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PART ONE

Danny opened his eyes and nearly doubled over from the pain in his groin.

He was naked, except for the chastity tube on his groin, and he grabbed for the tube.

Next to him his neighbor awoke, she had felt his sudden motion and she turned to look at him.

“Oh, fuck!” He rolled out of bed, nearly fell on the floor, and ran for the bathroom.

Behind him, laying in bed, his neighbor laughed hysterically. Her large breasts shook and she watched him scamper across the room and into the bathroom.

At first Danny stood in front of the toilet, then he realized the grim truth, he was going to have to sit down to pee as long as he had this infernal device on him.

He spun around and sat, and a thick trickle sprayed down from the tube. It sounded like a stream, but it was really a couple of dispersed jets and lots of drops.

He peed and peed, and hung his head and groaned as the pain left.

She came to the bathroom door, her face twisted in amusement, and watched him.

“It hurt,” he grunted.

“I know. My husband hated it when that happened.”

“I won’t drink so much after this.”

“Want a bourbon and Coke?”

“Sure,” he brightened up.

She laughed, turned, and tossed back over her shoulder. “Breakfast in ten. Get cleaned up.”

She headed down stairs.

Danny sat for another minute, shook his cage off as best he could, then stood up and stepped into the shower. Under the hot water felt so good. He looked down at the tube and soaped his groin and thought about how he had gotten into this mess. If mess it could truly be called. After all, he was having the time of his life. Be it a bit weird.

He had been house sitting for his parents, and gotten his weenie stuck in the water outlet in his parent’s pool. He had called out to his neighbor for help, and she had delivered, as well as putting him in chastity.

But…he liked it.

She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. She was intelligent, too. And she liked to play with him.

He stepped out of the shower and dried off, then headed down stairs. He didn’t bother to get dressed because he had no clothes.

He stepped into the kitchen just in time to see her roll sausages out of a pan and onto a plate. She was naked, more naked than him, and she had not a care in the world. After all, he was locked up.

“Good morning, my beautiful boy.”

She put the skillet into the sink, turned the water on, which turned to steam when it hit the pan, and turned to him.

She was perfect. 36 by 24 by 36, with extra large cups. Her green eyes showed her good humor, and she stepped into his embrace. She held his caged cock with two hands and kissed him.

Her plump lips chewed on his mouth, then she lowered her attention to his chest and sucked his nipples. Then she went further down and put his whole cock cage into her mouth. He had a big cock, and he couldn’t believe it could fit in the cage.

He moaned, and she pushed a finger against his button. She had no lubricant so he just sort of yelped.

She smiled and turned to the counter. She stuck her finger into the butter, turned back, and pushed her finger into him.

“Oh, fuck!” It felt so good. His knees became weak and shivered.

She rose up, popped her finger out, and pointed at the table.

He sat, and she sat, and shortly they began eating sausages and waffles, everything drenched in thick syrup.

They ate, and looked at each other, and laughed.

“So what’s on the agenda for the day?”

“Dungeon!” She chirped happily. Then she eyed him with a fierce grin, “And you. I need to find out things about you.”

“Like what kind of things?”

“Like what kind of pain you like. How much pain. And we have to start playing with your asshole.”

“What? Why?”

She reached for his hand, too it and smushed a couple of fingers into the syrup on his plate, then she lifted them to her mouth and put them between her lips. He could feel her lips licking, sucking, so warm and moist.

“Because…” she sucked some more, “I want to.”

He blinked and watched her.

“Because you want me to.”

“Well, but it’s my asshole and—”

“Did you like what I did yesterday? To get you out of the pool?”

“Well…”

“Honey, you loved it. And which would you rather do, and let’s face it, which would you rather, dying a grisly death in the swimming pool? Your arms giving out and you slipping down the side of the pool until your cock broke off? Or having me stick my finger up your poo poo.”

“Well, yeah, but I’m not in danger of a grisly death now, am I?”

“Of course you are!”

She stopped giving a blow job to his fingers and resumed with her own breakfast. He watched the syrup drip fro her lips, and he wanted to lick it off.

“Okay. Why don’t you do the dishes and I’ll do the heavy work.”

“What kind of heavy work?”

“I’ll make the drinks.”

He smiled.

A half hour later they were standing in the dungeon. Or, as she sometimes called it, the fungeon.

“Okay, boss,” she said, “what’s first?”

“Well, we should probably get some water down here and start washing all the dust and cobwebs off.

Danny collected a hose from her side yard, saw that it wasn’t long enough, and went to his own house to retrieve his parent’s hose. When he got back she had the storm doors open. He screwed the two lengths of hose together, put a nozzle on it, and went to work.

He started in the small rooms while she put tarps over the stack of timber. He squirted the water into the corners, on the surfaces, sprayed down the walls, and then squirted the water out the door. In the big room she used a big squeegee to push the water into one of two drains.

When they were done with the first room they stood and inspected it.

“Not bad,” she commented. “Of course I was hoping it would look a little less clean when I start working on my victims.”

“Don’t worry. When I saw wood dust will magically appear everywhere, and if it doesn’t I can get a spray can.”

“Of paint?”

He gave her a confused look. “Paint?”

“Well, what?”

“Dust. I’ll get some spray dust and coat the surfaces.”

“Spray dust?”

“Of course.”

She stared at him, and he finally snickered. “You believed me.”

She grinned. “You asshole.” Then, “You need to be punished for that.”

Danny chuckled. “Yeah, right. As if having my cock locked up isn’t punishment enough.”

“Follow me.”

She walked across the basement and up the stairs. Curious, Danny followed her.

They passed her bedroom and continued to a guest room. Inside the room were hundreds of boxes. Most of them from Amazon.

She searched the boxes quickly, and smiled as she found the one she wanted.

They went back to her bedroom.

“Okay, honey, I want you to lean over the bed.”

“Why?”

“Because I will give you a thrill that will titillate you from top to toes.

Reluctantly, but unable to stifle his curiosity, he leaned over the bed. He heard her walk into the bathroom and back. She placed a hand on his right bun and said, “Remember how good it felt when I drained you the other day?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“No guess. You liked it so much you came.”

