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PART ONE

“Really, Aunt Flo, I just don’t want to.”

Flow frowned at her nephew. He was a handsome lad, slender, presented himself well. “If I arrange a date with the prettiest girl in town and you don’t want to go?”

“No.”

“Why? I don’t understand. Are you gay?”

“Oh, God! No!” But he turned away from her, looked out the window. She could tell something was bothering him.

They were in his room, the upstairs room just under the roof at the end of the house. It was technically called a garrett; it was small, had a view, and was great for artists or young men who wanted to look out over the world.

She stepped forward and touched his sleeve. “Honey, you don’t have a girlfriend, you refuse to go out with girls, is there something wrong?”

Barry sighed, kept his eyes out the window, watched the tops of trees in the woods behind the house. “There’s nothing wrong. I’m just…a private person. I haven’t met anybody I really liked.

“But you don’t even try!”

“I’m sorry, Aunt Flo, but that’s just the way it is.”

Flo turned and left the room. She walked down the short flight of stairs to the landing and headed for the kitchen.

Flo was 35 years old, in the prime of life. She had a younger woman’s body, full breasts and round hips. Constant bike riding had kept her waist in trim. Her hair was long and lush and her face was quite beautiful.

And she didn’t understand what was wrong with her nephew.

She wished her sister was here. She definitely wished her husband was here. The two, biological brother and sister, had died in a car accident two years ago, and she felt the pain every single day.

And she knew her nephew felt the pain. She suspected that that was what kept him from going out and having fun like regular kids his age.

He was 18, and yet…well, when she was his age she was out every single night, and lots of those dates ended with passionate liaisons. Naughty couplings that made her feel like a real woman.

But he was just a stay at home, showed no interest in girls.

Flo entered the kitchen and set a pot of tea boiling. She buttered a biscuit and slapped some grape jelly on it. She went out on the sun porch to think about it.

She took a seat in her rocker, the cat jumped up in her lap, and she sipped and munched.

“What’s going on with Barry, Snookie?” she asked her cat.

Snookie snaked her tail under her nose and mewed.

Flo sighed, ate her toast and drank her tea and petted her cat. She had to get Barry through this rough spot. She had to.

An hour later she went to the stairs and called up, “Bike ride?”

“Sure,” came the answer.

Flo went to her room and changed into her cycling suit. It was a skin tight top, shiny black with long sleeves. Her shorts had a special gusset and were, again, skin tight.

She checked herself out in the mirror and nodded. She hadn’t lost much over the years, and the thought flitted across her mind, You’re on Barry’s case, what about your own? When are you going to find a man?

Of course her case was different. She had been engaged to be married, but had backed out.

Unfortunately, she had never found another boyfriend.

But at least she had had one!

She put her hair in a ponytail, slipped on her crash helmet and sunglasses, and was ready to go. She headed out to the garage.

Barry was already there. Boys had it easy. He just wore shorts and a tee shirt, no fashion needed.

He had the bikes down from the big hooks and was checking tire pressure.

“Everything good?”

“You betcha.” He looked up at her and grinned. He was wearing sunglasses, too. He checked out her figure and she didn’t suspect a thing.

Her figure. What she took for granted he got constant boners over. The skin tight jersey showed off her tits, and her ass was truly world class.

She took the handlebars of her bike and pushed it out to the driveway. He was right behind her.

They rode Specialized 3.0 bikes. $1200, Shimano derailleurs, built for comfort that can go anywhere.

“Where we going?”

“Up the hill?” she answered, smiling.

“Gonna do me in, eh?”

“Well, if it’s too tough for you…”

He laughed. “Okay, it’s my funeral. Lead on.”

She mounted her bicycle and coasted out of the driveway. She shifted gears slowly, building speed on the straight away. They had a five mile ride on the flats, a one mile up and three mile coast, then a trip through some woods right to their backyard. It was a beautiful ride that freed the spirit.

She looked behind and Barry was chugging along right behind her.

She suspected he could power by her, but he always drafted her. She chided him, but he claimed he was too weak to keep up. She knew he was saving strength for the hill.

They rounded the long S curves, then coasted on a very slight downgrade. Off to the side was the Brown farm. Bossies mowed the hay and ignored them. Johnny Brown waved and they both waved back.

Behind her, Barry enjoyed the view. Not the cows chomping grass, but Flo’s buns tightening and loosening as she pedaled.

In his opinion his aunt had the finest set of buns this side of a bread factory. They were so perfectly formed he couldn’t help but get a boner.  Well, almost a boner. It made riding interesting, and so very much fun.

In fact, the only thing better than her buns was her breasts. On the downslope he loved to get ahead of her. He had a tiny rear view mirror, not good for long distances, but perfect for watching her try to keep up, pedaling furiously, her breasts shifting with each rotating of the pedals.

They passed the Brown’s farm and ascended a small rise and stopped at the top. The road was wide there, and they took a breather and got ready for the long valley followed by the climb.

Flo drank some of the Gatorade she had put in her bottle, then offered it to Barry.

Barry put the mouth of the bottle to his own mouth. He was aware that his lips were touching the same place her lips touched, and his boner almost surged.

He screwed the cap back on the bottle and handed it back.

“Martha Kincaid likes to ride bikes, and I thought about asking her to come on one of our outings with us.”

Barry was silent. He looked over the long pasture siding the road that led to the the hill. He breathed slowly.

“I know you’re trying to help, and…I don’t care if you invite somebody along, but…you’ll try to matchmake, and I don’t want that.”

Flow put the bottle into the holder and pursed her lips she looked up at him.

“Well, I want you to either come clean with me, tell me why you don’t want to meet girls…or I’ll be forced to take action.”

They watched a far car come down from the hill. It would take a couple of minutes for the car to reach them, and they waited. A car on the road was no big deal, but there was just something pure about starting out with nothing on the road except them.

“You’re not going to talk to me?”

Barry gave a wan smile, “I love ya, Aunt Flo, but this is between me and me.”

“But you admit there is something there?”

