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PART ONE

“Why can’t I just stay home,” Ken whined.

“Because you’re a boy, and boys always get in trouble.”

“But I promise not to get in trouble!”

His mother, Zelda, gave him a look that said, ‘Yeah, right.’

Zelda was a beautiful woman. A real MILF, though her son never thought of her that way. Well, not too much, anyway. She had dark hair that flowed over her shoulders, emerald green eyes, and a body that begged to be looked at. Her chest was high and tight and perky. Her boobs bounced from the slightest motion, and her ass swayed when she walked.

Ken tried not to notice her voluptuousness. “But I don’t want to go to Aunt Zoe’s house.”

“Why not?”

“Because Cyndi is a brat. And she teases me. For that matter, so does Aunt Zoe.”

“I’m sure you can put up with a little teasing,” his mother spoke drily.

The trouble was, he couldn’t. The teasing seemed like it was always sexual, and it was humiliating. They’d be watching TV and some girl would cross the screen and Aunt Zoe would ask if that made his penis hard. Or Cyndi would get him alone and keep bumping her hand into his crotch.

Heck, if it was his girlfriend he wouldn’t mind it. But his own Aunt? And his cousin? That was rough.

And what made it worse was that his aunt was even more stacked than his mother, and Cyndi was starting to get some big ones, too. And they knew it and flaunted their charms. Winking at him and making remarks about nice it would be if he was all grown up.

Grown up what? To be sexually assaulted by his own family members?

“Okay,” his mouther said. “I’m going to drop your suitcase off on the way to the airport tomorrow. You make sure you do everything Zoe asks you to do. And you mind Cyndi, too. I don’t want to come home to any bad reports.”

Ken just hung his head and went to bed.

In his room, Ken laid down. He was naked under the sheets, and like any boy his age he had a big erection. He tried to ignore his dick and thought about the coming week. It was only a week, and if he just ignored his aunt and cousin maybe he could make it through the week.

And he had the errant thought, If only they weren’t so sexy!

His penis throbbed.

He tried to get the images of his aunt and cousin out of his mind, but he couldn’t, and finally he let his hand slip down under the sheets. He grabbed his penis and began to gently stroke it. His testicles felt like they were over full, his cock was hot to the touch, and he started breathing harder.

If only Zoe and Cyndi weren’t so sexy.

He closed his eyes as he ran his hand up and down his member, thinking about how their tits were so out thrust.

His cock got harder and he could he feel the semen boiling in his balls. A little bit more and he would erupt.

He stroked, his penis head felt the slither of the sheet material and he got closer and closer. He was almost…almost…

“Ken?” A gasp. “Ken! Are you masturbating?”

His mother had come to the door to tell hims something, and he was caught. The sheet was shivering, and when he pulled his hand away his cock was still poking the material up.

“Oh, Ken. You know you’re not supposed to be masturbating.” She came in and sat on the side of his bed.

He made a sound of frustration deep in his throat. His pecker was quivering, getting ready to shoot.

His mother reached down and grabbed his penis. Hard. “None of that, young man.”

Ken shook, but the feeling of release started to wane.

Masturbation is a sin. You waste semen. Semen you should be saving for your wife. Furthermore, there are all sorts of things that can happen.

“I’m not going to go blind,” he muttered, wishing his mother would let go of him.”

“Not for lack of trying,” she snickered, embarrassing him even more.

Finally, she let go and stood up. “Now, remember, Ken. Masturbation is bad for you.” Then she leaned down and kissed him, right on the lips, and her breasts brushed agains his arm, and she squeezed his dick again.

She sighed. “You remind me of your father.” She kissed him again and left his room.

Ken was still hard, but he was discouraged. Being caught like that, and then squeezed so he couldn’t cum. It took all the joy out of his jacking off.

Finally, he fluffed his pillow, forced himself not to touch his penis, and went to sleep.

The next day, after school, he headed over to his Aunt Zoe’s house. He was really not looking forward to spending a week in the presence of his aunt and her brat.

Heck, if he was home he could play video games, but his aunt made it plain that no games were allowed in her house.

If he was home he could ask a couple of friends over, drink some beer, and listen to music. Maybe they could even get a couple of girls to come over.

His aunt was definitely anti-alcohol, and the idea of having a small party in her house…sheesh!

So he walked up to her front door, gave a few knocks, then opened it. “Aunt Zoe?”

“Back here, Ken. Come on back.”

He walked through the house, the immaculate palace, more like it, and turned into the sewing room. And stopped.

Aunt Zoe was voluptuous, like his mother, and she was leaning over a table wearing just a black bra and black panties.

Ken’s mouth dropped open and he gulped. And his penis, of course, shot right up.

“Hi, Ken,” she didn’t even look up at him. She was intent on a dress pattern.

Ken stared at her milky white boobs. They were a soft expanse of jiggly flesh. He could see her erect nipples outlined in the bra cups.

Her pussy…her pussy was a real camel toe.

He broke out in a sweat and tried not to look, but it was too late. Aunt Zoe raised her head, saw him checking her out, and a smile flitted across her face.

“Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed by my lack of clothing?”

“Uh, well, uh…”

“Oh, Ken. We need to talk.” She came around the table her dress pattern was on and approached him. Her bosoms were jiggling with every step, and there seemed to be a bit of humor in her eye.

She linked her arms through his and turned him and walked him back into the living room. Her breasts were pressed up against his arm and he could feel his penis starting to wiggle up.

“Your mother and I have different viewpoints on certain things, and you’re going to have to get used to seeing me like this.”

She sat him down on the sofa, sat down next to him, still hugging his arm with her amazing mammaries, and said, “When we were growing up your mother and I took two different paths. She became intrigued by religion. She even stayed at a nunnery for a while. She was thinking about a life of religious devotion, but then you were born, one of those nasty monks, no doubt,” she laughed. “Anyway, you were born and she has always been disappointed that she couldn’t be a nun.

“I, on the other hand, was enamored of sex. I even worked in the porn industry for a while. You can see how that would result in my daughter.” She chuckled. “But the point is that I can be very strict, I have seen all the BDSM movies, and my punishments tend to be…sexual. So if you’re going to live here for a week, get used to naked, and make sure you follow my instructions. I would hate to have whip your ass, or dress you up like a girl, or worse.”

