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PART ONE

“We’ve got problems.” Shiela stood next to Danny, who was sitting at the vanity table putting on his make up. Cherry was on the to her side, the girls waiting their turn.

“We need more make up stations, Cherry griped.

“We’re going to need more cells,” explained Shiela.

Danny thought about it, and he thought about how this had all started. He had gotten his dick stuck in the water outlet of his parent’s swimming pool, and Shiela had rescued him. Then he found out that she was being stalked by a gangster, and from there it just sort of escalated, everything taking on a life of its own.

She had put him in chastity and feminized him, they had caught Rodney, the first of the gangsters, and she had put him in chastity and was feminizing him, and now they had three of Rodney’s friends down in the dungeon, waiting their turn at being feminized.

“We’re going to need more handcuffs, more chains, more chastity tubes…”

Cherry leaned down and patted her face with powder. She said, “We’re going to need more food.”

“More Golden Monkey,” added Danny. Golden Monkey was their beer of choice.

Shiela: “More toilet paper, more underwear and dresses and make up.”

“Crap,” offered Cherry.

Danny put in, “We’ve got Rodney and us upstairs. Big Nose Jim, Frankie Furter an Joey Gallo are each in a cell. We’ve got room for three more gangsters—“

“Who are coming in next Friday,” interjected Cherry.

“And then we’re going to need more cells. I mean, we can put more gangsters in the cells we’ve got, but that means more beds,  and…we’re running out of room.”

“Well,” said Cherry, “there’s only one thing to do.” When the others looked askance at her she said, “Drink on it.”

“Thats another thing. We’re going to need to order some more Golden Monkey. Do you know how much we’ve been drinking?”

“Not enough?” asked Cherry, and Shiela snickered.

Danny grunted and stood up. He was looking good. His eyes were shaded and his lips were red. His hair was coiffed and he even had sparkly strands dangling from his lobes. His caged cock was wiggling an pushing and trying to get out.

Cherry squeezed into the vanity chair before Shiela could, and gloated. Shiela took Danny’s arm. “Honey, you’re right, and it’s all no big deal. We’ve got plenty of money, and we could always get a bunch of porta potties and set them up in the backyard for cells.”

Cherry barked a laugh.

“Now go down and fix breakfast. We’ll be down in ten, and I want sausage and pancakes, with plenty of syrup.”

“And we need more syrup.”

“Oh, my God!” blurted Cherry as she curled her lashes.

“Go borrow from your house. You haven’t been eating enough from home, anyway.”

Danny grumped, but he headed for the kitchen. The girls continued with making themselves pretty. They didn’t have to go far. Not with their faces and figures.

“He’s right, you know,” Cherry observed.

“Of course he’s right. And he’ll come up with something. He always does.”

“Sounds like you got it bad, sister.”

Shiela sighed. “I do. He’s a hunk, and all I want to do is hang with him.”

“And spank him and beat him and screw him with the biggest dildo you’ve got.”

Shiela grinned. “Well, yeah.”

They both laughed

Danny stood in the kitchen and frowned. The girls weren’t taking it seriously enough. But he was. They needed more horses to break the gangsters on. They only had three, and they needed at least six, and they needed more girls to man the horses.

Then he grinned. More girls to whip his ass.

Sighing, he poured sausage links into a pan. Threw in a big slice of butter, and mixed the pancake mix. Lots of pancake mix. And remembered that he had instant mix at home. And they needed more Golden Monkey.

He turned the flame low on the sausages and sauntered across the kitchen. He listened to his heels clicking and smiled. Such a wonderful sound.

He went out on the patio, through the side yards, and into his parent’s house. Laden with a case of Golden Monkey and a cold six pack, and pancake mix and syrup, he hurried back to the house.

Shiela and Cherry were sitting at the table, talking in low voices.

He noted that Shiela had her strap on on, and a big dick in the socket. He wondered if it was for him.

He planted the victuals on the counter. handed them each a Monkey, put as many Monkeys as he could in the fridge and the rest of the case on top of the fridge.

He shook the pan and rolled the sausages around, browning all sides. He poured pancake mix into another pan, making three small cakes, and stood and waited for the flames to do their work.

Suddenly he felt a hand going around his waist and grabbing his tube.

“Oh, God,” he moaned. His dick had been trying to get hard all morning.

“You’re too uptight, lover,” whispered Shiela in his ear.

He felt her fiddling with his butt, greasing him up, then she slid her dildo into him. It felt so good, expanding his ass, rubbing his prostate, and he pushed back.

But it wasn’t her dildo. It was a Pear of Anguish!
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Shiela laughed and gave the handle a twist. It opened up inside him and he almost fell to his knees. It was pain, and it wasn’t pain. It was opening him up, and yet she knew exactly how far to open it so that he was kept on the edge.

He could feel his prostate being pressed on by one of the leafs of the pear, and he immediately started dripping. He held to the counter and tried to stand up.

Shiela and Cherry, both with huge grins, lifted his arms and he stood on tottering feet. The heels were bad enough, but this…this stretching and ‘awkwardizing’ of all his muscles…he struggled to stay upright.

“Now, listen, lover. You’re entirely too upright. You worry so much you’ve become a real pill, and us girls is tired of it. Honestly, it sounds like you’re on the rag.”

He looked back and forth, hardly able to think.

“For the next few hours we’re going to work on you, and when we’re done we’ll expect a solution to all our problems. You got that?”

He nodded. He was helpless. He could walk, but just barely. He could think, but only just able.

“Excellent. Now, since you’re our number one boy we’re going to work on you first. Head on down to the basement and wait for us.”

“But…the…break-break-breakfast.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll have a fine breakfast. But you better get your ass downstairs before we take away your lunch.

They turned Danny and started him on his way. He put his hands to the counters, to the edge of the fridge, to the doorjambs. He walked like he had the world’s biggest stick up his ass, which he did.

The girl’s laughed and continued fixing the breakfast.

