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PART ONE

“Are you going to bring home a lot of money tonight?” Joe stared at his wife.

Brenda sat at her vanity and added the finishing touches to her spectacular face. To say that she was a beautiful woman would be an understatement. Her face was even and oval with good cheekbones. Her hair a luscious chestnut wave. Her brown eyes were perfectly made up and her lips were plump and soft.

But she wasn't just a face. She had perfect statistics, 38 by 24 by 36. Her breasts being slightly large, when she entered a room eyes blinked and smiles began.

And now, already perfect, she was making herself more perfect with immaculate and sexy make up.

Joe stared at her so hard his eyes almost hurt.

“I hope so,” she dabbed a bit of gloss on her lips and smacked.

“And you say you just play cards at this…this club you belong to.”

“Yep.”

“What kind of cards?”

She looked at him in the mirror and her lips twisted with a bit of humor. “Joe, are you going to pull the jealousy number on me?”

“No! No. I just…you’ve never shown any skill at cards, but now you’re coming home every week with hundreds of dollars. A couple of weeks ago you had near a thousand dollars!”

Brenda stood up and turned sideways for the mirror. She was incredibly beautiful and Joe’s heart ached. Could she be cheating?

She turned to him with a grin, which gave him an instant boner. Of course just being near her gave him a chub at all times, but that smile, those lips, that body…

“I know. As little as I know…the girls know less.”

She had an answer for everything. Except for what was going on at her club.

“And that’s all you do is play cards.”

“Oh, we talk about charity work. We’re all involved with our churches. You know.”

She patted his face and walked down the hallway.

Joe followed her, staring hungrily as her perfect globes swayed back and forth. He wasn’t about to let it go. This had been going on for months, all this extra money.

“But how come…” he paused.

“What?” she asked as her heels clicked on the foyer wood. She was wearing a skin tight dress. It was a bit much just to meet with a bunch of girls and play poker, or whatever game they played.

“How come you come back all horny?”

She turned to him, her face quizzical but filled with humor. “Joe? Are you serious? Are you complaining because I go out with a bunch of girls, we talk sassy between ourselves, and I then come home and want to jump that delicious bone of yours?”

“Well, ah…yeah.”

She stepped back to him, put her hands, her perfectly manicured hands, on his cheeks. She leaned into him and touched, very gently so as not to mess up her make up, her lips to his.

He about shot his load right then.

“Joe, I love you. But you really need to get a grip on yourself.”

“But…”

“I am out with a bunch of girls. We don’t talk to any men. I’m bringing home a chunk of change….and I am not using my body to do that. Joe…”she squeezed his cheeks together, “I am NOT cheating on you. NOT. Now, do I have to smack your bottom and rub your nose in it?”

“Well, uh, no.”

“Good.” She kissed him again, just a light peck, then continued into the kitchen. Her purse was on the counter and she checked inside, took out her keys, and turned back to him. She mused, “I bring all sorts of money to you, I come home and am sexually starved, and you accuse me of cheating? Heck. If I was cheating I’d be hiding that money, and I certainly wouldn’t want to be putting my pussy on that big dick of yours. Right?”

“Well, uh…” he shrugged helplessly. Put like that…

She kissed him a third time, still gently, but she had to brush a bit of lipstick off his lips. “Joe, I love you. Good bye.”

Laughing, she sashayed out of the kitchen. A moment later he heard her car door slam and the car starting up.

He went to the kitchen window and watched her back out. She saw him in the window and waved merrily. As she drove down the street he was left with burning questions.

Where did she really go every week?

What was she really doing to get so much money?

What was she hiding?

Joe went into the den and plopped down on a recliner. He turned the game on. He didn’t give a crap that some kid was running a hundred yard touchdown.

He went back to the kitchen and got down the bourbon. He poured a big, old bourbon and Coke and got out some chips. He returned to the den and tried to watch the game.

What was his wife doing.

“Joe!” He felt her hand touching his shoulder.

“Wha…”

“You fell asleep in the den. Come on, honey. Come to bed.”

He was still waking up when she pulled on his hand. He managed to lurch upright.

She was even more beautiful. It looked like she had freshened her make up for him, and now, instead of just being happy and glowing, she was glowing with lust. For him.

“Hi,” he said, blinking.

She planted a kiss on him. A real kiss. A movie star kiss. Her lips scorched his and her tongue explored him. He was awake now, and so was his dick!

“God! Are you a sexy, fucking man!”

He couldn’t help but grin as she reached into his pants, kissed him even more deeply, and started stroking him.

Seconds later she was pulling his cock down the hallway, and he was going happily along with it.

She stopped inside the bedroom door and gobbled him. Over the past few months she had been working on her deep throat skills, and she was getting good. She took his whole cock in her mouth, her lips nibbled right up against his pubic area, her tongue actually slipped out and tapped his balls.

“Fuck,” he whined.

“Don’t come yet, lover. Save all that sperm for mama.” She kissed him yet again, and started peeling his clothes off. She was frantic, like a sex fiend, as she unbuckled his pants, near ripped his zipper off, and pulled his pants down. She grabbed his underwear and almost tore it as she pulled it down. His dick, already out, was handled roughly, and he loved it.

She grabbed his balls in her hands and squeezed.

“Damn!” he yelped.

She pulled him to the bed, turned him around and pushed. He flew backwards, then scrambled to get all the way onto the bed.

She stood in front of him, her breath heaving, her bosom rising and falling, and undid the zipper on her dress. then she was shucking out of it, revealing her mammoth breasts.

She undid her bra and Joe looked at her breasts hungrily. She pulled off her panties.

She was in nylons and garters, very sexy, and she climbed on top of him and sat down.

She groaned in pleasure. She twisted her hips around and his cock was pulled around and her pussy slithered up and down.

She was like a rabbit in heat. A rabid, rapid rabbit. She fucked him like he was the last dick on earth. She moaned and pulled on her tit. She leaned over and jammed her nips in his mouth.

“Fuck me, Joe. Fuck me like a whore. Fuck me and use me and make me know what it is to be a woman.”

At this point he knew she had her edge off and wanted the deep plumb. He gripped her and surged up. He flipped her over and landed on her, driving his dick deep, deep, deep.”

“Fuck!” she cried. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

Her voice was almost shouting, and he went to town. He banged his hips down on hers. He pushed her legs back for better angle, for better access.

