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PART ONE

It started on a lonely Saturday night.

I was working on the porch. It needed to have a board replaced, so I pried up the old one, removed nails and debris, measured carefully, and headed for the hardware store.

“Honey! I’m going to the story. Be back in a while.”

No answer. Hmm. She was probably catnapping. Or maybe out for a walk in the woods around our house.

That’s cool.

I got in car and zipped down the street without a care in the world…and noticed that I was near out of gas. So I pulled into the gas station and gassed up. I got back in the car, and the passenger door opened and somebody got in.

Crap! I turned my head, and it was a woman! She was wearing an outlandish red wig! Garish make up, and almost looked like a clown. I would have laughed except for the gun in her hand!

My rear doors opened and the car sagged as two more women got in. Like the first, they were  carrying guns and were totally packed with make up, long wigs and…guns….and…something didn’t jive…something…

THEY WERE MEN!

What the hell?

“Drive!” snapped the guy next to me.

I looked at his ugly dress, lumpy with fake boobs, and even a bump in the groin. Yep. Men. But what where they—
“I said drive!” And he clipped me on the back of the head with his pistol.

I started the car and pulled into traffic.

“Head for the park.”

I was shaking, I don’t mind saying I was scared, and I headed the car for the big park on the west side of town.

The men didn’t say anything for a minute, then the one behind me blurted. “You think this one will work?”

I jerked as I realized that this one was actually a woman. But she was a manly woman, the kind with a barrel chest and wear plaid shirts and would have looked better if she had a beard.

“All he has to do is stand there and do nothing. He fucks up I’ll shoot him. A dead look out will work as well as a live one.”

“What are—“

“Shut up, bozo.”

I was scared of getting hit with a gun again, or maybe of being made dead, so I drove.

We arrived in the park and I was directed to a parking lot that was never used.

“Get out.”

I got out. The woman behind me got out, too. She was carrying a big purse.

“What are you going to do to me?”

She grinned, and it was bizarre. A manly woman looking like a clown woman, yellow teeth through bright red lipstick.

“Take off your clothes.”

Oh crap. My hands shaking, I undid my buttons and took off my shirt. I unbuckled and unzipped and took off my pants.

“Everything.”

I stripped off my underpants and tee shirt. I still had on my socks.

“Socks, Goofy. What part of ‘everything’ do you not understand?”

I stood on one foot, then the other, and pulled off my shoes and socks.

“You almost done out there?”

“Not even. Get in the driver’s seat.”

The man in the passenger side rear seat grumbled, but stepped out of the car and went around to slide behind the wheel.

The woman gave me a bra. “Put it on.”

Well, I had a hard time with that. I couldn’t figure out how to put it on not inside out or upside down.

“Mickey! Get out here and hold a gun on Goofy.”

The driver in the passenger seat got out and came around the car. The gun he was holding was a big 45, and he placed it on my temple. I almost  crapped in my drawers—or would have crapped in my drawers if I still had them on—right then.

“Back off a little. Can’t you see how scared he is.”

He stepped back a couple of feet, but his small, piggish eyes looked like he really wanted to pull the trigger.

The woman grabbed my face with one hand and turned me towards her. “If you behave you’ll live. You got that, Goofy?”

“Uh…uh…”

The guy with the gun laughed at the sound of my terrified voice.

“Okay,” said the woman. She put her gun on the top of the car and helped me put on the bra. She did some weird trick where it was backwards, then she slid it around my belly and pulled the straps up, and, voila, I was wearing a bra.

The woman reached into her big bag and took out a pair of breast forms. She tucked them in with a wry smile. “There you go, honey. The men are going to be drooling for you. Put this dress on.”

I pulled a purple dress with a flower pattern on it over my head. I noticed that all the dresses were the same. Mickey wore a blue one with flowers, the driver wore a pink one, and the woman wore a yellow one.

“Okay, don’t breath for a second.”

She slapped cream and powder on my face, then started brushing my eyelids.

“Damn. I wish I had a chance to do this right.” She had her tongue stuck out the corner o her mouth and her eyes were tight as she focused on me. “He’d make a real cute girl.”

She put lipstick on me, the same bright red they all had.

And, a wig. It was blonde, and I looked ridiculous, but, there was nothing I could do but go along with it.

“Aw, ain’t he cute,” laughed the driver.

“Cute? He’s beautiful, Donald.”

“I think Daisy’s in love!”

The two men laughed, and the woman, Daisy, grinned.

“Okay, Goofy, we’re going to get in the car and you’re going to put on some high heels while Donald drives. You follow our directions and you might just live to go home to your wife and kiddies. You got that?”

I stood there, shaking harder than Jello jiggles, and…I had a hard on.

Daisy suddenly looked down. “Look! Goofy likes it!”

The two men laughed uproariously. “Goofy’s a kinkster!” blurted one.

“Hey, Goofy, want to suck my hog?”

More laughter.

“Okay, Goof, step into your chariot and we’ll head for the ball.”

I got in behind the driver. Daisy closed the door, and…I got it. Mickey, Donald, Daisy, and…Goofy.

The doors slammed and the driver put it in gear.

“Here’s your glass slippers, princess.”

They were wicked witch high heels. Maybe four inches. I slipped my foot into them and Daisy, who was sitting right next to me grabbed my foot and lifted it to her lap. She buckled it up and put a small padlock in the top loop.

“Give me the other foot.”

I did, and shortly was locked into that foot, too.

She pushed my foot off her lap, sat back and grinned at me.

“Here’s how it’s going down, Goofy. We’re going to take out the First National Bank, and we need a fourth for our little square dance. All you have to do is stand at the west entrance. We’ll give you a gun—too bad for you, no bullets—and you just stand there. somebody comes down the stairs you point the gun at them. They’ll go back upstairs. Somebody comes to the door you point your gun at them and watch them run screaming into the wilderness. When we’re done we’ll drive off. Sorry about the car, it’s going to be toast. No fingerprints or DNA that way. Do you understand your instructions?”

