers, an inch apart, and looked at Jason and laughed.

The old lady looked to where Lana was looking, glanced at Jason, and said. “No.” She was puzzled. It was a weird question.

“I guess it’s dumb, huh, to ask for smaller elephants.” She laughed louder.

Jason watched and was frozen. The old lady grinned. She figured Lana was either drunk or stupid.

Later, in the car, Jason asked, “What were you talking to that old lady about?”

“Little elephants.” She laughed.

Jason was messed now. She had been looking right at him, laughing, and holding her fingers up like…like she was describing his penis. but what could he say?

Lana just kept her smile to herself.

They found a few more garage sales, and then they headed for home.

They hadn’t driven but a mile when Lana reached under her skirt and started rubbing her pussy.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he chuckled.

“Getting off.” Lana rubbed her pussy, and one hand went to her breast and played with the nipple.

“Hey! People can see what you’re doing!”

“So let them play with themselves.”

“Lana!”

“Oh, okay. But you’ll be sorry. When a woman wants sex and the man isn’t capable…” she shook her head.

Jason drove, and kept glancing at her.

Lana merely sat and enjoyed the breeze. According to what she had read on the internet Jason should be going crazy.

He would be wondering if she really had been talking about his cock with that old lady. And he would be wondering why she was playing with herself, and underneath it all was the little niggle that maybe he hadn’t satisfied her. And that went right to the heart of a man.

They arrived home and Lana headed right for the bedroom. She locked herself in the bathroom and turned on the vibrator.

Jason came back, as she knew he would, and he stood outside the bathroom and listened to the buzz of the machine between her legs.

“Lana?”

She turned off the vibrator and stifled a snicker. “What?”

“Are you all right.”

“Of course I am!” She managed to sound irritated, waited a moment, then turned on the vibrator. Damn, it felt good. She was pretty damned horny. She hadn’t cum the night before, and all the stuff she had watched on the internet had horned her up.

“What’s that buzzing?”

“It’s my toothbrush! Do you mind?”

She was trying hard not to laugh and she pushed the vibrator half into herself and suddenly it wasn’t a laughing matter.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered.

“Honey?”

“Will you go away?” And now she was irritated. She wanted to get herself off.

Jason stopped talking, but she knew he wasn’t leaving. he was listening.

She turned the vibrator on and went back to jacking herself. Within a minute she was moaning, and she didn’t try to keep quiet.

Jason was a heavy presence on the other side of the door.

“Fuck!” she blurted. Fuck…fuck! Oh,God!” She came hard. Her pussy clamped down on the vibrator and literally ejected it from her pussy. She collapsed back against the tank of the toilet and just took deep breaths.

After a minute she stood up and adjusted her clothes and dried her armpits, then walked out of the bathroom. Jason was sitting on the bed.

“Hey, babe,” she chirped.

He leaped to his feet and followed her down the hallway. “Were you jacking off?”

She turned and patted his cheek, “Honey, that’s for women who don’t have men, or who aren’t satisfied, or something.” She continued towards the kitchen.

He followed her. “You know, if I haven’t satisfied you you just have to let me know. I can make you cum.”

“No need now.”

He grabbed her shoulder and turned her around. “Look, you can’t shut me out like this.”

She frowned and pried his fingers off her shoulder. “Do you mind?”

“Sorry, it’s just that…we have to talk.”

“About what?” She entered the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. “She looked up at him. “Drink?”

“No. If I haven’t pleased you in bed then you have to let me know.”

Lana was actually surprised. She had followed a script, literally, and he was already coming apart, just like it said on the internet. She pursed her lips and considered him. “Look, there’s no problem.”

“But I just heard you masturbating in the bathroom!”

“You’ve never masturbated?”

“Well, sure. But not since I got married.”

“Hunh,” she walked past him, through the living room and out to the patio. He followed along like a lap dog.

“Lana!” His voice was a degree short of a whine. “We need to talk!”

She placed her wine glass on the patio table and began taking her blouse off. “We did talk. Nothing let to say.” She unfastened her bra and her breasts flopped out. He stared at them, and she had to control herself again.

He had cum the night before, he wouldn’t be able to cum for a day, but all that meant was that she could tease him.

She grabbed his hands and flipped her arms. Her arms were in the bra straps and then the bra was flipped onto his arms. He looked at the garment and blinked. She raised her hands and the bra slid up his arms. She let go of his arms and arranged the straps on his shoulders. She suddenly hugged him.

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” she responded as she reached behind him and fastened the bra. Her breasts pressed against him, big and warm. Her nipples were getting hard from all this teasing and manipulating.

“What the fuck?” he said when she stepped away, a big grin on her face. “What is this?”

“Men who don’t satisfy their women aren’t really men, so I thought…” she shrugged.

“Well, get it off me!” He reached behind, but lacked the flexibility to work the catch.

She shimmied out of her skirt, then thumb hooked her panties and stepped out of them.

“Lana?” He was tilting his shoulders and trying to get out of the bra.

Lana turned to him. Naked, she was magnificent. Her breasts thrust out, her nipples grazed his, her face was six inches away from his and her lips looked moist. “I like you in a bra, and look…” she felt his dick. It was hard in his pants. “You like it, too.”

“I do not!” He looked almost ready to cry.

