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PART ONE

Okay, I’m kinky. I admit it. Maybe even perverted. But I didn’t deserve what happened to me!

“Honey, I’m going up to the cabin tomorrow. Three day weekend. You want to come?”

Sarah glanced at me, she was deep in briefs, had a big case coming up, and I knew she wasn’t going to want to spend a little time relaxing.

“No. I’m too busy,” she nibbled at a pencil and worried over a court transcript.

“You’re sure? I’m going to clear out the brush in back of the cabin.” I did my best to make it sound unappetizing. Clearing brush was hot, sweaty work, not a vacation.

“No…no. I’ve got Judge Henderson, and…I’ve got have everything ready by Monday.”

“You don’t mind me taking off?”

“Ha!” she said. Which meant of course she didn’t. In fact, as I well suspected, she would be glad to have me out of the house, she wanted the quiet to work better.

“Okay.”

It was getting late, but I went out to the garage and started my preparations.

First, I made sure all my clothing was in order. I know, what’s to clothes, eh? Through a bunch of jeans and shirts and shorts or whatever in a bag and go.

Well, I wasn’t taking those kinds of clothes. While my wife pondered over arcane legal language I got my special box down from the loft and placed it in the trunk.

Then I packed my regular camping clothes, jamming them in to make it difficult to see my special box. I packed the obligatory guns, compound bows, canteens, packs, lanterns, and so on.

Then I got the cooler ready. We had electricity up at the cabin, but we didn’t keep stocks of food up there except for some end of the world canned goods.

I packed some tools, my laptop with my special external hard drive that contained my huge collection of porn.

And, finally, I reached under the workbench and brought out my special project. To Sarah it would look like a mass of wires, but it was really an ingenious little invention I had been working on.

Finally, now the time was late, I headed for bed.

I took off my clothes, took a shower, and got into bed. Sarah was flipping through pages like it mattered, and she ignored me. I turned off the light n my side of the bed and turned my back to her. And smiled.

Yes, I was horny. Yes, I probably could have brow beat her into some sex, but…she didn’t feel like it, and I certainly didn’t want it.

I wanted to be horny. I like to be horny. I was looking forward to a weekend of horniness. I lay there for a long time, my cock throbbing with anticipation, enjoying my horniness.

Finally, Sarah turned of the light, sighed, and went to sleep. Sometime later I managed to drift off, and my dreams were sweet, indeed.

Breakfast. A hardy platter of sausage and eggs, a side of hashed browns, and I was tempted to have a beer. Yeah, first thing in the morning, but I resisted. I would have plenty of time to drink and carouse and play with myself up at the cabin.

When Sarah came into the kitchen, wearing a tatty, old robe, she had her face deep in a sheaf of papers and as mumbling to herself. Yep, this was going to be a good day to be horny.

I left right after breakfast, kissing Sarah on the cheek, to which she mumbled something and ignored me. And, zippity do dah, I was on the open road.

The cabin was a hundred miles away, and our town not being a major metropolis, it was twenty miles from the nearest neighbor, and that neighbor only came up in the summer.

So I hummed along with the latest ditties on the radio, sang ‘Son of a Bitch’ with Nathaniel Rateliff, threw a CD in with ‘I Love this Bar,’ ‘The Taliban Song,’ and other goodies.

An hour and a half later I was out of the car and unlocking the gate. I drove through, locked the gate, continued for a hundred yards, and stopped.

I had the curious tiredness from driving too long, and I wasn’t hard, so I wanted to take advantage of that. I jumped out of the car, opened the back and dug for my special box. All the time I was trying to think of baseball.

I pulled out the box, opened the flaps and pulled out a smaller box. As quickly as I could, I was staving off horny thoughts, I dropped my drawers. I slid the chastity tube over my dick, and just made it. I sighed, put the ring around my package, and clicked the lock.

Click. Music to my horned up senses, and now I let myself go and my dick did start to get hard.

Start, but that was all.

Sex has many ins and outs, if you’ll forgive the pun. If you’re just a sometime jacker it’s a quick shot of pumping the arm. But to a true and dedicated horner, it’s an art.

My particularly favorite brand of art was the ‘excitation’ phase of sex. I loved being horny. The more hoRNy I got, the longer I could keep myself in that high pitch of sexual excitement, the better I liked it.

Loved it. Heh.

And now I was locked, the cock trying to get hard, which it couldn’t, but—and here is the cruel twist of chastity and denial—the longer I was denied the more my sexual excitement built.

A couple of hours of my cock trying to stand up and shout and I would be drooling pre-cum. A day of this drooling, frothy excitement and I would be fucking myself with a big dildo. Two days and I would be out of my mind. I wouldn’t be able to think. And when I finally let myself out…oh, baby. My orgasm could shake mountains!

And here I was, eight in the morning, locked up and already horny from a week of not fucking my beautiful wife.

Ah, my beautiful wife. My second most favorite sex in the world was screwing my wife. When she wasn’t head deep in stupid legalese she gave the best head in the world, and there was nothing she liked better than me pumping her full of cum.

But, she didn’t know of my kink, so I lived a life of quiet desperation…until I could arrange a few days up at the cabin to let myself go.

I sighed, pulled the rest of my clothes off, packed everything in the SUV and looked at the key to the chastity tube.

The key. The key to my dreams, my horniness, my horny desire for denial. Next to the car was a big, white rock. I had used it before, and decided to use it again. I placed the key under the rock and hit the road again. Now I was naked in the car, except for my poor cock, which was wearing a veritable suit of armor. Now I couldn’t get out of the chastity tube until I left the property on the way home.

Bounce, bounce, over the ruts, through the streams, deeper and deeper into the dark woods I went. I had to drive another twenty miles to get to the cabin.