“I wouldn’t call that cumming.”

“Why? Because you didn’t get the big O?”

“Yeah.”

She laughed and touched his asshole. He jerked, then relaxed as she gently smoothed it.

“What is that?”

“Lubricant.”

“I don’t think—AHH!”

She grabbed his balls and twisted them. He was effectively trapped. He couldn't stand up, all he could do was lie harder on the bed.

She slid something into his ass. He felt a cloth material drape over his legs.

“Hey!”

She leaned onto him and kissed his ear and whispered, “Go with it. Relax.”

He didn’t have much choice. He had something up his ass. It didn’t hurt, but…it was weird. This was not a finger, it was a little bigger, but, like the finger of the day before, it actually felt good.

He focused on relaxing, and she relaxed her grip on his nuts. She stroked them. She nuzzled his neck. “There you go, baby.”

Then she let him up. “Don’t take it out. You’re really going to enjoy this. And it’s going to teach you something.”

She guided him to the big mirror and he stared at himself.

He had a horsetail hanging between his legs. He turned and looked over his shoulder. He bent and twisted and saw what she had done.

He had a small dildo in his butt, coming out of the dildo was the horse tail. He could feel the hairs tickling the backs of his legs.

“What the fuck?” he whispered.

She gripped his arm, held it, surrounded it with her boobs. She pulled him down with one hand and kissed him.

“God, you are beautiful.”

He inspected his tail again, from all angles.

“This is the weirdest thing in the world.”

“Nah,” she said. “This is just one weird thing in a world of weirdisms. Now, come on. We need to work on the second room.

He walked down the stairs with his mind on two things. His cock and his asshole.

He was trapped and plugged. He had a tail that swung back and forth, brushing against his hamstrings. His cock was responding to that by trying to get harder even harder. All morning his cock had complained and pushed and tried to swell. Now it was even more insistent.

“This is so…”

“Cool, eh?”

When they crossed the kitchen she stopped and turned to him again. For a long, long minute they made out. She touched his body, caressed his buns, kissed his nipples, and kissed him and kissed him.

“You are so fucking hot like this. It drives me crazy.”

But he was the one who felt crazy. His mind had suddenly sped up and was going a mile a minute, and every signpost was a twitch of sexuality.

When he was so horny he was dizzy and dazed, she giggled and led him on down to the basement.

Doing physical work brought him back to reality. Barely. He sprayed out the second room, washed the spider’s homes away and turned the dust to mud. He washed the goop out of the room and she again squeegeed the mess down to a drain on right side of the room.

He rested a minute and looked at the first room and the stairs up to the storm doors. Everything was dry. The basement not only had good drainage, it had good airflow. Yet he could see that if somebody yelled down here would never be heard. They could hang curtains on the windows and over the stairs to the storm doors. Beyond that any screams would be contained be hedges and reduced by distance.

It gave him a shiver to think that she was going to play with him down here. He was thinking about what kinds of things she was planning to do to him when she tapped his arm. “Earth to Danny.”

He turned to her, “What is your name.”

“Madam.”

“No. We do this I’m not your hopeless sex slave, I’m—“

She leaned into him, pressed her tits against his chest, “You don’t want me to make love to you?” Her big eyes ate up his world and her lips became his goal, but he managed to say, “I need a name. You might be the one wielding the whip—I assume that’s going to be one of your toys—but I’m more your partner here. A lesser partner, but I need a name to call you.”

She frowned, bit her lip. God, she had sexy lips, but he stayed strong.

“Shiela.”

“Thank you, Shiela.”

She laughed. “How do you know I told you the truth?”

“I don’t, but you might think of me as an object, relate to me as an object, but I need to think of you as a human being.”

She reached down and held his cage, felt his wiggling, squirming penis. It would go crazy for a minute, then relax for a short while, then start squirming again. This constant cycle was taking his breath away and filling him with energy and nervousness.

“You may call me Shiela, but when we get down to the fun and games you will refer to me as Madam.” She paused. “Or I will make you cry.”

“God. You’re making me cry already.”

“Ha!” She showed her teeth, sharp and shiny in the gloom of the basement. “Now get to work on the third room.”

The third room was filled with bric a brac. Interestingly enough, it was all from the last owner of the house. She had died and the nephew of the house had cleaned the place up, but had left the stuff in this last room.

Mostly, it was stuff that could be thrown away. Water damaged books, broken book shelves, dusty lamps with the wires exposed, a collection of ancient 77RPM records, of which every record was scratched and scored.

“Were they planning to somehow regroove these things?” Shiela asked rhetorically.

Danny just grunted and moved the stuff out of the basement. He walked box after box, broken bit of furniture after broken bit of furniture,  down the basement, up the steps, along the side yard and into the garage. He stacked everything by the big front door. When it was dark he would move everything out the big doors. Nobody would see his nakedness…and his tail…and a service would pick up the pile of junk the next day.

Every time he returned to the basement for a new load Shiela would grab him, make out with him, play with his cock and balls, then pat his ass and tell him to hurry up. This kept him energized and scurrying faster than the Energizer Bunny on speed.

Man, if only his school teachers encouraged him like this. But, thinking of the ugly faces and misshapen bodies of his teachers he immediately rethought that.

For an hour they worked, and his tail trailed after him, and as it swayed it caused the butt plug in him to move gently back and forth. The mere act of walking became a sexual turn on that, like everything else that was happening with Shiela, was driving him crazy.

At one point he stopped and reached back and adjusted the butt plug. “Oh, man,” he gritted his teeth as the sexual feelings overwhelmed him. He looked around to see Shiela suppressing her mirth.

“Hey,” he said, but she shut him up with her red mouth.

“Okay. Time for a break.”

They stood at the bottom of the stairs to the kitchen and looked at their work.

The entire basement was thoroughly washed and even scrubbed in places. It was clean, and it smelled like it.

“Is there a ‘gloomy odor’ in a spray can?”

“Yep. Costs too much, though.”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ll supply the ambience.”

“I’ll bet you will.”

They went upstairs and she made sandwiches.

“Have you ever tried Golden Monkey?”