“Yes, you do. Now, leave it on and come swimming with me. Maybe we can get horny and fuck.” She wasn’t just feeling him now, she was stroking him, and he was responding. Just because he had cum the night before didn’t mean his male testosterone wasn’t trying to rise to the challenge.

She grinned, and jumped into the pool.

Jason stared at her, then tried to wiggle out of the bra again. After a minute he realized that he couldn’t do it. He stopped struggling and stared at Lana swimming in the pool. She was doing the Australian crawl back and forth, taking full strokes, her large breasts coming half out of the water as she turned from side to side.

“Oh, crap,” he muttered.

He could go get some scissors and cut the damn thing off, or he could just jump in the pool. He turned and went back into the house.

Lana was aware that he had left, and she frowned. She had thought he would jump in the pool, the opinions on the internet were that he would do anything for her, and that meant jumping in the pool.

A minute passed, and she was sad at her failure, then he came back outside. Still in the bra, but holding a big glass of bourbon.

“Oh, look at you! All sexy and everything!” She yelled out.

He took a big glug, placed the glass next to her wine spritzer, then did a can opener, splashing water twenty feet high.

They swam and played then, and Lana kept swimming up to him and snapping the back of the bra. “You are incredible!” she said, then she kissed him and grabbed his penis and stroked it.

An hour later, a little drunk and greatly horny, they climbed out of the pool and lay down on one of the lounges. Jason, still in a bra, was on top at first, but after a minute Lana struggled out from under him and pushed him and climbed on top.

“I’m in charge, bitch,” she laughed, and she settled down over his hard cock.

Jason was too drunk to care. Heck, he was getting fucked, who cared who was on top?

Lana rode him gently, rocking back and forth, feeling his penis deep inside her. “Oh, yeah. This is how you fuck, lover.”

For a long minute they were like that, then Lana leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest, and put her hands over his wrists. Holding him down she said, “I think I can cum, but I want you to do something for me.”

“Yeah?”

“Go get my vibrator. Bottom drawer.”

She got off him. He was so damned horny he couldn’t think straight. He didn’t realize that she had taken charge and that he was being the submissive. He got up and ran into the house, clad in the bra and his cock waving. A moment later he returned. He handed her the vibrator and started to push her back on the lounge.

“Hold on, bozo. You can’t fuck me and use the vibrator. Back on the bottom for you.”

Jason didn’t think twice. He just lay down and she climbed back on top of him. Once again his dick slithered into her depths and she groaned. “Oh, this is good. I should always be on top.” She put the vibrator to her pussy and turned it on.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered.

Jason kept thrusting up. Watching her was totally exciting. What was also exciting was the facet that he felt like he might actually be able to cum. He tried to lurch a bit and move her, but she braced herself and stayed on top.

“Let me do the driving,” he protested.

“You’re fine where you are, my little dick toter.”

Now he was getting frustrated. He wanted to be on top, he wanted to take control again, and he had no idea how Lana was manipulating him.

Suddenly she jerked and lurched and her pussy started spasming. “Oh…yes…yes…” She placed one hand on his chest to balance herself and kept rubbing her clitoris with the vibrator.

Jason watched in awe as she went over the top. He moved his head up and sucked her tit, but she pushed him back down, gave a few shivers, then sighed and collapsed on him.

“Let me up,” he said.

“Nope,” she sighed. She was amazed. She had just cum twice in an hour. And she felt powerful. And she felt that taking charge like she had, teasing him like she had, had empowered her.

“Honey, I can get off if you’ll just let me be on top.”

“Jason, don’t be selfish! Let me enjoy my cum.”

“Enjoy it! But let me have one, too.”

She placed her hand over his mouth and smiled. “You’re fine. You just came last night, and you owe me one.”

“What do you mean I owe you one?”

“You came and left me high and dry. Maybe I should leave you high and dry now.”

“No! You can’t do that?” He was whining, begging, trying to wiggle out.

Suddenly Lana pushed up, then stood up. She frowned at him. “Gosh, Jason, I was feeling so good. Why do you have to be like this?”

She swung her leg over him and walked back into the house. Jason just stared after her. His cock was bright red and glistening. WTF?

Jason came in and Lana was in the shower, shampooing her hair and shaving her legs and taking her time.

He sat on the bed for a while, then, the bathroom door being locked, he headed for the shower in the guest room.

Lana felt the water pressure change and knew he was showering. She quickly finished up, then dried and dressed. When Jason came up the hallway she was pulling a cut off sweat shirt over her head. It left her midriff bare and her breasts were high and pushing out. She was wearing culottes and high heels, which showed off her legs and yet to fuck her wouldn’t be just a matter of lifting her skirt.

“Hey, lover,” she smiled.

Jason looked like he wanted to say something, but he kept his mouth shut.

Lana went to him, patted his face, kissed him tenderly and said, “We need to do that more often?”

“Have sex? Not unless I get to cum.”

She stepped back and frowned. “I don’t believe you.”

“I’m so horny!”

“You just came last night and you want to pull this crap on me.”

“Well, I need to cum!”

She snapped, “Not unless I cum.”

“What?”

“That’s what you just said, and what’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. Besides, how many times have you cum and not brought me along?”

“Well, I…” he was confused by her confrontational manner.

“So I figure you have cum three times a week.”

