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PART ONE

“No! No!” Alyce wailed. “Not again!”

Myles groaned and grunted and his cock spewed forth semen. “I’m sorry…I just couldn’t…”

Alyce slumped on the bed. Her body just went limp in disgust and frustration and she waited for Myles to finish.

“Fuck…fuck…”

His cock squirted big squirts inside her. She could feel him blasting away. Eight shots, nine…ten fucking shots! Then he collapsed and lay on her.

“Get off,” she whispered.

He rolled off her and lay on his back.

She sat up, her pussy was screaming for relief, her tits were red with excitation. She was so fucking horny she couldn’t believe it. And now his white jism flowed out of her cooch. Big globs of sperm. She was sopping wet and high and dry at the same time.

“I’m sorry,” Myles muttered.

Of course he really wasn’t. Sure, he would have liked to get her off, but…he got off, and that was what was important to him, right?

“Sorry doesn’t cut,” she mumbled. She stood up and walked to the bathroom. A few seconds later she was washing his sweat off, and had her fingers jammed up her hole.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. It was easy to get off when she was that horny, but it was hard to get off when she was that mad.

It seemed like every time they fucked he shot his load too soon.

The shower door opened and she jerked her hand out of her pussy and turned away from him.

“Sorry. Want me to come back later?”

But she was done. The plug had been pulled on her. “No. It doesn’t matter.”

He soaped up and rinsed off. Because she had turned away she was out of the stream, and Myles didn’t really seem to notice. Heck, he had gotten off, and he was happy. He was in the shower, and he was happy. He didn't have to sleep in a wet spot, so he was happy.

And she wasn’t happy.

Her pussy craved an orgasm. It had been used but not pushed over the edge.

Myles finished his shower and got out. He was humming outside the shower as he dried off, and when Alyce got out she found that he had used the towel that she had brought in for herself.

“Fuck!” She yelled.

Myles trotted in. “Are you all right?”

“You came in me and didn’t get me off. You hogged the shower. You used my towel. You are a fucking….fucking…” words failed her. “Argh!”

“Well, hey. I’m sorry if you weren’t able to get off. But no need to take it out on me.

“ARGH!” she screamed.

Myles shrugged and went to bed.

Alyce cursed him under her breath while she used little wash clothes to dry herself off. She called him more names than Lucifer had, and he slept the sleep of the innocent.

Hey! It wasn’t his fault she couldn't get off!

Finally, Alyce pulled on a robe and walked out to the kitchen. She poured herself a wine and downed it, then she poured another one and sipped it. She sat and tried to calm herself down, but it wasn’t working. She was going to have one more sleepless night. Sleepless while he snored away. Listening to him gurgle and snort. He got his rocks off, and so what to her!

Ding. Her iPad signaled that she had a text.

She opened it up and sighed. She typed:

Hey, Barby Doll. You awake?

Alyce grabbed her phone and pressed the buttons. Barbara Johnson answered immediately.

“How you doing Alley Cat?”

“I’m horny and frustrated. He came and I didn’t and I am so tired of it.”

“Ha! You just don’t know the secret.”

“What secret?” she asked.

Barbara smiled on her end of the phone. “Look, girlfriend, when a man leaves you frustrated, it means he wants to be frustrated.”

“What?”

“It’s psychology.”

“Well I don’t get it, so you’re going to have to explain it to me.”

Barbara sighed on her end. “Look, Men don’t really want to cum.”

“Could have fooled me.”

“It’s not cumming they want, it’s the chase. It’s the thrill of pursuit. It’s the hunt for the cunt.” She giggled.

“So, what? I shouldn’t let him cum? How the heck am I going to stop a man on the edge?”

“Oh, there’s lots of ways.”

“Name one.”

Barbara laughed, “You really don’t understand, do you?”

“If I did I wouldn’t be whining and crying on your shoulder.”

“Okay, Alley Cat, here’s how it works. Do you remember how happy you were when you were younger? Late high school? College?”

Alyce grinned. “I do remember being a wee bit cheerful.”

“And, let’s face it, you weren’t getting a lot.”

“I was sort of a prude.”

“And then the boys started hanging around. They pestered you, they took you out, it was party time all the time, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And when did they stop pestering you?”

“When I met Myles. But that just meant that I was taken!”

“That’s right. But what if you weren’t taken?”

“But I was!”

“That’s not the point!”

“So what’s the point?”

“The point is that you were the belle of the ball, and then you told everybody the ball was over so they went home.”

“You’re just repeating yourself.”

So Barbara laid it on the line. “When you spread your legs and started fucking only one guy nobody wanted to chase you anymore.”

Alyce blinked. She actually gulped. This was so baldly stated that she couldn’t refute it, couldn’t argue it, could only accept it.

“But…uh…you…”

“Did you have something to say?” Barbara asked.

“I fuck whenever Myles wants to.”

“And does Myles take you out every weekend? Does he take you to parties and movies and treat you like the belle of the ball? Does he bring you chocolates and flowers and remember your one month anniversary? Or ANY anniversary?

Alyce was stone quiet. Her mind was churning over the facts of her life.

“I fuck him too much,” she whispered.

“You said it. You fuck him whenever he wants.”

“But what am I supposed to do? Say ‘no?’”

“Yes.”

“We’re married!”

“And how does he treat you?”

He squirts in me, pushes me out of the way in the shower, takes my towel…and thinks it’s my fault. That I’m the bitch.

“Okay. I get what you’re saying.” Alyce’s attitude was so sober that Barbara felt it on the other end. “But what do I do about it? I can’t just suddenly cut him off.”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s my husband!” Alyce felt exasperation well up in her.

“Alley Cat, I want you to try something.”

“What?”

“Are you willing to give it a try?”

“How do I know until you tell me?”

“No matter how silly it sounds?”

“Yes! But tell me!”

“Pretend you’ve got a yeast infection.”

Once again Alyce went silent. Inside her head was the refrain: I can’t lie to my husband! But it’s my wifely duty! He needs sex!

