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PART ONE

Jacqueline stepped through the front door. She had escaped Cindy, left her in a dungeon tied to a St. Andrews Cross. She had stepped out of the house, and the world was in front of her. All she had to do was go down the steps, but she couldn’t. She had found out what Tgaro was. It was a man.

Tgaro stood at the bottom of the porch steps. He was a giant of a man, standing on the earth his eyes were level with Jacqueline’s, and she was standing on the porch.

If the porch was three feet, and Jacqueline was five foot, that made Tgaro eight feet tall. His skin was glistening ebony. His muscles were black tree trunks, and his teeth gleamed in his face.

He wore coveralls with one strap, and the pants were too short. His chest under the single strap was a bulging plain of muscle.

He was holding a whip with a three foot handle and a four foot length of woven leather.

His eyes were shiny agates in his hard face.

Jacqueline stood frozen, wondering how she would beat this manifestation of the house. Then Tgaro spoke. His voice was a rumbling bass, and it was not harsh or vindictive.

“Come, Missy. I take you town.”

Then Jacqueline took note of the buggy behind the massive negro.

“Hurry now. We got not much time.”

Terrified, but suddenly seeing light at the end of the tunnel, Jacqueline descended the steps.

Tgaro stepped forward, towered over her and placed his huge hands around her waist. He lifted her onto the buggy like she was a feather. He was surprisingly gentle.

“You’re Tgaro.”

“That I be,” he smiled, climbing into the buggy. The buggy sagged a foot. “Hold on now, ain’t got much time.”

He snapped the whip and two black horses pulled at the traces and the buggy rolled down the road.

Jacqueline held onto the seat and marveled. To sit in a horse buggy, but… “Where is our car?”

“Car?” Tgaro’s voice was like a rumble of thunder in the sky. “What be this car?”

“It’s…it’s the buggy I…we…my husband and I came in.”

“Ain’t seed no buggy. Just this horse and buggy was waitin’ for me.”

“Who are you?”

“I Tgaro. Better be askin’ who you be. Gnameta don’t like people to go traipsin’ round the country.”

Jacqueline knew who Gnameta was, she was that onyx statuette of a woman. A long nose and a pregnant belly, and holes where the eyes should be.

“Speak woman. I not have much time here. Gots to go back. Tell me who you be.”

Jacqueline knew she had to trust this giant man. She had no choice. She told him how Cindy had inherited the house, and how they had changed the sex of their bodies. She told him of whipping each other, and how she had finally escaped the house by tying Cindy to the cross.

Tgaro chuckled when he heard that. Then he grew very sober.

They were off the driveway now, and traveling down the road towards town. But the road was no longer asphalt. It was a dirt road with ruts made from wagons such as the one they were riding in.

“Where you want go?”

“I need to go to county record records. Do you know where that is?”

“Big building town. Court house have records. Where they sell slaves.”

“Are you a slave?”

“Ha! I Tgaro. I fuck Gnameta.” He stated that fact with pride, not at all ashamed to be using such a crude word so freely. It was obvious he had never read ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ Of course, if he had, then he would be a woman. Then Jacqueline had a thought. “Did you ever read ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness?’”

“Ha ha!” His laugh was like a drum booming. “I no read. I fuck.”

They rode in silence for a while, Tgaro frowning in thought. Then Jacqueline asked, “Who is Gnameta?”

He looked at her and grinned that big slice of grin at her. “Gnameta goddess. She house. She everything we be in.”

He waved a hand to indicate reality.

“But…that can’t…” Jacqueline stopped her protest. She didn’t understand how something could be, and that didn’t mean it couldn’t be. The world she was in now certainly proved that.

“Now listen, Missy. Men be wanting you. I no go into courthouse,  Cannot go where words I cannot read are. So you take this pistol and you threaten men. Don’t shoot, no more bullets. But you believe you gots the power, and you gots it. Then they believe. You do what you do, then hurry out.”

Jacqueline stared at him. The buggy jounced over ruts and the horses were lathering up.

Tgaro sighed. “Lookee, Missy. You belong Gnameta now. All men want Gnameta. They want you. They get you and you be here, in this place, all time.” Once again he swept a hand to indicate reality.

In the distance, over the tops of trees, Jacqueline could see the roof and high cross of a church. A large square building was to one side.

“That be courthouse. You look fast. You hurry or they catch. You get out I be waiting. But you hurry.”

“Who are you, Tgaro? I know…I know you fuck Gnameta…but why are you helping me?”

Tgaro nodded. They were passing houses now, and they would be at the courthouse in minutes.

“Men steal Gnameta. Gnameta mad, she steal you.”

“Me?”

“She steal people and keep them. She make them whip, hurt them, and fix them up good. Do it again.”

“But who would steal Gnameta? Why?”

“You find out. You find answer.”

He grinned, those white, white teeth, “You find and I fuck you. Free.”

She blinked and he laughed, that chortling rumble from way down deep.

“Now…go. You go!”

Jacqueline was struck by the command. She had heard it before, a visitation in the middle of a whipping.

Find the answer Jack.

WISSS…CRACK!

“What answer?”

It’s here. find it.

“Is the answer in the courthouse?”

Tgaro turned to her, leaned in on her, and reached for her breast. He held it, the left one, her heart one. “Answer here. Answer everywhere. You find.” He let go of her boob.

They turned on a wider street, the main street, and up ahead, on the right, was a four story building.

It was made of brick with a band of cement between the stories. The legend across the front of the building said, ‘County Court House.’

Tgaro stopped the wagon, the horses huffed, and he pointed a massive finger towards the double door. “Go, Missy. Go. Find answer.”

Jacqueline scrambled out of the seat and down to the ground. She ran across the walk and up a series of shallow steps.

The doors were closed, but the knob turned, and she entered the august edifice.

Ir was cool in the building, and it smelled of must and law. She was in a wide open space with a burnished wood floor. The walls were smooth panels and on the left was a marquee listing the offices of the building.

Courthouse up the stairs on the second floor. Various offices: city planner, city council members, financial planning, and so on.

No records.

But they were here She knew they were here. Tgaro knew, and the more she thought about him the more she trusted him.

She felt the handle of the pistol. She didn’t know much about guns, but this was apparently a one shot deal, an old flash bang with a big ball, then she would have to run for it.

