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PART ONE

“What’s this big fascination with the asshole?”

Jim and Anna Hudson were sitting at their favorite table. They had just finished their steak and lobster. They looked over the rail as they sipped their drinks. He was bourbon and Coke and she was wine cooler.

“You know,” he answered honestly. “I don’t know. I mean, I’ve heard about anal sex, some guys say the rectum is tighter and better, and I just sort of keep thinking about it.

“So you wanna put your choo choo up my poo poo.”

They were both drunk, and he laughed. “It does sound sort of stupid, and it’s not one of those critical things that a marriage depends on…it’s just…aren’t you curious?”

“Nah.”

“The feel of the old squirm of the worm to the point of no return?”

“Are you saying sperm?”

“I’m not saying germ.”

“Better reconfirm.”

They were playing the rhyming game. They simply picked a word at random and rhymed it until one couldn’t think of any more rhymes, and the winner had the last rhyming word.

“Better take that full term.”

They laughed and rhymed and stood up and walked down to the patio below the restaurant proper. A thick stream of water ran past the patio.

It was a slow night at the restaurant and they had the place to themselves. They left the patio and walked along the shore until the shadow of trees swallowed them, then they stopped and held each other.

“Oh, baby,” Jim muttered. He felt her heavy breasts with one hand, ran his fingers over her nipples, and she shivered and held on to him as he explored her body.

The river gurgled at their feet. She leaned back against a large slanted rock and he lowered his hand to her pussy. He snaked his hand under her dress, into her panties, and began diddling her clit.

“Fuck, you tease.” She whispered hoarsely.

He moved his digit slowly, kept flicking her little girl penis, and her legs started to shake.

“You’re the tease.” He reached his hand in all the way and placed his thumb on her pussy and his middle finger on her star. Her panties were stretchy and he began to work his hand, feeling the fabric as he fingered her.

When he was done she went down on her knees and unzipped him. His big, flesh rocket popped out and she began sucking on it for all she was worth. Her lips felt like wet velvet and her tongue slithered under the head of his penis.

“Oh, god! What you’re doing to me!”

Then they found themselves taking an intermission. Leaning on a rock that projected over the stream, arms around each other.

“You know?” Anna said.

“What?”

“I’ve got some lubricant in my handbag.”

Jim grinned. Her little purse was sitting on a table right behind them.

“And what did you want to do with your lubricant?”

“I kind of thought it would be fun to fuck. Sort of.”

“That would be…what do you mean ‘sort of?’

“Well, you’re interested, and I’m the kind of girl who likes to experiment.”

“So you’re not just talking vagina?” He was surprised, but pleased.

“All your talk has done to this to me. I mean, what if I’m missing out on one of the great fucks of life?”

“Yeah?” he agreed, his teeth showing white in the night. “You could be missing out on all the fun!”

“So if you wanted to play around a little…”

“Oh, yeah.”

She pushed him back and pushed her panties down.

He kissed her then, and he started really working over her vagina. He used his fingers, went down on his knees and used his mouth, and she got hotter and hotter.

Then, she pulled him up and reached for her purse. She was flushed and breathing hard as she took out the tube of lube and squeezed a glop into her hand.

He waited, his cock sticking straight out. It was a total meatpole and he stroked it while she grinned at him and slathered the lube over her butthole.

Then she wiped her hand on his pants, giggled, and bent over the picnic table. She was face down, her butt up, and he moved in behind her.

“Okay, baby. Get ready for the big boy.”

“I’m ready, honey.”

He was holding his cock with one hand and he positioned himself so his cock was touching her asshole.

“Take it slow.”

“I will.”

He gently rubbed the head of his cock over her button.

“That does feel pretty fucking good,” she said with a groan.

He tried to push it in, but couldn’t.

“You’re too tight.”

“Oh, crap. Now I really want it.”

“Maybe if I use my fingers a bit.”

He backed off and she turned around. They kissed, and he bent his knees so he could put a finger to her bunghole.

This time he managed to get it in, and she gasped.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh…oh, yeah.”

“Feels good?”

“Fuckin’ feels great!” She wiggled her butt on his hand.

For long minutes he worked first one finger, then a second finger, and finally a third finger into her.

Anna moaned and pushed her butt back. This was better than she had ever imagined. She knew she could take him now, and she began to squirm her butt around. “Come on, baby. Let’s do this.”

She turned to the face down position and bent over the table.

He had full access to her heinie now, and he used his fingers, pushing them in and out. She was loose. The lube was properly smushed into her, and he moved behind her again.

“Oh, yeah,” she said.

It was easy. Properly played with she had loosened up, and his penis slid right into the dark hole.

“Fuck!” he exclaimed, and he didn’t move. He just stood there, up to his balls, and the feeling was sensational.

It was true, a hole is a hole, but there was something unique about the back hole. It was so tight, and his cock was gripped as if by an iron hand.

She was frozen under his weight, and marveling at what she was feeling.

“Oh, God,” she moaned. “I fucking love this! Why haven’t we done this before?”

“I don’t know, but we’re going to be doing it again.”

They laughed softly in the darkness, and felt the true intimacy of their merging.

Still, they hadn’t moved.

She said, “Honey. Do me. Do it gentle. Make me love you.”

He began to thrust slowly in and out.

The more he moved the more she loved it, the hotter she got.

She reached under and began fingering her pussy.

He began to move harder, and the harder he moved the more she liked it.

Her hole griped his cock fiercely, harder than her pussy, and it was strange to feel such hard, rigidity.

“Are you going to cum?” she gasped.

“Fuckin’ A!”

“Then do it, baby. I want to feel you shoot deep inside of me.”

He was so close, and her words were a spur, he jammed hard into her, felt the heat in his balls, semen began to pulse up his shaft, and—BANG!

The picnic table collapsed. It was old, unable to handle their combing, thrusting weight.

