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PART ONE

“Hello.”

“EEE!” Donna screamed, and I tried to look around, but I was tied to a horse and couldn’t move.

Actually, I was more than just tied to a horse. I was completely en femme, dress and make up and everything, and I was restrained on what Donna and I called a Butt Fuck Bench. My wrists and ankles were fastened to the legs of the horse, and she was standing behind me, her strap on dildo balls deep in my ass.

“What?” I yelled. “Who’s that?”

Donna had just finished doing me, and I tried to look up, but my neck was stiff from being restrained, and I could only see a pair of ankles at the top of the stairs.

“Who are you?” Donna shouted, and I could hear the fear in her voice.

“Who’s there?”

The feet slowly took a step down, then another one. I saw calves, then thighs. Then…it was the woman from Home Depot! She had come up and talked to me while I had been buying things for our dungeon.

I watched her sexy body saunter across the basement. I especially focused on the gun in her hand. It looked like a 38, and she held it negligently, but it would take but a second to flip it up and start shooting.

“Who are you?” Donna moved back, and the big dog dildo flopped out of my ass.

“What the fuck kind of dick is that?” And the woman started to laugh.

Donna sniffed, and, “it’s a dog dildo, if it’s any of your business.

The woman laughed and laughed. Came up and looked at it more closely. “Take it off.”

Donna did, and the woman took it and looked at it. “Geez, that must feel like gangbusters in his butt. Hey, bozo, how dos that feel when it’s rammed to the hilt?

“Uh…”

She laughed some more.

Donna knelt and started taking one of the restraints off me.

“Leave it alone,” the woman said, tossing the dog dildo onto the work bench. There was something very familiar about her voice.

She was too close for me to see now, but her voice was very commanding, and she must have waved the gun, because Donna backed away.

“This is our house…our home…you have to leave.” Donna’s voice sounded very shaky.

The woman snorted. “Hunh. And leave you to kids to play with yourselves? I think not. You might hurt yourselves.”

“Let me at least let my husband loose.”

“Now why would I do that? Heck, I’d just have to tie him up again. Back up. Get against the wall there. By the chains. Okay, I see some handcuffs on that bench. Grab them and cuff yourself to the chains.”

“If you leave now we won’t call the police.”

The woman was walking around the front of the butt fuck bench now. I could only see her legs. I tried to raise my head but couldn’t get it up enough to see. I did see Donna backing up to the back wall. She was maybe ten feet from me.

“If I leave now you would definitely call the police, after you get bozo loose, of course. But if I stay…then you won’t call the police. Now pick up those cuffs.”

“Don’t shoot!”

The woman must have raised the gun and pointed it. I could see a mix of shadows on the floor, and that’s what it looked like had happened.

I heard the rattle of chains, then, “There. Put the gun down.”

“Okey dokey.”

“What are you doing here? Who are you?”

The woman walked around the dungeon. I could hear her footsteps and she rattled chains.

She came down and sat on my back.

“Oof!”

“Imagine my surprise, seeing you at Home Depot. Of course, nobody else would recognize you, but me…I’d recognize you in a heart beat.”

“Who are you?” I gasped under her weight.

“Why, how soon we forget. Of course I was in disguise last time.”

It hit me. The voice, even the voice pattern and the mocking way of speaking. “Daisy!”

“Bingo, Goofy. How ya been?”

“I, uh…what are you doing here?”

“Daisy? Who’s Daisy?”

“She made me rob the bank.”

“Oh, Goofy, you are such a silly. We didn’t make you, you helped us, don’t you remember how much fun it was?”

“The one who made you dress up like a woman?”

Daisy spoke to Donna. “You sound so surprised, but it looks like you’ve been doing a little dress up yourself.”

“What are you doing here?” I asked again.

“After I saw you in the Home Depot I just had to pay a little call, renew our friendship, have a good time. But, like I say, I was a bit shocked when I realized that under that dress lives a real kinkster.”

“You made him that way!” blurted Donna.

“Really? Is that true, Goofy?”

“I never wore a dress until you made me rob that bank.”

“But you’re sure wearing dresses now. And look at this palace. Did you do that with the ten grand I gave you?”

“Uh, yeah.” I didn’t want to answer, but, on the other hand, I had a feeling our only hope was to keep her joking. An old maxim for being a successful salesman is ‘if you get them laughing you get a sale.’ That could be turned a bit for this situation. ‘If you keep them laughing they won’t kill you.’

“Well, not bad. You just went up a few notches in my book.”

“What are you going to do to us?”

She chuckled. “You might be better off asking what I won’t do. I mean, I’ve never had a man set himself up like this. I’d be a fool if I didn’t take advantage of this.”

“Well, I’m sorry, but I’ve already had an orgasm.”

“And you don’t care about my orgasm? What a selfish Goofy you are.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Now, I’m going to make a phone call.” She stood up and walked over to the work bench. Donna had put a box of toys there, and Daisy reached in and pulled something out. She returned to me.

“Now, a little something to keep you occupied.”

She pushed something into my ass. I grunted, and only later realized it was a butt plug. A big one, with a fox’s tail on it. I could feel the hair of the tail falling between my legs, tickling my balls. Then I felt Daisy grab my chastity cage.

“Oh, look! How cute.” She turned to Donna. “Man, you really got Goofy pussy whipped. He really enjoys this stuff, eh?”

Donna said nothing.

“Don’t feel like talking, eh.? Well, we’ll talk later. Let me go make a phone call. You guys just hang out while I’m gone.

Daisy laughed as she walked to the stairs. Then she ascended the stairs and entered the kitchen.

It was silent. Very silent. The drip, drip, drip of water silent.

“That’s the woman who made you rob the bank?”

“Yes. Are you okay?”

“I’m chained to a wall, but…I’m okay.”

“Okay. We have to survive this.”

Donna was silent.

“Look, whatever we have to do, we survive this.”

“But what are they going to make us do?”

“I don’t know. I—“

“Are they going to rape me?”

“I don’t think so.” I spoke quickly, to reassure her. In truth, I had no idea. They had all laughed when Daisy had jacked me off in a dress, but now we were in our own home. Nobody knew about us, we rarely had visitors. One of the main reasons we had bought this house was because it was on a street that wasn’t busy, with large lots and privacy, and a forest out back.

