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PART ONE

“We’re sending you to Granny Hostedter’s for the summer.”

I stared at Uncle Buck. When my parents died the court had ordered Uncle Buck to take care of me. Not that I needed taking care of. I was almost grown, but the courts refused to let me care for myself, so it was to Uncle Buck’s I went. And Uncle Buck was…well, Uncle Buck.

He was a grizzled old tub who liked to pick on people.

‘Do the dishes. Chop the wood. Get out of my way.’ Nothing but chores while he sat on his fanny and drank beer after beer.

“I don’t want to go to…who was it you said?”

“Granny Hostedter. And you’re going to go there and look around for her money. She’s got lots of money, and you better find it. Then you let me know and we’ll let you come home again.”

Home. A rat infested room in the back. Where the wind whistled through the slats and the snow drifted down from the holes in the ceiling.

Home, where we ate half cooked possum and squirrels that got so old they fell out of the trees and rabbits that got splattered on the road and weren’t too sun cooked before they were found.

“I don’t want to go to no granny’s house.”

“You’ll do what you’re told!” Uncle Buck backhanded me and I tumbled over a stool and sat on my butt. Aunt Sally laughed and laughed so hard the cigar fell out of her mouth.

And that was how I came to be walking down a country road on a summer day. Uncle Buck didn’t give me any money for a bus, he just told me to get my things and git. Or else.

So I walked down the country road, meandering, really. In no particular hurry, and wishing I had a gun so I could rob a bank and get out of the country.

I hiked halfway across the county, got a ride with a farmer who didn’t know I was Uncle Buck’s nephew, and finally wound up a hundred miles away, in the border town of Skinville, Georgia.

Skinville was a shabby collection of shacks, a red neck sheriff who eyed me too closely when I stopped at the well in the park and pumped myself a bit of water, and a lot of dust.

As I started out of the park I saw a gentleman walking a dog. The dog was a white and black terrier missing one eye and limping.

“Pardon me, sir. Can you tell me where Granny Hostedter’s place is?”

He eyed me up and down, and I thought he might set his dog on me. But he said, “five miles out thet way,” he pointed in the direction I had been going. Turn left at the Three Oaks, go four miles. Dirt road with a broken rooster.”

“Than—“

“She gonna open up again?”

I blinked, didn’t understand him, and he sniffed, then turned away.

“Thank you,” I breathed, shrugged, and continued down the road.

I walked a mile, and the day wasn’t bad. The sun was a bit hot, but I had wet my handkerchief and had it draped over my head and covered the back of my neck.

There was some fat-faced cows on the other side of a drunken fence, and some big woods on the other side of the road.

Tell the truth, I was glad to be out of Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s house. Uncle Buck liked to hit me with a belt when he got a toot in his snoot. He’d get all red-faced, pull out his belt, and whack me a few times. I’d run, and he’d chase me until he got dizzy and fell down and laughed.

I’d go into the house and Aunt Sally would start screeching at me.

Heck, it made me miss my own parents something fierce.

And now I had to go to Granny Hostedter’s. I ain’t never met Granny, not when my parents were alive, and certainly not while I lived with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.

But I had heard talk from Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally. According to them, to the things I overheard them talking about just before or just after they made those bumpy, springy sounds in the middle of the night, was that Granny was a selfish, old bitch. She had lots of money and she wasn’t willing to share it with anybody. And they were of the opinion that she couldn’t take it to the grave, so why shouldn’t they take it from her?

Well, I guess, but…it made me feel funny.

I mean, I was a good boy. Sure, I snuck money out of the offering plate on  Sunday, and I’d sit by the side of the road with one leg in a hole and beg from passersby, but wasn’t this Granny person supposed to be related to me? And wasn’t she Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s own flesh and blood? Didn’t that count for nuthin’?

But, walking down the country road towards her house—she was supposed to have something called a mansion—I figured if Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally felt that way then maybe they were right. So I should just go live there and let them know when I found the money.

I mean, no skin off my back, right?

Suddenly I was consumed by a cloud of dust. I waved my handkerchief and coughed, and a big hand grabbed me by the shoulder and shook me.

“Where you goin’, boy.”

It was that sheriff. He had coasted his flivver right up next to me and now had my shoulder in a fierce grip.

Heck, I wasn’t no body builder, health nut kind of Charles Atlas kind of guy! I hadn’t even ever been seen on the back of a comic book! I couldn’t even read comic books!  I liked the pictures though.

“What you doin’ boy!”

He gave a shake to my shoulder, and he had a thumb right dug in and I groaned, “I’m goin’ to my granny’s!”

He shook again, and he had the biggest thumb I had ever felt and it was dug in to the bone. “Who’s yore granny?”

“Granny Hofstedter.”

He held on for a second, then he let go. Sort of reluctant like, but he let go.

I stood there and rubbed my shoulder.

“Why you goin’ there?”

Because I got to find the money she’s got so Uncle Buck can come over and conk her on the head or put a big, old choppin’ knife in her back!

“She’s my granny.”

That sheriff stood there lookin’ down on me like an angry sun in the middle of a dust storm. Sometimes I wisht I was a big fellow. Sometimes I wisht I had Uncle Buck’s muscle. I was strong enough for a skinny fellow, but when the Uncle Buck’s of the world start pickin’ on me…I just wisht I had some big muscles and could punch ‘em right in the face. Or the gullet. Or maybe and especially right between the legs where their nutsacks hang down.

“Where you been?”

That was sort of an odd question, but I figured out he was just askin’ why he never seen me around Granny’s before.

“I been livin’ with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.”

He frowned.

“They ain’t my real parents, my real parents died and some judge tole me I had to go live with ‘em. Heck, I ain’t never seed Granny.”

And then it sort of popped out of me. “Is she okay? Is she…”

But words failed me. I wanted to know if she was mean like Uncle Buck, ‘cause if she was I was just goin’ to keep goin’.

