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PART ONE

“We are going to have so much fun!”

Jed steered his car down the country lane and withheld a moan. “Do we have to?”

Lana, his wife, gave him a look. “Don’t be a party pooper. You’re going to like Grandma, and it’ll be fun taking care of her house. She’s always wanted to travel, and this is probably the last chance she’ll have. And she really needs somebody to take care of her house.

“Feed the cat. For a month we’ll be trapped with a fur ball, waiting on him.”

“But the house is grand! Three stories, a mansion, and the woods will give us nice hikes, and…and you’re going to have fun.

Jed frowned. He would not. Then he grinned and leered at his wife.

“But I guess I’m going to get all the sex I want.”

Lana sighed heavily. “You and your dick. I swear, you’re the most over sexed man I have ever seen in my life.”

“Big dick…big hunger. Heh heh!”

“Big dick, little brain is more like it.”

“Hey!” he mocked having his feelings hurt. “Just because I have a healthy appetite!”

“You say healthy appetite. I say pervert. I sweat, you’d put your dick in a meat grinder if you thought it would give a thrill.”

“Hmmm. A meat grinder. Does your grandmother have one?”

“What sicko. Oh…here’s the cut off!”

Jed turned left they and they headed down a country lane. It really was quite beautiful. Shady trees lined the road, Cows ignored them as they munched on the tall grass.             

“And this is all your grandmother’s land.”

“It is.”

“She has all these cows?”

“No. She rents the land out.”

Jed looked at the endless fields. “Man, you know how much this land is worth?”

“Probably a lot, but she has no interest in selling. This land has been in the family for hundreds of years. I’ll be inheriting it one day, and I want to keep it for our children.”

“But you could build a thousand condos here!”

Lana stared at him like he was something stuck to her shoe after a walk in the fields.

“Okay, I’m kidding. But I still don’t want to house sit for a month.”

“There’s the driveway.”

Jed sighed and turned down the long, gravel road. He had known Lana was strong on family when they married, and now he was face to face with it. Oh, well, things could be worse.

And he was going to get as much sex as he wanted for doing this. Lana had promised. So he zoomed down the long drive and smiled.

“Hello, baby girl.” Her grandmother gave Lana a big hug, then she turned to Jed. “So this is the handsome hunk you’ve been telling me about.”

Jed would have held out a hand, but grandma stepped up to him and gave him a hug. She stepped back and smiled at him. “I fixed you some cookies. They’re in the kitchen. If you tote your bags in I’ll bet they’ll still be there.”

Jed grinned. “I never met a cookie I didn’t like.” Then he bent to the task of unloading the car. Shortly he was in the kitchen pilfering as many cookies as his hands could hold.

Holding his swag, he sauntered out to the porch where Lana and grandmother were going over last minute instructions.

“The number for the vet is over the phone, as well as the firehouse and the police station. And…”

Jed listened as he nibbled on the cookies. When grandma was done he said, “You make the best cookies in the world.”

Grandma hugged him. she was a hugger, for sure. “You say the nicest things.”

Lana beamed. Jed could be a twit when he felt like it, and she was glad he was on his best behavior.

Fifteen minutes later the taxi showed up and Jed helped the cabby load her suitcases.

“Man, what’s she doing? Going around the world?”

“Actually, yes.”

The cabby grinned. “Well, I’m only going to the airport.”

“She’ll have to walk the rest of the way then.”

They chuckled, and Grandma came down the steps. For a grandmother she was spry. She hugged Jed once again, then climbed into the cab.

Jed and Lana waved as the cab raised dust down the road.

Arm in arm, they walked back up the stairs.

“Actually, this is a pretty impressive place.”

“I love it,” said Lana. “Long summers here. You want the tour?”

“Sure.”

She walked him around the first floor and talked about the furniture, the paintings on the wall, even the improvements in the kitchen.

“We used to have a pump right in the sink, but Grandma went modern about ten years ago.” She turned on the faucet and a healthy flow of water splashed into the stainless sink.

“This is called ‘bentwood.’” She pushed the little swinging seat. “My grandfather built it.”

“By himself?”

“Own two hands.”

“These fellows are really Indians.” She pointed at an old photograph. Four young bucks were sitting on horses and staring at the photographer. “I met one of them when he was old.”

After the first floor she took him to the second. It was a long hall lined with bedrooms. Most of the rooms had sheets covering the furniture. Beds and dressers and lamps all looked like ghosts.

“She was one of ten children. They needed all these rooms.”

They came to the last bedroom and there were no sheets. “This is a the master bedroom, and grandma cleaned it up for us.”

Jed looked out the window. This had the best view in the house. He could see the fields, the woods, the sky that went on forever. “Wow.”

He turned to her. “We need to make sure the bed works.”

“Oh, no. We’ve got—“

He snagged her arm as she tried to back away and pulled her to him. He wrapped his arms around her and planted a MOAK on on her. MOAB stands for ‘Mother Of All Bombs.’ MOAK stood for ‘Mother Of All Kisses.’ A MOAK often led to a MOAF.

She held on and happily endured as his mouth assaulted hers. He pushed her back towards the bed, then lifted her up and tossed her on the big old poster monstrosity.

“Whew,” she said, her heart pounding.

“Yeah, baby. No clothes for a month!” He started taking off his shirt, giving her the eye as he did so.

“Well, if I must…” she undid the buttons on her dress

“You must.” He kicked off his shoes and slid out of his pants.

“But you’re forcing me to do something against my will.”

She wiggled out of her dress. Her large breasts jiggled.

He had his undies off now, and he grabbed her panties and pulled.

“Eeek!” then she whispered, “Rape.”

He laughed and jumped onto the bed. She spread her thighs and he knee walked up to her vagina.

“Baby, I think I like you.” He placed a knee outside of one leg.

“Just like?”

He descended on her. One hand went to her pussy and grabbed her mons. One hand went to her breast and mouthed the material over a nipple.

She giggled and tried to get her bra off.

Then he lifted her, just held her pussy and lifted her.

