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PART ONE

Tinder Falls was a weird city. Tom Hall knew that as soon as he stepped over the city limits. One second he’s walking down the highway, pack on his back, heading for wherever, and he places his foot over the line and feels it.

Something different.

Something a little bit off.

Like North isn’t quite north. Or maybe the water doesn’t go down the drain clockwise.

The feeling of something being off was so strong he actually stopped and just stood for a moment. He was waiting for birds to fall out of the sky, or a pack of dogs to turn into a barber shop quartet.

Nothing happened.

He blinked and studied the area.

Fields with a few cows in them, munching and ignoring him. Blue skies with a few high clouds…no rain on the horizon. Up ahead, maybe a half mile, were the buildings on the outskirts. They looked like normal buildings.

But what was that feeling he was getting?

When nothing happened long enough, however, he started walking again.

Tom was about five foot eight. Slender at 140 pounds. His hair was a little long from being on the road for so long. Shave off the beard and he would have been a handsome fellow.

He was wearing the same clothes he had mustered out with. Cargo pants, starting to look a little bare. Tee shirt, collar threading, seams a little loose.

Athletic shoes that were almost worn through.

He came closer to the town. A quarter mile. Still that weird feeling.

But the buildings were just standing there, not doing the mashed potatoes or anything. He could see cars on the side roads, a few people on the walks, but it was just a sleepy, middle-American town. Nothing special.

Yet the hair on the back of his neck was starting to stand up.

He came to the first building, stepped onto the first official sidewalk of the town, and decided he would buy a pair of shoes, find a hamburger, get a six pack of beer, and hike the hell out of there.

It was just too creepy.

His eyes checked out the first half dozen stores on the main drag. A hardware store. A dollar store. What looked like a medical building. A meeting hall. A police station. A used car lot.

Further on he could make out what looked like an RV park, lots of weeds, a baseball field, but not in very bad shape. A restaurant. A small grocery store.

Typical town. Except for the creepy feeling.

He crossed the street and headed for the restaurant. Eat first. Shoes. Liquor. Beat feet. That was his itinerary.

The restaurant was of a western motif. It looked like an old time western bar, but it advertised hamburgers, steaks and milk shakes.

He thought about a chocolate milkshake and smiled.

He entered the building. Warped plank floors. Wood tables. A bar that looked to serve sodie pop across the room. A revolving stand filled with post cards.

He stepped up to the bar and waited.

A half minute passed, then a skinny fellow with less hair than more, and a beak of a nose, stepped out.

“Yeah.”

Not ‘hello,’ or ‘howdie,’ or ‘what can I do you for,’ but…Yeah.

Still, Tom was there to eat, not to discuss manners with a lout.

“Hamburger and fries. Chocolate milkshake.”

The ‘barman’ didn’t move. He squinted his eyes and asked, “Passing through.”

It was a statement, but Tom knew he was asking. He also knew he should just be cheerful and go along with whatever.

When he was fresh out of the army he wore clean clothes, people thanked him for his service. Now, worn down and shabby, they judged him for a bum.

“Passing through.”

“Where’s home?”

None of the man’s business, especially since he was a grump.

Tom sighed. “Where I lay down for the night. The hamburger?”

“Uh, yeah…yeah. I’ll get you one.”

The man disappeared into the back. Tom went to a booth where he could watch cars pass. He heard some chatter in the back, probably his order being relayed to the cook.

Somebody peeked over a pair of batwing doors at him.

He ignored whoever it was and leaned on an elbow and watched the world through the window.

Peter Samson rang the police station while the burger cooked. “John? I got one. Says he’s just passing through. Says his home is where he sleeps. Yeah sure. Okay.” He hung up the phone and turned to the grill.

Tom was actually dozing. The hamburger seemed to take forever. Then a sheriff’s car passed in the road, and the hamburger arrived. He smiled.

As a burger it wasn’t much. The meat was thin and overcooked. The fries were barely warm. The chocolate shake was more like chocolate water.

He was going to have to stop at the grocery store and pick up some kind of dinner. Maybe cook it once he was out of town and comfortable in some woods.

He was halfway through the hamburger when a bulky shape loomed over him.

He looked up.

Sheriff Todd Ransome was a true redneck. He ate fried pork and grits, his body got rounder and rounder, and the layers of fat folded over on his neck and turned red under the hot sun.

“How you doing?”

Tom felt nervous. The big deputy was arrowing in on him.

“I’m fine. How are you today?”

“I’m fine. What you doing in town?”

“I’m just passing through.”

“Where you going?”

Nosy. Rude. What the hell?

“I’m just walking across America. I got out of the army and decided I wanted to see the land of the free up close.”

The sheriff frowned. Heavy jowls sank and small eyes got smaller.

“Got any identification?”

“Got my army ID.”

He turned to get his wallet out of his pack.

“FREEZE!”

The sheriff was standing with a his legs spread, big revolver pointed right at Tom.

“Whoa!” Tom raised his hands. The bore of the revolver looked dark and big and frightening.

“Get out of the chair and lay down on your belly.”

“I’m moving slowly. No problems. Whatever you want.” Tom moved like molasses. He lay on the floor.

“Hands on the back of your head.”

He placed his hands behind his head.

The sheriff cuffed his hands behind him.

Tom lay on the floor and looked to the side. The sheriff lifted his pack off the seat and put it on the table. He began taking things out.

Pants. Shirt. Couple of pairs of socks. They were clean as he washed every time he passed a seat.

Cook pan, fire starter, length of good, nylon rope, compass.

Spoon, fork and…knife.

A good, sharp knife. Good for camping. Big enough to whittle, small enough to use the point for any variety of tasks

Sheriff Todd thumbed the radio on his shoulder. “Got a drifter here. Armed. Went for a knife.”

“I didn’t—“

Todd kicked Tom in the ribs. Not a big kick, not a rib breaker, just a little warning that a rib breaker might be coming if he didn’t shut his pie hole.

“Yep. He can see the judge in the morning. If he’s still around.”

Still around? Where was he going to go? Especially if he spent the night in jail.

Todd lifted the cuffs and said, “On your feet, boy.”

Tom struggled to his feet. “I was just looking for my ID card. I wasn’t going for a knife.”