But playing harmony was the chorus: Why not? She wasn’t getting any happier being his floor mat. It wouldn’t hurt him to go without sex for a month.

“Alley Cat? I can feel you thinking. What are you thinking, girlfriend?”

Alyce giggled. “Well, Barbie Doll, I’m thinking that my poor, little pussy is itching and swollen.”

“What are you going to do when he asks for a blow job? Or even a handjob?”

Alyce’s mind was chugging along now. “I’ll tell him that I’m in pain and he should do it himself.”

“WAAAAA!” Barbara made a sound like a buzzer. “Wrong answer!”

“But why?”

“Because the point isn’t to let him have relief. The point is to make him not have relief, and therefore build up his juices. You’ve got to sexually starve him. You’ve got to build up his horniness. Play with him and feel sorry for him, but don’t let him cum. Tell him it’s your semen, community property, and that he can’t spend any of it because that would be cheating.

“I can’t lay a guilt trip on him!”

“ARGH!” Barbara growled into the phone. Then: “Why the fuck not!”

“But…but…”

“Look, I’ve had boyfriends. I’ve been walked on, and your choices are simple. You either get walked on, or you do the walking. So which do you wish?”

Alyce sat and stared at her phone. Walk or get walked on. She was already getting walked on. She needed to reverse that. She needed to turn him back into the Prince Charming that he was when they met in college. She made up her mind.

“I’ll do it.”

On the other end of the line she could feel Barbie Doll smiling.

They spent the rest of the night talking about methods of sexual denial, and the next day Alyce spent a few hours researching such things as chastity. By the time Myles got home from work she was smiling.

“Hey, babe, feel like a little?” He smooched her a good one. They were in the kitchen and he had his arms around her from the rear.

Alyce didn’t answer right away. She spent a period of time just enjoying his attentions. And the more attention he gave her the more he wanted. He pressed his lips to her, groped her breasts, and worked his hand down to her pussy.

She pushed him back and put on a sorrowful look. Holding him at arm’s length she said, “Oh, honey, I hate to tell you this, you make me so horny and I want your dick so bad, but…I’ve got a yeast infection.”

It had definitely been a while since she had said no to Myles, because he actually looked a little confused. “So…what? I wear a rubber?”

“Myles!”

“What?”

“I can’t have sex until the itching and scratching goes away. It can get painful, and you don’t want to hurt me, do you?”

Barbara had told her she had to get that idea of ‘hurting her’ into the conversation quickly. It made it serious and it made him restrain himself better. Or more willingly, at least.

“Well, no.”

She withheld a giggle. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t sample me a little.”

He looked confused until she launched herself at him. She ground her hips into him, kissed him and sucked on his tongue. She reached down and grabbed his groin.

Myles cock was a rock. He groaned with pleasure.

But, after a few minutes he realized he wasn't’ going to get off and his ardor cooled. He backed up a little and said, :Maybe you could use your hands? Or your mouth?” He was quite hopeful.

“Myles? Do you think it’s really fair that you get to cum and I don’t?”

“Well, it’s never bothered you before.”

Alyce sighed. “Sit down, honey, we need to talk.”

Myles groaned. Whenever they sat down to ‘have a talk’ it was not pleasant. She would try to talk him into something he didn’t want.

Still, she had that yeast thing,  so he sat down and waited.

Alyce got down two glasses and filled them ice. Then she poured a splash of bourbon in her glass, and a splash of Coke in his. And a gallon of bourbon in his and a gallon of Coke in hers.

Myles was smiling when she placed his drink in front of him.

They sat and drank companionably. Alyce didn’t talk at first, she wanted a likkered up edge before she lowered the boom.

Myles had two drinks, and she was still working on her first, and she decided it was time to broach the subject.

“Myles, we’re married. We’re equal co-partners. We do things together and we share.”

“You betcha, honey.” He looked at the bottle of bourbon and she got up and fixed him one more.

When she sat down she said, “That means we need to cum at the same rate. If you have three cums a week, then I should get three cums.

Myles frowned, “But sometimes you can’t get off!”

“And on those days I expect you to consider our partnership and hold yourself in.

He blinked, and thank God he was getting drunk.

“I don’t think I like that idea.”

“Oh, so are you in charge of me?”

“Well, it’s not that…” but she could see that there was a part of him that thought exactly that.

“Then what is it?”

“We have different sex drives. I’ve got a bigger sex drive so I should get more sex.”

Alyce was prepared for that. She smiled, “But why is it that way? I mean, if you look at it from my viewpoint then I have a smaller sex drive  so you should get less sex.”

He blinked. There was something there that didn’t make sense, but he was not in a thinking frame of mind that could figure that out. He didn’t understand that his own argument had the exact same fallacy.

“Well, I don’t think I like this.”

Alyce came around and sat next to him. She began rubbing his dick through his pants. “I’ll tell you what…when you feel like it I’ll play with you as much as you want.”

“I just can’t cum.”

“Not until I do.”

His face revealed what he thought of this idea, but he was getting drunker, and hornier, and it’s hard to argue with a beautiful woman who is giving you a hand job.

Alyce leaned into him, placed her lips on his and breathed him in. She unzipped him and pulled his penis out. It was stiff and red and there was a spot of pre-cum on the tip.

Now all thought of argument was definitely gone. All that existed for Myles were the soft lips scorching his own. He lifted a hand and felt Alyce’s large breasts. He ran his palm over the erect nipples.

Argument done, but not over, Myles stood up after a half hour and staggered down the hallway.

In the kitchen Alyce watched him, and she had a quirky smile on her face. Barbara was right. It was so much fun to prick tease. To get the man horny and watch him come undone. Heck, Myles could hardly think.

She washed the glasses and put them away, and suddenly her eyes went wide. She ran down the hallway and into the bathroom. The water was steaming up the glass and she pulled the shower door open.

Myles looked at her owlishly. His hand was stroking his cock and he was an inch from cumming.

