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PART ONE

“Why can’t I stay home?” Tom groused as he packed his suitcase

“Because you can’t,” his mother stated for the eighteenth time.

He stopped packing and glared at her. “I’m 18. I’m going away to college after summer. I’ll be living on my own in three months. So why can’t you trust me through the summer.

“Because I want it this way.”

Tom threw underwear into his suitcase savagely, and his mother sighed.

Margaret was 35 years old and still retained her youthful beauty. She also retained a memory of her college years. If he was half as wild as her then there was no way she could risk leaving him in charge of the house.

“Look, Aunt Barb is lots of fun. She’s five years younger than me and she’ll keep you on your toes.”

“Great. Eighteen and having a baby sitter.”

Tom was not looking forward to this. He was looking forward to drinking beer and watching porn and just sitting around and having a good time.

“Perhaps if you acted a little more mature…”

He gave her the gimlet eye. “That’s an excuse. Even if I was ‘mature,’ he mocked the word, “You wouldn’t let me stay here alone.”

Margaret sighed. “Well, maybe…maybe not. But that’s the law, buster. So get used to it.” And she stomped out of the room.

Tom packed, and sulked, and when he was done he put the suitcase on the bed and plopped himself down. Eighteen years old. He could he trusted. But there was no way he could convince his mother.

Downstairs Margaret put in a call to Barbara. “Look Barb, Tom is really pissy about spending the summer with you.”

“Don’t worry,” Barb soothed her sister. “I’ve handled worse men than spoiled brats.”

“I know, it’s just…”

“I know. It’s just that he’s your little baby boy.”

Margaret laughed ruefully. “Yeah. But I’ve got to go to corporate headquarters this summer. They’re running one class for people on the short list. That’s a big thing.”

“It’s okay. I’ve got nothing but time on my hands, and I’ll ride close herd on Tommy.”

“Okay, and thanks. You know how I appreciate this.”

“No prob. Now what time is he getting in?”

Upstairs Tom sat on the bed with laptop in his lap. This might be the last time he got to do this for a while. Who knew what kind of a prude his aunt was.

He pulled up a browser and entered ‘House of Gord.’ Shortly he was immersed in some of the kinkiest stuff on the net. He watched as some old bald guy put sexy babes into kinky machines. He had a hard on in less than thirty seconds, and he studied how the old man, ’Gord,’ secured latex beauties into weird machines.

He paid close attention as the old man put a girl upside down on the front bumper of his car. The girl was folded, but comfortable. And as Gord drove around a dildo was pumping up and down into the girl’s vagina.

Where did this guy get such weird ideas?

Then there was the girl hoisted up to the roof. She hung there and twirled like a weather vane. She wore nothing but latex and make up.

“From ‘Gord’s House’ Tom went to kink.com. He loved to watch woman getting so sexed up they lost all control of themselves. Nothing but orgasms and squirts. Man.

Then he—closed the lid of the laptop.

“Tom,” his mother opened the door.

“Yeah?” A little sulky, but who could blame him.

“I just want to re-emphasize that you are to show Barbara the utmost respect. You do everything she says. Period. You got that?”

He sighed and nodded. “I got it.”

She entered his room and sat down next to him. He was well aware that a simple lift of the laptop lid would expose him for the sex crazy dude he was.

Margaret didn’t open the laptop, fortunately. She just put her arm around him and squeezed. Made him self conscious of her large breasts. “I love you, and I want to do the best for you. You understand that?”

“Yeah, Mom. I do.”

“All right.” She kissed his hair and left. Shortly he heard her door close and he knew she was getting ready for bed.

He smiled, doffed his pants and underwear and sat cross-legged. His boner stuck straight out and he balanced the laptop on a knee as he stroked his dick.

Oh, man.The girls on the screen moaned and groaned and arched their backs as they came. Men tied them down and put their cocks in them, and the girls just loved it.

It wasn’t long before Tom let loose with a string of pearls. He grunted, slapped his underwear over the spurt of jizz, and let the orgasm take him to paradise.

It might be three months before he could do this again, so he enjoyed it.

The plane landed in Charlotte at 3 in the afternoon and Tom grabbed his fanny pack out of the overhead and headed down the ramp.

It was hot, and he could feel the sweat pouring off him in spite of all air conditioning.

Barbara, ‘Barb,’ was waiting for him, and he blinked.

He had only seen a few pictures of Barbara in the recent past, other than that he hadn’t seen her since he was eight years old, and he didn’t remember much of her.

She was a knock out. She was a saucy wench with bazookas to die for. Her hair was long and wavy, but done up in some kind of French style, wisps of delicate hair hung about her neck.

He waist was thin and she had an ass a twerker would die for.

She was wearing shorts and high heels and a halter top. Good lord, he had a damned boner for his own aunt!

Yet he managed to keep moving, keeping a happy teen age smile on his face and hiding all the instant lust within.

“Hi, Tommy!” She threw her arms around him, pressed those mammoth jugs into his chest, and he felt like he had died and gone to boob heaven. then she backed off, grabbed his face with both hands and planted an actual kiss right on his lips.

Damn! Double boner damn!

“I’m so glad you came. We’re going to have a great summer together. Let’s go to the luggage area and…” she held onto his arm as they walked and he felt like her boobs were trying to jack his arm off.

They picked up his suitcases and went out to her car. It was a Pathfinder, a mid-sized SUV, and it held his suitcase and fanny pack easily.

Barb lived in the sticks. No other way to say it. She drove for a couple of hours, passed houses only once in a while, and headed generally up into the Blue Ridge mountains.

Towards the end of the journey Barb pulled into a gas station to fill up. Tom got out and stretched and inspected the area.