Then Jason did something real stupid. “More life five,” and he grinned. He was just trying to lighten the situation up, and he was manly proud, but he didn’t realize he was digging his own grave.

“Okay, five times a week to one time a week. So you get to cum one time for every five of mine.”

“What!” he squeaked.

“Starting with our next bit of lovemaking. Today doesn’t count.”

“Honey! What are you doing? Where is all this coming from?”

“From my horny, little pussy, dear. It’s time we leveled the playing field and I got as much as I’ve been putting out.”

“This is ridiculous,” he snapped.

“Are you rally going to get mad at me? Just because I want equal time?”

He was mad. Mostly, he was frustrated, but that translated into a light bit of anger.

“You are.”

“I am not!”

Lana narrowed her eyes. “Okay. I wasn’t going to do this…I was going to let it pass. But you have to give me equal cums for the last three years.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Three years is 150 weeks time five times a week…you owe me 750 orgasms.”

He stared. He was not so drunk now, and it began to seep in that this was actually happening. Ashen, he whispered, “You can’t do that.”

“I can’t? Why not? Do you own my pussy? Mr. Male Chauvinistic Pig!?”

“But this is ridiculous.”

“It’s ridiculous that I want to be treated like a real person and not such some sex object for you to take out your frustrations on?”

“I never took any frustrations—“ but she had turned and was walking away.

He followed her, whining and begging, and she suddenly turned around and hugged him. She was so fierce his head actually backed up a couple of inches.

“Honey, I’ve made up my mind, so it’s happening. And I’m not going to be mad about it. I suggest that you get over your little tizzy fit before I start adding penalties.”

“Penalties?”

“Absolutely. We could double or even triple the amount of orgasms before you cum again.”

“This isn’t happening. We’re married.”

“Of course we are, but I’ve decided marriage shouldn’t be just for the man. We’re going to share chores around here from here on out. And you’re going to give me squirts, lots of squirts.”

“And I’ll play with you and keep you on edge all the time. Who knows, maybe I’ll even give you a mercy fuck or two. I don’t want your balls to pop or something out of neglect.” She giggled.

Jason just kept shaking his head. He had woken up this morning and life had been good. Now his wife was going insane.

“But I’m going to be doing the major cumming around here. And, so help me, if I do let you cum in me…you will eat me out afterwards.

“But…you…I…”

She kissed him, hard, and she felt his penis. “Mmm, nice.”

Then she turned and headed for the kitchen. “Come on, you can do your fair share in the kitchen.”

Jason followed along, and he felt like he wasn’t even in his body. He staggered, was stiff legged, trying to figure out her changing moods and the things she was saying.

“Let’s have spaghetti tonight. Get a pot out and add water and noodles. A cup of water and a handful of the angel hair.”

Lana opened the pantry and took out a jar of sauce. She got out plates and turned to place them on the table.

Jason stood there, blinking, wanting to talk.

“Jason, get to work!”

“But, honey, we have to talk about this.” He was drowning. He had lost control.

“Of course we do. And we can talk during dinner. We can talk about which chores you should do, and what clothes you should wear.”

“What clothes?” His voice sounded removed, high, and confused.

“Of course. I dress to please you, it’s only right that you dress to please me.”

“How would I dress to please you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ll think about it. But I certainly liked you in that bra.”

Jason stood silent, and Lana could see that he was getting overloaded. It was time to scale back a bit. It was time to give him some carrots.

She stepped forward and put her arms around him. “Honey, have I told you how sexy you are?” She kissed him, and actually pushed him back and over a bit, so that she was in control and he was bending back in her arms.

She straightened up and said, “Wow. It always amazes me how delicious your lips are.” How will you like it when I put lipstick on them? she thought.

He blinked.

“Now come on, let’s do the spaghetti thing.”

She led him by the hand to the sink. She put a pot in his hand and said, “A cup of water. I’ll get the noodles for you.”

He managed to put water in the pot. He was mumbling a bit, but she put the bundle of angel hair in his hand and said, “Now just put it in the pan. No…don’t break it. We need the noodles to be long so we can look each other in the eye and slurp them in. Just like long blow jobs. Of course you’ll be sucking my hole and not a dick, I presume.”

Jason stared at her.

“Okay, honey, I got the dishes out. Go set the table. That’s right. Make everything neat.”

She smiled and poured the sauce into another pot and set it to simmer.

He set the table and they had nothing to do while the spaghetti heated up. She undid his pants and knelt and took his hard cock in her mouth.

He sighed, finally figured out that she was just kidding. Man, she really had him going there. He had thought she was really serious.

She patted his balls, making him groan. Not enough to hurt, just enough make him think it would hurt, and yet she knew it felt so good.

Then she stood up and his mouth opened.

“Okay, honey, it’s almost time to suck those noodles.”

“But…”

She drained the spaghetti and put it in a bowl, then she added the sauce and stirred.

“You should watch carefully. I won’t always be around to train you.”

He totally missed the ‘training’ comment.

Then they sat down and began eating. She was hungry, having cum, but he was still thinking of cumming.

After a few bites she looked up at him, then giggled. “Come on, honey. Chew your food.”

Dutifully, confused, perplexed, puzzled, not understanding…he ate his spaghetti.


PART TWO

Time passes. It really does, but not much time passed before Lana picked up the game and started pushing.