“You can tell the judge tomorrow morning.”

Tom finished the sentence, If he was still around.

The sheriff guided him out the door and to the back of the patrol car. He sat and looked out the window and the skinny bar man came out and stood on the boardwalk. He was wiping his hands on a dishrag and he said, “Who’s going to pay for that meal?”

Disgusted, Tom ignored him.

The police station was a block down the street and around a corner. It was just a brick box. Small windows on the front, bars on the windows in the back.

Todd opened the back door and waited while Tom struggled out. Then he lifted the cuffs and pranced Tom into the station.

The station was a messy shack on the inside. There was a rack of guns, a couple of file cabinets, and a hallway leading to the cells in the back. The sheriff pushed him towards the hallway and deposited him in a cell. He left the cuffs on.

“Sheriff? The cuffs?”

Todd ignored him and walked back to the front room.

Tom looked around. Two cells facing each other. That was it.

He sat down on a bed made out of metal and sprung springs, and thought about his situation.

He had been busted before. He had spent a few nights in a hoosegow, then left the town. But this felt different.

He listened to the murmur of the sheriff’s voice. It sounded like he was on the phone.

“Just passing through…checked his ID, no family on record…No letters or even numbers…out of the army and…”

What the hell?

Tom lay down, his hands still cuffed behind his back, and attempted to get comfortable. It looked like he was going to spend the night.

Tom had dreams. Ever since coming back from the war he had had dreams, and they usually weren’t too pleasant. Sometimes he dreamed of dead comrades. Had conversations with them just as if they were alive. I’m in sandbox hell here, Tom. I wish I could come home. Sometimes he would dream he was an inch tall and running from foot tall tarantulas. Sometimes he was a giant, using a bayonet to stab snakes that were coming from all directions and trying to crawl up his legs. No matter how much he stabbed more snakes came.

Sometimes he just dreamed he was in a cell and the cell was made of blackboard and the guards were scratching the walls with their oversized fingernails, laughing as he screamed.

The dreams as he slept in the Tinder Falls jail was worse.

A wolf would eat a toe, snap it off and raise its head and the little tip of a digit would roll down the wolf’s throat. Toe after toe, and by the time the wolf reached the fifth toe the first toe had regrown and…snap! Gobble.

He was shivering. Crying. Leave me alone! But the wolf just looked up the length of his legs and snapped up another toe.

He awoke, drenched in sweat. His arms were behind him and his shoulders felt they were being wrenched out of the sockets.

A woman was peering through the bars. She was good looking, but her face was empty of emotion. Like she was looking at a dead rabbit on a lonely back road.

Tom struggled to sit up, pain lanced through his shoulders as he adjusted his position. “Water,” he croaked.

“What’s his blood type?”

From the door to the main office, the sheriff was leaning against the frame, the answer came. “Don’t know.”

The woman turned a gimlet eye on the sheriff. “You don’t know.”

“I’m sorry,” the sheriff looked a little nervous now. “Doc hasn’t been by, yet.”

The woman’s eyes squinched a bit, then she turned to Tom. Tom was more fully awake now, and despite his parched throat and fire lanced shoulders, he studied her.

Slender, good boobs. Auburn hair with white streaks. Natural streaks, not beauty parlor streaks.

Her face was narrow and she had a long nose. Her eyes were so brown they were almost black. Her fingers were long, bony, tipped with long, red fingernails.

“Please,” he said. “Can I get some water?” He tried to swallow, to get some moisture in his mouth.”

The woman smiled, but with no mirth, more just a showing of her sharp teeth. “What’s your blood type?”

“Please?”

Her mouth made a moue. She spoke to the sheriff. “Get him some water.”

The sheriff moved back into the office.

“What’s your blood type?”

He was going to get his water. He answered, “O positive.”

She nodded.

The sheriff returned, and grinned as he held a coffee cup full of water to the bars.

Tom opened his mouth slightly, he wiggled his hands around and showed he was still handcuffed.

The woman said to the sheriff, “You’re an asshole.” To Tom, “Turn around.”

Tom turned. The woman had no key, but he felt her manipulating the cuffs, then the chain between the two circlets snapped. Just came apart.

“Hey!” Sheriff Todd protested weakly.

The women ignored him, took the cup and handed ti to Tom.

Tom drank, tried to control himself, watching the woman over the edge of the cup as he drained it. He handed it back. “Thanks.”

The woman took the cup. She was close to the bars, one hand caressed one of Tom’s hands as she took the cup. He felt an instant surge of attraction. Well, at least a boner. He didn’t get too many of those these days.

The woman smiled. “Did you like the war? All the killing?”

“Not so much.”

“Is it over?”

“I don’t think so.”

“I’ll fix it, if you like.”

“Hey! What are—“

“Shut.”

Sheriff Todd shut and looked very unhappy.

To Tom she whispered: “I like you. I can use you. It’s going to hurt, but I can stop your nightmares.”

First water, then his cuffs, and now…now she was offering him surcease from the nightly nightmares?

“Who are you?”

“My name is Sith. I can help you, but there is a price.”

“I’ll pay it,” said Tom, not even thinking, just wanting his purposeless existence to end.

“No matter what?”

He thought of his buddies, dead across the ocean, slaughtered in the sands and rocks, their bodies, if found, shipped home in a box.

He thought of long patrols and men in robes with their faces covered, screams, and the chant: “Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar!”

God is great.

But what God supports the slaughter of young men in an alien land? What God gives him these nightly dreams?

“Sure,” he said. Not knowing what he was giving himself to, but knowing that anything was better than what he had now.

She nodded. His hands were gripping the bars and she touched one of his hands, ran her long fingers down his digits. And he shivered.

But he wasn’t scared.

Anything was better.

She turned to the sheriff. “Tonight. Blood moon.” She walked out of the cell area.

The sheriff glared at Tom, then followed her.

Tom heard them exchange a few words, then the front door opened and closed. She was gone.

He sat down on the metal bed and sighed. He didn’t know what was happening, but—

The sheriff stood in the doorway, and if looks could kill Tom would have been in and out of the slaughterhouse.

“I didn’t do anything,” said Tom.

The sheriff said nothing, and Tom tilted his head slightly in puzzlement. “What’d I do?”