Her ass was so tight that when they fell his dick was bent, bent hard, and he heard—Crack!

“Fuck!” he yelped in a high pitched voice. His cock felt like it was in two pieces now.

“Ow!” Anna cried, and she tried to crawl out of the mess of bodies and boards.

Her movement caused him more pain and he literally squealed in pain. “Stop!”

But the movement was started and she slid out from under him. He rolled to the side, not caring about splinters or nails. All he cared about was the sharp pain spiking through his dick. He was crying helplessly and his world was taken up by the agony in his penis.

“Jim?” Anna crawled out of the wreckage of the table and looked back at him.

He just laid in the broken boards and cried. Actually, more like screamed.

“What’s wrong?” she knelt over him on all fours.

He clutched his groin and couldn’t even talk.

She touched his shoulder, tried to move him, and he finally rolled over enough for her to see his groin.

“Oh, no…” she whispered.

“What? What?” he howled in anguish.

“Your penis…it’s…it’s broken.

In the gloom of the night she could see his white shaft. It was bent almost in double.

Jim lay on the table and felt happy. The table was slightly slanted and they had shot him full of drugs. But, drugs or not, his penis was in bad shape.

Dr. Davis was bent over and examining his penis closely. Anna was on the other side of the table. His penis was bent and bruised and blood was seeping from his hole, forming little drops which fell to the cloth covering his groin, or were sopped up by the nurse.

The nurse was young and, thank God, seemed more interested in helping the doctor than laughing at his crooked dong.

Dr. Davis was speaking: “You’ve broken the tunica albuginea, that’s the membrane inside the penis and under the skin. It’s rubbery and is designed to expand and contract so that you can have erections. You’ve also severely damaged the corpus cavernosum. That’s the spongy tissue inside the penis.

Anna was leaking tears slowly down her cheek. “Is it…what can you…”

“A complete recovery is possible,” he reassured them. “However, we need to get you into surgery, and fast.”

“Surgery?” asked Jim. He was loopy, but he also knew that slicing a person’s body with sharp tools was drastic.

“We need to put stitches in. If we don’t then your penis will stay bent, look like Frankenstein’s, uh…you know. And you may have trouble urinating, and making love, as you grow older.

Anna was unable to stop a sob from escaping.

“With surgery you may have scars. Normally you wouldn’t, but I haven’t seen injuries this severe…how did you do this?”

Jim blurted. “We were screwing on a picnic table and it collapsed.”

The nurse glanced at him, but there was nothing in her glance. The doctor nodded.

“Okay.” He looked up, “I’d like to schedule surgery. It’s actually a simple surgery and we can do it in the next hour. As I said, speed is important here if you are to retain full use of your penis.”

Jim and Anna looked at each other and nodded.

“Okay, one other thing you should know concerning recovery,” and Dr. Davis went on to describe drugs Jim would have to take, their effects, and the length of time needed, and so on.

The operation was simple, but Jim needed to be put out. Even with a screen obscuring his sight the idea of somebody cutting into his dick was so traumatic in itself that the doctors preferred he be unconscious. So he went to sleep, didn’t dream, and woke up in a hospital bed.

Three hours later Jim found himself wandering through the wonderful corridors of his mind, thinking of girls he had made love to, and slowly coming out of his drug induced haze.

“Jim?”

“Mmm. Are the monkeys peeing gravy?”

“He’s coming out of it. He’s fine, I’ll be right over at my desk if you need anything.”

“Jim?”

Jim lazily opened his eyes and smiled. He felt as right as he had ever felt. He wanted chocolate cake.

“Is it my birthday?”

Anna giggled, but sadly, and Jim started to realize what was going on.

“It’s done?”

She held his hand and nodded. She was still bright-eyed with tears.

“So now I’m bigger and better than ever,” he teased, trying to lighten the situation. She snorted a little laugh and sniffed.

His head was propped up and he said, “Can you pull the sheet down and show me?”

She did, and there wasn’t much to see. Just a huge swatch of bandages. It did look like he had a monster cock hiding under the bandages, though.

“Well,” he smiled up at Anna, “Think you can still handle that?”

Now she was smiling and the tears were starting to disappear. To hear him laugh and joke after such a traumatic experience, that helped ease the trauma in her own mind.

“I asked the doctor to add a few inches, a few pounds. Can’t wait to try it out, can you?”

“No,” she burbled.

He went home the next day. The big bunch of bandages replaced by a splint and an ace bandages.

The splint was a bent metal thing, very similar to the splints they used for broken fingers. Under the Ace bandage was a small bandage, and he had instructions on cleaning and dressing.

And he walked funny.

Of course, he didn’t know he would be walking funny until he got out of the wheel chair they trundled him out of the hospital in. Then he stood for a second, looked down at the bulge in his loose pants, and groaned.

“This is obscene.”

Anna smiled, and the nurse just hid a grin.

He had to walk bow-legged, like he had a huge pair of balls, or had just gotten off the fattest horse in the history of man.

“Fuck,” he whimpered as he got into the car.

It wasn’t painful, it was just awkward, and there was a certain amount of trepidation in his attitude.

Anna thanked the nurse and ran around to the other side and got into the car. In moments they were heading through traffic towards home.

Jim sat and looked out the passenger window. “This is weird,” he said.

“What?”

“I’m supposed to be driving. Just sitting here and doing nothing…it’s weird.”

“You couldn’t drive anyway. Your dick is so big it would probably get in the way of the steering wheel.”

He looked at her. “Is that a joke?”

She giggled. It was.

“So here I am, on death’s door.”

“You aren’t on death’s door!”

“My penis was, so it’s the same thing.”

She snickered. “Your penis wasn’t on death’s door.”

“It was so, standing right on the porch and ringing the bell, and my wife is making jokes about it.”

“I’m not joking about your…broken penis.”

“Are so.”

“Are not.”

