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PART ONE

“Can you come home now and help me?” Rhonda asked.

“Sure.” Ryan was deep in his studies in the library, but when his step mother called he closed his books and headed for home.

As Ryan drove he thought about his step mother. Rhonda was a babe in the truest sense of the word. She was five foot six, maybe 130 pounds, and a lot of that was breast.

And her ass was round and perfect, her lips looked like they always wanted to be kissed, and…and he envied his father.

Ryan Sr. was in his sixties, retired, and yet he had pulled in this 40 year old babe that made Ryan Jr. hard just by looking at him.

Ryan, being a good boy, tried to hide it. He sure didn’t want to be embarrassed, and he loved his father so he didn’t want any kind of situation to arise, but, man, she sure was delicious.

He turned down the cul de sac where he lived with his father and step mother, and parked on the side of the driveway.

He got out and went through the side gate. He wanted to drop his books off before he went upstairs to see Rhonda, but she was sunbathing by the pool. Acres of flesh contained by the skimpiest bikini imaginable.

“Hi, Ryan!”

“Hey, Rhonda. I’ll be up in a minute.”

“Okey dokey.”

But he had no sooner entered his little room in the basement than Rhonda followed him in.

He placed his books on his desk, turned around and there she was. A foot from him, her breasts almost touching his chest.

“Oh!” he exclaimed, surprised.

“Sorry, Ryan, I just had to talk to you, and I wanted privacy.”

Which was strange because his father was out of town on business, and would be for a week.

But he didn’t remark on that. He was trying to calm his breathing with her this close to him.

“Come here, Ryan,” She grabbed his hand, took him to his bed and sat him down. Then she sat next to him. Her giant breasts came together as she clasped her forearms. That made them seem super enormous, and he gulped and tried to focus on her eyes.

“Ryan, I don’t know what to do.”

“What do you mean? What’s the problem?”

“It’s your father,” she sniffed. “He…he wants to leave me.”

“What? No! Dad loves you! He’d never leave you.”

She was half turned towards him and she suddenly hugged him and started crying. Through her sobs she mumbled, “He says he doesn’t love me anymore. He says…he says…I’m too old!”

Ryan’s went around her and he soothed her. “No, no. Dad loves you. I see the way he looks at you. He’d never leave you. this is all a misunderstanding.

She kept crying, and holding on to him, and her breasts were pressed against him. He felt the heat of her body and, he couldn’t help it, his cock started to grow.

Oh, crap. Oh crap. He thought.

“I think he’s met someone else. Some one younger. I think he…he’s going to leave me!

She blubbered for ten minutes and he tried to calm her, but he couldn’t. Her tears were falling all over his lap and his cock was pulsing, and he felt very compromised.

“Look,” he said, and he held her at arm’s distance. “I’ll prove it. I’ll call him right now and find out.”

“But you can’t let him know that I know.”

“Don’t worry. Just don’t make a sound.”

Ryan picked up his phone and hit number 1. A moment later his father picked up the phone. “Ry! Buddy, how’s it going?”

“Hey, Pop, things are smooth out here. I just wanted to let you know I aced that math test the other day.”

“That’s my boy. Math used to be my favorite subject, and I…” they talked for a minute about Ryan’s school, then Ryan managed to shift the conversation around.

“Hey, Pop. Rhonda looks a little sad. Is everything all right with you guys? I don’t mean to pry, and maybe it’s just her time of month…”

Rhonda’s mouth opened in protest, but Ryan raised a hand and gave her a look to reassure her.

“…but if there’s something wrong, especially between you guys…is everything okay?”

Ryan Sr. was quiet for a long half minute. Then he cleared his throat.

“Well, I didn’t want to tell you like this, over the phone, but…yeah. I’m filing for divorce.”

Rhonda threw herself on the bed, face between her arms, crying silently.

Ryan patted her back, which seemed so inadequate, but…what was he supposed to do.”

“But Pop! I thought…you guys seemed to cool together. Surely you should get some counseling, maybe go off on a vacation and work things out.”

“No. No. I’ve made up my mind. Look, Ryan, you’re old enough to understand such things, but…well…she’s sort of a bitch.”

“No, Pop! She’s always super nice to me.”

“To you, sure. But you don’t sleep with her. You don’t have to put up with her mouth. That woman is…well, I’m getting a divorce. I’ve already started the paperwork. I might extend my trip a couple of weeks, give her time to be served, give her time to get out of the house.”

Rhonda was lying on the bed, shuddering, sobbing, but remaining quiet enough.

Ryan rubbed her back helplessly.

“Well, I’ve got to go, son.  You keep giving me those good reports.”

“Okay, Dad.”

He hung up the phone.

Rhonda came off the bed and hugged him. She clung to him and her tears dampened his shirt front.

He held her, was even more aware of how sexy she was, tried not to let his boner get out of hand. Might just as well throw a glass of water on a forest fire.

“I knew it,” she sobbed. “I knew he was going to leave me.”

“Hey, it’s okay. Maybe I can talk to him some more.”

“No,” she sniffed. “It’s done. I’m…oh, God. I must be so ugly!”

“Hey! No! You’re the best looking woman I have ever seen.”

“You’re just trying to make me feel better.”

“No! I mean it! I think…I think Pop’s a sap for letting you go.”

She was running out of tears, but she leaned against him, held to him. “Well, thank you. But…I think we know the truth. A woman gets a little old and she loses her market value, and…”

He shushed her, his arms were around her and he ran his hand up and down on her back. He became acutely aware that she was in a bikini, and her flesh was warm.

She moved back from him. “Well, he’ll send me papers, and I guess this is my last week in the house.”

“Well, uh…”

“Why don’t you come up and have dinner with me. I need a shoulder to cry on, but…will you come up for dinner?”

“Sure I will. But you don’t need to cry. You are the most awesome woman in the world.”

She stood up, and her body was magnificent. Her breasts thrust out and her nipples were stiff behind the bikini material.

“Well, that’s nice of you to say that. Even if it’s just your teenage hormones getting carried away.

