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PART ONE

“I’ve had enough!” I yelled. “That’s it! I’m done.”

Tony blinked and looked at me.

He was sitting on the patio, naked, drinking a bourbon and Coke and contemplating his boner. Correction, his used to be boner.

I was standing behind him, a pair of high heels dangling from one hand.

“What? Honey? Too much sun?”

“Too much sun? Are you kidding me? You moron! You retard!”

“Hey, I might be, but unless you tell me why, unless you show me the proof, you aren’t going to convince me.”

There was a twinkle in his eye. I could tell that he knew what I was upset about, and he was enjoying it.

“I’m talking about this!” I walked around him, took one shoe and slapped it onto his foot.

Drip, drip. White goo slithered out from between his foot and the high heel.

“Ooh, how kinky. You’ve had enough of my manly ways and now you want to feminize me.

“ARGH!” I screamed. I pressed the other high heel on his other foot and smushed that one about. I buckled both of them in place and yelled, “I’m talking about you masturbating. I find your sperm in the shower. I find it in the car. I find it in bed, and now I find it in my heels!”

He looked at the high heel on his foot as if just noticing it. “Oh, that.”

“Yes, ‘that!’”

“Oh, well.”

“Well!”

And he laughed. The son of a bitch actually laughed. Here I am suffering from an overdose of his testosterone and he has the nerve to fucking laugh at me!

“This is funny?” I was so angry I was close to tears.

“Well, it is, sort of.”

“Maybe you better explain the humor before I go Lizzie Borden on you!”

He sighed, took a big sip, placed his glass on the table and said, “Well, honey, it’s simple. I am a lusty male in my prime, and my wife doesn’t give me enough. So I am simply expressing myself in the simplest way possible.”

“So because you have a higher sex drive than me, and because you ‘express’ that drive by jacking off all over the place, I am supposed to fall deeply and madly in love with you.”

“Well, you’re already in love with me, and perhaps if we could have some give and take on this subject of sex…then perhaps we could work out a compromise.”

“A compromise? Ha! the only compromise you understand is I lay down and spread my legs whenever you get the urge. “

“That sounds like a good compromise,” he said ruminatively.

“Did you ever consider,” I snarled, “that if you took a little time and wined and dined me, showed me a little love, instead of a lot of lust, that I might be more willing.”

“I took you to MacDonald’s just last month,” he sniffed haughtily. For a second I thought he was serious, but he was just stretching out his stupid joke. His eyes had that glimmer of what he thought was fun in them.

And, I admit it, I started to get nasty. “Did you ever consider,” I spoke in a low but vindictive whisper, “that if you spent a little time trying to get me off, instead of playing with that under-sized weenie, that i might get a bit more excited about your so-called love making?”

He bit his lip to stop from laughing. A healthy eight inches, with constantly overfull balls, he was immune to my insults. He grabbed his penis with one hand and spoke to it. “Mr. Happy? Are you really a shrimp?” And then he spoke out of the side of his mouth, as if his dick was answering. “I admit it, eight inches is too small on this planet of over-sized cunts.”

I actually screamed in frustration, and he started laughing.

So I took his glass of bourbon and Coke, placed it on the patio, slid my shorts and panties down and squatted over it. Glaring at him, I released my bladder. A big, stream of yellow liquid filled the glass and overflowed on the patio.

He was silent for a second, then he started chuckling. I tell ya, nothing but nothing bothers that knucklehead.

I stood up, pulled up my panties and shorts, picked up the glass and threw it in his face.

“Hey!” He stood up, and bourbon, Coke and pee drained off him. He was taller in the heels, and unsteady.

“Not so funny now, is it? Mr. Jacker offer!”

For a second I thought that might have the desired response, a little seriousness, but it didn’t. So I didn’t tell him about my joke. That I would let him find out for himself.

I turned and walked back into the house. A tight grin on my face, I listened to the splash as he jumped into the pool.

Too late, hubby of mine. I gotcha, and I wasn’t going to let go. The time to forgive and forget was over.

What I didn’t understand was that the ‘gotcha’ I had just done was going to have some far reaching effects.

I went into the kitchen and got out the good bottle of bourbon, Blanton’s Original Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. Two hundred smackeroonies a bottle, when on sale.

I filled a glass with ice, half filled the glass with bourbon, then ruined it with Coke. I sipped, and smiled. Tony might be an idiot in some ways, but when he turned me on to good bourbon he did me a favor.

I sauntered back out to the pool.

Tony was in the shallow end. He was balanced on one foot in the water and his hands below the surface. He had a perplexed expression on his face.

I went to the lounge chair and sat in it.

He looked at me and struggled below the surface.

“Hi, hon. I was mad, but I’m okay now.”

“Oh. What?” What is…” he changed feet, and continued his struggles.

“Something wrong?” I asked as I sipped at the ambrosia in my glass.

“Yeah,” he grunted, lost his balance, and regained it quickly. “These shoes. The leather must have shrunk, I can’t get them…” he pulled on the high heels, wiggled about, and was confused.

“Actually, I wasn’t mad at all.”

“That’s good,” he answered vacantly, focused on his foot problems.

“I just wanted to take your attention off your feet for 30 seconds.”

“That’s…uh…” his face was turning red with frustration, then he looked at me. “What?”

“That’s what it took, 30 seconds, for the glue to set.”

He froze, stopped struggling against the shoes. “You didn’t,” he started to turn white.

“I did. You have your little jokes, and I have mine. And if you are going to jack off in my shoes, and on the front porch and in the damned mail box…”

He gave a brief grin, “That was a good one. You reached in and grabbed a big handful of…” then he stopped grinning. “You really put super glue on these shoes?”

“Best glue in the world. Binary. I had to hurry out and slap those puppies on you before they dried. I only had 60 seconds. 30 seconds to get them to you, and 30 seconds to dry. How they feel? Are they a good fit?”

“You…you…” he was definitely white now.