I originally bought the place for a song, and because it was far away from civilization, and it was nice place to survive atomic bombs, riots, the government turning fascist (which it was well on the way to).

I had fixed the place up, electricity, a septic tank, water pumped from the ground next to the ice cold creek. I had solar power, I even had an airwell, which I hadn’t hooked up yet.

The place was two rooms, a loft, a big front room, the back of which was a nice, little kitchen.

I had even toted a drier and washer out there, though I hadn’t hooked them up yet.

All in all, it was a rough, little palace. On a good day I could wind up the radio and listen to a ball game. On a bad day (heh heh) I could power up the laptop, plug in the external hard drive and peruse my complete collection of Wifeysworld videos.

Paradise. And Sarah and I had spent a lot of summer weekends up here. In the winter it was still passable, if you had a four wheel drive, but it was the summers that I liked. I would sit in the creek, naked, of course, and fish.

Fish don’t like naked bodies in their water, but when they went to the far side of the creek to get around me I just tossed the line a little further and was guaranteed a quick dinner.

So Sarah and I went up and enjoyed paradise and fucked our brains out, and…sometimes I came up alone. With my special box.

I unpacked, enjoyed the feeling of my dangling cock, be it imprisoned, between my legs. The horniness was already building to a high pitch, and the warm air felt so delicious washing my skin. My cock, of course, was going crazy. Struggle struggle, try to erect, go slack. Struggle, struggle, try to erect,  go slack.

Over and over, all day long, each new bout of horniness increasing in intensity.

Sure enough, by noon I was leaving a splatter path as my pre-cum started overflowing.

And, by noon I was unpacked, all the systems had been turned on, the cabin and surrounding area fully checked.

By noon I was ready to start my real vacation.

I wandered into the cabin and made a drink. We’ve got a full stock of hard liquor up there, and I selected my favorite, ‘Widow Jane Straight Bourbon Whiskey 10 Yr.’ It’s fifty bucks a bottle, but worth every sip.

I had brought a couple of bags of ice to last me till the fridge started pumping out the cubes, and I half filled a glass with the nectar. I added Coke—I know, heresy—and began my imbibation.

Sippity do dah, Sippity hey! I allowed the whiskey to  caress my throat and blow up my belly. I took a big gulp, then went out for the extra special box I had packed, the one from under my workbench in the garage.

I had gotten the idea from a guy on the old Altairboy site. Great site, and you can still see it if you go to the internet archives, the ‘wayback machine.’

The original idea, written by a guy named Huskydog or something, was that he fixed up a dog collar sort of device…a shock collar. Good for training pups.

Then he set a perimeter, and if he tried to get out of the perimeter…ZAP!             

Then he practiced his favorite sport, chastity and denial, and experienced the ultimate in tease and deny.

I selected a place out behind the cabin. It was fairly bare already, and it only took me twenty minutes to scrape the weeds away and leave a patch of soft earth.

Then I sank a deep hole, placed a pole in the hole and poured a little quick dry cement into it. Atop the pole, reachable only by a ladder, was a transmitter for the dog collar thing. It worked off batteries, so if everything fell apart I could probably get out of my personal prison.

I put the dog collar on, used a remote to activate the transmitter.

I edged towards the perimeter. Edge, edge, edge, and when I reached twenty foot.…

ZAP!

I fell back and was dazed. I lay there and just…breathed. Holy heysoos on a Sybian without the kill switch. I never wanted to feel that again!

After a few minutes I had recovered enough to turn off the transmitter.

One last thing….check the timer.

How long should I imprison myself in the great outdoors wearing women’s clothes and a chastity tube? I had thought about that long and hard. I wanted to do a full 24 hours, but I knew I had to test drive my little gizmo, a lot, before I subjected myself to that scenario.

I mean, 24 hours without food and water, nothing to keep me company but sexy clothes and a dick that couldn’t get hard. That’s pretty hard core.

But exciting.

So, how long?

I decided on a simple hour. I would wait until evening, have a meal, have a few drinks, and then…the ultimate denial. Trapped by myself, nothing to keep me warm but feminine clothes.

Oh, this was going to be heaven.

I went into the cabin and built myself another drink, then I went down to the creek and jumped in. The water was brisk, but not cold, and I sat and laid back, and sipped, and let the water wash me. My cock strained to get erect, feeling the water slithering over it like a gentle hand. I took out a razor and began shaving my body.

And, drink done, body cleaned off from my exertions and nekkid of hair, I headed back to the cabin.

I grinned when I passed my ‘prison.’

I entered the house, one more drink, and I got out my special box. I turned up some sexy music, I like Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ I opened the box and began taking out my apparel for the evening.

I had bras and boobs, panties and corsets, hose and garters and a couple of slinky dresses, and high heels that locked on.

And, of course, make up.

First, I powdered my body, made myself sweet smelling. Then I unrolled some nylons up my legs. God, it felt good. I didn’t bother with panties because I wanted my cock and cage to hang free. I wanted my package to move around, brush against my thighs, remind me that I was contained.

I put on a bra and slipped in the breast forms. Ooh la la, I was a slender, stacked babe.

I pulled the dress on, and it was delightfully tight. Covered up the fake boobs and made them look quite real. When I jumped up and down it was like I was a real woman with nice, heavy tits.

Then the shoes. They were five inch heels, difficult for me to walk in, but I had spent a lot of time doing stretching exercises and I had practiced a lot, so…good to go. I especially enjoyed locking the little padlocks.

I walked around the cabin for a few minutes, just listening to my heels click. And, man, I was getting hornier and hornier. My cock was pushing so hard it was painful, and every minute or so I heard the sound of my drool splattering on the wood floor. I was going to have to remember to wash the floor before I left.

I went back to my box and pulled out a wig. My favorite, long and blonde and shiny and wavy. I fastened it on my head and stared at myself in the mirror.

