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PART ONE

“I want more sex.”

Shelly stared at me for a long moment, then sighed. “You get plenty of sex.”

“Once a month is plenty of sex?”

“Yes. As a matter of fact…” her words caused a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. She was going to want to make love even less!

“Honey,” I interrupted, before she could close her legs one whit more. “Before we go further, I want you to consider something.”

“Yes?”

“I love you, and I have needs, and you do have a certain…shall we call it an obligation…to…to lay with me.”

She turned towards me. She was sitting in a sort of a club chair with a built in swivel. She liked to relax and read a book in that chair. She could turn it this way and that and follow the sun through the day.

Romance novels. Tons of romance novels.

I call romance novels an excuse for porn, and, quite honestly, they are more than an excuse. The woman reads these love fests, absorbs the quagmires and foibles of young ladies so sexy that every man would lay down at their feet but who somehow can’t get a boyfriend. And they never seem to realize it is because they simply don’t lay down and spread.

There. I said it. I know it’s crude, but it is the way of the universe.

And therein was the problem of my marriage. Shelly wanted the heart pumping adventure of a spurned woman seeking love and never having to put out.

Tangled webs? You have no idea.

“We’re married, and I fix you meals and keep the house clean.”

Frustrated, I blurted. “That’s not…you…” I stopped. She was frowning. She knew where I was going. I didn’t want to start a donnybrook, so I changed tacks. “Look, I know you work hard,” reading romance novels, “but there is more to life than reading a book and putting your husband on hold.”

“Is that what I’m doing? Putting you on hold?”

“Yes!” Dammit! I wasn’t making points.

She closed her book and faced me. In a clipped manner she stated her opinion. “Penises are for reproduction. We have decided not to have children, therefore we have no need of the penis.”

“But I have need of a pussy!”

Her eyes turned a bit more steely. “There is no need to be crude.”

“Okay…okay.” I sighed and rubbed my face. “I can see that this is…” I was about to say ‘upsetting to you,’ but I stopped myself in time, “…not getting us anywhere. So…will you do me one favor?”

She tilted her head in askance.

“I bought a book. It’s just fiction, like you like, but it’s slightly…different. It’s, uh…erotica.”

“Porn?” The word might have been an ice cube spitting out of her butt.

“No…it’s not ‘porn,’ I spoke the word sardonically. “Porn is a bunch of fuck words tied together by fuck situations. Erotica is more gentle.”

Her eyes took on a glaze of dubiosity. I hurried on.

“Porn is for 15 year old boys to masturbate in the bathroom to. Erotica is a higher classed example of…of physical love. It is designed for women, though most men love it, too. Wait here.”

I walked out of the room, wanting to trot. Hell, wanting to sprint. I was at the end of a long month of waiting for my beautiful wife to open up for me.

And Shelly was beautiful. She was a runner up in some beauty contest back east, tall and statuesque, large breasts, and she always kept her hair long and wavy. Along with her blue, blue eyes, she was the original knock out, and her only problem was that she didn’t want to make love more often.

Oh, Lord, I tried. I read books and explored the net in hopes of finding new and unusual techniques of love making. Unfortunately, all I really found was what I call ‘grunt and pump’ sites.

Still I tried!

I turned into the computer room, went to my book shelf and picked up the book I had received from Amazon just a couple of days before.  ‘Breaking Jack.’ By Alyce Thorndyke.

I ran back down the hallway, remembered myself enough to turn the corner walking, and nonchalant, and handed her the book.

She took the glossy thing and examined the yellow cover. She frowned at the sight of the woman with the sexy back and holding a whip. Her mouth twisted in a moue as she examined the man kneeling while facing away from the woman.

She sighed, and put the book on the table next to her. Amongst the stacks of romance novels and a well used coffee cup.

I sighed. Reduced to the stacks. Not even a try, not even a riffle of the pages. I had failed again.

“I’m sorry,” I said in a defeated voice. “I just…” I turned and left the room.

As I trod across the carpet I caught a glimpse of her in a little mirror hanging on the door. She was frowning, and one hand was on top of the book, her thumb running over the cover.

A month passed. I didn’t even get my one fuck at the end of the last month, she usually lay down and tried not to look bored at the end of the month, but after I gave her the book she must have been pissed off. She didn’t mention sex, and came to bed late, after a long night of reading her romance porn that wasn't porn.

Two months of frustrations.

Two months of sitting in the bathroom, or taking a shower, and squeezing out a bit of sperm.

Well, what do you expect? A man does have needs, and if she wasn’t going to fulfill them then I needed to do something!

Two months, and I worked, and tried to stay off the internet. I work at home, on a computer, and it is so-o-o easy to get distracted, to spend valuable work time perusing sites that presented women who did anything a man wanted…and enjoyed it.

Well, at least most of them enjoyed it. Some were just skanks, moaning like they were a record. But it’s amazing how many women are sexy, built, beautiful, and seem to smile and groan and enjoy the sweating pumping of a big-dicked stud.

I sure wished my wife would enjoy it.

Two months…

Shelly came to the door of the computer room where I was working. “Rod?”

I looked up, blinked, and returned to planet earth.

“We’ve got to talk.”

She turned and I heard her heels click, click, clicking down the hallway. Very sexy, that sound, an image of a turned calf, a sultry thigh. A real boner inducer, the sound of a woman’s—she was wearing heels?

And she wasn’t wearing a tattered robe.

And she actually had some make up on.

I stood up and hurried after her. I mean, this was totally out of character for her.

She was sitting in her swivel club chair, and looked like the original million dollars. She was wearing a light blue, pencil skirt, the short kind where if the woman doesn’t keep her legs crossed tightly at the thighs you can see her vagina.

She had on a scarlet blouse, shiny silk, and her breasts were pointed.

Pointed. Like in a fifties bullet bra. I had only seen her wear that bra once, but when she saw how it made me stare at her chest she didn’t wear it again.

Her legs were sheer, slick with nylon, and tapered down to the most lovely set of spikes I had ever seen. Classic leg beauty.