“Yes,” my voice shook.

“Excellent. God, this really turns you on, doesn’t it?”

My boner was sticking out, and the dress emphasized my cock.

“No.”

“Yes. Geez, guys, this guy is…he’s fucking dripping!”

I looked down at the big bump in my dress. Yep, I had a bit of pre-cum seeping through the dress. “No. I’m so scared I’m losing control of my bladder.

“Bullshit.” She reached across the seat and grabbed my cock.

“Damn! This guy is harder than hard!”

“Jack him off, Daisy.”

As we drove through town her hand started going up and down on my shaft.

“Oh…” I breathed.

Daisy laughed. “He’s getting off on this. Tell you what, Goofy, if you can cum before we get there then that’s your pay for a job well done. Okay?”

I didn’t say anything. I was turning bright red under the make up.

She stroked me, and reached under the dress and began massaging my testicles.

“Go, Daisy,” grinned the driver in the mirror.

“Ten thousand you can’t get him off.”

“You heard that Goofy? If you don’t cum I’m out ten thou. You better fucking cum.”

“I…I…” I wanted to cry. I was terrified, quivering, and….I could feel the semen in my balls coming to a boil.

“She’s gonna do it.”

“I don’t want to bet!”

“Too late, numb nuts,” chortled Daisy.

We turned into the parking lot and Mickey stopped the car, and…”OH! FUCK! OH!”

It was the most violent orgasm I had ever had in my life.

“Look at his eyes, man. They’re totally rolled back.”

“He’s a fucking Jizz queen. Look at all the spunk!”

Daisy took her hand away, wiped it on my dress, then licked her hand. “You did good, Goof. You’re getting closer to getting out of this alive. Here’s a gun.”

She handed me a big 45. I was dazed, dizzy from that incredible orgasm, but I took the gun and looked at it. I had that lazy feeling of lassitude that a guy gets after a good squirt.

“Okay, guys, let’s do it.”

Daisy and Donald got out and walked towards the front of the bank. In spite of their terrible make up, from a distance they just looked like a pair of blocky women.

Mickey turned to me.

“When they turn the corner you walk to those front doors and enter the bank. You stand in the hallway right where the stairs come down. If you try to run I’ll shoot you. Daisy and Donald will be coming from the front, so you try to run out that way they’ll shoot you. Got it, sweetheart?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Okay, there they go. Get going.”

He motioned with his gun and I got out and headed for the side door to the bank.

I had never walked in heels, and it was hard. My ankles wobbled so hard I thought they would break. And I tottered this way and that. Behind me I could hear Mickey laughing.

At this point I was crying. Big tears streaked my make up.

I placed my hand on the front door and pushed in. I walked across the tile floor and stopped.

The stairs gaped to my right. The main part of the bank was on my left, and Daisy and Donald were already going to work.

“Down on the floor!”

“You! Give me everything in your drawer or I shoot this nice, old lady!”

Donald stood on one side and kept everybody covered. Daisy, one arm around the throat of a crying, old lady, moved along the cages. Yes, there was bullet proof glass, but what choice did the tellers have? Put out the cash, or watch an innocent person get killed. Not much of a choice.

I heard laughter and footsteps, then two ladies appeared on the stairs. They looked like tellers on a coffee break. They stopped and stared at me.

Sobbing, I yelled, “Go back! Go back!” I aimed the gun at them.

Suddenly terrified, the two ladies scampered back up the stairs.

Suddenly, Donald and and Daisy appeared next to me. Daisy took my arm. “Come on, Goofy.”

They walked me out of the bank. I heard screams and yells, then the side door shut and we were hurrying across to the car.

Mickey looked bored, but when we got in and closed the doors he hit the gas.

Later, I would realize that they had chosen me because I had a car that was fairly fast. That car sat on its rear tires and launched. In seconds we were out the side entrance to the bank parking lot and zooming down the street.

Donald drove efficiently, and once away from the bank he drove a little slower. In minutes we were back in the park.

They all climbed out  and Daisy pointed her gun at me. “Out, Goofy.”

We were parked at the back of the parking lot, and Donald and Mickey ran into the trees. It was thick foliage there, and I couldn’t see where they had gone, but they returned a minute later. They were carrying big five gallon gas cans.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting rid of evidence.”

The men began empty the cans of gas into my car. Daisy pushed me back, then Mickey joined us. Donald took a flare out from his back pocket, lit it, and tossed it through the open window.

The car blew up, just like on TV. Donald had been twenty feet away, but he was blown on his ass. Mickey helped him to his feet, then they both started laughing.

As a thick cloud of black smoke rose up the three pushed me through the line of trees. They had apparently stashed that gas, because we walked for about ten minutes before we came to another parking lot. A white van was parked sideways to the trail we exited.

“You want a ride?”

“You aren’t going to…to kill me?”

“Nah. You did good. In fact, here,” she pushed a thick bundle of bills into my hand. I could feel the bank band. It looked like hundred dollar bills.

“Now, you want a ride?”

My choices were limited. Walk through town dressed like a woman, an ugly woman, and be picked up by the cops for bank robbery. Or accept a ride to who knows where, but at least away from the cops.

“Yes.”

My feet were killing me. I felt like I was walking on broken ankles, but when              Donald opened the door I jumped in. In a second we were careening out of the parking lot, then joining regular traffic on a main road. Just another van on a picnic.

For a long minute nobody said anything, then Donald asked, “Where you live?”

I was silent.

“Come on. We want to get you home, off the street. We don’t want to kill you and we don’t want you picked up. So…where.”

“1345 Dobkins.”

“Heck, we’re almost there.”

And we were. The van traveled up my street, stopped in front of my house. Daisy grabbed me before I could get out. “You can fess up and give that money back, and they might even believe you. But cops are cops. They just want to close the case, so I advise you to call and tell them your car was stolen. Up to you.”

Then she reached down and squeezed my crotch—my cock was hard again—and shoved me out the door.