She arched, and her bra came loose. Her breasts flopped out and he had access to nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” she whined as he sucked mightily. “Not too rough.”

He sucked harder.

She pushed him away. “Don’t make me beat you up.”

He grinned. “Beat me, baby.” Then his knees were both between her legs again and the head of his cock was tickling her labia, pushing through the folds, and entering her.

“Oh…yes!” she gasped, feeling the walls of her vagina expand to accommodate his girth.

Jed wasn’t small. He was slender for a man, and almost dainty with small hands and feet, but his cock was world class and he pushed deep and held her, pinned her, and kissed her.

Lana held on and chewed on his mouth.

Jed began to move. Long, slow, downright languorous strokes.

“Oh, no. Don’t. Stop teasing me.”

He kept up the lazy in and out. “But Ma’am,” he drawled, “Ah don’t want to hurt you.”

“Hurt me you son of a bitch! Slow fuck is torture. Give it to me fast and hard!”

“But then we’re done too soon!”

He was moving slower, if that was possible.

She grabbed his skin and punched.

“OW! Okay!”

He began to ram and jam, and Lana  held on for dear life.

He was slender, but he was wiry, and he had a wiry man’s enduring strength. For long minutes he pummeled her with his cock. His balls slapped against her ass, and she moaned.

“Yeah, baby,” she wasn’t able to hold on now, and she bounced on the feathery mattress. She sank down, and he pulled out, and pushed in.

She felt the wave start to rise up. She felt her body lose control, then she was arching and groaning, her hips spasming.

“Oh, yeah!” he grunted. Midway through her cum he began to squirt. Long streams of white baby batter.

Then they were done. He rolled off her and they stared at the ceiling.

“Whew!

“Okay, let’s finish the tour.”

As they were naked, they stayed naked. Heck, they were out in the boonies. Nobody around. Why get dressed?

There really wasn’t that much to see, at least on the inside of the house.

They went to the stairs and climbed to the third floor.

The third floor hallway was only half as long as the second floor, and it ended with a short climb to a garret.

“We played games in the garret,” Lana explained as they climbed the short flight to that room.

Jed stood in the eight sided room and stared over the countryside. This was the real deal. This was a million miles of viewpoint.

“So what kind of games?”

“Parcheesi, Monopoly. Normal kid games.”

“Hunh.”

They returned to the third floor hallway and Jed said, “Where does that go?”

It was a small door, a ‘half a door,’ set under the slight curve of the steps leading to the garret.

Lana tilted her head. “You know? I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“No. It’s got a lock on it, always had a lock on it. Mom and Dad went in there sometimes, but…I have no idea.”

Jed grinned. “Aha! A mystery. A locked room in an ancient mansion. Maybe it’s Frankenstein’s monster!”

She just laughed.

“So where’s the key?”

“I don’t know. We’ve got a drawer full of keys in the kitchen, but…” she shrugged.

Jed found the drawer of keys and groaned, It was chockfull of keys. Every shape and every size, for the last century.

He returned to the little door with a screw driver.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to screw my way in,” he laughed. “Or maybe that’s unscrew my way in.”

He began unscrewing the screws as Lana watched.

“I don’t know. It’s probably locked for a reason.”

“I can put it back together, but look at it. There’s dust so thick…this hasn’t been opened since…since I don’t know when.”

“Well, yeah, but—“

At that moment the hasp came loose. It dangled, Jed grinned triumphantly, and he opened the door.

It was dark. He bent over and walked in. He felt around the door, and found a light switch. He flicked it, and blinked.

“Oh, my God!”

“What is it?”

“Come on in.”

Lana entered the room and blinked.

They were in a room maybe eight by eight and eight feet tall.

In the center of the room was a massage table, but with straps. And a hole for a cock.

“Oh, my. Granny, what have you been doing,” Jed remarked softly.

 Lana eyed the table. She lifted one of the straps. “What is this?”

“That, my dear, is a method of strapping somebody to the table.”

“But what for?”

Jed grinned and gingerly crawled up on the table. It was sturdy and he lay down. His cock poked through the hole in the table. “Massages.”

Lana giggled. She reached under the table and grabbed his cock.

“Oh, that feels good,” grunted Jed. “I’m sorry I just came.”

“Do you think they…oh my Gosh!”

“What?”

“There is a…wait. Let me show you.”

She crawled under the table and and played with his cock. He laughed, then something was wrapped around his package.

“Hey!” He was tied down by his manhood. “I can’t get loose.”

Lana crawled out and knelt in front of the table. Her eyes were alight with laughter. “My, my. Looks like I won’t have to screw for the rest of the month.”

Jed laughed, and his cock grew hard. “Oh, fuck! That’s giving me an erection.”

She looked under the table and saw his cock sprouting through the leather strap she had tied around it. “Jed! You just came!”

“And it’s making me hard!”

“This is cool. She looked at him again. “So what ya going to do about it, big boy?”

He struggled, and they laughed some more, then she let him loose.

“Do you think Grandma used this table?”

“The table looks like it was hand made. That’s definitely last century stuff. So…yes.”

“Wow. I can’t believe it. My grandmother!”

“And your grandfather, and for all we know, your mother and father, your brothers and sisters, everybody has been using this little room.”

“No wonder she had such a big family!”

“I don’t know/ If Grandpa was tied down how did they actually fuck?”

“Maybe she just used it to get him over excited, then took advantage of him?”

“Maybe.”

Jed was looking around the room, and his eyes settled on the cabinet set against the far wall. “What’s in there?”

“I guess we’re going to find out.”

Lana stepped to the cabinet and swing the doors open. “Oh, my God!”

The cabinet had a collection of hand carved dildos in it. Along with some leather for straps, some small whips.

“Good Lord!” whispered Jed. “Your family is sex maniacs!”

Lana’s mouth was open.

Jed picked up one of the dildos. It was carved of what looked like hard oak, probably from a stump. It was like iron and would probably last a thousand years.

He handed it to Lana, who felt it and whispered, “I think I’m getting a hard on now.”