And she was all made up, her lips red and full. Her eyes delicately shadowed, the right amount of blush.

Like I said, beauty contest contender, though, looking at her, I couldn’t imagine her not being the winner. She was certainly a winner in my book.

“Uh, what’s up.” I started to sit down.

“Stand in front of me.”

I stopped my attempt to sit and unbent my legs. Curious, I moved to a place in front of her.

She frowned, and her red lips just about drove me over the edge. I was going through one of my ‘I’ve got to stop masturbating’ phases, and I hadn’t cum for a week.

“Please take off your clothes.”

My jaw dropped.

“No, wait, let me try that again.” In a commanding voice she said, “Take off your clothes!”

Now my jaw closed, and my mind, of course, was in turmoil. What the fuck was going on?

“Did you hear me? Take off your clothes…or give me your belt and I will tan your hide right now!”

I entered a state of shock. Dumbly, I fumbled with my belt.

“Change of orders. Give me your belt. I’m going to smack you anyway.”

“Huh?”

I handed her my belt.

“Go on, get naked.”

I pulled my shirt off, my pants, and kicked off my shoes. I stood there in my socks, my penis limp, and wondered what the fuck was going on.

“Socks, too, stupid.”

I lifted my feet, one after the other, and stripped my socks off.

“Good. Turn around and back up to me.”

I did, and I heard…WISS SMACK!

I jumped a foot and grabbed my ass. “OW!”

Shelly giggled.

“What was that for? What is going on?”

“I read that book you gave me. Did I do it right?”

“I…I…”

“Oh, look your dick is hard! Why do you get erect when I spank you?”

And it was. It was bouncing and throbbing.

She frowned. “Should I have called you stupid? I read a lot of other books, and they said you should denigrate your slave.”

Standing there, my cock bobbing, rubbing my sorely striped ass cheek, I asked, “What other books?”

She began listing books. “I read Alyce Thorndyke, then Grace Mansfield. I went to your computer and traced your history and found what kind of books you read, and then I saw what kind of videos you watch. Believe me, that was hard to take in the beginning. But the more I watched, seeing those women get fisted, and those men pegged…it started to make me feel excited.”

I gawped at her.

“No. It made me wet. That’s the word I wanted. I really got off on Sammi Starfish, and Little Angel was a thrill. It made me wonder how much I had been missing out on. How much do you jack off?”

“Uh…” I just sort of ran down with that one.

“I’m serious. How much do you masturbate. I know you do, the books say every man does, and sometimes you’re begging for sex, and sometimes you’re not. So…how much?”

“I, uh…maybe a couple of times a week.”

“Four times a week. Maybe five.”

“Wait! I said two, at most!”

“But the books say you’ll double everything. If your peeny is five inches you’ll say ten. And if you say you…you ‘chock the chicken,’” she giggled, “twice a week it is likely four, and maybe more. That’s what the books say.”

“When did you find the time to read all these books?”

“That’s all I’ve been doing for the last month. Alyce got me started, then I just sort of went exploring. You know, you can get anything on Amazon. You can butt plugs and strap ons and vibrators and…I bought a vibrator. Did you know that? We didn’t make love last month. I was a little put out by your comments when last we discussed sex, but then I was reading the book, and I started to wonder what a vibrator would feel like. And it is glorious. I’ve had so many good cums while you’re back there working on your old computer. But you’ve distracted me. I have a certain order I have to follow. It seems that you are cumming an awful lot, and as your mistress I have to curtail your activities.”

“Curtail my—“

“So no more cumming for you!”

“But I thought…this was what I was bugging for you! More sex!”

“But the books don’t say that! Well, they say it, but they say that sex isn’t all about the penis and the vagina. It’s about lust, and getting horny. The books say that you should be on a diet of cums. And you should probably be wearing a chastity tube. And I should be spanking you at least once a week. Making a list of offenses, and if there are none, just spanking you for the fun of it. My fun. Not yours. Although, if you’re going to get that excited,” she looked at my throbbing cock. It was pointing straight at her and actually dripping pre-cum, “then maybe it’s your fun, too.”

“Honey, is it possible that you’re carrying this a little too far? A little too fast?

“Oh, nonsense. Men are supposed to be quick. They are supposed to be all anxious and sex crazy. There is no such thing as going too fast when it comes to men. Right?”

“Well, uh…could we discuss this?”

“We are discussing this.”

“No…you’re discussing this. I seem to be the helpless victim here, and you’re doing all the talking.”

“Well, of course I am. Slaves aren’t supposed to talk. they listen. And they do what they’re told. And every once in awhile they get jacked off. Or maybe just fisted and drained. Or cattle prodded or something.”

“Wait…wait…”

She tilted her head in puzzlement. “But, honey, isn’t this what you wanted?”

Oh, God. Talk about being careful what you ask for.

“Well, I did, but—“

“And now you’ve got it. So what is there to talk about it.”

“Well, I…uh…”

“Look. Do you ever want to get in me again?”

“Well, yeah! Of course! But—“

“Then you have to do what I say.” She smiled, and there was a bit of triumph and satisfaction in her voice. “Now, I’m done with you for now. Shoo. Go work. Make me money or something.”

I stumbled out of the room. I was totally flabbergasted. Flummoxed. Slobberknocked.

What the hell had just happened?

And, yet, I knew what had happened. Shelly had spent so much time around her mother, being primed for beauty contests, that she hadn’t experienced a lot of sex. And her mother was sort of a Viking bitch. Do this, do that, shut up. So now, when she tried to have a creative thought, she was still emulating her mother.

And she thought her mother would never spare the whip. Her mother was all about the whip. I mean, she didn’t use a whip, but that was personality.

God, what a terrible upbringing. I mean, I knew she had trouble with sex, and I knew her mother was a bombastic gorgon. But I loved her, and when we did have sex it was wonderful, if a little vanilla, but…but I hadn’t planned on changing her into the Marquis de Sade!

Sitting my office, sans clothes, with boner, I stared at my computer and thought about what to do.