But it would be wiser to run for it before anything happened.

She started for the stairs, started up the stairs, intending to inspect the building from the top down, and stopped. On the corridor running next to the stairs was a door. Over the door was the small sign: Records.”

“Who’s down there?”

The voice came from a high floor, and Jacqueline darted down the stairs and ran down the short hallway. Her hand on the pistol grip.

“I smelt somebody down here…” footsteps on the stairs, then Jacqueline was through the door and into records. Well, almost into records. She still had to go down a flight of stairs and into the basement proper. She descended slowly, one hand on the wall, her eyes trying to penetrate a gloom that was relieved only by a half dozen windows against the far wall.

She reached the bottom, and it was as if she was standing in ink, that only the top half of her existed. The light from the windows only reached do far.

She advanced to the counter, stepped around it, and wondered what to do.

The house. She had to find the records for the house.

There didn’t seem to be any sensical filing system, so she walked down long rows of shelves, looking at the cards taped to boxes.

In the Land Deeds section there was nothing.

In the Building Permits there was nothing.

She opened boxes, glanced through, and…nothing, nothing, nothing.

How the heck was she supposed to find anything.

And it was obvious that she wasn’t. Why would Gnameta leave a clue to herself through the records of the county? She would hide her existence, she would hide trace of the land and the house. She would—Shipping.

A light seemed to go in her mind. A light like the one that had visited her when she was being whipped.

Find the answer Jack!

Now moving more quickly, she perused the labels on the boxes in this dank section.

She heard voices, but they were far away. But she knew they were wondering where she was.

The man had smelled her. As if he could smell white skin through all the mustiness of the court house.

Yet, in this reality, Gnameta must have set a few human bloodhounds to protect against such as her.

She came to the ‘D’ box and paused. She lifted the lid and started flipping through folders.

Dembia. The good ship Dembia. A slaver from back in the beginning. Transporting human flesh to the new world.

She shivered at how evil the people who did such things must be. She lifted out the folder, and opened it.

The door to the basement opened.

“I tell ya, I smelt a woman! I smelt her cootch, that nice smell of pussy. It’s down here, too.”

Feeling a growing desperation, Jacqueline flipped through the pages. Bills of lading. Listing the men, women and children that terrible ship had brought to the New World.

She heard footsteps coming down the stairs. She was near trapped, she had to get out of—a small folder inside the folder, labeled ‘Gnameta Expedition.’

She had to go. But she had to have this folder. She grabbed the papers out of the folder and tucked them into her blouse. She put the box back together and shoved it back onto the shelf. Nothing but the mark of disturbed dust to reveal her passing.

She slithered through the shadows on tip toes. She managed to keep her high heels from clicking, and she reached the counter area. A man was standing at the bottom of the stairs. He wore a cheap suit, Ben Franklin glasses, and his arms were folded. He was skinny and looked nervous.

Of course, the bully brutes would do the real searching, he was left behind to raise a row if anybody tried to get up the stairs.

She could hear what sounded like three men walking up and down the rows of shelves, mumbling and grumbling, and one voice kept insisting, “I smelt her pussy, I tell ya. I smelt it. It was good and ripe, needs a fucking.

Jacqueline hauled out the big pistol, leveled it, and came out from the shelves.

The little man at the bottom of the stairs opened his eyes wide. He opened his mouth to yell, but Jacqueline shook her head and waggled the big pistol. He gulped and backed up.

She motioned with the gun and he moved to the side.

“Billy? You see anything?”

It was Billy she was holding the gun on.

“Answer him,” she whispered.

His voice was a squeak when he answered. No. No!”

He moved back and she started up the stairs.

And tripped. No, somebody had come up behind her and grabbed her.

She managed to hold onto the pistol, and she kicked back and felt the softness of a face under her heel.

“Ow!”

“She’s here! On the stairs!”

She tried to scramble up the stairs on all fours, but hands gripped her again. She flipped over. A short brute with a big mustache was grinning, showing his yellow teeth as he got a hand on her ankle.

She kicked him in the face and he yelped and fell back.

She pushed up the stairs, and a hand grabbed through the railing at her. It was the one who had been at the bottom of the steps. She smashed at his hand with the barrel of the heavy pistol and he withdrew his hand.

The short man scrabbled up the stairs after her. She made several steps, was out of reach from hands between the railings, before the man with the mustache managed to grab her, and this time he had a good hold on her.

She bashed at his face with the pistol and he let go and cursed.

Up the stairs, a frantic race, the sound of the men rushing through the rows of shelves came closer.

How many of these assholes were there?

Finally, she reached the top, and they reached her. The mustached man and a tall, skinny man had her by the legs. She placed the pistol on the landing, undid her pants, and her pants slid off.

It did no good. She tried to pick up the pistol again, but they were climbing up over her body. The pistol was shoved back on the landing.

Hands clawed at her legs, and her legs were pushed apart.

They were going to fuck her!

She screamed, a savage sound in the struggle, and felt for the pistol.

The mustached man was half up her body now. He squashed her with his weight and he worked his hands, getting his prick out.

Then he was at entry to her pussy, shoving his ugly cock between her labia, he was half in, and worst of all, she started feeling horny.

Of course. With a half a prick in her, with her body being mauled, with the sexual curse of Gnameta over all…they would fuck her and fuck her, and if they didn’t fuck her to death that would give others the chance to arrive. She would be imprisoned, held in a cell, fucked daily, and not allowed the refuge of the house.

Refuge. She would never have thought that of that terrible place in such a term, but with these horny men seeking to put their pricks in her…it was refuge.

Horny, her pussy pulsing with want and desire, she was about to fuck back, and become slave to the situation once again.

That was the nasty secret of Gnameta. To enslave through sex.

And poor Cindy would be fastened to the cross in the basement for all time. If he starved, the nightly dream would replenish him. If the rats ate at his flesh the dream would rebuild him daily, and the days and nights would roll on endlessly.

What had she done to poor Cindy?

And her hand found the grip of the pistol.

It was thoughts of poor Cindy that enabled her to move. She was conflicted about Cindy, poor, mindless Cindy, but she had imprisoned her, and she must release her, and it was this thought that enabled her to move the pistol down, aim it, and overcome her horniness.