“I…I…captain,” I giggled. “I tell ya, Tony, man of mine, maybe there’s something to this constant practical joking of yours. It is pretty funny.”

He emerged from the pool, climbing up the steps in the shallow end. He was dripping, and as he placed his high heel clad tootsies on the cement his ankles wobbled.

“Careful, baby. You don’t want to fall down in your new heels.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered as he stomped past me. And I have to tell you, there is nothing quite so funny as a man in high dudgeon trying to stomp in high heels.

I stood up and sauntered after him, sipping my drink and enjoying the moment thoroughly.

And, shouldn’t I? After the years of being the butt of his stupid jokes, he was officially the butt of mine.

He wobbled and staggered a bit as he entered the house, and I said, “You know, it makes your butt pooch out a bit. How cute.”

“Har de har har,” he muttered.

“You know, I have a little dress that would go well with those heels. Want to give it a try?”

He walked through the kitchen.

“Put the heel down first, let me hear your heels click.”

He opened the door and entered the garage. I followed him and watched as he rummaged through the work bench.

“Oops? Did somebody lose the solvent for his super glue?”

He turned, and his face was quite serious. “Where is it?” How he managed not to add ‘bitch’ I’ll never know.

“Oh, that old stuff? I just did a little spring cleaning. De-kluged the house. Might have gotten thrown into the garbage.”

Tony stared at me, and for the first time I realized that he might be a little angry. That was fine with me. I couldn’t count the number of times I had gotten angry over his stupid sense of humor.

He walked over to to the step to the kitchen and pressed the button on the wall. The garage door went up.

He grabbed a large towel off the washing machine walked out the open door, and his heels actually started to give measly little clicks on the pavement.

And that was bad, because, for the first time, I felt something. Seeing him with that towel wrapped tight around his tush, hearing the first actual ‘tap, tap’ of his heels…I felt something.

A heat in my loins. A moisture.

And his buttocks actually swayed back and forth as he marched down the driveway.

And I felt a heat in my nipples.

Fuck! What was this?

He held the towel with one hand and turned and twisted and bent to look in the garbage can…and it presented the flesh of his upper body as I had never seen it. Or imagined it.

He was slender, and the way he was bent it made his pectoral look bigger. Like…like it was a breast.

My breath caught. I stared, and my mind went riot.

My husband in high heels, his butt poked out, nice and round and sexy, his heels clicking like a woman’s, an announcement of ‘here comes the sex,’ and…I felt warm.

I felt like I had a sunburn exploding from my pussy. It was so intense I actually rubbed a hand across my groin.

And from that moment on I became a woman with a mission.

He turned and glared at me. No more Mr. Funny Boy. He started up the drive, and I turned and hit the button. The door started to come down, and a look of panic came across his face.

“Hey!” And he tried to run, but being a beginner in heels he was very awkward, uncoordinated, and slow.

But I was fast. I ran through the kitchen and reached the front door before he could. I turned the lock just as he grabbed the door knob. He started to pound and yell, and I was already running across the house. I slid the patio doors shut, clicked the lock, then ran for the back door. I just barely made it. The knob jiggled less than two seconds after I locked it, and then more pounding.

“Jill! Let me in! This isn’t funny.”

I ran back to the big room and grabbed my cell phone. I was already talking when Tony reached the sliding doors and tried them.

Oh, the look on his face. He was turning red, white and blue. I had never seen him so mad.

Well, he was going to get madder. I turned my back on him as he yelled through the glass.

Why he didn’t just break a window I’ll never know. I would have, had our situation been reversed. but he didn’t, and by the time I was done making my phone calls he was sitting on the lounge chair, staring at the pool in high funk.

He had put the towel aside and was just sitting there, naked, thinking. I watched him, but he didn’t move, then I heard the doorbell.

Ding Dong!

He heard it, too, and he sat up and looked around at me, a puzzled expression on his face.

I went to the kitchen and looked out. Rod and Sally. Good. I yelled out, “Go around the side yard.”

Rod was a big fellow. Lots of muscles, and Sally was a little girl, a Jeff and Mutt, in a way, but nice people, and always ready for a party.

They waved and made their way around the house. I ran to the window and watched.

Tony was still sitting on the lounge chair, but when he heard the gate open he started looking around frantically. He heard their footsteps, and when Rod called out he grabbed the towel and wrapped it around his waist. He darted this way and that, little steps as he frantically looked for a way out of his situation.

No way, bozo.

“Hey, Tony!” Rod called out, a big grin on his face.

“How’s it hanging, Tony!” Sally laughed.

And that’s when I saw it, and my mouth dropped open. Tony had a monster boner. It poked through the towel, made a bump eight inches out. Well, maybe six. It was bent down a bit.

Rod and Sally stopped and stared, then they both grinned.

“Hey, uh…I…can you…come back later?”

He was trying to turn, to hide his boner, but a monster like that…it wasn’t going to go silently into the night.

And, poor me, one more reason to lick my lips. I mean, him standing there so embarrassed and humiliated, I was finding new levels of horniness. I actually felt a little blossom of heat down there, and If I so much as sat down I was going to squirt.

Rod and Sally just laughed, and Rod placed a bag of ice cold beer on the ledge of the brick barbecue. He reached in, opened a can, and tossed it to Tony. “Looks like you need this more than I do.”

Then Jack and Shiela came out of the side yard. Jack had a bottle of Jack Daniels in one hand and a six pack of Coke in the other. Shiela had some plastic cups and a bag of party food.

“Hey, guys, saw you coming through the side and—“ Jack stopped and stared.

Tony shriveled up. His dick may have been big and healthy, but his whole body resembled an old man’s, a pruny, old man’s. He just bent over, tried to hide, and slumped down on the lounge chair. “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. His face had gone from colors to grey, to ashen.

“So, uh, how’s it going, Tony.”

I thumbed the intercom and said, “Tony played a joke on me. He jacked off in my high heels, the same high heels you see super glued to his feet.”