He laughed, and hid his thoughts.

What was there was his attraction to his aunt. Oh, he knew it was wrong, but living with her, staring at her lush body everyday, talking to her…his problem was that he was sort of focused on her.

Why go out with some giggly hair brain when his aunt was the most beautiful and mature woman he had ever met?

For that matter, how could he get sexual with some girl when he beat off to his almost aunt every day?

“The only thing I’ll admit…”

“Yes?”

“Is that I’m going to beat you to the top of the hill.”

Her bike was facing back the way they had come, his was facing towards the hill.

He stood on his pedal and the bike lurched away. He came out on the road just as the car passed the wide spot in the road, and he had a good fifty feet on his aunt.

Laughing, taunting each other, they pedaled furiously. It was easy pedaling and they were zipping down the road like the free spirits they were.

Then they reached the bottom of the slight incline and the climb started. At first they kept their bikes in low gears. They pedaled faster, kept up the momentum, then the climb started to get serious and gear by gear they shifted.

Halfway up the hill they were pedaling hard, but climbing slowly. Flo had almost caught up to him, probably because she was more aerodynamic in her cycling suit.

“Make way, bastard!” she shouted.

He just pedaled hard and said, “I’ll never move over for a bitch!”

The climb got steeper, and his male muscles helped him pull away. She had better endurance than him, however, and by the top of the hill she was almost behind him again.

He crested the hill and started down, and just in time. His legs were burning, he was out of air and gasping.

Then she crested, and the race took on different dimensions. Going downhill her better aerodynamics took over and halfway down the hill they were neck and neck.

“Pansy,” she muttered as they rounded a sweeping corner. A quarter mile ahead was the turn off for the woods.

He was rested form the long cruise and started picking up again. Still, he was only two yards ahead when they reached the cut off.

The race officially over, him the winner on this day, they sauntered along some railroad tracks, then turned onto a trail through the brush, shortly they were in the woods. Fortunately, though the bikes were street bikes, they were amenable to going over roots, over ruts in the trial, and around tight corners.

Through the woods they could see the top of the house.

At a wide spot in the trail Flo passed him, and he grinned and waved her on. They were only fifty yards from the edge of the woods and the start of Flo’s property when Barry’s chain tangled in the derailleur. This slowed him on a corner and he lost it, the front wheel dropped into a rut, his rear tire rose up and he flew over the handlebars. With a yell he crashed into a tree. He was aware of the world spinning, of looking up at trees, then Flo’s face, then he was unconscious.

“…fine. I’ve given him a shot, he’ll be groggy for a while, in fact, he’ll be quite happy, but that should help with the pain.”

“Thanks for coming Jeremy. I owe you one.”

“Usual fee, a bottle of bourbon…when you can afford it.”

“How do you stay in business?”

“I’m too drunk to worry about it.” Aunt Flo and the ‘country doctor,’ he was really a vet who helped out his neighbors, laughed. Then she walked him out of the living room.

Barry kept his eyes closed. He had heard the last part of the conversation, and he felt so damned good. He wondered what had happened, then he remembered flying over the handlebars. He must have hit something. So why did he feel so good?

Oh, the doc had given him a shot.

He opened his eyes. He was on the sofa in the living room. It was light out, so unless he had slept the day through he had only been out for a while.

He heard the front door close and Aunt Flo’s footsteps. He closed his eyes.

Flo tip toed across the living room. She stopped and he knew she was looking down at him. He kept his eyes closed, then, just before she moved on, he giggled.

“Oh ho! What’s this?”

He opened his eyes and grinned at her. “Man, what’d the Doc give me?”

She knelt next to him and brushed his hair gently, “Are you all right?”

“If happy is right then I’m good.” He started to move and pain shot through his arm. “Oh, fuck!”

“You’ve got a dislocated shoulder. You’re going to be sore for a couple of days.”

“Man, that hurt! Even with the happy juice…that hurt.”

“Big baby,” she smiled. It might hurt, but she was relieved that it was nothing worse.

“So what’d I hit?”

“A tree. Your helmet has scrapes on the side so it looks like you didn’t break your neck, but your shoulder is badly bruised and Jeremy said you had a dislocation. He put your shoulder back in place, but it looks like I’ll be your maid for a couple of days.”

“Oh, goodie. Dancing girls and all the whiskey I can drink.”

“Ha!” she chuckled. “No whiskey for a week, but I can dance all you want.”

She stood up and did a soft shoe. Her breasts jiggled and Barry gulped. She was still wearing her cycling outfit and her body was revealed as sheer perfection.

“Now, would you like anything before we have our talk?”

“Our…talk?”

“I think you know what we’re going to be talking about. “Maybe a Coke? It’ll sooth your belly while we discuss that which I’m sure you never wanted anybody to find out.”

Barry suffered the interesting phenomena of not caring that he was embarrassed. The drugs had more uses than he had first thought.

“A Coke,” he whispered.

Flo smiled and headed for the kitchen. In a moment she was back, Coke in hand.

She placed the Coke on the side table and leaned over him and helped him sit up. She had to reach around his shoulder and be careful, and her breasts hovered over him, then pressed against him.

SPROING!

Except, his secret, it was sort of a Spr…Spr…Spr…

She handed him the Coke, sat on the table, and leaned forward. He took a big gulp and tried not to look at her charms.

“All right, Mister. It’s time for you to fess up. And my first question is this: is that thing you’re wearing on your cock the reason you don’t want to go on a date?”

Barry sipped, then wondered why he wasn’t shaking and shivering in humiliation, and blessed the drugs. The drugs were the only reason he was going to get through this.

“It’s called a chastity device. A ‘tube,’ actually.”

“And what exactly is it supposed to accomplish?”

“It keeps me from getting erections.”

Aunt Flo blinked, then forged ahead. “And why don’t you want to get erections? Are they painful?” She was thinking he might have a medical condition.

“No.”

“Don’t you want to have erections?”

