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PART ONE

Barry didn’t like his stepmother!

She was ten years younger than his father, much too young, had to be a gold digger. His father was well off, his real mother had died, and Shelly had just moved right in. Like a miser to a dollar.

Oh, she put on a good face, smiling and joking, and she acted like she loved Baldwin, but she was ten years younger! How could she love an old man?

The worst thing was that when Barry tried to interject a little common sense to his father he just laughed at Barry. “Nonsense, son. Shelly has a heart of gold and I’m lucky to have found her!”

Yeah. Heart of gold…digger.

So Barry just tried to stay away from her. He had his own wife to take care of, and if his pop insisted on being a doddering old, fool…so be it.

After a few months, however, Barry was surprised when he received a call from Shelly.

“Barry, it’s time you and I had a heart to heart. This little war you’re waging is hurtful to your father.”

Barry frowned and looked at the phone. At that moment Sandy walked in, Barry’s wife. “Who’s that, hon?”

“It’s Shelly,” he said, which Sandy would have shortly guessed anyway from the look of distaste on Barry’s face.

“Oh, goody, gimme!”

He relinquished the phone and went into the other room. He hadn’t answered Shelly, and didn’t want to. He wasn’t going to go play kissy with that gold plated bitch!

His father liked her, his wife liked her, but there was no way he was going to sit down and play nice with her.

He went into the kitchen and took the bottle of bourbon down from the cupboard. He held a glass under the crushed ice dispenser on the refrigerator and the sound of frozen water being crunched drowned out the sound of his wife talking to Shelly.

“That sounds wonderful!” Sandy gushed when Barry could hear their conversation again.

He poured half a glass of bourbon, then poured half a glass of Coke. A Coke High. Mmmm. Just the thing to help him forget his stupid stepmother.

He sat in the big lounge chair in the living room and turned on the football game. He sipped bourbon slowly, couldn’t hear the drone of voices, and sighed. He simply didn’t understand why his father had gotten married again. He was happy, he traveled a little, and he enjoyed life. Why did he have to mess it up with this…this…bitch!

So there Barry sat, the game see sawing one way, then the other. The arguments and recriminations in his head going one way then the other.

Click. The game turned off.

Barry blinked then turned his head.

Sandy stood there, arms folded, a grin on her face.

“Hey! I was watching!”

“Who was ahead?”

“Who…what difference does that make?”

“If you know who was ahead then you were watching and I’ll turn the TV back on. But since you’re usually in a funk after talking to Shelly you won’t know what the score is and you will be willing to have a little chat with me.”

Barry avoided admitting that he didn’t know what the score was. He sighed, “It was a lousy game anyway. What do you want?”

Sandy sat down on the footstool and pushed herself in front of him. “Put your feet down and face me,” she said.

Frowning, Barry lowered the lift mechanism and put his feet on the floor.

Sandy leaned forward and put her hands on his knees. She was a very sexy woman, and between the physical contact and those hot, green eyes devouring his, he felt himself stirring.

“I am going to ask you for a favor.”

“Oh?”

“Yep. And it’s a big one. A doozy.”

“Since neither of us really knows what a doozy is…” he gave a wan smile.

“Ah ha! The clever boy wishes to play with words. Fortunately, I prepared myself since the last time you tried to get out of doing me a favor, I now know what a doozy is.”

Barry blinked. He didn’t expect that.

“A Doozy is a word coined from an ancient car called a Duesenberg. It was the best car ever made…” she smiled victoriously.

“No!” blurted Barry.

“Yep. Look it up if you wish, but after you grant me my favor.”

“You can bet I will. Now, the…oh, my! Where has the time gone! I’ve got an appointment—“

He started to get up but Sandy grabbed his groin and smiled.

“Urk!” he said.

“About that favor…”

He was frozen, halfway between up and down, and couldn’t move.

Barry’s voice was a little ragged as he asked, “If I could sit back down?”

“Of course.” She pushed his groin back and he sat, and she leaped from the stool to his lap. She placed her arms around his neck and smiled as she ground her pussy down on his now erect penis.

“Pop,” which is what Sandy called Baldwin, “is going to the orient. Business trip.”

“He mentioned that,” Barry said, eyeing her red lips, feeling her large breasts on his chest.

“Unfortunately, Shelly can’t go with him.”

He smiled. Bitch was grounded.

“Fortunately, I can.”

That stopped Barry. He stared. “You want to go to the orient with Dad?”

Sandy let a little of her excitement show. “Oh, honey. You know I’ve always wanted to go to the orient. To see Japanese zen temples…to stand on the Great Wall. It’s a whole culture, many cultures, and you know I’ve always wanted to go to the exotic far east.”

Barry blinked a few times. “I’m sorry, but I can’t go.”

“And nobody’s asking you to. I’m going to go with Pop. Pop will enjoy the company, I know you have work, and…and this is just perfect!”

“Well, uh…” Reticence was in his voice for no particular reason. He just had his routines and his wife jumping up and running halfway around the world on a whim was not one of them.

“I know. You’ll miss my home cooked meals. But I’ll stock the freezer with TV dinners.”

“Well, it’s not…” he trailed off. Truth was, it was a glorious opportunity for her. He let the idea roll around in his head.

Sandy wasn’t willing to let it roll around for too long, however. “Oh, I know…” she grinned at him.

“Uh oh,” he said, reading her mind was easy.

She licked his cheek and whispered, “You’re afraid you can’t go a month without sex.”

He jumped on that. “Yeah! I might hurt myself! My balls might shrivel up and fall off.”

She nodded. “Oh, you poor boy. I can totally understand that. But there is a solution.”

“For blue balls?”

She smiled an evil smile.

“Oh, no…you’re not thinking…you’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking…”

“Oh, baby. I am.”