Everybody was silent. Tony’s mouth was opening and closing like the proverbial fish’s. They had noticed the shoes, but hadn’t mentioned them because, well, because the sight of Tony and his boner was more compelling. But now, their attention drawn to that article of feminine foot apparel, they stared, and then they started to laugh.

And laugh and laugh.

Poor Tony. He was back from ashen to eighteen shades of tomato. He was taller, his butt was pooched, and his dick stuck out and throbbed and pulsed under the thin, towel.

“Hey, guys!” It was Samantha and Johnny. They brought the chips and more beer.

I locked the front door, went to the side yard, and placed the key under a brick, a brick which Tony would never look under. I sashayed through the side yard and turned into the back yard.

Tony was on me like a flash. “Is the front door open? Where’s the key? You gotta get me out of this.”

I ignored him and greeted our guests.

I shook hands, exchanged hugs, air kissed, and made everybody feel welcome.

And everybody was all grins.

Tony stood to one side and looked like he wanted to die. Then he sidled up to Jack. “Hey, buddy, can you…I need some clothes.”

“Huh? What for? Is the breeze getting to be too much?” There was no breeze and the sun was summer hot.

“No, I’m serious. you have to help me out!”

“Do you remember when you gave me that candy apple?”

Tony opened his mouth slightly, and his eyes widened. He remembered. he had stayed up late one night making caramel apples…with onions. He had passed out the beer to stifle the taste buds, then laughed hysterically as the guys took a few bites, then realized what was happening.”

Tony turned to Rod. “Rod, you got help me. I know you have some super glue dissolver in your garage.”

“Well, I do,” grinned Rod. “Do you remember the mouse?”

The mouse. Tony remembered, and his face fell. He had caught a mouse in a trap, and stuffed the body into the toe of one of Rod’s shoes. Rod had kept trying to push his foot into the shoe, felt the soft mushy thing and figured it was a bit of sock. He reached in and pulled out…the dead mouse.

Tony turned to Johnny. “Johnny! You’re my last hope! Help me out here!”

Johnny grinned. “Do you remember when you coated my soap with transparent nail polish? I kept scrubbing and scrubbing, and still smelled.”

And, finally, he threw himself on my mercy. “Honey, I know I’ve played a lot of jokes, and maybe some of them weren’t funny, but…but this is beyond that. This really isn’t funny. Let me go back in the house.”

I studied his desperate face, then turned to the others, “Let’s party!”

Everybody whooped and yelled, and we broke into the beer, ate the chips, and I turned up the boombox.

Tony sat on the lounge chair and drank beer. Funny, no matter how much he drank, he wasn’t getting drunk enough to get over his funk.

I poured a bit of Jack Daniels into his next beer and waited.

Rod and Sally and Jack and Shiela were dancing to the music. Johnny and Samantha were in the pool, hanging on the side as they guzzled beer. It was pretty obvious he was coping a feel as they laughed and giggled.

“How’s it going, stud,” I wandered over to Tony.

“I’ll never forgive you,” he muttered.

“Oh,” I ripped his towel off.

“Hey!” he grabbed for it, but I tossed it up on the roof. Now he was totally naked, standing up, and everybody stared at his big cock.

“Shit, Tony,” said Rod. “If that was any bigger I’d call it a dick.”

Tears squeezed out of Tony’s eyes.

“Wow,” muttered Sally. The other two girls just stared, and, I swear, Samantha licked her lips.

And the party continued. Just like that. I mean, what was Tony supposed to do? He had no covering, he had no way into the house, and nobody felt sorry for him. So he just stood there in his high heels and boner and suffered.

And Samantha said, “You know, Tony. You actually look pretty good in high heels.”

Tony lowered his head and tried to face away.

Shiela grabbed his arm and turned him back. “You know, he does. Look at how his calves pop. You shave those legs and put some nylons on them and…and they’re sexier than mine.

Johnny shivered. “Now that’s a scary thought. Tony in drag.”

We all laughed, but we were all drunk, and the idea had just suddenly been kicked into the arena.

The guys and gals gathered then, and they inspected poor Tony’s body. They weren’t smiling, but assessing it.

Johnny was grossed, but the other two were musing. The girls, of course, leaped on the idea.

“Panty hose,” remarked Samantha.

“Fuck the hose,” put in Sally. “Garters and real nylons. And maybe we should put him in a tummy shaper.”

“Tummy shaper? Why? When we could just make him wear a corset.”

“I’ve got a wig…”

And the ideas flew around.

Tony, of course, shied away. Holding a beer heavily topped with whiskey, he slid into the pool. He sat on the shallow steps, obviously wishing his hard on would go away and sort of sank in on himself.

And the ideas kept going round and round.

“His color wouldn’t need much blush.”

“Primer,” we need to get rid of that little scar on his chin.”

“I would love to plump up those lips. Make them super red…”

“…and lots of gloss. He’s got lovely lips.”

“Is his hair long enough to style?”

“I’ve got a wig that is perfect for…”

Tony ignored us. He had no idea what was going on. Heh heh.

“But do you really think we can get him to agree to letting us give him a makeover?”

We girls were silent over that. Then Rod held out his cell phone. “Watch…”

The cell phone was focused on Tony’s high heels. The viewpoint circled from the rear to the side, then started traveling up the legs. The calves came into view, sexy.

“I used a filter that tends to hide the hair,” he explained.

Everybody was fascinated.

“I can add a voiceover, how about something like,” he made his voice deep like an announcer, “Tony Charles is a man with a secret.”

The video rose higher, and showed Tony’s backside. It just barely hid his cock, and his butt looked so round and sexy and…feminine. The high heels made it looked sexy.

“Wow,” Sally marveled. “That is feminine!”

And the video rose higher, to reveal the back, and then Tony turned, and his male chest was revealed.

“He looks like he’s going to have tits…until he doesn’t!”

“So what’s this for, Rod?” I asked.

He gave a smirky, little smile. “Blackmail.”

We were all silent at that. And we were all coming to grips with the fact that we could make this happen. We could feminize Tony, get him back for all those bad jokes.