Zowie. The bitch is back!

And, one last thing…I took out a tube of lipstick and painted my lips.

Oh, I liked doing full make up, and it was a turn on to spend a few hours making myself beautiful. But it was only three days, and lipstick was quite adequate.

I walked around the cabin some more. I went out on the porch. I practiced walking in a straight line, letting my ass sway, and listening to the click, click, clicking sound of my heels.

Oh, did I feel good and horny. I could hardly breath for the excitement welling down there.

It was still early, and I went back into the cabin and powered up my laptop. Shortly I was sipping my whiskey and watching compilations of the world’s most gorgeous babes. I watched them with their big breasts and their red lips, and my cock was screaming for attention.

I watched women taking charge. I watched fisting and sissies. I watched Ava and Julia and and Brandi and…oh, I watched everything.

Then, the hour of my imprisonment approaching, I opened up Sandra. The Otterson herself.

Let me tell you, the idea of being locked away enhances the senses. You know you’re not going to be able to do anything, so you want to experience everything. And everything becomes sweeter and hornier and better and hornier and…hornier.

So I sat, looking beautiful myself, as ‘the web's most well endowed, orally obsessed, horny housewife and MILF’ gobbled cock, took it doggystyle, slurped up cream, and showed off the world’s most perfect tits.

Oh, God. By the time the appointed hour arrived I was desperate. There was nothing I wanted more than to rip off my dress, take off the chastity tube, and stroke myself to a world class orgasm!

But I couldn’t. The key was twenty bumpy miles away. Shaking, I shut down the computer, turn off the house lights, pour myself a last drink, and stagger out to the perimeter.

I had no chair. I had fresh lipstick. I had nothing but a tall glass of bourbon to sustain me. I was ready.

I stepped into the perimeter. It was dusk, and soon it would be dark.

Dark, in the great northwest. Pitch black. Dangerous in the mind, but not really because their weren’t any bears or wolves or other dangerous animals.

But, the idea of being isolated, alone, trapped in my feminine finery, it was almost too much to bear.

Heck, nobody came here. I was safe…but the idea…the idea was ransacking all reason from my brain and leaving nothing but nervous excitement.

My dick, of course, loved it. My dick was splattering every minute, and as I walked a long drool hung from my cage, got all over my legs.

Inside the perimeter I tapped the remote, and the green light on the transmitter atop the pole went on. I tossed the remote towards the cabin.

I wouldn’t be able to reach it, I wouldn’t be able to find it until daylight. I was truly and totally trapped.

I stood there, in the great wilderness, and never felt so alone, and so horny. My skin was goose pimply. My legs were electric in hose. My breasts thrust out. And the light was fading.

What do you do when you’re all alone and can’t go anywhere? No books to read? No TV or computer? Nothing but this throbbing, pulsing, insistent horniness between your legs.

Nothing.

And in the face of nothing, as the light faded to darkness, the only thin in the darkness was the pounding between my legs.

I wanted to cum. I was desperate to cum. I couldn’t cum.

I walked around, and was aware of my cock crying semen, my balls full and extra sensitive, my skin alive, the drool sliding down my legs, dripping from under my dress.

Horny, horny…I grew more and more horny.

I can’t honestly say that that was one of the best hours of my life. I couldn’t think of anything but my dick. I rubbed my caged cock. I felt my breasts and groaned as if they were real, as if I could feel those thrusting nipples with my hands.

I bent over and scrunched, tried to relieve the growing pressure. I did jumping jacks to distract myself, to get momentary release from the sexual anxiety ripping through me. I gave them up because they made my breasts bounce and my cock to bang against my pubic area.

I walked around. I was actually on the edge of tears. I wanted relief that badly.

I jumped up and down again, and quit again. I pulled on my package, wishing I could pull the chastity tube off.

I became the only thing in the darkness. I became a vessel filled with sex. I became a shuddering, desperate well of desire.

I just wanted to get off!

Finally, an hour after I started, I looked up at the pole, and the light turned red.

Oh, God! I sighed in relief and walked back to the cabin. And, the oddest thing, I felt like somebody was watching me.

I turned and peered into the darkness, then shrugged. There was nobody here. And I went back to contemplating the state of my sex.

Oh, fuck! Did I want to squirt!

But…my key was twenty miles away, under a rock, and there was no way I was going to drive 20 miles back over the fire trail in the darkness!

So I was stuck. Horny. Unable. It was difficult to walk. All I could do was stagger and think about the package between my legs.

I poured myself a final drink, I needed it, and just sat in the dark for a long while.

One of the greatest nights of my life. And tomorrow was going to be even greater. And then the third and final night. Oh, yes.

Eventually I turned on the lights, powered up the computer, cooked a TV dinner, and just sat in a stupor for the rest of the night. Watching porn, holding my cock and groaning in happy misery.

And the only thing I wished was that I could take my super boner home to my wife. I knew she wouldn’t take kindly to my kink, but a super boner is not an item to take lightly.

Ah, well. some day…

I woke up the next day to morning wood. Serious morning wood. I staggered out of bed and ran for the porch.

I don’t like to use the amenities when I am out by myself. Sarah would give me a rough time if she caught me pissing off the porch. But Sarah wasn’t here.

But I didn’t really piss on the porch, I ran out to the yard and squatted. That’s the thing when you’re wearing chastity, you can’t do a stand up piss. The pee just bounces off the slit in the end of the tube and you end up spraying everything, and even getting yourself wet.

So I squatted and the pee, though strong, dribbled out and splattered on the earth between my feet. It made me feel like a girl, having to pee like that. But wasn’t that the point of it all?

Finished, I went back into the cabin and laid down for another hour. Morning wood sometimes strikes early, and I needed another hour.

