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PART ONE

Everything was white. Even the cloud I floated on was white. I wondered how long I could stay here, warm and comfortable. I wondered if I had gone to heaven, whether the line in front of the pearly gates held place in clouds. I wondered…oh, I had been in an accident.

I slept.

I awoke, everything was white, but now I felt my body. It was swathed in bandages. Still, I felt so warm and wonderful. I wondered what kind of an accident I had been in. I wondered…and drifted off.

“Ow!” Everything was white, and then I realized where I was. A hospital room. White, sterile, white nurses, white doctors. White…pills? I remembered waking up before but this was worse. I could feel the dull edges of pain nibbling at me, trying to encroach, trying to hurt my body and…wake me up?  I slept.

“What the fuck,” I mumbled. My lips felt puffy, my body felt sluggish. I felt pain, but as if from far away. My midsection hurt, so I must have broken ribs. My chest hurt, and I hoped my tits were okay. My face didn’t hurt. How odd. Yet I knew now that the whiteness…it was partially caused by bandages wrapped around and around. One eye was free, could look out from a gap in the bandages, but it was blurry, made everything white. Not that everything wasn’t already white.

“She’s awake.”

Bodies moving around. Shadows in my eyesight. Good. I wasn’t blind.

“Miss Hartson. Becky. How are you.”

My one eye roamed a bit, rolled int he socket, and the room reeled crazily, then I came to focus. And I said: “I’m horny.”

There were a couple of titters, but thought that they were probably forced. Laughing to bring my spirits up.

“What the fuck…what the…” my voice croaked, like a frog that gave too many blow jobs.

Somebody placed their hand behind my head, lifted my head, I felt the straw more than saw it. I sucked. Water. I wanted whiskey.

But I could talk, and I suppose that was the purpose behind the water.

I managed to say, “What happened to me?”

“You were in an accident.”

“Oh. What’s the other guy look like?”

Dreadful silence. Something here that I needed to find out, but wouldn’t like.

“Miss Hartson, you are in the county hospital. You have been here for two months. We kept you asleep so you could heal, but you still have a ways to go.”

The speaker came into focus. He was a young doctor, scruffy beard.

I started crying.

“Miss Hartson, are you okay?”

“My pussy…it’s burning.”

A flurry of bodies, then a mosquito stung me. Then I was asleep

“Good morning.”

I bleary opened my eyes. Eyes. Like in two of them. And I could see. And I remembered waking up and talking last night, I hope it was only last night, but I didn’t remember what I talked about.

The nurse came into my sight and I sighed. I thought. I remembered. “Nurse Dorothy.”

She smiled. A professional smile, but happy, nonetheless.

“Are we feeling like eating this morning?”

Eat, oh, yeah. I hadn’t been able to, had been taking fluids intravenously, but I knew I had to eat. I remembered Doctor Beard lecturing me about solid food last night.

“I can try. I said.” I started to cry. Slow sobs. I remembered what we had talked about.

“Miss Hartson?” The nurse came closer, but I was afraid she would give me a shot. I was tired of sleeping. “Please. I’m okay. I’m just remembering. I need to get through it.”

She paused, but she was ready with a syringe, so I tried my best to snuffle down.

I had been on the back of a motorcycle. A big Harley Davidson. I liked big, warm throbbing hogs between my legs. Made me horny. I was horny now, and Johnny, I remembered his name, I had apparently lived with him for two years, and now could only remember his name, and not his face, had been getting away from the cops.

I remembered he was an asshole, even beat me a couple of times.

He had been going down a street, residential area, over 100 MPH. The throttle stuck, the brake cable snapped, and we had gone right up the front walk to a house.’             

A man had opened the door—that was one thing I remembered, the surprise on his face—and we rolled past him at 80 and piled into the wall of his living room.

Soft wall. Hard enough to kill Johnny. Soft enough that, put together with me pilling into Johnny’s soft body, I had lived.

Hurt, but alive.

And I remembered…the feeling of my legs spreading out around his body, being forced back by impact with him, and the legs hitting wall, and…it hurt. God it hurt. It hurt now, and I wanted to rub my pussy, make the hurt stop.

Even though it didn’t hurt now. And that was most curious. I still wanted to rub my pussy.

Nurse Ratshed, she was a nice person but I had messed with the name of the nurse in ‘One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest,’ brought me reconstituted eggs. Flabby strips of bacon, orange juice squeezed through a baby diaper, and I wanted to cry. This crap was going to make me want food again?

Still, I ate it. I hurt, my pussy wanted, and I needed to get out of here. I had a need to scratch.

That morning the doctors came in to talk to me. To have a real conference and apprise me of…everything.

I waited, bored out of my mind, then they entered. Two doctors, one of them a plastic surgeon and the other Doctor Beard, who had apparently saved my life, hadn’t given up on me when I stopped breathing.

I loved him. I felt a throb in my pussy. I needed him. I tried not to look at his wonderful crotch.

“Hey, Becky,” Doctor Beard smiled. A professional attitude with a sincere attempt at compassion. I wondered if he had a hard on. “I brought Doctor Jenkins to speak with you. He did a miracle job on your face.”

“Oh.”

I wondered about my face. It had less bandages, both eyes were free now, but I hadn’t seen a mirror.

“First I’d like to go over what we had to do to keep you ticking.”

Ticking. A great euphemism for keeping my guts on the inside, and my brains, and whatever else was threatening to fall out of my poor, ruptured body.

So we chatted briefly, a lame joke or two, then he got down to business.

“Your body is healing nicely. We had to removed part of your kidney, but you shouldn’t be impaired. Broken ribs are healing nicely, you had a bruised liver, but that…” he blathered on. I listened, I heard what he said, but my groin was on fire. It was throbbing. I blurted, “I’m horny all the time.”

He blinked. One of the nurses gave a quirky smile.

“We’ll take a look at that, I’m going to call a specialist in, but you didn’t receive any injuries to that part of your body. Some bruising, but nothing that should result in, uh, that.”

Great, he was embarrassed about talking about my pussy. How was he going to cure it if he couldn’t even talk about it?

Not that it needed curing. It felt good, ready to rock, it just wanted a little…cock. Or maybe a big cock.

And that was the moment I realized that there was something wrong with me. Mentally.

Before the accident I had had a normal sex life. I got hot when Johnny paid attention to my snatch, and I had my moments of desire, but nothing unusual. My appetites were what I would call normal.