“You’re a snot.”

He caught the start of their rhyming joke right away.

“You say that because you got caught.”

“You can’t say that a lot.”

“Wot?”

“Ha! You lose.”

“No, I didn’t!”

And they joked all the way home.

He didn’t have to pee for three days. He had a catheter all the way to his bladder and the pee just seeped out to a collection bag. He was gladder than glad to have the doctor tell him to just slide the catheter out on the fourth day.

And then he wasn’t so glad.

“Oh, fuck!” Jim stated, sitting on the porcelain throne.

“Are you okay?” asked Anna from the bedroom. Then she leaned past the door to peek at him.

“It’s burning. I’m trying to pee and it’s burning.”

“Didn’t he say it might hurt the first time?”

“Yeah. Hurt. Not burn.

Back to the doctor they went.

Dr. Davis carefully unwrapped his penis and didn’t frown. But Jim knew a ‘non-frown’ when he saw it. He knew when somebody was covering something up.

“What’s wrong, Doc?”

“You’re penis needs to be stretched. The tunica albuginea stitches aren’t holding properly.” He looked up. “This is not a real problem, but you are going to have to wear a brace.”

“Not a splint?” asked Anna.

Dr. Davis rolled his swivel stool to a drawer and took out a box. He opened the box and took out a metal framework in the shape of a test tube. At the end of the test tube, however, was a small circle.

“We put the head of your penis through here and stretch your shaft. It will be uncomfortable.”

“What about erections?”

“What about them?” the doctor raised his eyebrows. “You’re not supposed to be getting them.”

“Well, I am, sort of I don’t get hard, but I get sort of halfway between.”

“We’re going to have to put you on different medicine. Especially in this brace you need to be held motionless.”

“Different?”

“Stronger.”

“How much stronger?”

The doctor put the penis brace away and chose his words carefully.

“The medicine is called leuprolide acetate. Full disclosure, this is actually a drug used to castrate sex offenders in prison.”

Jim’s mouth dropped open and Anna silently mouthed ‘no!’

Davis put his hands up. “Not to worry. It is a temporary drug. Doses can be adjusted to three months, six months, a year…whatever. Full function comes back then.”

“But I’m going to be castrated!”

“Temporarily. But it’s that or, the way your penis is responding, a full penectomy.

Jim did a blink and gave a shake of his head.

“Get temporary castration…or lose my penis.”

The doctor held his gaze and nodded.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Anna.

After the second operation Anna drove him home. Seemed like she was doing all the driving these days, and Jim missed having his hands on the wheel.

“So, The Return of Frankendick,” Jim tried to joke.

“Do you feel anything down there?”

“Actually, I do. But he said I’d have full feeling, there just wouldn’t be any danger of getting an erection.”

She tried a weak snicker. “So your erection is dangerous.”

He smiled ruefully, but didn’t laugh.

And they drove quietly.

Still, when they got home and had a chance to settle in their good spirits returned.

“Man, I had him make it even bigger! You should see it! It’s a damned baseball bat! The next time you see me I’ll be standing at home plate in Dodger stadium, knocking out the home runs with my superbat.

“Lord, honey, you’re going to be so big I won’t be able to screw you.”

“Well, can you rent me out? Maybe find me some women with big pussies who are disappointed with small cocks and need a real man?”

“Maybe. Do we charge by the inch or the yard?”

“Both.”

And they laughed.

A week passed. Jim lolled around, watch TV, read books, and learned to love boredom. Then he had a thought. 
Anna?” he called.

Anna was doing the dishes. She dried her hands and walked out to the den where Jim was comfortably ensconced in a couch. “Yeah, hon?”

He looked her right in the eye. “What are you doing about sex?”

She blinked. “I’m…what am I supposed to be doing? You’re laid up, it will be a couple of months.”

“You haven’t masturbated?”

“Of course not,” she lied.

He fooled her then and said, “Then do so.”

“What?”

“Masturbate. Jack off. Jill off. Whatever. Do it.”

“I’m not going to—“

“Why not?”

“Jim—“

“You had a high sex drive before, and I’m supposed to believe you haven’t gotten yourself off? Those late nights while I slept? On the couch? Watching porn?”

She turned red, which confirmed what he already knew.

“So, I can’t get off, and I don’t want to move around much and risk my dick, so you’re going to have to do it yourself.”

“No!”

“Come here.”

She knelt next to him and he hooked her neck with one hand and drew her to him. He kissed her tenderly. He tasted the warm moistness of her mouth. He traced the curve of her lips with his own, and when he stopped, her breathless and wide-eyed, he said, “If I had a dick now it would be hard.”

She sank into his arms. Careful not to hurt his cock.

“Now…jack off.”

“Now?”

“Yes.”

“Here?”

“Fuck,” he blurted. “Just fucking do it! I want to watch!”

“But won’t that be…disturb you?”

“I’m more disturbed by the idea of you not coming. I need you to stay in practice if you’re going to be able to fuck my superdick in…how long is it?”

“Two months, eighteen days, seven hours and forty-three minutes.

“Yeah.”

She got up and went into the bedroom. She came back with the big vibrator, the one that worked on a cord and not some sissy battery. She took off her clothes and sat in a chair next to him. She spread her legs, felt her pussy with her fingers, then began to move the big-headed vibrator over her cunt.

Jim couldn’t fuck, or even get an erection, but sex is in the mind. He watched avidly, and even caught a bit of drool seeping out of the corner of his mouth.

He watched as she groaned and slid the head of the vibrator up and down between her labia. The drool started when she stimulated her clitoris and gave out a big groan.

Her eyes were closed, and she started to hump her hips convulsively. She stopped briefly, frozen in position, then shivered, then the orgasm hit her full force. She jerked her hips and her thighs closed and she rolled to the side. She lay there, breathing, coming back to the real world.

“Damn,” he whispered. “If I had a dick that worked I’d jack it. Right now.”