And I…I felt so damn wet they were going to have to follow me around with a mop.

“Okay,” Samantha said, “How we going to do this.”

“We have to stop laughing. He can’t take it as just part of the joke.”

“So we’re serious. What else.”

“I’ll give him a hand job,” Samantha blurted.

We all turned and stared at her.

Yes, we were all drunk, and we were all friends. During a Christmas party Sally had made out with Johnny, and we had all cheered.

And during a summer barbecue Jack and Sally spent a lot of time in a closet, giggling and laughing, and were red-faced and holding hands when they came out.

But nobody had ever, as far as we all knew, crossed the ‘sex’ line.

We all looked at Tony, sitting in the pool. Tony, who had punked us one and all, and laughed merrily at our discomfiture.

We looked at each other.

Johnny shrugged. “Hey, what’s a hand job between friends?”

We all grinned and kept looking at one another, and there was a lot of lust in our looks.

Heck, everybody always wonders about sex with everybody, if that makes sense.

I had certainly checked out the packages of every man there, and I knew the other girls were equally as guilty.

And if those guys hadn’t stared at our tits then they had no cocks. And I certainly knew they all had cocks.

And we had always been close friends, and kissed and hugged, and even copped a cheap feel or two.

But this was premeditated masturbation. Masturbation in the first degree, if you will.

“I’d go further, if I had to,” Samantha blurted, and immediately, in spite of the alcohol, turned bright red. “I‘m just saying,” she muttered.

And Johnny said, “I’m all right with that,” and he looked at me.

I said, “I’d be all right…if Tony agrees.”

“We all have to agree,” somebody said, and we all stood there, nervous, apprehensive, and nodding.

This was a big step.

“Okay,” I said. “We have the stick in Rod’s video.”

“Try the carrot, first,” interjected Shiela.

“Absolutely.”

“And we have the carrot,” I nodded.

Sally: “But we have to present this like we were all sober.”

“Good luck with that,” snickered Jack, and we all chuckled.

“We have to not laugh. We have to make it not a joke.”

“He’ll know.”

“He doesn’t know anything. Look at him.”

We all turned our heads. Tony was sitting in the pool, on the first step, his dick was sticking up and he was head bent and mumbling. It almost looked like the was talking to his penis.

“Okay,” I said “Are we ready to make this happen?”

Head nods.

“Then, let’s do it!”

We all turned and approached Tony.

Tony was drunk. The Jack Daniels had finally loosened him up.

“Hey, Tony,” Rod greeted him.

Tony looked up and blinked.

“Honey,” I said. “We need to ask you to do something.”

“Oh,” he looked down at the drink in his hand. He sighed. His cock looked so magnificent, the big, red head poking out of the water.

“Yes,” said Sally. “We’ve decided to forgive you all your practical jokes.”

He looked up and stared at us.

“Yes,” I added. “And I’ll get you the super glue dissolver.”

“What’s the catch?”

We were all silent for a long second, then Rod said, “The girls want to transform you.”

“What? Transform…how?”

“We want to give you a make over,” Samantha was staring at his penis, talking to his penis The girl wanted it bad. I wondered if it was a good idea to turn her loose on Tony’s dick.

“Oh. Hunh.” He lowered his head again.

“You’ll be able to get out of those heels.”

“And you’ll be able to put on clothes.”

And he said, “Go fuck yourselves.”

And that did it. If anything ever firmed up a group, it was that. We retreated, and now it was more than just delivering a practical joke. Now it was business.

“Okay,” said Rod, “How we going to do this.”

“More alcohol.”

“I’ll suck him a bit.”

We all looked at Samantha, then laughed.

I went out the side gate, let myself into the house, and got the bottle of good bourbon. When I came back Samantha was in the pool, sitting next to Tony, and she had his cock in her hand.

He was staring at her, open mouthed, and I was pretty sure she had just told him how much she wanted to feel his dick in her mouth.

And pussy.

Heysoos shaved his favorite cat, I was going to let another woman fuck my husband, maybe three women, if I recognized the hungry looks on the faces of the others.

I poured a drink, a stiff one, for Tony, and I realized that I was okay with that. It was just sex, and when everything was done the greatest practical joker of all time would be punked.

Yes.

I went to the pool and interrupted Tony and Samantha. I handed Tony a drink and smiled. “Sounds like you have a chance to get lucky. Very lucky.”

“Yeah, but…but…” he was drunk, horny and confused.

“And I may never let this happen again. Better take advantage of it while you can.”

I walked away, and I could feel his eyes on me.

I returned to the group, took a big swig, and handed the bottle to Rod, who passed it around.

Back at the pool Tony was in deep conversation with Samantha. I knew he was coming up with objections, and that Samantha was handling them.

Then she pushed him back and lowered her head Right there, in front of God and everybody, she was sucking his dick.

She was good, I’ll give her that. We all watched as her head bobbed. We watched her red mouth devour his cock, then let it out. Again and again, and Tony was propped up on his hands, leaning back, and he suddenly opened his eyes and stared at us.

And we stared at him.

Then Samantha stopped and started whispering to him. We knew what she was saying. “Let us do this…and I’ll suck you all the way.”

Then she leaned in and whispered, “Or, if you want, you can fuck me. I want that big, fucking cock inside me. I want to feel those big balls banging on my ass. I want you to suck on my breasts and get me off. Let us do this, Tony. Let us do this!”

And Tony, bless his heart, gave me one long searching look, to which I nodded in the affirmative, and he finally agreed.

Yes.


PART TWO

I will always remember that afternoon as the Afternoon of the Orgy. the things we did…

We started off with a quick confab.

“We need to Nair him. Get rid of all his body hair,” I said.

“Do we let him back in the house, yet?” asked Sally.

“No,” we all agreed. Yes, he was drunk, and he had agreed, but once in the house he might change his mind. So we would wait till the last minute before letting him back into the house.

“Okay. I’ve got some Nair. Do we want to style his hair?”

