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PART ONE

“You be nice to my mother now.”

I sighed, and, man, it was a big sigh.

I looked at my wife, from the top of her wavy chestnut hair to the tips of her red painted toe nails, she was a babe. 36-24-36. A face that would make a movie star envious, dark, brown eyes—eyes that held little in the way of whites and gave her a very intense look.

Her mother was sort of like that. Even though she was in her forties, she had managed to stave off time. Her body was a little thicker, but not much, and any thickness was offset by her boobs. Man, she had boobs. Her boobs entered the room a full minute before she did.

And her face was pretty good. A spattering of crow’s feet beside her eyes. A couple of vertical lines between her eyebrows, especially when she looked at me. But she was obviously her daughter’s mother.

The problem was that she didn’t like me.

“She doesn’t like me,” I muttered.

“Of course she does.”

“She looks at me like I am the dirt beneath her high heels. She’s always sniffing in disgust when she looks at me. She treats me like a servant. ‘Do this…do that,’” I mimicked her manner.

Julie giggled. Then: “She is very kind—“

“Too you,” I blurted.

“She could be kind to you, too, if you gave her half a chance.”

I made a farting sound.

Julie turned to me, and my heart stopped. “Now, listen. She’s going to be here for the holidays. Only two weeks. And I want you to be on your best behavior. You do whatever she says. You smile, you chat pleasantly. If you give her half a chance you might just find yourself having a good time.”

“With that…that…harridan?”

“With that kind woman who raised me.”

“I’d rather gargle tacks.”

She turned back to her mirror and sighed. As she brushed a light powder onto her face she said, “John, I am quite serious…I want you to do anything and everything she says while she’s here. She is a wonderful mother.”

I sighed again. “She’s a wonderful mother to you. And, I have seen her around your sisters, and she is kind. But around your brothers, uh!” I shivered.

Jullie made a moue. I thought she was frowning, until she applied her lipstick. Turning the base of the tube, watching the red cylinder retract, she said, “I know she is rough on my brothers, but she keeps them in line.”

“And when we were at her party last year, she terrorized all men. Any boy above puberty was in her sights.”

Julie turned to me again. She had a worried look in her eyes. “Johnny,” she calls me Johnny when she wants something, “You’re right. Mother is tough on men, but there’s a reason. My father.”

I blinked. This was going deeper, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to find out about the skeletons in Julie’s family.

“My father, I never knew him, but I get the impression he was cruel to her.”

Oh, geez. One of those guys. “I’m sorry, honey. But that doesn’t mean she has to take it out on me…on men.”

“No, but it explains it. It explains why she can be a little…terse.”

I sat on the bed and thought about it. So her father had been a beater. What a weenie. Well, he had passed, and maybe that was a good thing. Hard to say something like that, but…

“So, Johnny?”

I looked up, and knew it was coming.

“I want you to be as kind as you can. Super kind. Do everything she asks, comply with every wish. If you do that I guarantee she’ll change her attitude towards you. She’ll even start acting lovey dovey,” she giggled. “She might even put you in her will.”

I chuckled. That was a long standing joke. For all her bitchiness, June was rich, and the standing joke was you had to behave or she’d leave you out of the will. No big deal…but funny.

“Okay,” I sighed.

Julie gave herself a final spritz, stood up and turned to me. A vision. A Goddess. And she was mine.

She walked towards me, an evil grin on her face. “If you can be nice to mommy, this mommy can be nice to you.”

Suddenly, she was in front of me, standing with her legs between mine. And I was surprised. One second she was on one side of the room, the next she was…what happened to all the walking from here to there? I mean, it was only a few feet, but something had time warped, or something.

“Be nice to mommy.” I felt like I was shrinking, looking up…up…to my beautiful wife looking down…down…

Then I found myself back on the bed, my legs spread. Julie was still between my legs, was holding my ankles back and up. Dully, I realized she was doing me Amazon style. My prick was up and she was engulfing me, like she was the man and I was the woman. She was the dominant and I was the submissive. And her voice, as she fucked me…

“Be kind to my mother…do anything, I mean anything, she wants…and maybe I’ll let you cum.”

She backed off, and I knew she had had an orgasm, I could feel the warmth of her satisfaction, but I hadn’t…

And I thought: What’s that smell?

“Wait…” I spoke, and it felt like I was speaking through a hollow tube that was a mile long.

Then I remembered nothing.

“Wake up, honey!” Julie shook my foot.

I came to blearily, I had passed out. What had happened? One second I was sitting on the bed, then I had a jumbled discordance of memories—memories of fucking, but I hadn’t…but—then I was waking up.

“What happened?

“You must have been really tired,” she was fastening her earrings onto her ears. “After we made love,” she smiled, “you just passed out.”

“I passed out?”

“Is there an echo here,” she laughed.

But I was confused. I had had a good night’s sleep. Why had I passed out?

I stood up, and almost fell. Julie was next to me and she steadied me with one hand. “Easy, slick. Boy, I must have really been good.”

“Oh…yeah.”

“Or not. After all, you didn’t cum.”

“I didn’t?” I frowned.

“But, no matter, I’ll screw your brains out once—“

DING! Her cell phone rang.

“Oh, that’s mother. She must be almost here,” she picked up her cell and whispered to me, “Hurry! Get ready! And remember…do anything she says!” Then, into the phone. “Mother!”

When she told me to do anything I felt like I was a baseball that had just been knocked over the fence. I was traveling away from her, she was growing smaller and smaller, and I staggered again. Then I found myself standing next to the bed. Julie talking to her mother on her cell as she retreated down the hallway.

And I smelled something.

What was happening to me.

I began to get dressed, and I seemed to be okay now. But that weird dizziness, smelling phantom smells, maybe I better see a doctor. I didn’t want to have a tumor or something.

“Mother!” Julie hugged June. Together they were almost twins, except for June’s bigger boobs and slightly more weathered face. The hug ended and Julie turned to me. “Johnny, give mother a hug.”

Now, normally, I would put a hand on a wrist, sort of come close, and back away quick. But, I don’t know what happened, another weird sort of time jump, and I was hugging her. Big time. Arms all the way around her, check to cheek. I could feel those mammoth boobs pressing against me.