Daisy came down the stairs. She had a cell phone in one hand and a bottle in the other. She tilted the bottle and drank deeply. The bottle was one of Donna’s wines.

We were silent as she placed the bottle and cell phone on the work bench, then pulled a chair around and sat down.

“So, there was ten K in that packet I gave you, right?”

“I never looked.”

“Yes,” said Donna.

It was strange, I had given up trying to bend my head up and look at Daisy; I was talking blind through the ring at the head of the butt fuck bench.

“Ah, the little wifey keeps track of such things. Good girl.” To me, “Goofy, did the cops come by?”

“Yes.”

“Well? Out with it! What’d they say?”

“A cop came out and took a report. I said the car was stolen. Then two detectives came out and said it was used in the commission of a crime.”

“The commission of a crime. Huh! But, you realize that you added a charge to what they could charge us with? Now we could not only get arrested for bank robbery, but car theft. Grand Theft Auto, I think they call it.”

“But that’s what you told me to say!”

She just tilteed the wine bottle and took another glug.

“You look different now.” I wanted to somehow get her engaged in conversation, I mean from my viewpoint. I wanted her to think of me as a person. I could almost feel her grinning.

“How so?”

“You were, uh, chubby. And you had yellow teeth. And your hair…but you were wearing a wig.”

She chuckled. “So I’m not the drab cow you thought, eh? I suppose that’s a compliment. When we robbed the bank I was wearing a bullet proof vest. And I had some teeth from a costume store. The hair you figured out.”

I paused, then, “I didn’t think you were so good looking.”

“Oh, ho! You little flirt. Hey, Donna, did you know your boyfriend is trying to make time with me?”

“He’s my husband.” Donna’s voice was colder than the North Pole. I had to get her to lighten up. I didn’t want her pissing anybody off.

Daisy was silent, I didn’t know how she was taking this.

For a few seconds I thought, then I realized the easy way to go.

“Donna. I want everybody to be friendly here. They let me go when they robbed a bank. So just be nice and we’ll be okay.”

“Smart, Goofy.”

Donna didn’t say anything.

“I always thought you weren’t abysmally stupid. Say, I didn’t think about it, you want a drink, Donna?”

“She does,” I blurted.

Daisy chuckled. “Well?”

Donna’s voice was very subdued. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Here.”

By the shadows I thought she gave Donna the bottle. I prayed that Donna wouldn’t try to hit her with it.

The truth was that my marital relationship with Donna was changed.  At first i had been the take charge hubby, but now I was the quiet, submissive one, and she was the take charge bossy one. And now that bossy attitude was raising its head. She was angry. I could feel her. She had taken charge in our home, and this was our home, and…I was worried she might try something.

“What about me?” I asked. I didn’t want to drink, but I wanted to get Daisy away from Donna.

“What about you?”

“You guys get to drink and I don’t?”

“Well, you don’t look like you could hold a bottle. You are sort of tied up at the moment, if you get my drift.” She giggled.

“So what’s going to happen now?” Donna’s voice sounded carefully neutral.

“Donald and Mickey are on their way over. We’ll stay here for a while, then decide on a plan of action.”

“What have you been doing since the…the bank robbery?”

“Mostly hiding. It was our first bank robbery, and we’re a little careful. Maybe too careful. I mean, who knows…they might have the serial numbers. That’s why I was surprised to see you at the Home Depot…spending all that money.

“One time. We figured with me in disguise nobody would be able to identify me if they did have serial numbers.”

“Now, see? You’re getting smarter and smarter. Want to hear a joke?”

“What?” blurted Donna.

“A joke, sister. A funny. You know…a laugh? Ha ha?”

“Sure,” I said.

Daisy told the joke. “The kid says to his mother: Gee, mommy, these smart pills taste like rabbit shit! And the mother says, See? You’re getting smarter already!”

It was stupid, but it caught me by surprise. Donna had no reaction, but I snickered.

“Aha! Goofy has a sense of humor, but what’s wrong with Mrs. Goofy?”

“Laugh, honey,”

“Ha ha,” she said, sounding a bit snarly. But that made Daisy laugh.

“Oh, you’re good Goofy. Hey, you want another hand job? Oh, oops, I forgot, you’re all locked up. Too bad. I really remember playing with you in the car. Man, you were really ready to go. I guess it was the dress business. Drink some more, sister. You need to lighten up. Here, give me that bottle.”

I saw shadows on the floor move, and there was no clunk, as of Donna swinging that bottle against Daisy’s noggin, and then the shadow moved behind me. I could her feet stepping in between my feet.

“Have a drink, Goofy.” She pulled the fox tail out of my ass and pushed the bottle into me.

I lurched. I can tell you I lurched. And thank God I had already been loosened up. The head of the bottle slipped past the ring, I could feel the raised lip of it, then I felt fluid gurgling into me.

“Hey!”

Daisy pulled out the bottle and it actually made a sort of a popping sound. “There you go, Goof.” She put the fox tail back in.

I felt the wine hit me within five seconds. And it hit me like a bag of rocks dropped five stories right onto my cranium.

“Fuck!” I whimpered as the world lurched and gyrated.

“That’s a trick I learned back in college, Donna. We used to drink beer through the asshole. The alcohol, isn’t broken down by the digestive system, and it goes right through the walls and into your body. Instant drunk. Goofy probably feels like he’s had a six pack in two minutes. Right Goof? Is that how you feel?

“Holy shit!” I felt like somebody was turning the butt fuck bench over.

Daisy giggled. “He won’t need a drink for a while now. Here, let me clean the nozzle for you. What? You won’t drink from the bottle? You’re an uptight bitch, girl, and you better get over it. Especially when Donald and Mickey get here.”

I heard, from my convoluting world, the sound of glugging. I knew Daisy was drinking.

“How’s my shit taste?” I asked, wondering if that was my tongue moving around.

Daisy snorted, and even sprayed some wine out. “Now why can’t you be like him?”

“Daisy!”

It was a masculine voice upstairs.

“Down here!” she yelled. “Go out to the garage!”

Ten seconds later I heard footsteps clumping down the steps.