The sheriff, he just squinted at me, took out a red bandana from his back pocket and wiped the back of his red neck. The expression on his face was like he had just stepped in cow shit and he was goin’ to have to use his finger to clean his soles.

“Wal,” he said, after a bit, “You best git goin’.”

I sort of gawked, I didn’t expect this, but I managed to turn real quick and keep the gawk under control. Then I trudged down the road.

I was about ten feet away when I heard his rough, gravel voice, “Your Granny gonna open up again?”

I turned and faced him, and when it was obvious that I didn’t know what he was talking about he gave a sort of disgusted shrug and climbed back into his car.

I turned back around and kept walking then. If he was typical of this country—mean ass bully talking nonsense—then maybe I should keep walkin’.

But, tell the truth, I had nowhere else to go. I hadn’t no education, didn’t know nothing but fetchin’ wood and tendin’ crops, so…I just kept headin’ for Granny Hostedter’s.

Behind me the Sheriff turned his tin lizzy around and headed back towards town, and I counted footsteps and wondered how far it was to the next road. I had been countin’ steps before he stopped me, but I had lost count.

I came to the the Three Oaks road—it was marked by a ramshackle old fall down building that must have been a store once, and three oaks sittin’ right in front. Well, two oaks, and one split trunk that must have died and fell in two. It was about noon. I didn’t have no lunch, howsomever, so I just kept goin’. I turned left like the man in town said, and I started countin’ steps again.

I like countin’ steps. Sort of gives me something to do. Makes it so I don’t have to think much.

About an hour later I came to a dirt road. There was a pole stuck in the ground, leanin’ to the side bit, and half a rooster was perched on it. The top half had fallen to the ground. Next to the top half of the rooster was a sign. It was old, weathered pretty bad, and I took a moment to reason out what paint was left on it.

‘Le  y   r cock c ow.”

Layer cock cow? What the fuck was that?

So I stared some more, and figured some more, and it finally hit me. ‘Let your cock crow.’

Now that was dumb. Cocks always crow. Them roosters wake you up early, so early you’d like to take a rock and smack their stupid heads, except that then you wouldn’t have eggs for breakfast because if the rooster went away the hens wouldn’t lay. At least that’s what my Mama said before she up and died.

Hunh.

I headed down the dirt road.

The road was actually pretty wide. And there was fences that had been white once on both sides. And behind the fences was some tall trees that would have given some shade.

It was a lot better set up than the mud pit Uncle Buck called his ‘driveway.’

Then I saw some trees stickin’ up in the distance. Lots of trees. And lots of kinds of trees.

First there was some fruit trees. Apple, orange, that kind of thing. And they was set in rows, sort of, where they hadn’t died off.

After the fruit trees was a bunch of oaks, and it was then I saw the house.

It was big. Three stories. And it had big, round pillars holding up the front roof part. It spread out a bit to the sides, and there was all sorts of bushes under the windows.

But it was dirty. And it. was missing a couple of shingles. And a couple of planks had fallen off the side and just laid between the bushes.

But it looked like a fine, old house, except for the falling apart part.

Huh. So this was a mansion.

I walked across a crabgrass lawn and stared up at the porch. It was missing a plank here, another plank sprung up there, but there was a table to one side, and it was in okay condition, and that’s where sat my old Granny.

“What the fuck you want?” She was sitting at the table. There was a pitcher of lemonade settin’ on the table, and there was ice in her glass.

She was wearing a fancy dress long enough to cover all her limbs, and it was pulled up high in the front. No way anybody could see her bosoms, even if she had any.

“I’m Jodie.”

“I’m busy. Go ‘way.”

It was then that I figured out there was a spot of gin, or just plain shine, in her lemonade.

“I’m come from Uncle Buck’s.”

She squinted at me. Her mouth twisted a bit as she inspected me, and she said, “Then go back to Uncle Buck’s.”

“Uncle Buck don’t want me,” until I figure out where your money is so he can conk you on the head and take it all, “My mama was Penny Thorndyke.”

Granny peered at me, tilted her head, straightened up the glasses on her bony nose. “Samuel.”

Laying down behind her was a big, old redbone hound. He had that floppy look hounds have, hanging ears, drooping, red eyes, and his whole body just sort of saggy skin on bones. At her word he stood up and came to the edge of the porch and peered at me.

I’m not scared of dogs, but this one was big, and I really didn’t know which way Granny’s mop was goin’ to flop.

“The Penny Thorndyke who used to be Hofstedter?”

“That’s my ma.”

A suspicious look crossed Granny’s face. “Up and married that asshole and left me?”

“I don’t know about that.”

Her faced screwed up like she had et a skunk without the stink sac taken out. “Samuel.”

Samuel came down the steps. He was old, but not that old. He still had a set of teeth on him. He walked up to me and I just held still. He sniffed at me. Big snorty sniff that would have inhaled half my pants iffen I hadn’t had them on. He looked up at me.

The truth is, I not only don’t mind dogs. I sorta like them. They don’t call you an asshole and beat you. They like to go for walks and even chase sticks. That’s something that most people can’t even do.

So I reached down and placed my hand under his jowls. Got slobber all over my hand, but he was a good, old boy. I drew my hand up the line of his jaw and scratched under his big flag of an ear.

“Hey, boy. How are you?”

He grinned, one of those big, old grins that starts at one ear and goes all the way around under his nose and to the other ear. He licked my hand, then he just sort of flopped down against me. I bent knee and started rubbing his belly, and before a grasshopper could spit he was leg up and head to the side and waggling his back on the ground and lovin’ the way I scratched his belly.

“Huh,” said Granny. “I guess you are.”

I scratched Samuel some more, then looked up at Granny. “I’m fixin’ to walk on if you didn’t want me.”

“Come up here and sit.”

I mounted the steps, listening to the creak of rusty nails and ancient wood rubbin’ against each other. I set down in a chair that looked rickety but was solid enough.

Granny poured me a lemonade, sat back and watched me.

