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PART ONE

Cooper lay in the grass and watched the house. It was surrounded by fields on all sides, and had a garage up against the west wall. It looked to be quite old, maybe even civil war old.

It was two stories and had a couple of gables spaced mid-roof, and a couple of chimneys at each end of the house.  The yard was mowed, but that was about all. Weeds sprouted here and there, and the porch needed a bit of repair.

Nobody was home. Cooper had seen her drive off a half hour before. He had tracked her movements over the weeks and knew she would be gone for two hours.

A half hour to make sure she was gone, an hour to burgle, and a half hour to get out and be gone. He smiled.

That left only the dog.

But he was okay with dogs. He had a tranquilizer gun.

He stood up, slung his burgle bag over his shoulder, and set off across the field. He whistled as he walked, the trank gun held loosely at his side.

“Here boy, here boy!”

The dog came around the side of the house. It was a mutt, and wagged its tail happily, but Cooper wasn’t about to take chances. He let the dog waggle its butt to ten feet away, then he shot it. PHHT!

The dog turned and snapped at its flank. A dart stuck out of its fur.

Cooper waited three seconds, and the dog just slowed down, stared at him in confusion, looked stupider and stupider, then just fell over. Clunk.

Cooper walked up the steps into the house. It was unlocked, so he stepped right into the foyer and then into the living room and looked around.

The old lady—he considered forty years to be old—was supposed to have a stash of jewelry.

He took the stairs two at a time, moving fast. He wanted to be out before the dog woke up.

He walked down the second floor hallway, looked into room after room, but the rooms seemed to be empty except for a couple of storage rooms and one bedroom. The bedroom had a poster bed and a big dresser, but a quick look didn’t uncover any jewelry. There was no sigh of a safe or even a jewelry box.

He trotted down the steps and circled through the kitchen area.               Nothing. What the hell?

Then he saw the locked door across from the pantry. Locked. Good. People didn’t lock things unless they wanted other people to stay out. And why would they want people to stay out unless they had something valuable inside.

He had a small crowbar and he simply stuck the end into the jamb and pried and the door came opened with a little cracking sound.

Stairs led down and it was dark. He felt the wall and there was a light switch. He flicked it, lights came on,  and inspected the stairs.

Old, but sturdy enough. He took a step, another one, and…CRASH! the stairs gave way.

His arms flailed as he fell into the space under the steps. He smacked into a step on the way down and knocked himself senseless.

He woke up some time later. He was lying on broken wood and his leg was folded under most uncomfortably. He groaned and moved, and thank God he didn’t have a busted leg or anything.

He shifted his weight, the broken wood under him shifted, and he struggled to stay upright.

Then it hit him. How long had he been unconscious? The old lady must be nearly home. The dog might be waking up. He had to get out of there!

He struggled, and kicked some of the wood out from under him. His feet were slipping and he was having a hard time just standing up.

“Hello?”

The old lady!

He struggled harder, but it was like he was digging himself deeper.

“Who’s there?” The voice sounded closer. Like she had entered the front door and was walking back towards the kitchen.

He thrust his hands over a step and pulled himself up. His body was almost free and he kicked his legs, making a bit of a racket, and reached up to grab a step. He couldn’t get out of the broken steps, but he might be able to to squeeze through the space between the step right under the big hole.

“Who’s here?”

She was in the kitchen!”

Cooper got two hands through the steps and started wiggling his head through.

“Who are you?” the voice as right over him, she was standing on the steps right above the ones that hadn’t broken.

He didn’t answer, just grunted and pushed his head through. He was slender, he could get his body through and run for it!

He felt the wood on the stairs shift, then she stepped over him, holding on to the railing and placing her feet on the unbroken board that ran up the side of the stairs.

He wiggled harder. He was stuck. But if he could just get his butt a little higher he could make it.

She reached the floor and turned to look at him. She shined a flashlight into his eyes and he was near blinded.

“Hey!”

He pulled, and twisted, and she moved away, into the darkness. He was going to make it. He was going to—

She came out of the darkness and looped a wire over his neck, then she wrapped it around the step under his head. She moved fast, and he couldn’t get his hands there in time to stop her. His head was firmly fastened. He couldn’t move it a t all.

“Hey! Let me go!”

Another wire was thrown over a wrist, and that one was wrapped around the steps. Then a third wire was wrapped over his last wrist and the steps.

The wire was just electrical cord, extension cords, but they did the job. His hands and neck were firmly fixed in place. It was exactly like he was in a pillory and he tried to get free.

“You can stop struggling,” the woman said.

Cooper snarled and kept struggling.

“Have it your way.”

She climbed up the stairs and disappeared into the kitchen.

Cooper kicked and tried to get loose, but if anything he made it worse. The broken wood under the stairs kept shifting and if he wasn’t careful the broken planks would slide away and he would be dangling by his neck and wrists.

Only a couple of minutes passed and the old lady was back. She descended the stairs the same way she had before, and she faced Cooper from the basement floor. She was standing just enough in the shadow that he couldn’t get a good look at her.

“Are you going to stop struggling?”

Cooper blustered, “Lady, this is false imprisonment. You got to get me out of here.”

“Oh, this is rich. He breaks into my house and threatens me with legal action.”

“You bitch!”

Her answer to that was to step forward. Her hand jabbed down.

He felt a sharp prick on his back. “Hey!”

She opened her hand so he could see what she had stabbed him with. It was the dart he had left in the dog’s flank.

“What did you do?”

“Gave you back your sleepy dart,” she answered calmly, stepping back to to watch him.