The man with the mustache looked up into the barrel of the pistol, and his mouth opened. His eyes revealed his panic, and Jacqueline pulled the trigger.

A bright flash and a cloud of bitter smoke. The man’s face disappeared under the terrible impact of the big, lead ball. His body fell back and so did the bodies of those others, trying to crawl over him to put their own dicks in her.

She scrambled back, aghast at the red mist in the air, the red streamers that had been blown out the back of the man’s head.

Then she shrugged. The dream would fix him. He would once again be raping helpless, young females before 24 hours had passed.

She scrambled to her feet.

The men looked up at her, then virtually howled in victory. She had shot her one shot and she was theirs!

She opened the door and stepped through, slammed the door, and ran for the entrance.

The door behind her opened, slammed against the wall, and a pack of naked, horny men, dicks waggling stiffly, erupted from the depths of the basement.

Where had so many naked rapists come from?

From the imagination of Gnameta. She was dreaming them up in the basement and sending them after her. A mob of weenie waggling rapists intent only on catching her.

Jacqueline ran, lifting her skirts and trying to make time in her heels.

It was hopeless, as in the long hallway at the mansion, time seemed to stretch. The front doors receded in the distance. She ran, awkwardly, and the men ran like greyhounds, intent on capturing, fucking her.

In the slowed down time, the extended distance of the courthouse, they were mere inches behind her. She felt the hands scrabbling at her flesh, then she was tripped, somebody did a full body tackle and she sprawled. She slid through the elongated distance and came to a stop in front of the doors.

And the doors opened.

Tgaro stood in the doorway. The doors were over-sized so the full length of him was revealed.

The men, already placing hands on her white flesh, looked up.

Tgaro grinned, and growled.

No, he was laughing.

“You call those little peeners dicks?”

He pulled down his pants and the length of him was revealed.

He was a monster. His cock was a bat that hung near to his knees, and his thighs were long.

The men shrank back.

Tgaro stepped forward, one foot on each side of Jacquline. “You want dick? You want this big, black dick?”

The men scrambled back.

“Go Missy,” he whispered. She scrambled to all fours and crawled between his mighty legs. To the men he yelled, “You come! Me show you what fuck really is! Come! You silly, little white men. Tgaro show you what Gnameta like.”

Now the men were backed up to the stairs, they snarled and snapped like a pack of dogs. Dogs denied their rightful prey.

Jacqueline stood up on the porch and limped down the steps. She was almost to the bottom when Tgaro’s big arm picked her up. Two long steps and he placed her in the buggy.

The men in the courthouse rushed to the door, flooded out as Tgaro, holding his pants but unable to cover his penis, stepped on the buggy and cracked the whip.

For a moment it was close. The maddened pack of naked men, dicks stiff and seeking, ran behind the buggy, reaching out, trying to grab it, to find purchase and pull themselves up, then the buggy pulled away.

Jacqueline turned and watched the men recede, watched them fall and flail, still wanting her.

Jacqueline felt tears on her cheeks. She was not crying because of the whip now, she was crying because of the close call, at how close she had come to failing.

“It be okay, Missy. It be good. Tgaro gots you now.”

She leaned against him, felt his hot, black skin, and sobbed.

The town dwindled behind them, then Tgaro pulled over beneath some willows. He helped Jacqueline out of the buggy and just held her. She was like a little doll in his grasp, yet he was so gentle.

“Shhh. Shhh. It be okay, Missy.”

He was tall, and she was short, and she became aware of the massive club hanging between his legs.

A moment of mutual realization.

She was still horny from the almost rape, from the closure of the insidious trap that Gnameta had set in place.

“Oh, ho!” Tgaro whispered, and his cock began to grow.

“Oh, my God!” Jacqueline stepped back. At arm’s length the dick reached out to her, and she realized that as big as his dick was, she had only seen it in a flaccid state.

“Sorry, Missy. Now you see why Gnameta want only me.”

“It’s too big,” she spoke softly, feeling the heat surge within, feeling a sudden splash of moisture between her legs.

“You no have to do this…”

“Oh, yes I do.” Jacqueline reached for his meat, wrapped both hands around it. It was almost at eye level, he was so tall, and she realized a truth: all women want to experience foreign cock. They wondered what that size was like, what that shape would do to their innards.

True to their husbands, women could yet be seduced simply by the size and oddity of a prick.

What will that feel inside me? Jacqueline, like ever woman before her, wondered. Can I take that thing? Will it break me in two?

She stood, her hands around his meat, and began to move her hands over his beast.

She gripped it, yet to his length and strength her hands were as if soft.

There was no thought of sucking him, of taking that big tennis ball sized head inside her mouth. That was impossible.

Yet she kissed it, tasted a bit of musk in the slit, perhaps the remains of semen from the last woman he had taken.

She was horny. The night of beating and being beaten, the men clutching at her clothes, ripping them off, she was horny. She needed this.

“How…how?” she asked, looking up at him.

“Easy way,” he answered.

He picked her up, his hands under her armpits. He brought her body to his mouth and sucked on a tit. His mouth, with its full lips, had half her big tit in his mouth. His pink tongue ran roughly over her nipple and she moaned at how good it felt.

She could feel his penis between her knees, throbbing, a giant of satisfaction if she could but get him into her.

He lifted her higher. “Spread legs, Missy.”

She did, stared at him, breathless, and she felt his monster cock rise up and touch her cooch. It was so big, and he lowered her gently.

She tried to open her legs further, to wrap her legs around him.

It opened her up. A flaring of pain, but within the pain was the promise of pleasure she had never known.

He kissed her, his big lips swallowing her smaller but full lips in the most sensual manner.

His head popped into her and she groaned. He smiled and it was like he ate her groan, absorbed it for his pleasure.

“Here it come, Missy.” He slid his dick into here.

She fainted a thousand times as that big monster explored her, ravaged her, fucked her.

He raised her up and lowered her, again and again, and she began to cum.

How could she not cum? That monster dick was so big…she had to cum!

She tried to hold to him, but he was so large she couldn’t reach around him. Her hands merely touched his biceps, and he lifted and lowered, lifted and lowered.

The big cock…she couldn’t breath…her head soared as if in the most wonderful headache in history.