“What’s that?” she asked as she sliced their bologni/salami sandwiches cross wise.

“It’s my father’s favorite beer.”

“I’ll bring the sandwiches out. You bring on the Monkey.”

While she put olives and potato chips on the sides of the plates he trotted home. Walking into the kitchen he marveled at how strange it was. His own home was surreal. Of course he had the horse’s tail to remind him of how surreal it was, but…

He opened the freezer and took out the tray of ice. He put six cans of the brew into the bucket, then poured the ice over it. Perfect. He picked up the bucket and, horse tail whipping back and forth, trotted back to Shiela’s house.

They sat on wrought iron chairs with thin cushions at a wrought iron table with a glass top. They munched on their sandwiches, and Danny opened the beer for them.

Danny liked the beer, in spite of the fruity taste. Shiela liked it because of the fruity taste.

“This is like drinking some weird combination of peaches and apricots.”

“Yuck.”

“Not a fruit man?”

“Apples,” he said, wiggling so his butt plug would sit better. his contortions brought a twist to her lip.

“I love it when you feel the pain.”

“Pain. Hunh. This is more like that heaven and hell stuff you were talking about. I love it, even though it is really an irritation.”

“How can sex be an irritation?”

“I want to jump your bone and can’t. How’s that for an irritation.”

She just smiled and sat back and licked her fingers. Suggestively, making him wish she was doing that to his cock.

Which caused his cock to go into a paroxysm of  utter horniness.

You’re dripping,” she observed.

He looked down. A white drop was just starting to fall from the tip of the cage. “Heysoos! I just got drained yesterday.”

“Can’t control your semen, eh?” Which comment made him groan.

“I guess not.”

They ate, and sucked suds, and the sun was a hot, mid-June sun.

“Only a few minutes more, and I have to get in the shade.”

“You’re going to—“

Toot de toot de toot. Her cell phone interrupted him.

She held up one finger to him and answered the phone.

“Yes?”

Then her expression underwent a change. Her happy, beautiful face sobered, then her eyes narrowed and she squinted. And it was all in the space of a couple of seconds.

She snapped, “How did you get this number.”

Talk from the other end.

“Well don’t call it again.”

Talk from the other end.

“I don’t care. I don’t want anything to do with you.”

Danny was amazed. This was intense. Her whole attitude of loving fun had transformed into a vicious dog fight.

“Don’t look for me. I’ll call the cops.”

Talk from the other end.

“Fuck you Rodney. Fuck you forever. Please die so I can piss on your grave.”

Danny’s eyes opened wider as the talk came from the end.

“I swear…I..I…DON’T FIND ME!”

She ended the call and slapped the phone down, a little hard, on the table.

Danny said nothing.

She chewed on her fingernails, looking at nothing, or, rather, looking at something very unpleasant.

He waited, sipped his beer. He pushed her beer towards her.

She looked at him. “Thanks,” she snarled, but her ill humor was not for him, it was for the phantom caller. She picked up the beer and glugged it down. She put the empty on the table and demanded another one.’              He opened a second can for her, and she glugged that one down, too.

She sat, very still for about five minutes, then, like the sun peeking over the horizon, she smiled.

“Wow,” he said.

“Double wow,” she agreed.

“Dare I ask?”

She frowned, but again, not at him. She frowned at the thought of what she had to tell him.

“I lied.”

“About what.”

She leaned forward, back to her fun loving self, and placed her hand on his.

“My husband didn’t die in a car accident. I usually say that, try to think that, because…the truth hurts. He was murdered.”

Danny’s eyes opened wide.

“He had a friend, at least he called him a friend. Said they grew up together. But his friend was the ultimate scum bag. I could see it from the first meeting I had with him. He’s swarthy, thick brows, rubbery lips. He’s not unhandsome, but he’s…creepy.

“Not to my husband. Bob thought he was salt of the earth, but Bob wasn’t a woman, and especially not a woman on the receiving end of Mr. Creepiness.

“Jim never had to endure the sexual depravity in that man’s gaze. He never felt the ‘accidental’ rub of paw over booty. He was never cornered and groped.

“The big mistake of my life is that I never told Bob. And when Bob died, in a hunting accident, Rodney Portland was there. And he wanted to console me. But…I think he may have been the one to shoot my husband.”

Danny was silent for a moment, then whispered, “Fuck.”

“Fuck is right. And now he’s found out my phone number.”

“Can he find out where you live?”

She shook her head. He can find my corporation, I set that up when I inherited all the insurance money. But I don’t think he can pierce the corporate shield and actually find me. But he’s in the same town! Just the idea of walking through a supermarket and seeing him…of being spotted driving by!”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ve got plenty of food at my house. And I can do the shopping. He’ll never have the chance of seeing you, and he’ll get tired.”

She frowned, then she regarded him as if in new lights. She smiled. “You’re just trying to imprison me in this house, make me your own little, fuck bunny.”

He laughed. “I like that idea.”

She leaned over to him, kissed him solidly, held his face with her palm and worked her lips over his.

After lunch they kept drinking Golden Monkey, and those slow sips of the too sweet beverage took their toll.

They swam in the pool, lazy, stopped at the side to reach into the shade of a chair and grip their Golden Monkey and sip, sip, sip.

It crept up on them, that subtle, giggly, golden glow. They kept looking at each other and laughing like children.

She pulled on his cock cage, and tweaked his tail.

He kissed her and cupped her buns and nuzzled her breasts, and the day began to spin out of control

They finished the six pack. An amazing feat considering how strong the brew was.

“Let’s go get some more,” Shiela slurred.

Danny laughed and peered at her owlishly. There were two Shielas, and he didn’t know which one he was supposed to talk to. “One more six pack in the fridge. Got to put more in.”

“Lesh go.”

So they climbed out of the pool, staggered down the side of the house, through the gates, and up the side of Danny’s house. They crossed the patio and Shiela near lost it, laughing and pointing at the water outlet Danny had been stuck in. “You fucked a hole!”

He led the way into the cool of the house and into the kitchen. They stood on the cool tiles and swayed and Danny figured out what he had to do.

“Down in the basement.” He forgot about the half a case in the pantry.