He was a city boy and he was pretty impressed with the scenery. And not just the countryside scenery. He stood to one side while his aunt filled the tank and tried not to gawk at her figure. And he wasn’t alone. Other people walking by walked with their heads swiveling to watch her. She had a body like Dolly Parton, and a face like Marilyn Monroe’s.

When she was finished she put the nozzle back, tossed him the keys and said, “Pull over by the propane tank there. I’ve got to check my mail.”

That was a blinker. He had his license, driving was no problem, but he wasn’t usually let to drive the family car. In giving him the keys Barb had suddenly displayed a degree of trust.

A minute later she came out of the general store holding a couple of envelopes. He had gotten back in the passenger side and he watched her in the mirror. She came to his side, opened the door and gave him a twisted smile. “Out. You drive.”

He got out, staring at her.

“What? You don’t like to drive?”

“No, uh…I just…” he faded off and trotted around to the driver’s side.

He drove carefully, a little nervous, but she opened her couple of letters, read them, slipped them inside her purse, sighed, and sat back and stretched.

Tom had to be careful not to drive off the road the way her boobs thrust up.

She giggled, “Eyes on the road, mister.”

He turned red.

She rolled her window down and said, “Turn right here and drive slow. I like driving, but I like seeing my property more.”

He turned right and the road became a narrow driveway.

“That’s where a railroad came through here about a hundred years ago. Somebody told me the Yankees burned it, but…how do you burn a railroad?” They jounced over a pair of rails that cut across the drive. Drove under some spreading limbs, made a sharp turn.

“That’s an old mill. This whole place went bust back in the twenties. Population 10,000 went to 5, or so I’m told.” They passed a cluster of warped buildings.”

All the way up the mountain she pointed out sights, and it was a history lesson. In the city there is no history, just what time does the bus run. Here it was which general burnt which farm and what family runs the best stock.

They came out of a thick section of woods, they were maybe five miles from the main road, and Tom had his first view of Barb’s ‘shack,’ as she called it.

It was a small mansion. A hundreds yards in front of it was a large pond—when does a pond become a lake? Above the lake was a slight ascent of green lawn. The driveway led to a garage at the side of the house.

The house itself had several columns, between which were tall bushes. It was three stories and had probably ten bedrooms. There were two chimneys, a small guest house to the right, and…it was beautiful.

“Wow!”

“Not bad, eh?”

“I’ve never….” he trailed off.

“Me neither,” she laughed. “Just drive onto the lawn and we’ll unpack, then back it into the garage.”

Tom did as ordered and took his suitcases into the house.

You can have any room you want, I’m on the third floor, and I recommend the one at the other end of the house from mine. You’ve got a little balcony and there is nothing like sitting out in the early morning or late evening.

He took his suitcases upstairs and found himself in a large bedroom, bigger than his living room at home. He looked out the balcony and it was breathtaking. He could see across the tops of trees for twenty miles. There were no rooftops to spoil the scenery.

“Go park the car and I’ll make us some lunch.”

He parked the car in the garage, closed the garage door and turned to stare at the pond. It was like glass. A family of ducks were floating on the other side of the expanse of water, and there was a raft in the middle of the pond.

“You can swim, but be careful of the alligators.”

He turned and Barb was sitting at a table on the porch. There was a plate of sandwiches and a pitcher on the table.

“Alligators?”

“Yeah, they filmed Lake Placid up here, forgot to take the damned gators out. Believe me, they’ll take off your toe right up to your balls.”

The suppressed grin on her face was what gave her away.

“You’re kidding me.”

“And you actually believed me! The look on your face…you actually believed me. She guffawed, and hooked a finger to call him up on the porch.

He went up a couple of shallow steps and sat down at the table. She pushed the plate at him. “There’s more in the kitchen, I’m stocked up for you. You want punch or beer?”

Beer? “Uh…”

“I can’t believe I even asked.” She reached into an igloo cooler next to her and extracted two shiny, dripping cans. She shoved them to him. “You are the official beer opener.” She waggled her hands at him. She had long fingernails. “I don’t want to risk my talons.”

He ate a tuna fish sandwich and sipped a beer. She ate, and watched him, which made him a little nervous.

“I guess we should talk about the ground rules.”

“Oh.” he sobered. Ground rules. Right. Don’t do this. Do that.

“Don’t take your clothes off if there are guests. Let me know if the beer gets low—you’ll be the official take the car down and pick up a few cases guy. I have a few chores, and if you want to help me with them that would be great, but you don’t have to. The internet password is Biteme69 with a capital b, and I don’t care how much porn you watch. And, uh…I guess that’s about it, except if you’re caught with clothes on in the pond I will get out my alligator whistle.”

His mouth was open and he was staring at her.

“Gawd. You’re easy. Shut your mouth and drink your beer.”

He shut his mouth and drank his beer.

They ate a couple of sandwiches each, and only one beer each, and she spoke of the history of the house.

“This place was originally built by Carter Johnson, who owned the mill we passed on the way in. Some say he was killed by his slaves during the war of the rebellion. I doubt that, though. I checked in the museum downtown and he was well thought of. Anyway, he passed, and his relatives didn’t want the place. Moonshiners took it over for a while in the thirties, and there is a rumor that there was a big gun battle with the feds, and I don’t think that’s a rumor. There’s a coupe of places you’ll find bullet holes in the walls. I never covered them over because…they’re sort of cool. In the seventies a bunch of hippies had a commune up here. They grew their own pot, which you can still see a few plants on the west side of the house out by the old well. I’ve tried it, pretty good stuff, but I always prefer liquor over dope. You’re welcome to try whatever, but do it out on the porch here. I don’t like the house all smelled up. And…”

She went on and on, a half hour past lunch, talking about history with a fondness that revealed a frank and humorous nature.

But he knew her nature was already humorous.

Finally, she said, “I’ve yakked enough. Last one in the pond is a retard.”