“Hey, baby, nice digs, and this is Goofy’s—holy crap! Is that Goofy?”

“In the flesh. And the skirt and the make up and everything.”

I didn’t even bother trying to lift my head. The world was spinning crazily. “Hey,” I said.

“Hey, Goofy, how you…you look like you’re doing okay,” he slapped my ass.

“Look what he had in his bung hole,” she held up the dog dildo.

the man started laughing. He took the dildo, laughed some more, and said, “Man, this have felt good.” He tossed the dildo back onto the work bench and asked,  “And who is this luscious tomato?”

“That bitch is Donna.”

“Bitch, eh? Well, let’s see what she looks like without clothes.”

I heard the rip of cloth, and Donna yelling, then screaming.

“Hey?” I said. I was so drunk I sounded conversational. “Leave her alone!”

“Wow, nice ta tas. Baby, we’re going to get together a little later. And I think you’re really going to like it. Have you ever seen a dick this big?”

The sound of a zipper, then silence. Except for a small gasp.

I wondered how big his cock was.

“Hey?” I was drunk, but I was still trying to interject myself.

“What you need, Goof?”

“Are you Donald or Mickey?”

“This is my hubbie. Donald.”

“Nice to meet ya,” I said. “Could you not scare my wife?”

“Oh, sorry about that.”

“He always gets a little carried away when he sees a helpless woman wanting to be ravaged.”

“I don’t want to be…I don’t want anything to do with you.”

They ignored her. “Hey, tell them that joke you told me.”

Again with the jokes. This was the looniest band of bank robbers I had ever met. Then I realized I had never met bank robbers before. Or maybe I had, maybe there’s lots of bank robbers out there and I had met some and didn’t know it and—I tried to stop thinking. That was the drunk thinking, and I had to figure a way out of this mess.

“Which one?”

“The one about the farmer and the cow.”

Donald chuckled. “That is a good one. Hey, Goofy, there was this farmer and he had a sick cow. So he calls up the vet and the vet comes over and looks at the cow, and he says, ‘yep, I know what’s wrong with Bessy.’

“And the farmer, he says, ‘well, what’s wrong with Bessie?’

“And the vet reaches into his satchel and pulls out this big pill, and he says, ‘She needs one of these.’

“Then the vet takes out a long tube and he sticks it up the cow’s ass. He puts the pill in the tube, takes a big breath, and blows. FOOP! The pill flies up the tube, but then rolls back. So the vet takes a bigger breath and…FOOP! And the pill rolls back. So he takes the biggest breath of all, and he blows, and…FOOP! That pills flies up the tube…and comes rolling back.

“The farmer, he says, ‘You ain’t got the wind. Let me take a try.’ So the farmer takes the tube out of the cow’s ass and turned it around and shoves it back into the cow’s ass.

“The vet says, ‘Hey, what are you doing?’

“And the farmer says, ‘I don’t want my lips to touch where your lips touched.”

Daisy and Donald started laughing and laughing, like it was the funniest joke they’d ever heard.

I thought it was, pretty good too, so I snickered.

Donna was silent.

“Aw, look, Miss Prissy doesn’t think it’s funny. Don’t you have a sense of humor? Miss Prissy?”

“I’ve got a wonderful sense of humor! That’s just not funny.”

Daisy: “She just doesn’t think it’s funny because she’s all chained up.”

“Well, hell. Let’s unchain her and see if she laughs.”

Daisy walked over to the work bench. “Here’s the key.”

A moment later I heard the sound of chains rattling. Then, “Go get us some drinks. No. Go get a bottle of whiskey and some…you got Coke?”

A moment, then Donna spoke in a very soft, scared voice, “Yes.”

“Excellent. We want whiskey, and Coke. If you got some ice that would be great. I hate to drink my whiskey warm.”

Donna started walking around me.

“Honey?”

She stopped.

“Run for it and call the police.”

Donald chuckled. “Why, Goofy, don’t you want to party? Go on, girl, fetch the booze.”

Donna walked slowly across the floor, and I raised my head for a brief second. She was rubbing her wrists and looking back.

“Run for it!”

She just walked up the stairs real slowly.

Daisy sat down. “There’s chairs in the corner, Donald.” To me: “You know why she won’t run for it?”

“Uh…”

“First, because Mickey is up there.

“Two, we cut your phone line and hid your cells.

“Three, she’s naked…”

Donald interrupted, “You think that would stop her?”

“She’s a Missy Prissy. Those kind wouldn’t let themselves be seen by anybody for nothing if they’re nude.”

“Hunh. I don’t agree.”

Back to me: “Four, she’s afraid of what we’ll do to you.”

“You’re not going to do anything to me.”

“Oh?” That was Donald, “Why not?”

“One, I’m no threat, especially tied down like this.

“Two, I never turned the money in, so I would be complicit in the bank robbery.

“Three, you like me.”

They started chortling then.

Daisy blurted, “It’s true, we do like him. At least I do. Hey, big hunk, would you care if I fucked Goofy?”

Donald: “Nah. If you really want to. Say, do you know why Donald killed Daisy?”

“What?” Oh, a joke. “No. Why?”

“‘Cause she was fucking Goofy.”

Oh, the laughter. And, I joined in. I couldn’t help it. It really was funny. Fucking Goofy. And I laughed.

When I stopped Donald said, “He really is a nice guy. Hey, Nice Guy…Goofy, if Daisy fucks you, do I get to fuck your wife?”

I was drunk, but I stopped laughing. It was so hard being serious when my mind was rioting. “I don’t think so.”

“Why? Don’t you want to fuck Daisy? She’s a hell of a piece of ass. And it looks like you haven’t had any nookie for a while.

They both chuckled and Donald reached down and flicked my chastity tube. Then he started working the fox tail in my ass.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.

“Yeah. This guy is really sexually oriented. Do you—“

“Hey, guys!”

Mickey was coming down the stairs. He was holding a bucket of ice, and behind him Donna was carrying a bottle of bourbon in one hand and a six pack of cock in the other. She was still naked.

“Hey, Mick! Welcome to the party!”

Mickey sauntered across the room and I tilted my head enough to get a look.