But now I was hot all the time, my hole burning with desire, I wanted it, cock, a lot of cock. I knew that wasn’t normal. I even knew that it might be connected to the accident. But I simply justified this feeling away and ignore the ramifications. Heck, it was just my pussy, right? I just had to feed it.

So Doctor Beard blathered on for a while, and then he turned the conference over to the plastic Surgeon, Dr. Jenkins.

I looked at the doctor. He was middle-age. He had kind eyes. And I wondered if he had a boner. I wanted to rip my covers off and scratch my itch. And I was almost beyond caring who saw it.

“Well, Becky, your helmet saved your life, but we did have to do a lot of work to make you beautiful again.

Beautiful, huh. I was a plain Jane, always had been, always will be. I was homely, and had just enough looks to reel in a jaded biker ten years older than me. A biker who was ugly from too many fights and couldn’t get anybody really good looking to fuck him. Damn doctor didn’t have to lie to me. But I knew he had a hard on, so maybe he had to.

“Would you like to see your face?”

I blinked. I still had a few bandages, but…did I really want to see my homely puss?

“Uh, yeah. I guess so.” Lots of spirit there.

He grinned, his teeth were slightly crooked, but his glasses were shiny and clean. I could see hints of reflections in his lenses, bandages, but not enough of me.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of small scissors. Long handles for getting into tight places, small blades for tight work.

He leaned forward and I felt him pull a bandage out very slightly. His hands were soft, and he was competent, and he slid one blade under the bandages and snipped. Snip, snip.

Bandages fell off. A nurse removed them.

More bandages were severed. Finally, I felt cool air on my face. He leaned back, he still had a grin, like he was telling a joke but had decided to close his mouth for the punch line.

Great. I was a punchline. A Frankenstein. Zippers all over my face. An ugly that nobody could love. I could feel sobs preparing to be heard way down in my chest.

He lifted a picture up and showed it to me.

I stared at it. Why was he showing me a picture of somebody beautiful? Why didn’t he show me my face.

A lone sob slipped out of my throat, but I was catching it. Something was wrong. This picture…this picture…

“What do you think, Becky?” asked Doctor Beard.

For the first time in months I stopped wondering if there were enough dicks in the world, and it started to connect.

He wasn’t holding a picture. It was a mirror.

A slightly triangular face with sexy shadows in the cheeks. My eyebrows were curved, a bit bushy, but no longer a straight unibrow. My nose wasn’t big, a honker to beat a duck with. And my teeth, my teeth were straight, and white, and shiny. Sexy shiny. Even my lips were full and plump.

“Is that…is that…”

“That’s you.” And now he was really grinning. The punchline had been delivered, and he could appreciate the joke, except that it was no joke. It was real, and for once, in the midst of accident and tragedy, I had come out on top.

“You can see where we fixed the orbital bones, the bones around your eyes. And the nose, we had to take some off and make it smaller. I’m sorry, we had to replace your teeth with implants, but I think you’ll find them serviceable…”

I felt my teeth, solid, like real teeth, but better looking than my yellowed stumps. holy shit!

“We also fixed the…and the bones were repaired…and the operation to…”

He kept talking and talking, and I heard him, but I was more enamored of my looks.

After a lifetime of being a dog…I was good looking. In fact I was a babe. I interrupted him, “Where are the scars?”

“Microsurgery is pretty advanced these days, and I don’t mind saying I have a certain degree of talent.”

“Doc, you don’t just have talent. You have the fingers of God, and I love you.”

They all chuckled then, and were happy for me, and none of them could feel the heat in my groin. I wanted that middle-aged doctor to plow his pecker into me in the worst, possible way.

I was released from the hospital on a day in May. It was bright and sunny, and they wheeled me out in a wheelchair.

But I had no trouble walking, so I stood up, hugged my nurses, and walked away.

They watched me as I disappeared down the street. They were sad to see me go, yet happy that I could go.

I turned the corner, and entered the next phase of my life. A phase where I didn’t have to wait for the docs and nurseys to leave the room so I could finger fuck myself.

I had no relatives…I was an orphan. But the blessing of that was that I was pretty self-sufficient. My plan was to make a couple of calls, find some kind of a halfway house that helped women in trouble, find a job, and go from there.

I walked one mile, into a better section of town, and saw a bar on the left.

I crossed the street and entered the bar. I figured they must have a telephone.

The bar was dark, most bars seem to love to save on electricity, or maybe they just don’t want people to be able to see how ugly everybody is until they’re drunk. That would be enough to make them more drunk.

Win, win, Mr. Bar.

“You have a phone?”

“Sure, honey. Right down the hall.”

Honey. Huh. He was a bit chubby, and I wondered if his cock was chubby, and long, and hard.

I went into the corridor and across from the ‘dudes’ and ‘bitches’ doors (I kid you not!) was a pay phone.

I went back to the bar, got some change, and prepared to do the telephone rounds.

The barkeep looked at me wistfully. “You sure you’re not here for a job?”

I looked up at him. Who said you can’t win the lottery? “What job?”

“I need a waitress. Pay is shitty but the tips will keep the smile on your face.”

And I suddenly realized: my face did this!

I smiled at him, and broke his heart. “When do I start?”

He smiled. “Whenever you want.”

“I just need to eat, then I can start. I’m starved.”

And starved for cock. Maybe I could diddle myself while I ate. Take a corner table, hide from the light, let my fingers do the walking…

“You’re lucky, we got the greatest hamburgers, and if you work an 8 hour shift I give you one meal free.”

I smiled some more. He smiled some more. He yelled over his shoulder. “One burger!”

“Extra pickles?”

“Lots of pickles,” he yelled. Then: “You have an outfit?”

I blinked. Oh. I was wearing a dress the nurses had given me. Hospital grey, dowdy, shapeless.

“Oh, I have to get something.”

“There’s a bunch of outfits in the back. Other girls left them. You can take what you want. Back there, turn right at ‘employees only,’ there’s a green box at the back of the room.

I smiled and went to change into…whatever.

The room was a typical strippers hang out. Long make up tables. Round, bright light balls over the mirrors. Stacks and stacks of make up.

I went to the back and found the green trunk and opened it.

It was filled with the flimsiest outfits I had ever seen. Bathing suits, really, and skimpy. If I put one of these outfits on every man would want to grope me. Which thought made me smile.