“Fuck!” she screamed. She began to cum. She was a good cummer, a hard cummer, and her body went riot. Her hips spasmed, then locked up. Muscles quivered from the thighs to the belly, and she jerked her pussy at him.

He felt like his cock was being torn out by the roots, but in the best possible way. He felt her pussy muscles squeezing, and her rim tilted and slid the length of his cock, and it was too much. Her golden pussy had done its job, and he began to squirt.

“Yes…yes!” she sobbed, feeling him explode deep inside her.

And he was gasping uncontrollably as he emptied himself into her.

Finally, he collapsed, rolled off and laid next to her.

“God, you’re good,” she murmured.

He could hardly breath for his exertions.

She turned and placed an arm over his chest. She snuggled. “I made so much money for you, Joe. We’ll count it tomorrow. But…thanks.”

“For what?”

“For being my husband. For being the man I love. For being you. Now shut up and let me sleep.

Shortly she was breathing deep, and then she was snoring.

Joe extricated himself quietly and didn’t wake her up.

He sat on the edge of the bed for a long moment. Damn. She had really fucked the hell out of him.

He got up and went out to the kitchen. He sipped some water, let his breathing slow down. He saw her purse on the counter. It was chockfull of money. Mostly tens and twenties, but a couple of hundreds. He took the money out and counted it.

$1102!

Over a thousand dollars! What the hell had she done? What was she doing? How could she earn that much money?

And he certainly didn’t think it was poker. No matter how bad the other women were, people didn’t just lose this much money in a game week after week after week.

He stood by the counter, and even though she had just near fucked his dick off, he was jealous. What was she doing?

And the only thing he could think…the only explanation in his mind…was that she had to be selling her body. She was fucking people, and getting paid for it.

He had heard of housewives turning into hookers.

That had to be it.

Of course, her pussy wasn’t filled with sperm, but she probably had the men use condoms.

And she would fuck for a few hours, get super horny, and then need even more when she came home.

That had to be it.

What else could it be?

Joe’s hands were on the counter, his arms bracing his slumping shoulders, his head hanging.

She was fucking other men.

His wife.

And he determined, in those late hours of misery, that he was going to get to the bottom of this.

He had to.

She was his wife! Dammit!

The week went slowly. Brenda was loving, but not overly sexual. She had pretty much gotten her edge off that one night, and she was content with soft, slow loving.

She didn’t say much about the money, just gave him a hundred bucks for mad money and put the rest in a bank account she had opened.

Once, when she was out and about with her girlfriends, he had checked her bank account. Over $20,000! She had been going to these late night wive’s club meetings just over six months, and she had over $20 grand!

Joe had to work long hours and he was only at $10K in his account. what was she doing that was raking in such big bucks?

Well, he was going to find out.

He thought about putting a GPS tracker in her phone. But though she might not be good at cards, she was pretty savvy with her phone. Heck, she was on it enough, and she might notice something.

He thought about hiring a private detective. But…that was money. PIs charged around a hundred bucks an hour. And up. He certainly wasn’t going to pay that kind of money for something that he could do himself.

Yes, darn it. What was so difficult about following a person? You just get in your car, stay a few cars back, and…follow. What could be so hard about that?

A hundred dollars an hour. Hah!

So the week passed, and it came time for Brenda’s women’s club again.

Joe watched, eating his heart out, as she got dolled up. He stared at her lush body as she got out of the shower and dried off. She slathered herself with sweet smelling body cream, put on a sexy thong and a half bra.

Her tits overflowed, the nipples easy to see and totally erect.

She didn’t appear to be be feeling any kind of sexy, but she pulled on a slinky, red dress, adorned herself with jewelry, and made her face up.

He wanted to grab her, shake her, make her tell him where she was going. what she was doing.

Instead, he just watched, and as his heart pounded with jealousy it was compounded by the throbbing of his penis. Just watching her made him horny. And the idea that she was going to come home and fuck him till his dick fell off…it was too much.

He went into the kitchen and made a drink, brought it back and watched her some more.

She was almost done, and she smiled at him in the mirror. “Are you ready for tonight, Joe?”

“Oh, yes.” He was, and he wasn’t. He was terribly conflicted.

She stood up, touched her lips to his, and headed for the kitchen.

Once again he followed her through the house, his heart breaking.

“Okay, honey, wish me luck.”

“Luck,” he gave her a quavery smile. She just chuckled at his expression and headed out.

She had no sooner zipped down the street than Joe was on the trail. He sprinted out to his car, a snazzy Mustang, and squealed the tires as he backed out.

Her lights were already at the stop light at the far end of the street. He drove slowly, timed it, and only put his foot down when the light turned green.

She turned left and joined traffic.

Joe just made it, running an orange light and cutting off a car. He was too close, though, so he slowed down. The guy he cut off honked, then passed him, cut him off and pointed his middle finger towards the moon.

Joe chuckled. That kind of thing usually made him mad. This night the guy was in between him and Brenda, so he was actually doing him a favor.

They drove over to fourth street, he almost lost her at the light, but saw her eight cars ahead. He slowly closed in on her and fell in three cars back.

‘No lights…no lights…’ he prayed.

There weren’t any lights, and she took the turn for downtown.

Downtown? He couldn’t think of any buildings down there that might be good for a bunch of women playing cards.

So she wasn’t playing cards. Hmm.

She turned on Wilson and slowed down.

Joe turned in behind her, and pulled to the side, let her get ahead, but she didn’t get ahead. She turned into a parking garage.

Fuck!

He zoomed up the street and parked next to the parking garage.

She was driving an SUV, and he saw the top of it going up a ramp.

He jumped out and ran for the stairs at the corner of the building.

At every floor he peered out through a door for sign of her.

No sign. No sign. No sign.

On the top floor, the eighth floor, he saw her car. It was parked at the far corner of the parking lot with a lot of other cars. Some cars were mid-range, like hers. Some were fancy shmancy. Jags, Maseratis, Mercedes, and so on. The expensive cars were all black.

He opened the door and sauntered across the parking lot. At the far corner was the Bender Building. It was 16 stories high, and there had been some scandal attached to it. Most people didn’t know, but he had been talking with one of the city inspectors, and it turned out that there was serious mob money behind the building.

