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PART ONE

“And who are these people?” Kyle asked.

“We’re going with Brad and Donna.” Jenny asked.

“No, I mean the people whose house the party is at?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Friends of Brad. I don’t know them.”

Kyle sighed and turned to his wife. He was medium height, handsome with brown hair and brown eyes. “I really don’t want to go to a party. It’s been a long week, I would rather rest up. Maybe watch The Maltese Falcon on TV. Popcorn and Coke. Mmm.”

“No, you don’t,” Jenny warned. “I told you about this two weeks ago.” Jenny was a knock out. She had brown eyes, like Kyle, but her hair was dirty blonde and she kept it in surfer locks. Add to that her stupendous boobs and…zowie!

“As I recall you said there was a party and I said I’d think about it.”

“You thought about it too long so I committed us. We’re going and that’s it.”

“And if I chain myself to the bed?”

“Then it’ll be a lonely bed. And that’s too bad, because I was feeling pretty damned horny until you started this stuff.”

“This stuff,” he snorted. “What happened to a man’s home is his castle?”

“It became community property. Now, get dressed, or I swear, I will never touch your dick again as long as I live.”

Kyle doubted she would go that far, but even a couple of weeks of putting up with her ire was too much. He sighed. “If it’s a dog we come home early.”

“Maybe.”

He heaved a breath. “Man, this sucks.”

“Yeah, but if you go with me,” she smiled, “then I’ll suck.”

He laughed and immediately started feeling better. He liked blow jobs, especially when his gorgeous wife with her big knockers and red lips were offering them.

“Okay,” he gave in. Still not happy, but at least he had something to look forward to.

Kyle trudged upstairs and headed for the bathroom. He stripped and took a hot shower, and relaxed. Man, he really didn’t want to go partying.

Suddenly the door opened and Jenny slithered in. “We’re going to have a good time,” she said, “and we’re starting now.” She handed him a big glass filled with bourbon and Coke and grabbed his cock.

SPROING!

He laughed, he was really feeling better now. He took a big sip, leaned against the wall and felt her hands grope his testicles, roll his balls, play bouncy bounce with his privates. Her lips clamped down on his prick and began moving back and forth.

“Oh, Lord,” he groaned. “I knew there was a reason I didn’t divorce you.”

He felt the heat starting up in his groin and his hips lurched.

Jenny immediately unmouthed him and stood up.

“Hey!”

“You think you’re going to cum before a party?” She pulled his hands to her breasts and plastered her mouth against his.

He felt the warmth of her mounds with his palms, then she pulled his head down and he took her nipple in his mouth.

“Oh, yes.” She moaned. She placed a hand over his drink so the shower water wouldn’t get in it.

He pushed her back now, to the other wall, and he bent his legs and moved his prick up against her folds.

She tilted her hips and, it was a tight fit, but he managed to snake his dong into her pussy.

“Fuck!” she whimpered, holding on to him.

Then she pushed him away. “Oh, no you don’t! You’re too close.”

He placed a hand on one side of head and leaned in. He nibbled on her lips, licked the juicy curve of them.

Finally, she pushed away, breathing heavily, and exited the shower. He followed her a minute later.

They dried off next to each other, glancing at each other with grins. This was going to be a horny night, and that would make it a fun night.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” she said.

“Oh?”

“Yep.” She was dry first and stepped into the bedroom. She laid out her bra and panties and a garter belt. When he stepped into the bedroom she threw a pair of panties at him.

“Wear those.”

He snagged the panties with one hand and held them up. They were pink thongs. “Oh, ho.”

“That little string is going to rub up against your brown button all night long, and just when you think you can’t handle it any longer…that’s when we make love.”

“How the hell am I supposed to get this little thing over my big thing.”

“You’re not hard are you?” she mocked.

He was standing, holding the underwear, and his cock looked like a baseball bat. The look on his face was horny and helpless all at the same time.

She laughed and pulled up her own thong. It was just a black patch on her shaved pussy. She wiggled her big tits into her bra and fastened it behind herself.

He sighed and put on the thong. His cock pushed it out and she chuckled, and he pulled on some slacks.

Kinky underwear was their secret. She liked it when he wore panties. And she liked it when he wore something tight, like a tummy shaper. And every once in a while she would make him wear a bra, or a slip of some sort.

He liked it because it made him super horny. He wasn’t much of a crossdresser. He was more of a horny dresser.

She rolled up her nylons and snapped them to her garter. Now her legs were slick and chic. Her toes were painted red and very visible through the sheer hose. Her finger nails were long and red, little claws, and she pulled a dress over her fabulous body. The dress was short and showed her legs. It had a big porthole to show off her cleavage. She sat down at her vanity table and began putting on make up.

Kyle put on a shirt and cufflinks. He left the top button open and waited for Jenny to notice.

She applied her make up, worked on her eyes, painted her lips, and smacked them at him. “What do you think, lover? Am I fuckable?”

“Oh, Lordy. You are the most—“

“Where’s your tie?”

“Ties aren’t required.”

Her lip started to curl. He forestalled her. “I’ll put one in a pocket. If necessary I can put it on.”

She grunted, but accepted the condition. Heck, she had gotten everything else, this was a moot point.

Finally, she slipped her high heels on and stood up.

Kyle whistled. “Wow. I want some of that.”

“And if you behave yourself you’ll get some of that.”

“I’ve got three other ties. Want to play?”

“I do…after the party.”

He laughed, and the door bell: DING!

“Brad and Donna. I’ll get it.”

Downstairs he opened the door and their two besties entered.

Brad was built like him, a little stockier, but strong like a moose. He had short hair, a square face, and no tie. He and Kyle bumped chests, then Donna sashayed in.

