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PART ONE

“So you’re Josh Baker.”

Josh stared at the woman. She was five foot six and built. thin waist flaring hips, big boobs, and lips that looked like they could give a great suck. The eyes were a little mean, but he didn’t mind that. What he did mind was that she was too old for him. When he was younger he used to get off on MILFs. Loved them cougars. Zowie. But now he was in his twenties, and he wanted to take advantage of the young stuff before it was too late. One day he’d be old and those sweet, young things would be passing him by. He’d be too old.

“And who are you?”

“Jocelyn Rankin.”

Josh blinked and squinted. Of course. She had looked familiar, and now he knew why. “You’re Tammy’s mother! Good lord! Pleased to meet you.”

He indicated the other side of the booth.

Jocelyn slid in, a mature, wise woman with jaded eyes. And especially jaded in the case of Josh Baker.

“Obviously you know I’ve been going out with your daughter. She’s a fine woman. She’s really something.”

Jocelyn gave Josh the gimlet eyes.

He ran out of words under that stare.

She said, “I’d like you to move on.”

“Pardon me?”

“I’d like you to leave my daughter alone. I’d like you to move on to other pastures.”

He shook his head a bit and said, “I’m sorry. I don’t think I understand.”

“It’s simple. Dump her. Don’t see her again. I don’t care how you do it, but…scoot.”

“Ma’am, Mrs. Rankin, I love your daughter. We have plans.”

“Cancel your plans. No more plans. Go find somebody else. Somebody more your style.”

Josh was silent. The waitress came by and he smiled at her. “Whiskey for me. Would you like something?”

“Manhattan.”

“And a Manhattan.”

The waitress headed for the bar and Josh and Jocelyn stared at each other.

Josh broke the silence. “Perhaps you could enlighten me as to why you want to break us up?”

Jocelyn dug into her large purse. She lifted out a folder and slid it across the table towards him.

“Josie stands to inherit a sizable amount of money. Naturally, I am protective. Towards that end I have a private investigator look into any suitors.”

Josh opened the folder and stared at the contents. Pictures of him. All the way back to high school. And his girlfriends. Lots of girlfriends.

“You do not have a suitable history, Mr. Baker. You have illegitimate children, which children you refuse to take responsibility for. You have been arrested for battery, and how you managed to get out of jail time my PI was unable to ascertain. You are a drunk. You fuck anything that comes along. You have had a series of visits to hospitals to be cured of such things as Gonorrhea, Syphilis, and other STDs. You have paid women money for their services, gotten in fights with pimps, and…well, it’s all there.” She waved her hand towards the folder.

Josh perused the contents of the folder for a long minute. It was true, all too true. But it was ancient history.

He looked up at the older woman. “Nothing since I met Josie. Check your dates. I haven’t seen another woman, I haven’t been in trouble with the law. As far as my two illegitimate children…there is some confusion as to who the father is. I have asked for DNA tests, but both women have refused.”

“Be that as it may, I still must insist you move on.”

The drinks arrived and Josh lifted his and sipped. He replaced it on the little square napkin and said, “Nope.”

“I will tell my daughter all of this. I will show her your history.”

“She knows most of it. I’ve been honest with her. And before this turns into a major tiff, let me say that I don’t think she’s going to appreciate you trying to manipulate her life. With all respect, she has mentioned that she is…not happy…with the way you’ve inserted yourself into her life.”

Jocelyn’s legs were crossed over the knees and one foot bobbed. She was irritated.

I know people. I can get you a job in another state. A well paying job.”

Josh sighed and shook his head. In his mind love couldn’t be bought.

“I can have a couple of my people pay a visit and convince you.”

“Lady, you’ve read my file. You know that I’ve studied boxing. I’m a fighter. I do well in a fight. And in the event that I do not come out on top…when I am laying in the hospital and Josie visits me I will tell her everything.”

He leaned forward. “If she wants to dump me, then so be it. I love her and I’ll abide by her wishes. But for you to come along and try this crap…you should know better.”

Jocelyn was breathing hard now, squinting at Josh. Her eyes were fiery with rage. She was a rich bitch who was used to be obeyed, and the idea that this…this…peasant could sass her…it was almost too much to bear.

Abruptly she stood up, gathered in the folder, and stomped off. As well as she could in high heels.

Josh watched her straight back and round ass as she headed for the door. He let out air and tried to calm himself down. Heysoos. What a bitch.

Well, he had taken care of her. She wouldn’t be bothering him again. At least not until the wedding and he called her ‘mom.’

He sipped his drink, listened to the music, and tried to relax. He was totally unaware that when Jocelyn left the bar she had signaled to three men. Plan B was about to be put into action.

Josh sat and listened to the music for ten minutes. The band was good, and he figured he had a half hour before he met Josie, so why not enjoy.

Suddenly a girl tripped and fell…right on his table. Her hand knocked over his whiskey. “Oh, crap!” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m…I’m a little tipsy.”

Josh stood up and brushed some liquid off his pants. No big deal, and he grinned.

“Let me get you a new drink.”

“Hey, that’s okay.”

But the girl wasn’t about to be put off. She was a good looking thing wearing a skirt and a pearl snap skirt. Her legs were pretty good perched on her high heels.

“Smells like whiskey,” she looked up at him. “Just hold here for a second.”

He protested, but she was gone to the bar.

Josh sighed. Normally he would have tried to pick the girl up, but not since he met Josie. Josie was the one for him. He thought about just leaving, but that would be rude, and he did want to listen to a couple more songs. He sat down and waited.

Across the room the lead guitarist thought he was Van Halen, and he was doing a pretty good job of double tapping. The audience was yelling and hooting, and…the girl came back with his whiskey.

She placed it on the table, and sat down opposite him. She put her hand below the table and dropped a little packet. The packet had contained a white substance, a roofie, and it had been poured into Josh’s whiskey.

“Well, thanks, but you really didn’t have to.”

“Sure I did. You like the band?”

“Yeah, they’re pretty good.”

The girl raised her glass for a toast, and he clinked and drank. He didn’t taste any of the white powder.