Danny was sweating as he went down the stairs. With the Pear of Anguish opened up inside his butt he walked like he was trying to lay an egg. He held to the railing, took one step at a time, and worried about what this thing was doing to his fanny.

He reached the floor of the basement and just tried to take in deep breaths.

The cell doors were all locked, and there was no sound from the gangsters. They were either still sleeping—likely—or they were silently plotting their escape.

But there wouldn’t be any escape from these cells. There were no windows, the cement walls were eight inches thick, the floor was ancient slab and there was no telling how thick that was. The ceiling was the floor of the house, and they could probably touch the ceiling if they stood on their beds, but they had no tools.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, each cell had eyebolts sunk in the concrete over the bunks. Each of the gangsters had a thick chain secured to an ankle.

Danny listened for a long moment, looked around for a seat, and realized that he wouldn’t be able to sit down as long as his asshole was filled up.

He thought about laying down, but that wold mean getting down on hands and knees, then laying out, and then he would have to reverse the procedure to stand up again.

And he didn’t think the girls wanted him laying around.

The girls. Two knock outs who had vied with each other to screw his dick off. And they had kept him drained so he couldn’t squirt.

This thing was so hellish—and he blinked.

That was what Shiela had said to him. Heaven and hell. He was going to be in both, at the same time, and he was really understanding that now.

He sighed and went to the table and began looking at blue prints, trying to take his mind off his expanded anal cavity, hoping to solve the multiple problems confronting them.

A half hour later Shiela and Cherry came downstairs. they were laughing and eating cinnamon rolls. The kind where you bang the tube on the edge of a counter and they poof out and you throw them in the oven.

Danny turned to them, and they laughed at the horny/pained look on his face.

“Oh, you poor boy,” Shiela kissed the corner of his mouth and he could taste the icing on her lips. “Have you solved all our problems yet.”

He shook his head.

“Bad Danny!”

She slapped his chastity cage and his knees buckled.

“More beer!”

He looked around and there was none.

“It’s upstairs silly. In a thing called a refrigerator.”

Danny groaned and headed for the stairs. His asshole was singing now, and every step was a step into lust that was so pleasurable it hurt. He climbed the stairs, one step at a time, and he had to lift his legs with his hands, gripping the thigh and lifting, and suffering through the delightful agony in his butt.

He grabbed three cans of Golden Monkey and headed back downstairs.

The girls were already working over the gangsters.

The procedure of getting them out of the cells was easy. Danny had set up a winch in the center of the wall opposite the cells. The girls went into the cells and tossed the gangsters hand cuffs. If they didn’t put them on the girls simply whipped them until they did. No pleasure, just pain.

When the handcuffs were on they attached the end of the winch to their handcuffs, released them from the chain that was attached over their bunks, and winched them into the outer room. It was just a matter of herding them to the station they wanted them at. The fact that they were also holding tasers helped.

Big Nose Jim was standing at one of the St. Andrews Crosses. There were three crosses now. Frankie Furter and Joey Gallo were fastened to two of the three horses.

Danny came down the stairs, sipping his Golden Monkey, and almost crying; it hurt so good. The girls were in conference.

“I know we wanted to work on Danny, and he deserves it.”

“But he doesn’t need it. And we need more devices set up. If—“

Danny handed them each a Monkey. He had trouble talking, his asshole was in such delight that his dick was leaving a trail of white drops. “What…what…device.”

The girls chuckled.

Shiela: “Honey, we really wanted to whip you into the next world, but we need things done. And we really need a solution to all our problems. Would you mind if we took that thing out of your butt and put you to work?”

Danny didn’t have to think. They had spent the night fucking him, loving him, hornicizing him. And as wonderful as his butt expansion was, he didn’t really like being so non-functional.

“Uh…yeah.”

The girls hugged him, and Shiela turned the key on the Pear of Anguish in his butt and he immediately felt release. She gently extracted the device and Danny gasped. He turned and just hugged Shiela. “Thank you.”

“It’s not over, Danny.” She hugged him back, fiercely. “You just get a reprieve while we figure out what to do.”

“I know. What do you need?”

“We’ve got three more horses on the way, and take a look at these.”

She lead him to the planning table and showed him several leaflets.

One of the incoming items was an oversized chair frame. “We fasten the customer so he’s lying on the chair with his feet sticking up the back. This presents his package and butt. It’s not as good as a horse, it’s more a ‘keep ‘em waiting’ thing. We can fuck their butts and spank them and just loosen them up for the real fun on the horse.”

Danny nodded.

“Then, when we need to make a point, there are these.” She showed him a picture of a platform about two feet square. Rising from the center of the platform was a thin, metal rod. On the end of the rod was a dildo.

“The, uh…’customer’ just stands there? With a dildo up his ass?”

“Oh, it’s wonderful, Danny. They can’t move, they can’t jump off it, they can’t do anything but stand with their hips thrust out to the front and presenting their balls.”

“And dick,” he murmured.

“And dick.”

“Then we have a few specialty items.” She unrolled a couple of pages on the table and leaned over to look.

There were stocks. Big stocks for the head and hands, then little stocks for cock and ball torture. There were chairs with dicks on them. A horse with a narrow edge. The customer would have to sit on the edge, feet barely touching the floor. That was a mean idea. There were head bands with dicks pointing inward. These were ball gags. There were chairs with legs that split open. There were cages in the shape of a body. There were many other things. Most of them could be used for sexual torture, but there were a few that looked downright nasty; no pleasure in those puppies.

“We’ve also got more chastity tubes on order, whips, dildos, and…just about everything.”

Danny frowned. “Some of these…they don’t look like they’re for sex and fun.”

“Some of them aren’t she admitted. “But if one of the gangsters doesn’t like being feminized, manages to resist in spite of everything, then…” she shrugged.

Danny dug in his feet. “I won’t set up something just for torture. I understand the conversion process, making somebody more amenable through love and tickles, but hurting people…I can’t do it.”

