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PART ONE

“High in the Himalayas there is a valley. In the valley is a city. In the city is a temple. In the temple is a God.”

I stared at the woman. In my right thinking mind I was scoffing. Yeah, right. Some mystical Shangri-la. As if I hadn’t heard that before.

Her name was Misha and she was a chocolate skinned beauty.

I’ve always thought Asian woman were stunning, and Misha convinced me of that. And perhaps that why my left thinking mind was not scoffing, was, in fact, listening.

Her face was oval, her hair black as midnight in a coal mine, her eyes were flashes of spirit, and her lips were like delicate flowers, waiting to be kissed. She studied me thoughtfully. I think she knew she had me, but she wanted to be sure.

“The God is Kishnatami, he is the God of the Upward Path, and just to look upon him is to be blessed.” She looked around, as if somebody in the joint was shooting an ear towards us. Then: “Riches beyond imagining. Never have you seen such treasure.”

I sat back and sipped some more beer. This was home made stuff, potent, and I was feeling a bit dizzy. “So why are you cutting me in on this?”

“It is a rugged trip, many days, and I must go there. I can’t go alone.”

“What, it’s your home town or something?”

She said nothing, her eyes glittered in the gloom of the bar.

Huh, to call it a bar was generous. It was a shack where they served tea to the locals and piss beer to the tourists.

Truth, if this was the US I would expect to get rolled. But this place, high in the mountains of Nepal, was more circumspect. The natives were all polite, Americans, and other nationalities, traveled through without incident, and everything was hunky dory.

“Please,” she placed a hand on my forearm. She was such a beauty…it was sensual, intimate, and I felt an instant lurch of the heart. And…a lurch somewhere else.

The fact was I wasn’t so interested in trekking right now. I had just got back and wanted a little sack time. A liaison or two with a local gal I knew, and just to sit back and put my clodhoppers up on a table and swill beer.

But her hand, my horniness, damn! But I guess I’m not the first Shmoe to be taken in by a skirt. And a pair of luring eyes. And a world class set of ta tas.

“What’s in it for me?”

“I told you, a treasure beyond compare! What your heart truly desires!”

I smiled. “Well, tell the truth, sweetheart, there’s only one thing I desire right now, and that’s—“

“If you take me to Sanshasi I will sleep with you.”

I stared at her. Was she for real?

As if she was reading my mind she said, “This for real. Bring big sleeping bag. Every night you may have me if you take me to Sanshasi.”

Oh, I was gone already, but I had to make a show of being difficult, right? “Sanshasi…that’s the name of the city? Or the temple? Or what?”

She had both hands holding mine now. She was stroking my flesh, making me hard.

“Sanshasi name of valley, of city, of temple. God is Kishnatami. God of Upward Path. Many riches…fabulous treasure. You take me?”

Oh, God, would I!

“Well, it’s late. Can’t start now, besides, I need to get my whistle just a bit wetter.”

“But you take me tomorrow morning? We leave at five?”

Huh, five was pretty early. Still, it wouldn’t be the first time I had braved the local brew and done a full day’s work.

“Well, maybe. Tell me again about this deal.”

She knew what deal. She scooted around and sat on the bench next to me. I was against the wall and she reached her hand right down my pants and took me in hand.

“I love you every night. We march all day…we fuck all night.” She had a funny accent, and fuck came out ‘fock,’ and that sounded so sexy to me. Of course, maybe I was influenced by the way her little hand was having a field day with my package.

She fondled my balls, she stroked my shaft, she palmed my skull, and, I kid you not, with her other hand she held my beer up so I could drink it.

“I make you so happy…I make you cum again and again and again….”

I chuckled. This was sort of a win win for me. I had an appointment to take a bunch of professor types up Everest, I had to travel up that way anyway. So now I would not only get paid, I would get laid, and I would still get to where I was going.

“You take me Sanshasi.”

I laughed, “Okay, honey. You got me. We’re going to Sanshasi. Tomorrow. Nine o’clock.”

“Five o’clock. Here, you drink more. Get up early.”

I took a big quaff out of the mug she was holding to my lips. Her hands worked me to a frothy pitch, I was already half loopy, and…and…

“Oh….uhhh,” I groaned. I was laying on my belly, all bent over. I was jouncing on something, or rather, something was jouncing under me…oh, I was…what the heck?

I was laid over the saddle of a pack. A mule. One of my mules!

“Hey!” It came out sort of gargled, but it worked. The animal stopped leaping over peaks, which meant stepping over rocks on the trail, and I struggled to get loose.

“You wake! Good!”

Misha lifted my hair and looked into my face.

Heysoos in a closet with no hangers. I had images of drinking, of carousing, of dancing on tables while people laughed and clapped. And staggering down to the stables where I kept my mules.

And Misha had staggered with me. She had poured never ending rivers of beer down my gullet, and she had supported me to the stables, and now…now I was here. Strapped to the back of my own mule and imitating a load of Himalaya freight.

“What…what happened?”

She worked the knots and helped me slide off the mule.

“You party. You fun. Five o’clock we go.”

Oh, crap. I groaned, my head felt like somebody was drilling a hole  in my skull and pissing in it. And I translated her words.

I had drank all night. Then she had tied me to the back of my own mule and…here I was.

“Let me sit.” She couldn’t have stopped me if she tried. I collapsed onto a boulder at the side of a trail.

“No rest. Must hurry. Sanshasi big celebration. Kishnatami open Upward Path. Must get there in time.”

“Oh, man.” I looked at her. My eyes must have been like roadmaps, full of red, squiggly lines.

And, I still had a hard on. My pants were bulging, and it was the only reason I didn’t just lay back and die. My dick wouldn’t let me.

Misha gave me water. I gulped and felt one ounce of cure…for a ten thousand pound sickness. “You drink. Eat this…” she twisted a root in her hands, actually crumbled it. I tell ya, she was a strong, little wench.

She pushed the twisted up fibers of the root into my mouth. “Chew. You get better. We go.”