He listened to the music for another fifteen, then glanced at his watch. “Been a pleasure,” he smiled at the girl. “And thanks for the drink.”

He stood up and almost fell down. Suddenly he was dizzy.

“What the fuck?”

She caught his arm and said, “You just drank too fast. I’ll walk you out.”

He nodded, and was trying to figure out what happened to his thinking process. Everything was moving slower, and he was thinking like he was a five inch turd in a four inch pipe.

The girl grabbed his arm and guided him towards the front door. He stumbled and tripped, and suddenly felt another pair of hands helping him walk.

“Let me help,” some big guy in a suit half lifted him up. And it was good, because he was about to collapse. His feet wobbled, his ankles felt like drunken worms, and his whole sense of balance was skewed. The world spun and dipped and he could barely hold on to consciousness. Then he couldn’t. The world spun away and he spun with it.

“Hey, baby. Do you love me?” The girl from the bar was named Lisa. She wasn’t wearing a skirt and a pearl snap shirt now. Now she was wearing a blue negligee that accentuated her charms. And her charms, played down in the bar so she could make contact, were abundant.

The negligee was see through blue, flimsy, and her breasts thrust out. The nipples were rigid and electric hot.

“What…who are…” Josh was laying on a sofa, holding his head, wondering what was happening.

Lisa lay next to him. She was on her side, and he was half under her. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. She moaned and closed her eyes slightly. “Oh, honey.” She grabbed his crotch. “You’re big. Take off your clothes.

“Dizzy, unaware, Josh started unbuttoning his shirt, even as he said, “I don’t want to!”

Lisa groaned inside. She had been working this jerk for ten minutes, and usually that was enough. She had them undressed and dick inserted and the film was in the can. But this guy…all he did was keep asking where his girlfriend was.

Suddenly she sat up, pushing Josh to the side. He was still on the couch and he was unbuttoning his shirt, then buttoning it…he couldn’t make up his mind, even though he was loaded with rohypnol.

“Jim, this guy is impossible.”

Jim was the big guy in the suit who had helped her get the mark out of the bar. Now he was in the shadows, behind a camera, and he was a little frustrated, too. What happened to the days when you just conked a guy on the head and took naked pictures and that was enough? Now everybody wanted a damn movie production. Camera, action, get your dick out and screw, bozo!

He rubbed his jaw with one hand. “Look, just get him nude. We can lose some of the sound, we can cut and splice. Just get a few suggestive poses. Get him naked, suck his dick and I’ll work around it.”

Lisa nodded. She turned to Josh, who was still buttoning and unbuttoning. She sighed. This guy must have really pissed somebody off.

“Stop stalling,” she whispered. She sat down next to him and unbuttoned his shirt. Even then he tried to push her hands away. “Don’t wanna.”

“Sure you do. Come on, honey, help me out here.”

She got his shirt off, then his pants. His shoes were already off, and now all she had to do was remove his pants. Still, the damned fool wouldn’t stop struggling.

Finally, in spite of his drugged resistance, she pulled his underwear off. He was a handsome fellow, his body was cut, very strong, like he was an athlete or something. What was nice was that his cock was  a big one. Glancing at the camera, she smiled, and went down on Josh.

Drugged, out of his mind, his resistance faded as her mouth engulfed him. He tried to sit up, but she pushed him back with a hand and gobbled him. She deep throated him, she turned her face so it looked natural, but was best presented to the camera.

Behind the camera Jim smiled. Lisa was sure a pro. He watched the images flash over the little flap monitor sticking out of the side of the camera.

Lisa held Josh’s balls in her hands, she lifted him, and he had to raise his hips to avoid pain. It looked like he was thrusting his cock into her mouth.

She put her hands under his buns then and lifted. She suckled his balls, and he groaned with the pleasure.

He wondered where Josie was. “Josie?” he asked of no one, of everyone.

Fuck, thought Lisa. She’s sucking his dick like it was the last one in the world and he still wants some bitch. This guy was really stuck on whoever this girl was. Lucky girl, but that made Lisa’s job all the harder.

From behind the camera Jim said, “Don’t worry about it. You’re looking good.”

Josh tried to sit up again. “Who’s that?”

Lisa pushed him down, she grabbed his cock and pulled it so he had to raise his hips. When he did she pushed a finger into his ass.

“Fuck!” wheezed Josh, looking around. “What the fuck!” But it looked like he was really trying to get his cock into her mouth.

“Fuck him now,” suggested Jim.

Lisa climbed on top of Josh. Smiling for the camera, looking wanton and sexy, she slid down his pole.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. He was big. She fell forward and caught herself with her hands on his chest.

“Oh,” muttered Jim. “Josie?”

Son of a bitch. Again with the name!

She began fucking him in earnest. He might be fuck stupid, but his body responded to her efforts. Finally, his body took over. He might not know what he was doing or want to fuck, but his body responded to stimulus. He grabbed her and flipped her over. Now he was on top, his legs between hers, and he started to drive his spike into her.

Suddenly Lisa was blinking and gasping. He was jamming that big dick into her with a power that shocked her.

Josh rammed an rammed.

Behind the camera Jim exulted. He heard Lisa mewling, but the shots were great! This guy was really fucking now, and there was going to be no doubt that he wanted this.

“Hey…hey…” Lisa cried, breathless, her pussy being pummeled by his power. “Sto…sto…stop!”

Jim chuckled. Now it looked a little like rape. Lisa was a genius!

Except that Lisa wasn’t so much a genius as she was getting turned on. Up till now it had just been a job. Get his dick in her, move around a bit, and get the compromising pics. But this guy wasn’t like other marks. He was fucking her so good she was responding. Her body was liking it, and suddenly she started to feel an orgasm coming.

Fuck! Fuck! She didn’t want an orgasm! She wanted to keep this guy a mark. An orgasm meant attachment. She couldn’t risk that.

But Josh kept pushing into her, and now he was grabbing her breasts, sucking them, and she felt the heat exploding within.

“FUCK!” she cried, and the orgasm exploded through her, rocked her, made her arch, all her muscles spasming and locking.