“Yes. If it doesn’t work we can get a wig.”

“I’ll go get my make up kit.”

I’ve got a bag of old clothes that might fit him. Lots of underwear in there.”

We tossed out ideas, made plans, and headed off in different directions.

Sally for the clothes, Shiela for the make up, I got things ready at the house, which mean I pretty much did nothing, and Samantha…Samantha was in charge of Tony.

She sat on the steps in the pool next to him, and she soothed him, kept him from thinking about things, and…rubbed his cock.

That was a strange experience, watching another woman rub his dick. Surprisingly, it didn’t bother me. I think it would have if it had been a strange woman, but this was my friend, and she had her own husband, and therefore no interest in Tony…except to experience that rather exceptional piece of meat hanging between his legs.

Tell you the truth, watching them talk and make out…it made me hornier. If that was possible. I was already about as horned up as a woman could get. I was going to make my husband into a woman. And it was just making me steam down there in pussyland. I mean, I was hot! I kept looking around, making sure nobody was watching me, and rubbing my mons, or reaching up and tweaking a nipple.

I think Samantha might have noticed, because she grinned at me. But nobody else knew I was so darned horned up. Then Johnny came up behind me and cleared his throat.

“What?” I gave a half jump.

He laughed. “Pretty fucking hot, eh?” He nodded towards where Samantha was stroking Tony.

“Well, uh…”

“You don’t have to worry. First time I saw Samantha fuck somebody else, I was a fucking iron bar for weeks. Every time I fucked her after that I had an image of her kissing, sweating, groaning, as the guy pumped his meat into her.

“Wow,” I said, ignoring my husband and Samantha and turning to Johnny. “That’s probably more than I wanted to know, but definitely what I needed to know.”

“Come on. Let’s let the love birds do their thing.”

He took my hand and led me into the house. We entered the kitchen and he made me a drink. I took it and sipped. I was leaning against the counter, and he was right next to me, sipping on his own drink.

“You want to feel my cock?”

I looked up at him. Oh, the humor on his face. This was getting crazy, and he was enjoying it.

So, what the fuck, I should enjoy it, too. “Sure.”

He unzipped, right there in my kitchen, and pulled his penis out.

It was long, but not as thick as Tony’s. It was a darker hue, and the head slightly smaller.

I turned to him, touched it, put my hand around it.

He gave a light gasp.

I reached through the zipper and felt his balls. They were big. And they were obviously full.

“How long since you last came?” I asked.

“Actually, it’s been almost a month.”

“No way!”

“Way. Sam and I have this game. She likes to edge me and edge me, take a few weeks and get me so horny I’m about ready to pop. She was going to pop me this morning, then you called.”

I looked at him. He was breathing hard, and his penis was dripping pre-cum.

“So, are you close?”

“I am.”

“So I shouldn’t do something like this too much.” I stroke his cock, slowly, and he groaned.

“Not unless…unless…” I let go.

“Holy shit! You’re like…seconds and you’ll shoot!”

“Literally,” he agreed.

“So I shouldn’t get you off.”

“Well…”

“I should?”

“The good news is that the first one is a hair trigger, and it spits out lots of cum. More than most women can swallow. And the second one takes me a while, so I can take my time and really do a good and thorough job of fucking some one.”

I stared at him. “So would Samantha mind if I, uh, took advantage of your month build up of sperm?”

He laughed. “She’s too busy to care. Besides, she’s going to be getting her own load of cum in the not too distant future.”

I thought of how eager she had been, of how she kept stroking and stroking Tony, getting him closer and closer, but not letting him go over the edge. Yes. She was going to get a humungous load of sperm.

“So I think I’d like to suck you off. Right now. All the way.”

He smiled.

Without another word, I leaned into him. I was jacking him gently, I didn’t want to lose that delicious juice too soon, and I kissed him.

It was a good kiss. Warm and moist, our lips fused as if they were made for each other, and he brought his hand up to my breast. He could feel my distend nipple and I groaned into his mouth and pressed my body against his.

Then I began to bend at the knees. I slithered down his body, watching him watch me.

I stared at his cock. I hadn’t seen another man’s cock since I got married, and it was about time.

I licked the head, put my lips around it. I glanced up and his eyes were closed. I swirled my tongue under the skull and he groaned and I could feel his knees shaking.

I took my mouth off and said, “I’m going to deep throat you.”

“You can do that?”

“Yep.”

“I warn you, it’s going to be a lot of cum!”

“That’s okay. I want a lot of cum. I haven’t had lunch.”

He laughed, and I moved my head forward and engulfed his cock, felt it move through my lips and down my throat. My lips touched the base, kissed his pubic area, and he groaned.

I held it. That is the trick, not just deep throating, but holding it, not gagging as you wait.

The look on his face, it was like Tony’s. Raw and disbelieving. His cock was disappeared, all the way down my throat, and I began to slap his balls.

It only took him a handful of seconds, maybe less than twenty, and then he held the back of my head and his hips began lurching. He wasn’t trying to fuck my face, he was just out of control. I squeezed his balls, hard, and that made it all the more sweeter for him when his sperm shot up his shaft and into my throat.

Not my mouth, my throat. I was in no danger of gagging for the semen was shooting straight down my throat and into my stomach. And there was a lot of it. At least ten mighty spurts, and I held on to his buns and kept my mouth on it the whole time.

Finally, it stopped spurting, and I began to draw back.

“Oh, holy fuck!” He whispered. “You’ve got a talent.”

“Why thank, honey child.” I giggled. Men were always blown out when they got a real deep throat job.

“Is there anything I can do for you?” He asked, whispering because he hadn’t recovered.

“Later, when you’re ready to spend a little time. I like long fucks, and after what I just did for you…I expect the longest.”

“Baby, you’ll get it.”

We walked back out to the patio, and Samantha was kissing Tony. We backed into the house and watched for a long moment. God, it was hot. I had just gotten Johnny off, I hadn’t cum and I was primed. Suddenly I heard the side gate.