“Whoa! You didn’t tell me you got a date with Miss America?”

Donna placed a hand on his cheek. “You can be awfully nice for a naughty boy.”

“She’s only the runner up,” Brad quipped.

“What?” Donna rounded on him, hand raised as if to slap. But she only touched his cheek and said, “You’ll suffer tonight. If you’re lucky.”

“Hello, fiends!” Jenny sauntered down the stairs, looking elegant and gorgeous and beautiful and all that sort of stuff.

“Wow! Nice!” Brad offered.

“And she’s no runner up,” quipped Kyle.

More hugs, then Kyle said, “Time for a drink before we dash. Bourbon and Coke?”

They all agreed. Brad went into the kitchen with Kyle. He got down the bourbon and the glasses while Kyle got out the Coke and the ice cubes.

“What did man do before bourbon?” asked Brad.

“Had wars. Killed each other. Voted for politicians.”

“Ha!”

“So what’s this big party we’re going to?”

“Johnny Cagle bought a mansion.”

“Johnny? The real estate guy? A real mansion?”

“For real. And, here is the big news, it’s supposed to be haunted.”

Kyle snorted. “So we’re house warming for ghosts?”

“I guess. But it’s been all fixed up and this house warming party is going to be the pips. Supposed to be over three hundred people. Unlimited booze. Dusk till dawn.”

“Like that old movie.”

“Just like, but with ghosts instead of vampires.”

“I vant to suck your blood,” Kyle imitated Bela Lugosi.

“You’re dated pal. Now the good looking girl clamps down on your throat till you orgasm, then throws your head against a wall.”

“Ew!” said Jenny. The girls had entered the kitchen and the bourbon and Cokes were passed out. They leaned against counters and sipped the good bourbon appreciatively.

“They’re going to outlaw bourbon,” said Brad.

“What?”

“Yep. Too many ugly girls are getting married.”

Donna slapped his arm and he mock cowered. “Don’t beat me massa!”

“I’ll massa you,” she snarled, and slapped her hand into his groin.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed while Kyle and Jenny laughed.

“Okay,” said Kyle, you guys driving?”

“If I ever recover,” said Brad.

“You recover and I’ll hit you again,” Donna grinned. “Come on, I’ll drive.”

It was a wonderful night, warm and balmy, perfect for a party. Donna and Jenny were in the front seat and Kyle and Brad were in the back. The top was down and Brad shouted at passersby. Kyle started up conversations with people stopped at traffic lights. And they zoomed through town like people on their way to a party.

Johnny Cagle’s new mansion, or old mansion made new, was on the edge of town. It was set into the hills. surrounded by forest, and an ugly monstrosity.

Which is not to say it wasn’t cool. It was three stories and probably 20,000 square feet. The driveway was lined by emerald green arborvitae bushes, which were 10 foot tall evergreens shaped like missiles.

Behind the missiles were slopes of green. Beyond the slopes of lawn was the forest.

The driveway led up to a circle and people were rounding the circle and being directed out onto the lawn. There were already a hundred cars parked in neat rows with a couple of outliers.

Donna parked the car and the quartet stepped out and sauntered across the lawn towards the brightly lit house.

“Doesn’t look so spooky with all the lights lit up,” observed Brad.

Donna goosed him. She was a ‘hands on’ type of girl. “Wait until the ghosts grab your ass.”

Jenny snuggled under Kyle’s arm as they crossed the driveway and headed up the stairs. At the top of the stairs was Jocelyn Cagle. Mrs. Johnny. She was drunker than a drunk skunk. She was hugging arrivers, kissing cheeks, and her eyes were bright and feverish.

Brad performed introductions and Jocelyn giggled and welcomed all. “Get yourself some booze and get happy.” She hiccuped.

She was a compact girl with a big bosom, and that bosom was definitely on display. So were her legs via a slit sided dress.

As the foursome passed into the house Kyle murmured, “That’s…” he trained off.

“What, honey?”

“I don’t know. She seemed scared.”

“Scared? Nah. Just too much booze,” responded Brad.

But Kyle didn’t think so. The booze just hid the fear, and did that mean the fear was causing her to drink.

“Hey! Brad!” Johnny Cagle bumped fists and then chests with Brad and they went through the introductions again.

“What a shack, eh?” blurted Johnny. All agreed, and Johnny pointed into the parlor. Got all the bourbon in Tennessee right through there.”

Grinning, the two couples entered the parlor and found a bar set up and in full action. In a minute they were sauntering through the house, glasses in hand as they admired the woodwork, the craftsmanship, the low cut babe’s flitting about like hummingbirds around a feeder.

“Wow, I haven’t seen so much tit since—Oof!”

Donna elbowed Brad in the ribs and snapped, “Since when?”

“Oh, never,” Brad whistled and rubbed his ribs.

The lower floor had a large front room, and all the furniture had been pushed back for mingling.

The dining room was large, also, and a herd of people were dancing, groping, and doing their best to make love standing up.

There was the parlor, which held the bar, and to the left of the bar was a big kitchen and a stairway. Behind the kitchen was a porch which looked out on the woods during the day, and the darkness at night.

Upstairs were lots and lots of rooms.

The night was balmy outside, but steamy inside. The heat generated by bodies was near stifling.

For an hour Kyle and Jenny danced and drank. The music was a mix of old hits and easy to dance to. Finally, after an hour, Jenny excused herself to find the tinkle room. She didn’t call it the ladies’ room, she called it the tinkle room. And she called the men’s room the plop room.

Gross, but funny. Especially if you were drunk.

Kyle wandered through the house, he knew many of the people and he engaged in occasional conversation and went from group to group.