I chose a green sequined thing with a small dress designed not to cover my buttocks. I went into the small bathroom to change.

Oh, I could have changed right there, but I had a need that required a bit of privacy.

I took my clothes off and sat down on the porcelain throne. I tell ya, I was near sweating, bursting with excitement. I jammed a couple of fingers inside me and started frigging.

Oh, it felt good. That constant electricity inside my pussy ignited, and I felt lightening bolts shoot through me. I grabbed one of my tits, I had always been blessed with big tits, even when I was ugly, and I pulled the nipples.

Oddly, I thought of Johnny. My memories of him were scattershot, but I did remember fucking him. And he had a big cock. And with that in mind I began to gasp and lurch my hips back and forth.

“Oh…oh…AHH!”

I blasted off. It was my first unrestrained cum since I had woken up, and it felt delicious. My toes curled and the heat swarmed through my body. I groaned loudly, then I felt everything crest and wash over me. Perspiration poured off me, and I smelled a rude hospital smell, those drugs that had saved my life were getting purged.

Finally, I was down to just recovering my breath. I used hand towels and the sink to wipe my odor off, then I put on the ridiculous, green outfit.

I walked out and stared at myself in the mirror.

I was stacked, always had been, always will be, and the outfit pushed my titties up and out. It was slightly uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. I was already getting a little horny.

But I had just cum!

But I was horny. Fuck!

Well, I didn’t have time to diddle again, I didn’t want my hamburger to get cold. So I just turned and strode out of the stripper’s room. I was aware of my body moving in the mirror, and I had to admit, I was sexy. And turned on.

“Here she is,” Chuck, that was the bartender’s name, said to a girl at the bar.

“I’m Sylvia, and you’re Becky.”

“I am. Pleased to meet you.”

“Here’s your burger. Got some fries there, and you want a Coke or something?”

I wanted whiskey, but I settled for Coke.

I ate, and sipped, trying to appear ladylike in my motions even though I was dying to just cram that bun and meat into my maw and all the way down my throat.

“Haysoos wept on a sponge,” Sylvia laughed, “You’re hungry.”

“Sorry, I guess I am.” I was horny, too, but I didn’t say that.

“Have you ever worked a strip club before?”

“Uh, I didn’t even know I was in one. I just wanted to make a phone call.”

Sylvia giggled. She was a giggler, but a kindly one. “You need to let me pluck your brows. They’re beautiful. And I can give you some make up.”

“Really? I can’t pay you or—“

“Hey! Don’t insult me. We girls stick together. And I remember when I first started.

A half hour later I was fed, plucked and made up. I felt like a new person. I stared in the mirror and couldn’t stop smiling.

“Heysoos! Ain’t you ever seen a mirror before?” Sylvia giggled and pinched my butt. In just a short half hour we were bonded, and I was glad. Talking to her took my mind off my pussy. My overheated snatch pit that wanted to be filled with hard cock.

Still, I didn’t admit anything was wrong with me.

“Well, let’s go. First crowd will be arriving.”

It was four o’clock and she was right. For the next hour a line of men straggled in, and by five the place was crowded.

A girl I had never seen was swinging around a pole and holding her tits up for the men. I was toting tray after tray of beer and hard drinks into the crowd.

Six o’clock and the place was packed. Hardly enough room to swing a cat in. My arms were getting a work out, and men were stuffing bills into my bra.

Then one of the men stuffed a little far. He actually groped me. I opened my mouth, but Sylvia was near me, saw what had happened, I would realize later that she had been waiting for that to happen. She cut me out of the crowd. My face was indignant, and I think she was afraid I’d get mad, maybe slap a face or something.

Well, I was mad, but I was also horny. The walking around, the  squeezing between the crush of male bodies, I was more than horny.

“You okay,” Sylvia yelled into my ear in a corner.

I gulped and nodded. I needed to handle something.

“Go take five. I’ll cover.”

I nodded and made my way to the back, into the stripper’s room, and back to the bathroom. Oh, God! I couldn’t wait. Before the door was closed, before I could sit down, I just leaned against the wall and grabbed my pussy. I stuck fingers inside, I jerked and jerked, and my mind was wailing with desire.

“Ah…ah…” I felt my clitoris and rubbed it. I reached down and lifted a tit to my mouth. I gripped the nipple with my teeth and just held it. It hurt, but I needed the stimulation. I needed to fuck.

Within just a few seconds I was climbing the mountain. Sweating, moaning, feeling the white heat growing, and then the dam burst. “OHH! Fuck! Fuck!”

Ten seconds later I was out of the bathroom. I used a towel hanging on a wall to wipe the sweat off, checked my make up, and back out into the crush.

For an hour I served drinks, and the crowd was getting wilder. There weren’t many women, except for the three on the three round stages, and the men were all hard and horny.

I knew they were hard because, sliding through the crowd, I felt crotches thrusting forward, rubbing against my hips and even buttocks.

I knew they were horny because they kept doing it.

By nine o’clock I was ready to bust. I was so horny I didn’t feel hungry. I didn’t even feel tired, or that my arm was sore. All I felt was this burning urgency in my pussy.

“Break!” Sylvia yelled into my ear. “Half hour. Don’t be late coming back because others are waiting for their breaks.” I nodded and made my way once again to the stripper’s room.

A couple of girls were in there, and I introduced myself and was welcomed, then I was in the bathroom. I tried not to make noise, but I must have made some, because when I came out the two girls were grinning at me.

The second half of the night was like the first half, except even more frantic. Now there were more drunks. And my butt was pinched so much I knew it was going to be black and blue. And my green bra was so stuffed with money I had to ask Chuck to keep it for me.

He laughed when he saw all the bills I had. “Damn, babe. You’re getting richer than all of us.”

I would find out later that I was making more tips. A lot more tips. Apparently the big spenders in the bar liked my surgically repaired everything.

Finally, the night ended. Two o’clock and the bar emptied out. The doorman came in, a big bruiser with more muscles than a brahma bull. A big one. He was ugly, but friendly, and he ate a quick meal.

We all ate a quick meal. Must have been a dozen of us. Chuck had gone, and the cook always cooked a little extra for end of night.

I was wondering if the bouncer had a hard on when the cook came out and handed out envelopes. Apparently all the girls had Chuck hold their money, and he was apparently honest and kept everything straight.

I took the money out and counted it. A thousand bucks. Holy fuck! My eyes opened a bit, then I realized the table was silent. I looked up. Everybody was staring at me.