He led her down to his basement, which was the same as hers, but quite differently set up.

She admired the racks of wine, peered into one of the small rooms, and saw the pallet of Golden Monkey.

“Your father ish no picker. Piker.”

“Nope,” he agreed, picking up a case of the ale and heading back to the stairs.

“Wait a minute! Wash thish?”

He turned, had to straighten out his eyes again, and saw that she had gone into the second room. She was looking into a big box.

“Theesh are Cloths. Clothes.”

“My mothers throw aways. She push them down here and givesh them to the Goodwill onshe a year.”

Shiela pulled clothes out. They were all expensive clothes, well cut, not even worn.

“Come on…we gotsh shome beer to drink.
“Shhh. I’m thinking. She pulled out a bag of panties, then a bra. She looked at him. “Theesh would fit you.”

“My mother ish shmaller.”

“Not that mush. Here, put theesh on.”

He was drunk. He wasn’t thinking. His mind was circling like an herd of Indians around a burning wagon train. He almost fell over when he lifted one foot up and slid it through the leg hole. He leaned against the wall and put his other foot through.

He pulled the panties up, then Shiela grabbed his waist band and pulled hard.

“Hey! Ballsh!”

She held the panties tight, wouldn’t let him push them down. “Feelsh good, eh?”

“Yeah! But my teshticlesh are falling out.”

She reached down and grabbed his balls, lifted them up and pushed them into the panties. “There.”

They fell out again.

She kept trying, pulled his panties up the front a little, and they finally stayed. For a while. The cock cage could be seen in plain relief against the thin material. His tail hung down through the leg hole.

She pulled his tail up and flipped it over the back of the panties. “You needsh a hole for your tail.”

“I don’t need a hole. I’m a guy!”

“If you’re a guy you really need a hole!”

She started putting the bra on him and he laughed at the ludicrousness of it all. Then he found himself standing there, feeling dumb, though his cock was trying to boner up, and she stuffed a couple of pairs of panties into each cup.

“Wow,” he said. Thish ish weird.”

“Closhe are the heaven of womensh. Closhe make a woman better than a man.”

“You’re full of shit.”

They held each other and laughed.

“Gimme the key,” he said.

“No. Put thish on.”

He recognized the dress. It was a blue one with pleats on the bottom. The neckline was high and the arms were bare.

She pulled it over his head and inspected him. “Now you’re a woman,” she pronounced.

“Now I’m shtupid.”

“No. You’re turning me on. You need high heelsh.”

Temporarily done they walked up to the kitchen, where Danny put half the case into the fridge, and found out that there was a half a case in the pantry.

Man, his father had bought The Beer. This stuff was solid.

They took a couple of beers out of the one six pack that had been in the fridge over night, and headed outside. They made it to the patio, then Shiela sat in a lounge chair that was off the patio and on the lawn. “Wait a minute.”

Danny brought a lounge off the patio and sat down next to her. He liked being naked, but now he liked being in a dress. And it was making him surge down in cockland.

“I feel woozhy.”

“Too mush,” he countered.

She leaned over, and he thought she was going to say something to him, and she barfed.

BLAH! Her projectile vomit landed on him, and he looked down, felt sick, and…BLACH! He vomited on her. On her hair. On her back.

She looked at him, her green eyes all red, her gaze all confused, and said, “I desherved that.”

He fell off his lounge and lay on the ground. The sky circling above him. She put a hand on his back, then lay back and went to sleep.

Sleep, passed out, in their condition there wasn’t much difference, and the afternoon waned.

Rodney Portland was a large man. 220 pounds. He had a fair amount of fat, but he still had enough muscle, and weight, to do some damage. He had stolen mail from the mail boxes of Shiela’s mother until he came across her phone number and a PO box. Then he had hopped on a plane and traveled.

The town she was hiding in was mid-sized. Around 12,000 people. But there were a lot of towns around it, so the area was heavy enough in population, and large enough in size, that she could hide for years.

But, there are easy ways to find out where people live. The one he chose was to get a listing of houses sold in the last six months. There were about fifty. So after calling her on the phone and asking where she lived, he decided to just go visit each house. It might take a little time, but he had time.

He especially had time where a beauty like Shiela was concerned. just thinking about her had him hard, and he was determined to find out where she was. He was going to pay her a visit and make her see him.

They were built to be a couple.

She belonged to him.

And what he had to go through to get rid of her asshole husband…!

He had driven by 14 houses that morning, and 5 that afternoon.

He had eliminated half of them. Obvious families. Old people washing cars, kids in the front lawn. But half of them were possibles.

Then he came across the house at the end of the cul de sac. It was perfect for her. Private, security fences, the whole neighborhood had fences.

Fences never stopped Rodney.

He parked around the corner, the location was just so perfect, and sauntered down the sidewalk.

No nosy neighbors on the front lawns. Not many cars, which indicated a lot of people were gone to work.

He reached the house, looked around, and walked up the driveway and stepped behind a fence.

He was looking up a side yard, the house that had been sold in the last six months was on the right, and the gates to both were open.

No car in the driveway. Nobody home.

He considered his options for a moment, then headed into the side yard of the house on the right. He just had this overwhelming feeling that this was the one.

The backyard held a pool. It was clean and silent. There were a couple of empty cans on the edge of the pool, underneath a chair. Hmm. Golden Monkey. He’d never heard of it, and he would have if Bob had drunk the stuff.

Probably the wrong house. He started to turn away, then saw the sliding door was open.

He looked at the beer cans. Empty. Somebody had too much and had gone to snooze for a while.

Again, that feeling that this was the place, he entered through the sliding doors.

He was nervous now. It wasn’t breaking and entering, but it was sure entering, and that meant burglary. He certainly didn’t want to be picked up on a burglary rap. He didn’t mind burglarizing, but to go to jail for it…that was stupid.

There was nothing to identify the owners, and he backed out of the house.

He was disappointed as he returned to his car. But, if this was the one, then he would figure it out. He would figure it out and pay a visit and then Shiela would be his. No more of this ‘I don’t like you’ crap. Hell, he was rich, he was handsome, and he took what he wanted. And he wanted Shiela!