And, since I am a writer, I figured it out. Write her a letter. She wasn’t willing to listen to me talk, but she liked to read, so if I could explain the situation just right…I bent to my keyboard and began to write. Desperately. I hadn’t cum for a month, and I didn’t want my ass beaten to a pulp.

“Dear Shelly,

I love you with all my heart, but I need to let you know that love isn’t all sticks. There are a lot of carrots. Yes, men get turned on easily, but there has to be a reward somewhere. It can’t all be you whipping my ass and reading the riot act. Perhaps we could…

I wrote for an hour. I poured my heart, and my hard, into it. Finally, I sat back, proofed it, and sent it.

Exactly one second later I heard my wife’s phone go ‘ding!’

I smiled. Things were happening, and now all I had to do was guide it all along. I mean, my ass was sore…but I still had a hard on.

An hour later Shelly called out, “Rod! Front and center!”

Huh. Front and center? It was still strong, but, hopefully…I ran into the other room and took my place in front of her.

“I read your communication, and I think you’re right. Let me consider, do some more reading, and I’ll get back to you.”

“Wonderful, honey. That’s—“

“But no monkey spanking.”

“What?” I was actually confused by the term. Don’t know why, except maybe it was so rare to hear her speak in such terms.

“No spanking the monkey. Chooking the chicken, strangling the snake, beating the pud.”

“I think I—“

“No beating your meat or playing with yourself or any kind of auto-eroticism. In short, you are forbidden to indulge in onanism until I have re-evaluated the situation.”

“But, honey, I—“

She glared at me. “Don’t make me use the whip.”

I blinked. “Oh. Uh, okay. How long?”

“How long until you can masturbate?” She seemed confused, “Never! You are not to masturbate again. Your penis is under my control, and I will…will, uh, milk you, or handle your semen, or whatever, as I see fit.”

“Well, uh…”

She frowned. “Come here.”

I did. And again noticed that my cock was hard as tempered steel. What the fuck was it with me? I worried. I mean, I was getting all hard the more she spoke down to me and treated me like I was a peon or something.

She reached out and took my cock in her hand. She stroked it and watched me. “Is this the kind of carrot you want?”

“Oh, yeah?” I smiled and relaxed.

She slapped my dick and I about went out of the roof. “OW!

“Then you’d better pay attention,” she began to softly stroke my penis. And then she fondled my balls. I slowly got over her slap. Then, a few minutes passed and I was close, and she lifted her hand as if to slap.

“Hey!” I jumped back and covered my groin with my hands.

She smiled. “Come back.”

I did.

She stroked. “Honey, are you ready to cum?”

“Oh, yeah!”

“Excellent.” She let go.

“What? Wait…wait!”

“All done. Got to read my books.”

“But…but I was almost there.”

“Good. Stay there. And I’ll get back to you later. But I really need to read up on what you said. Now, shoo.” She made a brushing motion with her fingers.

I stumbled backwards, started to turn, and she said, “You know, this is sort of fun.”

I looked back at her. I will always remember that happy, innocent smile. Even angels can be evil.

Three months. And this last month I didn’t even jack off.

I started to bring it up several times, but Shelly was awfully intent on her reading.

Three months, I was getting a full load down there, and it was feeling mighty uncomfortable. I was walking around with a hard on, sitting with a hard on, showering with a hard on.

Oh, God, the water sluicing over me, the soap making my body slick, the throbbing intensity of my manhood, it was getting unbearable.

Three months.

I was working one day, trying to work, trying to shove the distraction of my bouncing boner away so that I could produce, and…DING!

My cell phone.

I hate my cell. I don’t know why I haven’t taken a hammer to it long ago. It rings at odd times, even the middle of the night, and it is always nothing but a scam call. A robot horny for some money.

But I glanced at the thing, and blinked. It was Shelly!

But Shelly was in the next room! She was reading her damned books! She was…had sent me a message.

More curious than the proverbial cat, i opened my phone.

My dearest, loving husband.

If you go into the bedroom and follow directions

I will give you a surprise.

By the way,

this is Shelly,

not one of your other whores.

You stud.

I gulped, my eyes crossed, and my boner, which I had finally gotten to go down, suddenly burst into activity.

SPROING!

Phrases I had read barrel rolled through my mind: ‘dearest, loving…bedroom…surprise…whores?…you stud!’

I stood without even thinking. Heck, my mind was in such a turmoil I was incapable of thought. I had three months of roiled up frustrations driving me into a form of sexual insanity.

I walked down the hallway and into the bedroom. There was no sign of Shelly.

But there was a note on the bed, and several items.

The items were four fur lined handcuffs and a blindfold.

The directions were:

Dear Studly Big Dick…

Take off your clothes

put on the blindfold

handcuff yourself to the bed

throw the key into the center of the room.

Oh. My. God. Three months, and this simple note had me trembling uncontrollably. And my dick bouncing up and down like a clown on a pogo stick on a trampoline. On steroids.

I instantly burst into a sweat and began gulping.

As I said, I couldn’t think, but I could move. So I stripped bare and laid on the bed. I put on three handcuffs and the blindfold, then, by pressing my the cuffs against the post, I was able to actually close the fourth set. I threw the key into the center of the room.

I lay there, the house was silent, but I sure could hear myself breathing, my heart pounding.

My peeny was pulsing and harder than I had ever felt it.

The house was silent.

I heard the clock ticking.

My heart pounding.

My dick throbbing.

Nothing.

More nothing.

And, even more nothing.

What the hell was happening? Where was Shelly?

Maybe an hour passed, maybe two hours, then I heard something. A creak of wood, as if a house settling.

“Who’s there?”

I felt a presence. There was no sound, but I knew I wasn’t alone.

A hand touched my penis, and I near jumped through the roof. Only the handcuffs holding me to the poster bed kept me down.

“Oh, God! Speak up! Shelly?”

It was interesting that I would ask if it was her. I mean, who else could it be? The message on the cell had been from her number. Who else?

But the voice that answered, “Nope,” was not hers.