Sylvia whispered: “We never count money here.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” And I was. I stuffed the money back into the envelope.

One of the girls at the end quipped, “I think we’re going to need a bigger envelope.”

There was a spatter of laughter, and I realized I had managed to survive a faux pas.

After that we finished eating, then cleared out.

I came out of the back room in my dowdy dress, and was surprised to find Sylvia waiting for me.

“You need a ride?”

“No.”

She paused…then: “You got a place to stay?”

I didn’t say anything. I was sort of embarrassed, but not really. I had enough money to rent a room for a night, or a week, and…and I needed a friend.

“No.”

“You can stay with me. Till you get a place of your own. If you want.”

“Could I?”

She nodded, we linked arms, and we walked to the back of the parking lot.

She drove a Mustang. Loud pipes. Good sound system. Bright red. And she drove fast. Whipped right through the streets, and arrived at her apartment, high in a high rise.

Her apartment was clean and large, and I felt safe. Up in a high rise, security people manning the front desk, double locks on the door.

She showed me to the spare bedroom, laid out ground rules for the frig, which was basically don’t eat if you don’t want to get fat, then we sat and talked.

She talked. I listened.

But what did I have to say? I was in a horrendous accident and just woke up. My memories are spotty, I have no family, and no plans, and I’m sort of at wit’s end. Except that I don’t worry about anything because I have this burning in my pussy and I have to keep scratching it.

So she talked, and I listened, and I finally yawned.

“I’m sorry, you must be tired.”

She bid me good night, and I went to my room.

I lay in the gloom, there was a slice of light coming in through the drapes, and felt my pussy calling. I reached down and rubbed it. And I knew it wasn’t enough.

I padded into the kitchen and took out a bottle of Mexican Coke. I opened it, and poured it out in the sink, then I walked back to my bedroom. I lay on the bed and fingered myself.

Oh, God! I needed this!

Finally, I used the Coke bottle. I shoved it in, drove it into myself. I was naked my legs were spread, I was pounding away, and it felt so good, and I guess I was moaning, and the door opened. A thick square of light spread out and Sylvia got a full look at her new roommate.

I couldn’t stop. I was on the climb, near the peak, and I was desperate. The Coke bottle wasn’t a dick, but it was better than a finger.

I kept ramming and jamming, not caring that she was staring at me with open mouth.

“AHHH!” I burst out, and my hips started jerking spasmodically. The muscles in my pussy contracted like they were being tasered, and I kept bucking my hips for a long minute.

At last, I stopped.

“Hesoos Xristo,” whispered Sylvia.

And I started crying.

We sat in the living room. The drapes were open and the moonlight was shining in, but we had not other lights on.

I finished explaining: “So I can’t stop jilling myself. I have an orgasm, good ones, and five minutes later I am horny all over again.”

“And this happened right after your accident?”

I nodded. Miserable. Ashamed. My head down.

Sylvia moved to me, hugged me. “That must be terrible. I mean, I like sex, but to be compelled? To not be able to control yourself?”

“What’s worse,” I said, “is that it’s only a matter of time before I start fucking every man in sight. I mean, jacking off, jilling off, is fine, but it’s not the real thing. It’s just a substitute, and it’s only a matter of time before I start fucking men, any man that comes along. I can’t stop looking at them and wondering how big their cock is, lusting for it, wanting to take them into the back room and…and…”

“I know. It’s all right.”

I had started sniffling again.

“You know, I’ve actually heard of this.”

“What? Nymphomania.”

“Well, if you want to call it that. But I’ve heard of people who get in accidents, and then they start having strange desires. I mean, really weird stuff. One guy will become obsessed over collecting bottle caps. One girl will become a whore in Vegas. Another person will start exposing himself to passing cars.”

“Really?”

It was the first time anybody had offered any explanation. The doctors had said there was no organic reason for my behavior, and I didn’t talk with them much, anyway. Especially the psychiatrists. I could tell from the start that those guys were bull shitters.

“Really.”

“But how will that help me?”

She smiled, hugged me harder. “Girl friend, don’t you worry. We’ll take care of you. Some how, some way, we’ll get you fixed up.”

I started crying all over again.


PART TWO

The first thing that happened, and the most important thing, was that work changed.

I had only worked one shift, but people had noticed that I was…doing myself, and they had an attitude towards me. Nothing was said, but it would only be a matter of time before everybody ganged up on me, started treating me like shit.

But within a half hour of work the very next day, everything changed. Girls came up to me, introduced themselves, chatted, and treated me like a sister. Chuck went out of his way to be friendly. He was friendly already, but  now he was like a big brother. Even the bouncers came up and said outright that their job was to look out for the girls, and I was one, so they were looking out for me.

And here is the kick, all through the night people asked me if I needed a break. No laughter, no smirking, it was like I was a patient, and they were looking out for me, and it was all compassion. I mean, they really cared.

And I knew that Syvia had taken each and every person aside and explained my situation, the accident, the waking up horny. Everything. And I would have been mad, people like their privacy, you know, but she did everything out of love for me, for another human being, and how could I get mad at that?

And, to tell the truth, I needed that kind of help. Hell, everybody needs that kind of help.

I just thought it was sort of funny that I had to travel to strip club to find people who really cared.

Doctors cared, as long as they got paid, but even then they were acting ‘professional,’ and not out of human concern.

Psychiatrists, I’ve already talked about them. They’re just quacks.

And policemen and firemen, it’s their job.

And the guy on the street, he doesn’t want to get involved.

But these people, these strippers and bouncers and dishwashers and bar tenders, they actually cared. They didn’t know me from Adam, but they cared.

The second thing that happened was a week later. All through that week I worked the floor, served the drinks, and my tips were great. And my butt was black and blue for a while, those rowdy guys don’t know the strength of their pinches!

But one week later Chuck greeted me as I came in for work and asked me in to his office.

I didn’t even know he had an office, but he did, and I walked in and sat down and felt VERY nervous.

The only times I had been called into a boss’s office before was to get fired. And I heard of boss’s trying to get a little from girls, and…I was nervous.

“Becky. You want to work the poles?”

I blinked. “You mean…dance?”

“You betchum. Money is better, you don’t get your ass pinched as much,” he shrugged, “And let’s face it. You’re too good looking to just be a server. You’re going to make the bar a lot of money if you do a little stripping.”