Up close she wasn’t a bad lookin’ granny. She wasn’t one of these people with more wrinkles than a tree has rings. She still had her teeth, or the best chompers a dentist ever made, and she still had her hair.

Thick glasses, though, and she wore them on the porch to read the bible. She took off the glasses and read me. While I was scrutinizing her she was double scrutinizing me.

“So your Penny’s boy.”

“Yes, ma’am. I took a drink, made a face, and she laughed.

“That’ll take the varnish off your wood.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Then I risked a bit. “You don’t have whiskey do you?”

“Huh! Penny’s boy all right. That woman never could hold her likker.”

“I can hold it, but whiskey just tastes nicer to me.”

“I’ll get you a bottle, but you better not drink too much, less’n I ask you to.” Then she said the most remarkable thing I ever heard. “You ever wear a dress?”

She put me in a room on the top floor. It was nice. It wasn’t run down like the outside of the house, and I could look out the window and see all the way down the long drive, almost to where the half a rooster slept on the ground.

“You can stay here. This was your mama’s room. Got some chores for you, earn your keep, but they ain’t too much. Your dresses are in there,” she pointed at a closet. “Your underthings is in the drawers of that dresser. You need a better fit you can check some of the other rooms. I ain’t changed nothing since your mama went away.”

Then she went out of the room. She was healthy enough, but she didn’t move too fast. I came to the door and looked after her. She reached the stairs and looked back at me, then started down. Samuel was her shadow.

Samuel was always her shadow. Where she went he went. Her moving slow, and him just draggin’ along.

I turned back into the room and just looked around.

The bed was a big, old four poster, and the spread was pink. There was pink pillows with ruffles all over the thing.

Below the bed was a four drawer dresser, that was supposed to hold…’underthings?’

On the other side of the room was a small table with a lamp on it in the corner, right behind where the door would open. Then, down the wall, was the door to the closet. Where the dresses was.

I opened the closet. Man, it was big, half as big as the bedroom, and it had dresses hanging along one side, and shelves with shoes and things on the other. There was also some whips and belts and paddles and things. On one hook hung a whole bunch of old handcuffs. The kind the sheriff might use on a drunk some Saturday night.

I pushed my hand into the dresses and pushed them to the side so I could see what kind of dresses they was.

They were white and pink and scarlet and all shiny with satin and everything. They had fancy buttons, and while a few were up to the chin, most of them were cut low. Damn. My Mama must have liked to show off her chest. She certainly had a big one. I saw lots of men staring at it when she wasn’t looking. Once poppa even punched a guy in the nose for looking.

But what was I supposed to do with these? And what Granny said, asking me if I ever wore a dress, what did that mean?

So I threw my bag on the floor, washed my face and hands, and sauntered down to the porch.

Granny looked at me with a frown when I came out, and she said, “There’s wood to be chopped.”

So I went out and chopped wood. Heck, the wood hadn’t been chopped for a coon’s age, and the shed was bare. What the heck did she use in the big, old iron stove?

I would find out she used nothing. Ate her mush cold. Ate her grits cold. Didn’t eat anything that needed real heating.

So I spent the afternoon making logs and kindling and started filling up the shed.

Finally, she called me in for supper, and I ate cold grits and, man, they ain’t tasty. But I was hungry, so I ate everything put before me, and wisht I had a hog. I’da et that thing right down to its curly tail. I was that hungry.

After dinner I was on my own, and I started exploring that big, old house.

It was maybe forty rooms, and they was all filled with women’s clothes. Satiny, silky, handkerchiefs, big old bosom holders, corsets, hats, nylons…everything.

Funny, though, there weren’t no Sunday go to meetin’ clothes. Just the fancy clothes that…that a fancy gal might wear.

That was the point at which I started wonderin’ what kind of place this was.

I explored the basement and found trunks full of regular clothes. All put away and moth eaten.

I explored the attic and found all sorts of doodads. Old phonographs, old records, more girly underwear, lots more underwear. And lights and boxes and books and all the bric a brac you might expect to find in an attic.

I came downstairs when it got dark and turned on a light switch. Nothing happened. No electricity. And I realized that Granny was broke. She didn’t have no money. Uncle Buck was whistling Dixie.

All she was was a big, old rundown house and lots of fancy gal clothes.

Heck, there wasn’t even much in the cupboard. A few boxes of grits. And the spuds was picked out of the garden, along with other vegetables.

And I didn’t even see how she would be able to feed me. There was only enough for one mouth, and she was here first.

Since there was no lights, I went to bed. I slept in that big, pink bed, and it was the bestest, softest feather mattress I ever slept on. But I woke up in the morning and went down to ask Granny what was going on.

She sniffed. “I ain’t had no money since Penny left. Your Mama was the heart of this operation, and when she left…well, I had no business sense, and when she left I had no customers.

“Customers?”

She looked at me like I was daft. “Customers. Men. Men who want the cock to crow.”

“Cock to…men…are you saying…” Samuel was sitting by my leg, looking up at me and waiting for a scratch, “This is a whorehouse?”

“Best one in the state of Georgia. Lord, we used to have senators and congressmen come down to us. Men came from out of state to get their itch scratched.”

“But…what about the law?”

“Hell, Sheriff Addams and us, we had an arrangement. Things got out of control he’d come bust some heads, and then he didn’t have to pay nothing for his own itch. And Judge Johnson, he was one of our best customers. His horse-faced wife didn’t like it much, and she whispered in the preacher’s ear, but that Sunday fire and brimstone sermon was just good advertising for us. Why ain’t you wearin’ a dress?”

I blinked. There was that dress thing again.

“‘Cause I’m a man.”

She snickered. “Ain’t no man alive what doesn’t get all horny when he puts a dress on. ‘Sides. You wear man clothes around here you chop wood and such. You wear a dress you sit around and sip shine and wait for customers.

“Customers? Me?”

She tilted her head. Samuel was licking my hand and I absently started scratching under his ear. He started kicking his leg.

