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PART ONE

LISA’S STORY

“You did it again!” I yelled. On the other side of the house, Randy grinned. How do I know he grinned when I wasn’t in the den with him? Because of the large charge he gets out of his…his irritating stupidity.

And what irritating stupidity was that?

He masturbated on the top of the toilet and left it. A puddle of ooey gooey sperm. Just sitting on the lid. Glistening and fresh. Left there just minutes before he knew I was going to get up, come into the bathroom and…yuck!

I wiped the semen off and stomped through the house.

Randy was sitting on the leather sofa—and, yes, he had jacked off on that a couple of time—and eating potato chips. Potato chips at nine in the morning! What kind of breakfast is that? Eh? What kind of man masturbates all through house, leaving his mess for me to step in, sit in, have to clean up, and then…the…grrr…eats potato chips?

Okay, okay. I’m taking calming breaths trying to get over it. The stupidity of my man child when he doesn’t get whatever he…

Okay, let me back up just for a second before I yell at him.

Randy is a wonderful man. He works hard, we have a wonderful home, good friends, and life is a blast. He’s handsome, in good shape, and normally highly considerate.

But he is also an oversexed doofus who, if he doesn’t get his nightly lay, squirts his brains all over everything.

I mean, I’d prefer graffiti over the splatters of sperm I’m always handling.

And that was why I had stomped down the hallway and was in a yelling mode on the fine, Saturday morning.

“Hi, babe,” he spoke innocently, looking for a potato chip that was folded. He loves those.

“You left your mess in the bathroom!”

“Oh, was that me? Would you like me to go clean it up?”

“I’ve already done that.”

“Oh, good. No problem then. Would you like a potato chip?” He held a warped oval out to me.

I took a big breath, I wanted to yell, I needed to yell, but yelling just makes him grin. So I sat down next to him. I took the bag of potato chips away and put it aside.

“Hey?” He complained, not really caring.

“Randy,” I took his hands in mine and pulled him around to face me. You simply have to stop masturbating all over the place when you don’t get your way. It’s childish. It’s something a two year old would do…”

“Oh, I didn’t know two year olds could masturbate.”

“Arrgh!” I groaned softly. I tried again: “It’s disrespectful. It’s messy. It’s probably not even hygienic, and you simply have to stop.”

“Aw, but honey, you don’t understand.”

“What don’t I understand?”

“I have a dread disease…it’s imperative that I spread my seed, just on the out chance that some aroma of sperm will infect some innocent passerby and my lineage will go on.”

I goggled at him. “You’re trying to…to…’air impregnate’ innocent people?

“Well, technically there are no innocent people. But, yes. And especially in lieu of the fact that my testicles are churning out an unusually high quota of sperm cells, it is imperative that I empty those balls frequently. After all, we don’t want me to suffer ‘backedupballitus.’ Right?”

“And all this BS really means that since I didn’t spread for you last night you get to throw your childish tantrum and jack off where…where…”

“Well, that doesn’t help,” he agreed amiably. “After all, if a wife really cared for her man she would be more than willing to help dispel the terrible pressure of backedupballitus. I mean, think how I must suffer. All that perfectly good baby batter churning and roiling and making my balls blue. All those little spermies wiggling helplessly in an overcrowded environment, packed together like poor people in a ghetto. Dying to be able to live free, to be able to swim to their heart’s content, to—“
“So it’s my fault that you have a filthy habit.”

“Well, I hate to be so bald about it. I don’t like to be negative and rude and all that, but…yup.”

I tried, I really tried. “Honey, I manage to do it four or five times a week. I even stop whatever I’m doing on Sunday afternoon to accommodate you. But I simply can’t handle every day twice a day. There are limits! I have rights, too!”

“Oh, I know you do. And I appreciate your rights.”

“As long as I lay down and spread my legs for you.”

He smiled. “Can I have my potato chips back?”

“ARGH!” I threw the potato chips at him and started to walk out. I stopped at the door and turned to him. “That did it. I’ve had enough. You do just one more unauthorized expulsion of seed in this house and I will…I will…”

He cocked his head in question, an innocent look on his face, daring me challenging me, and that put me definitely over the edge.

“…TURN YOU INTO A WOMAN!” I screamed.

Man, I was gone. I was flipped. I was out of there. No more calm and cool for me.

