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PART ONE

Jack’s eyes opened. He was aware. He was a man again. He was himself. He was wearing women’s clothes, the corset, but no panties. His cock  was throbbing, but soft.

How odd. If it was throbbing it should be hard. But…things were happening inside him.

He thought about his great Aunt leaving him the old mansion. Out of all the relatives…why him?

Was it because he was married? The best chance for offspring?

But he didn’t think that was it. Other family members had children.

Was it because he was married and didn’t have children? But that made no sense.

He stretched, felt detached, reached for his cock, held it. It was like a lazy slug. A chub, but not hard. His balls felt full. Yet he had had orgasms the night before. Many of them. Wonderful, soul exploding orgasms.

“Cindy?” He sat up.

She was gone. No sign of her.

She would be down in her own room.

He swiveled and sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes gliding over the fields, the woods, outside his window.

What was happening? Why was he turning into a woman at night, and why was Cindy turning into a man?

Was it the clothes? Was it the books, as Cindy suspected?

He admitted the books must have something to do about it. He looked at his version on the bookshelf.

‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness,’ by Florence Hartly.

Flo Hart.

A flowing heart. He reached for the book, settled back on the bed with it and opened it up.

Arcane language from a hundred years ago, a simple instruction on how to be mannerly. Yet…there were secrets in here. There was a hidden instruction. To behave as a woman was to be a woman, by the cypher of these pages.

And Cindy had the male version of the book. How to conduct yourself as a man, in which was encrypted the secret and mystical instructions: act like a man and be a man.

But this didn’t explain the dream they were having. this didn’t explain the lust they felt when empowered by being the opposite sex.

He sat on the bed, now Indian fashion, his legs crossed. the corset kept his back straight, his limp cock hanging, his balls resting upon the mattress, reading.

He noted that he had less hair on his body, almost no hair. It had been there after the first night, but now, after the second night, his flesh was white and soft.

He had a man’s body, but it was being transformed.

He sighed, closed the book, thought about what he had read. Certain phrases stuck in his mind, badgered him with potential meanings.

…treasure in your memory

the pearls of which you read…

An admonition, and an instruction, to search your mind for secondary meanings.

The best cure is to try to have those virtues

which you would effect,

and then they will appear naturally.

To accept and behave accordingly, and he would be a woman.

But did he want to be a woman?

Did he want the changes the dreams wrought?

The question bothered him, so he laid the book aside and got up.

He took off the corset. It felt good, even after all these hours, but he wanted…he wanted…to wear other clothes. To try other garments in this room.

And he avoided any desire to change back into a man.

He selected bloomers, and it was day time, not time for dreams, so his cock hung in the folds of the bloomers.

He found a bra.

But bras weren’t invented until the 1930s! Long after this house had been constructed.

So from what epoch did this thing come from? Was it brought into the house after the 30s? Or was it some figment inserting itself according to the whims and conventions of his mind. Modern day impinging on history, changing it to suit his mind.

He didn’t know, but he put the bra on.

He had no tits now, though his chest was soft and his muscles departing, so the bra cups were slack, wrinkled upon his chest.

He selected a gown out of the closet. It was long and had fur sleeve ends and a hem of fur at the bottom. He tied a sash around his waist, and the robe was closed. More or less. for as he walked his flesh stepped further than the material and he felt the sexy coolness of air brushing against the skin of his slender legs. And his legs, he imagined, were somewhat shapely. And he wondered if they would become even more shapely  as the days, and the nights, progressed.

He descended the stairs and entered the kitchen.

Cindy was at the drain board, a knife in hand, fresh washed potatoes in front of her.

She looked at him, and gratitude entered her eyes. Had she been disturbed?

“Oh, thank you. I’m having trouble slicing these potatoes.”

He moved in, took the knife, and hugged her.

She hugged back, and neither of them noted the similarity in their heights. He seemed slightly shorter, and her slightly taller, as if their heights were averaging.

And her limbs seemed thicker, and his thinner, yet they noticed this not.

He kissed her, and her lips were flat and hard, and his soft and plump. But, again, they took no notice of these vagaries of shifting appearances.

He wielded the knife, it was a large Chef’s knife, slicing the potato ends off and making poker chip, thin pieces. His hand moved like a sewing machine, up and down so fast it was a blur, then sliding the potatoes off the cutting boards with the flat of the knife. Into the pan with a thick chunk of butter.

He had never been able to do that before.

He checked the lumber in the stove then adjusted the draw. He knew what it would take to make perfect, little, browned potatoes.

Cindy watched, happy at his burgeoning abilities.

Jack smiled at her and bid her sit at the table. Five minutes later they were eating a feast, a feast Cindy had failed to make for a half hour, and which he had whipped together in minutes.

“You’re incredible, Jacqueline.”

He didn’t object to the feminization of his name. He was too far gone for that. But he wasn’t too far gone to wonder about their situation.

“We had another dream last night.”

She nodded. “It was a wonderful dream.”

“I’m turning into a woman,” he admitted.

“You’re a better woman than I was.”

They ate silently for a moment, considering the significance of their words.

“Tell me about your great aunt, Jack.”

But Jack didn’t know much about his great aunt. He confessed to this, then said, “But my parents used to talk about this house.”

They poured syrup over pancakes, then Jack continued his story.

“It was built before the civil war.”

“The war Between the States,” Cindy corrected.

“Spoken like a Yankee,” he stated, and there was an edge within his words that he had to think about and jettison. “Word has it that it was built on slave trade money.”

“You have slavers in your family tree?”

He nodded.

Then she added, in wonder, “How old was your great aunt?”

Jack blinked. “I don’t know.”

“Grandparents might be forty years older than grand children, add 30 years—I’m just guesstimating—and you have 60 years difference.”

“So if I was born in 2000, my grandparents might have been born in 1940, and my great grandparents might have been born in…1910. Or somewhere around there.”

“So your great aunt might have been a 100 years old.”

“But she was older…I think.”

“We’re going to have to find out.”

“Why?”

“We need to know if she was involved in the building of this house.”

“But i thought you said it’s the books that are changing us?”