“What if we get a baby raper in here?”

“What?” Danny’s voice rose.

“What if we get some serial killer in here, totally asexual. We’ve got proof of his crimes. We need a confession.”

“Then we leave him locked up till he confesses. To just give pain with no pleasure…that’s barbaric. That’s what savages do.”

Shiela bit her lip. “Okay, so what do you propose?”

“Look, we don’t have the room for pure torture devices, we’re running out of room, so how about if I install the ones you can actually use, and not the others?”

They were running out of room, it was true. But they would eventually get more room.

“How about one item. Just one. For show. To scare these bozos?”

At the other end of the basement Cherry was slapping Big Nose Jim’s ass, gripping it with her long fingernails, and nibbling on his ear.

Danny watched them for a second, then turned back. “One item. Never to be used.”

“Not even in an emergency?”

“Nope. Not even.”

She nodded and held her hand out. “Deal.”

He shook, and she moved in and plastered her mouth against his.

Danny felt his cock raging inside the tube, and the sensation of horniness blew through him. He would always wonder how he had managed to hold his ground. He would often think that he had because Shiela didn’t want to use the real torture devices. And, perhaps she didn’t. But one never knew with her.

She squeezed his balls and said, “Drink up, work, and solve those problems. I’ve got work to do.”

Danny sucked Golden Monkey. He was so damned horny, and he needed the liquid relief.

Shiela sashayed down to the second cell and began winching Joey Gallo out to a horse. He noted that she was naked except for the over sized dildo sprouting from her junction. Joey Gallo was about to get an education.

Danny got drunk. It slowed him down a bit, but it didn’t affect his craftsmanship, and it didn’t matter because they were still waiting on a few things.

So he drank, and there were deliveries, and while the gangsters moaned, and plastic dicks were lodged in their heinies, he listened and made sketches of what he was going to have to do.

Honestly, there wasn’t a solution. They had too many people coming in, starting with three gangsters on Friday.

He thought about just chaining them to the walls, but that wasn’t a good idea. They needed places of solitude to think about their situation. They needed quiet for their minds to work and the conversion, the feminization, to work.

He idled away some time putting eyebolts in, and drilling holes in the floor to fasten the sex furniture to, but…what was the solution?

The fact of the matter was that there was no solution without more space. He needed another dungeon.

And he was now drunk. Three Monkeys to the wind. Aslant in no breeze. Danger, Will Robinson.

He staggered upstairs, went out the back and through the side yards and into his own house.

He sat on the sofa, rolled a fresh, cold can of Golden Monkey across his forehead, and thought, “What would Dad do?”

And he was so drunk, so out of it, that he picked up his cell and tapped his father’s contact number.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Dad.”

“It’s three in the morning son, hold on…” about ten seconds later, “..okay. I’m in the bathroom. I won’t wake your mother, so…how you doing?”

“Well, I got a problem.”

He was speaking slowly, making sure he didn’t sound drunk, even though he was drunker than a drunk skunk.

“Shoot.”

“Well, me and Shiela…you know Shiela? The next door neighbor?”

“Thank God for holes in hedges,” Harold’s chuckle came over the line.

“Well, Shiela’s hooked up with gangsters. And she’s trapping them—well, I’m sort of helping—and she’s feminizing them. And we’re running out of room. I’ve got all this sexual furniture—you know, for her and her friend Cherry to use—set up in her basement. But we’re running out of room. I need more room for a dungeon, Dad.”

Silence from the other end of the phone.

“Dad?”

“I’m here.”

Silence.

“Do you have any suggestions?”

“Well, you could always use our basement.”

“Really?”

“Oh, sure.”

“Really?”

“Of course.”

Danny started sobbing quietly. His father was the best.

“Is there anything else I can help you with?”

“Well, I think we might run out of Golden Monkey.”

Harold laughed. “That, I don’t believe. I had a full pallet.”

“It’s the gangsters, Dad. They drink too much.”

“Well, we can’t be accused of starving gangsters, can we? I’ve got an account at the Victory Brewing Company. You have to order by the pallet for them to deliver to you.”

“Oh, Dad! That’s great! You’re the best.”

“Thanks, son. But I’m also three o’clock tired.”

“Okay, I’ll let you go. But you’re the best.”

“Love you, son.”

“Love you, Dad.”

“Wait!”

“What?”

“You’re getting the proper permits for this dungeon you’re building in our basement, aren’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Got to get the permits, Danny. Got to keep everything law abiding and legal. You know that.”

“Okay. thanks.”

And they hung up.

On the other side of the world Danny’s mother tapped on the bathroom door. Harold opened and smiled at her.

“What’s going on?”

“Danny’s drunk and having his jokes. He wants to build a dungeon in our basement.”

She grinned. “And did you give permission?”

“Of course, as long as he gets the proper permits.”

Chuckling, they went back to bed. And they snickered about the idea of a dungeon being built in their house all the next day.

Danny got right to work.

He went back to Shiela’s house and enlisted Rodney, who was making breakfast.

“Hey, Rod, we’re going to build another dungeon.”

Rodney assessed Danny’s staggering condition, and took it for normal. After all, it was breakfast and he was staggering, too.

So after Rodney ate they went to Danny’s house and began cleaning out the basement. They took Rodney’s mother’s used clothes over to Shiela’s house for use by the girls. They moved what was left of the pallet into a corner, and they repositioned the wine racks.

And they drank Golden Monkey.

Then they measured and planned and made marks on the floors and the walls. They didn’t have to do a big cleaning because Danny’s father always kept the basement neat.

And they drank Golden Monkey.

When the deliveries arrived next door they put on a couple of robes and brought the boxes over to Danny’s house. They looked a bit funky, Rodney’s hair was in curlers and their knobby knees weren’t the prettiest in the world, but none of the neighbors came out to see what was going on.

And they drank Golden Monkey.

Finally, they were ready for the actual construction to start, so Danny went back to Shiela’s and went down to the basement.