The van roared off and I stood and looked after it, then I realized that I was standing like a woman in broad daylight. I ran, as best I could with the heels on, up to the house. Fortunately, nobody saw me.

I opened the garage door and squeezed through the opening, then shut the door. Sagged against it, and…

“George? What are you…why are you…George?”

I turned, and my wife, who was doing the laundry, stared at me.

I began crying, and I ran to her, almost falling in my heels, and hugged her.

The next couple of hours were a nightmare, but I did what Daisy had suggested.

Why?

Because I had been to court before, on a traffic ticket, and the cop had lied. Outright lied. And my fine had actually gone up.

After court I had seen the cop standing with a bunch of his buddies to one side of the court room. I had walked up and accused him. “You lied. You fucking lied.”

He just looked at me and laughed. And the cops with him laughed. They all knew, and they didn’t care, as long as they closed their cases.

After that I had done some research on the net, and I was amazed at how many people claimed that cops lied, that they would do whatever they wanted to close a case.

So I believed Daisy.

Believe me, I wasn’t even thinking about the roll of bills in my hand. I was thinking about being accused, tried and sent to jail…for being kidnapped.

So as soon as I had gathered my wits about me I stripped off my dress and underwear. “Bleach this, cut it in pieces and flush it.”

Donna didn’t say anything. She just held the dress, looked at my face, and did it. Wonderful woman.

I took two steps to my workbench and picked up a pair of pliers. Snip snip and the padlocks were gone. I put them into my took box for disposal later.

I ripped off my wig. “Can you get rid of this?”

Donna took it and nodded.

I slipped out of the bra and panties, and stood there with a hard on. Another goddamn hard on, and two breast forms.

“Give me,” said Donna. I did.

“I’m going to use your cold cream and make a phone call.”

She nodded. “What about that money?”

I handed it to her. I didn’t want it, but I was afraid to destroy it, I might need to give it back. “Hide it.”

I ran through the house, my peter bouncing, and slid to a stop at her vanity table. I scooped out cold cream and slapped it on my face. I scrubbed, and jumped in the shower, and washed.

Fuck, it felt good to wash the make up and sweat and fear off me.

Then I ran to the kitchen, picked up my cell phone and dialed 911.

Donna came in and followed me. Her face showed her surprise when I said, “Somebody stole my car?”

The 911 operator asked questions, and I answered them as I entered the bedroom and started putting clothes on.

“Right out of my driveway. I don’t recall seeing it this morning, but I wasn’t looking. I just thought it was there!”

More questions.

“Honda. Sports hatchback. I just bought it!”

More questions.

“White. Four doors. License number w648ggj.”

She finally said an officer would be by to make a report.

I hung up the phone and sighed, and Donna started in.

“What in heaven’s name is going on? Where is the…was it really stolen? What—“

I held up my hand. “Go pour two drinks and I’ll tell you everything.”

She headed for the kitchen, I finished getting dressed, and came in and sat down. That lovely woman had two bourbon and Cokes ready, and she was working on hers. I sat down and took a big sip.

“Don’t let me have two. I can’t get drunk. And, baby, I want to get drunk.”

“Okay. Now, talk.”

So I did. I described going to the store and getting hijacked. I described three people by their disguises and their cartoon names. I told her how they called me Goofy, then how the woman had slapped make up on me.

At that point I noticed that my erection was back.

Damn! I had gotten erect in the skirt, been jacked near off, had an erection later, and I had walked into the garage with an erection, and now I had an erection.

I could only hope that Donna didn’t notice my erection when I had gotten out of the dress. I didn’t want to go there. it was bad enough that I had been abused, I certainly didn’t want to rehash it a million times.

Anyway, I finished telling how the robbers had given me money and brought me home.

By the time I was finished Donna had gone from being worried to appreciating the situation.

I mean, I was all right, and she started chuckling.

“My husband, the bank robber.”

I frowned, then she blurted. “My feminized bank robber hubby.”

I frowned, and a spurt of laughter leaped out of me. It was ludicrous.

“You know,” she said, “You looked really cute in your bank robber dress. And that boner you had…it was the biggest I’ve ever seen!”

“Come on,” but I was smiling. How do you not smile at that?

“Now the only question I’ve got now is…”

I waited, and I had the feeling that I was totally caught. I didn’t want to talk about it, but she had the hook firmly in my lip.

“…was it robbing the bank that got you so erect? Or was it the woman’s clothes?”

I turned bright red. Caught between laughter, not wanting to talk, and her humorous but cutting gibes.

“Honey, I don’t…”

“Robbing a bank…” she looked at my crotch. “Or dressing like a woman… Aha! Your cock perked up when I said…’Dressing like a woman!”

Fuck! there it went again.

“So, did you have a hard on when you walked into the bank?”

I fumbled my words, and she got a delighted expression on her face. “You did! You had a hard on! You held a gun on people and made them look at your boner!”

“I did not!”

“But they saw it! I know they did! What woman could not notice a woman with an erection!”

“I was not a woman with—“

“Did you get a hard on when they made you put the dress on?”

My humiliation was obvious, and she clapped her hands in glee. “Ha! You got all excited putting on panties and a bra! And having those big, old titties must have really done it for you.”

She leaned forward and lowered her voice. “Did they see your big penis? Did they touch it.”

“Donna…”

“On, my God! They did! The woman, the one who called herself Daisy. She must have touched you. The men wouldn’t. So what did it feel like when Daisy saw your cock…how did she touch it?”

There was no hope for it now. I was caught. No matter that I didn’t want to talk about it, I knew Donna wouldn’t let up until she had every last dirty detail.

“Look, it wasn’t that big a deal.”

“How’d she touch it?”

My face about as red as red could get, I said, “She just noticed I had a bump and…she grabbed it.”

“Which hand? The right of the left.”

I muttered, “Her left.”

“Not her right? But most people are right handed! Why didn’t she use her right hand.”