“No! Not that! Anything but that!”

“Sorry, baby, but some things have to be.”

Barry was protesting, but he wasn’t serious.

“So I’ll be leaving in one week, and that leaves you one week to get all the sex you want. Because after that you’re going to be a suffering a sexual drought.”

Barry’s mouth was dry and he stared at her. His prick was ramming into her bottom.

“Ooh, I think he likes it.”

“It’s sick,” he said. “Chastity is unnatural. It’s immoral and evil.”

“And that’s why you love it so much.”

He was gulping at the thought of being locked up.

“But, I have a little surprise in store for you. This is not going to be your normal chastity. I bought you a new device. I was going to give it to you for your birthday, but it will make a nice, little parting gift.”

“So what’s not normal?”

“You’ll find out.”

“You’ll tell me now or it’s no deal.”

“Party pooper,” she accused him. “But…come on.”

She stood up, pulled him up by the erection, and dragged him to the bedroom.

“First we get your clothes off,” Sandy murmured, unbuttoning buttons and downing zippers.

Barry’s cock rose like a rocket. SPROING!

“Oooh! Somebody’s glad to see me.”

Sandy knelt and sucked the head of his cock into her mouth as she undid her own buttons. She stood up and smiled as she reached behind herself to undo her bra. Barry was so-o-o easy.

She pushed him back on the bed and shimmied out of her skirt and panties. She climbed up his body and pushed his chest so he was horizontal. She kept climbing a perched over his mouth. With a sigh she lowered herself onto his face. She could feel his nose and his tongue. She wiggled and giggled and settled herself precisely on his nose It felt good to have his pointy, little nose stuffed against her crack, and he grunted and tried to breath.

“Use your mouth, my little pussy face.”

He made the equivalent of a gargling sound with his nose and tried to eat her even as he breathed. It was a difficult task made harder by the way she rode his face.

For a long minute she rocked on him. She had her hands on the wall and her pussy was feeling like it was going to catch fire.

Suddenly she pushed up with her legs and pushed down on his head.

He slid out from under her, turned over and stood up.

“Okay, slick, make me howl.”

Barry was so horny he couldn’t think straight. He leaped on her and fit his penis to her crack.

“Not my asshole. asshole,” she grunted. “I’m not lubed for that.”

Honestly, Barry didn’t care which hole he fucked, he was that blind with lust. Still, he was smart enough to follow directions. She slid his penis into her vagina and snuggled up against her butt.

“Oh, yeah!”

Sandy had her hands on the bed now, and she dipped her shoulders until she was butt high and face turned against the sheets.

“Oh, fuck….oh, fuck!” Barry went crazy on her, giving it to her rough, just the way she liked it. They were like animals, doing it doggy style, and she could feel the slight curve of his dick pushing down into the roof of her vagina. She liked it this way because he always hit her G spot.

“Hunh…hunh…hunh…” he pumped into her, pulling back and shoving it in again and again and again.

She also liked it because when he rubbed that G spot she came faster. She didn’t have to worry about him coming too soon and leaving her high and dry.

With a groan her upper body tightened and arched and she felt her hips start to spasm. This was the important part, and Barry kept pounding as hard as he could.

“Fuck,” she finally whimpered, and she collapsed.

Barry had managed to hold off and get her to come first, but now it was his turn. He felt that trigger give way and semen started shooting up his shaft. With a big grunt he loosed his seed into her. For 30 seconds he pumped, his mind a white hot kaleidoscope, then he sagged onto her.

“Oh, heysoos wept,” he muttered.

A minute later she roused herself enough to say, “Off, lout.”

He laughed and rolled to the side.

They rested for another minute, then she pushed him, “Shower.”

They struggle to a sitting position, smiled at each other, then headed for the shower. Five minutes of soaping each other, especially their private parts, and they were out of the shower and drying off.

“Okay, so what’s this new chastity device?”

Sandy smiled and led him out of the bathroom. She sat him down on the bed and opened the top drawer of her dresser.

“This is the ‘Cellphonic Gazimbo.’”

“That’s the name? Really?” He chuckled.

“Don’t laugh, yee of little faith.” She opened the box, undid wrapping, and laid the pieces out on the bed.

The tube was standard chastity tube size. Just big enough for him to fit in and have a whole centimeter of space around his cock. The ring was a doozy, though. It was tight, thick at the bottom, and had a little string with a ball about the size of a large marble on the end. There was also a fob.

“What’s that?” He pointed at the ball.

“That’s the dingleberry. Yes. Another real name.”

“That would indicate that…uh oh….not up my asshole?”

She smiled widely. “Spread your legs, lover, I think I love you.”

He grinned and opened his legs wide. She put the ring on, then the tube. She clicked the pieces together. There was a built in lock, so no padlock to be cut.

“You can see the little wires inside the ring, and the tube has built in contact pads.”

“Contact pads? This is electrical?” he hadn’t. ever seen such a thing.

“How does it work?”

“First, let’s put the dingleberry where the sun doesn't shine.” She pushed the marble on a string into his anus and he gasped, and grinned.

“Nice, eh?”

“Uh….yeah. You could say that.”

“Now, as to how it works.” She reached over to the dresser and picked up her phone. “I synched everything last night. Now, I am calling your number…”

Barry heard his phone start to ring, then he lost all control. The dingleberry was doing something to his prostate, his cock was trying to stand up, and his eyes were rolling back in his head.

He blinked, and found himself laying back on the bed, his cock on the edge of pain for trying to erect inside the tube. 
“What the fuck?” he burbled, dazed, coming to grips with what had just happened to him.

Sandy was sitting next to him, one hand on the chastity device, giggling. “I can use the fob, but I can use my phone, too.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered.