It was lunchtime and the gangsters were all naked and red striped and had big boners. Joey Gallo was sobbing, and Cherry had put a ball crusher on him. He was lying on a horse and giving a wiggle every few seconds, trying to relieve the sexual pain in his testicles.

Danny was drunker than a drunk skunk’s drunken skunk baby. He crossed the basement to where Shiela and Cherry were sitting on horses, facing each other and discussing what the thugs needed to make their feminization happen faster.

“I sholved it.”

They stared at him, then snickered.

“What did you solve, Danny?”

“I shelved…I sholved all our problemsh. Come on.”

He led the way out of the storm doors and across the patio towards his own house.

Around the side yards, into the cool house, then down to the basement. The girls stared at the cleaned out basement, the beginning of construction.

“What the fuck?” Shiela turned to Danny. “What are you doing?”

“Making a dungeon.”

“But this is your house! What will your father say?”

“He already shaid. He shaid to get the proper permitsh. Then we can build the dungeon.”

“You talked to your father.” Not a question. A statement affirming stunned fact.

“Oh, yeah. And I got more Golden Monkey on the way, and Rodney and I are ready to work, and we got a couple of things all meashured out, and…we thought we should ashk you where you want everything.”

The girls’ eyes were wide. They had been pushing Danny, but it was all in fun. They hadn’t expected him to actually solve their big problems.

But…if his father knew and was okay…then he had.

Shiela was sort of flabbergasted by the situation, so Cherry stepped in. “We want three horses and three crosses. The cells have to have bunks and eyebolts. You’ll have to figure out electricity, and…we need a place to dump buckets.”

“Bucketsh?”

“Shit buckets. You can’t believe how much those gangsters dump.”

“Thatsh Eashy. Jush wait till tonight and dump the bucketsh in the shewer grate in front of the houshe. It’ll drain down to the shluice way over there…” He pointed to the side of Shiela’s house.

“And…and…” he stopped talking and looked confused.

“And what, Danny?”

“And…we need permitsh.”

Cherry shook her head. “You think we can get permits for our dungeons?”

“Sure…I’ll ushe Dadsh contactsh. And if they give ush any trouble…you just feminizh them.”

“Feminize the—“

“Shure…You can femizh the city planner and the mayor and everybody. But not their shecrataries.” He leaned a little bit and wagged his finger and swayed.

It was a moment of electricity. At least for the girls.

Shiela said, “Feminize politicians?”

Danny blurted, “Shure. Heck, there ain’t no differench between a gangshter and a politichian. Right?”

The girls stared at each other. Danny was right. And what the heck were they doing, limiting themselves to gangsters? They had to get to work on the unofficial gangsters, the politicians who robbed and raped and killed in the name of truth, justice, and the American way!

“Now…if you girlsh will get back to work…” Danny was running on fumes now. The fumes of Golden Monkey and a system that was soggy with alcohol.

“Let’s get him upstairs.”

Rodney helped, a little bit, he was sloshed, too, but they managed to get Danny up to the den where they laid him on the couch.

Rodney slumped into a chair and began snoring. And the girls began making plans.

An hour later they began enacting those plans.

Danny awoke in the early evening. His head hurt and his stomach felt like the Grand Canyon, miles of emptiness.

His make up was ruined, he was filthy with old perspiration, and his mouth tasted like a drunken skunk had taken a drunken dump in it.

It was quiet. Rodney was sleeping in a chair.

Of course it was always quiet.

He stood up, swayed, then staggered out to the swimming pool. The swimming pool where he had gotten his big cock stuck in the small hole of the water outlet.

The water refreshed him, and he vowed to take it easy with the Golden Monkey. Man did not live on beer alone. Unless, of course, he wanted to.

He made dinner in his parent’s kitchen. A can of Corned Beef Hash. It wasn’t much, but it was easy on his stomach.

Finally, feeling a little strength seep through his frame, he headed for…home?

That was an odd thought. But he was living in Shiela’s house now. He had moved his tooth brush into Shiela’s bathroom. And he had all his underwear there, his panties and bra, his tummy shaper, and lots of make up that Shiela had given him.

The house was empty. No sign of Shiela and Cherry. Now that was strange.

He asked the gangsters in their cells, and they didn’t know.

They were a cowed bunch, those gangsters. They had striped butts and were wearing chastity tubes. Their eyes had the thousand yard stare.

Big Nose Jim was wearing lipstick.

Danny headed upstairs. He took a quick shower, washed the chlorine of his own pool off, then made himself presentable. He applied his make up quickly and expertly. He brushed his hair into the feminine style he had adopted, and he heard the girls coming home.

He walked down the hall to the top of the stairs and watched as they staggered across the front room. They had a balding, fat man with a little mustache between them. They stripped their clothes off as they went, and stripped his clothes off and—

Fuck! Danny thought. It’s Tom Higgins!

Tom Higgins was the mayor. He was a slimy sort of politician who Danny had met at his father’s country club, but who he never really liked.

What the fuck was he doing here?

And what the fuck were the girls doing with him?

They entered the kitchen and Danny heard Cherry say, “Just wait until you see the basement! We’ve got a room all picked out for you.”

Then came the fading sounds of feet clomping down wooden steps.

Danny came down the stairs. He didn’t want to catch up to the trio, he didn’t want to see the mayor, but…what the hell?

In the kitchen he poured himself a Coke. He needed a little carbonation. As he was pouring the soft drink over ice Shiela came back up the steps. She smiled when she saw him and immediately came and kissed him and groped his chastity device.

“Oh, baby. What an afternoon. How are you feeling?”

“Headaches almost gone, but I have to ease up on the Monkey. I woke up thinking I had brain damage. What’s with hizzoner?”

His question was layered and she knew it, and answered it in depth.

“Your idea was great. We convinced him to have a couple of drinks, and he pawed us, and he came with us because he thought he was going to get lucky. Silly man. He’s going to get lucky, all right, just not in the way he thinks.