And, I hate to say it, but I had a hard on. A big one. One that was the result of fucking my wife and not cumming. And I knew, as June pushed me away and glared at me, she had felt it.

Oh, crap! My mother-in-law had felt my boner!

But she just studied me with that curved lip, then turned to Julie. “Come, dear. Let’s have some tea and…”

She linked arms with her daughter and they started to enter the house. Then June half turned and tossed over her shoulder, “Get my bags, Johnson.”

Julie giggled, not seeing the undercurrent, the vibe her mother was putting out. And the triumphant look in her eyes.

And I froze. I hated it when she called me Johnson, like I was a servant, but…do anything…I found myself turning to her car, walking to the trunk.

I carried her bags upstairs, and I felt like I was outside myself. And, here’s something weird…I felt good. And I smelled something.

I came downstairs and June and Julie were in the kitchen, perched over herbal tea, and I caught the tail end of a conversation. “…it is specially made. Designed to make them do whatever you…” they turned to me. June was victorious. Julie seemed…conflicted.

“Get me some more hot water,” June commanded.

That smell, like violets drowning in turpentine, and…time warp…I found myself pouring hot water into June’s cup.

Julie was biting her lip and staring at me.

What was the matter?

But I felt good. Happy.

“Now, Johnson, I want you to go sit on the porch for a while.” I found myself walking out…time warp…I was on the porch. Staring at the birds singing in the trees, feeling the wind brush through my hair. And I felt so-o-o good.

I remembered hearing June say something about her will, and then that time warp thing had happened.

Suddenly, I realized I could still hear them talking. The window to the kitchen was open a crack, and they were speaking in normal voices.

June: “It’s been specially designed. It’s a hypnotic.”

“But, mother…I don’t want to hypnotize John.”

But June was remorseless. “You have to make sure that all men are well behaved, that’s all.”

“Mother, I don’t want you to use that perfume on John. “

“Nonsense. He’s a man and he needs a firm…” her voice drifted away, she was speaking in a lower tone of voice.

Julie again: “Promise me, mother. I’m not going to use that perfume you gave me, and I don’t want you using your perfume on him.”

I listened to their arguing, and I realized, back in my mind, my mind that wasn’t quite there, I was hypnotized. I could hear things, I could even think after a fashion, but…I had to follow instructions.

Perfume.

That smell.

I had first experienced this after Julie had spritzed some on herself…and she had received that perfume from her mother the day before in the mail.

And June had it.

And she used it.

So that was why I had so happily retrieved her bags.

Why I was so happy, even though I didn’t like her and usually felt a severe disgruntlement towards her.

Oh, fuck.

“John?” Julie called me.

I stood up and happily went into the kitchen. The women stared at me.

“Yes?” I said, a big smile on my happy face.

June’s mouth was turned down and twisted in unhappiness.

“John, you don’t have to do anything that June says.”

From far away I sort of nodded at myself. Yet her words were weak, and I knew why. She wasn’t speaking out of a spritz of the hypnotic perfume. She was just talking. And normal speech would just bounce off spritzed commands.

I thought about saying something about that, explaining, but she went on speedily, as if she wanted to get this conversation over quickly.

“June has been using a perfume, and she gave some to me, and that perfume tends to make men…” she hesitated, searching for the words, “malleable. Do you understand?”

Oh, yes, I understood everything, but from a mile away. I nodded, happily.

“Okay. Why don’t you occupy yourself for a while. Mother and I have to have a discussion.”

Oh. They were going to fight some more. I turned and walked out of the room. Behind me Julie’s voice rose, and it sounded like she was reading June the riot act. Of course, I didn’t think June would care.

I went to the computer room and surfed for a while. I wasn’t feeling too full of energy, I was still under the influence of  the perfume, so I just sort of…meandered.

Later, we had dinner, and I think the perfume was starting to wear off a little. I was still a bit goofy inside, but on the surface I was acting normal, and I felt like was starting to think a little.

June was a bit subdued, and the dinner was, and not just because I was ‘purple spritzed’ (what I refer to the mist coming out of the perfume bottle because the bottle was purple) but because Julie seemed more in control, didn’t give her mother much of a chance to speak.

After dinner we sat in the living room, the TV on low, and chatted. I was feeling a bit slow, however, so I just watched TV while they talked. For some reason I didn’t mind the Kardashians, and they talked about family and stuff.

Then, the evening got late and I went up the stairs with Julie.

“John, I’m sorry about that perfume thing.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“I had no idea that mother was going to…well, I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay.” I was a bit vacant about all this.

We entered the bedroom and, because Julie had already had an orgasm, we just went to bed. I did have a big boner, though. Even though I had been hypnotized my dick was my dick, and didn’t want to go down. I laid for hours and just thought, my dick pointing towards the sky.

I had been hypnotized. I was still a little goofy, but I was coming down. I was able to have my own thoughts, and even act on them. That was the important thing…to be able to act on my thoughts. When I was under the purple spritz I had to go along with everything.

Purple spritz. How nefarious.

The following two days were a return to normal. I resented June, and she resented me, and if Julie hadn’t been there we would have done more than snipe at each other with a few pointed words.

But she was there, so peace was held.

Then, on the third day…

We were all on the sun porch when…Ding a doo doo!…Julie’s cell phone rang. It was a work number, so she quickly answered it.

“Hi, Ron, how’s the…” listening, an expression of dismay growing on her face, “he didn’t! What are we going to do?” Biting her lip, more listening. “I could, but…isn’t there some way we…” More listening, and she turned away and went out to the patio.

June smiled at me. She didn’t say anything. I smiled at her. If smiles could kill we were both dead.

Julie came back into the room. “Guys, I had a BIG emergency at work, and I’m going to have to fly to New York for three days. I am so sorry…”

And, oh crap, I realized as she made her apologies, I was going to be alone with the harridan. My arch enemy. Joker and Batman forced to live together. Superman and Lex Luthor. What could be worse?

A half hour later, a bag thrown together, I stood next to her car and kissed her.

“Remember, Johnny, be kind. She really responds to kindness.”