Now, the funny thing, both Donald and Mickey were handsome dudes. And Daisy, she was a knock out. so why were they robbing banks?

Daisy got up and kissed him a good one, then sat down.

Donna walked past and put the bucket of ice on the work bench. “I’ve got to get glasses.”

“No you don’t,” Mickey grinned. “Just get two chairs for us and I’ll show you how it’s done.

The sound of Donna getting two chairs, unfolding them, and then they were sitting.

It was a tidy, little circle. Donald and Daisy, Donna and Mickey, and me.

Mickey: “You know what this bitch tried to do?”

“Uh, oh,” muttered Donald.

“She was trying to get dressed!”

Daisy shook her head. Donald observed, “She’s a bad girl.”

But there was no umbrage.

“Look, here’s how you mix drinks without a glass.”

I raised my head and watched.

Donald took a drink of Coke and held the Coke in his mouth. He passed the can to Daisy, and while she took a drink and held it, he took a drink of bourbon. He swished the two sips in his mouth, then swallowed. Meanwhile, Daisy had passed the bottle to Donna, and was taking a sip of bourbon and swishing it.

Donna looked blank, and just held the can, and then the bottle.

“Come on, sweetheart,” urged Mickey.

Confused, but helpless, Donna took a sip of coke, held it in her mouth and passed the can along. Then she sipped the bourbon, swished, and gulped, and her eyes opened wide.

Donald and Daisy laughed at the expression on her face.

“Pretty good, eh, Missy?”

Donna just blinked.

Mickey finished his drink and looked down at me. “What about Goofy?”

“I already gave him a butt drink. He’ll be fine for a while.”

Mickey grinned and passed the Coke and the bourbon over me to Donald.

For a long minute the soft drink and alcohol went around and around the circle. Then it slowed down. They had been taking small sips, but this fast, the bottle was half gone.

“Hey,” asked Mickey. “Who was Goofy married to?”

“He wasn’t married to anybody.

“He had a kid.”

“No!”

“Swear. Named Max, or something.”

“I always thought Goofy was hooked with Clarabelle.”

“Who’s Clarabelle?”

“Clarabelle was Howdy Doody. He’s thinking of Clara.”

“No. There was a Clarabelle Cow in the Mickey Mouse shit.”

“Was.”

“Wasn’t.”

“Was.”

“Wasn’t.”

“Hold it!” Everybody had been just talking, but that was Daisy.  She held up her cell phone. “Siri. Who was Goofy married to?”

Siri: “Goofy was married to Zenobia.”

Dead silence.

“Wel, I…”

“Who the fuck is Zenobia?”

Siri was still on, and she showed what she found. Daisy read, “Septima Zenobia was a third century queen of Egypt. She was married to the ruler of the city, Odaenathus. What the fuck?”

Siri: “I don’t know how to respond to that.”

Daisy turned off the phone and everybody just stared at each other.

“Who the fuck is Zenobia? Goofy was married to Clara.”

“Clarabelle.”

“Man, for a smart phone Siri sure is stupid.”

On that they all agreed.

Donna finally mumbled, “What are you going to do to us?”

There was a moment of silence. Then Donald said, “Decapitation, dismemberment, put the remains through a meat grinder and and flush it down the toilet.”

Mickey: “Now there’s where we disagree. The remains make good fertilizer. Put the remains in the garden and grow plants. Make everything green. Save the planet.”

Donald: “You’d eat plants grown from human remains?”

Mickey: “Better than cowshit!”

Donald: “That’s cannibalism! That’s how you get Mad Cow disease!

Mickey: “Bullshit!”

Donald: “Cowshit!”

“Guys! Guys! You’re scaring her.”

I could hear Donna, and it sounded like she was having trouble breathing.

“Hey, sorry, Clara.”

“Clarabelle, and, yeah, we’re sorry. We’re just fucking around. Come on, now. Easy. Give her another drink.”

“I think it’s time to get some glasses and go to sipping. We’re all going to be on our asses if we keep going like this.”

There was some agreement, and I cleared my throat.

“You got something to say, Goofy?”

“Any chance of getting out of this thing?”

“Nah.”

“Nope.”

“We like you like that. Say, have you ever taken a real dick up the pooper?”

I was drunk, but that didn’t stop me from saying, “No thanks. I’d rather not.”

“Hunh. He sounds pretty positive about that.”

“Give him time. Hey, Donna, go get another bottle and some glasses. We need to use up that ice before it melts.”

Donna got up and walked across the floor and up the stairs.

Mickey, Donald and Daisy ignored her and went on chatting.

“Have you given much thought to another bank?”

“I have.”

“And?”

I interrupted. “I hope you’re not planning on using me again.”

They all chuckled. “But Goofy! You’re our star bank robber. We can’t do it without you.”

“First, I don’t want to. Second, you don’t pay enough.”

That sort of made them blink.

Daisy got up and moved her chair. She placed it right next to my butt. I felt her hand on my buns, circling, patting. It felt good.

“If we use him we’ll have to pay him more.”

“I hope you’re not proposing equal pay.”

“Well, no.”

“Why not?” I asked. “If I’m doing the work I oughta get the pay. Equal work equal pay.”

Donald said, “Hey, isn’t that a feminist thing? Equal work equal pay? How about it, Daisy. you know that stuff. Is he spouting feminism?”

Daisy snorted. “I’m a bank robber, not a feminazi.”

“Well, I’m not saying…”

Daisy was playing with my fox tail, lifting it, dropping it, and the plug in my butt was really driving me crazy.

“But, no. He’s got to do a few jobs. We got to get him to the point where we trust him.”

“How about bullets?” I squeaked a little. Daisy had pulled up the tail harder and it came half out, then slipped back in. She giggled. “Couldn’t I get some bullets for my gun?”

They were silent then. And Daisy said, “Tell him.”

“Tell me what?”

Donna came down the stairs. She hadn’t put on clothes, but she had put on slippers. She was carrying glasses and our last bottle of bourbon.

“I say no.”

“But he really should know.”

“Know what?”

Daisy sighed, then, “We don’t carry but one bullet each. One for some super incredible emergency, but we’ve pledged not to use that. Those. So it would have to be really significant before one of us actually shot somebody.