I gasped in shock. I jerked on the handcuffs so hard I would have hurt myself if they hadn’t been fur lined.

“Who are you?!”

No answer, but the hand on my cock began to go up and down. A delicate slither, the hand coated in lube. Then the hand lifted me up, my hips lifted, and her mouth, the person’s mouth, took my balls in.

My balls were in a stranger’s mouth! Both of them! Running around like Ben Wah balls! And there was nothing I could do.

Then I felt a finger poking at my rectum.

I was panicked, and caught between the freaked out desire to scream, and the unbelievable sensation of having my penis, stroked, my balls engulfed, and my asshole penetrated!

“Who are…who are…” I was having trouble talking, it sounded like I was gargling with peanut butter.

Then another set of hands…ANOTHER SET OF HANDS!?…put something over my head, then pressed something against my lips.

If I had had a chance, if I had known it was coming, I would have done something.  I would have resisted. But, caught by surprise, I didn’t have a chance, and a penis slipped between my lips.

It wasn’t big, and it was rubber, but it filled my mouth and made it impossible for me to make other than grunting, slobbering sounds.

“Mphh, uugghh, wugghh!”

The two people made not a sound.

Then a third set of hands…THREE SETS OF HANDS? OH, MY FUCKING GOD!…began twisting my nipples.

And a fourth set of hands…FOUR?!…rubbed my legs.

I was caught. Tied down and helpless, and hands roamed over me, pulled on my private parts. Mouths sucked at me, then blew me. And there was no sound!

Then two of the hands withdrew, and, a moment later, lifted my hips and shoved a pillow under me.

Now I was arched up, my legs spread, and I realized my asshole was the point of it all.

More fingers sampling mu heinie. Caressing, then reaming, and then putting something cold in there. Cold, and slimy. I jumped, and then I felt something pressing in on me.

It felt like a dildo, but it was smaller. And it had a weird curve to it. It slid in and pressed down on something. I felt the urge to pee, and realized it was my prostate. They…the thing…was pressing on my prostate, and need to pee was the feel of sperm trying to get out.

They were milking me!

I trie to wiggle, but between the arch of my back and the control of their hands, all I could do was lay there and accept the…the milking…or whatever it was they were doing to me.

For a long minute I moaned and  twisted around as best I could. I could feel the semen draining out of my dick, and I could feel bodies moving, and, I swear, I could tell when they—whoever they were—nodded their heads in satisfaction.

They took the thing out of my ass, and it left me feeling…empty. Amazingly, though I was in an utter panic, I wanted more.

And they gave me more.

Suddenly something thin was pushed into me, then I heard a pumping sound, felt something shifting on the bed, and the thing in my ass started to get bigger.

Oh, my God! A blow up butt plug!

Then they slapped something cold on my weenie. Something really cold. Like right out of the freezer cold.

My penis, if anything, was harder. Even though I had been drained I was rock hard. Well, of course. I knew about this. You drain a guy’s balls and his body has cum, but his mind hasn’t kept up. He still feels horny, extra horny, and his penis still wants that cum that…now, can’t be.

But the bag of frozen whatevers cured that. Not even a ramrod straight, rock hard dick can fight the freezing sensation of…of whatever they had slapped on me. My poor dick began to shrivel and shrink.

Oh, I howled, but I didn’t stand a chance.

Then, my penis the size of a prune, hands grabbed it and lifted, and something circular was slipped over my package. Then my cock was inserted into something. I knew immediately what it was. A chastity tube. I was being cock locked.

Oh, my God. Oh, my God. oh, my God…

Click.

I was locked. My testicles were pulled tight, my cock tried to surge, and couldn’t.

I heard movement. They were cleaning up after themselves, putting their toys away. I could imagine them all smiling at each other for what they had done to me.

And I was exhausted.

Strange people handling my body. My wife and…and some other persons. Being drained. I was sweat soaked and limp as the proverbial rag.

They left the room. I could feel that lack of presence that indicted I was alone.

I waited, and actually dozed. I was in some hyper daze of sexuality, a subspace that could not be denied.

But I didn’t go to sleep all the way. I just sort of laid there and…drifted.

Some time later, I think it was about an hour, I felt a presence again. Once person. Somehow I knew it was my wife. She walked through the room, I could hear a drawer opening. I could imagine her standing over me, arms folded under her massive mammaries, looking down on me with an expression on her face.

Satisfaction? Cruel anticipation? Something else?

Then I felt her fingers on my hand. She opened my fingers and placed something in them. A string.

She left.

I held the string and knew intuitively what it was for. I worked my hand and pulled the string until I felt a key. I inserted the key into a handcuff, and shortly I was free. No handcuffs, no ball gag. But, I did have a couple of other things from which I couldn’t get free.

I had a butt plug. All blown up and snugly fitted.

And I had a chastity tube on.

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at my cock. It was pushing against the metal sides of the tube, trying to squeeze out little windows running along the sides. My balls were pulled tight.

God, it made me horny. I had just cum, and yet I was feeling really, really horny.

I wiggled my butt. It didn’t hurt, but it was…full.

I stood up and I felt the length of tube and the squeeze bulb that had blown the butt plug up dangling from my ass. So I could take it out.

In a way, I didn’t want to take it out. In a way I wanted to feel that delightfully full feeling all day. I liked being stuffed.

But, in another way, I wanted it out. I felt awkward, and I didn’t like that part of the feeling. And the thing was…I had cum.

Yes, I was still horny, but there was also a glowing satiation about me. I was done.

So I figured out how to let the air out of the plug and gently extracted it.

Oh, God, just that simple feel, the rubber walls running along the inside of my rectal canal, drove me crazy.

It popped out and I held it. Considered it. This thing had helped drive me insane. Fuck.  What a nefarious device.

Sighing, I took the thing into the bathroom and cleaned it, then left it on the counter. A place for everything and everything in its place, but I didn’t know its place.

I pulled on some pants and a shirt.

Then, a glow in my soul, vibrating with new found and suddenly building energy, I walked down the hallway. It was time to confront my wife.