Cooper struggled for a second, then he felt the drug permeate his body. There hadn’t been much tranquilizer in the dart, but it worked on him. He felt his head stop moving, then it just laid there, and he was breathing hard. And it was like somebody was very slowly lowering the shutters over his eyes. His lids just got more and more tired, and he slept.

Sleeping under drugs can be interesting. If a person has enough drug in them they just sleep. If the drug is just enough to put them barely under, they have dreams, reality intrudes every once in a while, and they feel uncomfortable, like somebody is shaving the top layer of their skin off with a razor.

Cooper felt the second set of sensations. He had the distinct sense that a herd of monkeys was liftng his balls and examining them, scratching them with muddy fingernails. Then he realized that the debris under foot was being moved, and he was hanging and choking, then something was shoved under him and a slowly scrabbling pair of feet relieved the pressure.

A dog came up and started licking his face, and wouldn’t stop. That long pink tongue got in his mouth, in his nostrils, and just kept licking and licking.

His wrists were untied and a thicker board was placed across the board his face was on. He felt his face being lifted up and down, and then the damn monkeys were pounding hammers right next to his ear.

And, once upon a lifetime, he started to realized that his name was Cooper, and that he was trapped. His wrists…he couldn’t move his fingers, and his throat felt…what was..wha…”HEY!” He jerked into full awareness.

He was under the stairs. Just his head poked up and he was sitting on something. His hands were up and felt like he was holding onto a ledge by his fingers..

It was dark, a little bit of light made it gloomy. He could see the edges of steps in front of his eyes. And he remembered.

He had come to this house to burgle it. The old lady in it was supposed to be some sort of a movie star or something, and the rumor was that she had tons of jewelry stashed.

He could use a bit of loot, right?

He remembered sitting in the weeds on the edge of her big property and making notes of her comings and…and he remembered falling through the stairs.

But what was he doing all tied up? It felt like he was in a pillory or something. And his fingers, they were weird.

“Hey!” he yelled again. He was trapped and he didn’t have much choice. He was thirsty and hungry and needed to get out of this…this whatever it was he was in.

He heard footsteps in the kitchen above.

The door opened and light flooded the basement. Cooper blinked and a voice said, “Awake, are we?”

She walked down the stairs, and he watched her through the spaces between the steps. She was wearing a negligee, and he couldn’t help but take note of her fine fanny. It was downright globular, and it extra swayed as she descended the steps.

She turned left, and left his line of sight. He heard her walking, then a door open to his left side. Light flooded in, and he started moving! He was being rolled, and he had vague memories of being rolled before. Rolled around the basement while…while she did what she had done. But what had she done?

“What’s going on? What are you doing? Let me go?”

He was in some sort of a contraption, but he couldn’t see it. His head was locked so he could only look forward and a bit to the sides, and his fingers…he couldn’t move his damn fingers!

He was moved out into the center of the basement and then the thing he was in stopped.

“I really need to get a better set of castors. Maybe some real wheels. How are you doing?”

She stepped in front of him and he had his first real look at her.

He could see through the green negligee, and she had a world class set of breasts. He blinked and stared for a second, then his eyes moved up to her face.

She wasn’t all that old. Watching her through binoculars he hadn’t gotten a really good look at her, had thought she was a plain Jane, and the clothes she had worn, regular pants and flannel shirts, hadn’t helped.

Now, seeing her under the direct light of the basement, he could see that her face was mature, well formed, with full lips and sparkling green eyes. And her body, oh, my God, her body! She was better built than any movie star he had ever seen. The boobs were full and the nipples erect. Her hair was up, in a French style, which revealed a soft, flawless neck.

He gulped.

“So, my fine, feathered friend, how come you shot my doggy, broke into my house, and wound up down here?”

She was smiling pleasantly, as if asking whether it might rain that evening.

“You got to let me go.”

“Oh, your poor voice sounds so harsh. Let me help that.”

She walked away, out of his line of sight.

“Hey! Where are you going?”

She ignored him, simply hummed, but he could hear her heels climbing stairs, and her voice rose up behind him, so it was obvious she was going to the kitchen.

He sat there and examined his body. His neck was caught in a circle of wood, like the old torture devices called stocks. His body was sort of bent and seated at the same time, as if he was in a big box. Well, maybe a little box. But the weird thing was his fingers. He remembered his hands being wrapped to the steps with electrical cord, but now his fingers were bent at the second knuckle and caught in something. He could raise his fingers up, and he couldn’t pull them back.

She came back down the stairs and around to the front of the contraption in which he was encased. She held a glass of dark liquid with a straw in it.

“What is that?”

“It’s an elixir for whatever ails you.” She put the glass in a little holder on the front of the box thing he was in and angled  the straw into his mouth.

He was a little leery of drinking anything, but he was thirsty, she was smiling so nicely, he tried a sip. And blinked. And sucked.

It was Coke with a splash of bourbon.

“I find that men always do better with a bit of bourbon in them.” He drank his fill, which was about half the glass. There was a chair to the side and she pulled it forward and sat in it.and watched him. She was facing Cooper from just a couple of feet away. His head being somewhat fixed in place he stsared at her.

“You have to let me go,” he said carefully.

She kept that fixed smile on her face. “We haven’t been properly introduced, but my name is Gloria. And I know yours is Cooper. I found your car on the road with your wallet and registration. It’s safe, by the way, your car. I drove it into the deep woods. Nobody will ever find it.”

That was his first clue that she was…strange. Not that she drove his car, but that she had hidden it where nobody would find it.

“So why did you decide to rob me?”

“You know it’s against the law to keep people prisoner against their will.”

“Oh, I know. Isn’t it wonderful? But why did you want to rob me? I never saw you before. And I really didn’t like that you shot my doggy.”