Ken was dazed, and he fixated on her last word. What would ‘worse’ be?

At that moment the front door opened and closed and Cyndi entered the house. She was a younger version of her mother. She had all the curves and they were growing curvier every day.

“Hey, mother. Oh, is that Kenny?”

“He likes be called Ken, dear.”

“Did he bring his dick?”

Ken choked and started to turn red. Zoe patted him on the back, which made her breasts jiggle against him even harder.

“Now, Cyndi. I’ve warned you about teasing Ken.” To Ken she lowered her voice and said, “Don’t worry, Ken. I’ve warned her about the dangers of making love to a first cousin. You know, the possibility of children having tails, or six fingers, or just being morons. I don’t think she wants to risk that. Besides, you know the one real rule in this house, no fucking my daughter!”

Ken was coughing, trying to regain composure, but it was tough. He was surrounded by two buxom babes who insisted on talking dirty to him.

Cyndi put her books on a side table and came behind the couch. She lean forward and  to kiss her mother on the cheek, but her mother turned her head at the last second and they kissed right on the lips.

Ken blinked. Maybe it wasn’t an accident. It looked like they were really moving their lips around.

Then Cyndi backed off, reached a hand around and pinched Ken’s nipple.

“Hey!”

Cyndi just laughed. “See ya later, big dick,” and she headed up stairs.

Ken’s room was at the end of the hall, and it was…pink! Pink walls with white trim. White enamel dresser and bed. White curtains. And…a closet full of dresses.

When Aunt Zoe had shown him the room she had said, “We store old dresses here, old lingerie. Some of it is even your mothers. You would be shocked at the naughty things she used to wear. Hey, you know, she’s about your size. So if you want to try anything on it’s perfectly fine.” She giggled, told him his suitcase, that his mother had dropped off, was under the bed.

Then she had kissed him, on the lips! And left him to sort through his new room on his own.

The first thing he did was throw himself on the pink bed, fold his legs, put his arms behind his head, and wish he had a video game. Man, what he would have given for a good, old sniper game. Or maybe a run as a gorilla through GTA5.

Instead, he had nothing. Not even his computer….wait a minute! He had packed his computer in his suitcase!

He sprang from the bed and pulled his suitcase out. Oh, baby! Oh, baby! Time to snipe and blow up and break the law! All on digital, of course.

He clicked the snaps on the suitcase, flipped up the lid and..OH, NO! No computer. And, worse, no clothes! It was his mother’s suitcase! He picked up one of the bras and held it up on one finger. Big cups, wispy material Crap!

Yet, feeling the material, realizing that he was putting his hands where his mother’s boobs went, it gave him a thrill.

He rubbed the cups, imagined that he was copping a feel, and off his own mother! Which gave him an extra thrill and made his cock all the harder.

Still, he couldn’t wear just one pair of pants all week! He headed down stairs.

Aunt Zoe was still working on a dress pattern, and her boobs were still abundant and delicious looking. He tried not to look at them, tried to keep his eyes on her eyes. Even though his face was turning bright red.

“Aunt Zoe? I’m going to have to go home for a short while.”

“Sorry, Ken, but you can’t.”

“Why not?” And he explained about the mix up of the suitcases.

She straightened up, which made her breasts thrust forward, and when he was done, “I guess you didn’t know that your mother is having the house fumigated. It’s in a big tent right about now, and they are pumping bug poison into it.”

“Oh, no! What am I going to do?”

“Oh, honey,” She came around the table to him and once again linked her arms in his. “It’s no problem. We can just wash your pants every day. Take them off right now and I’ll have Cyndi put them in with her clothes.”

“Well, uh…I can’t…not right now?”

She stopped and looked at his face. She was uncomfortably close. Her lips were so red and inviting, and her green eyes were wide and…and looking right at him. “Why not?”

“Well, uh…I need to go upstairs and…uh…”

“Now, Ken! You talk to me right now. Why can’t you take off your pants?”

He managed to whisper, “I don’t have any underwear on.”

Aunt Zoe started to laugh. “Is that all? Don’t you remember what I said? You’re going to have to get used to seeing naked in this house. Now, off with your pants.”

“No…no…” he shrunk away and gripped his belt when she reached for it.

“Ken? Why on earth not?”

“Well, uh…I…uh…”

“Speak up, young man. Why can’t you take off your pants now!?”

“Because I have a…a…an erection.” His voice lowered to a whispery whimper and he looked down at the floor. Except that Aunt Zoe’s large boobs were right in front of him. So he looked up.

“Oh, Ken! You’re so cute!” She grabbed his head and hugged him, which brought his face right down to the top of her chest. He made a gurking sort of sound, didn’t know what to do with his hands, and his cock got even harder.

She put her hands on both sides of his face, held his face in place, looked at him for a long moment. Then she kissed him, right on the lips, very tenderly.

“Ken, Ken. Take off your pants, right now.”

Almost sobbing, he unbuckled and lowered his pants. His cock shot right out.

She felt it hit her in the midsection and she looked down. “Oh, that’s sweet. And it’s big, too. I’ll bet the girls are going to love you.”

His face was so red it would have made a fire engine look pale.

“But, remember. No fucking Cyndi!”

She took his pants. “You go on upstairs. Shower, and try on some of those nice panties in your dresser.”

“I…I…” he stuttered and backed away, then turned around and headed for the stairs.

“And, Ken?”

He stopped, was afraid to turn around and show her his penis.

“It’s okay if you look at my tits. Tits are a woman’s blessing, and they are fun to look at and play with.”

He was frozen.

“Go on now.”

He scampered up the stairs, and met Cyndi at the top.

“Hey, Mom! He does have a big one!”

Ken ran past her, dying of embarrassment, and went into his room.

He stood in the center of the pink room for long minutes. His flushed face slowly recovered, and he stopped trembling. He hadn’t even known he had been trembling, but…he was recovering.

But…what was he going to do? He had to have clothes!

Finally, hearing Cyndi coming back up the stairs, he went to the door and stuck his head out, careful to keep his body hidden. “Psst! Cyndi?”

Cyndi had just entered her room, but she stuck her head out. “What you need?” She was grinning. She was really getting off on his mortification.