“I…I like erections,” the haze of happiness that he was on enabled him to speak more freely and easily than he ever could have pre-drugs.

“So…why?”

“Well, if I don’t wear it then I get erections all the time. I walk around with erections, and…I don’t want you to see my erections.”

“Honey, let me speak plainly. I’ve seen a penis before. I wouldn’t be overly shocked at an 18 year old boy being a bit overly excited.”

“But…you don’t understand.”

“What? What don’t I understand?”

“I get them over you.”

Flo’s mouth opened and stayed open. She stared at her nephew. She shook her head, started to speak, then said, “Wait right here.”

She stood up and walked into the kitchen. Barry heard her clattering a dish or something, and he wondered, through the haze of the drugs, whether he had totally blown it. The big secret he had been hiding ever since he had come to live with her was out. Thank God for the drugs.

Flo came back into the room. She was holding a glass. She sat and sipped, and sighed. “Bourbon. You have your drugs and I have mine.” She sipped again. “Now, elucidate. Explain your last statement.”

“It’s real simple. Every time I look at you I get a hard on. I like to ride with you because you look so sexy in that riding outfit. So I took to wearing a chastity tube to control my erections.”

“Oh, my,” said Flo, taking another big gulp. She stared at Barry. “Okay, I felt your device when I was trying to drag you up from the tree. Jeremy felt it, but he said it was good you were wearing a cup. But I wash the clothes and I’ve never seen a jockstrap. So…show me.”

Even through the sedative Barry blinked. “Well, I guess…”

He tried to work his zipper, but with his shoulder having been dislocated he couldn’t. “You’ll have to help me.”

Flo licked her lips and leaned forward, she undid his buckle and his fly, then she helped him hold his body up for a second while she pulled down his shorts and his underwear.

She stared at his caged cock. It was a nice penis, hunky and strong looking. It kept twitching in his cage, pushing and bulging, then relaxing, then pushing and relaxing.

The chastity device consisted of a tube for his cock, a ring for his whole package, and a small padlock to keep the apparatus together.

“And that goes on all the time? Your cock surging and trying to get hard?”

“Yep.”

“How do you stand it?”

“It’s hard.”

“No…no it’s not,” she gibed.

He laughed. “I don’t wear it all the time, just when I know we’re going to be together for any length of time. Dinner I can hide it under the table, but since I do the dishes and you dry I wear it anyway.”

Flo was absolutely fascinated. “I’m going to touch it.”

He didn’t say anything, though he drew in breath, and she reached forward and took his cage in her hands.

The penis writhed, struggled, pushed, and she felt its immense heat in her palm.

She turned it this way and that, and Barry groaned.

She looked up at him. “Does that hurt?”

“No.” His eyes were almost closed.

A big internal smile grew in her. “So it feels good.”

He nodded.

“And does it hurt if I pull it like this?” She pulled his cage out from his body.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“And are balls okay?” she put one hand underneath him and held them.

“They’re…they’re fine.” His voice sounded strangled.

Flo was now laughing inside. She kept a straight face, but, truth, she had never seen anything so fucking hot in her life. A healthy, young man was turned on by her. And he couldn’t do anything. And now, the way she was actually holding his junk…he must. be going out of his mind.

“And why does this make you not want to go out with girls?”

“Oh, it’s too embarrassing.”

She kept turning his cock and holding his balls.

“You don’t want some girl to see that you’re wearing a chastity device.”

“No. that’s not it,” he said.

She looked up at him.

“I just don’t get erect for them.”

“But…that means…”

“I only get erect for you, Aunty.”

Flo sat there and considered his statement. She loved her nephew, but she had never considered him in sexual lights. Now she was.

She felt guilty. And yet, she felt like she was exploding with heat. This whole thing was making her incredibly horny.

“What if I played with you before you went out. Would that…” she stopped talking and frowned. She already knew the answer. He didn’t care about young girls with their immaturity and their little tits. He wanted a mature woman with large bosoms. One who wasn’t childish, but who understood the needs of a man without all the teeny drama.

“You have a key for this thing?”

“It’s upstairs in my top dresser drawer.”

She nodded, took her hand off him and headed for the stairs.

She gulped her drink as she climbed to the second story hallway. She thought. Barry was handsome. He was smart, in excellent condition. But he was hung up on her. She knew about teen age fascination, puppy love, that kind of thing, but he had it for her? That was a thought and a half.

She finished her drink, climbed the short flight of stairs to the garret and went to his dresser. She opened the drawer and found the key nestled in the back right hand corner. It was a small key, but then it was a small padlock.

She walked back to the second floor and into her room. She wasn’t thinking, she simply took the key and put it in her jewelry box. Then she headed back downstairs.

Into the kitchen for another drink. This was amazing. Her nephew was horny for her. It was a total compliment; it was breathtaking, and she felt a heat in her groin she hadn’t felt in many a year.

After college she had had a few boy friends, and a healthy love life, but then she had met Terry, and there went all her innocence.

He was smart, he was handsome, she thought she had found her soulmate.

But Terry was a crossdresser.

She had noticed his underwear, and then, poking around in his room one night, she had come across his stash of clothes.

And she had been terrified. He was a cross dresser…a pervert, a sexual deviant. It went against everything she had ever believed in when it came to sex.

She never really talked to him about it, and their relationship had ended. She just stopped being receptive to him. He was a sexual sicko, after all.

But she also hadn’t gone out with anybody else. Her sexual life drifted into a limbo and…and life passed her by.

For thirteen years she had thought about Terry and his ‘sickness.’ She detested him, even as she Jilled off to him. As the years passed she told herself she was right and he was wrong, even as her groin was hot with lust, and cold with disuse.

She often wondered what had happened to him. Had he turned into a homosexual? Did some other woman take him in? (And that was a particularly galling thought.)

After thirteen years of frustrated wondering she had a different opinion. Her beliefs had changed, modified, and she no longer thought of Terry as a sicko. Instead, she thought of herself as unfortunate.