Sheriff Todd turned away.

Tom had the weirdest feeling then. Sheriff Todd had looked…jealous.

Time doesn’t travel fast in a jail. There are no TVs. There are no vending machines. There are no decks of cards to provide a moment of chance to a captive mind.

Tom lay back on the bunk, one knee up, the other leg thrown over it. His hands were folded behind his head.

Through a window high in the wall he could see the sky. Mostly blue. Every once in a while he would see a drift of feathery white as a cloud passed, but…mostly it was blue.

He wondered who the woman was. He wondered why the sheriff seemed so weird around her. Nervous, jealous, pissed off at Tom because…because…?

He thought about the things she had said. She would rid him of nightmares. Nightmares so bad he had often considered ending them with a .45 to the ear. How could she do that? For that matter, what did she even know about his nightmares? Yet, she spoke as if with knowledge.

He thought about a blood moon. One of those rare events where the moon fell in the shadow of the earth, a type of eclipse, and the moon changed from a bright orange to a drippy sort of bloody red.

What did that have to do with anything?

At five o’clock the sheriff left the office for fifteen minutes. When he came back he slid a bag with a hamburger in it through the bars. Then, maybe the Gods hadn’t totally disowned him, the sheriff put a Coke on the floor.

Tom was on his feet and at the bars instanter. He picked up the bag and the Coke and backed up to the bunk. He didn’t say thanks, he was still trying to understand why the sheriff had brought this nectar of the Gods.

The sheriff watched as he bit into the hamburger. It was the same kind as he had bought but only half finished for lunch.

“‘Sup to me You’d starve.”

Tom didn’t say anything. He ate, and popped the top and sipped. The heaven of that sweet fluid coating his throat and sliding down to his belly was amazing.

“When do I get out of here?”

The sheriff snorted in disgust.

“When do I see a judge?”

Now the sheriff chuckled, but in a mean fashion.

Then Tom asked: “Who was that woman? Sith?”

A sour look crossed the sheriff’s face. “You’ll find out.” And he left.

Tom finished the hamburger. It wasn’t very good, but he ate it all. And he sipped at the Coke. Little sips. Making the sweetness last.

Darkness fell outside the jail. Night time. It was gloom time inside the cell. There were no lights on in the cell, but the door to the main room was open and light illuminated the small cells.

Tom lay back down. He closed his eyes. Nothing to do. Might as well sleep.

Dreams. His buddies in the desert crawled across the sands after him. They had no legs; their legs had been blown off by IED. But they dragged themselves through the sand, and they begged him, Take us home, Tom! We want to go home!

He cried, and he would take the arms of first one, then another, then another, and pull them along, leaving blood slime behind them as the mangled stumps of their legs leaked, and leaked, and leaked.

“Allahu Akbar!” in the distance. “Allahu Akbar.”

Clunk of footsteps. Clang of bars. Click of switch. Keys in the lock.

Tom jerked upright, his head hurting from the nightmare. The sheriff was standing outside the cell, the door was open. Five men stood with him.

The men were large. Farmer types. The most noticeable thing about them, however, was the glee in their eyes.

Glee. Happiness virtually glowing from their eager eyes.

“Sith doesn’t want you messed up, but you fuck with us, boy, and you’ll get messed up. No matter what.”

No matter what. She had said that to him. She had made a deal with him, a deal that he didn’t understand but which he was somehow looking forward to. A deal sealed by the phrase no matter what.

Tom stood up and walked slowly across the cell. The sheriff stood back and the five big men crowded forward. As he exited the cell they stood close. Big bodies, ready to dogpile him. No hope for escape.

They somehow squirted through the doorway and walked across the main room, then they stepped into the moonlight.

The blood moon hadn’t started, but the moon was big and gold in the sky. Made large by being still low on the horizon.

When was the blood moon? Tom thought about asking, but didn’t bother. These big, taciturn farmer types didn’t look like they wanted to play ‘Trivial Pursuit.’

A battered van was at the curb and they walked him to it. He stepped through the open door and they crowded in after him. The door slid shut and there was only a hint of light.

The front doors slammed. One of the big guys was driving. The sheriff sat in the passenger seat.

The van went straight, so Tom figured they were staying on the man drag. Two minutes later it turned and began bouncing over ruts. It turned corners, and everybody braced themselves. Tom fell sideways and was pushed back upright. Not gently. He tried to spread his body a little and not fall again.

Dips and curves. Short hills and jounces that rattled his teeth. Nobody said anything.

The van peeked a small hill, coasted down a windy road, and stopped. The engine pinged and one of the big men opened the door.

Tom stopped out, and was grabbed. The men were chosen for their strength and they more carried him than dragged him across a clearing. In the center of the clearing more people waited. They were grim faced, illuminated by the moon, and Tom was placed on the ground. He didn’t yell, but he struggled. Hands clamped down, if he kicked one off two replaced it. Two men actually sat on him, driving the breath out of him, but still he struggled.

He was in the middle of four spikes with eyebolts for heads. The spikes were thick, probably three feet long. They were pounded into the packed earth and handcuffs dangled from them.

The men stretched Tom out and attached the cuffs to his wrists and ankles. Everybody stepped back and he struggled, but still didn’t yell.

Nobody spoke. They formed a ring about him, standing about ten feet away from him.

Tom stopped struggling. “What the fuck is this?” he hissed.

But nobody said anything. They began to look up towards the sky.

The moon was just rising over the trees and it was turning blood red. The craters were still there, the seas, but now they were shades of ominous red.

“OOOOWWWoooooo!”

Tom blinked. A fucking wolf?

“Let me up,” he said.

Nobody moved.

“What am I? The goat?”

From the outer edges of the clearing more people came out of the shadows. These were wives, kids, even children held by the hand.

“What the hell is it with you people?”

“OOOOWWWoooooo!”

He looked around, and a certain franticness was permeating him.

A wolf. A wild animal. He was staked out.

Was he an offering? A sacrifice? Would these people just step aside and let him be eaten?

The ring of people moved back a little so more people could squeeze in and watch. In the darkness their eyes were fervid, glittering, waiting.

High above the moon was almost completely red. It was round and looked like a bullet wound in the cosmos.