She opened her eyes. “What a sweet thing to say. Then they both laughed, and sighed. Then she got up and lay in his arms for a while.

The splint, or cage, or whatever you wanted to call it, was six inches long. He could see his penis stretching within. The head was firmly caught, and the stitches were easy to see.

He had a bump on his cock, not a small one, on the underside of his dick. That was good because he couldn’t see how ugly it was without a mirror, and he tended not to keep a mirror handy so he wouldn’t see it.

There were two sets of scars. He had had to have stitches both on the front and the back of his dick. When the stitches came out he still had the raised flesh where the stitches had been.

“What the hell is that going to feel like?” Anna stared at the ugly zig zag of scars hungrily. She might be jacking off regularly for Jim, but that didn’t stop her from wondering about what it would feel like to have his dick in her again.

“I’ll let you know when I can feel again.”

Jim was a little morose now. Sitting and doing nothing, not even the joy of seeing Anna cum could buoy him up.

She applied an ointment to his penis, painting it on so the skin would remain flexible and resilient, then wrapped the ace bandage around it.

“I have tits.”

Anna looked at him.

He opened up the top of his bathrobe, which is what he usually lounged in, and  showed her his boobs.

And they were boobs.

Dr. Davis had warned him that something like this might happen. The chemical castration was a very advanced form of leuprolide acetate. It raised his estrogen levels and lowered his testosterone at the same time. While this didn’t always create boobs, there were certain cases in which it did. Jim was one of those cases.

Anna giggled and hefted one of his boobs. It was probably a b cup. “I sort of like it. You’re like the younger sister I never had.”

He frowned at her.

She opened her blouse, pushed a cup down and hefted her own boob. She she moved forward and touched her nipple to his.

He blinked. He didn’t feel sexual urgings…in his body…but his mind went electric.

“You like it?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

She bent forward and took his nipple in her mouth.

His dick didn’t do a thing, but he felt the electricity in his nipple. It swarmed out and it was definitely a horny feeling.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

Then she did something unexpected. She reached down and cupped his balls.

His balls had started to shrink a bit, but the doctor had said they wold grow back, so he wasn’t worried.

But he did like the feeling of her hand fondling his most vulnerable part. It made him feel sexy. No dick, but still a certain sexiness invaded his mind and took over.

He kissed her, and couldn’t stop. He had lust…but his pecker just laid in its cage and did nothing.

She moaned and moved up so he could diddle her.

He finger fucked her. It had been long enough that he didn’t have to worry about jiggling his wrapped up cock and cage around, and he really loved the feeling of his fingers in her snatch. He moved them around, hooked her G spot, rammed and jammed, and shortly she was humping his hand.

Finger after finger, until she was humping his fist.

And she came. A violent explosion that wracked her body and deprived her of senses.

They lay there, once again each other’s arms, and she said, “You know what I want?”

“What?”

“I want you to finger my asshole.”

He moved his head back and stared at her.

“Why not? Before we broke your ding dong I was loving it. I was so stuffed and filled. I want your fingers, and, eventually, I want your cock.

He said nothing, though his mind was racing.

“What? Scared I’ll break you again?”

He smiled. “Anna, the girl whose pussy is so strong it can break a boner.”

“Yeah.” she sighed again and returned to her place in his arms. “I think…the next time we do this…I’m going to want you to explore.”

“Can do, baby. Can do.”

A while later they fell asleep, entwined and in love.

The cage came off. The stitches were holding, the tunica albuginea and the corpus cavernosum were strong. Of course he couldn’t get a hard on, the castration chemicals had to wear off, but that was okay.

They made love every day. He would finger bang her, in both vagina and anus, she would use her vibrator, and one day she said, “I think it’s time for me to do you.”

“Ha!” he muttered a bit bitterly. “You’re going to fuck the man without a dick?”

“Are you a man without a dick? Or are you a man with boobs?” She sucked on his nipples and caused him to groan. Then: “But I’m not talking about all that.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’ve been reading about assholes.”

“Don’t bring up politics,” he said, and they both laughed.

“No, I’m talking about your bunghole.”

“My who hole?” he asked in a surprised voice.

“Your pit where the sun don’t shine. Your back alley. Your devil’s mouth.”

“You want to fuck my asshole?”

She shrugged. “Why not?”

“Well, uh…”

They were laying on the couch. They had just diddled her silly, and she was wanting to return the favor.

She turned and got onto her knees and placed her hands on his shoulders. “I read on the internet that men have a P spot. A prostate. And when that is stimulated the man puts out the juice.”

“The juice?”

“Semen.”

“I can have an orgasm?” Man, that idea tickled his fancy.

“Well, not really an orgasm. But…”

“But what? First you say I can have an orgasm, then you hedge. What is going on?”

She moved around and sat next to him. She fondled his testicles with her right hand as she spoke.

“First, nothing might happen. Second, you might get drained. Your semen might come out. Maybe without an orgasm.”

He opened his mouth to speak and she placed a finger against his lips to stop him.

“Don’t object yet. Men on the net saying cumming without an orgasm is actually really cool. But there is a chance you can have an orgasm, but…it’s not really an orgasm.”

“Then what is it?”

“It’s called a…don’t get riled up over this…a ‘sissygasm.’

“What?”

“Men who take the choo choo up the poo poo have a form of an orgasm. I don’t know how much it feels like a real orgasm. Some people say exactly, some people say it’s different. Some people refer to it as a prostate orgasm. But since you’ve got tits now I thought you’d like the ‘sissygasm’ label.

“You did, eh?” But he was thinking. He had liked being up her butt…until his dick broke. And more important, she had liked it. And she really liked when he diddled her rectum now. So why couldn’t he experience the same sensations?

Could he have an orgasm, of some sort, by being stimulated up the butt?

“Okay. How do we do this?”