She wondered what it would be like to make love to a man who wore soft things. She read books and magazines, and came to see people with different sexual preferences as just that: different.

Not different good or bad, but just happy in a way that she didn’t understand.

And she had realized that she was sorry, on some level, that she had missed the boat.

Her feelings for Terry were pure. What if she had put aside her isms and embraced him? Where would she be now?

She walked back into the living room, another drink in her hand. She sat down and contemplated Barry.

He was happy, handsome, and drugged. He was sitting on the couch with his caged cock on display.

“Well?”

“Well what?”

“Where’s the key?”

“Oh, I don’t think you’ll be needing that.”

His brows dipped slightly. “I…won’t?”

She leaned forward and took his hands in hers. Their heads were close together and he stared at her lips. they were so curvy and sexual. “The truth is, Barry, that we have to address this problem of yours.”

“We do?”

She nodded. “I don’t know if it’s healthy for you to consider me in…in such sexual lights. I think we should just keep you locked up for a while. We need to explore this situation.”

He stared at her. Open eyes. Innocent.

The truth was that she didn’t know what she was doing. She was just stumbling in the dark. Some bit of perverseness drove her, and…she couldn’t have stopped herself if she wanted to.

“But…but sometimes I need to masturbate.”

She let go of his hands and reached for his caged cock again. Her hair brushed his nose and he smelled her fresh scent. His prick tried to bust the cage.

She held it, felt the swelling failing, and a feeling of power and sexuality ran through her. To think that she had excited a man this much. To think that he had put this on for her, so she wouldn’t know how much he thought of her.

“No, Barry. You need to stay locked up. And if you need to be masturbated then I will help you with that. But you need to learn how to control yourself. “

And she said, “You need to control your lustful desires,” even as she gave in to her lustful desires.

Flo had a third drink, then managed to stop. She wasn’t much of a drinker. Besides, there was a headiness that was much more intoxicating than alcohol going on here.

For an hour she sat with Barry. She held his imprisoned penis and asked him questions.

‘When did you first realize that you needed to control your cock around me?’ Right after Mom and Dad died and I moved in.

‘Where did you get this device?’ Off the internet.

‘Have you ever had a girlfriend?’ Yes, but I have no interest in girls now.

The questions became more sexually oriented.

‘How often do you masturbate?’ Three or four times a week. Sometimes more.

‘Do you think of me when you jack off?’ Yes.

‘Do you imagine my tits?’ Yes.

‘You really have sexual feelings for me?’ He nodded.

And, it popped out of her, ‘Have you ever worn girl’s underwear?’ No.

She held his penis, felt it pulse and throb. She felt drops of pre-cum making her hand sticky, but she didn’t care. She treated such extrusion as hand cream.

Finally, she let go of him and fixed dinner. She stood at the stove and felt little shivers shoot through her groin. She felt a swoony heat filling her. Especially her pubic area.

She took him another glass of Coke, and her pussy felt like it was discharging juice when her hand brushed against his.

Her nephew was horny for her.

And, she felt a power, a sexual power, that she hadn’t felt since she was a young girl playing with sex.

What should she do  about Barry. Even though she realized that she was already doing something about him.

Was it wrong for her to do things? To feel heat in her loins for him?

She knew it had to be, but thirteen years of frustration made her not care. Thirteen years of being a spinster, bottled up.  And now it felt like she was a dam that had burst.

She brought dinner in, and she had to cut his meat. She sat next to him now, and she leaned over and cut his steak into bite sized pieces.

Again, he smelled her hair, and he was aware of his cock trying to get loose. God, he was horny.

Normally he kept his horniness under wraps. He jacked off when it got too bad, but now he couldn’t. And he couldn’t take the tube off. His feelings were getting worse and worse, growing larger and more commanding.

They ate slowly, now not talking. Him starting to come down from the drugs and feeling a bit of embarrassment.

But not too much because it was done.

She chewed her food and kept glancing down at his cock. It was beautiful, and it looked like it would grow to a substantial size if she let it out.

But she didn’t want to let it out. She wanted to keep it prisoner, to feel it, to watch it, to know that she controlled it, and through it, her nephew.

After dinner, she had to wash the dishes herself, they watched TV and didn’t talk about the situation.

A stupid game show, an innocuous bunch of fluff that had nothing to do with the workings of the universe.

After a while he yawned.

“Are you tired?”

“A little,” he admitted.

“You’re going to sleep down here for the next couple of days.”

“Okay.”

Here, lean against me.

She put her arm around his shoulders, being very careful, and helped him lean, his good shoulder against her.

He felt her large breasts as she sank lower. Then he was crying in them. Turning his head and getting her large boobs wet.

She held him, soothed him, and gloried in the feeling of him letting out his pain.

Such a beautiful boy.

Then he slept. He was like a little boy, leaning against her bosom, and it was good and comfortable, and she started to drift.

She slithered out from under him, managed not to wake him, and headed upstairs.

She was still in her cycling outfit, and she stepped out of it and into the shower. She soaped herself, rinsed herself, then stepped out and dried herself off.

She sat down at her vanity table and studied herself.

Thirty-five years old. Still a good looker. And still able to get wet over a boy.

Oh, Lord, what was she doing?

Yet there was not a chance in Hell of her stopped her lust, her desire, her…perversion.

She slipped into a thin chemise, blue with a flower pattern on the top. She slid under the sheets of her big, poster bed.

She lay, and felt her breasts with her hands, touched her nipples and felt the tingle reach all the way from nipple to groin.

One hand reached down to her pussy and explored her button.

She hadn’t done anything like this in years; she couldn’t even remember the last time she had taken herself to paradise.

Why? When had her life dried up?

Her hand moved faster and she felt the heat exploding up from her sexual center. She pulled on a nipple and it felt so fucking good! She arched her back and pushed her fingers into her hole. She remembered the feelings, was guided by the remembrance of doing this so many years before.

She needed this.

And under that thought was the barely recognized thought: I need him.