Oh, Lord. My face looked like a sun burned cherry. I whispered, “She reached under my dress and grabbed my balls with her right hand.”

Donna’s mouth dropped open. She had been guessing, rightly, but still guessing. Now she was proven.

“She jacked you off and played with your balls?”

“Well, no…”

“Oh, God! That is so fucking hot!”

I stared at my wife.

“Do you want to know a dirty secret that no woman will ever tell you?”

I blinked, and waited.

“Women, all women, are curious about other cock. We have our husbands, or boyfriends, and they get old, and we want more. Society thinks women are sluts if they have multiple partners, but if men do they are studs. We want that stud feeling. We want to know what a big cock feels like, a small cock, a crooked cock. We want cocks that are shaped lie a pig’s tail. We want to feel a big, black peeny shoved in us so hard that we scream! We want to know! But, instead, we live the life of the demure housewife, putting up with the boring sex.”

She leaned forward and whispered, “I would love to kidnap a man and hold him hostage. I would love to feel his cock. To stroke him, to explore his balls, to bring him to the edge and just,…watch him. All that sex…it’s power, and that makes it even sexier.

“Donna,” I put forth.

“I want to tie a man up and have him at my mercy! I want a dungeon in the basement! And I want to chain naked men to the walls and tease them, stroke them until they are dripping, then back off, watch them. All that sexual frustration…it’s like being stoned on power, but about ten times greater.”

“Donna…”

“So that’s it. You’ve had your jollies, and now it’s time for me to have mine.”

“Donna.”

“You’re going to convert the basement into a dungeon, and you are going to be my man chained to the wall.”

“Donna!”

“And I am going to tease you. And deny you. And I’m finally going to get all the weird, kinky, perverted sex that I have ever wanted. You fix the dungeon up and I’ll buy the toys. What cold be better, eh?”

“Donna!” I stood up.

“What?” she asked, an innocent, non comprehending look on her face.

“I…I…you…”

She shook her head, confused by me.

“You can’t…I mean…”

“What? What, George? What?”

So I said the only thing I could.

“Okay.

She grinned.

And the cops pulled up out front.


PART TWO

It went smooth as silk, a lone cop took the report, said the detectives would get back to me, and left.

He seemed to be in a hurry, and I surmised, without asking any leading questions, that he wanted to get back to looking for bank robbers. Heck, being forced to deal with a stolen car must have seemed pretty tame in comparison.

When he left Donna and I sat and discussed the situation. I drank Coke, no bourbon, because I knew as soon as the cops figured out it was my car they would be all over me.

Donna had taken the money into the woods and buried it in a can. No way the cops were going to search the woods because a guy had his car stolen.

Donna, unlike me, had a couple of more bourbon and Cokes. I grew more and more sober, and worried, and she got happier and happier, and she kept teasing me.

And, she started making plans for the dungeon.

Finally, she went on the net and started researching fungeons.

Yeah, fungeons. A fungeon is the actual name of a ‘fap room,’ a place where a man, or people, go to have sexual fun.

“I want a big screen on the west wall. Paint that wall white, or we can hang a sheet, of something. We can put a projector in there. Can you see it? Wall sized porn?”

I sat in the chair next to her, worrying, and she went to dungeon equipment. She pulled up real torture equipment, and I was astounded at what people were selling.

I mean, people were really into this BDSM slap and tickle torture stuff. There were benches for spanking and whipping. There were crosses to be mounted on, tables for anal sex, motorized dildos, everything.

I stared, but was having a hard time getting into it.  I had robbed a bank. And…the memory of being in women’s clothes still had me hard.

“Look at these dildos? You could pleasure me with a dog dick, or a donkey dick! Oh, my God! All my dreams come true!”

“Honey, do you think we should have this on our computer?”

She pushed a foot away from me and swiveled to look and stare.

“You think Google doesn’t have a complete list of all your porn?”

“Well, uh…”

“And Amazon? And Facebutt and just about everything else you’ve ever looked at?”

I lowered my voice, looked around as if the police were actually eavedropping. “Yeah, but I’d never just robbed a bank?”

“Or dressed like a woman,” she giggled.

“Hey!” I kept telling her not to tease me, but she wouldn’t stop. She was getting so much joy out of my misfortune I had the feeling she would never stop.

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” she snickered. “The cops aren’t going to confiscate our computers because your car was stolen.”

“Still…”

My voice faded and she turned back to the computer.

“Look! We can put you on one of these!” She moved the cursor over a platform with a pole on it, on top of the pole was a dildo.

I groaned. Once hoisted on top of that I wouldn’t be able to get off. Man, talk about a nefarious torture device.

“Ooh, look! Peeny gags!”

For the next hour she toured the seamier sites of the net, and when the doorbell sounded I about jumped out of my skin.

“Oh, relax.” Donna got up and headed for the door.

Two cops this time, and in suits.

I felt a mess, I was sure they would be able to see into my mind, would know upon seeing me that it was all a story, that I was a bank robber.

Instead, they simply told me that my car had been involved in a robbery, and had been ‘torched.’

“Oh, my God! I loved that car!” Donna blurted.

The detectives said they were sorry, they took more information, and thinking about the bits and pieces of their questions actually calmed me down. Was there anything in the car of value? Was there a key in the car? ‘Yes, there was,’ I quickly remembered, but they didn’t seem to think anything about it. After all a car in a someone’s driveway with a key in it…not that big a deal.

They asked questions for a bout a half hour, and Donna started pumping them for information on the bank robbery.

They actually discussed what they knew freely, but, heck, I knew more than they did.

But I sure wished Donna would stop being so inquisitive.

I wanted to forget about it, but she was fascinated.

Finally, the detectives left, and Donna closed the door and leaned against it. She had an excited grin on her face. “Damn! If I was a man I’d have an erection!” Then she looked at me. “How about you? You have an erection?”

I didn’t.

“Don’t worry, we’ll fix that. Come on, let’s go to the bedroom.