“Let me loose!

“OOOOWWWoooooo!”

The howl was louder. Closer.

Tom struggled, the handcuffs clinked on the eyebolts, but there was no way his fragile flesh was going to overcome steel.

Suddenly there was a different feeling in the clearing. A presence. An emotion that overrode everything else. It was distinct and heady and came from the north side of the clearing. People on the north part of the circle began to shuffle to the side. They opened up a path and out of the dark of night a figure strode.

Tom turned his head to see the shape. His eyes fought the darkness as he tried to define the shape, then he gasped.

The shape was tall and lanky and…and furry.

It was a human shape, but auburn colored with streaks of white.

The face was a muzzle with two dark eyes.

Amazingly, it had breasts. Just two, large ones, but at least not eight.

Tom tried to move away from the approaching figure. He scrabbled his fingers at earth, jerked on the cuffs, but there was no running from the remorseless horror that stalked him.

It came closer, was in the ring of people. Its head had ears, pointy ears, and the head temporarily blocked out the moon.

Tom wasn’t screaming, because that would do no good. He was just struggling, even though that did no good.

The beast now inside the ring of people. The look on the people’s faces was one of rapture. Of worship.

The beast loomed over Tom now. It looked down the length of its muzzle with eyes pitch black. Oddly, though the eyes gave the appearance of soullessness, Tom felt a presence, a spirit.

The large Werewolf growled, low and throaty, and the crowd swooned.

It squatted over Tom and looked into his eyes.

Terrified, yet Tom looked back. The wolfen thing gave a low, rumbling growl and nodded. It actually seemed pleased.

One massive paw, a paw that could detach his head from his shoulders with one swipe, curled around his jaw. Long, curved talons trailed along his throat, felt the pulse of his blood under his skin.

The paw slid down to his shirt collar—he gulped—and one fingernail sliced slowly through his shirt.

Zzzt. Zzzt. His shirt came apart.

“What are you…what are you…”

The paw on his face again.

The shirt, now in rags, was throw away. Tossed into the crowd of people. And now the people made small moans.

The creature reached down and hooked a finger under Tom’s belt. It moved quickly and Tom felt the belt give way.

Zzzt. Zzzt. Long claws severed the fabric of his worn cargo pants. His pants were neatly sliced apart, the shreds, like the shirt, thrown into the crowd.

Tom gasped and struggled. The night was cool on his flesh, but his flesh was fevered with panic.

“Grrr,” soothed the Werewolf. It stuck nails under his tighty whiteys, which weren’t too white after months on the road, and pulled them apart.

Now he was exposed, and the deadly claws curled around his penis.

Tom was blind with panic.

Grrr. Grrr.

The wolf’s paw stroked his cock. He tried to pull his hips away, but the solid earth kept him under the touch of the Werewolf.

No matter the fear, the terror, the panic, his penis had a life of its own. The razor sharp claws moving on the skin, it grew.

Tom was now frozen. If he moved those claws would rip his penis right off his body.

The Werewolf watched him. Hot drool dripped from the creature’s mouth.

Tom’s dick was now standing straight up.

The Werewolf threw a leg over his body, reached down and separated fur. Tom felt the Werewolf’s vagina touch his cock.

He felt like he was going insane. This was impossible! It couldn’t happen!

The Werewolf lowered itself, Tom’s penis head was engulfed by Werewolf pussy. He shrieked, then a clawed hand covered his mouth. A single nail touched his throat in warning.

His eyes were wide, his mind was shattered, the Werewolf went up and down on him.

A pussy is a pussy, and he felt the soft velvet of reproductive tissues. He felt the inner muscles of the Werewolf’s vagina wrapped around his dick, pulling on it as the Werewolf humped and corkscrewed.

Tom’s eyes were wide open, his mouth was open under the paw of the Werewolf, but no sound came forth.

Up and down. In and out. Feeling his balls bounce underneath the furry hind end of the Werewolf.

In spite of the horror, the terror, the soul consuming fright, Tom felt the little trigger deep down inside. Oh, God! He was going to cum!

He tried to stifle the desire. He tried to stop the urge, to keep the pulse of semen from happening. But the Werewolf would have none of that. It reached under and grabbed Tom’s balls in one great, clawed hand.

Tom froze, one nick with a claw and he would be ball-less.

And, it happened. He grunted, his seed began pushing upwards, and he came.

“Fuck…fuck…no…NO-O-O!”

White baby batter filled the Werewolf’s pussy. It growled, “GRRRRR!” and it howled! “OOOOWWWOOOOOO!” Raising its furry head towards the blood moon it howled again.

“OOOOWWWOOOOOO!”

And again.

“OOOOWWWOOOOOO!”

Tom spent his seed and stopped seeing or feeling. He was unconscious.


PART TWO

In the dream he was sitting cross legged on the sand. The men he had known, who he had lived with, who had died, came to him. They were still grungy, bearded and tired of combat, but they came to him, stood in front of him.

‘Thanks, Tom.’

‘At last…I’m going home. You did good, Tom.’

‘Hope to see you at home, buddy.’

Man after man. No screams. No blood spurting mangled limbs. Just smiles of happiness.

Tom awoke with tears flowing down his cheeks.

Sith sat on the edge of the bed, one hand to his cheek. “It’s okay now.”

Tom looked at her, then he was sitting, holding her, sobbing helplessly.

She held him, and he cried himself out.

Then he slept again.

Slept with no dreams. No nightmares. Just a calm, soothing, balmy wind that washed his soul.

He awoke.

The world was not as he remembered it.

First, he was in a bed, a bed he remembered from awakening before. Where Sith had soothed and he had sobbed.

More important, the world seemed somehow brighter. Colors weren’t just colors, they were lightly glowing colors. Giving off the essence of light to him.

He sat up, realized he was nude, and rubbed his eyes with his palms.

He was in a small cabin. A very rudimentary cabin. There was an old, iron stove. Used for cooking and for giving heat in the winter.

The bed. Large and comfy. Big enough to hold a…a werewolf.

Bookshelves laden with books. His very sharp eyes could read the little print from across the room.

‘Outrageous Acts and Everyday Rebellions,’ by Steinem. And several other books by her.

