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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    ‘Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine.’ 
 
    That’s what Jack thought when he glanced up at the door and saw her walk into the place. 
 
    The place was ‘The Crow’s Nest,’ a pleasant dive with all sorts of beer, good food, and the kind of guys that ride bikes, show their battle scars, and curse politics. 
 
    But then who doesn’t curse politics? 
 
    She was a dream. It was cold out and she wore a thick coat which, when she undid the buttons, showed a halter top. Or maybe just a bra. Anyway, lots of fine flesh in the right proportion. 
 
    She was wearing a stocking cap, one of those stylish ones girls pick up down in the Hollywood trendy shops, and when she took it off her brunette hair unfolded like a Murphy bed. 
 
    Later, up close, Jack would see her eyes. Clear pictures of long walks in meadows, seagulls flying in the breeze, patience with idiots. 
 
    Right now he just marveled, studied the curves visible in spite of the thick coat, and shook my head. 
 
    Jack considered himself loser when it came to girls. Oh, he was all right looking, and he worked out regularly, and he even have enough money. But he would go out with a girl once or twice, and then they would pass on him. He bed one out of every half dozen girls, the rest would just shake his hand and kiss his cheek good bye. 
 
    ‘You’re nice, Jack, but we’re not connecting.’ That was the vague sort of remark they kissed him off with. 
 
    So he sat in the booth, sideways in the seat, and drank beer. He chatted with some of the regulars, ordered some finger foods, and spent his one night on the town the way he liked. Relaxed. No pressure. Far away from his problems, which he didn’t have many of, except for one, but that one he had big time. 
 
    Every once in a while he checked out the girl. She was bright and vivacious, made the guys laugh even as she moved on. 
 
    And she did move on. She’d sit at a table with three or four guys for a while, drink a beer, and then move to another table. She broke no hearts, but left lots of happy smiles. Clever girl. 
 
    “Hey, Nicole.” 
 
    The waitress sidled up to Jack. She had a plate filled with empties and she held it steady. It always amazes Jack how strong people could be without realizing it. 
 
    Not like him. 
 
    “What you need, Jack?” 
 
    “What’s the story on Morning Glory?” 
 
    “She comes in once a week, like you, but usually on Tuesdays. Friday is unusual. She chats around, gets beer for free, she’s a looker, you know, and maybe plays a bad game of pool or two, and then she’s gone. Like you.” 
 
    I laughed. “Are you asking me out?” 
 
    Her turn to laugh. “Jack, you’re sweet, but you’re not for me.” 
 
    Jack smiled ruefully. Story of his life. 
 
    He had another beer. It was early, but he was feeling sort of punky, thought about leaving, maybe one more beer, and…” 
 
    “Hands off!” 
 
    Jack looked, not six feet away the cutie with the bootie was shrugging out of the grip of Gladstone. 
 
    Nobody knew what Gladstone’s name really was, but they called him Gladstone, and he was an asshole. And when he was drunk he was a real asshole. Right now he was real drunk. 
 
    “Come on, Miss Stuck up, I know about you,” and he actually put an arm around her waist and leaned in for a kiss. 
 
    She put her hand up against his chest, and he slobbered in the air, and I moved fast. I moved fast because Gladstone is an asshole, and a few of the biker guys would find a lot of fun in taking him out back and using his skull for a kick ball. 
 
    “Hey, Gladstone!”  
 
    Gladstone looked at Jack. Jack looked at the girl. He gave her a knowing look, a ‘You’re all right look,’ and  he said, “Got your beer right here, babe.” Then at Gladstone, “She’s with me Glad.” 
 
    Gladstone blinked sort of stupidly, he looked around, maybe he even saw some of the bikers half off their stools, and he backed off. “Sorry, Jack. Sorry, Ma’am.” He looked thoroughly confused. 
 
    Jack hadn’t touched the girl, he knew that would set her off, and he just wanted to get her out of the situation. “Been waiting for you. Come on,” and he half turned, his body language harmless, but beckoning, and she hesitantly slid past the mumbling Gladstone and followed him. 
 
    Jack sat down. 
 
    She sat down opposite him. 
 
    He pushed his beer at her. “Nicole just brought it. I haven’t touched it.” 
 
    She didn’t reach for it. She was friendly with everybody, but Gladstone had put her off her game. 
 
    Jack waved to Nicole, and she nodded. One more beer. 
 
    Jack ignored her with his eyes and said, in a most conversational manner. “Glad’s okay. Just give him a few seconds and he’ll wander.” 
 
    She reached for the beer. She tilted it, and Jack risked a glance. 
 
    He could see the amazing flesh revealed by the split in her coat. Bra. Definitely a bra. And a flimsy one. But any bra would be flimsy with those puppies. 
 
    Her throat gave a glug and sweet ambrosia slid down the tubes. 
 
    She lowered the mug to the table, and Jack found himself being stared at. And he was caught staring. 
 
    “Sorry, didn’t mean to check you out.” 
 
    “You didn’t?” 
 
    “I checked you out when you came in the door. One check out is fine. Two is past the limit.” 
 
    She laughed, showed sparkling white teeth, toothpaste commercial teeth. But it was her red lips that had him. Jack loved red lipstick. Made his knees weak and his dong drip. 
 
    “You’re a saucy wench,” she remarked. She had a pleasant way about her. An engaging way. He could see a lot of people falling in love with her, and he sighed. Way out of his class. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re too beautiful for me. You are the stars and I am the mud.” 
 
    Her face opened up a bit, showed amazement. “What? What did you say?” 
 
    Nicole brought a beer then, and rescued Jack from having to explain his idiocy. 
 
    He took a big swallow. He had forgotten about leaving early. 
 
    Unless she left early. Then he’d go home and cry. 
 
    Jack watched her. She watched him, and her face had confusion on it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What do you do?” 
 
    “Me?” Jack smiled. He loved this question. “Sometimes I freelance for the mafia. I’m a hit man.” 
 
    She snorted and said something that sounded suspiciously like ‘fuck.’ 
 
    “No, I mean honestly.” 
 
    “I was in Delta Force. Till I shot the wrong politician. They’ll want me back, though.” 
 
    She shook her head in disbelief. She was the kind of girl who could ask a question and a dozen guys would fall all over themselves to answer it. And here it sounded like Jack was shining her on. 
 
    “Okay. Last chance. Tell me what you really do.” 
 
    “Undercover for the FBI. My cover this time is a drag queen.” 
 
    “You don’t look like a drag queen.” She couldn’t keep a joyful suspicion out of her voice. 
 
    “I’m on vacation.” 
 
    She drank more beer, regarded him with thoughtful eyes. Nicole happened by and she pinched her ass. When Nicole turned around she asked, “What does Jack do?” 
 
    She remembered his name. That was promising. 
 
    “Nicole put a hand on the back of the bench, “What did he say?” 
 
    “He said he was a hit man for the mafia, and a Delta soldier, and a drag queen.” 
 
    Nicole nodded. “That sounds about right.” 
 