Tgaro began to grunt. He was excited now, and he began to pummel her with his giant cock.

She hung, a ragdoll, and felt her insides expanding, contracting, fucking…fucking.

“I go cum now, Missy.”

She was lost in a haze of her own orgasms, but she managed to nod.

“AH…AH…AHHHHH!”

She felt the pulse of him as the big prick unloaded in her. She felt the splash of white fluid painting her inner walls. She felt the stiffening of him, and he had his arms around her, and she felt like she was being embraced by the world’s largest teddy bear. A teddy bear with the cock of an elephant.

For a long minute he spent himself in her, then he was done.

He held her, still on his cock, and gasped for breath.

“You good, Missy. You good.”

She smiled, rested her head on his chest, then he lifted her up and removed her from his shaft.

He placed her on the ground and she sank down, too weakened by their exertions to do anything but just sprawl upon the ground.

For her it was the fuck of a lifetime. For him…she wondered what it would be like to fuck Gnameta. To fuck a Goddess. How would she compare to such an event?”

Tgaro sank down next to her. He lay back and sighed.

She rolled over and lay against his side. She ha dbeen fucked like never before, and the warmth she felt for him, the desire. Did she love him? Already? in this short time?

He dwarfed her, but she reached down and felt his meat with her hand.

“How did I ever take this thing inside me?”

Tgaro grinned. “That me talent. Me fuck, and somehow always get in.

And Jacqueline sighed. Of course. It was a dream cock. It would adapt.

“So you became small enough that I could take you?”

He laughed. “Or you become big enough.”

“Oh, my God! Did my pussy stay big after that?”

“No, no, Missy.”

They lay like that for long minutes. Replenishing their strength. Enjoying the heat of the day.

And she asked, “Tgaro?”

“Yes, Missy?”

“How can you manage to fuck Gnameta?”

He looked at her quizzically.

“How could you want to make love to somebody so cruel?”

Now he went up on his elbow, and his face showed consternation.

“Missy, she not do this,” he waved at reality.

“What do you mean? Of course she does! The whippings, the beatings, being changed into the opposite sex…that’s terrible!”

“She not do all that. She love. She not hate.”

“But all the whippings, the way people rape and hurt each other…”

“That not her. That man.”

“Man? No, wait. I don’t understand.”

“Missy, you need know truth.”

He sat all the way up, cross legged, his big dick laying on the ground, and he began to tell a story.


PART TWO

The expedition had started in Lagos. The slaves were being collected by the first mate, the captain didn’t care, so Virginia Smithfield, and her lover, Thomas Ridgeway, went up the river Ogun. They passed Alagbado, their steam driven barge leaving clouds of smelly smoke behind.

The village of Orudu-Olokan slumbered by the way.

Dammy Rich had an ominous air, even though children played in the rivers. Laughing and splashing and running out of the waters when a crocodile was spotted.

The crocodiles looked like logs, and Thomas shot one out of the notion that he was protecting the natives. Really, he just wanted to see if his musket ball would penetrate the thick hide. It did and the croc rolled and squirmed.

“Good shot, Tommy!” enthused Virginia.

Thomas smiled. “Makes a man fair erect, doing something like that.”

Virginia laughed and slapped his arm. They had spent half the voyage in the small cabin, fucking their brains out.

“Now tell me about this map thing again?”

“I bought it from a grizzled old gent. He had no teeth and I really felt sorry for him. But it’s a real map, drawn on some kind of hide, and tales in the marketplace credit it with being the source of untold riches.”

“And what’s the name of this place again?”

“Gnameta.”

“Gnameta, eh? Silly sounding name.”

“Look, Tommy! Another croc!”

Thomas loaded his musket and took aim, then stopped. “Your turn, love.”

“Oh, Tommy. That bruises my shoulder so.”

“The thrill will be worth it. You shoot one of these big fellows and you’ll get an erection.”

She laughed. “You want me to have an erection?”

“It would be better than that dildo thing you bought in Jerusalem.”

She smiled at the memory. Taking him had been so powerful. Talk about erections!

She took the big musket and braced it to her shoulder. Thomas placed his arms around her, helped her hold the weighty thing up and aim.

BOOM!

The croc snapped at its tail.

“Bloody good!” Thomas cheered. “You shot the bugger in its ass!”

And he was right. Shooting that big gun, taking down those massive creatures, it would have given her an erection, had she had a dick.

She relinquished the weapon and turned to him. “Tommy.”

He grinned. “Told ya, love.”

She pulled him towards the cabin, coquettish, hungry for his cock.

And he was hungry for her cunt.

It was hot inside the cabin, sweltering, but ridding themselves of clothes helped that.

Then he kissed her body. All of it. Tickling her so they laughed. And he wound up with his face deep in her junction.

“Oh, Love,” he murmured, drawing back, his face slick with her juices.

She flipped over, onto all fours. “Do my asshole, Thomas.”

She did that, called him by his Christian name when she took him up her heinie.

Of course he called her Virginia, and not Love, or Lovey, when he wanted her to take his bum.

“I’ll do you if you do me, Virginia.”

“Deal. Now stick me with your bloody cock!”

He rammed it in. No lube, for pain felt good.

She yelped, then shoved back.

He fucked her, and she hurt, and she loved the hurt. The way her asshole felt afterwards. It made it all worthwhile. It was the fuck that kept on fucking.

“Don’t cum, you son of a bitch!”

“All right, you stinky cunt!”

Outside the cabin the crew grinned and listened as the two degraded themselves. They had seen the Englishman pissing off the bow, and they knew he wasn’t well endowed. Maybe that was why he liked it up the ass.

Virginia managed to eke an orgasm off his small penis, and she shoved him aside, slapped him in the face. “You’re a tiny cock, Thomas Ridgeway. I don’t know why I love you.”

“You love me because you get to be the man.” He gripped her nipple and twisted until she howled, then he let go, turned himself around and presented his ass. He looked over his shoulder, waggled his ass, and grinned at her.

Virginia loved buggering him more than anything. She liked it better than her own cummies. She loved to stick that wooden cock up his butt and wiggle it around, the sounds he made…he was out of control when she did that, and sometimes his cock leaked out a tremendous mess of sperm.

She laughed at him, felt the heat of her desire, and reached into a trunk and extracted the source of his pleasure.