‘The Cycle of the Werewolf,’ by King.

‘The Man-Wolf,’ by Leitch Ritchie.

‘Femwood Mansion,’ by Mansfield.

Books on physics, books of poetry, books on speaking Pig Latin.

A big section on Martial arts.

He looked down at his boobs.

He was in shock. He had known he had breasts when he had woken up, but his shock had stopped him from running out screaming.

He had known his hair was longer, female long. He had noted the different shape of his fingers, the slenderness of his waist.

The largeness of his breasts.

Struck dumb, his thought process dulled, he yet remembered a night under the blood moon. He remembered a wolf—no, a Werewolf—coming through the crowd, sitting on him, fucking him.

The memory of the wolfen vagina sliding over his penis was embedded in his mind.

The thought that maybe he had dreamed everything took him, then he discarded it.

He hadn’t dreamed it, or he would have dreamed of his slaughtered company across the ocean.

For the first time in years he had slept without nightmares. He had been cured.

But how? Why?

It was Sith, he intuited that, but…there were so many gaps in his understanding….

The door to the cabin opened. Sith entered with an armload of wood.

She looked at him, images came to his mind—for that is how beasts communicate, through images—and he felt a ‘good morning how are you.’

No punctuation, for what need have animals for rules of writing?

“What happened?” he said.

She grunted, and didn’t answer him. She crossed the room and put the firewood next to the stove. She turned to him and stared.

He opened his mouth to speak.

She shook her head.

Why am I a woman? The thought burst from him.

She smiled at his mode of communication.

In his mind formed the image, the response: Shapeshifter.

He blinked, and couldn’t refute it, though for a moment it felt like he was falling from a thousand foot cliff.

She wasn’t just a Werewolf, she was a shape shifter. She could be many things. And she had made love to him.

She had screwed him, and he had shifted shape. Whether he wanted or not…he had shape shifted into a woman.

Why? burst out of his mind.

She just smiled, turned and lit the stove.

He sat on the bed and watched her. She was beautiful, but he had no cock to get hard.

She started chuckling at that, her back rippling in humor.

“Please, talk to me.”

She turned and frowned, then shook a finger in the negative. He got the idea right away. He was the child, she was the teacher, he had to go by the rules of the classroom. And the rules were simple, communicate the right way, the animal way, the Werewolf way.

Think thoughts, put them to images and send the images.

While it didn’t lend itself to complicated concepts, it was a hundred times more efficient than talking.

A battle plan laid out by a general might take hours to convey.

A Werewolf could think the thought in a split second, and have it received and totally understood by any other Werewolf.

Sith thought, and Tom caught the images. A roil of bodies fighting, drawing blood, killing. But Sith stopped them.

Man was an animal, but a Werewolf could control them.

Simple dimple. Yet it left so much unsaid.

He asked the obvious, which he knew the answer to. Are you the Werewolf?

She smiled.

“Why aren’t you the Werewolf now?”

She pointed at the sky.

Of course.

Even a man who is pure in heart,
And says his prayers by night,
May become a wolf when the wolfbane blooms,
And the moon is full and bright.

An old Gypsy poem, according the movies. And for once the movies seem to have gotten it right.

The stove heating up the little cabin, Sith turned to him and crooked a finger.

He stood up and came to her.

They were the same size now. He was no longer a man. He was about her height, long hair, and, of course, breasts.

And, sadly, no manhood. That had gone away in the night. Fucked away by a Shapeshifter.

She eyed him, nodded, then went to a stack of footlockers in a corner next to the bookshelves. She lifted two of them off, just picked them up and placed them on the floor. When Tom tried to pick them up himself he found she had accomplished a prodigious feat of strength.

She lifted the third one down and placed it on top of the other two. She opened it and began pulled out clothes.

Tom blinked. They were female clothes.

But, of course, he now had a female body.

She tossed him a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. High heels, a dark coat.

He realized it was similar to the clothes she had worn to the jail the other day.

She tilted her head, and her meaning was obvious. Put them on.

Tom wanted male clothes. He was a male, well, at least was used to being a male.

She shook her head.

He sighed. If he was going to get out of this place he would have to do this. but, man, did he feel odd.

She giggled at his ‘odd’ feeling.

He tried to put the bra on but was at a loss. He wasn’t flexible enough. He had never put one on before. He had taken a lot of them off of sweet young things when he was in school, but this was different.

Sith bit a lip to cover a laugh and showed him how to fasten it in front, pull it around his waist, and slip his arms under the straps.

It felt weird to suddenly have his tits in a bra. But it felt good, too. It didn’t feel saggy; it felt…proud.

Having tits good, came the thought.

He wasn’t fully convinced of that, but he nodded thoughtfully.

He put on the garter and the figured out how to roll up the nylons. She helped him attach them to the garter.

She nodded as he balanced in the high heels, and tossed him the coat.

He put it on.

She smiled.

Town.

She led the way through the woods, and he felt an aliveness he had never felt before. The smell, mostly, though everything was brighter and sharper and he could hear so much better.

But the smell of fresh woods, of trees and bushes he had once ignored for background.

His quick vision caught the scamper of squirrels as they chattered in the high trees.

He smelled a bear and frowned.

He scared, came the laughing thought. He run.

Tom nodded.

Sith walked fast, her lithe legs slipping over tree roots with never a tumble. And this in high heels, and this made Tom think of high heels, and the way a wolf’s leg is shaped.

A wolf walks on tip toes, his heel stretched halfway up his leg. A heel did that, in a way. It felt more natural to him to be in heels, and he found that his balance was actually better.

Sith turned and smiled at him. She liked his thought.

They reached the outskirts of town, and once again Tom frowned. The smell…it wasn’t very pleasant.

Exhausts, stoves, fireplaces with treated wood.

Under that was the smell of people. Smell gathering under cloth and squeaking out, unpleasant aroma of sweat. Not clean.

And the perfumes, and the scents of soaps, even the supposedly ‘scentless’ soaps. They made him want to gag.

Sith waited for him to get used to it.

He looked at her unhappily. Don’t go there.

She waited. And in the waiting was communicated her thought. They would have to.

Why?

Need things. Need remind people. Maybe need eat.