I awoke, and the world was right. My morning wood had become the horny denial, and my cock pushed on the plastic like it wanted to bust it.

I went outside and squatted again, got rid of a little, and went back in to fix breakfast.

I fixed oatmeal, a huge plate of sausages, then went out to sit on the porch and watch the world.

I pulled the rocking chair around, put my nekkid legs up on the front rail, and leaned back. I ate my oatmeal quietly and listened to the birds.

Birds, and other creatures. I hadn’t heard them in the night, and it was strangely refreshing to hear their chattering and tweeting.

I gulped the oatmeal and let my package dangle. Man, what a day!

Done, I went back into the cabin and washed my dishes. Done with those, and not having any laundry to do (heh heh) I wandered down to the creek.

Having a creek not forty feet from the house, just down a gentle slope, was one of the selling points of the cabin. As I had yesterday, I sat in the water and closed my eyes. I felt my caged cock soothed by the cool stream of water.

Suddenly, I opened my eyes. I sat up and looked around.

I had that strange feeling, a strong feeling, that somebody was watching me. I moved my eyes along the line of trees on the other side fo the creek. I looked behind me.

Nobody.

I finally grinned and lay back in the water. There was nobody there. It was just my imagination.

I lay there for an hour, listening to the babble of running water, hearing the birds chat to each other. Sheer perfection. The Garden of Eden.

Finally, I sighed, got up and went back to the cabin. It was early, but I was horny, and I wanted to get myself ready.

I once again made a drink. Man, I could drink that bourbon and Coke all day long. And when I was at the cabin I frequently did.

I got dressed. The same outfit as yesterday. Why mess with a good thing?

I sat down and watched the laptop. I always download lots of stuff, then I go through and cherry pick my faves. I had a lot of faves.

And so the afternoon went. Me once again building up my horniness, my cock once again surging and thrusting and being stymied. And the evening arrived.

Evening, and I figured to go three hours tonight. If that worked, the next time I would go for six hours. Eventually I would be at a full day. If I could stand it.

Well, practice make perfect. Snicker.

So at 7 o’clock, the sun starting to sink behind the trees and far hills, I went out to the perimeter. I stepped into my prison, gulped, turned the juice on, threw the fob towards the cabin, and there I was, once again trapped. Couldn’t leave. All I could do was stand around and be horny. And no matter what I did it would always translate to more and more horniness.

So I sighed, and felt my cock wiggle and poke and not go anywhere. Minutes passed.

I walked around, made a toe line around the perimeter. I wondered if I got a running start and jumped, could I get far enough away from the pole to get past the shock before I passed out.

Maybe.

Probably not.

Definitely not a daydream I wanted to try out in the real world.

So I stood around. I leaned against the pole. I looked up at the green light. Oh, I wanted to cum. Worse than anything in the world.

“Grrr.”

I spun around. That was an animal sound. Almost a growl. What the fuck?

I squinted my eyes and looked at the line of trees surrounding the property. Nothing. Nobody moving. And who would come out here?

“Grrr.”

I jumped. There was somebody there. I moved to the pole. My heart was pounding, and for the first time in two days I wasn’t thinking about my cock. It even stopped thrusting and pushing in the tube.

“Who’s out there?”

No sound but the rustling of brush in the…oh, my God! There wasn’t any wind!

What was making the brush rustle?

And I saw a shape. It was big, against the trees. I didn’t have anything to compare it to, the light was bad, but…it looked like it was eight feet tall! Two feet taller than me!

But who?

Or was it a bear?

I was panicking now. I tried to climb up the pole and reach the transmitter, but I had greased the pole and I slid back to the ground.

“Grrr.”

I was totally panicked now. I darted back and forth. I pushed on the pole. I gazed at the perimeter with desperate eyes.

Then the shape came closer. It was halfway between the trees and me. The light was so dim I couldn’t make out anything but its shape.

“Who’s there?” I yelled. When there was no answer I yelled, “I’ve got a gun and I’m going to shoot!”

Hopefully the light was as bad for him as me.

He kept coming forward. He was only twenty-five feet away now. Eight feet tall and wearing some kind of thick coat. The top of his head was smallish. He looked like he had muscles up the wahzoo!

Then, in a low, guttural growl: “No gun.”

I was so scared I was weak. What had possessed me to come out here, to stake myself out like a goat?

“You’d better get away. I’ll call the police.”

He stopped, just a black silhouette, and said, “Po….leeese. Bad.” His voice was so deep it always sounded like a growl.

“Get away!”

The big shape stepped forward, and I almost fainted. It wasn’t human!

It was covered with a shaggy skin, like a cross between a bear and a gorilla.

One more step and it would be crossing the perimeter. One more step and…but what was I thinking! the perimeter worked on specially constructed dog collars, nothing else.

“Grrr.” Standing twenty feet from me, and he might even have been bigger than 8 feet. It was hard to tell in the gloom.

“You come me.”

“Get away!” I repeated.

“You come…or I hurrrt.”

That low voice, the guttural growl of it, I was beyond terrified. I started to loose my bladder. It flowed down from under my skirt and splattered on the ground.

The big thing tilted his head in what I thought might have been curiosity. “What you mark? My land. This my land.”

My God! An animal that could speak. What manner of bizarre oddity was this?

I ran out of pee.

He stood there, big and scary, breathing hard, and I felt faint. I couldn't leave the perimeter, I had nothing to fight with. No way to drive this person off.

“You come.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Before I finished my sentence the huge man, or thing, or whatever it was, moved. He leaped through the air. He landed next to me and picked me up.

I was a feather under his hairy arm, and I could smell his rank aroma.

Then he jumped, and my head exploded. I had hit the perimeter and the shock collar was zapping me. I felt the pain, cried out, then…darkness.