I just smiled and agreed, and my heart felt like it was the anchor on the Titanic.

June was on the porch, and she waved, and my wife backed out of the driveway and drove down the street. I turned, she walked back into the house, and I ascended the porch.

For a moment I stood before the front door, wishing Julie hadn’t had to go. But, there it was, and I was stuck with June. Well, maybe I should do my best to get along with the old bitch. Maybe I should be pleasant and just…get along.

With this thought in mind I opened the door and…SZZZZT! She was waiting for me, a purple bottle in her hand, her finger going down and a mist hitting me in the face.

Suddenly I felt like I was backing out the still open door, flying backwards across the big lawn and perching in one of the big willows on the edge of the street.

“Well, Johnston,” I heard her as if she was in the willow with me, and then I realized I wasn’t in the willow, I was standing right in front of her. I just thought I was a hundred yards away. And with that thought I catapulted through the air and back into my own body. And there I was, in front of my arch enemy, feeling goofy, and she said, “Now that my silly daughter is out of the way…you will do EXACLY what I say. Anything I want. You will do. You got that?”

Outside myself, nothing but a little speck of awareness compelled to watch my body follow instructions, I nodded.

“Follow me.”

I followed. A dumb, docile, happily smiling doofus. Like a puppy dog prancing into a lion’s den.

“We’re going to have so much fun, you and I. Honestly, I have wanted to do this to you for the longest time. But you are such a stick in the mud. I give you a hint, and you get all huffy and treat me like I’m the original wicked witch. Honestly, men have no real idea of what the world is all about. What life is all about. Lose your clothes in there, then come to the attic.” She pointed me into my room.

I entered, stripped, and managed to put my clothes away. It was an incredibly minor stall, an attempt to manifest some spirit, and it wasn't much, but I managed to do it.

Then, no choice in my monkey little skull, I walked down the hall to the stairs to the attic.

This was an older home we had been fixing up, and there was a narrow staircase to the attic, and the attic was almost like a third floor. It was big, spacious, and had a couple of windows at each end. It wasn’t finished, however, and though it had a floor for walking on, the walls were nothing by two by fours. Julie and I had talked about making a third floor out of it, maybe a ‘super den,’ a man cave of Brobdingnagian proportions, but we had never done anything but store boxes, old clothes, and the like.

I crossed the attic to where June was sitting in a rocker and working on a piece of rope. The rope was about 25 feet long, and she was pulling a knot out.

“Stand there,” she said, as she untwisted and pulled the length of rope out of the knot.

I stood, and she worked, there were actually a few knots, and she suddenly looked up and showed me her teeth. “I know you can’t generate much thought right about now, my understanding is that you’re feeling beside yourself, and you’re just sort of watching. That’s what the fellows who made the purple spritz told me, at least. They said it was like being on a really pleasant roofie, lots of awareness, though, not forgetfulness. Is that how it feels to you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s ‘yes, ma’am.’”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She pulled the length of rope through another knot. It was good rope, the knots left some slight bends, but it was coming out smooth. And it seemed to be soft rope. Not soft soft, but a little soft.

She focused on the rope again. “So, in your far away place, do you have any questions before we begin?”

I stood there, naked, my dick bobbing, and blinked, and a question started to come out of me. “Why are you doing this?”

“My second husband, bless his soul. He got me started on this, then I found that I liked it, and from there…” she shrugged.

“What is …’this?’”

She glanced up, again with the teeth, back to the knot, and, “Have you ever heard of kinbaku?”

“No…ma’am.” That ma’am sort of just spurted out of me. This purple spritz stuff was powerful.

“Kinbaku means ‘tight binding.’ It is a form of sexual bondage. You tie people up, tease them a bit, and…and that’s kinbaku.”

“Oh,” I managed to mutter.

“And I, courtesy of my late husband, who I loved dearly, am what is called a kinbakushi, or a kinbaku master. I will be doing shibari, which is the act of tying, binding, or weaving. To you.”

To me? I was far away, but I was also right there, and I was very confused.

Just to let you know, educated people make the best subjects, Kinbaku has its roots in actual torture. Samurai would capture somebody, tie them in a painful manner, and walk them to wherever their master wanted. And sometimes the rope bindings were specifically designed not to just confine, but to torture, and even to maim and kill. I know many of those particular bindings, but, alas,” she smiled, “I won’t be using those ties on you.

“What we will be doing is exploring erotic ties. We will bind you, and tease you, and you will have an experience that few people, very few westerners, have ever experienced. I will bring you to the edge again and again. How long since you made love to Julie?”

“The day before you arrived.”

She frowned. “That’s not right. You’re hornier than that.”

“I didn’t cum.”

“Why ever not? Are you already one of these kinky people? Who like to deny themselves and get high on the excitation period of sex?”

“No…I…” I tried to hold it in. This was personal.

“Come on, spit it out.”

“She had used the perfume and I was…I couldn’t…”

June laughed merrily. “Oh, that’s good. So when did you come before that?”

“A week.”

A week. That makes it about ten days. Oh, you must be ripe. No wonder you have such a delicious hard on.” She shook her head. “When you hugged me, that first day, and I felt your big dick, I knew you had been spritzed, but…I didn’t know about the sex. that explains it. Tell me, are your nuts full to bursting? Got a case of the blue balls?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She chortled, and finished untying the last knot.

“Why…why…why…” It was like I was stuck on a record.

“Go on. Ask.”

“Why are you doing this?”

She was sitting there, the light from one of the windows just touching her, actually had a small nimbus of light around her head, and she stopped and seemed to drift away. Then she came back and smiled at me. This smile was pleasant, of pleasant memories.

“Kinoko was my second husband. My first husband, Steve, was Julie’s father. When he died I was distraught. He was the love of my life. I truly thought the world had ended and I couldn’t go on.

“I had money then, Steve left me quite a bundle, but what good is money? Right?”

“Well, to make along story short, I began to travel. Beneath the travel was a desperation. I wanted to discover a new meaning for my life. I wanted life to be like as it was with Steve. But…no Steve…” she shrugged eloquently. “He was gone and I was lost. So I guess you could say I was searching, trying to find my way out of being lost. Maybe find a new Steve, but find something, anything, that would take this profound sense of loss out of my soul.