“No,” he protested.

“Oh? You’re not an oversexed teenager?”

He chuckled, weakly, and said, “Sure, but…I’m not saying that you’re good looking because I’m horny.”

She managed a weak grin at him. “Well, that’s too bad. Right now I feel like some solace.”

It was an oblique statement, a tease without being a tease.

“I’ll see you upstairs.”

“One hour. Don’t be late.”

“Okay.”

She moved towards him, and he was next to the bed and couldn’t move back any further. She was pressed right to him, breasts against his chest. She reached up and touched his face, then tilted her head and raised it and kissed his cheek. “Too bad your father doesn’t like me as much as you.”

She smiled wanly, then turned and left the room.

Ryan let out a breath. Man, he had been trapped, but what a trap! He touched his cheek where she had pressed her lips, and he smiled. Then he frowned. What was wrong with his father?

An hour later, wearing clean cargo shorts and a real shirt, Ryan entered through the sliding glass door.

The table was set and Rhonda was bustling in the kitchen. She was still wearing the bikini. Her amazing boobs were still on display.

“Ryan! Just in time. Have a seat.”

He sat down at the dining room table.

She brought out a glass. “Bourbon and Coke okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” he grinned.

She handed him a glass and he sipped at it. It was the good bourbon. Long Branch. Mmm.

“Okay?”

“Nectar of the Gods.”

“Can I have a sip?”

“Sure.”

She took the glass, her warm hands brushing against his, and sipped. She was wearing red lipstick, and she left a lip print on it. “Mmm. I think I’ll have one, too.”

She looked at the glass. “Oh, I left my lips on the glass. You know what that means?”

“What?” She was standing close to him and he was feeling a bit awkward and even confused.

“It means that every time you take a drink you’ll be kissing me.” She giggled and left him looking at his glass.”

She made another drink, and he turned the glass around and sipped over the red lip print. So he was kissing her. Man. that was a dream come true.

She came back in, a glass in her hand, and sat down catty corner to him. She placed a warm hand on his and smiled. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I just there was something more I could do.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“But where will you go?”

“I’ll figure something out. An old lady like me always lands on her feet.”

“You’re not old!”

“That’s sweet of you to say, but…look at me. My boobs are saggy, a year or two and I’m going to be looking at plastic surgery, I’m old.

“Your breasts…your boobs…they’re fine.”

She smiled. “You really think so?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“Oh, look I’ve embarrassed you.”

“Well, uh, I’m sorry I—“

“Nonsense. It’s just that an old woman like me needs compliments.” She leaned closer to him, squeezed his hand, and said, “Tell me that my breasts are not old and saggy.”

“Oh, no! They’re beautiful!” Then he looked abashed. He was speaking quite forward for a college kid.

She laughed. “Look at your face. You are redder than a sunburned tomato.”

He nodded, looked down, then took a big gulp of his drink.

“Ryan,” she placed both hands on his one hand. “Look at me.”

He raised his eyes, to her eyes, and was very aware that she had moved closer to him.

“When a woman is having a rough patch…well…your compliments mean the world. Do you really like my breasts?”

He nodded.

“Then look at them.”

He started to blink.

“I mean it. You make me feel good, so…look at my tits.”

He was helpless. He looked down and a sigh of breath wheezed out of him.

They were golden from the sun. Her nipples were erect and poking through the thin material. They sloped sharply; they were heavy in her bikini top.

“What do you really think?”

“They’re beautiful.” He spoke as if mesmerized. And, indeed, he was.

“Would you make love to them if you could?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Look at me.”

He raised his head, pulled his eyes off the grandeur of her mountains.

“You’re a wonderful man, and you make me feel so good.”

She was real close now, and she leaned forward and pressed her lips lightly to his. Just for a moment, then she moved back. “You keep saying nice things to me and maybe I’ll…” but what she was going to say he wouldn’t find out because…

DING!

The moment, thick with passion, evaporated.

Rhonda stood up and he stared at her. “That’s the steaks. Finish your drink and I’ll bring you another one.

They ate and they drank, and they laughed, and Rhonda kept thrusting her chest up, pulling in compliment after compliment. By the end of dinner Ryan was getting over being red-faced, and he felt comfortable saying things like, “Your breasts are large and beautiful.”

And, “You’ve got such nice nipples. I love how they stand out.”

And sometimes he was talking to her, and sometimes he was talking to her tits.

She didn’t mind. She knew what effect she was having on Ryan. She just grinned when his eyes lost control and stared, and kept pouring him drink after drink.

After dinner they sat and talked for a while. She admitted she had been an exotic dancer in her twenties. Emphasis on ‘dancer.’ She had been in stage shows on the west coast.

Back then, when I was young as you are now, sex was the greatest invention. And I really was young, not like now.”

“I told you…”

“I know. And I’ll try to remember. But it’s hard when…when…” she started crying. Ryan knew she was thinking about the divorce.

“Hey, it’s okay!” He moved his chair closer and placed his arm around her shoulders.

She leaned into him and sobbed for a while. Then she just sat there, feeling him. And he felt her. It was a very intimate moment.

Finally, a little embarrassed, she stood up and took the dishes to the kitchen. He helped her, and while they were in the kitchen she poured him another drink.

He was feeling pretty good now, the world was rosy in his eyes.

“Come on, let’s go swimming.”

“Swimming?”

“Sure. I’ve already got my suit on.”

“Sure.”

They walked out to the patio and he said, “Let me go get my trunks on.” As he walked past her, however, she gave him a shove. He flew through the air and landed in the pool.

He came up sputtering, and she was laughing and laughing, her breasts jiggling and bouncing.

He grinned.

She looked at him and then sobered. She reached behind her and unfastened her bikini top.

He stared as her boobs came loose.

She shimmied out of her bottom. Her pussy was shaved and he could see the labia plainly.

She stepped into the pool.

She came up and grinned and splashed him.

He laughed and splashed her back, and for a minute they splashed each other and laughed. Then she swam closer to him and started unbuckling his cargo shorts.