PART TWO

Danny groaned and his hand came up to his head. He felt something gooey, looked at it. Cold barf.

“Come on in, lover.”

He contorted around. Shiela was in the pool. She was swimming and all trace of upchuck was gone from her hair and her body.

Danny got to his hands and knees, then straightened up with one hand on the lounge chair, then to his feet. He swayed, and looked at himself. He was in a dress. Oh, yeah. His mother’s blue dress. Well, she wouldn’t be wearing it anymore. He staggered over to the pool and down the steps.

He ducked under the water and felt instant relief. The gunk was sluiced off him and the dress, and he felt a thousand per cent better.

He rose up, dunked himself a few more times, and finally swam into the deep end. the thin, silk dress wrapped around him, the horse’s tail streaming out between his legs.

Shiela met him, hugged him, and they sank, literally, as she kissed him. She was the kissingest girl, and he loved it.

They rose, and lounged, and swam.

“I like you naked, but you really look good in a dress.”

“I’ve got to admit, it makes me horny.”

His cock was once against trying to surge, and he felt that horny nervousness swelling in his gut, up to his chest.

A half hour later, dripping, they walked back to her house.

She frowned as they went through the gate and turned to lock it. “I need to always keep this locked.”

He nodded, and was sobered by thoughts of Rodney Portland.

She had described him as swarthy, looked like an ape, and Danny wondered if he was going to end up in a fight. He hadn’t met him, nor seen him, but from the way Shiela talked about him he had a feeling a confrontation was coming. Especially if the guy succeeded in tracking her here.

“Take off your clothes and let them dry.”

He did, including the horse hair tail. He hung everything over patio furniture.

“I’m going to fix some dinner. Why don’t you go play in the fungeon?”

Once again naked, except for his poor cock, he descended into the basement. He checked out the tools she had bought, and considered what he needed to do first.

Chains. He needed to loop them along the walls, give the place a feel, give her something to attach manacles to.

He measured the thick links, laid them out in loops along the wall, made sure the distances were right, then fit a cement bit to the power drill.

He pushed on the drill, but not too hard. Almost immediately the bit started to smoke. He got a glass of water and dipped the bit into it. When it was cool he went to work again. He would drill for ten seconds, dip the bit, drill some more, and so on. It took him a half hour, but when he was done he was able to screw eyebolts into the wall. Before he did, however, he forced the eyebolts open, hooked in a link of chain, then closed up the circle. He had three eyebolts, with two loops of chain hanging, when Shiela called him for dinner.

They ate lamb chops and greens and drank expensive wine. They sat at opposite sides of the big dining room table and kept smiling at each other.

“I’m drinking too much,” she said, at one point.

“Define ‘too much?’ he asked.

“Too much is when your pores start to get big, your skin gets sallow, your eyes turn watery. I’ve seen it in women. A couple of years of hard drinking and even the most beautiful will turn into a wilted, wasted weed.

“I’ll drink for you. It doesn’t matter if men get ugly.”

“It does too!” she protested vehemently. “You think I want some baggy eyed, gone to fat piece of suet for a man?”

“I won’t drink when I go to college.”

She laughed. “Bob said that was what started him drinking…college.”

“Well, it is one of the studies. I considered getting a doctorate in imbibing.”

She chuckled. “Well, we’ll have to drink this summer, but we’ll also have to eat good and exercise. And when I get ugly I’ll wear lots of make up.”

The idea of her being ugly made him snicker.

“And we’ll put you in make up, too.”

“Me? Ha!”

“What? Too good for make up?”

“I’m a guy. Hello.”

She pursed her lips and he thought she was holding her humor inside.

After dinner he stood up and stretched. “I’ll go put the chains up.”

“There’s two long pieces of polished wood. You’ll see the notches where they fit together. Why don’t you do that first?”

“Okay.”

It was about four in the afternoon now, but he wasn’t working by the clock. Besides, he was sort of anxious to see how she was going to play with him, what she was going to do to him.

He found the two pieces of wood and put them together. When he was done he recognized it as a St. Andrews’s cross. He selected a place along the wall and wedged it up against the ceiling. He found a couple of plates and braced it against the floor. Done with that he finished with the thick chain. He was just finished when Shiela came down the steps. She was carrying his mother’s blue dress, lingerie, and high heels. And a large paper sack.

“What’s this?”

“It’s time for you to get dressed up.”

She watched as he put on the panties and bra. It was a different bra, one of hers, but it was a training bra so he had no loose cup material.

He pulled the dress over his head, and when his head popped out she was there, in front of him. She was holding a tube of lipstick. His penis pushed hard as she painted his lips. He tasted the waxy substance, and his cock was going crazy.

“I can’t stand this,” he groaned.

“I know,” she said. “Come here.”

She led him down to the St. Andrew’s cross. She positioned him in front of it. “Lean against it.”

He did, and she attached manacles to his feet, then stretched up and put manacles around his wrists.

He felt electric, like some sort of liquid fire was bubbling through his veins.

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was hoarse.

“Measuring you.”

She touched him then. Felt every square inch of him. She spent a long time just hefting his balls, squeezing them till he groaned, and pulling on his cage.

She kissed his back, and his arms, and the backs of his legs. She pulled on his air until it hurt. Then she put a finger to his crack and pushed it in.

God, it felt good, and he moaned and his hips waggled.

She laughed and began to circle her finger in him. His legs grew weak, he shivered, and just when his eyeballs were starting to roll back in his head, she spanked him, hard, on one bun.

SMACK!

“OW!” Suddenly awake from the fervor of sexuality she had been investing in him.

She put her finger back, began rolling it around, feeling the area just inside the rim. It was very sensitive and his knees buckled and he found himself holding on to the edges of the cross with his fingers.

“Oh, you like this.”

She scratched down the middle of his back with her fingers.

“OW!”

She kissed it, she massaged the area she had scratched, and worked lotion into the grooves.

At least, it felt like there had been grooves. She had scored him that hard.

“Hey,” he murmured, this is a little much.”

She reached between his legs and grabbed his balls. She lifted him and he went up on his toes and cried out. She held him there for a long minute, then let him down.

