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PART ONE

With guys, if there is a disagreement, they might shove each other, bump chests, then go behind the gym and duke it out. A few punches, a few bruises, and it’s all over. They shake hands, often become friends, but if they don’t become friends then at least they are over the hostilities.

That’s guys.

Not girls.

But when Shiela had Rodney Portland on the horse it was the first time Rodney had been out behind the gym with a girl. And it was the first time a girl ever handed him his ass on a platter.

Rodney was an official tough guy. He had messed guys up, rumor was he was a made man, but when she was done with him his asshole was red, bruised and gaping. He was crying, and he had been ‘out-toughed.’

And the soft side of her was even worse!

“Come on, Rodney. Let’s go upstairs and put your chastity tube on.”

She unbuckled the restraints holding his arms and legs and helped him off the horse.

He was big, towered over her, but he just blubbered as she held him. Blubbered and said he was sorry and asked for forgiveness, and the funny thing was he didn’t even know what he wanted to be forgiven for.

Upstairs she told him to jack off. She had to because his dick was so hard from the spanking he had just received. Sniffling, trying to stop crying, he stroked his meat until it unloaded.

She then handed him a chastity tube and watched while he locked it on.

Then she rubbed lineament on his ass, then she slept with him. Held him while he cried. Soothed him.

Finally, she headed back to her own room. She crawled into bed and closed her eyes.

Rodney lay in his bed. It was a short single on which he overflowed. His arms and legs draped off the edges.

He was tough. He was second to Shiela’s husband, Big Bob, and when he killed Bob he figured he would get Shiela. Now that he had her, though, he knew that she really had him.

Slowly, an occasional sob, he drifted off to sleep. For the first time in his life somebody was tough enough to rule him, and…it felt good.

She opened her eyes. And frowned. She missed Danny.

She got up and checked the three guest rooms. Rodney slumbered in one, boxes filled another, and the third one was empty.

She went to the end of the hallway and looked out the window. The lights were on in Danny’s house.

She headed out the back door and through the side yards.

Danny was listening to Pink Floyd and drinking Golden Monkey. the fruity taste was growing on him, and the music seeped into his slightly high cranium and soothed him.

All except for ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene.’ That was not a soothing song. Unless you were Jack the Ripper.

He thought about what had happened the last couple of days.

His parents had left for Europe and he was house sitting, then he got stuck in the swimming pool’s water outlet, and Shiela had rescued him.

Thinking of Shiela his cock started banging away in his cage. He felt that instant surge of white hot feeling in his chest. So horny he couldn’t stand it. Yet, with the chastity tube on, he had to stand it.

Then he thought about Rodney. A gangster. Come to claim Shiela for his own. Man, what kind of world had that guy grown up in where he thought he could own human beings. What—he looked up.

Shiela stood in the doorway.

He was laying in bed, one hand around his cage, wishing he could masturbate. He motioned to her with the other hand.

She came to him, her perfect body drawing his rabid attention. But even if she hadn’t been driving him crazy sexually, he would be crazy sexually for her. She was that perfect. Her 36 by 24 by 36 body, her sweet face with those lush, red lips. Her thick, brunette hair.

He watched her as she climbed, so very naked, onto the bed and lay next to him.

He handed her the Golden Monkey and she took a large sip. He took out one of his ear buds and handed it to her.

She put it in her ear and they lay on the bed, facing each other, lips touching, eyes staring, moving only to sip the Monkey.

Pink Floyd wormed through the sworls of their grey matter, cementing them in a contact high.

He loved her. But it was a love of more than the whip. Yes, he had cried and become part of her, but he didn’t need that. He had made choice, and she was that choice.

He lifted their ear buds and whispered, “How’s Rodney? Does he love you forever?”

She nodded, put her arms around him and drew herself closer, felt the heat of his body, and the closer she got to him the better she felt.

She loved him. She had thought, after her husband died she would never love again. Then this laughing boy comes into her life, and with him comes hope. And it made her love him.

She hadn’t even screwed him yet. He had screwed her, but with a plastic dick. But, plastic or not, it was a contact that made her part of him.

“What are we going to do about the gangsters? Do you think they’ll really come here?”

She nodded, her hands were around his package, marveling at the way his penis wouldn’t hold still. It wanted to get hard so bad.

“So what do we do?”

They were silent, chewing on each others lips, drinking Golden Monkey, and thinking.

Finally he stood up and took her hand. “Want to get some more Monkey?”

She nodded and followed him down the stairs.

They opened another can and sat in the den, laying on the couch. Together, not able to get enough of the feeling of each others bodies.

With no solution to the coming problem, the conversation shifted.

“Were you really going to open a…brothel?”

“Not a brothel,” she corrected. “A man brothel, where I whipped and spanked and tortured and feminized and had fun.”

He chuckled. “You’re sick.”

“I don’t need to. I ran prostitution back in Jersey. But I need to keep busy. I love sex and I love having fun. I figured if I became a dominatrix I could have fun, and it wouldn’t be compared to prostitution so I wouldn’t come to the attention of the gangsters.”

“So much for that.”

“Yes,” she said.

That was when he came up with the idea. “You know,” he said, “There’s only one thing left to do.”

Looking at him, so like him, she grokked what he was going to say. “You think I can do that?”

“I do. That’s your talent.”

She wiggled over him, lay on him, her large breasts crushed against his chest. “Do you get jealous?”

He evaded the question. “You’re not fucking anybody.”

She laughed, saw that she had been shunted to the side. “You know what I mean.”

“I do.”

“Will you stop loving me if I let you cum? If I fuck you?”

He shook his head. “The only thing that will happen, if I fuck you…”

“Yes?”

“Is that I’ll want to fuck you again.”

She smiled. “I love you. I don’t want the end of summer to come because then I’ll have to fuck you. And I don’t want to risk losing your love.”

“I want to fuck you, and I’m afraid to fuck you.” He flipped her over, lay on his side, but over her, and spoke fiercely. “Our love is beyond a dick or a cunt. We could have no sex organs and we would still be in love. More than just in love. Ultimately in love.”