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?” Jason stared into his top dresser drawer. It was empty.

Lana came over and looked and marveled. “Those damned panty thieves! They’ve done it again.

It was the next morning and Jason wanted to get to work. He tilted his head and looked at her. “Seriously?” He worked on the computer in the house, but he liked to be fully dressed. He wasn’t one of these guys that liked to slouch around in PJs. He liked to be professional even though he was just posting products on Ebay.

“Hey, don’t look at me. I’ve still got my underwear.”

“You just don’t have any of it on.”

She was rather attractive, standing in the bedroom all naked. And she had such an innocent expression on his face.

“Lana, you can’t do this to me.”

“Do what? Do I have your underwear?”

“But where did you put it?”

“I didn’t touch it. I’m in as much mystery as you.”

“Right. There’s only two people in this house, nobody else, and I didn’t remove my underwear, so who does that leave?”

“Where’s your proof? That’s all logic and circumstances evidence.”

“Circumstantial.”

“Yeah, that.”

“Look. I don’t want to go commando. Please tell me where my under wear is.”

“I don’t know, but I’ll tell you what I’ll do…you can wear mine.”

“What? I can’t wear your underwear!”

“Why not? It’s stretchy, won’t have a pouch for your little thingie, but—”

“Little?” he growled.

“Okay, moderate-sized. But I think you’ll find my panties rather comfortable.”

“I don’t want to wear your panties!”

“Then go commando. Or…” She giggled and held up a pair of white panties.

He snatched them out of her hand and began putting them on.

“But that’s my last pair of white panties. I have some wonderful pink panties, though.”

He just made a snarling sound, and pulled the panties up.

She was right, the panties were stretchy. He adjusted his cock so it pointed down and it felt a little…weird, cool, tight, made him horny.

As if he wasn’t horny enough already.

Lana moved her body against him, pressed her big tits against him, placed her hand on his package and said, “Oh, that is sexy. You’re going to have to do this every day.”

“I’m not wearing women’s panties!”

“Okay. But seeing you in panties makes me really wet.”

“Wet or not, I’ll pick up some BVDs on the way home.”

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“Not with panty thieves on the loose. Why, they’re liable to steal every pair of tighty whiteys you get. Better just stick with what works.”

“Lana,” he grabbed her arms, “You can’t do this to me.”

“Ow!”

He quickly let go. “I’m sorry!”

“Just because you don’t get your way you hurt me.”

“No! I didn’t mean to hurt you! I just…I need underwear!”

“You’re wearing underwear,” she sniffed.

He heaved a sigh of frustration. “That’’s not…just stop it! Okay?”

“Stop going to bed with you? Stop touching your dick? Stop sucking on it? Oh, I know…you want me to stop fucking you.”

“Argh!”

A half hour later Jason was on his way to the office. He took six steps down the hallway and turned left into the computer room.

Lana was already there. She had earphones on and was typing madly. She was wearing a half bra under her chemise, a pair of panties, and smelled good.

Fuck! Jason sat down at his computer station and tried to work.

They worked for a couple of hours, not talking, listening to their own music on their earphones, and put up products. Lana seemed to be focused, but Jason was anything but. He would be getting into his routine, exploring prices, setting his own, looking at statistics, and suddenly he would be feeling his dick trying to rise. It could rise up a little under the stretchy panties, but then it seemed to lose energy. It could get hard, but it couldn’t fight the confines of the material and went down, only to rise again. And again and again.

Jason kept sighing, and adjusting himself, and trying to get into his work.

Lana didn’t have that problem. She finished her daily tasks and began putting items in boxes and slapping on labels. She was almost done with her packaging when Jason finally sighed and pushed back from the computer. He was muttering as he took off the earphones and placed them next to his computer.

“Better hurry up. Time to head for the post office.”

“I will,” he groused.

But he was slow in packaging, too.

Lana snickered as he kept adjusting his panties. Then she said in a no nonsense tone: “If you’d stop playing with yourself you might get your work done.”

His eyes opened, but he said nothing.

She sat down and watched, a small smile on her face. Then she turned and ordered a few items off the internet.

Finally, he was done. They loaded up the car and walked back into the house. They only went to the post office on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. They only worked on the computers and packaged on Monday, Wednesday and Friday. They started at seven in the morning every day and were usually done by noon.

And ready to party. Have sex. Go out to restaurants. Have sex. Go to the movies. Have sex. And have sex.

So when Jason went to the bedroom and started undressing, Lana was nowhere to be seen.

He walked, naked, out to the kitchen, and saw her car head down the street.

He grabbed his cell and tapped her number.

“Hey, babe.”

“Where you going?”

“I want to go see some girlfriends today.”

“But…we usually have sex!”

“Oh, honey. You don’t need that stuff anymore. But if you want to play with yourself I’ll understand.”

He hung up, cursed, and looked down at his weenie. It was standing out like a flagpole. It throbbed and he felt the dull thud of blood deep in his groin.

Damn it,” he said, “I’ll do it! See what she thinks about that!”

He turned on the computer and googled for porn, and his eyes about dropped out of his head.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

Safe search? To make sure no kid saw porn? But he was no kid! He snarled and wanted to pick up the keyboard and smash it, but he managed not to. It wasn’t the computer’s fault somebody turned the stupid ‘safe search’ on.