    “Come on, for real.” 
 
    Nicole looked her in the eye and said, “Jack always tells the truth. That’s just the kind of guy he is. That’s probably why he can never hang on to a woman.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Too much information. 
 
    “Want to dance?” Jack asked. 
 
    She stared at him, blinked, drained her mug, and said, “Sure. but only if you tell me who you really are.” 
 
    “I’m a surgeon. I work on hopeless cases flown in from around the world. Yesterday I sewed a politician’s dick back on.” 
 
    The girl laughed so hard and fast she spit. Nicole laughed and wiped up the spit. The girl looked at Nicole. “He always tells the truth?” 
 
    Nicole looked at me, “Tell her about the time you fought those alligators in Florida.” 
 
    “I don’t want to bore her.” 
 
    Nicole laughed and left to get a customer some beers. 
 
    The girl stared at Jack. Then she said. “Sure, let’s dance.” 
 
    They got up, moved to the small parquet square, and she stepped into his arms. And, you know? She fit! 
 
    She was the right height, the right weight, and they held each other so he could feel her amazing breasts. 
 
    They danced through two dances. Both slow ones, then the heavy rock started up and they went back to the table. And ordered beers And drank them. And ordered more beers. And drank them. And the night became lazy and hazy and crazy. Jack would remember spitting peanuts at her. He remember her grabbing his crotch to see if he really was wearing a chastity tube. He was. He would remember staring at her in the hallway as she stepped up to the wall mirror and applied that thick, red, luscious lipstick. 
 
    And, somewhere in there, the night disappeared, and so did Jack’s senses. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh.” Jack groaned. He felt like somebody had hit him in the head with a frying pan.  A big one, made out of cast iron. He waited. He groaned some more. Somebody hit him again and again. 
 
    Oh, he was in bed. And he had a hangover. Damn! How much beer did he drink? 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Jack started to jerk upright, but stopped. Or, rather the frying pan hitting his head stopped him. 
 
    He carefully opened his eyes and turned in the direction of the voice. 
 
    He was in his room. His own bedroom. His own bed. Place was a mess. Well, not so much a mess as cluttered. He was a clean living guy, he didn’t leave laundry all over the place. But he did leave books and weights and a kayak and a bicycle and boxing gloves and a pogo stick and an exercise station and…and so on. 
 
    She was sitting in a chair. The chair was a big old, over-sized club chair, made with real material and not leather. Excellent for sitting sideways in and reading a book. Except that he had deposited books and newspapers and a hard drive and a sewing machine—he didn’t know why or how he got the sewing machine, but there it was—and a cooking pot and two folded blankets and a jacket. 
 
    “Why are you sitting there?” he mumbled. He was still drunk. He was trying to figure out what happened to all the stuff he had carefully stacked on the chair. 
 
    “Why are you sleeping there? It’s an existential question. Or maybe a problem.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Jack went back to sleep. 
 
     
 
    Jack awoke, and blinked, and the frying pan was no longer smacking into his cortex. Now it was just laying in his throat, all rusty and corroded and taking up space. He made a sound and tried to struggle out of the sheets. He sat up. 
 
    She was sitting in the club chair. Wearing nothing. Oh, yeah, she had been wearing nothing before, but he had been too drunk to notice. Now he was just hung over, and he could notice. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    “Uh,” he groaned. He rolled to a sitting position on the side of the bed. So far so good. He tried to stand up. 
 
    The world wavered for a moment, then held relatively still. He tried a step, and another one. He walked past the girl, who didn’t look up from a fashion magazine. Now where she had found a fashion magazine in his house he didn’t know. 
 
    Jack stuck his head under the sink faucet and glugged for a while. Cool aqua soothed his throat, calmed his head, made him incrementally more aware. 
 
    He sat down on the toilet. 
 
    The door was open and she could see him. She wasn’t looking at him, but she could. He closed the door. 
 
    Piss started to trickle out of his chastity tube. He listened to it splashing in the water. He finished, stepped into the shower, and turned on the hot water. 
 
    Jack hate cold showers. Only cavemen liked cold showers. He stood under the spray for a long minute, then began soaping, and shampooing, and conditioning, and by the time he was done he was actually humming. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower, dried off, and went back into the bedroom. 
 
    She was still sitting there, flipping pages, totally engrossed in the written word and the garish picture. Her big breasts on display and making his cock surge inside the metal tube. 
 
    He pulled on pants and a shirt. He pulled on socks and shoes. He looked at her. 
 
    “So, I don’t mean to be rude or anything, but what are you doing here?” 
 
    She sighed, and smiled, and put the magazine aside. She turned towards him and sat with her legs spread. Her pussy was staring him right in the face. He willed myself not to look, and  lost. 
 
    “You hired me.” 
 
    “What?” The world started to come unfocused, everything got blurry around the edges. 
 
    “You hired me. We even signed a contract. Of course, technically I’m not supposed to start until tomorrow. You said to take today off and get my affairs in order. Your very words. She mimicked him. “You’ve got one day to get your affairs in order.” 
 
    “Are you…what…” 
 
    “But I knew that we needed to have a talk before I started. We need to go over the rules and make sure you really can do this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What I tell you to.” 
 
    “Your job is telling me what to do?” 
 
    “In essence. Though it’s a lot more complicated than that. 
 
    Jack stood up and walked into the kitchen. She stood up and followed him. He sliced off a pat of butter and put it in the skillet. He opened a package of maple flavored sausages and dropped the links onto the sizzling butter. He got out four pieces of toast and put them in the toaster. He turned to her. 
 
    “Would you like something to eat?” 
 
    “Already ate. While you were sleeping.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    He turned back to the stove and watched little pieces of piggy cook. It was better than watching paint dry, and he had time for his mind to run the Indy 500 and come back again. And he needed that time. 
 
    What had he done? Hired her? For what? To tell me what to do? How stupid was that! 
 
    Or did he really? Maybe she was making it all up. He had met some weird bitches in my life…and maybe… 
 
    He turned around. She was sitting at the table, flipping pages on her magazine. She looked up at him. Beautiful eyes that could just swallow a man up. Breasts to die for. A sweet face, a bountiful body. And he had hired her? Obviously he was forgetting something. 
 
    He turned back to the sizzling sausage. 
 
      
 
    After he ate he faced her across the table. She was still naked, and happy to be so. 
 
    “So, what is this nefarious contract I’ve entered into?” 
 
    She stood up and walked across the room to a pile of what looked to be her clothes. She took out a piece of paper and brought it back. 
 
    “I have two copies, the other is already mailed to a secure location. Your copy is in your computer. You said you didn’t need ‘no stinkin’ paper.’ Your words.” 
 
    “Well, that sounds like me,” he smiled without meaningit and opened the paper. 
 
      
 
    Contract Between Heather Lockly and Jack Brantson 
 
    For one year Heather will control Jack’s sex, 
 
    the point to be making him so horny 
 
    his writing can be accomplished easily. 
 