“How long till the wash is done?”

“An hour. Why?”

“Can you bring me up my pants?”

She sighed. “You are such a nerd.”

“Please. I’m…embarrassed.”

She gave a big sigh. “All right. But you’ll owe me.”

“Thanks,” and he squeezed his head back into his room.

For an hour he sat on the bed and contemplated his boner. He thought about stroking off, but he wasn’t really all that horny. He was just…embarrassed.

But for a kid who wasn’t horny his cock was starting to drip.

Crap!

Finally, an hour passed, and Ken got up and paced. Cyndi had said she would bring his pants up, so where was she.

A half hour later he heard her coming down the hallway. He ran to the door and cracked it. When she arrived at his room, however, she had a sad expression on her face.

“I’m sorry, Ken, but I must have used too much bleach.”

His pants were white, and they had big holes in them. They were totally ruined! His eyes grew large as he looked at the worthless pants. He looked up at her. “You did this on purpose!”

“Maybe, cuz. And maybe you should get over it and come on out and show us your cock. I like to look at penises, and yours looks like a beaut.”

“You…you…”

“Oh, by the way, Mother said dinner is ready.” She turned and sauntered down the hallway. “Don’t be late now.”

Ken closed the door and examined his pants. Ruined. The crotch was eaten out, the legs were hanging by threads. She had really done a job on them. He threw them aside, then went and stared out the window. What a disaster this  visit was turning out to be.

Ten minutes later he heard a knock on his door. He was naked, there wasn’t much he could do about it, so he just stood with his back to the door.

“Ken? Why aren’t you coming down to dinner?

“Those,” he pointed at the pants on the floor.

Zoe picked up the disintegrated pants and stared at them. “Lord, she really did a job on them.” She put the pants on the dresser and came to him. She put am arm around him, “Ken, I know you’re having a rough time, but you can’t starve yourself. You can’t go without food for a week.”

“Watch me,” he muttered.

“So you’re going to have to man up and put on some panties and a dress.”

He turned to her, his boner swinging and grazing her arm, which caused new heights of embarrassment. “I can’t!”

“Ken. Never say can’t. Can’t is for men without dicks and women without tits. Now, I am going to pick out some panties and a dress for you, and I’ll help you put them on. Is that clear?”

He shook his head, nodded, shook, nodded, and didn’t move.

Aunt Zoe opened a dresser drawer and took out a pair of panties. They were black and stretchy, and she handed them to him.

He looked at them but didn’t move while she went into the closet. A moment later she stepped out with a handful of black fabric. “This will do…Ken? Why aren’t you putting your panties on?”

“I…I…I…”

She put the dress on the dresser and came to him. She placed her hands on his cheeks and she kissed him. And it wasn’t a motherly type of kiss. It was a scorching, kiss that made his lips steam. Her tongue darted into his mouth, and she made a groaning sound. Then she moved back. “Ken, for me. Please put the panties on for me.”

“I…”

She reached down and placed her hand on his cock, encircled it. His legs shuddered and he moaned. She kissed again. Longer, with even more passion.

“Ken. Please put on the panties.”

His cock was throbbing in her hand.

He was embarrassed, and his heart was pounding.

“I’m going to kiss you until you do.”

She moved forward and backed up her words.

Ken was growing faint, and he found his hands moving. She broke the kiss, held him up by the cock as he balanced on one foot, and he slipped the panties on.

She stepped back and put her hands on her hips, which made her breasts look like they were jumping out at him, and inspected his new garment. “That’s fine.” She reached down and tried to adjust the material around his cock. “We need to get you some sissy panties. They have a pouch for your dick. But these will do for a week. Now, the dress.”

He was broken now, no resistance, and he stood unmoving while she pulled the dress down over his head.

It was black, stretchy material sort of like the panties, and it totally hid the panties with its matching color. It came to his neck, but there was a porthole for boobs. Which he didn’t have. Glancing at the mirror on the dresser he actually had the thought, too bad, The dress was the kind that would look incredibly sexy on a boobed person.

“A perfect fit,” Aunt Zoe smiled as she smoothed material out and adjusted the bottom around his waist. Then she grinned, “Of course we need to get you a push up bra, and you definitely need to do something about that,” she reached down and tugged on his cock and he moaned. “Now, let’s go have dinner.”

She linked her arms with his and guided him out of the room.

“Wow! He’s a looker,” gushed Cyndi.

“Yes, he is. But you, young lady, have a problem.”

Aunt Zoe put him in a chair and ladled out some Rice a Roni and a lamb chop.

“What’d I do?”

“You ruined his only pair of pants.”

“But, mom—“

“No. Don’t even start with me. You ruined his only pair of pants, and you are going to have to be punished.”

“But, mother…”

Aunt Zoe glared at her daughter, and in that glare was a force that made Cyndi shut right up. Then she said something that shocked Ken.

“Please, Mother, will you spank me?”

Ken stared at his cousin, his mouth open.

“Of course, dear,” answered Aunt Zoe.

But the most surprising thing of all, to Ken at least, was that his cock really throbbed!

The rest of the dinner went well. Aunt Zoe asked them how school was going. She enquired as to sports in Ken’s life, which weren’t much. But then she asked him about gaming and he had a lot to say about that.

And even though there was a spanking looming for Cyndi she acted like there wasn’t. She talked, teased, and was a brat, but it was all normal. For her.

After dinner Aunt Zoe asked Ken if he would do the dishes. He said yes and she accoutered him with a pink apron, GAH! and took Cyndi upstairs.

There weren’t many dishes, and Ken hurried through them. He knew Aunt Zoe was going to spank Cyndi, and he was totally astonished, and he wanted to see what it was like. Of course he didn’t think he would really see anything, but he could listen at a door, right?

He finished the dishes within minutes and trotted for the stairs. He went up quickly, being as silent as he could, and walked down the hallway.

Zoe’s room was the second to the last on the left, and as he approached he could hear them talking. There was no anger, it was matter of fact, and he tried to distinguish words. But as he approached Cyndi’s bedroom the voices stopped.

Ken was going to put his ear to the door, then he realized the door wasn’t all the way closed. He could see through a little crack, and what he saw took his breath away.