The explosion came, and she made a mewling sound as her hips thrust up and her thighs began clenching and unclenching. It went on a long time, and she rode it. And she thought: I have the key…I have the key.

She slept.


PART TWO

Flo awoke in the morning feeling wonderful, horny, and conflicted.

Her nephew loved her. Or, at least obsessed about her. Was that bad?

She got up and got dressed, and for the first time in years she dressed to impress somebody, as opposed to just dressing for comfort.

She put on a pair of shorts, half bra, a tight boy beater that showed her thrusting nipples.

For a minute she stared at her image in the mirror and thought about chickening out. Then she smiled and went downstairs.

Barry was just waking up. He was stretching, and he smiled as Flo entered the room, then he grew red and flustered.

“Good morning?” she chirped at him, then she laughed. “Remembering what you said yesterday?”

“Uh, yeah,” he looked down.

She sat on the coffee table and faced him. She lifted his chin and said, “Don’t be.”

He saw her tits then, and he gasped.

She laughed. “What would you like for breakfast?”

“Uh…I want…uh…”

Flo loved it, but she also took pity on him. She picked up the bottle of pills the doctor had left and shook a tab out. “Here. Vicodin. It’ll help with the ‘pain.’”

He took the pill and swallowed it without water.

She nodded, then headed for the kitchen. She was making pancakes when he entered.

“On your feet? The doc said you should lay around.”

“It’s boring laying around,” he murmured, and he watched her at the stove.

She could feel his eyes on her, and she smiled.

She suddenly turned around and arched her chest a bit, thrust her tits at him. “What do you think? Should I wear more clothes like these?”

He gulped and nodded.

A moment later she placed a plate of pancakes on the table. She made sure she leaned forward a little bit to give him an eyeful. “How’s the cock tube thing?”

“Uh, it’s good.”

He was able to butter and pour syrup on the pancakes, and he ate silently.

She sat at the table and watched him eat. He was embarrassed, but the Vicodin was starting to take effect. He stared at her breasts.

“Would you like to touch them?”

“Uh…” he almost choked.

“You can, you know. Maybe after breakfast I’ll let you kiss them.”

In spite of the Vicodin Barry was blinking rapidly.

Flo laughed and had herself a pancake.

After breakfast she did the dishes and they went out to the sun room. She to tease, him because he was hopelessly besotted.

He sat on a couch, which was comfortable for his shoulder. She sat on a rocking chair and rocked, and watched him with bemused eyes.

“You don’t mind if I tease you a bit, do you?”

“No. No.” He was breathing hard.

Why are you holding that blanket around yourself.

“I couldn’t get dressed by myself.”

“Hunh. Well, I can help you later, but why don’t you lose that blanket?”

“Lose the—“

She reached forward and pulled the blanket off him. He sat awkwardly, unsure what to do. He was a bit overwhelmed. His body was strong and lithe, a bit slender. His cock cage hung, and gave little movements as he tried to get hard.

“God, that must be weird,” she said, staring at the cage.

“Uh, yeah. You could let me out?”

“And then what? You’d try to make love to me? To your aunt?”

He blushed. “I wouldn’t try to do that!”

“But what if I wanted you to?”

“Uh…oh…uh…do you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s been so long since anybody used my pussy…I don’t think I remember how to use it.”

Barry was speechless at that. The way she used words like ‘pussy,’ how she was blatantly teasing him.

As for Flo, this was just an extension of that delightful sexual power she had discovered in herself the previous night. She remembered jacking off to him, and thinking about how he had jacked off to her.

How far was she willing to go?

He was willing to go all the way, obviously. He said, blurted, “I can help you remember.”

She giggled at his brazenness. “Would you like to lick my pussy?”

He nodded, his head moving as fast as a jack rabbit humps.

“I don’t know. I pee down there. You wouldn’t want to get your mouth all dirty with my pee, would you?”

He was hesitant. Of course he would, but he had never eaten pussy before, and she realized that.

“Besides, you’re probably a beginner. You wouldn’t really know how to eat me out. At least, not the right way.”

He was so disappointed and she stifled more laughter.

“Would you like to touch my tits?” She deliberately used the word tits instead of breasts. Talking dirty was so much more delicious.

“Oh, yes.”

She lifted her boy beater and he stared at the way her breasts bulged over the half bra.

“Oh, look. You’ve made me horny. My nipples are so erect.”

He made a sound like air whistling out of him.

“Well, come over here and feel them.”

He used his good arm to lever out of the couch and approached her. He moved slowly, as if afraid, and his eyes were locked on her tits.

Hesitantly, he reached out and placed a hands on one of her boobs. Flo gave a little moan. Electricity surged through her breasts and her pussy suddenly felt moist and hot.

He moved his hand over the bulge of them, then felt her nipple.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “That feels good.”

He looked at her, desire naked in his innocent, brown eyes.

“Kiss my nipples.”

He knelt, and leaned his head forward and kissed her nipple, and couldn’t stop. He put his mouth over the turgid tip and began to suckle.

She felt herself melting. She was playing with fire, and now it had backfired on her. As he obsessed over her, she was starting to obsess over the feelings exploding in her body. She put her arms around his head and pulled him closer to her. His hand fondled her mammaries and he sucked harder.

“Heysoos, Xristo!” she mumbled, then she pushed gently and detached him from her boobs.

He stared at her like she was a Goddess and he was just a hopeless peasant.

“Sit down,” she said, and her voice didn’t sound like her. It was more of a groan of desire.

He went back to the couch and sat, and stared at her.

Oh Lord, she thought, What am I going to do with this boy? I’m stuck in a house and he can’t do anything and I’m not supposed to do anything!

But she wondered, way in the back of her mind, how she was supposed to withhold herself.

Thirteen years without a fuck. Probably five without even masturbation. Until last night. And then her hot blood had come back to her. Hot blood, hunh! She felt like she had lava in her veins and the volcano was about to explode!

“So,” she said, “What do you want to do today?”

“Be with you,” he blurted.

The center of her chest was hot. She was having trouble breathing.

