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PART ONE

“Honey, I love you, but you have to knock this off.”

“Knock off what?” he asked.

“Knock off cumming,” I answered.

“What? Are you crazy? Why would I stop cumming?”

I looked up from the porcelain throne I was sitting on and sighed. “When you cum in me you make such a mess. You cum too much. It takes me forever to get all of your slime out of me.”

Ron shook his head, then turned and walked out of the bathroom. “We’re not done with this!” I shouted after him.

Ron and I had been married for several years. He’s a good guy, and I do love him, but the amount of cum he deposited in me, and very often, I was fed up.

I know I’m good looking. I know I have boobs that he salivates over, and maybe I shouldn’t dress so sexy, but, really, why can’t a man have a little self-control?

The sperm finally drained out of me, I got. up and stepped into the shower. I soaped up my boobs, shampooed my hair, and gave myself a little douche. The douche felt pretty good and I finished it off with a finger.

Finally, clean inside and out, I got dressed. Thong and a half bra. A blouse that would tickle my nipples and keep me horny all day. Garter and nylons, I love the feeling of those straps working on my skin. And a pencil skirt with a matching jacket. The jacket would rub my nips a little, too.

I looked in the mirror and…zowie! I was the real estate agent only a fool wouldn’t buy a house from. And I would have the flush of sexual excitement on my cheeks all day, and the men would get excited and whip out their pocket books faster than Wyatt Earp drew his pistol.

Now, a bit of make up, shadow those eyes so the orbs are scintillating and intoxicating and men couldn’t look away, and some bright, red whorish lipstick, and…double zowie! A face to make the wallet waggle!

I slipped on some high heels and sauntered down the hallway towards the kitchen.

Click, click, click!

Ron was at the sink and he turned his head when he heard my heels. He grinned and turned his body. He hadn’t gotten dressed yet, and I could see his apron rising up. Damn! Can’t that man think of baseball or something?

“Oh, baby. You are a turn on today.”

“Oh, knock it off, Ron. You know I have to go to work, and you already came.”

He sighed, reached under his apron and felt his now engorged cock. “I could come twice as hard now. I mean, babe, you are one sexy woman!”

“Just put the eggs on a plate and slide them over.”

He put a perfectly done egg on a plate, two strips of bacon, thick, with bubbles in them, a single piece of toast, buttered with jelly on the side, and placed it on the table.

I sat down and started eating.

“Ron,” I said, “I’m quite serious about limiting your orgasms.”

“Nah, you can’t be, honey. That’s a man’s right, to squirt his brains out. It’s how the species survives. Men provide an abundance of cum and some of that good stuff finds an egg, and…” he shrugged his shoulders.

“Be that as it may, you cum too much,” he smiled, “and we have to put a stop to it. I can’t be sitting on the toilet all day waiting for you to drip out of me. I can’t take showers and douche every time you fuck me. So you’re just going to have to get a little self-control.”

“Honey, you’re asking the impossible. A man produces semen, and he has to relieve the pressure.”

“So, in your eyes I’m nothing but a cum dump.”

“No!” And he actually got a hurt look. “Look, I love you, and the way you dress…you’re just asking for some serious love making. So, if you stop dressing sexy, then maybe I won’t be so turned on all the time. Okay?”

He grinned. He knew I couldn’t stop dressing sexy if I wanted to continue being the top sales person at my company.

Frowning, the situation still not settled, I finished my last bite of toast and headed for work.

And thought all the way.

Yes, Ron was great. But all that semen? Really. The man was out of control.

I sashayed into work, still frowning and my bestie, Shiela greeted me. “Hey, Alexis, how’s it…uh oh. What’s wrong with my little girlfriend?”

I sat down, bit a red nail, and said, “Ron cums too much.”

Shiela sat down next to me, in a chair used by customers, and chuckled. “Horndoglodocus, eh?”

I was blank on that one, and my face showed it.

“When a guy is too horny, can’t control himself. Has to squirt all the time.”

“Bingo!” I pointed a finger at her. “But he doesn’t just cum, he cums a lot!”

Shiela tilted her head. “How much does he cum?”

“Maybe a teaspoonful.”

“You know, that’s not that much.”

“It is when you have to clean it out of your pussy day after day after…” I gave a small shudder.

“Well, you could always de-sensitize his prick.”

“I could? Would that make him stop cumming?”

It would slow it down. Maybe if you did it enough it would stop it almost completely.”

Hmmm. This was food for thought.

I was tired of not being able to walk around the house without my man drooling all over the place. I mean, it was like he was a horny, little dog humping my leg and he needed to stoop. And, of course, there was the excessive cum that, once deposited, seemed to take hours to drain out.

De-sensitize. Hmmm. Yes. I would have to look into that.

I arrived home that night to a drippy, drooly sex fanatic, and that really pushed me over the edge. After dinner I locked myself in the office and started researching.

Most of the stuff I read had to do with premature ejaculation. That was okay. The things I read would work for a guy who cums too much, too.

First, Ron’s condition might have to do with the brain. I considered frontal lobotomy, but realized that I might end up with a vegetable who still had a rather persistent hard on.

Second, maybe his pecker was just too sensitive. Well, duh.

Third, he might have phimosis. His foreskin was too tight.

“Ron! Come here and drop your drawers.”

Happy hubby came to the door and undid his pants and waggled his weenie. Nope. Nothing too tight down there, foreskin was gone anyway. I handled his dick and wondered if maybe it was possible to put his foreskin back on. And maybe staple the top shut.