Mob money, in his little town. It seemed ludicrous. But it was probably money laundering, and he could just imagine all these mugs getting out of their fancy shmancy cars and gathering inside a big meeting hall on the top floor. Talking about who they were going to rub out. What business they were going to firebomb.

How much money their whores were making them.

Fuck!

He reached his wife’s car and placed a hand on the hood. Warm. He must have just missed her. In his mind’s eye he could see that statuesque body ambulating across the rooftop parking lot. Maybe greeting one of the gangsters. Maybe patting his cheek, like she did his, or even (choke) kissing him.

Then, into the building, up an elevator. Meeting some john in the penthouse. They went to a room with a view, he poured her a drink, they stood on the patio and looked out at the city. Maybe he talked about how many schmucks there were in the world, and he would consider Joe one of them as he took Brenda in his arms, bent her backward and nibbled her neck, put his filthy paws all over her tits, and his hand would creep down to her slit. He would feel her, and lift her dress, and she would help him, pull down her panties, then he would throw her down on a bed right there on the patio and…and…

Joe pounded his fist on the wall of the building in front of his wife’s SUV.

“You okay, fella?”

Joe spun around. Two big guys in a golf cart. Real big. And they looked like thugs. Low brows. Meat. Muscle.

“Who are you?” Joe managed to ask, though he was starting to feel a little weak in the knees.

“I’m Thug, he’s Basher. We’re security for the building. So why are you up here al alone and punching the building?

“I just…I…I don’t know.”

They were standing next to him. He felt like a shrimp next to them. They were both six inches taller than him, and their shoulders were twice as wide as his. He wasn’t a big muscular guy, sort of slender, actually, but they were ridiculous big compared to him.

“Well, maybe ya oughta go beat up some other poor building.”

The other mug grinned and let a slight snicker out.

“Uh, yeah.”

“You got a car around here?”

Joe shook his head.

“So you walked up here for what? A look around?”

The two guys were getting closer, made him feel smaller.

“I just wanted to see what the city looked like.”

One of then nodded. His big head went up and down.

The other one said, “Did you see it?”

“Yeah.”

“So you’ll be going now.”

“Yeah.”

And, like that, they parted. Very polite. Left him lots of room.

Joe passed between them, and he felt like a dinghy between two battleships. He imagined one of them conking him on the head with one ham fist, the other one kicking him when he was down. But they just let him go.

He walked across the parking lot, and he imagined a bullet catching him between the shoulder blades. Falling on the cement, then being put on the back of the golf cart and taken to a car where he was loaded into the trunk. To a shallow grave. Or maybe just weighed down with anchors and dropped into the ocean. Except they weren’t near the ocean. They were in a small burg in middle America. Thugs. Criminals. Mobsters. Gangsters.

He arrived at the stairs and glanced behind him. The two big guys just stared at him. He started trotting down the stairs, and was soon taking two at a time.

He arrived at the ground floor and stepped out on the sidewalk. His Mustang waited for him.

He looked up. Thug and Basher were leaning over the edge of the building, looking down on him.

He felt like flipping them off, but restrained himself. He got into his Mustang and peeled out.

Joe sat in the den, the TV on but with no sound. Colored TV light played over the room, and he held a drink and didn’t drink.

He was thinking.

What the fuck was Brenda doing?

And, more important, how was he going to get her out of it?

She probably didn’t even know they were gangsters. She just went and….and fucked…and…they were thugs. Murderers. Rapists.

Well, not rapists, they just paid a whore when they wanted some.

Je gulped. He wanted to cry, and he was outraged at the same time.

What was he going to do?

The difficult thing was that he couldn’t just go talk to Brenda.

Aside from the fact that he had no proof, he didn’t think she would appreciate him tailing her, getting involved in her business. No, he had to have proof. He was going to have to get in there, take pictures. He was going to have to find out who owned the building. And he had to do it without Thug and Basher catching him.

How to…how to…how to. How was he going to do it.

“Honey! I’m home!”

He turned up the TV a bit so she wouldn’t think anything was off. He acted like he was waking up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“Hey, babe?” Act normal. Don’t go nuts. Don’t make her suspicious. “Have a good night?”

“Oh, yeah!” she grinned, but we can count it later. She advanced on him like Sherman marched through Georgia.

He stood up and she attacked him. She bent him back and kissed him. Then she was down on her knees, slurping like he was an ice cream sundae on the hottest day of summer. Then she was up on her feet again, chewing on his mouth, sucking on his lips and tongue. One hand went down and grabbed his prick.

He responded…how could he not? But inside he was thinking thoughts.

Who had she fucked tonight? How was he going to get her out of the grip of monsters?

She grabbed his dong, giggled insanely, and pulled him down the hallway.

He thought, who sucked on her tits tonight? Who put their penis in her?

Yet, in spite of these thoughts, or (choke) maybe because of them, his pecker was harder than ever.

No! He didn’t want to get hard because somebody else was fucking his wife!

She yanked him into the bedroom, threw him on the bed, began ripping off his clothes. She was a madwoman. She was as if imbued with ape-like strength, and she tore his clothes off and sucked on his cock and pulled on his nipples.

He had thoughts, bad thoughts, which made his dong long, and he gave as good as he got.

He ravished her. He grabbed her tits and squeezed them till she yelped.

He gripped her nips with his teeth and bit and pulled.

She pounded on his head.

He tried to control himself, but in his mind he could see some greasy-headed goon fold his dark suit on the back of a chair and crawl in between his wife’s legs.

Did she respond this way to…to whoever? Did she get excited and treat his balls like little punching bags? Did she put her fingers up his ass and get him off?

No, he did it to her. He pummeled her, punched her tits and her pussy and got her excited. She couldn’t cum with all that going on, but she brought all that abuse and excitement home to him.

She climbed all over his body, pulled on his dick till he yelled, grabbed his balls and said, fiercely, “These are mine! Do you hear me?”

And though voices were screaming in his head: She’s fucking mob hit men! She’s sucking Al Capone! he was harder than steel, and then he was inside her, holding her tits with his hands like claws, biting her lips. then he was down between her legs, poking his nose into her pussy with force. Sucking on those juicy lips like they were steaks and he was starved for meat.

Then, her pounding on his shoulders, he slithered up her body and jammed his penis into her. Roughly. Like he meant business. He slammed his hips into hers and she held on and bit his chest and clawed his back.

“Fuck!” she screamed. “Fuck me! Now!”