“STOP THAT!” She slapped his hand, but he wouldn’t let go. He was at the point of no return, he was going to cum, so Alyce did the only thing she could. She reached down and grabbed his balls and twisted.

“OWWWW!”

Myles pranced, slipped, and fell in the shower. He looked up at her in dazed wonderment. He looked down at his cock. A bare drop of semen drooled out.

“You ruined my orgasm!” he said, rubbing his head.

At this point something wondrous happened. Alyce was not exactly angry, but she was intent, and…she took charge.

Not that Myles was an overbearing brute that needed somebody to control him, but they’re relationship was such that she had sort of just turned over control to him. Now she was taking it back. She was in charge. She lifted his arm and helped him up. His cock was red and throbbing. She pulled him out of the shower. She snapped, “If you can’t control yourself I’m going to get you a chastity device.”

“A who?” The fall had really dazed him.

“I said that if you can’t control your rutting urges than I will lock up your cock and make sure you can’t play with yourself! Honestly! You’re just like a little boy who won’t put his toys away and clean up your room. We just talked about this and I find you sneaking in here and—“

“I wasn’t sneaking!”

“—jacking off like some kind of virgin high school boy that just discovered puberty. I can’t believe you would do this to me when I’ve got a yeast infection! I can’t…” She let him have it. Both barrels, and he melted.

But that’s the truth of men. They act all big and swaggery, but when push comes to shove they buckle under and whine and cry.

Alyce grabbed a towel and began drying him off. “Now listen here, you big lug. I don’t want to ever catch you masturbating again as long as I live! If you feel a little horny you just man up and live with it. Is that clear?”

“Uh, okay.”

Myles was buckling fast, now that his submission had started. Another truth about men: they growl a lot, but they don’t really want to fight, especially when matched up against the more vicious of the species.

She finished drying him off, grabbed his cock and pulled him into the bedroom. “Put some underwear on!” she commanded.

“But…I don’t usually wear underwear to bed!”

“You’re going to now. As long as I can’t trust you I’m going to watch over you and make sure you behave yourself!”

“But…but…”

She helped him into a pair of BVDs. She pulled the underpants up snug, hard, and he crossed his eyes a little at the sudden compression of his nuts.

“Honey,” he managed to say. “I think we need to talk this over.”

“I’ve already talked. Talk is done. You’re going to be a well behaved husband or…or…”

“Or what?” Oddly, there was a tiny, little bit of…hop?…in his eyes.

She blurted. “Or I’ll spank you and teach you a lesson.

“Oh.”

Was that a gleam in his eye?

“Now go brush your teeth, and if I see you touching yourself it’s hairbrush time, mister!”

Myles was thoroughly cowed now. His shoulders were a bit slumped as he went into the bathroom and brushed his teeth. A minute later he was crawling into bed. He didn’t look at Alyce, and he acted totally abashed.

Alyce went to her vanity and took off her make up. Then she thought about it, and put on her sexiest chemise. It was short, showing her legs. Her boobs thrust out the top. Her nekkid body was quite visible underneath.

She turned off the lights and got into bed.

Myles didn’t move. He just lay there. He was drunk, cowed, and not sure what had just happened.

Alyce lay next to him without moving for a minute. Then she turned on her side and placed a hand on his groin.

“Unh!” he grunted. That’s man for you. Get them drunk, knock them down in the shower, twist their balls half off, and they’re still horny.

Alyce smiled. That wasn’t a bad thing. In fact, that was a good thing.

She leaned into him, kissed his nipple and stroked him.

Myles started breathing deeper.

Alyce crawled over his body. She pressed her pussy against his trapped cock. She ground down and played with his nipples, then she kissed him. A good kiss. A deep kiss. The kind of kiss that makes a man get married.

Or, in this case, makes his cock into Washington’s Monument.

He started to move her, to take charge, and she moved back, pressed him down. “No. I’ve got a yeast infection.”

Myles made a whining sort of sound.

“But I love you, and I love making out. Do you want to make out?”

“Well, yeah.” Of course he did.

Alyce went to work. She went down on him until he was ready to squirt, then she came up and kissed him and let him cool off.  Then she stroked him, rubbed his cock had until he was ready to explode, and backed off.

Again and again she brought him to the edge, and let him col off.

An hour later, flushed and feeling sexy and powerful, Alyce rolled off him and turned her back to him. “Night, honey.”

Myles was sober now, and tired, and horny, and didn’t understand what was happening. He lay and stared at the ceiling and wondered what the hell was happening.

Telling herself to wake up in case he tried to sneak out of bed and rub one off, Alyce drifted to sleep.

Myles didn’t try to sneak out of bed. It took him a long while to sleep, but the wait wasn’t uncomfortable. His cock hadn’t felt this powerful and engorged in years. Not since he and Alyce had been in college, when they couldn’t get enough of each other.

Finally, he drifted off, and he didn’t sleep deeply. He kept drifting in and out. He felt like he was having dreams, though he wasn’t.

And his cock felt so-o-o good. He…

…opened his eyes.

“Wake up, sexy cock.”

Alyce had just pulled the drapes back and sunlight flooded into the room.

His cock was standing up. Stiff as a board. A board made of iron.

He was tired, and wired. All at the same time.

He sat up and wanted to grab his cock, but Alyce was watching him with a silly grin on her face.

“I can’t believe how big and hard you are. We should have done this a long time ago?”

“Done what?” Myles rubbed his eyes.

“Horned you up. Man, if I didn’t have this yeast infection I’d be all over your Hulk.”

Then she sat on his lap, wiggled against his cock, and hugged him. “Fuck. I can’t wait to get over this yeast infection.”

“Yeah,” he agreed.

She jumped off him. “Well, get dressed. It’s the weekend and we have to go to garage sales.”

“Oh,” he was a bit befuddled, and Alyce tossed him some shorts.  He started to wiggle out of his underpants and she said, “What are you doing?”