“The books are instruction manuals. It’s the house. We need to figure out who built it. Then maybe we can figure out what is happening.”

Under her words was the meaning: before it changes us into something we can’t change back from.

“Okay, he said. “After breakfast we’ll search the house. And after that we can go to town and look for county records.”

And so they agreed, and they held hands over that decision, and finished the breakfast that Jack had whippet together with intuition that was hundreds of years old.

They had explored the house, but only in a cursory manner, and later Jack would realize that it was as if they had been guided away from the important stuff.

Of course, they not have realized how important the important stuff was at the time.

They started in the basement, which was accessed through a sadly hanging door on the outside of the house.

“No wonder we didn’t see it the first time through,” remarked Cindy. She was wearing dungarees of an ancient style, built more for picking cotton than the fashion statement that modern jeans were. Her stiff shirt hung slackly on her upper body. She still had breasts, but they were half their size.

“I’ve never even heard of a basement without access from inside a house.”

“Well, you have now.”

They stood inside the door and gazed at the mess.

A long aisle, the sides of which were packed with boxes, crates filled with books and clothing and toys, book shelves laden with ancient books, old phonographs, broken furniture, and tons of dust.

The house had no electricity and Jack found a lantern hanging on the wall next to the door. There was a box of matches on a shelf built between two four by fours, and he lit the lantern.

The addition of light made the place even gloomier, casting wavering shadows.

They started their search on the left and went through box after box, pulled out furniture for more boxes, and slowly made their way around the room.

“They have a phonograph, but no electricity.”

“You wind it up,” observed Cindy.

They played with it, put the needle on the spinning disk, and the sounds of Enrico Caruso filled the dank space. They listened for a minute, enraptured by this slice from the past, then lifted the needle and continued their search.

“I think the answer is going to be in a book.”

They dusted off covers, went through boxes, and perused authors and titles. They recognized almost none of them, until they reached the back of the basement.

“Frankenstein, or The Modern Prometheus,” Jack was awed as he held up the book.

“My God, this looks like the original vellum and leather!”

“Vellum. Isn’t that the skin of an animal?”

“It is. Usually a calf.”

Jack felt the pages, they definitely had a smooth, unpapery feeling. “Could they make the pages from an animal other than a calf?”

“Jack, that’s creepy.”

Jack laughed. “It’s a creepy house.” He put the book back and picked up another one.

“The Vampyre, by John William Polidori,” he whispered. “This is old stuff.”

“Well leave it. We’re here for our history, not some fanciful legend.

“Philistine,” he muttered.

“I heard…oh shit!”

“What?”

“Photo albums.”

They set the box of albums aside for a moment, kept searching, but it was quickly obvious that was all there was.

“Let’s get out of here and see what we’ve got. We can always come back later.”

But they both had the feeling that they had found what they were looking for.

Upstairs, they sat at the dining table and began going through the box.

The albums were old, and they weren’t necessarily photos.

They looked at images of Jack’s family, and he recognized a few of the people, and was able to figure out others by inscriptions on the photos. He found a pen and paper and began a skeletal family tree.

There conversation was of such things as:

“Your mother was married to this guy.”

“Look at those clothes!” (Was that appreciation for a newer fashion?)

“You had a gunfighter in your tree?”

Sometimes they chuckled, but always they were impressed.

Then the photos dwindled, it was shortly after the civil war, and they came across actual paintings.

Little sketches of ships in a harbor, a painting of African American before they came to America. Holding spears over the kill of a lion.

“Not my family,” muttered Jack.

“What’s this?” Cindy picked up a small journal.

The script in the journal was ink on unlined paper, yet the uniformity of the writing was incredible.

Cindy read a series of entries.

‘Expedition to temple successful. The trinkets we have recovered are amazing.’

Another entry, ‘Natives are ominous. We all carry weapons, even to relieve ourselves, and we don’t wander far from camp.’

And, ‘They seem to want the black statuette of the pregnant native woman. Made of basalt, the head is slooped back her nose is a flat ski run, and she holds her swollen tits up as if in defiance.’

And, ‘Nguma tells us the statue is of a Goddess come from the heavens to mate with mankind.’

Cindy said, “This is creepy.”

“If this book is right then I have alien blood in me.”

She looked at him. “I’ve been fucking a monster from outer space?”

“Moo hah hah!”

“Well, your alien dick works pretty well, so…”

He laughed ruefully. “Past tense. I’m slack. I’ve been limp all morning.”

She frowned. “Odd. I’ve been horny all morning. It’s all I can do not to rub my button. Which button, I might add, seems to be swollen. Sort of.”

“What do you mean sort of?”

She stood up, unbuttoned her dungarees and exposed herself.

Not just swollen. Her clitoris was extended. Clitorises look like penises anyway, but hers was poked out an inch, and it was throbbing.

“Holy fuck!” Jack exclaimed.

“I want you.”

“But I…I…”

Cindy couldn’t control herself, and it was as if reading the words in the journal had pushed her past the point of control.

She moved into him, kissed him forcefully, and it was as if she was raping his mouth.

“Hey! St—“

She launched herself anew, holding him, forcing him back, off the  dining room chair and towards a couch.

Jack was stunned to realize she was as strong as him now. Or maybe he was as weak as she had once been.

His back hit the couch and she began ripping at his robe. Pulling it apart and tugging at his bloomers.

He pushed on her head, and her hair felt shorter, bristly, and all he succeeded in doing was forcing her mouth down to his chub.

She grasped him in her teeth, a ferocious grip that threatened his package with severance.

“Oh,” he said, not horny, just wondering where this was going.

He didn’t have a hard on, and she didn’t quite have a dick, but there was a lust in her that was worse than any fantasy of his. She held his limp cock in her mouth, shook it, let him feel her teeth, then she aspat his dick out and took his balls in her mouth.

Jack lay back, unable to fight this assault, able only to lay and let whatever might happen happen.

He realized the helplessness of women then. He was glad he was not one of those men, no better than a savage brute, and that he had always treated women correctly.

And he thought of the book, ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ All his life he had lived politely. He was just a nice guy. And that had to be why the book had selected him.