“I can call you from anywhere in the world. Ten settings The directions said I can even give you an orgasm. Imagine that, an Orgasm from the top of Mount Fuji. And we’ve got a whole week to play with it before I leave.”

Barry stared at his groin in dismay. This was great…it was devilish…it was un-fucking-believable!

“Honey, I hate to tell you this, but I’ve got bad news.”

Barry had spent a week in a hellish heaven, or was that a heavenly hell? Sandy had tried out every setting on the Cellphonic Gazimbo, and he had been taken to an instantly squashed erection time and again. He had spent hours on edge, his cock actually dripping. There was one setting they had only tried once. The instant effect was a pleasure so great that he passed out. That had been a unique setting.

“What?” he asked. His eyes were a little unfocused. They hadn’t been able to make him instantly cum, which was supposed to happen on one setting, and he was looking forward to getting out of the device for one last cum before Sandy headed out for the orient.

“Well, I hate to tell you this…”

“You said that.”

“Yes, but…you see…”

“What?”

“My period started.”

“What?” His voice went into a higher pitch.

“I know. So inconvenient…”

“But I need to squirt! This has been…a week! I need—“

She put a hand on his mouth, then kissed his mouth, then reached down and shook his cage. “And I can’t find the key.”

His mouth opened but nothing came out.

“I’ve looked everywhere, but…”

“Oh, you’re pulling my chain,” he finally blurted.

“I wish I were. I had it in top drawer, but I’ve been through it, turned it inside out, even went through the laundry thinking maybe it somehow got snagged and…I can’t find it.”

“I’ll get a hammer.”

“Don’t you dare! That was very expensive! Besides, are you really going to pound on your dick with a hammer?”

“No, on the Cellphonic Gazimbo.”

And how hard do you have to hit before it breaks, and the hammer travels too fr, and maybe the plastic shatters and injects sharp shards into your favorite body part?”

Barry said nothing. His eyes were haunted. The combat soldier’s ‘thousand yard stare’ had nothing on him.

“And it really is expensive?”

“Yes, but…”

“Besides, wasn’t this the point of it all? To make you so horny? Now you’ll have five weeks of horniness instead of four. And I’ll be calling your penis from every port. We can actually talk on the phone and I’ll be able to hear your beautiful gulps and whines…it’ll be just that much more fun.” She grinned and rubbed his cock cage between her hands.

“But this is out of control.”

“Or you could just wear it and I could never call you.”

“Well, I don’t think we have to go that far…”

Sandy laughed. “That’s my horn dog. And honey, I am so sorry. I promise, when I get back we’ll get you out of it and…and I will really owe you.”

So they went to sleep that Thursday night, him gulping and gasping and having uncontrollable dreams, and her snuggling against him, feeling his over inflated balls and and finally drifting off to a pleasant sleep.

And awoke on Friday morning. Him bright dazed, gulping and gasping, her giggling as he tried to think and invariably failed.

They had packed her suitcase the night before so they just hopped into their car and headed over to Baldwin’s house.

Baldwin Silver was in his fifties, slender and trim and in great shape. He still had his own hair, though it was now silver.

Baldwin was fashionably late, so they entered the house and sat in the living room. At one point Baldwin came out, putting on a tie, and asked Sandy to come into the back with him.

Barry was left with Shelly sitting next to him. Great. His least favorite person in the world.

“So how’s it going, Barry?”

“Pretty good,” Barry said, not being particularly personable.

Shelly glanced at him, pursed her lips in a frown, then looked away, out the window.

Shelly was a beautiful woman. Quite striking. For a woman ten years older than himself she was statuesque with large breasts. Her face was not ugly. No way. If she hadn’t latched on to his father he might have thought she was beautiful, maybe even given her a tumble himself, if he wasn’t already married, that is.

At that point, just thinking those nasty thoughts, his cock stirred in his cage. He grunted, no way he wanted to be getting boners over Shelly.

Shelly looked at him again, seemed about to say something, but—Sandy came to the door and called out, “Shelly? Do you have a minute?”

“Sure,” she glanced at Barry, then went into the back of the house.

Barry sniffed. Bitch.

Finally, everything was ready to go and they headed off for the airport. At the airport everything went smoothly, and 45 minutes later Barry was driving back to drop off Shelly.

“It’s no secret that you don’t like me too much, Barry. So why?”

Barry sighed.

“I love your father, he loves me. I would think that you would be happy for him, for us. I’m not a bad person, you know.”

Barry just frowned.

“Come on, be honest. For once.”

“I just don’t…you’re too young for him.”

She blinked. “Age dictates love?”

He said nothing.

“You’re older than Sandy.”

“Seven years.”

“So the extra three between myself and Baldwin…that makes a difference.”

Barry focused on driving. The odd thing was that he was so damned horny from the week of being teased that his cock was trying to erect. And it was like he was trying to get erect just because he was in close company with Shelly. Except that couldn’t be it. He was just horny.

They were driving up the street to Baldwin’s house when Shelly bit her lip and muttered, “You’re a shallow person, Barry.”

“Says the gold digger,” he muttered.

“What? What did you say?”

“Nothing.”

Barry stopped the car and waited for her to get out. She turned to him, stared hard, and said, “That did it, Barry. You’ve pissed me off.”

“Whoop ti do.”

“But I’m not going to get mean and nasty, like you do. This next month I’m going to teach you what your father sees in me.”

He waited.

She soughed, then slid out of the car and walked to the front door without looking back.

Good riddance, Barry thought.

Barry headed for home, and not too long afterwards he was sitting in his underwear, sipping bourbon and watching a basketball game. Oddly, Sandy hadn’t buzzed him. His cock was starting to recover from the constant trials she had put it through. It was a happy thought, though a bit disappointing. He loved the torment of unrelieved horniness, but he found it a pleasure to actually be able to think clearly for a change. What a week it had been. Sandy had edged him for seven days straight, even interrupting his sleep to make sure he was at a peak of sexual desire.