“Oh, uh…”

He actually didn’t know what he was doing. He was still feeling a bit logy from the bourbon, and he hadn’t slept much.

“Wait a minute. Go ahead and take them off.”

He blinked and wondered what was going on. But when he had his underpants off she tossed him a pair of her panties. He held them up. they were lavender, thongs, and much too small for him.

“I can’t wear these!”

“Why not? I think you’d look sexy in them.”

“They’re too small.”

“Nope, they’re fine. You’re just too big.” She grabbed his cock and stroked it. “Now then, I want you to put on my thong and think about me all day.”

He mumbled a bit, but with her encouragement he pulled the thong up his legs.

“We need to shave your stems,” she murmured as she pulled the thong tight.

“Oh!” he blurted. “That’s my asshole back there!”

“You can really feel it, can’t you.”

“Uh, yeah. And when I walk,” he took a few steps, “I can feel that string moving around.”

“Good. Want to wear a bra, too?”

“NO!”

“Maybe later. But I’m telling you right now, you want to feel sexy and horny, women’s underwear is the way to go.”

“Well, I don’t think I want to be sexy and horny.”

Alyce laughed. “Says the man with the big boner.”

He looked down at his cock. It was pushing out the little triangular patch ferociously. “This is ridiculous.”

“Put on your shorts, and hurry. Time’s a wasting.”

He pulled on his shorts…and she handed him a pair of her ankle socks.

“What’s this?” He held up the little socks. They would be an inch above the lip of his athletic shoes, and they had a little pink lip of lace at the top.

“Socks. They stretch. Put them on.”

“I’m not putting these socks on!”

“Why not?”

“Because they’re girly!”

“Nonsense. Besides, I forgot to do the laundry. You’re out of socks.”

He frowned, stood up and opened his dresser drawer. “But I had socks yesterday!”

“That was yesterday. You know socks, they run away from home whenever they can.”

“Alyce!”

She knelt in front of him, unzipped him, and put her mouth to work.

He moaned and sat back on the bed. She played with his testicles and sucked, and his cock, which was already stiff and hard, grew even stiffer and harder.

And while she was sucking on his meat she pulled one of the ankle socks onto his foot, then the other one.

She stood up and wiped her mouth. “God, you’ve got a great cock.”

He looked at his cock, and agreed, but then looked at his feet. “I can’t wear these.

“Just turn the top under. Nobody will know.”

He looked down. He bent and turned the lip under. They looked like thin socks now. The pink was hidden, the fringe was hidden, and…he could do this.

And, the weird thing, as he walked through the house he was aware of the way the socks were on his feet, and his cock got even harder. That was the point at which something clicked in Myles.

The garage sales were happening that day, and that was good for Alyce. She had a small but growing internet business. She bought shoes and purses and things at garage sales and offered them for sale on Amazon. And she was doing pretty damned good.

Myles loved the fact that she was making money and he actually liked going shopping, looking for deals, and enhancing her business.

This day he was especially happy to go with her because, dammit, he was horny. He kept sidling up to her, sliding a hand across her tight buns, and she would look up at him and grin.

Sometimes she would turn and ‘accidentally’ bump her hand into his hard crotch.

Then, in the car, she kept her hand doing nasty things in his lap. Time after time she had to remind him that the light had changed, he was that far gone with the sexual sensations she was handing out.

They found some knock off purses that would sell, and he spent some time going through a tool bin. Then he looked up and met her eyes. She was grinning and holding a chemise. Like hers, but a little larger.

He blinked, her meaning was clear. She wanted the chemise for him.

He shook his head.

She nodded, and draped the chemise over her arm and went up to the pay table.

Myles got engrossed in a shelf of books, and ten minutes later he looked up and realized that Alyce was’t there anymore.

He frowned. She had been talking to the pay lady, and then she was gone.

He moved across the driveway and looked up towards the garage.

Alyce was talking to the pay lady. They were standing deep in the garage and the lady was holding what looked like a kind of a jewelry box. She handed it to Alyce, and Alyce paid her money.

Myles blinked. It looked like several twenties. Man, his wife must have found a treasure! It happened every so often. A box of comics for twenty bucks is worth $500. A knock off turns out to be the real thing.

He was immediately curious.

A minute later they were walking back to the car.

“What’d you get?”

“Oh, baby. It’s a surprise.”

“For me?”

Now he was mystified. What could fit in a jewelry box that he would want?

“Oh, baby. Oh, baby. It’s all you.”

“Well, open it up!”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“I want it to be a surprise.”

Now he was definitely intrigued. All the way home he was asking for hints, and finally Alyce laid down the bomb.

“Want a cum?”

He didn’t have to think or figure or anything. “You know I do.”

“Okay. If you do what I say, if you accept my present, then I will squirt a couple of drops.”

Poor Myles. He didn’t take this literally.

“When?”

“This afternoon. When we get home.”

Myles mouth opened up in a grin. His eyes sparkled. It had only been a few days, but it felt like a lifetime, and he was going to get to squirt!

He sped up and Alyce laughed. “Go slower. You don’t want a ticket, and I want to enjoy this.”

“But you won’t tell me what you’ve got?”

“I guarantee it won’t hurt, but it’ll drive you crazy.” She had her hand on his crotch as she spoke. She squeezed to emphasize her words and he gave a little groan.

“Does it have anything to do with sex?”

“Is that all you can think about?”

“Well, you’re going to let me squirt, and…what the hell did you get?”

“Your dreams.”

He turned down their street and thought and thought and thought.

“It’s not more underwear, is it?”

Alyce giggled. “Are you aware that your socks are showing?”

He looked down at his feet and cursed. The pink fringe had flopped out and he had been walking around in girl socks all morning.

“Everybody was laughing behind your back,” she said, rubbing his prick. “They were pointing at you. And I even heard a man tell his wife that you weren’t much of a man.”

Myles’ face was bright red now.

Alyce laughed. “Nobody saw you, and even if they did they wouldn't care. But I like your little socks, so you’re going to wear more like that.”