“It’s supposed to be haunted.”

Kyle was just outside a small circle surrounding Johnny Cagle.

“You believe in that stuff?”

Johnny shook his head, “I didn’t, but now I do.” He nodded. “There’s some weird shit going down here.”

“Like what?” asked a girl.

Johnny looked around like he was afraid somebody was listening. He said, “One day I woke up and my toes had been painted.”

The four people around him chuckled.

“No! I’m serious.”

They tried not to laugh, to be respectful, but that was pretty ludicrous.

“So show us your feet.”

“Nope. I cleaned ‘em off. But I swear to you…it happened.”

He was so serious that the others glanced at each other. They didn’t want to be rude, but…hey, honey?” he snagged his passing wife, who was staggering by.

“Tell ‘em about my tootsies.”

Jocelyn moved into the circle and nodded. “We woke up and his toenails were painted, and I swear to God it wasn’t me that painted them.”

“So maybe you ‘sleep painted’ your toes?”

“Ha!”

Jocelyn turned and her tits bumped into Kyle. “Hey, big boy! Dance with me!”

Grinning, Kyle placed his arms around her and they whirled back out onto the dance floor.

For a drunk she wasn’t a bad dancer. She knew how to move, and she certainly enjoyed pressing her chest against him.

The music went to Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ Now they were dancing slow and Jocelyn moved even closer and waggled her breasts into him.

Kyle looked over his shoulder and saw Jenny laughing at him. he shrugged, and Jenny moved her hand as if stuffing a cock into her mouth and bulged her cheek with her tongue.

Kyle surreptitiously flipped her off, then turned Jocelyn around and they moved across the room.

“Is this place really haunted?”

“I swear,” Jocelyn bubbled. “Johnny did wake up with painted toenails, and other stuff happens, too. Freaky stuff.”

“Like what?”

They were at the end of the room and Jocelyn moved slightly apart from him and looked up. She had even, grey eyes, a pert nose, and she really was beautiful. “You want to see?”

“Sure.”

She grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the stairs. “Come on.”

Kyle followed, be it nervously. To travel into private parts of the house with a beautiful woman was playing with fire. Especially with  his wife being a tad jealous.

Still, she dragged him and he couldn't very well jerk his hand out of hers.

At the top of the stairs he stared down a long hall. It was gloomy, and in spite of the music playing just under their feet, it was…lonely.

Deserted. Felt abandoned.

“You feel it, don’t you?”

“Well, uh, there’s just no people up here.”

“Yeah. Come on.” They entered the first room. It was a nursery and a window at the side of the room let golden moonlight in. The moonlight illuminated a crib, an old style bassinet with the hood on it. Above the crib a mobile hung. She led him across the room and his eyes inspected the mobile.

It had ducks and cows. But the ducks had vampire teeth and the cows had cocks. A little box at the top of the mobile held a battery and the ducks and cows danced in the dark.

Kyle blinked.

“Pretty weird, eh? Vampire ducks and transgender cows. Is that spooky enough for you.”

“I question the good taste here, but that isn’t haunted.”

“No? How about the fact that we’ve never replaced the battery in the mobile?”

“How long have you lived here?”

“We moved in three months ago.”

“Hmmm. Maybe. But maybe the battery lasts a long time.”

She turned him to her, again her massive tits were pointed into his chest. She was close to him, and she looked up, her eyes dewy, her lips red, a desperation to her features.

“I hear things in the night. I see things.”

“What things.”

She kissed him then. She grabbed his head with her hands and pressed her lips to his. Though it wasn’t requested, it was a hard kiss. A frantic kiss. And it scorched his bones. then he felt her hand groping his crotch.

“Hey!” he said.

She backed up, but didn’t let go. “You’re hard, that’s good. If you really want to see what happens here I’ll show you.”

He wanted her to let go, but he didn’t want to hit her.

“Come on, stud. Let me show you.”

“I’m married,” Kyle blurted.

She laughed, but didn’t let go. “You think I want to fuck you? Nope. I just need you hard if this is going to work.”

Kyle was gulping, his face was red, he was flabbergasted, but he asked, “What is going to work?”

“If you’ve got the balls I’ll show you how this house is haunted.”

He wanted her to let go, but her words sunk into him, and he felt dazed. Something was happening here, something beyond just getting groped. It was as if the hornier he got, the stiffer his cock got, the weirder her felt.

“Come on, stud. “You do this and you’ll understand. You’ll know what fucking haunted is.”

She pulled him then, by the crotch, his package in her hand.

H could have detached her hand. He could have jerked free, but there was a fascination, and a stupor, and…he went along with her. They went into the hall and she turned and, still holding his crotch, she led him down the hallway to the stairs at the other end. Up the stairs, and he had to stumble quickly after her. Her grip was getting harder.

“When Johnny and I discovered this it was fun. We did it a lot, but now…now…” she made a sound that was like a sob, but it was so low he couldn’t be sure.

They reached the third floor hallway and there was a small, circular stair leading into a garret. She pulled his package upward.

Kyle had the feeling that what he was doing was wrong, to let another woman hold his manhood. But it was like something was moving him. And under that…Jocelyn didn’t act horny.

She had kissed him, but that was a cry for help. She had grabbed him, but that was to lead him somewhere. He put thoughts of Jenny out of his head. Or, rather, thoughts of his wife just sort of drifted away. He felt like he had no name, wasn’t married, was just a wisp of an idea floating through space.

Jocelyn opened the door to the garret and lead him in.

It was a large space inside that small room. how odd. Like the inside space was larger than the outside dimensions. Of course that was ridiculous, and Kyle giggled.

The room was light colored, and moonlight illuminated it.