“You don’t carry bullets?”

“What?” Donna asked.

She was ignored and they took the glasses and started making real drinks.

“Honey? Could you get me a straw?”

The others looked at each other, then Mickey said, “Yeah. Go get him a straw.”

Donna hesitated, then headed back upstairs. As soon as she was up the stairs Daisy said, “We don’t want to hurt somebody. Doesn’t mean we won’t, but…” she shrugged.

Mickey: “So you can understand why we don’t want to give you any bullets. Heck. We don’t know you. You might shoot somebody just for the fun of it.”

“I wouldn’t!”

“How do we know that? Heck, look at you. All dressed up. You got some cuckoo shit going on in your head.”

Daisy: “Not a word to Donna. We make it happen by people thinking we do have bullets. We don’t want to be put in a position. So not a fucking word.”

“Okay.”

And Donna came down the stairs.

She placed a straw in a glass and held it to my mouth. “How are you?” she asked.

At that moment Daisy pulled the foxtail all the way out. I groaned from the excitation and the feeling of being empty.

“I’m okay. I’m still drunk.”

“So what are we going to do?”

“Go along with them.”

Daisy pulled out the foxtail and looked at it, then she started examining the chastity tube.

“Can’t we escape?”

“At some point. But we have to get them to trust us. And you have to ready to run for it.”

“I’m not leaving you.”

“Dammit,” I hissed. “You save yourself and then come back for me. I’ll be okay.”

“But what if you’re not?”

“Hey! Look at this!”

Mickey and Donald came over and looked down. Donna looked at them.

“Look at this thing! What is it?”

“Holy shit! It’s a catheter.”

Daisy put her finger on the tip of my chastity cage and wiggled. The catheter in my dick moved back and forth, and I couldn’t stop a groan of pleasure.

“Man, he really is a kinky fuck!”

Daisy started moving the cage all around, pressing on the tip, and I could feel everything.

“He’s got that tube going right into his cock!”

“Can he pee through it?”

“Holy fuck.”

For a long minute they marveled over it, then Daisy decided. “I’m going to fuck him.”

Donald nodded. “I figured you would. You like the guy, don’t you.?”

“Yeah. He’s cool. A little naive, but cool.”

“All right. Then I’m going to fuck little Missy Prissy.”

Donna stood up. “No,” she gasped.

“Yes,” he said.

Donna turned and ran, and he caught her before she reached the stairs.


PART TWO

Mickey sat and sipped bourbon and Coke and watched the party.

Donald held Donna, and she struggled, but it was nothing. He had her, and he began walking her up the stairs.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

He wasn’t about to.

After they left Daisy put the foxtail back in me, then went over to the work bench. There were a couple of light chains there, and she took them and attached them to the wall chains. Then she put one on my right wrist, and one on my left wrist.

“Now don’t you try anything funny, Goof. Remember, your wife is upstairs getting plowed, and I won’t say that Donald wouldn’t get rough with her if you got a little rough with me. You get my drift?”

I nodded.

She undid the straps holding me to the butt fuck horse and stepped back.

I had been restrained for a few hours, and I had to work to uncreak myself and stand up.

I looked down at my cock. It was surging, tying to get hard. It hadn’t been doing anything when I was tied down, but when she had started playing with my asshole, it had woken up.

“Where’s the key?”

“I have no idea.”

“Aw crap.” She turned and headed for the stairs.

“Take it easy. Have a seat. You want a drink?”

“I’m still fucked up by that wine up the butt trick.”

“Yeah, that shit really does it. Well, have a seat anyway.”

I sat down.

“How about just a Coke?”

“Sure.”

So he poured me a Coke and I sipped it, and the room was still whirling around me. Not as fast, but I was definitely fucked up.

“So how come you guys rob banks?”

He countered with, “Why shouldn’t we?”

“Well, you guys seem educated. You dress nice, you aren’t ugly. Daisy sure isn’t ugly. I would think it would be easy to get good jobs and live the life.”

“Well, aside from the fact that it isn’t…easy to live the life, that is…we don’t want to live the same old same old. Mortgages, cars, nine to five. That’s a trap.”

“But doesn’t it lead to a bigger trap, like prison.”

“We do our homework. We’re in no danger.”

“But…” but there was nothing to say to that.

“So you really thinking about robbing another bank with us?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I was talking out of drink. Normally I wouldn’t think of robbing a bank.

“If you were normal you wouldn’t be thinking of wearing a dress.”

I was very aware of how I looked to him then. I had on nylons, my face was made up. I looked like a woman.

“Well, changes happen.” I shrugged.

He grinned.

Daisy returned at that moment. She came down the stairs and strode quickly towards us.

“You get the key?”

“Yup. She kept it in her side table.” To me: “You could have found it any time you wanted.”

I didn’t say anything because, truth, I didn’t want to. I was enjoying the feeling of being in a cage. And, yeah, the catheter might be the worst torture this side of heaven, but…I even enjoyed that.

I was really liking being horny.

“Man, this is going to be good,” said Daisy, licking her lips. “I’m not into women, but this is going to be like a woman with a dick. Can you think of anything better?”

“A woman with two dicks?” mused Mickey.

“Well, yeah. But…” she didn’t say anything. She just pushed me back against the wall.

Mickey watched as she went to her knees and inserted the key in my cage. A twist of the wrist, and the lock was undone. She started pulling the cage off, and when the catheter came out I thought I was going to lose it. It felt like my dick was being turned inside out. My cock immediately started to grow.

“Looks like a real jail break,” observed Mickey.

“Ain’t that the truth.” To me. “Lay on your back.”

“I don’t really want to.”

“It’s not like you’ve got oodles of choice. You hurt me, Mickey uses his one bullet. You don’t fuck me and I’ll go upstairs and shove the barrel of my gun right up Missy Prissy’s pussy.

Fuck. That sure stopped me.

I laid down. “I’ve been having trouble cumming.”

“Why? ‘Cause you’re wearing a dress?”

“Maybe. That’s when it started.”

She was pulling off her pants and panties. “So you’ve give up cock cumming just to take it up the butt. What kind of a guy are you?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly.

She squatted down and took my dick in her hand.