He did. He became like a jackhammer, pounding his spike into her core. Building a highway of sex between her legs.

She arched her back, bit her own hand, and began to spasm and twitch and jerk. Her eyes rolled back and she made a keening sound. She sounded like an animal howling. A female animal, howling for sex.

He felt his balls tighten up, he felt that twitch way down deep, and the surges started. He unloaded inside her. Big gobs and chunks of semen. And she took every gob, every chunk, and wanted more.

More.

More.

Joe lay on the bed. Eyes open. Cock upright. It had never gone down. Even after he fucked her and shot his seed. It just…stayed hard.

How could that be?

How could he be hard after what she had done?

She was fucking other men, and…that shouldn’t make him hard!

But he was like a thick nail, ready to be pounded all over again.

He got out of bed and walked to the kitchen, his cock leading the way.

Her purse was there, full of money, but he didn’t bother counting it. He just poured a glass of water and sipped. And thought.

His wife was in the clutches of the Mob.

He had to get her loose. He had to break her free. He had to get the goods and convince her how dangerous what she was doing was.

He put the glass down on the counter, bent his head, and big tears began to fall from his eyes.


PART TWO

A week passed, and Joe was in turmoil. On one hand he was hornier than he had ever been. Every time he looked at Brenda images flew across his mind. Men in dark suits pushing her up against a wall. Mob hit men bending her over and fucking her doggy style. And her loving it. Her face twisted in pleasure as her hole was scoured.

And she probably took on more than one. Maybe she fucked two, or three, or even more. And she gobbled their dicks, giving head until her belly was full.

And, on the other hand, he was revulsed. She was being untrue to him. She was cuckolding him. She was betraying him, letting other men screw her.

Yet, in this conflict of betrayal versus lust, he loved his wife more than ever. He loved her and he wanted to protect her, to pry her loose from the mob.

So he lived with his conflict, his anger and fear, and he kept everything under control. He didn’t let Brenda see any part of his emotional turmoil. He kept a straight face, he told her he loved her without hint of his shrieking repulsion. He laughed and joked, made sure he wasn’t too quiet, or in any way weird.

So the week passed, one excruciating day at a time. And the day approached when he was going to have to do something.

He researched the building at city hall, getting a copy of the blueprints from a friend and claiming he was just trying to figure out a template for a video game. It was such a weird excuse that it worked.

He drove past the building every chance he got. He even took pictures with his cell phone and loaded them into a special file on his computer.

He went into the building. He rode the elevator up to the 15th floor, and back down again.

The elevator only went to 15, then it required a special key. That had to be the room where the women were taken against their will.

Well, they had to be taken against their will! No housewife would willingly sell her body to the mob! And he conjured up all sorts of scenarios where they had something on her and were blackmailing her. Something from her past that he knew nothing about, but the mob had found out and now they were using it against her, using it to force her to fuck men. And his mind filled with images of her spreading her legs, pounding on the backs of men who were pumping her. And she had managed to make herself like it because…dammit…what else could she do?

He wandered around some of the other floors, even talking to a couple of people going to and from offices, and had a pretty good idea of how the building was set up.

Except for that 16th floor.

He had no idea how he was going to get up there.

He imagined himself hiring a helicopter and sliding down a rope. He thought about shooting a long rope with a grappling hook on it. He even thought about getting a hundred balloons filled with helium and floating to the top, then breaking through a door, or jumping to a patio, gun in hand and rescuing Brenda.

She would hug him, and he would keep the mugs covered as she clung to him and he walked her, the the others, out of the penthouse.

He would be the hero. The city would give him the keys. Brenda would realize that he had to do what he had done.

But…he couldn’t come up with a safe and sane way to get to the 16th floor.

So, he decided, he was going to have to wing it. Maybe get on the elevator with somebody else, sneak in, figure it out.

The week passed, and came the night of Brenda’s supposed poker game.

He watched her get in the shower, get out. He felt his heart pounding as she dried her hair and styled it.And he said, “Honey, since you’re going out tonight, I thought…there’s a movie I wanted to see. Down at the theater.”

“That’s wonderful! I don’t like the thought of you just sitting around here doing nothing. But you’ll be home in time for a little you know what?” She winked at him.

“Oh, yes. I can’t wait for tonight,” thinking of rescuing her from the mob.

“Then I guess you better go.”

“All right, thanks, and good luck tonight.”

“Thanks, Joe. I have a good feeling. I’m feeling pretty lucky.”

He kissed her a quick one, then grabbed his keys and headed out.

He drove fast, zipping through the traffic like he was on his way to a fire. He had an hour, but he wanted plenty of time to figure this out.

He arrived at the building, drove around it, then headed up to the top of the parking garage. Since it was past working hours the place was pretty empty. When he got to the seventh floor, however, he turned off. If he parked on the 8th floor Brenda would see him when she arrived. There was no way she wouldn’t recognize his Mustang. So he parked on the seventh floor, right next to a white van which was parked next to the stairs and an entrance to the building.

He got out and scouted around. No sign of Thug and Basher, and he could see, through the 7th floor entrance to the building, the elevator. He could see the numbers of the floors red lighted as the elevator went up and down.

Okay. He had a plan. He would wait for Brenda to arrive, then, after she had enough time to go up the elevator he would try the 7th floor entrance, get on the elevator and just ride it until somebody went to the 16th floor. He would just piggy back, and when he got to the top he would figure it out. Thug and Basher weren’t here, so he could probably just walk in, slip around and figure out the rest of his plan.

Mentally high fiving himself he went back to his Mustang and sat down. He had 45 minutes to wait, so he would just catch a nap, wake up refreshed and ready to go. He would get those gangsters…and get them good!

He leaned back, closed his eyes, and…

Click! Click!

His eyes opened and he turned his head. Oh, fuck! Thug and Basher! And one of them was tapping on his window with a key.

He rolled the window down a few inches. “Uh, hi. I’m just taking a nap.”

“I’d like you to get out of your car.”

“Hey, uh…I was going to go…” he looked in the rear view mirror. Their golf cart was parked right behind his car. He looked up at the two thugs. “Could you move your golf cart? I need to leave.”

“You need to get out of your car. Now.”

Thug was doing the speaking, and his voice was low and menacing.

“No, really, I need to go.”

“You need to get out before we drag you out.”