He was already polite, he had the manners of a man solidly inside him, and he was ready for the change, the infliction of the underlying message within.

Cindy was holding him, her hands under his thighs, gobbling, trying to suck him to an excited state.

Then she stopped. She looked up from between his legs and started to cry. “I’m sorry, Jack.”

He lifted her up to him, and she lay on him, ensconced in his arms. “It’s okay.”

And it was, because he knew that whatever savagery drove her had failied in the face of her inborn politeness. It was why the bok had selected her.

They lay in each others arms for an hour, just laid there, her sniffling occasionally, him wondering at how much he loved her.

Finally, just before dinner, they got up. He arranged the robe and his panty bloomers, and noted that his front was even smoother, and she put her pants on. Her breasts were almost non-existent now.

They looked at the little journal again, but now done with their savage love they were in no mood for more. They wanted the pure love that existed between them, that perfectly balanced yin and yang that revolved endlessly through their psyches.

Jack fixed dinner, braised pork chops, a fricassee and a chutney. How he managed to put these dishes together he didn’t know, for some of them required many hours of preparation. But he had a feeling the house was helping him.

And as they ate they again conversed and took turns reading from the journal.

“Good Lord, this expedition took place before 1800!”

Cindy moved around the kitchen table and the book was now open between them. One would turn the page, then the other, and they perused sketchings and maps. At one point Cindy slid out a piece of paper, a handbill, and opened it up.
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“Well, it looks like my family was involved in the slave trade.” Jack didn’t sound too happy about that.

“The Dembia, here’s a manifest for that ship.”

They read names, searched the journal, inspected other documents, and it was true. Jack’s family had slavers in it.

“Apparently they landed at Grand-Popo, on the slave coast, and mounted an expedition into the interior.”

“Were they looking for slaves?”

“It doesn’t appear so.”

“Then what were they looking for.

Jack flipped a page and took over the reading.

“They were looking for a lost city.”

“Sounds like a ‘Solomon’s Mines’ type of thing.”

Cindy flipped a page, opened a map and traced the expedition’s route into darkest Africa.

Jack read, “The chieftains who sold them slaves sold them a map to…Gnameta.

“Gnameta? What the hell is a Gnameta.”

Jack felt a sharp pain his groin, but he ignored it. Something was whispering to him, telling him to ignore it.

“I don’t know, but there seems to be a confusion of language. Listen: ‘The Chief says Gnameta like it is a person, but the map has a location. We’re not sure what we’re going to find…but it is supposed to be fabulously wealthy.’”

Cindy took the book over, “There’s so much missing. There’s descriptions, and then there’s dialogue, and then there’s philosophical musings. It’s almost as if more than one person is writing this thing.”

“Look at the first page.”

She did, and stated the author’s name, “Warren Hull.”

“That’s part of our family tree, but…the Hull lineage, it did out. Warren hull apparently had a child before he went to Africa, but afterwards there were no offspring.”

Cindy stifled a moan. Her groin was heating up, and she looked out the window and noted that the sun was going down. And she felt like her clitoris was more than a one inch bump. It felt strong, and pulsing, and she had to adjust her pants to accommodate her rising lust.

Jack took the book, and was perspiring. He hadn’t been horny, but now…now he felt soft and mushy and gooey down there. He felt like a sponge begging to be squeezed. He forced himself to read, “‘At the crossing of two rivers we must take the slot canyon through the waterfall.’ This is so weird because I see this old language, and the old script Warren wrote with, and I shouldn’t know what it means. But I do.”

Cindy placed her hand on his shoulder and he felt a heat radiate from his nipples.

“Did they go through the slot canyon?”

Jack, read, controlled a fierce desire to gulp. Yes, and a long trail on the side of a cliff. Listen: ‘The natives of this village are cheerful and happy. I have never seen such joy in the breast of a savage. Not even in the headhunters who shared a repast with me in—“

“He ate people?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. From what we’re reading here, probably. It says, ‘The natives called the village Gnameta, but that isn’t it. It is ‘house of Gnameta,’ or Temple of Gnameta. Or something like that. That attribute all their happiness to the God Gnameta.”

“Jack.”

Jack was sweating freely now. His chest itched, and he could swear that it had grown, that his overly puffy pectorals were now swollen mammaries. He felt horny, but without the bulge.

“I know,’ he said. “I’m trying to ignore it.”

They stared at each other, her hard and him moist, and their bodies were morphing as the sun set.

“We have to go upstairs.”

“Who’s room?”

“It doesn’t matter now.” Her eyes were alight with a feverish gleam. She was sliding towards him, and now the savage lust in her eyes was not negated by Jack’s ‘politeness.’ Now it was returned with equal, if not greater, fervor.

“We need to finish this book.”

“Yes. But tomorrow.”

“No. Now.”

“Now…tomorrow.”

They were like super magnets being drawn towards each other. The hairs on her body, which had not existed before she changed, were actually lifted up and pointing towards Jack.

Jack felt his breasts as if they were rising up, pointing, thrusting towards Cindy.

Jack’s voice was hoarse. “We’ve got to control ourselves…this might be a bad thing.”

“Love is a bad thing?” She was reaching for him, and suddenly he couldn’t back away, or rely on any moral high ground.

There were no morals in the state in which they found themselves.

“But what if this is our last chance?”

“Last chance for what, Jacqueline.”

He gasped. Her using the feminine of his name struck him in the heart, lanced through him, and he felt an actual gush of moisture from his groin.

She had her hands on him now. Both hands, on his shoulders, and she pulled him to her.

She was so much stronger than he. Her muscles were now hard ropes, and he felt so soft in her hands.

She pressed her mouth to his, mashed his soft lips with her hard ones.

Jack was helpless. He leaned back, and she covered his body with hers. She reached through the robe, into the panties, and rubbed his soft sex organs with a hard, calloused thumb.

Jack imagined he could feel the very sworls in her fingerprints as she jacked on his clitoris.

He realized that his cock, his chub, had shrunk. Now it was just a clitoris. It was a button and she rubbed it, and he moaned.