He opened his mouth, but was afraid to say anything. Anything he said could and would be used against him.

“When is the sheriff coming for me?” He finally managed.

“Charlie? Oh, he’s not coming. Actually, nobody is coming. Unless you left detailed instructions. ‘I’m going to rob Gloria Bennett. If I don’t come back look in her basement.” She paused, leaned forward maybe an inch and whispered, “Or dig in the woods behind her house. There’a only a thousand acres and I should be easy to find. Just follow the worms.” She giggled.

Cooper gulped. “What are you doing?”

“That’s an interesting question. I come home from my weekly trip for groceries and I find my doggy sleeping with a poison dart in his side. I look in my house and find a burglar has misjudged how much weight my old stairs can take. I find a person I have never seen insulting me and crying out for justice. So…what kind of justice should I give you?”

Now Cooper was worried. The calm way she talked, the weird way she slipped in something crazy every once in a while. “I think you should turn me over to the police.”

“Now why would I do that?  You might get six months on the county farm, and then you would be out robbing people again, or maybe worse. You might kill somebody, murder them in their sleep, take an ax to them.” Her eyes narrowed as she describing his potential for criminality, then she brightened back up, “You might even come back here and pay me a visit. So why would I want to risk that?”

“But you can’t keep me here!”

“Why not?”

He had nothing to say to that, and he just stared at her. She watched him right back, smiling happily.

“So what are you going to do to me?”

“Well, first I need to…oh!” She looked up towards the top of the stairs. “Doggy! Come here, Doggy!”

The dog Cooper had tranked waggled his butt down the stairs. He lowered his head sheepishly and came to Gloria. Gloria reached out and hugged him. Her fingernails were bright red and she held him tightly and petted him. “Oh, Doggy, I was so worried about you. And here’s the bad man who did that to you!” She pointed Doggy’s face towards Cooper and Doggy started licking Cooper.

“Ack, blah, hey!” Cooper tried to move his face but couldn’t and Doggy slobbering over him, stuck his tongue in his mouth and nuzzled against him.

“Come on!” Cooper complained. “Get him off me!”

Gloria ignored his request. “Now why would anybody want to hurt poor Doggy? Yet I came home and found him laying on the grass. And look, he bears you no ill will. How could you hurt my poor Doggy?”

“It was just a dart,” Cooper spluttered. “He just went to sleep for a while.”

“I know. I found your dart, and the poison in your car. I used that to keep you asleep while I repaired the stairs and made you a box.”

He was in a box. Well, yes. He had figured that out. But… “Why? Why not just turn me over to the cops?”

God, he wanted to be turned over to the cops.

“Gloria smiled. “Because I don’t want you running around hurting other Doggies, or maybe even hurting nice people like me.”

Cooper: “I promise I won’t hurt anybody. In fact, I was going to give up burglary. I want to become a minister.”

Cooper wasn’t aware of how ludicrous he sounded. He was aware of how desperate he was.

“Oh, how nice. That would be wonderful. And I can help. I can read the bible to you and we can—“

“Wait! I was kidding! I just want to go to jail!”

She appeared perplexed. “But why?”

So I can get away from you, crazy lady. But he said nothing.

“Why would you want to leave this wonderful house? I can feed you and take care of you, and you can watch all the porn you want and I’ll strip naked for you and…”             

Copper’s jaw dropped. “What?”

“And I can even give your little dickie all the attention it needs.”

Her face was beaming so brightly, like what she had just said wasn’t the most nuts thing he had ever heard in his life.

“What…you want…what?”

“Watch,” she said, her teeth glinting in the relative gloom of the basement. She reached forward and picked up something from the box under is neck. She brought her hand back and he saw…it was a remote. But what the fuck did she—

She pressed the remote and Cooper screamed and jerked. A small charge of electricity ran through his penis.

“Stop that! Stop!”

She let up the button and grinned at him. It’s called a TENS unit. I put your penis in a little tube and hooked the TENS unit up. I can shock you whenever I want. I can shock you as little as I want…” she pressed a button and a small tingle surged through his penis. “…or as much as I want.” She pressed a different button and the pain was blinding. It hurt so much the world faded and he couldn’t move. Then he came back to himself. He was drooling and his cock felt like it had been fried in butter, chopped into little pieces, and served to Doggy.

“What…what…”

“But don’t worry. I’ll only save the highest setting for when you’ve been a bad boy. Usually I’ll use this:” A surge went through his peeny and he shivered. It felt good, his cock was hard inside the box, and his balls felt full and ready. He realized that if this kept up he was going to cum on the spot.”

The current stopped.

“Okay?” she asked brightly?

He was dazed, he didn’t understand what was happening. He nodded his head slowly.

“Excellent. Now, I have to go to bed soon, would you like to watch a little TV? Or would you like to go to sleep, too?”

“I, uh…” he didn’t want to go to sleep. He had just woken up. He was afraid to go to sleep. This lady was so crazy, what if he never woke up? “I’ll watch TV.”

“All righty.” She pushed his box across the basement floor until he was facing a wall on the other side. The wall was painted white and there was what looked like an Apeman Mini-projector on a small table. He was placed right next to the table.

Gloria worked a remote and suddenly the wall lit up.

Horny Day Productions

starring

Gloria Bennet

“You’re going to like this. Everybody does.” Gloria placed a chair next to Cooper’s box and sat down. “I’ll watch for a couple of minutes before I retire.”

The screen showed credits for a minute, then a monkey scampered to the center of the ‘screen’ and stopped and face the audience, which was Cooper and Gloria. It was holding a banana in one hand, and it jumped up and pumped a fist towards the sky.

Cue the movie.