“Okay,” I said, and I shut the door.

“Hey!” he yelped, but it was too late. I was back on the computer and he was left with one of his typical erections.

The upshot of all this research was that I now knew he had an exact medical condition: Hyperspermia. Too much sperm. And there was a distinct program that I could have Ron follow to fix this.

“Ron!”

I swear, he must have been standing outside my door the whole time. At least, he was there that fast, and he was grinning and he was pulling down his zipper.

“Yeah, babe?” Lust, lust.

“Sit down.”

He sat, and frowned. He didn’t like my no nonsense attitude.

“Okay, hubby mine, there are several things we can do here. We can try them one at a time until you are cured.

“Cured?”

“Yes. You have hyperspermia, you cum too much, it is an actual medical condition.”

“I have a medical condition? Shouldn’t I see a doctor?”

“And pay money for that which we can do for free? Hah!”

“Oh.” he looked a little sad. But learning that cumming too much is a disease was probably hard on the poor fellow. After all, he had a lifetime of thinking that he was normal.

“Okay, first step is condoms with de-sensitizing medicine on it.. That should numb your penis enough, maybe you won’t cum.”

“But I like to cum!” he whined.

“Hyperspermia,” I responded.

“Look, it’ll be fun, and it’s better for you.” I didn’t know how much fun it would be, having your orgasms curtailed, but I was willing to find out. “And if that doesn’t work we can use a topical agent.

“Topical? Like I get to be in the top position?” he grinned. Sheesh. You can’t keep a good horn dog down.

“Topical like a cream that will help numb you.”

“I don’t like this word numb. It sounds like dumb.”

I shook my head and patted his hand. “It’s okay. We’re just trying to cure you of an unwanted condition.”

“But I want it!”

I ignored that last remark and said, “If that doesn’t work there are pills you can take.”

He looked very unhappy, so I added a couple of things. “Look, we could always get you a lobotomy, or maybe sever nerves to your penis. Would you like that?”

“Well, no!” He seemed aghast. Silly man. Didn’t he understand that I was doing this for his own good.

“Okay, first experiment. Go to the store and buy condoms. Make sure they have numbing agents on them.”

“Now?”

“You want to fuck or talk?”

That got him moving. He immediately smiled and headed for the door. Fifteen minutes later he was back.

“All right!” he exclaimed coming into the bedroom and tossing me a brown bag.

He had a half a dozen brands of condoms in the bag. None of them had de-sensitizers on them …oh, there was one.

“Okay, pants off.”

I looked up. He was already completely naked.

I grunted. Man, that was fast. “Give me your peeny.”

He walked forward, hips thrust out, his pecker waving in the air.

I took out a condom and held it to his penis. I began to push it back, to unroll it, and he let loose.

“Oh…fuck!” He groaned. Semen shot out, it bounced off the thin material of the rubber I was holding before I could even start to unroll it. It sprayed everywhere. It got over my hands, my arms. It coated my breasts. Some of it hit my face.

“Oh, my…God!” I blurted, wiping the thick, white fluid off.

He stood in front of me, gasping with the pleasure of it all.

“Can’t you control yourself?”

“Sorry, baby, you’re too sexy.”

“But I didn’t even…” I looked up at him. But you came this morning! And this time you didn’t even put it in me!”

“You just got me too excited. Maybe all this talk of me being numbed down made me horny.”

I stood up and went to the bathroom and had to take a shower. When I came out he was lying in bed, snoring peacefully. He was laying on his back and I was astounded to see that he had a big hard on! He had just cum…and he was already erect again? This was bad!

I didn’t even take the time to get dressed. I grabbed my cell phone and went out to the kitchen. Naked, my big boobs thrusting out, I stood in the kitchen and dialed Shiela’s number.

“Hello?” her voice sounded like she was just waking up.

“It didn’t work!”

“Huh? What? Alexis? What didn’t work?”

“First he was cumming too much. Now, when I tried to put a de-sensitizing rubber on him, he began squirting all over the place! And not only that, but he’s got a hard on again! Already! You have to help me!”

“Oh, my gosh. His disease has accelerated.”

“What?”

“His horndoglodocus has become priapism!”

“Pre-what-ism?”

“He’s hard all the time! I don’t know if just putting a rubber on him will work!”

“But…but…”

“Look, while he’s sleeping, before he wakes up and goes out of control and cums again, you need to put topical agent all over his cock. Pack it on, put the cream in a rubber and put it on him.”

“And this is medically sound?”

“We’re way beyond medicine, girlfriend. I’ve read about this stuff on the net. You need to save his life! If he has priapism too long he might…he might…DIE!”

Oh, my God!

I stood up and realized there were some kids, horny 15 year olds, peeking in the kitchen window. The way their shoulders and arms were moving it was obvious what they were doing.               Heysoos! Does every male in the world have horndoglodocus?

Well, of course they did. But I could only worry about one right at the moment.

I went to the front door, leaned out—the three teenagers froze, their hands on their stiff cocks, and stared at my lush boobs—and I turned the sprinkler system on.

“Hey!”

“Wait!”

And the three boys went tripping across the lawn, one of them slipping and falling.

I turned off the the sprinkler and went back into the house. I opened the closet door in the foyer and took out my raincoat. I didn’t want to take the time to get dressed. Ron’s life was at stake!

I grabbed my car keys, and thirty seconds later was zooming down the street.