Her perverse nature took over. “How about if I play with you?”

“Sure,” he had no idea what he was agreeing to.

“Okay, let’s go upstairs. Can you make it up the stairs?”

“Oh, yeah.” Heck, he would have climbed to the top of the house if she had asked.

She stood up, and he struggled up again. She took his cock cage in her hand and he gasped.

“And you really can’t cum with this on?”

“No. But…I’ve never felt this excited.”

She nodded. She turned and pulled on his cage. He stumbled after her.

As they walked she felt the smooth roundness of his balls. They felt so very, very full.

“How long since you jacked off?” she asked as she helped him up the stairs.

“A week.”

“And you said you jacked off three or four times a week. You must be full.”

He nodded. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt this full.”

“Well, sorry to say, I haven’t made up my mind as to when I’m going to let you out of that thing. It might be some time before you get out and get your rocks off.”

“Oh,” his breathing was ragged.

They entered her room and she told him to get on the bed.

He did, favoring his shoulder, and she watched him.

“Is your shoulder all right?”

“Oh, yes.”

Of course he was on Vicodin. And, she smiled, he was probably so horny he wouldn’t have felt it if a goat butted his ass.

“Lay on your back and raise your arms towards the posters.”

He did.

“And that feels okay?”

“Yeah. Feels kind of good.”

She took four scarves out of her dresser and began tying him down. He watched, and groaned.

Done, she stood back and inspected him. He was such a hunky piece of meat. So sweet.

She went to her jewelry box and took out the key to his cock cage.

He watched as she climbed onto the bed and took the padlock off.

“Oh, heysoos!” he whimpered as his cock unfolded.

It was big, and thick. His balls weren’t so stretched tight now, and they didn’t look so shiny, but they sure felt full.

She placed her hand around his cock, she smiled as she watched him.

She moved her hand up and down and his hips bucked.

She bent her head to his groin and took the tip of his cock in her mouth.

“Oh…oh!”

She felt pre-cum drool out of the head, and she jacked him slowly, and felt more pre-cum issue.

She took his balls in her hands and rolled them.

“Oh…oh…God!”

She released his cock and sucked on first one ball, then the other.

His eyes were closed, and his hips gave little jerks. She knew he wanted her to get him off, but thee was no way that was going to happen. She had her boy toy now, and she wasn’t willing to let him go.

She climbed on top of him. Her pussy rested on his groin just above his cock. His cock surged up and nestled between her ass checks. She was careful not to put any weight on his bad shoulder.

She leaned down and her breasts brushed against his chest.

They stared at each other, their faces inches apart. His cock was now bouncing against her ass. She smiled, leaned down further and placed her lips gently on his. She held still, and he raised his head. She backed off and he moaned. She brought her lips down to his again, and took them away. Again and again.

Suddenly she had an idea. She had a tube of lipstick on the dresser. She leaned over and up, her breast brushing his face and his lips trying to capture it.

She closed her hand on the tube just as his lips closed on her nip.

“Oh, yes.” She enjoyed the feeling of him sucking on her for a moment, then she pulled back.

She sat upright, his cock drooling on her ass, and unscrewed the lipstick.

He watched in fascination as she rolled the red substance on her lips. There was a slightly sweet smell to the lipstick, and she loved that smell.

Holding the lipstick in one hand she leaned down again. He stared at her now red lips. She got closer, and closer, then touched her lips to his.

He could taste the lipstick, smell it, feel it.

She kissed him fully now, grinding her mouth on to his. Opened her mouth a bit and Frenching him.

She sat up and stared at him with a twisted smile. Young men were so easy.

Was she easy?

Not if thirteen years meant anything. And yet, as long as she was in charge…she was easy.

And, another idea.

She reached down to his face with the lipstick and began applying it to him.

At first he had a wild look in his eyes, but he kept looking at her, and between Vicodin and horniness she could feel him melt.

She remembered her boyfriend of thirteen years ago. A cross dresser. And she had been so stupid.

She leaned down again, and their red lips were again inches apart.

“Would you like to wear my underwear?”

“I…don’t…know…”

“Have you ever thought about wearing women’s underwear?”

“Uh…not really.”

Not really, now that was an answer to be explored. But not yet.

“I want to make you wear my panties. And you would love garters and nylons. Of course we would have to shave your body, first.”

“Not just my legs?”

“Why go halfway?” She pecked at his lips with hers. He wanted more, tried to raise his head, but she was too fast for him.

“I’ve got a bra that will fit you, and my mother had breast forms from when she had cancer. They’re still in the attic. We could dress you up, just like a big, life-sized Barbie. Would you like to be my little dress up doll?”

He was so horny he didn’t hesitate. “Sure.”

She nodded.

“Then we’ll do that, but here’s the tough part, we need to get you back in chastity before we do that. With that big, old cock you’d rip right through my underwear. We need to get you soft and put you away.”

“Oh, okay.”

He was so hungry for her he would have agreed if she had asked him to shave his head for her.

“Well, okay. Get soft.”

“Uh…” he was caught. He was going to have a hell of a time going limp. Especially with her on him. Especially with her kissing him and rubbing his cock with her ass.

“Well?”

“I, uh, can’t.”

“Why not?” her lips were so close he was cross-eyed for looking at them.

“Well, uh…”

“Oh. You want me to get off you?”

“No.”

“Of course you don’t, but I have to get off you if your dick is ever going to go down.”

The answer was miserable, but irrefutable. He nodded.

Sighing, she climbed off him. She was almost all the way off him when she stopped. “Of course, we could just get you off. Let you have a little relief. Let you squirt your man juice. That would make you limp.”

The look in his eyes. Desperate, hopeful.

“Nah. We don’t want to do that.”

He made a mewling sound in his throat.

“We need to keep you erect. You’ve been bad, lusting after me, staring at my ass. Kissing my tits. You need to suffer a little, don’t you?”

Tears leaked out of his eyes, but he was compelled to agree. “Yes.”

“Okay. Wait here and I’ll be back.”