He went into the controls to turn the safe search off, and the computer said:

Enter password

He did, and the computer said:

Enter password

Son of a bitch. He tried it again and again. He looked up his password, but the computer…and it hit him. Lana had done this. She had blocked him from porn.

He wheeled his swivel to her station and powered up her computer.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

He cursed. He got out the laptop.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

He used the iPad.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

Jason actually howled in frustration. He looked at his penis. His penis stood out, red and pulsing.

All he needed was a little porn and he could jack off to buxom beauties. But Lana had stymied him.

The next hour was pure frustration. He had a hard dick and nowhere to put it. He swam for a while. He rode his bike for a couple of miles. He watched TV.

But no matter what he did his attention was brought back to his throbbing cock.

Finally, Lana rolled into the driveway. She got out of the car, grabbed some bags, and strolled into the house.

“Where have you been?”

She stopped and stared at Jason. “Where have you been, honey. I missed you.” She spoke in sweet tones, deliberately contradicting his rage, but her voice was straight out of the ice box.

He said in mock sweetness. “Where have you been, honey, and why did you turn on the safe search, honey, and—“

“You actually went looking for porn?”

“Damn right I did! If my wife isn’t going to love me I need to get some somewhere.”

“Sit down,” she said.

He sat, his face unhappy, his mouth in a frown.

She poured him a drink, and herself one, and sat down across from him.

“Jason, your semen is community property. It is no longer solely yours. You gave that up when we got married.”

“That’s bullshit!”

“I have decided that you shouldn’t be wasting our energy, our sperm, for personal gratification.”

Victim to his emotional ups and downs, he now begged, “But I’ve got to have sex! You can’t keep depriving me! The male body works on testosterone, and…I need…I need…” he trailed off.

“I understand that. But think about it. When you get a picture of some woman in your head and you shoot your seed because of her, then you are being untrue to me. You are betraying our marriage vows.”

Jason was bubbling over with half thoughts and frustration, but Lana held up her hand.

“But I do understand your problem, and I am willing to help you out.”

“You are?” His eyes were half crazed with desire.

“Absolutely. You’re my husband and I love you. So if you use this I will give you ten strokes.”

She reached into the bag and brought out a silver and blue bottle with a blue stripe around the middle. Jason stared at it, and he breathed, “Nair?”

“Hair is ugly, and I refuse to be married to an ugly man. You use this and I will give you ten strokes. I will make them good strokes. I will use my mouth and I will slap your balls…but if you don’t cum in ten strokes then…” she shrugged.

Jason thought about it. Ten strokes. And she was good with her hands. Could he cum in ten strokes?

“Make it twenty strokes.”

“Oh, no. That would be too easy.”

“Okay, then eighteen.”

They went back and forth, and Lana finally agreed on fifteen. Fifteen strokes to paradise…or to a worse hell.

He was convinced he could do it.

She was convinced he couldn’t. But she actually was willing to give it her all, to make those fifteen strokes the best fifteen strokes in his life.

“Okay!”

She pushed the bottle to him and he stood up and headed for the bathroom.

Jason lathered up, managed to get the goop on the hard to reach areas, rubbed the stuff into his groin, and waited. After fifteen minutes he felt his skin getting hot so he jumped into the shower. Five minutes after that he stepped out, bald as a baby’s butt. He dried off, then, with his cock waggling happily, he strode back out to the kitchen.

Lana smiled. A bald dick looked like a bigger dick. “Now that is one sexy stud,” she cooed.

“I’m ready for my fifteen strokes.”

“Did I say fifteen?”

He totally caved in. “But you…but you…”

Lana laughed. “I’m just teasing. Where would you like to receive your punishment?”

“In the bedroom.”

“You got it.” She grabbed his cock on the way past and pulled him down the hallway.

Inside the bedroom he lay down and put his arms behind his head and grinned.

Lana took her clothes off.

“Wow! Are we going to fuck?”

“Nope.”

He looked crestfallen.

“But I will be your little porn star. You can lust after my tits, you can feel my pussy brushing against your skin. You let your imagination run wild as I stroke you.

She sat on the edge of the bed and poured a dollop of lubricant on his pecker. His pecker jerked back and forth and she grabbed it. She rolled her hands around the head and greased it up, then spread the oil down his shaft.

He stared at her bare boobs hanging over his groin and gulped. God, was he horny!

“Okay, lover, here we go.”

She sucked on the head for about ten seconds, when she moved back her lips were glistening with lube. She began her first stroke. She used both hands and twisted them around his shaft as she went down and up.

“Oh, fuck!”

Another stroke. Taking her time, wringing his dick out with up and down twisty motions, her fingers squeezing and pulling. When she reached the bottom she gave his balls a little smack and he jerked.

After five strokes he was hard. Real hard.

By ten strokes he was gasping. He was close. Real close. He gripped the sheets and squeezed them in fists.

She sucked on his head as she stroked him, eleven…and twelve.

“Oh, fuck…oh fuck!” he was close. he was so very close.

She stroked him again. Thirteen, sucking on his cock, slapping his balls.

He jerked and he whimpered, and he thought he could feel that little switch deep inside, just about ready to click on, just about ready to send the surge of semen up his shaft.

Fourteen.

Almost…almost…almost…

Fifteen, and she took her hands off him.

