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PART ONE

“See you, babe.” I kissed Tim on the lips then hurried out the door.

“Have a good time in Atlanta.” He called after me. In thirty seconds I was zooming down the street, heading for the airport.

‘Have a good time,’ huh!

I had reached the point where I hated flying. Three days a week, sometimes four, I flew somewhere, sold some fancy underwear, then flew home.

Week after week, month after month…and now it was years.

I sighed, and realized I had had enough. No more. You’re not supposed to talk on the phone and drive, but I just had to. I dialed the phone, held it to my ear, and thirty seconds later said the words I had been dreaming of for a year.

“Marcia…I quit.”

Marcia didn’t even blink, at least she didn’t hesitate. It’s hard to tell if somebody blinks over the telephone. “Want to be in charge?”

“What?”

“Janey, you’re the best salesgirl I have. Your stats are stellar, the customers love you, and they all know you, who better to train all our salesgirls?”

“But, I…”

“You don’t have anything else set up, do you? Because this job means staying home. You come in for training sessions but, other than that, you work out of your house. We’ll even pay you more. What do you say? Gonna make me beg? Please…please make me beg. Make me go down on my knees and sob.”

That’s Marcia. Funnier than shit, and…and I giggled. “Okay.”

“Oh, no fair. That was too easy. Let me fire you so you can beg.”

“I can’t wait to tell Tim. He’s going to be so happy.”

“Go tell him now. Take a day off. It’s a three day weekend, get started early.”

“Okay…and, thanks.”

“See ya, kiddo.”

I hung up the phone, turned into a parking lot, circled, turned out of the parking lot and headed home.

I could work out of the house! I could control my hours! I wouldn’t be flying around the country! Yippee!

Smiling, laughing aloud, I steered my Nissan Rogue back home. Tim was going to be so happy. He was always telling me how much he missed me, and now…he was going to be so happy.

There was a little construction going on in front of the house. They were digging up a broken pipe or something, so I parked around the corner and went the rest of the way on foot.

Tim would be so happy.

I wore athletic shoes when traveling, only putting on the heels when I went to work, so my feet were silent as I walked up the walk. Not that anybody could hear over the fellow jackhammering the street.

I grabbed the knob and twisted, and frowned. It didn’t turn. But I had only left a half hour before, and Tim’s car was in the drive so he hadn’t gone out. How strange.

I didn’t bother knocking because the racket the construction guys were making was just too much. I reached into my purse, took out my house key, and unlocked the door.

I entered the house and the construction racket died down a bit. It was relatively silent.

Oh, maybe Tim was taking a little nap. We had stayed up late doing the dirty. At least I had done the dirty. Poor Tim, he hadn’t been able to cum. I grinned. Well, I was going to make him cum now. We had to celebrate, and I wasn’t too worn out to have a little pork-a-roonie in the morning.

I tip toed down the hall. The door was open and I stuck my head in.

My mouth opened, my jaw dropped, and I stared in shock.

Tim was laying on the bed, writhing and twisting. He was wearing a bra with breast forms, lipstick, and a…a thing on his cock. A plastic thing that…that…it was a chastity tube!

He had talked to me last year about getting one, but I had discouraged it. It was just a little too kinky for me.

Apparently he had decided it wasn’t too kinky for him.

He also had on a blindfold, and headphones. He was listening to music while he…while he cross dressed and…and did things to himself…and…and slowly my jaw closed.

I stood there, staring, for long minutes. I could hear the music in his headphones, faint and rocking.

His dick was bulging in the plastic tube. I began to take note of other things.

He had shaved his body. Especially the groin area. I knew he did this, hard to miss, but I had never seen him do it. Now I knew why. He waited until I was going out of town, then shaved himself and…and had a little sex session.

And, the odd thing, I had a thought, without me!

On the bed he pumped his hips up.

I could see that his hands were cuffed to the bed posts. And his ankles to the posts at the foot of the bed. He was holding a little string, and the string led to a key that was laying on the side table. There was also a second key on the table, and I figured this would be to the cage around his cock.

He was locked in, fantasizing about being trapped. Forced to have sex. Unable to have sex. God, he must be so horny!

And that explained why he hadn’t cum the night previous. He had deliberately held himself back, saved himself for…himself.

That sort of irked me. I wanted his sperm, and here he was, hogging it for himself.

I looked around the bedroom. There was a box on the floor. Between the jack hammer in the street and the music playing in his ears, and the fact that he couldn’t get up anyway, there was no chance he could hear me. I suppressed a giggle and tip toed forward and looked in the box.

Dainty underthings. I recognized some of them as my product line. Huh! So he was raiding my samples, very circumspect, so I never noticed.

Heck, I handled so much underwear I would never notice if a bra went missing. Or a corset.

Tim groaned. I could see his cock pulsing in the cage, trying to get hard. There was a little stream of pre-cum draining from his imprisoned slit.

I went to the side table, grinning, and picked up the key. The key was on a little ring, and the string was tied to the ring. I used a fingernail and managed to slip the key off the ring. Then I backed up.

Oh, this was going to be good. He was going to reach fever pitch, just have to jack off, and when he pulled the string…heh heh!

I pulled a chair around and sat down in it and settled in to wait.

Tim moaned and groaned, and I wondered how long before he reached that point where he just had to get himself off.

Let’s see, he had locked himself up right when I had left. Well, call it fifteen minutes. So he would probably be busy for an hour, maybe two.

I sighed. I was hot, I was horny, I wanted to see him panic when he realized he was busted.

Then I started thinking. As far as he was concerned I was on a plane. So what if he didn’t know it was me that stole his key?

Hmm.

And I had the whole day off, plus the weekend, plus the holiday.

I could keep him tied up the whole time!

Oh, my God! What a delicious thought!

I stood up and went out to the kitchen.

So Tim liked a little female underwear. Hunh! Well, that was okay with me. Heck, I liked the stuff, and it was certainly sexier than men’s underwear, those stupid boxer shorts and tighty whitys, so why shouldn’t he?

Still, he hadn’t told me. So he was embarrassed about it. That made it even juicier.