For a minute she watched me, and I dutifully chewed on the root. I had been up country enough not to laugh at native cures. Heck, their roots and herbs had been there a lot longer than American Pharmaceutical companies.

And, it worked! Within five minutes I felt the headache dim down. The growling in my stomach resided and I no longer felt like spewing my guts.

Meanwhile, Misha saw to my mules, and she knew her way around a pack animal. She watered them, fed them a handful of grain, talked sweet to them, and the cantakerous bitches were suddenly light on their feet and happy as clams.

Huh. They never did that for me!

“You come, we go,” she pulled and pushed me to my feet.

I stretched, and just stood there, realizing that I was alive.

“Fast we go, faster we get to night. You need sleep, right?”

I looked at her, and I smiled. And she smiled. We smiled. Yeah, nighttime, and a little time in the sack. The little happy pal down below my belt was telling me that I had gotten drunk all night, and that I hadn’t had even the first installment of our deal.

“Okay,” I managed a sappy grin. “We go.”

We began walking up the winding path, and I tell ya, Nepal, the Himalayas, they are one curvy, twisty, windy bitch.

One second we would be walking through a meadow, the next minute we would be walking sideways, backs to a wall and looking over a thousand foot drop, the mules laughing at our irrational fear. And the next second we would be in a lush valley, with farms and crops and a happy, singing people.

And always upward…upward.

For a change, my three mules didn’t complain. In fact, they actually looked back at me like they were saying ‘hurry up,’ and pulled on the reins.

Or, if I was in front, they would nuzzle my back and push me along.

Damn mules. They fight me for a hundred trips, thousands of miles, and now they were treating me like I was the recalcitrant one.

“We hurry…we hurry,” that was Misha’s constant contribution to our trip. It would have been tiring, except that she kept glancing at me, looking at my pants, and damned if my bulge didn’t come back every time she looked at me.

Let’s see, I had been two weeks…no, three weeks, on the last trip. And I had been in jail for two weeks before that—just a drunk charge, I’m no criminal—so that meant…five weeks since I had last had a woman!

Fuck! No wonder Mr. Happy was so insistent!

And, the exortations of Misha, the happy hauling and shovings of my stupid mules, and the pulsing in my pants, I began to pick up speed.

Misha gave me some rice cakes to chew on, they make ‘em with lots of butter and honey, and I had some beef jerky in my pack, so I lunched on the run.

Misha frowned at me. Which was strange, but I understood. Up here in the Himalayas the people don’t care if you get drunk off your ass every night all night, but eating meat…that was frowned upon.

Still, Misha didn’t say anything, and we kept up our pace, even passing slower travelers.

I heard that Nepal used to be a lonely place, that you wouldn’t see a soul on the high paths for a month. But now it’s like a highway. Tourists, mountain climbers—lots of mountain climbers—professors and student types, surveys, all sorts of people. Makes the place like a darn freeway. Not an hour passed when we didn’t meet somebody coming down, or going up.

Funny, the people going up looked…nervous. Unless they were natives, who always looked happy.

But the people coming down…they always had this sort of sublime expression on their faces.

But that’s the top of the world. Closer to God, I guess. Which made me chuckle.

I was going after treasure. A fool’s errand at best. But, hey, a guy’s got to have a dream, right?

We stopped for lunch at a little outpost on a slab of rock that jutted out and looked down over the way we had come.

“Oh, good,” I rubbed my hands.

Misha stepped in front of me. “No beer. They got no beer. We got long way to go.”

“Hey, but—“

She stopped me by taking my hand and placing it on her chest.

Through the thick jacket I could feel her warm heart beating. Beating fast. Well, of course, exercise in the high mountains and the thin air will do that, will make your heart pulse, but…but it was more than that. It was the look in her eyes. The promise.

If I got drunk…I wasn’t going to get any of that wonderful pussy.

“You water mules. I get food. You wait. We go.”

I sighed. I was tempted to push on past her.

She reached down and placed her hand on my crotch.

Boing.

“Please.”

I’d like to think it was the ‘please’ that did it, me being such a polite fellow, but, you know…I grinned.

She went into the mountain shack and came out two minutes later, barely gave me time to water the mules.

We had barely any sit down time before she was pushing me again. “Come on…we late!”

“Heysoos,” I muttered.

Up into the higher mountains, which is sort of redundant. Everything is higher mountains in Nepal. Up, up, up.

We reached a meadow at sunset, and just in time. I had the trots.

Yuck, disgusting, but that lunch must have disagreed with me.

While Misha set up the camp I wandered off behind a tree and gave my offering to nature.

And, I don’t mean to be disgusting, but it was a wet offering. Splattered on the rocks and smelled to high heaven.

Holding my belly I returned to camp.

“You get wood,” Misha stood with hands on hips. You pick up. No cut, no break.

Most people brought little stoves with them, a bit of propane. I was surprised to find out that Misha had discarded my stove.

“Hey! Where’s my stove?”

She didn’t even address the issue.

But, native girl, she didn’t need to. I brought back some dry wood and she had a fire going in quicksnap time. And she had a pot of tea boiling over it, and she was breaking up little chunks of roots and herbs.

“You drink. Feel good.” She pushed a bowl into my hands.

God, I felt pukey. My stomach was roiling, and it felt like I needed to take another trip to Mother Nature.

She felt my head and nodded. “You sick. You hot. Drink tea.”

“Oh, man,” I muttered.

I drank, and ate, but she actually had to help me. She held the tea to my lips and forked bits of gruel into my mouth.

I felt so out of it. I wanted to puke, but she kept feeding me.

“Eat. Eat. More go down than come up.”

“Yeah,” I managed to say, “but more come out.”

She actually giggled.

Here I was, sick and dying, and she was giggling.

“No worry. You make pure. Good pure. Sanshasi like pure.”

If pure was crapping your guts out this Sanshasi thing was going to have a very pure fellow on her doorstep. I spent the night, every half hour, outside the tent, squatting.

Misha seemed to understand, however, and she watched over me, helped me, tucked me back into bed until the next time.