“I wanted to live again.

“And then I met Kinoko.”

She stopped talking for a minute. She put the rope aside and stood up and began taking off her clothes.

I stared, and my dick began to throb as she uncovered her flesh.

“I’ll fix myself up later, it will be like a ceremony when we get started, and I must adhere to certain strictures and standards, but right now…it’s nice just being comfortable. Especially with someone I love.

She had slipped out of her blouse and stretched her arms behind her and undid her bra. Her breasts were so large her tits literally sprang forth. A little bit of a sag, which is normal, but not much. Her boobs were like miniature volcanoes, with large nipples jutting out. I stared, and my cock danced, and she smiled.

“And I do love you. You are the man my daughter has chosen, and I think she has chosen right. Unfortunately, my particular brand of…shall we call it ‘mental disorder?…prevents me from showing any emotion.

“Emotion is reserved for the ropes and the ties that bind. Emotion is something to be squeezed out until there is nothing left. I have been squeezed many times, and I have no silly humanoid types of emotions left in me.

“I do, however, have an amazing expanse of soul revealed, left in place of emotion. So though I do not show emotion, and though this tends to frighten people still imbued with emotion, I am filled with love. Vast love. Universal love. I even love my enemies, and in every sense of the word.

“When I get somebody who I truly despise and exhaust them with my ropes, empty them of sensation and find their truth of soul…” she shivered to complete the thought.

This was getting scary, and that little piece of me still aware recognized that. She was speaking of her own mental disorders, her insanities, and how she loved her enemies. And what did that entail? Tying them up and torturing them until she had an orgasm?

It was my turn to shiver, and in my little soul, way back in my brain, I shuddered mightily.

But not a whit of flesh did so much as twitch.

“Anyway,” she continued. I met Kinoko in Japan. In Hiroshima. I had gone there to stand where the atomic bomb had exploded. I wanted to understand why God could snuff out a hundred thousand souls at a whim. I wanted to understand how millions of men and women could march in war, devastate countries, and whole cultures.

“And, of course, I wanted love. Love like I had had with Steve.

“So I was standing there, under the memory of a nuclear cloud, and a man walked up next to me. He was my height, almost exactly. Sometimes it felt like he was a sixteenth of an inch shorter, and sometimes a sixteenth of an inch taller, so he was my size.

“And he was slender. I was Julie’s size then. A svelte 130 pounds, had the big boobs even then, and he was 130 pounds, but instead of large breasts he had lithe, stringy muscle. the man was so strong, and so flexible. It made it a true joy when he had tied me up enough, and taught me enough, that I might tie him up.

“He said, ‘Can you feel them?’”

I looked at him. A stranger, but he spoke so familiarly. I didn’t know of his great emptiness of emotion, and his vast soul, but I intuited something, I understood him.

“I hear their voices. A hundred thousand people, gone.”

I was watching him carefully then, and he smiled and said, ‘In a puff of smoke.”

“I blinked. He spoke desultorily, duplicating a God’s whimsy. And for some reason, I don’t know why, I answered him in kind. ‘Like a match flickers out, and doesn’t even light anything.’

“He tilted his head slightly. He told me later that he didn’t expect such verse, such haiku, from a westerner. Right then he said, ‘A fart.’ He used the word ‘onara,’ but the way he spoke, the way his lips actually poofed out the word, I knew exactly what he meant.

“And I knew because we were kindred spirits. Drawn together under the miasma of death passed, we recognized each other. Of course, he recognized me more, but…my time was coming.”

She grinned at me. “As is yours.”

I felt that shiver again, down where nobody could see it. She was going to do things to me. I intuited, an image in my head arose, of unpleasantness…made pleasant.

Now she had slipped out of her pencil skirt. She wore garters and nylons. I could see her mid section as chunky, but not fat. It was strong, with a layer of tautness over it.

Still her hips flared, and those breasts, oh, my God, and I have a confession to make: I hunger for large breasts. I was first attracted to Julie because of her breasts. And even in the middle of my dislike for June, I admired her breasts, and I had wishes inside. Deep wishes. But I wasn’t about to admit to those deep wishes, yet. Not yet. First I had to be emptied of emotion, screamed out, cried out, dragged through pain kicking and screaming until there was nothing left.

“Now then, before I continue with my story, before I officially welcome you to my family, is there anything you’d like to say before I begin?”

There was nothing to say. I was to be a helpless receptacle for this method, this ‘kinbaku’ she was determined to inflict on me.

But I did have a thought, a small, quick, little flit of a phrase.

Please, God!

Then she began.


PART TWO

“Sit down, place your legs…” she moved me into position, “…there.”

She looped rope around my chest, then made a tie between my ankles and my neck. I was sort of in a cross legged position, but more bent over, and the knees higher.

It took a while, and as she stretched and pulled and made knots she explained. “This is ‘ebi,’ the shrimp tie.”

At times she had to press her body against mine, and I felt her amazing breasts brush over me, press against me, excite me and my cock showed proper appreciation by bouncing lustily.

“Mikey, I think he likes it,” she giggled. “Do you like it?”

“It hurts,” I answered.

“Well, of course it does,” she reached around me, almost like a hug, and snagged the end of a rope and pulled tighter.

“Oh,” I groaned. I was pulled over further. I was now staring downward, at my cock. It was big, and red, and…dripping.

That little core of me, watching from somewhere around my body, was embarrassed…and not embarrassed. It was natural, and culture inspired. Embarrassed is something we feel because we have been trained to feel.

June stood back and looked at her work.

I was hurting, and could only look at my cock, and she seemed quite content.

She said, “Pain is not necessary to sex, but sex under pain is…enlightening. Do you love me? Johnson?”

“No.” I answered.

“Do you hate me?”

“Yes.”

“Excellent.” She reached between the bonds and around my limbs and took my cock in hand. She stroked it softly, lovingly, and I groaned at the strange mix of desire and…and a loathing…for her touch.

“You see, you can’t hate me unless you love me. The capacity for hate is matched only by the capacity for love. You actually can’t have one without the other. Isn’t it odd to think that what you feel for Julie could be transfigured in a moment into its exact opposite?”