“Don’t tell me you ain’t…Penny’s boy….you haven’t been…”

“I ain’t been with a gal, if that’s what your asking.”

Granny surprised was a wide eyed stare and an open mouth. Yep, she had all her own teeth. I guess I come from good genes.

“Well, hell’s bells. Let’s get you started.”

“Get me started?”

She stood up, all business and smoothed her smock. “Come along, youngster. Time you learnt about the family trade.”

She took me up to my room and said, “take them clothes off.”

“I’m not taking my clothes off!”

“I’ll go get a switch and beat your hide till they fall off you,” and damned if I didn’t believe her.

So I slowly took off my shirt while she watched.

“Chest okay. Course your used to hard work.” She pinched one of my nipples. Gave me a thrill, but made me feel funny.

“Hey!”

“Get them britches off.”

I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers. I didn’t have no underwear, no boxers or nuthin’, because Aunt Sally didn’t believe in such. So I stood there, cock hanging down, and Granny nodded.

“You’re big enough down there. Us Hofstedters usually is, but…get it hard and let me see it.”

I certainly didn’t want to get a hard on in front of Granny. “I don’t think—“

She just reached out and gripped my dick.

And she was strong. For a thin, old lady she had a grip on her.

“Ow!”

“Get hard, you sonofabitch!” She glared up at me.

Well, I couldn’t help it. I swear, I ain’t no pervert, but my penis started getting harder and harder. When it was standing full out she nodded again. She let go and said, “Okay. You can get back to being limp again.

While I stood there and contemplated my cock, which didn’t want to get soft, she rummaged through the dresser drawers. She pulled out a corset, some bloomers, and stockings.

“Put these on. I’ll tighten up the corset in a minute.”

She went into the closet and started going through the dresses. I heard her saying things like, ‘Hmm, nope. Maybe…nope.’

I looked at the women’s stuff and I was confused. Well, the whole scene was confusing, but…I had never worn such stuff, and there was a part of me that just was flummoxed.

I finally put the things on the bed and considered them. I pulled on the bloomers. My cock was okay with that. There’s plenty of room in those puffy female drawers.

I pulled on the corset, and immediately was confined. I could still bend, she hadn’t tightened them up, but it was still difficult.

I pulled the corset up a little too high, sat down and managed to pull the stockings up.

Granny, meanwhile, was standing in the doorway of the closet and watching me. “You need to shave your legs, but they got nice shape. High heels will do for you. Give you a bit more ass, too.”

I finished with the nylons and stood up. I was an ill dressed slob. Women’s clothes, hunh! Nothing really fit. But I didn’t understand that the corset was not supposed to fit, I was supposed to fit to the corset.

“Lay down on the bed,” Granny muttered, crossing the room.

I lay down, and she climbed right on top of me. Took me by surprise. She began pulling on the strings to the corset. Up and down she went, and I felt the breath leave me.

“I…can’t…breath…”

“You’re not supposed to,” she chuckled as she knelt on my back and drove a knee downward. “You’re supposed to spread your legs and let the fellow on top do the breathing.”

I was woozy now, not being able to get air, and she backed off me, but when I tried to get up she pushed me forward, and I was stuck. She pressed me down with one hand and snaked the other one under my bloomers.

“Taking it up the asshole is a fun thing, if you relax.”

I was wiggling and twisting and trying to get away from her hand, but she was remorseless, and she knew what she was doing. It was obvious she had handled other reluctant people.

“First, remember to lube up. I ain’t got no lube, so I’ll just use one finger. But you got to get relaxed and open up if you want the men to love you.”

“But…I…don’t…”

“Yes. You do. All Hostedters do.” She managed to stick her bony finger in my hole and I was trying everything I could to get away from it.

“Hold still now. I ain’t trimmed my nails and I don’t want to cut nuthin’.”

She kept wiggling her finger, it sure felt long and bony, I could feel the knuckles, and it actually started to feel good.

“Hey, stop it!” But I was relaxing. There was no way to get away, and…my asshole liked it.

“Feels good, eh? Sure wish I had lubed you up. You got a nice ass, and it would be a pure pleasure to put my whole fist up there.”

Just the idea of Granny’s fist stick all the way up my ass was enough to make me squeak.

She laughed. “I always knows a man likes it when he squeals like a little piggy.”

God, it was starting to feel good. Real good. My whole rear end was starting to feel warm, and I began pushing back at her finger.

“There you go,” she whispered. “I knowed you was a Hofstedter when Samuel gave you the sniff test.”

She took her hand off my back, but I didn’t move, except for trying to hump her finger with my butt. I certainly didn’t try to escape. It just felt so good back there. It was that itch she had talked about, and I had one, and I hadn’t even known. Heck, this was better than sneakin’ out behind the bushes and jacking my cock off.

She kept worming her finger in me, and with her free hand she grabbed my cock.

“Damn,” she blurted. “This is hot.” She began to jack me. She had a rhythm going now. Pull down and pull out, stroke up and jam in. Again and again, and then she started tickling something in my asshole. I could feel her finger crooking, and pressing on something.

White soap suds exploded through my mind. I gasped and there was a sound like thunder in my ears. I was aware of my hips rippling and pumping, and then thick fluid was spurting out of my cock.

“There we go. Yes. It’s a gusher.”

For a long minute she milked me, drained every last bit of semen out of me, and then she was done. She let go of my cock, pulled her finger out of me, and slapped my ass.

“Your dress and shoes are on the dresser. You finish dressing and come downstairs. I had Barney deliver a bottle of whiskey for you.”

Then she was gone, out the door and down the stairs to wait for me.

I stood up and wiggled my butt. God, I had never felt anything so good. I squinched my cheeks, then relaxed them. Wow.

Then I got dressed and went downstairs.


PART TWO

We sat on the porch and sipped booze. She had shine, or gin, I never knew which, and neither of which I cared for. I drank whiskey, and, man, it felt good. I tell ya, there is nothing like kicking back and sucking some whiskey after your asshole’s been diddled.