“God, you’re wet,” Cindy murmured as she ate his mouth.

He responded, losing sight of the idea that he had ever been a man. Now he was just a receptacle for her manly love.

“Fuck me,” he whispered.

She wanted to. Her cock was a mighty shaft, even bigger than it had been the night before. But she knew they had to go to a room, be by the books. As the rooms were the twin temples of masculinity and femininity, and the books were the arcane instruction manuals for their metamorphosis.

Cindy stood up, now fully transformed, and pushed down her pants. All the way. A mighty log extended from her junction. Gnarly and rippled, dripping with white juices, ready to be used.

Jacqueline moaned and stared at it, and was transported into the imaginings of what that terrible instrument would do to her soft pussy.

Cindy took Jacqueline’s hand and lifted her up.

“Come, Jacqueline.”

Jack trembled, shivered, and she kissed him again, and cupped her mons and squeezed, and then stuck a thick middle finger into her.

“Fuck me!” He sobbed, wanting to be ravaged by this brute that had once been a wife.

Cindy picked him up. He was as a feather in her strong grasp, and she held him aloft, then settled him down on her outthrust shaft.

Jacqueline felt the meat pole ram through her. It shattered her thought and made her wanton. She needed that shaft desperately. As if it was a drill and she was the well.

Cindy took small steps, leaving the soft and gloomy light of the dining room, and crossing the big room. Each step drove her dock deeper into Jack’s cunt. Each step. cause a shiver to run up Jack’s back, and his pussy felt like somebody was using a plumber’s helper on it.

A push, a pull, a ripple of delightfully protesting flesh.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck…” In time with Cindy’s steps.

Then Cindy began to mount the stairs, jumping up the risers, and this caused Jacqueline to come down harder on that gigantic shaft. It felt like the shaft was penetrating her whole body, and each stomp of the foot resulted in an explosion of near orgasm.

Cindy was smiling, watching Jacqueline’s face, enjoying the gasping and gulping and dreamy look in Jacqueline’s eyes.

They reached the landing and Cindy strode down the hallway, now taking long steps.

Jacqueline was crying out with each jounce, and her pussy was now a sodden mass of desire.

Into Jacqueline’s room, and Cindy leaped into the air and drove down on the bed, squashing Jack’s body with cock, driving his prick deep, deep into Jacqueline’s hole.

Jacqueline couldn’t speak, couldn’t even remember her name, let alone that she was once upon a time a he. the universe had condensed to the sensation of her cunt. There was nothing but the driving shaft opening her up, exploring her, educating her as to her true purpose in life.

It was dark now. Night had fallen complete, and there was no light to illumine the soul, to fend off the darkness.

Yet if Jacqueline or Cindy had been asked, or bothered to consider the question, they would have said there was no need to fend off the darkness. There was only the need to move, to keep the coupling going as long as they could.

Long into the hours Cindy penetrated Jacqueline. Past midnight Jacqueline accepted the thrusting boner that was Cindy.

Their bodies changed no more, morphed no more, but seemed content to be male, if once female, and female, if once male.

Whatever the curse of Gnameta, whatever had been done to them, was done.

And they were content, in their mindless rutting, with what they had become.

Spurt after spurt of white semen.

The splashing gush of moistness as Cindy drove in.

The endless orgasms, it was a pleasure like no other.

And, eventually, they fell asleep. They were entwined, and in a way that no man had ever imagined. They were one, and reshaped. And they had no ida what they had done.

It was a false dawn, and Jacqueline awoke.

She felt so good, and she stretched. Cindy had returned to his room, and that was right.

Jacqueline turned on her side and stared out the window. She had gone to sleep but minutes before, but she was awake.

In truth, she felt born. A different person.

She sat up, felt the heavy weight of her breasts on her front. And smiled. And frowned.

It was near dawn. The breasts should be disappearing. She should be returning to the form of a man.

But she wasn’t.

She stood up and was naked in the gloom of the house. Her pussy dripped with the endless fountain of semen that Cindy had pumped into her.

But something was wrong. Bad wrong. Dreadfully wrong.

She looked at the book on the dresser.

‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’

And it felt like there was no more to be read. It had done all it could do. It had realized its purpose.

But what was its purpose?

Jacqueline found her robe on the floor and draped it over her shoulders. She walked down the long hall. Except it wasn’t long anymore. It had taken Jack to Jacqueline, and there was no more need of elongated passages.

Jacqueline reached the stairs, listened to the slumbering snores from down the hall, then descended the stairs.

She entered the dining room and looked at the box of albums, and the journal, and it all felt so wrong. Something had happened in the metamorphosis, something beyond the simple change of man to woman, of woman to man.

But what?

Jacqueline stood by the dining table and looked at the box, the albums, the journal. Handbills and bills of ladings, maps and drawings.

She picked up the journal, held it upside down, the pages fanned down, and she shook it.

It fluttered down from the book. The one drawing they had missed. Probably the most important drawing, but, then, how were they to know?

It was a drawing of the Goddess Gnameta. A shiny, black head with holes for eyes, done in charcoal on parchment. An astounding resolution of a misshapen head. One hand on the extended belly. The mouth a protrusion of lips without smile.

She picked up the drawing, and shivered. there was something here, something beyond lust, and yet…she felt moist looking at it. After a night of fucking, this was what was driving her. This was what was changing her.

And yet it was only a drawing.

A simple drawing.

Yet Jacqueline, feeling a desolation of spirit, an emptiness of soul, a forfeiture of hope, sat down and started crying.


PART TWO

Jacqueline awoke. He had had a night of fucking, of his hole being used by Cindy’s big dick, yet he wasn’t happy.

He was not satisfied.

During the day he wasn’t horny at all. During the night he was horny, but it was…a false horniness. Cindy would fuck him hour after hour, and he would cum, but each orgasm was like running a race backwards. He would be left unsatisfied, let down, wanting.

Cindy was not aware of this, no matter how much Jacqueline told her.

Cindy would cum, and have orgasm, and be ready for more. Her dick was never flaccid.

But they did not change back; Jack remained Jacqueline, a woman. And Cindy remained a man.