An old house, a bit like the one Cooper was in. A man walked up the long drive and mounted the steps. He was young and studly, had wide shoulders and carried a carpet bag. He knocked on the fancy front door.

Inside the house a comely woman was prancing around in a green negligee. She dusted furniture, rubbed a blemish off a table, stood on a chair and reached up to dust the chandeliers. Her body was magnificent. She had tremendous boobs and a butt that would make a church goer worship satan. The camera moved around her and she turned to reveal…it was Gloria!

Younger, slightly thinner waist, which made her boobs look even more gigantic than they were. Her face was incredibly beautiful. Her hair draggled over her shoulders and she stretched and twisted to dust the chandeliers, which gave the viewers the best look at her stunning charms.

Cooper gasped.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” sighed Gloria.

Cooper would have looked at her then, but he couldn’t turn his head quite that far. He was aware that she was speaking of herself as if the person on the screen was not her, but…somebody else.

The Gloria on the wall screen stepped off the chair and headed for the doorway.

The camera led her, focusing on the way her boobs quivered sexily with each step. Her red mouth was plump and moist and she licked her lips.

She opened the door.

“Hi, ma’am.” Up close the fellow was a stud, a bit of fuzz on the cheeks, a strong jaw, level eyes that looked like they were looking for a bedroom. “I’m here to check the meter.”

“Oh, sure, come on in.”

The man walked in, and the camera took his viewpoint, ogling her magnificent breasts.

He followed her, ogling her jouncing buns, through the kitchen and…down the stairs! It looked like they were coming down to this very basement!

On the screen the basement was gloomy in the corners, but brightly lit in places so as to better illuminate buns and boobs.

They reached the bottom of the stairs and she led him to a door in a far corner. She entered the room, and he followed her. It was a small room, and they were close to each other.

“There it is…” she pointed to a big electrical box.

“If I can get past…”

He moved to squeeze past her, and they were suddenly face to face, bodies brushing, mouths open and gasping. Then they were stuck.

“I can’t get past.”

She reached down and said, “Is that you?”

“That’s me.”

Their faces slowly came together, their tongues came out, their lips met and smushed and they hugged each other.

For a long minute they kissed, their hands roamed, and then they were walking sideways, groping each other, exiting the little room.

Cut to: They were in a bedroom, naked, their bodies writhing. His hands were way too small to hold her big boobs, but he tried.

She slid down and began sucking him off.

Cooper jerked, his cock was getting stimulated. Electrical charges ran up and down and it bonerized and started to drip.

“Wha…”

She whispered in his ear. “Part of the movie going experience. What he feels, you feel…”

She kissed his ear and manipulated the remote.

The stud on the screen moaned and grabbed Gloria’s buns.

“Oh, God!” murmured Gloria. “That feels good!”

The man pulled her buns up and slipped his cock into her.

“Ahhh!” groaned Cooper, as the current rose and made his cock even harder. It was pulsing, and, yes, he was definitely dripping.

On the screen the man fucked Gloria. A close up showed the pleasure on Gloria’s face. She groaned, then slithered down and began deep throating the man’s cock.

Cooper felt the current increase.

“People always said I gave the best blow jobs.” She was referring to herself as herself. Sometimes she seemed to know it was her on the screen, other times she didn’t.

“”Please, please,” shivered Cooper. He wanted to cum.

“Oh, honey,” Gloria touched his cheek gently. “Not yet. This is only the first five minutes.” She kissed his cheek and nibbled on his ear, then settled back to watch the movie.

They bounced and wrestled, and the man came. Cooper got a big shock that threatened to put him over the edge.

“Don’t worry, honey, I won’t let you cum too soon.

Cooper whimpered as the sensation of almost cumming slowly waned.

On the screen the camera closed in on Gloria’s eye, through the eye, and the screen cut to another scene, this one in the basement. The man was tied, face down, to a weird sort of horse. Gloria was standing in front of him with a strap on around her hips. A huge cock stood out from her groin.

“This is a good part,” she whispered to Cooper.

“Suck it, you bastard.” Gloria advanced on the now hapless man. She grabbed his face and pushed her cock into his mouth. The man opened wide and managed to take it all the way to the plastic balls.

Gloria was holding a paddle and she reached down the man’s back and began spanking him in time to his sucks.

Unh…unh…unh!

SMACK…SMACK…SMACK!

The man jerked with each stroke. But the jerks were very sexual.

“God, did he love that,” Gloria murmured.

She took the dildo out of his mouth. He looked up at her with love. She walked behind him, between his legs. She gripped his buns and squeezed them, then slapped them.

“Are you ready for this, stud?”

“Always,” the man on the screen said.

“And he was,” whispered Gloria, next to Cooper.

She stepped forward and began sliding the big penis between his buns. The camera shifted to show the close up action, and inch by inch the big dildo slithered into the man’s hole.

His head rose up and his eyes became wide.

“Isn’t this beautiful?” asked Gloria. “He really enjoyed this. That look of surprise on his face? That’s just good acting.”

Cooper couldn’t take his eyes off the screen now. He was not only being forced to watch, he wanted to watch.

Then she was in him. Grinning. Moving back and forth.

The man groaned and his eyes rolled up.

The camera sank and moved around until it showed the mans’s package. It was big and red and hard, and it started dripping a stream of cum.

“Is he cumming?”

“No, honey,” answered Gloria. “That’s pre-cum. And, man, there was a lot of it.”

“Why is he…why is there so much?”

“Because I’m massaging his prostate. Believe me, he is enjoying this.”

She increased the current to Cooper’s package and he moaned and his eyes rolled back.

“Well, I’m going to bed now. But I’ll leave this on for you.