    Heather may tease, deny, spank, 
 
    whip (as long the skin is not broken), 
 
    dress him as a girl, 
 
    or do any other sexual activity to him 
 
    in pursuit of her job. 
 
    Jack will follow all directions 
 
    and focus all his attention on writing. 
 
    Heather will be paid 30% of Jack’s earnings for this service. 
 
    At the end of this contract, 
 
    if Heather’s statistics (Jack’s sales) are up, 
 
    the contract will be extended for two year’s time, 
 
    to double in time at the end of every period 
 
    in which Jack’s sales are up. 
 
    If Jack fails to comply with Heather’s commands 
 
    this contract is considered broken 
 
    and Jack will pay Heather  $100,000. 
 
      
 
    And the contract was dated and signed 
 
      
 
    Jack’s eyes goggled. He stopped breathing. His mind went into overdrive. 
 
    So that was why she had two copies, and one was mailed to a ‘secure location.’ 
 
    That was why she was sitting around in his house naked. 
 
    Oh! My! Fucking! God! 
 
    He looked up at her, feigned nonchalance. “Obviously not enforceable.” 
 
    “Not according to you.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “You said it would hold up in a court of law, being a writer and vaguely familiar with such things. We can always take it to court.” 
 
    Jack sat for a long moment. Then he stood up, went to the cabinet and brought down a bottle of bourbon. He took a Coke from the refrigerator. Add ice. Swirl. Chug…no. Sip. He needed to think. Even though the idea of going blotto was so very, very appealing. 
 
    He sat down. 
 
    “Mix me one, if you could.” 
 
    Jack repeated his actions and placed a drink in front of her. 
 
    They sipped. 
 
    And Heather said: “Jack. This is not the end of the world.” 
 
    “Okay.” The kind of okay that bled doubt. 
 
    “Listen. Let me go over the events of last night so that you remember fully, and can think with all the data, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “First, you set yourself up. All those things you told me, you’re an explorer, a mountain climber, a professional golfer, a this and a that…you didn’t think I wouldn’t get curious and start digging? And imagine my surprise when I found out that you were a writer, that you wrote about all those careers…in romance novels. It actually made me feel a bit foolish. But I’ve got a sense of humor. I treated it like a joke. Then, when we finally started talking, and actually being honest with each other, you told me your problem. 
 
    “To write good romance you have to be horny. You spend an hour on the net before you write, looking at the sucking and the fucking, all races, all manner of women, all manner of dicks. Then you write like a fiend before you stop being horny. Lunchtime, and you do it all over again. You lust after women getting fucked and sucked, and then you write. 
 
    “But you want to spend more time writing, and less time watching porn. A real catch 22. To write romance you have to watch porn, but watching porn interferes with the time needed to write. 
 
    “So I proposed a solution. I will be your porn. I will keep you horny. I will do things to you, and make you do things to me, and you will be so horny you’ll cry. And I will do all this in one tenth the time, making you be efficient in your ‘horny quotient, and keeping you at the computer. More time writing romance. Less time watching it.” 
 
    “And you’re doing this out of the generosity of your heart.” 
 
    She snorted. “I guess you missed that part in the contract where I get 30%.” 
 
    “No, I didn’t.” 
 
    “But, actually, I want more than 30%. A lot more.” 
 
    Jack tilted his head slightly. “How…more? How?” 
 
    “Jack, you explained things about writing romance to me last night. You told me that there is marketing, and there is writing. You spend half the day marketing. I can do that for you. That will double your amount of actually writing time. 
 
    “Furthermore, you explained something very interesting. You said that not everybody could write romance. They think they can, but then they sit down, and they write for a few hours every day and give up their day job. Then they find that they dry up, can’t get the ideas, can’t stand sitting at a computer 10 to 12 hours a day. 
 
    “But, you can. You can do something that very few people can do. You can write all day, every day, and never get tired, and never run out of ideas. Do you know how rare that is? That ability you explained to me? You take it for granted, and you laugh about it. But when somebody is as talented and as hard working as you, that is no laughing matter. That is a serious person who can go a long ways. 
 
    “So, Jack, I want to hook my star to yours. I’ll make you horny, and you’ll make so much money that 30% will seem  like pocket change.” 
 
    Jack didn’t say anything. He considered what she said, mixed it up against lawyers and fees, and a little embarrassment…yes, your honor, I did sign that contract to have perverted things done to me, but…. 
 
    Then Heather leaned forward slightly, smiled that killer smile of hers, and whispered: “Jack. You make me so horny. Get down on your knees and eat me to an orgasm.” 
 
    Jack froze. In that moment everything shifted. In that moment a dry contract took on significance. Ink became pre-cum. Paper became vagina. And, of course, his lust exploded. 
 
    Still, he controlled himself. He stood up, took a last sip, then walked into his bedroom. Heather, smiling, followed him. She was playing with her tits as she walked, playing with the nipples, making them stand up. 
 
    Jack went to his dresser and opened a drawer, he reached for the…he spun around. “Where is it?” 
 
    “You gave it to me.” 
 
    “Give it back.” 
 
    “It’s in a safe place.” 
 
    “I…I need…” 
 
    “You need to masturbate? To take off that chastity tube long enough to spill some seed? Get some relief? Not a chance.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “It was thoughtful of you to order a Lori’s. They’re made of metal, and only Lori has a second key, and she has pledged never to pass out a key to somebody in one of her devices.” 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    “I can, and I did, and time’s a wasting. “Now, eat me out, or go to work.” 
 
    Jack didn’t want to eat her out, no matter how horny he was. He stomped into the spare bedroom and fired up his computer. 
 
    Heather watched and smiled. 
 
    Jack had gotten up late, and his mind was not focused, so he wrote slowly and haltingly. He had to rewrite passages, go over descriptions, and the act of writing, usually so easy and smooth to write about, became laborious. 
 
    For an hour he struggled. 
 
    Heather sat in the next room and watched him through the open door. She could tell he was having trouble. Of course. He would have to come to grips with his dilemma, then he would be able to write. He had to give up to her, submit to her, and then his creative juices would flow. 
 
    He suddenly stood up and left the room. He went to a weight station and started pumping iron. 
 
    Heather sauntered over to the machine, leaned on it, and watched him. 
 
    He grunted, he sweated, he took out his frustrations on the unyielding iron. 
 
    “Jack, Jack. It would be so much easier if you would just get down on your knees and gobble. You’ll find that I am quite tasty. Did you know you ate me last night? You had already given me the key, so it was all you could do. But you found my pussy delightful. I am very soft and moist down there. My clit is particularly suckable. But your favorite of my body parts was my tits. Did you know that you have a tit fetish? Jack? Oh, I knew it when you checked me out for the second time last night.” 
 
    Jack thrust iron upward, lifted it, pressed it, pushed it, threw it around like a demon, listening to every word she said and trying to figure his way out of this mess. 
 
    But her words inflamed him. And she was naked. And her pussy was right near his head, and he could smell it, and when he did glance at it, it look moist, juicy, dripping. 
 