She sauntered out of the room, enjoying the way he stared at her round globes.

Giggling, she ran down the hallway, the stairs, and out to the kitchen. She wrapped some ice cubes in a towel and ran back up the stairs.

She walked into the bedroom like she had walked all the way. She tried to look bored, but her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering.

His cock was still erect, pointing towards the far stars like it wanted to take off.

She wrapped the towel around his penis, pulled it firm, and said, “I’ll be back in a while.”

She left the room. Only to sit down against the wall right outside the door and hold in her giggles. She had never had such fun in her life. He was so much putty to her, and she was making up for years of starving herself.

And, truth to her, she felt like she was helping him. She would have a little fun, he would get over his obsession with her, and be able to go out with girls his own age.

Which wasn’t a happy thought, but she told herself it was.

She waited ten minutes, feeling the excitement in her chest. Her nipples stayed erect and she even felt them and gave a light groan.

After ten minutes she walked back in the room. She grabbed the towel and took it off and quickly put the chastity tube back on. She just made it. His cock was pressing hard enough to push the cage off if she hadn’t locked it.

He was writhing and moaning when she loosened the scarves and helped him off the bed.

“Now then, it’s time to have some fun.”

He looked at her with puppy dog eyes. Desperate, pleading.

She took him into the bathroom and found a bottle of Nair. She smothered it all over his body. Even worked it into the crevices of his groin and the chastity tube.

“It’s going to burn in about ten minutes. When it does hop in the shower and do a good rinse.”

He nodded.

She returned to the bedroom and rummaged through her drawers. She found panties and bra, garter and nylons. She went to the attic and searched for her mother’s breast forms. They were in the back in a box. Though they had been there for years her mother had had the foresight to put a packet of moisture absorber in the box. They were in excellent shape, still cushy and bouncy with no cracks or peeling.

She returned to her bedroom and heard the shower running.

She stripped her own clothes off and stepped into the shower.

Barry’s eyes were wide as she soaped his chest, his back, his groin. They watched as hairs slid off his body and went down the drain. He immediately felt the electric sensation of having no hair and his cock struggled harder.

She led him out of the shower by the cock and dried him off.

“This feels incredible,” he whispered.

“And it’s only going to get better.” She gave him a kiss and dried his groin off. It was still wet in his cock cage and she picked up her hair dryer and knelt in front of him and dried everything off.

He shivered when she ran a finger up his crack and played with his asshole. Thirteen years previous her boyfriend had tried to get her to play with his asshole. He even had a dildo he wanted her to use, but she had refused. Now, looking up at the pleasure on Barry’s face she was sorry she hadn’t.

“Okay, honey, time to get you ready.” She handed him a pair of high cut panties.

He pulled them up and his cage fit perfectly in the small strip of material.

“Nice,” she pulled them tighter, snugged them up. “Now, the bra goes on like this,” she ran it around his waist and fastened it in front. Then she moved it around his waist so the clasp was in the back. “You won’t be flexible enough to do this behind your back, but this will work.” She lifted the straps and he managed to get his arms, even the bad one, under the straps.

She took the breast forms and put them in the cups.

It was a perfect fit. Her mother had been buxom, and now he was.

“If you like them we can glue them on you.” Then she giggled. “We could even get you some implants.”

He was shocked, but the idea held a certain degree of excitement. In fact, his cock surged in the tube.

She put the garter belt on him, then had him sit down and she rolled the nylons up his legs.

“Oh, God!” He whispered. “That’s so fucking sexy!”

“Feels good, eh?”

“Like putting your dick in a light socket!”

“Please don’t,” she laughed.

He grinned. “Well, no. But it’s like my skin is electric, it’s like I’ve got two skins and they’re both stimulated.”

“Hunh, I never thought of it that way, but…” she shrugged.

“What now?” he asked.

Yes, what now. She didn’t want to put clothes on him. She wanted to see him in underwear. It was so much more sexier.

“How about your fingernails? And your toenails?”

“You mean paint them?”

She nodded. Her eyes revealed her excitement, and it was catching. “But I won’t be able to go out!”

“Wear gloves.”

“But…”

“You don’t have to be in school until fall. You could spend the whole summer with long, sexy nails. Meow!” She made a scratching motion and laughed.

“Okay.”

First she had him sit on the bed and she painted his nails a bright red. He watched in fascination, and she noted that his cock was drooling inside the cage. He was getting really turned on.

She coated them with hard lacquer, then had him sit at the vanity table. She prepared his nails, painted them, and coated them.

Halfway done he said, “I love you, Aunt Flo.”

She looked up at him. “And I love you.”

They were silent for a moment, then she added, “But I’m not going to be upset when you go to college and meet some girl who makes your dick hard.”

He doubted her, and yet knew it was true. He might meet a girl. This could all change.

She saw the distress on his face. She patted his cheek and said, “We’ve got time. Let’s just enjoy ourselves this summer.”

He nodded, and grew happier.

She selected long ovals, and he stared at them. “Those are long.”

“Yep,” she kissed him gently.

“Are you going to put make up on me?”

“Would you like me to?”

“Well, I’ve already had lipstick on me.”

She nodded. “Let’s do it.”

She sat on his lap then and worked on his face. She cleaned it and primed it. She laid a foundation, then added color. Over her shoulder he watched as his face was changed. He studied how she brushed color on his eyes and determined to remember how she did that. He wanted to be able to do that himself.

She added lipstick at the end, and he was femme.

“You’ve got long hair, would you like me to style it?”

He looked like a little girl as he nodded hopefully.

So she washed it, gave it long waves, and applied hair spray.

Then she said, “I’m going to pierce your ears.”

He could hardly breath as she got out her piercing kit. He put up with the two pinches, then he had a series of three small, silvery hoops dangling from his lobes.

He was done, and he was as happy as he had ever been. He was filled with nervous energy and kept standing up and walking to see himself in a mirror.

Flo loved it. He was just like a daughter.

“I wish we could go for a bike ride,” he said, at one point. “I could wear your cycling outfit.”