Josh started to spew then. He pushed his hips forward, held his head up and said, “Josie! I love you!”

Behind the camera Jim frowned. Man, this was good stuff, but…but it looked like Lisa was actually enjoying it. He suddenly felt a little jealous. He and Lisa were professional about it, he didn’t mind that she fucked marks because there was good money in it and she didn’t really like the dopes. But she had never gotten off like this before.

Suddenly he stood up and walked around the camera. He trotted across the room and pulled Josh off his girl. “You son of a bitch!”

Josh fell back and hit the floor. He punched his fist into the air above him, wondering what was going on. Boxer’s reflex. Keep fighting.

But there was no fight.

Jim helped Lisa off the couch and held her. “You all right, baby?”

“Heysoos,” she muttered, still a little dazed by what had happened. “We blackmailed a lot of guys, but that’s the first time…crap.”

Jim glared at Josh, who was rolling around, trying to figure out who had hit him, pawing his hands at the air. Man, he wanted to kick the shit out of this guy, fucking his girlfriend like that, but he had orders not to hurt the guy, not to leave any marks on him.

In the darkness the camera was still recording.

Jim heard somebody groaning. Poor guy, he thought, must have had a hard night. Then he realized it was him that was in pain.

He opened his eyes and the world smacked him with a headache. He didn’t move his head. That would hurt even more.

It was daylight, and he was sitting in his truck.

He moved his eyes, and even that hurt. His eyeballs felt like somebody had been using them for ping pong balls.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

Slowly, memories came to him. He began wondering how he had gotten in this mess.

He had met Josie’s mother, a real ball buster, and she had laid it on him. He groaned, thinking of the files on himself he had read. Geez, that woman must have really…he blinked.

Really what? Hated him? Yeah, probably. But she hated everybody. Good looking, but…fuck…what had happened afterwards?

He turned his head an inch, and was immediately sorry. Pain lanced between his ears and ricocheted through his skull. It felt like somebody had shot him and the bullet was still traveling through his head.

But he saw where he was parked. Right outside the bar. In the gravel  parking lot. Neon signs blinked in the morning from the windows of the bar. There were no other cars in the lot.

He moved his hand enough to roll down the window. Fresh air helped, and he tried to move. Fuck. Everything hurt. Not just his head. What had happened. What had happened?

He remembered talking to the mother, Jocelyn, and then…then he remembered drinking a whiskey. But he didn’t feel like he had been drunk…this was different. Drunkenness left him with the sweats.

He pulled on the handle of the door and leaned. the door opened, and he almost fell out, but he caught himself.

“Move,” he muttered to himself. Fighter’s instinct. Keep moving. You got hit a good one, now shake it off.

He moved a foot out of the car, tried to put weight on it, and fell.

Crap, he was on his hands and knees, and he started to barf.

But he had nothing to barf. He hadn’t eaten last night, and two drinks had left his system. All that was left was the residual effects of being roofied.

He heard gravel crunching, he turned his head to the side and looked.

A car bumper stopped in front of the open door. He tried to barf again, and he heard a door slam.

“Help,” he said. “Help.” But his voice was a whisper, and the cop wasn’t impressed.

The only help the cop gave him was to jail.

Technically, prisoners are not allowed to sleep all day. An exception was made in Josh’s case because he just lay on the floor and didn’t care if anybody kicked him.

For a while there was talk that he might need medical attention. But by dinner time he was able to get up and move around. Slowly, like an old man, but…it was deemed that he didn’t need a doctor.

He was starving. He was used to over eating because he worked so hard as a boxer in training. Dinner was a bland box of chicken nuggets. No sauce. French fries. No ketchup. Peas that looked like a rabbit had shat them out, and colored water.

Josh ate everything on his plate and was still starving.

Starving or not, he had to get out. He went to one of the guards and asked what was going to happen to him.

The guard was a bulky fellow, low browed, but Josh was polite, so he said, “You see the judge tomorrow.”

“Do you know what I’m charged with?”

“PI. Bug off.”

Josh bugged. He wasn’t about to get in an altercation with a guard. He asked one of the other prisoners what PI was and the fellow said, “Public Intoxication.”

Josh nodded, and found a bench to sit on. He sat and leaned against a wall. The tiles were cold on his back. The place had major air conditioning and he was freezing.

The evening passed. The effects of the drug wore off, but now he was sick, a normal reaction to a system being depressed by drugs. He started coughing, he held himself with his arms and shivered.

Lights out, and he fell into a series of fitful sleeps.

“How do you plead?”

“Not guilty, your honor.”

The judge was a young man, looked like he was barely out of law school, but he was actually in his thirties and simply had good genes.

“Okay, bailiff will set your trial date. Next case.”

Back in the jail Josh was finally given his one phone call. He had no relatives. He had a few friends, and he should have called them. Instead, he called the one person in the world he thought he could trust. Josie.

Ring ring.

“Hello?”

“Josie…”

“You son of a bitch! Don’t ever call me again!”

Click.

And that was his phone call.

He went back to his cell and wondered what the hell had happened.

But he knew what had happened.

He had finally figured out that he hadn’t been drunk, that he had been drugged. And Jocelyn had struck.

But what had she done?

Or, what had she had done?

Josh had no clue. All he could do was wait to get out.

A month later Josh stepped out of the jail. Free. With a big blot on his record, and a $200 fine and 10 hours of community service. And an impounded truck.

The truck had been towed for $500, held in the impound yard for $100 a day. It was a good truck, and he owned it outright, but he couldn’t afford the approximately $3500 to get his truck out of jail.

But, at least he was free.

He had no money, couldn’t make a phone call, so he started walking. He lived ten miles away, on the other side of the city. Normally ten miles would have been nothing. He did five miles of roadwork every day. But now he was weakened. Prison food, no exercise, he had wasted away.

He walked. He had to rest frequently, and it took him all day to cross town.

He lived in an upstairs apartment. He trudged up the stairs, let himself in, and fell on the couch.

He slept, and it was the first good sleep he had had in a month.

He awoke, and began eating real food.