    “You know, Jack,” she changed tactics, “You really want me to win.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. His muscles were burning and blood was pumping, but his head actually hurt for all the thinking he was doing, for the way he was refusing his lust. 
 
    “If I win you get richer. So if I win, you win. And all you have to do is crawl over here and put your mouth between my legs.” 
 
    Jack sat up, he stared at her, but his eyes were glazed with effort and self denial. He suddenly jumped up and ran out of the house. 
 
    Heather went back to reading her magazine. Jack would be back. He could run, but he had to come home. And until he settled this situation with her he wasn’t going to be writing very well. 
 
    Jack sprinted for the first few blocks, trying to waste his excess energy with an explosion of work. Then he slowed down, but his mind kept going faster. 
 
    Eat her out. Oral sex. And his mind went further. Jam his dick in her, suck those tits, explode his orgasm all over her. A shower of cum that coated her completely, and dried into plaster and imprisoned her forever, and… 
 
    He ran slower. He was realizing something. No matter how fast he ran, this was a kind of energy he couldn’t just run off. This was sex. This was the act of procreation that sustained the human race.  And history backed him up…sex never went away. 
 
    She was waiting for him at his house. Young, nubile, breasts that were so damned perfect it hurt. 
 
    And his dong in the chastity tube hurt just thinking about it. It tried to get harder, pushed against the metal. His balls were pulled up tight against the device. His groin muscles hurt for the terrific tension down there. 
 
    He slowed down more. Now he was barely moving. Slightly faster than a walk. An old ladies jog. Time for a walker. 
 
    And he cursed. And he stopped moving at all. And he actually had tears build up in his eyes. 
 
    He turned around and walked back to the house. Trudging. A slow walk. A defeated walk. 
 
    He entered the house.  
 
    Heather looked at him from the couch. She smiled. He felt a choked up sob creep up his throat and make itself known. 
 
    “Aw, Jack,” she said, and that was all it took. 
 
    Jack walked to her, fixated on her pussy, but she wouldn’t let him eat her right away. She hugged him. She held him, and he could feel her tits press against him, and her lips soothed him as they moved against his neck. 
 
    “Jack, you were easy. You know why you were easy? You know why you couldn’t hold out?” 
 
    Jack said nothing, but he felt electric. It felt good to be in her arms. Like her body had fitted to his perfectly when they danced the night previously, so it felt right now. Now that there was no resistance. 
 
    “You couldn’t hold out because all this wasn’t my idea. It was yours, Jack. You begged me. You got down on your knees, like a man proposing marriage, and you begged me to help you. That’s why you couldn’t hold out. You thought all this up on your own, and you want it. Do you understand, Jack? You want this. You want what I can do for you.” 
 
    Jack listened, and now he really listened. What she said, it made sense. And he wondered, if he had made this all up, didn’t that prove that he wanted it? 
 
    “Now, Jack,” she pushed him back, lifted her hands to his face and moved her head forward. She kissed him, slowly, tenderly, explored his lips with hers, and he could feel his dick powering up. Even confined it felt like a monster. 
 
    Then she pushed down on his shoulders. “Now, make me happy, and I’ll make you a writer of great romance.” 
 
    He knelt, and she sat down and pulled him between her spread legs.  
 
    She was right. Her pussy was delicious, and he buried himself in the moment. He gave an odd sigh as he licked, as he kissed, as he sucked. 
 
    Heather moaned and held his head down. “Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum!” 
 
    Jack’s tongue licked up her slit and battered her clitoris. He opened his mouth and french kissed her hole. He raised his hands and squeezed her breasts. 
 
    Heather began to gasp and gulp. She moved her hips into his face harder and harder. 
 
    For a long minute Jack battled her pussy with his tongue. He squeezed her breasts, then he finger banged her. 
 
    Heather started to lurch her hips at him. 
 
    He used two fingers, hooking them so as to find her g-spot. 
 
    She began to spasm, and then tilted over the edge. 
 
    “AHHH! AHHH!” Her pelvis rotated and thrust, the muscles freezing and locking, clamping down on his fingers even as she tried to pull back. 
 
    Then she began to relax, a deep relaxation. A relaxation born of emptiness of desire. 
 
    Jack looked up from between her legs. 
 
    She took his face with both hands and brought him to her. She kissed him, a big, long lasting splat of a kiss, and she could taste the sweetness of her pussy juice on his mouth. She sucked his mouth, then she pushed him back, straightened up and reached down between his legs She grabbed his caged cock. 
 
    He could feel her lift his meat up, hold it. He knew she was squeezing it, but the metal was protecting him. 
 
    “Now…go, Jack. Go to the computer.” 
 
    Jack stumbled to his feet and staggered across the room. 
 
    He was so horny it hurt. He wanted to rip her clothes off and have his way with her. He wanted to plunder her pussy, to savage her slit, but all he could do, the only thing in his mind that afforded any hope of relief, was writing about it. 
 
    He sat down at his computer. He stared at the page on the screen. His mind was blank, but ready. He stared at the screen, and all the sexual energy in him began to focus, to coalesce. And he could feel the energy waking him up, moving his hands over the keyboard. 
 
    Behind him Heather had come to the doorway. She could feel his state of mind. She could feel that sexual energy like it was a huge thunder cloud, crackling and snapping lightening. She watched as his back shuddered, and became loose, and the energy ran down to his hands. 
 
    Jack began to type. Words appeared on the screen. It wasn’t like Jack was doing the writing, it was like the writing was doing Jack.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jack was on fire. Heather had never seen anything like it. She had seen guys get ready for a game, she had watched people come alive for a moment, but this was something different. 
 
    This was like a monster snake had crawled into the room and swallowed Jack up, and the snake was causing his fingers to move faster than she could follow. This was causing the words to scamper across the screen like world class sprinters. 
 
    At one point she moved to the side of Jack and watched him. He was oblivious, she might as well not exist, and Jack’s eyes seemed to almost glow as he worked. 
 
    She stood behind him, and he wrote almost as fast as she could read. Fucking amazing. He was one of those idiot savants, or something. By day a mild mannered schnook. By night he turned into a word spewing demon. 
 
    She backed away and gave him space. 
 
      
 
    Jack worked for five hours straight. He was a typing machine. His actual word count, the number of words he had typed while in his special fugue state was over 12,000. 
 
    A short story. A third of a novel. Amazing. 
 
    And, as she looked at it, she realized that it was almost perfect. No typos. No grammatical errors. Just a perfect story, complete with fully fleshed characters and an intricate plot. 
 
    She walked into the kitchen. 
 
    She had intuited when he was about to come down and had fixed him a burger. He was chewing on it, and drinking some Coke.  
 
    “Do you write like that all the time?” 
 
    “Pretty much. Though I went a lot longer today Usually I’m good for a couple of hours. Three on a good day, one on a bad. Five hours, sort of surprises me.” 
 
    “Well, you’ve earned a reward, Jack.” 
 
    He stopped eating. He stared at her like an animal caught in the open. 
 