In the kitchen I put a few ice cubes in a round glass, filled it a quarter with whiskey, and the remainder with Coke.

I loved a good whiskey and Coke. Of course, my drink was weaker than Tim’s, but that was okay. It was perfect for me.

I leaned my butt against the sink and contemplated my next moves.

I had Tim for an extended weekend. But how would I keep him from knowing it was me? Heck, if I fed him any whiskey he would know it was me.

I couldn’t kiss him, and…would he know it was me if I hopped onto his dick and had a ride?

Oh, shit. And I was horny.

And suddenly I realized how horny.

I had cum the night before, a great orgasm, but I was not just horny now, I was super horny. I felt a white heat in my chest. My nipples were tingling. And I felt like I was wetter than a slip-n-slide between my thighs. Heck, if I walked I was going to squish!

I sipped some more whiskey, and I reached a conclusion. I needed help.

I needed somebody who didn’t know Tim, who wouldn’t be familiar with him, and wouldn't be recognized for that familiarity.

Hmmm.

What to do…what to do.

I picked up my cell phone and went back into the bedroom.

Tim was still writhing, humping, and having the time of his life. His cock was leaking fluids copiously, and his groin looked sticky and wet. I grinned. I wasn’t alone in being turned on.

I angled the phone, snapped a few pictures, and tip toed from the room.

I picked out one picture, Tim caught in mid writhe, his caged cock very visible, and got it ready to send. I typed in Marcia’s email address and the caption:

I found this at home.

What should I do?

I tapped send.

I walked back to the kitchen, I had left my drink on the drainboard, and before I got there I had a response.

Janey?

I smothered a giggle and typed and sent:

That’s me.

Her next message.

Don’t do anything!

I’ll call you in five.

I went out on the patio and sat in one of the loungers. I sipped and enjoyed the morning. The sun was hot, the roar from the construction in the street wasn’t too bad, and…and God! Did I feel good!

Good and horny.

The wet factor between my legs was growing exponentially.

Funny thing, there was actually a tinge of sadness to my mood.

To think, my straight arrow husband had been hiding his kink the whole time we were married. We could have been having fun this whole time, but instead…he has to go and hide it from me.

Dope.

I shook my head sadly, watched a couple of birds doing the mating ritual on the lawn, hoping towards and away from each in a stylized dance, and my phone rang.

“Headly residence,” I answered, trying to sound like a stiff, British butler.

“Are you serious? Is that your husband?”

I laughed. “You mean that fellow writhing and twisting and wanting to squirt his brains out on my bed?”

She laughed. “Oh, so it’s a stranger that you just happened to come home to. Do you make it a habit to have strangers kinked out on your bed?”

“Can you believe it? And I didn’t know! He’s been hiding this side of himself. We’ve been married for five years and…”

“Oh, he must be so disappointed now that you won’t be flying out anymore.”

“Well, he doesn’t know. Yet.”

“What? He doesn’t know that…he’s still tied up?”

“Of course. You think I want to be a party pooper?”

“Oh…my God…can I come over?”

“Well, I don’t know. Tim’s a bit tied up right now, and I’m getting drunk, so—“

“You be-yotch!” she almost shouted. “I’m canceling the rest of my day. I’ll be over in fifteen.”

“You sure you don’t want to meet some—“

CLICK!

Ten minutes later Marcia opened the front door and peeked in.

She could see me on the patio and I waved a hand.

She came out and sat down on the lounge chair next to me. She was holding her heels in her hands.

“Where is he?”

“Bedroom. Go have a look.”

She put her heels down and went back into the house.

I waited, and five minutes later she was back. She lay down next to me and smothered her laughter. “Oh, my God. That is incredible!”

“It’s how I always keep my men,” I gave a big, fake yawn.

“Yeah, right. Where’s the booze?”

“Kitchen.” I handed her my glass. “Whiskey and Coke, easy on the whiskey.”

“Coming right up,” she sauntered back into the house.

“So what are you going to do with him?”

She had drunk fast and caught up with me. We were feeling a little loopy, and I said, “That’s where you come in.”

“I do?”

“Yep. He would recognize me. He would sense my gait, the way I move, my touch. Heck, if I jumped his bone…” I looked at her, “Are all cats black in the night?”

She looked at me.

“I was told that men couldn’t tell the difference between women if they couldn’t see them. So would he know if some other woman fucked him?”

“You want me to…oh, My God.”

“That’s about your tenth ‘ohmygod’ since you’ve been here.”

“Really? Oh, my God.”

We giggled.

I said, “I don’t know. Here’s the deal. He’s only met you to say hi. He doesn’t know you. So can you spend a little time helping me out? Playing with his balls, feeding him, keeping him clean, that sort of thing?”

“Can I? Oh, baby. I can!” Then she frowned.

“What?”

“What about the sex thing?”

“Oh, I don’t care about that. It’s up to you.”

“So if I get hungry and want to jump his bone…you don’t mind.”

“As long as he doesn’t cum.”

She giggled so hard a spurt of drink dribbled out of her mouth.

“You’re not going to let him cum?”

“Not this weekend. And it’s going to be a long weekend.”

“Okay. I’m in. But I have some thoughts of my own. There’s some things I would like to do to him.”

“Mi hubbo es su hubbo,” I mangled the Spanish phrase, but Marcia simply grinned and nodded.

She raised a hand and high fived me. “We are going to have so much fun.”

I smacked her hand and said, “So will Tim.” I giggled, “The difference is…he won’t know it!”

We laughed and laughed.

Tim had been going for three hours, and I knew he must be desperate. Marcia and I sat on chairs and sipped drinks and watched him. If we wanted to communicate we texted each other. So funny, sitting in the same room and texting, but this way Tim wouldn’t hear anything.

We watched as Tim humped the air and had his fantasy, and, finally, he pulled on the string in his hand.

The now keyless ring slid across the table and dropped between the bed and the table.

Marcia and I put our hands over our mouths and stifled our hilarity.

Tim carefully pulled the string up. It was slow work, using just your fingers, but it was obvious he had done this before.

The ring rose, reached his hand. He grabbed it, stopped, and felt it. And felt it. And felt it.