Anna brought out a towel and he lifted his butt and she placed it under him. She giggled because his boobs jiggled when he moved.

“You’re going to need a bra.”

He frowned.

“Oh, get over it. You enjoy me sucking on them, there’a nothing wrong with having them, and they look really, really cool.”

“Okay,” and he tamped his irritation down.

She put on a pair of rubber gloves and began tamping lube in to his butt.

“That’s a weird sensation,” he muttered.

“But good?”

“Well, it does feel pretty cool.”

“Just wait,” she smiled, and she put two fingers into his rectum.

He shivered, and his whole body twitched.

“I think he likes it.” She began to move her fingers in and out. She hooked them a bit and rubbed directly on his prostate.

He gasped.

She went to three fingers.

“It’s pretty obvious that the more relaxed you are the easier it is.” She had her hand between his legs and her fingers jacking. She had one hand on a boob and was kissing him.

Jim’s dick did nothing, but it was the kinkiest, most incredible feeling of sexuality he had ever experienced.

Heysoos. Who needed a dick when they had a butt?

For long minutes she massaged him, worked him, made him relax, then she picked up a dildo and put it to his asshole. Smiling up at him, she pressed, and the dildo went in….and stopped.

“Ow?”

“That’s okay. We just need to play with you a bit more.”

She went back to fingers, and he moaned and groaned, and finally, without talking, she just picked up the dildo and put it in him.

He gasped as he felt it running up into him. He could feel the fluted slots on the sides of the dildo as she worked him. His eyes were open and his hips humped and he couldn’t stop making groaning sounds.

She worked it, and he twitched and pushed back, and he felt the odd sensation of his limp dick flopping around.

And he felt a warmth, a tingle, and a desire to pee. Then the semen started coming out. It trickled, a slow stream of silvery liquid.

“Come and get it, baby,” whispered Anna. “Hot off the grill.”

He came and he came, and he didn’t experience the big bang, but he did feel a sensation of languor coming over him.

He lay back and just indulged in the feeling of being happy, then she was done. She pulled the dildo out and asked, “No orgasm?”

“Does it matter?” And he stretched, smiled, and laid back and closed his eyes. in a minute he was sleeping the sleep of innocent, little lambs.


PART TWO

Before the castration chemical, leuprolide acetate, wore off Anna started making Jim wear female clothes.

“Here, put this on.” She tossed him a bra.

He was sitting on the side of the bed, yawning. He hd just gotten the brace removed from his pecker the day before. He caught the article of clothing and looked a tit.

“Why?”

“Because you’re sagging. Would you like it if I walked around with boobs down to my waist?”

“But mine aren’t as big as yours!”

“Not yet, but…” she shrugged. “Besides, I want to see how perky we can make you look.”

He laughed and tried to figure out how to get the bra on. “Perky, eh?”

“Here, let me help.” She pulled it into place, fastened it and adjusted the shoulder straps.

He looked down. What had been little mounds that hung a bit were now real car bumpers.

“I can’t wear these!”

She giggled. “You talk like they’re not part of your body.”

“Well, I didn’t mean…”

“You can wear the sexy bra around the house. I’ve got a couple of bras that will really flatten you for outside.”

“Oh.”

That night they were sitting and watching TV, and she told him to sit down in front of he and she’d give him a back rub. He did, and she did, then she started playing with his hair.

“Look! Braids!”

“I haven’t had a haircut for months.”

Anna’s eyes gleamed and she got a hairbrush and some hair spray and started styling his hair.

He didn’t notice until he was getting ready for bed, then he look in the mirror and saw the way she had fashioned his curls. “I can’t comb my hair like this!” He stared at the mirror in horror. He had very female looking hair.

“You can for me,” she reached around and cupped her hands over his breasts.

He groaned at the feeling of her playing with his nipples.

She pushed her hips into his butt and said, “Do what I say, sailor, and you might just get lucky.”

“Fuck!” He turned and took her in his arms.

He had no boner, but his mind was a boner, and his nipples radiated, and his asshole…that was tingling with desire.

“Heysoos,” she breathed, “I love you like this.”

“Like a girl?”

“With a more feminine look.”

He stepped back from her. “Are you saying you want me to look more like a girl?”

Her lips pursed for a moment, then she blatantly admitted. “Yes.”

“But I’m a guy?”

She grabbed his penis and smiled, “Are you?”

He was stunned.

He actually just let go of her, turned around and went to bed.

She, wisely, didn’t say anything. She just climbed into bed next to him and wrapped her arms around him.

He couldn’t sleep.

He blurted, “Do you want a Lesbian?”

“Nope.” She snuggled her head against his neck.

He lay awake and just thought.

What is a man? What is a woman? There were two answers. One was biological, and the other was choice.

It was hard to argue with the biological, no matter how hormones or surgery one might endure. But the choice…one could argue with that all day.

“So you want me to be a woman?”

“I want you to be yourself. But I like you with tits. I love the look of you. And what is fashion but the whim of people through history?”

He went silent again. The room was silent, she breathed softly against his flesh.

“You don’t want my dick to work again,” he accused.

“Are you kidding? I want your dick so bad…I want it in my mouth, my pussy, and, most of all, I want it in my butt.”

“But…”

“Shut up.”

It was so late it was early before he drifted off to sleep.

He awoke, she was still asleep; he was wired.

She wanted him to dress like a girl.

He liked the bra, and the material on girl’s dresses and things was so much softer than a man’s clothes.

He slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom and stared at his hair. It was still curly.

She appeared behind him, hugged him, and grabbed a brush and worked his hair. When he was soft and wavy again she pulled him into the bedroom.

“Try these on.”

He pulled a pair of panties on. With his limp dick they fit perfectly. His small penis and small balls fit perfectly and with no need for a pouch.

He looked down, over his burgeoning breasts, at his package.

What package? He still had almost two months of castration chemical before everything returned to normal.