“Your mama, she was the queen of this place. I inherited it from my mama, who inherited it from her mama, and your mama inherited it from me, and it was always a high class fancy house. But your mama, she was inspired. She was everybody’s favorite fuck. And she hired girls and taught ‘em what they needed to know, and…oh, I was good enough. I was my mamma’s child, but your mother. Whoo.”

I was scratching Samuel’s jimmy spot and watching his legs splay out and his rump hump.

“How come mama left?”

“Your daddy. He was big and handsome, everybody loved him, and she loved him, and…” Granny shrugged. “Anyway, after she left I didn’t have the heart. I was getting older, when Penny left all the other girls started drifting off, and I just didn’t have the gumption to make it all happen.

“I never knew.”

“Yep. Well, your daddy destroyed the best whore house in the whole deep south. Heck, if he was to show his face around here there’s still people who would want to take him down a peg. Maybe even stick a knife in him.”

“He’s dead now.”

“Don’t matter. That’s the south for you. They get a hate in them and they want to kill you even if you’re dead.”

We chuckled over that. A statement stupid on the surface, but deep for the truth it presented.

“I need to fix the roof. There’s side planks peeling. Event his porch,” I pressed down on a board and it squeaked.

“A woman on her back gets more done than a man on his feet.”

I looked at her.

“I still got contacts, I still know people. I can get people out here, and once they start coming people offer work, and then I get the money to pay for the work. You should learn the trade. We’ll get this old house fixed up in quick snap time.”             

“But I’m a guy. I don’t do guys.”

“Correction, you haven’t done guys…yet.”

“I don’t want to turn gay!”

She laughed and turned to me. “Honey, it ain’t cock what turns you gay. Cock is just a good time waiting to happen. It’s what’s in you that makes you gay. And I can tell you…ain’t gay.”

“But if I let men screw me…”

“Then you let men screw you, and it feels good, and you get money. More important, once we’re open some of the girls’ll come back. Then they can take the men, the ones that don’t prefer you, and you can go to servicing some of the old ladies in town.”

“Old ladies?”

“Honey, a good fancy house serves up all kinds of fun. When we was working big time I had almost as many women customers as men customers.”

“Why didn’t they just stay home and fuck each other?”

“That is a question, isn’t it? But who knows. Men and women get tired of each other. They want something new. They get turned on by doing something that’s supposed to be wrong…” she lifted her bony shoulders and grinned. “What do we care as long as they pay us money, right?”

“I guess.”

“Okay, why don’t you go look at some more dresses and such. I’m going to make some phone calls, see if I can stir up some business, talk to some of the old girls.”

I nodded, drained the rest of my whiskey, and wandered off upstairs.

I spent a few hours looking at dresses and even trying them on. It was sort of fun. It was a it difficult in the corset, but I figured out how to half sit and wiggle out of a dress.

Actually, it was harder walking in heels than changing dresses, but, again, it was fun.

It was fun to feel taller, and it was cool looking down on the world from a different height.

Late in the afternoon, I was getting tired, I was in one of the rooms on the second floor and I found the bonanza. A small room full of wigs. There was wigs of all colors and shapes. I could be a redhead or a blonde. I could have a skull cap ‘do,’ or long, wavy tresses that reached to my ass.

I liked long hair, and I chose one that hung down to my shoulder blades. I figured out how to fasten it and it almost felt like real hair. Then I saw the make up in the corner.

Make up. Oh, baby. I looked in a mirror. I was already en femme, so…should I?

Of course I should. Heck, Granny would have me sitting down and putting on a whole face.

So I picked out a tube of lush red and painted my lips. It tasted sort of waxy, and I was surprised how well it stuck. I guessed that it was high quality make up.

Downstairs, I took a breath and stepped out on the porch. I had intended to surprise Grandma, but it was me that got the surprise. Granny had a visitor.

I blinked, and the two women looked at me.

Granny reacted first with a big grin.

The other woman reacted second by blurting, “Penny!” Then she realized her error. She stood up and came towards me. “Oh, my God! I thought it was Penny.” She walked around me, and while she studied me I had a chance to study her.

She was older than me by about 15 years. So early thirties. She was really built. She had a thin waist and boobs that were larger than my mother’s. She was wearing a regular go to town dress, nothing fancy, but she had an attitude that she ready to go to town in a wild way. I mean, really ‘Go to town!’

She had a sweet face, but there was a very worldly look in her eyes. She was a brunette but had deep blue eyes.

She suddenly turned to Granny, and snapped, “I thought you said it was your nephew that—“ she stopped, turned back to me. “Oh, my God!”

“Yep,” chortled Granny.

The woman walked around me again, then she reached out and patted my hips with both hands, felt my chest, and that was interesting. I didn’t have much of a chest, but the corset had pushed what little flab I did have up, and I had the cleavage of a very flat woman.

She put her hands on my face, held my cheeks and stared into my eyes. “Beautiful. Just like his mother.”

“Come on back here and sit down, and let’s talk some more.”

The woman took my hand and led me back to the table. She sat down in a chair, and I sat next to her, and she kept holding my hand. I was starting to blush.

“Now you know why I give you a call.”

“Yes, I do. When do you want to open?”

“I’m already open. Got a couple of calls in.”

The woman turned to me. “Honey, we ain’t been introduced, but I’m Zelda. I was one of your mamma’s top girls, before she went away. And I am sure glad to see you.”

“Now we got to start calling Jodie as a woman. He’s a she, and we better not forget it.”

“Why?” I blurted.

“Because men want the illusion. And even when you do women it’ll probably be as a woman, and women like the illusion.”

Zelda took over. “Everybody likes to unwrap a present and be surprised. But they still want the present to be what they want. It’s sort of like that, right Granny?”

“Absolutely. Now, let’s talk about manners and how you got to hold yourself as a woman.”