His head jerked up, his body stiffened.

No key.

He fed the string out. Pushed it instead of pulling it.

Marcia and I went into hysterics. His red painted mouth was grim. Marcia actually pounded me on my back. Then I was on the floor, kneeling, bending over, forcing myself to stay upright enough to watch the fun.

He reached the other end of the string. Just string. No ring. And no key.

He pulled on the string, desperately, frantically, and reached the ring.

No key.

He stopped moving, and we could almost hear the gears going around in his head.

“Is somebody here?”

Marcia and I sat and watched as realizations flooded through his mind.

He was alone. No he wasn’t. Somebody was there. Who was there? And so on.

The construction guys had stopped jack hammering in the street, but the music was still blasting in his ears.

“Speak up. This isn’t funny. This is…is kidnapping. You’re forcibly restraining me.”

We didn’t say anything.

Tim gave a jerk on his bonds. The handcuffs were not going to give, and Tim and I had chosen a particular strong bed.

Then he was frantic, twisting and pulling and doing anything he could to get loose. The bed actually jumped a bit, but it was in no danger of breaking.

“Let me loose,” he cried.

God the sound of his desperation. I actually put my hand between my groin and squeezed my mons. This was making me not just horny, or super horny, but super duper with a cherry on top horny.

And what made it even more delicious was the fact that Tim wanted this.

Hey, if he didn’t he wouldn’t have tied himself up in the first place, right?

Finally, he lay there, not moving, silent. His mind grasping frantically for some way out of his dilemma.

Marcia put a hand on my forearm. We looked at each other, then she looked at Tim and cleared her throat.

It was soft, a barely audible ‘ahem,’ but Tim heard it. He could hear things through his earphones, but we would find that we had to speak directly to him sometimes. Sometimes he heard everything. I guess it just depended on the type of music he was listening to.

“Who’s that? Who is that?”

I texted Marcia. “Touch him.”

She stood up, didn’t make any sound as she crossed to the bed, and reached down to his thigh.

God, he jumped. He would have gone through the roof if he hadn’t been tied to the bed.

I smothered my laughter.

“Who…let me go! Please, let me go!”

Tears on his cheeks, rolling out from under his black sleep mask.

She tapped on his cock cage. Her fingernail made a clicking sound, and the shock of sensation went straight up his cock and into his hyper active brain!

“Don’t! You can’t! This is rape!”

Marcia and I tip toed out of the room. First, we were ready to split. We were ready to burst. We needed to be able to talk, to physically express ourselves before we blew it and started laughing out loud.

Second, we needed to discuss. We needed to plan.

We walked out to the kitchen, where we collapsed against each other. We kept our laughter down, but we hugged and shook with hilarity. God, Tim was easy.

Finally, we made a couple of drinks, then adjourned to the patio.

“So, what now.”

“Do you want to keep him in chastity?”

“Hmm. I do and I don’t. I’d like to examine that big cock of his. But I don’t think we’ll be able to get it back in the cage if we take it out.”

“Oh, I can get it back. Don’t worry about that.”

“Then let’s unlock the beast and do a little taming.”

We finished our drinks, grinned at each other, and went back into the bedroom.

Tim lay quietly. He moved his head every once in a while, and the look on his face was priceless, but he was done with the initial struggles.

Marcia cleared her throat and he became instantly alert.

“Who’s that?”

Marcia went to the bed and began pulling his nipples. At first he didn’t move, then he actually gave a twist of his hips and groaned. “Stop that!”

Marcia stopped, and Tim looked disappointed. I held my laughter in.

Then Marcia picked up the other key on the table and bent to his groin.

Tim drew in his breath, he didn’t breath, he just held still while Marcia unlocked the padlock holding his groin in check.

She took the padlock off, snapped it closed by his ear, and placed it on the table.

“What are you doing?”

Marcia pulled on the tube and it came off his cock.

“Oh!” he groaned, and his hips thrust up and stayed there while his cock unfurled.

It was beautiful. Eight inches of man meat, standing like a flagpole.

The veins began pulsing with blood and it bobbed in the air.

“Oh, fuck,” Tim groaned. “Please…please.”

Marcia changed her voice into an unrecognizable growl.

“Please what?”

Tim froze. It was obvious he didn’t recognize her voice. Finally, “Who are you?”

“Please what? Please untie you? Please get you off? Which do you want?”

Oh, that was funny. Did he want to get untied, or get his rocks off. What a choice for my kinky hubbie.

“Untie me.”

Marcia made a sound like a buzzer, “BAAAA! Wrong choice.”

I almost lost it then.

She was grinning wider than a fat woman’s ass, and she made a cutting motion with her hand to shut me up.

She took his cock in hand then and began to stroke it. Long, loving strokes. Up and down. Then she put a finger to the underside of his cock head and began rubbing the sensitive skin in a circular motion.

“Unh!” He grunted. His cock was leaking pre-cum furiously.

It didn’t take long, he was already on edge, but he started to thrust his hips up and we knew he was close to cuming.

Marcia put her face next to his ear and made the buzzing sound. “BAAAAA!”

Then she backed off.

Tim lurched his hips into the air. His cock was actually spewing, not just leaking, but spewing pre-cum.

“Please…please…get me off!”

We backed out of the room and headed down the hallway. We were heading for the patio to have a chuckle. Tim writhed on the bed and didn’t even know we were gone. We could hear him talking to nobody as we walked down the hallway.

“Oh, God!” Marcia laughed. “His penis was going to squirt!”

“You stopped just in time! BAAAA!” I made the buzzer sound and we broke up all over again.

Finally, “Well, it’s getting close to lunch. Shall we go have a bite?”

“One last thing,” Marcia said.

We went back into the bedroom and began biting Tim. We went over his toes, up his legs, down his sides.

And, of course, his cock.

We took little bites, bites that wouldn’t hurt, and let him feel our teeth. I was able to do this because it was such a simple thing, and because with two mouths nibbling at him he wouldn’t be focused enough to realize mine was one of the mouths.

“Oh, God!” Halfway through our little ‘meal’ he was moving and twisting. Trying to get away? Or trying to get more?