PART TWO

I awoke. My head felt like it had been stuffed with a fuzzy blanket. It hurt a little bit, but the main thing was I was having trouble thinking.

I was on rock, a rock surface, and I was laying crumpled up. I could feel the dull cold of the stone leaching into my flesh. I groaned.

“Uhhh—Argh!”

Big, furry hands lifted me up and pushed me against a wall.

I leaned against the wall, blinking, trying to figure things out.

I had been out in my circle. The transmitter and dog collar. I must have stepped into the perimeter. But, no…I hadn’t…then my vision began to focus.

The face only a couple of inches from mine, staring at me like it needed glasses, was near twice as big as mine. It had big, dark eyes and a flat nose. The teeth were square, blocky almost, and it was hairy.

“Ah…ah!” I pushed back against the wall, trying to get away from that monster face.

At first I thought it was a gorilla, which made no sense, then I figured it was a bear, which still made no sense.

“Shhhhh!” The face said to me. Big black lips, a single digit the size of a banana held up in a shushing motion. “No talk. I let go.”

Frantic, terrified, I still understood what he was saying. I nodded.

His big hands leg of me and I half slid down the wall.

He watched me, then moved away, and I had a close up view of his large body.

It was a man’s body, but it had shaggy, grey hair all over. The hands were twice the size of my own, but the nails were thick, like claws, but not quite.

It was two feet taller than me, maybe eight feet, and maybe three hundred pounds.

And it didn’t have a stitch on.

I had a glimpse of its manhood. Its dick…his dick…was six inches long, thick like the tube for a tennis ball, and…flaccid.

Oh, my God! I could imagine it hard, a foot long, as wide as my forearm. I grew faint just imagining the size of the thing.

And the balls. they were as big as softballs!

Stunned, somewhat stupefied, I yet managed, after a moment, to take my eyes off him and look around. Surprisingly, I knew exactly where I was.

A couple of miles behind the cabin, up against a low ridge, the stream had isolated a sandy beach and a cave. I had seen the cave often while out hunting, and I had wondered if maybe a bear lived there. Not being anxious to confront a bear, and not wanting to wade through the stream, I had ignored the cave.

Now I was in the cave. I could see a bit of moonlight around a bend in the cave, and I recognized the sand, and the woods across the stream.

I also realized that I wasn’t alone in the cave. There was a large fire crackling against the wall opposite the turn of the cave, and three shapes huddled around the fire. A couple of sticks were jammed in the ground on each side of the fire, and a haunch of deer was spitted and hanging on a branch supported by the two sticks. The smell of venison was thick and heady, and one of the three figures turned the stick, while another poked the fire and kept it blazing. The third figure had its hand in its crotch and…I squinted…it was jacking off!

The fourth figure, the giant hairy man—I call it a man because it was man-shaped and male—was watching me.

“What are you?” I managed to put the question to words.

“We Sasquatch. You call Bigfoot.”

Stunned, I looked at him closer. Yes, male, hairy like an animal, but, he spoke English.

“But…I need to leave.”

“No leave. Bigfoot need babies. Need woman to have babies. What wrong with you?”

What’s wrong with me? I only look like a normal heterosexual male that—and I got it.

“Wait a minute! I’m a man!”

“You woman. You wear dress. Wear funny shoes like woman.”

“I…I’m a man. I’m just wearing girl clothes.”

The Bigfoot scratched its heavy forehead and looked puzzled, then pronounced, “You woman.”

“No, no.” I pushed myself to my feet. I was weak, but my head was starting to clear. The Bigfoot had carried me right through the perimeter and I had received the full brunt of the shock collar. I lifted my dress snd showed my chastity tube.

The Bigfoot was so surprised it actually jumped back a foot. “What…what?”

I lifted the chastity tube, “It’s a chastity tube. It keeps my dick, uh…safe.”

Bigfoot leaned forward. It reached out a hairy mitt and I jerked back against the wall.

The Bigfoot moved amazingly fast. Suddenly I was up against the wall with its hand against my throat.

“Gah!”

The other hand was holding my cock. My chastity encased cock.

“What?” It asked in its deep, rumbly voice.

It pulled, and I screeched, then it lifted, and I tried to climb the wall, then it just held my cage and turned it this way and that.

“Wilma, Barney, Betty. Look!”

The three around the fire turned, then two of them lumbered over to me. I say lumbered, but the impression of potential speed and muscle was really there. The third one stayed at the fire, tending the meat, but watching through large, round eyes.

One of them, the one named Barney, was almost as tall as the one holding me. He certainly had as much muscle on his large frame. His cock, which he had been beating, stood out like a massive club. It was a full eighteen inches, and thick.

“He got armor on cock.”

“Why he armor cock?” It was a woman’s voice, and I saw big, massive tits on her chest. She needed a bra, but badly!

“What good armor cock?” came from the fireplace.

The one holding me shook me a little, which rattled my brain a lot. “Why you wear armor on pee…penis?”

Now I had to think madly. I was a man, wearing a dress, and how did I explain that kink to a bunch of stone age savages?

“Well, I…uh…what’s your name?”

“I Fred. Why you wear armor on dick?”

Fred. Barney. Wilma. Betty. The Flintstones! What the fuck?

“You answer or we rip cock off.”

“No! No!” Panic made me think faster. I certainly didn’t want to be separated from my best friend. “I, uh, I wear armor because…because…for protection.”

“Protect from what?” Fred asked suspiciously, peered into my face.

“Let go of my throat and I’ll tell you.”

Grunting something, he lowered me and opened his hand.

I rubbed my throat and took a wild guess. “There’s been complaints of men being raped by…by Bigfoots. I…my wife thought I needed protection.”

“You need protection from…sex?” Barney seemed incredulous.