That space within me that was aware revolted, spoke past even the demands of the purple spritz. “No.”

“Aha, the beast speaks. This is going to be easier than I thought. How would you feel if you found out that Julie had no job emergency, but had merely jetted off to fuck her lover in New York?”

“No,” I whispered, small tears lining the lower lids of my eyes.

“Would you hate her then? His penis, bigger than yours, going where only you should go? Would you want to punish her? Scream at her, maybe strike her in a fit of rage?”

I was crying now. And it hurt, being bent over, and the pain seemed to be exacerbated by June’s hurtful words.

“Right now, as we speak, he might be between her legs. He ate her pussy. He chomped her chewy. He sucked on those big titties of my daughter’s, and, finally, he sank it in her. Expanded her, as you could never do. And she arched her back and cried for the pleasure of it. And there is nothing you can do about it. Nothing.”

If I wasn’t purple spritzed I could have resisted, but I had been, and worse, the pain of being forced into the ‘shrimp’ position was destroying me, the pain distracting me so I couldn’t think logically.

“Stop it,” I cried, my back somehow finding the room to ripple in agony.

June was still stroking me, and I could feel my groin like it was taking over my body, was my whole body. She suddenly stopped, took her hand away and knelt next to me. She hugged me, for a long time, and I felt her tits flowing over my arm, pressing against my side. She kissed my cheek. “I love you honey. And I know it hurts, but it is necessary. It’s going to start to burn, and if you want to make it through then stare at your cock and think about how much you hate Julie.”

“I don’t…I don’t…” I whimpered.

She didn’t say a word then, just stood up and walked out. I could hear her on the stairs, then I heard nothing.

Pain is an interesting thing. I speak now of some of the things I learned during that time with June, but didn’t know as I sat all scrunched over and feeling the burn start.

There is the pain that really hurts, that tells you your body is going to be damaged.

Then there is the pain inflicted by the mind. Pain that doesn’t hurt, except as you succumb to it.

Of course, I didn’t know that then, I just knew that I hurt.

My back, bent over, began to burn, as she said it would. Muscles stretched, nerves confined to strict pathways, my back heated up. It hurt and I wanted to be free, to stretch, to find that little bit of awareness that, though it was beside me, was somehow as confined as my body.

Time stretched, and time in pain is ten times, a hundred times, longer than time without.

The burn turned into outright pain, and I cried. My ass was sore from sitting in such a strict position. My arms and legs screamed out for relief.

Tears stopped, and things became numb. I was an iota of awareness floating over something I could not see. And…I achieved that thing the bondage freaks call a ‘subspace.’

And, my dick dripped. Like a faucet. A constant drool that only emphasized how helpless I was.

And, the odd thing, my dick didn’t relax, didn’t relax and droop.

Some time later…an hour? A year?…I heard footsteps. But not just footsteps…heelsteps.

Click, click, click. Like doom ascending the narrow stairs to this aerie. She was moving slow because the stairs were tall, and her legs were short, and…too slow.

The door opened and she entered. I could see her peripherally, and my heart, of which I was barely aware, stopped.

Skin tight leather strappings, barely covering, and enhancing for that. Sleek nylons down the legs, into the heels, and now I knew why she had climbed the stairs slowly. Those heels were already a climb. They were a slant that would result only in bulging calves and taut thighs. Would lift her ass and pooch out those glorious globes.

She strode towards me, her breasts uplifted, poking out from tight bands of leather, the nipples erect like monster tacks.

Full make up. Stern planes of face. Red lips of…of…oh, God. I loved red lips.

She knelt next to me, and spritzed me with the purple spritz. She smiled as pain receded in my head and a goofy smile appeared on my face.

“How’s it going, Johnson?”

“I hate it,” I spoke dreamily, as if it was all I lived for.

“Excellent. Do you love to hate now? Do you love the pain? Do you love me?”

“I hate pain. I hate you.”

She nodded. It was obvious my answer was what she expected. And enjoyed.

She began to untie me. “Just sit still. Don’t move too fast. I’ll give you time to stretch before we do the next binding.

The ropes took a while to loosen, but eventually I was sitting, butt and feet on the floor, my face pressed to my knees, my hands around my knees as I cried, and the ropes were in her hands.

She sat in the rocking chair and untangle knots, prepared for the next tie.

“Standup and stretch, but do so slowly. Blood has to move through your body, wake it up again.”

I stood and bent backward, then forward. I bent sideways and touched my knees. I squatted.

Each move brought more blood back into my veins, made my heart remember to pump. I began to feel, in spite of being shoved into a corner of my mind, alive.

“Sit and relax,” commanded June. “Lay down, if you wish. Your survival will depend on how well you can relax and let yourself experience this next tie.”

I kept stretching for another minute, then did as I was told.

“Kinoko was a tattoo artist. An inker. He was quite renowned, in such circles, for his artistry. I sometimes wish I had let him ink me, but…it’s probably better that I didn’t. After all, I was busy learning kinbaku. And there was much to learn.

“The odd thing was that we never actually discussed what we were doing. He simply took me back to his studio, to a room in the back, and began instructing me.

“The room was bare. The floor was shiny wood, perfectly laid and polished to a high shine. There was a shrine against one wall, and a couple of hangings, kanji they are called, on one of the walls. Other than that it was spartan. As bare as the soul of some one whose soul has been bared.

“That first time,” her voice was dreamy with memory, “he took me into that room and got out the ropes. I didn’t ask, I just accepted, and he twined and tied and looped and pulled.

“When I was secured he took out a knife, a ceremonial kind of miniature samurai sword, but really just a knife. The Japanese call it a  tanto, and that means dagger, I think.

“He cut my clothes off. Pulled shreds of my garment out from under the construction of ropes, and denuded me.”

“Oddly, I felt no alarm. There was just something so comfortable and understanding about him.

“I did feel sexual urges though. That first tie he had looped the rope through my genitals, and when he had gotten rid of my clothes he had pulled the ropes tight. I couldn’t move without moving those ropes across my pussy. It was heavenly torture. I hadn’t fucked since Steve. I didn’t know if I wanted death or love, but, whatever, I had it.

