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PART ONE

“You are an addictive personality!’ Liv exclaimed, busting through the kitchen door. “And I’ve had enough of it!”

Owen entered the kitchen behind her, his head was down and he just sank down at the kitchen table. His fists were clenched and he couldn’t take it any more.

“I’m sorry. I—“

“You were sorry last time! And the time before that! But then you do it again!”

“But I didn’t mean to—“

“Of course you didn’t. It’s the whiskey that makes you do it. Or the beer. Well, let me tell you, buster, I have had it and I’m done!”

“No! You…look! I can stop. I can stop drinking. I can! I just…I just need…” he trailed off.

Liv was at the sink, her hands on the sink. Now she spun around, “You need what?”

“I don’t know what I need. I try. Honest to God I try, but then opportunity presents itself and I can’t help myself. It’s like everything shuts down and I just have to drink!”

“And if you drink again and get stopped you’ll lose your license for a year. How will you get to work? How will you get a new job? how will you do anything?”

Owen put his face in his hands. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” He was crying, and Liv’s heart was near broken. She loved him. He was her husband, and if it wasn’t for this problem he would be the perfect husband.

He looked up at her, tears streaming down his face. “Liv…help me! I don’t know what to do! There’a go to be some way to kick this…this addiction.

Liv at down opposite him. She knew he meant it, it wasn’t that he wasn’t trying, but…there had to be some way.

She put a hand on his hand. She was caving in, she knew it, she knew she shouldn’t, but she wasn’t willing to give up on their marriage. Not yet. there had to be some way to curb his addiction. There had to be!

An hour later she had put him to bed. A big, crying baby boy, unable to control himself, knowing he needed help but not sure how to get it.

Liv sat at the table and poured herself a Coke. She paused for a second, then went and got out the bottle of bourbon. It was her own private stock, hidden from him because he would drink the whole thing.

She added a dollop to her drink, put the bottle away and took a sip.

She didn’t have a problem. She would sip a whiskey once in a week, or a month, or a year. Only when she felt like it, and those times were rare.

How could she help Owen do that?

Suddenly, she picked up her cell and tapped the face.

“Liv? It’s late, are you okay?”

“Yes, mother. I’m fine, it’s just that…”

“Uh oh, I can hear it in your voice. Some thing is wrong. Go ahead and tell me. Let it out.”

So Liv told her. She told her how Owen was trying, but failing to control himself. She described his condition, how they were at their wits end.

Her mother listened patiently. Didn’t talk much, and when Liv was all talked out she said, “There is a solution.”

“What? What is it? What can I do?”

Her mother began to speak, and Liv’s mouth opened. Her jaw dropped and her eyes got big.

“Mother…I don’t think I can do that.”

“Then you might just as well give up.”

“Mother, I’m not that strong. You are. I don’t—”

“Well, you’re going to have to.”

And, though they kept talking, there it was: if she was going to save her marriage she was just going to have to.

Owen woke up and groaned. He felt okay, but he remembered the night before. Being picked up, and it was only the grace of God, and the fact that the deputy knew Liv. that he ended up with a ride home instead of a ride to the hoosegow.

Liv was already up, and he dreaded going out and talking to her. She was so disappointed in him. No matter how hard he tried he just…he could stop himself.

He was a drunk. And he didn’t know any way around it.

He got dressed slowly, then went out to the kitchen.

Liv was making breakfast, which surprised him. Normally she was so pissed sh wouldn’t speak to him for a week.

“Good morning,” she spoke cheerfully.

“Uh, hi.” He sat down and waited for her to lay into him.

She poured orange juice and placed it in front of him.

“Sleep well?”

“Yeah.” He was puzzled. What was going on?

“Good. I have some news for you.”

“You do?” What? She was leaving him? And that was why she was so happy?

“I’ve figured out a cure for you.”

“You have?” He blinked, was stunned, but felt a little surge of hope inside.

“Absolutely. Would you like to hear about it?”

“Yes!”

She placed his breakfast on the table and sat down opposite him. “Eat, and I will tell you what we’re going to do.”

He picked up a piece of bacon and began chewing.

She reached over tot he counter and picked up a small white board.

“If you break the rules, if you touch alcohol, you will not be punished. You will be rewarded.”

“Rewarded?” He frowned.

“Yep. You first reward I’ve written down. If you drink you get to shave your head. Bald.”

He stared at her. “But I don’t want to shave my head! People who shave their heads…they’re …they…”             

“You don’t want your reward? Okay. When are you moving out?”

There it was.

“But I don’t want to move out?”

“I know, honey. And I don’t want you to move out. But you either take the reward or the punishment. You’ve reached the end of the trail. I won’t ding you for drinking, but I write down your next reward, and you will be thoroughly honest with me, even admitting when you’ve snuck a drink, and you will get your next reward.”

“This is weird.”

She placed her hand on his. “I know. But do you want to keep drinking?”

“No.”

“Then you will have to give me some control here. I don’t like punishing, so we’ll consider them rewards, and you will get your rewards, or…”

“Or I leave.”

She nodded.

Owen sat back. I don’t think this is going to work.”

“Anything can work, if you make it work.”

He sighed. The trouble was he knew she was right.

“Look, honey. You will know what is going to happen, you’ll know the next step, there will never be any mystery. I won’t make you do these things on the white board, it will be up to you.”

He said nothing.

She said, “If you’re man enough.”

He blinked.

She waited. She had talked long and hard with her mother on this point, and her mother had said men held on to their manhood, would fight for it, and that Owen would give in and start the program. She also said that each step, if he broke the rule, would become harder for him to accept, and easier to do.

“Let me think about it.”