“And you actually bought that night gown thing?”

“For you, baby. It’s called a chemise.”

“And what’s in the box?”

She ignored his lame attempt. “I cant’ wait to see you in the chemise. It’s pink and it’ll really show your sexy body off.”

They turned into their driveway and got out of the car. They took their swag into the garage and got it ready for posting and mailing. And Alyce held onto the little jewelry box.

Myles tried to grab it once, but she spun away and held it, then ran into the house.

He ran after her, down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“Okay, lover, get out the handcuffs.”

He blinked. “It’s going to be one of those days, eh?”

“Yep.”

Grinning, he went into the closet and got their toys out.

“Clothes off and spread eagle yourself.

He looked at the box under her arm and sighed, then complied. A minute later his ankles were cuffed to the bottom posts, and one arm was handcuffed to a top post. His cock was sticking up like a rocket ship.

Alyce put the box down and attached the last cuff.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to see the big surprise?”

“Fucking A!”

She opened the box and showed him, and his eyes went wide and he gulped.


PART TWO

“What the fuck is that?” Though he knew.

“It’s a little thing to help you control yourself.”

“I don’t want to control myself.”

“Which is why you’ve got me. To help you through the rough times.

“Don’t put that on me.”

“Oh, you don’t want a cum?”

Now he was caught. Yes, he wanted a cum. Desperately. She had been working him over and his cock was hard and dripping.

“Well, okay. If that’s the way it is…” she held up the key to the handcuffs. “I’ll let you out and—“

“For how long?”

“Not long. A year or two.”

“What?”

Alyce giggled. “I’ll tell you what, let’s roll five dice.”

“We don’t have five dice.”

“One dice five times.”

“It’s called a die.”

“What?”

“One dice is called a die.”

Alyce grabbed his cock. “You want to give me shit?” She pulled, and he groaned. “Do you want me to let you go?”

He definitely didn’t want to be let go. He shook his head slightly.

“Okay, if you want to play, if you want your cum, then we roll the ‘die’ six times.”

“What happened to five?”

“You want seven times?”

He clamped his mouth shut.

“Okay, where was I…oh, yes. Six times, and that’s how many days you get to be locked up. Are you in agreement?”

He thought about it. Well, his dick thought about it. His other head wasn’t doing much thinking. It just nodded when his dick told him to.

Alyce went to the kitchen and found a die. She brought it back. “Okay, here we go.”

She rolled the die on his belly. He grunted and lifted his head, which caused the die to roll again.

“Whoops. Interference.”

“But that was a one!”

“Shouldn’t have interfered. Here we go, and don’t move.”

Myles froze and the die rolled across his abs, and stopped with a four showing.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Be still, little boy.”

She rolled again. Two.

And again, three.

Halfway through and he was already at nine days.

“I think maybe I don’t want to do this.”

“Don’t even,” she warned.

She rolled the die. Six.

Fifteen days. And they had two more rolls to do.

One.

“Well that sure sucks,” said Alyce while Myles gloated.

Six. Myles howled.

Alyce grinned. “Twenty-two days.”

“I can’t do twenty-two days!” Myles begged.

“When did you start puberty?”

“What?”

“When…did…you…enter…puberty?”

“I don’t know. Probably twelve.”

“So you went twelve years without a cum.”

“But I was pre-puberty! I didn’t even know what a cum was!”

“Too bad, so sad. Are you ready for your little cum?”

“Little cum?” he frowned.

“Two drops.”

He stared at her. “Wait! What do you mean two drops?”

“Two drops. that’s what I said and that’s what you agreed to.”

“But I thought you were…I want a full cum!”

“Too bad, so sad,” she laughed.

“Wait a minute!” Myles was yelling, but he stopped when Alyce grabbed his cock and started stroking it, sucking it, palpating the balls.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

It didn’t take long. Myles was wound up and ready to go. Her teasing had him on edge before they even started.

Alyce kept getting him close, then backing off.

“Come on!”

“Hey, I’m just making sure.”

“Making sure of what?”

She stroked him up and he grunted and tried to thrust his hips. His insides were rigid, trying to force the semen out.

She backed off for a second, slathered hand cream on her hands. “You know.”

“No, I don’t…oh, fuck!”

She stroked him again, and slapped his balls. He was right on the edge. Just one more ounce of attention and…and…

She backed off.

Myles was actually crying now. Little tears were squeezing out of his eyes. “Please…please…”

“Please what?” she asked, stroking his shaft again. “Please stop? Or please let me cum?”

“I don’t know!” He howled. His hips went up, his back arched, and he grunted a terrible grunt and…

Drip. Drip. Drip.

“Oh, my God! You got three drops! You greedy, little cum hound.”

Myles was dazed, and she let go of his cock.

He lay there, not sure what had happened, and his dick slowly deflated.

If he had been aware he would have tried to keep it up, too big for Alyce’s present.

But he wasn’t aware. He was fuck stupid and he just lay there…and she put the tube over his cock.

“What?” he roused.

And the ring around his package.

“No. Please, Alyce.”

CLICK! the little padlock spoke.

Myles stared at his dong. It was in prison. It was not hard, not yet, but it would be, and that shortly.

Alyce got off the bed and undid his cuffs.

Myles sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his imprisoned cock. It was starting to wiggle a bit, then it started to stand up…but it could only get to its knees, then it pressed against the plastic and was…contained.

“Oh, please. Take it off.”

“Actually, honey. I’d like to make out.”

She climbed onto his lap and started kissing him.

Myles wanted to push her away…but he didn’t. He couldn’t.

He was horny. His balls were throbbing. His cock was struggling.

Alyce reached down and felt his balls. She could feel his cock writhing around, trying to get hard but unable to.

Myles suddenly found himself out of control. He was cock bound, but horny unleashed. He grabbed Alyce and bent her back, twisted her around, laid her on the bed.