It was a strange existence, filled with contradictions and with no way to resolve the situation.

“Why don’t we change back?” Jacqueline would ask.

Cindy would seem to care, but when the night fell she would only care about getting her rocks off. And Jacqueline would become incredibly horny.

Sitting up, Jacqueline stared out the window. He was waking up earlier and earlier, and it was as if he was trying to resist this mad carnival of endless sex.

He had to do something. He had to…do…figure…something…

He got out of bed and quickly put on bloomers and a tummy shaper.

A tummy shaper, because time was somehow warping, and the sexual inventions of the day were intruding on the sexual conventions of the house.

He dressed, put high heels on, and headed for the front door.

He crossed the front room and turned the knob.

“Where are you going?”

Cindy’s voice, a hefty bass, came from the second floor landing.

Jacqueline turned and faced her love. “I’m going to town.”

Cindy came down the stairs two at a time.

Jacqueline stepped out on the porch. She went down the stairs, and Cindy caught her at the bottom.

“No.”

Jacqueline struggled against Cindy’s hard grip. Her male fingers dug into her female flesh. Her bones felt so small, her muscles couldn’t fight back.

“I never hurt you when I was a man!” she protested.

“You weren’t much of a man.”

Cindy dragged Jacqueline back up the steps and into the house.

“Let me go!” Jacqueline kicked at Cindy’s ankle.

“Ow! You bitch!”

Cindy slapped Jacqueline. It was a hard slap and left the impression of his hand upon her cheek.

Jacqueline fell to the floor, his eyes wide open, gasping at the pain.

As a man nobody had ever done that to him. “What about the book?”

Cindy laughed at her. “The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness? I’ve learned all I need from that book.”

“Then why do you hit me?”

“Because I can read between the lines. I know what the book wants.” Cindy took a deep breath, leaned down, and said in a firm voice. “I know you’ve been bad.”

Jacqueline tried kicking Cindy again, but Cindy just raised a leg and snorted. Then he scooted in and grabbed Jacqueline by the hair. “Come on, you bitch. You need a lesson.”

Cindy dragged Jacqueline across the living room.

Jacqueline’s long hair screamed at the roots. She began kicking her legs, trying to catch up and reduce the pain. He gripped Cindy’s wrists and held on.

Into the kitchen, across the ancient linoleum, Jacqueline screaming and yelping and protesting. They came to the door to the basement and Cindy hauled Jacqueline through the door.

Jacqueline’s dress ripped, and under the pain she realized that a night of dreaming and the dress would be repaired again.

Then she realized something: Cindy had entered the basement from the kitchen, through a door in the short hallway that led to the backyard.

But the basement had no entrance from the house! The basement could only be accessed from the outside, through the big storm doors.

How had this happened? How had the house changed its physical architecture?

Was it a whim of time? A changing like that of Victorian clothes to modern bras and tummy shapers?

Was it a trick of the mind? This whole thing a charade built to entrap and changing to fit the whims of the dominant?

Jacqueline was dragged down the stairs. Her nylons ripped on the warped and cracked steps. She lost her shoes. Cindy stopped pulling on the hair so much because Jacqueline was falling as fast as she could be dragged.

The basement was different. The original walls had been a mix of big river rocks mortared together. Now it was cement, as if poured from a truck, horizontal lines where the boards had contained the mix until it solidified.

Much of the bric a brac was gone. Instead of unsightly piles of debris there were small stacks of boxes. A couch here, a table with its top leaned against the wall.

A small pile of boxes of bullets with a couple of guns leaning against the wall.

“What are you doing?” Jacqueline cried.

Cindy dragged her around a corner and into a square area. A big cross was leaned up against the wall.

Cindy picked Jacqueline up and pushed her against the cross. He fastened her hands with leather straps, tying tight knots so that the leather dug into her flesh.

“Ow! Let me go! It hurts!”

“You’ve been bad, Jacqueline. And you know what happens to bad little girls?”

“They get ice cream, you asshole. Now untie me!”

Cindy walked to a chest and reached in. He took out a whip.

“You’ve got to learn,” he said, turning to face Jacqueline and snapping the whip against the floor.

“Learn what?”

“Your place is in the home. There will be no gallivanting across the countryside. You will stay home and do your chores.”

“My chores? I do my chores! I fix dinner and darn socks and—“

“Then why did I catch you sneaking out the front door?”

“I wanted to go to town, to the county seat. We talked about this! I want to see the county records for this place.”

Cindy snorted, brought the whip back and…

WISSS…CRACK!

Jacqueline, when she was a man, had been punched. She’d played football and experienced contact. But she had never felt anything like this.

A stripe of white heat and it felt like her skin had come apart. She shrieked and grabbed the planks of the St. Andrews Cross.

WISSS…CRACK!

Her head dissolved into a mush of red. Her ass felt like it was being ripped apart, torn into separate pieces.

WISSS…CRACK!

She screamed, struggled against the bonds.

WISSS…CRACK!

Her head burst into something and…

Be patient, Jack. A white glow occurred above and in front of the crossing of the planks of the cross.

WISSS…CRACK!

But now there was no pain. Just the white glow occupying her vision.

WISSS…CRACK!

I can stop the pain, but when Cindy is done it will hurt. Have patience.

“Who are you?” Jacqueline mumbled the words, her head lolled, and she gave up tightening her ass muscles against the flick of the whip.

Find the answer Jack.

WISSS…CRACK!

“What answer?”

It’s here. find it.

WISSS…CRACK!

WISSS…CRACK!

WISSS…CRACK!

Jacqeline’s bonds were released and she slumped, only to be caught by Cindy.

Strong, manly Cindy, with muscles that she had never had. He toted her across the basement like she was a bag of feathers.

Cindy carried her up the stairs and into the kitchen.

Two black women in print dresses worked at the drain board. They had scarves around their heads. One was chubby, an Aunt Jemima type. The other was slender. They looked down as Cindy walked through the kitchen.

“Get out of the way, you darkies!” snapped Cindy.