“What?” It was still early, barely dinner. “Why?”

“I want to feminize you.”

“What? No!”

She moved up to me, pressed herself against me and looked up into my face. I wasn’t that much taller so she didn’t have to look up far. In fact, if she had been wearing heels she would have been taller.

She said, “You are the most exciting…” she paused and I felt her hand fumble with my pants, “…woman I have ever seen.”

“Woman? What? No!”

But she got hold of my cock, and I hadn’t been hard, but I got a king sized boner pretty darn fast.

“Are you getting erect because I called you a woman?”

“No!”

She giggled, pecked me on the lips, and started pulling.

Now, it is a well known fact that no man resists when a woman grabs his pecker and pulls him towards the bedroom. And I am no different than any other man; I didn’t resist.

“I don’t want to do this!” I finally managed to dig my feet into the carpet.

She turned with a wry smile. “Oh, yes, you do.”

“No! I don’t!”

“Voice say no. Pecker,” she shook my valued best friend, “…say yes!”

“No.”

She frowned. Then: “Okay, we’ll do this the easy way.”

Still holding my penis she pulled me out of the bedroom and marched to the kitchen.

“What are you doing?”

“Lubricating the situation. Sit down.”

Well, she had me turned around, and she pushed, and I sat down with an oomph.

“Let’s have some bourbon and Coke!”

“That’s not going to work.”

“Oh, well, then you’ll just have a good time and we’ll get drunk. Right?”

I grunted, and she pulled the big bottle of Canadian whiskey down from the top of the refrigerator. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but when I drank I preferred the smooth taste of Canadian whiskey. It was bourbon, but with a muzzle. Funny thing, though. That muzzle fell off after a few drinks.

She filled glasses with ice, then half filled them with bourbon, then poured Coke to top the drink off. She placed my drink in front of me and grinned. “Drink this and I’ll be right back.”

I took a big sip, and felt myself instantly relaxing. I hadn’t realized how uptight I had been. Man, to get your car stolen, to be involved in a robbery, and…I started thinking about the packet of hundred dollar bills.

I knew enough about banking that the thing Daisy had handed me was probably $10,000.

Ten grand. Zowie!

Another sip, and I already felt the glow. Heck, I was so messed up, I needed to lighten up so badly…I actually considered how much dungeon ten grand would buy.

A lot…and I chortled inside.

“What are you grinning so stupidly for?” Donna placed her make up kit on the table.

I straightened my face up. Her make up kit?

“What’s that for?”

“Nothing. I just want to look at it while I get you drunk.”

“You’re planning on putting that stuff on me!”

“No! I’m not!”

She was so adamant…and totally lying, but there was no way I could argue her into telling the truth.

“Aren’t you done, yet? Hurry up!”

She made another drink, and I actually gulped the rest of my drink. Damn. I didn’t usually drink like this. But it had been a stressful day.

She placed the second drink in front of me.

Aware that I had a big boner, I took a big sip.

Donna sat down and took a sip from her own drink.

“Now tell me what happened. right from the beginning, when they got into the car. And I want detail.” She grinned, “Tell it with feeling.”

I probably wouldn’t have, I didn’t really want to, but I was already a drink and a half down, I was starting to relax, and, what the heck.

“Well, I had jut got into my car, my hand was actually reaching for the ignition when…”

We sat and I explained everything. She kept stopping and asking for details. What ran through my head, what emotions did I feel, and, of course, when did I first get my boner.

I knew she was guiding me, but I had enough whiskey in me that I didn’t care. Things that were highly embarrassing became funny. We even laughed over some of the things that Daisy said to me. Then I started crying.

Right out of the blue.

I was talking, and then tears were streaming down my face and I was mumbling, “What the fuck? What the fuck?”

Donna put her hand on mine and said nothing, and all my fear came out. All the terror.

I cried for about ten minutes, then I simply stopped. Done. Empty.

She watched me, not saying a word. I had never cried in front of my wife before.

I sniffled and said, “I guess I’m not a very brave man.”

She leaned across the table and kissed me a good one. She had her hand around the back of my head and she just held us together, lips pressed, fused, and our eyes were open. It was reassuring, and sexy, and…and I felt my boner start up again.

She sat back, grinned, and said, “You’re the bravest woman I know.”

And it made me laugh. Then we were off, hysterically laughing, slapping knees and I actually fell on the floor and laughed.

Finally, she helped me back up—I hadn’t known how sloshed I was getting—and sat me down.

“I’m not a woman,” I said, giggling.

She smiled. “Honey, inside every man is a woman trying to get out. Heck, we are the superior of the species, all men want to be like us.”

“No,” I shook my head.

She opened her make up case, and I felt a surge in my groin. The blood pulsed and my dick bobbed.

She said, “Honey, if you let me do this…you will have the best sex in your life.”

Now, I was drunk. I was emotionally bare. I was…curious.

Yes, some part of me was waking up, and I was wondering.

I couldn’t deny that I had had a boner. I couldn’t deny how heightened it had been when Daisy had jacked me off. I couldn’t deny that, even as drunk as I was, every time Donna called me a woman I got harder.

“Nonsense,” I said.

But she saw she had me.

She pulled the make up kit over, then arranged our chairs, then…stopped.

“You need to shave.”

“What?”

“I want you to shave, super extra close. And I want you to use my Nair.”

I resisted, but only a little, and then I was somehow walking down the hallway, getting naked and she slathered Nair on me. Fifteen minutes later I was watching my curlies circle the drain.

And I was shaved. Super shaved. I wasn’t a heavy beard guy anyway, and I stepped out of that bathroom and marveled at how my skin felt so …so new…without hair.

Back to the kitchen, and another drink, and Donna went to work.

She cleansed me, she creamed me, she powdered me. She whisked little brushes across my face, and with the feel of those soft bristles against my now electric skin my dick got hard and stayed hard. Real hard.

As she worked on shadowing my eyes I marveled at how I could feel the blood pulsing in my face and in my cock at the same time.