His jaw dropped, yet again, as she stood up and stripped out of her clothes. She stood with here hands on her hips and laughed at him. “You are so easy.” Then she ran down the steps, across the long lawn, and dove off a little dock. She cut the water cleanly and swam for the raft. She climbed up on the raft, turned to face him, and yelled. “Get your ass down here right now!” She spoke as if angry, but was laughing.

Tom took his clothes off, but left his tighty whiteys on. He walked down the steps and across the lawn. Barb was sitting on the raft, watching him.

“Underwear, too, mister.” Firm, funny, and curious.

“I…I can’t.”

Truth was, he had a boner. Of course he did. One look at his aunt’s body and a eunuch would have had a boner.

He jumped in the water, his feet touched the wave of water grass on the bottom, and he swam for the raft.

The water was cool, but not cold, and it was fresh. He could see the bottom, and there were fish, and even a big turtle.

He got to the raft and pulled himself up and quickly turned around and sat on the edge.

Barb came over and sat next to him, their legs dangling in the water, and him sort of hunched to hide his dick.

“Uh oh. Somebody’s all embarrassed at a natural, biological function.”

“I, uh…”

She laughed. “You’re such an idiot.”

She slid into the water, swam in a circle and came back to him. She placed her hands on his knees and floated. She was right in front of, and had a big view of…his cock.

Suddenly she grabbed his tighty whiteys and pulled.

He tried to scramble back, and all he succeeded in doing was losing his underpants to her.

“Hey!”

She swam in a circle, waving his underpants in a circle on one finger. “I hope you wash these things…if you poison my turtle I’ll be really pissed.

She ducked down, came up a minute later and there was no sign of his underpants.

He huddled, covering his penis.

She climbed back up on the raft and laughed at him. “Will you relax? I’ve seen a dick before, and if you’re all that stiff over me I consider that a compliment.”

“I, uh…”

“Look. I don’t want to fuck you. Although…you’ve got a nice body, and I haven’t had any for a while, but…I’m not in the mood. But I do want you to relax and just have fun.”

She touched his shoulder. “Now turn around and let me have a look at what you’re packing.”

She pulled, and he resisted, but she was gently insistent.

Finally, he was facing her. His face was redder than a sunburned cherry, and his prick stuck out at her.

“Damn! That’s a big one. You must keep the girls happy.”

“Uh…”

“What? Don’t you have girlfriends?”

“Well, uh…”

“You don’t? Why not? You ought to have them lined up around the block!”

“Well, uh, Mom doesn’t let me go out much.”

Barb soughed in disgust. “My Puritan sister. What a dope. This is your time of life.”

She sat and studied him, one leg flat and the other knee up, her arms around her knee. “You can look at me if you want.”

“I, uh…” he was trying to keep his eyes on her.

“I look at you, and it’s fun. So go ahead and look at me. Tits, pussy, memorize them if you want.”

Slowly, his shyness showing, he looked at her.

“Yeah. It’s cool. Check these out.” She hefted her big boobs at him.

He made a choking sound, but he didn’t look away. Now that the genie was out of the bottle he couldn’t not look.

She smiled, he looked until his eyeballs were sore, then he finally looked up at her eyes. They were sparkling grey, and they apprised him honestly.

“Honey, I feel for you. You’ve been isolated, kept in the dark, and at a time when you should be climbing mountains.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“I love Margaret, but when we left childhood behind…we took different directions. She was wild in college, but right afterwards she got married, had you, and you must have been like religion to her. She stopped all talk of sex, stopped screwing everything that wore pants, and became Miss Hoity Toity.”

“What about you?”

“Hell, all I did was talk about sex, screw everything that wore pants, and became the antithesis of hoity toity.” She laughed delightedly.

They sat on the raft and talked, and Tom found out a bit more about his family history, which didn’t seem all that interesting until Barbara talked about herself.

Barbara lay back, and her large breasts were mountains pointing towards the skies. Tom laid back next to her and his penis was like a rocket pointing towards the stars.

After an hour they jumped back in the water and swam around the raft, then they got out and headed up towards the house. Barb held his hand as they walked, and his penis was still a big, fat stiffie.

On the porch she said, “I’ve got about an hour of work to do now, she looked down at his dick. She reached out and took it in her hand. Made him near jump out of his skin, and his heart felt like it was climbing up inside his chest and trying to get out of his mouth.

“You might want to take care of this, though, tell you the truth, I really like seeing it.”

He would have said something, but she went up on tip toes, placed her mouth on his and kissed him. Again, it wasn’t a ‘fuck me’ kiss. It was tender, and appreciative, and made him feel ten feet tall.

Then she moved back a few inches, patted his cheek, and let go of his cock. She walked into the house and up the stairs. He watched her walk, and was smitten. The way her tight globes swayed, the jiggle of her giant breasts, she was simply the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

He cleaned off the table on the porch and washed the dishes, and was surprised that he was doing this. Normally he would have to be nagged half to death to clean up after himself. But…this was different. As he washed the dishes and dried them and put them away he thought about the difference.

His mother had the same genes as Aunt Barb. And she had big tits, and under her staid clothes he knew she was curvy. He had caught glimpses of her in a slip, or in a one piece, but…she was curvy, and even sexy, if she would let herself go.

But she didn’t let herself go. He had to admit, his mother was wound a little tight.

Aunt Barbara, though, was not wound tight. just the opposite. She was a spring that had sprung. She was loosy goosy and filled with a zest for life.

His mother wasn’t enjoying life. She was always telling him what to do, watching over him. And he resisted this, resented it, and so she had to nag him.

Barbara, in a couple of hours had totally unscrewed his head. He didn’t want to resist because…because he was appreciated.

He finished the dishes, dried his hands, and sighed.