“Of course. This is a decision not to be made lightly. Finish your breakfast and take your time. You have until six o’clock tonight to make up your mind.”

“Six o’clock?”

“Yes.”

Liv stood up, smiled, and went back to the bedroom. She was going to do a little shopping, and it was a wonderful opportunity for him to be alone with his demons.

Owen was still sitting at the table when she came back through the house.

Liv stopped, gazed at him, then got out her private stock.

Owen’s eyes went wide.

She poured a finger into a glass. Sipped it. Then left. And left the whiskey bottle, half full, on the counter.

Own heard her car start up, heard her back out of the driveway. He stared at the whiskey bottle.

Whiskey. His favorite. He could drink anything, and would, but whiskey was his particular downfall. He loved the taste, he loved the burn on the way down. Most of all, he loved the high. That golden feeling of being in the clouds.

The bottle sat on the counter. The morning sun glinted through the amber liquid within.

She was messing with him. No, she was testing him. If he drank then she would have that much more reason to bitch at him, to make him…shave his head bald.

So all he had to do was leave the bottle there. Forget about it. Go about his business. Not drink.

He licked his lips.

He stood up and left the kitchen. He walked into the living room and turned on a football game. Oh, good. Tampa Bay. He was in the mood for for a good game. Of course, he needed some chips. And some Coke.

He got up and went back to the kitchen.

The bottle was there. Half empty. Just sitting on the counter.

He poured some ice into a glass, added Coke. Picked up a bag of potato chips, and headed back for the game.

He stopped at the kitchen door.

The bottle was still there. Funny thing about bottles. They had different shapes, different corks. But they all held liquid.

He wondered what a little sniff would be like. Not a drink, just put his nose to the neck and smell.

Heck, maybe that would be enough to sate his liquid appetite. Just a little sip.

He turned and went back the game.

He watched grown men prance around, catch and kick, throw and…he found himself in the kitchen, looking at the bottle. And it was almost like the bottle was looking back at him.

He popped the cork and sniffed. Mmmm! Ambrosia. The drink of the gods. Nectar of the soul.

He touched his tongue to the bottom of the cork.

Oh, fuck!

A half a sob escaped his throat, and…

The bottle was down to a quarter when Liv came home. She smiled as she held it up and gazed at the liquor inside.

Excellent.

She put her purse down and went to the bedroom where she put a couple of bags down. She had passed the living room where a football game was happening on the big screen. She had seen the top of Owen’s head over the couch.

She returned to the living room and walked to the side of the couch.

Owen was watching the game. He was grinning, a fool. A drunken fool. “Hi, honey.”

“Hello, Owen.”

He caved in right away. His grin just sort of crumbled and and his face narrowed.

“What?”

“I, uh…drank some of your whiskey.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “Thanks for telling me.” She turned around and headed for the kitchen. She hadn’t been in the kitchen but a minute when he followed her in.

”Is that all?”

“Is what all?”

“I drank and you just…say ‘okay?’ And that’s it?”

“Honey, I’ve tried nagging, and it doesn’t work. You’re a ig boy and you can do what you want. I do appreciate your honesty, however.”

“And you’re not going to leave me?”

“Of course I will!” She looked surprised.

“But…honey—”

She held up a hand, “Hold on…look at this.”

She held up the white board.

He stared, a bit owlish, at the line across the top. ‘Shave your head bald.’

“I’m not going to do that!”

“And if you don’t want to you shouldn’t.”

“Wait a minute…what are you pulling on me?”

“It’s your life…your choice. You haven’t agreed to this white board, yet, so you don’t have to shave your head. But if you had, then I would expect you to act the honorable man, to keep your word, and you’d be in the bathroom right now scraping your hairs off.”

She stood up, went to the fridge and poured herself a Coke.

He stared at her back. “This is weird,” he muttered.

“I know,” she sipped. “But it’s your life.”

“But it’s like you’re giving up on me!”

“Nope. I actually have confidence in you. I believe you’re the kind of man who does the right thing.”

“But—“

“Honey, I’ve got things to do, you understand the rules, so…end of conversation.”

She walked out.

He followed her. He wasn’t about to let this go.

“Don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing!”

She picked up her cell phone and tapped the face. While it was ringing she put her hand over it and whispered to him. “Do you mind, dear?”

He did mind, and he complained, so when Jeannie answered the phone she said, “Hey, girlfriend. How about a little lunch?”

A minute later she was heading for the door, keys and purse in hand.

Owen jumped in front of her, grabbed her biceps.

She looked at his hands sadly, and with a little pain in here expression. “You’re actually going to abuse me?”

He let go like she had burst into flames. “I’m sorry…I just…we’re not done.”

“Well, maybe not, but my argument is on the white board. I’ll see you in a few hours.”

A half a minute later he listened to the sound of her car driving down the street.

He couldn’t believe that he had actually grabbed her. He didn’t mean anything, but…it wasn’t him.

He wandered back into the living room. He looked at the TV. Somebody was running the ball back fifty yards. He didn’t care. He was having trouble getting into the game.

He went into the kitchen and stared at the bottle. It was still standing there, beckoning, a magnet for his addictive personality.

He sighed.

Liv returned home a couple of hours later. She walked into the kitchen and saw the bottle on the counter. It hadn’t been touched. She smiled.

As soon as she exited the kitchen Owen was all over her.

“See? I can quit! So we can just knock off this white board stuff.”

Liv patted his cheek and walked into the bedroom. He followed her.

“Right?”

She kicked off her high heels and said, “So you don’t agree to the white board?”

“Of course not,” he scoffed.

“Then this will be the last night we sleep together. Six o’clock will roll around and I will help you pack your bags. You can sleep on the couch and tomorrow morning you can hop in your car and leave.”