PART TWO

Shelly looked up at me when I entered the room. She was sitting in her reading chair, her iPad open in front of her. “Well? Happy now?”

I opened my mouth, and closed it.

She tilted here head slightly, moue, but of pleasure, twisted on her lips. She looked not just like the cat that ate the canary, but the Cheshire cat that ate the whole damned penguin.

“What, nothing to say?”

“I, uh…I’m speechless.”

Actually, I was more than speechless. I felt an exploding warmth within, overwhelming me, driving up an unfamiliar emotion within me.

I walked closer to her, was right in front of her.

”Who was…who were…” My voice was a croak.

“Oh, just some people I know.”

“Do I know them?”

“Maybe.”

That made me blink. I was lost in mystery, and I wondered if she was ever going to tell me who had played with me, penetrated me, locked me up.

“Uh…”

“Yes?” She was controlling her smile, keeping it small, but I could tell it was big on the inside.

“About this thing around my penis.”

“Yes?” She gave me a look of total innocence.

“Is it…uh, can I…”

“Your chastity tube is on to stay, dear hubby. You are now a kept man, in the truest sense of the word.”

I wanted to say something, that white hot feeling was lancing up my chest.

“And, now that you’ve reminded me…why are you wearing clothes?”

“Well, I…I got dressed.”

“I can see that, but why?”

“Because I…” I didn’t understand where this was going.

“You are not to be dressed while in the house. Not unless I give you permission, and I won’t.

My eyes shuttered once, hard, I could tell that she meant it.

“Now, go take your clothes off, and go do the dishes.”

“Do the…”

“Yes. While you were sleeping, in the middle of the day, you lazy slut, I had a little coffee klatch with my girlfriends. There is a sink full of dishes, and I just did my nails, so…”

Blinking, not knowing what else to say, I turned around and left the room, and got undressed, and walked through the house to the kitchen.

Just the mere fact of walking was intoxicating, sensual, and embarrassing.

Why would I be embarrassed at being naked in my own house?

I just was.

When I passed the living room Shelly glanced up at me and smiled, then went back to reading.

I did the dishes, then wandered back to the computer room. I was aware, excruciatingly aware, of my nakedness, of my cock trying to get out of it’s prison.

I did a little work, but that was difficult. Oh, I knew I would eventually be able to compartmentalize, but right then I was supremely distracted. Being naked. My cock trying to get hard, and…the building horniness. And the horniness was building.

Yes, I had cum, but that was my body, and there had been no orgasm. I wanted an orgasm. In my mind I hadn’t actually cum until I got the big O. Deprive a man of the big O and he will keep going, harder and harder, until he finally gets it.

So I was empty, but my body was shivering, actually fevered, thinking that it still had the goods and needed to deliver them.

My groin was a big, writhing, throbbing, pulsing, superheated, lightening bolt of lust.

And couldn’t do anything about it.

I finally got up and went back to the reading room. Shelly looked up at me.

“I need to fuck.”

“Oh, that,” she grinned. A couple of months ago she had been displeased when I had asked, now she was finding humor in it. Oh, God, the tangled webs.

“Well, I am quite satisfied, so…”

“How did you get satisfied?” I was actually curious.

“Oh, honey, I’ve been satisfied for months. You got me thinking about sex, and when I realized that maybe I should consider the penis and vagina as playthings, and play with them. At least…my vagina. Your penis…meh.

I was actually paralyzed by her words. To hear her speak so freely, so dismissively, it was…stunning. What a change this woman had made!

“So I bought myself a vibrator, then a couple of more, and I am well stocked with batteries, and while you are working I am plumbing my depths. I find jilling off so much more satisfying than putting up with your penis. I mean, your penis exudes that white stuff, so messy, and I hate cleaning myself up. Of course, now that our situation has been adjusted, maybe you would like to eat me out afterwards? If I ever let you cum in me again?”

I stood, and like an actor who doesn’t know what to do with his hands, I didn’t know what to do with my whole body.

“Or maybe I should take myself a lover. You know, tie you up in a closet and make you watch through the slats while I suck some cock. I think, I’ve read so much, and even watched some of your videos, that I might be a pretty good cock sucker.”

The odd thing was that her talking like this was making me gulp. And my penis throbbed harder and harder. And I had a thought: is there no end to the deviousness of this woman?

“Anyway, I’ll think about all that, but right now I want to do a little reading. There is so much filth out on the net, and I want to read it all.”

I stood there, unable to move. My mind shattered and blasted and rendered incapable of adding two plus two without getting four or five thousand.

“Well?” she queried with a tip of her head to the side.

I didn’t move.

She sighed. “Well, I can see you need a little special loving right now, so come here, sit down next to me.

My legs were moving, but I wasn’t sure I was moving them. I found myself stilting across the room, then bending at the knee, and sitting next to her. Leaning against her smooth leg.

Then my arms were around her leg.

And tears were streaming out of my eyes.

She ignored my tears, and patted my head, like I was a dog.

And I was suddenly happy to be a dog. Her dog.

And she mused, “You know, I think I’m going to have you build me a dungeon.”

I just held on to her calf and shuddered.

She was serious about me building a dungeon. She scoured the net for ideas and plans, and presented me with a big drawing.

“You can do this in the basement. Put all the storage boxes in one of the side rooms, then use the whole basement. You can fix the end room as a cell.” She had spread the blueprint out on the dining room table and was pointing at the various parts of the blueprint.

“You can put the St. Andrew’s Cross here, against the wall, and the table here.”

“What’s the table for?”

“Whipping, spanking. Maybe. Or maybe we can just drill a hole for the penis to hang down. Would you like that?” She grinned at me. “Laying on the table, blindfolded, and feeling somebody suck your cock underneath?”

“Who?”

She laughed. “Or, maybe we could put you under the table and let men lay on it.”

“You’ve…no…”

“Never say no, lover.” She patted my cheek and looked back at the blueprint. Then frowned and looked at me again. “Step back.”