He looked down. His cock was still hard. Time to go do something about that.

He walked up the stairs, and when he passed the second floor he stopped. He heard a voice coming from a room down the hall. He walked to it, listened, but couldn’t hear much. Just Barbara laughing and talking in a low voice. She must be on the phone. That’s what it sounded like. He turned around and headed up to the third floor.

He opened his suitcase and took out his laptop. He powered up, entered Biteme69, and dove into the world of porn.

First he entered large breasts, perused the vids hungrily, stroking his penis slowly.

Then he entered ‘horror porn.’ He wasn’t a big fan of horror films, but horror porn, that was something else. He cruised through monsters with monster dildos for dicks deflowering supposed virgins. No virgin is going to display that much pleasure when a king-sized cock is pushed into them, but these did. Or, when they cried they combined moaning and orgasms with the episode.

He was horny, but, oddly, he didn’t want to cum.

He lay back and thought of his aunt. He pictured her big boobs in his mind. He imagined her wet pussy, and him being forced to kiss it. Not that it would take much force.

But, still, he knew what kind of a man he was.

He wasn’t the kind of guy who liked normal face to face sex. He wanted a woman who he could ride doggy style, and maybe slap her ass until it was red.

He was the kind of guy who’s cock got steel hard, purple and dripping from watching women tied up, bent over bars, put in stocks.

He didn’t like the violence, he just loved it when they moaned and couldn’t stop orgasming.

He didn’t want to use a whip, he wanted to use his hand, gently, to spread the flower and make the woman scream with pleasure.

He was a twist.

The normal BDSM devotee wanted pain. But Tom wanted the illusion of pain that brought so much pleasure one couldn’t stand it.

The old joke: ‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist. ‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist…that was his kind of joke.

He didn’t want the pain, he wanted the pleasure that could be derived from pain. From the promise of pain, and then the denial. He wanted to be brought to some kind of edge, then pulled back, not allowed, denied.

The pleasure that was so great it was painful.

He knew what he wanted exactly, even though it was obtuse and difficult to describe.

He closed the computer. He lay back and contemplated his dick. I want to use you without…abusing you. His dick throbbed and drooled.

He sighed, got up and got dressed. Time to go exploring.

“So, what do you think so far?” Barb asked him the next day at breakfast. She was wearing a negligee which titillated her nipples, rubbed them to excitation and left hot and pointing.

“This is a great place.”

“It wasn’t always like this, I did a lot of work. The plumbing and electrical has all been replaced. I tried to save the old wood, but you can see where the floor couldn’t be saved, and did you see the bullet holes in the side of the garage?”

“They’re in the shape of…they outline a body.”

“Isn’t that freaky? To think that gangsters—I don’t think it was civil war soldiers—would do something like that?”

“Makes you wonder who it was.”

“I know. I’ve asked people at the museum, and they said I should just go over death records and look for…something.”

“That’s if they didn’t bury him in a field somewhere.”

She nodded, “And that’s very likely. I have to move some stuff from a room to the attic. Feel like getting your hands dirty?”

Funny. He would have dragged his heels at home, kicked and screamed and accused his mother of bullying him. But he wasn’t being treated like a kid here. He was being asked, politely, and by a woman who knew how to have fun.

“Sure.”

“It’ll be dusty, wear some clothes you don’t mind getting dirty and I’ve got some masks.”

An hour later she led him to a room on the second floor. Ten boxes were stacked and sealed. The room was right next to the one she had been in the day before, which room was door closed now.

Tom picked up a box and started up the stairs. It wasn’t heavy, maybe twenty pounds, and this was going to be an easy job.

The attic was accessible by a pull down, folding staircase. He pulled, walked up the semi-ladder type steps, and inspected the attic.

Dusty, yes. There were already some things in it. Mostly books.

“I’m going to have to go through those. They were here when I moved in, and there might be some money in them.”

“Any place you want to put these boxes?”

“Over there.” She pointed to a corner of the attic. Next to the corner were two old rocking chairs. One was missing the basket seat, the other looked sturdy enough.

Tom began the up and down task. He didn’t bother trying to carry a bunch of boxes, he just did them one at a time.

Barb took a couple of boxes, then she got a phone call. She walked to the end of the hallway and spoke into her iphone. her back was turned and her voice was low.

Tom finished taking the boxes upstairs. The last one wasn’t sealed, and he placed it on top of two others next to the rocking chair. Then, going up and down stairs took a bit of energy, he sat down in the good rocker and just inspected the attic.

Didn’t look like the roof leaked, and there were no spiders. But it was hot.

Rocking, his eye fell on the last box he had brought up. He lifted the flap idly and looked in. Hunh. A bunch of papers, and on top was a scrap book of some kind. He lifted the book up and opened it, and caught his breath.

Naked women!

Naked women in poses!

Naked women with other naked women!

Naked women with naked men.

Doing things that naked men did to naked women!

And, women in leather with whips!

Women in leather spanking naked men.

Women in leather with men bound, in stocks, bent into positions.

Their penises being jacked…or just standing straight out and dripping. The photos were so good he could actually see the pre-cum drooling from their dicks.

Holy fuck!

He studied the women in the photos. Most of them were wearing masks, but not all.

And, in the last photos he saw…Barbara. Aunt Barb. His mouth was open and his brain was stunned.

“Oh, crap!”

He jerked and looked up.


PART Two

Barb had come up the squeaking, folding ladder, and he had been so into the photo book he hadn’t heard her.

“Oh, Geez! I’m sorry…” He closed the book and fumbled while he tried to get it back into the box.

Barb walked across the attic. She was frowning, biting her lip, but she didn’t seem upset.

“Don’t put it away.”

Tom held the book and watched her. She was wearing ragged coveralls and a halter top, and she was sexier than any ten movie stars in the world.