“Well, I don’t know, I mean…”

He waved his hand. “Tell you what. Come in tomorrow at noon. Hardly anybody here, and I’ll have Janice teach you some tricks. If it’s easy, and you like it, then we go from there. Okay with you?”

It was, and I thanked him, and felt like I was on cloud nine all night. And I set a record, 8 orgasms. And I still did my share of serving drinks.

The next day I met with Janice, and she was a blast. Calm and wry, funny as a horny kid in a falsie factory, she showed me the basics of bumping and grinding, how to swing a pole, and told me the secret.

“A lot of girls don’t like it. They get a little jaded, but if you keep looking at guys, it gets better. Guys give you their energy. You could fart dust devils and they’d do nothing but cheer. So it doesn’t matter if you know anything or not, if you treat the customer like he’s a human being, a horny motherfucker, but a human being, then you’ll get rich doing this.”

And, though there were only a half a dozen guys in the club that afternoon, I made a hundred bucks in tips.

Wow! A couple of hours and a hundred bucks, and I only danced a couple of times, and then I had been awkward and unsure of myself.

I tell ya, there is nothing like money to boost the confidence.

I worked that night as a server, told Chuck I’d like to dance, and that was my last night as a server.

Third, and this is just a little thing, the girls started talking to me about sex. Having a problem of my own, I was quickly considered the expert, the go to girl.
“Hey, Becky, I’m getting my girlfriend a dildo. Should I get longer or thicker?”

“Hey, Becky, my friend is begging me to spank him. What do you think?”

“Hey, Becky, have you ever used a strap on?”

And they actually brought in toys and asked me to try them and let them know how they worked.

“Try this dildo out for me, will ya?”

“Geez, he bought me a vibrator, but that’s scary. Here, Becky, you take it.”

So I was the unofficial and totally recognized…I was the authority…I was the sex project manager. Their words, not mine. After work one night one of the girls called me that, and it stuck.

The fourth thing was big. And I knew it when I figured it out. Blew my mind.

I was dancing, it was early and there were only a hundred or so guys on the floor. So I was relaxed, just warming up, wrapping my pussy around the pole, and suddenly the urge got too strong. I felt the heat in my pussy, I hadn’t jacked off for a couple of hours, and I was spinning around the pole, one leg up, and my pussy against the pole.

Oh, God, it felt good.

So I spun around again, pressing my pussy against the round steel.

And again and again.

And, suddenly, I was humping the pole. I was fucking out of control, blind to everything but the burning heat in my snatch.

I grunted and humped it, making small show of spinning. Just lurching and humping and getting myself off.

Chuck said something to Sylvia, and she started for me. I caught her out of the corner of my eye.

But she couldn’t get through the guys. The whole crowd had stopped laughing and joking and were watching me.

I rubbed back and forth, and felt my clit bend back and forth.

I slid up and down, feeling the cool metal through my skimpy outfit., feeling the round pole slither up and down between my labs.

“Hey! Let me through,” I heard Sylvia shout.

Then it hit me, a big O. A really big one. I shuddered and held onto the pole. My hips bucked and I slid down, down. I fucked that pole, my eyes half open, my mouth open, holding onto the pole with one hand. And I sat on the floor.

For a long minute nobody said anything.

Sylvia reached the stage and started climbing up. I could see the concern in her eyes, but I was dazed, out of it. Man, that cum had been BIG!

Then the guys started cheering.

Guys know what a cum is, they know when a cum is fake or not. And they appreciate a real orgasm.

They cheered, and crumpled up bills flew through the air. The bills hit me and littered the floor. A lot of them.

Sylvia turned around and stared at the men. They were whooping and whistling and throwing more money.

She turned back to me, shock in her eyes. She had never seen men act so spontaneously and generously. She bent down and started picking up bills. I managed to sit up, and I turned and sat crosslegged and stared at her.

“Come on,” she whispered. But I was still dizzy, so I took off my bra and gave it to her. The cups made perfect, little holders for all the crumpled up bills.

After that, I came two or three times a night on the pole. And every time the money would fly through the air and I would need helping picking it up. There was just too much.

Oh, I got warned, Chuck told me to make sure there were no police  in the crowd when I did that trick. And the girls told me how to spot the cops, but nobody told me not to do it.

Heck, it was the hit of the night, and Guys would spend an extra hour there just to see me do it twice.

Now, the fifth thing that happened to me took place about a month after I figured out the cumming on the pole trick. I was popular, and guys were all over me, asking for dates and lap dances, but I kept my distance. And I had the bouncers walk me and Sylvia out at night.

On a Tuesday evening, early, the crowd hadn’t really started, I saw a fellow walk into the bar. He looked around, seemed a little self-conscious, and went to the back of the room. He slid the smallest table we had into a corner, pulled up a chair, then went for a beer.

That was weird. It was the girl’s job to get the beers, but here was a customer who seemed totally out of place, and he got his own pitcher, and he sat down way at the back of the room. Heck, he’d need binoculars to really see anything.

So I forgot about him. I did my dancing, came three times, and right at the end I was looking out over the crowd, bowing to the cheers and applause, and I glanced at him.

It was dark, but I could see a jerking motion, and I realized: He’s jacking off.

On the way home I asked Sylvia about him.

“That’s Jacob. He’s harmless.”

“But was he really jacking off back there?”

“Hey, he does that all night when he’s here. And he’ll be here a couple of nights, then he’ll disappear for a few weeks. I understand he makes the rounds of the strip clubs.”

“So why doesn’t he get a girlfriend, if he’s going to jack off so much.

She laughed. “What girl could put up with his weirdness?”

End of conversation.

Not the end of my thought.

He jacked off, every night. And Sylvia thought he was some kind of pervert.

Yet, I was jacking off constantly, even in public on a pole, didn’t that make me weird.?

The next night he was there again. And the next. Then he was gone.

Heck, I was just getting used to him.

The next few nights were same old same old. I danced, I made money, and I was happy.

Except I had no boyfriend.

I had lots of other friends, and they really cared for me and looked out for me, but I didn’t have a special guy.

It was just a small point in my now successful life, but it irked me.

I was jacking off, and trying out dildos constantly, and my urges were actually under control.

But I didn’t that one special guy to cuddle with. To hold hands with. To go to the store with. To cuddle with when it was cold and rainy and the lightening shook the pictures on the walls.