“God!” he whispered.

“Try breathing. Deep breathes will help.”

He gasped for breath.

She gripped his buns and lifted, her fingernails digging in deep. “Take regular, little breaths, then try to breath deeper, and deeper.”

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She let go, wen to her knees and pulled his balls back again. She kissed them, suck ed them, showed him her soft side.

He shivered like a wet dog.

She hugged him. Put her hands over his pectorals and rubbed his nipples. She kissed the back of his neck.

“Without pain you can never appreciate the pleasure.”

“I appreciate! I appreciate!” He was almost begging.

“No you don’t. Not yet.”

She clawed his pectorals briefly. He strained, then she let go. She hugged him again, kissed him, soothed him.

“Are you ready for your first spanking?”

“What?” He was already maxed out.

“Don’t worry. I’ll take it easy on you.”

He gulped.

She backed away from him. Then she knelt and reamed his hole again, but this time she was putting lubricant in it.

The horse’s tail? he thought.

But it wasn’t the horse’s tail. It was a slightly larger plug, hurt just a teensiest bit going in.

“This one has a nub on the back of it. You’ll feel it when I spank you.”

“What are you going to spank me with?” he was feel very nervous. On one hand he hated it. On the other hand, when she stopped with the pain and gave him the pleasure he felt like he had died and gone to heaven.

She stepped away again. He heard the rustling sound of her reaching into the paper sack, then he heard a whistling in the air.

“What’s—“

WISS! SMACK!

“Ow!”

She hugged him, reached around him and played with his balls and cock. She whispered, “Try not to cry out. Cry if you wish, that is desired. But don’t bruise my ears with your silly, little boy yells.

She stepped back, and the spanking began in earnest.

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

He tried not to cry out, but he couldn’t help making little sounds. Little gasps and grunts.

“I’m only using half strength,” she mentioned to him, feeling his bruised buns with her soft hands. “I’m taking it easy on you.”

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

She stopped, and he realized he was crying.

She dried his tears, scooped up his tears with her finger and tasted them.

“I love the taste of your pain, your fear, your full emotion. Would you like to fight back?”

He shook his head, trying not to sob.

“Good. Because there is no fighting back. There is only giving yourself to me. Making me your God. Your Goddess.

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

She took her time, talking to him, loving him, pulling his head around so she could kiss him full on the mouth.

His buns turned a bright red.

His cock strove to get harder.

He was gasping for breath, felt like he had run a marathon without being allowed to breath.

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

When she spanked him he felt the dildo quiver inside him, and that became a focal point, the one moment of pleasure, and…as time went on…it became all pleasure.

He hung from the cross, feeling the hard wood, his hands incapable of moving. His legs wanting only to collapse.

She had stopped, and he raised his head. He was sore, but it was different kind of sore. It was a good sore, and his asshole was the goodest of all the soreness.

She undid his manacles. He would have collapsed, but she held him up. She helped him walk, and he was as if drunk, but not with drink.

She helped him up the stairs, and he held to her, trusted her, relied only on her.

He couldn’t move without her.

He couldn’t live without her.

Through the house and up the stairs.

Large tears were running down his cheeks. He had stopped crying for a while, but now he was crying again. But not aloud. More on the inside, where the still waters ran deep.

She took him to one of the guest bedrooms and helped him into bed. Then she began to rub lineament into his backside. Her soft hands searched out every nook and cranny, every pain, and soothed it.

He felt like he wasn’t in his body.

She crawled into the bed and held him, and he lost it then. Now he sobbed aloud, cried as if the pain would never end, although it wasn’t pain anymore.

Now he was crying for the happiness of her forgiveness.

Now he was hers.

She held him, let him cry. Kissed his tears every once in awhile. And he cried himself to sleep.

He awoke and she was gone.

He was changed. Something deep inside him was totally and effectively altered. His whole value system had been skewed, and that was all right.

He had never felt this way about another human being.

He was sore as he sat up and got out of bed, but not as sore as he thought he would be. He knew it was because she had applied lineament.

He looked at his ass in the mirror. It wasn’t too bad. A little red, and the butt plug was gone. When had she taken that out?

He walked into the hallway and down to her room. She wasn’t there, so he walked down stairs.

She was in the kitchen. She had a plate of eggs and sausage under a cover and she smiled at him.

“Hello, honey.”

His body lurched and a sob came from him. After all the crying last night he still had a few tears left in him.

She motioned to him and he went to her. She put her arms around him. “It’s okay,” she whispered.

He nodded, a couple of more sobs, then she let him go.

“Eat now. We have a big day ahead of us.”

He sat and ate, slowly, watching her, adoring her.

She smiled at him. “This is where you love me forever.”

“I do,” he mumbled over a bit of egg.

“Yes, well,” she stopped smiling. “Funny.”

“What?”

“I took you too far.”

“What do you mean?”

“Bob used to beg for this, and he demanded that I take him all the way. He demanded that I beat him until he loved me forever. I mean, he loved me forever, anyway,” she waved a hand, “but there is something addictive. Once you’ve been taken that far you want to go that far every time.”

He waited.

She sighed. “When Bob died I knew I would never take somebody that far again. I didn’t want anybody to love me forever. I think, when Bob died, and I lost love, that I somehow lost love for myself. But beating you, I couldn’t stop. I took you all the way.”

“I’m glad you did.”

“I am, too. But…I didn’t plan to do that.”

“Plan or not plan…what’s the difference?”

“One must make aware choices. That is the only way out of hell, and that is still dicey. At best.”

“Hunh?”

“Did I choose for you to love me forever? Or did you?”

That confused Danny. “Well…I don’t understand.”

“I know. But if you had chosen to love me, and not been beaten to it…then the love is pure. Is your love pure when your choice has been taken away?”

Now Danny said nothing. He was sure. His heart was feeling true and pure. There was no doubt. So why should she have doubt?

It was a question that needed a lifetime of cogitation.

After breakfast they went to the basement and discussed what should be done next.

Danny wanted to build the horse and secure it to the floor. Shiela wanted him to mount the door in the third, small room.