Jed leaned down and pulled open a drawer on the bottom. “Holy…holy…what the…my God!”

He held up a metal tube in the shape of a cock. It had a metal ring attached to it. It was shaped and polished.

“They made their own chastity tubes!”

Lana took it from him. She opened the ring that circled the package, she looked at him. “We’ve got to try it on.”

“What’s this ‘we,’ white woman?”

“Oh, come on. This is amazing. If you don’t try it on you’ll be sorry for the rest of your life.”

“It’s got a lock on it. How do we know it will open?”

“There’s a key in the drawer.”

Sure enough, there was a little key laying in the drawer.

Lana  bent down and put the tube over his cock.

“Hey, I don’t know…”

“Come on. You’re always the kinky one. Work with me on this.”

She closed the ring behind his package, and the thing was secure. She hefted it. “God, this is the sexiest thing I have ever seen in my life.”

Jed’s cock was already trying to get hard.

“Open it. This thing is making me nervous.”

“Okay,” but when she went to pull the gadget apart they heard a ‘CLICK.’

“What’d you do?”

“Oh, no! I just touched it, and I must have pressed it.”

Jed grabbed the mechanism and tried to open it.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Honey! I’m sorry!”

“Well…get the key!”

Lana grabbed the key, put it in the little lock and twisted, but the key wouldn’t turn.

She looked up at him.

He looked at her with horror. “No!”

“I‘m sorry!”

“I need to cut it off.”

“You can’t cut it! You might hurt yourself!”

“I’ll go to town and see a locksmith!”

“You can’t!”

And she was right. The embarrassment would have been too great.

Jed staggered back and his butt hit the table. He held his caged cock and moved it around. He tried to pull his cock out, but it was solidly in there. His balls were trapped by the ring. There was no way he was going to get out. And to make matters worse, his cock was really trying to get hard.

“What are we going to do.”

Lana stepped up to him, grabbed his arms and looked at him. “First, don’t get all panicky. You’re not hurt. You’re just inconvenienced.”

“Yeah, but…that’s my cock!”

“And it’s perfectly safe. In fact, it’s safer than it was before. Now you can’t hurt it by pulling on it all the time.”

“But I can’t put it in you!”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” she said wryly. They looked at the dildos in the cabinet.

They stood, him breathing hard, and her trying to stifle a snicker.

“I don’t think it’s so funny,” he finally said.

“Oh, honey. This is more than funny.” She started laughing. And laughing. She turned and braced herself against the table and laughed even harder. And every time she tried to stop laughing, to look at him and be serious, she started laughing even harder.

“Honey, this isn’t funny.”

But she obviously thought it was.

Finally, still snickering and chortling, she grabbed his caged cock and said, “Let’s go have some lunch and figure this out.”

She pulled him out of the room, and led him down to the kitchen.

They sat in the kitchen at the big table and she made tuna sandwiches. She poured him a bourbon and Coke to settle him down, and they ate.

“I’ve got to get out of this thing.”

“And you will. But until you do, you might as well enjoy it.”

“Enjoy having my cock caged? That’s for sicko perverts.”

“Like you.”

“Stop that.”

But Lana just laughed. “You’ve got the sicko pervert chastity thing on, so that makes you the official sicko pervert.”

“You have to take this a little more seriously.”

Biting her lip, she calmed down and said, “Just check that room for other keys. If there’s not one there you’ll have to go through the drawer. There’s got to be a key somewhere.”

“Hunh!” he grunted unhappily.

“Let me make you another drink, and let’s just look at this calmly.”

She placed another drink in front of him, and he took a big gulp. His eyes looked haunted.

They spent the afternoon searching. First they turned the little room upside down. He even pulled the cabinet away from the wall, checked under the drawers, under the table, looked simply everywhere. No key.

Down to the kitchen, and he pulled out the key drawer. They sat down at the dining room table and began going through the keys.

They eliminated most of the keys with a simple look at the sizes. The chastity tube took a small key, and 90% of the keys in the drawer were for door locks, dead bolts, big padlocks. The remaining keys didn’t fit anyway, and the few that did fit wouldn’t turn.

Finally, working on his fourth drink and feeling a little loopy, Jed pushed back from the table and gazed at this cock sadly.

“Don’t worry, Jed. It’ll show up some place. We just have to go through this place.”

“But what if we don’t find it?”

“Then we’ll have to call Grandma.

Jed was silent. Call grandma. Admit breaking into a locked room. And…

“Hey, she knows the room is there, she knows about the table and the dildos and everything. It might be embarrassing, but she’s probably used all that stuff. Probably had grandpa under lock and key. Probably beat his ass with a whip.”

“Somehow that’s not reassuring me.”

“You’ll live.”

He stared at her. Yes, he would live. But what kind of a life would it be if he couldn’t even touch his prick?

“To tell you the truth…”

“Yes?”

“You’ve actually got a bigger problem.”

“I do?”

She nodded.

“What?”

“How are you going to keep me satisfied.”

“Oh, come on. I’ve always had higher sex drive than you. You don’t need it as much as I do.”

“Be that as it may, this whole situation is making me hornier than I’ve ever been. So how are you going to get me off?”

“Uh…well…”

“How?”

Agitated by the fact of his locked cock, and now by the idea that he couldn’t satisfy his wife, he muttered. “You’ll just have to get yourself off.”

“Oh, no. None of that. You’re the husband, you’re responsible for satisfying me.”

“But what am I supposed to do? I can’t fuck you. What?”

She sat back and half closed her eyes. “You’ve got a mouth.”

“Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of oral sex.”

“Maybe it’s time you changed.” She was acting very intent.

“If I have to do without then you do, to.”

“Nope. If you make me go without then I’m going to find that key and flush it down the toilet.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked. “You can’t do that.”

“I can call grandma, find the key, and destroy it. And I will if you don’t do your husbandly duties.”

“No!”

“Besides, when you think about it, it’s only fair.”

“What do you mean?”

“You come four or five times a week. I only cum maybe once a week.”