But I was happy. It was okay that I was getting off, nobody gave me a rough time, and life was good.

Jacob showed up six days later.

He wore the same clothes, sat at the same table, watched the shows. Heck, for all I knew he was using the same pitcher.

Sylvia noticed, and she pointed him out to me, probably because I had asked her about him.

But other than that, nobody said anything. He was sort of an invisible person.

I danced, and while I danced I watched him.

He sat, so alone, was blocked off by the crowd some time, but whenever I saw him I noted that his hand was under the table, going up and down. Up and down.

Jacking off. To me.

Hunh!

After my dance I went over to the bar and asked for a Coke. While I sipped it guys came up and hit on me. I smiled, I kissed a cheek or two, and out of the corner of my eye I watched Jacob.

He was medium height. Slender, but with wide enough shoulders. His neck was thick, and he looked competent. In fact, he looked handsome. His features were even, his hair was half long, but well kept. One of the girls came up and talked to him, and he smiled, and he had good teeth.

But he didn’t jack off.

Girls were on the poles, everybody was hooting, but he didn’t really pay attention. He just sipped beer and sat there.

Chuck tapped me on the shoulder. My turn again.

I climbed the steps to the poles and the crowd went wild. They cheered, and little crumpled up bills started flying. I hadn’t even danced and they were throwing money at me.

I was getting good by now, and I strutted across the stage, my chest thrust forward and my tits looking really big. I bent over at the waist, keeping my legs straight, and made a little circle with my butt for the guys.

Lord, the yells. I felt like I was in the south and the confederates had just won the war.

I smiled a big grin, and began my routine. Around and around the pole, stretching my leg up, bending over, hefting a tit at some lucky guy in the crowd. And all the time grinning, an expression on my face like I wanted to make love to each man I looked at.

Over the heads of the crowd I saw Jacob. His hand jackhammering, his face intent upon me.

I pointed a tit at him and made a ‘come on’ gesture with one hand. When I spun around again he was gone.

Gone. I had noticed him and he had jack rabbited. Like a fart in a windstorm, he was gone.

Tell the truth, I actually bad about that. Heck, he was a paying customer, and I didn’t mean anything by my motion. I was just dancing, and I did that to a lot of guys. But he was the one who had run away.

I finished the night, was richer, and went home.

The next night Jacob wasn’t there.

Nor the next.

Then he was.

A Friday night, packed, and he managed to snag a table and sit in his far corner. Alone form the world. Jacking off to me.

When I didn’t dance he sat, was patient.

When I did dance he would fix his gaze on me intently, I could actually feel his intensity across the floor.

I didn’t look at him again, except by glances. I didn’t motion to him, or try to embarrass him, for that must be what had happened, when I had noticed him before.

I just danced, but I felt him, and I felt like I was dancing for him.

A couple of hundred men singing and yakking and drinking, but it was like it was silent, and I danced for Jacob. And when I jilled off on the pole I had him in mind. Even if I couldn’t see him, he was firmly in my mind.

Yet nobody noticed. Well, Sylvia did, and a couple of girls gave me funny looks, but the crowd, it was as if I was dancing for them.

A couple of weeks passed.

Jacob was there every night.

I couldn’t get him off my mind. Yet I was now afraid to go talk to him. I didn’t want him to rabbit. I wanted to find out more about this perverted, young man who was, in truth, so much like me.

He sent me flowers.

There was no card. just flowers delivered, a big bouquet.

The girls all teased me, and wondered who my secret admirer was.

But I knew.

From then on I received flowers regularly, at least once every couple of weeks.

And Jacob was there every night. Drinking beer, watching me, jacking off to me. But I didn’t know how to reach out to him. Fortunately, I didn’ t have to.

It was raining. The crowd wasn’t big, but it wasn’t bad. I made good money, and when the night was over I walked across the parking lot to Sylvia’s car.

Jacob was standing at the corner of the lot behind some bushes. He thought he was hidden, and he sort of was, but we girls are an intense lot when it comes to personal safety, and I had seen him step behind the bush when I came out.

Sylvia and I walked across the lot, chatting in low voices, and when I got to the car I stopped and just stood there. I could see Jacob in a reflection on the windshield.

Seemed like a regular guy, just a little weird with the jacking off business. Which didn’t make him weird in my universe. Heck, it made him a soulmate.

I made up my mind. I turned and walked across the lot towards him.

“Please don’t leave,” I called.

Behind me, “Becky? What are doing?”

I reached Jacob, and he was actually trembling.

“Hi, Jacob. They told me your name was Jacob. Can I call you that?”

“Uh…uh…yeah.”

Up close he seemed a gentle sort. His eyes were dark, and his lashes were long. His skin was olive, and smooth, and his hair framed his face without being feminine.

“Is it okay if we talk a little bit?”

Suddenly Sylvia drove up next to me. The Mustang burbled and she said, “Becky, get in.”

“Not yet,” I answered, without looking at her.

She sat in her car, other cars went around her.

“Jacob? Would you like to go get coffee?”

He nodded, but he was obviously tongue tied.

I turned to Sylvia. “I’m going to go get coffee with Jacob.”

Sylvia pursed her lips, frowned, then yelled at Jacob. “You got a car?”

He was afraid to look at her, and he shook his head, a quick series of jerks.

“Well, come on. I’ll drive you. We can all have coffee.

I got in the back seat and folded the seat back so that Jacob could sit in the front seat. He did so. He was slow and tentative, but he climbed in and closed the door. Sylvia hit the pedal.

We drove down sunset, looking for an all night coffee shop. It wasn’t hard to find one. Sylvia parked and we trooped in and found a table.

“So, Jacob, what do you do?”

“I program computers.” He Sylvia answered easily.

“That sounds interesting,” I said, though it didn’t.

He shut right up. He was afraid to look at me. He just looked at his coffee.

Sylvia tried: “So what do you like to do?”

He looked at her and answered forthrightly. “I read a lot. I’m sort of a book worm.”

“What kind of books,?” I asked.

“Oh, all kinds, he looked down at his hands.

Sylvia glanced at me. She asked, “Any particular favorite genre?”

“Believe it or not, I like the old detective classics. Raymond Chandler, Dashiel Hammett. I think the Maltese Falcon is the finest noir ever made, and…” he went on talking, freely and easily.

I said, “Who’s better? Dashiel Hammett or Raymond Chandler?”