If he’d thought about it, Cooper would have asked for no TV. But it was hard to think with all the pleasure shooting through his dick.

Gloria stood up, bent over at the waist and occupied his sight. She kissed him, very slowly and passionately. Her lips were warm and plump and he had never been so effectively kissed in his life. Then she moved away from him.

“I’ll see you in the morning.”

She left everything on and headed for the stairs. Doggy followed her.

Cooper stayed where he was. He had no choice but to watch the movie.

On the big screen on the wall a bigger than life Gloria lay down and spread her legs. Cooper watched, and he didn’t need a shock to his cock now, he was naturally excited by watching this voluptuous kitten.

And the night progressed.


PART TWO

Cooper groaned, and was aware that the movie was still going.

It had gone all night, until he had finally slept in spite of it, and now the faint glimmer of sunlight came through the little cracks on the side of a high basement window.

“And how’s my little lover?” Gloria came down the stairs holding a tray. She sounded quite chipper.

“Uhhh,” Cooper moaned.

“Did you enjoy my movies?” she stopped next to him and watched herself on the screen for a minute. “I hooked this to my computer. You’ve still got a couple of hundred hours to go.”

Cooper blinked wearily. He wanted sleep. Sleep without the endless package of fucking and sucking he had just watched.

“But don’t worry, when it’s over it will automatically loop to the beginning.

She placed the tray on his box next to his face and the delicious aroma of bacon and eggs wafted up to his nostrils. She picked up the remote and turned her movie off. “Don’t worry, you won’t lose your place.” She put the remote down.

She pulled a chair in front of the box and sat down. She put the tray on her lap and picked up a spoon. “I know you must be hungry,” she put a spoon into his mouth and he tasted egg. It was delicious and he chewed and swallowed.

They sat there for about ten minutes, her feeding him slowly, and him regaining a bit of strength. He realized, if she had used his trank stuff, he must have been out for days.

“How long was I out?” he asked between bites.

“About a week.”

That made him blink. “I need to get out and exercise. My body is all stiff.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ve got electrodes all over your body. They will stimulate your muscles so you can exercise without moving.

He chewed some more and wondered about that.

“Well, I’ve got to get out and go to the bathroom.”

“No you don’t. I’ve got that taken care of, too.”

“How?”

He was done eating, so she put the plate back up by his head. She reached to the front of his box and did something, then she lifted a glass up. “You’ve got a front panel and I can open it any time. If you need to pee you can just go ahead and pee. This glass has all the pre-cum you drooled while watching my movie.” The glass was a quarter full of pre-cum.

“Of course we won’t get the good stuff until I hook up the prostate massager. Though I could just massage your prostate manually. Would you like that?”

“Uh…I don’t…”

“Of course not. You don’t know how wonderful it is to get your prostate massaged, do you?”

“Well, I don’t think I want—“

“How did you like my movie?”

“It was…interesting.”

“Oh, poo!” she exclaimed and laughed. “When people say ‘interesting’ they are trying to avoid saying what they really think. Maybe you’re a little shy, maybe you didn’t like it, but that’s okay. The museums are full of pieces that not everybody likes. So if you don’t like my movie I’ll understand. But seeing as how you’re a man I’ll be surprised if you didn’t like it.

Cooper thought about the endless hours he had just spent watching Gloria Bennett flaunt her charms.

She could deep throat like a maniac, and she looked like she really enjoyed it. She could spread her legs in the splits and take it up the pussy or the asshole. She did doggy style better than Lassie.

“Well, uh…I do like porn.”

I knew it!” she clapped her hands gleefully. “Did you reach the part where I have the man tied up and suspended? That was at the kink.com studios. When I used the vibrator on him I thought he was going to lose his mind. Now that man knew how to cum. I swear, he came buckets, and then…you’re not supposed to know this…he actually lost control of his bowels!”

As she described her scenes she was ecstatic. She was smiling and gesticulating and her boobs were bouncing all over the place. Cooper watched them and licked his lips. He had just been subjected to six hours of porn and he was hornier than a horn toad on viagra.

After a while Gloria ran down, and she just stood and sighed with the pleasure of her memories. Then she looked at Cooper, and walked behind him.

“Where are you…” he heard the sound of the backdoor to his box opening and he felt cool air on his ass.

“I just want to check to make sure you haven’t pooped, and…you’re good. Do you feel a bowel movement coming on?”

“No.” He was a little weird about talking about bowel movements with Gloria.

“Don’t be so stiff. It’s just poop.”

She came around to the front and said, “You need to let me know if you have to go. You’re a little bent over in the box, and if you don’t poop regularly then you’ll start to have cramps.”

“Oh, okay,” he had no intention of telling her anything.

She bent down and opened the front door of his box, “Bad Cooper!” She slapped his weenie.

“OW! What’s that for?”

“You weren’t being sincere. You must always tell me the truth. I tell you the truth, don’t I?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“I’ve told you all about me being a famous porn star, haven’t I? And I’ve told you all about your car and everything. So when I tell you something you should pay attention. And if you don’t want to have cramps and need an enema then you’d better pay attention. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

“Okay.” She closed the front door and went to the back. “Now, I’m going to do something that might help you out.”

“What?”

She felt his buns through the back door, then she traced her finger over his button. “Hey!”

“Hay is for horses, silly.” She giggled and pulled on a rubber glove. “Now this might feel funny, but it’s for your own good.

She put her finger into a jar of lube, then up his ass.

“AIIE!” He tried to move, but he was unable to in the box.

She wiggled her finger in him and he tried to squeeze his ass, to twist away from her finger, but he couldn’t do anything.