“Turn on the lights so I can see,” said Kyle.

“We’ve replaced the light bulbs a hundred times. They go on and last about five minutes. But, day or night, this room is always like this. Bright sunlight will shine into the room, but it’s still dark, like this. And if you look out the window you can see that it is lighter inside the room than it is out in the night.”

It was true, Kyle realized.

Jocelyn finally let him go. He stood in the center of the room and looked around. Her hand had left him with a big boner and his pants were bulging. She opened a little door and rummaged around in what looked like a shallow closet. She lifted out a one piece dress. It was similar to hers, and she handed it to him.

“Put it on.”

“What?” Shock, as if far away. Non-comprehension, as he tried to remember that he was married.

“You want proof, here it is. Put this dress on and you’ll understand.”

“I…never…I…don’t…” he stuttered and his brain fumbled with concepts.

“I know. You’re not a girl. That’s what this is about. You’re not a girl, so prove it.”

“What?”

She reached up and started undoing buttons. Something in him wanted her to stop. Something in him wanted her to continue.

She took off his shirt and tossed it over a chair.

Funny, he hadn’t noticed all the chairs. They rounded the room and clothes were hung on the backs.

“Now your pants,” she muttered. She fumbled with his belt, her fingernails were too long, but she finally got it undone, or rather it just seemed to come undone, as if his belt had a mind of its own and wanted to be undone. She unzipped his zipper.

His hands moved as if to stop her, fluttering in the dark, but she moved right through his flapping, grasping hands.

His cock sprang out, fully erect, and looking even bigger than he knew it was.

“Why am I so big?” he asked, his voice seeming to actually echo a little bit in the room that was bigger than its outsides.

“Just wait,” Jocelyn muttered.

She gripped his feet and shed him of socks and shoes. Now he was naked, and filled with alarm that was so muted that he was barely aware of it.

She gripped the hem of the dress and raised her hands and brought it over his head. She began pulling it down, and Kyle experienced a ripple of shivers and heat, of frozen muscles and cells that twitched inside.

The hem passed his hair and his hair was pulled out, made long, feminine long, and perfectly coiffed.

The hem passed his face, the sleek material brushed over his face and it felt like a million worms crawled over his mien, yet he couldn't stop it. His arms couldn’t move. The hem moved past his shoulders and he felt like he was shrinking to fit into the garment. Then the material passed over his chest, and he felt his pectorals lurch and…and explode. A sharp, violent explosion of flesh, and the material kept moving down.

His abs smoothed out, became softer. She had to pull the dress hard to get it over his hips, yet he wasn’t a big hipped person, and…now he was.

Then he was in the dress, and he became capable of motion. Not a lot of motion. At first he could just look down and see his chest, big, showcased by the cut of the dress.

He had tits. Big ones.

One arm moved and he was startled to see he had long, red nails. He touched his breast, and groaned. The nipple was turgid and sensitive and the bare touch of his fingernail on the nipple caused his knees to be weak.

Jocelyn stood back, and the room seem even larger, and the light, though blue and dim, allowed him to see even better.

He thought, ghost light.

“Now you see,” she said.

Kyle felt the energy sure up through his body, up from his feet, energizing his new, shapely legs. He turned and saw his reflection in a mirror.

It was him, his face, but it was a female him. With curves, lots of curves, including a chest as big as Jocelyn’s.

He stared at her. Their dresses were similar, and he realized that she must look different without the dress. Maybe slender. Maybe not so rotund in the boob department. Maybe a different hair color and style.

“Now you see,” she repeated, and he saw her not so much a drunk as a wind up marionette. And the drunkenness hid her panic at the change of her.

“But, what happened?”

She moved to him. she placed her hand on his package, except there was no package. Now he was smooth down there. Now he had a pussy. A slit. A hole. Now he was a woman and no longer a man.

And it felt good.

It felt marvelous.

He felt like he was new born and the world was bright and filled with wonder.

“I don’t know!” she cried, on the edge of tears. But I can wear clothes up here and be a woman. There is a garret on the other side of the house, and there you can be a man. You can change back and forth. You can be either. It is grand…and it is terrifying.”

“But…how do I change back?”

“Later,” she said, linking her arm in his. “Right now we must party.”

“But I don’t want to party…I want to be me!”

“You are you, just a different you.”

“But…”

“Come, the house wants to party, so we must party.”

She led him out of the garret, closing the door gently behind her. She took him down the stairs, stopping halfway down the shallow, circular steps to kiss him.

He was a woman, and the kiss felt different. Softer, more intimate, and he felt a submissiveness emanating from within.

Jocelyn moved her hand to his boobs and felt his large tits. She pulled his dress down and sucked on his nipple, and he thought he was going to cum right then and there.

He was kissing here back, feeling a lust within, his pussy actually feeling wet.

She moved back and he begged her, “Please.”

But he had no idea what he was begging for.

He knew he was Kyle, but…he wasn’t.

He didn’t think he was possessed, but he was prisoner of an energy that moved him, guided him, made him kiss Jocelyn back and want more.

On the second floor she led him into a small dressing room. She sat him down and helped him put on make up. His eyes turned into dusky caves, his lips became plump and red.

She put earrings through his lobes, and he hadn’t even known he was pierced.

She helped him up, led him again, and they walked down the hallway to the stairs.

The sounds of the party grew and intruded. And he felt as if the music was causing a nervousness within his bones, like he was going to have to dance, or come out of his skin.

He caught a glimpse of people dancing and kissing and, in the far corners, humping. Women jumped onto men with their cocks out.

A big, ghostly orgy.

He shivered.

“Come!” She pulled him.

They arrived at the landing and somebody came down the stairs on the left. He stopped and froze, he stared, and he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.