“Yo, yo, yo!” shouted voices. both Sally and Shiela entered the back yard.

Samantha jumped up, and Tony stood up.

God, he was gorgeous. Standing there naked, his huge cock sticking straight out like a baseball bat.

I went over to him. “How’s it going, lover?”

“Uh…yeah.”

I laughed. He was drunk, but not incoherent.

“Are you enjoying getting your meat played with?”

He looked a little guilty. I kissed him a quick one one and said, “Go with it, handsome. I am.”

He looked at me, and through the drunkenness he got it. He looked up at Johnny, who was over talking to Sally and Shiela and Samantha.

“You…you…”

“I sucked him off. And later I might fuck him. Are you okay with that?”

We looked at each other for a long moment. Even though he was drunk he was thinking.

He said, “I guess. I mean…”

“That’s right. if you’re a good boy Samantha is going to give you the ride of your life.”

“Okay.”

And it was okay.

“Come on, Tony, let’s get you ready!”

Sally and Shiela surrounded him, grabbed his arms and pulled him towards the house. Samantha was right behind them, and she winked at me. I winked back.

Inside the house the girls made for the back bedroom. Tony stood motionless in the bathroom while they slathered his body with cream. Then they sat there and chatted, Tony stood naked and throbbing, literally in their hands, until the cream started to burn. They they shoved him in the shower, and they both stripped off their clothes and got in after him.

It was a long shower, and apparently Shiela and Sally got into a kissing match. Then they stroked him, but didn’t let him cum.

I sat on the bed with Johnny and waited. Rod and Jack were still on the patio. They didn’t have much interest in feminizing, except for seeing the finished product.

While the shower was on I played with Johnny’s dick some more, and kissed him a lot. Finally, we heard the shower turn off and everybody got out gigging. Even Tony was giggling. And harder than the dickens.

I quickly went and made him another drink, and returned in time to see the girls start his make up.

Oh, it was glorious. I watched as he sipped and they primed him, made his face a nice, little canvas. They then put blush on him, and foundation, and started working on his eyes.

Tony was entranced. He was drunk, and watching them alter his face in the mirror. From a guy who didn’t want anything to do with make up and getting feminized to this. Guys, what are you going to do with them, eh?

Suddenly I felt a hand grab mine. Johnny, and I knew exactly what he wanted. He was still horny, and he wanted me.

I let him pull me out into the hallway, and I turned and pressed up against him. My breasts squashed against his chest, and my lips pushed into his. My hands were down unzipping him and searching for that nice hunk of meat.

Suddenly it hit me. I was going to fuck a man other than my husband. And it was okay. In fact, I needed to. I backed away from him, and he looked askance at me. I pulled him, by the cock, down the hall and into the guest room.

 Closed the door gently and locked it. I turned to him. How you want to do this?”

“Every which way but loose.”

He spun me around and pushed me. I bent at the waist and put my hands on the bed.

“Doggy, style, eh? I can handle that.”

His dick fit perfectly into my hole. One shove and we were connected, then he began the slow in and out I had been promised. He was going to take his time, the edge was off, and he was about to put the edge on me.

For a long time he reamed me. He held my waist and just kept pushing in, pulling out. He put his thumb at my back door and started massaging the entrance to my rectum.

Oh, God, it felt good.

“Put it in,” I whispered. “He gently inserted his thumb, and I felt like my skin had just been electrified.

I pushed back at him, trying to gobble as much cock and thumb as I could.

Suddenly he grabbed my hair and began to pull it. It hurt, but in the most delightful way. It was submission for the sake of submission, and I found myself standing, but leaning, held up by my hair and the sawing of his cock. It caused his prick to scour parts of my pussy I hadn’t even known existed.

“Oh, fuck, you fuck,” he whispered. “This is the best pussy I’ve ever had.”

I stopped, looked over my shoulder. “What about your wife.”

He grinned. “Okay, second best.”

We laughed, then he jerked into me again.

His staying power, now that he had been drained, was incredible. I was going to have to do this with Tony. Make him wait a month, fuck him quick once, then make him fuck me forever…slowly.

Suddenly, I had an idea. “Let go!” I wrenched around and he let go.

“What’s wrong?”

“Lay on the bed. You’re going to be the bitch.”

I pushed him back and he lay on his back, a curious expression on his face.

I pushed his legs up and back and I stepped between them, then fitted his cock to my hole.

Now I was in the male dominant position, now I could control the action.

He make a weird, whining sound.

“Shhh,” I reached under him and grabbed his balls.

I began to pummel myself on his shaft, using his balls to control the action. Push and pull, squeeze for a jerk.

Then I reached under him and ran my fingers up his crack.

“What are you…OH!”

I stuck a finger in his butt.

He almost lost it right then. His hips were writhing and twisting, his butt felt like it was trying to escape, but it was really trying for more.

I fucked him then, Amazon style, and I could feel that he was getting close.

“Oh, God…” he whimpered. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

“Well, hurry up, bitch!”

And that did it. His body arched up and locked and his cock started to shoot. It was an incredibly violent cum, and his eyes were rolled back in the sockets and he was actually drooling.

For a long minute I just held still and let him have his cum. When he came down I moved very gently, and slowly, backed away. His dick flopped out of me.

“Oh, heysoos,” he whispered. “I owe you.”

“And I’ll collect, but not right now.”

He laughed, “No. Not right now.”

We straightened ourselves up, looked at each other and grinned, then left the room.

Tony’s make up was almost done, and they had done a spectacular job on him. And, they had done a little extra. I was studying the way his eyebrows had been plucked, and wondered if Tony was going to enjoy having feminine, arching eyebrows when tomorrow came, and I felt Shiela pluck at my sleeve. I followed her out of the room.

“What’s the haps, girlfriend?”

“Uh, we did something.”

“Goodie.”

“No, I mean…we got carried away.”

As if plucking his eyebrows into perfect lady brows wasn’t enough. “So what did you do?”