She looked at the rocker with the hole in the seat, then picked up a square of plywood and placed it on the seat. She sat down next to Tom and held out her hand. He placed the photo album in it.

She opened it and glanced at the first few photos. She said, “When I finished with college I didn’t want to go the route Margaret went. I didn’t have a man I truly loved, and I liked sex, and I made up my mind that I would make my life a sexual path. It wasn’t long before I was doing porn. I didn’t do much, you’d have to look a long way to find any of my work. There’s a million other women that have gone into porn, and I have been shoved onto the back burner.”

She flipped a few more pages, touched one the photos, one of the people, and smiled in fond remembrance.

“The reason I didn’t make a lot of movies was that I got into what is called BDSM.” She looked at him and smiled, “I’m sure you’ve heard of that.”

He nodded, couldn’t breath.

She reached over and felt his groin. “It doesn’t felt like you jacked off.”

“Uh, no.”

“That’s actually where it started for me. I liked being horny. I wouldn’t let myself cum for weeks, and one of the girls I was working with suggested I talk to someone, and I wound up make BDSM movies. Sometimes I was spankee,” she shrugged, then grinned, “and sometimes I was the spankor. I much preferred spanking to being spanked.

After the movies, they were getting a little too real for me, I went into domination. Became a mistress. That’s what paid for this house, all the repairs, the land.

“I made a lot of money. Tons of money. I had a talent, I became known, and I started delivering services to some very important people…and I got busted.”

She flipped through the book, went to the end where there was more S&M.

“The only thing that kept me out was that the people I was playing with didn’t want to risk me telling tales. So a deal was made. I retire, life goes on, and…I had enough money to make it work.

“Oh, I missed it. Badly. There is nothing like bending a man to your will. It’s the greatest turn on in the history of the world, at least as far as I’m concerned.

“So I live up here, I love my life, and I do a podcast on the net about dominating men, but…that’s the story in a nutshell.”

She turned to Tom. Then you show up. I can feel you. You have the same excitement in you that Margaret and I had when we were in college. You’re brave, you want to experience, and…you’ve been shut off. But you can’t blame Margaret.

“Heck, you’ve got the DNA, and she’s bought into a belief system. If you hadn’t met me you would have pulled somebody else in. You would find somebody to teach you, to love you, to abuse you in the manner you need.”

Tom was silent.

“Let’s go swimming.”

She stood up, tossed the book on top of the boxes, and walked out of the attic.

Tom followed her. He put the attic stairs up, sprinted down to the first floor. She was already walking across the lawn. She had lost her coveralls at the bottom of the stairs, and now she lost her halter top. Kicked off her shoes. Pulled off her socks.

She dove into the water and began swimming in circles. She didn’t look at him, and he knew she was thinking.

He stripped as he crossed the lawn and jumped into the pond. His hard dick dragged through the water.

They swam in lazy circles, around and around. The ducks on the far side ignored them. The turtle crawled up on the grass to enjoy the sun.

Barb climbed onto the raft and sat, staring at the house.

Tom climbed up and sat next to her.

He knew that though she was done talking, she wasn’t done. It was obvious that she was thinking about what came next.

She turned and pushed him back. His cock was up, and she grabbed it, stroked it, and smiled down at him.

“To be properly enslaved, to truly enjoy this thing we do, you must be horny. I’ve got a chastity tube if you need help. Do you need help? Or can you not masturbate until I tell you it’s okay?”

Her hand was soft and heavenly and he gulped. “I can hold off. It’ll be hard, but…I can do it.”

She laughed, squeezed his dick and shook it. “It’ll be hard? Are you making jokes?”

“No,” his voice sounded like she was strangling his throat instead of his cock.

She leaned over him, kept stroking, and kissed him. Her lips were soft, her breath was warm. He felt her large boobs on his chest.

“I’ve missed this. God, how I missed this. To have a man you can do anything to, and have him do nothing but thank you. I need this. Do you need this?”

“I…do…I…”

She let go of his cock. He was close.

“Tell me when you’re close,” she whispered as she nuzzled her mouth against his neck. “If we’re going to do this right there can be no accidents.”

He nodded. He was having trouble talking.

She threw a leg over him and sat on him. His penis was pushed up against her crack. She began grinding her pussy on him. The fact that he wasn’t inside her made it all the more excruciating.

“Oh, heysoos,” he whispered.

She leaned on him, kept her face an inch above his, and teased him with kisses. She kissed him lightly, and jerked away, made him want more. She played with his nipples and he arched his chest and groaned.

“Aren’t you sorry you didn’t take advantage earlier and jack off?”

“No,” whined. He was arching his hips now, wanting to get inside her in the worst possible way.

“You say no now, but a week from now you’re going to be begging for permission to cum. And you know what?”

“What?”

“You won’t be able to. Not for months. Maybe by the end of the summer I might let you cum a drop, give you a glorious ruined orgasm before you go to school. Would you like that? To go to school with your pecker stiff and totally out of control? You’ll meet so many pretty, young things, and they’re going to want to fuck, but you’ll be scared, and if you manage to overcome your fear you’ll cum prematurely. You reach for your zipper and you’ll cum in your pants. You’ll be that horny.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

She kissed him then, and interspersed words with the kisses to accentuate.

“I’m going to…fuck you…by not fucking…you…. I’m going to fuck your mind…you’ll…never be the same…. All you’ll want…is me…and you can never have me…. You’ll come up here on the weekends and beg me…but it won’t do any good…. Your cock is mine…your heart is mine…and you will love it.”

She pinned his arms then and fused her mouth with his. She ground her pussy on his belly and brushed her tits across his chest.

Suddenly she broke, laughed in delight, and jump up to put her pussy on his mouth. “Eat me, you bitch…take me to heaven. Let me know what it’s like…then I’ll take you to heaven…all summer long.”