PART TWO

Jenny walked across the living room and out the front door. Down the front steps and in a corner of the circular drive was a half a dozen porta potties. 300 people or more would definitely overwhelm the house facilities, so this was a great solution.

She entered the blue cubicle and looked at the seat in disgust. She was a woman, she kept house, and she never let a bathroom look like this. Sighing, she wiped off the toilet seat and pulled out a couple of ass gaskets. She pulled her panties down, arranged her dress, and sat. She wondered what Kyle was doing.

Ah, sweet Kyle. He was horny all the time, but…he was not a hard charger. He wasn’t exactly pink, but he certainly was soft.

She had often thought about cheating on him. Finding some alpha stud who would fuck her the way she wanted to be fucked. Not some polite hand holding kissy kissy ‘did I do something wrong’ mealy mouthed fuck, but a grab her tits and bruise them, slap her ass, throw her on her belly and fuck which ever hole was available.

She smiled. She thought about it, but she wouldn’t. She was true blue, and the fantasies would have to remain just that. Fantasies.

She heard a plop, was empty, and she cleaned herself up and put her clothes in place. She took a moment to rub her pussy.

God! She wanted a hard fuck! The kind she used to get in college.

But, that’s the price you pay when you get married. Sigh.

She left the porta potty and headed back into the house. The party was still roaring, people were making out in the corners and she even saw some monkey love going on, women climbing on top of a man and sliding down over his dick. Gotta love those shadows.

She looked over the room and saw Kyle going up the stairs with their hostess. God, she had big tits. She wondered where she was taking Kyle. Poor Kyle, victim to any woman who wanted to use him.

She walked around the edge of the room and came to where Johnny Cagle was holding court. She stood behind him and listened to him discoursing on this, that and everything. He was a stud. He had bullied his way through real estate until he was filthy rich, and he looked like he was a hammer in bed. And maybe even had a big spike.

She imagined him naked, and he suddenly made excuses to the fellows he was talking with and turned around.

“Whoa! Hey, beautiful!”

She smiled, confident that her thoughts were her own. That premise, however, was shortly tested when Johnny blurted, “Was that you thinking behind me?” He moved closer to her and spoke into her ear.

She looked up at him. She felt his maleness. He was a hard body, harder than Kyle, and she let her imagination run loose. She touched his biceps, ran her hand over them. “I’ll never tell.”

He hovered over here, a little drunk, but not much more so than she. “Baby, I could feel you thinking about what you’d like to do to me. Go on, admit it.”

She laughed. “Your pick up line stinks.”

He laughed, ran an arm around her and turned her onto the dance floor. It was a slow dance and she could feel his cock in his pants. It felt big, it was definitely hard, and he delighted in rubbing his groin against hers.

She enjoyed it. She didn’t mind feeling a cock. Of course she was true blue, but…man, he had a nice dong.

At the other side of the room he guided her off the carpet and into the parlor. He guided her to the bar, made sure she had a full drink, then said, “Did you know this was a haunted house?”

“Come on,” she grinned.

“No. Really. That’s how I picked it up so cheap. Nobody wanted to buy a haunted house. Heck, buyers would walk through and sort of shiver. But I’m not a scaredy cat.”

“So how is it haunted?”

“Rattling pipes. Chains dragging in the night. On a dark night you can see the outline of some poor schmuck hanging from a tree in the backyard.

“Now I know you’re putting me on.”

Johnny stopped talking, tilted his head slightly, and regarded her. He said, “You want to find out how haunted this place is?”

She chuckled.

“Are you brave enough?”

That was a challenge, and Jenny didn’t let challenges go. “I’m brave, but I think you’re full of shit.”

His eyes closed slightly. “Okay. Come with me.”

He grabbed her hand and led her across the parlor to a stairway.

She didn’t like men pushing her around, but then most men were sort of pussies. Johnny Cagle wasn’t acting like a pussy. He was acting like a take charge alpha with a big, confident cock.

They went up the stairs, and she found herself staring at his ass.

“Are you thinking of me again?” He threw over his shoulder.

Jenny blushed.

They arrived at the first landing and Johnny lead her across the hallway and they continued up the stairs to the third floor.

On the third floor, just across from where the stairway came out, was a small circular stairway. He led her up this to a small door. They ducked into the room and she looked around.

It was small, but…not that small. In fact, as she looked at it, it seemed to grow bigger. She wouldn’t have been surprised if the room was bigger on the inside than it was on the outside.

Through a pair of windows she saw the darkness of the far away forest. Midway between the forest and the house was a single tree.

“Look,” he said, and he pointed.

Jenny stepped to the window and gazed at the tree. There was no wind, but there was…it looked like a shadow…the shape of a body hanging from a rope, slowly turning.

“Oh, my God!” she blurted.

“So you think the place isn’t haunted?”

Jenny wasn’t about to convinced so easily, however. She looked up at him. “A shadow hanging from a shadowy tree is not a convincing argument.

Johnny stared at her. “Okay, bitch,” his words were mocking. “I’ll prove it, but you have to do two things.”

She was intrigued. He certainly sounded like he meant business.

“What two things?”

“First, you’ve got to get horny. When you’re horny your mind resets, distracts, is amenable to change.”

“So what…I’m supposed to play with myself?”

He moved in on her. “Nope. I’ll do the playing.”

He put his arms around her and kissed her. His lips were hard and commanding and she felt her breath leave in a whoosh.

She was married, she was true blue, but suddenly she wasn’t thinking of Kyle. Suddenly she was just a woman, and her body was heating up, and his lips were swallowing her good sense.

He raised a hand to her breast and rubbed it gently, but firmly. He traced a strong finger around her nipple.