“That’s…that’s ridiculous!”

“What’s ridiculous is a man without honor.”

He blinked like she had just slapped him in the face. He stood for a moment, absorbing her words, then, “What if I don’t leave.”

“Honey, if you don’t leave then I will. And I will call a lawyer and sue you for alimony and a share of the house. I will get real nasty and show no mercy. And you know that women are the more vicious of the species.”

She stated this with no rancor, no emotion at all.

Owen stomped out.

Six o’clock came and went.

Liv fixed dinner, hamburger and fries, and whiel they ate she said, “I’ll get your suitcase out.”

“I’m not leaving.”

“Okay, I’ll get my suitcase out. I’m not going to wait for tomorrow morning, however. I’m leaving tonight.”

He glared at her.

After dinner she packed. Lingerie and a few dresses. “I’ll come back for the rest of the stuff as soon as I find an apartment.”

He said nothing.

She rolled her suitcase out the door and put it in the trunk.

She walked to the door and opened it.

She got in and turned the key. She put the car in gear and started to back out.

“Stop!”

Liv turned to him.

“You’re going to throw our life away.”

“I would prefer not to.”

He said nothing. She turned to back out again and— “Stop!”

She sighed. “What is it. Owen?”

He broke. “Okay I’ll agree to your stupid white board.”

“Okay.” She got out of the car. “Will you bring in my bag?”

And he did.

That night they lay in bed. Owen was on his back, staring at the ceiling, his fingers laced behind his head.

Liv turned to him, threw a leg over his and put a hand on his penis.

He acted like he didn’t want to, but he did. The pressure of her demands, being faced with losing a wife…he really wanted to.

“Wake up, little Susie,” she crooned.

His boner was magnitudious and she grinned. “Baby, baby, can’t you feel my hard beat.” She was a fan of oldies.

He turned to her and whispered. “You really would have left.”

“Shut up, asshole. Don’t mess up good sex with a bunch of lip.”

She dove under the blankets and began giving him another kind of lip.

He groaned and put his hands on her head. Her mouth sliding up and down his shaft was heaven, and the way she swirled her tongue around his head…oh, God!

She crawled up his body, nipping him, biting his nipples, nuzzling his throat, then she was sitting on him, covers back, holding his face and chewing on his lips.

Owen always thought it was unfair, this power  she had over him. If he kissed her like this she would respond or not depending on her mood. But when she kissed him like this he had no choice, he couldn't help himself. It was worse than…than…whiskey!

He flipped her over and positioned himself at her hole. She had a hold of his penis and she wrote on her pussy with the tip. “Oh, yeah!” she smiled in the dark.

He pushed it into her, sank into her soft flesh, buried his soul in her slit.

“Fuck!” she wheezed. “God, that feels good! Every time is like the first time!”

He pushed deep, and she gasped. He pulled and she exhaled. He pushed, in and out, and she held on.

And he was aware that he was a little desperate. This whole white board thing…but he had agreed, so…there it was.

“FUUUU!” she cried out, her hips thrashing, coming up to him, holding on to his cock like a weasel holds a chicken.

And he began to spurt. A lot. His groin felt like it was on fire, and he gave himself to her.

The first few days were fine. No hint of unhappiness. It was all below the surface.

They went to work, they came home, they ate dinner and watched TV and made love, and it was all like normal.

On Friday he had a lunch with the bosses, and the bosses were a couple of happy dappies who liked to have a cocktail with their lunch.

And he usually had a cocktail with them, so they ordered one for him without even asking him.

Owen stared at the shiny glass just the other side of his plate.

Bald, shot through his mind.

He determined that he had the will power to withstand, to keep his hands off the alcohol, to just drink water.

Tom and Bill toasted high statistics, and he found his hand with the glass in it. He put the glass to his lips, he forced himself not to touch the liquid.

And he managed to do that, through two toasts. but the third toast, it was just an accident a jiggle of the hand at the wrong time, and the vodka touched his lips.

Well, shit. Now that it was done. He gulped the drink down.

Tom ordered him another one. And another.

Owen knew he was in trouble. He was drunk. Fortunately, he had enough presence of mind, just barely, to take an Uber home.

He walked to the front door, opened it, and entered.

Liv was in the kitchen and had watched him get out of the Prius. His walk was none too steady, and it was plain that he had been drinking.

“Hey, honey, lost your car , eh?”

“I…the bosses mad em have a drink with them.”

“I understand. We can shave your head tonight, and I’ll put the next reward on the board.”

“Hey…uh…”

She looked at him.

“There should be special considerations for when I have to drink with the bosses.”

“Oh, like shaving your ass, too?”

“That’s not funny.”

But she was grinning. She patted his cheek. “Of course it is. And you’ll probably see the humor…once you’ve shaved your head. Now come on in and let’s put some coffee in you. Or would you rather enjoy your high for a while.”

He wanted to enjoy his high, but he was also messed up, and felt that he should sober up.

She assessed his mood accurately. “I’ll just pour you a Coke. Enjoy yourself.

Owen was confused. She was not mad. She was not all over him. She was even…okay with it.

Except that he had to shave his head.

He felt his hair. He liked hair. He had a particularly good head of hair, and to lose it over a stupid drink…hunh!

He stared at the mirror in the bathroom.

“Would you like me to leave you alone? Or help you?”

“I…uh…”

She hugged him from behind. “I’ve very proud of you. Keeping your word like this. But you have always been a good man.”

He picked up the shaver and began whittling. After a while he gave in and let Liv help him. He watched, sad, as his hairs fell on the floor.

Being bald was weird. It made his head cold, and he could feel air currents like a hurricane was blowing on his scalp.