And we didn’t make love.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but Mr. Happy wasn’t feeling so happy. He just hung down, limp, and waited for my back hole to finish singing.

God, I felt punk.

“Oh…” I groaned. She had tied the front flap of the tent back and the harsh Nepal sun cut through the thin air and knifed my eyes.

I was tired. I had gotten drunk before we started, then I had crapped my heart out—I didn’t think there was anything left in me—and my stomach growled and felt like the insides were rubbing together.

And I had a lot of fluid build up in my eyes, and snot. Whatever this bug was, I had it.

“We gotta go back,” I whispered to Misha.

“No go back. Up…up.” She pointed up the trail. “You feel better up there. Up there we cure.”

“Oh, God. How far?”

“Just a day.”

Well, she was lying through her pretty, little teeth. We walked all that day. Me staggering, her pulling and pushing. And we camped that night—another night of the trots, another night of emptying my body of…nothing. I was dry squeaking, and dribbling fluid. I could smell the gruel I had eaten the night before. And she just shoved more roots and herbs down me.

“You good. Make pure.” She explained while stuffing my mouth with stuff. Gack.

But I was too weak to fight.

Besides, I knew I needed to eat. A lot more was coming out than going in.

I watched as she dumped supplies. We were at a small village, just through, sitting outside a stable.

I was miserable, hunched over, having wracked coughs every once in a while.

She placed my dried foods, my cans, even my MREs, on a table at the side of the stable. Somebody else would get that nourishment.

She helped me onto the mule. I was too weak to walk.

Up, up, up.

I sat astride my mule, king of the Himalayas, so weak Misha actually tied me on. She ran a rope under the mule’s belly and tied my feet together, then put a rope around my waist and tied it to the pack saddle. I still flopped back and forth a bit, side to side, but Misha walked next to me and kept me upright.

I lay in the tent that night, feverish, and Misha fed me with a spoon.

“I think I’m going to die,” I whispered.

She fed me her roots and herbs, wiped my mouth, cared for me like a mother cares for her child. “You not die. You pure. You get better now. Three days sick…you get better.”

I had been sick for three days? I felt like I had been sick all my life, the last few days were just a slogging of nightmare. I felt like there was nothing but puking and the trots.

“I want to go home.”

I was delirious. Out of my mind. I never wanted to go home. I didn’t want to go back to flat Indiana and the never ending fields. I loved the mountains.

But I was sick, and images of my mother shaking her finger at me…my father…’you’ll never be a real man.’

My brothers, older and bigger than me, laughing when I had tried to keep up with them.

“You’re just a girl!” They had teased me.

But I had shown them. I had conquered the world’s highest peaks. I was a man.

“Shhh,” Misha crooned to me. “Shhh. All right. Everything right.”

I drifted off to sleep.

Morning. Sunlight shot through the opening flap and assaulted my eyes. I lay there, waiting for the pain to overwhelm me. I had crapped in my sleep the night before, and I waited for that. I waited for the pain in my stomach, my head…but nothing came.

I wasn’t sick anymore.

I wasn’t strong, however. Three days of emptying your body will do that to you.

I crawled out of my sleeping bag. Pew. What a smell. I dragged it out after me when I exited the tent.

Misha was squatting at a fire crumbling up herbs and things and putting them into a boiling pot. She looked up at me and grinned. “You all better. See? Three day and you pure.”

“Pure, huh?” I moved slowly across the clearing to a stream. I washed my sleeping bag. All the dried, and not so dry, crap, sluiced down the stream. It was brisk, but I took off my clothes and washed them. I hung everything on branches and returned to the tent.

Misha looked at my naked body with a grin on her face. She took note of Mr. Limp. “We fuck night? We fuck? Yes?”

I groaned.

She laughed.

I had no interest. I was too weak. My dick could go rot for all I cared.

I put on fresh clothes, funny, they felt a little loose, and sat down.

“You clean. Good. Good. You eat.”

She handed me a bowl of her special gruel, and for the first time in three days I was actually able to lift my own spoon.

She squatted, and I sat Indian style, and we ate.

Well, I ate. Truth, I hadn’t actually seen her eat much more than a few rice cakes. What did that woman exist on?

“Tell me about Sanshasi?”

She rocked a bit, smiled, and said, “Enter Sanshasi through cliffs. Dangerous. We get there,” she reassured me.

“What does it look like?”

A far away look came into her eyes. “In morning light hit temple. Gold.” She looked at me. “Real gold inside…gold of Upward Path.”

Real gold? My interest perked. But it was a wan interest. I still felt so damned weak.

“Sun hit village during day, but not much. Many storms. Rainy days we stay inside. Much pray. We pray much. We pray Kishnatami. We go upward. See Goddess.”

Goddess? Before she had referred to a God.

“So is Kishnatami male? Female?”

“Male for female, female for male. Balance…balance. You find out.”

“Huh.” I thought about what she had said. Hidden valley, those high mountains were treacherous, and…a lifestyle in accord with those harsh conditions.

“Where does your food come from?”

“Food from ground. Food in caves. Plenty food. Too much food. burn food to keep warm.”

Now that was an interesting tidbit. I had never heard of such a thing.

“Are there a lot of children in Sanshasi?”

She shook her head. “No children. You eat. We go.”

She stopped my interrogation and began packing up. My sleeping bag was still wet, and my clothes. She just bundled up the clothes and tied them to a pannier, and actually hung my sleeping bag over the back of the mule.

“He’s going to get cranky if you do that.”

She stepped in front of the mule and whispered something. I don’t know what, it was Nepalese…a dialect that I had never heard, but she turned and smiled at me. “I tell him. I ‘splain. He good.”

And, damned if that stupid mule didn’t seem to mind toting wet clothes.

Heck, for me if we came to a mud puddle he balked. but for her…stupid mule.

We walked, and now the country became extra vicious. The trail was broken, causing even the mules trouble. The sheer sides threatened to push us over sheer drops. Rain squalls came and went, we picked our way through a trail that wended, disappeared, appeared again.