    “I’m going to give you a good back rub, let you eat me some more—I sure hope you don’t get tired of my pussy—and then we’ll see if we can get another five hours out of you.” 
 
    Jack’s eyes unfocused. He was thinking, his thoughts dwindled to some far away place, then he came back. “Okay.” 
 
    Heather marveled. He had just done something incredible, something that other people couldn’t do, and he treated it like it was normal. Well, perhaps for him it was. 
 
     
 
    Jack finished his burger and Heather told him to go lay on his bed. Naked. 
 
    He walked into the bedroom and followed her instructions, and she followed him. 
 
    She put on some good music, ‘Dark Side of the Moon,’ then she sat on his back. Her knees on both sides of him, she began to dig her fists into his flesh. 
 
    He groaned, and she could tell that he was feeling this simple massage as a sexual experience. Her flesh was tantalizing him, arousing him. His dick had to be screaming for relief inside his tube. 
 
    She went up and down his body, digging her fingers into crevices and pushing her knuckles into his muscles. Her breasts trailed across his back, and he could feel the solid tips slide across him, and he began to breath  deeper. 
 
    “Don’t go to sleep, Jack,” she admonished. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not,” and there was such intensity in his voice that Heather giggled. 
 
    She pinched his neck and reached around his head to pull on the skin of his face. She gently clawed his scalp with her digits. 
 
    Jack could feel himself waking up. He wanted to rise up, to fuck her, in the worst possible way. He wanted to pull out his dick and push it in her. He wanted to suck on her breasts and kiss her perfect lips. He wanted to bury his face between her breasts, between her thighs, even between her asshole. His dick wanted to bust the evil metal prison it was in. 
 
    Instead, all that sexual energy built and built. And it searched for an outlet, a way to release. 
 
    She reached down to his ass, ran her fingers up his butt crack. He shivered as she passed over his brown spot. 
 
    She reached between his legs and grabbed his manhood. She twisted it, and pulled it, and Jack gave a loud groan. 
 
    “Are you ready, Jack?” 
 
    Jack nodded. 
 
    “Then go get ‘em.” She slapped his ass and climbed off him. 
 
    Jack had to make his body work. It was frozen in sensuality, and he forced the muscles to work, the limbs to move. He managed to stand up. Heather balanced him for a second, then she moved him very slightly. Jack took a step, almost fell, then another step, and another. 
 
    He made it to the computer. He sat and stared, and the words that he had written focused in him. He didn’t need to remember where he was, for the computer remembered him, and his hands moved, and the sentence he had been on finished, and a new one started. 
 
    Then, like a switch had been thrown, his hands were moving, his fingers were stabbing, and the process of writing was happening. 
 
    Again, Heather stared, and marveled. Then she frowned. Marketing. 
 
     
 
    Jack put in four hours. During that time Heather sat down at his second computer and started exploring marketing. It was confusing, dumb and stupid. She remembered something Jack had told her the night previous. 
 
    The big companies that do the major book deals, they want you to do the advertising. You become a good writer, and then they want you to do something else. How stupid. And stupid were the directions they gave for marketing. And expensive. She figured out that if she did the Google ads and the Amazon ads and that sort of thing, the companies would make a killing, and the writer would be left with a pittance.  
 
    And if the writer went with other things, like Book Reads and all the other chat room type things, it took a lot of work. And work wasted the time a writer could spend writing. 
 
    No wonder Jack was irritated by it all. A great writer, and the parasites lived off him. 
 
    Oh, he was doing well, but he could be doing twice as good if she could figure the marketing thing and do it for him. 
 
    And she had to do something. Making him horny was fun, but when he started work she needed something else to do. 
 
    Making him horny. Hmmm. Now that was fun. She smiled, then she got up and went to see how Jack was doing. 
 
    Nearly 22,000 words for the day, but he was about done. She called up a Chinese take out and it arrived just as he was shutting down his computer. He yawned. His eyes looked a little bloodshot, but other than that he looked fine. 
 
    He stood up, stretched, turned around. 
 
    Heather pulled her head to indicate the kitchen. She was holding bags of rice and Orange Chicken and Beijing Beef and egg rolls and sweet and sour sauce. 
 
    They ate in the kitchen, Chinese with Coke. 
 
    “So how’d you do today,” she asked. 
 
    “It was heaven. No interruptions, got a fair amount done, but I need to do marketing. That’s—“ 
 
    “You need to show me how.” 
 
    He regarded her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s just that I always do everything myself.” 
 
    “Get used to sharing.” 
 
    He grunted. “Yeah.” Then: “Okay.” 
 
    “After dinner.” 
 
    “Okay. By the way, you get one cum a month.” 
 
    He almost spit up his orange chicken.  
 
    She laughed. “What? Did you think I was going to cut you off forever?” 
 
    “I sort of thought that was going to happen.” 
 
    “That would be silly. One, we have to clean your pipes out. Two, if there’s no heaven everything becomes hell.” 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    “Now, the only question I have for you is…how do you want it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your orgasm,” she explained patiently. 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a minute, then: “What are my choices.” 
 
    “Well, there’s your hands, my hands, my mouth, your mouth, if you’re flexible enough,” he snorted at that, “then there’s blow up dolls and jack off tubes and…” she continued listing all the methods he had to choose from. 
 
    “What if I want pussy.” 
 
    There it was, the elephant in the room. Shut up or put up. 
 
    “That can be arranged,” she was carefully and completely non-committal. 
 
    “So if I want to put my dick in your vagina, you’re all right with that.” 
 
    “Let me explain something. If your statistics are rising, you get it any way you want. I’m willing to sacrifice myself for the company.” Even, balanced, giving away nothing. 
 
    He twisted his lips, “What if you really don’t want me fucking you.” 
 
    “I’ll deal with that.” 
 
    He soughed, and it was very expressive. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Talk about selling your soul.” 
 
    It bothered her, but she wasn’t about to call uncle. “If I can abuse you, then you can abuse me.” 
 
    He nodded, and the conversation veered elsewhere, and happily. There was too much to think about with that little pickle. 
 
      
 
    After dinner they sat down at the computer. 
 
    “Okay, the secret is that marketing is publishing.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “The algorithms are set to advertise books depending on how many books you publish.” 
 
    Heather frowned. There was something she wasn’t getting here. She had taken marketing classes in college, and this didn’t exactly make sense. 
 
    “The problem is that nobody can publish enough, so they end up on the edge of the big money. Only a couple of people actually make money from Amazon, Google, and those platforms. I can, but you can see the problem…I’m making half as much as I could, except that I have to stop and publish. That means format the book, choose a cover, write a release, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “So what should I do.” 
 
    He took her through Kindle. “Select the keywords, I’ve got a program that can help you, or you can just enter a keyword in Goggle and see what they suggest. When you enter a word they give you a scroll down, and at the bottom of the page there is a list. Choose the words that have the best draw, which means the most people use them. 
 
    “After that, write a description. Then click here and upload the book, then select a cover. After that you just have to go to the pricing page.” 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    “That’s all.” 
 