“What are you going to do to him?”

Cherry is doing it to him. Go look.”

Danny crept to the top of the stairs, down a few steps, and saw the mayor.

He was on a St Andrew’s Cross and Cherry had his balls in her hand. She was stretching them through his legs and lifting. The mayor looked sober now, and he was begging.

Cherry kissed the head of his dick, sucked it, then pushed a finger into his asshole.

The mayor gave a little screech and began protesting.

“Oh, honey,” whispered Cherry. “We’re just getting started.” She reached around and scraped his nipples with her red fingernails.

Danny heard the faint sound of music, and realized that Cherry liked to work to music. Bob Dylan was singing something about he gave her his heart but she wanted his soul.

Danny came back up the stairs.

“Wow. So…I was a little out of it. What nefarious plans did you decide on while I was out of it?”

“Well, like you said, a politician is really just a legal version of a crook, so we’re going to break him down, get all his secrets, change him into a woman, and…he’ll make sure you get all the permits you need.”

“Permits?”

She tilted her head slightly to the side. “You don’t remember? Your father said you could use the basement as long as you got—what’s wrong?”

Danny suddenly remembered the conversation with his father, and…he had been making a dungeon in the family basement.

“I…I…”

She hugged him, looked up at his face with her green, green eyes. “Honey, this is all your doing. Your plan. And it is magnificent.”

“It…it is…it…”

“Now listen, tomorrow is going to be a busy day, and today was a busy day, but we neglected you. Here you solved all our problems for us and we haven’t given you any kind of thanks.”

Danny marveled, his mind gone. “I’m going to make my dungeon into…I mean, my basement into a dungeon.”

“Yep.” She guided him up the stairs. “Matching dungeons. I’ll take one and Cherry will take the other. Did I mention we’ve got three more girls coming in? We’re going to be doing some intensive training, and we’re going to need to use all the bedroom in both houses, and the gangsters are coming in on Friday and…”

She blathered on, and Danny listened as he could, tried to make sense of it, and she led him into her bedroom.

“Now, Danny, I’m going to work you over pretty good. Are you sure you don’t want a little whiskey to soften the journey?”

He shook his head.

“Okay, but if you change your mind…lay down on the bed.”

Danny climbed up on the soft mattress. He laid on his back.

“On your belly, honey. It’s time to break…break…break you in.” She giggled.

Danny flopped over. His mind was still overwhelmed by all that was happening, and he lay on his belly, his chastity tube pointing down, and Shiela tied his wrist and ankles to the bed posts with silk scarves.

She did start off easy. She slipped a small butt plug into his ass and began scratching his body. Sometimes the scratches tickled, sometimes they made him shriek.

He began to look over his shoulder at her. There was a certain desperation in his eyes.

She reached under him and grabbed his balls in her hands. She pulled one ball one way and the other ball the other way.

His mind turned into a white hot yelp, but not a scream, She was too polished for that.

She took out the little butt plug and put a slightly bigger one in.

“We’re going to train your anus today, baby.” We should take a whole day for this, but half a night will work as well.

She lay on him, kissed him, played with his nipples. She got another plug, this one even bigger.

Danny looked at it, “Maybe I should have that drink after all?”

“My pleasure.”

Five minutes later she was back. She had a glass with a straw in it and she sat with her back against the headboard, her legs spread and her wet, hot vagina inches from his face. She lifted his head up by his hair and he sipped.

For this moment they talked idly, not thinking about what was going to happen, just two old friends exchanging the news of the day.

Then, the drink half gone and Danny happy, she went back to work.

She added more lube and wiggled the bigger plug into him.

Danny gasped. There was pain, but once it was in it was all better. It was actually a feeling of relief, and he loved the feeling of being filled to the brim.

She spanked him, and wiggled the plug, and he knew that his cock was leaking. It couldn’t not be leaking with the attention she was giving him.

She moved around the bed whipping him with the short whip she preferred. The tails striped his ass gently and she stopped every once in a while to feel his over full testicles. He might be leaking, but it felt like he was manufacturing, too. Making more cum than he was jettisoning.

His body turned into a heated swimming pool. Everything about him was boiling, and she crawled over him, pulled out his butt plug and began to fuck him.

He loved it. It was the ultimate act of love, lovingly adjusted to eke  out the essence of his heart.

She slid out of him, off him, and slapped his ass with her hand. Bare flesh on bare flesh, and while there was an extra degree of intimacy to this, there was also an extra iota of pain.

She pushed her fingers into him and turned her hand. He felt knuckles deep inside him, rubbing against his anal walls, and he finally realized a profound truth. She was fisting him.

She had done it so skillfully he hadn’t tumbled to it. Making him accept larger and larger objects, widening him with a big penis, and, finally, her hand was in him. A fist. Banging around, bumping on his prostate and making his hole sing.

He was crying for joy. He was in a state of near orgasm, that surge which climbs the mountains and sings to the heavens, but wasn’t quite able to crest the peaks.

His semen emptied out. Boy, was he emptied. Then, when he was exhausted and done, she undid his chastity tube.

She loved doing this to him, draining him of all sperm, then going for a long ride. She would collect a dozen orgasms, and he would fall more and more in love with her.

Heck, if she loved doing this to him…he really loved her doing this to him.

Her cunt was a tight fist. It wrapped around his penis and he felt like he was being pulled on, squeezed, twisted, corkscrewed into heaven.

And yet…it was hell. Not being able to cum, and yet, on the threshold of the orgasm that just…wouldn’t…pop.

Hours later she climbed off him. Her pussy was done, and she yawned. She lay down next to him and they spooned. And slept.


PART TWO

Danny and Rodney were sweating. It was cool in the dungeon, but they were working so hard they would have sweated in a snow storm.

“You hook this wire to this terminal?”

“Yep. This is a red wire, and it goes to the little plus sign. See it?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Rodney attached the line and the three cells in Danny’s parent’s house had electricity.