She poured me yet another drink.

She sat down and applied lipstick to my lips.

We weren’t laughing now. We were serious, and I felt about as alive as I had ever felt. I was aware of everything on my face. I was aware of the waxy feel of my lips, I was aware of how she leaned close, peered at me, and licked her lips.

“Oh, honey. You should have taken up bank robbing a long time ago.”

Yet, no laughter. Just a feeling in my chest, like a light saber was shooting up and into my throat.

“Can I pierce your ears?”

“Sure,” I didn’t even think about it.

She took me back to her vanity table then, dabbed my lobes with alcohol, and I barely felt the needles go through my ears. When I looked in the mirror, however, I saw long, silver strings dangling.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Put this on,” she whispered, and she handed me a bra.

I remembered what Daisy did, how she put a bra on me, and I managed to get it right.

“It fits!” I was surprised.

“I bought the wrong size.”

“For you.”

“For me,” she smiled, but there was no humor here. Instead, what we felt, it’s hard to describe…it was like what we were doing was sacred.

She handed me panties and hose and left the room.

I remembered how she put hose on, and I unrolled them up my legs. Without the hair my legs looked totally feminine. I stood and marveled, and looked at the panties. No way I was going to get those on.

She returned, and she had the fake boobs Daisy had stuffed into my bra. She slipped them into the bra I was wearing, and it was an even better fit. Looking in the mirror my body looked downright feminine. I wasn’t one of these big, muscular guys, but I hadn’t realized how, with the proper sized boobs, I would look so…so female.

“No panties?”

“They aren’t going to go over this?” I turned and pointed my weenie at her.

She giggled.

“We’re going to have to cut that off.”

“What?”

“Just kidding.”

“Heysoos, you had me scared there.”

“No, we can get something called a gaff, or maybe just tie it down.”

“Tie it to my leg,” my turned to giggle.

“No! I’ve got it! We’ll get you a chastity tube.”

From my porn meanderings I knew what that was. “I don’t know if I want to lock up my pal.”

She came to me then, held my hands, and we were kissing distance apart, but she didn’t kiss me, she spoke in a low voice.

“Think about it. Your cock struggling to get erect, but it can’t, and the only way it can is if you come to me, ask me, beg me. Please, honey, I need to feel my cock! But I won’t let you. I dangle the key in front of you. I laugh and tease, and you try to get harder and harder. Your cock is straining against the cage, blood is pounding through your whole body. All you want to do is get loose and fuck me. But I won’t let you.”

She had painted a scene and I was caught. “How long?” I asked.

“Days. Weeks. Who knows, maybe months. And the torment gets greater and greater. You feel like you’re going to bust, and I do things like make you eat me out, and still don’t let you loose.”

“But when do I get to cum?”

“Honey,” she kissed me quickly, lightly, “I’ll let you know.”

I didn’t agree right then, but…I knew I would.

“So forget the panties and let’s get you in a dress.”

She didn’t have anything that really fit me, but she did have a slinky, stretchy thing, and she helped me into it.

I stood there, my cock pointing and perfectly outlined, and we laughed at it.

She grabbed it through the dress and held it. “This is mine, baby. It’s all mine. And you’re going to have to beg to use it.”

I felt like my heart was going to burst. My chest was pounding.

“I want to fuck you. Right now.”

“Soon, baby. Put these on.”

She handed me a pair of high heeled sandals.

I looked at them, and there was a part of me that groaned. I had worn high heels already that day, and my calves were still sore.

But there was a part of me that wanted them desperately.

She pushed me back on the bed, took the shoes back, and put them on me. As sandals my toes could hang over a tad, and they were a lot more comfortable than those witch heels Daisy had made me wear.

“Come on,” she took my hand and led me through the house. I wasn’t comfortable in the high heels, and I sort of stumbled and tip toed, but I managed to keep up with her.

Inside the garage she brought down a box from a high shelf and opened it. “Oh, my gosh,” I blurted as she handed me a wig. She had bought it years ago, after a bad hair cut. A couple of months later her hair grew in properly and she had put the wig in storage. Until today.

It was beautiful. Long and wavy, and it brushed out right away. She affixed it to my own hair, and she whispered, “You’re never going to get a hair cut again.”

I nodded, was mesmerized by the feel of soft curls framing my face and falling to my shoulders.

And we were done.

We returned to the kitchen, one last bourbon, and then we did the most mundane of things…she fixed dinner.

I sat.

We chatted.

And it was like two girlfriends. There were definite changes in my attitude, my character. And she responded to me differently.

We laughed, and I felt like everything was different, that even the smell of hamburger was different. Female different.

Twenty minutes later we began eating, and even that was a new and unique experience.

First, she poured me a Coke, no bourbon, we were both pretty loopy, and slipped a straw in it.

“How come?” I asked.

“You’ll find out. Take a sip.”

I did, and found out. My lips left the top of the straw red.

“Sometimes it’s fun to leave a print on the rim of a glass, but I thought you’d like this. Now, eat a French fry, but pop it into your mouth so you don’t get lipstick on it.

I did.

“Sometimes, a long fry, you have to cut it with your teeth, but…this is an accepted way.”

“Accepted by who?”

“Women do it this way.”

I did it, and looked at my hamburger. I suddenly realized I was going to be leaving big lip prints on the surface of the bun.

“Knife and fork, baby. Cut it into bite sized pieces.”

So I did. And it was interesting to eat a hamburger that way.

“I think I’d rather eat it male style. Just grab it with my hands and chomp away.”

She smiled. “I like to eat that way, too. But if you’ve got lipstick on…” she shrugged.

So we ate, and conversation sort of died down. We were too busy looking at each other.

“You know,” I finally observed, “I’m the only one dressed like a woman here.”

She smiled. “I know.”

“What? More of your devious plotting?”

“Absolutely. You’re the woman, so what should I be.”

That weirded me out, and she saw it in my eyes.