“Hey, I don’t…my wife thought it a good idea, and…you know women.” And that was the smartest thing I could have said. If there is one thing that is universal it is that men don’t understand women.

They all stepped back and conversed amongst themselves.

“I warn,” said the woman, Wilma. “I warn, but you say men don’t talk.”

“Why man talk? All men want keep selves. Men come back. Men say they no talk.”

“But he want protection!”

“Wife say protection.”

They kept badgering the subject around, and I finally grew brave enough to step forward. “Well, I guess I’ll be going now.”

They stared at me, and I stepped back. “Maybe I could stay for awhile.”

They ignore me and kept talking.

Barney: “What we do now? Need cum, and he no pussy.”

“We keep jacking.”

Wilma: “How ‘bout me? Need sex.”

“You get sex plenty.”

“Need human sex.”

“No cock.” Fred jerked his big thumb at me, and I felt like I was less than a man. these Bigfoots apparently liked their sex.

“Hey,” I said, when the conversation was at a lull, them thinking  deeply about the problem of my caged cock.

They looked at me.

“How come you speak English? Are you from around here?” Boy, that sounded stupid. “Why are you named after the Flintstones?”

They looked at each other and shrugged.

From the fire Betty called out, “Supper ready!”

They turned away from me, trudged towards the fire. I think they were really bummed out by my cockless state. At the fire they squatted down, and Fred noticed I was still standing against the wall. He said, “Come eat.”

Surprised, I walked over, and nearly fell on my face. The high heels didn’t do well on the mix of sand and rock floor.

I squatted next to the fire, Wilma made room for me, and that was easy. It’s easier to squat in high heels than just normal, uh…feet. Shoes. Whatever.

Fred Reached forward, held the haunch of venison with one hand and ripped off a big chunk of meat and handed it to me. I took it, almost dropped it because it was so hot, and then juggled it quickly for a moment.

Barney frowned, his thick eyebrows lowering like a thundercloud.  “No play with food.”

“Sorry, it’s hot.”

They all looked at me, then Fred said, “He no got hair.” Then they were all snickering.

I think that was the moment that I knew I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. Them, laughing at me for not having hair, when I should have been laughing at them for having hair.

But, hair or not, Kansas or not, the meat was delicious. There is nothing like meat on a campfire, seared just enough, yet the juices dripping all over the place.

We ate, and it was almost companionable.

Betty asked me, “How come you wear dress?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I made up an answer. “If my cock is armored it’s like having no cock, and not having a cock is like being a woman, so…” I shrugged.

They all accepted that explanation, which told me that they were simple creatures, and trusting.

“How come you’re named after Flintstones?”

“Elvis name us.”

“Elvis?” I blinked.

“Elvis. He come see us. Give women babies.”

Elvis gave Bigfoot babies? Oh, my God! What a twist on Elvis has left the building! Then I had a thought.

“Where are the, uh, babies? The children?”

“Back at village.”

A village? There was a village of Bigfoots?

“They too young for sex. We hunt for sex.” He shrugged.

“Oh. Well, what about…why do you speak English?”

He looked confused at that. “What else I speak?”

“Well, I don’t know. Where do you come from?”

“Tennessee.”

I blinked at that one, and then I figured it out. Bigfoot were inbred cousins! And that’s why they needed outsiders to impregnate them! They had lost the ability to breed themselves, and…and they needed outsiders to fuck the women! And the men…the men…” I stilled an inside shudder at the thought of them fucking women.

“What we do now?” asked Wilma.

And they entered into a discussion as to how they could get sexual satisfaction.

“I beat off,” murmured Barney, around a mouthful of deer.

“I fuck you,” said Fred.

“I tired of you fuck. Want him fuck.” She jerked a mighty thumb towards me.

“He girl,” sneered Barney.

Betty gulped loudly, then defecated. It was a large, round turd, and it was smelly, incredibly smelly, and she kicked it with a swipe of her foot into the fire.

“Gah!” I almost threw up rom the smell of the burning turd and they all laughed.

Suddenly, Betty stood up. She was only seven feet tall, and she looked down on me. “I take him for fuck.”

She grabbed my arm and lifted me. It was like being hoisted by a crane and I went up into the air. She turned and dragged me back into the cave.

The others ignored her, and shortly we were in the gloom of the back of the cave.

She lifted my dress and examined my chastity tube. “How get off?” she asked.

“I’ve a key at home.”

“A key.”

“Yeah. It goes in this lock here.”

She lay down and spread her legs. Her snatch was huge, glistening with juices in the flickering of the fire, throbbing with desire.  “You fuck me. Fuck good.”

She pulled me on top of her.

I didn’t know what to do, so I made motions like I was trying to fuck her. I figured she’d get the idea and just shove me away. What I didn’t plan on was the fact that my whole cage would slip inside her pussy.

Well, it was big, and it was wet, and it just sucked me right in.

She grinned, showing white teeth, and grabbed my ass and started fucking my cock cage.

“Hey…wait…!”

She ignored me and yelled. “He fuck! He fuck!”

The others trotted back, and Fred took a moment to grab a large log out of the fire that was lit on one end. They gathered around and watched as Betty moved her thick hips up and down.

My cock cage was firmly held by her pussy, but my cock could feel nothing. Talk about frustration!

I mean, I didn’t want to fuck a Bigfoot, but now that I was inside her…it would have been nice to feel a little something!

“He short, but he in,” exclaimed Betty cheerfully. “Now me just got to cum.”

The Bigfoots were still holding chunks of meat, so they squatted around Betty and I and, in the light of the make do torch Fred was holding, they ate deer and discussed Betty’s technique.

“Move more,” said Barney.

“He fall out!”

“Oh, that bad.”

Wilma, “It big enough around?”

“No, but…they never are.”

“Maybe you want us to push his back?”

“Try?”