It was eight inches long, a bit thick, and had a handle on the end, like the handle of a rolling pin.

Now she had to grease him. He liked the pain, but men, they didn’t know how to take penises into their bodies. They needed help.

Thomas groaned and pushed his ass back on her fingers as she reamed him. Then she placed the cock at his bunghole and pushed it in.

Thomas yelped with pleasure. His back arched, and she could feel all his muscles tightening, then letting go.

“There you go, Tommy. Now you’re a fucking cunt, just like me.”

He groaned happily and wiggled his butt. “Give it to me, Love. Make me feel it.”

Virginia was a strong woman, and she did as he asked. She pounded that dildo into him until he fell forward, gasping, then she pulled his cock down between his legs and started stroking it. Finally, she slapped his balls, hard, and that was what made him cum.

Happy, satisfied, they lay on the narrow bunk and slept.

They slithered past Onigbongbo, and listened to the native drums pounding behind them, threatening the white man.

Then to the Apo village. A place where weapons were put aside for trade. Except for the occasional foray of Arab raiders.

But what were raiders doing this far south?

Raiders went where the raiding was good, and a peaceful village was always ripe pickings.

Then the river narrowed, and the barge was hard put to traverse the winding curves. And they came to Abeokuta, and that was the hopping off point.

“These are the native bearers?” asked Thomas, unconcerned, for he had hired the best guide in the territory.

Jake Spellings nodded. He was a brute of a man. five foot nine with a surplus of muscles. He was unshaven, had a faint odor about him, and a whip coiled around his shoulder.

“They’ll do, guvner.”

Forty black boys, outfitted with packs, machete’s at their hips. They looked about as evil as Jake.

“Now let’s see this map yer quiff has been hauling around.”

Thomas glared at Jake, “A little respect, Mr. Spelling.” He turned to where Virginia was inspecting the bearers. He didn’t like that gleam in her eye, and he didn’t like the way she was patting that one boy, the big one, on the breast.

Black bastard.

“Virginia!”

She turned, her eyes excited. He swore, the woman acted like she had a dick sometimes.

Virginia approached the two men and held out the map.

For a long minute Jake inspected the thing, traced his thick thumb along the lines and sworls. “Ain’t never been up these parts. There’ rumors.”

“We’re not about to be put off by wive’s tales, Mr. Spelling.”

Jake grinned, showed crooked teeth, “Not saying ya should be. Just…should be an interesting, little jaunt.”

The next morning the ‘jaunt’ began, and it was not a picnic. Aside from lions, leopards, hyenas, African elephants, rhinoceroses, giraffes, warthogs, hippopotamuses, monkeys, baboons, gorillas, chimpanzees and so on, there were the worst animals of all…the mosquitos.

Big, buzz bombs with proboscises they wielded like Samurai swords.

The sound of hands swatting bare flesh was constant, until the ‘tourists’ learned to wear netting, slap gallons of repellant on, and pulled their clothes tight.

It was worse around water holes, and they frequently had to creep past the dreaded places.

“The animals come here to hunt and eat,” explained Jack with a grin. “That draws the bigger animals.” He gave a gusty laugh.

Virginia carried a rifle with her at all times, and a pistol in a holster, and a knife in a scabbard. She grew tougher with each day’s march, and Thomas grew weaker.

To Jake and his murderous crew it was all the same. Some people could hack it, and others couldn’t. So what?

Through dense jungle, over vast savannah, and into the mountains. Nigeria has over 2,000 mountains, and the little safari wound their way between the towering peaks.

Jake would study maps every night. He was a brute, but he knew his business. He would station his men around the camp, he allowed no drinking. And he beat the black boys whenever they didn’t please him.

Oddly, the native bearers seemed to accept this. They took their beatings, and the next day would be filled with innocent laughter.

“Are you okay, Tommy?”

Tommy was struggling. He was wasting away. He wanted to be back in London, sipping champagne and cursing the French. But Virginia had talked him into this adventure, and he did his best to get along.

The bad thing, to him, however, was how Virginia kept looking at the natives, talking to them, even touching them.

There are touches and there are touches. One can be friendly in the contact of skin. And one can be lascivious.

Virginia was lascivious. He was unable to feed her, and she was becoming hungrier.

As they passed the great herds, watched a million birds rise up to the sky, he observed the light in her eyes.

Jake saw it, but he just laughed. He liked dark meat, so why shouldn’t a white bitch?

But nothing came of it. At first.

“Okay, we go through this canyon right here.” Jake pressed a digit against the paper.

“But there’s nothing there,” murmured Thomas, wiping his forehead with a rag, then clamping his helmet back on swiftly, before the mosquitos could make a meal of him.

“There’s something there. There’s trails that lead back there, and those trails were made by people.”

“When do you think we’ll reach Gnameta?”

“If there’s no problem getting through the canyon, a couple of days.”

“And if there is a problem?”

“Six months of tracking around to the backside of these buggers, and possibly finding the same problem.”

It was a dour consideration.

They were up at the crack of dawn, making a line of boys with packs, holding their hunting rifles at the ready.

“Let’s go,” shouted Jake, and the long line of bearers began making their way up the sinuous trail.

They arrived in the canyon at noon, stopped for a quick bite, and Jake and Virginia walked around the edge of the canyon. They climbed over slopes of talus, cut their way through jungle, and finally came upon a trail that, if they had seen before they started their exploration, they could have just walked up. But it was hidden by boulder and slope and large tufts of vegetation.

“Your man isn’t looking too good.”

They stood in front of the slot, a tall separation between two cliff faces.

“I know,” Virginia bit her lip.

“We go in here, if it gets rough, he might not make it.”

Virginia was at a cross roads. If she had asked Thomas he would have begged to give up the expedition, to return to civilization and his good health.

But Virginia wanted to move on. She spent nights, while he slept an uneasy sleep on a cot, searching through maps and small journals based on native word of mouth.

“There is a village up there,” she announced. “And it is rich.”

Jake nodded. “Likely.”

She made the decision to continue. Thomas might recover, they only had a little way to go. Jake just rippled his lip in a grin. White women were the bitches, it was true.

They entered the slot canyon and were shortly walking through cooler temperatures and without the eternal drone of mosquitos.