The rest of that afternoon, and into the evening, we talked about how women sit, how they walk, words they use and words they don’t. Actually, they talked, and I listened, and I tried to do what they said.

Being a woman is quite a bit different than being a man. When a man walks, for instance, he’s got a couple of ball bearings between his legs that don’t make for good lubrication. That’s why men stomp around, and walk with a swagger. It’s all in the balls. Zelda even told me that she knew a guy came once who had no balls. He lost them, but he still had a prick, and it still got hard enough for him to want to pretend he could fuck.

“He walked just like a lady,” crowed Zelda. “Smooth as silk, one leg in front of the other. If you got in back of him you wouldn’t know it was a man…you’d think it was a woman in man clothes.”

“He sure tried to fuck, though. He’d always wear out two or three girls. It was sad though.”

“How come?” I asked.

“‘Cause he’d get this desperate look in his eyes. I think losin’ his balls really affected him.”

“It did,” Zelda put in. “After the house closed up he moved across the river. Tried the house down in Clover, but they wouldn’t put up with him wearin’ out girls and they told him not to come back.”

“Shame,” Granny shook her head.

“Sure was. He kilt himself a couple of years later.”

We were silent then. We had been sipping booze all afternoon, and the thought of a man killing himself created some maudlin feelings.

Granny turned to me. “Just goes to show. You take care of your balls good. You hear me.”

“I will.”

Zelda laughed. “I’ll take care of your balls.”

Granny grinned. “I figured you would.”

“What?” I asked rather stupidly.

“You’re about to get your ashes hauled, boy. Uh, girl. Zelda is going to show you how the pros do it. So you do what she says and you‘ll come back down a happy man.”

“He’ll come down sad…sad to leave me.”

Zelda stood up and took my hand, tugged me to my feet. I stood and wavered, a little drunk, a little high on heels, and she pulled me into the house.

We ascended the stairs, and we both started giggling. Me cause I was embarrassed and didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, and her because she was looking forward to popping my cherry.

“Where’s your room?”

“Third floor. My Mama’s old room.”

“Oh, Lordie. I know that room well. On off days your Mama and I would sit up there and eat each other’s pussy and look over the countryside.”

“Oh,” that was a surprise. I always thought of my Mama as a lady who went to the grocery store and smacked me a good one if I acted up. To find out that she…well…it was a shock to my brain.

We entered my room and Zelda started stripping me…slowly.

“Never move too fast,” she said. “Men like to feel the build up. And it gives them the time to get nice and hard. Nothing’s worse than looking forward to a good fuck and the man being limp.”

“Oh,” more to think about. How to please a man. How to excite a man. I was a man, but I was going to have to do that.

She got my dress off, then giggled at the corset. “I should make you wear it. Harder than shit to move good, real frustrating for a guy.”

But she began unlacing the thing, and shortly I was able to actually breath.

“You got a good body,” she whispered, then she kissed me.

She was a woman who had kissed a thousand men. Ten thousand men, and she knew how it was done. It was like she was part of my lips, inside my lips, and I felt like she was gobbling her way through to my soul.

Her hands roamed over my body as she extracted essence from my lips. She felt my nipples, ran her hands over them, her fingers, caused me to experience a thousand different sensations, and all of them good.

She pushed me back on the bed and began sucking my cock. Her educated mouth made me stiffer than I had imagined possible, and her hands fondled my testicles till I thought they were going to die and go to heaven.

Then she hopped up and sat on top of me, her hands on my belly, my cock sticking up in front of her. “You just came today.”

“How’d you know?” I blurted.

“You take as much cock as I have and you’ll know, too. Now, here’s the deal, I ain’t gonna let you cum for a while. We need to build you up a bit. But you’re going to be inside of me, and we need to educate you on how to move, what to do, the ways to please a man.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t look so sad,” she chuckled. She moved up, straddled me and slid down my long shaft.

My first fuck, a real fuck, not my hands, and it was heaven. I think if she had let me I could have cum again. Her love canal was that sweet and juicy. But she had a grip on me, and she was watching me careful like, and she said, “What’s this feel like?”

I felt her muscles, deep inside her pussy, and they were running over the head of my cock.

“How are you doing that?” I asked, amazed.

“Never mind, just tell me what it feels like.”

I described the feeling of her muscles running over my skull.

“Yep,” she said. “And there’s exercises I’ll show you that can help you do that.”

“Even though I’m a guy?”

“Even though. In fact, men got different muscles, bigger muscles, and your man pussy will make a cock feel a lot better than this.

‘This’ was driving me crazy. God, it felt good.

“Now, when you tilt your hips like this, just a little, watch…” she began to rise up, and it was like she was sliding a too small ring up the length of my member.

I grunted.

“Don’t try to cum.”

“Okay…but it’s hard.”

“‘Course it is. But you got to learn it. There’s gonna come a time when some guy’s been lasting too long, and you’re going to have to make him cum. If you want to save wear and tear on your pussy.”

She got off me then and lubed up her finger. “Now, I’m going to stick my finger up there, and I want you to try to tilt your hips like I did.

I was actually looking forward to this. I couldn’t wait to have something up my ass again.

She inserted her digit, fast but gentle. With her other hand she helped me figure out how to tilt my hips. “That’s it. Now, when I pull my finger out feel what it feels like.”

She pulled her finger out slowly, and it was excruciating.

“And if it feels that good for you, just imagine what it feels like on a prick. Or just remember what it felt like when I did it to your prick.”

She stuck her finger up there again. No, it was two fingers now. I wiggled my butt in a circle to make sure, and, sure enough. Two fingers. She began to hook and dance her fingers in me, and I let out a groan. “Feels good, eh?”

I nodded, could barely speak, was gulping. And she had a firm grip on my cock with her other hand, making sure I couldn’t squirt.

“Okay, now this little trick is…” she began to do things inside me then, and I thought my asshole explode into shards of paradise. Shortly I was sobbing with horniness and begging her to let me cum. She wouldn’t, though. Not until I had learned my lessons.