She moved it in further and touched something. He suddenly wanted to pee. “This is your prostate. I do this enough and you’ll feel like peeing.”

“I do!” he gasped. The weird thing was that there was a modicum of pleasure connected with her finger up his butt.

“Excellent! If you can pee then go ahead.”

She reamed his hole and pressed on his prostate.

“I think I’m peeing,” he blurted. Simultaneously he was embarrassed and relieved.

“Good, let it cum. Remember, your tube will catch it all.”

He felt the pressure relax and he sighed. He hadn’t known he was stopped up, and it did feel good to let it all out. He peed for about a minute, and the finger up his heinie felt better and better. He started to feel like he was a little bit high, like he had just had a couple of shots of tequila, then Gloria pulled her finger out of him.

He grunted, and was ashamed to admit that he liked it, that he wouldn’t mind if she scratched his itch just a bit more.

She took off her gloves and put them in a little trash basket in the corner of the room. She closed the back door to the box and opened the front door again. She took out the glass and held it up. It was about a quarter full of white fluid.

“Wow. You came a lot.”

“That’s cum?”

“Yep. Would you like a taste?” She held the glass to him, but he shook his head.

“Okay. All the more for me.” She tilted the glass and the white fluid poured into her throat. Cooper stared with his mouth open.

She lowered the glass and smacked her lips. “That’s the equivalent of eight eggs, four lemons, and a cup of cod liver oil. Very healthy. When I’m getting cum regularly I don’t eat much, and I lose weight and my boobs get bigger.

Cooper stared.

She smiled, went to a wet bar in a corner and rinsed the glass out. Then she dried it and brought it back and put it inside Cooper’s box.

“Now then, we have big plans for the day. Are you ready?”

“I was sort of thinking about going out to a McDonalds.”

She laughed at his wit. “No, no. We have too much to do here. Well, I do. You get to sit around and watch.”

She walked across the basement and up a short ramp. At the top of the ramp she pulled a big door to the side and sunlight flooded in. Cooper’s mouth opened and he yearned to be able to walk out that door.

“Feel like a little sunlight?” She came back down the ramp and smiled at Cooper. She was wearing another negligee. Outside the house she always wore pants and shirts, but inside the house she always wore negligees, or bra and panties, and sometimes just nothing. He stared as her form was outlined by the sun. He had never seen a body so beautiful in his life.

“Okay, why don’t you watch some more movies, get in the mood, if you know what I mean, and I’ll get to work.

She turned on the movie and once again he was watching a larger than life version of her. She fucked an endless number of dicks. She sucked gallons of sperm. She did everything and anything, and did it well. At one point, when she rested from her labors at the work bench, Cooper asked her, “How come I haven’t heard of you?”

“It’s been about ten years since I acted, probably before your time,  but I used a lot of fake names, and then…there was the trouble.”

“What trouble?”

I went south and fucked some Mexican politicians. Somebody took pictures, they got arrested, lot popular support, the US didn’t think too much of the American girl that brought down a whole government…” She shrugged, then she grinned. “Popular support. The population loves me, except when I fuck politicians. Go figure.”

She turned back to her work bench and kept working.

“What are you doing?”

“Just a minute and I’ll show you.”

Just two minutes later she sauntered over to his box.

“Okay, I’m going to take off your finger bumper.” She bent and unscrewed a couple of screws and suddenly Cooper could wiggle his the fingers on his right hand. He did so with delight. “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. To be able to move…

“Now, do you see these little scallops, or trenches, or whatever?” She held up a six inch block of wood. “Your finger go in these, are bent, and you can’t pull them out.”

“Why can’t I pull them out now?”

“Because your elbows are braced so you can’t pull back. It’s a double safety sort of thing.”

“Oh.”

“I’m putting these little pads in your finger holes, see?” She glued little pressure pads against the holes. “Okay, now we put them back on…” she held the block of wood above his hands and pushed gently down. His fingers were caught in the holes and then she pressed it against the box and screwed it back in place.

“Hey!”

“It’s okay, honey. You’re going to like this.”

She opened the front of the box and ran little wires through the box. He could feel her hands brushing against his body.

“I’m naked,” he said.

“Of course you are, silly.” She was reaching deep and her hair was up against his face. It smelled so wonderfully clean.

She extricated herself from the box and closed the front door. She went to the back and he could feel her reaching under his buttocks. For a moment he almost wished she’d massage his asshole again. After about five minutes of doing something she grunted, moved back and closed the door. She stood in front of him and had a big grin on her face.

“What?”

She lifted up a remote and pressed it.

The box lurched into motion. For a second he panicked. He was moving not of his own accord. The box whooshed across the basement to the far wall, stopped, back up in a K turn, and whooshed back.

“What the hell?”

“Fun, huh?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“I’m going to turn control over to you now.” She touched a button on her remote.

The box sat there.

“When’s it going to move?”

“When you press the accelerator.

He blinked, and became aware of his feet. He pressed the right foot down, just like he would in a car, and the box leaped forward. “Whoa!” He pressed with the left foot instinctively, and the box stopped.

“Right is accelerator, left is brake. Pretty cool, eh?”

“How do I turn?”

“Right or left hands.”

He pressed his right fingers forward and nothing happened. Of course nothing happened. He wasn’t moving. He pressed the foot pedal gently and worked his right fingers, and the box turned in a clockwise circle.

“Holy crap!” Prisoner or not, he was excited. To be able to move around again!

“Want to go outside?”

He looked at her and suspected a trick.

“Right up the ramp and turn right. If you go left, or into the gravel  or the lawn you’ll bog down. I’ll have to drug you, take this thing apart, and haul you back in and put it back together. So, please, go slow at the top and turn right.”