The natives followed along, their shoulders brushing the sides of the canyon, and everybody turning sideways at points.

The elevation changed. The ground, a soft dirt bordering on sand, began to rise. They were ascending the tall mountains by going through them, and up.

Thomas struggled. A native boy gave him a stick with a brace for his armpit. It hurt, but he managed to keep going.

“How far?” he queried in whisper. “When does it end.”

They came to a series of boulders. They could be surmounted, but it would be arduous. Jake went first, and Virginia sent Thomas ahead in the grip of four bearers. He was so weak now they had to do his walking for him.

If there were any more obstacles then she had made a mistake, and they would have to turn back. If it wasn’t too late.

But if they were close to the top, which Jake estimated they were, then it was okay.

Virginia sat at the bottom of the series of boulders, in a wide spot around the corner from the ascent. Ten bearers were still with her. Then the bearers started clambering over the boulders.

Virginia turned to the last bearer. By all rights she should have been the first to go, before the ten bearers, but she had demanded everybody else move ahead.

She turned to the last man. He was a large buck, and she was hungry. Without Thomas’s constant attentions she was hurting for sex. She needed sex. Jake and his men weren’t interested, and she had actually noticed them going into the bush with black women.

Disgusting, but so intriguing.

She stepped up to the man, didn’t know his name, and reached into his loin clothe.

He was hung, thank God.

She undid her pants and took them off. “We don’t have much time,” she whispered.

Did he even speak English?

But, whether he spoke English or not, he knew what to do.

He pounced on her, jammed his cock into her, and Virginia thrilled at the idea of having her first black man.

She gloried at the feel of his hot meat deep inside her. She bit his shoulder and he grinned and clawed her breasts.

It only took a moment, then she came, and he came, and they were dressing. He didn’t have much to put on, just straighten his loin clothe. He looked at his shoulder, she had bitten him good, and frowned.

“Virginia?” came the holler from above.

“Coming!” she yelled back.

She mounted the boulders, the black man she had just fucked behind her. He placed his hands on her buttocks in the most familiar way, and she wished they had had more time. That one fuck had been but an appetizer. Her voracious appetite demanded more…more.

She climbed the last boulder, Jake took her hand and pulled her up, and smiled.

She had a gism stain in her pants, and the boy had a bite mark on his shoulder.

“Ya shoulda asked me,” he whispered into her ear.

She ignored him. She wanted black boys, not disgusting, smelly bully boys.

Thomas was just ahead, head slumped, leaning against a large rock.

“Are you all right? Tommy?”

He nodded, but his eyes were glazed and a light bit of blood bubbled at his nose.

“We’re almost there,” Jake had his map out. “Another mile…maybe two. We’re there.”

Thomas forced himself to his feet. He was weak, but he was game. He wanted Virginia to make it. He didn’t know if he would, but…he collapsed.

They carried Thomas through the jungle on a cot adapted for a stretcher. He lay, white and sickly, and didn’t breath much, except to gasp once in a while.

The natives of Gnameta, of course, knew they were coming. They had heard whispers on the winds coming up the slot canyon. They had seen the smoke of fires coming over the land towards their village.

Jake led the way into the cluster of huts. Beyond the huts was a sharp knife of a mountain, the huts were of the grass variety, and there were only a couple of hundred people in the village.

“There’s gold here?” asked Jake of no one.

“There’s something of great value,” answered Virginia.

“Is it gold?”

She ignored him and turned back to Tommy.

“Hold on, Thomas. I shouldn’t have brought you all this way.”

He smiled, and was delirious. He loved her, but did he even have a mind any more?

Three old people came out of the village. Old, like with no teeth, skin wrinkled, eyes rheumy. But there was a happiness about them. An ambience of joy.

How could anybody, living in this God forsaken place, be happy?”

They spoke an unfamiliar dialect, but they were kind. Two women came and looked at Thomas. They shook their heads, rattled gourds over him, and had him carried away.

“Where are they taking him?” Virginia was half panicked.

“Probably the witch doctor.”

Then they were invited into the village.

Children scampered under foot, big white grins creasing their small, ebony faces.

There were a lot of old people in the village. A few children, and a lot of women. There were very few warriors, and the warriors were desiccated, tired looking. They sat against the walls of grass huts and stared at the newcomers.

There was no gold.

Jake and his men looked everywhere. They turned the huts inside out, and ignored the upset faces of the natives. They walked through the jungles looking for hiding places.

Nothing.

And they fucked the black women at night.

And the black women didn’t seem to mind.

Indeed, they gestured for the men to follow them into huts, where they coupled with abandon.

No men came to complain. The oldsters, of which there were so many, just watched, and commented. And it sounded like they were betting on which man had the biggest dick.

Thomas died. just like that. One night he smiled wanly, said he was sorry he was such a bother, and the next morning he breathed no more.

They took him into the jungle and buried him, and Virginia said a few words over him, and felt sad, and then moved on with her life.

“You talk to the old biddy. You find out where the gold is.”

Virginia looked at Jake. “I don’t think there is any.”

“Look, we been here months, you’re all pally with them guys. Find out where they hide their loot.”

Virginia, without Thomas to care for, and without the attentions of men, had taken to learning the language of the Gnametans. It was an easy language, void of double meanings, but filled with sexual references.

She tried to eke out the golden secret of the Gnametans, but they merely shook their heads. And there was laughter on their lips as the white men screwed their daughters.

And the daughters were getting pregnant. And losing interest in the white men.

“You got to make these old biddies talk,” demanded Jake. “If we don’t hurry up and find the gold…my men will end up running away so they don’t have to be fathers to a bunch of black bastards.”

Virginia agreed. She could see the end of this idyl coming.

Then He came to town.

Virginia arose and washed her face, put on her ragged clothes, and headed for the communal building where breakfasts were made. She walked into the room and stopped and stared.

He was eight feet tall. He had muscles on his muscles; he was a giant, and in more ways than one.

She could see his mammoth cock hanging down below his loincloth.

It was down to his knees, and he had long thighs. The head was bigger than a cricket ball.

The women of the village, old and wasted, yet gathered around him. They oohed and ahhed and touched him, and he smiled indulgently.

And when the man gazed upon Virginia he was smitten.

“Who are you?”

“Tgaro,” he touched his broad chest.