“I’ve got a higher drive than you!”

“We’ve been married for two years, call it a hundred weeks. That’s 500 comes to 100. You owe me 400 orgasms.”

“What?” His voice was even higher.

“It’s that or stay locked up.”

“You can’t do this!”

“I know.”

But she was doing it.

“Take me upstairs and get me off right now.”

“No.”

“I can afford to wait.”

“But…you can’t…that’s…”

She stood up and said, “Getting late. Think I’ll head for bed. You coming?”

He was, but he wasn’t happy about it. The way she was talking, him being all locked up, he wanted to be released from his chastity in the worst possible way.

They went upstairs and into the big bedroom. Lana pranced along, happy and carefree and glancing back over her shoulder. Her grin could have lit up a baseball stadium.

He stumbled along, dazed, dull, and wondering what he was going to do.

They were both still naked, had been all afternoon, and she jumped up on the bed and spread her legs. “Okay, Jed. Do your duty.”

He stared at her beautiful pussy. His cock surged and struggled against the metal confines. “You can’t make me do this.”

“I shouldn’t have to! You should want to make me happy.”

He stood there.

“Okay, mister, if that’s how you want to play it.” She sat up and folded her arms, which emphasized her big breasts.

“For every day you don’t make me cum you have to spend an hour on the table.”

He knew which table she was referring to.

“And if you refuse for the whole month then you can forget about my pussy even when you get your cock free.”

He stared at her. “But, honey, you’ve never been like this before.”

“I’ve never had a man under my thumb. Truly under my thumb. But now I do. And it’s exciting, and I like it. Not only that, it’s making me horny. Now I know why you want it all the time. And now I want it all the time so you’d better start delivering the goods.”

He still said nothing, though his mouth opened and shut a bit. He wanted to protest, but this was getting worse and worse.

She rolled over on the bed, pulled the covers up, and ignored him.

Jed sighed and crawled into bed. He was on his side, facing her, but he got was her back.

“Honey. Can’t we talk about this. You’re always saying we should communicate more…”

She sighed, then suddenly flipped over. She reached down and grabbed his package. “Of course we can.” Her face was close to his now, and she leaned forward and kissed him.

“Unh!” he groaned. She was turning his cock and squeezing his balls.

She kissed him harder. She scooted up against him. Then she broke the kiss. “Go ahead, start talking.”

He groaned, she was still twisting his balls and now she started slapping the top of the cage. It was making it very difficult for him to think.

“Well, uh…I think we should just use a dildo. I can help you there.”

“That’s a wonderful idea. I think I’d like a little oral sex first.”

He made a choking sound. Then: “But you’re always complaining when I get real insistent about sex, this is the same thing.”

“It is. But as I recall, you always won those arguments. I ended up giving you sex, putting my own considerations and lack of pleasure aside to please you. So this is just turnabout. Isn’t that fair?”

“Well, no. The situation has changed, and—“

“Oh, it’s reversed so you want to change it. Don’t you think that’s a little male chauvinist whatever?”

He kept arguing, and his tone was changing into a whine. Suddenly he realized something. He was arguing not to do something, when all he had to do was not do something. Why was he even talking? It was obvious that he wasn’t going to win, so…?

He sighed, and said, “I’m sorry we’ve…we’re gotten to where we are at. Let’s sleep on it and talk more in the morning.”

“Okay. But if I go to sleep without an orgasm you will owe me an hour on the table.”

Jed hesitated, then nodded. “Okay.”

She let go and he turned over. He had made up his mind, and he wasn’t going to be begging not to do something he didn’t want to do. He would just have to last out the month. Heck, he could go for a month without sex. Right?

Next to him he listened as Lana breathed slower and slower, then slipped into sleep.

He listened to her, and he waited, and he waited, but his breathing didn’t get easier. It actually got harder, and his cock was pushing against the metal contraption he was stuck in.

He awoke, and was tired. And his cock was banging around down there without getting anywhere. His balls ached, and he had morning wood that was downright painful.

Next to him Lana slept the sleep of the innocent.

Moaning with the pain, he slipped out of bed and headed down the hall for the bathroom.

Stood in front of the john, placed his hands on the wall and let loose. And squeaked and grabbed the base of his cock. Pee was spraying everywhere!

He spun around and sat, and had to hold his hands over his groin. Even sitting he had to protect himself from the spray. Damn! He was going to have to sit, line up the slit in the head of his cock with the little opening on the end of the chastity tube, and…then dribble.

His head was down and he felt so miserable.

“Heh heh heh!”

He raised his head, and Lana was standing in the doorway laughing at him. He immediately felt embarrassed, and defensive.

“What are you doing?”

“How does it feel to sit like a little girl to pee?”

He didn’t answer.

She sat on the edge of the tub and faced him. “Don’t feel so bad. “I’ve been sitting like a girl for years. It’s not so bad.”

“But I’m a man?”

Her lip started trembling, “Are you?”

He glared at her.

“Show me your penis.”

He sat very still. His penis was locked up. There was no way he could show it to her.

She stood up and went to the door. “Until you can show me a cock you are a little girl.”

“Lana!” He was wounded.

“And girls without pricks should make love with their mouths.”

“But…”

“After they’ve been punished for being obstinate, like a little boy.”

His mouth open, she turned down the hall, then down the stairs. She was going to the other bathroom.

She fixed breakfast, humming and ignoring him.

He ate.

She was naked, and kept flaunting her charms. She even played with her pussy and sucked on a nipple, teasing him mercilessly.

He moaned and tried to stay away from her. But how do you stay away from your own wife?

They went for a walk. He was clothed, and she was naked. She frolicked through the fields, picked wild flowers and chattered away. And he couldn’t keep his eyes off her lithe but buxom body.

He felt his cock trying to get loose, pressing against the metal, filling the tube…and never able to get really hard.

Lunchtime. She fixed soup and hot dogs. While they ate she held up a hot dog and looked at his caged cock…and laughed. Then she dipped the end of the hot dog into the mayonnaise and said, “I sure wish I had some of this in me.”