I walked into the all night pharmacy and quickly found a cream that would help. Right next to the rubbers. They advertised things like, ‘Make your man last all night long!’

I grabbed a couple of big tubes and paid for them.

The clerk, who had looked like he was a zombie that was asleep, suddenly perked up and stared at me. Oh, crap. The rain coat had drifted apart and he was getting a good look at my ta tas.

Damn. Another victim of horndoglodocus.

I pulled the rain coat closed, and he stared harder, and gulped, then groaned. Pulling my raincoat tight had emphasized my stick out nipples.

We both looked down at his crotch at the same time.

The front of his pants was bulging rhythmically, and little spurts of semen were coming through the material. His knees were giving way and he held on to the counter.

“Heysoos wept acid rain!” I snarled. “Does every man have horndoglodocus?”

And, the answer: yep.

I grabbed the tubes and walked away in disgust.

Behind me the clerk almost fell down. Disgusting. He needed somebody to look after him. But not me. I already had my own horndoglodocus to fix.

I returned home and found Ron still sleeping. Heck, he would probably sleep till dawn. Stupid man. He had gotten his rocks off and that was all there was.

I took out a tube and a special de-sensitizing rubber. I slathered the goop on his hard cock, I filled the reservoir of the rubber with more cream, and I unrolled the thing down his penis.

Man, I got it good. There was a ton of the de-sensitizing cream in the de-sensitizing condom. If his dick felt anything, it would only be with a hammer.

Then, happy with myself, I went to sleep.

About four in the morning I heard Ron groan.

“Shut up,” I grunted.

“My dick!”

Hunh. His dick. Now what was wrong with his penis? Leave it to a man… I rolled over and turned on the light.

Ron’s prick was swollen, like it was longer, and wider, and it looked angry. And…it was throbbing.

“What the…”

SPLAT! The sound was like a balloon popping, which was sort of what it was. He had managed to cum, and he had cum so hard and fast that he broke the condom.

Spurt! Spurt! Spurt! His white goo shot into the air. It got on the ceiling, on the walls, and…sigh…it got on me. On my boobs, in my hair, all over my face.

“Heysoos!” I snapped.

Ron moaned as the semen explosion turned into a heavy flow.

“Can’t you control yourself?”

“What is this stuff on my dick? What is this…is this a rubber?”

He held up the mangled remains of the ruptured condom. The flow of semen from his penis had dwindled to a thin bit of gruel.

“It was an attempt to cure you,” I stated. I was disgusted by the obvious failure of the de-sensitivity cream and the condom.

“Well, crap, that wasn’t pleasant.”

After a bit of talk, mostly him being disgruntled by being woken up in such crude manner, we went back to sleep.

And, damn, in the morning he rolled over and wanted to fuck!

“Shiela, this is driving me crazy!” I was at work, and I told Shiela of the night’s adventures and mishaps.

“Wow,” she finally commented. “I’ve never heard of such a severe case of horndoglodocus.”

“But what am I going to do? At first he was just cumming too much. Now he’s gone priapic, he wants to fuck everything and anytime, and he’s squirting even more of that baby batter!

“Have you ever considered renting him out?”

I blinked. “To who? For…for sex?”

“Well, there’s that, but I was actually thinking about a fertility clinic. You know, a healthy male can make up to a thousand bucks a month giving sperm at a sperm bank.”

My eyes shut and opened. A thousand dollars? Just for something that he gave away for free?

“Where do I go to find out?”

“I don’t know. The yellow pages?”

Since the yellow pages didn’t really exist anymore, I googled, ‘nearest sperm bank.’

“Wow! There’s one just a couple of blocks over!”

“There you go. Take your horn dog over there, hook him  up, and collect cash on your way out.”

At lunch I gad a quick bite, then I took Ron over to the sperm bank.

“Do I have to do this?”

“Absolutely. Don’t you want to make a hundred bucks a month?”

Well, a girl is entitled to a little profit, right?”

I left him there and returned to work.

I made money at work that day, even though I was thinking of other things, it doesn’t matter what you think of when the customer is thinking of only one thing. I sold a house, wrapped up a few loose ends, and headed for home.

“Honey! How’d it go?”

“Oh, okay.”

“What? You’re not doing flips. Why not?”

“They said I didn’t cum enough, for starters.”

“What!” I shrieked. “You don’t cum enough? Did you jack off before you went there?”

“No. I swear. But it was hard to get excited.”

“Why?”

“Well,” he looked down a bit abashed, then he looked up. “You weren’t there. It’s you I love. It’s you I get all excited about!”

“But…oh, crap!” I sat and thought. To get hung up on such a small point. I mean, a dick is a dick, a cum is a cum, so what was this love crap?

“Okay,” I finally said. “We’re going back there tomorrow, and I’ll  be with you. We’ll show those idiots what cum is.”

Ron seemed to perk up, and he asked, “Say, do you think we could get a little practice in right now?”

“Are you kidding? Save it for tomorrow!”

The next day I took off at noon again. I picked up Ron and we headed for the sperm bank.

We walked in, me first, and I strode right up to the front desk. “You saw my husband yesterday.”

The girl behind the counter looked a bit nervous, but she recognized Ron. “Hi, Mr. Johnson.”

“We need to give you another sample.”

“We…but…we have one already.”

“Well, throw it out. He didn’t give enough sperm, so we’re going to do it again.”

“We don’t really work like—“

“Give me a cup. Which room do you want us to do this in?”