“Well, uh…” he was looking at his hands again. “I don’t…I guess it’s matter of opinion. I guess.”

Sylvia: “What’s your opinion?”

“Oh, I think Hammet, and not just by a little There’s a magic in his words. Chandler has that magic, too, but not as much. You know, I…” he blathered on.

He could talk to Sylvia, but he couldn’t speak to me.

Later, I asked Sylvia what she thought.

“He’s a weirdo. He talks to me okay, and I know he’s spoken to other girls, but man, it’s like his tongue is made of cement when he tries to speak to you.”

“I think he’s my secret admirer.”

She stared at me. “Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Well if that doesn’t beat the eggs.”

The next night he was at the corner of the lot again, but I didn’t speak to him. I passed him, and our eyes met, and it was like that thing where you see somebody on a train, or bus, and they pass by and you connect, but without a word, on some secret level of the soul.

And the next night I passed him by.

The next night I walked up to him. “Want to go somewhere?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Sylvia pulled up next to us.

I turned to her. “We’re going to the movies. We’ll take the subway.”

She frowned, her lips worked a bit, and she finally said, “Call if you need anything.”

Anything, like a ride away from Mr. Weirdo.

She drove off.

Jacob just stood there.

I took his hand and pulled him away form the bushes. We were facing each other. Or, rather, I was facing him, and he was facing the ground.

“Jacob, why can’t you talk to me?”

He mumbled.

“I asked a question, and I really need an answer. I don’t want to call Sylvia back.”

He spoke in a whisper. “You’re you.”

“And Sylvia’s Silvia, and Jane’s Jane, and…and what difference does it make?”

“I don’t…know.”

But he did.

I lifted his chin, made him look me in the eyes. “Why can’t you talk to me, Jacob.

For a long moment he was frozen, then he blurted, “You’re you!”

And I got it. I was special, and he had no way of explaining it.

Suddenly I felt all warm. Somebody liked me for me. Somebody thought me special. They were weird, but not as weird as me. Me with my constant jacking off, my pole sex, my never satisfied lust.

“What movie do you want to go to?”

It was the weirdest date I had ever had, but when it was done I was holding his hand. And when he Ubered me back to Sylvia’s high rise, before I got out I kissed his cheek.

He was weird, and so was I, but he wasn’t a serial killer. Just an immeasurably shy guy who jacked off a lot.

The next night, at work, I took my break at his table.

We didn’t talk much, I just sipped a Coke. Every once in a while I would say something. He said nothing. And I know this is going to sound weird, but…it was okay.

Heck, people talked to me all day long, all night long, I was constantly talking, and to just…’be’ with somebody. It was actually pleasant in a weird sort of way.

The girls were getting used to him, and they understood something was happening with us, so they would occasionally talk to Jacob. He had no trouble talking to them.

But when I was dancing, and there was nobody looking back at him, his hand was under the table, jerking and jerking. And there it would have stayed, except that Chuck noticed something.

“You know,” he said, polishing a glass, the bar empty. “He never makes a mess.”

“What?”

I know he’s playing with himself, and he looks pretty intense, but the table is clean when he leaves. Nothing on the floor, no spatters of semen. Nothing.

Now that was something to think about.

He jacked, but not off.

Heck. I jilled, but off, off, off.

So how could he play with himself, for literally hours every night, and not orgasm? I mean, he either had balls of steel, or…or I don’t know what.

He was waiting for me.

We had been going out for two months. Two months of minimal conversation, learning about each other without talking. No explanations or excuses. And it was okay.

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“Uh, over in, uh, Hollywood.”

“Take me home.”

Bingo, there it was. Next step, whether he liked it or not.

“Well, uh, there is something I…I need to tell you.”

“So take me home and tell me. You got any liquor?”

Working in the strip club I didn’t drink much. And he had never shown any preference for alcohol.

“I have some bourbon.”

“Excellent. And Coke?”

He nodded.

We took a bus into Hollywood, a fifteen minute ride, then walked to his building. It was fashionable, but worn. Old Hollywood. We took a creaky elevator up to the fourth floor and got off. He was at the end of the hall.

His apartment was clean, and that was good. It was also messy, filled with what looked like half projects. He was building computers, and there must have been a half dozen of them stacked on the kitchen table.

He mixed drinks and I asked. “You make computers?”

“No. I just…I’m writing about them.”

A smart guy. Works as a programmer, a writer. A lot smarter than me.

Yet, not smarter. He was a recluse, unable to communicate with people in a meaningful fashion. In that way I was smarter. I had survived orphaning and accidents and ugliness.

He placed a glass before me. Half and half over ice cubes. I took a sip. “Mmm.”

He sipped, and nodded. He was looking at me, I mean actually looking at me. Then he got embarrassed and looked away.

“Jacob, sit across from me and face me.”

“I can’t…I …you…” yet he was sitting.

I reached across the table and took his chin and turned his face towards me.

“You aren’t ugly, Jacob.”

“I…uh…”

“I am. Or at least I was. I was in an accident. My face was totally messed, but the doctors made me look like this.

Now he was staring at me. Actually staring at me. Overcoming his reticence.

“What kind of accident?”

I told him about the motorcycle riding into the house. His jaw dropped.

“I never…I mean, that’s weird.”

“You’re telling me. So, Jacob, you were going to tell me something.”

I had him softened up, I had shared first, but he still had trouble.

“Well, I, uh…I have a problem.”

“We all do, tell me about it.”

“Well, uh…I have this thing. It’s, uh…it’s called…Priapism.”

I frowned. “What’s that?”

“It means…I don’t…my penis is always erect.”

He said it so precisely that I had to smile.

“I see you every night. I know you’re jacking off. I know…”

He shook his head.

“What are you doing then?”

“I’m…well…I’m playing with myself. But I have this problem, I have a hard time having an orgasm”

I tilted my head, slight confusion. but you’re jacking off every…” I stopped. I remembered what Chuck had said. No mess.

“It takes me hours before I can have an orgasm. And, uh…I…it’s easier with you. There. Up on the stage.”

“Wait a minute! Are you saying that I am jerk off material.”

He hung his head, and I got it. “So you have trouble talking to me because you’ve been…I don’t know, what do we call it…’jerking off’ to me?”

He didn’t say anything, and I have never seen a more miserable person in my life. And, I think at that moment, he figured it was over, that I would stand up and walk out.

I chuckled.