She leaned up, raped his mouth for a while, then whispered, “I feel the same. I don’t understand it. I thought I had it bad with Bob, but it’s nothing like what I feel for you. You’re like a forest fire and I feel like a little gas soaked twig next to you.”

“And I feel like I don’t have a heart, that I live only by the beating of your heart. I am just emptiness, and I crave for you to fill me.”

“I’m going to feminize you.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going to teach you all about anal sex.”

“Please.”

“I’m going to put you on the horse and use you and break you and break you and break you. I’m going to squeeze you until all your essence is mine.”

He didn’t talk then. He just held her, crushed her with his arms, felt her heart beating against his chest, and was happier than he had ever been.

And he knew he was going to have to make their plan work. If it didn’t…then they would be dead and their love would be as if never.

Rodney was a changed man. He was silent. He was contemplative. His heart was filled with a pure love for Shiela.

He awoke and looked at his dick. The cage on it.

He was used to having his way, screwing the girls in the whore house because he could.

That was no longer.

Now he wanted that closeness that Shiela had introduce him to. He wanted to be held and feel here love. He didn’t want anything else. His cock became a measure of his love, instead of a marker of his lust.

He came down to breakfast, and nobody was there.

And Shiela wasn’t in her room. There was no sign of either of them, and he felt a franticness within that he had never experienced before.

Without the focus of his love he felt like he couldn’t exist.

He went outside. He walked around the house. He looked in the dungeon.

He heard voices.

Shiela and Danny were in the kitchen. She was cooking and he was talking about the plans for the dungeon.

“I’m going to need to run a line into the cells. I can put the outlet up on the—hi, Rodney.”

Hi Rodney, like there was nothing between them except friendship.

A surge of jealousy swept over him. The kid had had Shiela to himself. He wanted her for himself. He—

“Stop that, Rodney.”

“What?”

“Your face changes when you start getting jealous.”

“Well, I can’t…what do you see in this kid?”

She sighed. “Danny, finish making breakfast. Rodney needs some attention.”

Danny went to the stove and Shiela walked down to the dungeon. Rodney followed her.

She fastened the manacles around his wrists and ankles, secured him to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Honey, this is going to be particularly brutal, and I’m going to use a king size dildo on you. Do you know why?”

Rodney was already in danger of swooning. His dreams were coming true. She was going to focus only on him. He shook his head.

“Because when I am with you there is only you. When I am with Danny there is only Danny. For you to get all jealous means you are trying to make me think of you while I’m with Danny. Would you like me to be thinking of Danny when I’m with you?”

“Uh…no.” His heart was pounding. His ass was still sore form the night previous.

“And if you persist I will simply lock you in a cell and forget about you. Do you want me not thinking about you at all? Would you like to be a mouse in a cage I forgot about?”

He shook his head.

She crossed the room to where a couple of bags sat on the floor. She took out a large dildo. He watched over his shoulder, shivering, as she put on a harness and popped the dildo onto it.

She walked towards him, her big dick waggling back and forth.

“Honey, for love to be true you must share it. You can’t own me if I own you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” His voice was weak, his breathing was high in his chest and it made him light headed.

WISS SNAP!

She used a belt on him. She usually liked to use a short whip with many flat strands, but it was obvious that Rodney needed more.

WISS SNAP!

She coiled her arm back, turned her hips, and put her weight into it.

WISS SNAP!

Rodney was already crying.

The night previous it took a while to make him cry, but he was broken now and just needed reminders. Severe reminders, but just reminders.

WISS SNAP!

WISS SNAP!

Danny came down the stairs. He was holding a tray with two plates on it. The smell of sausage and pancakes was overwhelming. Rodney hadn’t eaten, and in spite of his beaten backside, he drooled.

“Hey, babe.”

“I’m a little busy now,” she grunted.

WISS SNAP!

“We promised we would eat properly and stay healthy.”

She glared at him, then laughed. She coiled the belt and put it on the table with the drawings on it.

“I brought a plate for Rodney.”

Rodney lay against the big X of polished wood. He was leaning to the side and his cheek was against one of the thick planks. Tears were rolling down his cheeks.”

“That was nice of you. You’re a thoughtful person, Danny.” She kissed him, and Rodney groaned.

Danny grinned. “Well, I need to do the dishes, then I’m going to work on the cells.

Shiela took her plate to side of the cross.

Rodney watched her fork a bit of butter and syrup drenched pancake into her mouth. His cock was dripping inside the cage. He whimpered.

She forked a bit of pancake into his mouth.

He found himself chewing, eternally grateful just for the fact of having her feed him.

“You’re going to have to change your mind on a lot of things, Rodney.”

He nodded. Chewed. A bit of syrup leaked out of his mouth. Shiela used her finger to push the syrup back into his mouth.

Rodney’s cock was trying to break the cage. It pulsed and throbbed and pushed helplessly.

“I want you to clean up your language. No more shooting people. And every time you use the N word I’m going to make you suck a black man’s dick.”

His eyes opened wide. He was a confirmed racist, and to be refused his right to hate somebody…it was…it was downright un-American!

She fed him slowly. Watched him. Watched the breakdown of his soul in his eyes.

The eyes truly were the windows to a man’s soul.

“I’m not kidding. I’ll get an African American with the biggest dick I can find. I’ll have him screw you, and then make you suck his dick. Or maybe I’ll just have you suck him off, and then have him screw you. A good black man should be able to come twice for your juicy, little mouth. Right?”

“Please,” he croaked.

“Yes. You need to please me. Are you ready to proceed?”

Proceed? In the face of all this blasphemous talk of black people and not shooting people?

Yet, his love won out.

He nodded.

For the next half hour Shiela alternated scratching him with playing with his balls, his nipples. She promised to let him out of his cage and to sit on him, but they both knew she wasn’t going to do that.

No. Their love was going to be pure.

Danny walked past them, seemed to be thinking deeply. He entered the last cell and they heard the sound of the drill, the pounding of a hammer, the occasional rasp of a saw.

He came out and measured a length or electrical wire, then went back into the cell.