I sat on the chair on the front porch. I was slumped, barely perched, and too tired to sit up straight.

“How’d he do?” Granny asked, sipping her morning cup of coffee. For a change, it was hot coffee. I had chopped enough wood and she had fired up the stove.

“A chip off the old block. Penny’d’ve been proud.”

Granny nodded. “I had a feeling he had the talent.”

“God given,” agreed Zelda, sipping her own coffee.

“Hey, Jodie.”

I looked at Granny.

“You want some breakfast?”

I just smiled and gave a slight shake of my head.

“Told you,” grinned Zelda.

Granny nodded. “Well, we’re going to have a visi—hello. Who’s that?”

She shaded her eyes and looked down the drive.

In the morning mist a slender shape came up the drive. It was a woman, and she was carrying a carpet bag.

“Is that Ronnie?”

“It is.”

“Now what the hell has Ronnie been doing all this time?”

“I heard he worked for old Man Harkins.”

The figure was growing more distinct in the morning sunlight. She was going to be easy to see once she came out from under the shade of the trees.

“Old man Harkins? He’s too old to get a boner.”

“You know Ronnie, she don’t like boners.”

Then the woman stepped into the sunlight. She wore a purple dress, high heels—which must have been hell to walk all the way down the drive in—and a floppy sun bonnet.

“Zelda and Granny were quiet for a moment, until the woman was within talking distance.”

“Ronnie, how you been?”

The woman didn’t answer. She just mounted the steps. She had a thin face, but pretty. Her hair was cut shoulder length and straight. She moved her head to toss back a bang.

“I quit my job.”

Samuel stood up and walked around the table. He set next to Ronnie and licked her ankle.

“Git, you hound,” she commanded affectionately, which command Samuel ignored.

“Lord, honey. I’m open, but I ain’t got the business, yet.”

“I ain’t goin’ back.” And it looked like she was planted on the porch like her heels had roots all the way down to the earth and deep into it.

Granny sighed. “Well, you know I love you, and I’ll pay you when I can. Your old room is right where you left it.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Ronnie walked into the house.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“That was Ronnie, and you want to be careful.”

“Careful?”

Zelda: “Ronnie’s like you, a guy, but he only cooks, he never fucks.”

I was a bit confused. “Isn’t that strange?”

Granny and Zelda looked at each other and I figured I had said something wrong. Fortunately, it wasn’t that wrong, and they corrected me gently.

“Hell, girl. Anybody in this business is strange.”

Oh, I had judged him. But I hadn’t meant to. It just sort of came out that way.

“Ronnie doesn’t pal with women or men. He’s friendly enough with both, but partial to neither.”

“And he’s good with a knife.”

“That he is.”

They let that sit for a second, then Zelda added, “If Sheriff Addams can’t stop it, Ronnie can. But he ain’t gentle, like Addams.”

“Lord no. He handles that knife of his like he knows how to cook.”

Then both of the ladies were giggling. I was starting to understand something of this sense of humor they had, and to like it. But it was weird.

The morning commenced like the last day had ended; me taking lessons. The good news was that now I had experience and could understand what they were talking about.

“When you come in the front room, where all the ladies is sitting and waiting, and it’s all tense, move to the right.”

“The right? How come?”

“We don’t know. But when the ladies is upset you start circling right around the room and they all calm down.”

“What happens if you move to the left.”

“Don’t know. But right works, so why mess with it.”

And: “Find out what kind of drink he likes first off. Man likes to be catered to. And drinks makes friends fast.

And: “No matter what size dick he’s got, tell him it’s big. You don’t have to gush, but you got to be appreciative.”

“You tell him it’s small, or even give a look that says it’s small, and he’s going to knock your head off.”

“Or worse.”

And so the lessons went. All morning. Through lunch, which was made by Ronnie and was hot and delicious. And into the early evening.

At first I was feeling a bit overwhelmed, there was so much to remember. But they kept quizzing me, and not getting upset when I didn’t remember enough, and I started making sense out of the whole thing.

After dinner, which was downright amazing, I had a chance to ask Granny, “How’d you get all this food? You had nothing in the pantry the other day.”

“Once people know we’re open they start giving credit. They hope to get some advances, too.”

“So now you got people coming up to work, electricity is turned on, and food. Just from being open.”

“Honey,” she said with a happy smile. “This here house has a reputation.”

“Wow.” I remembered Mama trying to get credit once. They treated her like shit. What a come down, from working in this place, where people threw credit at you, and you wore fancy dresses, to raising a brat like me.

Not that I was really a brat, but you get what I mean.

Zelda had been standing next to us, and she said, “Whyn’t you tell him?”

Granny twisted her lips and considered her, then she considered me, but she didn’t say anything.

“Hell,” Zelda blurted. “She’s able to get everything up and running on your name.”

“My name?”

“Sure. She tells the power company that Penny’s child is come to work and everything starts up. You think they turn on the power without a big deposit? Especially for a house as big as this one?”

“Well, I hadn’t thought.”

Zelda snorted.

Granny said, “I’m afraid he’ll leave.” ‘He’ll,’ not ‘she’ll’.

Zelda: “Hell, Jodie ain’t going no where. Look at his face. He’s glowing. He’s lovin’ this. He’s like Penny come home and realized how much she’s missed it all. And his body, it’s better than Penny’s, except for the boobs. But we could get him those. And his face. Man, she’s a chameleon. She could be boy or girl and everybody would still love her.

“Yeah, but is he staying.”

“She’s staying,” Zelda stated emphatically.

I realized that I had started a hornet’s nest. They were talking, and Granny had some deep seated reservations about me. And, considering that Mama had left her, she probably should.

Granny had opened her mouth, and there was something very sad in her, and she was going to say something, but I cut in. “I’ll stay.”

She blinked and closed her mouth.

Zelda started chuckling, then slapped Granny on the back. “I told you.”