I stepped back. I had gotten used to doing what she asked. I had to. I was too horny not to. “What’s the matter?”

“You’re drooling.”

I looked down. Sure enough, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and the pre-cum was getting on the blueprint.

“Oh, fuck.” I looked up at her. “I can’t help it.”

She giggled.

“What?”

“It’s funny. Little baby boy needs diapers.”

“Hey, I don’t…don’t make me wear diapers. Please.”

She considered my cock. A long thread of drool extended almost to the floor. “Well, there is something else we can try.”

“Anything. I know I’m kinky, but the baby bit…it just doesn’t appeal to me.”

“Maybe it will when we get you horny enough?”

“Oh…please,” I was actually begging.

She patted my cheek, “Don’t worry, lover. I’ve got an idea. Now, why don’t you make aa list of materials and tools, and let me go pursue my idea.

I spent the afternoon figuring and estimating. It was going to be expensive, but, hey, it was for the benefit of my cock, right?

I went upstairs to fix dinner—Shelly had started teaching me how to cock—and fond Shelly in the kitchen with a smile on her face and sock in her hand.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Wear this sock for now. Tuck it into your cock ring, and make sure you change it every once in a while. I don’t want the house a mess of cock drippings.”

Her words actually made me blush, to be so out of control of myself, it was weird, but I tucked the sock in and it worked. It would get damp, but I would just change the sock every once in a while. “This will work,” I muttered, inspecting myself.

“Only for a while, Shelly said. “I’ve got something coming in the mail that will handle everything.”

I looked at her. Funny, who would think her happiness would unnerve me.

Her solution, when it arrived a couple of days later, was…bizarre. Over the top. And sometimes I would think that maybe I should opted for diapers.

Her solution was a ‘drool cup.’

A drool cup is a little cup that hangs on the side of your face. People who have drastic jaw problems, or some sort of operation where their face is exposed, or some other medical problem which makes them drool, wear a little harness with a cup to catcht eh drool. it is also called a chin cup, or a drool bucket.

Shelly hung the drool cup under my chastity cage and my pre-cum just drooled right into it. And i was drooling a lot. I had to empty out the cup every hour or so.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, she hung a bell on the end of the drool cup. “Now I can hear you coming or going, but never cumming,” and she laughed and laughed and laughed.

So I walked around the house with the bucket hanging under my penis cage and slightly forward. My hips tended to move it so there was a constant dinging sound whenever I walked.

God, it was embarrassing. But, the upside, it made me even hornier.

What was wrong with me? I got hard if she smacked me with the belt, I got hard if I was embarrassed, and now this ridiculous thing with the drool cup and the bell made me hard.

I was constantly hard.

And my semen count was coming up. It had been a couple of weeks since I had been drained, the horniest weeks of my life, I was a shuddering, shivering mess, and it was only getting worse.

I broached the subject one Friday night. “Uh, honey?”

Shelly smiled at me.

“Do you think, I’m getting pretty horny. Do you think you could let me out long enough to, uh,…you know?”

She looked aghast. Her mouth opened in surprise and she said, “Rod! I thought you understood! No more cumming for you!”

“But…that is sort of cruel and unusual.”

She patted my cheek, seemed like she was doing that a lot lately, and tousling my hair, and patting my butt when I walked past her.

She was treating me like a little boy that wasn’t much more than property.

Which, of course, excited me no end.

“Honey, just be patient. When you finish the dungeon I am sure you’ll be getting some sort of relief.” She grinned. “Of course, it might be exactly what you want, but then, beggars and choosers and all that.”

So I was stuck. I was locked and loaded. I was naked and afraid. I was ringing like a church wherever I walked. And it was especially hard working in the dungeon.

If I didn’t wear the drool cup the cement floor got slippery. Besides, I didn’t want Shelly to catch me without it. She had caught me once and swacked me three times on the butt with my belt. Man, once would have been enough.

And sawing two by fours was tough. The drool in the cup sloshed, splashing me, and even when I tried to empty it out fast enough, it wasn’t fast enough. Drool built, I sloshed, and everything got messy.

I certainly didn’t want pre-cum stains on the wood.

Still, I kept at it. But, of course, I had to. My next cum depended on it.

So I prepped the cement siding and painted it black, then festooned the place with shiny chains. I made the little cell at the end secure, and put in an iron bed with a thin mattress. I also put a sturdy lock on the thing. I built the St. Andrew’s Cross and positioned it, fastened it, at the end fo the basement. When I was done and looking it over for mars or imperfections I actually shivered. I was building well, and I knew that I would probably end up chained to this thing.

What the heck was I doing?

But I couldn’t stop. My dick wouldn’t let me.

I prepared a big cabinet for Shelly, and she quickly filled it with dildos and whips and butt plugs and paddles and all sorts of things.

In the center of the dungeon was the piece de resistance. A horse. but not just any horse.

This horse was large enough for a body to lay on. It was curved so the butt would stick up, and had a little platform for the head. There were also platforms for the knees and elbows, and lots of little straps.

Another example of superior workmanship that frightened the hell out of me.

Finally, I made sure the drains all worked properly, and installed state of the art electrical wiring. When I was done it was perfect. Exactly what Shelly had ordered.

Heck, if the Marquis de Sade had seen it he would have drooled.

And, speaking of drooling, I was in a bad way. The drool cup was filling faster and faster. I had to empty it every fifteen minutes, or suffer the consequences of splashes and splatters. And the consequences weren’t nice.

If I drooled on the floor in the house I had to lick it up and mop the spot with my hair.

And, speaking of hair, I had none. Except for my overgrown scalp.

Shelly had decided that hair was ugly, and demanded that I shave it off. But that left stubble so, Nair.

I was bald as a baby’s butt, drooled when I walked, and suffered slaps on the butt and even on the face. Loving slaps, but slaps none the less.

And, I was horny. My cock was always sore from trying to wiggle out of the cracks in my cock prison. My nails were quite purple, and incredibly sensitive. In fact, one day, in a playful mood, Shelly flicked my balls with a finger. I groaned, bent over and collapsed on the floor. All I could do was hold on to my balls.