He loved it, and he had drooled over her, eaten her to orgasms, and now he wondered when she was going to buzz him. Probably after she got off the plane. They were 30,000 feet up right now, and cell reception might be a bit spotty, if they allowed her to use her cell phone at all. Well, he should relax and enjoy this temporary calm. He had no doubt that once she—

Tootle de toot toot! There she was! It was her ring!

He picked up his phone, sipped bourbon and said, “You got me, lover.”

“I sure do,” responded Shelly.

Barry spit good bourbon and Coke out and sat up. “Shelly! What—“

ZZZZZZZZ! His groin exploded in pleasure. He grunted and doubled over. His cock slammed inside the cage, trying to get hard from the vibrations being delivered to it, his asshole felt like a party favor.

The buzzing stopped and Barry’s eyes uncrossed and focused. Shaking, he sat there, stupefied. Dumfounded. He whispered, “What are you doing with Sandy’s phone?”

“Didn’t you know, lover? Some of the places Baldwin and Sandy are going are not friendly to American devices. They had to leave their phones here and they’re going to pick up cheap phones over there.”

“But why do you have her phone?”

“Well, lover,” he hated that she was calling him that, “Sandy thought that we should be better friends. She explained about this little app she has, and if you want her phone you can come get it.”

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

Barry groaned and fell sideways on the couch. His groin felt like it was being sucked on and spat out at the same time. Shivers and tremors exploded from the crotch. His poor cock once again went into mortal combat with the cage containing it.

“Oh, please,” he said, when the buzzing ended. “Don’t do that!”

“What? This?”

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

“Ah, shit!” He yelped as he fell on the floor and writhed.

The buzzing ended and he lay there, gasping, trying to figure out which way was up.

“Barry? Lover? You still there?”

Barry was lightly sobbing and he begged, “Please, don’t do that again.”

“Oh, was that setting too much? How about this one?”

zzzzzzzzz!

Barry had been trying to stand up, but his knees buckled and he wound up on his knees.

“Don’t…don’t…”

“Okay, I won’t. I’ll do this, instead.”

ZZZzzzZZZzzz

Vibrations undulated through his cock and balls. He tried to stand up for a moment, then just lay on the floor. When the buzzing stopped he whispered, “What do you want?”

“Your unconditional love, sweetheart.”

He was silent.

“But not quite yet. We still have a whole month of playtime before us. Would you like to come pick up Sandy’s phone?”

“Yes,” he nodded. He wanted that phone more than anything in the world.

“So you like it when your wife plays with you, but not when I play with you.”

He said nothing. He knew a trick question when he heard one.

“Not going to answer, eh? Well, that’s okay. If you really want this bad, old phone then come on over.”

“You’ll give it to me?”

“I just said I would, lover.”

“No more tricks?”

She just chuckled. “You’d better hurry before I change my mind. Or maybe before I feel tempted to try another setting while you’re driving. Like this one.”

ZZZZZZZZZZZ

Barry experienced so much pleasure he passed out. It was wonderful, and it was terrible. When he came back to consciousness moments later the phone was dead. Shelly had hung up.

Barry had to clean himself up, first. He was sweating profusely and he had pre-cum all over his groin. He cleaned quickly, though, and within minutes he was in his car, speeding across town. He drove as fast as he could, worried that she might zap him before he arrived. He was not sure he could maintain control while driving if she did.

He arrived at Baldwin’s house and skidded to a stop. He got out and headed up the walk to the front door.

Shelly was waiting for him, a huge grin on her face. She was wearing a thin robe, silk, her nipples were erect and pushing the thin material out. Her boobs were perfectly defined.

He gulped and tried not to notice what he was compelled to notice. He really didn’t want to get a boner over her.

But he did. And his cock surged against the confines of the Cellphonic Gazimbo.

Fuck, he whimpered silently, trying not to show his condition.

She laughed. She knew what he was going through.

“Where’s the phone?”

“Why, Barry! Why such a hurry? Come in and have a seat. Let’s have a little chit chat.”

“I just want the phone,” his teeth grated.

“You don’t want to be friends? With a beautiful woman? With your own family?”

“You’re not my family,” he muttered.

“I’m so sorry you feel that way,” she answered. “Because I really want us to be friends.”

“I really want that phone.”

“Oh, very well. If you insist on being a pooper.” It’s on Baldwin’s desk.”

Barry headed back to his father’s office. He entered the room and saw the phone immediately. He frowned. this was too easy. But, too easy or not, he had what he wanted. He picked up Sandy’s phone and headed back out to the living room.

Shelly sat in a chair and watched him pass through. “Don’t want to have a little chit chat?”

He ignored her.

She said, “Well, then I’ll be seeing you.”

“Not likely,” he snapped.

“Aw…what a meany.” And she laughed.

Barry stopped and turned around. He stared at her. She was having too much fun. What the hell was going on here?”

He turned and went out the door. Down the walk. Into the car. He put Sandy’s phone on the passenger seat, heaved a sigh of relief and put the car in—ZZZZZZZZ!

Barry jerked with the shock of being buzzed. He had the phone. He looked at it on the seat, but how had he…what had…what the fuck…his mouth open he looked up. Shelly stood in the picture window, grinning. She held up her hand and she was holding the fob!

But how had she gotten that? That was at home…but, no. It was here. In her hand.

Well, no matter how she had gotten it, he was going to get it back. He jumped out of the car and headed back up the path. He didn’t knock, he just barged in, turned into the living room and held his hand out. “Give me that!”