“Of course, underneath my male garb I will be the same old same old sexy me. Big tits, a pussy that is voracious.

That helped, and I just blinked a little.

“But before you fuck me…you’re going to have to suck on my cock.”

“How are you going to have a cock?”

“I have a strap on.”

“What?”

“A strap on. It’s a harness into which one places a big dildo, and then one can use that cock as any man would use a cock.”

I was speechless now. I hadn’t known she had a strap on.

“Where did you get a strap on?”

“Time for secrets to be revealed,” She whispered, grinning at me, but, first, I have a question for you.”

“All right.” I finished my burger and sipped some Coke to wash it down.

“Are you going to resist me when I put you in women’s clothes again?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “I’ll try not to.”

She nodded. “Then, my big secret is that I have always wanted to do this to you.”

“What?”

“How fast did I jump on this? How did I respond when you burst into the garage wearing a dress and very badly applied make up?”

I was silent. My mind turned over the morning, and…she had responded…quickly. And she hadn’t wasted any time trying to get me into a dress.

“Honey? Even the basic attraction you had for me was that you have a delicate frame, easily adapted to…to being a woman. Whenever I look at you I sigh, and get images in my mind, of you in make up, of you in a dress, of walking down the street with you, two women, holding hands and giggling.”

“This is…this is a lot to—“

“A lot to take in. After all, you must be wondering if I am a Lesbian. And the answer is a definite no. I have absolutely no interest in being with a woman. But a man dressed like a woman…that turns me on. That get s me so wet I’m going to need a sponge instead of a pad.”

“Do you think of other men like this?”

“Sometimes, but not like you. Other men it’s more like a mental exercise I look and I imagine, but I don’t have the big lust.”

“But you do with me.”

“Oh, honey, you have no idea. I have wanted to see you in a dress since before we were married, and what I feel, the lust that I feel…imagine the hardest and drippingest your cock has ever been, and then know that that is how I feel about this. You want a final drink?”

“I think so.”

So she made us a final bourbon and Coke. We sat in the kitchen and stared at each other and drank.

She wanted me in a dress, she wanted me as a crossdresser. Full make up.

What did I want?

I wanted this feeling that I had to last forever. I wanted to dress like this always, to feel the nylons, to be bound by bra. To explore garters. To grow my hair long and learn how to make it more…female.

I loved the feeling of lipstick on my lips, and I wanted the fluttering eyelashes, thick and heavy and ready for batting.

I could get used to high heels, I already enjoyed the ones I was wearing much more than the ones Daisy had given to me.

And I could learn things. I knew about crossing the legs, and I was figuring out how to walk on a line, which I felt would probably make my ass sway.

And, a weird thought, did I want to put up with men checking me out?

No.

But what sacrifice was I willing to make to live like this?

“What are you thinking?” Donna asked.

I realized I had been daydreaming, drifting into far realms of thought. I came back to planet earth and told her. She nodded as I spoke, and gently bit her lip.

When I was done she said, “You don’t have to be a man all the time. You can be male one day, female the next…you can do this however you want.”

“How do you want me?”

“I’m okay either way. Having you as a woman is satisfying deep seated needs, but now that I can have you as a woman, it’s okay if you be a man. After all, we’ll be going to a football game, and I’ll know that you’re wearing panties and a bra.”

I snickered at that.

“And if you’re acting all manly, smoking cigars and thumping your chest with your friends, I’ll remember you like this. I’ll remember fucking you like a woman…and I’ll be totally okay.”

“Wow.”

We were holding hands over the table now. The last drink was almost done, and we could feel our sexual desires starting to kick in.

As if they hadn’t been already kicked in right from the first moment she saw me in a dress.

But now we were breathing harder. I was aware of her boobs, her lips, her soft hair.

And she was aware of my boobs, my dress, my red lips.

She spoke in a low, throaty whisper. “What’s it going to take for me to get into your panties?”

“A buck and a quarter,” I whispered back.

“I’ll owe you.”

“Fine.”

She took my hand and pulled me up from the table. As we walked down the hall I realized something. She had taken charge. She was leading me. She was pulling me by the hand.

I was—I don’t want to say ‘lesser’—somehow subservient to her. And I recognized something about the differences between men and women.

Men charge around, banging into walls like confused buffalos.

Women…submit.

I don’t mean that in a bad way, like I say, not ‘lesser,’ but there is just a part of a woman that lays down and accepts, and in that is a bit of submission.

And, the man takes.

But she was leading me as if she was going to take. And that made me subservient. Submissive, if you will.

She led me into the bedroom and put me on the bed.

“Hold on for a minute, baby.”

Even the way she said ‘baby,’ she was taking charge.

I sat on the edge of the bed, marveling at the hints of submissiveness that I felt.

Donna took off her clothes and went into my closet. She came out with boxers and some pants, and a shirt and tie.

I blinked.

She grinned, then went into her closet and brought out a strap on harness and a dildo.

“Told you,” she said, putting the harness on.

I said nothing, just watched as she pulled up the boxer shorts and pants. When she put on the shirt and tie she had a decidedly more male body. She had taken off her bra and her boobs were more disguised by the cut of the shirt.

She went into the bathroom and combed her hair back. Tied it in a tight ponytail, and I knew that when we were face to face it would just look like she had her hair combed back.

She came to me then. Swaggering a bit, trying to be a man, and sort of succeeding.

She stood in front of me. No make up. Making her face as gruff as she could. “Baby, I think before we do this you need to moisten me up.”

I reached for her pants zipper and pulled it down. “I think it would be more effective if you just told me to suck your cock.”

She chuckled. “Suck my cock, bitch.”

I snaked my hand through the zipper and the opening in her boxers. I looked up at her, ‘Bitch?’ I mouthed.

She shrugged. “I could always have called you a cunt.”

That made me laugh, and then I had her cock out.

It was maybe seven inches, about the size of a regular cock, and it was a half squooshy, half hard hunk of plastic.

“Wow,” I said, and I was face to face with the idea of me being a woman, and me being a residual male.