Jason gasped. His body was shaking with effort, twitching uncontrollably. “Please! Please!”

But Lana just stood up and wiped her hands.

“You’ve got to…”

“You wouldn’t respect me if I didn’t keep my word.”

“I’d respect you, and I am so close.”

“So close, eh?”

“I am! Oh, come on, Lana!” He was begging. No shame, no self respect, begging. Exactly how she wanted him.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You put on nylons and garters, to go with your beautiful legs, and I’ll give you ten strokes.”

His face broke out in a grin and he asked, “Where? What nylons?”

She reached into a bag and handed him a garter belt and nylons. And she was sorry she hadn’t asked him to paint his toenails, too. He was that eager.

He put the garter belt around his waist, then sat down on the bed and  began rolling the nylons up his legs.

“Wow, you look like you know what you’re doing. Have you worn nylons before?”

“Oh, no,” he said, attaching the clasps to the top of one nylon. “I’ve just watched you do it.

He rolled the nylons up the other leg. His cock was throbbing and almost purple. While he fastened the nylons a little drop formed at the tip of his cock. He was actually pre-cumming!

“Okay, honey, let me see you.”

He stood in the middle of the bedroom and turned around. Naked, except for the nylons, he was a sight to see. His cock was jutting and his hips actually twitched a little. Lana wondered if he would be able to squirt this time.

“Okay, baby, lay down. I think I love you.”

He lay down and she juiced up her hands. She stood over him, staring at his panty clad legs, the way his cock bounced. Damn, He was going to make it!

Pity, he was making her hot. Seeing him like this, so eager to please, a virtual fem boy dedicated to her…she felt her pussy grow moist.

“Okay, baby. Ten strokes. Here we go.”

She gave him the first few strokes. He groaned as her hands circled and pumped. His cock was hard as she had ever seen it. By five strokes he was on the edge, grunting and moaning and thrusting his hips up into her hands.

“Yeah, baby. You can do it…”

Six and seven, he was almost crying as she spanked his balls and then pinched his nipples.

“Oh, fuck!”

His face was purple, and little drops of pre-cum were leaking out of the head of his cock.

Eight, then nine. He was straining. His whole body was tight and his crotch was pulsing.

Ten…and she let go.

A single drop came out, slid down the underside of his dick.

“Oh, look at that,” she said, as he strained and thrust his hips and put his whole soul into squirting.

But it was only one drop.

He finally sagged back and cried. Actual tears.

“Oh, please. Please. I can do it.”

Lana watched him, smiled. “Sorry, honey, but a deal’s a deal. Maybe we can…”

“What do I have to do for five more strokes?”

Oh, Lord! This was too good. “I’ll give you a choice. A bra, or paint your toe nails.”

“But stroke me now! Don’t let me cool down.”

“Okay. You promise I can do your nails, or you’ll wear a bra, and I’ll give you five strokes. Right now.”

Sobbing, he thought, bra or toenails?

He had worn a bra, no big deal, but he wouldn’t be able to go out, and he knew she was going to want to go out to dinner. But nobody would be able to tell if he had nail polish on his toes.

“Nail polish,” he blurted.

She grabbed his cock with both hands and started to swirl up the shaft. He gasped. His cock was on fire, his balls were tight. His nipples felt like teeny, weeny, little rockets.

“One…”

His eyes bulged.

“Two…”

She stroked and he arched up off the bed.

“Three…”

“FUCK!” he squirted. It was a big, massive squirt. It shot across the room eight feet. Landed on the carpet.

And, squirt, squirt…squirt…squirt…dribble…drool.

He sagged back and put an arm over his eyes. “Oh, God! I can’t believe it.”

Lana smiled, she moved up next to him and laid on the bed. “Very good, honey.” She touched his cheek with her left hand.

“Mmm.”

Then she touched his mouth with her right hand. He smiled, instinctively gulped, then sat up. “Ach! What did you…”

Lana was chuckling. “Just getting you used to the taste of sperm. Remember? I said you had to eat me out after you fucked me. You didn’t fuck me, but you fucked my hand, so…”

“Ach! Phoo!” he tried to clear the taste out of his mouth, even as he realized there wasn’t much taste to his cum. “That wasn’t fair.”

“All’s fair in love and war, honey.” She laughed and went into the bathroom and washed the goo of her hands. “And remember, next time I expect you to eat cheerfully. Lots of protein in this stuff.”

“I don’t care! I’m not eating my cum out of your pussy.”

“Too bad. I guess you aren’t going to get to cum.”

“They went to dinner that night, and Lana was cheerful and happy. Jason was sort of dour. He kept imagining the taste of cum whenever he took a bite. What was worse was he was sporting red toenail polish on his tootsies, nylons and garter and panties. Damn. If this kept up he was going to be wearing the damned bra, too!

The next couple of days were fairly sedate. Jason wore panties, but not the nylons and garters. And he still had red toenails. Lana refused to show him how to take the polish off.

By the second day Jason was starting to get horny again. He was used to sex five days a week, but now he was trying to talk himself  down. He didn’t want to get horny. He didn’t want to fall victim to Lana’s subterfuges. He knew that the next bout would result in more clothes. A bra. Or maybe actual fingernail polish.