Tom stumbled over the concepts. What things? And he saw tools, clothes, some types of foods.

Remind people of what…oh, that they were food and better mind their manners.

But…eat?

She stared at him.

He generated the thought that she would have sent him on his own. Bad people need to be eaten.

Oddly, Tom smiled.

She smiled.

And he realized what true justice was. If a man commits a crime he can’t hide his odor; his odor will reveal whether he is guilty or not. And then the justice of the pack is felt.

No loopholes. No endless appeals. No disrespect for a justice system that didn’t work.

Just eat the offender.

Simple dimple.

With that thought Tom got over his revulsion for the civilization that had born him.

He stood up, a proud woman in a coat, ready to go dispense justice.

They walked through the city park, under a big oak tree and past a playground.

Children on swing sets stared at them. But they didn’t eat children. Though Sith looked at one bully boy and curled a lip, and laughed when he ran away.

Tom snickered. He knew what a bully boy smelled like.

They walked up the side of Main Street.

People saw them and avoided them. Changed direction, didn’t come out of a door, got in their car and drove away.

At night they worship. They want be Shapeshifter. Kiss ass.

That explained a lot.

They entered the restaurant Tom had been arrested in the previous day. They crossed to the bar and the man who had taken Tom’s order the day before came out from the back. And froze. And gulped.

Yet he wasn’t a bully boy. He was just an idiot.

“We’d like hamburgers, Pete.”

He was actually shaking. Yet Tom remembered him from the crowd the night before, yelling and screaming for his blood.

“Hold the bread, the mayo, the ketchup, the lettuce, the onions…everything.”

“Of…of course,” his legs were shaking.

“And don’t cook them.”

He nodded and backed into the kitchen.

He wants to be a Shapeshifter.

Hunh!

Then: I know why not him. But why me?

She turned to him, took his hands in hers and spoke to him. “You hurt enough. You have good blood, but you understand pain, so you will be kind.”

“Thank you for taking my nightmares.”

“You didn’t need them. Come, let’s sit.”

They sat in the same booth Tom had sat in the day before. They sat on the same bench, faced the street, and watched world pass.

It was quiet. No voices. No thoughts. Just…peace.

Pete brought out a couple of plates piled high with hamburger. He set them in front of the two women, then stepped back and wiped his hands in the small towel hanging from his belt. “They delivered today. Freshest I got.”

Tom nodded, looked undecided, but when Tom looked at him he shuffled back, then turned and headed for the kitchen.

Weasel.

“Yes. Not bully boy”…but sneaky boy. Weasel.

He smiled at how she had shifted so effortlessly from speaking to thinking.

I like thinking images.

She smiled and used a fork to dig into the hamburger.

He looked at the hamburger. he had never eaten it raw, but…the smell. It was swoon good.

Don’t use fingers, she chided.

He nodded. He picked up a fork, took a nibble, then found himself forking larger gulps into his maw.

She laughed. Pig.

Sorry.

First time like that, she forgave him.

She shifted to spoken language. “You can eat anything, but a meal of meat once a day helps.”

“So I could have a chocolate milkshake?”

“Pete! Bring chocolate milk shake! Use the real ice cream.”

A minute later Pete was back with a delicious, wonderful smelling chocolate shake.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Tom, as Pete went back to the kitchen.

She lifted an eyebrow.

“Chocolate smells good.”

“Isn’t that funny? People are addicted to chocolate, and yet they don’t even know what it smells like.”

He sucked half the shake down, then stopped, turned to her. “I’m sorry, would you like some?”

She sucked a quarter of the shake down, and that left the last quarter for him.

They finished their meal and strode out onto the boardwalk.

What happens to me now?

You learn how be wolf.

“Am I a Werewolf now? Or…what is the difference between a Shapeshifter and Werewolf?

“A Shapeshifter be anything anytime. A werewolf can only be werewolf. You can be anything, including werewolf.”

“Can I change right now?”

“Not for a month. then you can change. Next moon.

“And can I…do i have to fuck somebody to make them change?

Can fuck, but best way is biting. Our saliva…it like sperm.

I could make someone change?

“When moon is full. Next month. So we have to teach you to control yourself. Never bite a bad person. A bad person bites in rage and causes bad werewolf. Then we all get hunted. We…you…bite good person and we never get hunted. People okay with us.”

They spent the morning in town, and she showed him how to be a woman.

They entered a beauty salon and he was treated to a make over. He watched in fascination as they glued long nails to his fingers, did his hair, made up his face. The women were respectful, even in awe, of Sith. And a few were frightened.

Bully boy females. Had to be careful of them.

But bully boys or not, the women worked on him, and his face, which was female, became even more female.

Sith watched, and she smiled, but she had nothing done to herself.

“Aren’t you going to…you know?” he indicated the job that was being done on him.

She grinned. “Nope.”

He was puzzled, but he was also overwhelmed by what was being done to him.

After the beauty shop they went to a dress shop, where Sith had him try on dress after dress. She bought freely, didn’t worry about the money, and they walked out of the store carrying several bags of dresses and underclothes.

Into a shoe store, where they bought a veritable truckload of high heels, and only high heels.

“We always have to buy lots of heels. They tend to break too easily, so we must constantly buy high heels.”

A couple of more large shopping bags in their hands, they exited the shop and came face to face with Sheriff Todd Ransome.

Todd stopped and looked like he wanted to be somewhere else.

“Good morning.”

Sith studied him. Her lip curled slightly, but she said, “Good morning.

Todd looked at Tom. And looked again.

Tom smelled the man’s excitement. He was not only a bully boy, he was a pervert and a leech and a piece of scum.

He had the odor of all those things. It was like having his head immersed in a swamp fill with rotting carcasses.

“Good morning.”

Tom couldn’t help it. “Grrr.”

Todd stepped back. “Sith? Don’t let her…don’t…”

“It’s okay, Todd. Tom won’t hurt you.”

Tom controlled himself. And he was sorry he hadn’t controlled himself before. He didn’t want any problems with a bully boy  like this. It was obvious that Todd was unbalanced.

Todd stepped off the sidewalk, took off his smoky hat and wiped his forehead, and skirted around the two women.

Sith thought, You bad. But there was laughter in that thought.