We didn’t know and didn’t care. All we cared about was that his pecker was getting bigger. And it was.

Finally, his whole body aflame with our little love nips, we sauntered out of the house and headed for a local eatery.

We took a patio table, off by ourselves, at Charlie Coyote’s, and ordered drinks.

While we sipped and waited for the waitress to take our order we looked at the pictures on my cell phone.

“Look at his mouth!” It was twisted in a grimace of…pleasure.

We chuckled.

“How long do you think he’s been doing this stuff?”

I shrugged “Years? I hate to call him a pervert, it’s just good, kinky fun, but these kinds of things are life long, or so I’ve been told.”

She nodded and clicked through the pics.

“He’s got a good body.”

“His dick has certainly kept me satisfied.”

“Yeah,” Marcia was almost drooling, and I suddenly realized that she was wanting to ride him. Bad.

She put the cell phone down and turned to me. “You know, it might be fun to let him up. I mean, keep his hands tied, let him move around. We could take him outside, we could take him with us wherever we wanted, and play with him the whole time.”

“We’d need somebody who had a knowledge of ropes, or something like that.”

“Nah. There’s all sorts of things for bondage at Romantix, the sex shop down on San Fernando Boulevard.”

I mused, “So we have to take a shopping trip.”

Unseen by us, we were in our own world, the waitress came up to take our order. She waited patiently for us to notice her, and suddenly gasped.

We looked up at her.

She was staring at my open cell phone. The pic of Tim stared back at her. Him struggling, wearing a bra, his lips painted red.

“Hey!” I yelped. “It’s not what it looks like.

The waitress, her name tag said ‘Tammy,’ started to back up. Marcia grabbed her wrist. “It’s her husband. He’s okay.”

The waitress looked about to struggle, so Marcia let go of her wrist.

I said, “He’s at home, right now. Like this. He enjoys this.”

Tammy looked at me, then at Marcia. The phone was in my hand and no longer visible.

“I…I’m supposed to…I don’t…”

I knew what she was trying to say: if a good citizen sees a crime he or she is supposed to report it.

“It’s just kinky fun,” explained Marcia. “They do this all the time.

She looked back and forth between us. “Really?”

Aha. Hope! Threat deflected.

“Look, here’s some more pictures.”

I held on to the phone tightly and pulled up the pictures. I was hoping our friendliness and familiarity would sooth the girl. I certainly didn’t want her freaking out and calling the police. That would sure end the game too soon.

Tammy moved back to the table and stared at the phone.

Tim, humping the air with his caged cock.

Tim, obviously moaning in pleasure.

A close up of his cock cage.

“What’s that on his penis?”

“It’s called a chastity tube. It keeps men from getting erect.”

“Really? Like…not at all?”

“Not while they’re wearing this puppy. As long as they’re wearing this they are yours. They do what you want, and are happy to do so.”

“Oh, my God!”

She looked at me. “I’ve read about things like this. What’s it called PDSM, or something?

“BDSM,” corrected Marcia. “Bondage, Domination, Sado-Masochism.”

“I know what bondage and domination are. My boyfriend asks me to do those things. But what is ‘sado-masochism?’

“Sado is when you like to give a little pain. Not too much,” I cautioned. “Masochism is when you like to get pain. Again, not too much. I mean, we’re not into hurting people. We’re more into making them frustrated.”

“And he, your husband, he likes to be frustrated.”

Marcia and I looked at each other and began giggling.

“Oh, yeah,” commented Marcia.

“He does look like he’s having fun. In a weird way. And he’s really at home? Tied up and everything?”

“Yup,” I said, slipping my phone back into my purse.

For a long moment Tammy just stood there, biting her lip. Then she said something I didn’t expect. “Prove it.”

Both Marcia and I blinked. “What?”

“I’m supposed to call the police if…if…and this guy…how do I know he’s really having fun?”

I started to say something, but she continued.

“I’ve always thought about stuff like this. And my boyfriend…” she left that thought unfinished. “So you need to show me.”

Marcia and I were caught now. We hadn’t planned on anything like this.

Tammy broke a little. “Oh, please. I’ve never seen anything like this. I really need to see.”

Marcia looked at me and shrugged.

Why not?

“When do you get off?”

“One hour I work the mornings. And I’ll get Rick, that’s the manager, to comp your lunches.”

Marcia smiled. “Really?”

“Uh huh. I’d get your drinks comped, but it’s harder to do that with alcohol. Management is afraid we’ll comp ourselves and get all drunk on the job.”

I made up my mind. “Okay. One hour. Better feed us good.”

“Oh, I will.” She suddenly turned professional, “What would you like?”

An hour later, full of free food and lots of booze, we hopped into Marcia’s car. Tammy was in the backseat, and we headed for home.

All the way home we laughed and giggled and Tammy asked us about a thousand questions.

“Do you use whips?”

“Can he hear anything with those earphones on?”

“How can he stand having his penis all strangled up inside that thing?”

On and on, all the way to my house. It was almost a relief to let Tammy out of the car and into the house.

“Oh, look at that!”

Tammy stared at Tim. He heard her voice, but I wasn’t worried about him recognizing the voice of a total stranger.

“Let me go!”

Tammy giggled. Lots of giggling going on today.

“Can I touch him?”

I nodded.

“On the penis?”

My shoulders lurched with the humor of it all. I nodded.

Tammy reached out and put her hand around his cock. “Wow.”

“Oh! Don’t!”

But Tammy had already figured out that she could ignore anything that Tim said. She began to stroke his cock, it wasn’t long before Tim was moaning.

“Please, untie me.”

Tammy smiled and said, “My boyfriend likes it when I slap his balls. Can I?”

Marcia growled, “As long as he doesn’t cum.”

“Okay,” she slapped his balls.

Tim about left the bed. Yet it wasn’t hard, just a super duper sized surprise.

“No! No!”

She held his cock with one hand and slapped his balls back and forth,. Slap, slap, slap, slap, slap…on and on.

I had never thought of ball slapping as an item of love play, but it obviously was.

Suddenly Tammy stopped. Tim was actually crying. But it wasn’t tears of pain. He liked it!