Rodney’s backside was raw. He had red stripes up and down the backs of his legs and his back. His ass was red, but she was gentle, merely building on the foundation she had laid the night before.

He was a tough man, and he had to be broken and broken again, but the whipping wasn’t designed to break him down, the gentle, loving touch was what did the work.

She would occasionally stop and finger his asshole. He would groan and whimper and he began to desire fulfillment. He knew where she was going, and he wanted her to get there.

Danny was in the second cell now, when she moved up behind Rodney and gave him what he so desperately desired and now needed.

She hugged him, fit her cock to his ass.

“Rise up, honey. Raise your butt.”

Sobbing, he did so, and she inserted her big penis.

He cried aloud and pushed back. It became more him screwing her penis than her penis screwing his ass.

She kissed his neck and brushed her fingers over his nipples. She just lay against him, pressed against him, and let him do the work.

The sound of drilling and hammering filled the basement.

Rodney was now in a sub world. He was in that place where the scoring of nails upon his flesh gave pleasure, where the pinch of his nipples was a delight that filled him with the desire to cum.

Shiela pulled out, left him begging, and walked into the cell. “How’s it going?”

“Pretty good. We’re going to need doors for these other cells.”

“I’ll order them this afternoon, when I’m done with Rodney. Is the first cell ready?”

“Yep. Except it needs a blanket. I made a swing down bunk for him.”

“Oh, wonderful!”

They went into the first cell. Danny had done excellent work. The bed was two planks held together by crosspieces. It was fastened to the wall, and would fold down, to where three legs would fold down to support it.

“You really know your stuff.”

“My dad knows his stuff. This is simple compared to his work.”

“A contractor and a craftsman. And he taught you.”

“He’s pretty good guy.”

She put a hand on his shoulder, leaned against him. “What do you think he’d think of what we’re doing?”

Danny cocked his head and an amused expression came onto his face. “He’s a wild sort of guy. I think he’d laugh. My mom, though, not so much. When it came time for punishment it was my mother that I feared.”

“You were scared of your mother?”

“Deathly. One time I was playing in a construction site and I accidentally started a tractor. Dad came over and shut it off, and he spoke harshly to me. Called me a knuckle head.”

“A knucklehead.” Shiela snickered.

“But when I got home Mother came into my room, made me lay down on the bed with my pants down and…she wailed on me. It was the scariest thing in my life.”

“Did you get in trouble after that?”

“Sure. What kid doesn’t keep getting in trouble. But when it came time for consequences I prayed for my father to be the one who punished me.”

Shiela turned Danny to her, looked up into his face and was completely sincere. “Did you ever feel sexual excitement when your mother punished you?”

He nodded, his lips clamped and twisted, almost as if he was undergoing punishment again. The memories were that solid. “Sometimes. Especially when she used the belt. There’s something about being butt naked and having your mother beat you that…well…thinking about it reminds me of you.

Shiela touched his cock, kissed him lightly, and said, “She was just preparing you for me. We women, we have a secret society. A gynarchy, and we pass men down from generation to generation.”

“You’re so full of shit,” he laughed.

“You’d like to think so,” she chuckled. “Go upstairs and put on nylons and high heels. I’d like to get you vacation boobs.”

He looked at her curiously.

“Temporary boobs. Women get them to see how they would look before they get implants.

Danny went upstairs and Shiela went back to Rodney.

Rodney was exhausted now. The constant rollercoaster of sexual stimulation to getting his ass beat was taking it out of him.

A few minute slater Danny came down the stairs.

“Come here, Danny.”

Danny presented himself, and Shiela put him to the side of the St. Andrew’s Cross and turned Rodney’s head.

“You see this? You keep resisting, you keep holding on to being the bully boy, and this is what you will look like.”

Rodney merely stared, absorbed his fate, and hung on the cross.

Danny had brought a blanket down with him and he placed it on the folding bed in the first cell. Then he went back to work in the second cell.

It was difficult doing carpentry in high heels. It was cool listening to the click of his heels when he walked, but to swing a hammer or work a saw while struggling for balance was odd.

Still, he was almost done with this second cell. He cut a long electrical line and began feeding it through a hole in the cement. The line went up the side of the cell, and through a conduit to the big room. He would eventually hook it to a mainline running the length of the room on the central beam. He took his time and made sure his work was neat. Sloppy workmanship brought a frown from his father, but a spanking from his mother.

He thought about his mother. She was short but full bosomed. She was very pretty, and she liked to laugh and joke like nobody’s business. But when it came time for punishment, brrr.

Then he wondered if there really was a gynarchy that conditioned boys and passed them down to other women.

There couldn’t be. That was too much. But he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

A shadow passed the cell door and he saw, out of the corner of his eyes, Shiela leading the broken Rodney to his cell. He heard her talking to him in low tones, then the clang of the door and the turn of the lock.

He was going to have to cut a small door in the big metal door so. food could be passed in. Well, tomorrow he would—

“Come along.” Shiela stood in the doorway, hands on the jambs and a big grin on her face.

He followed her. “It’s your turn.”

She put him against the St. Andrew’s Cross and fastened the manacles. He could feel the dampness from Rodney’s body. There was a puddle of perspiration under him.

He stood, shaking like a horse that didn’t know what to do. Not able to fight, not able to flight.

She started softly, loving him, feeling him, and only occasionally scratching him with her red nails.

“Only a light one today.” she said. “We have so much to do.”

She whipped his ass. Grabbed his buns in her hands and squeezed, then pushed a finger into his hole.

He jerked. For ‘just a light one’ it was pretty damn intense.

She inserted herself between his body and the cross. She hugged him, pressed her breasts against him, kissed him. And pulled his hair.

“AHHH!” It wasn’t quite a scream that escaped him, but it was close.

She laughed and licked his cheek. “Got to pull that hair out, make it long enough for styling.”

Tears ran down his cheeks.

She somehow managed to slither down and took his cage in her mouth, fondled his balls, and his head felt light, like there was a glowing bal of cotton replacing his brain.