He ran his hand over it, then she ran hers, and…it was weird.

What was really weird, however, was when he passed through the kitchen and noticed the white board.

Use Nair on your whole body

He stared at the words, then walked back into the living room. “My whole body?”

Liv was watching the Kardashians. She looked up with a happy smile, “Won’t that be cute?”

“Having a bald body? Like…my genitals? Everything?”

“Sure. Why not. Girls do it all the time, it’ll feel cool. Ooh, gives me a tingle down thee…thinking of your whole body being hairless.”

He said nothing, just went intot he computer room and started working.Ostensibly. But he was really just staring at the screen. What had he gotten himself into?

And he felt his poor head with one hand.

It felt so weird.

They went to a party down the block. It was the Nelson’s, and they held the shindig twice a year, simply invited all the neighbors over, everybody got drunk and had a good time.

For a change, Owen walked in sober, and he greeted people, and shook hands and accepted hugs, and…he was sober.

Now that was a weird experience.

But, he went with it, and everybody admired his bald head, which was strange in itself, and, the party went on.

They had a couple of hot dogs, then the girl from across the street handed Owen a Coke and he sipped it. And his face panicked.

It had liquor in it!

Of course it did. The girl knew what Owen liked. She thought she had been doing him a favor.

Liv was over talking to Marsha Godwin about plants, and she saw his face. Making a few excuses, she arrowed on over to him. “What’s wrong?”

“Sandy…she gave me a drink!”

Liv took the drink, sniffed it, and grinned. “Oh, Owen. You poor boy. But don’t worry, it’s not like everybody will see your hairless body.”

“But it was an accident! A mistake! I didn’t even know and…and…”

Liv was chuckling as she shook her head slowly.  “Haven’t you watched Kung Fu Panda?” It was one of his favorite movies, “There are no accidents.”

He groaned and looked at the glass.

Oddly, there was a tinge of excitement to this. Shaving his whole body? Even his groin? That was sort of…sexy.

“I’ll make you a deal, though.”

“What?”

“You can finish that drink. You’ve already been rewarded for it, but if you have another drink tonight then you’ll get to have another reward.”

“Drink this but don’t drink again?”

“Sure. Can you do it?” She lifted an eyebrow and he could see how she was enjoying this.

“I can do that.”

“Then bottoms up, my loving lush.”

“Wait a minute…what’s the next reward?”

She leaned up and whispered into his ear, “You have to wear my teddy to bed.

“What?” he squeaked. “Every night?” An exciting thought.

“Yep. But, hey, it’s not like anybody will see you.”

He thought about that.

“Now go ahead and enjoy yourself. I’ll be back later to help you walk home.” She laughed.

He frowned, but her laugh was so infectious that his frown died, and he sipped his drink.

They came home at nine o’clock, and Owen was singing.

The man who shot

Liberty Valance

He shot

Liberty Valance!

He was the…

Liv guided him up the walk and through the door.

“How many did you have?”

“Lotsh.”

“Oh, that many, eh?”

She guided him to the shower and pushed him in. Cold water.

“GAH!” But she held the door shut. Five minutes later, turning blue, he shivered while she  toweled him off.

He was still drunk, but able to function.

She began slathering a cream on his body.

“What’s this?”

“Nair, baby. We’re getting rid of all that ugly hair.”

Maybe if he had been sober Owen would have complained. But drunk, and horny…he just watched, and felt his cock grow.

Fifteen minutes later she pushed him back in the shower and he washed everything off. Everything.

Getting out of the shower he felt like his skin was super alive. Now how could losing your hair do that?

But it did, and he just stood there and absorbed an entirely new world of sensations.

“Wow,” he blurted at one point. “Is this what women feel like?”

“Now you know,” she laughed.

He suddenly grew serious. “Honey?”

“What?”

“Shaving my head, that was tough. I like having a head of hair.”

“Maybe some day you’ll be able to grow it back.”

Maybe. If he could stop drinking.

“You don’t understand.”

“Then enlighten me.”

“Shaving the head, bad, but this bald body thing, that’s kinky.”

“So?”

“So you don’t want to reward me with kinky.”

“Oh?”

“No. It feels too good. I’ll start drinking just to get the kink.”

“Not a problem. You let me know when that occurs and I’ll fix it.”

“Oh…” he had no idea how she would ‘fix’ it, but…he was too busy feeling his new body to worry about it.

“Okay. Well. That’s that,” he said.

“Not quite.”

He looked at her, and he shivered. He knew what was next.

She opened her dresser drawer and pulled out a wad of flimsy material. She tossed it to him.

He held it up, and his cock, which was almost hard, became super hard. It throbbed and pulsed, and a little drop of pre-cum formed on the tip.

“I think somebody like it.” She grabbed his cock, ran her finger along the underside and scooped up the pre-cum. She put it to her lips.

Owen was going crazy. He was shivering and trembling and couldn’t stop looking at the teddy.

“I can’t put this on,” he whispered.

“I know. You’d be less than a man, wearing women’s underthings, feeling sexy, like a woman.”

He stepped into it and wiggled, the garment slid up his body and he put his arms under the shoulder straps.

It was like a bathing suit, but thin, satiny, with little fringes and girly designs. It was rubbing him in all the right places. His cock was pushed up, and it looked like the end of an electric wire in a puddle. Jumping and twitching. All that lacked were the sparks, and he was feeling those in his mind.

“Fuck,” he whispered. He look at her. “Want to make love?”

“With a girl?”

“Yeah!” His mind was fevered. He wasn’t in control.

“Girls don’t fuck, she explaiend gently. They cuddle. So that’s what I want to do, cuddle all night.”