“But we don’t judge on quantity…it’s more of—“

I leaned over the counter and grabbed a sample cup. “Now which room do we go to…or is he going to have to do it right here?”

“Uh, honey?”

“Quiet, Ron. I’m talking business.”

“But…you…”

“Which room?”

Finally, the girl showed us to a room. “But the doctors won’t—“

“Just close the door and get a mop, little girl.”

We entered the room and Ron looked around. There was a chair, a bench of sorts, and a table with magazines. I sniffed at the pictures of big boobed women and began taking off my clothes.

Ron gulped and grinned.

“Get your panties off, bozo!” I snapped. I was hoping to get back to work.

“But, I thought…maybe we could use the table?” he looked at me hopefully.

“You have got to be kidding. Sperm up my pussy does us no good. You’re going to have to fill this jar!” I handed him the sperm sample container.

“Oh, well, okay.”

He dropped his drawers and his pecker poked straight up at me. My, God! The thing was like a dowsing rod to pussy.

Well, my pussy especially, but…you know what I mean.

Ron started stroking himself. He was staring at me, so to help him along I put one hand on a tit and squeezed it towards him. That was all it took.

“Oh…fuck! Fuck!” He held the little bottle up quickly, but even at that he missed the first and biggest squirt, but it didn’t matter. He kept squirting and it was like his cock was a faucet that had been turned on. Big spurts of semen squirted into the container, and the level of sperm rose and rose. Inch by inch. The container was 4 ounces, and within thirty seconds sperm was slopping over the rim. It splashed down on the floor for a few seconds, then he was done.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “That was good.”

“It looks like it,” I looked down at the puddle on the floor. Crap. He had started out at a teaspoonful of cum, which is twice as much as the normal output. But then he had gone priapic, and now…damn! There must be 6 or 7 ounces inside and slopping over the four ounce container.

He handed it it to me, and I grabbed a couple of tissues to hold it, and took it out to the front desk.

The girl behind the counter gave a big blink. I guess she expected us to be in there for a while. Ron had been in just the day before, there was the normal recovery period, and maybe tomorrow he might…I say ‘might’…be ready to go again.

But we had been in the room for less than three minutes, and I placed the sloppy sample on the counter. Sperm was dripping down the sides and getting on her counter.

“Ew!” she muttered, then she pulled on a latex glove, put a top on the thing, and marched away.

Ron came out, all zipped up and looking like he wanted a cigarette. Until he saw me. Then he looked like he wanted to cum again.

“Did you give her the, uh…sample?”

“Yep. Let’s get out of here.”

That night Ron was a little depressed. We had dinner, and I was reading a book, and he came in and sat down and sighed. I looked over my reading glasses at him and said, “What?”

“I don’t know. It just seems that you’re making a big to do about all this.”

I put my book down. “I’m just looking out for your health.”

“Yeah, but…I feel fine. And so what if I cum a little extra? It’s not like it’s a toxic substance or something.”

I had to smile at that. I could just see a hazmat team rolling up because Ron had had an orgasm. Or calling 911, ‘Hello? Could you send a car out? My husband is about to cum.’

He smiled wanly, “It’s all because I love you too much, you know. That can’t be that bad.”

“Oh, honey. It’s not that…it’s just that when a man cums as much as you do…” I patted the couch next to me and he came and sat down next to me. “When a man cums that much you have to wonder what he is depleting in his body. Are you going to be shorting your blood supply? Are your lymph nodes going to burst? There’s dangerous consequences here. Rub my feet, will you?”

He moved back a bit and I raised my legs and put my feet in his lap.

“You mean like that old rumor of a guy who’s cock is so big that when he gets a hard on so much blood rushes into his cock he suffers from blood loss to the brain and faints?” He massaged my feet gently, running his hands along the muscles and kneading my foot with his fingers.

“That’s exactly what I mean. Sperm is said to have a ton of nutrients, so if all those nutrients are going out your cock, where are they coming from? Is your liver getting shorted? Your kidney?” He was up to my ankles now, stroking my legs, and it felt so good. It was so nice to have my feet rubbed. I’m on them all day and…it felt good.

“But there’s no scientific proof of what you’re saying. And I’m healthy. I pee okay so my kidneys are functioning. I burp and fart and I suffer no loss of energy…what more do you want?” He was rubbing my thighs now, his strong hands slid up and down, and it was making me warm all over.

“You just think you’re healthy,” I pointed out. Sometimes people can feel fine and not know what’s going on inside. Why, my grandmother used to—I stopped. He had touched my pussy, and I felt an electric shock go through me. I looked at him reproachfully. “You’re trying to make me horny!”

He grinned. “Look at your face. It’s all flushed. I succeeded I made you horny. What you going to do about it?”

I went to push his hands away, but being horny makes a woman weak. He brushed my hands aside and slithered up my body. Suddenly he was holding me, massaging my breasts, kissing me.

I couldn’t help myself. I kissed him back. I reached down to grab his cock, but he stopped me. “Not until I’m in you,” he stated forcefully.

Oh, no. A gallon of sperm inside me, leaking out, dripping down my legs. I groaned, but…I was now officially horny.

“Why don’t you just tickle me off,” I suggested.

“Not on your life. I’ve been jacked and my cock has been creamed and condomed…and it’s time for you to meet your wifely obligations.

“Oh, crap!” I muttered, but he took my hand and pulled me off the couch.

I wanted to pull back, but my own body betrayed me. I had wanted to push him away, but I now wanted him.