“That’s what I like about you,” she said, as she put the horse hair butt plug into him. “You give up easy. You know your place.”

“You can thank my mother,” he gasped for breath as he spoke.

“I will. When they come home I’ll invite her over and let her fuck you.”

The thought was too much for his mind. His own mother. The connections he started to make, seeing a sexual content to his mother that…his knees gave way.

She let him hang for a minute, she just sat and considered him, a very happy smile on her face. “God, I want to use your dick.”

“Go ahead,” he spoke while hanging.

“Nah.” She laughed and undid his manacles. While he rubbed his wrists and tried to stand without shaking she went down to Rodney’s cell. “How you doing, Rod? Do you love me?”

“Yes,” came back the wailing agreement.

“Don’t jack off now!”

She was grinning as she came back through the basement. “He’s got a Pear of Anguish in his heinie. That’s going to keep him busy for a while.

He looked askance at her as they walked to the stairs.

“It’s a dildo shaped like a pear. It opens up once inside the ass.”

[image: ]

Danny shivered as he got the picture. “And he’s got that in his ass?”

“Some men need more.”

They walked up the stairs, and Danny hoped he never needed more.

And, he hoped he did.

Inside her bedroom she handed him panties and a training bra. The panties were sissy panties, and they had a little pouch that was barely big enough to hold his package.

He was already in nylons and heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was a slender man, but even without tits the underwear made him much more feminine.

“Are you really going to give me temporary tits?”

“Vacation boobs, and yes.”

He shuddered, and desired, and his cock dripped in its cage.

“Sit down here,” she pushed the chair to her vanity table around.

He sat down.

“I’m not going whole hog today, but we do have to get you transformed.”

“Why?”

“Because when the gangsters come we need you looked helpless and vulnerable.”

“Like a woman.”

She nodded.

“I’ll leave your hair till last,” she said, spreading his hands on the table and studying them. You can always wear gloves when you go out.”

“How long do you think we have?”

“Maybe a month, but I want to get ahead of them. I want to make things happen in a couple of weeks.”

“So I have to be transformed within a couple of weeks.”

“Yep.”

“And that means tits.”

“Yep.”

She picked up a file and began working on his fingernails. She shaped and sanded and pushed the cuticles back.

“I’m always amazed at how easy it is…your skin, your features, they’re so easily adapted.”

“That’s my father,” he said.

“Your father has good genes.”

“He doesn’t wear jeans.”

“Shut up,” she chuckled.

She placed fakes on his fingers. Not overly long, just long enough to extend an eight of an inch beyond his real fingernails. She shaped them to a gentle oval, then painted them red.

“Isn’t that a little bright?”

“Bright is just right.”

She painted from the cuticles down, even strokes that blended until there were no lines.

“Okay,” she said. “Blow on these for a while while I do your other hand.”

Danny held his hand up and blew lightly to help the polish dry.

When she was done with the other hand she applied lacquer, and he stared at his hands in fascination. They looked longer, extremely effeminate. Not like the carpentry worn digits he formerly possessed.

“Okay, you ready for the heavy lifting?”

He nodded.

She cleaned and primed his face. “We’re going to do this every day until you can do it yourself. By then Rodney will be ready.”

Danny grinned.

“What?”

“This is going to be a lot harder for Rodney than it is for me.”

She nodded, an amused expression on her face.

She put on foundation, colored his cheeks, explained how and why and when to use blush. Then the delicate work of shading his eyes began. She used brushes and fingers, made his lids look sexy dark.

Danny was frozen, and his cock was throbbing like never before. She laughed as it struggled to erect. Long, white drools started seeping down from his cage.

“Men always like this,” she said as she lengthened his eyelashes and shaped his brows. “There is something about being a woman that is so forbidden. Make a man into a woman and he is yours for life.”

“I’m already yours for life.”

She stopped, looked at him, and was so very happy. She touched her lips to his very lightly, careful not to mess up her work. “You’re good for me.”

He looked in the mirror.

She played with his hair, but didn’t brush it or try to style it. “We’ll save this for another day. Right now, get used to your face, your underwear. Let’s get back to work.”

“Want a Monkey?”

“Fuck, yes. And get one for Rodney. Give it to him, but don’t say a word.”

Danny went back to his house. He listened to his heels clicking on the cement walkways between their houses. He heard the tapping as he passed the pool and entered the house. He loved the faint echo as he walked into the kitchen. He returned to Shiela’s with a six pack. He took three cans out and headed down to the basement.

Shiela was bent over the planning table, and she straightened up and took the beer and opened it. “Ahh,” she said, after the first sip. “You’re making an addict out of me.”

“Talk about addictions,” he said to her, and they both grinned.

He walked down to Rodney’s cell and opened the door.

Rodney looked up in surprise, then his surprise doubled as he realized that the ‘woman’ in front of him was Danny.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, taking the beer, unable to take his eyes off Danny.

Danny said nothing, just walked out, his horsetail swinging behind him.

Shiela was standing just outside the door. She leaned in and looked at Rodney. “Give in, handsome, and all that can be yours.”

“No. I can’t. I won’t.” His face was frozen in fear. He repeated. “I can’t. I won’t.”

Shiela swung the door shut. CLANG!

They heard the whisper from the cell: “I can’t! I won’t”

Yet Danny heard something else. He heard hunger. He heard the sound of a man wanting to break. Rodney was almost ready for the metamorphosis of all that he was.


PART TWO

The first thing that happened, at the beginning of the next two weeks, was the phone call.

Danny was massaging Shiela’s feet. Rodney was down in the dungeon, cell number one. Danny and Shiela were drinking whiskey and Coke. One doesn’t not live by Golden Monkey alone, after all.

She picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. A single digit, so whoever she was calling was on her list of ten best.

“Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging.”

Laughter, from both ends of the conversation.

Then a short spat of ‘How’s Johnny, how’s your mother, are you making enough money…that sort of thing.

Then came ‘the question.’ Which was not so much a question as a demand.

“I need you out here.”

A voice chattering away across the country.

“I know. But I’m out…and I need help.”

Chatter, chatter, chatter.