He nodded, as best he could with his head trapped. He rolled up the ramp to the sunlight, reach the top and stopped. He had only been in the basement for a while, but trapped as he was it felt like years.

Gloria came up the ramp and stood next to him. “I love this place. We used it for a set a lot of times, and I finally bought it. Look at the woods out there. Sometimes I sit on the porch and watch the deer come out. They come right up to the porch. They’re beautiful. Turn right and I’ll show you something.”

He did, and he found himself on a wide cement walkway.

“Believe it or not,” she said as she walked next to him. “We had to make this place handicap accessible.”

They turned the corner and followed the path along the front of the house. At the porch, he hadn’t noticed it with his binoculars, was a handicap ramp.

“Can I go up?”

“Please do.”

So he went up the ramp and found himself on the porch. He was six feet above the ground and he had a wonderful view. At that very moment a deer came to the edge of the woods and looked towards the house.

“I call that one Bambi.” Gloria whispered.

Cooper wheeled back and forth and looked over the property, then turned to the open door. “Can I go inside?”

“By all means.”

He drove his box into the house. It was the same as he remembered, and different. But he knew why it was different. It was different because the first time he had walked through the place. Now he was limited to the turns his little box could make. He couldn’t touch anything.

“Go on, explore. I’ll be right here.”

He wheeled around and glanced at her. She nodded.

He drove his little box into the dining room, then out to a sun porch. The sun was breath taking. It made the screened in porch warm and comfortable, and he could imagine just sitting here and watching the sun. Or maybe the rain.

He wheeled back through the house, down a hallway to a bedroom. It looked like Gloria had moved her sleeping quarters, and there was a weird looking high chair in a corner. He wheeled back out to the front room and Gloria smiled at him. She had watched his progress from the front room and she seemed pleased.

“Check out the kitchen.”

He wheeled into the kitchen and now she followed him.

The hallway that led to the basement stairs was too narrow for his box, but he could make small circles in the kitchen to his heart’s content. The passageway to the dining room was also too narrow, so he would have to go through the front room to get to the dining room and the sunroom.

Suddenly he stopped moving and just stared into space.

“What is it?”

“I…I can’t touch anything. I can’t feed myself. Everything in this place…I can look, but that’s all.

Gloria came to him and squatted in front of the box. She placed her forearms on the front lip of the box and put her chin on her arms.  Her lips were inches from his. “Honey, sometimes you need to rely on people. If you need something you just need to ask. If you want a treat, or your poop bowl is full…just ask. That’s what I’m here for.”

“But…”

She kissed him. She closed her beautiful eyes and pressed her lips to his, and he found himself responding. She opened up his front door and reached in. She touched his nipples and he gasped.

He could feel her smiling as she kissed him.

She reached down and touched his penis. She took it out of its tube and stroked it softly. Used her fingernails on his head.

She was so delicious he felt light headed.

Then she moved back and said, “I hate you like this.” She stood up and ran to her bedroom, and slammed the door. He rolled his box to her door and he could hear her crying.

“Gloria?”

“Go away!”

“What did I do?”

“Go away!”

So he went.

He went out to the sunroom and watched the far woods. There were fruit trees to one side, a half a dozen of them, and small birds played in them. On the eaves just outside the sun room was a hummingbird feeder, and a dozen of the vicious, little creatures picked on each other for a turn to suck the sweet juice the feeder was filled with.

A half hour later Gloria came out of her room. She smiled and tousled his hair, and wouldn’t say a thing about her tears.

She did, however, tell him something else. “I will do for you. I will give you treats, empty your box, and make sure you are comfortable. But you are going to have to do something for me.”

Cooper was caught. He knew he was a prisoner, but he also knew he was reliant upon Gloria. So what else could he do but say, “Okay.” Then: “What?”

“Tomorrow. Right now it’s been a long day, and I want to sleep. Can you go back to the basement on your own?”

“I can, but…how do I close the sliding door?”

“On the outside there is a pressure plate next to the door. Just run into it with your box and the door will open or close. In the basement the plate is on the corner of the work bench.”

She leaned down to him and kissed him. Not passionately, but gently, almost sadly. Then she tapped his box and he backed away. He went through the front door, no pressure plate there, but he figured out how to push the door shut with his box.

Down the ramp, not too fast now, and around the corner to the garage. Down that ramp and he found the pressure plate easily enough. He closed the sliding door and turned his box and looked at his kingdom.

A projector that showed nothing but endless porn. Corners to wheel into. The lights were on low so he didn’t have to worry about that much. He could sleep in the gloom.

And that was it.

He could get outside, but he couldn't get into the house unless she invited him.

Nothing else to do, he rolled his box to the projector and watched Gloria.

Gloria. So beautiful she made his heart stop. The best boobs in the world.

And she was just a few feet from him, larger than life, sucking and fucking like the world was going to end.

He sat and watched, and his heart broke.

“Okay, one more adjustment, then we’ll be ready.”

Sunlight shone through the sliding door and illuminated her work.

She had fed him and was now at the work bench. He wasn’t high enough to see what she was doing, but he was content with just watching her.

He had watched her all night, in between cat naps, and he wanted to reach out and touch those magnificent breasts. He wanted to kiss her. He wanted to make love to her, to all her orifices.

But he was in a box.

She worked, a little welding, screws, a hammer.

He said, “I’m sorry.”

She looked at him and knew what he was talking about. She cupped his chin gently and said, “I know.”

“You’re never going to let me go, are you?”

“And where would you go? To burgle another house? Do you have a girlfriend?”

He shook his head in the negative.

“And here I wait on you hand and foot. I even please your weenie. Why would you want to leave?”