He bruised her mouth with his. He sucked her nipples. He slid down and began to eat her out. He didn’t even think about a yeast infection, he just slaughtered her pussy with his mouth.

Alyce loved it. Yes, he was male rough and powerful, but he was also helpless, and she had the key to his helplessness.

After fifteen minutes of hip bucking, back arching make out Myles gave up. He pushed away from her.

“I came,” she gasped. “I came on your mouth.”

Bitterly, he said, “That’s what it’s for.”

Alyce just giggled and pulled him back to her.

Life in a chastity tube was a severe adjustment for Myles. He was used to rolling over and getting a poke whenever he felt like it. Now he was getting rolled over whenever she felt like it, and he was getting no poke.

But she was getting finger bangs and cunnilingus and whatever else she wanted.

For Alyce it was heaven. This was the life she dreamed of. All the sex she wanted, when she wanted, with no sticky mess.

For Myles it was a combination of heaven and hell. He was getting hornier and hornier, and there is a lot to be said just for the state of sexual excitement, but he wasn’t cumming.

He was drooling, and it was getting messy down there. Finally Alyce had him wear Depends.

“Incontinent, at my age,” he complained.

Alyce just smiled. She had had a period for years. She had had to wear pads to contain the sticky mess. It was about time that he experienced a little bit of what he was handing out. And then she had an idea.



Today,” she said with a smile as she walked into the bedroom, we’re going to have an education.” 

“What kind of an education?” asked Myles suspiciously.

“An education where you find out what it really is to be a girl.”

Myles didn’t say anything, but inside he was groaning.

“Listen, you keep doing this, make me wear panties and bra, make me wear nylons and high heels…”

“And you love it.”

“Not really.”

“Oh, then why does your dick keep trying to get hard?”

“Because it’s in chastity!”

“Oh, too bad, so sad. Anyway, have you ever wondered what a period is like?”

“No. And I don’t wonder about it now…and I won’t wonder about it next year.”

“You certainly won’t.”

“I won’t?” he asked confused by how quickly she gave in.

“Nope. Because you’re about to have a period.”

“No!”

Alyce knew how to handle him now. She closed with him, brushed her lips with hers, grabbed his chastity and started playing with it.

Myles groaned, and couldn’t stop himself. He bent his head and nuzzled her breasts and kissed her nipples.

“That’s my little boy,” whispered Alyce. “Now climb up on the bed, all fours. Butt towards me.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Teach you. Go on.” She slapped his ass as he climbed onto the bed.

“Now then, this is ketchup. It’s red and gooey, just like blood. This is a Tampon. Small but powerful. Are you ready?”

“No!”

She lifted the bottle of ketchup to his ass. It was plastic with a little tip, and she pushed the tip in and squeezed.

Myles felt the red substance squirt into him. he hated it…and he loved it. The sensation of fluid sloshing around inside his asshole…it felt good.

Alyce pressed the bottle hard and about a quarter of the fluid in the bottle shot up his ass. She quickly unwrapped the Tampon, “Hold it in, lover. Just a second…” and pushed the Tampon into his rectum.

Myles’ head bobbed up and his eyes went wide.

It didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good.

“Okay, honey, stand up.”

He did, and he felt the ketchup inside him. And he could feel the Tampon keeping everything in. He was corked, and loving it.

“Wow,” he said.

“Okay, this is your first time so we won’t go anywhere. Maybe next week…”

“I thought periods happened every month?”

“We’re going to accelerate the schedule. Instead of five or six days, one day of bleeding. Instead of a month…one week between periods. Okey dokey?”

“I guess.” Myles was moving gingerly, stepping into panties, then pulling up culottes. Alyce was making him wear culottes instead of shorts. He was surprised to find they were actually more comfortable than shorts.

“Now, you’ll have to be careful, don’t sit on the good furniture, keep an eye out for leaks, and you can change the Tampon in an hour.”

“Can I crap out the red stuff?”

“Only when you change your Tampon. Your bleed will drain out in a few hours, but you’re really going to need to give yourself an enema.”

“An enema?”

“Absolutely. A girl’s got to keep her little tush clean at all times.” She giggled and added, “You never know when somebody’s going to want to stick their dick up there.”

“Up my asshole?”

“Sure.”

“But you don’t take it up the asshole!”

“I’ve got a real pussy, silly.”

The day went slowly. Myles cut the lawn, being very careful and checking his culottes religiously. When the lawn was done Alyce called him in and talked him through his first change of Tampon. He was terribly embarrassed when she watched him vacate his ketchup balls.

“Do you have to watch?”

“Nope.”

“Then could I have some privacy?”

“Nope.”

He sighed, wiped his butt of ketchup, and put another Tampon in.

There was a lot of ‘blood’ in the toilet, and he felt fairly clean. But when he put the second Tampon in he made a little mess and had to do it again.

Finally, all clean, he walked out of the bathroom and…

DING DONG!

He turned white.

Alyce walked past him. “I invited Barbara and John over. You don’t mind, right?”

“You…but…I…”

“Hello Barbie Doll! Hi, John.”

Barbie was a tall blonde, quite stacked, and John was the grinning fool who got to stuff it to her every night. Or so Myles presumed. At least he was always hanging around her, laughing at her jokes, that sort of thing.

Barbara came to Myles and gave him a hug, and whispered in his ear, “How’s the period going?”

Myles almost fainted.

He looked at his wife, but she was hugging John.

He looked at Barbara and she chuckled. “I know all about it. Heck, I’m giving Alyce some great pointers, but you can thank me later.”

The two couples went out to the patio. Myles dragged a little bit because he was in a state of shock.

And then he was having trouble being in the conversation. Everything had two meanings, his butt felt full, Barbara knew that he was…having a period.

But it was going to get worse.

“Myles, you want to make the drinks?”

Myles was glad to get up and go into the house. His face was brighter than a sunburned fire engine, and he wanted to be alone. Like out in the Sahara desert alone all by himself with nobody around.

He got out four glasses and filled them with ice, and John walked in.