“Some day you’re going to have to take a chance, and who better to take it with than me.”

Chatter, chatter, chatter.

“I’ve got a man. His name is Danny.”

Danny blushed. He didn’t know why. But the blushing made him extremely happy.

“He’s helping me. And Rodney is out here. That’s right. Portland.” Pause, thinking on the far end, dramatic emphasis on this end. “I’m converting him.”

Oh, man. The chatter escalated, went on for a long minute.

“You know me. You know I can do it. The same way I know you can do it.”

Chatter, chatter, chatter.

“I’m going to have to insist. Make a flight, disappear, and we’ll pick you up at the airport.”

A whole bunch of chatter, from both ends, and Danny wondered. Who was this strange woman that Shiela trusted for help?

Downstairs in the basement Rodney lay on his folding bed. It was hard, but Danny said they would get a mattress for it eventually.

Eventually.

He was Rodney Portland. A made man. And he was dependent upon the whims of a whore and a kid.

And his cock throbbed inside his chastity tube. He was laying on his side and he looked down at his prison. A puddle of white was forming under the cage. God, was he horny.

He had come across the country to take a bitch back, and he ended up being the bitch.

And he knew he was being the bitch.

He could walk out of the cell whenever he wanted, but Shiela had told him to stay, said he had to prove his love for her.

But that proof…it involved too much.

He saw the kid, Danny, being feminized more and more each day. He saw how Danny doted on Shiela, but, worse, he saw how Shiela doted on Danny.

A week ago he would have shot the kid and dragged Shiela back to Jersey. Now…he was struggling with the idea of giving up his manhood to Shiela.

Oh, she had a rep, that one. She had twisted poor Bob, the toughest gangster to ever helm a gang, and everybody knew it. Guys had seen panty lines under his too tight slacks. They had seen bra straps under his custom eye-talian shirts.

Bob was losing it, and that was why he had to go.

Heck. Rodney could never have pulled off the hit unless it was okay with the higher ups. And the higher ups had decided that no gangster worth his salt could wear female underwear.

And here he was, meaner than even Bob, and he was confused and twisted, and he could see the writing on the wall.

She had put a pair of her panties, dirty and smelling of her pussy, over his head and spanked him. Whipped him. Made him enjoy his gasping for breath through the pussy scented material.

And now he loved her. And she was in charge. The more she beat him the more he wanted to worship at her feet.

He didn’t like Danny.

Oh, the kid was okay, kind of cool, but…he wanted Shiela. But the only way he was going to have her was if he agreed to her terms. Be forgiving, don’t shoot anybody, wear female underwear…like Danny.

What an impossible shit show.

He looked down at his cock again. Drip, drip, drip.

And tears ran down his cheeks.

The second thing that happened at the beginning of the two weeks, was when Danny shared his duties.

Rodney was laying in his bunk, dripping, trying not to go crazy. Tossing around the idea of just leaving, going home, and forgetting it all. But he could never forget. Not now. Shiela just owned too big a piece of him. Her and that damned dildo of hers that gave him so much pleasure.

“Hey, Rod.” Danny pulled open the heavy door and sauntered in. He was wearing panties and bra, garters and hose, and full make up. He had even started styling his hair into a more feminine fashion. “You ever do any carpentry?”

Rodney swiveled around and sat up. He was naked, except for his chastity tube. “No.”

“Well, it’s easy. I’ll leave the instructions and a blueprint on the table, but let me talk you through the procedure.”

“What procedure?”

“We need more bunks. We need a minimum of two bunks in each cell. Now, this is called a tape measure. See how I measured the distance from the wall to this bolt here? And the distance to the floor?”

Danny extended the tape measure and showed Rod.

“Make a mark with this.” He held up a flat pencil. “And you can measure this bunk, always this one, never ones that you make, for the exact measurements. See how I screwed the planks and the cross boards together? Now, when you use this drill…”

It took an hour, and Rodney kept doing wrong things, but at the end of the hour they had made a bunk and it was ready to be mounted.  Most important, Rodney was no longer making mistakes.

“Okay, we’re going to need four more, and the hardware and the boards are in a separate stack in front of cell two. Think you can handle it?”

“Uh, yeah. But where are you going?”

Fuck. The kid was ten years younger than him, slender, he could crush him with a fist, and he was saying ‘yes, sir and ‘no, sir’ to him.

“Gonna go get some titties.”

Rodney blinked. “For real?”

“For real. Well, they’re fake tits, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ They oughta make me look like a real girl. I’ll even be able to wear low cut dresses and everything.”

“Hey, Danny?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you okay with this? With turning into a woman.”

Danny sat down on floor and faced Rodney, who was sitting on his bunk. Danny’s junk hung down and pulsed and caused the cage to twitch rhythmically. “I guess so.”

“You guess?”

“Sure. I’m a little worried about taking hormones, I hate the idea of giving up my dick. But Shiela says I’m skinny enough that I won’t need to take any. Well, maybe a little bit, but not enough to interfere with my dick. She doesn’t like the idea of making a guy limp.”

“She doesn’t?” Rodney was totally overwhelmed by this easy acceptance of what he was struggling with.

“No. She thinks a man is a man, and should be a man. But she objects to the rigid way we think, how we are prisoner to the conventions of society. You’re having a rough time with this, aren’t you?”

Rodney nodded, a jerking frantic movement. He wasn’t just having a hard time, he was terribly scared.

“Well, have fun with it. That’s all I can say.”

“But…why are you doing it?”

Danny faced him and with totally complacent eyes said, “I love Shiela.”

“And you’d do anything for her.”

“Got to.”

They were silent then. All talked out. At least as talked as Rodney could stand.

Danny grinned, stood up, and left.

Rodney sat for a few minutes, then, his mind churning, his soul discombobulated, he got up and saw to the building of the bunks.

Getting boobs should probably qualify as one of the big things of the two weeks, but it didn’t. Simply, Danny had accepted the necessity, and his mind was adequately unlocked to the point where he could have it.

Rodney trying to accept it was much harder.