“Hey!”

“Hay is for horses, and cows that go moo.”

She started unzipping him.

“But…we shouldn’t…”

“See each other naked? Why not? You’ve seen me, why shouldn’t I see you?”

“It’s not that…”

But his pants were undone and she reached right in and grabbed his cock.

He gasped as her hands closed around him.

For a long moment she just held him, felt him. Massaged his cock and balls. Looked him in the eyes.

“I don’t think this is right,” he finally managed to blurt.

“Bullshit,” she said, staring hungrily at him. “I’m getting a divorce. Your father doesn’t love me. I can do whatever I want with whoever I want.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

She moved closer and climbed his body. She hugged him, let him hold her while she wrapped her legs around his waist.

His cock poked up along her crack. He was close to her asshole, and…her pussy.             

 She kissed him. She placed her lips on his and tasted him, munched on him, devoured him.

He felt her lips sliding over his. His erection grew larger, more stiff. He tried to pull his hips back and slide his cock into her.

She moved so he couldn’t. She stopped kissing him and hugged him and whispered in his ear. “If you’re going to fuck me we need to be in a bed. And you need to make sure you don’t cum too soon. I don’t want a sixty second man. I want a sixty minute man.”

He held her, and he was now in a fever. His cock was doing the thinking, and his cock was telling him to take advantage of the moment, to make love to this wonderful woman..

And he was listening to his cock.

He picked her up in his arms and walked up the stairs in the shallow end of the pool.

It was getting dark and the first stars gleaming.

He missed her as he walked around the pool. He stopped in front of the patio sliding doors. “Your place or mine?” he spoke throatily.

“Mine.”

Ryan carried her through the sliding doors, across the living room, and headed down the hallway to the master bedroom.

She had her hands on his face and was chewing on his mouth.

They entered the bedroom and he put her on the bed.

She said, “Before we do this…I have a condition.”

He stood, helpless, his cock bobbing. “What?”

“You must make me cum first.”

“Okay.”

“But if you fail…you have to wear a chastity tube.”

I blinked and his eyes grew large. “A…a chastity device? One of those things that goes on a cock and locks it up and…?”

“That’s right.”

“For how long?”

“I won’t leave without taking it off. I’ll tell you that.”

“So if I cum in you then…then…”

“Then you are my prisoner. Your cock is in jail and I hold the only key.”

He was frozen, caught between desire and the good sense. But when the dick is involved desire always wins.

“Come on, Ryan. Even if you lose…you’ll have screwed me.”

His head nodded jerkily.

She smiled, sat back and spread her legs. “Then come on, lover, let’s do battle.”

“Well, uh…”

She slipped forward, sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed his balls. He would have jumped back, but she pulled him to her and opened her mouth. With a moan he felt his cock slide over her tongue, the head become ensconced by the back of her throat. She kept gobbling and gobbling, and her mouth flattened out on his pubic area. She deep throated him, her tongue lapping at the underside of his head, and he almost lost it right then.

But he managed to pull back a little and saved himself.

She grinned up at him, “What’s the matter, lover?”

“Oh, man, this isn’t fair.”

“Why ever not?” She stroked him with her hands, pulling, pulling, pulling. Right and left and right and left.

“Oh, fuck! I’m not even going to get in you if you keep that up!”

“Then I’ll win, and I will torture you until I leave.”

He pushed her hands away. He lifted her up by the arms and pushed her back on the bed.

“Wooo!” She laughed.

He jumped forward before she could get away and pressed her down with his body.

“Suck my tits, big boy. At least get me warmed up before you lose your load to a superior lover.”

He bent his head and mouthed her boob, taking as much boob into his mouth as he could, then he withdrew slowly, sucking on her mounds, until he had only a nipple in his mouth. With his other hand he pawed the other breast.

She moaned. “Oh, baby. Yes!”

He dipped a hand to her pussy and grabbed her whole mons. He stuck a finger into her vagina and lifted.

She humped his hand and pulled his head to her breasts.

He put a finger into her asshole then, and a thumb in her pussy. It was the ‘bowling ball’ grip, and he shook her.

She looked on the edge of cumming, her eyes were rolling back, but she managed to hold on, and she hissed. “Get inside me. Fuck me. Get inside me! Use that dick you’re so proud of.”

He slithered up her body, holding her down until his penis was right at her cavity. He held himself up with his arms and looked down at her. She was so hot. She was gasping for breath, and he pushed his cock into her cunt.

They froze for a moment, his pubic mashed against her pubic. Looking into each others eyes. If somebody had tossed a grenade into the room they wouldn’t have noticed, so wrapped up in each other they were. Then she began to fuck him.

He knew, from the first stroke, that he was going to lose. The velvet feeling of her vagina sliding over his cock. The warm, moist grip of her pussy on him. The way she corkscrewed and literally screwed his cock.

Yet he held on. He resisted. He groaned. He tried to pull back, to get out and get a second chance.

Maybe if he had fingered her longer, but it was too late. She wrapped her legs around him and fucked him and he felt himself losing control. He felt that subtle, little click that set loose his sperm. he felt the pulsing, the throbbing, and semen climbed up his shaft.

“No!” He cried, then his sperm shot deep inside her. Squirt after squirt, and she held on to him and howled in victory.

“OWOOO!”

He buried his head in her neck and gave it up.

And she laughed.

“Oh, my God!” he muttered, staring down at the little cage on his cock. It was see through plastic, and he could see his cock, but not touch it. He could see it struggling to get erect, trying to squeeze out the two little portholes on the side. His prick pushed on the cage and it stretched his balls, but it couldn’t get all the way hard. “This is going to kill me.”

Rhonda smiled contentedly. “Honey, this is the way I like my men. I am going to make you so-o-o horny…”

“I’m already so-o-o horny. And when were you going to let me out?”

“Oh, I don’t know. When I get horny enough to want you, I suppose.”

“But…how long will that take?”

“That depends on you.”

He looked askance at her.