At first Shelly was alarmed, but when it appeared that I was only suffering an exquisite form of CBT, she laughed and insisted on flicking me again. And again and again.

How I made it through that day I’ll never no.

But, dripping dick, hypersensitive balls, naked and afraid, I managed to finish the dungeon. It was a Wednesday evening when I brought Shelly down to the dungeon and showed it off.

Oh, she marveled. She oohed and awed, took note of the nice, neat way I had arranged everything, she smooth finish of the wood tools and ‘furniture,’ and she was very pleased.

“Have I earned a cum?” I asked.

I was a little nervous, putting such a question to her, but I was full to popping. I needed to get rid of some of my male juices. And badly.

She just smiled, and we walked to the end of the dungeon and inspected the cell.

It was perfect. The bed had a thin mattress and a thin blanket. There was a bucket in one corner for waste, and a bucket in another corner with a dipper in it. In the center of the cell, sunk deeply into the cement, was an eyebolt. A chain was coiled next to the eyebolt.

“Oh, my gosh,” Shelly blurted.

“Yep,” I said proudly.

“Show me,” she said.

I took my drool bucket off, picked up the end of the chain and put it to the end of my cock cage. I took a little lock and slid it through the chain and the little ring on the end of my cock cage. Click.

Shelly stood back while I modeled it proudly. My cock was now bolted to the floor. I could reached anywhere in the cell,which wasn’t saying much as the cell was so small.

“Key,” she said, and held out her hand.

“It’s on a peg in the cabinet,” I answered.

She nodded, withdrew her hand and said, “You’ve done well. You’ll get your reward this weekend.” She turned and walked out of the cell. She closed the door with a metallic, prison-like clang. I listened to her foosteps clicking away.

Click, click, click.

I could imagine her perfect ass swaying.

I wanted to be inside her in the worst way.

But I wasn’t going anywhere.

It was lonely in the cell. There were no windows and I had no idea what even the weather was doing.

Sometimes I could hear the muffled tapping of her heels on the floor as she traversed the house, went about her life, enjoying the knowledge, the pussy wet knowledge, of the man locked in her basement.

How many women enjoy that fantasy? Let alone have it come true?

How many women keep their men caged, their wild beastism tamed and under control?

And, how many men final achieve the satisfaction of being kept under rigid control?

How many men are freed from their terrible foibles and faults?

Not many, I dare say.

And, the resulting question to this answer: how many men can face themselves in the cool confines of total solitude.

This was not prison, enforced, this was sought and beggered, and the resulting freedom was unimaginable.

Alone with my urges.

No one but my cock for company…and he didn’t have much to say.

And, what woman has the strength and fortitude to deal with her man’s beastly nature? To overcome her own nature—as it is imposed and built upon by society, and take her man in hand.

To enjoy the idyllic suffering of sex.

To experience the supremacy of the female species in all its glory.

What man…what woman?

I slept, and awoke hungry and thirsty. It was early, and I sat on the edge of my thin mattress and…my mind was blank. Sated by the essence of no experience imaginable.

An hour passed. i stood and walked around the cell. A simple circle prescribed by the tether to the end of my dick.

I sat again, and I wondered where it would end.

This weekend.

I was primed and the floor was splattered with my dripping juices.

I heard the kitchen door open, then the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs. So cruel, I couldn’t even stretch my chain, or my caged dick, enough to look out the little grate in the window…even if it had been open.

I listened to the sound of heels striding across the floor. And I don’t know how i knew, but I knew it wasn’t Shelly.

A difference in stride? In the sound of her heels?

I don’t know, but when the grate slid back I didn’t know the eyes that looked in at me.

Shelly’s were blue. These orbs were green. And the hair was light brown.

I was stunned, terrified, stood like a lamb about to be eaten by a lion, and the door opened.

“Hi, Rod.”

It was Janey, the good looking girl who lived on the corner. She was friendly with Shelly, and I knew they chatted often, but…but…

“You’re looking pretty stinky.”

“Uh…uh…uh…”

She giggled. “When Shelly told me about this, last month, I was stunned. You always looked like such a straight arrow. But you really like this BDSM stuff, don’t you?”

“I…uh…were you there….last month?”

Was I? Oh, my God. It was wonderful. I was the one who put the expanding butt plug up your ass.”

I stood, was unaware of my body, was only aware of my flaming face. I had wondered who had done me last month, but to find out it was Janey, and…others…neighbors, people who knew me, it was too much.

“Wow,” she said. “You look like a stop sign without the letters. I mean, you’re really red! Your whole body is embarrassed!”

Yes. I was. Even my dick was embarrassed.

“Well, here.” She handed me a sack.

I took it, but she grinned and held on to it. “I don’t have to give this to you. I can make you starve.”

“Uh…”

“And I can come in and walk past you. You can’t rape me, and I have no key. There’s nothing you can do. You’re just…just…helpless.”

“I guess.”

She seemed to make up her mind. She walked into the cell, strode right up to me, proud and perky and big titted. She grabbed the bucket in the corner, then looked into it. “Oh.” She put it down, I hadn’t used it yet, and walked out.

Grinned, she closed the door. Clang. She slid open the little grate and looked at me. “I used to think you were kind a of a studly guy. Guess I was wrong, huh?”

It was a rhetorical question, and she slammed the grate. I could hear her giggling as she walked back across the basement.

“Oh, crap!” I said.

Nobody answered me.

I sat down on the mattress and tried to get over my soul deep mortification. I couldn’t. I had the feeling I was going to be feeling the deep, dark humiliation the rest of my life.

Thursday passed slowly, broken up only by the visits of women.

Women. I knew them. My neighbors. Peering through the grate and grinning, or even laughing outright.

“Thursday night and Shelly came to the cell. She didn’t slide the grate, she just opened the cell and strode in.

I stood up.

She checked the bucket, started to walk out.

“Uh…”

She turned to me and lifted an eyebrow.

“What about dinner?”

“Oh, I’ll send a steak dinner down for you.”