Joe was frightened, but he had had enough. He picked up his cell phone.

CRASH! Basher had smacked his window with one meaty fist. Shattered it with one blow. Glass showered him and hands reached in.

Thug pulled up the lock and they opened the door.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

Then they had him. Their big, gnarly hands were gripping his arm, his hair, and they yanked him out of the car like a dentist yanks a tooth.

“What the fu—oof!”

They pushed him against the wall. Thug held both his hands behind his back and Basher wrapped some zip ties around his wrist. They turned him around, patted him down, took out his wallet and went through it. Basher got his keys out of his car. They pushed him towards their golf cart and sat him in it.

“You guys better let me go. You let me go now I’ll forget about this. Otherwise I’m going to sue the fucking shit out of you.”

They ignored him.

Basher sat next to him on the golf cart, and the cart sank down under his weight.

Thug stood in front of him. “Okay, mutt. What’s the skinny. What you doin’ here?”

He sounded like a gangster. Maybe from New York or Chicago.

“Nothing.”

Thug slapped him in the face. CRACK! And Basher stopped him from falling out of the golf cart.

Interestingly, Thug showed no emotion. It was like he had just slapped a piece of meat down on a counter. That was how much he cared.

“Okay, mutt. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The hard way is you play the role. I slap you around till my hand gets tired. You’ll tell us after a while. You’ll beg to tell us. But, bad news, by then you’ll be so messed up we’ll have to throw you off the building to make your body match your face.” He stared at Joe complacently, like he had no hurry in his life.

Basher: “Tell him the easy way.”

“Oh, yeah. The easy way. You spill, if we like what you say then you get in your car and vamoose and we never see you again. Not here, not in the supermarket, not in a bar in ten years.”

“Twenty years,” put in Basher.

Joe looked back and forth between the two gangsters. No emotion. Didn’t care. As soon rub him out as put on a pair of cufflinks. He gave a sigh.

“My wife comes here every week. I think she’s cheating on me. I want to…to…” he stopped. He wasn’t about to let them know the details of any of his fantasized rescues.

The two crooks watched him. Their eyes were like lizard eyes, blinking every once in a while.

Basher said, “It’s so stupid it could be.”

Thug scratched his ear. “Dames make guys do funny things.”

“Better just call it in.”

Thug nodded, then moved away from the golf cart and took out his cell phone.

Joe tried to listen. Thug was walking back and forth and he could only make out words half the time.

“Guy says his wife is one of the babes upstairs. He’s….” He was out of earshot, then he turned around and came back. “Yeah, the Mustang. He’s been casing the joint. I seen him on the street all week and….” Too far away, and Joe waited. “…that’s the name. Yeah, guy says he’ll leave.” Thug listened, and stopped walking right in front of Joe. He started to grin. He stared at Joe and his big, thick teeth were laughing. “You’re…yeah…oh, God! that’s…sure. Okay. We’re on the way.”

He closed his phone, put it away, grinned at Basher. “Zelda says to bring him in.”

“Really?”

“Yup.”

Thug got into the golf cart and started driving.

“Hey! Aren’t you going to let me go?”

“You wanted to find out what your wife is doing, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And we’re going to show you.”

Basher: “Really?”

“Yup.”

“Is he going to…” the big mug’s face showed open astonishment.

“Yup.”

And Basher started to chuckle, then laugh, then laugh loudly. If gangsters could go into hysterics, that was Basher.

They parked the golf cart and entered the building. On the elevator Thug pressed 15. Heck. He didn’t have to go to the top. He could have just gone to the 15th floor.

Next to him, standing like skyscrapers with an outhouse squeezed in between them, Thug and Basher waited patiently while the floors passed.

DING!

The door opened and they walked him out. His hands were still tied. They went down a long hallway and into the last door on the left.

They were in a wardrobe room. There were racks of clothes here, there and everywhere. One wall was a long make up table. There were closets filled with wigs, high heeled shoes, every sort of female accouterment.

A woman was down at the far end of the room talking on a phone. She waved to them to bring Joe in, then continued talking for a minute.

“What is this place?” asked Joe.

“It’s for the babes. Make themselves look pretty.” Basher spoke solemnly, then snickered.

Thug spoke to Basher. “Shut up.” then he snickered.

The woman had hung up her phone and approached. She was good looking, quite good looking. Tall, redhead, big bosoms. “This him?”

“Yup.”

The woman stopped ten feet away and frowned at Joe. “Hunh. Took two of you, eh?”

“Well, he was pretty tough.”

“Yeah, I can see your broken arms.”

Joe could tell they were funning each other. That was good. People who made jokes didn’t bury other people in shallow graves. Right?

“Well, I think we can do this. His body is right. Tammy is coming in to help me. Yeah.” She looked at Joe. “What do you think?”

Joe answered honestly. “I think I’d rather go home.”

The woman laughed. “Well, Joe, let me explain a few things. First, my name is Zelda. I’m in charge of the festivities here. I hire the girls, get them ready, and take care of them. Nobody’s died yet, so I must be doing a pretty good job.”

Thug’s lips mashed and he made a sound. Then, “Sorry, ma’am.”

She didn’t bother chastising Thug. “So here’s the straight goods. You stepped into a mess, and we can’t let you go. We can’t have you talking. Normally, a situation like that and we’d have to put you in a boat, give you cement overshoes, and…” she shrugged.

“Howsomever, since you rubes didn’t see fit to put an ocean out here in the middle of America, we have to try another option. And that option is simple. You have something on us, and we have to have something on you. Everything cancels out. Capisce?”

Joe’s eyebrows were slowly lowering. “I think so.”

“So we’re going to have you do what your wife does. We’ll have something on you, you’ll never spill your guts, and everybody goes home happy. So, are you ready to get made up like a woman and find out what your wife does?”

Joe blurted. “I’m not going to kill anybody!”

Thug and Basher lost it then. Even Zelda cracked a grin. She reached up and patted his cheek. “You’d be surprised, honey.” Which made Thug and Basher howl even louder.

When everybody had quieted Zelda said, “So, Thug is going to be here in case you change your mind. Thug, show him your gat.”

Thug lifted a jacket and Joe saw the steely blue of a gun.

“Now Thug doesn’t like to shoot his gun. Do you, Thug?”

“Hurts my ears,” the brute admitted.

“And I know you don’t want to hurt poor Thug’s ears, right?”