It had been three days since Danny had talked to his father, and the dungeon was almost done.

The pallet with Golden Monkey on it was almost done. The gangsters drank a lot—they needed to drink a lot, being changed into women—and there was a new pallet in the garage.

The delivery driver who had brought the pallet couldn’t keep his mouth shut when Cherry signed for the delivery. She had been wearing a chemise and high heels and bright, red lipstick when she had scribbled a signature, and she didn’t mind that the truck driver ogled her erect nipples, her moist twat.

The conversions at the Shiela’s house were going well. Big Nose Jim was losing weight, and though he looked awfully chunky in a night gown, he looked forward to every switch, every strike, and if he had to wear girly underwear to get his lovely punishments, that was okay.

The other two gangsters were even further along. One of them, Joey Gallo, was let to run around the house doing errands. Cherry said he was a natural. Perfect for feminization.

But the truly surprising item was Tom Higgins.

Tom Higgins had been here less time than the gangsters, and he insisted on wearing the tightest corsets, the brightest lipstick, and he wore high heels like he had been born in them.

“Come on, Tommy, admit it. You were crossdressing before we ever got a hold of you.”

He denied, but there was a sparkle in his eye.

And it was good that he was progressing so well. He was making phone calls to get the proper permits pushed through. He even got blank forms signed, then filled them out later.

“What about his wife?” asked Danny at one point.

“What about her?”

“Isn’t she…he’s gone and…does she care?”

“Oh, she cares a lot. But don’t worry. We’ve talked to her, explained things, and she’s on the program.

“She’s okay with her hubbie being made into a girl?”

Shiela and Sherry had laughed at him, and Cherry patted his cheek, and pulled his weenie, and said, “What woman wouldn’t want her man to become softer, more honest, a better person?”

Danny didn’t fully grok it, but there wasn’t much he could say. He saw the permits, the gangsters were all prancing around in their high heels, and…and he was getting ever more attention.

Three girls had flown in and he had picked them up. They had seen through him right away, and they complimented him on his progress. And they played with him, and spanked him, and kissed him, and even pursued him like he was a pet project.

Shiela didn’t mind, even encouraged it. She often gave the girls instructions on how to better break Danny down.

And Danny was being broken down. And changed into something more beautiful, ever more feminine.

He had lost weight. He wasn’t a thick fellow to begin with, but with the hard work and skimping on meals, his body was rail thin. And that made him perfect for what Shiela did next.

They walked into the doctor’s office and Danny looked around. He was full en femme and wearing some breast forms. He looked so womanly that the women in the office didn’t give him a second glance.

They were shown to an exam room and shortly a lady doctor entered the room.

Oddly, she gave Shiela a look, and tilted her head sightly in question. Shiela had merely given a quick nod of her head. Yet she had told Danny that she had never met the doctor before. So why did she act like she had?

But Danny didn’t have any time to wonder.

“Hop up on the exam table, Danny.”

Danny sat on the table, and he was subjected to a very intense exam.

He was listened to with a stethoscope, prodded, poked and his mouth was looked into.

Then he was told to bend over and the good doctor poked and prodded him up there. She was gentle, much more gentle then Shiela or Cherry, but she was feeling every square inch of him.

He sighed. It felt good, and the doc glanced at Shiela and smiled. Shiela grinned back.

Then the doctor had him lie down on his back and she felt every square inch of his chest.

“I see no reason why not,” she said to Shiela.

“Let’s do it then.”

The doctor left the office for a moment and Danny asked, “What is she going to do.”

“Honey, you’re about to get your first set of tits.”

“What?”

“They won’t be humungous, that will come with time, but first we have to stretch you out, accommodate you to the extra weight and feel. These are just going to be injections, vacation boobs they’re called, but in a few months we’ll get you some real implants.”

Danny stared at her. This was real. He hadn’t thought about this. A part of him told him that he still had choice. And he did. But his choice was to go along with his love.

The doctor returned and a nurse wheeled in a tray with a couple of bottles on it and a pack of long needles.

Danny watched as the doctor injected the solution into his chest.

“Make sure you wear a bra. All times. Don’t go bouncing around. You need to develop your muscles to handle the extra weight.”

“Uh, okay.” He could see the slight rise of boobs on his chest.

“I want you to massage three times a day with vitamin E. We’ll avoid any stretch marks, heal any that do happen.”

The boobs were getting bigger. The doctor moved around the table, injecting more and more of the solution into his chest.

“No rough sex for a week. If you experience anything out of the ordinary call me right away.”

“Okay.”

Danny walked out of the office with a full bra. And a full dress. And a head that was swimming with the new experience.

He was a women. He looked like a woman, he dressed like a woman, he smelled like a woman, he had boobs and he even fucked like a woman.

He liked it.

He had never felt so powerful and confident. Men on the street watched him, sometimes not so surreptitiously, and there was admiration in their eyes.

Most women looked at him with jealousy in their eyes. And a few looked at him boldly and appraised him.

The next day was Friday.

They thought about doing the water trick again, getting the gangsters to stand in a puddle of water and electrifying them, but the dungeon now had too much furniture in it. If the water touched a bolt to one of the horses it would screw everything up. If the gangsters walked around the furniture they might not be in a close enough group to handle efficiently.

Heck, if one of them was left handed that might present a problem.

So they decided to go with the basic threat of puncturating the thugs.

Big Nose Jim received a text at six o’clock.

We’re here.

Wearing blue panties with white ribbons and a training bra, nylons and a garter. He crossed the room with a click, click, click.

“Whacha want me to say.”

“Enunciation, Jimmy. Pronounce each word correctly.

“What do you want me to say.”

Cherry beamed and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful.” She told him the address, and that they should just come up and knock on the door.

A half hour later a limo pulled up and three half drunk gangsters got out.

They had been told that Shiela had been caught and there was no problem. It was all going to be a party.