“You see, it usually takes me a couple or three days to build up a head of steam, but it could take a week. It all depends on how good you treat me.”

“Oh, Rhonda! I’ll treat you good.”

“Prove it.”

“How?”

“Eat me. Right now.”

He looked down at her pussy. They had fucked only fifteen minutes before, and he wasn’t horny, but he knew he would be horny, and…his jizz was still in her hole.

“Right…now?” He gulped.

“Especially right now.”

“But…don’t you want to take a shower first? Or maybe jump in the pool?”

“Oh, no. I want you to clean me.”

“But you’ve got cum in you!”

“It’s your cum. Besides…don’t you expect women to swallow when they give you head?”

“Well, yeah. But it’s different!”

“Ha. It’s not different. Now, if you want me to get horny faster, you have to get me in the mood. And this first thing, eating me while you’re still dripping out of me, it goes a long way.”

He couldn’t move. He stared. He licked his lips nervously and gulped.

“Oh, honey. It’s fun. Believe me. It’s fun.”

She reached forward and took his arm and pulled him gently. Not hard, because he would have resisted, but gently, and he felt himself moving towards her.

She pulled down, “On your knees.”

He went to his knees. Now he was on a level with her pussy and he stared at it. He tried to swallow, but he couldn’t. She was half sitting and she spread her legs and kept guiding his head towards her slit.

He gulped, he wanted to run, he wanted to leave, he wanted to…the juice dripping out of her mesmerized him.

Could he? Could he?

Then his mouth mushed onto her. He didn't perceive anything for a long moment, then he was aware of the liquid on his face, in his mouth, his tongue moving and feeling it.

Then the moment became his and he started actively eating her. He began to suck, to taste, and to lick.

It tasted…sort of bland and sort of salty and sort of sweet. It was unique, and he felt a surge of happiness. He was doing it. She was moaning and holding his head and…it felt so incredibly intimate. Like fucking, but in a different way. Not many men could do this, but in doing it he had proven something to her, and he felt…worthy.

After a minute he was done and she pulled him up to her mouth. She kissed him, licked the residue of the sperm right out of his mouth, off his lips.

His cock was struggling so hard it hurt. He groaned, and she knew; she reached down and grabbed his caged cock. She held it, she held him.

He snuggled against her.

“Are you going to sleep with me?” she whispered.

His mouth was against her neck, he mumbled ‘yes’ into her flesh and nodded.

Thus, they lay, entangled, sated, and yet him getting horny all over again.

And they were content, and drowsy, and suddenly the room lit up.

“What? What?” Ryan said, coming out of that grey zone of almost asleep.

“The computer! It turned on.”

He twisted and looked at the computer across the room.

The screen was bright in the gloom of the bedroom. He turned over and propped himself on his elbows. “How did that happen?”

“I don’t know,” Rhonda had a puzzled look on her face as she got out of bed and padded across the room. She reached for the mouse and froze.

“Ryan.”

He had started to lay back down again, but something in her voice made him sit up and look. “What?”

“It’s us!”

“What?”

“It’s us, on the computer. Come see this.”

Puzzled, Ryan got out of bed and walked across the room.

It was a screen shot of them fucking. It showed Ryan entering her, pumping, losing control, and groaning as semen flooded out of her hole.

“What the fuck?”

There were words at the bottom of the screen and they read them.

Do not turn this computer off

or I will send this video to Ryan Sr.

Ryan started to reach for the power switch, but Rhonda held his arm. “No. Don’t.”

“But somebody is spying on us!”

“They’ve already spied on us.”

She typed in:

Who is this!

The answer was:

I’ve got everything on video.

You must do as I say

or I send the video to Ryan Sr.

“So what,” muttered Ryan, reaching for the power switch.

“No!” Rhonda was panicking.

On the screen:

Your husband will have grounds.

“Grounds? What does that mean?”

“I’ve been true to him. I have never abused him or taken advantage of him. But if I don’t get some sort of…of…alimony…then I am out in the cold. I’ve got no means to support myself. Your father made me give up my job when I married him. I can’t…please…let’s at least find out what…what is happening here.

The screen:

Smart girl.

Pay attention, Ryan.

“But what if…is this blackmail?”

“We’ve got to find out.”

On the screen:

I can hear you.

This is not black mail.

At least, not for money.

“Who are you?”

On the screen:

I’m the person who controls you.

Go along with what I say and you can have fun.

Don’t do what I say and this video gets sent.

Ryan was thinking quickly now. He had his father’s quick intellect, and he said, “Okay, he doesn’t want money. And he hasn’t sent this video yet…”
“Could it be your father’s lawyer?”

“No. Because if this video is proof of infidelity then it’s his case.

“But, who? Why?”

Ryan thought quickly. A competitor? But he crossed that off the list. A competitor would just use the video.

A lover? Somebody jealous?

Ryan was pretty sure his father was true blue to Rhonda. He didn’t think it would be a lover.

But, then…who?

He faced the computer screen and asked, “What do you want?”

On the screen:

To have my desires sated.

Ryan shook his head. This was weird. It felt unreal, surreal.

“What does that have to do with us?” asked Rhonda.

Everything…and nothing.

Ryan and Rhonda looked at each other. They looked at the screen. It felt, in an odd way, like somebody was laughing at them.

Yet, what could they do? Whoever was videoing them, making and holding the videos for blackmail, had them in his power.


PART TWO

The first command from the computer was easy to comply with. Go to sleep. Get rested. Tomorrow will be the big day.

They lay in bed, now not sated and warm and fuzzy, but rather nervous and worried.

Rhonda turned to him and lay against him, and it was good, but it was not sexual. It was…desperate.

Their existence had turned from fun and games to worry.

But, having been a little drunk, they did fall asleep.

Ryan awoke first. Rhonda was draped over him, her breasts against his side. He turned his face and marveled. She really was a beautiful woman. His father must be nuts. Unless there were things here he didn’t understand.

He looked at the computer and frowned. It was sleeping, but he knew it was going to wake up and command them.

What could he do?”