Amazingly, in spite of the quality of jail food, he had gained twenty pounds. No way he was going to turn into a fat fuck, so after dinner he walked around the block, did some jumping jacks, then hit the heavy bag.

Fuck. It tired him out. He had been able to go ten round son the heavy bag, now he was exhausted at one.

Still, he forced himself on. He ate. He walked around the block. He punched the bag.

A couple of days later he was going three rounds, and trotting around the block.

A week later it was five rounds, and he was running around the block several times. And his weight was going down. Rolls of prison fat began to shrink.

A month later he was back in shape. Slim, trim, a rocket of a punch in his pocket, and he turned his attention to what had happened to him.

For a month he pondered. He got a job as a bouncer. He thought. He bought a cell phone. He cogitated.

He knew he had been given drugs. He knew who had given them to him. But how to get that person to tell Josie what she had done?

Yes, he loved Josie. He didn’t know if she loved him, he didn’t even know what the mother had done to make her…hate him.

But, first things first…he had to get Jocelyn to admit what she had done. At least to him.

And, he came up with a plan.

On a Monday morning he walked into Rankin Enterprises. Walked right across the tile floor, big ass lobby to the front desk. “I’d like to see Mrs. Rankin.”

The receptionist, polite, well made up, a pretty thing, asked, “Do you have an appointment?”

“I do not.”

“You’ll have to make an appointment. And to do that you’ll have to go through her personal secretary.”

“If you’ll tell her that it’s Josh Baker I think she’ll want to see me.”

The receptionist frowned. Josh was mild mannered. He looked strong, but…she had a feeling that this might be important. She hit a number on the phone. “There’s a Josh Baker here to see Mrs. Rankin. Uh huh. I understand.”

The secretary held the phone to her ear and looked up at Josh.

Josh knew the second secretary, Jocelyn’s personal secretary, was checking. Then he had a feeling. He looked up at the little round black ball that held security cameras and smiled.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk. She had a meeting with department heads coming up, and she was going through reports.

“Mrs. Rankin?”

“Yes, Shiela?” She didn’t look up from her paperwork.

“There’s a Josh Rankin who says you’ll want to see him.”

Jocelyn looked up, a wan but twisted smile came to her lips. She hadn’t thought about Josh for quite some time. Her daughter was moping a bit, but…what could he want?

Curious, and wanting to see the man she had totally fucked over, if only for the enjoyment of gloating, she said, “Send him in. Have Jim Carter come in first.”

Jim was her strong arm boy. Special security. Best to have a little muscle around when she talked to Josh. Better safe than sorry.

A minute later Jim entered the office.

“Please have a seat on the couch, Jim.”

Jim did.

Two minutes later Josh was shown into the office.

He walked slowly across the room. He sized Jocelyn up, but there wasn’t much to size. She just stared at him with a dead pan expression.  He checked out the rest of the office.

Big pots held ferns in the corners. Big window to the right. Nice view. To the left was a guy on a couch and…Josh stopped. He turned to the man.

“I know you.” but he didn’t know where from. But he knew him, and the memory wasn’t good.

Jim kept a straight face, but inside he was cursing. This guy shouldn’t remember a thing. They should have given him more drugs.

“What can I do for you, Josh?”

Josh, frowning, turned to Jocelyn. “I know you drugged me. I got arrested because of that. Turned my life upside down a wee bit. What I don’t know is what you told Josie.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He leaned on her desk with both fists. The man in the corner stood up. Josh knew he had to piss Jocelyn off. He had to make her blurt out the truth. He knew she was a woman who wouldn’t take kindly to insults.

“You are a coward,” he spoke politely, matter of factly. You ruin my life and you don’t even have the courage to gloat.”

Jocelyn’s face turned a bit red. “You can leave now.”

“You’re a coward. You’re afraid of me, and you’re afraid of the truth. You’re not a real human being.”

“Jim.”

“You fucking bitch.”

Jim was only a couple of feet away.

She held up her hand and Jim stopped. Her face was purple with rage. No peasant was going to talk to her like that.

She tapped a few keys on her computer, turned the monitor towards him, and watched him. A sneer was on her face. “We cleaned this up a bit, but this is the raw footage.”

Jim watched the scene on the computer play out. He watched himself struggling, trying to fend off the girl. He had no memory of this scene, so he knew they must have given him some powerful drugs.

He listened as the girl cursed him for being difficult. He heard Jim talking, but he still didn’t put the voice together with the man standing ready to evict him from the office.

He watched as she sucked him and fucked him. He saw himself flip her over, and yet call out Josie’s name.

The ‘movie’ ended, and he stared at her. “You framed me. You had me drugged and that girl did those things to me. I was totally unaware of what you did.”

Now Jocelyn was happy. Her rage abated and she crowed. “I told you to leave my daughter alone.”

“And the evidence has been in your computer this whole time.”

She laughed. “You’re an asshole. Get him out of here, Jim. And don’t be gentle.”

Jim smiled, took a step and swung.

To a trained boxer Jim’s movements were slow and uncoordinated. Josh stepped back, pushed the punch past and said, “I’m leaving. No need to fight. Please don’t attack me.”

Jim moved in and swung again.

Josh stepped aside, evaded the blow easily.

“If you try to punch me again I’m going to be forced to defend myself.” He stepped back with hands up and palms out.

Jim sneered, took another step and threw a punch.

Josh had been hit before. He had been hit good, knocked to the canvas, but this punch wasn’t strong enough to do that.

Still, Josh knew this would be recorded, so he had to make it look good. He was already on record as having tried to get out of the fight, of having stated that he would leave.

Jim swung, and Josh delayed just enough, then turned his head with the punch.

There was a little smacking sound, but no real impact. But Josh stepped sideways and brought a hand up to his jaw.

“Don’t hit me anymore.”

Jim’s face was mean, and a look of victory crossed his features. He swung.

Josh picked the punch off easily with a forearm, then he sank his weight, turned his hips, and buried one in Jim’s midsection.

“Hunnnnn!” Jim wheezed and went to his knees. His face turned white. It was a good punch.

Josh turned and walked out of the office.