A big hand was placed on my butt and pushed down. I suppose I went deeper into her pussy, but I felt like my spine was bending a little too much to enjoy it, if I had even been able to enjoy it.

Betty hugged me, the hand pushed on me, and I went up and down at a fast rate. I was grunting with the motion, but the extra hand seemed to do the trick for Betty.

“Yeah…yeah…go…!”

She moved her hips and fucked me hard. Fucked my cock cage hard. And, damn, that woman could fuck! She was engulfing my whole package, tube and padlock and everything.

And, after a while, I felt like passing out, she began to cum.

You haven’t lived until you’ve seen a Bigfoot cum. Their whole bodies seize up. They give a lusty yell, and they squeeze their partner until that partner—me—feels like they’re going to break in two!

Still, it was a cum, and I was done. I was grateful when she pushed me off and I rolled onto the ground.

“My turn!” yelled Wilma, gleefully. And she used her big paws to pull me over to her. Except she didn’t hold me on top of her. She laid me out and hopped on top.

I grunted and almost passed out from her weight. Fortunately, she noticed that my face was red and my eyes were bulging, and she held herself up a little.

“Not stiff,” she complained. She reached down and held my imprisoned package, then she managed to slide it up into her pussy. “But good when in.”

She began to ride me, and then, not satisfied, she spread my legs, almost ripped them apart, and fucked me Amazon style. She was between my legs, and my legs were bent back, and she went up and down on my cock. Well, my cock cage.

Betty went to sleep next to me.

Fred and Barney silently watched, and Barney got hard. His huge hand began whapping his monster cock. Up and down, and bits of pre-cum flipped through the air.

“You go,” murmured Fred, watching Wilma fuck me mercilessly.

“Me go,” she agreed cheerfully. “It small, but hard armor work.”

For long minutes she rode me, but then she started to crest, and for the second time I had a slavering, pumping monster howl as they came on me.

And, here was the odd thing, all that sex, and me being horny anyway, I got even hornier. My cock was pressing out the sides of the cage harder than I had ever imagined, and the blood was pulsing through me. And, I have to tell you, if I hadn’t had a cock cage on…I would have fucked her willingly. That’s right. I would have plunged my dick to the hilt. And so what if I was small? An orgasm is an orgasm, right?

But, I was caged, and now my love of excitation worked against me, and as she came and came and came…I started crying with desire.

I wanted to cum!

I wanted to orgasm!

Then, her orgasm over, she rolled off me and went to sleep.

And Barney suddenly erupted. “HAAAH!” he yelled, and his dick, which was a full eighteen inches long, spurted out long streams of cum. The sperm shot across the cave like it was shot out of a fire hose. Spurt after spurt after spurt. Long, chunky streams of cum.

Then, exhausted, Barney lay back and went to sleep.

I sat up, and looked around. The two women Bigfoots were sleeping. Barney was sleeping. Fred was not, and he was looking at me with a curious expression.

“What?” I asked.

“You woman.”

“No. I’m a man.”

“You wear dress.”

I looked down at what was left of my dress, at my heels, I felt my lips, and I could still feel the lipstick on them. I looked up, and realized what that look on Bigfoot’s face was.

“Oh, no.” I said.

“Oh, yes,” he grunted.

He started to get up. I leaped to my feet and ran for it.

I made it out of the cave before his big, strong hands grabbed me.

Suddenly I was being held in the air, my feet still trying to run.

He carried me across the sand to where a large tree had been swept down stream and gotten lodged  against the cliff face.

“Let me go!” I tried to yell, but his arms were tight around my waist.

“You woman….you woman…” he was almost chanting, forcing himself to believe what he was saying.

“I’m not…I’m—“

He threw me over the log, belly down, and I grunted.

“You woman,” he lifted my dress. He looked down at my white ass and I felt the splatter of him drooling.

Then he stuck a meaty finger into me.

“Ow!”

“No worry. Me be gentle. First time with Bigfoot!”

His cock, fortunately, was dripping with precum. He gathered some with his finger and pushed it into my hole. Moire pre-cum and another poke.

I was grunting, trying to get away, but the continued assaults on my asshole were having an effect. I grew warm in the face, and my butthole…it started to like the attention.

“Hey!”

I wiggled my ass, I might be unwilling, but my ass was getting willing. My ass, apparently, liked anal sex. Now wasn’t that a surprise!

“Hold still,” his hands grabbed my hips and held me still and he pushed forward.

His dick was twenty inches long, and round as my biceps, but the good news was that his dick was sort of squishy. I had read that in books about Sasquatches, but it was a surprise to feel it, and quite an exciting experience. That long cock going into me, into me, and it condensed inside me and didn’t break my asshole. It just kept filling me more and more. And as the spongy flesh condensed it grew warmer, soon it felt like my asshole was on fire, but in the best way.

Finally, I felt him bottom out. It felt like his cock was all the way up to my belly on the inside, but I don’t know. The way it condensed and fitted to the shape of my anal cavity, I don’t know.

Then Fred started to do some serious fucking. His monster penis shifted and wiggled and filled every crevice of me, it was the most incredible fuck I had ever had, and I suddenly, through the haze of fucking, realized something: this was why they were surprised that anybody would tell of fucking the Bigfoots. If a Bigfoot was this good, what man would want to tell anybody? They would want to keep the Bigfoots a secret so they could come back again and again and be the only ones that fucked them.

And if a Bigfoot fucked a woman like this…women from around the United States would be making pilgrimage to sample this incredible soul satisfying, super fuck.

Heck, I was a man, and I loved my wife, but if a Bigfoot woman was this good, I would be breaking my marriage vows on a regular basis.

And even this, getting butt fucked, it was changing my world. I tell ya, when Fred was balls deep in me I knew that I was in love.