His phone! He could call one of his friends who knew computers. Maybe they could do something!

He slid out of bed and looked down at his cock. Oh, shit, it was starting to hurt. Morning wood. He trotted to the bathroom, half bent over, and sat down.

Rhonda had told him he wouldn’t be standing to piss now, he would have to sit down to relieve himself. So he sat and listened to the tinkle of water. It made him feel like a girl, having to sit to pee.

But, whatever, he had more important things to worry about.

He left the bathroom and went out to the kitchen and picked up his phone. He thought, and came up with George Simpkins. George could out hack Zuckerberg. He would be able to…he looked in his contacts, pressed George’s number and the ringing started. And stopped.

“Hello, Ryan.” The voice was mechanical, definitely not recognizable. “I hope you weren’t calling anybody to report your situation. That wold be a very bad idea.”

“No, uh…you’ve got to stop this.”

An electronic chuckle sounded, and the line was disconnected.

Ryan put his phone down and leaned against the counter. Son of a bitch!

“Good morning.”

Ryan turned and Rhonda stepped into his arms and hugged him.

He hugged her back. He wasn’t drunk now, but he was close to this woman. How could he not be close? They had eaten and drunk, kissed and fucked, and now she had him in chastity.

Yes, they were connected.

Besides, her naked body felt so good against him.

Her small hand gripped his chastity and she giggled.

He chuckled. In spite of everything, this was a rush.

“Maybe you should let me out,” he suggested.

She hugged his waist and looked up at him. “Now why on earth would I want to do that?”

“Well, we’ve got this problem with whoever it is on the internet.”

“So? That doesn’t mean I can’t make you so horny you can’t stand it.”

Ryan’ pursed his lips in thought.

“Besides, I know that men enjoy feeling horny. And I certainly enjoy men feeling horny for me.”

“Well, uh, yeah. But—

DING!

Even in the kitchen they heard the computer sound. They hurried back to the bedroom.

“Heysoos,” muttered Ryan. “Why did Pop put the computer back here?”

But he knew. Sometimes his father would sit in bed and research the stock markets.

When they arrived in the bedroom the computer said,

Breakfast and a swim. One hour.

They walked back to the kitchen, her holding his hand now, just like a girlfriend.

He cooked the sausages and she cooked the waffles. They ate silently. Him worried, her watching him.

She put her hand on his. “Don’t worry, Ryan, this will all work out.”

He looked at her, and his heart skipped a beat. She was so incredibly beautiful

“You know what I wish?”

“What?”
“That I was inside you.”

She laughed and patted his hand. “My nefarious plans are already yielding results.

They went for a short swim, which was mostly just floating and thinking, though she did spend some time kissing him and trying to cheer him up.

They returned to the bedroom and the sinister computer.

Make Ryan a girl.

Underwear, but no panties.

You’ll get a special delivery in a half hour.

Full make up.

Be ready by noon.

Ryan blinked and stared at the screen.

Be a girl? Crossdress? Make up? What the…?

“Wow!” muttered Rhonda. “I never expected that.”

“Why?” Ryan spoke to the screen.

Full compliance…or else.

“Or else what?” Ryan blurted defiantly.

I will send this video to Ryan Sr.

That will give him grounds for divorce.

He will toss Rhonda out on the street,

after ridiculing her in court

and for the world to see.

As for you, Ryan,

how do you think your father will feel

after seeing you fuck his wife?

That crushed Ryan’s momentary rebellion like he was a redneck’s beer can.

Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Oh, please. We have to do this, Ryan.”

“I know,” he said.

“Okay.”

Yet they stared at each other.

“I need a drink first,” said Ryan.

And he did. Even though he had been half drunk the night before, he needed liquid courage. To dress up like a girl? With make up and everything?

“Okay.”

“And you need to get this thing off me.”

She stared at him. The game had become quite intense. She glanced at the computer screen, then back to him. “Okay. Let me get the key and—“

DING!

They looked at the computer.

Leave it on.

“But why?” blurted Ryan.

You’ll know when you put on a dress.

But he didn’t have to put a dress to understand why. Rhonda said, “It’s so your cock won’t make a bulge in the dress.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, almost a whimper.

“Okay, first you’re going to have to get rid of your hair.”

“What?”

“Women don’t like body hair. I’ve got some Nair in the medicine cabinet. Why don’t you go use that and I’ll pick out some underwear and get my make up ready.”

Sighing heavily, Ryan nodded. He walked into the bathroom and found the Nair. Twenty minutes later he came out of the bathroom. He was hairless. Somewhat shiny appearing for that, and his cock was pushing against the tube.

She looked down at him, “Why are you so excited?”

“It’s sexy,” he admitted, blushing. “My skin feels all electric, and it’s making my cock hard. Trying to get hard.”

“Oh, uh, I get it. There’s some underwear on the bed.”

He looked at the dainty underthings. Bra, garters, nylons. No panties.

“Why doesn’t he want me to wear panties?”

“I don’t know.”

She helped him with the bra, showing him how to fasten it in front, slide it around his waist, and slip his arms under the straps.

“This is weird,” he said, looking at the mirror.

Ryan had a slender, wiry frame. The bra actually didn’t look that bad on him.

DING DONG!

They both jumped, then Rhonda realized, “It’s the doorbell. The special delivery.” She pulled a robe on and headed down the hallway. Ryan sat on the bed and put his feet through the garter and slid it up to his waist. He was studying the nylons when Rhonda called out, “Ryan?”

He walked down the hallway. The delivery truck was heading down the street and she had a half a dozen boxes on the foyer floor.

He helped her carry them to the bedroom where they put them on the bed.

“A wig?” he whispered as he opened the box. “A dress?”

They opened the rest of the boxes and found a complete outfit, his size, ready to wear, and breast forms.

“Oh, my God.” His face showed the mix of emotions he was going through. But all emotions died when he opened the last box. It held a strap on harness. There were several dildos in the box. “What the fuck?”

For a long moment they stared at the thing, then they looked at each other. “I guess he doesn’t want me fucking you with my own dick.”