She laughed, walked out, and closed the door.

Fifteen minutes later another woman visited me. It was Janey, and she just shoved a loaf of stale French bread through the grate.

I picked up the loaf as I listened to here walking away.

Janey. I had lusted after her, in my little house husband way. Sure like to tap into that, an idle thought.

Now she was tapping into me.

Thursday night passed, and it was Friday. The start of the weekend.

Nobody visited me. Not for anything. My bucket was starting to smell a bit, and the crust of hard bread was long gone. Even my water bucket was empty.

I waited.

I figured I would be taken out and the scene of last month repeated some time in the next few days. At five o’clock, however, I heard sounds. A lot of sounds.

Many heel slicking down the stairs. Many legs walking across the basement floor. Many swaying hips and boobs. Oh, fuck! The last time had been three or four ladies, at the most. This sounded like a damned herd!

The key was inserted into the lock and the door swung open. Shelly entered the room. I could see a mass of bodies waiting outside the door. She handed me a key, grinned, turned and walked out.

I unlocked the chain from my cock and went to the door of my cell.

There must have been a hundred women there. Surprisingly, i knew most of them, or at least knew of them.

My neighbors. Shelly’s friends. All dressed up, full make up, sexy clothes, and grinning.

They formed a gauntlet, and I was pulled out of my cell. I was literally pushed and shoved down the gauntlet, hands grasping me, feeling me, tugging on my cock.

And they laughed, and talked amongst themselves.

The gauntlet ended at the horse, and I was helped up, my butt slapped and fondled. I was laid down on my belly, my butt was in the air, my chin was on the little platform at the front of the thing. It was actually quite comfortable.

They fastened the leather strips and I was immobilized.

And I was terrified. I was stunned and shamed and struggling to get erect.

The crowd of women suddenly separated in front of me and Shelly came through the crowd. She was holding two things. A book and a drink.

“Hello, honey.”

I garbled something, but it was incoherent.

She just smiled. “As you can see, I’ve been reading. But what set this all off was this book.” She held out the book she was carrying and I recognized it immediately. ‘Breaking Jack,’ by Alyce Thorndyke.

“It woke  me up to not just my own sexuality, but your sexuality. What you needed.”

She put the drink down to my face. There was a straw in it and I sipped, and was surprised. Bourbon and Coke.

She let me sip a few sips, then stood up. She spoke to me, but loudly enough for all to hear.

“Rod, these are the ladies of your life. Friends and neighbors, people who work in doctor’s offices, cops, housewives, all manner of women. These women live their lives, and they have men, and…then there is you.”

She held up the book again. “This is a saga of a cheater…and it is an epic of love. It is the story of a man who gives himself completely, without reservation, as all men should do, to the women of his life.

“Today we punish you for your sins gone by, for the days you walked in ignorance of the superiority of womenkind. And we welcome you to your true status. Our toy. Our plaything. Our old used shoe. Our puppy dog, our whipping boy, our…rightful due. Are you ready?”

God, I had no idea if I was ready, but, my eyes round and frightened, I nodded and said, “Yes.”

Cheers filled the dungeon. Champagne made its appearance, chilled bottle popping their corks, and the women ripped off their blouses and swilled the liquor.

I lay on the horse and gawked. This was truly beyond anything I had ever truly imagined.

They poured champagne on me, lathered it into my back. Gave me little sips, and somewhere in there I finished off the glass of bourbon and Coke.

The women wanted to kiss me, and fondle me. My hair was grabbed, again and again, and my head lifted, my lifted plastered with champagne kisses. My mouth became a red smear from their lipstick.

And hands grabbed my package. My cock cage was shaken, my balls were kissed and fondled and slapped.

Sometimes I was groaning in pain/pleasure. Sometimes I was yelping in just pain. And sometimes…sometimes…all the time…I felt their love, and my chest grew warm and wonderful.

For an hour the celebration lasted, then it died down. There was an air of expectancy in the dungeon.

Shelly strode forward once again. “Well, hubby mine, are you still ready?”

She was wearing a strap on. A big dildo stuck out. Well, it wasn’t real big, but it was big enough.

Hands grabbed my ass and lube was slathered into me.

Shelly stepped forward and presented her penis to me. There were cheers when she grabbed my hair and lifted my head and pushed her penis into my mouth.

For a moment I gagged, then she withdrew slightly.

“Suck, my love. You are about to experience what very few men experience.”

I sucked for a long moment, then she pulled out and walked behind me.

She moved between my legs and touched her penis to me. I could feel the round head, and she pressed forward.

She entered me, and I arched my back and groaned. I was being opened up, shown a different world, and all I could do was marvel.

Then she fucked me, long strokes, exciting me, opening me even further, and hands patted my back, stroked my flesh, held my balls.

In front of me another woman was strapping on a dildo. And another one.

Oh, geez, did they all intend to…yes. They did. They did.


EPILOGUE

I awoke the next day and stretched. I was sated, a bit tender back there, and happy as I had ever been. I was drained, and sated, and my cock was secure in its cage.

Shelly entered the room. “You’ve slept for a long time.”

“I know.”

She smiled. “You can be a man for a while. Maybe a week or two, and then we’ll start prepping you for next month.”

I lay there, looking at her, and I shook my head.

She sat down next to me, kissed me lightly on the lips, and asked, “Are you happy?”

“Sublime. I’m in heaven.”

“You know, more women found out about last night. My cell is off the hook.”

“Wow.”

“I have had many requests to be part of your…next months…event. I have had to turn many down, and the waiting list is already in the hundreds. Do you think you can handle that?”

“I will do anything for you,” I whispered, worming around and putting my head in her lap.

“Yes, I suppose you will.”

She smiled, kissed me again, pressed my face to her ample bosoms, then put my face aside, got up and left the room.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Jack cheated. Bad Jack. Let the punishment fit the crime!
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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.
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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.
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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!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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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!
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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

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 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

[image: ]

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


Big Stories
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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

‘The Idyllic Suffering of Sex!’

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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