He knew of lots of reasons, but he didn’t say anything.

She finished with what she was doing, turned his box around and opened the back door. She worked on that for a while, and he felt something poking at his asshole. It unnerved him, and made him horny, all at the same time.

Finally, she stood up and grinned. “Wait right here.”

She ran up the steps to the house, and returned a moment later. She was holding a small suitcase. She placed it on the work bench and opened it.

“Working in the movies I learned all there is to know about make up. And now you’re going to benefit from that.”

She picked up her remote and took control of his box. Now he couldn’t move.

She pulled up a chair and began making him up.

She cleansed his pores and put primer on him.

“What are you doing?”

She applied foundation and began working on his eyes.

“One of the bad things about the porn industry is that women start to lose the taste for cock.”

She worked on the other eye.

“You see it on the older porn stars. They start doing more Lesbian scenes, and they finally retire.”

She pierced his ears…

“Ow! Ow!”

…and hung danglies from the lobes.

“I didn’t retire so much as was retired, but I did lose my taste for cock. I began to prefer women.”

She colored his lips a bright red. “This has got plumper in it. Your lips are now amazingly full and sexy.”

He moved them. they tasted waxy, and they did feel fuller.

“I am so glad you are one of these long-haired types.” She worked on his hair, brushing it, teasing it, spraying it, and his lank locks turned full and wavy.

She showed him a mirror, and he was stunned. Her Hollywood make up training really did the trick. He was a female above the neck. And who cared what he was below the neck?

“Okay, honey. Give me a couple of minutes to get ready, then come to my bedroom.” She turned control of his box back over to him.

She was giggly happy as she walked across the floor, and she ran up the stairs like a girl on the way to her first prom.

Cooper waited. He felt funny. He could feel the make up, like a second skin, and his hair framed his face in a feminine style, and he felt so weird.

His cock, however, felt big, and it was trying to get stiff and escape from the tube int he box. It made him extra horny, but there was nothing he could do about it.

After a while he figured enough time had passed, so he went up the ramp, closed the sliding door, and around to the porch. Up on the porch he turned into the house and rolled back towards her bedroom.

Down the hallway to her bedroom, and there she was.

She was sitting on the weird looking high chair. The negligee was pushed to the sides and her breasts and pussy were on full display.

“What…?”

She was holding a remote and she clicked it and took back control of his box.

“Honey, I will take care of you, I will see to all your needs, but you’re going to have to do this for me.”

She held up the remote and pressed buttons and the box rolled forward.

The high chair was just barely taller than his box, and the box rolled under the lip of the platform and into a perfectly designed space.

Gloria was sitting on the platform, her legs spread wide.

His mouth opened in surprise, his eyes were wide, and the box rolled right up to her pussy, then his mouth was engaged.

She groaned and held his head to her and fucked his face. “Oh, yes. This is what I needed!”

He tried to talk, to object, even to scream, but there was only the delicious pussy on his mouth.

“Lick my labia, honey. Suck on my clitoris.”

He had no choice. And, let’s face it, he was horny. After days of watching her fuck and suck, of watching men suckle her boobs and fist her pussy, he was ready. He wanted sex.

Then, deeply into it, he jerked.

“Yes, honey. That’s it.” She worked the remote and his penis was being pulsed and throbbed by the TENS unit. “But I’ve got one more surprise for you.”

She pressed another button and he felt something poking at his butt. Soft, but relentless, a dildo slid up his back channel.

“AH!” he yelled into her pussy, and she giggled and held his head tight.

“I love it when you do that. “Do it again!”

The penis pulled out of his butt, then re-entered.

“GAH!”

“Oh, yes!”

For a long minute she held his head, the penis encouraged him to press his face into her pussy.

Finally, she worked the remote and the box rolled back.

She was soaked in perspiration and grinning like a demented fool.“One last thing I need…” she reached to the bed and picked up a penis. It had a strap on it, and she put it over his head. The dildo was as if it came right out of his mouth. “You see, I want a woman…but I never completely lost my taste for being penetrated.”

She rolled the box back into her high chair and the dildo slid right up her moist hole. His face was pressed against her womanhood but unable to touch it.

“Oh…fuck…Yes!”

She rolled his box back and forth in little jerks, pushing the big chin mouth penis into her pussy again and again.

She began to cum. Violent quakes, and she tightened her thighs over his head until he couldn’t hear her fierce moans.

And, finally, she was done. She rolled him back and smiled. “And that’s what I need.”

His face was still made up, but the mascara was messy and his lipstick was smeared. He said, “When do I get to cum?”

She climbed gingerly down from the high chair and patted his head. “Oh, honey, I thought you understood. That’s what the dildo is up your butt for. I’ll bet your sperm glass is full right now. This way you’ll always stay horny, and I will never again be deprived.”

Cooper’s mouth was open. He was shocked and stunned and…and…


EPILOGUE

Cooper waited on the porch until Gloria opened the door. It had been several years since he had tried to first burgle her house, and they had been interesting years. The mental adjustments he had had to make…

“Good morning, dear.”

“Hi, honey. Did you sleep good?”

“I did.”

“Excellent, I’ve got breakfast ready. Shall we eat on the sun porch?”

“That would be delightful.”

Cooper rolled out to the sun porch and waited. It was a glorious day and he felt warm and good. He always felt warm and good around Gloria.

Gloria brought out his breakfast, sat in a chair and began feeding him.

“Gloria,” he asked at one point.

“Yes, dear?”

“I can feel the finger lock on my right hand coming loose. Maybe you’d better tighten it.”

“Oh, yes. We don’t want you to escape, do we?” She smiled at him.

“We certainly don’t,” and he smiled back.

END
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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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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