“I WILL TURN YOU INTO A WOMAN AND MAKE YOU CLEAN THIS HOUSE SO THAT YOU CAN SEE…YOU CAN SEE…”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Are you angry?”

“ARGH!” I stomped off through the house.

Okay. I blew it. I knew it. Yelling is counter productive. And yelling at the man you love, no matter how crazy he is, is just not right. But I had done it. And now I had to…think about it.

I returned to the bedroom and looked at myself in the vanity table mirror. I was a good looking woman. No pimples, no scab, just a good, oval face with deep blue eyes and blonde hair.

And I worked out religiously. I had a body that was to kill for.

And, of course, Randy had used the argument that my good looks were riving him to excessive masturbation.

But there had to be a way to cure him of his…his…stupidity.

DING!

I grabbed my cell. “Marsha, how are you.”

“Whoa! Girlfriend, you sound tense. What happened?”

“Oh, that thing with Randy.”

“Is he still whacking off everywhere?”

“In spades. He left his little present on the toilet seat today. I was about to shave my legs and almost sat in the mess.”

“Oh, yuck. That boy has to learn!”

“I’ll say.” Then I told her what I had said, about changing him into a girl. “I was just angry, but I almost wish I could. I mean, if he could understand what it’s like to clean and scrub, to want to live a neat and orderly life, he wouldn’t be so…you know.”

“Well, there is a way.”

I blinked. Stark, raving silence. What had she just said?

“What do you just say?”

“There is a way. Oh, not to be a woman. But there is a way he can learn to appreciate out trials and tribulations. To suffer and the slings arrows of—“

“Wait a minute. Stop the blather and tell me what you’re actually saying.”

“I am saying, girlfriend, that there is a resort, out in Arrowhead, where men learn valuable lessons.”

“No. You’re just pulling my leg. I’ve had enough practical jokes today and I don’t want to hear…there is?”

“Not kidding. Do remember Janice Wilkins? Married to the baseball player?”

“Yeah. Janice. Nice girl, but her hubby was sort of a jerk.”

“He was an overgrown adolescent who, pardon my observation, sounds a bit like your overgrown adolescent. He used to do the weirdest things, put bubble soap in his swimming pool so he wouldn’t have to take showers, that sort of thing.”

“Yeah, and they were on the edge of divorce, and then…everything cooled down.”

“They were on the edge, all right. He was having an affair, she was having a kid, and then she was going to divorce him, so they finally agreed on this ranch thing. Pardon me, resort thing. They went, and now he’s singing a different tune.”

“Really.”

“Really. Of course, I’ve heard they are expensive, and they are very picky about who they allow to visit their fine establishment. But…you know…why not?”

Why not? Why not, indeed?

So we talked some more, she told me what she could remember, and then gave me Janice’s phone number. When we hung up I was thinking a million miles a second. A cure for adolescent men. A way to bring my man to heel. Zippety do dah…zippety ay.

Hmmm.

The rest of the day went smoothly. I think Randy was a little surprised when I didn’t chew on him anymore, but I was busy thinking.

A ranch. A resort. A way to even out the battle between men and women. Wher emen could be…brought to heel.

What a delightful thought. If it was true.

Could such a ranch really exist?

I decided to find out.

Sunday evening, about seven. Randy was in watching the game. I don’t know which game, but the fate of the universe always hinged on ‘The Game.’ This week they were throwing balls through little hoops hung in the air. And I was missing the Kardashians. Tell me the universe is fair, eh?

“Hello?”

“Hi, Janice, this is Marsha Simpson. I met you last year at—“

“Oh, yes…the party for…what was it?”

“I actually don’t remember.”

We both chuckled.

“The reason I’m calling, I was talking to Marsha and she said you had gone to a resort, more like a ranch…”

“Yes,” her voice was guarded, and I knew I would have to cut through the BS. People who went to ranches for marriage counseling, especially famous people, didn’t like any notoriety.

“Let me just cut through all the red tape. My husband, Randy, needs a bit of an adjustment. Marsha said this resort might provide that. I know you don’t know me well, but Marsha will vouch for me. I’m not a journalist or cop or anything like that, I would never embarrass you, I just…” I continued with my spiel, and the desperation in my voice came through, and she started to relax.

She asked me a bunch of questions, then: “I’m going to give your number to somebody. They might call you, if you pass muster,” which meant I would be investigated, “and they might not. Past that I have no access, and if you end up being…not trustworthy, I won’t even have their phone number.”