“I’m sorry. I see what you mean about controlling yourself.”

“Good. Come. Let’s go home.”

The two ladies sauntered down the street, through the park, and entered the dark woods.

Todd stood at the corner of a building, prepared to jump back out of sight if they saw him. He was filled with hate. Once, he had thought Sith might take him, make him a werewolf, make him powerful, but she hadn’t, and now this Tom fellow…something had to be done. When Sith and Tom entered the woods he took out his phone.

“George. I’ve had enough. Get the fellows together and we’ll do it tonight.”

He listened. Then, “No, one of the bitches is inexperienced, she’ll be easy meat. The other one, Sith…we’ll just gang up on her.”

He listened.

“Okay. Tonight. Make it midnight. We’ll get them while they’re sleeping.

An hour later Sith and Tom stepped into the small cabin and put the bags down.

“Let’s have a fashion show,” Sith suggested. I want to see you in your new clothes.

As a man Tom wasn’t too much for fashion shows. He’d rather go have his teeth pulled. But, as a woman…he smiled.

He liked the way things felt. He liked the smoothness of the nylons, the sexy rub of material, the way his breasts stood out.

Sith poured a couple of drinks and sat on the bed and watched. She wore no coat now, only lingerie.

“Oooh, sweet,” she exclaimed when Tom put on a half bra, his nipples peeking over the top, turgid and hot.

Tom tried different shoes.

“Black high heels better. But spikes won’t last long,” she observed.

Tom pirouetted and swirled, let his dresses flare and thrust his chest out suggestively.

There was a bit of man in Tom now, modeling for a woman, and he was getting excited. Unfortunately, he didn’t have a cock.

“We should have brought the blue dress…your tits look so big in that…I can smell your excitement.”

Tom looked at Sith. “You can smell…” and he could smell. His pussy.

He had a vagina. He had been ignoring it, too enthralled by all the other sensations, but now he was reminded.

He had a pussy, and it was moist. And hungry. And wanted a cock.

Even though he had never had a cock, he knew that he wanted one. He didn’t have a dick, but he sure wanted to be dicked.

Sith smiled. She stood on the bed, legs spread. “You can’t change, can’t shape shift, not till after first moon. Let me show you…”

Sith took off her bra. Her full breasts burst out. Her nipples were slightly larger than Tom’s, and they were erect. Very erect.

She kicked off her high heels, and almost immediately lost her balance.  She slipped out of her panties.

Her sex was well kept. A small landing patch above her slit. Her labia glistened with moisture.

“Watch.” She leaned back against the wall. Her arms jerked first, then her hips twitched. Her head circled slightly, and she moaned.

Tom stared in wonder. What was happening? What was Sith doing?

Sith began to shiver. Her fingers and toes quivered, and the shivering went to the hands and the feet, then the legs and arms. She groaned, almost a growl, and her pelvis started to hump in the air.

Her pussy lips closed up and the clitoris grew out, became larger and larger.

Tom’s eyes opened in shock. His jaw dropped.

Sith’s dick grew larger and larger, big balls formed under her penis, and the shivering grew more and more…then started to subside.

Sith recovered her balance and stepped onto the floor.

She was taller, maybe six foot. She was still a woman, but now she had cock and balls They hung, framed by her garter straps.

Gasping for breath, she said, “I stayed a woman for you, because you’re so close to being a man, but I grew a cock and balls to please you.

She took a step closer to Tom.

Tom was frozen, but not out of fear. Just a little case of shock, which shock was giving way to horniness as he smelled Sith’s manhood. Such a wonderful smell.

Tom stepped towards Sith.

They came together and kissed. Lips meshed and fused, hands came up to feel breasts.

Tom was light-headed, he fell to his knees and began sucking on Sith’s cock. He had never sucked a cock, but his female mouth seemed to know what to do. He took half the member in, massaged her balls, and Sith groaned.

Sith lifted Tom up. She was stronger, and she took him to the bed. She laid him down and went down on him.

Hmm! Smell!

Tom laughed for joy and felt her fingers trailing down his labia. It was ten times more intense than a cock.

Sith pushed him back further, slid up to him, and positioned her large cock at his lower lips.

Tom caught his breath as the big cock shoved into him. He felt like his pussy was being stretched, and it was. Then the shock of having that cock slide back and forth in his vagina overwhelmed him. He couldn’t think, but his hips knew what to do. They tilted and humped and fucked.

Sith was propped up on her arms, staring down at Tom.

I knew love when saw you.

Tom held on to her arms as the fucking grew in intensity.

Now I know, too.

Sith smiled, ground her hips down, corkscrewed his shaft into Tom’s tube. Tom groaned, and was barely aware that his groan was coming out like a growl.

“Grrrrr!”

I cum soon.

Give me!

Sith arched her back and drove her cock into Tom’s cunt…and “GRRRR!” White splashes of semen deep in Tom.

Tom: “GRRRRR!” Accepting, wanting every single drop. And his hips thrust up and started to spasm.

He had a stronger body now, and his hips twitched violently, and he came.

Not a man cum, not a Werewolf cum, but a big cum. A woman squirt of prodigious proportions.

Tom squeezed Sith hard enough to break her back, if she had been a regular woman.

Sith endured the squeeze with a happy grin, then they were done. Looking at each other, Sith still embedded in Tom, they kissed, and finally drifted off to sleep.

An hour later cars began to pull up in back of the jail. Lot of old trucks…with shotguns in the back. Large men dressed for action stood in the small parking lot and waited.

Todd came around the corner of the building. He had a machine gun with him, and two grenades. “You fellas ready?”

“Damn straight.”

“Time to end this Werewolf shit.”

“I figure we can drive as far as the cattleguard on Johnson’s east gate, then we’ll have to do some sneaking. You guys up for it.”

“Yep.”

“Lead the way.”

“Let’s go.”

Five minutes later the half dozen trucks were gone. Nothing left but the smell of engines and the smoke of tires.

The good, old boys drove out route 14, cut in at a dirt road, and arrived at the east gate a half hour later. They piled out of their cars. There were nine men, including the sheriff, and they carried shot guns, rifles and handguns.

Todd handed the two grenades to two of the men, and said, “Okay, guys. From here on out you got to wear your sneakers.”