He ran to the elevator. He knew he only had a bit of time before more security boys accosted him.

Inside the elevator he took the cell phone out of his pocket. He uploaded a file to the cloud, then put the phone back into his pocket.

The elevator door opened and four security guards were there. They had batons and stared at him. He dropped to his knees and put his hands behind his head.


PART TWO

One of the men stepped forward and put bracelets on Josh. He lifted the chain between the circlets on Josh’s wrists and Josh struggled to his feet.

The men got onto the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor.

“I want to be arrested,” said Josh. He was ignored.

The elevator door opened and Josh was pushed out. He was manhandled down the hall, past Mrs. Rankin’s private secretary, and into the office he had so recently escaped.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk, leaning back in her swivel, waiting. Her eyes were thin and she was not smiling. Upon seeing Josh, however, she did show her teeth. Like a wolf shows a bunny rabbit its teeth.

Jim stepped forward. He had recovered from the punch to the gut.

“Hold him,” he said.

Two men pulled his arms apart, spread him out.

Jim punched him in the gut. Josh was ready, however, and though he grunted, the slab muscles of his belly held up. He dropped to his knees and pretended to be hurt.

Jim laughed. “Motherfucker.”

“Enough.” Jocelyn’s voice cut across the room. She got up and came around the desk. One of the men pulled Josh’s head back and forced him to look at her.

“Well, Mr. Baker. Apparently you don’t take hints too well. So you’re going to get a severe reality adjustment. When I’m done with you my daughter will never want to see you again. Your friends won’t want to see you…and you want even want to see yourself. Where’s his phone.”

One of the security guards handed her the device. She opened it, found the audio recording.

“I thought you might try something like that.”

She handed the phone back to the security guard. “Remove the sim, reduce it to dust. Bury the dust.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

For a long moment she looked at Josh. “Good bye, ‘Mister’ Baker.”

She turned and returned to her desk. The guards pushed Josh out of the room. Outside the doors he was turned to the left. Not towards the common elevator, but towards Jocelyn’s private hoist. He was pushed onto the elevator and the elevator started to descend.

“What you’re doing is against the law.”

Nobody said anything. Stoic faces faced the door and waited as the floors passed.

“How can you guys live with yourselves?”

“Money,” said one.

“Shut up,” said another.

Ding! The elevator door opened.

Josh was led to a van. He stepped inside and was chained to a ceiling brace. He stood while the van went up a ramp, through a parking lot, and joined the city traffic.

Two of the four guards sat on the floor and watched him.

Jim had caught up to them and was in the passenger seat. A guard Josh hadn’t seen before drove.

Josh swayed from the rafter and was able to look over the shoulders of the driver and passenger.

The van drove east, past the bus terminal and headed out for the East Los Angeles industrial center. Miles and miles of warehouses. The van zigged here and zagged there, not in any attempt to confuse Josh, and pulled up to a gate.

The gate opened and the van drove past a guard booth.

There were a scattering of cars in the lot, and they drove past them to the end of the lot. They turned in behind the building and made their way past stacks of pallets. To the left was a rusty fence and rustier tracks.

They came to a back door and the van stopped.

Josh was helped out and through the door. To the right a big warehouse space opened. It was filled with stacks of boxes. Three forklifts buzzed through the maze. At the other side of the building was a roll door. A crowd of Mexicans were working around some tables. Josh had no idea what they were doing.

The guards moved him up a flight of stairs, down a short walk, and into a room. Through that room, and into a more secure room.

Josh looked around. A bed, iron, with a chain. A toilet with no privacy. A sink.

On the other side of the room was a kitchen counter and sink. There was a large TV screen in the upper corner, and in the middle of the wall was a safe. A big one, just the door showed.

He was put into a chair and left alone for the moment. The two guards stood apart from him and discussed whatever bully guards discuss when they weren’t being bullies. Jim was outside in the other room, talking on the phone.

Jim knew that if he could get loose he could take care of the guards. But his hands were still handcuffed behind him.

In looking around he realized that this office, and the outer office, were the administration offices for the original inhabitants of the warehouse. The safe must have held the payroll, and that’s why this room was more secure, the door heavy and sound proofed. The toilet and other amenities must have been added later.

Jim entered the room, sneered at Josh, and went to the two guards. “Chain him to the bed area.”

The guards turned Jim around and pushed him back towards the bed.

The bed was sturdy, and a thick chain went from a large eyebolt buried in the cement floor under the bed and extended for about eight feet.

The guards took one of Josh’s handcuffs off, put both links on one of Josh’s wrists, and padlocked the chain to the handcuff chain.

They stepped back and Jim moved in.

Jim moved a chair over and sat down. He laughed at Josh.

Josh said nothing. He sure wished he had another poke at the guy.

“Okay, Mr. Tough Guy. Like the lady says, you don’t take a gentle hint, we give you a bigger hint.”

He lit a cigarette, puffed smoke towards the ceiling, and said, “Settle in. You’re going to be here for a while, and when we’re done with you you’re not going to be a tough ‘guy’ any more.”

He snickered, looked down, then back up to Josh. “Any final words?”

“Fuck you?”

“No thanks. You’re the only person here who is going to get fucked.”

He stood up, a big grin on his weaselly face. “Your treatment starts in a half hour. I’ll see you in a few hours, and we’ll talk over old times. Heh.” Then he laughed louder, “Hah hah!”

He shook his head, flicked the cigarette away, and walked out of the room.

A half hour later two people entered the room. One was a girl, and he frowned and squinted. He knew her, but from where? Then he remembered, the girl on the film. She was dressed differently, but it was her.

“You,” he spoke bitterly.

Lisa felt guilty. She had never seen one of her marks again, and so had never felt guilty. But this guy had actually made her cum. She had a connection with him.

The guy with her was wearing a suit and carrying a black bag. He motioned to the two security guards. “I want to give him a shot. Face down on the bed.”

Josh prepared to fight, but he wasn’t given the chance. One of the security guards took out a taser and shot him. Just like that. Josh smelled flesh burning, he did the spastic dance and fell down. The two guards picked him up and put him face down on the bed.