Aunt Zoe was sitting on Cyndi’s bed…and she was naked! Her boobs were out, and though they were big they were not saggy. And her bush was exposed! Though it was more of a landing strip, just a little tuft of wispy hair over Aunt Zoe’s slit.

Cyndi was naked, too. Her breasts weren’t as big, but they were perkier. It wouldn’t be long before she rivaled Aunt Zoe in size.

Both women’s nipples were stiff and erect, and Aunt Zoe held Cyndi’s wrist and pulled her across her lap.

Cyndi lay across Aunt Zoe’s thighs and closed her eyes.

Aunt Zoe raised her hand, she had a big, thick hairbrush in it, and she brought it down.

SMACK!

Ken was stunned at how hard Aunt Zoe spanked her daughter. He got down on his knees for a better viewpoint.

SMACK!

And Ken felt his cock hit high C. It thrust out so hard it hurt, and he quickly lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. Ah! There. It didn’t hurt now.

SMACK!

In fact, it felt pretty good. His cock was waving in the cool air, bobbing and throbbing, and he gripped it with his hand, ostensibly to stop it from pulsing. The effect, however, was the opposite. His cock felt even harder, and it pulsed, and Ken started to stroke.

SMACK!

His cock pulsed so hard he thought it was going to explode. He was sure that just a few strokes and he could cum. He hadn’t cum the other day,  and his juices were already boiling.

SMACK!

He tried to slow down a little. It was coming too fast. He wanted to enjoy this.

SMACK!

He figured that right before he came he could leap to his feet and run down to his room and squirt in his hand.

SMACK!

Aunt Zoe’s breasts were bouncing with each smack of the hairbrush. She was breathing hard and her eyes were glistening with pleasure.

SMACK!

Cyndi was whimpering and little tears were falling from her eyes, but she was also writhing, as if pressing her pussy onto Aunt Zoe’s thighs.

SMACK!

Ken misjudged the degree of his horniness. The semen boiled up from his balls, pushed through his shaft so hard he felt faint, and…

SMACK!

He fell against the door, put his hand out to catch himself on the jamb, but missed. He twisted as he fell, the door burst open and he sprawled on the floor. He was on his side, holding his cock, and his cock was spewing madly.

Aunt Zoe froze, stared.

Cyndi turned her head, her eyes were filled with water, but shocked.

“Ah…Gah…Oh!”

Ken tried to stop his squirt, and all he succeeded in doing was robbing himself of a full cum, and only shooting half his jizm. It was a perfect ‘ruined orgasm.’

He lay there, panting, dazed, trying to figure out a way out of this mess. But there was no way.

Cyndi rolled off Aunt Zoe’s thighs and rubbed her ass. She stared at Ken reproachfully. Like he had ruined something for her.

Ken groaned, came back to himself, and got to his knees. “I’m sorry!” And he was. Sorry that he had been caught. He was fucked now.

He got to his feet and started to leave.

“Freeze, mister!”

Ken actually jerked, her voice was so commanding.

“You just stand there and I will deal with you when I am done with Cyndi.”

Ken’s shoulders were stiff, but he had no choice. He turned around and waited for the other shoe to drop. When it did, though, it blew his mind.

Aunt Zoe turned to Cyndi, who was still rubbing her ass. “Go get the liniment, dear.”

Cyndi went to her dresser and opened it. She took out a big bottle of  liniment. Ken realized that for her to have such a big bottle at hand she must get lots of spankings.

“Lie down, dear.”

Cyndi laid back down and sighed.

Aunt Zoe undid the bottle and began massaging the oil into Cyndi’s ass. As she gave relief to her daughter she lectured Ken.

“I had no idea you were such a nasty, little Peeping Tom. You realize, of course, that you could have knocked and asked to watch. We have no secrets here.”

Aunt Zoe was rubbing in slow swirls and Cyndi started to moan. Her hips began to twist under the sensation of pleasure and pain. It looked like she was trying to rub her pussy on her mothers legs.

“Since you have chosen to be less than trustworthy, you will have to have a spanking. Your indiscretion is deserving of more, much more, but I think ten strokes tomorrow morning will suffice.

“Mother,” gulped Cyndi he hands were holding her tits. No, they were pulling on her tits and rubbing the nipples.

“Yes, dear?”

“He won’t be able to go to school if you spank him. He won’t be able to sit down.”

Aunt Zoe sighed. “I know. But, since he doesn’t have any clothes for the outside world, I thought I will just keep him home. He is woefully untrained, and he needs a firm hand.”

“Oh, mother!”

Whether Cyndi was responding to her mother’s statement, or her mother’s hand on her ass, or perhaps to her own coming orgasm, was unclear.

Aunt Zoe detected that her daughter was getting close. “Sit up, daughter.”

Cyndi crawled off her mother’s lap. Zoe spread her knees, and Cyndi sat back down. Her knees were over her mother’s thighs and her sore butt was hanging in the air.

Zoe leaned forward and kissed her daughter. It was a lush, sensuous kiss, red lips meeting red lips, hot breath rising.

Zoe put her hands under Cyndi’s tits and heft them, and her thumbs rubbed over the turgid nipples.

Cyndi moaned into her mother’s mouth.

Then Zoe reached down with one hand and began to play with her daughter’s pussy.

Ken stood, open mouthed, and stared.

The two women went into a hug, groping each other, Frenching, and then Cyndi began to shake and quiver.

“Oh…Oh…Mother!”

“Go ahead, dear. Have a good cum.

For a long minute Cyndi hung on to her mother and just...hung on. Her back was rippling with spasms. She kept mumbling little half words of appreciation and satisfaction.

“There, there, dear. All done.”

Cyndi stood up and said, “Thank you for spanking me, Mother.”

“You’re welcome.”

Aunt Zoe stood up and looked at Ken. “Okay, young man, let’s go talk about your behavior.”

“You can talk right here, Mother.”

Zoe considered her daughter. “I suppose you are old enough to learn how to administer spankings. Very well.”

She turned to Ken. “In this house, if you misbehave you are punished. Once the punishment is done you are totally forgiven, and we will help you with any pain or bad feelings. Do you understand?”

Ken nodded. He was trying to come to grips with the idea that he was going to get a spanking. An honest to God, real spanking.