“Kyle,” she thought, but it was a weak thought. Something was happening here. She was losing herself.

Then, as suddenly as he had kissed her, he drew back. He turned to a small closet door and opened it. He took out a white shirt and suit. He faced her, his eyes glittering int he darkness. “Put these on.”

Jenny stared at the clothes. She was hot. Her breasts were on fire. Her pussy was throbbing and wet. Fuck! What had this bastard done to her? No kiss had ever affected her this way.

He laid the suit over the back of a chair, and suddenly Jenny noticed that there were a lot of chairs in the room. They circled the edge of the room, and clothes were thrown over the backs of all the chairs.

He reached down and gripped the hem of her skirt.

She wanted to say no. She wanted to protest, maybe even slap him, but she did nothing. The hem came up, the material folded, and her dress was lifted off her.

She stood in a small room with a strange man clad only in underwear.

“Everything,” he said.

He put his arms around her, very strong, and undid her bra. Her breasts tumbled out and he tossed her bra onto the chair the suit was on.

He hooked his thumbs into her panties and pulled down. He bent his knees, he lowered himself and the panties.

His face was level with her pussy. She expected him to make a move, to kiss her mons, to rise up and take her in his arms. To mouth her tits and force his will on her.

He merely undressed her.

She stood, naked, afraid in her pounding heart, and wanting sex more than anything.

This was a man. This was an alpha. Take me, she shrieked in her head.

He held out the white shirt for her. He helped her shrug her arms into it and he pulled it tight and began buttoning up the front.

Oddly, she felt like her chest was shrinking and expanding at the same time. Her chest was becoming somehow flatter, and a thought erupted through her, Those are my tits!

But he ignored her, except for a chaste kiss on the lips. Not a rape of the mouth, but a polite hello, or good bye…enjoy the journey.

He held the slacks and she stepped out of her high heels and into them. As he pulled them up it felt like her legs were becoming thicker, stronger. He pulled the waist over her hips and she felt a sudden change in her groin. Like there was something heavy hanging there.

He buttoned her, put the coat on her, and suddenly her hair felt shorter. Her hair reached her shoulders, but now it didn’t hang at all. It just felt…short.

She looked down and found her feet encased in shiny, black Oxfords. Her hose had turned to socks, and everything felt funny, different, heavier, coarser.

She was a he, and Johnny leaned forward and kissed her lips. Not chaste, but loving, and exulting. “There,” he said. “Now you know.”

She walked, and felt the uncomfortable sensation of big balls between her legs, high and inside the thigh. “How do you walk with these? She looked up at him.

“That’s why one is higher than the other.”

She nodded, and he escorted her down from the garret, down the second stairs. Two people stepped onto the landing in front of them and she slowed down. It was two women. Two beautiful women with big tits.

Jenny was shocked when her body heated up and her cock started growing.

Then one of the women turned around and looked at her. His face opened in surprise and he stared at her, and she stared at him.

“Kyle!” It was Kyle, but as she was a man, now he was a woman.

“Jenny!” he stared at his wife, now a man.

They knew each other. Their features were gender changed, but the same. There was no mistaking that he had turned into a she and she had turned into a he.

“Hello, dear.” Johnny Cagle kissed his wife deeply, then stepped back. “I brought you a present.”

“And I brought you one,” she answered.

Johnny pushed Jenny forward, and Jocelyn nudged Kyle. The two stepped forward and suddenly the haze that had enveloped them while they changed faded. Everything became crystal clear, sharp in their vision and hearing and other senses.

“What happened?”

“What are you…” then they were past each other, and Johnny reached forward and put his arms around Kyle. Jocelyn went into Jenny’s arms.

The couple tried to turn back to each other, but Johnny and Jocelyn manipulated them, turned them away. Jocelyn pulled Jenny down the stairs. Jenny looked back to see that Johnny was guiding Kyle.

It was weird. Odd. Strange.

Kyle was put off because he was a man, be it in a female body.

And Jenny felt the same, from the viewpoint of the opposite gender.

At the bottom of the stairs people were waiting. A lot of people. They were staring up at Jenny and Kyle hungrily, their eyes glittering and feverish.

Hands gripped them, they were pulled in opposite directions, turned and reaching out for each other, mouths open in sudden panic, but powerless under the fervor of the crowd.

Jenny was taken into the room where most of the dancing was taking place. Beautiful women were gathered around her. Women with big breasts, and she saw the similarity between their breasts and that of her hosts. All the woman wore similar dresses to that which Kyle now wore.

It struck her that maybe everybody was changed, as she had been, as Kyle had been.

She was frightened now, and wanted to leave, but small female hands kept her moving, kept her shuffling in a pseudo dance around the small room. Small hands reached for her cock and she grew harder and harder, harder than she thought a man could be.

Little hands slipped down her slacks and gripped her shaft.

“Wait…wait…” she gasped, but with each new set of hands she felt more heat, more desire enter her soul. Soon she was bucking her hips as she danced. Pushing her cock into the bodies of the women that kept her moving, kept feeling her up.

“Kyle,” she whispered, whimpered, but he wasn’t there.

Kyle, now in a female body was moved towards the parlor. Men moved him, negated his attempts to struggle. A drink was placed in his hand and his hand was raised so that he had to drink.

More men, and they felt his body. They ran their hands over his boobs. They fingered his nipples and they nuzzled their stubbly faces into his soft neck.

He was a woman! He was powerless…and they manipulated him like he was their play thing.

“Let me go!” he whimpered, but they just kept crowding around, touching him, moving him.

He was guided out the kitchen door and onto a side porch. A bed was set up on the porch and the men moved him to it.