I was hard, red, and a little bit of pre-cum was forming on the head of my dick.

“What does it feel like when that catheter thing is in your cock?”

“It’s…it’s like getting jacked off from the inside.”

“Hah. Huh. Weird. You like it then?”

“I guess.”

“You like it better than getting jacked off from the outside?”

She was moving her hand up and down and I was already starting to gasp.

“Well?”

“I think so.”

“You think so? You don’t know so?”

“Honestly,” I gulped as she slapped my balls, “sometimes I don’t know. Sometimes I’m just confused.”

“You want a guy to fuck you?” asked Mickey.

“No.”

“Just a woman.”

“Yeah.”

Daisy squat walked forward, poised above my dick, and reached down to fit it to her pussy.

“Oh, yeah. That’s it.” She slid down a couple of inches. My head popped through the ring and she just grinned.

“He’s big, but not as big as Donald,” Mickey observed.

“Nobody is as big as Donald.”

“So why fuck me?”

“Because I like to experience different cocks. I have had all kinds of cocks. I’ve had midgets, three feet tall, and I’ve had big pro wrestlers. One of them was seven feet tall. I’ve had every race. Black, white—of course white because I’m married to a white guy—and Asian and Mex and…did you know I even fucked an Eskimo?” She was talking to Mickey at the last.

“An Eskimo? Really?”

“Yep.”

She was all the way down now, sitting on me, not moving, just talking to Mickey.

“So what race has a the longest dicks?”

“Blacks.”

“Oh,  come on. That’s just a myth. A few black guys have big dicks and everybody thinks they’re a race of giants.” Mickey scoffed.

“I came across a chart. The Congo men have the biggest, generally 7.1 inches.

Mickey pursed his lips in thought.

Then you have countries like Venezuela and Ecuador. I remember them at 6.7.”

Daisy wiggled on me. My dick was hard and throbbing now. I wondered if I could cum. After all, she was fresh pussy. That ought to count for something.

“”What are the smallest?”

Daisy didn’t even hesitate. “India and Thailand. Four inches.”

“Four inches?” he blurted.

Even I was surprised. “That seems awfully small.”

“Huh. Thai women are supposed to be among the most beautiful in the world.”

“Maybe it’s because they never get raped.”

They both looked at me.

“Where the fuck did that come from?” asked Daisy.

“I don’t know. I’m messed up. Are you sure you want to fuck me?”

“Hell, it’s feeling pretty good down there. And you aren’t just four inches.”

Actually, I was seven, which I thought was average. But apparently I didn’t know anything.

“Maybe that’s why everybody gets their sex changed in Thailand.”

Daisy tilted her head, shifted her weight, and my cock was truly throbbing. “Why would they get sex changes?”

“Hey, it makes sense. Somebody’s got a short dick, maybe it’s better to be a woman, like Goofy here.”

“I don’t think he wants to be a woman because he’s got a short peeny.”

Mickey stopped talking then, and Daisy started working me. She grunted and twisted. She leaned down and kissed me.

“You’re a good kisser. Is your wife?”

“Yes.”

I felt half disembodied. I was starting to sober a bit, but I was still spinning, and I felt like I was turning one way on the floor, and Daisy was turning the other way on top of me.

She began tilting her hips and pushing up, then tilting them the other way and sliding down. When she went down it wasn’t too bad, because the major contact was the top of my penis sliding, getting the major sensation. But when she pushed up the major sensation was on the bottom of my dick. The rim of her pussy slid up, and I could feel myself getting close.

“I might cum,” I warned.

“You better wait for me to cum.”

“I don’t know…I don’t…”

She lifted off me. “Great, he’s got a cock, but he doesn’t know how to use it.

“I do, too!” I complained.

She lowered herself again, and now I was really feeling it. She slithered and turned and tilted and squeezed, and shortly I was on the edge again.

“I’m going to cum.”

“Don’t you fucking dare!” She stood up again, and glared at me.

I groaned. This was driving me crazy. I lay there and my dick relaxed a bit and the edge receded.

She sat on me again. Again I felt her silky pussy engulf me, swallow my cock and start chewing it.

“Oh, fuck!”

And, finally, she began to cum. She jerked her body forward, grabbed here tits with both hands and her hips started spasming.

“Fuck!” I whispered, and then I began shooting my juice into her. Again and again and again.

She fell forward on me.

I lay there and we breathed, felt our chests thumping.

She straightened up, my dick was still in her, but it was getting soft.  She said, “So much for not being able to cum unless you’re in a dress.” She straightened her legs and stood up.

“Well, that was quite a show,” Mickey chuckled. “You always were a hot one, Daisy.”

“You want a turn?” she asked.

“Sure.”

I sat against the wall and watched as they went at it. I wondered where my wife was.

DONNA

The man known as Donald pushed me up the stairs. I couldn’t make a run for it, he was too close, and he was too big and fast.

We reached the top of the stairs and he took my elbow and walked me through the kitchen and down the hall to my bedroom. My heart was pounding madly.

He pushed me into the bedroom. “Lay on the bed.”

“I don’t want to have sex with you.”

“Of course you do. You just don’t know it, yet. Now, lay down.”

I sat on the bed and watched while he took off his clothes.

I had seen his penis downstairs, and it was big. A lot bigger than Kyle’s.

He noticed me staring, and he grinned. “What do you think, Missy?”

I turned my head away.

He laughed and finished undressing.

He came to the bed and pushed me back. But he didn’t jump on me, or grab me, he just lay on his side and watched me.

There we were, two naked people, laying on our sides, staring at each other.

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to make love to you.”

“I don’t want to.”

He smiled a gentle smile. “Let me tell you something, Missy. Every woman, in her heart of hearts, wants to try out every cock. Daisy has fucked all sorts of cocks, and that’s cool with me. I’m not threatened by her sexual appetite. Hell, I’m just glad to get sloppy seconds every once in a while.”

“You’re a pig!”

“Oink, oink. But let me continue. I know that when you look at a man you wonder. You talk to your boss at a Christmas party, you wonder. You talk to a salesman, and you wonder. Hell. You got a brother, you even wonder about him.”

“You’re filthy.”

“I’m honest.”