“Before I do there’s something you—“

“Just give me the fucking fob!”

“Are you sure? There’s something you—“

“NOW!

She shrugged and tossed it to him.

ZZZZZZZZZ!

Barry’s groin exploded with the pleasure of the highest setting. He collapsed on the floor, pre-cum not just oozing, but shooting out of his cock.

A minute later he moved his head. “Oh,” he groaned.

Shelly was sitting across the room, legs crossed and one leg bouncing. One hand was raised and holding the fob.

Barry sat up and looked around, and the ability to think slowly cam back to him.

“What the fuck did you do?”

“Sandy gave me the fob, and there’s this little setting where a person wearing the…what’s it called? The Cellphonic Gazimbo?…can’t touch the fob. If he comes closer than three feet it automatically goes to the highest setting. How was it? The highest setting?”

“Sandy gave you the fob?”

“Oh, yes. She’s a little put out that you don’t treat me with proper respect. We talked it over and she came up with this plan.”

“What plan?”

“For the next month, lover, you are mine. You are going to live life as I live it. You’re going to experience what I experience. One month, and then you can go back to hating me.”

“But…my father…”

“Your father knows what’s going on.”

“But he wouldn’t!”

“Are you serious? You, better than anyone, know what a practical joker he is. He thinks you’re being foolish, too, and he wants this childishness to end.”

Barry sat there, recovering, trying to figure things out. In the end he finally asked, “What are you going to do to me?”

Shelly smiled the widest smile he had ever seen.


PART TWO

“You’ll be staying here for the next four weeks.”

Barry sat on a chair in the living room, his hands on his knees, and listened as Shelly laid down the law.

“You can address me as Mrs. Silver. Or, if you would prefer, Mommy.”

“Mommy,” the word dropped out of his mouth like a bird falls out of the sky. Just laid on the carpet dead.

“After all, I am your mother, technically.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Well, up to you. At least for the time being. I’ll be adjusting you as we go along. I might decide you have to call me mommy just because you need to.”

“I don’t…”

“What, dear boy?”

“Wy can’t I go home. I’ll never come over again. I’ll never see you again. I promise.”

“Me come between a boy and his father? I think not. No. This is just the way it has to be. Until you learn to mind your manners.”

Barry had nothing to say to that.

“So, first order of business, take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“A simple ‘yes, ma’am’ will suffice. Now, off with the clothes.”

“I’m not taking my clothes off!”

zzzzzzzzzzzz!

Barry groaned and bent at the waist. His cock seemed to be constantly drooling now. This not being a severe jolt he finally straightened up and said, “No.”

ZZZZZZZZZ!

“Oh, fuck,” his eyes were fluttering as his cock took the brunt of the buzz.

“It just gets worse and worse, honey.”

“No!”

ZZZZZZZZZ!

He lay on the ground, gasping, his hips twitching, moving as if fucking, but the only thing his limp dick was fucking was the chastity tube.

For an hour Barry kept saying no. For an hour he lay on the floor, sometimes his hips moving in fucking motions, sometimes sobbing, sometimes just spasming uncontrollably.

Finally, he passed out.

And awoke naked. Except for the Cellphonic Gazimbo, of course.

Shelly sat in the same chair, a pair of shears on the table next to her, his clothes rendered into little craps and rags in a pile on the floor in front of her.

“What’d you do,” he croaked, no longer suffering the eternal buzz of her displeasure.

“You’ve got a very nice penis, you know.”

He stared at his groin. He felt like a bull that had been swatted on the head with a four by four.

“I can see it might be a big one, if ever it escapes that Cellphonic Gazimbo thingy.”

It took a long moment, but Barry struggled to get on all fours, then he pushed on the couch to get on his knees.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Out. Home. I’ve had enough.”

“The police will arrest you.”

“And then they’ll arrest you.” He was speaking in a monotone.

Shelly sighed.

Barry got to his feet and staggered towards the front door. Shelly leaped to her feet and intercepted him in the foyer. The front door was three feet beyond her.

“Before you go…”

He stared at her. He was too tired to fight.

“What do you think Sandy is doing right now?”

“Eating noodles. I don’t know. I don’t give a fuck.”

“And how do you think she’ll feel to come back and find that you’ve been arrested, and that you got me arrested?”

“I…”

“And how do you think your father will feel? They know about this. They know what I’m doing, and it’s okay with them because they want family to be happy.”

He was aware that he was breathing. His strength was very slowly coming back.

“You’re not happy, and I told them I’d push your face into happy until you became happy. They were fine with that.”

“Torturing me makes you happy?”

She smiled. “You call extreme sex torture? Yet Sandy does this to you all week, and she threatens to do it all month, and you call it love. What’s the difference between whose finger is on the fob?”

Barry was moving his face now, assuming control over his eyes, his mouth. He was also thinking about what she was saying.

“Different,” he murmured.

“Yet you could make it no difference in your mind, if you had the guts.”

He stood in the foyer, the door behind Shelly, he was aware that he was drooling. He wiped his face with the back of his arm.

“And what have I really done, anyway? I took your clothes off. I see you naked. Is that really that serious? Who’s being hurt?”

“I am,” tears began flowing then, and he was too tired to stop them.

“But is it me that’s hurting you? Or is it your own stubbornness?”

“I want to leave.”

She stepped to the side, leaned towards the door, grabbed the knob, turned it and pulled. The door swung open to reveal a beautiful summer day.

Barry took a step, another step. He stopped on the very threshold.

He was sniffling, drying tears that didn’t seem to end. He looked at Shelly.

She was watching him with sad eyes.

And he could move no further.

What she had said, it wasn’t right, but it wasn’t all wrong, either.

His shoulders shaking with sobs, she moved forward and helped him move back from the door. She closed the door and walked him down the hallway. Into the master bedroom. The room where she and his father slept.