Jacqueline’s head lolled, and she took note of the slaves. The house had shifted gears again. For all the ‘modern’ conveniences, there was a root of cruelty running through the shingles and boards of other thing.

Cindy carried Jacqueline. through the living room, and as the voice had said, it couldn’t stop the pain after the whipping.

Jacqueline’s ass hurt. It felt like it was bleeding. Being hefted around like a sack of potatoes didn’t help.

“Damn darkies,” Cindy groused, “I should have them all out in the fields.

Jacqueline found herself murmuring, “You’re not a racist.”

Cindy looked down at her with cruel eyes. “Shut up, woman. Learn your place.”

He carried her up the wide staircase. It was wider than it had been, and a luxurious, red carpet extended to the landing and down the hallway.

Jacqueline felt desire building as she approached her room. Was it the house? The Room? The book? Why, when she hurt so badly, did she feel desire.

Her ass flamed, but her cunt sopped.

Cindy carried her into her room and tossed her on the bed. Literally tossed, flung her through the air, and she landed on her poor butt.

“AIIIEE!” Jacqueline screamed at the pain. Her mind was swallowed up by the agony for the moment, then Cindy was upon her. She ripped Jacqueline’s clothes off, and the pain of landing on her butt was replaced by lust.

Off went her clothes, one piece at a time, thrown through the air.

Then Cindy took her own clothes off and stood with a cruel, lascivious grin and a mighty rod.

It was bigger, and Jacqueline gasped. She wanted that mighty rod of man meat. Her pussy hungered for it. In spite of the terrible whipping she had received. Because of the whipping. Her pussy burned with lust, and though the pain was terrible, she spread her legs.

Cindy reached out, grabbed her ankles and pulled her back across the bed.

Jacqueline screamed as he flipped her over and her ass was stretched in the contortion and rubbed against the bed.

Then Cindy moved in, slamming his huge dick into her.

Him…her…what was he…she? Jacqueline didn’t know. She just knew that she could see red on the bed, courtesy of the stripes on her ass bleeding. And she felt the delicious sensation of being split apart with cock.

“Ohhh,” she moaned.

“That’s a good bitch,” laughed Cindy. Slapping her ass and causing a paroxysm of pain. “Now you know your place.”

Cindy pulled out, and drove in, and each time she plumbed the depths it seemed that she was bigger, or at least it hurt more.

Jacqueline gripped the sheets. They would have to be washed. And she would have to handle the black women in the kitchen.

Slaves? shrieked her mind. I don’t believe in slavery! How can this be happening?

Even as her mind tasted the rigid place she was supposed to occupy in this dream. This reality. This terrible horror show.

Why am I still able to think freely? she thought. Why, even as I am forced into constraints of convention, do I think these thoughts the house doesn’t want me to think?

There was no answer, there was no reason, and before she passed out from pain and lust and the incredible splitting sensation in her asshole, which Cindy now seemed to prefer, Jacqueline had a thought. It was the thought of the ‘visitation,’ or whatever it was, that she had experienced while Cindy had been whipping her.

Find the answer Jack.

And he had asked, “What answer?”

It’s here. find it.

But what answer? Where?

Then the pain consumed her and she orgasmed so hard she was thrust into unconsciousness.

And she didn’t even realize that this was happening in daylight.

The dream was growing stronger.

Jacqueline woke up, and there was no pain in her ass. The memory of the pain made her gasp, but waking up seemed to cancel certain parts of the dream.

She sat up gingerly, made sure her ass wasn’t cut and bleeding, and was amazed that it wasn’t even bruised.

She got up and looked at her clothes. They had been ripped off, but now they were repaired.

She put on panties…the bloomers were being replaced by modern conveniences, and a bra.

She was grateful that modern apparel was seeping into the dream, modern under clothes were so much more comfortable.

Still, she had to wear outlandish dresses Victorian in style.

Now dressed, she went downstairs. There was no sign of Cindy, but Jack wasn’t interested in seeing her. Jacqueline had no interest in seeing the person who had so cruelly cut her.

In her mind she saw Cindy sulking, for she had broken the rules in applying physical punishment, and especially of such cruel nature.

And she didn’t go through the front door. She did not want to experience such a savage whipping ever again.

Instead, she went into the kitchen.

The two blacks were still working in the kitchen. The big ‘mammy’ type was overseeing the younger woman. “You gots to beat them taters til there ain’t no lumps. You pay attention, girl…”

She turned around and lowered her head at the sight of Jacqueline.

Jacqueline hated it. The lowered head and eyes, the subservient attitude. The idea implied that she was a slave owner.

She hated this dream world.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What’s your name?”

“Ah’m Maisie.”

“If you could bring me tea in the sun room…”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Jacqueline left the kitchen and headed for the other side of the house, where a small roomed was screened in. She settled into a rocking chair and waited.

Maisie appeared with a tray, poured a cup and presented it.

Jacqueline thought about making Maisie sit down and take tea herself, but she intuitively realized that in this strange world Maisie would be bound by convention, and incredibly nervous if the rules were broken.

But Jacqueline wanted answers.

“Thank you, Maisie.” She sipped, and before the rotund woman could leave she asked, “How long have you been a servant here?”

“I come to the big house 16 years ago, ma’am.”

“And do you like it?”

“Oh, yes, ma’am.”

“Better than the fields.”

Sweat burst out on the black woman’s face. Something about the statement/question unnerved her.

“Were you born to slavery?”

“No, ma’am. I come on the boat.”

“The Dembia.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Jacqueline hesitated, then, “It must have been a frightful journey.”

“Oh, yes, ma’am.”

Jacqueline sipped and eyed the woman. She had a round face, the skin pulled tight. How much could Jacqueline ask before she collided with the reality of the dream and caused the woman discomfort.

And there was always the possibility that the woman would be allowed to bolt from the room.

Well, no hope for it, but… “Do you have family in Africa?”

“Yes, ma’am.” A flicker of spirit deep in the eyes.

“And did you have a tribe?” Idiot. Of course she had a tribe.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Jacqueline thought she was going to have to dig a bit here, but Maisie surprised her. “A’hm a member of the Gnameta tribe.”