He looked away, a tear in the corner of his eyes.

I could put this big dong between my buns. Since it’s a hot dog I could do it ‘doggy style.’

He stood up and walked out. As he left the room she said, “I can’t wait to paddle your backside. And she laughed.

He explored the property. Checked out the barn, realized they must have used material from the tack room to make the straps for the table.

He looked down the well in the front yard. It was still functioning. He could see water shining way down at the bottom.

Fluid, waiting to be used, at the bottom of a shaft.

“Dinner, babe.”

He walked in. She was still naked. She served him at the big table, leaning over his shoulder and brushing his back with her breasts. She ‘accidentally on purpose, flicked a bit of mashed potatoes onto his groin.

He jumped up.

“Want some gravy to go with that?”

He turned and would have left the room, but she said, “Jed?”

He was in the arches, his shoulders slumped, and he said, “What?”

“Why are you really resisting?”

It was the best thing she could have said.

Why was he resisting? Why was he refusing sex? Sure, he didn’t like oral sex, but he liked it when she performed it, so…bite the bullet and do it.

Why was he resisting?

He turned around and looked at her with haunted eyes. “Okay.”


PART TWO

She led him up the stairs, glancing back and giggling. They entered the room under the stairs and he had him get on the table. He sighed and tried to act bored.

She tied his cock to the underside of the table, put her mouth over the chastity device and sucked for a while. Then she went to the cabinet and selected a whip. It was a short thing, a dozen strips of leather about a foot long. She flicked it through the air and he listened to the sizzle of prospective pain.

“I don’t like this.”

“Moo hah hah!” She flicked the whip over his buns. He jerked, and it wasn’t too bad. His cock thought it was wonderful. It bulged in the tube and the tube was pulled forward a bit. His balls were pulled tight.

She hit him again, and again. She took her time and just let that whip fall. Not hard, but consistently. His buns warmed up and it was a weird sort of pain that wasn’t pain. His ass didn’t like it, but his cock craved it.

“Fuck!”  he whimpered.

She began to work up his back. He could take that, it just sort of made his back arch up, turtle up. But then she went down from the buns, flicking the whip across the backs of his thighs.

“Oh, fuck!” He muttered. “Fuck…fuck!”

Lana laughed and stopped for a moment and kissed him. Oddly, the kiss was the most exciting kiss he had ever had. His cock was screaming for trying to get erect, he felt the light pain, and her lips were surcease and heaven all at the same time.

She whipped him some more, and he cried out, but without crying. He was on a fine edge of pain and pleasure.

Then she stopped. They had only been going fifteen minutes, but she was feeling horny.

She untied his dick, helped him off the table and led him through the house to their room. She lay on the bed and sighed and spread her legs.

He whimpered a little bit, but he dove in. In spite of, or perhaps because of, he was incredibly horny, and he lifted her buns and brought her pussy up. He devoured her mons with his mouth, then started isolating the parts of her pussy with his tongue.

Lana moaned and closed her eyes and gave herself up to the gentle munching of his mouth.

She pulled on her nipples and arched her back.

He used his tongue to separate folds of labia and began sucking on her clitoris.

She humped his face and gasped, “Finger me.”

He moved up so he was sideways to her body. He mouthed a nipple, pulled on it by sucking, and his right hand worked her vagina. Two fingers rimmed her, then three penetrated her.

She gasped and  held his head to her breast.

He now had four fingers in her and was ramming and jamming, the only thing that stopped him from going all the way in was his thumb sticking outwards.

She opened her lust filled eyes and said, “Fist me.”

They had done this a couple of times before, and it was intense, almost too intense.

Jed pulled in his thumb, slowly began corkscrewing his hand in her. It only took a half a minute, then his knuckles slipped past her rim.

Her eyes opened and she began muttered nonsense. Her eyes were focused far, far away.

Jed gently fisted her, moving his hand in and out, her vagina gripped his wrist like a huge suction pod.

She began to cum. It started with small twitches, then the movements grew bigger. Then she was holding to his wrist, actually moving it into and out of herself. She was pushing his fist in further than he would have, and her eyes started rolling back in her skull.

“Oh…oh…gah…fu…fu…”

For a long minute she fucked his arm, then she collapsed. Lay back like a rag doll.

He started to pull his arm out but she held it. “Not yet, it’s still happening.”

He waited another minute, then she nodded. He pulled out his hand and gazed lovingly at her.

“That really hurt my cock,” he whispered.

“Good,” she whispered back. “The pain felt good, didn’t it.”

“It was exciting. It hurt, and it was like I was giving myself up to it.”

She opened her eyes and smiled. “Sleep. Then more.” She closed her eyes.

They ransacked the house looking for the key. It simply was not there. Jed even searched the barn. After three days, and two more oral orgasms for Lana, Jed gave up.

“Call Grandma,” he sighed.

Lana nodded. “I guess we’ll have to.”

Grandma was in France, touring a museum, when they got through to her. Actually, when Lana got through to her. They were doing a Facetime, and Jed sat out of view, in a robe, and waited. His face was red and they hadn’t even started talking.

“How’s it going, baby girl?”

“Oh, Grandma, it’s wonderful. It’s like being fifteen again and learning about the whole, wide world!”

They talked for a few minutes then. Grandma asked about her cat, and Lana asked about the sights in France, then they got down to business.

“I know you didn’t just call to ask about the Louvre. What can I do for you.”

“Well, Grandma, we discovered that little room under the stairs.”

Grandma nodded. “You always were the curious one.”

“And, uh, Jed sort of got himself in a pickle.”

“Uh oh,” Grandma’s eyes twinkled. “Did he put something on that he wasn’t supposed to?”

“Yes.”

“And there’s no key.”

“That’s…how did you know?”

“I always keep it in my purse. I’ve got it with me right now.” She actually rummaged through her handbag and held up a little key. “So where is Jed?”

“He’s a little embarrassed and didn’t want to talk.”

“Oh, Lordy. Turn the phone on him.”