“I’m not going to spank you tonight. I want to spank you with a fresh arm. I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding concerning the severity of what we do here. So tomorrow morning, before Cyndi goes to school, we will meet in my bedroom and I will administer your spanking. Because I am doing you a favor, making you a better person, you will have to ask me for your spanking, and when it is done you will have to thank me. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“When I am administering punishment you should address me as ‘Ma’am.’

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. I left a peignoir on your bed for you to wear. So put it on and I will be along to tuck you in.”

Ken stood there.

“You may go now.”

“Oh.” He turned and left the room. He walked down the hallway, totally mind blasted, and, the strange thing, just before he reached his room he could sweat he heard Zoe and Cyndi giggling.

Ken entered his room and just stood for a minute. On the bed was a pink peignoir. Very flimsy, see through. He was supposed to put that on?

Well, it was better than a dress.

Sighing, he took off the dress, folded it and put it on the dresser, then he slipped out of his black panties.

He held up the peignoir, gave a little shudder, and slipped into it.

It fit perfectly, and it felt…sexy. The material rubbed his nipples and his cock, and his cock was already starting to get hard again.

Of course, he hadn’t had a full cum, he still had a big half a load of semen in his balls, but, still…he was getting hard.

He laid down on the bed and pulled the covers over. It felt so weird to be wearing something in bed. Thank God it was kinky.

He sighed. What a day. Seeing his Aunt’s boobs, the things Cyndi was saying to him, having no clothes, and falling into his sister’s room with his cock spewing.

How the hell had he gotten into this mess.

Suddenly his door opened and his Aunt crept in. “Hi Ken.”

“Hi, Aunt Zoe.”

She sat down on his bed and pulled his covers back. His cock was at full mast, once again throbbing.

She reached for his cock, held it in the material and began to stroke him.

“I know this must all seem quite the shock,” Aunt Zoe said. “And you really are doing well handling it.”

He didn’t say anything. His eyes were wide at the sensations pulsating in his penis.

“So just stick with it, you’ll learn, and everything will make sense. Okay?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m not lecturing you now,” she giggled. “You can call me Auntie, or Zoey, or even Mother, if that makes you comfortable.”

“Okay.”

Her hand was stroking him firmly and he felt his hips starting to rise up.

Suddenly she stopped. She leaned over him and her breasts fell on his chest. She stayed there for a long moment, just looking him in the eye, then she leaned further and touched her lips to his. She kissed him, long and passionate, and he groaned as she resumed pumping him.

She straightened up, stopped pumping him, “You really are a dear boy.”

She rose and left the room.


PART TWO

Ken awoke at seven in the morning. He slid out of bed and looked down at himself. His cock pushed out the peignoir and he felt…horny. Well, what else was new?

But…what to wear?

He looked at the black panties and the black dress. He could wear that again.It covered him up and he was used to it. So he did.

He opened the door and stopped. Cyndi was standing right there.

“Mom wants you. Now.” Cyndi was grinning. “You’re gonna get a spanking!” She teased.

Oh, fuck.

“She’s in her bedroom waiting.”

Ken headed down the hallway.

Zoe’s bedroom was large, spacious, and the bed was super king size. It had four posters and there were leather strips around each poster. Aunt Zoe was waiting for him, and she had a belt laying on the bed next to her. She was wearing a peignoir, and her big boobs were bare underneath.

Ken gulped.

“Good morning, Ken. Did you want something?”

Cyndi was right behind him. “Ask her,” she nudged him.

He gave her a look, then stuttered, “Can I please have a spanking?”

“Of course you may, dear.” She glanced at his penis and smiled. “Already getting excited, eh?”

“Uh,” he said.

“Now then,” she turned businesslike. As I said last night, Cyndi is at an age where she should be learning the ins and outs of a good spanking. Is it okay if she helps me administer your punishment? I’ll be right here, and it would really help me out.”

Now he was stuck. Truth, he didn’t want Cyndi watching him getting spanked. But…his mother had said he had to do everything his Aunt asked, and, double truth, there was a spot of fascination in his soul. “I guess so.”

“Wonderful, honey. Lay down on the bed. On your belly.”

He lay down, and his pecker pushed into the mattress so his butt was pooched up.

“Here, put a couple of pillows under him so his cock isn’t squashed.

They put pillows at his waist.

“Go ahead and grab his penis and arrange it pointing downward under the pillow. Is that alright with you? Ken?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Cyndi grabbed his penis. She was surprisingly gentle when she fit it under the pillow. “Is that comfortable?”

Her hand almost made him shoot his sperm and he nodded and gulped.

“Now, we don’t usually tie a spankee to the bed, but I want to start from scratch, so, Cyndi, here’s how you tie your knots.

They discussed how much a knot would slip, whether the spankee needed something to grip when the pain got too much.

“If it’s that much pain you’re probably spanking too hard,” Zoe advised.

“Yes, mother.”

Finally, Ken was set. His butt poked up a but from the pillows. His hair, which he preferred a little long, was hanging over his face.

Zoe ran a hand over his butt and soothed him. “Don’t worry, Ken. I’m right here, and it will be over before you know it. Then we’ll make you feel good. Now, Cyndi, here’s how you grip the belt. Note that this is good leather, and it has been worked with oil to make it more flexible. Are you ready to start?”

“Yes, Mother.”

“Are you ready, Ken?”

“Uh huh.”

“Go ahead.”

Ken thought he was ready. He thought, how much strength can a girl have?

SMACK! Right on the butt. His mouth opened but he suddenly couldn’t breath. That hurt!

“Very good. But turn your shoulder this way. It will help you put more weight into the stroke.

SMACK!

“Very good. Another.”

SMACK!

Ken was trying to talk, and trying not to talk. He wanted to beg her to stop, but he didn’t want to be weak.

SMACK!

“Don’t let the belt twist. Keep it straight.”

SMACK!

Tears began to form in Ken’s eyes.

SMACK!

He began to cry, small sobs with a lot of feeling.

SMACK!

“Very good, honey. Allow a little more time. Without anticipation a spanking loses meaning.”

SMACK!

“Okay, let’s break for a moment. Two things. One, is he crying too much? Or do you have more leeway? And, two, is he pushing his peeny into the pillows? He should be. He should be receiving sexual pleasure by this point.”