Now I was sorry for all the food that Misha had dumped. Somebody somewhere was eating good, but I was feeling weaker and weaker. I was almost ready to be tied to the mule again, when we came to the a hidden slot canyon.

It was hidden by the curve of the cliff face, behind a thicket, over a quick rise.

“Cripes,” I muttered. “No wonder I never heard of this place.

Misha just smiled and pushed harder. It was obvious; the closer we got to Sanshasi the more she wanted to get there.

Through the twists and turns of the slot canyon, the sides but four feet apart at times. Once one of the mules actually panicked and kicked, but she shushed him and managed to calm him down enough to get him past the tight spot.

We came to a wide spot. A few bushes clung to life in crumbling crevices, and Misha called a halt for the night.

Huh. Night. It was so dark in the slot canyon, so always night, that I wondered how she knew it was night time.

Still, I was glad for the rest. Oddly, though I was more tired, and weaker, than I had ever been in my life, I felt good.

I had no aches and pains now, and my terrible sickness was well over. But I felt so weak, and I actually felt…different.

Like my arms were thinner in the sleeves. And my chest ached. Well, not ached, but itched. I was constantly scratching, as best I could, through my thick jacket.

Misha noticed, but she just smiled.

“Tomorrow,” she nodded as she stirred her soup.

“We get there, eh?”

“Sanshasi,” she grinned.

“”I can’t wait. I need some real food. I feel weak. I need to rebuild my strength.”

“You rebuild,” she smiled.

“You know, we never…we haven’t…”

She looked at me, and she had the most inscrutable look on her face. “We no fuck.”

“No.”

“You up for it? Big man?” She laughed, and it was a delighted titter.

“Well, not really.”

“Too bad. I good.”

“Huh.”

Disappointed, I thought I’d never find out. But I was wrong. Sort of.

She came to me that night.

I was sleeping. A sound sleep…I was sleeping better than I ever had, now that the illness was past, and I felt her touch my sleeping bag.

I was awake instantly.

“Shhh,” she whispered, and I could feel her smile in the darkness.

She unzipped my bag, all the way down, and flung the cover back.

In the high mountains we always sleep fully clothed, and she began stripping my pants and jacket from my body.

I waited, too weak to even help, but excited for all that.

Excited…but limp.

Heysoos, was I disappointed.

“No matter,” she said, taking off her own clothes. “No matter.”

She lay next to me. Funny, she wasn’t as short as I had thought she was. Or, maybe I wasn’t as tall as I thought I was. I snickered at the thought.

She felt my chest. She squeezed, and it felt good. It felt…fiery.

“You good. Good.”

Then she was kissing my nipples.

God, it felt good. Little sparks of lightening shot out from my nipples, and they felt large, and she sucked.

I groaned and put my hands over her head. I arched my back.

She reached down and cupped me.

Damn! I still wasn’t hard!

“No worry…” she soothed me. “No worry.”

She slithered down and took me in her mouth. Oh, God, the heaven. Her magic tongue stroked the under part of my dick. Her lips captured the lid of my skull. She inserted her tongue right into my slit.

“Oh!” I gasped. It actually felt like her tongue was going into my slit!

Then she was back up, kissing me.

I took her breasts in hand and massaged. Her nipples were large and I pulled them and made her moan.

She took my hand and pushed it down to her pussy.

God, that woman had the biggest clit I had ever seen. Well, felt. It was an inch long, and it felt like a miniature dick. Thank God she had no balls. That would have freaked me out.

But she did have a juicy, very juicy, little slit under the clit.

“Oh…oh…” she moaned. Then she was pushing my head down.

My face dove into her snatch and I clamped onto that clit with my lips. Mmm. Bigger was better. I could suck it easier. I could use my tongue and work it.

She groaned and actually hit me on the back.

“Use finger! Use finger!”

And, sadly, I had to. My dick was still limp. Just sat there like a noodle. Damned traitor.

And I didn’t understand why because I was hot. I was so fucking hot…and I went to my knees for better leverage and pushed two fingers into her.

“Oh! OHHH!”

I rammed her, sliding my fingers into her until my knuckles rimmed out.

She bucked and twisted and tried to reach for me.

No way, baby. You’re going on the rocket ride.

I redoubled my efforts, used three fingers, and she was gasping and mumbling in her foreign language.

“Go for it, bitch,” I crooned. “Just because I can’t cum doesn’t mean you shouldn’t.”

Yet she lingered, right on the edge, and wasn’t able to get over.

Finally, I took my tired fingers out and tried the ‘bowling ball’ technique.

I put my middle finger in her asshole and my thumb in her pussy, and I began to shake her by the crotch.

“Gah!” She was screaming almost immediately.

I kept shaking, and she kept yelling. She grabbed my wrist and held on for dear life.

I made her cum again, and again. And then I was tired.

Damned it. I was usually good for a night of lovemaking. A night of drinking and fucking, and here I was, already tired.

I withdrew my hand, and she lay there in the darkness, sated, unable to do anything.

It wasn’t too cold in the slot canyon, I think a breeze might have sprung up somewhere, so I just spread my bag out, and pulled hers over us, and we slept, all cuddled up and comfy.

Morning, and I woke up and stretched. Dully, I realized that the exertions of the night before, as little as they were, had tired me out.

No wonder I wasn’t getting boners.

I crawled out of the tent.

Misha was cooking, and she looked up at me and smiled.

A happy smile. A satisfied smile.

I grinned. No matter that I couldn’t…I had done my duty.

We ate her gruel. Funny thing, while I had thought it mildly distasteful in the beginning, it was starting to taste better.

I guess it was an acquired taste.

So we ate, and it didn’t do much for giving me my strength back, and we broke camp.

Today. On this day, we were going to finally see this mysterious valley. And city and temple.

And…a God? Or Goddess?

Huh.

I wasn’t much on the religion thing.

Oh, I believe in a God, but not in some doofus in robes that throws lightening bolts, or some other trite and over used image.