Jed groaned and hid his face in a hand.

Lana grinned and shrugged and aimed the cell at him.

Grandma was grinning. “Hey, Jed. Open that robe. I want to see.”

“Oh, please…”

“If you want me to mail the key to you you’ll open that robe right now.”

Jed opened the robe and Grandma giggled. “After all this time and it works so perfectly.”

“I’m sorry, Grandma. We shouldn’t have gone in that room. And I shouldn’t have put this thing on.”

“Oh, nonsense. You’re young. You should be doing all those things…and more.”

Her voice grew a little more intense, and she said, “Now, here’s what we’ll do. I used to make Henry do these things. I want you to go to the bedroom next to the garret stairway and get dressed. Then select a dildo and let Lana have her way with you.”

“What!” Jed’s whole face went slack with shock. “You want me to…to…”

“Of course you need to take a video of this and send it to me. And Lana, I don’t know what you’ll do for make up. I haven’t used that room for decades, and I’m sure the make up we used isn’t any good.”

Lana’s face was just as open as Jed’s.

“I really like the blue dress, but whatever you want is fine with me. Jed, you’ve got a nice body, but don’t worry if the seams pop a little. I used to have to sew those dresses up all the time. Not because my Henry was fat, but because we used to bend him every which way but loose.”

Jed was sputtering helplessly.

“Oh, and Lana, you could probably just go buy one of those new fangled strap on things. My old wooden pricks work just fine, but I wouldn’t be surprised if the new things are better.

Lana managed to clarify Grandma’s words. “You want me to dress Jed up like a girl and fuck him.”

“Isn’t that what we’ve been talking about? Now feel free to use that table. Seeing a man’s ass get whipped used to turn me on so hot I thought steam would come out of my pussy.”

Jed was making sounds, but nothing intelligible.

“You do all that and I might send you the key. I don’t know if I can overnight it, but I’ll spend an extra dollar for fast delivery. You’re probably wanting to get out of that chastity tube by now. Right, Jed?”

“I…uh…yeah…I do…”

Grandma laughed. They could hear people in French in the background. “You sound downright gobsmacked, young man.” She looked away, then back to the camera. “The tour’s starting now, so you young ’uns  get busy and have your fun. Nothing like being young. Bye bye.”

The connection ended and Jed and Lana stared at each other. Jed’s face was a mask of horror.

Lana’s was a grin aborning.

“She’s kidding.” His voice was a gasp.

Lana shook her head. “She wasn’t kidding.”

“But she can’t be serious!”

“Why not?”

“But…you…she…”

“We’ve played with your asshole before, as I recall. Seems like you liked it.”

“But that was your finger! And an ice cube!”

“I believe we referred to that as an ‘ass’cube.”

“But she wants you to put one of those…those…dicks up my ass!”

“You’ve always wanted to try anal on me.”

“But this is different.”

“I believe we’ve had this conversation before. If the shoe is on the other foot you want to change the rules.”

“But…that’s a dick!”

“And you’re an asshole,” she chuckled.

He frowned. “I’ve got an asshole. Not I am an asshole.”

“Eh, splitting hairs. When do you want to do this?”

“I don’t want to!”

“Then you’ll be forced to live a life of sexual frustration. And, I’ll tell you something else.”

“What?”

“If Grandma doesn’t get her way she can be a bit spiteful.”

“What does that mean?”

“She’s liable to drop the key into the Indian Ocean.”

“NO!”

Lana shrugged. “Just sayin’.”

Jed walked into the kitchen. He got down the bottle of bourbon. He took a sip straight from the bottle.

“You’re going to need to drink the whole thing.” Lana chuckled.

He glared at her sourly, then poured himself a half glass, added cubes, and poured in Pepsi. “Fuck,” he snarled.

Lana went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of wine. She half filled a goblet and sat down and watched him.

Jed was muttering to himself.

“Jed,” she said, after a while. “What’s the big deal?”

“It’s going to hurt.”

“Nope. We use plenty of lube. I’ll use a dildo that’s no bigger than one of your big, old turds. Pardon my indelicacy.”

His mouth twisted in displeasure. “It’ll be going the wrong way.”

“When you fuck my pussy you go both in and out. What’s the difference?”

“You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely. I’ve always wondered about things like this. And, let’s face it, you’ve probably wondered more.”

“But I never did anything about it!”

“So maybe it’s time you relaxed and let it happen. Gays do it, they like it. Lots of people do it…lots of people like it. Why shouldn’t you learn how to enjoy different ways of doing sex?”

He finished his drink—that was fast—and poured another one. She had a feeling he was going to try and drink himself into it.

“Look, Jed. You got yourself into this mess—“

“You’re the one who insisted I try this stupid thing on!”

“But you did it, so take responsibility. Either give up sex, maybe for a lot longer than a month, or give in and have a little fun.”

He placed the glass on the counter.

She thought, Fuck! He’s really going to get drunk!

But Jed didn’t pour another glass. He just poured straight Pepsi over rocks and came and sat down next to her. His robe was apart and she could see his cock, all red and worming inside his chastity.

“There’s got to be another way.”

She reached over and grabbed his chastity cage. She held it, and shook it gently to emphasize her words. “Look, honey. I’ll be gentle. We’ll make this a game and we’ll have fun.”

He stared at her, biting his lip. “But we have to film it.”

“Grandma is getting older. She probably hasn’t had any sex—“

“Except a wooden dildo,” Jed burst out.

“—in ages. This will probably make her day. Give her a thrill. Don’t you want to make an old lady happy.”

He blinked. The whole concept of doing a mercy anal fuck as a favor to an old lady was…overwhelming.

“Now, come on. Make yourself another drink—sip this one and make it last—and let’s go upstairs and at least look at the stuff in her room.”

It took a while, but Jed finally gave in. To going upstairs, that is. She grabbed his cage once again, kept a straight face, and led him up the stairs.

The room next to the stairway to the garret was large. It was as large as the master bedroom, and it had two walk in closets. There was no bed, but there was a make up station. The station had little round lightbulbs all around the mirror. There were two large dressers across the wall across from the closets with a big mirror between them.