We entered the bedroom and he began undressing me, all while his hands roamed, brushed my nipples, squeezed my buns, and he kissed me. His lips were soft and gentle but not to be denied.

I couldn’t help myself. I kissed him back voraciously. Oh, how could I have let this happen? But, men, they are so sneaky.

He removed the last of my clothes and I stood there, shivering with desire. Damn, he may cum too much, but he had such a nice cock.

He pushed me back on the bed, lifted my legs up and straightened them and spread them.

I moaned as he climbed onto the bed. He took his time, working my body over, and I really expected him to prematurely cum. But, wouldn’t you know it, when I wanted him to he didn’t.

He sucked at my pussy, making me hotter and hotter, getting me wetter and wetter. He moved up to my nipples and sucked, even as his fingers roamed around my pussy, inserted, and began finger fucking me.

I moaned and raised my breasts, then my pussy, to meet his insistent demands.

Then he was between my legs, holding his penis, touching it to my core. How had he managed not to cum yet?

Then, a swift push, and he was in. I gasped, I couldn’t breath, and then, one stroke, and…SPURT!

“OH!” he shouted. “Fucking…oh!”

I could feel his semen inside me, spurting like a garden hose. If I had thought his output at the sperm bank was much, it was nothing compared to this. And he kept squirting and squirting, and there was no room left inside my pussy, and he didn’t just drool out the sides of his shaft…he spurted out the sides of his shaft!

Big, long squirts. Squirts that shot over the length of the bed and splattered across the floor and on the mirrored closet door. White semen drizzled down the glass, and slowly, slowly, he began to ease off. His hips stopped jerking so hard, his weenie stopped shooting and just dribbled, but it was toe late. I had been slimed.

Disgusted, I got out of the bed and walked to the bathroom. Every step I took sperm dripping out of me, big gobs of sperm. I sat down on the toilet and just sat there as his baby batter ran out of me.

And there was a lot of it.

And it took a long time.

And I knew I was going to have to do something.


PART TWO

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Johnson, but your husband doesn’t meet our requirements.”

I stared at the phone with a disagreeable expression on my face.

“But why not?”

“Well, the first sperm sample you gave us, that was to our standards, it had the right amount of protein, nutrients, everything. A very healthy man, your husband.”

“So?”

“But the second sample was like the same amount of nutrients were spread out through a larger amount of sperm. This diluted the quality of his sample, so, I’m sorry.”

I hung up the phone. Crap. If I hadn’t made him give that second sample we would be in the bucks right now.

I sat there and thought.

In the background I had the TV on, and it was talking about some scandal in Washington. Something about illegal aliens having undue influence on the government.

Hunh! As if I cared. I had more important things to worry about than illegal aliens. I had a husband who came too much.

“Ron?” I finally called out.

Ron and his grin entered the room, and that meant his dick wasn’t far behind.

“It’s time to see a real doctor.”

“Oh,” his expression fell.

“Let’s get to the bottom of this.” So I called his doctor and made an appointment.

“Good afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. Johnson. How are we today?”

“Unless ‘we’ have worms, I’m fine,” I answered.

The doctor blinked. He was a staid white coat with glasses and a large bald spot.

“No,” he said. “I wasn’t being social, I mean, what is wrong that you’re here today?”

Oh.

“Ron cums too much.”

“By cums…you mean ejaculates?”

“Yes.”

“How much sperm do you produce, Mr. Johnson?”

“Yesterday he spit out probably six or seven ounces.”

The doctor blinked. “Well, that is a bit much. I’d like to get a sperm sample. I’ll send a container home with you so—“

“Can he just cum now and get it over with?”

“Can…but I thought you said he ejaculated yesterday?”

“I told you he cums too much. He’s ready to go right now.”

The doctor looked dubious, but he handed Ron a cup and took us to an exam room. “Just come back to my office when you’re done.”

He left the room and I turned to Ron. “Let’s go.”

He sighed and took down his pants and held the cup in one hand and his cock in the other.

He began to stroke, so I turned around and lifted my dress. He took one look at my round ass, and that was all it took.

“Oh…fuck!” He was quicker today, and he started to fill the cup. Within seconds it was almost overflowing. I saw another cup on a counter and grabbed it and handed it to Ron.

“Uh…uh…yes…”

He almost filled the second cup before he was done. I saw some lids so I screwed them on.

Ron tucked himself in, grinned, and walked out the door. The doctor was at the end of the hall talking to one of his nurses. From the look on his face I figure he was thinking that Ron hadn’t been able to cum.

Ron and I walked down to his office.

A half a minute later the doc walked in, a bit of know it all satisfaction on his face. The satisfaction stopped, and his jaw dropped, when he saw the two cups on his desk.

“You…both…he…” he stuttered, then shut up. Finally, “That does seem to be a lot. Let me run it through the lab and we’ll see what we see.”

Ron and I walked out of the doctor’s office. In the waiting room several people were waiting, and watching a news channel. “The president has denied rumors of alien infestation of the White House and…” Then we were out the door. Illegal aliens in the White House. So what.

All the way home I was thinking and thinking and thinking. We walked into the house and I told Ron, “Make us some drinks. I’ll be on the patio.”

A minute later Ron brought out a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Mmmm. Talk about nectar. I sipped and motioned him to sit.

“Well, Mister, it’s time to address this problem head on.”

“You still think I have a problem.” He spoke dourly.

“I know you have a problem. The sperm bank, the doctor, it’s pretty obvious they think that your output of jizz is a bit too much.”