I stared at the tip of the cock and thought about how men had, for ages, stood before women and expected them to suck their dongs.

“What are you waiting for?” She asked.

I looked up, gulped, and opened my mouth.

I opened my mouth and she slowly inserted the cock. Thank God she didn’t move fast. I was immediately assailed by the gagging reflex.

Donna pulled back and smiled. “What? Can’t take a little cock?”

“Come on,” I complained. “First time I’ve ever done this.”

She moved her penis forward again and I opened up, and this time managed to take about half in. Then I choked and she started to pull back.

I stopped her, and just took a few seconds to relax, to relax my mouth.

“Mmph,” I said, encouragingly, and I started to blow her.

She moved her cock gently in and out. I felt it rubbing against my lipstick, touching the sides of my throat.

I blew her for a long time, just trying to understand it, to get used to it. And I was succeeding.

By the time we finished, though my jaws were tired, I had managed to get three quarters of her cock into my mouth.

“Wow,” she grinned. “You’re a natural.”

“Nah. I just had a good teacher.”

“Let me suck yours for a while.”

Now it got funny, because taking down my panties and lifting my dress felt…not right.

I was being the girl. I shouldn’t have a cock!

Yet, it was hard.

But she didn’t suck me. She couldn’t wait, and she pushed me back on the bed, stepped between my legs, and did me Amazon style.

Amazon style is when the women is on the inside of the legs, but still has the cock up her pussy.

And it felt amazingly good, her standing there, slamming me like she was a man.

Oh, the smile on her face.

And the moist warmth of her pussy.

She hadn’t been telling a lie, she wanted to do this role reversal style. She wanted to pretend to be the man, and have me be the woman.

She held my legs apart, held me open, and it felt so good to be stretched out like that, made to accept, to receive, and I thought about the submissive aspect of this again.

But…I wasn’t cumming.

And she wasn’t.

She slowed down, stopped with me inside her. “What’s wrong?”

We just stayed motionless, thinking, and it struck me. I began to blush a little, but…but I knew what was wrong.

“I know.”

“What?”

“We aren’t going far enough.”

“What do you mean? I’m fucking you like a man would fuck. I’m in charge.”

“Are you?”

She blinked and tilted her head slightly.

“Well, yeah.”

“Are you fucking me like a man would fuck a woman?”

“I’m between your legs. I’m pumping away.”

Overcoming my reticence, my embarrassment, I said, “Are you inside me?”

Her mouth opened slightly, and she stared. then: “You want me to…you want…”

“Let’s face it, that’s what’s wrong.”

“But…we’ve never—“

“We’ve never done any of this. So if we’re going to do it, we need to do it right.”

She actually looked a little pale at the thought. Then: “If you mean it, then I’ll get some lube.”

“I mean it.”

She pulled off me, stared for a long second, then went to the side table and took a big bottle of lube out of the drawer.

She scooped out a big glob of lube and said, “And you’re sure?”

“Yes,” surprising myself with my determination.

My legs were still apart and she put two fingers down to my crack and began smoothing the lube into my asshole.

It was cold, and I jerked, but we both knew it was the sudden feel of lube on my asshole.

She began to push the lube into my asshole. She use two fingers, rimmed me, and I began to jerk and twitch. Sexual feelings were washing over me, taking over me.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted.

“Okay?”

“God, yes! Keep going!”

She put more lube down there, she used three fingers, and suddenly she was finger banging me.

“Oh…oh…oh…” I couldn’t help myself. It felt so electrifying, so good. I had never imagined an asshole could feel so…so good. So…sexual!

Donna giggled. “You really like this?”

“I never knew,” I blurted.

“Well, you’re about to find out. Are you ready?”

“Yeah!” And, man, I was. I wanted bigger fingers, more fingers. I wanted her dick.

She stepped up to me and placed the tip of her dick into my hole.

“Oh!”

She very slowly, very gently, pushed in.

I had heard stories of men taking it up the ass, of how it hurt, and then got better.

But this didn’t hurt, at all. It just felt good right from the get go.

She pushed inch after inch into me, and my eyes grew wider and wider.

I was gasping and gulping, and I began to feel full, stuffed, but in the most pleasurable way.

“A natural,” she whispered, and she began to fuck me.

She moved excruciatingly slowly, and my head was back and my mouth open as the pleasure rippled through me.

“Good?”

“Gah!” I responded, unable to put the amount of pleasure I was receiving into words.

I didn’t see her smile, my head was back and my eyeballs were rolling back, but I could feel her pleasure. She was getting immense pleasure just from giving me pleasure.

What a pure love!

In and out, small movements to the side that took my breath away.

I began moving my hips, trying to get more of her cock. She responded by corkscrewing me, rubbing the tip of her dick against my anal walls.

I groaned, a loud, guttural sigh of commitment and satisfaction and…and…submission.

I was submitting. I was giving myself to her completely. She was in charge, and I was okay with that.

“Are you going to cum?” she asked.

I knew it was possible to have an anal orgasm, or a prostate orgasm. I also knew it was difficult, but it didn’t feel difficult to me.

I nodded, and made a gurgling sound deep in my throat.

She took my cock in one hand. As she pumped me she began stroking under the head of the cock with her thumb. Her other hand was palpating my balls.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” And I came.

It was a weird cum. It was more like being lowered into a warm bathtub, except that it was more like the warmth rose up and engulfed me. And the bathtub felt more like an ocean, filled with waves and life and golden currents.

I thrust my hips up, and I knew I was squirting, but the orgasm was deep inside me, all over me, and my dick didn’t really matter.

“Oh…oh…oh…” It went on for a long time, then very slowly it receded, and suddenly I felt like I had been thrown onto a beach. I felt like I had been pushed through a meat grinder, but in the most pleasant way. I opened my eyes and looked at Donna, and she began to laugh with delight.

And laugh and laugh and laugh.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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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.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

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

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

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

‘He was Female Different!’

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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