SMACK!

Ken began saying something, but he wasn’t sure what. He was just blubbering.

SMACK!

“How are you doing, Ken? Only one more. Can you take it?”

Ken nodded, he was crying opening now.

SMACK!

“Excellent. A wonderful first time. Undo his knots, quickly now. He needs a little love.”

Ken’s ass was in dreadful pain. It felt like it was on fire.

“Sit right there. Get on her lap, Ken. She’s going to make you feel good.”

Ken crawled, and was helped, and then he was on Cyndi’s lap. His penis poked down between her thighs. She began to rub liniment into his buns. She was very gentle and the relief was instant. It felt like the fire was getting doused on the spot, and he just lay there and sobbed.

For long minutes Cyndi soothed him, spoke softly and told him everything was all right, that he did good. He found himself nodding.

“All right, honey. You should be off to school pretty soon. Let me take over, and you have a good day.”

“Thank you, Mother.”

Ken lay there, and raised up so Cyndi could get her lap out from under him. Then Zoe sat down and pulled him on to her lap. As she began to massage his ass he immediately felt the difference. Zoe was soft, and thorough, and she really meant it. Cyndi did, too, but young people don’t have the depth of emotion that older people have.

“You were wonderful, Ken, and you really helped Cyndi out.”

He nodded.

“Okay, sit up, careful, on your knees, you aren’t going to be wanting to sit on your ass for a while, and give me a hug.

She held him, and suddenly he started crying again. Big, racking sobs that shook him all the way to the core.

“There, there.”

He could feel her big breasts pressing against him. He buried his face in her neck and cried all over her.

“That’s a boy. Let it all out.”

Then: “Boys usually cry harder than girls. They have further to fall to submit.”

Ken could see the truth of this, and he held on and just buried himself in her flesh until she finally said. “I think we’re about done, Ken. Would you like an orgasm?”

Ken was stunned, but he manage to nod.

She reached into his lap and began stroking his penis. “I know you didn’t really have a good one last night, and most boys are horny all the time…but you can’t expect this all the time. Do you understand?”

Her hands were soft and educated. They slithered up and down his pole and he started to gasp.

“Now, just to let you know, when you cum you’re going to make a mess, and you have to be responsible for your mess. This means you’re going to have to lick your spunk off my hand, and you’re going to have to wash my bedding. Do you understand?”

Normally, he would have objected. The idea of eating his own sperm was gross. But he was so shattered by his spanking, and he was so desperately cuddling, he just nodded his head.

“All right. Whenever you’re ready you just go ahead and cum.”

Her hands were squeezing, stroking. Then she reached her other hand down and palpated his balls.

He groaned and held on to her.

“That’s a boy. Come on. Give mama your precious seed.”

He felt it ignite deep in his groin, then his cock was rippling and he began to spew. He sobbed and filled her hand. Even though he only  had a half a load, he was young, and a half a load can be a bit much.

For a long minute he sprayed, and. She simply held him and let him squirt all over her hand.

Finally, he was done. Nothing left but the hazy after glow.

“Very good, honey. Here.” She raised her goo drenched hand to him. He stared at her, and found his head moving forward. He began to lick her palm and suck her fingers.

She patted his back and encouraged him. “That’s a boy. Get it all.”

When her hand was clean she smiled and helped him up. His ass was sore, but he could walk.

“Now take all the bedding off and take it to the garage. I’ll show you how to load the machine right after breakfast.”

She kissed his mouth, and he hungered for more, but she left and went down to the kitchen. By the time he passed the kitchen with a load of bedding she had the bacon and eggs cooking.

Ken spent the day with Aunt Zoe, and, once he got used to having to sit gingerly, it was a pleasant day.

Yes, she oversaw him taking a shower, and insisted that he use Nair, which got rid of all his hair. but being young he didn’t have much hair anyway.

Then she washed his hair and gave him a more feminine look. Nothing overwhelming, just a bit of a bob.

And she plucked his eyebrows a little.

But she was so nice and it was fun, the way she talked to him and took him under her wing.

And the things she was saying, about being a more kind and gentle person, he could live with that.

So the day passed and he was happy, and he didn’t have to go to school. He should have known that there is a calm before a storm.

He was sitting in his room, literally twiddling his thumbs, when Cyndi got home. Aunt Zoe had gone to the store and it was nice and pleasant in his room. He could look out the window and he had a radio that was on nice and low.

“Hey?”

He looked over to the door.

Cyndi was there. She had gotten home from school and was leaning against the doorjamb.

He was reminded that she had spanked him, and then had massaged his ass and made it feel better, and that he had cried like a baby. There was an embarrassment, but also an intimacy that he shared with her.

“Hey,” he said.

She sauntered into his room. She was wearing leggings and a dress. She had put some make up on and was looking sultry. She sat down at the little, white desk and stared at him.

“What?” he asked.

“You owe me.”

“I owe you? What for?”

“For spanking you.”

“I…no. Punishment is done.”

“It’s done when I say it’s done. Did Mom hug you and kiss you?”

He turned a little red. “Yes.”

“Well, we never did that.”

“But I did it with Aunt Zoe.”

“You never did it with me, and I’m the one that spanked you. I repeat, you owe me, and we have to finish this or it’s not done.”

Ken understood what she said. what was more important was that under his black dress and black panties his boner was starting up again. Yes, he had been jacked off. But he was young, and young men recharge quickly.

“So do I have to spank you again?”

“No.”

She stood up and came and sat on the edge of the bed. He was electric with the feel of her young flesh against his thigh. She placed a hand on his belly. She didn’t say anything, she just looked hungrily at him.

“I, uh…”

Her hand snaked down his belly, felt his hard penis under the dress.

“Wow. That’s what I’d call a stiff one.”

“I don’t think…”

Before he could finish the sentence was was turned and kneeling next to him. She lifted his dress and snaked her hand down into his panties.

“Oh, fuck,” he gasped.

“That’s the idea,” she started jacking him off.

“Wait a minute!” he begged.

“For what?” She squeezed his balls to the point of pain.

“Fuck!” he wheezed, trying to get his hands into gear, trying to stop her assault.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, pulling his panties down and off.