“All you have to do is let me do the work. You can sit and sip and enjoy all the crazy sensations. I’ll even run down and get you another drink when you’re done with that one.”

Jed stood in the middle of the room and looked around.

Lana watched him for a moment, as if he might break and run for it, then she sighed and started looking drawers and in the closets.

She extracted panties, a corset with cups, and nylons from one of the dressers.

“I don’t know.”

“Of course you do. It’s going to be fun.” She looked at the panties, then tossed them aside. She wanted his bottom naked. “Lose the robe.”

He tossed the robe into a corner.

He had a good body for cross dressing. Slender, but not too heavy on the angles.

Lana put the corset around him and fastened the buttons. Then she went to the back and started pulling ties.

Jed grunted with each pull. “This thing is old.”

“Old and probably hand made.”

Slowly she went down his back, and when she was done she was pleasantly surprised. The corset made his hips flare a bit. He was already starting to look a little more feminine.

She went reached into the second dresser and brought out a couple of breast forms. She slid them into the top of the corset.

Jed looked down at his sudden boobs. “Fuck,” he whispered. He hefted them with his hands, and it was a curious moment. Lana could tell that he wasn’t put off, that he was fascinated.

“Told you it’d be fun.”

“It’s not that, he said in a low voice.” But he didn’t say what it was, so she ignored him.

“Sit on the vanity chair.”

He did, and she rolled nylons up his legs.

“Good thing you shave your legs for swimming.” She looked up at him. “Time for some truth. You didn’t shave your legs for swimming. You shaved them…just because.”

He bit his lip and gave a slight nod. “I was curious.”

“And what do shaved legs feel like?”

“They feel…good. Sexy.”

She grinned. “That’s the horn dog I know and love.” She fastened the tops of the nylons to the garter straps on the corset. He now had long, sleek legs. Very sexy.

She went into the closet and came out with several pairs of high heels. Jed gasped.

She knelt in front of him and put heels on his feet. “Which ones are the most comfortable?”

He chose a pair of black heels that buckled up the front. They looked like a wicked witch’s shoes, but they were sexy.

“Can you stand up?”

He did, and wavered, and nodded.

“Excellent. Sit down and let me find the blue dress.”

He waited, and she shortly exited a closet holding a long, satin dress.

“That’s an old dress,” he said as she held it up to him.

“It is. Very fashionable back in the 1920s.”

She undid the back buttons and helped him step into it. She buttoned him up, and the material stretched around a couple of the buttons, but it was a pretty good fit. The front went all the way up and covered his boobs, but actually emphasized them. The sleeves went down to his wrists, and Lana helped him slip on white gloves. He had no flesh showing, to speak of, but that made it even more sexy. What you can’t see excites the imagination.

She took him to a big mirror hanging on the wall between the dressers and he stared at himself. Neither of them said anything, but it was obvious that from the neck down he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” she said. “Time for the heavy lifting.”

He looked at her.

“Make up.”

“Oh,” and he gulped.

“Can you stay like this for a half hour?”

“What for?”

“I want to go get new make up. This stuff,” she indicated a tray of bottles on one of the dressers, “is old.”

“I guess so.”

“Tell you what. I’ll get you a drink, bring it up to the garret, and then I’ll go to town. You can sit on top of the world and anticipate what this is going to be like.”

He found himself nodding.

Five minutes later he sat in a chair in the garret and watched as their car sped down the lane on its way to town.

Jed was drunk. And feeling horny. And…he hated to admit it…he liked it.

He liked the sexiness of the old material, the underwear, the way his body was compressed.

Even the feeling of his cock trying to get free was sexy. Especially sexy.

He lifted his dress and felt his cage. He felt his weenie struggling. He felt the smooth skin of his stretched out balls.

Fuck. Why did this have to feel so good?

He sat and sipped, and he finished the drink just as he saw the car returning from town.

He walked down the stairs, being very careful. His ankles wobbled and he struggled for balance, but he made it down to the first floor just as Lana burst through the front door.

“Look at you!” she called out cheerfully. “Here. Take this upstairs.”

He took two shopping bags and held them in one hand and used his other hand to balance himself as he walked up the stairs.

Lana was up two minutes later, bringing the drinks.

“First time we need a bit of lubrication. We want to be relaxed and do it right.”

He nodded and sipped and was grateful He was about as relaxed as he could get without being drunk, and he sat down in the vanity chair and waited.

Lana opened one of the bags and took out a make up kit with a few extras. She checked everything, laid it out on the table, and opened the first bottle.

“This is cleanser. WE’re going to clean your very pores. No more blackheads, even pimples will clean up a bit.”

“But I’m clean. I took a shower this morning.”

When he saw the little sponges after she wiped his face he was aghast. “I’m a filthy pig,” he said.

“Now we’re talking,” she grinned.

“This is primer.” She applied the creamy stuff, rubbing it into his crevices, and it felt sexy to just sit there and have his face massaged. Even the light smells were a turn on.

He looked down at his whimpering cock.

“I think Mr. Happy likes it.” smiled Lana.

She applied foundation and blush and his face took on color. A man’s face has different colors, bland colors, but with the foundation creating a canvas she began to brighten him, to make him glow.

She used her fingers to brush color over his eyes. A slight bluish tinge with dusky grey and a streak of gleaming white. She lined his eyes and lengthened his lashes. Finally, she rolled on the lipstick.

“It’s got plumper in it. Your lips will look larger.”

“It stings a little.”

“Got things like cayenne pepper in it. The sting will stop, but your lips will remain full and gorgeous, and get even fuller as we apply the plumper every day.”

He looked up at her. “Every day?”

“You didn’t think we were going to stop with one time, did you? We’ve got a whole month, and there’s lots of things we can do.”

He didn’t say anything, but he was thinking a mile a minute.

“Come on,” she helped him up and he followed her into the closet. On the top shelf were a row of wigs. She took them down, one after another, and put them on his head.