The idea made her moist, and she could just see him in her outfit, big boobs swaying as he pedaled. “Next week. We’ll go riding next week.”

“And I’ll go as a girl.”

“Somebody might see you.”

“Then you’ll have to explain about the niece that came to visit you for a few days.”

It was a good thought.

After dinner she had herself a bourbon and Coke. Barry didn’t take another pill. He wasn’t feeling any pain, and he didn’t want to be dopey as he experienced himself as a girl.

After dinner, however, he brought up an interesting subject. They were watching TV and she had her hand in his panties and was fondling his package. He was giving little groans. He was terribly turned on. Not having cum for a week, being played with for a day, being a girl…he needed to cum.

But he wasn’t supposed to cum. Not according to Aunt Flo.

He said, “You know, there’s a way to get me off without getting me off.”

She looked at him. “Oh?”

“Yes.” I’ve read about it on the net, even tried it myself, but…you need another person to do it.”

“So how do I drain you without draining you?”

“It’s called a prostate massage. Should I stop now?”

“No, no. Explain.”

“Well, you massage my prostate in a certain way and that forces semen out of me. I’m drained, but I’m not allowed an orgasm.”

Flo turned to him. “Really?”

“That’s what I’ve read. You can read about it on the internet.”

She stood up and headed for the computer. He followed along. His boobs jiggling and his ass swaying. And almost falling down. Aunt Flo had put him in high heels and he was having a heck of a time staying balanced.

Flo powered up the computer and searched, and hit pay dirt right away. The term ‘prostate massage’ brought up 120,000,000 results in .45 seconds.

“Good Lord,” breathed Flo.

“I know. There’s a lot of stuff.”

There was a lot, but it was easily gone through and the pertinent information was quickly evident.

Trim your nails. Tons of lubricant. Gloves. You could use fingers or a tool. Flo had all these things in her house. Except the tool.

“Hmm. I guess I’ll have to use my fingers. I hate to trim my nails though.”

“I’ve got something you could use.” Barry’s face was red and he stared at the computer.

“Oh, really,” She drew out the ‘really’ and turned to face him. She had a big grin on her face.

He managed to face her and said, “I bought a prostate massager. I’ve tried to do this myself, but…you really need two people.”

“Okay,” she said.

He grinned. Then he sobered. “Am I…is there something wrong with me? Wanting to do this stuff?”

Flo had memories of how she had not wanted to do ‘this stuff,’ she shook her head. “It’s normal to explore, to find out what you like and want. There would be something wrong with you if you didn’t want to try ‘this stuff.’”

He nodded. Then, “So how do you want to do this?”

“Well, we can go up and kiss and cuddle and I can gently take your virtue…”

He didn’t look too excited, even though he loved to kiss her and make out.

“Or, we could tie you to the bed and I could pretend I’m raping you.”

“Oh!” popped out of his mouth.

“Oh, you kinky, little boy. Well, get your ass upstairs and I’ll come up and tie you down. Put this prostate massager on my dresser.”

He kicked off his heels and ran, full tilt, a super sprint that would have put Usain Bolt to shame, up the stairs. Upstairs, in his garret, he found the little specialized butt plug and ran down to Flo’s room. She was just coming up the stairs and he threw himself on her bed and tried to get his breath back.

“Well, well,” she said, sashaying into the room. “Who is this little whore on my bed?”

Barry said nothing. He lay face down and waited.

“Well, I guess I’ll just have to tie him down and rape him.”

Barry didn’t move as she fastened him to the posts with the scarves. She pushed two pillows under his pubic area, leaving his cock cage hanging.

“And what is this?” she picked up the massager. “I think you need a bigger one.”

Barry could’t help the squeak that came out of his throat.

“Oh, you’d like a bigger one, too. Well, by next week I’ll have a ten inch cock strapped to my waist, and I will open you up and show you paradise.”

Barry moaned.

“But for right now we’ll just have to use this little fellow.”

Flo lubricated the prostate massager, and she pushed lubricant up his asshole. She swirled it around with her finger and made sure Barry was super juicy.

“Okay, sunshine, here we go.”

She placed the prostate massager at his butthole and pushed it in.

Barry groaned. He had had it inside his butt before, but somebody else doing it to him was super exciting.

Flo reached around, inserted a finger under his breast form and started playing with his nipple. With her other hand she began moving the butt plug. She followed the directions they had read on the net, and shortly Barry was moaning and twitching, then he abruptly said, “I’ve got to pee.

“That’s what we’re waiting for, honey. Let it go.”

He lay there, gave his hips a pump, and semen started leaking out of his dick, and drizzling down from his cage.

“Fuck,” he whispered. He felt the semen leave, and he felt a curious lassitude assail him. “It’s working,” he said.

“You bet it is,” she said, “You’re cumming buckets.”

“I don’t feel an orgasm.”

“Good!”

For a long minute he emptied himself, then it was done. She drew the device out of his butt and slapped his ass.

“How was that?”

Barry explained. “It was amazing. The odd thing is that I wasn’t in control, and I do feel sort of raped.”

“Well, we didn’t get violent, but I did steal all your semen.”

“Semen thief,” he blurted.

She laughed and said, “And I’m going to do this all summer.” Then she had a thought. “You know, it said on the net that you wouldn’t be able to cum.”

“I know.”

“Maybe we should set you free for a while, test that theory out.”


EPILOGUE

Aunt Flo and Barry walked to the bus. It was end of summer and time for his first year in college. She handed him the key. “Now, remember. Only use it when you’ve got a girlfriend. No jacking off.”

Barry grinned. “But what if I don’t meet a girl?”

“Honey, you haven’t cum all summer. Your cock is going to be rock hard and ready to go.”

He nodded.

“Besides, if you don’t meet a girl?”

“Yes?”

“I’ll have your underwear ready at Christmas break.”

She kissed his cheek, patted his butt, and sent him on his way.

END
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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

‘A Wild Summer of Feminization!’

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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