So Danny went to the doctor’s office, a doctor that Shiela had somehow convinced to perform the procedure, and he came out with big, knock ‘em dead boobs.

Shiela was there, chuckling, admiring, helping him to change into a bigger bra.

And he needed a bigger bra.

Danny sat in the passenger seat on the way home, and it was good that he didn’t try to drive. He was too enamored of his new body to pay attention to silly things like stoplight and cops.

He was now wearing a mustard dress with a deep cut on the chest. His cleavage was to die for, and his nipples could be seen through the thin material—he was wearing a shelf bra—stiff and sticking out. His big tits made his nipples stand out and look bigger.

And, from this point on, Danny was in full transition. He wore underwear—he had to wear a bra—and dresses. He went everywhere in high heels. He wore full make up and his hair was styled, and given extensions, and he looked like a woman.

Oh, his hands were a little large, and they looked larger with his red fingernails, and he wore a scarf to hide his Adam’s apple, And there were certain other little oddities of shape, but they all faed under the total picture, and he looked like a woman.

And if there was no other proof, it was the fact that when he went to town men would open doors for him and stare at his calves, his buns, his chest.

He walked down to the basement when he returned home to check on Rodney.

Rodney had finished the folding beds and had actually tried to mount one. And had broken a drill bit in a hole. He looked forlorn when Danny stepped into the room, then his eyes opened.

“Shit! You look totally like a woman.”

“Thanks,” then he added jokingly. “Big boy.”

Rodney suddenly glumped and sat down and told Danny what he had done.

Danny explained about drill bits and then set about getting the broken bit out of the wall.

Rodney was amazed at how easily Danny extracted the bit. “Fuck,” he said. “Fuck.”

And he was struck, for the first time, at how as a gangster he didn’t really know the simplest things.

“You got to teach me some of this stuff, Danny.”

“No, prob. Shall we start with mounting the beds on the walls?”

The third big thing of the two weeks was the arrival of Cherry Blossom.

“Come on, Danny. She’s coming in on the ten o’clock.”

Danny hurried putting his lipstick on, slipped on his heels, and they got into the Range Rover and headed for the airport.

The town airport was not big. No international flights, just little puddle jumpers that connected the town to the bigger, nearby metropolises.

They drove up to the terminal, parked, and went in.

Cherry descended the moveable stairs and walked across the tarmac. She was a rare beauty. In a way, she was like Shiela. She had that same cock sure assurance of her sex and abilities. But she was a light auburn, almost blonde, and she had the most magnificent blue eyes. They were a sky blue, and they were sharp and scintillating. They looked through a man, and they laughed. Good laughed.

Shiela and Cherry hugged, and Danny stood by, ready to carry the bags.

“And who is this gorgeous creature?”

Danny fell in love. The way she estimated him with a glance was not to be denied.

“Her name is Taken.”

The girls giggled, and Cherry said, “Take me away, Taken. Where’s your carriage?”

The girls sat in the back seat and Danny drove. He watched them in the rear view mirror, and they put on a show for him. They kissed, they laughed, they giggled, they felt each other’s tits and even finger banged each others vaginas.

Back at the house Rodney was sleeping.

“Rodney is downstairs, probably sleeping. He won’t come out of his cell unless you ask him, and you can do whatever you want with him.

Cherry marveled. “Rodney Portland. The made man. The Muscle’s muscle. And you’ve got him in a cell.”

“And I beat him and fuck him every day.”

“Will wonders never cease.” She shook her head.

“You ever hear of Golden Monkey?”

Cherry hadn’t, and it was only a minute for Danny to run over to his house and bring back a couple of six packs.

“Man,” Cherry muttered, “That’s sweet. Sort of sticky.”

“Yeah, but it’s the kick that you’re going to like. Two beers and you feel like your eyes are working separately.”

They went upstairs and they all got undressed and climbed onto the bed.

“Now about this plan of yours…”

Shiela began to explain, and Cherry interrupted occasionally with a question, and when the explanation was over she shook her head.

“You really think you can pull this off?”

“I’m betting my life on it.”

“And his, and mine.”

Shiela shrugged. “In for one, in for all.”

Cherry turned to Danny and inspected him. She had worked around him, even talked over him, but now she focused on him.

Danny waited.

Cherry crawled over him and sat on his lap.

Shiela watched with a slight twist of her lips.

Cherry leaned forward, her large breasts brushed against his. “Damn, you are a beautiful woman.” She kissed him.

It was breathtaking. It caused his cock to seep harder. His heart pounded, and he wondered what Shiela was thinking.

When he looked up Shiela was grinning. “Pretty good, eh?”

Danny nodded. He felt like a mouse between two cats. About to be torn apart, but in the most pleasant way.

They attacked then. He hadn’t been wearing his horsetail for the trip to the airport, and he jerked as Cherry dug three fingers into his anus

“He’s tight. You need to work him hard.”

“He’s so good I’ve taken it easy on him.”

“Well, those days are over. If he’s going to be in this then he’s got to be more convincing. You ever have a prostate orgasm, Danny Boy?”

He was laying on the bed, butt in the air, and he shook his head.

Cherry grinned. “Oh, baby. You been missing out on all the fun.”

Meanwhile, Shiela had her face in Cherry’s groin. She was licking and sucking as if her life depended on it.

Cherry pushed Shiela away and arranged Danny so his butt was higher. She went to Shiela’s bottom drawer and pulled out a slightly bent dildo with a bulge on the shaft.

“Okay, sunshine,” she grinned evilly, “Get ready to enter paradise.”

She sat behind him, pushed him up against the headboard, and inserted the dildo. He groaned, and it felt like he had to pee.

“This is a prostate massager. You’re going to get drained…”

“Shiela drained me before.”

“But not like this.” She began to wiggle the massager and reaming his butt. Suddenly she exclaimed, “There it is!”

Danny groaned, and the sensations became more intense. It felt like she was running the thing inside him over a little bump or something.

Shiela sat back to watch. she had a big smile on her face.

Danny was moaning. This thing was turning him inside out. He wanted to pee, his heart felt like it had a warm spike of gold in it.