“He’s about to cum,” Tammy explained.

I patted her on the arm.

Marcia rasped. “Stay here and watch him. We’ll be back.”

“Okay.” Happily.

Marcia and I adjourned to the kitchen. “Looks like we have a helper. It’ll make this week end easier.

“Good. Playing with a cock and slapping balls can get boring after a while.”

“Not if you’re Tim,” Marcia quipped. We both laughed.

For ten minutes we talked about the situation. Then we started back to the bedroom. Suddenly, Marcia’s cell rang. Quickly, we moved back to the kitchen.

“Hello? Yes. Oh, no. I distinctly said we should move Bob to the front area. I don’t care. Look, I’m going to come down. We’ll figure this thing out.”

She hung up and grimaced. “Got to go.”

“Problems at work?”

“Problems with your office.”

I tilted my head and grinned. I liked the sound of that. My office.

“I wanted to put you upstairs, just a stairway down to the conference office. My office right down the hall.”

“What’s the problem?”

“A couple of people in shipping are saying they need that office. Look, sorry to abandon you, but I’ll be back in an hour.”

“Hey, let me come along. I want to see my new digs.”

“Well, you can…but what about Tim?”

“Oh, he’ll be fine,” I waved a hand desultorily. “Tammy can watch him.”

In retrospect, I would wonder how I could have made such a stupid decision, trusting my husband to a total stranger. But everything was going so well, and I wanted to see my new office, so I did the stupid.

I called Tammy out of the bedroom and asked her if she could watch for an hour.

“Sure. Easy. And I can play with him…but no cumming.”

Marcia grinned. “That’s right. Get him hard and horny, but whatever you do…don’t let him squirt.”

And off we went.

Marcia and I chatted as she leisurely drove to the office. The problem wasn’t as bad as it was made out to be, so we had it fixed quicksnap. Then we headed home.

And stopped for Starbuck’s.

We were in no hurry. Everything was peachy keen. We sat in the coffee shop and nibbled on muffins and drank coffee.

Finally, I looked at my watch. “Time to get back to my loving husband.

“Marcia snickered and we headed out the door. Ten minutes later we drove down my street, and Marcia stopped the car and we stared.

A half a dozen cars were parked in the driveway and along the curb. Loud music was blaring from the house. The front door was open and we could see people wandering around inside.

“What the heck…”

There wasn’t even enough room for Marcia to park, and she had to go down the street and park in front of the Johnson’s.

We got out of the car, and Mrs. Johnson came out the front door.

“The music is a little loud, don’t you think?”

Mrs. Johnson was a chatterbox busybody.

“It’s my niece,” I blurted out a cover story. “I’ll get the music down right now.”

Marcia and I charged down the street, up the walk and into the house.

Kids. A dozen kids were in the house. Four were out at the pool, in the underwear and comparing the size of their splashes. They had a boombox out there and they were blasting.

Several were in the living room, drinking.

But the most important thing on my mind was Tim.

“Take care of Tim,” Marcia yelled over the music. “I’ll get the back yard.”

I ran down the hallway, and I was too late.

A girl was lifting Tim by the cock, his back was arched up, and just as I entered the room she slid a butt plug into his ass.

Tim yelped and struggled, and the four kids in the room started laughing at how he wiggled and tried to dislodge that which he couldn’t even touch. His hips went back and forth.

“What the fuck!” I yelled.

And, to this day, I don’t know why Tim didn’t recognize my voice. Probably because I was yelling. That and there was another boombox in the bedroom and it was blasting.

I pushed the girl aside.

“Hey, bitch!” she snarled.

I slapped her in the face, and between that and the rage on my face, she backed off.

The other kids were standing up, and I realized that they were all drunk. I leave the house for an hour or two and I’m invaded by kids, my hubbie has a plug up his ass, all my whiskey is gone…crap!

I pointed to the doorway. I hissed, now remembering to try and make my voice unrecognizable. “The living room!”

Slowly, but with attitude, they filed out.

I looked at Tim. He was wiggling like crazy. The butt plug stuck out from his ass. It didn’t look like a big one, but it had a horse’s tale on it.

And, here is the bad part. I started to giggle.

My husband, Tim, with a horse’s tail. Oh, my God!

But I forced myself to calm down. I grabbed his penis and lifted and gently pulled the plug out.

It actually gave a little pop, then Tim sighed in relief.

I looked at his asshole. It looked okay. No blood or anything.

I went into the bathroom and washed the plug, then put it aside. Then I washed my hands, used a wet cloth on Tim’s butt, and headed for the living room.

The house was quiet, and more than a dozen kids were sitting on the couch and the floor. Marcia stood in front of them, arms folded and glaring at them.

I noted Tammy, looking pretty miserable, on the floor.

“Okay, Tammy, what happened?”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. uh, Janey.” She didn’t even know my whole name, “I sent a snap shot to my girlfriend, and she shared it, and…and my friends started showing up.”

“How’d they know where to go?” asked Marcia.

“I borrowed Moira’s phone and she has a ‘find iPhone’ app.”

“And the rest of you kids just thought you could break into a house and have a party?”

They looked down, and around, but they weren’t cowed. One boy said, “We were invited.”

Crap.

“So you come in here and drink all the booze and…” I lashed into them, but it wasn’t having much effect. Oh, they had guilty looks, but none of them looked like they were worried that I might call the cops…or their parents. Shortly, I found out why.

“We go to the college.”

They weren’t high school students. That was a relief, but college was almost as bad. College kids were experimental, finding their way.

“I should have you kicked out. Expelled.”

“No, you shouldn’t.” It was a boy wearing a leather jacket.

I looked at him.

“You’ve got a man tied up in the bedroom. You call on us and we’ll call on you.”

Bingo. They had me. I couldn‘t risk the police coming by. For a moment I was lost, then I tried to bluff my way through.

“Okay. You guys are going to clean this house and then get out of here and I never want to see you again.”

Nobody moved.

“Didn’t you hear me?”

“We’re not done partying,” the surly one griped.

Marcia got in his face, and she has some horsepower, but the kid wasn’t bothered. Probably had his own parents in his face all the time.