“You don’t want to fuck?”

She got another teddy out of the drawer and put it on. Her boobs were thrust out and her bare pussy was moist and shiny.

“No. But I want to go to bed.”

She crawled into bed, and he crawled in after her. She turned to him, pushed his groping hands away, and snuggled. She didn’t present her pussy for fingering, she let him suck on her tits, but she kept her legs closed and kept rubbing his cock through the teddy.

He felt like he was being electrocuted. Slowly. And it felt so good.

She kissed him, rubbed his chest, his bare chest, and then sucked hi nipples.

“Just like a woman,” she murmured. So soft and smooth.

He arched his back and felt like he was going to cum. Just a couple of strokes and…but she just held to him, and loved him, and treated him like a girl.


PART TWO

“Are you serious?”

She had told him to come to breakfast in his teddy, and he had. He had a good body, and it accentuated his muscles, but in a feminine way.

He had had a sleepless night. He had sobered up just laying there, his hard on bouncing around like a Mexican jumping bean. He was excruciatingly aware of her hands on him.

Every once in a while she would mumble something, adjust her position, and he would become even more electric.

“Sure.”

Ted looked at her. Looked back at the white board.

Tap pants and camisole every day wear…everywhere.

“Tap pants are those frilly panties.”

“Yes. But they’re loose, almost like boxers in appearance, but they feel oh, so good.”

“And the camisole?”

“Like a boy beater. We can get one that’s loose or tight. Whichever you prefer.”

“I prefer not to drink.”

“Oh,” she acted disappointed. “So you don’t want your reward?”

“No!” But he felt an excitement in the pit of his belly. There was something so deliciously naughty about wearing women’s underwear.

“Well, okay. Then don’t. And you’ll have nothing to worry about.” She kissed his cheek. “Now sit down and let’s have some breakfast.”

The week went well. He was not tempted, though he did think about it a lot. But, in spite of any excitation, he was determined to beat his addiction. No more booze for him.

On Saturday they went to an art exhibit. One of their friends had invited them to a showing, and they walked through the gallery. Sometimes oohing, sometimes awing, and sometimes gulping and trying not to choke.

“That’s art?” Owen whispered as they looked at one painting. It was an elephant surfing in the clouds. It looked like a cartoon, and had an enormous price tag. What was even more surprising was that people were talking serious bidding.

“Dumbo laughs,” quipped Liv.

Another painting almost had them in hysterics. Donald Duck poking his head up from behind Mickey’s ass, a surprised look on his face.

“When Disney hears of this they’ll sue.”

They continued down a hallway and into the main room.

In the main room they headed for a table laden with candies. They stood at one end and sampled sugar coated peanuts, chocolates that looked like shells, and other assorted goodies.

Owen picked up a round ball that looked like powdered sugar on chocolate.

“Don’t!” yelped Liv, but she was too late. The round ball went into Owen’s mouth and he sucked on it.

“What?”

“You don’t know what that was?”

“A piece of candy.”

She shook her head.

He got a little worried. What had he done now?

“It’s called a bourbon ball.”

“A what who?” his heart sinking.

“A bourbon ball. A quarter cup of bourbon to 24 balls. You just had a drink.”

“No! Wait a minute! You know that’s not fair.”

She just kept shaking her head sadly. “I tried to stop you.”

“But it’s a piece of candy!”

“You drank.”

“You can’t be serious!

On Monday, wearing tap pants and camisole under his suit, body bald, Owen went to work.

It turned him on.

The loose panties, the material rubbing against him…the camisole, silky and caressing on his upper body, especially keeping his nipples rigid…he was horny all day. Really horny.

“Honey! I can’t do this!” he complained when he got home.

“Do what?”

“Wear this stuff all day! It’s turning me on.”

Liv nodded. She knew it was, but the problem was that it was turning her on, too. When she had dressed him this morning, his cock throbbing, his skin outlined in feminine garments, she had felt herself growing moist. Real moist.

“Well, unfortunately, you’re stuck with it. And have you seen the latest on the white board?”

He went into the kitchen, satin rubbing on flesh the whole way. His boner running around in his pants like a race horse with jock itch.

Dress like a woman for a week.

“Oh, no,” he whispered, turning pale, and his cock getting even more excited.

He reached down, pushed his cock down, and Liv came up and stood next to him. Saw him pushing his cock down.

“Poor Owen,” she said.

“I can’t go to work like a woman.”

“Then don’t drink.”

“You don’t understand…they’ll fire me!”

“Actually, they won’t.”

“Why not?” he challenged.

“Who’s their best salesperson?”

“That has nothing to do with it.”

“You’re saying money doesn’t talk?”

“It does, but not in this case.”

“Furthermore,” she ignored his argument, “Companies can be sued for discrimination against people of other sexual preferences.”

“We’re talking about my job here! Not sexual preferences.”

“Plus,” she prepared to skewer him, “I talked to Beth, Tom’s wife. She runs HR and she said there would be no problem.”

“You…what…I…can’t…but…what…” he babbled on, mind totally disconnected from reality.

“So you see, hubby dear, the only thing standing between you and being a woman for a week is…you. Your drinking habits, to be sure. Don’t drink and you stay a man. Do drink, and…” she shrugged.

Owen was more determined than ever to not drink. When he drove home he took routes that avoided liquor stores. When he was invited to lunches he made his excuses. He poured out every bottle in the house, including Liv’s secret stash.

He was determined to live the straight and narrow. No more alcohol for him. He would be sober. He would overcome his addictive personality. There was no way he was going to dress as a woman. No matter what. No how. Nada.

Then came ‘Alcohol Saturday,’ and the end of life as he knew it.