Kinoko sat to one side, in the zen position, sipping tea. He ignored my groans, except…no. Scratch that. In his own way he enjoyed my groans. As I felt my pussy burn and hunger, his cock must have been an iron rod.

“For a long time I sat there, struggling, writhing, wishing for death, and it came.” June smiled. “Death came in the form of an orgasm. I was bound, couldn’t move, except for the minute rope rubbings on my vagina, but I was so desperate, so devastated by Steve’s death and my own screaming for mercy soul…I came. God, it was a heavenly orgasm. Filled my body, threw my out of my mind, much the way you are currently thrown out of your mind. But mine was through pleasure, whereas yours is through chemical. And, take it from me, sex is always better than chemicals.”

She had gotten rid of the knots and said, “Lay on your belly. that’s it. Put your hands back here…yes. Now, hold still.”

I held, and she looped and twined me once again. She made knot and pulled the rope tight.

“This is called Gyaku ebi, the reverse shrimp. It is the last easy tie we will do. I need to finish you off before Julie comes home, so we don’t have the luxury of time. But, don’t worry, I will visit often, and Julie will come around to our little kink—maybe you can even get her into it, it is always better if a man teaches a woman and a woman teaches a man—and you will find a supreme joy in tying each other up, giving each other so much love you literally can’t stand it.”

“And so much hate.”

She stared at me.Cocked her head. “It speaks. Hold on to that thought. Hate. The more you hate the faster it will transmute into love.”

She bent me back, pulled the ropes tighter, and when I thought my back would break and my arms would come out of the sockets, when I thought my legs were going to disjoint and come apart, she sat back in satisfaction.

“Relax, now, and we will begin in a moment. I want you to get used to this before we proceed.”

God, I would never get used to this. If God had wanted man to be a pretzel he would have been born with salt. Which was an odd salt because man is made of sodium and potassium…and sodium is salt.

For long minutes I lay on my belly. She had roped my testicles and my dick was stretched out on the floor and my nuts were held up painfully.

She went downstairs, returned with some tea, and sat and sipped and ignored me.

Much the way Kinoko must have ignored her.

But we were soulmates, the way she had described herself and Kinoko.

And, stray thought: or were we?

I tamped that thought down hard and waited. I was gulping with hurt, breathing hard in a vain attempt to undo the infernal knots and loops.

And, of course, my damned dick pounded even harder. I must have had gallons of blood pumping through that poor fellow.

June put her tea down and stood up. I could turn my head enough to see her, and she was scary.

She looked like a chunky Valkyrie. Ready for battle and the torture of enemies.

She knelt behind me, rubbed my buttocks gently. “Oh, poor Johnson. Trapped and tortured. Yet if you knew what was waiting for you…”

She stuck a finger in my butt.

I tried to struggle. I jerked. I twitched and tried to break the ropes.

No hope.

There I sat. Or, rather, laid. A manly man with a digit up his butt. Talk about tears.

“Don’t resist, Johnson. It hurts longer if you resist. Let your muscles relax, as best they can, and try to forget about my finger.

She reamed me, softly, smoothly, running her finger around and around. I couldn’t even struggle, and, I know this is redundant, me being on the purple spritz, but it was almost hypnotic, the way she was doing it.

I felt that finger touching my secret nerves. I felt those secret nerves exploding with appreciation. With…with…”No!”

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

I was making grunting sounds, moaning. And, purple spritz, I couldn’t lie. “Yes.”

“Ma’am.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And it will be better and better. Kinoko tied me up every night. Every day. He would tie me up and leave me while he went and inked customers. I would be contorted, or stretched, my pussy open to the world, while he jabbed ink into the skin of some poor fellow.

His customers were getting the surface covering. I was getting the real goods. Oh, you’re fast. Look at this…”

She took her finger out of my butt and swirled it on the floor. She put it to my lips. It was salty, tangy, and I realized…I had cum!

She had massaged my prostate and forced the sperm out of me!

She was smiling. Quite happy. “All right, now we can get started.”

She stood up and went to her rocking chair. I hadn’t noticed it before, but she had a small sort of a whip hanging over the back of it. The handle was like a penis, very lifelike, even though it was made of leather wrappings. It had a dozen little strips of soft leather, each about 18 inches long.

She came and knelt beside me, then assumed the zen position. She lifted the whip, then let it slap down. Didn’t slap down, hard, forcefully, but just let it flick over.

“Oh!” I groaned. I couldn’t move much, and it didn’t hurt much, just a little, but…it caused a nervous discomfort.

She flicked the whip again. And again and again. She seemed quite content to just sit there, like a Buddha, and flick my uncovered ass cheek.

After a while it began to hurt, but hurt in a way I had never felt before. A good hurt. My ass cheeks liked it, even as they hated it, and I became conflicted.

Is it pain? Or is it pleasure?

And I could think about the answer because I was no longer distracted by my sexual urges. I had been drained, and could think, and view the world as it was, not as it was through the head of my penis.

She kept striking, and striking, a rhythmic slapping of the flesh that made the nerves shriek, even as they were forced to become more and more awake.

Then after maybe a hundred strokes, she went to my other side, worked my other cheek.

It wasn’t hard enough to bruise, it was just hard enough to make the nerves think they were getting bruised. And the pain mounted and mounted, and…my cock got harder.

WTF!? I had just squirted!

But I knew what had happened, what was happening. My semen had been expended without orgasm, and my mind hadn’t been convinced that I had really cum. My mind, in short, was still horny.

And what is sex but what is in the mind?

What is anything…but what is in the mind?

I wasn’t big on zen and Buddhism and all that, but I knew that certain religious beliefs held that the universe doesn’t exist…except in the mind.

She returned to the original side and continued striking. 100 strokes.

Back to the other side.

It seemed like hours, that rhythmic swatting. i entered the curious place of mind called subspace. I hated the spanking I was getting so much that..that…that I started to like it.

I started to love it.

Hate became love, just as she had predicted.

She stopped.

I lay on the floor, tied up, my cock stretched out behind me, hard, wanting to leak semen, but unable.