But, fortunately, he didn’t remain balls deep in me. I might have given up women for good and gone for only the male Bigfoots if he had.

But he began to cum, and if I thought Barney’s squirt was incredible, it was nothing like having it squirt inside!

I felt that big cock ripple all along the length, then the first. spurts splattered deep inside. Shot after shot filled me, and oozed back along his shaft and poured out of my ass.

And, unexpected bonus, his super spongy cock, compressed as it was, pressed on my prostate. I began to cum myself. I jerked and twitched and my cock drooled inside its cage. I felt that white hot fever take hold of me, twist me around, I rolled my eyeballs back, and then I collapsed.

And Fred rolled off me and passed out on the sand.

I lay there, stunned by what I had experienced, and then I realized: Fred, Barney, Wilma and Betty were all passed out. They had fucked themselves into unconsciousness, and this was my chance.

I pulled myself off the log, and even though it had been pleasurable I was sore. I waddled around Fred’s hairy, sleeping form. I almost fell, those damn high heels. Sperm was oozing down my legs, and I had to step over him. A big splat landed on him, but he didn’t wake up. He just rolled over and snored louder.

I crept into the stream. It was cool, but it washed the sperm off me. When I came out the other side I still had some leaking out of me, but it wasn’t bad.

I knew where I was, and as I got further and further away from the cave I hurried more and more.

I found a path, probably made by animals, and I ran, as best I could for the cabin. It was hard, my legs ached, for though I was good at walking in high heels, I had never tried to run two miles in them.

That run seemed to go on forever, but I knew I had to hurry. If the Bigfoots woke up there was no telling what they might do to me. And though the sex had been fantastic, it frightened me.

It frightened me that I could even consider staying with them.

So I ran, and tree limbs struck me in the face, and roots tripped me, but I broke out into the clearing around the cabin.

Then, by some stroke of intuition, I stopped.

I had to pass through the perimeter, and I couldn’t see the light atop the pole. I was on the wrong side.

If it was on I might get shocked into unconsciousness, and the Bigfoots would catch me!

So I tip toed, of course, I was in high heels, and made a circle around the perimeter.

“AWOOOO!”

Oh, God! It was the Bigfoots, and they didn’t sound like they were too far away.

I had to take a chance, and I hurried.

“AWOOOO! AWOOOO!”

They were getting closer. Of course, they were wilderness people, they would be able to move fast in the forest.

“AWOOOO!”

I reached the other side of the perimeter and looked back. The light was red! I could have run right through it!

“AWOOOO!”

I ran up the steps to the cabin. I grabbed the keys to my SUV and charged down the stairs and across the clearing.

“AWOOOO!” They were almost here!

I opened the door and climbed in. Oh, God, the feel of leather seats! Civilization! I started the car. I hit the gas, spun the wheel, and as I fishtailed across the area and onto the firetrail I heard…

“AWOOOO! AWOOOO! AWOOOO!”

In the rear view mirror I caught sight of all four of them. They were big, and they were fast, and their arms were pumping as they closed in on the car. I hit the gas.

Then commenced one of the wildest rides I have ever taken in my life.

The trail was filled with ruts and holes, but fortunately I had a feeling for where they were. I cranked it up to forty, slowed for a corner, or drove along the edge to avoid a rut. If I hit a hole, especially at this speed, I would break an axle!

In the mirror, I kept catching glimpses of the Bigfoots.

Their faces were distorted with rage. Fred and Barney’s cocks were swinging back and forth, and Wilma and Betty’s boobs were bouncing so hard they had to hold them with their hands.

Down a hillside, and almost slid into a marshy meadow. Fortunately, I’ve got four wheel drive, and I managed to ride through the slush and get back on the trail. but the Bigfoots were close to me! they had made up distance and Fred was actually reaching for the rack on top of the car.

I hit the gas, and he grabbed the rail, and the rail came off the car with a mighty rip.

Barney dove and grabbed the bumper, but modern plastic isn’t designed to hold the weight of Bigfoots. The bumper ripped right off.

I came to the wide spot in the trail, with the rock under which was the key to my chastity tube. I didn’t stop or even slow down. I ran right into the gate, tore the hell out of my bumper, but then I was sliding around on the actual road. Again I pressed on the pedal, and the big engine roared, and now the cavemen couldn’t match the fury of modern machinery. I leaped away from them, and the last thing they did was Barney threw a rock, and it smashed out the back window.

I cringed, and kept driving.

I drove for an hour, and why I wasn’t pulled over I don’t know. Of course, I might not have responded to a siren. I was crazed, out of my mind. I couldn’t think, all I could do was drive.

And I drove with my foot all the way down. I was doing over a hundred, and what had taken me two hours to cover going the other way the day before took me only that one hour.

I arrived in town. It was late, there were no cops, and I ran through the stoplights like they weren’t there.

I turned into my community, sliding across the road like a Fast and Furious racer.

I came to my house and slid into the driveway, all the way up the driveway, and my car hit the garage.

BANG! The door crumpled, my car stopped, and steam hissed out of the radiator.

I jumped out of the car and ran for the door. It was unlocked and I opened it, slammed it, shot the bolt, put on the chain, and turned and pressed my back against the door.

Suddenly the lights went on. Sarah stood at the bottom of the stairs, one hand on the light switch, staring at me.

There I stood, my dress ripped, my feet in high heels, my chastity  tube showing through the rip in the dress, and my lips bright red.

Sarah: “What on…”

“Honey,” I blurted, trying to make sense of everything, trying to come up with a story that would explain everything. “Bigfoot feminized me!”

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.

Too Tough to Feminize

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

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

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

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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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.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN 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!
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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!

[image: ]

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

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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!
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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.
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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!
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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!
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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!
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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!
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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

‘Bigfoot 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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