Jacqueline actually lurched, she was so surprised by the name.

But why should he be? The statuette came from Gnameta, why shouldn’t other things, or people, come from the same region?

But there was something working behind Maisie’s eyes. “Will that be all ma’am? I gots to see to the kitchen.”

Jacqueline nodded. “Of course. Thank you, Maisie.”

Maisie looked a bit confused as she turned, and Jacqueline realized it was the fact of being thanked.

What a terrible existence. Dream or reality, she had no choice, no free will. All free thought had to be suppressed, pushed aside by the dictates of the house.

Jacqueline stood up and headed back through the house. As she returned to her room she wondered, once again: was it the house? Were the books just aids to the enslavement of dreams?

And, was this a reality? Did this strange juxtaposition of reality and dream and time and…and religion…really exist?

Would she wake up, a man, and have it all be over?

But Jacqueline knew this last was false. She wasn’t going to wake up from this dream. She was going to have to find her way out, back to her own reality. And the vision once again assailed her.

Find the answer Jack.

WISSS…CRACK!

“What answer?”

It’s here. find it.

This was an instruction, not ambiguous like the books on etiquette and politeness, but a real piece of advice.

If she could find the answer, wherever it was, she would be able to find her way out.

She retrieved the book, ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness,’ by Florence Hartly, then returned to the sunroom.

Still no sign of Cindy. She must be walking circles in her room, terrified of being punished for punishing Jack.

It was the afternoon now, and Jacqueline sat in the rocking chair and focused on the book.

‘Let your deportment suit your age and figure.’

‘Foreigners, admiring the dark-eyed girls of the southern states…’

‘Never confide in young friends…’

Long passages, and the more strict the more likely it was the real message.

How insidious, to hide the rules of S&M inside a book of manners.

The sun lowered, and Cindy made her appearance. His appearance. Who was what in this altered reality?

“Good evening, my dear.”

Flushed face, gleaming eyes, he had been brought to the sun room, and a potential confrontation with Jacqueline by the lust that had awakened with the coming of night.

Jacqueline wasted no time. “You have been a bad boy.”

Cindy’s handsome face turned red and his look was downward. “I…I…”

“No excuses. We will have dinner, then I shall visit your punishment upon you.”

Cindy trembled, and there was nothing for him to say but, “Of course, dear.”

Jacqueline screwed the matter home. “And your punishment shall take place downstairs.”

Oh, the alarm on Cindy’s face. The tremble in his limbs. And the bulge in his pants.

“But…can’t we…” His poor face, twisted in terror. There was woman in that sturdy, male body, and that woman was terrified. Lust impelled her to punish, but not to be punished.

“I’ll check on our dinner now, and leave you to your cogitations.”

She left the sun room, the book closed and placed on a small table, a purplish rectangle upon polished wood.

Dinner was astounding, enough to make one wish to live in a dream forever. It was served by Maisie and the other kitchen girl.

The smell of pork, salty and sweet, strands of meat peeling off easily. Corn, as if dipped in the richest butter. Potatoes, perfectly mashed and infused with garlic and herbs. And Rhubarab pie, laced with fresh strawberries for desert. The rhubarb just tart enough to accentuate the sweet berries.

As she gobbled her dinner and tried not to look like a starved person encountering her first meal in a month, Jacqueline wondered whether, if she indulged and overate, she would have the same figure in the morning.

Even Cindy, who faced the wrath of the lady of the manor, seemed distracted by the sumptuous meal.

“Thank you, Maisie, that was delicious.”

“One doesn’t thank the help,” muttered Cindy.

Jacqueline couldn’t help it. She put her fork down and glared at Cindy. “You have a meanness to you that I had not anticipated.”

“Don’t talk to me that way.”

“Or what? You’ll punish me for honesty? I dare you! You know that any punishment you mete out can be returned by myself ten times, should you be in the wrong.”

Yet Cindy tried: “Don’t talk to me that way in front of the help.”

That he held Maisie and the other girl in such disregard inflamed Jacqueline. Yet she said nothing. She had noticed the look in Maisie’s eyes. The hidden spirit delighting in the civil war between her owners.

She stood up, “I will see you in the basement. Perhaps then you can learn to mind your manners.” Then she added: “I suggest you read your book on manners, for you sorely need them.

She swept out of the room, leaving Cindy in a mix of anger and terror.

And Jacqueline gloried in having seen the truth of Maisie. She needed a friend. And even a slave was considered but property, Jacqueline considered her a person.

Jacqueline went to her room and prepared for Cindy’s punishment.

She wore scandalous pants, which only the most outrageous women would wear, and that for the sole purpose of riding. A blouse adorned her chest, and her charms thrust out—talk about scandal—and even her nipples could be seen.

Yet she felt that she could wear this on the outside if she could craft her whim enough to change the dream. She wore a floppy hat with a white ribbon dangled over the side, and high heels.

She loved high heels. She had grown used to them, and suspected it was an intuition bred by the dream.

Lastly, she draped a clock over her shoulders. She might be scandalous, but she would give a good hard on to any man who inspected her.

And, since it was evening and lust was encroaching upon her, she wanted men to be erect around her. And she wanted those men to fuck her, to separate her thighs and bang away at her pussy.

Such a pleasure she had never experienced as a man, but which she craved with all her heart.

It was night time, and Cindy waited in the dungeon.

Jacqueline strode down the stairs, imperious, confident. As she was now the dream of men, so she was empowered.

She walked past the kitchen help, smiling covertly at Maisie, who seemed to take heart at the sight of her.

Down the stairs, and there was Cindy. He was standing at the St. Andrews Cross, biting her knuckles and worrying.

You can dish it out, but you certainly can’t take it, thought Jacqueline proudly.

It took but a moment to fasten Cindy’s wrists and ankles to the polished wood structure.

Hunh. Polished. It was polished all right, polished by the rubbing of men and women as they screamed out their agony.

She ripped Cindy’s manly clothes off his male frame. The material parted easily enough, being woven by the whim of minds over centuries.

She felt Cindy’s ass, so strong, the muscle writhing underneath.