John was a slender fellow, wore his hair long, had a soft face. He stepped to the side of Myles and watched as his friend poured in the bourbon and the Coke.

“So how’s the first period going?”

Myles legs actually gave way. They just folded and he started falling, and John grabbed him by the arm and got him back in balance.

“That good, eh?” John quipped.

“You know?”

“Yup. Found out the hard way, probably just like you.”

“Are you…are you…wearing…”

“Girl’s underwear. Barbie doesn’t make me wear Tampons much anymore. But she does like it when I’ve got a big, old butt plug up my fanny.”

Myles handed John a drink. “I don’t know how I’m going to handle it. At first I thought it was all a joke, but now she’s got me in chastity, and I’m having a period, and she’s even talking about getting me breasts!”

“Oh, cool! Do you mean fakes or the real thing?”

“I don’t know. I’m just so fucking confused…she says something and by the time I figure it out she’s off on something else.”

John listened carefully, and since it was obvious that Myles was having a rough time, he finally said, “Why don’t you go ahead and enjoy?”

“What?”

“You know that Alyce isn’t going to back off, right?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“So instead of getting all upset and having a tizzy fit, just go with the flow. I guarantee, once you give in they tend to back off a bit. Oh, you’ll still be wearing dainty underthings, which feels cool, and sometimes your wife will go whole hog, dress you up and take you out…but those turn out to be special occasions. Right now, you see, she’s breaking you in. Getting you used to it. Once you give in she’ll back off.”

Myles and John took the drinks out to the ladies and they all sat down and laughed and joked and had a good time.

Myles felt a little ‘squishy,’ courtesy of the residual ketchup up his butt, but…it was okay. It actually helped to have John let him know about the ‘program,’ and that there was light at the end of the tunnel. By the time John and Barbara went home Myles was feeling pretty relaxed.

He understood that Alyce was feminizing him. That this included such bizarre things as ketchup up the heinie, and common place things as wearing female underwear.

Most important, he understood that all he had to do was submit. Give in. Go with the flow.

He was quiet as they washed dishes, and Alyce took note of that. When they were done she sat him down in a chair and began making out.

Myles loved it. He loved the taste of her lips. He loved the freedom of feeling her breasts, and most of all he loved getting her off. Not by dick, but by mouth, or hand, or a new vibrator she had bought.

 Vibrator, hell! It was a strap on, and she loved having him fuck her. Weird how she wouldn’t let him fuck her because of the yeast infection, yet she could fuck a dildo.

Alyce suddenly backed off. She placed her arms on his shoulders, looked into his eyes, and said, “Okay. Something’s going on. Fess up.”

Myles sighed. “I talked to John. He explained a few things…and I think I get it now.”

“What do you get?”

“I wasn’t being attentive, like I used to be. Like when we were in college. So you decided to teach me a lesson. Actually, more than a lesson. You want me to submit to you.”

Alyce watched him and bit her lip. She hadn’t planned on Myles figuring this thing out so fast. She was looking forward to months of teasing him, bringing him around, having her fun with him.

“So my question now is…where are we going with this? I mean, John said once I submit you’ll back off a bit. So what do I have to do to…to convince you that I’m on your side?”

Alyce leaned against him and held him.

He whispered into her neck, “I’ll do whatever you want. Even if it’s tough, I’ll make myself do what you want.”

Alyce leaned back and kissed him softly, tenderly. “I didn’t expect you to figure this out. Give me a day to think about it, and I’ll let you know.”

“Okay.”

They held each other then. They were having their own thoughts, but they were also on the same page.

The next day Alyce called Barbara and told her of the situation.

“He sounds sincere, and I believe him, but what do I make him do to prove himself?”

“Well, I’m glad it’s working out, though you could have used six months of working him, but…if he really wants to prove himself…here’s how you do it.”

Barbara talked, Alyce listened, and her mouth dropped and her eyes went wide.

“I’ve got to do that to him?”

“Absolutely.”

“I sort of knew where this was going, but…”

“But push has suddenly come to shove.”

“That’s it exactly.”

“You need any help doing this?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Okay. Set up a date and go for it.”

Later that day Alyce sat down to talk to Myles. “Okay, honey, we’re going to take you all the way. It’s the only way to be sure.”

He gulped as she explained, but he nodded and said he would try.

“You’re going to have to do more than try,” Alyce said.

“Then I’ll do more.”

On a Friday afternoon Myles came home early and began to get ready.

First, he Naired himself. All over. No hair left on his body except for his scalp.

Second, something he hadn’t told Alyce, he went to the doctor.

The doctor was a plastic surgeon. Specialized in face lifts and implants. The specific implant Myles was interested in was called ‘vacation boobs.’

The Doctor, a svelte blonde name Cyndi Sparger, had queried him closely when he had made his request.

“You’re a guy.”

“Yep.”

“So what’s wrong with this picture?”

“Nothing. I just want to have boobs for a month.”

“Why?”

“Two reasons. First, my wife is after me to have boobs. Second, I’d like to see what it’s like having boobs.”

The doctor nodded, and after a few more questions she agreed to the procedure.

At two in the afternoon Myles reported to the doctor’s office. He was given a gown, shown to a room, and sat down and waited.

The doctor came in, gave him a final exam, and said nothing about the chastity tube on his cock.

For an hour she injected a solution around his pectorals. She got him from all angles, smoothed everything out, and when he walked out he had a classy pair of large breasts. She had had to make them big because his chest was a little larger than a woman’s.

Myles drove home, and he was on a definite high. He could feel the weight on his chest, and he was definitely turned on.

He walked into the house, went right to Alyce and opened his shirt.

Alyce’s jaw dropped. “Holy…” she reached out tentatively and touched his tits.

“Just in case you think I’m less than serious. Do you have a bra that will fit me?”

She did, and she helped him into it and kept staring at his chest. She said, “I have never felt a heat like this.”

Myles smiled.