“This one,” she finally said. “You’ve got dark skin, and auburn is really going to suit you. It will look natural.”

She took him out to the vanity again and fit a skull cap to his head. then she glued the front strip of the cap and placed the wig on him.

He stared at the mirror and was stunned by the transformation. His face was round, the angles shaded away. His lips were large and red. His eyes were glittering jewels under dusky rainbows.

“Oh, my God!” he whispered.

Lana smiled, and began shooting video. She walked around him, had him pirouette, went up and down, from high heels to wig.

He was a babe.

Lana stood next to him and snapped pics.

Finally, she turned to him, touched his lips lightly with her own, and said, “Let’s go, slick.”

She couldn’t grab his cock to lead him, but she did link arms and guide him to the room under the garret.

It was difficult getting low enough with the heels on, but he made it through the door.

For a long moment he stood and just looked. Lana had a selfie stick and she propped it on top of the cabinet. Grandma was going to get a box seat for his de-flowering.

“Okay, honey, let’s start off with a little spanking.”

Lana helped him up on the table. She pulled his dress up in the front so his cock could hang through the hole, then she got under the table and tied it.

“You should do my wrists and ankles.”

Lana nodded. She knew Grandma would like that. She put the leather strips around his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his ankles.

She stood next to the table and faced the cell phone. “Hi, Grandma. We’re going to use three dildos today. Small to large. It’s Jed’s first time and we want him to really enjoy himself. But, first, we have to do a little warm up.”

She walked around the table and pulled his dress up. His ass was exposed below the coset. The garter straps framed his buns perfect, and his legs extended so sexy.

She held up the little whip and said, “We gave him some light strokes yesterday, but today I’m going to give him ten strokes. Only ten, but I guarantee he’s going to be crying when I’m done.

Jed listened, and he was suddenly nervous.

Wisss…SMACK!

Jed lurched. It hurt! His buns were now on fire.

Wisss…SMACK!

“Oh, shit!” he mumbled.

Wisss…SMACK!

Again and again.

Jed tried not to cry. He tried to control himself, to ignore the fire down below, but when Lana finished his tears were falling to the floor.

Lana came to the front of the table and gripped his wig. She lifted his head so the camera could record his face. His mascara was now smudged and it was obvious he was crying.

Lana grinned at the camera and gave a thumbs up. She walked to the side of the table and picked up the smallest dildo. It wasn’t much more than an index finger wide and long. She placed an open container of lube between his legs and dipped the dildo into it. Then she spread it out over the dildo, and, finally, she placed the tip of the dildo at Jed’s ass.

Jed looked up, his eyes wide, filled with fright. The camera caught him perfectly.

She pushed the dildo into him. She wasn’t rough, just matter of fact.

Jed’s eyes opened in surprise. Then he started blinking, and then…he relaxed.

“Hey…”

She started slipping it in and out of his rectum. Little strokes, with a swirl here and there.

“….that feels good.”

“Lay down and shut up, Jed.”

Jed did, and shortly he was giving little moans.

Lana pulled the dildo out of him.

“Hey!”

She put the next one into him. His eyes didn’t go as wide, but he blinked a lot.

“How you doing, Jed?”

He put his head down and breathed in little gasps. “Good.”

“You know, if you relax enough you might be able to have an orgasm. I can definitely drain you, but an orgasm might be better. Wouldn’t you like to have an anal orgasm? Jed?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Then relax. Let your body respond as it will. Enjoy.”

Jed began grinding his ass back at the middle-sized dildo. Pleasure was shooting through his whole midsection. His ass was on fire with good feelings.

Lana took the medium dido out and put lube on the biggest one. It wasn’t huge, just normal dick-sized. But that was big for Jed’s relatively virgin anal passage.

“Okay, honey. This is the one that’s going to do it.” She inserted the dildo. His canal opened up by the earlier dildos, and relaxed from all the pleasure he was enjoying, the dildo slid in easily.

Still, he grunted. He was full now, and he felt like he was going to explode with heat.

She gently rammed him. She corkscrewed inside him, and he felt something growing, getting closer.

“That’s it, honey. You’re getting closer now.” Her voice was like butter, sliding over everything, making everything sweet and warm.

And he was getting closer. For a second he tried to make it happen, but he quickly realized that wasn’t the way a female orgasm worked. You had to relax and let the lightening happen. A male could shoot the lightening. A female had to accept the lightening.

He felt the first little spurts of lightening in his butt. His eyes and mouth opened and his head arched. Again, the cell phone captured it all. The surprise, the delight, the sheer joy.

Shockwaves rippled out from his prostate and his ass began to jump and quiver.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and the orgasm took him. It lifted him up, dashed him down, again and again.

Lana kept screwing the dildo into him, but very gently. She wanted to help the orgasm, not chase it away.

For a long minute Jed made sounds and his body spasmed, then it was over. He gave up, and just lay there.

Lana went to the cell phone and brought it down. She focused it under the table and a long string of cum hung from the tip of his chastity tube. The floor had a large puddle of the goo directly under his cock.

She took the video, the stills, and finally stood up and put the phone down. She undid the straps and helped Jed from the table. She walked him to their bedroom and helped him into bed. He was dazed, but happy. He smiled at her, then went to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Lana sat in the garret and Grandma’s face showed on the screen.

“That was beautiful,” Grandma said. I couldn’t have done it better myself.”

“I learned from the best, Grandma.”

“That you did,” Grandma chuckled.

“I did everything you said, and it worked just like you said.”

“Family secrets, Baby Girl. Family secrets, honed over the generations. Do you want me to mail you the key?”

Lana was aghast by the question. “Of course not!”

“Excellent. Then I’ll expect daily videos from you.”

“And you’ll get them. I’ll talk to you tomorrow Grandma. I love you.”

“And I love you.”

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Jed and Lana.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

BUNDLES AND NOVELS!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


Do you have all five bundles of…

THE 21 STORY COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

each bundle has

21 steamy five star stories

All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all four bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

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

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminized for Grandma!’

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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