He went to take control, to flip her over and be on top, but when he moved she snaked out of his grasp and slid into the water. She swam for the shore and tossed back over her shoulder. “You’ve already lost control.”

He jumped into the water and followed her, and knew she was right.

She strode up the lawn, not waiting for him, and he watched her perfect ass move back and forth. She didn’t look back and she entered the house before he was even halfway up the lawn. Right before she entered she yelled back, pick up those clothes!”

He stopped and picked up his clothes, and hers, then continued on into the house. Picked up her coveralls.

Where was she? What did she want him to do?

“Up here!” she yelled from the second floor.

He ran up the stairs, clothes in his hands, two steps at a time. his cock bobbed in the air in front of him. God, he was horny.

He walked down the second floor hallway and found her in the third room on the right. She was in a closet, and he looked around. It was a pink bedroom. A big poster bed in a corner. Cameras mounted in the other three corners. Little green lights indicated they were on.

She came out of the closet holding a garter and a bra. “Why did you bring that up here?” She looked at the clothes in his arms.

“Uh…I didn’t know…”

“You don’t even know what do do with dirty clothes? You silly, little boy. Throw them in the hallway. You can clean them later.”

She was forceful now, still joking, still pulling him along, maybe eve more than before.

He tossed the clothes out into the hallway, turned just in time to catch the garter belt and bra she threw at him.

“What…?”

“Put them on, silly.” Her voice could have cut cheese, but she was laughing on the inside, and that made him so happy.

He stepped into the garter and pulled it up to his waist. He figured out the bra and fastened it, then spun it around his waist and pulled the straps over his shoulders. It was a perfect fit, except for the fact that he didn’t have boobs.

“Sit down,” she nodded at the bed.

He sat, and she knelt before him and rolled nylons up his legs. She snapped the garter straps to them, and stood back. “God, you’re beautiful.”

His face was red, and he looked at the cameras, “What about…somebody will see…”

“So what? Maybe the world will see. Maybe I’ll black mail you.” She grabbed his cock and squeezed it, hard. He groaned and tried to push her hand away.

She pulled him off the bed, to his feet, and his knees were weak and as moved him across the room. “Sit down.” She let go.

He sat, and found himself staring at himself. He was at a vanity table, and it was filled with make up.

She picked up little sponges and began smoothing his face. She turned the chair sideways, then sat on hi slap. His cock was an inch from her pussy, scrunched up, but unable to enter. She ground her hips onto him and whispered. “You are perfect. You’re like a male me. I’m going to make you my masterpiece.”

She put the sponges aside and began applying primer. “You are my canvas.” She kissed him, hotly, then continued priming him.

She began putting foundation on his face. “Do you like this? Your cock is throbbing against my ass.”

“Oh…oh…” he gulped. His throat didn’t want to work.

She finished with the foundation and put blush on him, accentuated his cheeks, made his young face more and more feminine.

“I have missed this. It’s been over two years since I have used my genius, and you show up at my door. Is this destiny?”

She began to shadow his eyes. She lengthened his eyelashes and used eyeliner.              He caught glimpses of himself in the mirror, and it was frightening, and exhilarating, and his heart was pounding.             

“I called a doctor I know. He’s on his way. We’re going to give you tits.”

“But…how? Not implants?”

“Vacation boobs,” she answered. They inject a solution into your chest, it will wear off by the time you go to school. Or not, should you prefer to get a booster before you go for your higher education.”

His mind was having trouble keeping up. He wanted this. It was a dream come true, but…the idea of him having tits…it was too much!

“Your hair is long, but not long enough. I can bob it, or give you extensions.”

“Extensions,” he murmured.

“Of course,” she kissed him lightly, congratulating him on his choice.

She put lipstick on him. “This is lipstain, it will last longer. Are you looking forward to going and picking up my mail tomorrow? I told them my niece would be picking it up.”

“But…how did you know?

“I didn’t. I just called them before you came upstairs.”

She pierced his ears, put studs in them, then began working on his hair. It took an hour, but when she was done he had hair down to his shoulders. Wavy and beautiful, it framed his face and took away the last vestiges of his masculinity.

“Oh, my God,” he said, when he looked at the mirror.

“Oh, my Goddess,” she corrected him. And he was done. His face was feminine, and his body almost looked feminine. The lingerie changed his whole aspect, and all he needed was some curves on top to complete the transition.

Her phone rang. She smiled at him, “He’s here.” She picked up the phone, listened, then said, “Come on upstairs. We’re in one of the bedrooms.”

A minute later a handsome man in a suit entered. He smiled wryly, and said, “Is this the patient?”

“Big as you can make them, Doc.”

She didn’t bother to introduce Tom and the Doc, she just talked to the Doc as he worked. They talked about the weather, somebody named Johnson whose mare just foaled, the price of gas, who the latest fuck up in the White house was.

Tom lay on the bed and watched as the Doc measured him, then injected vial after vial of solution into his pectoral area. His chest began to expand. The skin tightened, and his boobs slowly grew.

“He’s got great skin.”

“Doesn’t he?”

An hour later the doctor was done. He pulled the bra up and refastened it, “You’re going to need this.” Then he backed away.

Tom looked at the mirror. A girl stared back. “Oh, my God…Goddess.” He breathed out.

“Wonderful,” complimented Barb. Then she turned to the doctor and grabbed his zipper and pulled it down.

The Doctor must not have been wearing underwear because his cock sprang out, fully hard.

Barb took a moment, stared hard at the doctor, who was staring back and breathing deeply. She turned to the vanity table and picked out a tube of red lipstick. She slowly applied it, and the Doc was mesmerized. She smacked her lips and said, “Pay day, Doc.”

“Oh, God,” he muttered.