“Well, I accidentally used lipstain instead of lipstick. I was getting his lips all round and plump, Sally handed me a tube and I put it on and…his lips are stained.

Now that was interesting, and I got a far away look in my eyes as I thought about it.

Lipstick. Good for the day. Cold creams off.

Lipstain, good for a week, if it was the inexpensive kind. The expensive stuff could last a month. Then I realized something. “You brought the lipstick…the stain.”

She turned red. Caught.

“So you weren’t confused, you just decided to…go a little extra.”

“I…yes.”

I stood there and stared at her. She got very nervous, and I thought about all the practical jokes Tony had played, then I grinned. “Cool.”

“Then you’re not mad?”

“Heck no. After all, you’re my girlfriend, Tony’s only my husband.”

We giggled, and headed back to the bedroom.

Tony was almost done. His face was round and soft, his hard, masculine lines overwhelmed by the excellent make up job. He was wearing a wig, and it fell over his shoulders in soft curls.

Interestingly, they had managed to get his shoes off. I guess Rod had found his glue dissolver, and they took Tony’s heels off, and he rubbed his feet and they were now putting nylons on him. And he hadn’t just jumped up and run away.

And it had been some while since I had given him anything to drink.

Wouldn’t it be interesting if he was actually liking what we were doing to him?

So thinking, I went and got him another drink. I handed it to him, and was fascinated to watch his red lips sip from the glass.

Finally, Tony was dressed. He was wearing big breast forms that Sally said once belonged to her aunt, a tight, blue dress, a corset under it, nylons…everything. He was actually absolutely gorgeous.

But before the girls could bring him out of the bedroom and show him off, I realized something. “Hey, girls, he needs earrings.”

“Oh, gosh, yes,” blurted Sally. “And I’ve got the perfect pair, but….he needs to be pierced.”

“So pierce him.”

Tony had been drunk an awful long time, and that last drink I had given him had pushed him over the edge. “You gonna pierce me?” He looked at us girls owlishly.

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll get some alcohol. Sally, go get your earrings.”

Shiela and Samantha sat him down and I got the alcohol and a needle. Samantha did the honors, and she put a hole in his lobes just as Sally got back. She handed us a gorgeous pair of earrings. Big, sparkly diamonds.

“Pierce him again. Twice. Let’s really decorate him.”

So we did. When we were done he not only had the big diamond, but a couple of little strings with little diamonds on the ends. It was garish, it was too much, and it was perfect.

Grinning, we walked him down the hallway and out to the patio.

Tony stood there, blinking in the late afternoon light, and he was beautiful. He had the long legs, the big bust. His hair was down past his shoulders, and he looked like a woman. Not a man in drag, but an actual woman.

I made his next drink in a stemmed glass and handed it to him.

“Now act like a woman, honey.”

So he did. He sashayed, posed, and even spoke in a high voice.

Then we took turns dancing with him. And the guys loved it, until his cock grew big. It had been hard all day, then, since he had been sitting quietly while we made him up, it had gone down. Now, it was poking rudely out, pushing his dress out. The corset kept his waist under control, but his cock was below the lip of the thing, and it made it look even bigger.

“I’m not dancing with that,” said Jack, laughing. But the way he was looking at it.

“Then you boys won’t mind if we have a little fun with Tony,” Shiela said.

“Me first,” breathed Samantha hungrily.

They were going to adjourn to a bedroom then, but I said, “We have a pair of roll-a-beds in the garage. Why don’t you bring one out and we can watch and all take turns.”

So they did, and shortly Tony was sitting on a bed on the patio while the girls surrounded him. Shiela and Sally pushed him back and took turns kissing him. Samantha squatted over him, then sank down with a grateful groan.

The guys just stood back and watched. Johnny was okay. He had gotten his, and he was just an interested party, grinning as the girls fucked Tony.

Rod and Jack, however, were another matter. They were a bit red-faced, and Rod had his hands in his pants and was playing with himself.

“Hey, cowboy,” I quipped. “Want to ride something better than your hand?”

He looked at me blankly, so I said, “Why don’t you roll the other bed out and we can have us some real fun.”

Rod and Jack looked at each other and grinned, and they ran for the garage faster than a pair of jack rabbits with their cotton tails on fire.

They rolled the bed next to the one Tony was getting screwed on, and I sat down and spread my legs.

Rod took me first. He just pushed in between my legs, inserted, and started pumping. I hadn’t cum, so I liked it, a lot.

Jack came to the head of the bed and flopped his big cock on my face.

I took that big thing and began gulping. It was good, but it was awkward, and I finally pushed Jack and Rod off. I rolled over onto all fours and turned so I was facing crossways on the bed.

Rod plowed me from behind, pushing me forward, and my face was pushed right onto Jack’s delicious cock. Jack fucked my face, and my cunt was pushed back on Rod. Rod pushed, and back and forth I went, plowed from both ends, penetrated throat and pussy.

Next to us, the girls cheered.

Tony looked around and asked, “What’s happening?”

“Your wife is in a sandwich. Look, both ends at once!”

He looked over as Rod rammed me and Jack accepted my both. Then the other way.

I tell ya, it was like being spitted all the way through, and I finally knew that I was going to get the righteous fuck I truly desired.

Back and forth, a big cock in my pussy, penetrating, opening me, taking my breath away. Then the cock in my mouth, pushing, slimy from drool.

Then one of the girls, I don’t even know which one, reached under my chest and began milking my tits. She pulled and squeezed like I was a big, old cow, and my sex started to ignite.

I was hot, rippling with pleasure, and suddenly I was immersed in an ocean of white hot orgasm.

I arched, a weird garbled sound came from somewhere, and I belatedly realized I was shouting through the cock in my mouth. And I came and came and came. A long, undulating orgasm that seemed to occur again and again, like the waves in the ocean.

I lost control of my limbs and flopped. Jack’s cock came out of my mouth, but Rod fell on me, and drove me down. It felt like he was fucking me all the way through. Then it was over.