“Take his clothes off.”

His clothes were ripped off him and thrown across the room. He felt a bee sting him in the buttocks, then the world started to get hazy. He felt like he was watching life through a fog.

He tried to struggle, but he might as well have been a swaddling babe.

“Turn him over.”

They flipped him easy, like a pancake, and he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling. The room spun and he would have puked, except he was sort of removed from his body and felt like he didn’t have a stomach.

“Okay,” said the man in the suit. “Now the fun starts.”

The man made little marks on Josh’s chest with a marker. The marks circled Josh’s pectoral muscles. He produced a long needled hypodermic and stuck it into the marks and pressed the plunger.

Josh wanted to struggle, but he was like a kitten in the grip of pit bulls.

Around and around the needle went, fluid was injected into Josh’s chest. Skin tightened and bulged, and he realized they were giving him tits.

He looked up at the girl, who was biting her lip worriedly as she filmed the procedure with a cell phone. “Cowards,” he spat at her.

She turned away, then turned back. She kept the cell video recording.

It took a half hour, but when the man was done Josh had a set of big boobs.

“How long do they last?” asked Lisa.

“A month, maybe two. Long enough for what Mrs. Rankin wants. He’s ready for you.”

Josh tried to struggle, but he realized, in a far away portion of his mind, that he had been given the drug again. He thought it might be Rohypnol, which explained a lot of things. Rohypnol didn’t effect men as much as it did women, so they were giving him extra big doses, and that was why he felt so sick after the drug left his system.

He watched, his arms trying to bat, to punch, and they simply turned him, moved him, slapped him.

Jim came in, a big grin on his face. “I want to see the fun.”

“Jim,” started Lisa, then she stopped. Protesting wouldn’t do anything.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Get busy then. Make him over.”

Lisa said to the guards, “Put him in that chair, Make it so he can’t move too much.”

The chair had arms, it was made of metal, and Josh was duc taped into the thing. He tried to move his mouth, but everything was so weird. He didn’t know if it was him moving, or some other him he was watching from afar.

Lisa opened up a little case and placed it on another chair. It was full of make up. She began cleaning his face.

“You know,” said Jim, smoking a cigarette, “this was all my idea.”

Lisa finished cleansing his pores and applied primer.

“Mrs. Rankin said you were acting a little too manly, and I said, ‘We can make him a woman.’”

Lisa was working quickly, biting back words. She had done a lot of dirty things in her life, but this had to be the dirtiest.

“So we’re going to transform you, then we’re going to fuck you. Then we’ll put it all on the net. You’ll be the laughing stock. You’ll never be a fighter again.” He laughed, and the two security guards even chuckled.

Josh sat on the chair, imprinting words on his mind, trying to make sure he would remember some of this later.

Debbie was past the foundation and adding color. She made his eyes dusky, lengthened his eyelashes and trimmed his eyebrows into sexy arches.

“He’s looking pretty good, Lisa,” Jim said. He was sitting backwards in a chair and watching, his arms folded and resting on the back of the chair.

Lisa said nothing. She felt like crying.

She pierced his ears, placed a wig on his head, and applied lipstick.

Josh had been transformed. He no longer looked like a fighter, now he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” Lisa said. “I’m done. Except for the clothes.”

“No clothes necessary,” said Jim. “Let him loose, put him on the bed.”

Josh was cut free and pushed to the bed. He lay back. He had relaxed his struggles, was in somewhat of a daze, but he saw the two security guards and Jim staring at him, and he told himself that he had to fight.

It wasn’t much of a fight.

One of the men held his arms and Lisa mounted him.

“He’s not very hard,” she said, staring down at Josh.

“We gave him a shot. He’s not going to be hard for a long time.”

“Really?” she sounded a little upset.

“So what,” he was irritated. “Do your thing.”

“That’s okay. Act like he is.”

Lisa went up and down, grabbed her breasts and moaned like she was enjoying it, but she was dying on the inside.

Jim took over the filming.

Lisa leaned down to Josh and whispered, “Fighting makes the drug work better. They’re going to fuck you, so don’t fight. You might just as well give in.”

From somewhere far away Josh heard himself say, “Coward.”

Lisa got off him and rushed away. She had one forearm up to her eyes and was crying.

“What the fuck?” groused Jim. “Well, we got enough of that. Either of you fellows want him?”

The security guards looked at each other. This wasn’t in their contract. They didn’t mind being bullies, but to fuck some helpless doofus?

“Well, then I guess it’s up to me…”

“No. I’ll do it.”

The three men turned to see Lisa standing in the doorway. She was still naked, but now she had a strap on around her hips. A cock stood out from her crotch.

Jim laughed. And he was relieved. His girl was pissed because the guy had made her cum. She was going to get back at him.

“Good girl,” he muttered. “Go get him.”

Lisa wasn’t so much interested in revenge as she was in protecting Josh. She had had enough, and she knew that if the guys fucked Josh they’d tear him up. At least she could be gentle.

She walked to the bed, making it look like she was really into it, and sat on Josh. She leaned down like she was kissing him, and whispered. “I’ll try to be gentle. I’m sorry.” She straightened up and turned to one of the security guards. “There’s some lube in my make up kit.”

Jim laughed, “Why be gentle?”

“You think I want to work hard? Besides, it’ll be better if I can make him enjoy it.”

Jim chuckled, motioned to the guard, and Lisa was handed her lube.

Lisa spread the gunk on Josh’s ass, she inserted it into his asshole and reamed him with a couple of fingers. She moved gently, and she tried to reassure Josh.

“It’s okay, baby. If you can relax it won’t hurt. It might even feel good.”

Under a kinder touch Josh started to relax. He even began to like the feel of her fingers circling his rim. He grunted in appreciation of her gentleness.

“Yeah, baby,” crooned Jim. “Make him love you.”

Lisa ignored her boyfriend who, in truth, would never be her boyfriend again. She had had enough.

She moved her hand back and forth, whispering sweet things into Josh’s ear. She stroked his thighs and told him it would be all right.

She put her strap on dick to his hole and slowly entered him.