He put on the rest of his underwear: nylons and garter and panties. With his new boobs he felt incredibly sexy. He even jumped up and down a few times to watch them jiggle.

“Stop that!” laughed Alyce.

“They’re sort of cool,” he observed.

She grew serious. “Are you going to want to keep your boobs when this is all over?”

“There’s a good chance,” he answered.

She helped him into a dress, with his boobs it fit perfectly, and he turned and looked at himself in the mirror.

“Okay, before we do make up there’s something you need to do.”

“What?”

“Bend over, baby.”

He bent over and she lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. He felt pressure, a little pain, and then he had something inside him. He straightened up, reveling at the feeling of being stuffed, and straightened up his panties and dress. “What’s that?”

“It’s a butt plug.”

“God, that feels good!”

“It’s designed to stimulate the prostate.”

“Man, it’s working. I feel downright stimulated.”

She giggled and had him sit down at her vanity table.

For an hour she prepped his nails, then glued on long false ones, then made him up. When she was done he was stunned. Except for his make hairdo he looked very feminine.

“What about my hair,” he asked, wiggling a little bit. Every time he moved the butt plug pleasured him.

“Sit still and I’ll fix it.”

She layered, trimmed, shaped, and shortly his hair was a sort of bubble around his face. Now he was fully feminine.

“I’m going to pierce your ears.”

She did, and he found himself turned on by the way they dangled and felt against his skin.

“Okay, honey. Put on your dancing shoes.”

They drove to Charley Coyote’s. Well, she drove. He wasn’t too good in high heels, yet.

Myles was terrified at first. He couldn’t get over the fact that he was a man in woman’s clothing. After a while, though, he calmed down. They had several drinks, danced a little, and just walked around and enjoyed each other.

Charley Coyote’s is a combo restaurant and nightclub, and it was steaming. Friday night and the place was packed with good looking women in latex dresses and men with an evil glint in their eyes.

Thus, about nine o’clock, right before they were ready to leave, a pair of gents introduced themselves and asked to dance.

Alyce glanced at Myles and said, “Sure.” Her lips were curved in a humorous smile.

“I can’t,” said Myles. “I sprained my ankle. Haven’t recovered yet.”

Then Alyce changed her mind and the two gents left.

“That was slick,” she said. “It looks like you’re a natural.”

“A natural coward,” he said.

“What? Scared one of those big, bad men will kiss you?”

“Absolutely. Does this mean I don’t pass?”

“Nah. Any woman worth her salt knows how to avoid men she prefers not to be around. Ready to go home?”

“Yep.”

They walked out of the nightclub and the night was humid and smoggy and loud with traffic and voices.

They got into their car and headed home, and Myles was silent the whole way.

“Scared?” Alyce asked.

“Pensive,” he answered. “I can do this, but I’m wondering what it’s going to do to my mind.”

“Open it up. Expand it. Change it.”

He nodded equably.

At home they poured themselves a drink and adjourned to the boudoir. As soon as they were in the door Alyce turned and began molesting Myles. She kissed him, groped him, loved him.

He loved her back, and it was intense. More intense than he thought it could be.

“Okay, honey. Up on the bed. You want to take it doggystyle or on your back?”

“Can I do it on my back?”

“Sure.”

Alyce opened a drawer on her dresser and took out the strap on. She fixed it around her hips and the big cock stuck out and quivered.

Myles lay on his back with his legs spread. His legs were on the side of the bed and Alyce moved between them. She took his butt plug out and stared lubing him.

“How’d you like wearing the butt plug all night?”

“It really kept me turned on.”

“It also relaxed you, got you ready for this.” She placed the top of her cock into his rectum and waited.

Myles took deep breathes. Suddenly he was scared, but he was also determined. “Put it in,” he said.

Alyce moved into him. His mouth opened as his asshole grew wider. It felt good, but there was also a moment of brief pain.

“Ow!”

“Okay?”

“I am…keep going.” He was biting his lip.

She kept moving forward and the shaft slid through his anal canal.

He could feel the raised veins sliding along his soft inner flesh. His nerves were screaming for the pleasure and he gasped.

“Okay?”

He closed his eyes and said, “Shut up and fuck me.”

She did. Slowly, at first, in spite of his command. She picked up speed as he relaxed and accepted the invasion.

He began to make a soft sigh that became a moan. The big dick went in and out and he tilted his hips.

Alyce held on to his cock cage and held it out of the way of her penis.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

She began ramming him harder, and he tensed, then made himself relax. He opened his legs further and she plumbed his depths.

“Oh, God! God!”

She kept pushing into him and stroking his shaft.

Suddenly she stopped, pulled almost all the way out, and did something with the dildo.

“What?” he asked, dazed by the completeness of the experience.

“I turned the dildo so it would point a different way. I want to push on your prostate.”

“Oh. Oh….oh.”

For long minutes she pushed into him, drew out, pushed in.

“I think I’m going to pee,” he said.

“Go ahead.”

He did, and it was the weirdest pee he had ever done. It didn’t squirt out, it drizzled out, and it made him feel so warm and gushy.

Sperm began to cum out of his penis. Alyce placed her hands around his cock, cupped them, and caught as much of the sperm as she could.

“Oh…oh…” Myles moaned. He hadn’t had an orgasm, but he felt so light and empty.

“Here you go, honey.” Alyce held her hands to his mouth.

He knew what it was, but he was still confused. Where had it come from?

But he said nothing. He merely lapped up the white stuff in her hands. It was warm and slightly salty.

Finally, he was done.

And she was done. She hadn’t done this for sex, but to educate Myles to sex, real sex, as experienced by a real woman.

She stopped moving, then slowly pulled her cock out of him.

“Oh, god!”

“Okay, honey. You’ve passed your final test. You are now a woman. Is there anything you wanted to say?”             

He smiled at his wife. “Can we do it again?”

Alyce just smiled and kissed him.

END
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A simple click on

Gropper Press!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


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

‘Becoming a Woman!’

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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