Owen got up and went to the bathroom. He used a mouthwash.

At breakfast he had a smoothie consisting of bananas, apples and oranges. He also had a roll.

He added Stevia to his coffee.

He complimented Liv on a delicious breakfast. And he felt…weird. Like…almost high.

For lunch they went out and he ordered some braised chicken. Delicious. Again, he felt a strange lightheadedness afterwards.

For dinner Liv prepared beef tenderloin with a chocolate sauce. Owen had two helpings, pushed back, patted his belly and said, “Man! Is that good!”

“Thank you, honey. Now it’s time for the bad news.”

“What bad news.”

“Your mouthwash had alcohol sugar in it, your toothpaste had xylitol, which is a type of alcohol. Bananas, orange and apples all have alcohol in them. Natural, but…alcohol. Your roll similarly was made with alcohol in it. The braised chicken…the braising sauce is made with alcohol. And the beef tenderloin…”

“No!”

The beef tenderloin was made with a chocolate wine sauce.”

“You’re not serious!”

She watched him, her lips pursed, waiting for the shock to run its course. It did, and he blurted, “You set me up! You did this!”

“Guilty.”

“Then you can’ expect me to be a woman for a week!”

“Oh, I don’t.”

“I expect you to be a woman for the rest of our marriage.”

“WHAT!” his voice was a shriek.

She put her hand palm down and motioned.

He was upset, but he was also befuddled, and he knew that there was something more going on here. He listened.

“Honey, these past few weeks, how much alcohol have you drunk.”

He was suspicious, but he recounted: “Well, there was when I licked the cork and got carried away, after that a girl gave me a drink, but then it was bourbon balls, and this shit you pulled today.”

“So you have gone two weeks without seriously drinking. The only alcohol you ingested was inadvertent. An unknown mistake that you wouldn’t have done if you had known.”

He frowned. “Where are you going with this?”

“And how are you doing? Do you miss drinking?”

He thought about that. He wasn’t waking up with hangovers. He wasn’t in danger of getting a DUI. He wasn’t making a fool of himself around people. Even the bosses, that very day, had complimented him on his work ethic the past couple of weeks. And he hadn’t touched a drop of the obligatory cocktail sitting in front of his plate at the weekly meeting.

“I…”

“Are you happy?”

“I’m…I’m sober.”

“But are you happy?”

“I think so. I…yes.”

And why haven’t you been drinking?

That was an easy one. “Because I’ve been so worried about having to dress like a girl.”

“Yet the less you drink the more you turn into a girl.”

That confused him. “Wait a minute…”

“Let me cleanup that phrasing,”Liv said.

Owen waited, his head slightly tilted, a frown on his face.

She stated, “Wearing girly things takes your mind off of the need to drink.”

He started to say something but she held her hand up and concluded, “Being a girl is more fun than drinking.”

He opened his mouth, then stopped. Her words slowly sunk into him. There was a truth here that eluded him, that was obvious and plain to see, but was escaping him.

“Owen,” she took hold of his hand. “Are you horny?”

“Yes!” he stated emphatically. “We don’t fuck anymore, we just cuddle, and you play with me, and it’s driving me crazy!”

“Do you like it?”

His mouth was open to say something and he froze.

“Do you like being horny all the time?”

He did, but he couldn’t say it. But she saw that he did, so she continued. “And does wearing women’s underwear make you horny?”

“Well, I…uh…”

She grabbed him by the arms and looked right into his face. “Owen, would you rather be a woman? Or a drunk?”

He took his time answering, but finally admitted. “A woman.”

Liv nodded. Then here’s what you’re going to have to do. You can’t back into being a woman. You have to deserve being a woman. So instead of making you wear women’s clothes, or make up, or whatever when you drink, we’re going to change that to the longer you don’t drink the more woman we will make you.”

“You…we…you’re going to make me a woman?”

His mind was frazzled with this new thought. He was confused by feelings and sensations. He loved wearing tap pants and camisole, and wearing a teddy to bed. But…could he do more?

And now it wasn’t a punishment, it was truly a reward, and he understood why she had insisted on calling it a reward.

“So you’re going to…”

“You had alcohol all day. No, you didn’t know it. Yes, I fooled you. But I made my point. If you want to continue exploring what it is to be a woman, if you want to spend more time cuddling and loving, instead of fucking and rutting like a mindless squirrel, then you’re going to have to earn it.”

She reached for the whiteboard and the erasable pen. She wrote on the board, then turned it around so he could see it.

You will receive your reward today and be a woman.

If you want to take the next step,

if you want me to make you a woman complete,

then don’t drink for a week.

Avoid even these foods with alcohol in them,

and I will make you a complete woman.

He read her words. He was faint. He could feel his life teetering. But whereas before it was teetering out of control, now it was teetering to in control…in control of his wife.

He was going to have to give up certain things about being a man and…and change.

He liked being a man, but he saw the bad things he was doing. The drinking. Certain attitudes that seemed to have evaporated when he started to feminize.

As the words settled into his cranium Liv asked one last thing.

“Owen, when you get drunk and fuck me, do you enjoy that? Or do you even remember it?”

That question hit him like a sledge hammer. Did he enjoy sex when he got slobbery and literally forced himself on her?

When he rammed his penis in and out and squirted mindlessly, was it truly enjoyable?

Or was he like a rutting animal, divesting himself of need at the cost of another?

She saw the answer in his eyes, and very softly she asked one last time, “Owen, would you like to receive your reward?”

He was starting to tear up when he nodded his head.

They began his transition that morning. They began it, interestingly enough, by shopping.

Liv had some clothes that would fit him, and she had even purchased a few things, but he needed more.