And, it was over for Samantha, too. She came in a great crescendo mere seconds after I did.

She was helped off Tony, and Tony’s cock stood straight up, slimy with her juices, ready to spit, but…unable.

“Geez,” murmured Shiela, “What staying power.”

“Hell, he’s just too drunk to cum,” I pointed out.

We all laughed, and Rod, done for the moment, said, “Who wants some burgers?”

We were all hungry, so Rod did the honors. He started up the barbecue and shortly had meat grilling. While he cooked, however, the rest of us sat and watched as Shiela took her turn on Tony.

Well, hell. His dick was there, and it was hard, and she hadn’t cum yet, so…why not?

The first burgers came off the grill and we pulled chairs up and gathered around and munched and watched Shiela. We sipped beer and made remarks and Shiela went up and down, round and round.

Tony just lay there and took it. His dress was up, and the only manly thing about him was the big, huge cock that was spitting Shiela.

“Hey, honey?”

Tony looked over at me.

“I know you’re a woman now, but why don’t you flip her over and do the heavy lifting for a while.”

And he did. He might have been drunk, but he was still strong, and he turned Shiela over and we were treated to the sight of a woman fucking a woman.

God, it was hot, but it also had unintended consequences.

Tony was facing towards the barbecue, and his ass was facing towards…Jack.

Jack, who hadn’t cum.

Poor Jack.

And Jack eyed Tony’s rump, and it was obvious what he was thinking.

Ass.

A nice, sweet, delectable ass was looking him right in the face.

Rod was sitting next to me and he nudged me. “Look.”

I looked at Jack staring at Tony’s ass. He was horny. He was naked, and he was stroking his cock.

I got up and went into the house. I came out and held a big jar of lube.

Shiela began to cum, and it was a good one. She wailed and lurched and pressed herself up into Tony.

Sally was waiting. She pushed Tony up and pulled Shiela, exhausted Shiela, off the table. She lay down and moved Tony so she could get underneath him.

Tony went into her at the same time I began lubing up his asshole.

“Hey?” He looked around blearily.

“It’s okay, honey. Jack just needs to use your asshole.”

“Oh, okay.”

He was drunk. I know I said that before, but this was proof of the pudding.

I ran a finger into him and swirled the lube around, coating everything in his heinie.

“Feels good,” he muttered.

“Make me feel good,” complained Sally. Tony pushed down just as Jack climbed onto the bed behind him. Then, when Tony rose up, Jack descended, and his cock slid easily into my husband’s ass.

“Whoa! Yeah! Do it!”

Tony was confused, but the yells of encouragement helped him, and he managed to grin and continue with his fucking, and with getting fucked.

Underneath, feeling two bodies pushing down, Sally was gasping for breath. The extra weight was driving Tony deep into her, and she was getting the fuck of a lifetime.

On top, Jack was getting the fuck of a lifetime, too. His cock was buried deep, and, surprise! Jack liked ass!

But the real surprise was Tony.

Tony liked being a man…and he liked being a woman. He liked being balls deep in Sally, and he liked having somebody balls deep in him. He kept going up and down, and his eyes were rolling back. He was caught in the pleasure of it all.

Shiela, somewhat recovered, came over and played with his nipples, and Jack kept pushing in, and, suddenly, Jack began to shout, and thrust harder into Tony, which made him thrust that much harder into Sally.

Sally lost it. She came with a grunt and her arms and legs started shaking and quivering. We could see her thigh muscles spasming, and her head was tilted back.

And Jack lost it. He pounded in and squirted, and we could see large gobs and drools overflow from Tony’s ass.

And then, except for Tony, it was over.

Poor Tony, the practical joker, who finally got his comeuppance. And was the only one of us not to cum.

Poor Tony. And we all would have felt sorry for him…if we weren’t laughing so hard.

“Uh…” Tony made a sound and opened his eyes.

I was laying next to him, and I turned to him.

He was beautiful. We had let him sleep in his make up, and, of course, his lips were going to be bright red for a month. Maybe more, if I could convince him to let me reapply the lipstain.

He wore his full female get up, including the wig.

Well, we figured that pictures and videos, especially the video of him getting his ass pumped by his friends, wouldn’t be enough. He needed to keep experiencing this feminization if he was going to get the most out of it.

“Hello, honey?”

He looked at me. His eyes were bloodshot, and he probably had the most terrible hangover.

“Gah…” he said, and went back to sleep.

“Uh,” he muttered four hours later. He opened his eyes, and they were in better shape. He probably didn’t even have much of a headache now.

“Hi, honey, how are you doing?”

“I’m fine. What happened?”

“We had a party.”

“Oh, God, yes. I remember a bit of it. But…what happened?”

“Do you mean after the boys fucked your ass? Or before?”

“What?” He sat upright, then grabbed his forehead. “Ow!” And he laid back.

A moment passed. “Did they really…did they…”

“They did. They used your ass. Pumped it full of semen. You might still even be a little squishy down there.

His body wriggled on the bed as he felt his ass, then he brought his hand up and looked at it. Yep. Lots of semen on his fingers.

“Oh, God!”

“How’s it feel down there?”

HE thought about it, then: “Pretty good, actually.”

“Good, and, by the way, I fucked the guys. They were heavenly. You’re good, but sometimes you’re too fast. I got that nice, long fuck I’ve always wanted.

Tony was silent, forearm over his head. Then he said, “Am I still wearing…what am I wearing?”

“We made you up as a girl.”

“Oh.”

And we lay there for another length of time. And he said, “I don’t remember.”

“That’s okay, we can do it again.”

And that was when I knew that he did remember, because he agreed all too fast.

“Okay.”

And then he said, “Next time…do I have to drink so much?”

“No dear,” I leaned over and kissed him. “You can stay sober and enjoy the whole thing.”

“Good,” he said. “I’d like that.”

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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

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

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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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!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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

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


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

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


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


Big Stories
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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

‘We Feminized Him!’

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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