She put a bra on him again, then she slid a dress over his body and took him into the kitchen for breakfast.

They sat and looked at each other over the table, sipping OJ and eating waffles.

“You’ve got some things to do to really look like a woman.”

“Oh?”

“You need to shave your legs, moisturize your skin, and learn to move the right way. Your package is quite hideable and we can get you a gaff if we want to go whole hog.”

“Going whole hog on my hog makes it look like there is no hog,” he mused.

She smiled. “It’s just for a couple of months. Then we’re going to have to adjust everything all over again.”

“What if I keep the tits and have big, old, Frankenstein boners?”

“Honey, if you do that then I’ll start renting you out. Do you know how many women would want to experience that?”

“No!”

“Oh, absolutely. Here’s a girl secret for you. Women are intensely interested by what they don’t have, which is a cock, and they are dying to touch, to feel, to fuck any cock that looks different, and every cock looks different.”

“I know you’re kidding me.”

“Scout’s honor.” She held up her middle finger.

“Is that the official Girl Scout salute?”

“Not official, but recognized as the real.”

They both chuckled.

“Now, I’m going to get you a few things, and over the next few weeks you’re going to be living as a girl. I know you won’t want to go outside, but two weeks and nobody will be able to tell that you’re not a real female.”

“You’re…not you can’t.”

“Can. Want to bet?”

He shook his head, and realized that in refusing to bet he was acknowledging that she could do as she said.

“Okay, are you ready to get started?”

He held his breath for a long moment, then gulped and nodded.

First he got undressed, then he applied Nair to his body. He was careful of his scalp, but put the stuff on his chin. He was surprised to find out that there were Nair products he could buy that would enable him to soften and virtually eliminate his beard.

Anna sat him down on a rocking chair and placed one foot, then the other, in her lap. She prepped his toenails, and he watched, fascinated, as she colored them and lacquered them.

Then his hands, and she picked out semi-long ovals and glued them on.

“How will I wipe my butt?” he asked.

“Very carefully,” she answered with a grin.

Nails bright red and shiny, panties and bra on, she had him put on a garter and nylons.

He rolled the nylons up his legs, and his legs looked so sleek and shiny. “I’ve said this before, but if I had a dick…”

“You will, honey. And I’ll fuck it til it breaks again.”

“Please, no!” He looked up at her, and she laughed merrily.

A dress. Tight. With a porthole to showcase his boobs. With the push up bra and the porthole it made his boobs look like they were huge.

“You are getting big,” Anna observed.

Jim said nothing. He knew.

“Okay, the secret to high heels is to walk on a line. Don’t do anything, and your booty will sway perfectly.

He took a few steps, and she applauded, then she pointed him to her vanity table. “Keep the shoes on, I want you to get used to them, but sit here and I’ll paint your face.”

Jim never knew how much work make up was, but he learned that morning. Liquids and powders. Primer and foundation. And the amount of focus and attention it took to decorate his eyes was daunting.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’m showing you, and there are tips on the internet. By the time you turn back into a man you’ll be a perfect woman.”

The look he gave her made her laugh.

Finally, she was done, and the lessons began in earnest.

‘Sit like this!’

‘Get into a car like this!’

‘Don’t spread your legs!’

But the one that got to him the most was how eat while wearing lipstick.

The precise way women pulled their lips back, and the size of their bites…it was too much.

Anna was showing him as they ate a small lunch, and she shrugged. “Use knives and forks then, and make sure you cut everything into super small bites.”

He just shook his head. “I think I’m going to be eating at home.

Living as a woman was a challenge. Over the days he learned balance in shoes, talked style and read magazines, and couldn’t believe how intricate a woman’s life was.

And his boobs got bigger. Even the doctor was surprised.

“I think you’re having a reaction,” he stated.

Jim thought about that. He was having a reaction, and maybe it was because he was just prone to boobs.

He thought about babies and growing up, how their bodies shaped. Were they following strict guidelines of DNA? He didn’t think so. There were just too many people that seemed to grow different from their parents.

He had grown different from his own parents; His father was tall, large, well built. He was slender, shorter, and had softer features. And, the surprising thing, he wasn’t taking after his mother.

Yes, DNA was strong, but the way a person’s mind developed, that had a lot to do with the shape of their face, their build, even how they held themselves.

But, DNA or not, he looked like a woman, and he realized that Anna was right. He could go out and pass for a woman. If he held his neck just right the Adam’s apple was negligible. The long, red nails made his hands look longer and feminine, and not masculine.

“You ready to go out?” Anna asked one day.

He gulped and nodded, and that night he had a wonderful time. They drank, they danced, and he avoided any requests from lurking males to dance. He wasn’t quite there, yet.

And time passed.

“I feel my dick.”

Anna looked up from her hamburger. They were sitting in Wendy’s on a nice afternoon. “Really?”

“Yep. It’s not getting hard. Not yet, but I feel things inside, and it feels…sort of…”

“Yes?”

“Like it’s pressing out.”

She reached across the table, put her hands on his and was truly happy.

He wasn’t.

“What am I going to do about dressing like a girl?”

“What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know. I like being a girl. And I really like anal sex. But…I’m also really looking forward to getting an erection.”

“We should just go with it and see what happens. Whatever you decide is fine with me.”

He smiled, “So you’ll give me a good dicking in the ass if I get a boner?”

She laughed. “Can’t wait.

Day after day the sensations in his cock surged. His penis began to get bigger, and his balls started to swell.

And his penis was a monster.

Oh, it wasn’t a bigger type of monster, but it was…different.

From the base it was normal, but after an inch he had a slight bump, and the scars became prominent. The skin zigged and zagged and was raised. There were little indentations were the threads of stitchings had gone through the skin.

Anna was absolutely enthralled by his meat. They would be sitting, watching TV, and suddenly she would spin and lift his dress and pull down his panties.