Josh groaned. It did feel good. The drugs worked, her softness worked, and he grabbed up at her and gave light, little sobs.

Lisa fucked him slowly, lovingly, and the camera caught it all.

Jim frowned a bit, he wanted to the fuck to be a rough one. He wanted to tear this asshole a new one, if that made sense, but…he was getting good footage. As soon as they edited out Josh’s resistance, and incriminating comments that he had made, it would be perfect. He’d probably get a bonus for this.

Lisa held Josh and withheld tears. She fucked him, and he moved, and it felt good.

If only the circumstances had been different….

Josh moaned, and memories came back to him. Not all memories, but enough.

He had been kidnapped and made into a woman, then they had abused him.

No, a woman had taken him with a strap on. Lisa her name was. And Jim had held a camera on him.

One more bit of video for Josie to see. And how would he explain this one? Even if he could get to her, could get her to listen to him.

This time he didn’t feel as sick. This time he had not struggled as much. This time he had been expecting it.

And this time they hadn’t given him as much drugs. Probably because they were going to transform him and had to give him other drugs.

He rolled over, and his head hurt, but he was able to sit up.

He was still a woman. He had big tits, and he was wearing his own clothes.

He held his head, let the room spin, then struggled to the refrigerator.

At least they had had the courtesy to leave him in his apartment.

But why?

Why not get him arrested again?

Because they figured he’d be shamed, too shamed to complain, and they didn’t want him making complaints.

But they underestimated him.

He might be altered, he might be humiliated, but he was a fighter.

He opened the refrigerator and took out a can of Coke. He rolled it across his forehead, and when he lowered it he saw traces of make up.

Hell, they’d left all the make up on him.

Fine. He could deal with that.

He popped the top and drank the cold liquid. It was like putting out a fire in his head. He relaxed, staggered to the kitchen table and sat down.

He sipped, and considered his next actions. He had known they were going to do something to him, and while this was the worst, it wasn’t as bad as some things they could have done to him.

He finished the Coke, got another one. There was an old box of hot wings in the fridge and he took that out and began munching. He needed to rebuild a bit of strength, and he had to hurry. He was going to—

Knock knock.

He froze, looked at the front door. He hoped it wasn’t them come back for more. He was so damned weak.

The front door opened and a head stuck through. Josh blinked and gawked.

Lisa saw him, pushed through the door, closed it behind her. She put her back to the door. Tears were streaming from her eyes.

“I’m sorry.”

More tears.

“I left that bastard. What can I do? What do you want me to do.”

Josh just stared at her.

She crossed the room, stopped a few feet from him. “What they did…what I did…it was wrong.”

“Will you go to the police with me?”

She nodded. The tears were flowing down her cheeks, big splatters on the floor.

“I remember they gave me more shots at the end. What do they do?”

Gulping, her chest heaving, Lisa managed to say. Hormones. A lot of really strong hormones. And…and they…the last shot…” she couldn’t keep talking, broke down.

“Sit down,” said Josh.

She did. Before she fell down.

“What about the last shot?”

“It’s something called leuprolide acetate. You won’t be able to get an erection, you won’t…”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. Not forever, but…long…”

Jim sighed, and felt his world trying to adjust.

They had castrated him, like they did convicted rapists and other sexual perverts.

Fuck. Maybe it wasn’t permanent, but…what if it was?

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

Jim just stared out the window.

They walked up a series of shallow steps and into the federal building. Two girls. One good looking, the other a little thick, but with big boobs and long hair and red lips.

“May I help you?”

“We’d like to report a crime.”

“Yes, ma’am. What kind of a crime?” The fellow at the desk was a rookie, getting his feet wet.

“Kidnapping. Rape. Probably a lot of other things.”

The rookie blinked. He expected a wife beating, or a burglary.  Regular cop things. Kidnapping and rape was up there.

He picked up the phone.

Josh and Lisa sat in a Special Agent’s office and Lisa told the story. She didn’t lessen her part. She described how Mrs. Rankin had told Josh to dump her daughter, and the drugging and framing of Josh.

The Special Agent was a tall, skinny fellow, but he had the wise eyes of experience. He listened patiently and made notes. He kept an audio recorder running.

When Lisa was finished Josh took over. He told about recovering, about going to the Rankin offices and confronting Jocelyn. He told of punching Jim, and being taken prisoner by the security guards. He told of being taken to the warehouse, and Lisa took over again.

When they were done the Special Agent was silent for five full minutes. He looked about to speak a couple of times, but would then make notes, stare at them again.

Finally, he said, “Would you like something to eat? Drink? I need to bring this upstairs. I shouldn’t be long, maybe fifteen minutes, but…?

Josh accepted a Coke and he and Lisa sat in the office and looked out the high window.

“What do you think is going to happen?” asked Lisa.

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think they’ll do to me?”

He looked at her. “I’ll go to bat for you. You may have committed crimes, but you…you’re taking responsibility. You’re a witness. They’ll probably be okay with you.”

Okay with her. Whatever that meant. She might spend twenty years in jail, and she might walk out the front door.

The Special Agent returned with another agent.

“I’m Special Agent in Charge Zach Freeman.” He shook hands, then sat down opposite them. He sighed, then said, “That’s quite a story.”

Lisa started to object, to say it was all true, but Josh took her hand and squeezed it.

“Here’s my problem…you’ve got a witness, but you’ve also got a record. I know…I know…” he raised his hands as Josh opened his mouth. “That last charge might be bogus, but…you’ve still got a record. Mrs. Rankin, on the other hand, has influence, including powerful politicians. Before we could move on this we would need actual proof.”

Lisa snapped, “But I did it! I can prove—“

“Your word against theirs. And they’ll probably have a lot more people than you.”

It was a stalemate then. Until Josh said, “Can I borrow a cell phone?”

A cell phone was produced.

Josh tapped in his codes and accessed the cloud. He pulled up the audio recording he had made in Jocelyn’s office.

“I uploaded this on the run, the original would be deleted, but this should do…”

The agents listened to the recording, and, extra bonus, the audio recording had kept running even after he had uploaded, had uploaded everything after his phone had been taken from him. They heard Jocelyn commanding that the phone be rendered to dust.