I believed more in a force, pervasive throughout the universe.

And there was no way I thought that that force, that God or Goddess, cared much about the little ants called ‘humans.’

Well, no matter what I believed, today we would see, and today I would be a rich man.

I mean, what kind of gold treasure was hidden in this valley?

Nobody knew about it, so it would be unplundered.

What would I find? Gold statues? Vases studded with precious gems? Necklaces and rings and such?

Maybe the natives were all decked out in gold. They could trade me a suit of their clothes, and I could go home and trade it for a million.

Yeah, baby. And I could envision myself walking back out through the slot canyon with a golden jockstrap. Heavy, gold armor. Maybe a bow and arrow made of gold!

So thinking, I happily followed Misha through the final turns of the slot canyon, and the sides opened up and we suddenly stood on a high ledge. And I saw the valley.


PART TWO

Sanshasi, the valley, was a long, slender gouge, as if by a spoon into ice cream, out of the earth.

The soil was probably quite rich, as there was a tropical feel to the place. Warm, humid.

And there were a couple of farms, on the floor just as the valley descended, flat plateaus, but the whole left side was a riot of jungle.

Jungle? This high up?

Then I realized, the way the mountains curved around, the angle of the slopes, this was a natural trap for water, and the whole cliff face on one side of the valley acted as a heat trap.

That was why we had a warm breeze in the slot canyon. That was why Misha suddenly took off her jacket and tied it onto one of the pack mules.

I looked down and saw that we would wind our way down a series of switchbacks, come to the very bottom of the valley, and a small lake, which lake had fishermen in it, and then slowly ascend through a series of low terraces.

There was the village. Sanshasi. A collection of rock huts, built over generations, passed down over generations. An eternal people undisturbed by the outside world.

And, at the far end of the valley, brooding over the village, built against the mountain itself, was a golden temple.

The morning light was striking the top of the temple, and the spires reflected golden sunlight into the valley. It gave the impression of godliness, of being blessed, of spirituality.

Huh. Even I, sort of a denier, was impressed. Whoever had built this…whoever…

I noticed action to my side and turned. Misha was on her knees bowing towards the Sanshasi temple, the home of Kishnatami. No, she wasn’t just bowing, she was kissing the soil!

I stared for a moment, then turned back to my inspection of the valley. I traced the few far roads, just trails between the stone huts. I figured out where the market was. Just a small clearing with a few tents already set up.

And a herd of mountain goats.

Heck, the way this place was there was no need to tend them. Just go grab one and milk it and gather its fleece, or whatever you call goat hair, and…what a place!

Probably hadn’t seen a white man in centuries. Perhaps ever.

Could I actually be the first?

Of course, the natives would have seen white men, or knew about them. After all, Misha was, now that I took the time to think about it, a native. And other natives must have made the trip through the slot canyon and down to civilization.

Huh. Civilization. That’s what we call it.

This place had likely never seen a war.

Would they even have crime?

Such a large and golden temple, and this diety guy or gal called Kishnatami, they probably had plenty of priests reading the scriptures to them.

Would they have a sort of ten commandments thing? No murder, no wife stealing, none of that stuff?

Or, and this was a dour thought, did they have human sacrifices?

Being off alone…maybe they went outside the slot and caught  and cooked white men. Brought them back in slices and hung the pieces to dry.

Human jerky. Now there was a thought.

Misha giggled.

I turned to her and grinned.

She said, “You have funny thoughts.”

That sort of soothed me, and I wondered why I had even entertained such grisly concepts.

Too much TV, I thought. Even though I hadn’t see a TV for a couple of years.

“Well,” I said, “Shall we go have some fun?”

After the up and down and over and under and side to side insanity of the upward trail to the slot canyon, the trip down to the valley was easy. The path was clear of debris, the mules were happy, and we simply sauntered down the slight slope.

The only thing was that my gait was off. By that I mean we had to go down a couple of steps, and I jounced. Normally I would have stepped, but I guess these steps were a little higher than normal. Or maybe I was shrinking. Ha. The thought made me laugh.

People saw us coming. A fisherman waved, and we waved back.

We reached bottom, a little landing where a boat was tied…to the far shore.

That’s right. We had to pull the boat back from the far shore, get in it, and pull ourselves across the lake. No oars. A wonderful way to cut off an invading army. And while inflatables could be brought through the slit, not much else could be. Inflatables, of course, could be deal with with arrows. Then I had a thought, how difficult was it going to be to carry my gold out of the valley? Hmm. Something to think about.

More fishermen waved, and a couple of them shouted greetings, which Misha answered easily. There was a big smile on her face.

I dragged my hand in the water. It was cool, but ready for a swim. In far shallows I saw a couple of mothers watching over a half a dozen children.

The kids started shouting at us, and the mothers waved.

What a friendly place.

And I felt guilty. I was planning on stealing their gold.

We pulled the boat right into a little dock and stepped out.

“Isn’t it wonderful?” Misha took a breath of fresh air.

“It is pretty cool,” I answered, tamping down my guilt. Gold is gold, after all.

We walked up a trail, a nice, easy pathway. It curved slightly to the left, and I had a look at the jungle.

Yes, it was a jungle. The trapped warm air, the rain, that’s all it takes. And I realized something: this bit of jungle must have existed since before the mountains. How else would this type of growth get up here? How else would big fronds and creepers come to be in the high Himalayas?

We circled back toward the village, past a couple of farms, and entered the village proper.

Everything was clean. The stone huts had fresh mortar, or were fitted so tightly they didn’t need any ‘glue.’ The roofs were thatched, and sloped, and I had the feeling that a few thousand years of rain would teach people how to make rainproof roofs.

There were a few people on the streets, and a few people opened windows and waved to us, and spoke to Misha.

“What are they saying?” I asked.

“Welcome home. Where have you been.”

I noticed a few people looking at me when they spoke. It didn’t sound like greetings, but questions. It made me wonder.

But wonder about what? Experiencing the wonderful camaraderie and friendliness it was hard to be suspicious.