“Uh, no.”

“Then I suggest you do exactly what I say. Thug will be at the door playing solitaire on his cell phone. If I raise my eyebrows, however, he will hear it, and he will either a) club you over the head until you’re ugly and compliable, or b) take out his gun and shoot you four or five times. Do we understand each other?”

Joe had no choice. He nodded, gulped, and said, “Okay.”

“All right. We got a party going on then. Thug, go over to the door and have a seat. I’ll call you if a I need a bullet. And, Joe, strip.”

Joe’s mouth opened.

Thug pulled his jacket back to expose his gun. Zelda waited.

Slowly, he began to take off his shirt. “Everything?” his voice cracked.

“Everything but your dick,” Zelda agreed. “You can leave that on.”

Joe took off his shirt. He was slender and Zelda nodded approvingly. “At last, a guy without the muscles of you,” she said to Thug.

“He sure is scrawny.”

“Not scrawny, ya lug. He’s got a feminine body. Tits will fit nicely, clothes will hang just…what are you still doing here?”

“Oh, sorry,” and Thug headed for the door.

“That Thug, honestly. Men have no sense, right honey?”

Joe blinked, she was already speaking to him as if he was a woman.

“Now the pants. The shoes. Lose it all.”

Turning a bright red, unused to stripping in front of strange women, Joe complied.

“Okay, let’s put some lotion on you.” She slathered a whitish goo all over his body. Up his legs, around his chest, and she paid special attention to his balls.

“Geez,” he muttered, trying to hold still.

“Not used to strange woman playing with your balls, eh?”

“Not exactly.”

“Well, get over it. Okay. Stand there.”

Joe stood, and after a few minutes he asked, “What are we waiting for?”

“Chemical and biological reaction. Shush now.”

Puzzled, joe stood and waited. After about ten minutes his skin started to itch, then burn.

“Hey! This is getting hot!”

“Goodie. There’s a shower in that corner room. Go for it.”

Joe ran across the room found the shower and began to soap and rinse. The burning sensation left quickly, but so did his hair! Aghast, he stared at his hair washed right off his body and down the drain. But, nothing to do, he continued washing.

He stepped out of the washer and Zelda was waiting with a big, fluffy towel.

“What happened to my hair?”

“You’ve been depilated. Nair. How’s it feel.”

“How am I going to explain this to my wife?”

Zelda just grinned.

“Okay, Tammi is here, so let’s hop.”

She led him into another of the rooms off the main room. A blonde with big boobs, apparently no other kind of woman was allowed here, was waiting.

“Sit there,” she indicated a chair that was like a dentist’s chair.

He lay down and looked around.

“How you want me to handle this?”

“Give him a pussy.”

Joe: “What?”

“Jack him off first, then stuff his dong back between his legs. You don’t have to worry about him peeing, but…well, maybe you can let his head stick out a bit, just in case.”

Joe’s mouth was open and Zelda said, “This way you’ll be able to at least sit down to pee. The latex will come off eventually, but why should you suffer while you’re waiting for it. Right?”

Joe’s head swiveled back and forth. The women were grinning. Then Tammi opened a box and pulled out a latex pussy. Then she grabbed his penis and started jacking.

Joe didn’t want to squirt. He had been looking forward to squirting in his wife later, but…he didn’t have much choice. Tammie slapped his balls, sucked his head, and stroked his shaft.

Zelda got impatient and started pinching his nipples. “Come on, Joe. You know you want to.”

“UNH!” he ejaculated. Hard. Tammi stepped back and slapped a towel onto his groin.

“Fuck!” he whined. He might not have wanted to cum, but he really didn’t want a ruined orgasm. But his penis just kept squirting, no stimulation, and the orgasm died a sad death.

Zelda was watching with a twisted smile. “Don’t you hate it when that happens?”

“Me bad,” quipped Tammi, wiping his groin with the towel. “Okay, here we go.”

She picked up the fake pussy and fit it to his shrinking cock. She pulled his penis through so the head stuck out the other side. It looked just like a little clitoris.

She held the pussy in place, had Zelda hold the edges up, and squirted a heaping helping of glue between the latex and his skin.

Joe gulped. “Is it going to come off?”

“It’ll wear off. Don’t worry about it.”

Five minutes later the glue was dry, and Joe had never felt so weird in his life. He looked down and saw a pussy. Complete with a landing strip and a very sensitive clitoris.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“Not for a while,” said Zelda. “Until the glue dissolves it’s going to be the same as being in a chastity tube.

Joe felt like crying.

“Okay. He’s a pussy,” Tammi laughed. “You want the full nine yards?”

“The works. He’s got to fool some pretty important people. She looked at Joe. “I’ll be serious here, Joe. If you can’t convince some powerful fellows that you’re just another pussy…it is not inconceivable that they would pull out a gun and puncturize you.

“Just a little bit,” Tammi kept a straight face.

“So you go with this as if your life depended on it. You got that?”

Joe was convinced.

“Okay, Tam. Go for it.

Tammi started with some basic clothes. She had him pull on nylons and crotchless panties. Then she glued a pair of large breasts to his chest and put him in a bra.

Joe was in shock, he stared at the mountains on his chest and swallowed.

“Pretty cool having titties, eh? You’ll be the envy of suburbia.”

He didn’t say anything.

She put him in a corselet, pulled it tight, and he suddenly had a female waist. And his hips flared, as did his boobs.”

She handed him a dress and watched as he pulled it over his head.

The dress didn’t provide for cleavage, but it made his fake boobs look really real. It was so short that if he so much as bent an inch his fake pussy would be exposed.

“Okay, Joe, have a seat, and let’s finish you up.”

Joe sat, and Tammi plucked his eyebrows, cleansed and primed his face, and began putting on make up.

Joe watched in the mirror. His arched eyebrows, the color of his eyes, the red lipstick, he looked like a woman now. In fact, not even he could tell that he was a man.

“I put lipstain on you, so don’t worry about it wearing off,” said Tami.

That confused Joe. Why would he worry about his lipstick coming off? He was going to wipe it off as soon as he could, anyway.

She attached extensions to his hair. He already wore long hair, but now it was down below his shoulders, long, wavy locks. One more example of femininity gone wild.

She pierced his ears and put some semi-long earrings in his lobes.

“I thought about piercing your nose, but not everybody likes that look. I do, but…meh.”