“Don’t you glad hand me. And it’s all talk. And talk is cheap.” Yet something was breaking up inside Granny. For once in my life I might’ve said the right thing.

“Don’t be an asshole.”

“Eat my pussy.”

They were trading insults to get past the moment.

“I wouldn’t eat your pussy cause it smells.”

“Then you can eat my asshole.”

“That really sm—“

BEEP! BEEP!

Argument stopped, and Granny muttered, “Now who in hell…”

We stopped talking and stepped out of the foyer and onto the porch. A car was parked on the drive, a bit to the side, and we couldn’t see much for the lack of light.

“You need to get the lights fixed,” observed Zelda.

“Yep,” and Granny peered into the darkness.

A big shape came to the stairs and mounted them, and stepped into the lights.

“Buster! Buster Addams!” Zelda went forward and grabbed the big man’s arm.

It was the redneck sheriff. The one who stuck his thumb in my shoulder bone and was so nosy…and then let me go.

Buster hugged Zelda, then gave a softer, but just as sincere, hug to Granny. He whispered in Granny’s ear, “You’re looking young as ever, sweetheart, but you’re still too much woman for me.”

Granny just grinned and her eyes glinted with pleasure.

“What brings you out here, lawdog?” Zelda asked. Granny yelled out, “Ronnie, could we have some drinks? Sheriff Addams is here.”

“I just heard a rumor you was opening, and then I saw some kid on the road today, wondered if he really did belong to…hello! Who’s this sweet, young lady?”

He actually bent at the waist, took my hand, and kissed it.

Lord, how I blushed.

“This is the kid,” Granny stated with a big smile.

Addams, ‘Buster,’ blinked, and his face went still. “Well, holy fucking fuck on roller skates. I thought he looked like Penny, but this…this…”

He moved around me, and I was struck by the difference in our bodies. He had big shoulders, a bit of a paunch, and he was a red neck, had that roll of fat over his back collar, but he was strong. He had a presence to him, took no nonsense, got the job done.

A man used to violence, but didn’t want any less’n you wanted it. And then you better watch out.

Finally, done with lookin’, he said, “Is she ready for business?”

I knew exactly what he was asking. Could he buy me for a bit.

“No,” said Granny.

“Zelda softened it, “He’ still got some rough edges, got a lot to learn. You give us a week and—“

“Yes,” I said.

They all stopped and stared at me.

“If you can handle some rough edges, and forgive me any mistakes I might make, I’m ready.”

Granny looked like she was ready to throw in the towel, if she could figure out where the towel was.

And Zelda just stood there and sort of smiled.

Buster considered me. “You’re a pretty girl,” he was testing me out.

“And I heard you got the biggest cock of any lawdog this side of the Miss. I sure hope you won’t hurt me.”

His face started to grin. Bigger and bigger.

“You sure do look like your mother.”

“I do thank you, sir. Would you like a drink before we go upstairs?”

At that moment Ronnie walked in with a tray. She held it out and Buster took his drink, quaffed it in one toss, and reached for my hand. “If you’re ready then I am.”

I took his hand and led him upstairs. He was big and strong, but he was also out of shape. He was puffing by the time we reached the third floor.

I led him to my room and opened the door.

We moved into the room and he closed the door with a heel. He took me in his arms then, and kissed me.

I tried to kiss him back, but I don’t think I was very good. It was hard to kiss like a receiver than a giver.

Still, he didn’t seem to mind, and he sat down and started taking off his clothes.

“Let me,” I said.

In spite of the corset I managed to bend enough to tug off his boots. He unbuttoned his shirt and I unbuckled his pants.

He had a normal-sized weenie, not big, not small, certainly not as big as mine, but I gushed over it. “You gotta be gentle with me. I didn’t know it was going to be like this.”

Inside I was trembling. I had never held a man’s penis. Heck, I never even seen another man’s penis before!

“Don’t you worry honey. Now climb up on this bed and let’s see who’s your daddy.”

I climbed up, pulled my bloomers down, and tried to keep my dick pulled up out of sight with the other hand. It was awkward, but Zelda had told me what men like to see, what they liked to pretend.

The sheriff moved up behind me, his stiff rod poked right onto my brown button. Fortunately, he remembered lube, because I hadn’t, and that saved me some grief. He slapped that lube onto my hole and I jumped.

He laughed, “Cold, ain’t it.” And he pushed lube into my hole with his big thumb. And it was big. Big and gnarly. It went in with a pop, then I was holding the narrow part of his thumb with my rectum ring.

He pushed his thumb in for a bit, swirled it around, then pulled it out. With a pop.

“Here we go, honey.”

It was amazing how quickly I had adapted to this, and all I can say is that it really must have been in my genes.

Before this day I had never fucked a woman. And I had certainly never fucked a man. But there was a certain instinct to it that just picked me up and made me move.

I wasn’t gay, but I didn’t mind a dick. I like the warm fleshy tube pushing through me, opening me up. I lost hold of my package, but that was okay. Now he was in me, and the perception was over. He was fucking me like I was a woman. He had my back to him, and it was slender, like a woman’s back. He had my buns, and they were round and soft, like a woman’s.

Most of all, he had my hole. It was like a woman’s a real, live pussy, but with the uniqueness of an anus.

He began to saw in and out, taking his time, appreciating the feel, and I tried to remember all the things Zelda and Granny had told me. Hold your breath like this, tilt the hips like that. Move and pull. Give a wiggle there.

It must have been a while since the sheriff had cum, because he didn’t last long. Or maybe it was just that I was that good. At any rate, five minutes later he was zipping up his pants, and I laid on the bed and luxuriated in the feeling of semen leaking out of my asshole. I was going to have to clean myself off, and get all fixed up again, but I had done it. I had managed to live up to my mother’s reputation, and I had saved the family fancy house from going under.

And I had had a pretty good time doing it, too.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


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.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


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

[image: ]

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


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


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

‘My grandmother Feminized Me!’

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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