She helped him into bed and he finally gave up. It was mere seconds before he was asleep and snoring.

Barry opened his eyes and felt curiously refreshed. And, of course, horny. He was lying on top of the big poster bed in his father’s bedroom. He reached down and groaned. He had to pee, and that was going to hurt until he relieved himself. He rolled off the bed and walked, bent over, to the bathroom. He sat down, like a girl, and peed. No solid stream, just a weird splattering as the Cellphonic Gazimbo diffused his stream.

The pain gone, though his cock had once again decided to try to get hard, he sat for a long time and just thought.

He couldn’t believe the mess he was in. Heck, he liked a little slap and tickle, but this was ridiculous. And he didn’t ever want to go through another one of those super BUZZ sessions.

Still, what were his choices? Submit or buzz? And he rationally figured out that he was going to have to go with the flow.

Fighting back, resisting didn’t do him any good.

He stood up and walked back into the bedroom. His father’s clothes!

But his father was a foot shorter than him, and skinny. No way he could fit into those clothes, and even if he could he knew that Shelly would start buzzing him. She had already proven she could buzz him all the way across town.

He padded out of the bedroom and headed down the hallway. Shelly wasn’t anywhere. Then he heard a splashing sound. He walked through the dining area to the rear patio. Shelly was in the swimming pool. She was doing laps, and she had no clothes on.

Barry stared at her large boobs. Man, she might be a bitch, but she had a world class set of ta tas.

He stepped out the door and watched her for a minute.

Back and forth, Australian Crawl. No wasted motion. She was wearing a cap and every time she turned her body her breasts showed, rolled, went back under the water.

He sat down and waited.

And he wondered, what am I waiting for?

He didn’t know, but what else was there for him to do?

Eventually she stopped at the shallow end of the pool. She held to the side, was breathing lightly, then she walked up the steps.

He was treated to the emerging of her body, a shapely thing of curves and sex. His dick, which was constantly striving to grow hard, tried harder.

She turned and saw him and smiled. “Hey, lover! I thought you were going to sleep forever.”

“Well, I had quite a work out.”

“That you did. Come over here.”

His eyes narrowed slightly. It wasn’t exactly a command, but he didn’t want to give her an excuse to buzz him. He walked around the edge of the pool and she held out a towel. “Dry me off, stud.”

He blinked. She had the kind of body men would die for, and she treated it casually. Dry me off…stud.

He raised the towel and she moved into him. He rubbed her body and she turned and preened under his attention. “Get under my boobs, honey. I hate it when water gets caught under the fold of boob.”

He lifted her boobs with toweled hand and blotted and absorbed water.

She stepped back and bent over, showing him her perfectly round ass. “Make sure I’m really dry down there. I don’t want to get a rash.”

He dried her pussy.

She grabbed his hand and smushed it harder into her crotch. “Harder, honey. And if you want to stick a finger in my pussy go ahead. That’s what Baldwin likes to do. Although he usually uses his dick and not just a finger.”

That sort of froze Barry up and she giggled and straightened up. then she turned, raised up on toes and quickly kissed him on the mouth. Then she pushed him into the pool.

He came up spluttering.

“You stink, and you need to wash the dried up stuff off your cage. Lordy, I’ve never seen so much pre-cum in my life. How come you haven’t cum yet?”

She sat down and watched him stand in the pool. He was like a confused deer, not sure what to do.

“I mean, I read the directions, you should have cum from all the jolts I gave you. So how come no cum?”

“I don’t know,” answered Barry.

She frowned. “Maybe you just need a helping hand, learn how to do it the first time. I’ll bet that’s it.”

He stepped up the steps and walked around to stand in front of her. Then he realized he didn’t have any purpose, so he jumped back in the pool.

He floated in the water for fifteen minutes. After the suffering of the morning he welcomed the pleasure.

Finally, however, it was time to get out.

He got out, lay on a lounge chair and let the hot sun dry him off.

“Men have it so easy.”

He looked at her.

“Make a mess and drip dry. You have a shake and bake personality, and you think everything is goosy.”

“Goosy?”

“Goosy. Like all right.”

He considered her words. They didn’t make any sense.

“You don’t understand what I’m saying, do you.”

“Nope.”

He wasn’t speaking in one word sentences, but at least he was speaking.

“Jump in the pool and I’ll show you.”

At the expression on his face she said, “Go on.”

Sighing, he got up, jumped into the pool. When he turned to face her she was gone.

He blinked, went to the shallow end and climbed the steps. When he stepped out of the pool she was waiting for him.

She toweled him off with a big, fluffy towel. She rubbed all his private parts, toweled his chest off and teased his nipples. She held a blow drier to his groin and dried the Cellphonic Gazimbo thoroughly.

She had him bend down and she toweled his hair thoroughly. Her big boobs right in front of his face. Suddenly she pulled his head forward and his face mushed in between her mountains. “Baldwin loves to do that. Never misses a chance. Horny, old dog.

Barry pushed back,  surprised, but she just laughed. She took out a bottle of lotion and began smoothing it on him.

“What is this?”

“It’s a sweet smelling surprise.” She got it on every square inch of flesh below the neck. It wasn’t that sweet smelling, and he looked at his body with distaste. “Can I wash it off?”

“Hold on for a minute,” Shelly said. She tucked her hair under the bathing cap again and grinned at him. She stepped closer to him. “Wanna kiss me?”

She was close to him, her breasts almost touched his chest.

“No.”

But he was overly aware of her sex, just inches from him.

“You liar,” she grabbed his ears and pulled his face down to where it was two inches from hers. She occupied his sight. “Come on, you idiot, kiss me.”