“I’m sorry, Ryan.” She spoke as if feeling guilty, as if this whole thing was her fault.

“Don’t. I—“

“What if it’s not a man?”

“What?”

“We keep saying ‘he,’ but what if it’s a woman? I mean, only a woman would be able to size you for a dress. And getting you all made up like a woman? That’s not something a man would do.”

He thought about that, “You’re right, but…we still…”

“I know,” she spoke miserably. “It still doesn’t do us any good.”

DING!

Let’s go!

“Fuck you,” Ryan spoke to the computer bitterly.

The computer said nothing, but he had the feeling that on the other side of the internet somebody was laughing at him.

“Sit here, Ryan. I’ll paint your toes.”

“Paint my…”

“Yes. That’s part of make up.”

He sat, and she sat crosslegged at his feet and prepped his toes and painted them.

“You know,” she spoke conversationally as she put on a second and third coat of bright, red polish, “Without the hair your legs are quite feminine.”

She looked up at him. His face revealed a deep anger.

“Please, Ryan. We have to do this, so just…make the most of it. I know it’s impossible, but…try to enjoy it.”

He forced his anger down. It wasn’t her fault. He finally sighed.

She put a coat of lacquer on his toes and stood up.

“Put your hand here,” she indicated a corner of her vanity table. He did, and she began sanding and shaping. Then she licked her lips nervously, and reached for a box of fake nails.”

“Wait?”

Her eyes were begging when she looked at him. “Please. This is what I wear. I don’t want whoever’s on the computer to…” she faded off.

He gave a short nod, then watched as she gave him medium length ovals. Now suddenly fascinated, he watched as she painted them the same bright red as his fingernails, then applied the lacquer.

Finally, he held up his hands. He had slender fingers, anyway, but now they were long and feminine.

Rhonda caught here breath. “They look good, Ryan.”

Ryan didn’t say anything. But…they did look good. He could feel his cock pressing against the chastity tube.

She saw him glance down and she reached forward and cupped his testicles. “It’s okay, Ryan.” She kissed him tenderly.

“Wow,” he whimpered. “I’ve never felt so damned horny. This chastity thing is pure torture!”

“It’s not just the chastity tube, Ryan. Men love to get made up.”

He sobered, but thought about it.

Rhonda began working on his face. She cleansed his pores, put primer on him, and then foundation.

“I look plain,” he said, watching his face in the mirror over the vanity table.

“All I’ve done is make your face into a canvas. We’re going to start painting now.”

She put blush in his cheeks, then began working on his eyes.

Ryan was very aware of how close she was to him. Her hands brushed against his face, her breasts occasionally touched an arm. His cock was trying harder and harder to get erect.

She worked the pencil around his eyes, and he stared at that sharp point so close. She put false eyelashes on his, and the world suddenly had shutters. She rubbed a greyish color over his lids and his eyes looked like they were gems glittering from inside twilight caves.

He was starting to hold his breath.

She painted his lips. Red. To match his finger and toes.

“All right,” she said. “Time for the wig.”

She brushed his hair under a skull cap, then applied glue to a strip of material on the edge of the cap. She set the wig onto the skull cap and it was done. He looked into the mirror and saw a very female version of himself. She had shadowed out his male angles and given him soft feminine curves. His lips were plump, she told him later that she had used a plumping agent on them, and curvy. Actually sensual.

DING!

Earrings.

“Oh! I’m going to have to pierce your ears!”

By now Ryan was actually interested in what was happening to him. He was terse, but he nodded.

Rhonda got out her ear piercing kit and within two minutes Ryan was sporting hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror for the Nth time. The size of the hoops, the way she had styled his hair. He was not distinguishable from any woman. In fact, he looked more like a woman than many women did.

Rhonda helped him with the nylons, then the dress. The dress had a high neck, no cleavage, and there was no way of telling that the teardrop shapes weren’t his own body.

He stood up and, from a command from the computer, he stood in front of the computer.

DING!

Shoes.

He balanced with a hand on Rhonda’s shoulder, and she slipped first one shoe, then the other, over his feet.

They were tall, black, and open toed. His red toenails were on display.

And he was done.

He sighed in relief. It was weird, crazy, but he had done it, and—

DING!

Go to Charley Coyote’s and dance.

I can watch over the security system.

Keep your phone with you.

“I can’t do that!” Ryan whispered. “I can’t go out in public.”

Rhonda took his hands and looked in his eyes. “You have to. For me. Besides, nobody can tell you’re a man. Just speak in a high tone of voice and…and you can pull it off.”

“But…but…” they argued, but the computer had spoken, and he knew Rhonda was at risk here. He was going to have to do it. Still, it took an hour of argument, augmented by two stiff drinks, before he allowed himself to be put in the car.

Rhonda drove, as Ryan couldn’t drive with high heels. They took Ryan Sr.’s Jaguar and whizzed through Hollywood.

Charley Coyote’s was a combo restaurant and night club, and Rhonda pulled into the parking lot. She turned to Ryan. “Now, remember, talk in a high voice. Use some of the female mannerisms I told you about, and…” she paused.

“What?”

“You really are a beautiful woman.”

“I feel like an ugly man in drag.”

“Do you remember when I found out about…about the divorce? How you had to convince me to think of myself as beautiful?”

“Yes,” he frowned.

“So all you have to do is get the idea that you are beautiful Can you do that? For me?”

“I can try.”

She nodded, bit her lip, then they got out of the car.

Ryan was careful to keep his knees together. He placed one foot in front of the other, walking on a line.

“I feel like my ass is moving all over the place,” he whispered to Rhonda.

“It is,” she giggled. “You’re a woman. It’s supposed to.”

He groaned, but he kept swaying as he walked.

Inside the restaurant they made for the patio. They sat, Ryan placed his phone on the table, and they ordered drinks. Margaritas with salt and lime. Mmmm!

They drank two, then, feeling the buzz, Rhonda said, we should probably dance.