Misha glanced up at me with a grin.

“What?”

“You have such funny thoughts.”

“How do you know what I’m thinking?”

And she said, “Practice silence enough and you hear thought.”

I blinked at that one.

“So you grew up here?”

“Oh, no. I came here, like you.”

“You were a wanderer? How did you find this valley?”

“A friend brought me here, like I brought you. Do you like it? Sanshasi?”

“It is beautiful,” I agreed. And, in my head; but I don’t know if I would ever want to stay here.

After all. No modern conveniences. No cars or TVs or…funny, I had no use for such things, yet…I missed them?

Or maybe I just missed…what? I was having trouble thinking about this subject.

Misha giggled.

“What?”

She just said, “Come. We must go temple. Kishnatami wait.”

She took my hand then, and like boyfriend and girlfriend we walked up the path, through the market and the town, and approached the temple.

Up close the temple was massive. Like a mountain to itself.

We walked up low steps, a lot of low steps, and approached the huge double doors.

A priest was sweeping the landing in front of the door. He was wearing red robes and wielded a home made broom. He was humming, and he turned and saw us.

“Misha!” He held the broom with one hand and embraced her with the other.

Huh! I thought priests never hugged. They just nodded and bowed and stuff. But he hugged, and mightily. And, here was a blessing, he spoke in English!

“We missed you.”

“And I you, great father.”

He turned to me, a huge beaming smile on his face. “And you have brought a friend.”

Misha: “This is Thomas Smithfield.”

“Hi—“ I started to put out a hand, but he embraced me. Just moved right in and gave me the mother of all hugs. Both arms.

God, it was funny, sort of unnerving, but not in a bad way.

I was stunned for a moment, then I managed to close my arms about him and hug him back.

And, weird, my arms barely went around him. And he didn’t look so much shorter than me, like most of the people in Nepal did.

Of course, maybe people were taller in this valley.

But Misha didn’t look…she was…I frowned.

I had started out this journey nearly a foot taller than the woman, now I was…she had grown?

And something in me denied the more obvious conclusion…that I had shrunk.

The priest moved back and held me at arm’s length. “You are a handsome fellow. Very handsome. We have big feast for you. Welcome you home.”

I grinned. He had better English than Misha, but the idea that he was welcoming me home? I guess he didn’t understand certain subtleties of language. Like what the word home meant.

Misha giggled. Then she took my hand.

“Come, I show you room.”

“Here? We’re going to stay here?” Better and better. I could wander around a little tonight and find some of this gold stuff.

“Yes. Come.”

The priest nodded at us, beamed some more, and we entered through a small side door, I guess the big doors were reserved for trolls and ogres and things.

Misha led me through the main room, stopping to bow to a monstrous statue of a diety.

I stood, hands clasped, and waited respectfully.

She bowed, kissed the floor, then stood up and moved forward and put her arms around one huge leg of the statue.

Well, not all the way around. It was sitting Yoga style, lotus position, and the legs were so big it was like embracing a wall.

“This is Kishnatami?” I asked when she was done with her ritual.

“This is he.”

I looked up at the huge thing.

He. Hmm. It was curiously…between.

It had folds of fat that might have been breasts. The genitals were enclosed by stone carved loincloth. The hair was braided and could have been male or female. How interesting.

“I know what you thinking.”

“What?” I asked.

“I say ‘he,’ you can’t tell.”

I grunted. She was a perceptive wench.

“You touch.”

I looked at her. She nodded and motioned me forward with a sweep of the hand.

I stepped forward and reached out a hand. Oddly, there was trepidation in me. Well, heck. I was going to touch a God. Or a Goddess. Shouldn’t that give you the willies?

I placed my hand on the cool stone leg, a low spot in the front of the statue, and waited.

Nothing.

Except…except…it was like I could hear a far away sound, like the rushing of a waterfall. Like words tumbling too fast to be distinguished. Like a river of images so fast I couldn’t…quite…

Misha touched my arm, pulled my hand off of Kishnatami.

I blinked. I realized that I had been standing and just…listening. For a while. What the fuck?

“Come…I show you.”

I thought she would take me to a room. But she gave me the cook’s tour of the temple. She took me up winding stairs into the spire that reflected light.

And it was gold! Pure, fucking gold!

I marveled at the yellow stone-like material and touched it. No trepidation here. This was my real God. Gold. Money. Moolah.

Misha giggled some more, and I had the weird feeling that she was laughing at my thoughts.

But this whole idea of hearing me thinking? That was just so much rubbish.

Inside a room the top of the spire were sacred artifacts. A stone that Kishnatami had touched. A rusty rake. Said to have scraped over Kishnatami’s grave for a thousand years. A necklace made out of shells. Shells? Like from the sea? Up here? This place really was old.

And other things. But nothing of value. Nothing like precious stones. And the only gold I saw was in the actual walls.

Huh! I began thinking about how I could pick up an entire wall or two and carry it through the slot canyon. Maybe huge helicopters could fly in and lift the whole thin—

Heh heh heh!

I turned. Misha was laughing merrily. “You funny. You so funny!”

We descended the winding stairs and she took me into the back of the temple. Here were living quarters, and we passed dozens, scores, of room with monks and nuns sitting in the lotus position and praying. We were quiet when we passed them, respectful of their prayers.

And we met many monks and nuns. They embraced me as had the priest sweeping the front, and spoke to me in English.

Oh, some of it was atrocious, but some of it was quite good.

The odd thing, they were curiously asexual. I guess they were trying to emulate Kishnatami and be man or woman at the same time. Or maybe neither. There were things I didn’t understand about this place.

Behind the small rooms in which the monks had their existence were the caves.

“We go back you like…but it just grow mushrooms.”

“Mushrooms?”

“Mushrooms good food.” She frowned and thought her way through a concept. “Mushrooms good, make think…make…” she stopped. Then she smiled. “I no explain. Ask Father priest.”

I smiled, and happily forwent the tour of the mushroom farms. But as we walked back through the monk’s quarters I had some interesting thoughts.