But, no matter how much he wished he wasn’t victim to his testosterone, he was. By the third day he was glancing at Lana, appreciating her boobs, and his dick was getting harder and harder.

Lana, for her part, walked around naked, or with her boobs hanging out, and took advantage of every occasion to grope him, kiss him, stroke him.

On the fifth day he whimpered, “I need sex.”

“And what are you willing to offer for it?”

“I’ll wear the panties and the garter and the nylons. My toenails are already made up.”

“That’s yesterday’s news.”

He stared at her. His cock was rock hard, bulging in his panties. “Please, don’t make me do this.”

“Honey, nobody is making you do a thing. Besides, sex is entirely over rated.” She didn’t admit that she had been using her vibrator daily, that seeing him crumble was having an effect on her libido.

He slumped, and she knew he was about to turn away, go cry or something.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ve got one article of clothing for you to wear. Nothing else. No panties, no garter, I’ll even show you how to take off the nail polish.”

He tilted his head slightly and asked, “What’s the catch?”

“No catch. One article of clothing. It won’t even show.”

That was something to think about. One article of clothing? But it had to be something weird.

“What is this one article?”

“Agreement first.”

“But that’s not fair! How can I make a decision if I don’t have all the data?”

“Now, honey, you know that everything I’ve done has made you hornier and hornier. Do you think I’d go against that?”

“Well, uh…”

“And I’ll even make love to you.”

“What?” his voice squeaked in surprise. “Really?”

“Yep. I will pleasure you as you see fit. Of course if you don’t feel like it I understand, but…one juicy fuck, yours for the asking.”

Jason was a gone gosling. There was no way he could refuse that offer.

“And, I’ll even do you one better.”

“What?” he asked suspiciously.

“I’ll fuck you before you put on the one article.”

He blinked, then his eyes narrowed. “How do you know I won’t refuse after the fuck?”

“Because you are honorable and keep your word…and because if you don’t wear the one article I’m going to file for divorce.

Jason’s eyes almost fell out of his skull. “Are you serious?”

“As a heart attack. Or, we can continue negotiating. I’ve got lots of time.”

Jason licked his lips and tried to think, but thinking time was done. Whatever this thing was that he was supposed to wear…he would do it.

“Okay.”

Lana smiled and took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“What about me having to eat you out afterwards?”

“Suspended for one fuck.”

Jason followed her, stared at her ass, fell in love when she turned and smiled. In the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and turned to him. “Let me undress you.”

He stood there while she unbuttoned his shirt and peeled it back off his arms. She smiled up at him as she undid his buckle and zipper. She tugged his pants down and his cock was erect in his panties. It was all bent down, but once she pulled his panties down it sprang up hard. It was stiff, and he felt like he was going to float away. He hadn’t been inside Lana for more than a week, and he so badly wanted.

“Come on, lover, stop trembling.”

“But he couldn’t stop. He was so horny, and he needed this so bad, and to finally be given the keys to the kingdom….he couldn’t handle it.

Lana pushed him back on the bed, she bent to his groin and began sucking him. She kept her eyes raised and watching him as she licked and sucked and gobbled his head.

“Oh…oh…” he breathed, dazed.

“Would you like me to ride you? Or would you like to be on top? Or would you like to do it doggy fashion?”

“I, uh, don’t know.”

She climbed on top of him. He was so dazed he didn’t think of trying to regain control by being on top. Good for Lana. She perched over his weenie and began sliding down the shaft.

He gasped as his flesh was consumed by hers. His cock entered her, became part of her, then they were pubic to pubic, connected, and he started to cry.

“There, there,” she crooned as she began to twist on his lap.

But he couldn’t stop. He had been deprived for so long…and now he was home, where he belonged.

She fell forward a bit and he raised his head to suckle her. She cradled his head and kept pumping. He sucked on her nipples and was lost in the moment. He couldn’t think, he was too horny, all he could do was feel her velvet snatch and dig deep.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t dig deep for long. It was less than ten seconds before he felt the surge of urge in the deep down. He grunted, wished he could hold out, but it was too late. He groaned and his penis started to spit.

“Oh, God! God! Oh…please!”

His rod spurted baby batter into her and she relaxed and enjoyed it. She had used her vibrator so much she had no overriding need to cum.

He sagged and it was over. She patted his back and helped him roll off her.

“Okay, baby. Why don’t you just lay back and I’ll get you dressed.”

Man, that had been a great cum! Jason lay back and relaxed. After the frustration and desperation, he was tired.

Lana went into her closet for a minute,  and when she came back out Jason was actually asleep!

She snickered and opened up little box. She took out the ring and the tube and laid them on the bed. Working as gently as she could she placed the ring around his package. Then she slipped the tube over his cock. She pushed the two together and inserted a small padlock. Click. It was done.

Jason slept, and he had dreams. Running in a meadow, pretending he was a sheep and jumping over a fence. Whee! He soared over the fence. He felt so wonderful. He jumped over a boulder. Whee! He jumped over a tractor, over a tree, whee! Then he decided to jumped over a house.

“I wouldn’t do that,” Jason.

He looked over at Lana. She was standing with her arms folded, her breasts proudly displayed. She was smiling, but shaking her head.

“Look, honey! I’m a sheep filled with helium!

“I wouldn’t jump any more if I was you.”

“But honey—baaa!—why not? I can jump as high as I want!”