“So what are you planning to do?”

“Well, I think we need to stop your hard ons.”

“Stop my…I don’t think that’s a good idea. How are you planning on doing that?”

“I looked on the internet last night, and there’s a couple of ways. First, we could buy you a chastity tube.”

“A chastity who?”

“It’s a little cage that fits over your cock, restricts unwanted activity.”

“But, I tell ya, I want this activity!”

“Yes, that is the devious nature of your disease. You think you want it…and then it’s too late.”

“What’s too late?”

I ignored his question. “So, would you like me to order a chastity tube? Or maybe we could just put a leather strap around the base of your cock. It’s called a cock ring. That should stop your cock from getting hard.”

“I don’t want either of those things!” He stood up, and he was a very unhappy man.

“Well, you’re going to have one or the other. If you want to leave it up to me…”

“Yeah.  Right. You choose.” He walked out.

I frowned. I knew I was doing the right thing, and men don’t really know what is good for them, so I would have to choose. Later that night I went to a Sex Store and picked out a cock ring. A cock ring was a couple of bucks. A chastity tube could be a couple of hundred. Picking out the right sized cock ring I smiled. Not only would I be saving Ron’s life, but I would be saving money. Does he have a smart wife or what?

As I left the store somebody turned up a TV and I heard a snippet of the latest news. “…president is guilty of biological warfare. The entire epidemic was careful planned and…” the door shut behind me.

Stupid aliens. Coming across the border with all those diseases. Well, I had more important things to worry about. Like how to bell the cat. Or, in this case, cock ring the hubby.

“Honey, I’m feeling pretty good. And I am so sorry if it seems I’ve been picking on you the last couple of days.”

Ron melted easily, and I fed him a bourbon and Coke and massaged his back.

He smiled, and we sipped, and I led him deeper into my web.

“I tell ya, there’s nothing wrong with me,” he said.

“I know. And if there was, maybe another bourbon and Coke would cure you.”

“Oh, yeah. I can go for that kind of cure.”

It was getting late, a little too late for drinking, but when a beautiful woman asks you to drink with her, whacha gonna do? Eh?

So we drank a couple of drinks, he got nice and lubricated, and I led him back into the bedroom.

In the bedroom I did a little strip tease, tossing my dress across his face, then my bra, and finally my panties.

Oh, baby, he was feeling good. He yelled and hoorahed and whipped that bra around his head and tossed it, and then we were on the bed.

That’s the trouble with sex. It always feels so good. We had been having a lot of sex, every day, plus his jack offs, and it still felt good. I pushed him back on the bed, sat down on him and didn’t move.

“Don’t move,” I asked him. “I know if we move you’re gonna shoot. So let’s just give me a moment of a cock, make it last, and then I’ll at least have something.”

“Gee, honey, I’m sorry that I shoot so fast. I know I haven’t been giving you your proper amount of cums.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “I know how difficult this must be for you. just hold still now.”

He was gasping for breath. The poor boy wanted to move in the worst possible way. “I’m…I’m gonna cum.”

“Okay, honey, go ahead.”

He didn’t even move. He just spurted, and it was so hard I thought he might actually lift me into the air. Big squirts, long squirts, his eyes rolled back in his head.

I held on, held him up, and, finally, my pussy an oozing mess, I let him lay back.

“Oh, man,” he mumbled. “That was…that…good.”

I got off him and he slipped into a deep slumber.

I headed for the bathroom, leaving a snail trail behind me. I sat on the toilet, I douched, I took a shower, and when I came out he was laying on the bed, face up, his big penis like a rocket ship ready to take off.

I smiled and went to my dresser and took out a cock ring. It had three settings. I put it around his cock right up against the pubic area.

I tried the first setting. Fine, but…I could feel his cock throbbing.

I tried the second setting, and his cock laid there, but…I felt the third setting, the tightest one, was the one. I snapped it closed then put the little padlock through the hasp.

His cock was rigid, but it wouldn’t get any more rigid. He was now effectively controlled, and I could relax.

I brushed my teeth, took my time and put some cream on my skin, and I laid down next to my husband.

His cock was hard, but now it was under control. No more drippy drooly mess coming from it. No more explosions of sperm. And, for that matter, no more messy jacking off, and even sweeter, I could fuck him to my heart’s content, and he wouldn’t be able to cum. I would get my cum, and I wouldn’t be cleaning squirtem off the ceiling.

Zippity do dah!

I had gone to bed later than Ron, and so I was in a deeper sleep. I didn’t hear him moving around. I didn’t hear him get out of the bed and go to the bathroom, I did feel him when he got back in bed. I felt his big cock press between my buttocks, and I heard him say, “What have you done to me?”

I smiled, half asleep, and said, “Cured you.”

“It…it’s too much. It feels like I’m going to explode!”

“Nonsense. Now hold me,” I pushed my butt back and felt his cock wedge between my cheeks. God, it felt so good. “Go to sleep. Maybe we can fuck in the morning.”

We awoke. Well, I awoke. He was already awake.

He was awake and his eyes were big and bright.

His cock…it was harder than I’d ever felt it, and it was big and poking into me.

“How’d you sleep, honey?” I rolled over and gave him a kiss.

“I didn’t,” he muttered. His voice sounded a little strangled, but, oh well, he was just getting used to his new situation.

“Can you take this off me?”

“Oh, no. Not until we know you’re not going to be making big cummies all over the place.”

“I’m not.” His voice sounded like a python was wrapped around his neck. “Believe me, I’m not.”