“No!” He put his hands down and tried to keep her from reaching up under his dress. “But Aunt Zoe told me that first cousins can’t do it. You get pregnant and the kid will have six fingers, or a tail, or just be a moron.”

“That’s bullshit. She just says that stuff to everybody. Any boy I bring over she says I have genetic deficiencies just to scare them off. She just wants to rain on my parade.”

She managed to pull his dress up and was lying on him now. Her hands were groping, fondling, rubbing. His ass hurt, but under the pleasure she was trying to give that didn’t seem to matter much.

“But…please…I don’t think…”

But cock was hard, and sticking straight up, and Cyndi knelt over him, then squatted, held his penis in a deathlike grip, and she slid down his pole.

“Oh, fuck!” Ken whined. He knew it was wrong, but it was happening and there was nothing he cold do about it!

“That’s…the…idea…” Cyndi’s face was contorted in pleasure. She began slithering up and down his hard shaft.

He stopped fighting and gripped her hips and began shoving his pole into and out of her.

She grabbed her nipples and pulled and whined happily. Her face was twisted in ecstasy.

They humped and they pumped and their bones jumped and Ken was getting close. He thrust up, burying his shaft right to the balls in Cyndi’s luscious, young pussy. He was close, just another thrust or two and—

“What are you doing!”

Cyndi exploded off Ken like she had been shot from a cannon. She stood next to the window and held her hands over herself like she was suddenly embarrassed. “He made me!”

Ken was open mouthed, his senses blasted.

Aunt Zoe stood at the door, and she was no longer the kind and caring aunt. She was pissed with a capital P. She looked ready to rip his arms and legs off, or maybe his pecker off, and then, amazingly, she calmed down. Her face just smoothed over and she smiled. “Cyndi, I believe you have something to ask me.”

“No, Mother! Please.”

Zoe just looked at her daughter and waited.

Cyndi’s shoulders slumped and she looked down. “Please, Mother, would you spank me?”

But Aunt Zoe surprised her. “No.”

Zoe looked up, then her face grew frantic. “Oh, Mother, please. I’m sorry, not…not the…dungeon.”

“Cyndi, go downstairs and wait for me.”

Cyndi was actually crying when she left the room. When she was gone Zoe urned to Ken. She came into the room and sat down on his bed. Her soft, hand went out and took hold of his penis. “I asked you not to fuck my daughter. I told you what might happen.”

“I’m sorry, Aunt, Zoe. Can you spank me, or something?”

“Or something,” Aunt Zoe nodded, stroking his cock. He had been right on the verge of exploding into Cyndi, and his cock was purple and dripping.

Suddenly Aunt Zoe stood up and looked down on him. “I will come for you in an hour. Until then, please try to rest.”

“But…”

She knelt and placed a hand on his chest, the palm rubbed the excited nipple, and she said, “Hush, now. Mama will make it all better.”

Then she was out the door.

Ken stayed on his bed for a few seconds, then leaped up and went to the door. He opened it and stuck his head out, and heard voices, the sound of Aunt Zoe and Cyndi talking. It sounded like Cyndi was pleading, and that Aunt Zoe was hearing none of it. He couldn’t make out what they were saying, though.

Then he heard a door shut and their voices were cut off.

Frowning, he returned to his bed and lay down again. Man, he had really messed up. The funny thing was that he really was trying to be a good boy, but Cyndi had really thrown him under the bus. And he wondered, what the hell is this ‘dungeon’ thing?

An hour passed, then a few minutes more, and he heard Aunt Zoe coming down the hall. She put her head into the room, smiled, and said, “I’m ready for you, Ken.”

Ken got up and followed her.

She had changed from street clothes and was wearing a long, black night gown. It was tied across the waist, which emphasized her boobs, and her hair was wet with sweat. The nightgown stuck to her in places and she was breathing hard, as if she had just been engaged in heavy exertions.

They walked down the steps and into the kitchen, and Zoe suddenly turned to him. He stopped, and she moved closer to him. She put her hands on his biceps, she was so close he could feel her bust pressing lightly against him, the nipples rigid with excitement.

“Now, Ken, you know you’ve been a bad boy.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And you do have to be punished.”

“I know.”

“It is the mark of a man how much punishment he can take. You did a very bad thing. Can you take the amount of punishment you deserve?”

“I…yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Now, remember, even if the flesh grows weak, the spirit must be strong.”

She reached up and pulled his head to her. She kissed him. Her body was pressed against him. Instinctively he reached his hands up and fondled her breasts. She let him, just kept her lips to his, as if she was sucking and couldn’t stop.

Then she backed away. “Come, Ken. Learn to take it like a man.”

She led him by the hand across the kitchen.

There was a short hallway to the garage, and there was a door on each side of the hallway. One of the doors was to a large pantry. Ken knew this. But he had never been through the other door.

She opened that other door to reveal a long flight of stairs. The lighting was dim and she cautioned him to watch his step, and led him down the stairs.

They came out in a long basement. She led him down the length of the basement to a wall. She attached chains to his wrists and legs, and he stood, spread out, his face to the wall.

He heard a groan and looked to the side. There was a small coal room to the right, and it had been fixed up as a cell. The door was open, however, and Cyndi lay on a military style bed with a thin mattress.

“Cyndi?”

Cyndi looked around at him, and he was shocked. Her flesh was marked with red stripes. No blood, but it was obvious her skin had been scored right to the point of breaking.

“Aunt Zoe?” He looked over his shoulder.

Aunt Zoe had taken off her gown and was uncoiling a whip. She snapped it and the crack was loud in the basement.

“Don’t worry, Ken. I won’t hurt you. I will just give you pain until it feels good. Are you ready?”

“No!”

She smiled.

CRACK!

Amazingly, the strikes weren’t as hard as the belting he had received the night before, but they were consistent, and he could tell that it was taking less effort for Aunt Zoe to whip him, which meant that she could go longer.

CRACK! became the only sound in his universe.

CRACK! he cried and his frame shook.

CRACK! and every once in a while Zoe would stop, would put the whip aside and come to him and sooth him.             

“You’re doing fine,” she said in a soft voice, and she ran her hand over his flesh, his stripes, and he realized, as she alternated these actions, the whipping and the soothing, that it was becoming more and more exciting.