Inside the room, Danny had glimpsed it the first time he had seen the room, was a heavy, metal door. There were no windows in the room, and Shiela thought that this room would make the best room for a small cell.

“Why do you need a cell?” Danny asked.

“Every dungeon needs a cell,” she had answered blithely, as if he was being silly in even asking.

Since he was the craftsman doing the work, it was decided he should go ahead and finish the horse first.

The horse was easy to put together. It was a wide, padded plank, slightly curved down in the center, with four sturdy legs. On the legs were platforms for the knees and elbows. In the front was a padded ring for the face. The back end was raised so the butt would be raised.

It took Danny 15 minutes to bolt the thing together, then he had to get out the cement drill bit and drill holes so he could fasten the horse to the floor. One didn’t want a horse galloping away, after all. Especially with a naked rider crying on it.

Danny chuckled at this image as he finished bolting the thing to the floor, then he headed for the cell.

The door was heavy, very heavy. It fit the frame perfectly, and when it was mounted there would be a quarter inch clearance at the bottom, and it would fit into jamb perfectly.

Danny managed to walk the door to the jamb. He set it in place, then pounded wedges under it to bring it up. Finally the hinges came together and he dropped greased bolts into them. He kicked the wedges out and opened and closed the door. It swung without a squeak, and closed firmly.

He was tired now and needed a break. He sat down against the wall and sipped at a Coke. And wished for some bourbon. He chuckled. He realized that he was becoming converted, that his life was changing, that he was, in some odd manner, becoming like Shiela.

Bu he didn’t mind that.

He put the Coke down and just sat silently, enjoying the moment.

And saw the shadow.

Rodney Portland had cruised all the other houses on his ‘just sold’ list. His mind kept going back to the one house that he had thought was perfect. No other house was that close to perfect for a woman hiding from him.

Still, he took his time, went over the list in his mind, and…damn it! It was that house! And he was going to have to go back to it and make sure!

That morning he had cruised some of the houses still on his list, and eliminated more houses, and then it was time for closer scrutiny. It was time to physically surveil, and he was going to start with the house at the top of the list.

He drove back to the house in the early afternoon. He parked around the corner and sauntered down the street. He tried to remain unobtrusive. He sauntered from tree to tree. He occasionally brought a small set of binoculars to his eyes and scanned the house.

Nothing.

He made the final approach, took advantage of angles, then walked quickly up the driveway to the hedge that hid both side yards.

They were both locked today. Damn.

He didn’t want to climb, because that would make noise. He didn’t want to break the locks, again, noise.

He frowned and leaned against the target house. He put his ear to the stucco and listened. He didn’t expect to hear anything, and he didn’t.

Okay. Front door…or the other side. He would have to pass the front door, and that was okay. If he saw somebody through the front window he would just go in the hard way. A kick to the door and so what.

But he still hoped for silent entry. If this was the wrong place he didn’t want to raise any feathers. A peek and out.

But he knew, in his gut, this had to be the right place.

He walked right across the lawn. He looked like a workman in a suit, like he belonged. Like he was measuring the place for gutters or something.

The front drapes were drawn and he saw no shiver of material to indicate that he had been seen.

He came to the garage, it was a sliding door, and it was unlocked.

He moved it slowly, trying to create no sound that would alert whoever was in the house. The door opened a foot and he slid in, then closed the door.

It was silent. There was a stack of junk on the right hand side. A car, a Range Rover, was on the left side. There was a door on the left side, and he sidled past the car and tried the knob. Locked.              He could force it, but he wasn’t interested in a forceful entry that might alarm anybody inside. Better check the rest of the outside of the house before he decided to do that.

He walked in front of the Rover to the side door. It was locked, but the lock could be unlocked from the inside. He turned the little lever in the center of the knob and opened the door.

The side yard was a grass yard. Halfway down the yard was a set of storm doors, and they were open.

He tip toed to the storm doors, leaned down and peered into the basement.

It was gloomy, but at the end was a woman. She was standing at a small card table and examining a drawing. A boom box pm the table played what sounded like Sade.

It was her. It was Shiela. She was naked. There was no mistaking that incredibly perfect body.

He took off his shoes and descended the steps. He walked softly, not making a sound. He took no notice of the doors on the left hand side, just focused on getting close to Shiela.

Closer. Closer. Her round ass gleamed in the dark. Her sexy back was slightly bent away from him. Her hair was hanging down, so soft, he wanted to run his fingers through it. He wanted to hold her tits, and kiss her, and put his dick—

“Hey!”

Two things happened at once.

Shiela turned around and saw Rodney and gasped, and Rodney turned around and—

“Oh, fuck.” Rodney moaned and felt his forehead. Funny, he had to use two hands, they wouldn’t work separately, but he had a huge bruise, a bump like a golf ball. He remembered seeing the end of the two by four coming at him, then…then he woke up here.

And his head hurt. Hurt like fuck.

“So what do we do with him?”

“I don’t know.”

Rodney’s eyes focused and he saw Shiela and some kid standing and talking. He was laying down, and he sat up and snarled. “Was it you?”

They turned to him and Shiela said, “Shut up, Rodney. I told you to stay away.”

He started to get up, and couldn’t. Chains rattled and he looked at his hands, then his feet.

His foot was chained to an eyebolt in the floor. His hands were in handcuffs. “What the fuck?” He glared at Shiela and the kid. “Get me loose.”

“I don’t feel comfortable killing him,” said the kid.

“I don’t feel comfortable not killing him. He’s got friends. I want to be rid of him. I don’t want any trace of him around.”

“Who the fuck are you?”

“My name is Danny.” The kid faced him.

“She’s really got her hooks into you.”

Danny said nothing. He just considered Rodney.

Shiela was right. He was sort of like an ape. Low brow, swarthy, but lots of meat on his frame. He was a bit fatty, but one could feel the strength under the fat.

“You let me loose, Danny, and I forget about you. As for Shiela,” he licked his lips. “Shiela and I got business.”

Danny turned back to Shiela.

Shiela was staring at Rodney. Disgust was upon her face. She loathed him, and with her being in charge of the situation that didn’t make him happy.

“I don’t have any business with you.”

“What kind of a line did you give the kid?”