She put high heels on his feet and helped him out of the chair.

Joe could hardly stand up. His ankles wobbled and he almost fell down with every step. Tammi took him out and presented him to Zelda.

Zelda and Thug walked him out to the hallway and down to the elevators.

DING!

Joe heard voices, and he shrunk back, and it was well he did. Brenda got off the elevator! She was with two other girls, and none of them even glanced at him. they continued down the hallway and Joe was ushered onto the elevator.

The 16th floor.

Zelda steadied Joe, and they walked around a large room with a round table and a sunken floor. They came to a bunch of little machines all lined up against the far wall.

Zelda picked up a joystick and worked it. One of the machines zipped out of line and came to them.

It was shaped like a box, but tilted. It was see through, except for the bottom which held the motor.

“Hop in, Joe.”

Confused, Joe stepped forward and put his knees over the lip. He slowly lowered himself to a slanted cushion. His body was tilted forward, his head held slightly back. His chin fit onto a small platform and his face was presented out the front and on top of the machine.

“What is this?”

Zelda lowered the top of the machine. It pushed Joe’s head forward firmly, and he was suddenly unable to move his head. His body could wiggle, but only a little bit. His arms were in small tubes, and his legs were straddling a hump up the middle of the machine. His dress had risen up and his pussy was plain to see. Looking form the backside his ass was easy to see, too. His chest hung down and looked enormous.

But it was his face that was front and center. One of the walls was made of mirrors and he could see himself easily. He looked like a woman in a weird go kart.             

At that moment the elevator arrived again, and women, chatting and laughing, entered the room. They went to the little machines, got into them, and helped each other get themselves adjusted and lowered the tops.

Zelda knelt in front of him. “Normally, these go buggies are self steering, but as this is your first time I’ll do the driving.” She held up the joy stick.

“What’s happening?”

“What’s happening, dear Joe, is that you are going to find out what your wife does. Open your mouth.”

He didn’t.

“Thug, put your fist up his ass if he doesn’t open his mouth.”

Joe opened.

Zelda pushed a stuff rubber circle into his mouth. It was out of the way  and behind his teeth. It held his mouth open.

“Uhmmmssutt!” Joe tried.

“Don’t bother trying to talk, Joe. Now this,” she held up a spray can, “is a little solution that will numb your gag reflex. Nobody likes to vomit, right?”

Joe’s eyes went back and forth wildly.

She put a straw on the top of the spray can. She pushed the straw back into his throat until he gagged, and she sprayed. The cool spray stopped his gag reflex instantly. The back of his throat became totally numb. He could still taste, and feel, but the back of his throat would no longer gag.

“Now then, Joe. We’ll be filming this, so we’ll have something on you. If you ever feel like telling tales, think about the world seeing you as you are now.”

Zelda smiled, turned and walked off.

More women came up and took their places. None of them tried to talk to him, or him to them, because with the contraption in his mouth he couldn’t be understood.

Finally, all the go buggies were filled with semi naked, beautiful women. Joe had never seen so many tits and asses in one place. He had never seen so much pussy, but it did him no good. His dick was unable to erect in the latex pussy, and the tip just became more and more sensitive.

Suddenly a door behind the big, circular table opened and men began coming into the room. They were a mix. Some ugly, some handsome, bit they all had one thing in common. None of them wore pants.

And Joe had never seen so many swinging dicks in one place. And all the dicks were big and hard.

The men sat down at the table and big screen TVs on the walls showed the tables.

Cards were dealt, and as the men turned their cards over there were shouts of excitement or groans.

Suddenly Joe’s go buggy lurched into motion. It went smoothly cross the sunken floor, avoided other buggies, and aimed for a little ‘dock’ under the curve of the table.

Joe was terrified, and then he was more terrified. His buggy was aiming directly for a dock, and a hairy pair of legs, and a big, hard cock!

“AHHHTTKK!” He yelled. Which sound became “Muuummmm,” as the cock went right into his mouth and back into his throat.

Deep throat.

He would have gagged, except that he had no gag reflex.

The man whose cock he was impaled on grunted and murmured. “Oh, that’s good.”

The machine started to whir, and a plate behind Joe’s head started pushing his head forward, then it retreated and his head moved back, then forward, then back.

“Fuck! No fair! She’s going to get me off.”

Other men laughed. “To bad, short fuse.”

For a long minute the machine pushed Joe’s head into the blow job. He felt the head of the cock pushing against the walls of his throat. He could taste the groin-y odor of the man’s package. It tasted like the man had just pissed before he came out, and he hadn’t shaken himself off!

While Joe was giving head the card game was pursued. Men shouted out bets, men cursed. And men came.

“FUUU!”

“OH, GOD!”

“YOU BITCH!”

Then Joe felt it. A blast of pre-cum, then the penis in his mouth started to pulse. A big glob of jism shot down his throat. He could feel it, taste it, and he had to swallow. He had no gag reflex. He had no way of puking. Shot after shot went down his throat. He could feel the slime gathering deep in his belly.

Suddenly the man whose cock he had just sucked put a hand down and stuffed a hundred dollar bill into a slot in the top of the machine. The man growled. “You cost me money, bitch, but you were worth every cent.”

Joe’s buggy lurched backwards, out from under the circular table, and he groaned in relief. Done!

His buggy backed up and stopped and he could watch what was happening.

He wasn’t sure how they played cards, special rules, undoubtedly, and everything was complicated by side bets.

On top of everything, the sooner a man came the sooner he was out of the game.

Some men lost money. Some men made money, a lot of money. And most of the women made money. They gobbled and drank and men shoved bills into their carts.

Suddenly Joe’s cart lurched into motion. Trying to yell again, his buggy slid under the table and into a dock, and another man’s cock filled his mouth. It was bigger than the last one, and it stretched his throat, but…no gag reflex.

This man was more active. He reached down and pinched Joe’s nose. Joe couldn’t breath, which made his mouth gasp more, which gave better head.

Suddenly the man yelled. “Hey Hank! You’re right! Number 47 is good!”

Then a stream of slimy cum shot down his throat. And dribbled out his lips and down his front. Balls slapped against chin as the man tried to get every last drop out.

Then money was put into his cart and the buggy zoomed back.

Joe was crying, his mascara was smudged, and his buggy zoomed forward again.

Again and again.