The trouble was, he was right. And I remembered saying almost exactly the same thing to Kyle back when we started the whole crossdressing, butt fucking thing. I had said I was curious about men, about the different sizes and shapes of cocks. He had taken that, and accepted it. But it was because I was taking the upper hand; he was becoming a woman. But now the same argument was being foisted on me. And having made the argument, I couldn’t now deny it.

“Now, this is what I want you to do. I want you to touch my penis.”

I didn’t move.

“I won’t do anything. I won’t force myself on you. I’m betting that you fully understand what I just said. I’m betting that you’re curious. Now, touch my cock.”

He waited.

I was aware of how hard I was breathing. How my heart was pumping. I was flushed, and embarrassed, and…curious.

His dick was massive. It was a John Holmes. I blurted. “Do you get faint when you get a hard on?”

He chuckled. “I’ve heard that one, but, no. But when I cum I sometimes feel like I’m going to faint. I guess it takes a lot to push blood and semen and everything all the way up my big hog.”

“And you won’t force me to do anything?”

“God, no. I know women, and I know what you want.”

“What about Kyle?”

“Goofy? Isn’t that funny, I didn’t even know he had a name. Goofy will be fine. And you know, and I know, that he is, right now, balls deep in my wife. He’s getting some, and if you don’t get some you will be sorry for the rest of your life.

I laid there and looked at him. He wasn’t ugly. He wasn’t a thug. I didn’t totally get his sense of humor, but a lot of even that was the fact that I was scared. Laying here, even with the threat of him shoving that giant cock up my pussy, I wasn’t scared. He was just a man, and I had dealt with men before.

Heck, in college I had been quite the slut. I had fucked half the campus, and then, when I met Kyle, it all died down. I stayed true, and was content with my incredible memories. Memories that I had to this day. Me and men. Laying down and spreading my legs and glorying in the idea of them fucking me.

And now I was in that position again. I had a man who wanted me. And Kyle…Kyle was downstairs. And, no, the argument that he was fucking somebody didn’t mean that I had to fuck somebody. but…I wanted to.

Yes. I was breathing harder and harder. I could feel the heat of his muscular chest. My tits are big, and they bulged out, my nipples were close to his, and I had the weird idea of our nipples kissing. Our nipples touching and that igniting some sort of…of sexual explosion.

And our lips. Touching. Kissing him. Like I kissed Kyle. Like I had kissed so many young men in college.

I wanted to do that. I wanted to…I wanted to…I reached out and touched his penis.

He sighed and smiled.

I could hardly get my hand around it.

“Big, isn’t it.” He spoke so conversationally; he was so sure of himself. “You want to feel my balls?”

I did, barely daring to breath, I reached under his monster penis and held his balls. They were large and hot to the touch.

“Do you know how much semen I have in those puppies?

Puppies? He called them puppies? They felt like mad dogs in my hands!

“No,” I whispered.

“Well, let me tell you, that’s a load of baby batter. More semen than you’ve ever seen at one time.”

I held his balls, I felt the stiff hairs. I felt how hard and full they were.

“I haven’t cum for a few days. Would you like to see how much cum I’ve got in them?”

I gulped. I did. I didn’t want to say anything. I was crossing lines here that I had never intended to cross.

“Tell you what, honey, think about putting the head, just the head, of my cock in your sweet vagina.”

Damn it. He didn’t all it pussy, or hole, or snatch or slit or something else demeaning. He called it a vagina, and he spoke like he respected it.

“I tell ya, the head of my cock is big as a tennis ball. You might not even be able to get it in.”

Oh, I thought I would. I could feel myself juicing up down there. I couldn’t stop breathing hard.

“I’m going to touch your nipple now. Don’t worry. I’m just going to touch it.”

I was frozen as his hand came up. Inside my head were arguments. He wanted to touch my nipple. Like I had touched his penis. Tit for tat. Or dick for tit. Or whatever. I knew he was trading sensations, pulling me into a bargain I told myself I wanted to avoid.

His finger touched my nipple, and I groaned. Electricity shot out from my nipple, right to my groin, and I instinctively tilted my hips.

He didn’t move, he didn’t take advantage, he didn’t assume my reaction was a sign he should move forward.

Slowly, so slowly, keeping his eyes on me as long as he could, he lowered his head. He took my nipple in his mouth and began to gently suck.

Oh, fuck! My nipples were now on fire, and my pussy was definitely wanting some attention.

And, to top it off, I hadn’t fucked Kyle in a while.

Kyle and I had reached the point where we liked to butt fuck him, and I was frequently short changed on the orgasm end of things.

Yes, he used a dildo on me, but since the bank robbery he had only fucked me with his dick twice, and we hadn’t really enjoyed that. Ever since I started acting the man and taking him like a woman he hadn’t been able to cum like a man.

But he could cum like a woman. Lord, that man had anal orgasms that you wouldn’t believe.

But that left me high and dry, and…I was horny.

It was unfair, and I knew that I wasn’t thinking totally right, but…but I was in front of a man, a man with a big dick, and I wanted some of that big dick.

I gripped his penis with both hands. I began to stroke him. Up and down, feeling the skin shift under my fingers, feeling the veins and contours of his penis.

He groaned, and raised his head, and we began kissing.

He had a big cock, and he was practiced in the mouth department. With his big cock he had probably had a lot of practice. Women probably near died for a chance to ride that monster hog.

He slowly edged over me, held me, and his lips ate away at mine, and at my resolve.

Kyle was fucking somebody. I was horny. This man was offering. He was a criminal, a bank robber, and I had to keep him happy. If I kept him happy he wouldn’t hurt me, or Kyle.

All these things were fluttering through my mind, chipping away at my resistance. I was turning reasons against into justifications for.

His hand reached down and cupped my pussy. It was a good hand. Strong, confident, and I could feel his middle finger over my slit.

I broke the kiss, hugged him, my mouth close to his ear, and I said, “Finger fuck me.”

I knew he was grinning without seeing him, but I also knew it wasn’t a disrespectful grin. It was a happy grin.

I felt him crook his finger, and then it was running up and down my labia, searching out the clitoris. He circled the clitoris gently, then his finger entered me.

He had a long finger, and I gasped. I knew then that I was going to fuck him. That I was going to try out that massive peeny of his.