Ryan was drunk enough now to agree easily. He started to get up like a man, to offer his hand, then quickly caught himself.

They walked to the dance floor and began to move their bodies.

It was a hot, sweaty day, and Ryan suddenly experienced the sensation of male eyes roaming over his body.

“Oh, God,” he started to panic.

“What’s wrong?”

“I can feel all these guys checking me out!”

Rhonda giggled. “Isn’t it fun? You get to tease without even talking to them.

Ryan wanted to leave the floor, but Rhonda kept him out there and they danced several dances.

Finally, Ryan couldn’t handle it anymore, and Rhonda allowed him to return to their table.

They sat at the table for a while, had another drink, and Ryan actually relaxed and started to enjoy it.

“Can you believe men were actually looking at me?”

“They not only looked at you. They were hot for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ryan, you silly. You caused a whole bunch of cocks to get erect.”

He tried to laugh it off, but Rhonda placed her hand on his and looked him in the eye. “Believe, honey. You were hot. If you weren’t with me men would have been hitting on you.”

“And I would have been hitting them!” he groused.

She laughed. “A big hit with the boys. Are you ready to go?”

There was actually a little piece of him that didn’t want to leave, that wanted to stay and party all night, but the far larger part of him was ready to scoot.

They walked out to the parking lot. It was getting late now, and they were buzzing. They didn’t want to go back in and get dinner. They decided to stop at Tommy’s.

Tommy’s was the iconic hamburger stand in Hollywood. They went to the main one, down on Ramparts. They stood in line and they were not alone in their glamour. Woman showed up in furs, limousines pulled up. There were a few celebrities in line. Then they walked to the counter to the side and opened their bags.

“Oh, my God! How am I supposed to eat this with lipstick?”

Rhonda giggled. “Just make a mess. We can repair you later.”

So they ate, gluttonously, and their drunkenness receded a bit. Finally, they walked back to their car and headed for home.

It was dusk when Rhonda parked the Jag, and they strolled into the house.

They were feeling pretty good, and Rhonda decided to keep the good feeling going. She made them a couple of drinks.

They sat on the patio and sipped their bourbons and Cokes. Rhonda played with his chastity tube and laughed when he moaned.

He said, “Am I weird when I say I like this female look?”

“Nope. Do you know how many crossdressers there are in the world?”

He didn’t.

“A lot. And they all like the look and the feel of female clothes.”

Ryan sighed. “Well, now I’m hooked. Crossdressers score one, Internet Big Brothers get zero.”

Rhonda chuckled. “You know—“

DING!

They looked at each other. They had actually forgotten, for the moment, about the computer.

Ryan glanced at his phone. There was no message, so they ran in to the computer.

Strap on time.

“Oh, God!” Ryan turned red.

“Hey! Don’t worry about it. I’ve used a vibrator before. And this will be better. After all, I’ll have a real, live man attached to it.”

That didn’t cheer Ryan up, but there was nothing else to do. He picked up the strap on harness and figured out how to wear it. Soon he had a cock sticking out over his chastity tube. Out fro under his dress.

It was weird. Bizarre. But…he turned to face Rhonda.

Rhonda was laying back on the bed, watching his fake cock.

“That’s big.”

“It’s about the size of mine.”

“Yours is big, but…” she shrugged.

He climbed up on the bed and positioned himself. She put a hand out and said, “Foreplay?”

“Sorry. This thing is just so intense.”

“Tell me about it,” she said, placing her hand son his cheeks. She kissed him, and he tasted not only her lipstick, but his.

She placed her hands on his tits, and though he couldn’t directly feel her hands, he could feel sensations on his chest. He could feel her pressing, and even when she rubbed the big nipples.

They rolled about, groping. They were still wearing dresses and underwear and make up, and it was totally exciting. He fingered her, and she shook his chastity tube until he near cried.

Finally, however, they were ready. She was moist, and he was about as horny as horny could be.

He knelt between her legs and slid the big cock into her.

It was so weird, he felt nothing, but he was horny, and she felt it, and that was for sure. She gasped and pushed her hips up.

“Oh, fuck me, baby,” she cried out.

He began to move in and out.

She cupped his buns and pulled him into her.

He was deep, and her eyes were wide in the dark.

Inside her, all the way to his fake balls, they kissed.

“Oh, God,” she cried. “Your cock is so hard!”

He grinned, and actually felt a degree of pride. Maybe it wasn't really his cock, but he took the compliment.

He began to drive it into her in long strokes. Taking his time. Not being part of the passion he could enjoy her pleasure even more. The fuck became about her, and he became focused on making sure she got the most out of it.

He screwed her, and she began making mewling sounds, her eyes were rolling back in her sockets, and she grabbed his biceps and held on.

And she came. A big tsunami of a pussy popper. She felt the massive wave go over her, lift her up, drown her, and leave her feeling weak and sated and as happy as she had ever been in her life.

Ryan lay over her, holding his weight up, and then he lifted up, took his big cock out of her wet, grasping pussy.

They lay on their backs then. Her totally fucked out. Him totally fucked up. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to get out of the stupid chastity thing. He was horny enough now. He needed to get out. He needed—

DING!

Puzzled, they crawled out of bed and went to the computer.

Rhonda, use the strap on on Ryan.

Ryan’s mouth opened in shock. Never in his life had he ever imagined…

“No!” whispered Rhonda.

This is it.

You do this and I’ll bug you no more.

You do this and you won’t have to worry about the video.

“I…I can’t…”

“Gays like it up the pooper. Lots of people like anal sex. You will like it.” Rhonda was totally nervous.

“But…but…I’m not gay!”

“You don’t have to be gay to like anal sex. You have to do this, Ryan.”

He stared at her.

“Please, don’t look at me like that. I’m desperate. He said we won’t have to worry, this is the last of it. We do this and we’re free.

“But…it’s a cock!”

“It’s a fake cock! And I’ll never tell anybody.”

“But what if he’s lying?”

“But we have to take a chance! We have to! I don’t want to be out in the cold, worrying about my next meal. Desperate just to work at a McDonald’s.”