    “But it’s stupid!” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “But there are a dozen better ways to do it.” 
 
    “Amazon, Google, they don’t care. They just figured out the algorithm where a few people make a lot of money, and the rest make a little money, but always think they’re going to make a lot of money.” He shrugged. 
 
    “So I publish a book for you, and we let them do the work, and because you’re writing more than is humanly possible, we make more money.” 
 
    We. That was a hard word for him. He was used to doing it all himself. But he nodded. 
 
    “What about the release?” 
 
    “I’ve got a couple of websites set up. If you write a few hundred words, tell everybody there is a new book, that’s a release.” 
 
    “But who do you give it to?” 
 
    “Google.” 
 
    “I don’t get it?” 
 
    “Google likes blogs that publish a lot, that see a lot of activity. You publish every day and Google will pass it along. If you can publish twice a day, re-release one of my books, all the better. And  whatever you publish will automatically reach Twitter and Linked In and a few other platforms. And that’s all there is to it.” 
 
    “That’s it. Simple, eh?” 
 
    “So simple it’s stupid.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I’m going to watch the news and hit the hay. Late start, I’m done late. Are you going to sleep on the couch?” 
 
    Heather smiled. “I’ve got that bed right in there.” She pointed into Jack’s bedroom. 
 
    “I sleep in there.” 
 
    “I’m not kicking you out.” 
 
    “Wait…what?” 
 
    “You’ve got one bed. I’m not going to wreck my back on a stupid couch. Your bed is plenty big enough.” 
 
    Jack was sort of gob struck by this. He was sharing the house, his computers, even his food. But..his bed? 
 
    “What’s the problem, Jack? Don’t like girls?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “In the American west children would sleep in the same bed. Back in revolutionary times adults would sleep in the same bed.” 
 
    “But…we’re different sexes.” 
 
    “Oh, goody, you noticed.” She clapped her hands in glee. Then she toned it down to a smile and said, “In old times if a guy was going to marry a girl, and he spent the night at her house, her parents would sew him into a big bag and he would sleep like that. Do you need a bag, Jack? Are you going to molest me?” 
 
    She placed one hand on her chest in mock shock. 
 
    “I’ve got a chastity tube on, in case you haven’t noticed.” There was just the slightest trace of bitterness in his voice. 
 
    “Oh, is that what that is? What’s on TV?” 
 
    Nothing else to do, Jack turned on the tube. They watched ‘Ridiculousness,’ and Jack was surprised to find himself laughing in tune with Heather. Apparently they had similar senses of humor. 
 
    Finally, it was bed time. Jack took a shower, and was surprised when Heather got into the shower with him. She soaped him down, and he soaped her down, and his dick felt like busting. 
 
    “Oh, look, your balls are so big! And they’re blue! I didn’t know that blue balls meant real, actual blue balls.” 
 
    “And they hurt,” he groused. 
 
    “Oh, too bad.” She got out and toweled herself off. Then she powered up a hair drier and worked on her hair. 
 
    Jack toweled off and went to bed, pulled the covers over, and thought about life and the wicked webs people weave. He was almost asleep when Heather pulled the covers up and slid in next to him. 
 
    “Mmm. Warm body.” She snuggled against him. 
 
    All thoughts of sleep were instantly erased from Jack’s head. He was electrified by the feel of her warm flesh touching his. The fact that she squeezed his chastity tube good night didn’t help. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “What?” She asked, worming into him more. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    He lay there in the dark, eyes open, waiting for the electricity in his groin to go away, or to explode, or something. 
 
    After a few minutes she began lightly snoring. 
 
    He tried to turn away from her, but she awoke enough to hold on to him. He sighed. 
 
    Hours later Jack managed to slip into a light sleep. But his groin kept waking him up. 
 
    Heather slept like a lamb. 
 
    Jack slept like a wolf on the prowl. 
 
    And, finally, dawn squeezed a little light under the shades. 
 
    Heather awoke and stretched. She kissed Jack on the cheek and said, “I like this. It’s like love without all the messy sex stuff.” Then she bounced out of bed. 
 
    Finally, Jack managed to fall asleep. but it was daylight, so he didn’t sleep long. 
 
     
 
    Jack wandered into the kitchen yawning and stretching. Heather was in the back yard doing Yoga. The weather had broken and the cold was gone. 
 
    Jack watched her through the kitchen window as he fixed breakfast. 
 
    She was an amazingly fit woman. And those breasts. He smiled. Then he frowned. He realized that he was a very conflicted man. 
 
    Yes, he had apparently made this situation happen. But…but things didn’t always go as planned. then he thought about marketing. He wondered if Heather could do it. 
 
    Heather finished her work out and entered the kitchen. She had a light. sweat on and she grinned at Jack, who was just finishing his eggs. 
 
    “Oh, goody, eggs!” She sat next to him and grabbed his balls. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Jack mumbled. His cock started jerking and twitching in the cage. 
 
    “No fuckie for you, Jackie boy. Not for a month.” She played with his nuts, then reached across and played with one of his nipples. Jack gasped and found breathing…interesting. 
 
    “You know, we started this deal on the fifth of the month. Technically, we should wait through this month, then through the next month. That’s the only way to make sure you get a full month of tease and denial in.” 
 
    “No,” he gasped. 
 
    “But I’m generous. So the first of the month it is. But don’t you be waking me up at midnight when the month turns over. You wait until I’m awake before you claim your prize. 
 
    “Fuck,” Jack whispered. It had only taken a few minutes to hornicize him. Her playing with him the day before was apparently cumulative. 
 
    She didn’t stop there. She pulled him into the living room and sat on the couch and had him worship her cave. She pulled his head in and fucked his face, and had a glorious orgasm. 
 
    She pushed him away, sighed in satisfaction. “Now don’t bother me for a few hours, you hopeless slut.” 
 
    Jack staggered in to the computer and, once again, turned into a writing machine. He spewed out the words for hours, not stopping for water or pee or anything. He just kept typing, and Heather wondered what was really happening in his mind. 
 
    Then, Jack working, her satisfied, she powered up the computer and began marketing/publishing. 
 
    It turned out to be easy. Jack was orderly, wrote descriptions and even had some keywords tentatively chosen.  
 
    So she worked on putting together covers, uploaded everything, and she saw the problem. 
 
    Publishing on Kindle was like trying to put toothpaste back into the tube. The program was twitchy and glitchy. It faltered, and broke, and everything had to be rebooted. And even if things went smoothly, there was an inordinate amount of wait time. Wait while Kindle formats. Wait while the cover is accepted. Wait, wait, wait. 
 
    And she saw that though the job was easy, Kindle had made it hard. Chalk up one more attribute for Jack. He could not only write like the devil was nipping his balls, but he had the patience of Job while the platform worked things out. 
 
    Then, she wrote a release, and blogged it, and was surprised to find that the morning had evaporated. Still, she was ahead of Jack. He was still writing like a maniac, so she went into the kitchen and prepared lunch. And smiled ruefully. 
 