“Oh, Goddess,” she corrected, then she got down on her knees and began slobbering over his cock. Her lips moved back and forth, her hands played with his testicles, spanked them, and she stroked his cock.

Within a minute the Doc was shivering and gasping.

“You want it on my face? Or neat?”

“Neat,” he managed to say.

She stroked, deep throated him, and his knees buckled. She held him up and he began to pump semen down her throat. A long minute, then she backed up, licked a last couple of drops, and pushed his dick back into his pants.

He helped her up. his face was red, but he was grinning. “No woman can do it like you.”

“I know.” She kissed him, and he didn’t mind that she had just had a mouthful of cum. In fact, Tom saw her tongue dart out and into his mouth, and he seemed to enjoy that even more.

Then he smiled at Tom, turned around and left.

Barb turned back to Tom.

“How are you doing?”

“I…I can’t believe it.”

“Believe. And let’s go have a drink and talk about the new rules.”

“The new rules?”

“Sure. Tom is gone, long live Thomasina. Go sit on the porch and I’ll fix lunch. Oh, one last thing.”

“Yes?”

“Put those shoes one.”

She pointed towards the dresser. A pair of high heels stood on the surface.

In a daze, Tom walked out of the room…on high heels.

He staggered and wobbled, had to hold the wall at one point, but he made it down the hallway, then down the stairs. He sat at the table on the porch and waited.

He looked down at his nylon clad legs. Chic and slick with a second skin. He had to lean forward to look over his new boobs.

Boobs. He had boobs. he couldn’t believe it.

It was like he had been waiting for years, and now it had happened. He hadn’t even had a real idea that this was what he wanted, but it was.

He looked out over Barb’s property. It was idyllic. Paradise. And he was a brand new Eve. A new woman.

He heard the door open and turned at Barb’s footsteps. She had a tray in each hand. She handed him the tray of sandwiches, and placed the other tray on the table. The other tray had two frosty glasses on it.

She put one in front of him and kept the other for herself. She sailed the round tray they had been on out onto the lawn.

“What are you…”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got a maid who will pick up after me.”

It was plain that she meant him.

“Now, have a drink and let’s celebrate.” She held her glass up to clink.

He clinked and then sipped the drink and his eyes opened. It was bourbon. Good bourbon, and it went down easily.

“Whoa,” he muttered as the cold slid down his gullet and exploded into a fire in his belly.

“Drink up,” Barb said. “There’s plenty more. And sit back like this,” she sat back so that her chest arched forward.

Tom duplicated the way she was sitting, and though his new chest wasn’t as big as hers, it was plenty big.

They each ate part of a sandwich, then went to just the whiskey.

“Drink up,” she said at one point. “We’ve got more to do, and I want you amenable.”

“What more?” his mind was already blown apart.

“You’ll find out.

“You blew the doctor for my tits?”

“Guilty,” she clinked glasses with him again. “I find bartering so much more profitable than spending money.”

“Well, thanks.”

She was already a little tipsy. “Don’t worry. I’ll be sucking on your cock pretty soon.”

Tom shook his head in amazement. He was also a little tipsy.

Barb got up and went back into the house. She came out with the bottle and they continued drinking, just passing the bottle back and forth and drinking directly from it.

“I can’t tell you how rejuvenating this is. I had decided, after college, to devote my life to sex, and then to be told by the government I couldn’t practice what I love best…” she shook her head sadly. “It’s been rough.”

“I’ll bet.”

She laughed. “You’ll bet? You don’t know anything, yet!”

He said, “I know what it is like to be so horny, to want something with your whole soul, and not be able to get it. In truth, to not even have a clear grasp on what it is that you want, but which is driving you crazy.”

She nodded. “I guess you do know. My apologies.”

They talked then, two girls, about life, and college, and what Tom really wanted out of college.

Tom actually had back off on going to college, but listening to Barb he started to think about how good it could be. Especially now, with what he was learning.

“Well, are you ready for phase two?”

Tom’s eyes were out of focus, but he nodded. “Sure.”

“Then let’s go see what we shall see.”

She stood up, swayed, and when he stood up and staggered she grabbed him by the cock and steadied him.

She led him into the house, like a dog on a very, very short leash. He fond himself walking better, or maybe it was that he was too drunk to know that he was walking badly.

She led him back towards the kitchen. Behind the kitchen was a pantry, and the shelves were laden with canned goods and such.

“You won’t believe this,” she said. “But there is a secret basement. I think it might have been part of the underground railroad.”

She grabbed a piece of wood that looked like it was nailed to the wall and supporting a shelf and pulled. The whole back of the pantry swung open, and he stared into a stairway that led down into the darkness.

“Holy fu—“

She pulled his weenie before he could finish his expletive, and he followed her down the darkened stairs.

The wood of the house turned into foundation. The stairway turned into a brick tunnel, and they descended about twenty feet. There the tunnel split.

To one side the tunnel went off into the distance. “That leads to a hole in the ground. It’s covered with a board, but that’s how the slaves got out.

To the other side the tunnel turned into darkness and Barb led him down that tunnel.

They walked about twenty feet and Tom was pretty sure they were under the house. It was pitch dark now, and Tom couldn’t see a thing. Then it felt like he was in an open space. Barb let go of him and he heard a scratching sound. A match flamed up, then a lantern. Tom looked around.

It was a big space and the walls were made of brick. There were arches and pillars here and there, and the construction was definitely to last.

“This is where the slaves stayed when they couldn’t be upstairs. They would wait for the coast to be clear, then Carter Johnson, or whoever owned this house then, would lead them out the other tunnel, to some other stop on the road to freedom.

Tom was awed, and he began to take notice of the furniture. There were a couple of big crates, looked like they had been used for tables, and a couple of rocking chairs. And…a weird sort of horse. It was shaped like a saw horse, but with a wide center plank and padding. There were little platforms on the legs of the horse. Lengths of small chain hung from the legs above the platform.