Virginia touched her own chest, “Virginia.”

He nodded and smiled, and it was like the sun had come out from behind a cloudburst.

“Virginia. Virginia. Good.”

She wanted to lift his loin cloth and gaze upon his magnificence. instead, she asked him what he did. As if he could answer as easily as a carpenter or gardener.

He spent the day in the village, and it was obvious that he was gathering supplies. He paid in gold, and he gathered several packs together.

Jake and his men stared at the gold hungrily. Then they looked at the big man and were daunted. Tgaro just smiled, as if he had seen it all before.

Tgaro stayed in the village overnight, and Virginia wanted him. A woman, she was fascinated by his meat. All woman are curious as to the feel of different cocks, but she had never seen one so big. She wanted to feel it up close and personal, like between thighs.

Tgaro ignored all. He talked to the oldsters, but briefly. He laughed at the kids, but there were only a few of them.

And he slept next to the pile of supplies he had gathered.

Jake scratched at the doorpost of the hut in which Virginia slept.

“What?”

And he knew she had a knife out. This was a gutsy bitch if ever he had met one.

He entered the hut, but didn’t approach her. He whispered. “Distract that big buck.”

“So you can steal his supplies?”

“Nah. So we can see if he’s got any gold in them.”

Virginia believed this, and she let herself be persuaded.

She approached the sleeping giant, scuffed her feet in the dust to wake him, but she needn’t have bothered. His eyes were white in the night, and he was staring at her.

“Come with me,” she whispered.

Jake wanted a distraction. Would sex be a distraction?

She thought so.

No other women in the tribe interested Tgaro. There was nobody for this man to spend his semen on, he rose and followed her.

She held his hand and led him into her hut.

She lay on her pallet, and he lay next to her. His eyes drinking her in. He had not had a woman in so long, and with that ball bat between his legs that was a shame.

She kissed him, wondering if black would taste different, but it didn’t.

His skin was hotter, it gave off a rich heat, but…she reached down for his cock. She held it in both hands, stroked it. She felt his balls, they were big, massive, and felt very full.

He kissed her, his lips warm and moist, and it felt like she was being elevated, that her very soul was being expanded.

She swiveled upon him, into a 69. She hugged his cock and squeezed first one ball, then the other.

He gasped, and dove his head into her crotch. His lips mashed against her labia, he pushed a thick finger up her hole and she gasped and swooned.

Then they were back face to face, and he was finger banging her, and each of his fingers was the size of a normal sized man’s cock.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and he understood this word.

He spread her legs and knelt between her. He was careful not to let his weight down upon her, and he pushed his cock head against her slit.

She gave way slowly, subjecting herself to the pain, knowing that the reward, when she finally managed to take him inside her pussy, would be commensurate.

Then he was in her, his shaft sliding through her membranes, his veins rippling and scoring her insides.

She could hardly breath, it felt like he was all the way up inside her womb, and it felt like she was being pressed apart from the inside.

Then he drew out, a long slither of intense sensation that made her shiver.

He said something, she was not sure what, and drove into her again.

She felt like she was being compacted, then pulled inside out. The golden feeling began to whelm inside her, lifted her up. She clung to him, wanted him, and…she began to cum.

She jerked and twitched. Her legs tried to close, to get him out of her, but he stayed there, giving her more and more white heat.

He began to cum, and she was astounded by the amount of sperm he shot into her.

Then they lay, her trying to breath normally. He just smiled at the roof of her hut and said, “They done?”

It was an English phrase, yet he couldn’t speak English.

“Done?”

“Men who search gold.”

“But you can’t speak English!”

And he said something she didn’t understand, but would come to realize was the turning point of everything.

“You in dream now.”

But she didn’t understand. She had brought her man to death, enjoyed cruelties visited upon her body, and which she inflicted on others. She didn’t have the kind of personality that appreciated such things as dreams.

“Who are you?”

“Tgaro.”

“But…where do you live? You only visit this village…why are you here?”

“I live Gnameta. I need food.”

“This isn’t Gnameta?”

Why he told her she would never know. He shouldn’t have, that she knew from the get go. But he did.

“Gnameta above village. In rock face. I care for Gnameta. I fuck Gnameta.”

“You fuck this…village?”

“Gnameta fall from stars, never go home. I care for her, and she bless me.” He lifted up his cock and grinned. It was like he was lifting up a deadly python.

Virginia asked him more questions, but he just wanted to sleep. He had fucked her, and some men go to sleep after sex.

So he slumbered, giving forth snores like the growls of jungle cats, and Virginia lay in his arms and dreamed. And had no idea of the differences between dreams and nightmares.

Tgaro left the next morning, and Jake wasted no time in cornering Virginia.

“What’d ya find out?”

“Did he have gold in his packs?”

“No. You were with him all night. What’d ya find out?”

Virginia told him. She told him that Gnameta was above the village. They had been in the wrong place the whole time.

Jake wasted no time in gathering his men. Virginia pulled on her boots, grabbed her rifle. She had no idea why she was tagging along, this was going to be a fight between men, but she was.

And she wondered if it was because of Tgaro’s giant cock.

Had it been that good that she wanted it again?

The answer, of course, was yes.

They followed Tgaro through the jungle. It wasn’t difficult, there was a sort of path, and he made no secret of his passing.

The path led around the village, and they came to a path carved into the mountain. It was not visible from below, but every once in a while they could see Tgaro’s head over a lip of rock.

They climbed the path, it wend back and forth across the face of the cliff. Sometimes mere inches separated the cliff face from a fall. Sometimes they came to ropes, and had to hold to them as they traversed across broken parts of the path.

The sun rose and the heat swept up the side of the mountain.

Hours and hours of climbing, and they finally came to a slot in the wall.

The slot opened up on a small jungle. Brightly colored birds flitted amongst the branches. They came upon warm springs, and the men waited for a moment, washed their feet, then picked up their rifles and followed the path of the giant man.             

A bush provided large fruits, and they ate while they tramped.

It should have been cold, this high up, but it was warm, a little paradise in the mountains. A Shangrila of a sort.

They came out in a clearing. Across the clearing was a cave entrance.

Tgaro was sitting just inside the cave, in front of a fire, eating something. He saw the white men and stood up. His face was fierce. His lips pulled back to show his sharp teeth.