    This was an easy job, with lots of potential, but the corporations worked against them, wanted to reduce them to the state of slave wagers, and she really was amazed that Jack had done as well as he could. He really was an amazing man, and that made her smile big. 
 
      
 
    Jack woke up a few minutes after midnight. He didn’t plan to. He had been tired and ready to sleep until morning, but a month of being promised a big orgasm had primed him, and he was awake. 
 
    Heather snored. Her body was warm. Her tits were big. Her cunt was juicy. And he had found out for a month just how warm, big and juicy she was. 
 
    He slithered out from under the covers and tip toed into the kitchen. 
 
    Funny, after a month they had become like a married couple. Anticipating each other. Thinking the same thoughts, having the same sense of humor. 
 
    Yet they weren’t married, and Jack was horny all the time. 
 
    Heather was too, but she got relief. A lot of relief. Sometimes several times a day. By tongue and by finger and by dildo she had her orgasms. And always wanted more. 
 
    Once she had told him it was because she never had to sleep in the wet spot. And never had to douche his liquids out of her. And never have to worry about him insisting upon putting his dick in her when it was inconvenient, when she didn’t feel like it. 
 
    Of course, she felt like it always, so that last point was moot.  double moot because he had not the dick with which to penetrate here sacred spot. The fact of not having to worry about being fucked had loosened her up so she always wanted to fuck. At least, that’s what she said. 
 
    But what she felt, deep down, Jack didn’t know. She was cheerful, talkative, but always kept a reserve. 
 
    Once he had thought maybe she was just a conniver, but now he didn’t think so. Sleeping with a person for a month, let alone eating their pussy and sucking their tits and kissing their mouth, that tended to make him trust her. 
 
    “Jack?” She stood in the doorway. 
 
    “Hi, babe.” 
 
    Babe. Pet names. Unique ways of being together that only they understood. 
 
    “Can’t sleep?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Big day, eh?” She came to him, pressed one hand against his cheek and kissed him. Her soft lips brushed his, and his wanna be boner woke right up. 
 
    She knew it, felt it, and reached down and took him in hand. She could feel the worm wriggling. She giggled. “Poor Jack.” 
 
    He smiled. his heart felt like bursting. This was the day. 
 
    “Well, come on, let’s get this unpleasantness over with.” 
 
    She pulled him by his package into the living room. She reached into her purse and pulled out a golden key. 
 
    “That’s where you hid it? But I searched everywhere!” 
 
    “Hiding in plain sight. I knew you would get complicated and overlook the easy.” 
 
    She led him back into the bedroom. She threw him onto the bed and stood over him, looking at the key in the dim light. She turned to Jack. 
 
    “Okay, bozo, how do you want it? Do you want to jerk off? Be done with it?” 
 
    Jack was breathing hard, finding it hard to talk. 
 
    “Or maybe you’d like to let my soft hands take you to paradise? Or my lips. You know, I give a hell of a blow job, Jack. I’ll paint them red for you, I know you like red lips, and I will suck your soul out of you.” 
 
    Jack stared at her, his eyes were shining. 
 
    “Or, Jack, you’re not thinking of taking my pussy are you? Not my precious, little sacred cave! You would actually dribble your foul stink into my precious pleasure palace?” 
 
    Jack managed to say, “Please…please.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. If you’re going to be a spoiled brat about it all. The pussy it is. Do you think you can handle a real woman’s pussy, Jack? Are you sure it isn’t going to be too much?” 
 
    Jack shook his head. 
 
    “Oh, okay. All right. Lay back.” 
 
    Jack lay back on the bed. Heather knelt between his legs, zen like, and put the key in the padlock. A simple twist and the padlock opened, and she pulled it out. 
 
    “Oh, God,” whispered Jack. 
 
    “Easy, tiger. Get ready for your dreams to come true.” She opened the ring around his balls and pulled the tube off him. 
 
    His dick sprang out, instantly hard. It was a good eight inches, and big around. White juice dripped out of the head. 
 
    “Ohhh, look. Baby gravy!” Heather bent down and licked him.  Mmm, sweet, too. Jack, you didn’t tell me that you were such a sweet boy.” 
 
    Jack couldn’t speak. His breath was high in his chest, he felt his guts roiling with excitement. 
 
    It had been a month. A month of being teased and edged and denied. A month of rubbing up against the finest body he had ever seen. 
 
    “Now, Jack, we don’t have to do this if you don’t want.” 
 
    She stroked him.  
 
    He was perilously close, but she figured she had time. She could play him, get a little extra mileage out of him, and then give him the goods. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to put this big, old thing into my pussy. Why, it’s so big it might hurt! You don’t want to hurt me, do you?” 
 
    “Unh…huh!” 
 
    “Is that yes? Or no? I don’t really know what you mean. Tell me Jack. Do you want to hurt my pussy, do you want to drive this big, old thing into my very soul? Do you?” 
 
    Jack nodded. Gulped. Tried to catch his breath. His groin felt like it would burst. His mind had faltered and stopped, and there was only the white hot lust motivating him. A month, a fucking month, and now he would be fucking. At last. 
 
    “Well, okay. If you’re going to be that kind of guy.” 
 
    She lifted a leg and pulled his leg closed. Then she lifted his other leg. Now she straddled him. And she was wet. Yes, she had been getting as much sex as she could want. But this was special. This was the culmination. This was Jack, and it was time to find out the truth about their relationship. It was time to fuck, and to see if their souls truly matched. 
 
    She knee walked up him, pressing her hands on his hard body. She stopped and played with his nipples. He groaned and made the most delightful sounds.  
 
    She advanced further, her pussy was right over his cock now, and she leaned down and kissed him. She played with his mouth, she tweaked his nipples, she loved him with her lips, her tits, her tongue, with every iota of herself. 
 
    Then, holding his cock straight up, she began to lower herself. She felt his tool touch her labia, she felt the cock head stall, and she organized herself, spread her lips grabbed his cock and prepared to sit down on him, and… 
 
    “AHHHHHH!” Jack arched his back and squirted. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Heather yelped. 
 
    His seed spurted into the air, coated the hairs of her pussy, made a mess, and he hadn’t even gotten into her! 
 
    A few more seconds, a final plunge, but…no. He had been too excited, too eager, and he couldn’t contain himself. He had lost control, and, in a way, she felt cheated. She had planned on this. She had as much invested as Jack. She NEEDED this. 
 
    And now…it was over. 
 
    Jack lay still, his dick going limp. 
 
    “Oh my God!” he muttered. His eyes were dazed, and he hadn’t fully comprehended what had happened. 
 
    “Well, Jack, I hope it was good for you.” The chastity tube was laying next to him, and he went limp so fast she managed to put it on him. 
 
    “Wait…wait!” 
 
    “What for?” she closed the ring, inserted the padlock. Click. 
 
    “No…no! I didn’t really come!” 
 
    “You didn’t? Felt like it to me. Is that sperm down there? You did it, Jack.” 
 
    “But I didn’t get to put it in you!” 
 