He pranced around her and kept making ‘baaa’ sounds.

“It’s like the old nursery rhyme.”

“What old nursery rhyme?” He jumped over a fence, sailed through the air and felt so carefree.”

Lana sang:

Mary had a little lamb

Jason jumped over a car…

she loved it very well,

Jason capered towards a house…

filled it up with gasoline

Jason leaped, soared higher and higher, was sailing over the roof…

and blew it all to…

“OW!” Jason felt like his dick had been torn off. He stopped sailing and fell to the earth. He lay there, and looked down. A wolf had eaten his penis…was eating his penis…had his big jaws around his manhood and…

Jason woke up to a terrible pain in his groin. He was naked on the bed and he looked down. He was wearing some crazy tube thing on his cock, and his cock was trying to get hard…it was a pee hard on…but…Jason jumped up and ran for the bathroom. He was holding the contraption, bent over, hurting.

He made it into the bathroom and stood and tried to pee, and drizzles of yellow liquid went in every direction.

Aghast, he spun and sat down. His pee began raining into the toilet and he sighed, and then panicked, and felt relief and…”LANA!”

He heard her coming down the hallway. She stepped to the door of the bathroom and looked in. “Hi, honey. Do you like your one article of clothing?”

“No! What is this! Take it off.”

“It’s a chastity tube, and that’s the one article of clothing I want you to wear.”

“I can do that!”

“But you promised?”

“But I can’t!”

“Too bad, so sad. I’ll be in the kitchen when you clean up this mess. How could you miss the toilet?” she giggled, and walked out of the bedroom.

Jason stared at his poor cock. It was inside the tube and trying to get harder. It didn’t hurt anymore, apparently it was having to pee that made it hurt. He lifted his balls. They were tight and glossy red. And though he had just come they felt full and…vulnerable.

He flushed put his junk in the sink and washed water over his package. Then he blotted with a towel and looked at the floor. Damn. Urine everywhere.

He got down and wiped up the mess.

Finally, he tossed the towel in the hamper and headed for the kitchen. He wanted to get dressed, but it was almost like he was afraid of getting dressed. To dress, to cover up his…his chastity thing…without getting it off…that signified some sort of acceptance. Snd he was never going to accept this thing.

Lana was sitting at the table, a tall glass of bourbon and Coke in front of her. He sat down opposite her and picked up his own glass. He drank it down in almost one gulp.

Lana smiled. “My, weren’t you the thirsty one. The bottle is on the sink if you want another.”

He did, and he poured over the ice cubes and added Coke. He sat down and glared at her.

“Take this thing off me.”

She opened a folder and held up a sheet of paper. “This will start the divorce proceedings.”

His eyes opened wide. “You don’t mean it.”

“Oh, yes. I do. We have a good life together, but you treat me like a servant. I do the laundry, I do the cooking, I clean the house, and I also do as much work as you, and even make more money doing it than you.”

He was silent for a minute, then, “But that is the way of the world! That’s the way things are! I mean, look, I can do a little more work, but to have me dress in panties and stuff? That’s not manly. Don’t you care what kind of a man I am?”

“That’s exactly why I’m doing this.”

He was totally perplexed by that statement.

“Look, honey, the way of the world is this: Houses are designed for male sized bodies. Doors, halls, everything is designed for a man. So are cars. Cars are designed for a six foot tall man. Whenever a woman gets in she has to adjust everything to make it work. Even medicine is based on men. Apparently women have too many hormones to make reliable test subjects, so they use men, and all medicine is geared for men and women are ‘by the way.’ Well, that is stopping. At least it is stopping where I’m concerned.”

“But you can’t blame me for how the world works?”

“Nope, but just like I have to adjust the seat in the car, I’m going to adjust you.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I am remaking you. I am going to have you were underwear, girly underwear. We’re going to make your nails pretty, maybe not bright red, but they will be pretty and you will learn how to care for them. And you will learn to put on make up. And you will pluck your eyebrows, and you will wear dresses when I tell you to.”

“But…honey…”

“And there will be no more porn, no more jacking off, no more unauthorized squirts of any kind…and no more unauthorized erections.”

Jason’s face showed his shock.

“From here on out we are going to do thing my way.”

“But…but…”

“Look, Jason, maybe when you stop acting like a bull in a China shop, maybe then we can adjust your condition, but for right now you are wearing that chastity tube, and you will like it, or I will take the house and the car in divorce proceedings.”

Jason was incapable of speech. He made unintelligible sounds, but nothing intelligible could be made of what he was saying.

Lana leaned forward and patted his hand.

“Honey, that thing on your dick isn’t just a chastity device.”

“It..it isn’t?” Big tears rolled down his cheeks.

“Nope. It’s an emancipation device. My emancipation. Now let’s go get you dressed and made up. We have a lot of training to do if you want to earn a squirt.”

And there it was, the light at the end of the tunnel.

“You’re going to let me squirt?”

“Of course I am, honey. I love it when you squirt, and I know you love to squirt. Squirting is good. It just has to be controlled. You know, a good squirt every once in a while…a long while.”

With that Lana stood up, finished her drink, then took Jason by the hand and led him back to the bedroom.

END
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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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!

Gropper Press?
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DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

Gropper Press!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


Big Stories

[image: ]

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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘How to Feminize Your 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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