“So what’s my place in this new scheme of things,” Cherry asked, ignoring Danny even as she hand humped his ass.

“Well, I figured if we called…then we can get some of the girls working…and if that doesn’t work there’s always…

Her voice went in and out, waxing and waning in accord to the sensations in Danny’s rectum. Sometimes everything was crystal clear, sometimes everything dissolved into a muddy mess.

“How you doing, Danny?”

“I’m what…” He didn’t know who he was, he just felt this urgency within. To cum, but…it wasn’t his dick.

“You want to play with his tits?”

Shiela lay next to him, she pulled on his nipples, squeezed his breasts, and when he turned to her she kissed him.

It was the kiss that did it. the fact that he wasn't a puddle of sexual desire all alone in the universe, but had something to focus on.

The explosion happened in slow motion. It erupted from somewhere in his ass. It rippled out, growing as it expanded, becoming more intense, until there was nothing but his hips jerking and a white hot fever that obliterated his sense of self. Then it was like he was surfing a cloud, thrown into the universe, canceled only to meet God and be resurrected.

“Fuck,” he breathed out an eternity later.

The thing was still in his ass, Cherry had left it there. She was sitting cross legged and talking to Shiela.

They looked at him, chuckled, then went back to their conversation.

Danny yawned, and fell into a cloud of sleep.

He started to wake up, but realized it was only the prostate massager being pulled out of his ass.

Lips touched his cheek. “Sleep on, love.”

And he did.

Danny awoke. He had never felt so good in his life.

Next to him Shiela and Cherry lay intwined in each others arms.

He slithered out of bed, walked down the hall to another bathroom so as not to awake them, and showered. Then he applied his make up, put on a fresh bra and nylons, and brushed his hair.

Downstairs he made breakfast. He only made enough for one, as he suspected the girls would sleep for hours. He ate. Sipped a Coke instead of a Monkey, or bourbon and Coke, and thought about what he had to do this morning.

Not much. He had a couple of horses to set up, an electrical panel to wire up, and a few odds and ends. The heavy lifting was done.

He made a second breakfast, put a Coke on the tray, and a Golden Monkey, and headed down for the dungeon.

Rodney was gone.

That was a surprise. Then he checked the backyard. Rodney was sitting on a lounge chair, and he already had a Golden Monkey. That was all right. Two Monkeys made a man.

He put the tray down. “Good morning.”

“Hey, Danny.”

“What’s with the jail break?”

“I’m going to tell Shiela to do me.”

“To change you.”

“Yeah.”

Danny sat down while Rodney dug into the bacon and eggs. He took the Coke for himself and sat down.

“So what prompted you?”

“The phone call.”

“What phone call?”

“Last night. Shiela and Cherry—I didn’t even know she was here—they came down and had me make a phone call.”

Danny knew what the phone call was about. He thought they were going to wait another week before making it, but apparently not. He had a feeling the arrival of Cherry had pushed the issue.

“You know all hell is going to break loose, don’t you?”

“Well, we’ve got a plan.”

“I called Frankie Furter, Joe Gallo and Big Nose Jim. I asked them to come out, all at once. Fuck, what’s up with that? One at a time the girls might stand a chance.”

“Don’t underestimate the girls.”

“You don’t get it. These guys are the psycho’s psycho. I’m tough, but I ain’t crazy. These guys get off on throwing kittens off a bridge.”

Danny gave a quick shudder at the picture. He hadn’t wanted an image like that in his mind.

“They’ll come in here, not like me, and they’ll have their gats out, and…shit, Danny. The girls don’t stand a chance.”

Danny decided to change the subject. “Want to help me with the electrical panel?”

“Didn’t you hear me?”

“Yep. If you want to bail before they get here I think everybody’ll understand.”

“Shit. I’m too much in love now.”

“Me, too. About that electrical panel?”

The next two days passed slowly. Danny and Rodney finished the odds and ends and Danny got acquainted with Cherry.

While Shiela transformed Rodney, Nairing his body, putting him in sexy underthings, showing him the ins and outs of make up, Cherry played with Danny on the horse. She beat him, she fucked him. She loved him and told him that she really wanted his cock free so she could really abuse him.

Danny loved it.

And, now that the heavy work was done, they spent more time in the pool, and drank less and less Golden Monkey.

The hoods were coming.

In fact, on the third day Shiela’s cell phone rang. It was a text.

We’re at the airport.

Shiela fed in her address and they all began the arduous process of waiting.

A half hour later a Taxi arrived.

Danny took a couple of bottles of water and poured them on the floor in the basement.

The hoods walked up the steps.

Two of them were thick chunks of muscle. The third was round, but Rodney said he was stronger and quicker than the others.

The hoods had typical hood faces. No expression, a general meanness stamped on their phizzes, large pores, tight lips, eyes that looked more like a snake’s.

They reached the front door and saw the sign.

“In basement. Go to the right.”

The thugs turned and walked across the lawn. They came to the side gate, which was open. They walked up the side yard.

They came to the storm doors, which were propped open.

They looked at each other, drew their guns, and edged up to look into the basement.

Three beautiful woman were sitting in folding chairs at the far end of the basement. It was gloomy, hard to see.

Moving slowly, guns sweeping back and forth, they descended the shallow steps.

Shiela was in the center chair, Cherry on the right. Danny was sitting on the left. Rodney was upstairs, worrying. He didn’t look enough like a girl yet, and the gangsters would easily recognize him.

The three hoods crept down the basement. The one in the center was Big Nose Jim. He was the fat but faster one. Joe Gallo and Frankie Furter sided him.

“Well, what we got here?” Big Nose Jim had a voice like a dump truck taking a dump.

To the side Frankie looked into the cells. Nobody there, he moved back out to the center. Joe Gallo came in from the wing, too. They stood lined up, facing the girls, and they approached to within ten feet.

“Hello, Shiela. We been looking for you. Cherry. I didn’t know you was here.”

“Hello, you ugly pieces of shit.” She said it cheerfully.

The three plug uglies looked even uglieer, if that was possible.