She began to undo my knots. It took awhile, and when at last I could move again I began to cry. It hurt to move. It hurt to come out of my subspace.

June helped me to a sitting position, and I fell into her arms. I sobbed like a baby. I hated the world, and loved it.

And…I hated her. And you know what that meant…I loved her.

And the most terrible thing…I loved my wife. And that meant…

“It’s okay,” she murmured after a while. “It’s okay.”

And it was. It was a world I had never known, hiding right under the unreal world I had been living in.

Then she pushed my head back sightly, kissed me lightly on the lips, and…spritzed me.

Why would I want to be anything other than that little bit of awareness somewhere in the space of my body, around my body? Why would I want to be anything but love?

“Come now, it is time to eat.” She put the spritzer aside.

Dazed, I followed her down the stairs.

We went to the kitchen and I was happy. Happy to follow her instructions. Happy to be with her.

She made a macrobiotic meal. A construction of yin and yang, vegetables and rice with some soy sauce. Tea, lightly flavored, very heady. For desert she gave me an almond cookie.

“Johnson, tomorrow is going to be different.”

I watched her, filled with love.

“You have scratched the surface, but we need to go deeper. We need to get to the truth of you. You may love me now, but why did you hate me? That is what we must find out.”

I nodded. I drank some more tea.

“I can feel that you have a question. Please ask it.”

I couldn’t wait. That piece of me drifting behind my head blurted out, “If hate becomes love, will love become hate? My wife…Julie…I don’t want to hate her!“             

She held up a hand and I screeched to a stop.

“You will still love your wife. It is not about hate and love, it is about the vast space of your soul, and your soul prefers that love occupy it. Hate is something you put into it to be contrary. But we will find what it is that drives you, that makes you hate. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.” I found my acknowledgement came easy. I was starting to like that ‘yes, ma’am.’ It put me in the proper frame of submissiveness. And I knew, now, that I needed to submit to achieve.

“Excellent. Now then, tonight will also be difficult, for you must do something for me.”

“Yes, ma’am.” How delicious a feel had that phrase. I loved it.

“I have not had a man since Kinoko passed.”

The concept burst over me and my eyes widened.

I was to make love to her! My mother-in-law!

That piece of awareness floating that was me shrieked. It was too much!

Yet…I loved her.

But…not in that way!

I was Julie’s!

She watched me try to grasp the concept, and after some minutes of me blinking and starting and yet not being able to move, she spoke. “You, of course, will not be making love to me. You are under the influence of the purple spritz. I will be using you. Rape, I suppose, though I wouldn’t suggest thinking on that concept too long. It might confuse you, and we don’t want you confused at this point. But I need relief. A day spent whipping your hide, if I may be so blunt, has awakened terrible desires in me, and I simply must have your cock. Now do the dishes, then come to your bedroom.”

She stood up, a gorgeous woman, in full bloom, mature, her breasts bound so they thrust outward, and smiled at me.Then she walked out of the kitchen and shortly I heard the sound of her heels on the stairs. A slow click…click…click.

Doom.

I did the dishes, I ascended the stairs. My boner betrayed me. It was hard, and I knew that it lusted. I might be conflicted about love, about having to make love to my wife’s mother, but my cock certainly had no qualms.

Down the hall, into my bedroom. I was going to be forced to make love to my mother-in-law in my own marriage bed.

She was sitting on the bed. The lights were off, and the room was lit by four candles in the corners. Shadows shimmied, seemed to laugh, and I came to stand by the side of the bed.

She was on her back, one leg thrown over the other, knees in the air, naked. Her lips were red, her eyes were glittering in the gloom.

She spread her legs and opened her arms for me.

I entered her clasp, I kissed her breasts, her marvelous, huge mammary glands. I sucked on the nipples, and she groaned mightily.

“Oh, God. So long.”

I slithered down her body and tasted her woman hole. I kissed her down there like it was a mouth, and I was voracious. And I realized something cruel: I liked it. I couldn’t hate, I could only love, and this in spite of the fact of being used against my will…until it wasn’t against my will.

“Don’t worry about cumming,” June whispered, pulling my head up her body, “You’ve been drained.”

We kissed then, and it was the kiss of the Gods. It was lips melded together, tasting of the soul. It was mouths meant to be joined. We breathed into each other and it was paradise.

The conflict in my soul began to recede as I gave up. As the dick took over and the silly idea of morality faded.

“Enter me now,” she whispered, then bit my ear.

I shifted my weight so it didn’t lay wholly upon her, and I fit my penis to her cooch. I began to slither in and out, running the flesh of my manhood against the sweet tenderness of her womanhood.

She began to whine and mewl then, and her hips thrust upwards, her pussy grabbed me, gripped me, and she humped mercilessly, shamelessly.

I was caught in the maelstrom of her sex. I was a straw in the hurricane of her pussy. I was nothing. I was a speck to be trod upon, used, and flung away.

She began to cum. Violent upheavals of sex that reamed her mind and left her senseless.

But, strange woman of other disciplines, she was sufficient to the moment, and before the first orgasm was even a memory, she began to cum again. And again. And again.

And I, a helpless bit of wit in a thunderstorm, held on, and tried to give pleasure, and suffered the rape of my body. Gladly.

“We are going to accelerate your learning now.” She undid knots and rocked in the chair.

I was sitting cross legged on the floor. Naked, of course. My butt, amazingly, didn’t hurt. My whole body was energized, however. I felt like I was built of flames, and the flames were being oxygenated frantically.

And the little piece of me that watched…that was content. It was at peace.

She had fucked me to a fare thee well, late into the morning, and I hadn’t cum.

I was desperate to cum.

Yet…I didn’t want to.

I didn’t want to lose this vast reservoir of energy that was making me alive. I didn’t want to lose the love that possessed me.

She began to tie me.

“Kinoko and I were together for two years. Two years in which he poured his art into me…and his heart. And a bit of semen, too.” She grinned. Dirty old lady, and glad of it.

“But one thing I didn’t know was that some of his customers were Yakuza. They would come in and he would tattoo their bodies. Leave me tied up and lusting and humping the cosmos, and stick needles into the flesh of some of the nastiest, deadliest men in the universe.”