He looked up at me and blinked. “What?” No problem talking to me there.

“Jacob. I’ve been in an accident. It hurt my head. Bad. And when I woke up I wanted to have sex. All the time.”

“What?” Now he was confused.

“Jacob. The reason I get off on the pole, the reason I go into the backroom several times a night, is because I need sex. Desperately. Badly.”

“So do I!” he blurted, then we both were smiling.

I stood up. “Show me your bedroom, stud.”

Grinning openly, he led the way to his bedroom. Like the rest of the apartment it was neat.

I looked at him, “So I want to fuck the living shit out of you. How long can you last.”

“Long enough to make you sore.”

“Ha!” And I stripped off my blouse and shed my skirt.

His eyes grew wide. My shaved pussy was visible, my tits were overflowing.

“Take off your pants, big boy.”

He shucked his pants, and by the time I was done my bra was unhooked and I was in his arms.

We kissed, hard, and we clung to each other.

“Oh, Heysoos,” I muttered, and I dropped to my knees.

His cock was a good sized one, and his balls were big. I took his cock in my mouth and his balls in my hands. I juggled as I sucked, and he moaned and his knees grew weak.

He reached down and held my tits, fondled them, rubbed the nipples.

“Oh!” White hot electricity swarmed through me, making me weak, heating me up.

He backed up to the bed and we sat down. His hand reached down to my pussy. He began rubbing. Up and down along the slit.

“Fu-u-u…” I groaned, pushing against his hand with my.

Then he was fitting his cock to me. Gently, he pushed in.

“AHHH!” I groaned. He was like a two by four of sweet goodness. My breath was taken away, and I lurched up to receive him. We posed for a minute, searching each other’s faces, then we started.

In and out he rode me, and I hung on to him, tried to push back with my hips.

He made occasional gurgling sounds, and he played with my clitoris as he fucked me.

And he fucked me and fucked me, and, he fucked me.

Time passed, and I fell back like a rag doll. He pounded into me, grim, intent, loving me but without concern.

I held on to him, and my nerves turned raw, kept firing, and pleasure swarmed through me.

I felt his cock, hard as a rock, and it was good.

And he was feeling my soft pussy. My moist, dripping pussy, and I knew he thought that was good.

I came! A quick, hard explosion, but I kept pushing on him, telling him, “More! More!”

And, an hour later, he began to jerk. His eyeballs rolled back in his skull. He groaned. “Oh…oh my…Jesus!”

And I came again. The second orgasm made me sit up and weep.

He withdrew. His cock had cum on it, but it was still hard.

I hugged him and held him, and he held me. I could feel him breathing into my hair. I have never felt so good in my life.

He said, “I’m hard again.”

I smiled. “I thought you were going to take forever,” then I pulled him over me and he sunk down into my plushness.

All that night we fucked. And after breakfast we fucked. And by the time I was ready for work I was actually tired. but I knew it wouldn’t be long, and that I would be horny and ready to go.

So I would jack off on the pole a few times, and when I came homeI would be ready to go.

“Are you moving in?” he asked, just before I left.

“Yep.”

He smiled.

And I thought about how wonderful it was, how things had worked out.

I was a nympho, through my fault or not.

He was a satyr, forever hard.

And it was a match made in heaven.

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Most people don’t realize how many FIVE STAR stories

have been released by Gropper Press.

The following stories have 4 1/2 to 5 stars

as of this writing!

On the next page is a sampling

of all the five star stories at Gropper Press.

Now get in on the fun,

head over to…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


CHECK IT OUT!

I Changed My Husband into a Woman (book)

Sissy Ride: The Book (book)

The Feminization Games (book)

The Stepforth Husband (book)

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands (book)

Too Tough to Feminize (book)

The Horny Wizard of Oz (book)

The Lusty Land of Oz (book)

My Husband’s Funny Breasts (book)

My Neighbor Feminized Me (story)

I Gave My Man Boobs (story)

The Day the Democrats Changed the Republicans into Girls (story)

The Sexual Edge (story)

The Lactating Man (story)

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl (story)

Feminized for Granny (story)

The Feminine Vaccination (story)

The Were-Fem (story)

The Feminization Curse (story)

We Made Him Our Fem Boy (story)

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

The BEST Erotica in the World!


Big Stories
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The Feminization Curse ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a pair and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman  look like a small thing.

A Kindle Customer said: It is really hard to discuss such a wonderful story without giving anything away. When you read a story you think you know the direction it is going but I was totally wrong. I hope when you finish this story you are just as surprised as I was…..enjoy.


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Girl ~ In this hot and horny tale, 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!

So starts a steamy tale of lust and perversion that ends with the greatest sexual experience in the history of erotica.

A Kindle customer said: We should all be so lucky to have an aunt like Chuck ie. She brings a hole new meaning to sex education!


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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The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on.

Long Island Reader said: Really different, and an enjoyable read. For me, this was way different than anything I had read before. For Robert, soon to be Roberta, well I have to hand it to him. He is well suited for parenthood, and is certainly highly motivated. He does need to do more thorough research in certain areas, and to be a bit less trusting in others. This is a well written and somewhat tongue in cheek book, penned by an author with a good sense of humor. Enjoy.


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ Rodney is a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney is cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon.


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 Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out.


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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Dominated for a Week: He was Caught and Punished! ~ Brandon is a kinky, little boy. He wears dresses, has a chastity device, and lives for when his wife is working as a stewardess. Then he is caught, and five women take control of him. He doesn’t know who they are, but his wife is due home any time!


Big Stories
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The League of Lactators ~ Hannah has been lactating for seven years, and Al has finally had enough. He demands that she stop the milk. Hannah realizes that there is only one way to teach Al the joys of breast feeding, and she and the ‘League of Lactators’ set the game in motion. how will Al feel when he has some big, juicy guns of his own?

A Kindle customer said: Is there anyone out there that lucky to have a mate that would take them through such a change and have such wonderful friends to help??


Big Stories
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My Neighbor Feminized Me ~ Jerry has a problem. He likes bras. One night his neighbor catches him stealing a bra, and, uh, doing something in his pants.

Now she’s taking Jerry on a trip. They are going to spend a weekend in the mountains and get to the bottom of his ‘problem.’

MM said: Hot and steamy short story that doesn't leave out the necessary details but it's to the point. really enjoyed reading it.


If you liked

‘I’ve Got to Have It!’

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


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!
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