“Where’s the Rod?”

Shiela said, “He’s being a good, little girl, just like you three will be.”

Big Nose Jim sneered. He raised his pistol, and so did the other two.

They were holding 1911s, .45s, and they didn’t just leave holes, they ripped off arms and heads.

Danny cleared his throat. “Ahem.”

They looked at him. He was so unafraid it surprised them.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Doesn’t matter, just shoot the girls to my left first.”

Shiela and Cherry jerked their heads towards him and their mouths opened.

“What the fuck?”

“You son of a bitch!”

The thugs looked at each other, then grinned. They all aimed their pistols at Danny.

Danny’s hand was holding a switch, he flicked it.

Electric current ran along the switch to an outlet to the right. From the outlet two lines drooped to the floor. The floor that he had just poured water on.

The electric current caused an involuntary reaction. All muscles started to convulse. The gunsels started to jerk and twitch and all three guns fired at the same time. What Danny was counting on was something called milking the trigger. Milking the trigger was when not just one muscle contracted, but they all did. Thus, the right arms started to lift and to swing to the left, which made them shoot above and to the left of Danny.

Danny let them cook for a full five seconds, their guns flew away, they danced and collapsed and jerked and quivered, then he flicked the switch again.

The hoods lay quiet, mouths open and working but only small grunts and sighs coming out.

“Come on, let’s get these guys on the horses.”

Cherry and Shiela and Dany leaped out of the chairs and began hauling gangsters to horses and fastening them down.

“Why did you tell them to shoot us?” Cherry asked. Shiela was feeling too betrayed to speak.

“Because I knew they would point at me.” Then he explained about ‘milking the trigger,’ and how he knew that was their best chance not to get hit by a stray first shot.

“They were all right handed. I don’t know what I would have done if one of them was left handed.”

Shiela stopped and stared at him.

“You risked your life to make sure we weren’t hit.”

“Well, it wasn’t much of a risk.”

“Bullshit.”

They finished securing the gangsters. Rodney came downstairs, timidly, and stared in wonder. They had actually done it. They had disarmed and captured three of the deadliest gangsters to ever walk the mean streets.

“What the fuck,” he muttered. “What the fuck.”


EPILOGUE

The girls spent the night softening up the gangsters. They were tough eggs, but enough rough love and they would fall.

Rodney and Danny made dinner, kept everybody in Golden Monkey, and the night progressed in riotous manner.

At last, the girls were tired.

The gangsters, beaten and sore, were each put in a cell. Rodney was allowed to sleep in a bedroom, and Danny was taken into Shiela’s bedroom by the girls.

The girls undressed him, lay him on the bed, and began to make love to him. They used mouths, dildos, hands, everything they had at their disposal.

Danny was a hero. The fact was that a stray shot at close range likely would have hit somebody, and Danny had solved that problem.

“You know,” said Cherry at one point, when they were resting and sipping the Monkey, “We have a problem. We have to get three more hoods, and that shouldn’t be a problem. We’ll just do the same thing.”

“So what’s the problem,” asked Danny.

“The problem is that the gang is in a turf war, and we have just captured three of the big lieutenants. It means that the other gang is going to go on a shooting spree. They’ll take over the prostitution end of the business, and you know what that means for our friends who still work there.”

“Piss,” said Shiela.

“Double piss,” said Cherry.

“Ha,” blurted Danny.

They looked at him.

Danny smiled and told them the solution, and they stared at each other.

“Is it possible?”

“Do you think we could?”

Danny: “So far so good.” He shrugged.

The girls leaped upon him. Break time was over, and it was time to show Danny their appreciation.

Suddenly Shiela took out the key to Danny’s chastity tube. She grinned evilly.

“You’re going to let him out?”

“You’re going to let me out?”

“Remember? You drained him last night.”

Cherry clapped her hands in glee.

Danny: “What? What does that mean?”

“It means, lover,” Shiela unlocked his tube and his cock sprang to life. “It means that you are empty. Your mind doesn’t know it, and it’s going to keep you nice and hard.”

“I don’t understand…”

Cherry pushed him back, literally jumped onto his cock.

Danny felt the velvet slither of her vagina sliding down his shaft. He gasped with the intense sensation, then she was down to his balls.

Shiela began to kiss him, and feel his balls, to palpate them, to make him groan with the overload of pleasure.

Cherry grabbed his tits, massaged them. She bent and kissed his nipples, then sucked on them.

Danny was in the throes of intense pleasure. His hips were jerking, he was already trying to cum, but though he was triggering, nothing was happening, he began to turn into a puddle of  almost orgasm, a white hot sensation where he couldn’t cum, but was stuck in the beginning of orgasm.

“Ah…ah…ahhhh!”

He pounded his peter into Cherry until she had had three orgasms, then Shiela pushed Cherry off him and mounted him herself.

Danny, dazed, confused, exploding with horniness that wouldn’t end, stared up at her.

She leaned down and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to try and try, and get hornier and hornier, but you won’t be able to cum. And when you think you can’t stand it anymore we’ll ice your cock and lock you up again.”

Danny heard it, didn’t fully understand it, but knew he was in for the fuck of his life. And, if he knew anything about these girls, he knew they wouldn’t be satisfied with doing this to him once. They were going to drain him every week for the rest of the summer, and fuck him and fuck him, and he would turn into a stupid puddle of lust.

The good news was that he wouldn’t have it any other way.

END

A NOTE FROM GRACIE

What about it, guys and gals? Should Danny and the girls take on the rival gang of gangsters? Will they be able to feminize the gangsters they have already caught?

Should there be another chapter to this salacious saga?

You can offer your comments @  https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

Gracie


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Danny and his friends.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

in future stories.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

BUNDLES AND FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


Did you know…

There are TEN bundles of stories at

Gropper Press

[image: ]

21 steamy five star stories

15 stories plus COMPLETE novel!

Three novel bundles

What are you waiting for?

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

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

Femwood Mansion!


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

The Electric Groin


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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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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!


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

‘The Gangsters are Coming!’

you will really love…

‘Feminization and Love!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!
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