“Well, let me be the judge of that.”

I hopped out of bed, turned, opened my mouth to say something, then laughed.

Oh, the look of desperation on his face. It was so cute.

“Honey…”

“Lay on your back,” I suggested.

He did, and I have never seen his cock stand up so straight and tall.

I climbed onto the bed, then I climbed on him. I grinned and squatted over his tool.

“Oh, honey,” I said. “I like you like this.”

He just groaned, and I slid down his pole.

Oh, it was bigger than I remembered. One more benefit of a good cock ring. I began to go up and down. Oh, the luxury of a good fuck, and I had been denied so long. But no more of his quick and excessive cumming. Now it was my turn!

I bounced, twisted, and grabbed his nipples.

He howled, tried to get my fingers loose, but I had a grip on him.

He wiggled, tried to dislodge me, all of which caused his cock to twist and move around inside of me.

Oh, it was incredible. Best fuck of my life, and, finally, the best cum of my life.

Oh, I squirted. I orgasmed. I died the little death.

My hips kept twitching, my thighs contracted until I couldn’t hold on any longer. With a screechy sort of a sigh I fell to the side. His dick bent, which he complained hurt, but, that was okay. I had finally gotten my long desired orgasm. And in spades.

I lay next to him, on my side, cuddled up and dazed by the force and the awesomeness of it all.

Ron was crying.

I rolled back over and dried his eyes. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

He sobbed and held on to me. “It hurts!”

“You just have to go through it. It’ll get better once you have your cums under control. Believe me. You’ll feel a lot better.”

`He didn’t believe me, of course, and he kept begging me for the key, but I held firm to my ideals. I would cure my husband, no matter how much it hurt him.

I finally got up, stretched, and felt marvelous. What a way to wake up to the day, right?”

I slipped into my panties and adjusted a sexy bra. Once again my rather abundant boobies were pointing at the world.

I pulled on a garter, then unrolled some stockings. My legs were  super good looking.

Then a pencil skirt and a blouse and jacket. Once again I was in my sexy uniform, ready to go out and collect money from the world.

I headed out to the kitchen and made a quick breakfast. Ron came slouching out when I was almost done.

“I cooked you some sausages. Have some oatmeal. I have to go.”

Oh, the expression on his face. So sad. But I patted his cheek and headed out. Yes, he was hurting, but…he would get through it, and he would come out better in the end. A man in control of himself, of his cock, and therefore a blessing to womankind.

Shiela knew things had taken a turn for the better with just one glance at me. The swing in my step, the flush in my cheeks, the gleam in my eyes: I was the ruler of the world!

“What happened, girlfriend! Tell me!”

“Well, I figured out how to cure Ron.”

“Oh, my gosh! He’s not going to be squirting his seed all over the place? Tell me! How did you do it?”

“It was actually pretty easy,” I said. “I merely had to choose between a chastity tube and a cock ring.”

“A who and a what?”

So I explained the differences, what I had learned on the net, and how I had already experienced some of the benefits.

“I tell ya,” I whispered happily. “Once your man is done cumming it is a real load off. No more cleaning the drapes. No more blotting up cum splatters on the floor. You just lay back, get your cum, and…zippity do dah!”

I laughed, but Shiela had a frown.

“What? What’s the matter?”

“Well, I don’t want to rain on your parade.”

“Oh, hell. Every party loves a pooper. Go ahead.” I didn’t think there was anything she could tell me that might worry me.

“Well, it seems like that might be a little harsh. I mean, I thought you meant to discourage him, maybe get him to cum less, put a little discipline in on the lad. But…to stop him up. I think that…well, his body has to, uh, cycle through. He eats food he’s got to crap. He builds sperm, he’s got to get rid of it. Even if he is delayed, at least he finally gets rid of it. But to have all that sperm stored up inside him, and to not be able to get rid of it at all. Don’t you think he might be in danger of, well, being stopped up? Like a drain?”

“Hunh!” I grunted. Heck, she helped me get started on this, and now she really was raining on my parade. “He’s cum so much before this that he’s probably severely depleted.”

Shiela frowned, but she said, “Well, maybe. I mean, he’s your man, so you probably know best.”

“I do,” I announced. “Now, let’s get to work. Have you called Mr. Hanley back?”

So we bent to our work, and, like magic, the money came in.

I showed houses. I called clients. I closed a couple of deals on downtown condominiums. it was a wonderful day, and I never felt so sexy.

The idea that Ron might be backed up was silly, and I felt so empowered by taking control of the situation. And I felt sexy, and powerful, and as I met with people and talked and finagled and arranged deals I was aware of how my sex was driving me. I walked into a room and everybody paid attention. I walked down the halls and my click, click, click garnered immediate attention.

It was truly wonderful.

I worked late, past dinner, into the night. Money, money, money. And, finally, about nine o’clock, I was done.

Sighing, I grabbed my purse and headed for the door. I was almost out when my cell rang. Thinking it might be one last deal to be closed, I answered.

“Alexis Johnson.”

“Alexis, the news, quick.” It was Shiela.

“I’m almost out the door.”

“Go back to the lunchroom. Turn on the TV, channel seven.”

A furrow between my brows, I made a u turn and headed for the lunch room.

“What is going on that I need to go watch TV? I need to get home. I’d like to check on Ron and—“

“That’s it! It’s Ron.”

“Huh? What about Ron?”

“Are you there, yet?”