So they headed for the mall. Her as a woman, him wearing tap pants and camisole under his clothes.

They visited lingerie shops and he bought a complete outfit of undergarments. Panties, bra, corset, tummy shapers, garters, nylons…everything.

Liv asked his advice freely, and made no secret of the fact that the things were for him.

Owen turned a bright red at first, but after a half hour of discussing bras and how they fit and how to correctly size cups, he was only a little red.

“You got me a bra, but I don’t have tits.”

She just smiled and led him into a medical store. Prosthetics. A half hour later they walked out with breast forms and chest glue.

They bought dresses. Summer dresses and culottes, evening dresses and simple robes. Some colorful and gorgeous, some utilitarian.

They stopped at a shoe store and bought him a complete selection of shoes. Sandals and pumps. Boots and high heels.

And, the make up store. By the time he was done there he was totally confused, and smelling like eight different perfumes, and even had light pink lipstick on his lips.

Out to the car, a quick drive through, then home again home again.

They unpacked his purchases and he quickly realized he had no place to put everything.

“Move your male clothes into the guest room.”

So he did, and then he found plenty of room for his girl clothes in his regular closet. While he was hanging things up Liv made an interesting remark.

“When you feel like a man you can sleep in the guest bedroom. When you feel like a woman you can sleep with me.”

During this whole time his belly felt like there was a lightening rod in it. And he asked, “When are we going to make love?”

She faced him squarely. “Infrequently, and always the way I want to do it.”

That shut him up. And excited him. And made him very, very thoughtful.

Mid-afternoon they began transforming him.

He bathed, spritzed himself with perfume, and began putting on underwear.

Panties and a bra and a corselet. A very short corselet that just wrapped around his mid-section, flared his hips and his pectoral area.

Liv helped him. She didn’t need to do much, but she kept up a running commentary, explaining things about wearing these types of clothes. 

He slipped his breast forms in and marveled at how stacked he was in the mirror.

Nylons and a dress. High heels. And he sat down at the vanity table and they began opening up and going over his cosmetics.

First were fingernails. Liv put those on him, showed him how to prepare and apply, how to shape and paint. She promised to do his toe nails the next day.

After his nails were done she started on his. face.

She cleaned one half of his face, moisturizing the skin and cleaning the pores. He did the other half of his face, and wasn’t given a pass until she was happy.

She primed one half, and he primed the other half, and this time she helped him. There’s a difference between erasing pore dirt and preparing a canvas.

Foundation, and that was even more difficult.

Then blush and eyes. Surprisingly, the eyes were easier for him. He was adept at fine detail.

Lipstick, and he thought his cock was going to blow up and go to orgasm heaven. His chest had felt like there was a shaft of white heat in it the whole time, but that final canvas, the lips, and he felt like he was going to heaven.

“Okay. Beautiful. Are you ready for a wig?”

He stared at his bald female face in the mirror and gulped and nodded.

She had tried to match his hair closely, and she applied glue and fastened his new hair in place. The difference to his appearance was crazy. He looked female. Totally.

He wore a pencil skirt and a blouse. He would have gone with a summer dress, but he wanted to wear what he might wear to work. All done, he inspected himself, and he was the young professional. Zowie.

Liv was proud and happy and couldn’t keep her hands off him. She kept smoothing his skirt, tugging at his blouse, and finally she sat down and plucked his eyebrows.

“I’m going to have a rough time going back to male,” he mentioned.

“So don’t,” she mentioned right back.

By five o’clock he was done, and in the mirror they posed. There was no way to tell them apart, femininely speaking. He was a woman.

“Okay, we have a couple of things to do before we quit for the night.”

“What’s that?”

“Hop in the car and I’ll tell you when we’re on the way.

He was surprised when they headed back to the mall.

He was nervous. He wasn’t good at walking with high heels, but Liv linked her arm with his and helped him. They walked back through the mall to a jewelry store and he breathed, “You’re going to get my ears pierced.”

“Bingo. Plus, you need a necklace or two, maybe a ring. Bangles. You want men to try to pick you up?”

“What?”

“Then it’s wedding ring time for you.”

He thought about that. Men trying to pick him up. He might be a woman in shape, he might be a cross dresser now, but he preferred women.

That week, every day he got up a couple of hours early and prepared himself for work. Full make up, outfit suitable for work, and he worried about his cock being a bit frisky.

At night he took off his face, laid out his clothes for the next day, repaired his nails, and thought about what he was doing, what he had to do.

That week was one he would remember forever, in spite of the fact that it went smoothly. People at work stared, which he expected, but the girls were outright supportive. Even gave him tips and hints about being a woman. The men were a bit stand offish, but when he entered the men’s room and whipped it out they started to come around. By the end of the day they were even joking about what he was doing.

Every day brought new challenges.

On the first day he learned how to work a computer with red talons on his fingers. Among other things.

On Tuesday some of the girls helped him repair his face, showed him little tricks to help make his cosmetics life easier.

On Wednesday he had a client who got upset. He simply turned the client over to one of the other fellows in the office and continued on.

Thursday he had a long meeting with HR, which was actually a boost. They wanted to know how he was doing, what they could do to help, any problems…he left with a song in his heart.

On Friday, before work, Liv presented him with a chastity tube.

“Lock it up?” he had protested.

“You want your boner showing?”

“Well, no, but I should have control of my cock!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. You’re not getting any sex anyway, and if there’s ever a real problem I’ll unlock you.”

“What about at work?”

“I’ll give Beth a key. If you have any emergency you just go to her.”

“What if I need to pee?”

“That’s not an emergency. You just sit down and do your business.”

He blinked, and worried, but it was a done deal. She had locked him up and simply kept the keys, and that was that.