He moaned as she handled his half hard meat. He loved the way her gentle fingers traced the ridges of scar tissue.

She gave him a blow job, ran her mouth over the scars and tongued his head.

He couldn’t cum, not yet, but it was getting close.

“Am I a shemale?” he asked.

She sniffed. “You’re a you.”

“Am I a woman with a cock? Or a man with boobs?”

“You’re my sexy lover.”

And his inner reservations came forth at the weirdest times.

“Fuck me.”

“I don’t know if I can.”

She looked at his meat. It was hefty, thick, mean looking. It looked like the pitbull that had lost, but, man, what a fight!

“I want that in me!”

“But what if it’s too soft?”

“You can fuck me a little soft. I don’t care. I just want that mean assed bitch in me.”

They adjourned to the bedroom and he started to take off his clothes.

“Don’t bother,” she stopped his hand from unbuttoning.

He looked askance.

“You’re going to learn one of the benefits of being a woman.”

“Oh?”

“You don’t have to take your clothes off, just lift your dress and drop your panties.”

She matched actions with words, pulling his dress up, pushing his panties down with her thumbs, and kissing him so forcefully he fell back on the bed.

She pulled off her own panties and clambered on top of him. She took his maimed member into her mouth. She could feel the scarred tissue, she loved it.

He groaned, loving the feeling of a dick that was 90% hard.

She squatted over him and lowered herself.

His dick, though a trifle soft, remained hard enough that it slid into her pussy.

Her eyes opened. “Oh, fuck!”

“What?” Jim was alarmed at the look on her face.

“I can feel the stitchings. I can feel that big bump near the base.”

“Oh.”

She moved carefully, settled on him, squirming, and began rocking. Shortly she was doing everything she could to rub her pussy against the results of his operation. She slithered up and down and took advantage of his scars. They rubbed against her soft tissue like nothing ever had, and she found herself not just fascinated by the sensations, but overwhelmed by them.

Jim was doing okay. Being a woman for the past weeks had taught him a different way to move. He was gentle now, and he moved with care and attention.

Now, more sensitive, he was enjoying his cock like he never had before. And he was enjoying her pussy like he had never imagined.

“Fuck, honey,” she gasped, twisting her hips and feeling his scars rake her innards, “You’ve really got something here.”

“Oh. Good.”

He flipped her over and began pounding into her. His cock felt great, but he wouldn’t have cared if it didn’t. He was feeling the urge, he wanted to cum. He wanted to shoot his baby batter out by the gallon. He needed to cum.

After three months of not having a real, manly orgasm, he wanted to. All the smaller orgasms, the prostate orgasms, the ‘sissygasms,’ they were fine. But not he was on the edge of a manly orgasm, and he wanted it. Badly.

Anna was surprised at the sudden show of force. She was used to his gentle manner. But what woman can withstand it when a man goes manly on her? Even if he is dressed like a woman?

Or, maybe because he was dressed like a woman.

He twisted his cock down, deliberately running his scars against her velvety pussy walls.

She groaned and bit his shoulder. She wasn’t thinking any more. She was enraptured by the feel of the ripples and ridges stimulating her pussy. She couldn’t stop and think, all she could do was want more.

She began to cum…and cum…and cum!

He was a man again. And he wasn’t.

Some days he dressed as a man, wore a tight bra, combed his hair back, and fucked like a man.

Some days he dressed as a woman, wore a push up bra, or even a half bra, and presented his charms to the world. And fucked like a woman, using his man pussy as it was designed to be used.

He didn’t think in terms of himself as man, woman, shemale, lesbian, homo, or any other label. He thought of himself as a person.

Sometimes he was confused, and happy.

Sometimes he was certain of himself, calm and confident, and happy.

He ignored any strange looks he received—and there were a few now that he was in ambiguous land—and lived as he wished to.

He was happy.

But he was also broke.

Three months of working, the various medical bills, he and Anna had gone through their savings, neither had a job, and they were starting to receive the first notices in the mail.

‘You are in arrears…’

‘You must pay NOW…’

“Foreclosure is imminent!’

Night after night they looked at the bills and worried.

They were happy, but with such actions nibbling at them happiness was starting to wane.

“Is there somebody we can move in with?” asked Anna.

“I don’t know. My brother’s across the country, and he’s not doing well.”

“My sister, but I sent a picture of you as a female and she chewed me a new one.”

“Hunh.”

So the days passed, the bills mounted, the notices were stacked up on the kitchen table, and hopelessness began to set in.

“Honey, I need you to dress up tonight and come with me.”

“Where to?” asked Jim.

“It’s a surprise. But I need you looking your best.”

Jim spent some time making himself beautiful, and they left the house at seven.

Anna drove mostly these days, Jim just never got back into the habit, and she drove them into Beverly Hills.

“Where are we going?” Jim asked again. They didn’t know anybody in Beverly Hills.

“Just sit tight, honey.”

She drove into a large estate, wound through a garden that was a miniature African jungle, and stopped in front of a three story mansion. To the side of the house was a monster pool with dolphins designed in tile on the bottom. At the head of the pool was a statue of Zeus, lightening in hand and furrowed brows.

“Angry looking fuck,” mentioned Jim, as Anna pulled him up to the front door.

The door opened and a women stared out at them. She looked at Anna. “Anna?”

“Yes.”

“Come in.”

The woman was maybe 40, maybe younger. She looked like a model and walked like one, too. She was dressed immaculately.

“Please,” she motioned to a couch and Jim and Anna sat. The lady sat down on a chair opposite them.

“I’d like to see the merchandise.” She wasn’t haughty. She was intrigued, and even anxious.

“Jim. Please stand up.”

Curious, going along with it, Jim stood up. His figure was slender with the big boobs. His face was perfectly made up. He was beautiful, but he was not of model quality.