“Don’t!” But his voice wasn’t loud. He felt something inside him going along, giving in, submitting.

Hands gripped his legs, pulled them apart. Hands grabbed his arms and held them down.

He heard the sound of zippers, and realized that he didn’t really need all those hands holding him down. He was curious. He was hot. His pussy dripped.

The top of his dress was pulled down and his breasts were exposed, but the dress was not pulled completely off. He realized that if it was he might change back, and these people, they all knew that. They didn’t want him to change back. They wanted him to be a woman…they wanted him to be like them. Changed.

He felt a mouth on his pussy. He felt lips sucking, kissing. He discovered the joy of labia and the intense pleasure of clitoris.

Hand gripped his breasts and mouths sucked on his nipples. He grew hotter. He was afraid, but he craved. He needed. He wanted.

Fingers explored him. The crowd was moving as one, gently escorting him towards paradise. Hands, lips, massaging body parts. The feel of a penis on his face, drawing along his cheek, over his lips.

Then a penis poked at his vagina. The head slid in. He was too hot and moist for it not to.

Slowly it entered, the murmur of the crowd an appreciative, but soft bellow. Long it slid, rubbing against his walls, the feel of veins rippling through his passage.

“Oh, God!” he blurted, and a penis entered his mouth.

He found himself sucking, not spitting it out, not biting. And he realized a truth: he was being haunted.

All these people were being controlled by one entity, a giant body of energy that swarmed over all and controlled every individual action. It was one ghost, possessing a house, and all that entered into that house were possessed and controlled and…changed.

How many of these men had been women? How many women had harbored ill feelings towards men, maybe tired of being considered second banana, maybe tired of being used.

And he wondered about Jenny.

Jenny felt hands touching her. Hands pulled her down and lips searched for her mouth. Her clothes were left on, but her penis was pulled out.

Why were her clothes left on? Why didn’t these voracious women rip her pants off and rape her?

Why didn’t women rape men?

And she realized, as the hands sought her cock and stroked it: the clothes kept her manly. Take off the clothes and lose the man. And these women, at last feeling empowered, at last controlling a man, would never let her do that. They needed to keep her a man, helpless, a victim. Believing she could fight free even as they manipulated her, controlled her by her cock.

As she had controlled Kyle so often.

“Leave me alone!” she blurted as she began to struggle. Yet there was no violence to her struggle. It was feeble protest in the face of something she wanted. It was her cock striving for pussy. She had a cock now, she was the alpha—such a lie that was—and she wanted to exercise that cock, to plummet to the depths in a fine pussy.

She wanted to fuck!

She had been fucked too long!

It was time to give up being the fuckee and become the fuckor.

To live the illusion of being in control

She found herself moved towards a couch, and she saw a woman laying on the couch, other women lifting her dress.

But not taking it off. Never taking it off.

She was picked up, her whole body. Hands held her limbs, her torso, her head. Her body was lowered over the woman. She was between the woman’s legs and hands guided her penis to the vagina.

Oh! She entered that palace of pleasure. She near swooned feeling what Kyle had felt so may times with her. The prick sliding through the soft tissue.

Somebody squeezed her balls.

She began to move up and down in spite of herself; because of herself.

She fucked, and her hands and knees went down and she took control of the fuck, shedding the hands holding her so she could really do the deed right.

The woman under her groaned. Hugged her, wrapped her legs around her.

And she began to spew, to release her load. Her hips bucked and cock plunged and hands applauded and pushed and guided and…and the woman came out from underneath her and another woman was inserted.

She found the woman’s hole and continued fucking. Having cum meant nothing, for this house, this energy that possessed her, was inexhaustible. As long as she wore this dress and body…that was how long she could keep cumming and cumming and cumming.

For hours Kyle and Jenny were abused. Used. Fucked. For hours men and women took places under them, over them, thrusting cock and accepting penis. For hours, and the sky slowly began to grow lighter. Dawn was approaching.

Finally, the people possessed by the ghost house began to tire.

So much supernatural energy began to wane as the sun threatened to be seen. The house lost vim and vigor and gave control back to the people it had controlled, and slowly the people began to wander away from the gang bangs.  They looked down at the dazed, out of control fuck they were hunched over, straightened up, got a confused look in their eyes, and wandered away.

There was a table of munchies, ignored all night for the sexual fervor, but now noticed, and soon the munchies disappeared.

Jenny noticed that women took their time when getting underneath her. Then they stopped. She was left humping the air for a minute before she realized it was all over. She stopped fucking and just lay there, wondering what had happened.

Yes, it had been a delicious night of out of control fucking, but…it hadn’t really been her. It had been somebody else, it had been…the house. The ghost house.

She struggled to turn over on her back and stared at the ceiling. Her cock was still stiff, but it wasn’t throbbing, and as the sun rose higher in the sky it began to droop, finally laying down on her belly.

She looked at it, laying there like an exhausted slug. She missed it, and she was glad it was over. It was something that she had wanted only in her dreams, but not in real life. But now there it was. A real life happening.

Kyle noticed the men not being so eager to fuck him now. And he felt less submissive. Then the men stopped. They wandered away, looking a little confused.

He was cum coated. He was a mess. He was glad it was over, yet there was a part of him that missed it. That wanted more.

He lay on his back and looked up at the ceiling. What had happened? What had possessed him to…the house. He became more cognizant, to remember, and to shake a little bit.

He was a man, good for one cum, but he had just had a hundred cums, and he wanted more…but he didn’t. This had been something he would have dreamed of in puberty, but a grown man, with responsibilities and a wife, he…his wife! Where was Jenny? What had happened to her?

He struggled to his feet. He still had enormous tits and he was over balanced. He grabbed chairs and doorjambs and made his way into the house proper.