His cock, of course, loved it. All day long it was trying to get hard, and he began to experience a whole new set of, and level of, frustrations.

He walked into work, gave Beth an envelope with a key in it, and waited until she grinned and said, “You betcha. We’re gonna have fun.” She actually took the little, gold key and put it on a necklace around her neck. It nestled between her sizable boobs and she laughed when he kept staring at it.

“Is that a key between your boobs? Or are you glad to see me?”

Mae West would have found that hysterical.

At lunch on Friday he was treated differently. There were eight people at the Friday meeting/lunches, and only two were women. Now there were three, and he found himself sitting between them. And they kept leaning in and whispering to him, treating him like one of them.

Interestingly, a drink was placed in front of him, and he had absolutely no interest. Didn’t want a drink at all. Asked for a Coke with a straw.

Even management was impressed by his degree of self control.

“Honey! I’m home!”

Liv came in from the patio and gave him a sweet and juicy kiss. He could taste his lipstick more than hers, and his cock started doing the rhumba.

“How was your day?” she tapped his cock cage significantly.

“I think we’re going to have to rethink this chastity tube thing.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. It’s just too tough. I’m erect all the time, at least trying to be erect. It’s hard to think, it’s hard to even drive.

She just leaned against the counter and smiled. “You’ll get used to it. Besides, you’ve been a dream all week long, and it’s because you’re horny. I want to keep you this way.”

“You don’t understand…I can’t stay this way. My cock is going crazy, and I…I need relief!”

“Oh, is that all!” She chuckled. “Well, it’s been a week, are you ready to be a complete woman? Are you ready to get your relief?”

“We’re going to fuck?”

“Absolutely. You have been a perfect woman all week. No drinking. You deserve a reward.”

A grin broke out on his face and he couldn’t stop it if he wanted.

“All right. I wrote your last reward on the white board.”

He turned to the table and looked at where the white board was hanging on the wall. His mouth opened in surprise, and he turned back slowly. “No.”

“Oh, yes. You’re going to do it. You need to. Otherwise all this has been for naught.”

“But it’s not…that’s too much…you—“

She touched his lips with a finger and he shut up.

“Do you know how different you’re acting?”

“Uh…I think so.”

“You have been well mannered. You’re no longer over bearing. You listen and speak considerately. I’d say that you’ve been a perfect man, but, really, you’ve been a perfect woman.”

He was about to say something but she cut him off.

“Honey, men have testosterone. They act like tigers, never retreat, ‘my way or the highway.’ They have no quit in them, and certainly no submit.

“Women are more balanced. They can be hard chargers, but they also have the ability to back up and look at a situation. They balance their aggression with submission. This past week you have achieved that. You have been more interested in learning how to be the other half than to remake the world as you would like it.

“If I don’t give you this final reward that will stop. You will eventually backslide. You’ll almost have to. We’re changing your behavior, but you still have that testosterone rumbling and grumbling and waiting to be heard. Demanding to be heard. Once we give you your final reward, however, you will understand, and you will be able to fight that occasional explosion of testosterone.

“So you see, honey, this has to be.”

A couple of weeks previous Owen wouldn't have seen the logic, he wouldn’t be able to give in, but now, after the last week, he could see it, and he knew Liv was right.

She took his hand and walked him into the bedroom. He followed along. Docile on the outside, a raging country of worry and ‘what ifs’ on the inside.

“How do we do this?” he asked.

“In the most degrading way we can,” she answered, which made him stare.

“Take off your high heels, and lean over and put your hands on the bed.”

Moving slowly, making himself move, he bent over the bed, leaned on his elbows. He could see Liv behind him. He watched as she dropped her dress and stepped out of it, then she put on the strap on.

He felt like his heart was going to pound right out of his chest.

She lifted his pencil skirt and he was able to spread his legs, she pulled his panties down and lubed him up.

He twitched as her fingers soothed his asshole and rubbed lubricant into it. It felt good. He had never been touched like that before, and suddenly he was sorry he hadn’t been.

She massaged his cheek with one hand and inserted a finger.

He gasped, jerked away, but she pulled him back and kept her finger inside him, swirling, reaming, spreading the lube on thick.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

“Don’t be scared, honey. Anal sex has been around since Adam and Eve.”

Still, he was scared. his asshole kept tightening up and he kept telling it to relax.

“Are you ready?”

A big gulp, and he nodded.

Slowly but inexorably she penetrated him. Her plastic peter moved inwards, and she kept wiggling and shifting and making it fill him.

“Oh…” he said. “Oh…”

Then he closed his eyes and focused on the delicious sensations erupting from his asshole.

Liv took her time, but eventually bottomed out. She was balls deep in him, holding on to his waist, and she began to slide in and out, giving little side motions so as to wiggle her cock inside him.

“Fuck!” his voice was small, and he started to understand. He wasn’t the fuckor, he was the fuckee. He was the bottom, and there was no way out of this melange of good feeling exploding inside his ass. He couldn’t summon up a magic potion of testosterone. He had a dick up his ass and there was only one thing he could do: submit.

He started to cry. Not because of the pain, but because of the joy of no longer being addicted to testosterone.

And he realized that that was the crux of his addicted personality. He was addicted to testosterone, and that made him addictable, and he was addicted to alcohol, and that was a cry for submission.

And that was why, when he started to become feminized, that his need to drink disappeared.

Liv noted his tears, but she wasn’t willing to stop. This had to be seen through.

“How are you doing, honey?”

“I’m good.”

“Are you really?”

“Please,” he begged. “Just keep fucking me.”

So she did.

END
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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

[image: ]

The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Addicted to Feminization!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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