She looped rope around my testicles and pulled tight. She began to run ends around my waist. I had a feeling she was going to come back to that area.

“One night I heard loud noises. Yells, things being knocked over. Then I heard a scream.

“I was tied up, I couldn’t move, and, fortunately, I was deep in that subspace of submission. I was so deep I had given myself up to the Gods. I was being fucked by immortality, and achieving knowledge of my own eternal nature.

“That awareness within, it lives forever. The body dies, and the awareness continues, and that is why the art of kinbaku has existed, and refuses to die. Simply, mankind needs to understand that underneath the terror of wars and death and plagues and all that…there is hope. Man’s body may die, but the spirit moves on. And the universe is but an illusion, a canvas upon which to paint the stories of lives and loves.

“I was aware, in that subspace, of a door opening, and a man looking art me. He looked right at me, my lover’s murderer, and he closed the door and left.

“Why didn’t he kill me? Because how can you kill that which is immortal?

“So I lived and Kinoko died, and, for a change, for a blessing, I wasn’t devastated. If I still believed myself as mortal I would have killed myself. But, being immortal, I knew his soul still existed, that he had merely moved on, and that some day we would meet again. Different bodies, different lives…but we would, some day, be together. And, understanding that, the universe is not such a cruel place.

“I was found, and I felt the sorrow, but not the crush, and I came home. I had left Julie with a sister, and I resumed my mothering.”

I was in a classic hogtie position. My arms bound behind me, elbows and wrists both. My legs pulled back nearly to my ass.

“All right, my love, are you ready?”

I answered with puppy dog honesty. “Yes, ma’am.”

She went to a small sack that was next to her rocking chair and pulled out a butt plug. She smiled. And I, properly spritzed, smiled.

She lubed me up, lubed the plug up, and slid it into me.

I grunted, and…it felt good. My nerves opened up. My sex erected. Now wasn’t that weird? Why would getting plugged make my boner, which had taken a short break, suddenly turn into a raging forest fire?

She looped the rope over a rafter and began pulling me into the air.

I am not a big, heavy man, so she was able to hoist me. Surprisingly, there was only a little pain from the suspended position. And that pain was offset by the pleasure in my butt.

I hung, three feet off the floor, and slowly spun.

June placed a chair next to me, stopped my spin, and grabbed my penis. She began to stroke.

“Johnson. You will stay here until you tell me the truth. I don’t care if Julie comes home, you and I are going to get to the bottom of you. No pun intended.”

I gurgled helplessly. I was suspended, my whole body felt like the mote of awareness that was me that was suspended over my flesh. My body suspended. My awareness suspended, and she stroked me. Slowly. Lovingly.

“Oh…oh…” I grunted.

She used my dick to turn me around, my face to hers. “Thank you for last night.” She kissed me. A kiss between lovers. And she stroked me. And she said, “Now tell me truth, Johnson. Tell me, or this will never stop.”

Time passed. The sun rose high in the sky, and began to fall. I felt the pleasure turn to pain.

She stopped every once in a while, lunch, pee breaks, but resumed.

The sun fell, and I remember screaming, begging her to stop, but the sensation, my dick turned into an explosion of pleasure so great I thought I would die.

And every once in awhile she would stop and kiss me, and ask me, “What is the truth, Johnson. You can tell me. I love you. And if you can’t tell the truth to your friend…who can you tell it to?”

Night deepened. The sound of an owl. Something skittering across the roof.

What was the truth?

In the deep of night I considered the question. What is the truth of me?

Why did I bother with such short term concepts as hate?

And, why did I hate June, especially. She gave me nothing but love.

I phrased that and asked it of June. She simply smiled, kissed me, and stroked me, and said, “Yes…why?”

But that answer, as insufficient as it was, spurred me on. Brain storming of the macrobiotic zen.

The deep morning grew. Creatures of the night roaming the netherlands.

June slowed, napped briefly, then jerked herself awake. Her hand hadn’t left my penis, even as she slept, and she smiled and kissed me yet again, and kept stroking.

Dawn. I had been awake for 24, but I was deep into that subspace wherein lives the spirit.

Subspace is not just a condition of the mind. It is the vast void of the soul. It is the place in which the universe exists, in which it has creation, and in which it is eternally created.

“Why?” I asked of June.

A cartoon version of her overlapped her body…she was napping, but the cartoon June existed, and answered. And she said, “Why do you resist woman?”

And there it was. The answer. Tears of joy fell from my eyes, and June jerked awake. “What?” She was actually confused. The cartoon version of herself, of course, had disappeared upon her waking.

“I resisted being a woman, and I resisted myself. I am not just a man…I am a woman. I am everything and nothing, and I am scared of the feminine me.”

A vast peace overtook me. The white, hot heat of orgasm welled up and surged through me.

My penis started to squirt. It spurted on the attic floor. Large splatterings of white.

Yes, I had been drained, but I had rebuilt, and fast, courtesy of the constant stimulation June had given me.

And now, after a day of hanging in subspace…who could blame me? That much love I simply had to cum.

June smiled, kissed me a final time, and began to lower me to the floor.


EPILOGUE

We stood on the porch, June and I, and Julie’s car drove up the drive.

I could see her staring at us through the windshield, our arms around each other, sappy smiles on our faces.

I descended the stairs, opened the car door and helped Julie out. I kissed her mightily, bent her back and filled her with my love.

She straightened up and put a hand to her hair. “Woo! If that’s three days…what would a week be like?”

“You’ll have to find out some day?” I laughed.

I carried her bags up to the porch, and carried June’s bags down to the car.

“Mother? Are you leaving?”

“I am.”

“But I thought you were going to spend a couple of weeks!”

“I was, but circumstances dictate that I must be off.”

Julie stared at her. Then looked at me. “What is going on?”

“Nothing,” both June and I blurted.

“Well, then…what happened while I was gone?” She was suspicious.

“Maybe Johnson can show you.”

Julie blinked.

“Now, my flight leaves in an hour, and the sooner I go the sooner I shall return. Right, Johnson?”

And I said the only thing I could. “Yes, ma’am.”

END
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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 to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Yes, Ma’am!’

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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