‘Shrooms. For food. And…Misha had talked about burning the food…hmmm.

And I wondered if this place specialized in smoky rituals that included mushrooms. Mushrooms that were more like peyote than mushrooms.

Deep in thought, I barely noticed Misha watching me, judging me.

We came back to the temple proper and descended to the ground floor, and then to the basement.

The basement was a vast labyrinth. I could see cells, and chains, so these people weren’t entirely peaceful. But there were no signs of recent habitation.

“Do you ever use these dungeons?” I asked.

“Not long time.”

“No criminals here?”

She smiled. “Everybody criminal here once. Kishnatami help. Kishnatami make people understand. Kishnatami…change.”

Change, huh? Change criminals into law abiding citizens? I guess this cat was pretty powerful as Gods went. Or Goddesses.

We walked back up the stairs and she led me to a small room.

“You stay here.”

“What about you? I thought we were going to…” I raised my eyebrows hopefully.

She giggled. “Oh, you silly. She reached for my crotch, got a good hunk of it. “You get hard I stay.”

I grunted. Her hand felt so good. It was so sexual it was downright electrical, but the vine just laid there. Limp. Not even trying.

She kissed me lightly on the lips. “You rest. Tonight feast.” She walked me into the room, almost tucked me into bed.

She went to the door, then stopped and turned around. Her eyes had that terribly inscrutable look again.

Then she came back into the cell, came to where I was sitting on the rude rack that went for a bed. She bent and hugged me. And she actually shed tears on my shoulders. “You good. You make so happy.”

Then she was gone

So I lay down on the bed and, darned if I didn’t feel tired.

Well, heck, the long hike up the mountains, the sickness I had endured. I was still weak, and I did need a little rest. I closed my eyes.

And opened them. It was darker, even more silent, and I sat up.

I felt good. I rubbed my eyes, and my hair fell over my face.

What the fuck? I brushed my hair back. I guess I needed a hair cut. Well, I had been on the trail a long time. I just didn’t remember it being this long.

I stood up, I still felt a little weak, and walked to the door. I pushed, and it opened. Nobody was there.

I walked down the corridor, and became aware of distant chanting.

I smiled. I guess they had started the feast without me.

I stopped and thought. I could go looking for gold.

But I had had the tour, and except for walls made of giant gold bricks, there wasn't anything of value in this place.

Man, what a bust.

But maybe the gold was back in the caves? Maybe I should have taken the tour? Maybe they had taken the gold out of the caves, and the really good stuff was back there.

Shovels made of gold. Fans made of gold. Heck, the posts that supported the tunnels might be made of gold!

I exited the corridor, and Misha was waiting for me.

She was wearing a robe, like the priest and the monks and the nuns, and she came and took my hand.

She looked…bigger. What the hell was happening here? But I didn’t have time to wonder, for she dragged me down another long corridor.

“You sleep long.”

“Sorry. I was tired.”

“No…no. Good you sleep. You ready for ceremo—feast.

She had been about to say ceremony, had started to say it, but then had changed to feast. Huh? But I didn’t really have any time to wonder or ask her.

We entered the main hall. Tables had been brought in and set up, and Kishnatami sat at the end of the room, watching over the tables and all the monks gathered around them. His eyes seemed curiously alive in the flickering torchlight, like they were flickering and darting and…watching.

“You come here.”

She dragged me to the head of the table and placed me right next to the broom sweeper guy. I sat down, and everybody nodded and grinned at me.

Now, for a feast, I expected steaks smothered in onions, potatoes drowning in butter, and liquor. Lots and lots of liquor.

What I got was…gruel.

Yep, the same stuff Misha had given me all the way up the trail.

Well, crap. When in Rome, and I looked up at the other people in the room. I guess they were all done eating, for I was the only one with a bowl. They sat there so politely though, and I figured they were waiting for me to eat so they could get on with…whatever they were going to get on with.

I grabbed a spoon and lifted a glop of thick gruel out of my bowl.

The head priest, the Sweeper—and I thought it was funny that nobody had ever told me his name—grinned joyously and watched me.

I slipped the spoon of goop into my mouth and, you know? It was pretty good!

In fact, it was delicious. I guess the stuff was fresh cooked or something. But I ate the whole thing. In fact, I gobbled it, slurped it, and totally forgot my manners.

The monks didn’t seem to mind, however, they just looked at me and grinned.

I grinned back, and I suddenly felt goofy. Like, real goofy. Like I had just taken too much Vicodin.

Sweeper, that’s the name I gave him, turned to me. “Would you like to know our religion?”

“Sure.”

“Kishnatami give choice. You choose when born. You choose when die. You choose when you man…or woman.”

“A goddess of choice. I like that.”

“You already make choice.”

“I did?”

“You choose come valley. You choose Kishnatami. Kishnatami choose you.”

“Huh.”

Not much I could say to that. Besides, the room was spinning. They must have put something extra in that slop they gave me.

Across the table Misha was laughing at me.

I looked around. The monks and nuns were eating, talking, and, weird, I could see, behind them, cartoon versions of themselves, all over imposed over  themselves, over imposed cartoons. Laughing.

Laughing at me?

No. They were too kind here. They were laughing with me.

“What’s so funny? I asked, and I think my words slurred a little.

“You funny.” Misha giggled. The girl was turning into an inveterate giggler. Which thought made her giggle again.

Which thought? Yeah, I could see that. Just as I saw the cartoon monks of the monks co-existing in the same place their bodies did…I could see thought.

“I haven’t had enough silence,” I remarked.

Sweeper nodded. “We give you more.” He clapped his hands.

Instantly all the monks stopped talking. Even their cartoon selves, standing slightly behind themselves, as if sprouting out of their bodies, stopped laughing at me, and two monks came out carrying two trays. They placed the trays in front of me and backed away.

I looked around. Everybody in the place was pretty intent now, and they were watching me.

Sweeper said: “You choice.”

Huh? Then I realized what he had said. You choose.

I looked at the trays.