“Look,” the kid said, “We want to party. It’s a party weekend. We’ll get our own booze, but this place is nice. We’ll even clean it when we’re done. We want to stay and party.”

“And see what happens with the guy in the bedroom,” Tammy spoke softly.

“Yeah,” one of the girls chimed in. “Why is he all tied up and everything?”

Marcia and I looked at each other. She hooked a finger at me and said, “Conference.”

I turned to the kids. “You all stay put. We’re going to sort this out.”

“We aren’t going anywhere,” said the kid with the attitude.

Marcia and I went out to the front yard. The construction was done for the day, and for the weekend. Blessed silence.

“What do I do?” I asked, desperate for a solution.

She shrugged, as helpless as me. “How bad can a party be?”

“But what about Tim?”

“Release him?”

“Okay, let’s go tell them.”

We trooped back into the living room.

“Okay,” I said. “You’re got your party. Just as soon as we release my husband we’ll—“

“No you don’t.”

“What?”

“He’s our proof. He’s our insurance.”

“You’ve got the pictures.”

“Yeah, and you call the cops and they come over and he gets all smiley and…” he shrugged.

One of the girls added, “Yeah. Besides. He’s cute.”

Right about then my brain could have fallen out of my ear and I wouldn’t have been surprised. This was going from bizarre to extra bizarre.

“No. That’s not the deal,” I said.

The kid with the attitude held up his cell phone. “Well, I guess I have to send out a few tweets.”

“Wait!”

I rubbed my forehead. I thought. I died a thousand deaths. “Okay.”

“All right!” The surly kid stood up, grinning, and he actually held his hand out to me. “Shake…and let’s bake!”

And so the party started.

The kids got their money together and the Attitude Kid, who turned out to be Larry, went on a beer run.

The rest of them finished off my hard liquor, and helped themselves to a case of beer that Tim had in the garage, and the music started up again. Marcia and I put our heads together.

“What are we going to do?”

“I think I hear my mother calling.”

“Oh, no you don’t. You’re in this with me.”

“I’m not the one who tied her hubbie to a bed.”

“No, but you sure enjoyed it. So you’re in.”

She chuckled. “Yeah. Of course. What do we do?”

“Okay, first things first, we have to try to keep the kids on beer. They’ll get drunk, and they’ll puke, but it won’t be as bad as if they were doing Vodka or something.”

“Okay. Good. And food. If you keep them fed it will help control their drunkeness.”

“Excellent. I’ll go to—“

“I’ll go.”

“Okay, you’ll go.”

“Hey, don’t worry. I’ll pay for everything. I’ll charge it to the company. Entertainment, or something.”

“Oh, good. Thank you.”

“Besides,” she mused. “It’s sort of going to be fun, if we can keep a lid on it.”

“It is?”

“Sure. When’s the last time you let your hair down. Like, all the way?”

“Well, I—“

“Besides, I already got propositioned.”

“You didn’t!”

“I did. The red haired kid, the one with all the muscles. I was shouting for them to get inside and he comes up and says, “Hey, Super Mama. You want to get together?”

“You’re old enough to be his mother!”

She smiled. “I’m not married, I’m not appreciated. I’m tired of jilling off in the bathroom…”

”You’re not going to…”

“I might. But you, poor, unfortunate thing…you’re married. No party for you.”

I have to tell you, the way she made it sound…I wanted to party.

Anyway, she went to the store to get a couple of cases of hamburgers and hot dogs, and condiments and buns and paper plates and stuff, and I stood on the front porch and worried.

The kids were all at the pool, except for Tammy who had gone back to the bedroom.

“Don’t worry,” she had said, “I’ll make sure nobody fucks him or anything.”

Larry came back, his truck filled with two cases of beer, two kegs and, get this, a big bottle of whiskey for me. All for me. He handed it to me and whispered in my ear. “You oughta think about gettin’ it on with me. Isn’t this marriage stuff getting old?”

I blinked, my mouth opened, and he laughed.

The guys brought the beer into the house, there were more cheers, and the party started in earnest.

Soon the back yard was filled with naked kids. The girls got a little drunk and started tossing their tops around, the guys cheered, and suddenly everybody was naked. No tops, no bottoms, weenies waggling and tits a bouncin’.

They started turning up boom boxes, but I showed them how the sound system worked and the music was kept to a dull roar. I even got them to park their cars on side streets.

Marcia returned and the kids helped her with the groceries. When she fired up the barbecue I noticed that the red headed kid stuck close to her, fawned over her. He did have a lot of muscles, and he did look strong. And he was one of the few wearing trunks, which trunks had a particular sizable bulge in them.

I walked back to the bedroom and sat down to watch over Tim.

Cripes. From being able to tease him mercilessly I had been demoted to watching over and guarding him.

Larry came back and offered me a drink. “Super Mama says you like Coke and bourbon.”

I sipped. It went down cool, and I needed it.

He stood next to me. He had lost his clothes and I was aware of the heat of his cock, bobbing next to my leg.

“You think about my offer? Super Babe?”

Super Babe? Marcia was Super Mama, and I was…super Babe? Yet, in an odd way, it was a compliment.

He turned to me, got closer. I felt his boner touch my hip. Fuck. It felt like a big one.

“I’m married,” I blurted.

Tim was listening. He was laying there, his dick poking the air, but his ears were working.

Could he tell it was me speaking? Could he hear over the music in his ears?

“Yeah. To him.” Larry jerked his thumb at the bed.

I started to say something, but he placed his hand over my mouth. It was curiously intimate, and his face got right in front of mine. He whispered, “I don’t know what kind of marriage you’ve got, but it looks pretty kinky. At least…he’s sure into kink. What about you? Are you into something?”

I whispered back, “I can’t talk here.”

I walked out of the bedroom. Larry followed me. I stopped in the hallway and turned to him. He moved towards me and I backed up, against the wall. He placed one hand on the wall and leaned into me. He was close enough to kiss, but he was playing it cool. He was waiting for me to make a move.

“About your man. One of the girls wants to play with him. She likes to fuck and suck, and she knows everything. She’ll give you some pointers on how to please him.”