CRACK! and he stopped differentiating between the pain and the soothing, and the whipping became soothing.

CRACK! “Those are endorphins kicking in. Oh, yes, I could whip you and hurt you, but that’s not the point of real punishment, is it?”

He babbled something in return.

She kissed his cheek, reached down and stroked his erect penis.

CRACK! he became aware of Cyndi watching him from the little coal room.

CRACK! on and on and on.

How long is long? How short is short? All time is subjective to the person undergoing his trials. Time became a vapid thing, loose in definition, and he began to moan with the strikes, looking forward to them. He knew, vaguely, that he would be sore for days, and that he would never forget this sublime experience.

Aunt Zoe, however, had one last thing in mind that would insure he never forgot this day, the day that he had tried to sully her daughter.

Then the crack didn’t happen, and he wondered why. What had happened? Where gone was the wonderful excitation of nerves and flesh? What was happening to him?

Who was he?

He heard the sound of something being dragged across the floor. He turned his head, it felt like somebody else’s head, and saw Zoe and Cyndi pulling a weird looking horse across the floor.

Then his chains were being undone. He almost fell, but the women supported him and moved him back, turned him, and he lay down on the horse.

A horse. He smiled. He liked horses.

They fastened his arms and legs to the feet of the horse and he lay there, unable to move, able only to feel the vast pleasure of being taken to extremes he had not even imagined could exist.

Then Cyndi sat in front of him, cross legged, and he looked down at her open pussy.

“Oh, Ken. I’m sorry I forced you to fuck me.”

“That’s okay,” he smiled happily, “I liked it.”

She kissed him then, and he realized that where she had lacked passion the night before, she now possessed passion. Passion had been instilled in her.

Aunt Zoe walked in front of him. She was wearing the night gown again. Long folds of sinuous, slithering, flimsy clothe. Sexy. But between the folds, held onto her waist by an arrangement of straps, was a penis.

She knelt down and kissed Ken on the face. Kissed him on the mouth, and Cyndi moved back to watch, to listen, to learn.

He tasted her lips, loved her scent, wanted to kiss her forever.

“You were a bad boy, you know that, don’t you? Ken?”

“I know.”

“Then it’s time to let the punishment fit the crime. Are you ready.”

“Yep,” he was in the throes of his endorphins, made happy through his whipping.

He lay there and she walked behind him, the big penis waggling in front of her. Cyndi went with him.

“Use lots of lube,” she said, and Ken felt her fingers soothing his rectum. It felt good, the way she circled his ring. Circling, and every once in a while testing him with a poke.

He was relaxed, he was happy, and he groaned when she finally had her finger in him and began reaming him.

“Oh, please,” he whispered, his voice alone in the dungeon. “Please!”

One at a time she inserted more fingers, until almost her whole hand was moving in and out of his hole.

He began moving his hips, trying to find the rhythm, trying to help this delightful fucking.

So this is what girls feel like. No wonder they like it so much.

Then she pulled her hand out, said something to Cyndi, and he could feel her stepping up behind him. He felt the material of her gown. He could feel her soft flesh pressed against the backs of legs, then she pushed into him.

“Oh!” he moaned. He had never felt anything so good in his life. The long shafted pushed through his ring and rippled against his walls. He felt the plastic balls against his own hanging balls, and he screwed his hips back and tried to get more.

Zoe said something he couldn’t make out, then the penis was drawn out of him.

“Hey?” he called out weakly, missing the intrusion.

“Be patient, Ken.”

Then he felt the penis again, and it moved back into him and started stroking his insides. He pushed back, rose up, swallowed the penis with his man pussy, and felt so good. It was like a white hot heat was swallowing his brain, one cell at a time. Time stopped having any meaning and there was only himself, his asshole, and the penis.

Hands took his face, kissed his lips. He realized that Zoe was sitting in front of him. “You don’t mind if Cyndi fucks you for a while? She has to learn.”

“No…no…” he sobbed. It’s just so…so…”

“I know, and she kissed him again, and again and again.

Zoe and Cyndi undid the leather straps and helped him up. He  was exhausted, and yet sublimely happy.  He felt glowing, satisfied, and he looked at the horse.

“What’s that?” He pointed at a puddle of liquid under where his cock had hung down.

“That’s your semen. Do you see how much we got out of you?”

“How did….I didn’t feel any orgasm.”

“The dildo presses against your prostate and the sperm is forced out of you. It’s called draining.”

Cyndi put in, “You came a couple of times over the last few days, but look how much was left in you.”

Ken was impressed.

“Okay, Ken, it’s time we had a little chat?”

He gave her his attention.

She held out a little tube with some rings. “This is going on your penis.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a chastity tube. I’m sorry to say, but as a young man you can’t be trusted. It’s not just you, every young man is the same. This will stop you from abusing your cock, or getting some girl pregnant.”

“Oh.”

“For the rest of the week we’ll keep you locked up. It will be frustrating, especially since you just got milked, but time will pass and you’ll get used to it.”

“What about when I go home.”

“I’ll give the key to your mother. As a religious person she is quite aware of the benefits of chastity for young men.”

“Oh.”

He thought about it, he thought about not being able to jack off any time he wanted, and it was a sad thought. But he also recognized that he had been totally out of control, putting his penis inside Cyndi like he had.

“Okay. But…”

“Yes, dear?”

“Well, will you still…will you…”

She knew exactly what he was asking. “Honey, I will hug you and kiss you, I’ll spank you when you need it, and I’ll even use the strap on to drain you. I’m sure your mother will be quite happy when we put you on a regular schedule of milking.”

So he nodded and agreed.

Zoe smiled and helped him put the device on.

He was in the car on the way home. His mother was driving, and occasionally handling the little key hanging on a chain between her breasts.

“So how was your visit?”

“It was…pretty good.”

“I’m sorry about the mix up with the suitcases.”

“That’s all right, I learned to wear some other clothes.”

His mother thought about the extra suitcase she had in the trunk. It was full of lingerie and dresses. She sighed, her boy was growing up so fast.

Ken said, “Mom?”

“Yes, dear?”

“Do you know how to give me a spanking?”

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

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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


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


Big Stories

[image: ]

Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminization by My Aunt!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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