“But…”

“God, I wish… let me go get you a drink.”

She did, and she sat on his lap and put her hands around his neck as she tried to talk him into it.

Finally, after all the arguments, and the drinks, he said, “I’m scared.”

“Honey. I will be so gentle. I’ll use a ton of lube. We can pick out one of the smaller cocks. Believe me. We can make this the best sexual experience of your life.”

“I don’t know…”

But he was starting to break down. The real concern, past his fears and phobias, was the fact that he cared for her. And for a moment he was pissed at his father. Divorcing this most beautiful, caring, compassionate woman…

But, in the end, he agreed. “Okay,” he said. “How do we do this?”

“You just lean over the bed. Lift up your dress and bend over and…and I’ll take it from there.”

He did, and he was scared, but he lifted his dress, spread his legs, and waited.

Rhonda put the strap on on. She twisted the smallest dildo she could find into the harness. Still, to Ryan it looked huge.

“Don’t worry, honey. You just relax and we can do this.” She slathered lube on his crack, pushed it into his hole, then she inserted a finger and began reaming him. She moved slowly, gently, and she smoothed lubricant into all the nooks and crevices of his rectum.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“What?”

“I didn’t think it would feel good.”

“Of course it does, or people wouldn’t do it. I’ll tell you what, after we do this, when we’re free of this bastard, then I’ll let you screw my asshole.”

Oddly, he liked that idea, and it helped him relax.

Rhonda put a couple of fingers into him and moved them around and around. Then three fingers, and he relaxed more and more.

“Okay, honey. I’m going to put the dildo into you. It’s about the same size as my fingers, so it’s not going to hurt.”

He gulped loudly and nodded.

With that she stepped up close behind him and put the tip of her dick to his brown button. Very gently she pulled his ass cheeks apart and wiggled her cock and began to insert it.

Ryan gasped, and then he had an inch of cock, the head of it, in his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Inch by inch she penetrated him, and the deeper she went the better it felt. He could feel his asshole opening up, accepting, and he started making little grunting sounds.

“Easy, honey. Easy.”

She began to saw back and forth inside him. He heard little bleating sounds and realized it was him.

“Should I go harder?”

He nodded.

She began to fuck him seriously now. He groaned and began pushing back, living for the feeling of the cock sliding over his nerves.

“Are you sorry we didn’t use the bigger cock?”

“Yes,” he managed to utter.

She fucked him for a long time, and he didn’t mind. The pleasure had him, but finally she pulled back and out.

“Ohhh!”

“What?”

“Don’t go! Want more!”

She lay down next to him, hugged him. “That’s all for now, honey. You came.”

“What?”

He looked at the bed where his chastity tube had pressed. Sure enough, there was a big puddle of sperm.

“But how is that possible?”

“I pressed on your prostate, that releases your sperm. It’s even possible to have an anal orgasm.”

Ryan was astounded. He turned to her and kissed her. He had such a feeling of love for this woman.

She kissed him back, held his head, and whispered, “We can do this again, if you want. I can fuck you again and again, until you have a real orgasm.”

I ‘d like that,” he whispered back.

The moment was theirs, and the computer said nothing.


EPILOGUE

They spent the next few weeks making love. Ryan spent a lot of time in chastity, but, as she said, that was only to help him stay horny. She was a hungry woman and she needed a lusty man. The chastity tube helped.

Finally, three weeks later, Ryan Sr. arrived in a taxi. The taxi driver helped him bring his bags up  and Ryan Jr. went out to help. He was a bit surprised when Rhonda came running out of the house, threw herself into Ryan Sr.’s arms and began kissing him madly.

Ryan stared. This wasn’t the way a woman being divorced, dumped back out into the cold, hard world, would act.

Finally, the taxi driver gone, the passionate show of love on the porch over, Ryan Sr. entered the house. Ryan was standing, mouth open, in the foyer. Rhonda was under his arm and holding on to him.

“Hey, son, how was she?”

“What? Who?”

“My wife, of course. Rhonda. I watched you the first couple of days, that was neat when she took you on the bed, but…is she a good woman, or what?”

“But…Dad…I thought you were going to get a divorce!”

Ryan Sr. laughed and Rhonda chuckled and held tight to Senior. “That was for your benefit. You had to believe I was getting rid of her or you wouldn’t have fucked her. Right?”

“Well, uh…I don’t…”

“Get me a drink, let’s sit down on the patio, and I’ll explain.”

Two minutes later they were all sitting. Ryan perched on the edge of a chair, Ryan Sr. and Rhonda cuddling on a lounge.

“Well, son, as you know I’m getting older. And one of the miseries of getting older is ED. Erectile Dysfunction. I could take viagra, but that’s tough on the heart. I could get a pump, or even a rod, but…I don’t want to. I’m okay being limp.

“But…”

He held up a hand. “The problem isn’t me. The problem is that I have a wife who I love dearly, and who loves sex. I didn’t want to hire some stud, or have her go out of the marriage bed on me, so…you are the surrogate. You will stand in for me. Heck, it’s even okay if she gets pregnant.”

Ryan’s eyes were bulging in the sockets.

“But why make me wear women’s things?”

“Oh, that was Rhonda’s ideas. That would keep you a bit distracted so you couldn’t think your way through this, and, besides, Rhonda always wondered what it would be like to make love to a woman. Having you be a woman gets two birds with one stone.”

“And I’m going to dress you up again. I like you as a woman.” She grinned.

Ryan Sr. turned to Rhonda. “Does he still have the chastity tube on?”

“He does.” She giggled. “It drives him crazy, but, man, does he get horny.”

Ryan Sr. laughed. “Excellent. Keep it on him. Don’t take it off until I go on the next business trip.”

He turned to Ryan. “I take my trips every month, and then you’ll have two or three weeks to fuck like bunnies. So get horny, son. Get real horny.”

Slowly, Ryan’s mouth closed. His eyes came back into their sockets, and he nodded.

END
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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!

[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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘My Stepmother 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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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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