So they drank from a bottle of whiskey and sauntered up the walk.

One of the new girls opened the door. She grinned broadly and beckoned them to enter. Since she was nearly naked and hotter than a hot dog on the grill, they followed her into the house.

Shiela and Cherry were in a closet holding pistols. Danny was in the kitchen holding an automatic rifle.

“Hey, where’s da boss?”

Cherry and Shiela stepped out and pointed their pistols.

Danny stepped to of the kitchen and held the rifle on the thugs.

“Please get on your knees.”

The thugs were caught.

Normally, if this had been guys, they would have yanked their gats and started blasting. But since these were women, and they were asking politely, the gangsters weren’t as panicked as they might have been. Following directions they knelt and clasped their hands behind their heads.

“Hey! What gives?

“Where’s Big Nose?”

“What the fuck?”

They were handcuffed and stood up and marched down to the basement.

Shiela brought out a large knife, very sharp, and began cutting off their clothes.

“Hey! This cost me a bundle!”

“That’s fucking Eye-talian silk!

“You bitch!”

The clothes in rags, now naked, the men were each laid over a horse, and the instruction began.

Shiela being the best at converting men, she offered the instruction and Cherry went around to fine tune the procedure.

“You need to put the chastity tube on now. They’ll be too excited later.”

The new girls grabbed the men’s packages and put a ring around them.

“Be careful not to—“

“OW!”

“Pinch skin. Now slip the tube over the peter…”

“Hey!”

“Hands off!”

And the men were suddenly imprisoned. At least, their cocks were.

“When I get out of here…”

Shiela slapped the thug’s ass with a belt.

“HEY!”

“Choosing the right type of tool is very important. You don’t want to cut the skin, except under special circumstances.” If you wish to cut choose a light, thin, flexible instrument. I’m using a broad belt now because…”

The girls listened avidly.

“Now you try.”

The girls each had a thug to work on, and they wielded the belts with elan. The thugs howled and screamed and threatened to kill the girls, their families, and even their cats and goldfishes.

A threat by a manacled man, however, lacks teeth.

“Now then, this area is called the gluteus medius. Avoid that. Not enough sensation, and we don’t want to risk hitting the kidneys. One of the best areas is the hamstrings. Guaranteed, you can reduce a man to a howling puddle of piss with just a few strokes.But we don’t want to do that. We want to take it nice and slow, build on the pain slowly, and let him know that you love him.”

The girls all bent to their assigned gangsters and rubbed their asses, felt their nipples, massaged their balls. Shortly the gangsters were sighing in relief.

“When the man is relaxed he is receptive. The trick is to keep him receptive, and the secret to this is to love him. Let him know this is for his own good.”

The lesson continued, and Danny and Rodney headed upstairs. They weren’t going to be converting men to feminization so, while it was interesting, it was more interesting to have a drink and watch some porn.

The following day Shiela called Danny and Cherry to a special meeting.

“Okay, we’ve got six gangsters. We’ve got six cells. When we get six more gangsters, however, Hotel Danny will be filled up.

“Hotel Danny?” Danny grinned.

“Better than Hotel Beat Their Ass Till It Bleeds.”

“Well, I guess.”

They all chuckled, and Cherry asked, “So you’re asking about future expansion?”

“I am.”

Danny’s brows knit very slightly.

“So what are you suggesting?”

“A warehouse.”

They looked at her in astonishment.

“Wait a minute,” asked Danny.

“Why?”

“That’s…how many gangsters do you know?”

“There’s Big Nose Jim’s outfit, which is actually a part of Dandy Scalone’s outfit.”

‘Dandy Scalone?’ Danny mouthed.

“He’ll have at least fifty hoods that we’ll have to catch and convert.”

Danny was now shaking his head, the girls looked at him.

“Do you have enough girls to convert that many? Do you have enough money?”

“I know enough girls, and the girls I know know girls…girls won’t be a problem.”

“But what about food and cells! That’s going to take a lot of money!”

“Not as much as you might think. After all, we’re not paying rent, and we’re not feeding these mugs cracked lobster and caviar.”

“But…that’s still…”

Danny blathered on for a minute, and the girls let him. Then Shiela stopped him with a finger to his red lips. “What’s wrong, Danny?”

“This started out as a lark. Now it’s a movement.”

“Does that scare you?”

“I don’t know if scare is the right word. Maybe unnerves? Overwhelms?”

“But so far it’s worked out all right. Hasn’t it?”

“Well, yeah. But you’ve got the mayor down there, and you’re planning to take on the whole mafia, and more politicians, and…I don’t know…I don’t know.”

“Danny, let me explain something. For the length of mankind’s history men have been in charge. Sure, a couple of matriarchal societies, a few Joan of Arc instances, but it’s been predominately men, right?”

“Well…yeah.” He realized that he was begrudging the answer. And then he realized that it was because he was a man, and he didn’t want to cop to the world of warfare that earth was.

“And for the length of mankind’s history women have stood in the background.”

He was silent.

“But we haven’t been idle. Did you know there is a secret society, a sisterhood, that has been building for hundreds of years. Most of the time we have to let you knuckleheads go off and conduct your wars, have your mafia and cartel and secret orders, but we chafe. We are tired of it.”

“But…”

“Wait. Let me finish. Then I’ll prove it to you.”

He turned his head ever so slightly.

“When we started this…when we took the gangsters prisoner I contacted the ladies in charge of this secret society. We had started converting them, and…you’re right, it was a lark…but the Ladies Secret Society gave us the go ahead. Women have become empowered. While men devolve through wars women have become enlightened, and perhaps it is time to take over, the right the situation, to end the wars, to have peace on earth.”

“So you’re going to feminize every man on earth?” He was really getting overwhelmed. This talk of a secret society ready to take over the earth…it was nuts.

“We would if we had to, but we don’t have to. All we have to do is isolate the important men.