“Go,” he said. “This home Gnameta. Go.” He lifted up a large piece of wood, flames flickering on the end of it.

Jake and his men didn’t even hesitate. They knew that all of them together couldn’t bring down the giant. They lifted their rifles and pulled the triggers.

BOOM! And, BANG, BOOM, BOOM!

Tgaro stepped back, looked down at his body, and was confused. It was like bee bites, but they had gone all the way through him.

“Take that, ya black bastard,” snarled Jake.

Virginia screamed. She didn’t want this. She had feelings for the big guardian. She ran across the clearing and knelt by his body.

He was still breathing, but just barely.

“Leave that bastard,” chuckled Jake, and he and his men entered the cave.

Tgaro looked up at Virginia. He didn’t blame her for the invasion, for his death. He said, “I enter the dream. I wait for you. Gnameta waits for us.”

Then he died. A simple exhalation of breath, and his body was just meat. No spirit left. The soul had traveled on.

And she didn’t understand that it had just traveled into a dream. For such was the essence of Gnameta that he couldn’t go anywhere else.

The truth, Gnameta was dead, and had been for eons, but her essence remained, and it held life for any who believed in her.

And the dream would grow.

Virginia gave a half a sob, then, being a strong woman, she stood up, looked into the cave, and followed Jake and his men.

There was gold in the cave. Gold coins from ancient civilizations. Sacks made of leather filled to bursting with the shiny disks.

“You didn’t have to shoot him!” She spun Jake around and he pushed her so she fell to the ground.

“Of course I did, ‘Lovey!’ He imitated Thomas’s way of addressing her. “He had the gold, right?”

She lay on the ground and looked up at him.

He had no soul. He had no cock to love mankind, he only had a wallet for a heart and a disdain for anybody who saw the softer side of life.

She crawled to a wall and leaned against it. The packs Tgaro had brought up the side of the mountain were piled there.

Jake and his men picked up the gold and swaggered out. They boasted as to who was richest, and how many whores they would buy for all the gold they had.

Then it was quiet.

Virginia stood up. She would follow the men, maybe she would even walk with them. She couldn’t stay here.

Before she left, however, she walked around the cave, and in the very back of the cave, hidden by shadow, was a niche. And in the niche was a gleam of darkness. Two points that were darker than the shadows, than the night, than even the blackness of a man’s heart.

She went to the front of the cave and took a branch out of the fire. She walked back and looked inside the cranny.

It was about the size of a pineapple. It was black with a sloped nose. It had a pregnant belly. Most important, it had two holes where the eyes were, and she looked into those holes, and emptiness looked back at her.

People think white is good and black is bad. This was black, but it was not bad, it was just different.

A wind of black that touched the soul. Commanded the soul. Caused the expansion of the dream.

Virginia reached into the alcove and pulled out the little statuette.

It was made of some kind of black rock, and it was…warm.

Warm like a heart, but not beating.

Virginia felt her soul stirring. She understood things.

She knew why there were no women in the village, except old ones.

Because Gnameta change the women into men, and the men into women, and the women so changed couldn’t have babies, so they depended on visitors to impregnante the women. And the men couldn’t have babies, and they saw no future, so they left the village. And all that was left were old people, a scattering of new children before they changed, and…and that was the legacy, the dream of Gnameta.

Why?

Because that was the way it was in the stars. Where babies were born in test tubes and people fucked hopelessly, driven to it by desperation for offspring they were no longer strong enough to beget.

Virginia put the statuette into one of the packs.

Why?

Because there was, to this alien being, a core of love. And that love, contrary to an earthling’s love, touched her. And though there was danger, there was also a dream, and the cold hard soul of her wanted that dream.

She walked down the mountains, followed the men to the slave vessel Dembia, and made her way to America.

And Gnameta sorrowed, for she had been stolen from her home, and now her dream was in the black pit of mankind. And the dreams were converted through the avarice and murderous rages of man.

So she hid. And was hidden. And the dream of Gnameta were drowned in the cesspool of humanity, and she waited for someone to bring her home.


EPILOGUE

Jacqueline was as frozen. Tgaro’s words had shattered illusion, and now she understood what the dream was. She knew how she had been trapped. She knew that Tgaro was only alive in the dream, kept alive by gnameta, and his flesh was rotting hundreds of years before.

And Tgaro had followed the Goddess, in the hands of Virginia, who was Jacqueline’s great aunt, to America.

He followed, and was obsessed by a love stolen, a love hidden away, a love that he yearned for endlessly, and could not find.

And the bad things that had happened, they were not of Gnameta, they were engendered by the rot in the soul of men.

Men wanting to rape Jacqueline.

Cindy and she whipping each other.

All the bad things…

Tgaro had stopped talking. He stared at the earth. Saddened beyond belief by his own knowledge.

“We’ve got to find her, Tgaro. We’ve got to find her. We’ve got to take her home!”

He looked at her, and now the bright eyes were bitter.

“Virginia hid her, and she told no one. How we find her?”

And Jack heard the voice again, as in the visitation.

Find the answer Jack.

WISSS…CRACK!

“What answer?”

It’s here. find it.

But how would he find the answer? How would he find a Goddess who had been hidden away for hundreds of year? Hidden by her own power?

Feeling the disappointment and the despair, Jacqueline stood up. “Take me home Tgaro.”

He rose and they walked towards the buggy.

END


A NOTE FROM GRACIE

What is Jacqueline going to do? How can she find a lost Goddess? And if she does…what happens her, and to Cindy?

And if the Goddess Gnameta is found…what happens to the dream? What happens to Jacqueline’s love for Tgaro?

Part four of his delightful little saga of slavery, debauchery and paranormal torment is due out tomorrow…see you then!

Gracie
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21 steamy five star stories

15 stories plus COMPLETE novel!

Three novel bundles

What are you waiting for?
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The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled BDSM. (50,000 words)

Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a very special ranch. A ranch where men are subjected to every perversion known to man, where women are used and beaten like dogs…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. THE classic of feminization.
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Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping bondage! (40,000 words) Available on Kindle or paperback.

Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they?
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

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

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


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

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

Femwood Mansion!


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!
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DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

The Electric Groin


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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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!


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

‘A Slave in Love!’

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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