Her lips were so red and full, her green eyes were so damned alive.

“No…hey!”

“What?”

“This lotion is starting to burn!”

“Oh, my God! Man on fire!” She pushed him into the pool.

Once again he came up spluttering. She had jumped in, too, and she began wiping the lotion off him.

The relief was instant and he sighed. “What was that?” She was wiping the stuff off his groin, and her hands touched his balls and his cock, of course, tried to stand up.

“Just some sweet smelling goop.”

“But it wasn’t sweet smelling. Sort of stinky.”

“One man’s stink is another man’s perfume.”

She pulled him out of the pool, and toweled him off, then she had him towel her off. Then she brought out another bottle, this one was sweet smelling. Too sweet smelling, but she insisted on wiping it on all of his flesh, and then having him slather it on her.

He rubbed her flesh, and she made him rub her tits extra long and she sighed and moaned a little. Then she took her towel and ran it between her legs. She began running it back and forth over her vagina “Help me,” she begged, her eyes growing hot.

He gripped the towel and used his strength to rub her pussy like a shoe shine boy would make a shoe shine.

Suddenly she quivered and almost fell. She grabbed on to him and held on.

“Oh, my God! Did you?”

She nodded. “And it felt good. Baldwin loves to do that to me.”

Barry just stood there, staring, stunned.

“Come on.”

She led him into the house. They walked past a key table where the fob sat in a shallow bowl. He wanted to grab it, and he was afraid.

“Sit at the dining table.”

He sat down and she headed into the back. A moment later she returned with a nail kit.

“What are you doing?”

“What are ‘we’ doing.”

“Okay, what are we doing?”

“‘We’ are doing our nails.”

“Your nails.”

“Our nails. I’m going to show you how to do yours.”

“I don’t want to.”

For answer she picked up the fob and placed on the table four feet from him.

She turned to the kit, then stopped and looked at him. She leaned over and pressed the fob.

zzzzzzzzz!

He shivered, and it felt good to have his groin vibrated.

“Done once and it really is quite pleasant. It’s when you get overloaded that it gets crazy.”

“Uh, yeah.” He suddenly wanted her to zap him again, and make him cum. Except he hadn’t been able to cum that way.

“Put your feet up here. You’re a stiff, old man,” she giggled, “So I’ll do your toenails. But when we start on the fingernails I’m really going to work you.”

“But I really don’t want to do this.”

“Why not? It’s not manly?”

“Not exactly.”

“So you’re scared of what? That you’ll like it? That you’ll turn into a sissy?”

“I’m no sissy.”

“Prove it.”

“I don’t have to.”

“You have to prove it to me. Now get your feet up or I’ll zap you until your balls turn blue.”

“I think they‘re already blue,” Barry mumbled tersely, but he put his feet up on the chair, and that’s when he saw it. “Where’s my hair?”

“What hair?” she answered, full of innocence.

“That stuff! That burning lotion stuff!”

“That was a depilatory. You’ve been depiled. Or depilated. Or something.”

She was sanding his toenails, shaping them, trimming them. She was gentle, and her hands felt good on his feet. Still, he was assaulted by less than manly feelings and he wanted to jerk his feet away.

“Oh, this is going to be pretty,” she unscrewed a bottle and looked up at him. “Better close your eyes, this is going to hurt.”

He glared at her. She shrugged and began painting.

Three downward strokes with a bright, red polish. His toenails glistened, then dried. She put on three coats, then applied a hard lacquer. he stared at his toenails as if in shock. His guts were churning inside. He had never felt so horny in his life. His cock was bouncing around inside his chastity cage like a madman with a hot foot. He felt a spike of fire driving inside him. He wanted to cum in the worst possible way. Too bad, so sad, no cummie for him.

Then Shelly moved his feet off the chair and did her own toe nails. He was amazed at how fast and efficient she was. Never a spilled drop, never a missed stroke. Perfectly in the lines. Red and glistening and sexy.

He found himself staring at her vagina. The way her feet were up it was presented perfectly. A slit within two petals. A nub at the top. Glistening with juices.

She noticed him staring and laughed. He looked away.

“Go ahead and look. You can even touch, if you want.”

“That’s…that’s…”

“What? Sick?”

He just looked away.

She reached up and grabbed his chin and made him look at her. “I’m not the one suffering here. I can cum as much as I want, and you can get me off with your fingers or tongue, or even my trusty strap on in the other room.

“But that’s cheating!”

“That’s getting off, jacking off using your body parts, but never your dick. Your dick would be cheating, and I certainly won’t do that. But I would love to feel your tongue sliding across my pussy until I pop my cork.”

He stared at her and tried to be disgusted. But he wasn’t disgusted. He was too horny to be disgusted.

She did his fingernails, placing long fakes on his own nails. His hands became slender, feminized, and she chuckled at how his cock was jumping in the tube.

Then she had him do her nails, and he made a holy mess of it.

“You clumsy man,” she would say. “Do it again.

Again and again he tried to get it right. But it was delicate work and his hands would shake or not move right, and she finally had to take over.

It was late when they finally finished, and Shelly took him into the kitchen and they prepared dinner. Of course, again he made a mess. He couldn’t do the simplest things with his new fingernails, and she just kept laughing and worked behind him to fix his mess.

It was growing dark outside when they finished dinner, and they were silent as they washed the dishes.

“Come on, lover, let’s go watch some TV.”

They sat in front of the big screen TV. Bourbon and Coke plentiful. Both naked, except for his Cellphonic Gazimbo. They watched episodes of ‘The Black List’ and she played with his caged cock. Every once in a while she would press the fob and zzzzzzz!

He would arch his back and he couldn’t stop his hips from spasming. Then she would lean against him, pull his arms around her, place his hands on her breasts, and play with his caged cock until it was time to zap him again.