“Jenny?” he croaked. His mouth was sore from all the dicks that had filled it, that had squirted in it. His belly was sloshing inside. “Jenny?”

He crossed the big room and finally heard a noise from the dining room. “Jenny?”

“In here.” A whisper with a bit of shame in it.

And he felt ashamed. What had come over him? Why hadn’t he resisted more?

Jenny, in her male body, staggered out of the dining room and hugged him.

He had grown shorter as a woman, and her taller, and she held him.

“Are you okay?”

He nodded, but tears were coming from his eyes.

“We need to leave.”

“We need our clothes.”

She nodded.

They made it to the stairs and walked up to the garret she had been changed in. She stripped off her man clothes and left them, a puddle on the floor. She tried to put on her dress, then a leaky sob escaped her.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m a man! I can’t wear a dress!”

“Oh, no!”

Scared by her inability to return to herself, they made their way to the garret he had been changed in. He took off his dress, his big boobs unfurled and Jenny stared at them. Amazingly, her cock throbbed.

He put on his male clothes, but it was sad. He was a woman swallowed by over sized male clothes.

“Put your dress back on.”

He did.

She had brought her male clothes with her and she put those back on.

They stared at each other.

“How will we change back to ourselves?”

“We’ve got to find Johnny, or Jocelyn.

They wandered through the house, looking into rooms, working their way down. They found couples in beds, they found men in women’s clothes and vice versa, but they couldn’t find Johnny and Jocelyn.

They searched through the downstairs. No joy. They were scared, tired, and wanted to go home, when they heard the back door slam.

Johnny and Jocelyn entered the front room, arms around each other. they looked tired, but happy.

“Are you guys still here?”

“We can’t change back!”

Johnny chuckled, and Jocelyn said, “You have to change clothes before sunrise, otherwise you’re stuck as you are. Fortunately, you aren’t too bad looking.”

“For how long?”

“A month. One moon to the next.”

“Oh, no!”

“But don’t worry. The house will be here, we’ll be here, and you can even have a grand old time until you decide to change back. And since you won’t be the newbs you won’t be ganged like you were. Did you enjoy it?”

“I…I…” Kyle sputtered.

“I don’t know,” said Jenny.

“I know,” said Jocelyn, putting a hand on Jenny’s arm. “The first time is always tough. But it’ll get better.”

“Well, I guess we’ll be leaving now,” Kyle said, feeling very dispirited.

“Okey doke. We’ll see you next month.”

Kyle and Jenny walked out to the front porch.

“Where are Brad and Donna?”

“I don’t know.”

“Did they…change?”

“Did they fuck us?” asked Kyle wryly.

“Seems like we fucked everybody, so…probably.”

Their worries about their friends were unfounded, however. When they went to the car they found their friends asleep in the backseat.

Jenny got into the driver’s seat and found the key on the dash. In a minute they were going out the gate and heading back across town.

They were silent as they drove, each processing what had happened to them. Finally, Kyle asked, “Are you okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” Jenny said. “Of course my cock is a little sore. I think it got over used.”

“You’re lucky. They used my ass, my cunt and my mouth. I was even jacking guys. I am sore in every hole.”

Jenny snorted. “We were always true to each other. I still love you and only you.”

Kyle glanced at her. “And I you. We’re going to have to rethink things, though. We’re going to have to go back to that party in a month, and when we do…are you going to be looking to fuck?”

She sighed. I hate to say it, but I don’t think I’ll have much choice. That house takes over my sex organs and uses them the way it wants.”

“That’s for sure.”

Jenny pulled into the driveway and parked, she left the windows down and Brad and Donna snoring.

Inside the house they trudged back to the bedroom. They were beat, and they stripped their clothes off. They looked at each other.

“Heysoos, babe, that’s quite a cock you’ve got there.”

“Works just fine,” she muttered. “But your tits…I wish I’d fucked you last night.”

“I know. We fucked everybody, but not each other. And I don’t know about you, you’re the one I want to fuck the most.”

Suddenly Jenny looked down. “Oh, fuck.” Her cock was starting to stand up. Within a half a minute it was rigid and dripping.

“You want to put that thing in me?” Kyle was tired, but he wanted her. He wanted his wife. If he could have his wife it would cancel out everything that happened.

“I want. I really want,” Jenny spoke plaintively. “I’m tired, I’m beat, but…I really need to feel you.”

Kyle crawled up on the bed, his bottom was plastered with dried sperm. “Take it easy. I’m a little sore.”

“I will.”

Jenny climbed up and hovered over him. She placed her knees between his legs and slowly lowered.

Her cock touched his pussy and he gave a little jerk.

“Okay?”

“Yeah.”

So she slid right into him. All the sperm still inside him acted as lubricant, and she was literally sloshing around in his expanded and wet hole.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned, feeling her deep inside.

She gave a half hearted hump of the hips, and he tried to arch up, but they were both tired, exhausted.

Then Jenny collapsed. Fortunately she shoved herself to the side and didn’t collapse on him.

Kyle lay half under her, he wiggled a bit until he was comfortable. He snuggled. He closed his eyes, and they slept.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Kyle and Jenny.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

BUNDLES AND FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


Did you know…

There are TEN bundles of stories at

Gropper Press

[image: ]

21 steamy five star stories

15 stories plus COMPLETE novel!

Three novel bundles

What are you waiting for?

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

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

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!

Gropper Press?

[image: ]

DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

Gropper Press!


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!


Big Stories

[image: femgran cov use.jpg]

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

[image: ]

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

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


Big Stories

[image: ]

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


Big Stories

[image: ]

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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminization at Ghost House!’

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
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