“I told him the truth.”

“But not all of the truth.” Rodney gave a nasty laugh.

“Shut up,” hissed Shiela.

“Shiela was Bob’s number one bitch. Ran the cathouses, and she fucked everybody. Fucked ‘em good.”

Danny was frozen.

“Then Bob got shot, don’t know who aced him, but when he got shot Shiela decided to grab the loot and run. She’s got millions, all salted away, and we’ve been looking for her. Me most of all. Me and her…we got something.”

Danny was staring at Shiela. She turned to him. It was in her eyes. What Rodney was saying was truth.

“I told the truth, but I didn’t tell all of it.”

Danny waited.

“Bob was killed in a hunting accident, and I did think, do think, that Rodney did it. And, yes. I took care of the books for him. I ran the house for him, all the prostitution, but I wasn’t as loose as Rodney makes out.”

Rodney barked a laugh.

Danny’s face was as if paralyzed. His eyes were scorch marks in the planes above his cheeks.

“Danny. I’m telling you the truth.”

“Yeah,” laughed Rodney. “The truth. And the guys know I’m here, in this burg. I don’t check in and they’ll all come here, and they’ll find you. But if you give up the loot and come along quiet…it might all work out.”

“The fuck it will,” she snapped.

“Aw, honey. You know I won’t hurt you. We can be a real team. You go back to keeping the books, and I—“

“Shut up.” And there was a finality in her voice that impelled Rodney to shut, and caused a hurt glimmer in his dull eyes.

Danny: “So how big is this mob.”

“It’s not big. We were in upstate New Jersey. At most a dozen, and only six of those matter.”

Danny looked at Rodney. Six brutes like him. Six apes dedicated to mayhem and maim-ery.

Against him and Shiela. If Shiela was really telling the whole truth.

“Have I got the whole truth now?”

“I swear to you. I couldn’t tell you before, but I always told you everything I could. Danny…I’m not going to promise you a life of love. I’m not that kind of girl. I use people. I have my own methods, and I beat them until they love me, and somehow that..that makes me complete. I did love Bob, but he’s gone now. I earned that money with him, but I’d give it back if that would make a difference. But it won’t. You’ve seen Rodney, they‘re all like him. And they’ll all come here. Do you want to come with me? Make a getaway? I’ll share all the cash with you. We can find a town somewhere where they won’t find us. We can live. I’ll give up my idea of starting up a new house. I’ll—“

He put a hand over her mouth to stop her babbling. He was close to her, there hot flesh radiated, and he whispered, “I’ve only got one question, and if you lie I’ll know.”

“Ask me. Anything. Ask me.”

She was desperate, but desperate for what? Desperate to get away? And was he included in her panic?

“You said we would have to kill Rodney. Would you?”

There it was, and she lowered her head. “No.”

He nodded.

Rodney glared at them.

Danny glanced at Rodney, then held he turned back to Shiela. “Then there’s only one thing to do.”

She looked up at him, her frightened eyes, her red lips, and he loved her so.

Maybe not forever, but long enough. Long enough to help her through this mess. Then…then they would see.


EPILOGUE

Danny made three drinks and sauntered down the stairway.

Shiela was standing naked. Rodney was on the horse.

Rodney was naked and shivering and outraged.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he yelled. “What the fuck?”

Danny handed Shiela a glass and she sipped. Her red lips were fresh painted, and she was beautiful Her eyes glistened. Her nipples were erect. Her pussy looked moist.

Danny sat down in front of Rodney, held a drink to his mouth. There was a straw in the glass, and Rodney stared at it, then sucked hard.

Danny waited.

Rodney stopped sucking and spit out the straw. “You better let me go, kid.”

“Shiela has a talent. I know it, and soon you’ll know it. she can make people love her. Love her enough to do anything for her.”

Rodney stared at him.

“And what’s the choice? Kill you? We can’t do that. So we are left with only this chance. Your one chance, cause there’s no chances after this.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

Danny looked up at Shiela and nodded.

Shiela put her finger to Rodney’s asshole and started reaming him. She had lots of lubricant on her fingers.

Rodney yelped and his eyes were wild. He would have looked around, but he was fastened securely.

“It’s all about love, Rodney,” murmured Danny in a low voice. “Can you have love?”

“What the fuck are you—OH!”

Shiela put the dildo in Rodney’s ass. His eyes went round and he took in a deep breath.

Danny held the glass to his mouth, pushed the straw into his mouth.

Rodney sucked, really sucked.

“We’ve covered the windows with heavy drapes. There are hedges and walls around the house. I stood here and screamed as loud as I could. Shiela was outside and she heard nothing. Nobody’s going to hear you, Rodney.”

“You can’t do this!” Rodney blubbered, no long the brave gangster.

“We have no choice.”

“You do! Let me go! I’ve got money, lots of it! I’ll make you rich.”

Shiela moved the butt plug in Rodney’s ass a little, made sure it was situated just right. He grunted, but it sounded like he grunted in pleasure.

“It’s not about money, Rodney. It’s about love.”

WISS SNAP!

“OW!”

“It’s about love, and the sooner you give up, the sooner you can have it.”

WISS SNAP!

“NO!”

WISS SNAP!

“Give it up, Rodney. Submit. It’s only love, and you know you really want it.

WISS SNAP!

WISS SNAP!

Rodney screamed and cried, and Danny stood up. He glanced at Shiela, who was licking her lips and looking hungry.

WISS SNAP!

Danny walked away.

WISS SNAP!

He knew that within a few hours Rodney would be changed. He would be in love, and he would never hurt Shiela, and by extension, himself.

WISS SNAP!

And that would leave the gangsters that would follow him.

Six men. Brutes. Thugs. Gangsters. Willing to hurt anybody for a little cash.

WISS SNAP!

Well, they would see. They would see.

And Danny mounted the steps, went out the back door and headed for his own house. He wanted to water the plants, have a Golden Monkey or two, and watch a little TV.

He couldn’t hear the sounds of Rodney screaming at all.

END
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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!


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!
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DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

The Electric Groin


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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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!


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, BDSM and Love!’

you will really love…

‘Feminization and Love!’

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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