Behind the horse was a St. Andrew’s cross.

Barb was watching him take it all in, and grinning. She said, “Isn’t it funny? This place was used to rescue slaves, and now I use it to make slaves. Am I bad?”

Tom turned to her. “Oh, no. God, no. Goddess no.”

She came close to him then, and in the flicker of the lantern she kissed him. Deeply. Like she was going to suck his soul right out through his mouth.

“Okay, you ready for the real fun and games?”

He nodded.

“Lay down on the horse.”

He lay down, felt his garter straps pulling on the nylons, his boobs were flattened out on the center plank of the horse.

“Put your elbows and knees on the platforms.

He did, and found that they, too were padded.

Barb fastened the little chains around his biceps and thighs and he was securely fastened. The horse was bolted to the ground and there was no way he could unbalance it.

Barb moved back into the shadows. It was very spooky, like a dungeon from the middle ages.

“I moved my toys down here. I’m going to put in some electric lights. Maybe some dim, yellow bulbs to keep the ambience. What do you think?”

His face was slanted slightly up, for there was a chin platform at the front of the horse. The horse was a bit short, so his ass was poking up in the air.

“I…it’s…”

“Hard to talk, eh?”

“Yes.”

She came out of the shadows. She was wearing a leather harness around her waist, and a big penis jutted out from her groin. Tom eyes grew wide.

“I’ve thought about getting some of those politicians I used to play with down here. Thought about maybe leaving them down here. Let them play with the rats. Would you like to play with rats? Tommy? Thomasina?”

“I…no.”

“Good answer. Do you think there are rats down here?”

“I…I don’t think so.”

“Hunh. I’ve always wondered.”

She stepped in front of him and he looked directly at the big penis coming out of her crotch.

“It’s time, Thomasina. Time for me to get a blow job. Do you think you can accommodate me?”

“Yes.” His heart was throbbing in his chest. He was scared, and elated, and happy.

She moved forward and he opened his mouth. He began to suck on her plastic dong.

“Suck it good, honey, you know where it’s going next.”

Tom licked and blew and sucked and tried to make it slick with his saliva.

Barb stepped back, pulled her dick out of his mouth and smiled down at him. “Goddess, you are perfect.” She walked beside him, trailed her fingers down his back, over his bra strap, over his garter. She positioned herself between his legs.

“Oh, honey, you’re going to like this.”

She used her fingers first. In spite of the remark about getting her cock juicy, she had a lot of lube on her fingers, and she reamed him slowly, lovingly.

“Isn’t this wonderful she said, fondling his buns as she went to two fingers.

Tom felt like his asshole was suddenly in heaven. It was twitching with desire, and when she went to three fingers he almost came.

“I’m close,” he said.

“I know. Hold on a while and I’ll get you some relief.”

Four fingers. A hand minus the thumb. He wondered if she was going to fist him, but then she pulled her hand out and stepped in between his legs. He felt the tip of her cock pressing against his bud, then she was moving in to him.

Tom arched his back, he tried to push with his butt, he felt his hole expanding, and all his nerves were screaming, ‘More! More!’

“Oh, this is wonderful. Look how you’re enjoying this.”

He was sobbing with all the pleasure being pushed through his asshole. He was trying to circle his butt and feel more.

Barb took her time, ground into him, and suddenly he heard something splatter.

“There you go, baby.”

More splatter, and he was starting to feel weird. Sort of goofy happy.

“What’s happening?” he muttered, slowing down his attempt to eke more out of her cock.

“You’re being drained. I’m pressing on your prostate and it’s forcing your semen out. Do you like that?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“And it’s going to get better.”

She fucked him for another minute, then pulled out of him.

“Oh, Goddess,” he mumbled, hardly able to talk.

She undid the chains and helped him to his feet. his asshole felt big, like it was open.

He was drunk, on high heels, and now so goofy feeling he wasn’t sure where his legs were.

She helped him across the basement, the dungeon, and down the long hall. He could feel her breasts against him. He could feel his own breasts.

She took him upstairs, then to the third floor. He had a hard time climbing the stairs, and when he reached the top he looked down at his groin. His cock was stiff. More rigid now than before he came.

“I thought you said I had an orgasm?”

“I said you had cum. No orgasm. Your mind still thinks you need one of those.

She took him to her room and laid him down on his back on her bed. She tied little ribbons from his wrists and ankles to the bedposts.

“What are you doing?”

His cock was standing straight up. It was jerking and twitching.

“It’s time I had a good fucking.”

She climbed onto the bed, climbed onto him. She sank her pussy down over his penis.

He gasped as heaven engulfed him.

“Oh….oh…”

She began to move. She had her hands on his boobs, her hips moved around and around. He felt like his cock was in a meat grinder of the most delicious kind.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “You aren’t going to be able to cum. You don’t have any cum left in you. But your dick thinks there is, and it’s going to stay nice and hard for me.”

She began to move her hips back and forth. He felt the rim of her pussy sliding over his cock.

“But it feels like I’m going to cum!”

“Go ahead.”

He tried, he kept moving his hips, scouring her insides with the tip of his dick, but, after an hour he had not cum. And he was suddenly sure that he wouldn’t be able to.

She had cum several times, however, and it looked like she was going to cum some more. And she leaned down and nibbled on his ear and whispered, “This is going to be a great summer, isn’t it?”

Tom just moaned and tried to fuck her harder.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Tom and Barb.

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

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


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!

[image: ]

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!

[image: ]

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!

[image: ]

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!

[image: ]

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!

[image: ]

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

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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

[image: femgran cov use.jpg]

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

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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

[image: ]

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

‘My Aunt Feminized Me!’

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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