Some carts stopped moving, were backed up to the side wall and their occupants were helped out. They collected their money and went to the front of the room to watch for a while, then they left.

Joe was called again and again. He was number 47, and he became wildly popular. Men were offering each other money to get number 47.

After a couple of hours there were only half a dozen buggies in operation. Most of the gamblers had run out of money, and the big winners were getting pretty intense. The money went from trying to get Joe, to trying to get Joe for somebody else.

Joe was dazed. His belly was bloated with all the semen he had ingested. His make up was smeared, except for his red lips. those had been stained.

His cart zoomed again and again.

Then there was only one other cart.

And, finally, a last squirt of cum down his throat, the game was over. His buggy went back to the side wall and parked.

The woman in the other cart got out and stretched. Joe, being prisoner, couldn’t get out. He had to wait for Zelda to take mercy on him.

The other woman stretched, and Zelda appeared.

“Hey, Brenda, somebody finally beat you.”

“Damn,” his wife said. “I had a good run, how in hell did she beat me? I thought I was queen of the blow jobs!”

“Well, I wouldn’t take it personal, if I were you.”

“What do you mean?”

Zelda guided Brenda in front of Joe’s buggy. “Brenda, meet Joe. Joe…Brenda.”

Joe stared his wife. His heart was stopped, tears came from his eyes, and she stared at him.

She looked past the shaped eyebrows, the red lips. She glanced down at his body, and her face opened up in shock. “Joe?”

“Joe was doing a little spying. Seems he didn’t entirely trust you. But I guess he will now, eh?”

Brenda was speechless. She gazed at her husband in shock. She tried to speak, but couldn’t.

“Unh huh!” Joe tried.

“Sorry about that, Joe, let me take that thing out of your—“

“Hold it.”

Zelda turned to Brenda.

“Come here.”

Brenda pulled Zelda to the side and spoke urgently into her ear. Zelda listened, nodded, glanced at Joe, then nodded again. Then Brenda walked off to the elevator and Zelda came back to Joe.

“Well, Joe, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here.”

She took the thing out of his mouth. He worked his mouth for sore muscles, but didn’t have to worry about his mouth being dry. He certainly didn’t have to worry about that.

“Was she mad?”

“Of course she was. After all, you made more money than her! She’s been top dog for months now, and you just knocked her off her perch. Of course, she’s mad.”

“But what about the other stuff? Me following her, me being suspicious.”

“Oh, that. I don’t know. You’ll have to figure that out for yourselves.”

“Oh, crap. Well, get me out of here and—“

“Uh…”

“What?”

“Well, we’re not going to set you free just yet.”

“Why not? I did it! You have to let me loose!”

Thug entered the room. “Brenda said you needed me?”

“Yes, Thug. “I’d like Joe with handcuffs behind his back.”

“Sure.”

Thug lifted the top of the buggy. He kept one of Joe’s arms in the tube it was in and pulled the other out. He kept a hand on Joe’s back so he couldn’t struggle and hand cuffed one hand. Then he handcuffed the other hand. He helped Joe out of the buggy and Joe stood, wobbly in his high heels.

“Okay, Thug. I’m going to fix Joe’s make up, then I’m going to drive Joe home in his car. You want to follow and give me a ride?”

“Sure.

Joe sat in the passenger seat of his Mustang and Zelda zipped through the streets. His window had been repaired and there was no sign that it had ever been broken.

“Nice ride, Joe. Hope you don’t mind if I use up some of your tires.” She popped the clutch and smoked his tires for a hundred yards.

“Damn! This is fun! No wonder you did so well in the buggy.”

Joe just sat there, cuffed, and looked out the. front window.

He was going home in handcuffs. Brenda had arranged it. What was going to happen?

Zelda pulled into his driveway, came around and helped him out, then shoved him up the walk.

“Geez, Joe. This is a first for me. I hope your wife doesn’t beat you too bad.” She laughed, rang the bell, and walked back to where Thug was waiting.

Joe stood there and shivered. His knees were weak. He was helpless, and he had betrayed his wife. He had not trusted her. He knew she was going to be furious.

Click. Click. Click. The sound of his wife’s heels coming across the foyer.

The door opened.

Brenda stood there in a  negligee, and she was never more beautiful. Her boobs were high and tight, over flowing. Her make up was perfect and her hair long and flowing.

“Why, Joe! How nice to see you!”

“Please, honey, I’m sorry.”

She linked her arm with his and helped him over the step.

“Nothing to be sorry for. Come on, I have a surprise for you in the bedroom.”

He walked with her, him wobbly and her coordinated.

“I didn’t mean to spy on you. It’s just that it got to be too much. And I love you so much and I just had to be sure and…”

Joe blithered and blathered and spouted his concerns, and Brenda just held his arm and guided him. Kept him from falling and breaking his neck.

In the bedroom she walked him across to the bed.

“So will you forgive me?”

She pushed him back on the bed and he sat and stared at here.

She went to the dresser and took something down, she strapped it on, she turned to him.

The plastic penis sprouted out from her juncture. It was large, long, and she stepped in front of him.

Joe’s mouth was open in shock, but when the penis got closer he closed it and looked up. “What is this?”

“Joe, I’ve been the queen cock sucker for months, and you beat me. But I’m not mad, I just want to know how you did it. So you show me how you were a better cock sucker than me.

She grabbed his hair and pulled his head forward. If Joe didn’t open his mouth she was going to shove it right up his nose, so he opened his mouth.

The penis slid right in, and he didn’t gag. Either he was used to sucking cock, or the gag spray was still working. At any rate, her balls were banging on his chin and she was thrusting in and out and Joe was sucking helplessly.

Brenda fucked his face remorselessly, and she smiled and said, “Joe, believe it or not, I’ve always dreamed of this. And, you know, we’re going to make so much money down there. That’s right, I signed you up for next week. Zelda’s always looking for good cock suckers.

Joe tried to speak, but he couldn’t. And his hands cuffed behind himself, he couldn’t fight back.

And Brenda said, “And, you know, you being a better cock sucker than me…when we’re done here I’m going to turn you over and find out if you’re a better cock fucker than me.

“What do you say, Joe? Sound good?”

Joe just blinked, and tears came out of his eyes, and the bobbing of his head on her cock looked very much like he was nodding.

END
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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 a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


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

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

‘Feminized by Gangsters!’

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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