The night passed in a wonderful sort of haze of sex interspersed with bourbon. Finally, getting late, Shelly turned to Barry and asked, “Do you still hate me?”

He was silent for a time, but finally looked down and mumbled, “No.”

“But you don’t love me.”

His head jerked up. “I love my wife!”

She smiled. “Good answer. Let’s go to bed and you can get me off.”

He was now a little panicked. He thought she was, after all her words, going to fuck him. And she was, but not in the manner he thought.

She had him sit on the edge of the bed and she got out a strap on and placed it around his waist.

He stared at the big cock in wonder. It was bizarre, surrealistic, to see himself with a large cock that wasn’t his, his own cock tucked into the Cellphonic Gazimbo.

“Okay, honey, do I have to tell you what to do?”

She didn’t. Barry was so sexually excited he climbed onto her, he used his mouth and raped her pussy with it. She held his head and groaned and arched her back.

He moved up her body to her breasts, his hands massaging her pussy as he sucked on her breasts. Then she pulled him higher and they were kissing, passionately, lost in each other.

She spread wide and stared up at him as he drove the big, plastic dildo into her. Her eyes opened wide as he jammed his way into her. She wrapped her legs around him and he began driving into her ruthlessly.

“Oh, God!” she cried out.

He had never been horny, to actually be in her without being in her, to be this close to somebody squirting their brains out, it was amazing, and more frustrating than anything he had ever done.

At last, her done, him still inside her, she held to him. She was gasping for breath, her pussy open like a flower in spring, her insides feeling like a hot spring coming uncoiled.

He lay on her, in her, and he wondered at himself. He had never felt so alive. He wanted to get out of the stupid chastity cage and do some real fucking. But that was not on the menu.

They lay, entangled, her just enjoying the feel of being opened and stuffed, and she said, “I’m going to dress you up and we’re going out tomorrow. We’re going to put make up on you and you’re going to wear the coolest lingerie…and you’re going to love it.”

“That’s too much,” he whispered. “I can’t do that.”

“I’ll make you you do it. Remember what I said. I’m going to show you what it’s like to be me. You’ve got to learn how to fuck and be fucked by me. You‘ve got to walk in my shoes…my high heels.”

“I can’t do that,” he insisted.

“You can give it up now and enjoy the month, or tomorrow I will zap you until you’re unconscious and fuck you anyway. The only question is, do you want to learn to fuck like me as a victim? Or as a person who knows what they want?”

His mind sorted through possibilities. Heck, she had a dick. All she had to do was take it off him and put it on and she could do him like he had just done her.

“No.”

But he was confused. Everything had been so good. He was so horny. And there was this thrumming excitement coursing through him.

He had long fingernails. He had no manly hair. They had been making out all night, his cock and balls felt like they were about to explode from anticipation.

“Nonsense,” she whispered, finally pushing him out of her. She bent over him and unbuckled the strap on. He watched in dread fascination as she buckled it on to her own waist.

“You’ve got that dingleberry up your fanny. If that doesn’t make you want to explore anal then nothing will.

“I’m afraid,” he said, even as he faced his fear.

“I know. Once I fuck you you’ll be gay.”

He opened his mouth in shock, then said, “No!”

She started laughing, “Of course not. Now, come on. Roll over and get up on your hands and knees.”

He wasn’t fully able to, but with her pushing and pulling him along, he finally presented himself to her.

First she lubed him thoroughly. She played with his balls, gave him a light zzzzzz. The buzz wasn’t as intense because the dingleberry was no longer in him, but it was enough. He was so damned horny…and she placed the tip of the dick against his button. Slowly, massaging him, working it around, kissing him, she inserted it into him.

He gasped when the head popped through the ring. He was officially plugged, his hole was opened and accepting, and she began to push inward by small thrusts.

“Ack…unh…un!” Inch by inch the thick shaft lid into him opened him up further and further. Then he felt plastic balls press agains his own trapped balls.

It was heavenly. It was like nothing he had ever felt.

He sighed and pushed back and waited, and she began to fuck him. Long, loving strokes. And he fucked back and gave himself up to her.

He submitted to her loving authority.

And the dildo pressed on his prostate and, finally, his semen began to leak out of him.

For a month they played. She buzzed him every day, again and again. They slept at night, enwrapped in each other’s arms. They got up, dressed up as women and went out on the town. They went to restaurants and shopped, he learned how to conduct himself as a woman so well other women couldn’t tell he wasn’t a she.

But it all started that first night, when she popped his cherry and showed him how a woman felt.

When a man finally understands the other sex, intimately, from the true viewpoint of that other sex, there is no stopping him.

A man who has experienced the woman’s viewpoint has an advantage over all other men.


EPILOGUE

Barry and Sandy dropped Baldwin and Shelly off, Shelly ran back outside and handed Sandy her telephone and fob. Then Barry headed for home. On the way they talked about her trip, but as soon as they walked into the house she asked,  “So how’s Mr. Dick?”

“Oh, God!” he whimpered. “I need to squirt.”

“You mean Shelly never taught you to squirt with anal?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Then you don’t really need to squirt.”

“But I do!” he begged.

She laughed. She put her suitcase on the table and opened it up. “Honey, I bought you a present.”

He watched as she opened a bag and brought out…a strap on! With an even bigger dildo!

“Oh, no!”

“Oh, yes. And I’m telling you right now…you don’t really need to squirt.”

“But…but…I need to get out of this Cellphonic Gazimbo!”

“Honey! I haven’t even started to explore the Gazimbo. Shelly’s had you for a month. She got to dress you up and fuck you and parade you around…now it’s my turn.”

“But, honey…”

She held up the fob and…ZZZZZZZZ!

END
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“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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