“I don’t—“

“But what about you? How do we please you? I mean, it’s pretty nice of you to let this all happen…” as if I had choice, but then I realized I did, “and maybe there’s something I can do to make you happy.”

“I don’t think so.” We were both whispering.

“That’s too bad, ‘cause I’ve got a pretty sizable cock between my legs, and it would love to make your acquaintance.

Heysoos. It was weird, but…but I was getting all warm and tingly.

And, at that moment, as if to add punctuation to the situation, Marcia and the big red head walked into the hall. Marcia didn’t even blink, just turned into the bedroom. The big kid, a dopey grin on his face, followed her…and shut the door.”

Larry looked at me. “That’s the way it is, Super Babe. Now get with the program.”

I was speechless, stunned, didn’t know what to do.

“Go on. Touch me. See how big it is.”

I couldn’t help it. I moved my hand, it bumped into his cock. I opened my hand and closed it. His penis really was big. And throbbing.

“Oh, yeah.” And he moved his face forward. Bare millimeters separated our lips, and he waited.

I couldn’t help it. I kissed him. My head just went forward and our lips touched, then his arm was around me and he was kissing me. Ferociously, hungrily, delving into me.

I worked his penis. I stroked it.

I fell to my knees and took him into my mouth.

Fuck, he was a mouthful. I couldn’t deep throat him, I could only get half of him into my mouth, but I sucked that head and I stroked his shaft and—

“Pardon me…” the girl who had put the butt plug into Tim’s ass walked past us.

“Wait a minute!” I popped to my feet.

She turned to me. “What?”

“This is Janice. She’s the one I told you about. She knows everything about sex.”

The girl preened proudly. Larry had as good as called her a slut, and she took pride in it. Oh, my God. Different generations.

“You aren’t going to put that thing up his butt!”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want him hurt.”

“You think that’s going to hurt him?” She grinned broadly.

I said nothing, just stared at her, and she gave a sigh. “Look, men like a little butt foreplay. In fact, they love it. Haven’t you guys ever played with your butts?”

I hadn’t. Well, I had touched Larry’s rectum once, and he about went out the roof. I had pulled my finger back, and he had insisted that it was okay, but I was a chicken.

“Oh, my God! You haven’t.

“Super Babe,” Larry shook his head. “You don’t know what you been missing out on.”

The girl came closer to me then. She said, “Look, lady—Janey is your name, right?”

I nodded.

“You follow me in there. You watch what I do. If he objects at all, I pull it out and go away. If he doesn’t object…if I can actually make him beg for it, well…” she shrugged her shoulders, giving a little smirk.

“Do it, Super Babe. What have you got to lose.”

I looked back at Larry. His cock was firmly against me, I could feel his heat, I could feel him bobbing against me.

I looked at smirky Janice.

The taste of Larry’s lips on mine was strong.

“Okay,” I found myself saying.

“All right,” Janice breathed out. She turned and went into the bedroom.

Larry and I followed, and Janice shut the door. She whispered to us. “Don’t you freaks say a word.”

She went to Tim and took the earphones off.

“Who’s that? You gotta let me go.”

Janice put her lips down to his ear, whispered to him so he could feel her lips, feel her breath. “First, shut your mouth. You talk and I’ll put the earphones back on and leave you alone. You got that? Say yes or no.”

A moment, then Tim said, “Yeah.”

“Okay, then here’s how it’s going to go. First off, you’re a freak, and

I’m a specialist in freaks. So I’ve got you, all tied up and nowhere to go, and I am just dying to help you out. Help you realize your dreams.”

She touched his cock then. Gently, she began to stroke the underside of it. “You got that?”

Tim nodded and gulped. I was stunned. There was a definite change in his attitude.

“Okay, freak, would you mind if I sucked your cock?”

“Uh…uh…” to Tim’s credit, he tried. “I’m married.”

“Yeah, but I’m not, and I’ve got you, and I’m going to do to you what I’m going to do to you, and there’s nothing you can do about it, right?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“So you can struggle and fight and have a miserable time…or you can relax and enjoy it and have a great time. Which would you rather have, miserable or great?”

She closed her hand on his dick and stroked His penis was a deep red.

“Come on, now. Answer me. I don’t have all day.” She looked at me and Larry and gave a silent laugh.

“Uh…”

“Oh, you wanted it to be miserable? You really like pain and all that stuff?”

“No!”

“You don’t want me to pinch your nipples and spank your balls and maybe punch you and that kind of thing?

“No!”

“Huh! Well, okay. Then you’d rather have it nice and soft, like this…” she bent down and took his cock in her mouth. She sucked on the head and watched him.

I was holding my breath. The way she was working, she really did know her way around a bed.

Tim groaned.

I grabbed Larry’s cock and squeezed. Larry gasped silently.

Janice sucked, and I began stroking Larry’s dick. He began moving in time with me, fucking my fist.

In the back of my mind I was thinking…maybe if I just jack Larry off…maybe that’s all he’ll need.

Janice lifted her head and moved back to his ear. She resumed stroking him. “Lover, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do. I’m going to touch your asshole. Like I did before. You liked that, didn’t you?” But she didn’t wait for him to say anything. “Just touch. And you tell me if you like it.”

“I don’t like it.”

“I haven’t touched. You have to wait until I touch.”

At that point—I don’t know what I expected, maybe for her to pull out the butt plug and jam it into his ass—she began stroking his thighs. Soft, feathery. Not so soft as to be a tickle, more like a loving massage.

Tim groaned.

Next to me, Larry groaned. He grabbed my wrist. He didn’t want me to jack him off. He didn’t want to squirt in my hand, he wanted…more.

I looked up at him, my eyes were scared, anxious, fascinated.

On the bed Janice was stroking Tim’s body. She slid her hands under him and lifted his butt. She massaged his fanny. She was soft and gentle and Tim was breathing deeply.

Larry kissed me. His lips were young, soft, yet so very insistent.

Well, of course. He was at that age where he was full of testosterone. He wanted me.

I turned to him, pressed my body against him.

His hands cupped my breasts.