Once Jacqueline had had such muscle. Now she had breasts. And breasts were easily the match of muscles in this fantasy she found herself in.

“I love your muscles, my dear,” whispered Jacqueline, kissing Cindy’s neck, her ear, gripping her hair and pulling it back.

“Then don’t abuse them,” Cindy begged.

“Ha!” responded Jacqueline, her frame trembling with the desire to inflict punishment.

And Jacqueline knew the dream was making this okay, it encouraged it, just so it could feed off it. And the years would lengthen into decades, and the decades into centuries, and that was why her great aunt had lived so long.

She selected a whip from all the whips hanging from the wall. She coiled it, unwound it with a snap, and turned to the bronzed body of her lover.

“And now, my sweet…”

WISSS…CRACK!

Cindy arched his head back and screamed. The scream was so loud the kitchen help would hear it. Everybody in the house would hear it, but that was okay. That was what the house wanted.

WISSS…CRACK!

WISSS…CRACK!

Jacqueline stepped forward and slapped Cindy’s buns, smearing the little streaks of blood. She whispered, “I’m going to whip you again and again, then I’m going to fuck you. Then if you have cum in me, I will whip you again. Do you understand me?”

Sobbing, Cindy nodded.

WISSS…CRACK!

WISSS…CRACK!

Jacqueline’s arm warmed up, she felt the coil of muscle, curiously male like, in her shoulders. She felt the sheen of perspiration gathering between her breasts.

Most of all, she felt the moisture between her legs.

WISSS…CRACK!

WISSS…CRACK!

For an hour Jacqueline administered the harsh beating. For an hour she felt the lust building, then she knew she needed Cindy’s cock in her. Right here, on the dungeon floor.

She ripped the fastenings off Cindy’s limbs and when Cindy started to collapse she pulled him back, laid him on the floor.

Naked, cock pointing towards the rafters, a thick oak of lust and desire.

Jacqueline was full engorged with yearning for Cindy’s cock. She squatted over the thick, pulsing penis. She held her boobs, which were pulsing with heat, and squeezed them as she lowered herself.

Cindy cried out from the pain of weight being lowered and her ass being harshly punished on the rough, cement floor.

Yet pain was the stuff of dreams. To feel the agony as sexual, that was what the house wanted.

Jacqueline just wanted to feel that cock. She ground her weight down, her eyes half closed, and if Cindy’s screams did anything, they made her hornier.

Around and around she corkscrewed, causing that big shaft to swirl in her pussy.

She pulled on her tits, her nipples, and it was like she was pulling an orgasm out of her pussy and right through her body.

Cindy, pain being transformed into cravings, pushed up, and his ass began to heal. The skin of the stripes came together, nothing left but the red smear of wounds that were no more.

They fucked, they filled each other, they possessed each other. A tangling snarl of sex, a mix of limbs and flesh and cunt and cock.

For hours they fucked, and Cindy lost the contest. He came again and again. And with each cum Jacqueline celebrated. She loved the feel of white wash in her soul, and she loved the idea that now she had, by her own whim, trapped Cindy to the whip again.

“Back up on the cross,” she hissed, grabbing Cindy’s cock and twisting it hard.

Cindy scampered desperately, tried to get ahead of that cruel twist, and shortly he was back on the cross, his arms and legs trapped.

And here Jacqueline proved that she was the better at the simple act of torture.

She went to the wall and grabbed a short whip. The leather was only a foot long, but the handle the leather was fixed to was like the fat handle of a rolling pin.

“You bastard,” Jacqueline kissed Cindy’s ear lovingly. And she shoved the end of that whip up Cindy’s ass.

Cindy yelped, and wiggled her ass, and looked over her shoulder fearfully.

“What are you doing?”

“Leaving you a present, my dear.”

“What? What?”

Jacqueline straightened her blouse, draped the cloak over her shoulders.

“The cruelty I am about to do to you is beyond anything you can imagine?”

Cindy’s eyes, though now in the midst of terror, were lit up with renewed desire. Breathless, he asked, “What are you going to do to me?”

“Nothing.” She laughed. “And now I can go to where I want, and when I return there will be nothing you can do to me. For even if my punishment is unwarranted, you can only ten times that punishment, and if the punishment is nothing…” she laughed again, “then you can only do ten times nothing to me.”

“No…you’re not supposed to leave the house!”

“And if I never return, will the house be pleased with you?”

“NO! YOU CAN’T—“

Jacqueline reached up and gripped Cindy’s mouth by the cheeks. She squeezed. “And if I do return, the house will be glad of me, and it is you who will suffer.

Tears streamed down Cindy’s cheeks. “You can’t do this! I love you!”

“And I love you, but now I’m not so sure. Are you male or female?”

“I’m a man!” protested Cindy, and that told Jacqueline the sad tale: Cindy no longer had the ability to think for herself. She had forgotten herself completely. She was under the thrall of the house, and no matter how much the house pleased or punished Cindy, not knowing who you were was a hell unique amongst all hells.

Jacqueline strode away, up the stairs, and into the kitchen.

Maisie was preparing breakfast. She looked up, and there was a smoldering resentment, and a plea, in her eyes.

“Maisie. I have left the master of the house as I see fit. I am locking this door,” she turned a key and withdrew it. She placed the key in a small pocket in her pants. “You will not open this door. Not for the Master’s voice, not for entreaties for help, or a shriek that there might be fire blazing. Do you understand me?”

Maisie nodded.

Jacqueline walked through the kitchen, and Maisie murmured, as Jacqueline past the black woman, “Tgaro is waiting.”

Yet Jacqueline was in a hurry. Se did not turn and ask a question; she walked through the big room to the front door.

Tgaro? was in her mind, but she had to make her escape.

But as Jacqueline stepped onto the front porch she stopped, and raised her eyes, and a shiver went through her.

She suddenly knew…it was like a memory…and it was real.

Tgaro.

And she hurried down the front steps to her destiny

END
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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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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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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!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!
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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

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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

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


Big Stories

[image: ]

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

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


Big Stories
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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

‘Slave to the Dream!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! They’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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