The mayor, greedy, gluttonous, little weasel that he is, is an important man. He made himself a leader, and now we control him. If we can find enough men like him…then…then we control the world.

“You’re going to feminize the President of the United States?” He was grasping at straws.

“If we have to. But we only need 51 senators. Between feminization and the endless amounts of cash that will become available to us as we tap into their fortunes, we should be able to control the whole Congress, the Supreme court justices, all sorts of bureaucrats.”

Cherry blurted, “The judges already wear dresses.”

Shiela laughed at that. Then: “You’re an important man, Danny.”

“I’m a college kid!”

“You are smart enough to be a woman. You started all this, if you think about it, and you provided solutions and expansion, and…we need you, Danny.”

“To fill warehouses with sex horses and St .Andrews Crosses.”

“That, but really a lot more. We need your imagination, your uniquely male viewpoint. Yes, you’re a woman now, but you still understand things from a male viewpoint. What you are presenting us with now is a male viewpoint. Just listening to your objections we are growing in our understanding of what needs to be done. We need you, Danny. And, really, you don’t have that much choice.”

Danny found himself sitting on the couch. His legs had just sort of bent and deposited him there. Interestingly, though he was mind blasted, he was thinking.

Shiela had hinted at a secret society, and he had thought it was a laugh.

And they had a basement full of thugs they were converting rather easily.

He said, “Everybody wears a dress. And make up. And has long hair.”

Cherry nodded. Shiela just watched him.

He looked up. “You said something about prove.”

“I did. Come with me.”

Danny followed her, and she went outside.

Outside? But what the…?

They went out to the sidewalk, turned right, and went to the neighbor’s house.

They walked up the walk and Shiela knocked on the door.

They heard a shuffling of feet, slow, then the rattle of a chain. The door opened a crack, then swung back.

Martha Tilden was a nice, quiet, little, old lady. She had a bun of grandmother hair on her head. She wore thick glasses. She wore a dress that bulged a bit as she was a bit chubby. She looked like the kind of little, old lady who baked too many apple pies…then ate them.

“Why, hello, Shiela.” She smiled in that empty headed way of hers. Her little white doggie, all fluffy with a pink ribbon, came up and growled.

“Quiet down, Oscar,” she murmured.

The dog sat, but kept growling. He seemed to be growling at Danny.

Danny had often seen her walking her dog. Smelling the flowers, getting confused when the dog ran around her and wrapped her in leash. She was the quintessential absent-minded granny type.

“Hi, Martha. Can we come in for a moment?”

“Why, of course. Come in…come in…”

She led the way, shuffling along. Her poochie snapped at Danny, but didn’t draw blood.

The living room was filled with old furniture. There was a claw foot couch with velvet cushions the color of Grey Poupon. There were end tables with lamps that shone their yellow light through the yellowed shades. The rug was faded and showed places where it had been patched. The magazines on the end table were about knitting and gardening.

They all sat down, Danny sinking onto a broken spring on the couch. He realized that the old lady had maneuvered him onto that cushion.

“Why, Danny. I haven’t seen you for the longest time. Are you out of high school, yet?”

Before Danny could answer Shiela said. “We’d like to show him the communications center.”

Martha’s head snapped around and her eyes focused, sharpened, and the atmosphere in the room suddenly became harsh.

Then: “Why whatever are you…” Martha tried to bumble it through.

“I’ve got orders. Danny is a very important person and we need him.”

The atmosphere sharpened again. Martha, not sounding old at all, snapped, “And what do you do if he can’t cut it? He is just a man, after all.”

“Lock him in one of the dungeons he’s built until everything is over.”

Danny’s head was swiveling back and forth.

Martha glared at Shiela, then Cherry, then simply acquiesced. She stood up. “Come along.”

She led the way to a back room. She unlocked the door and Danny was ushered inside.

Computers. Monitors. Maps tacked to the walls. Books by popular feminists on shelves.

The Feminine Mystique by Betty Friedan.

The Woman’s Bible by Elizabeth Cady Stanton.

The Handmaiden’s Conspiracy by Donna Howell.

And more, more, more.

Videos. CDs. Even old Eight track cassettes.

And it was all about women. Liberating women. Empowering women. How to educate women.

Not a thing about men in the place.

But if men were converted, were feminized, they would be reading these books.

Men’s books would no longer be allowed.

Oh, porn would be allowed, for that was a great way of controlling men. But books about war would be outlawed. Whole militaries would be out of business.

All mankind would be ruled by coffee klatch.

But would that be bad?

No more war?

An organization of mankind dedicated to peace?

Children raised in sane houses, no more politicians lying as they reached into people’s pockets, peace and prosperity everywhere.

Would that be bad?

The girls walked Danny home. Wisely, they said nothing. He was shell shocked, stunned, and he needed time for his fragile psyche to absorb what he had learned.

They went upstairs and to bed.

They lay on the bed, the girls on either side of him. Staring at him, not touching, just waiting.

Interestingly, Danny’s mind was not moving so much as absorbing. Things were settling in. And when everything was settled he would make a decision.

Though, truth, he had already made a decision.

He said: “What’s going to happen to me.”

Shiela responded: “You’ll be the first man. You’ll be famous. Every woman will want to sleep with you.”

Cherry grinned: “Or at least beat you and fist you till you cum.”

Danny grunted, and said: “Okay. Let’s do this.”

The girls celebrated by rolling over on him, both of them, and kissing him, groping him, loving him.

And Danny, buried under an avalanche of feminine flesh, felt a curious exuberance.

It was going to be okay.

The world was going to be okay.

END
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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

‘It Hurts So Good!’

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcZ2.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrcZA.jpg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






OEBPS/image_rsrcYZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcYW.jpg
It Hurts So Good!

They were tough gangsters, but chastity,
feminization and BDSM brought them down.






OEBPS/image_rsrcZ8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ3.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ5.jpg
‘\/ A 4
il
> Gropper S
? Novel! §






OEBPS/image_rsrcYX.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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