I kissed him again, I held his face in my hands and smothered him with kisses, and ended up chewing on his mouth like it was a sexy mouthful of bubblegum. And it was sweet, and warm and moist, and so fucking hot.

He slid two fingers into me, and I pulled his head down, to my large, sweating breasts.

Three fingers, warming me up, and I knew what he was doing. He was rimming me, circling his hand so that I would get bigger, get used to size, would relax and be able to take all that he had to offer.

Then he was moving over me, and I was forced onto my back. Forced, but I loved it, wanted it.

He held himself above me, let me fit the head of his cock to my hole. I felt that smooth skull slide between the labia.

Oh, it was big. Gigantic. Large. It was, as he had said, as big as a tennis ball. But I could take it. I knew I could.

“Do it,” I wheezed, my voice dripping with so much desire I didn’t even recognize it.

He pushed, and my eyes open. His tennis ball head slipped through the ring and all thought left my head. There was nothing but this big pressure opening me up.

Still, I didn’t doubt. I could do this. I could take this cock.

Watching me, careful that he didn’t go to fast, or somehow hurt me, he pushed that member into me. I felt like I was a ditch being dug. I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t think. There was only this incredible pressure opening me up, laying me bare, then he was all the way inside me.

“Are you okay?” he whispered softly.

“Ung…ung…” I couldn’t speak, but I could nod.

He gave his own nod, and he began to fuck me.

I will always remember that fuck as one where I wasn’t in my own mind. I was somewhere else, feeling my hole being ravaged, but I was also there. I was hovering over, apart from my body, and yet I was my body. It was like he was drilling a hole right through me.

For such a giant cock he was gentle, considerate. I could only wonder at the women he had hurt, before he learned to use that massive thing.

For long minutes he slid in and out, long strokes that dazed me and emptied me of breath. Those huge balls banging against my ass like I was being spanked.

“How you doing?” he asked.

“Ng…ung…” I couldn’t speak, my mouth was slack.

“I’m going to cum pretty soon. If you can, you should do it now.”

“I…I don’t know….”

“It’s okay. A lot of women can’t cum the first time I fuck them. It’s just too much cock for them. But I can use my fingers and get you off afterwards, if you want.”

“Oh…okay.”

I held on and he picked up speed. He began ramming that log into me with a force I couldn't imagine, and then he began to cum. And, thank God, his cum set off my cum. He groaned and splashed his semen into me. His hips kept slapping into mine, and then mine were slapping into his, and I felt like somebody had just shot off a whole night of Fourth of July fireworks in my cranium…in my soul.

He came, and he came, and he kept cumming, and it wasn’t but a few second before I was overflowing. I could feel his massive outpouring of semen leaking out of me, spurting out of me.

And then it was done.

I was blown apart. I was a rag doll thrown in a ditch. I had never experienced anything like that, and I truly envied Daisy. She got this whenever she wanted. Lucky fucking woman!

KYLE

Downstairs, I had no idea what Donna was doing with Donald. I just knew that I’d been fucked to a fare thee well, and that now Mickey was getting his ashes hauled. Daisy had bent over the butt fuck bench and was moaning as he drove it into her.

God, she was hot for fucking. She fucked me, she fucked Mickey, and I had the feeling that she was just waiting for her own hubby to come down and fuck her.

But all I could do was sit there and watch.

And, with a big squirt of semen, Daisy’s hole must be getting pretty sloshy by now, Mickey finished up.

And I think Daisy had had two orgasms on the way to his climax.

But they were done. And they stood up and grinned, and they sat down and poured some more drinks.

And Donald and Donna came down the stairs.

Odd. The way they were walking I had the feeling that she had been holding his hand, and had only let go when they came in view of me.

And I knew she had been fucked. As she came closer I could see the semen on her thighs.

I looked at Donald’s massive hog and I actually shuddered for her. That thing was the Superbowl of dicks. It hung down to his knees, and he wasn’t a short fellow.

“Well, well, how’s it going, kids?”

“Pretty good. Goofy there fucked Daisy, looked like he had a good time.”

Donna sat down next to me.

Donald laughed. “I hope he didn’t stretch her out with that big cock of his.”

They all laughed.

“Well, kiddies, I think it’s time we put you to bed. We all need to rest, and it looks like the party is over.

“How do you want to work this?”

“They have a big poster bed. Want to just tie them up in that?”

“Sure. If they try to get away we’ll hear them. I’ll sleep on the floor, get some couch cushions. You guys can take a bedroom. I’m sure you’re going to want to check Daisy to make sure she hasn’t been fucking around on you.”

Donald and Daisy sniggered, and it was decided.

A couple of minutes later, my hands in handcuffs, Donald in front of me and Mickey behind, then Donna then Daisy, we marched up the stairs and through the house to our bedroom.

They used handcuffs and velcro ties and a bit of light chain to secure me to the bedpost, then they secured Donna so she was right next to me.

“Well, kids, I’m going to go have a snack. I’ll be back in 15. Don’t run away now.”

Mickey left, and Donald and Daisy headed for a bedroom. Shortly we heard the sounds of them mating.

I lay there in the darkness. My naked body was pressed against my wife’s naked body.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She didn’t say anything for a moment, and I started to worry, then she blurted, “He fucked me.”

“It’s okay. She fucked me. We didn’t have any choice. We’ll get over it. And I’ll always love you.”

She was silent.

“What?”

“I had choice.”

My turn to be silent.

“He gave me choice, but…I chose to fuck him. I wanted…I wanted to try out that big dick.”

I didn’t know what to say. There was a part of me that was hurt, but there was another part of me that was…turned on.

“Say something.”

“I’ll always love you,” I repeated, but she could hear the torment in my voice.

She turned to me then, and she said, “And I’ll always love you…but as a woman. If I have a chance to fuck a man…I’ll take it.”

I lay in the darkness, and while what she said hurt me, it also made me exult. Something in me wanted that. I wanted to be used, to be fucked like a slut, and discarded, to be somebody sloppy seconds.

I wanted to a life of submission, and BDSM, and S&M.

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

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


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

The Stepforth Husband

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


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

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

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

‘A Woman at Heart!’

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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