The men nodded, and the group began sneaking through the wilderness.

Sith and Tom were sleeping, but Sith heard a sound, or thought she did. She frowned. Was that a sound? A breaking branch a hundred yards away?

She untangled herself from Tom and padded for the door. She was naked, a woman, with a big cock, and she opened the door and sniffed.

Men! Violent intentions!

She slammed the door, waking Tom.

“What?”

“Come.”

At the side of the cabin was a rug. She lifted it, and the trap door it was tacked to.

Tom was surprised at how well he could see in the darkness. If he thought his sight was improved as a woman, it was nothing compared to this. It was better than sunlight. He scampered across the floor and crawled through the trap door.

The trap door opened on a crawl space, and Sith began changing even as she crawled.

Tom, not understanding, but picking out a melange of bad smells, followed her, and the first shots were fired.

A couple of booms, from shotguns, then somebody threw a grenade into the house. BANG! Another one, BANG!

Sith was at the back of the house now, and Tom was right behind her. He felt like a cat, slinking through the darkness.

Two men were covering the back of the house, shot guns at the ready.

The sheriff—his smell was obvious—unloaded the machine gun through the front of the house. Sith and Tom could hear things breaking, bullets spanging off the big stove.

Fuck, whispered Sith, then she spurted out from under the house.

If the men had been a little more aware…but there were no doors on the back of the house, so they figured nothing was going to happen back here.

“Hey!”

BOOM!

“AAIEE—“ The scream was cut off as a throat was ripped out.

Tom came out from under the house. He was shocked by how fast he was moving. Not as fast as Sith, but faster than a man.

Sith moved to the side, around the corner of the house. It was like watching a tiger on steroids.

“THERE!”

Screams.

BOOM! BOOM!

Tom darted to the corner of the house and looked around the side. He couldn’t see anything..he sprinted to the front corner and looked around.

There was a tremendous racket coming from inside the house. Screams, shots from handguns.

Tom gathered his legs under him. He was going to leap for the door and help Sith. A body tackled him.

Tom was five foot four now, and weight 120 pounds. The body that hit him was six four and 240 pounds.

Dazed, his head smacked against the ground, Tom struggled to figure out what was happening.

“I got one!”

At that moment Todd and two of the men dragged Sith out the front door. She was bleeding from several places and struggled weakly. They threw Sith down next to Tom.

Tom was helpless. He healed faster now, he was stronger, but he was still a baby. Would be for a month. But even a baby will fight back. Tom bit the big arm that was encircling him. He bit deep and blood spurted into his mouth.

“OW!” The man let go, and that was a big mistake.

A werewolf needs a month to mature, but blood makes the full change happen almost instantly.

Todd stepped over Tom and pointed his revolver right into Tom’s face.

“Good bye, asshole!”

Todd pulled the trigger as Tom shifted and changed. Tom’s head jerked to the side and he sprang to his feet. Six feet tall. Lithe muscles that could pick up a car and throw it a block. Long jowls that could sever a limb.

The two other men were bringing guns up, but they were so terribly slow.

Tom swiped across Todd’s arm and the arm flopped onto the ground and skidded ten feet.

He slapped a hand that held a gun and the gun fired, and the hand came apart. The third man had his gun up and he pulled the trigger, but Tom ducked onto his front paws and disemboweled the man with a swipe of his foot.

The last man, the one who had grabbed Tom, and who Tom had bitten, was backing up, putting a hand out, screaming, trying to scrabble away.

Tom leaped, and the man scrabbled no more.

The night was silent then. Nothing but darkness listening.

I’m hurt.

Tom whirled to Sith.

What do?

Back in cabin. On bed. I heal. No silver. Dumbies.

Tom picked up Sith’s body and took it into the cabin.

Sith had several bullet holes in her, some in vital places, but being shot in the vitals doesn’t harm a werewolf. Only a shot directly to the brain would work, or being poisoned by a silver slug.

But Todd and the bully boys weren’t very smart. They probably thought there wasn’t much to those old movie legends.

For the next hour Tom bandaged Sith. Stopped bleeding. And the healing process began.

By morning Sith was sleeping, rather peacefully, and Tom began to assess the damage.

The cabin was riddled, near everything broken or holed. Several bodies were sprawled and entering rigor.

Tom picked them up and tossed them outside.

As the sun rose above the trees Tom took the bodies to a nearby creek, laid them in the bottom against a bank, and crumbled earth over them. He wiped away drag marks and blood streaks, then headed back for the cabin.

Sith still sleeping, Tom fixed a human breakfast and then realized: he was still in wolf.

How was he going to change back?

But the mere thought was enough to start the process. He shivered and shimmied, and within a minute he was Tom again. The man Tom. But he still had the sharp vision and hearing, and he still had immense strength.

He sat out on the porch and watched the world and ate bacon and sausage. It was good. Not good like human flesh, but…human flesh had downsides. He didn’t want to be the bully boy version of a werewolf. He wanted to live a peaceful life, maybe a little running through the forests, taking down a deer occasionally, but that was all.

Tom?

Tom entered the cabin and went to Sith. he knelt next to her and hugged her.

I not bad.

Tom felt relief explode through him. What do we do now?

Maybe time to move on. New town. New family. Start again. I think about it.

Tom nodded. He knew about moving on. But this time…this time would be different. Now he wasn’t moving to get away from, he would be moving towards something…a new life.

He sighed and watched the su rise.

END
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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

‘A Werewolf Feminized Me!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc14T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc155.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc156.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14R.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc153.jpg
Fi

The Shivering Bone
Seven Erotic Stories!

W/ “&\






OEBPS/image_rsrc152.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc154.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14Z.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc14Y.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc150.jpg
‘\/ A 4
il
> Gropper S
? Novel! §






OEBPS/image_rsrc15C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14X.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc159.jpg
Feminized C;)p!

It was a job a man couldn’t do

L






OEBPS/image_rsrc151.jpg
=\ (

The Electric Groin!
Seven Erotic Stories!

H





OEBPS/image_rsrc15B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14W.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc158.jpg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






OEBPS/image_rsrc15A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14V.jpg
Grace Mansfielg






OEBPS/image_rsrc157.jpg