On one was a dildo. On the other one was a cup overturned.

What the fuck? A dildo? In a religious place? What the hell?

“You choose.”

I stared at Sweeper. He smiled at me and indicated that I should pick either the dildo or the overturned cup.

I looked at Misha. For once she wasn’t giggling, or smiling, or anything. In fact, there was a total lack of expression. Just a waitingness, a rapt interest. Which would I take?

I looked at the monks. They were equally stone-faced. No thought, no judgement, nothing. Just waiting.

“You pick.”

I looked at Sweeper. I was dizzy, the room was going around. “I don’t understand.”

“You understand. Now you have to know what you understand. Take pick.”

I studied the two objects before me.

A prick and a cup. What the fuck.

I started to reach for the cup. I started to, but I was so dizzy, and the room gave a sudden lurch, and I found myself sliding sideways, and my arm went sideways, and I touched the big, stone penis.

Cheers erupted in the room. Suddenly the monks were laughing and clapping each other on the back.

“Hey,” I blurted, trying to sit up straight. “I didn’t mean to…I meant to choose the cup. I slipped!”

Sweeper said, “Kishnatami know. Now you know. No lie.”

“No…no! I really…”

Misha was suddenly by my side, and she placed her hand over my mouth. “Shhh.”

She helped me stand up and walked me back to the big statue of Kishnatami.

“I’m sorry. I’m dizzy. I can’t walk…”

Right in front of the statue she pushed me. Not hard, but I was unbalanced anyway, and I lay into Kishnatami’s lap. I was over the curve of his crossed legs and looking directly at his groin.

Yes. It was covered by a carved stone loincloth, but, still. It was almost like I could see under the loincloth.

And I saw…I saw…a dick! But like a cartoon over-imposed, I could see…a snatch!

And I understood that Kishnatami could be either, but that I was seeing him as a man.

I tried to get up, but Misha had crawled over me, right into Kishnatami’s lap, and she was sitting, crossed legged, in front of me. holding my hands so I couldn’t stand up.

“Hey!”

She covered my mouth with hers. She kissed me, she swallowed my mouth with hers.

Drunk, dazed, I kissed back.

For a long minute we kissed, then I felt somebody messing with my pants!

“Hey!”

“Shhh!” Misha said, and tried to kiss me.

“But somebody is…”

I tried to stand up, but now, in addition to Misha holding my hands, I felt hands holding my back down.

“Hey!” I struggled and I kicked, but I was weak, and then somebody was holding legs.

And pulling them apart.

And I knew what it was as soon as it touched my brown button.

The dildo.

The stone dick.

“Hey!” I screamed.

But the hands didn’t listen to me. They listened to Kishnatami. They held my legs apart and somebody, probably Sweeper, pushed the stone phallus into me.

I jerked and arched and screamed.

I mean, they didn’t hurt me, they must have used a lot of lube, goat butter or whatever the horny people used up here, but, still, they fucked me!

In and out, stretching me.

Misha held on, kissing me. Her mouth holding mine captive, silencing my screams and cries for help.

And the big penis went inexorably in and out.

Rubbing me, filling me, exciting my nerves, and…and…it started to feel good.

Misha smiled, and I found myself kissing her harder.

“You cum now,” she whispered to me. “Cum last time. Cum for Kishnatami. Then Kishnatami give you gift.”

I was out of it. Drunk on something no drug dealer had ever heard of, spinning through space, my mouth on fire, and I started to feel something. My chest. It was growing.

“Thomas,” she whispered to me in the darkness of Kishnatami’s lap, saying my name for the last time I would ever hear it, or even remember it.

“You choose dick, you get dick. You become woman. But you already chose.”

As time and space coalesced about me I saw the truth. I had been shrinking. Getting smaller. And my chest had been trying to grow. I was growing breasts.

I thought, but what if I had chosen the cup?

Then you fill the cup with semen. You be the dick. She thought back at me.

So if I chose the dildo I got the dildo. I got fucked until I was a woman. And if I chose the cup I would probably be fucking women, until I had filled a cup, and I would be a…a man.

But I had already chosen. She had been feeding me that stuff, probably a super estrogen of some kind, the whole trip, and I had shrunk, and my chest had tried to grow, and…and I had grown weaker. I was no long male strong, but female strong, which was weak comparatively.

See. You understand. Kishnatami understand. Now you understand Kishnatami.

And the stone dildo consumed me, changed me, and I began to cum. Like a woman. I ascended to an ocean of hot desire. I felt the waves washing me, filling me up with woman essence.

Just as the stone dick in my behind filled me up with…Kishnatami’s desire.

And my orgasm went on into the night, and it didn’t end until I was completely changed.


EPILOGUE

My name…I can’t remember my name, but I work in the valley of Sanshasi. I labor in the caves and help grow mushrooms.

Misha…I dimly remember her name…someone who loved me…she has gone again. Out of the valley, looking for people who are ready for the truth of themselves, who are ready to give themselves up to Kishnatami.

I am a woman, and sometimes the men come to me in the night. They all have large cocks. They all spurt much semen. They fill me up and give me so much pleasure.

And I give them pleasure.

And there is no crime here, for we are all feeling pleasurable all the time.

And there are no children. For Kishnatami has not given us that choice.

And I study with Sweeper. I remember his name, but I don’t know from where. I have just always known him.

He teaches me the language of the valley, and sometimes it seems like I am forgetting something…something called English.

But that is okay.

I am learning about Kishnatami, and I looked forward to working deeper in the caves. Once I have completed my training, and can speak the language, I will be allowed to go deeper, past the mushroom farms to where the gold is.

There is much gold there. Clothes and furniture made out of gold. A whole underground cavern, a city of gold, sculptured Gods and Goddesses, and entire buildings made of gold.

It is rich back there, and I would like to see it.

But I can wait, for I have found the true treasure. It is not gold…it is the choice Kishnatami gives us.

Choice. That is the blessings of the Gods, or Goddesses.

And I know that…because I have made my choice.

END
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There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Upward Path’

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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