Special Agent Zach Freeman looked up when it was done. Without taking eyes off Josh and Lisa he spoke to the Special Agent who had taken their initial statement. “I want a warrant for that computer, along with warrants contingent for Mrs. Jocelyn Rankin, this Jim fellow, and various security guards. I want their complete security system, without reservation. I want it in two hours. Keep this off normal lines. Speak to the judge yourself.”

The Special Agent ran from the room.

Four hours later a large team of FBI agents invaded Rankin Enterprises. The building secured, SAC Zach Freeman and Josh and Lisa entered the building. They were whisked up to Mrs. Rankin’s office.

Jocelyn sat on the couch, fuming, and when Josh and Lisa entered she jumped up. “My lawyers are going to sue—“ A Special Agent shoved her and she sat, looking very undignified.

She turned to the man next to her. It was Jim.

Josh looked at Jim, and Jim merely said, “Good luck with those boners.”

Josh turned to him. “Good luck picking up the soap for the rest of your life.”

Jim would have said more, he was the kind of guy who always had a snappy comeback, but a Special Agent stepped in front of him.

“It’s right here, Zach.”

Zach sat down behind the desk and looked at the computer screen that had been indicated. He watched, and listened, and smiled when Josh punched Jim in the gut.

Bonus, Mrs. Rankin had kept recording after Josh was brought back up the elevator. Proof was complete.

Zach turned to Mrs. Rankin. “Take her away. Him, too. Keep them isolated. Have you got the security guards, yet?”

“Chief?”

Zach turned back to the computer expert who had found the original files.

“You get out of my computer!” shrieked Jocelyn.

“There’s a lot more here.”

“I want a lawyer! You leave my personal computer alone! I’ve got rights!”

They dragged her out screaming.

Jim went quietly.

ONE YEAR LATER

Jocelyn didn’t look good. She had lost weight, she didn’t have expensive clothes or make up. She stood in front of the judge.

“Trafficking, racketeering, not to mention all the small stuff, like changing Mr. Baker’s sex against his will.” The judge didn’t sound like changing some one’s sex was ‘small stuff.’ “But before we get to all that, I understand the defendant’s daughter is here and has a statement to make?”

Josh and Lisa were sitting in the front row. He turned and saw Josie walk through the courtroom.

Josie had changed in the past year. She had been put in charge of a company that was dwindling, and had saved it. She had confidence in her gaze, but remorse as she glanced at Josh. She took her place in front of the judge.

“Your honor, my name is Josie Rankin and I’ve been put in charge of Rankin Enterprises.”

“Go ahead.”

“First, while I love my mother, I am not of the same mind as her.” She turned to where Jocelyn watched her. “Mother, I’ll visit you in prison, but what you’ve done…it’s disgusting.” Then she turned to Josh. “Josh, I’m more sorry than you can know. We won’t contest your suit, and I will spend the rest of my life in apology. I’m…I’m really sorry. I truly believe we were in love, but with everything that’s happened, I understand why you don’t want to be involved with me.”

She turned to the judge. “That’s it, your honor, except that, as bad as my mother is, I hope you’ll show some mercy. She will have no say in the company from here on, and…and…I’m sorry.”

The judge nodded, and pronounced sentence.


EPILOGUE

Josh lay on the low beach chair and sipped Golden Monkey. The white sands under the chair were like sugar, the blue waters ten yards further on stretched to forever.

Next to him Lisa adjusted her floppy sun hat and sunglasses. She said, “Let’s go try again.”

They stood up and, holding hands, crossed the beach to the huts.

The huts stretched to the sides, luxury apartments on a luxury beach on a luxury island.

They entered the room and Lisa took the bottle from his hand. She pressed her lips to his and began fondling his manhood.

His manhood didn’t rise.

“Are you sure you felt something?”

He nodded. “But I always feel things. I just don’t get hard.”

She pushed him back on the bed and sat on him, his limp cock under her buns. “It was supposed to last a year, and it’s been two years.”

“It might not come back.”

“But the hormones have worn off. You feel like you’re losing a bit of the feminine fat.”

Josh sighed, “You know, it isn’t bad. Being a woman.”

“I know. I just wish I could give you the big bang.”

“You do. And, speaking of which, let’s, uh…you know?”

Lisa smiled, got off him and went to her suitcase She got out the strap on and placed it around her hips. “You’re turning into a sex addict, you know.”

“Is that bad?”

“Nope, but I’d like you to wear the strap on a bit more.”

“I would, but you’re much better with a dick than I ever was.”

She laughed and fell on him. They kissed, and she felt his tits and fondled his cock and balls some more.

Nope. They weren’t rising to the occasion.

She had him go to all fours then and lubed him up. She placed her cock at his back door.

“God, I love this.”

“Good,” she pushed into him and he gasped.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She took her time, sawing into him. She made sure she pressed the dick down on his prostate.

“I’m going to drain you this time.”

“Oh, thank you. I get so horny…I need the relief.”

“It’s funny, because after you get drained you get even more horny for a few days.”

“It’s fun being horny,” he replied.

She reached around and felt his tits. “They seem to be larger.”

“Well, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What?” she drove into him, making him grunt with pleasure.

“About the hormones…” he was gasping as she twisted her hips and corkscrewed into his ass.

“What about the hormones?”

“I decided, since my cock isn’t coming back, that I might just as well keep taking the hormones, and…oh, fuck…I’m draining.

She reached down and felt his cock. Sure enough, a stream of semen was flowing out of his limp cock.

“God, I love it when you do this…” she thrust her hips at his ass and pressed harder on his prostate.

“And I love it when you…when you…”

“Fuck you.”

“Yes.”

And, holding the all fours position, the cum leaking out of him, his back arching a bit with the pleasure of being drained, he said, “So is it all right? About me still taking the hormones?”

“Absolutely,” she smiled. Then she lay on his back, felt him shiver out the last drops of his cum. “I love you.”

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

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

‘Feminization was his Punishment!’

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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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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