    “Then you must not have wanted to.” 
 
    She sat on him then. Her buttocks right on his re-caged cack. “Jack, Jack, Jack. You tried your best. But…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Tomorrow night!” 
 
    “Once a month, Jack.” 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Life isn’t fair.” 
 
    “But…you…I need…” 
 
    Then she laid down on him. Stretched her body out and fitted herself to him. 
 
    He was stunned, shocked, his mind was shattered. 
 
    They lay quietly. Her mind a mix, his churning. 
 
    She had put him back in chastity, but, oh, how she wanted to let him loose. To wait until tomorrow and get a real fuck. 
 
    But he had hired her to make him a success, and she was determined to do that. Even if she had to sacrifice her own lusty heart. 
 
    She felt his heart beating. His groin was sticky, but unsatisfied. 
 
    Jack’s mind slowly calmed down. He had been so horny, too horny. He couldn’t help himself, but to not be given a chance…it wasn’t fair. 
 
    “I need it,” he said into the air. To everybody, and nobody, and to Heather. 
 
    She stretched her head up very slightly. She kissed him. She had never felt anything so good in her life. “Jack?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Go to sleep.” 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued… 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
     
 
      
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Jack and Heather, 
 
    parts two and three are almost ready to go. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    A SPECIAL NOTE: 
 
      
 
    Most people don’t know how the Amazon star rating system works. 
 
    Five stars and a book gets noticed, and Amazon pushes it. 
 
    Four stars and it stays within sight. Amazon pushes it, barely, and it usually stays within sight. 
 
    Anything less than four stars and it disappears, Amazon simply stops promoting it. 
 
    If you love a book, give it five stars. 
 
    If you like a book, give it four stars. 
 
    If you think the book has value, just not for you, don’t rate it. 
 
    If you are trying to destroy an author, and this is any author, not just me, give a book three or less stars. It will disappear, and it will be difficult to find even with a word for word search of Amazon. 
 
    That’s how the star system works. Personally, I think it is a terrible system. I can’t tell you how often I have had a great review, and three stars. They loved the book, but took it off the boards because they didn’t understand the rating system. 
 
    And, here’s a nasty one, I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had a ‘moralist’ rate me with one star, simply because they think the world is better off without erotica. 
 
    I think it is important to give an author high ratings, it is encouragement, and makes the system work. On the other hand, if you don’t have something nice to say about somebody, best to just let them be. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World!… 
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    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels coming soon!

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ (30,000 words) Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Emasculation Project ~ (27,000 words) Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ (24,000 words) Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, female dominance, male submission, tease and deny, supernatural sex, gender transformation, crossdressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.
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    The Feminization Games ~ (35,000 words) Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ (31,000 words) Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Woman Unleashed ~ (22,000 words) Talia was a politician. She was a power player who knew how to use people. Then she met Roger. 
 
    Roger was raised in a monastery. He lived a spiritual life of giving. Then he met Talia. 
 
    Two people, a power exchange of spiritual magnitude, and a journey to love and beyond. 
 
      
 
    This book has female led relationships, power exchange, feminization, orgasm denial, cross dressing, pegging, gender transformation 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ (34,000 words) Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Was Feminized by the FBI ~  (12,000 words) serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman and explore the heart of the transgender community in San Francisco. His/her handler, FBI agent Shipps, finds herself compromised and confused by all the gender shenanigans. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
      
 
    This story has breast growth, feminization, transgender, cross dressing, pegging, chastity belt, submission 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Bank Robber Became a Lady ~ (10,000 words) Kimberly is holding $10,000 when her bank is robbed, and she is taken hostage. Then she finds out the bank robber is her ex-boyfriend! 
 
    She still loves him, and now she has to get him out of the mess he has created, but there’s only one way. Tommy’s about to become a woman! 
 
      
 
    This story has forced feminization, cross dressing, lots of sex and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Stepforth Husband ~ (46,000 words) Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics compan. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ (28,000 words)  Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world. 
 
    This book has female supremacy, forced feminization, gender transformation, hormones, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Gave My Man Boobs ~ (11,400 words) Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get? 
 
      
 
    This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ (22,000 words) 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? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lactating Man ~ (15,000 words) Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The Sexual Edge ~ (10,500 words) Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson was going to be champ. Then he met a girl who took him apart. Now she’s offering to put him back together…can he trust her? 
 
      
 
    This story has male chastity, bondage, orgasm denial, chastity device, teasing and denial, erotic punishment, submission, and more. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    Revenge of the Lactating Babes ~ (10,250 words) Joe was obsessed with boobs, and he gave his wife a drug that would make hers bigger. Joe’s wife finds out, and decides to give Joe his own set of boobs. Yikes! 
 
      
 
    This story contains feminization, cross dressing, breast growth, chemical castration, non consensual transgender, orgasm denial, power exchange. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Was Feminized ByThe FBI ~ (12,000 words) A serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman. This compromises his handler, FBI agent Shipps. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
    This story has breast growth, feminization, transgender, cross dressing, pegging, chastity belt, submission 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    COVID Feminized My Husband ~ (10,500 words) Tammi has a weight problem. Chuck has a cheating problem. 
 
    Together they have a Covid problem, but they don’t know it. They are about to enter the perfect storm of sexual chemistry. 
 
    This story contains female domination, forced transgender, crossdressing, pegging, cheating husband, breast growth, strap on sex 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    A Man Caught ~ This book is part one of an ongoing series as Johnny and Janet are forced to explore the terror and degradation of a secret sex society! 
 
    Janet has a mysterious job. Johnny follows her one night. He gets caught by the members of a very special club. Now Johnny and Janet have to join the club. And the things they have to do will change them forever! 
 
    This book contains feminization, chastity, bondage, humiliation, pubic exposure, submission, orgasm denial, male chastity, forced feminization. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Witch Feminized Me ~ Liam is a nice guy, who helps a witch, who helps him. Now Liam is changing into a woman, it’s going to to happen in ten days. Will Liam be able to fight the curse? Or does he want to? 
 
      
 
      
 
    This book contains feminization, gender transformation, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, forced-bi, shrunken manhood. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    Nine to Five Feminism ~ Jackson Rand is a mean boss, he takes away everybody’s Christmas bonus. What he doesn’t know is that three of his workers, Ann, June and Mia, are coming for him. They know his secrets, and they are going to make him a different person. A real different person. 
 
    Will Jackson survive the wrath of three women? 
 
    This book contains forced feminization, male chastity, bondage, bdsm, crossdressing, submission, female domination. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Were-Fem ~ Rodney was a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney ends up being cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon. 
 
      
 
    This book contains supernatural sex book, erotic punishment, gender transformation short story, forced transgender, demon sex, blackmail, deals with the devil. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Breaking Jack ~ (40,000) Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ (35,000 words) Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~ (35,000 words) The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ (9,000 words) Two novelettes for the price of one. 
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on the Internet. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…

  

 
   
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
    (109,000 words) 
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Banned by Amazon…available on the Internet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Write Feminist’ 
 
    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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