“Yep,” I stepped into the lunchroom. It was quiet, everybody gone home, and I turned on the light switch and picked up the TV remote.

“Turn on the TV.”

“It’s on. It’s warming up. What is happening?”

The TV came to life and I moved a chair with one foot and plopped down in it.

On the TV was a picture of a pair of hairheads, a man and a woman. Behind them was a picture of the White House. Looming over the White house was a flying saucer and a drawing of one of those green alien guys with the big eyes.

“What the…” I started to say, then I focused on what the hairheads were saying.

“So there is definite proof that the president is a puppet, and that aliens have been pulling the strings.”

Aliens? And my mind flipped over the last couple of days, seeing the TV at odd times and hearing incomplete snippets. Aliens? I thought they had been talking about illegal aliens…from across the border, trying to get past the Trump wall.

They had been talking about real aliens? Aliens from space? Like in Orson Welles radio broadcast decades ago?

But…but…aliens?

“Yes, Marsha. Definite proof. There is even video footage of the behind the scenes deals the president has been making with the aliens.”

“The president has claimed everything he was doing was to protect the American people.”

“Doesn’t quite jive with the transcripts we’ve read, does it?”

Aliens?

“And what about this biological warfare? Do you think it is as serious as scientists say?”

“Well, Marsha, as a man I am a little concerned.” He looked at the camera, “For our viewing audience, let’s go over the manifestations of this new biological weapon that has been unloosed upon the world.”

“Good idea, Tom. The effects of this new weapon come in several stages. First is the increased semen output.”

“Exactly, and if any of our audience has increased semen output you are cautioned to not panic.”

“That’s right. Don’t panic, if you don’t do anything the effects will peak, then lessen, and you will actually be free from the effects. The excessive semen will stop and you will be back to normal.”

Tom took over again, “If you are unduly infected, or if you try to somehow affect the production of excess semen, the second stage will occur. This is the priapic stage.”

Marsha: “This may be terribly embarrassing, but if you are experiencing the priapic stage, which means you are abnormally suffering erections, then the cure, again, is to do nothing. Don’t panic. Don’t take medicine or do anything to interfere with this stage of the sickness. It will pass.”

“And if you have done something, you must…MUST…see a doctor as soon as possible. Only quick medical intervention will stop the eventual final stage of this terrible biological weapon.”

“Viewers are warned that these next images are pretty graphic. Please have children leave the room.”

A moment, then a series of images flashed across the screen. I took a step back, as if I had been walloped in the face. And, in truth, I had been.

I dropped the remote and I turned and ran.

I ran through the building, kicking off my high heels so I could run faster.

I pushed on the front door and ran, and didn’t even stop to lock it.

Ron! Ron might be…Oh, no!

I got into the car and headed out of the parking lot.

I have never driven so fast in my life. For a miracle, no cop stopped me, and I didn’t hit anybody, and shortly I was home. I skidded into the driveway. I pulled the emergency brake and put it in park before the car was completely stopped. I opened the car door and ran for the house.

“Ron! Ron!”

I burst through the front door.

It was quiet, except for a moaning sound coming from the bedroom.

“Ron?” I dropped my purse and hurried down the hallway.

I entered the bedroom.

Ron was on the bed, his cock swollen to twice its size. I could hardly see the cock ring for the bulging flesh.

“My penis hurts!” he managed.

I rushed to him, and realized the key was still in my purse. And I had left my purse in the front room!

“Oh, my God!” I ran down the hallway, grabbed my purse and began digging through it as I hurried back.

Ron was trying to stand up when I re-entered the bedroom.

“Ron, don’t stand…just wait!”

“It hurts!” He sobbed. The look in his eyes was desperate. His hair was a mess, but it was that gigantic penis that worried me the most. I had to get him out of the cock ring. I had to get him to a hospital.

I dug through my purse, searching. I had thought the key was cute, being so small, but now I was unable to find it.

Finally, I pulled out the key. “Aha!”

Ron was bent over, looking up at me.

“Lean back, honey. I’ll help you.”

He leaned back, and I knelt and raised the key.

But the cock ring was nearly obscured by rolls of swollen cock flesh.

I reached under a roll and fumbled for the lock. I got it. I moved the key and…

SPLAT!

His cock burst! It was like a hot dog left in a microwave too long! It just split open, exploded, and meat and blood filled the air.

Blood splattered my face and I fell back, stunned and shocked.

“Ahhh”! groaned Ron. He slid off the edge of the bed and slumped on the floor.

I stared down at the ruin of my man, and knew despair.

I had done this.

I had thought he was cumming too much.

I had tried to stop it.

I had, finally, blocked his cock with the ring, and…and it had exploded.

I had done this.


EPILOGUE

Months have passed since the world became aware of the alien attack. Months of therapy and counseling, and reconstructive surgery.

Ron had nothing left, and decided to become a woman. It was that or become a eunuch. As a trans woman he would at least be able to have sex. He’s already bought a dildo.

The aliens are encountering much resistance from the citizens of planet earth.

Whether a person becomes a woman, indeed, loses his manhood, is a personal choice. It is not something that an alien should do to a citizen of another planet.

Their plan was to decimate the male population, turn them into women, because they thought women would be easier to control.

Stupid aliens. What they didn’t figure on was how outraged women would become when deprived of sex.

Men need sex, and women need sex, and no stinking, little, green aliens, with their stinky, little, green weenies, will ever replace a manly hunk of earth meat.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

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

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

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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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!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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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!
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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!
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‘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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