The lady sat back and inspected him. “He is not very prepossessing, is he?”

“Jim, please lift your dress and show her your penis.”

Jim turned to her and stared.

Anna’s eyes were begging. He understood where this was going, but he was having a rough time dealing with it.

“Please, Jim.” Her voice was low and desperate.

Jim turned back to the lady and lifted his dress. He pulled down his panties and the lady leaned forward.

She gasped.

She slowly reached out and took his penis in hand.

It took everything Jim had to just stand there.

“This…this is the most marvelous…I’ve never seen…” she looked at Anna, “Feel these ridges. That must feel incredible.”

“It does.”

She looked up at Jim. “And how does it feel to you, young man?”

It felt good having her hand hold him, and he was erect. He wasn’t huge, but with his penis so ugly it didn’t have to be huge.

“I fucked John Wayne Bobbit, you know,” she murmured, though apparently not to anyone. “He was so exciting, and it was different, but he was nothing like this,” she close her grip slightly and shook Jim’s cock.”

She looked at Anna. She licked her lips. “I must have it.”

Jim opened his mouth to speak, but Anna beat him to it.

“How much?”

Jim gawped.

“A thousand dollars.”

Anna shook her head.

The lady frowned. “Five thousand.”

Anna snorted.

“Ten thousand.”

Anna heaved a breath, then said, “That is a ridiculous price, but if you can recommend two customers I will let you have him.”

The lady looked up at Jim. “Does he cum?”

“Sometimes. Not guaranteed. But if he doesn’t cum you may drain him.”

The lady stared at Anna and Jim could feel her raw, heady excitement.

“Ten thousand, three friends, and I drain him no matter what.”

Anna nodded. “I think we can live like that.”

Again, Jim opened his mouth, and again Anna beat him to it.

“If I may talk to my husband first?”

“Of course. I will be upstairs and return briefly with a check. What is his name?” She said it like ‘what is its name?’

“Jim. Thanks you.”

The lady smiled, arched an eyebrow, then left.

Jim looked at Anna.

“Anna?”

Anna didn’t wait. She knew what his response would be to the situation. She jumped up and grabbed him by the front of his dress. “We’re broke. We have something to sell. Do you want to live on a tent on the street?”

“No, but—“

“Then you will do this. No complaints. No bullshit.”

“But—“

“Porn stars do it. All society is obsessed with sex. You have a unique chance to…to…save us.”

“Whores do it.”

She paused, but only for the briefest of moments.

“Then you’re a whore. But you’re also a rich whore who lives in a beautiful home and drives a…didn’t you say you wanted to own a Tesla?”

“You can’t compare—“

“You do this…I’ll have your Tesla in a month. If you don’t want something better.”

He opened his mouth…and shut it. He stared at his wife.

“This is sex. It has nothing to do with love, except for maybe the fact that you’ll love your new line of work. You will spend the night here and I will be the one that suffers. I’ll be dreaming of you, jealous beyond my wit’s end, but I will go through this for you, because I love you, and because this is what we have to do. Got it?”

Jim stood silently. He was conflicted. He was torn. His cock was sticking out from his dress and throbbing. His ugly, ruptured penis. His broken manhood. His three months of living as a eunuch, and finally learning to love life as more than a single personality.

He was man, he was woman, he was somewhere in between, and…he was a whore.

The lady came down the stairs, his skirt swishing, a smile upon her beautiful face. She crossed the room and handed Anna a check.

Anna smiled as if she had forgotten about Jim and took the check. She turned to Jim. “I’ll pick you up tomorrow morning. Nine-ish.”

She smiled at the lady and turned on her heel and walked out.

Jim watched her. He was hurt, but he was also feeling the strange feeling of hope.

He turned to the lady and put a gentle smile on his face.

She took him upstairs. Sometimes she talked, sometimes she was silent, all the time she was curious. She kept feeling his dick, and she took pictures of it.

She laid him on her super-sized bed and undressed him. She kissed his breasts and stroked his penis. She suggested he get tattooed.

Jim went along with it, and he it got easier as he went along.

She was beautiful, and under the cold exterior she was passionate. She used him, she fucked him, she sucked him, she fucked him.

She had a voracious appetite that lasted through the night. At one point she asked him, “Can you not cum?”

“Lady,” he said, he didn’t know her name, “I can try, but you’ve got to know how beautiful you are.”

She smiled. It was the right thing to say.

“Well, tell me when you are close, if you can. I will help you stop.”

And she did. When he got on the edge he blurted out how close he was and she would get off him, grab his penis. Kiss him madly while he surged helplessly under her grip.

The moon fell, disappearing from the big arched window. Now it was dark and desperate, and she was ready. She had cum several times, marveling at his tortured loooking penis, and she had kept him from cumming. She turned him over and put on a strap on.

He was okay with that. He liked anal diddling, and he groaned as she sunk into his firm buttocks.

For long minutes she screwed him, and finally he said, “I’m going to…it’s going to…”

She pulled back, got him on his hands and knees, and prepared to finished him off. She took the dildo off the harness, laid under him, and pushed it back into him.

He groaned and the semen started to leak out. Not an orgasm, but it was almost as good as an orgasm to feel her sucking on him, drinking from him, satisfying her deepest and most wicked carnal urges on him.


EPILOGUE

Jim was silent when Anna picked him up. He was holding another check for five thousand dollars. A tip. He handed it to her.

“Oh, my God!” She stuffed it in her bra and drove down the winding road.

After a minute of him sitting silently, she asked, “How was it?”

He sighed, heavily, and turned to her. “I’m going to like this. Can you handle it?”

“As long as I love you I can handle anything.”

“Then we’re good.”

She smiled, and a minute laster asked, “Was she a good fuck?”

He smiled. “Honey, have I got some things to show you!”

Anna pumped her fist up and exclaimed, “Yes!”

And their car went down the street.

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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Broken Dick!’

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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