In the next bedroom I heard a thumping.

Fuck! Marcia was getting porked by the redhead!

And I was getting so hot and wet I couldn’t believe it.

Larry reached down and grabbed my mons. His whole hand, stuffed with pussy, and he squeezed and shook me gently.

Ah, God! I felt a thrill shoot through me. I felt like I was going to cum right then, but Larry backed off and turned me back towards the bed.

Janice was touching Tim’s asshole. She had short nails, and I suddenly intuited why. She touched him, and stroked the area around the brown button, and she touched her fingertip right to his asshole.

She stopped and moved up to his ear again. “Did you like that? Lover boy?”

Tim nodded. I couldn’t believe it. He liked getting his rectum massaged!

Janice smirked at us again, then, while watching us, she whispered, “Would you like some more?”

Tim didn’t say anything.

“Come on,” Janice whispered. “I know you like it, you know you like it, but you have to ask for it. Would you like just a little more? Just a little, bitty more?”

I heard somebody groaning in the next room. It sounded like the redheaded kid. I wondered if Marcia had gotten off.

Larry put his arms around me. His cock was nestled against my butt. His big hands were full of my tits. Yet he seemed more interested in the drama happening on the bed.

“Ask. Nod your head and say ‘yes.’”

“Yes.” Tim’s whisper was soft, almost too soft to be heard, but I heard it. Plain as day.

Janice moved back to his butt. He was lying face up, but she lifted his legs and he angled his butt—he was actively working with her—so that she could insert a finger.

“Okay, baby,” she crooned. “Just a little finger. You’re going to like it.”

Yet she still didn’t put it in. She went back to circling his butt with a digit, closing in on the rectum. He began gasp for breath.

“Here we go, lover.” She inserted a finger.

Tim arched his back, his mouth opened, but he didn’t say anything.

She held her position, one finger in him, and she said. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to move. Tell me how it feels.”

Tim was gulping.

“Come on, tell me.”

“It feels…it feels…”

“Yeah?”

“…good.”

“Oh, yeah. I’m going to move it now. Are you ready?”

“Yeah.”

I stared in wonder as Janice circled her finger in his rectum, rimming him, and he started to groan, and he actually moved his hips with her.

“That’s it, baby, fuck me back. You get to fuck me back.”

For a long minute they did the finger dance. I was amazed at how hard his cock looked.

“Can I put another finger in there, honey?”

She had him now. I could see it. He had surrendered his ass to her. He nodded.

“I’m going to get a little lube now. Can you wait for me?”

Tim nodded, his head a frantic jerk. He wasn’t going anywhere.

She withdrew, went into the bathroom and found my lube. She coated her finger with it, a big glob of it, then she went back to his ass. She was carrying the plug with the horse’s tail on it.

“Here we go, lover.”

She gently inserted two fingers.

Tim groaned and worked his ass.

Janice said, “Now then, honey, we have a choice.”

“What?” Tim managed to say.

“Do we go for three fingers? Or do I put a butt plug in you.”

“A butt…that thing…you did before?”

“Yeah. That thing. But let me tell you. Three fingers are bigger, and they might hurt a little bit. But you’ve already had the butt plug. It’s just the right size, it will stay in you. Would you like a little pain? Or would you like me to put a little pleasure in your asshole and leave it for a while?”

“I…I don’t…” then he said something that surprised me. “When you took it out last time…”

“Yeah?”

“That’s when it hurt.”

Janice glanced at me. Interesting, there was no judgement on her face, merely a lesson.

“That wasn’t me that took the plug out. And that person won’t do it again. Only me, baby. I’ll put it in, and I’ll take it out. And you get nothing but pleasure. Are you ready?”

Tim nodded.

“Then ask me. Ask me politely to put the butt plug in your ass.”

I was stunned. Tim said, “Please put the plug in my ass.”

She smiled in victory, then began pushing it into his hole.

Tim gasped, but not in pain. He was really enjoying this.

“It’s going to flare, then it will get thin.”

She had it halfway in, and suddenly it slipped forward. “There.”

She wiped her hands on the spread. She stood up. Tim lay there, his hips quivering, a horse’s tail laying on the bed between his legs.

“I’m going to leave you now, lover boy. But I’ll come back in an hour or so and see how you’re doing. Okay?”

Tim nodded.

We all left the room then. We could hear the music outside. It wasn’t too loud. A girl ran through the foyer and into the kitchen. Naked, her breasts bouncing, her ass wiggling, and a boy was chasing her. He caught her by the sink, turned her and lifted and put her on the counter. He slid his penis into her vagina and she grabbed him and held on.

The door to the guest room opened and Marcia came out. She was disheveled, her hair a mess, trying to straighten her dress. The red headed kid was right behind her.

“Heysoos!” she whispered to me. “That was fucking incredible! I think I’m going to sponsor him a scholarship.”

She turned and grabbed the kid, she kissed him hard, and he groped her tits. She said, “Would you like that? Would you fuck me once a week for a college education?”

“Can’t I fuck you twice a week?” he whined, then they were giggling and walking down the hallway, arms around each other.

Larry looked at me. He looked at the bedroom. “Well?”

“I…I…”

“Look, Super Babe. Your man is having the time of his life. Before this weekend is out the girls will have fucked him to a dozen orgasms. Theirs, not his. They all know he’s not supposed to cum. So what the fuck is the problem?”

I stared at him.

“Why can’t you treat yourself as good as the girls are going to treat him?”

I stared at him, unable to make a decision.

“Look, let me make it easy. Grab my dick.”

I looked down. It was red and fierce and dripping. I reached out and put my hand around it. I looked back up at him.

“Okay, now stroke it.”

I did. I moved my hand, and I watched the pleasure in his face.

“Great. Now, pull me into that bedroom and fuck me stupid.”

Decisions, decisions. We all make decisions. Get up in the morning. Go to bed at night. When to eat, when to work, when to read and watch TV and…when to fuck.

I made a decision. It was time to fuck. I pulled him into the bedroom and shut the door.

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

The Stepforth Husband

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


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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

[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
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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

‘She Broke Her Man’

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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A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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