“Believe me. I just want a resolution to my marital problems. I am not interested in anything else.”

I hung up the phone and listened to the sounds from the den.

“Half court!” screamed the announcer. “He dropped that pill from the half court!”

A pill from half of a court? Made no sense to me.

And I went on about my business, hoping that I would get a phone call.

I was wrought up worrying about the phone call that we didn’t make love that night, and I got a little gift on my vanity table. Wiped off easy, but…ew!

Monday night I made sure to screw Randy, and Tuesday morning I had no surprises. I had a little bug on Tuesday night, lasted till Wednesday, so I got little gifts. One in the middle of the bathroom floor, almost slipped and broke my neck on that one, and one in the seat of my car.

My car! For Heysoos’ sake! I take care of my car, and I didn’t appreciate puddles of semen on my nice, clean leather.

I made sure I screwed him on Thursday, and I was going to on Friday, but I got a phone call.

“Hi, Lisa. My name is Tandy, and I was given your number by Janice.”

“Oh, thank you. You called.”

She had a low voice, contralto, and she chuckled. It was a very pleasant chuckle. If you could put the Mona Lisa to a chuckle that would be it. I mean, it was a ‘knowing’ chuckle.

“So you have a bratty boy on your hands.”

“Oh, Lord, do I!”

“Tell me about it.

So I did. I told her that he was a great person, handsome and witty, always fun to be around, but that if he didn’t get sex he…did things. I started going over the places he had deposited his sperm and it wasn’t but a couple of instances before Tandy was laughing. And her laugh was so infection it made me laugh. Even though I was pissed off, I could finally see the humor in it.

“In your refrigerator!” She was busting a gut. “Are you serious?”

“Oh, yes. And then there was the time he left one for my mother-in-law. Right on her pillow. They had argued…and thank God I found it before she did.”

Tandy laughed and laughed, and ended up saying, “Well, he is a laugh riot, but even laugh riots have to know their limits, right?”

“Absolutely.”

“Okay, do you know what goes on at the resort?”

“No.”

“Okay, here’s how it works…” and she began to explain. And I felt my jaw drop. The things she was telling me, what they were going to do…it was…unbelievable. The first thing I said was, “This isn’t against the law?”

“Oh, gosh. No. Consenting adults and all that. But, more important, we keep the lowest profile possible. Our resort doesn’t even have a name. We thoroughly investigate every application. The government doesn’t even know about us.”

“So how much does it cost?”

She named a sum that made my jaw drop, a big sum. Buy a car sum.

But I was desperate. And, tell the truth, we had the money. We had it easy.

So I said, as quick as a fly lands on dessert, “Sign him up.”

“Okay. Did you want to come yourself? Or would you like a video feed to watch our progress?”

I thought about that. Going myself would be two cars worth. A video feed was a couple of hundred bucks.

“You know, I think I would like to just send him.”

“I think that’s probably a good decision in your case. Besides, the prospects of having his way with other women should make your sell job easier. You can always schedule another session or both of you. Let’s set a date…”

And it was done. My hubby was about to learn manners. And my house was about to stop suffering his eternal jisming. And I would have a week to shop and pal around with my friends…heck, I could even schedule parties to watch Tandy and her staff handle Randy. Hmm. No. That might break security. But it was a thought. I would have to broach it, carefully.

Win, win…all the way around.

“Honey, I have a present for you.”

“Oh, really?” He tilted an eyebrow at me. Sometimes I gave him good presents, sometimes I gave him ugly Christmas sweaters. In August. Well, I have a sense of humor, too, you know!

“Yes. I have purchased a week long stay at a resort.”

“What?” He put his magazine down and turned to me.

“Yes. It’s a special ranch type of resort, and you will absolutely love it.”

“I will?”

“Sure. And you can take a week off…”

Actually he could take six months off. He owned his own company, and he often told me he never did anything, just let his people run it.

“…and after the week we can go on a cruise maybe, or go to Europe. You can schedule some time off after that week, can’t you?”

“Sure,” but he was curious. “So what’s this all about? What’s the scheme in that delightful, little brain of yours?”

I told him the truth. “If I let you go to this resort I want you to stop squirting your penis all over the place.”

He chuckled. “Ha. The gift that keeps on giving. But what’s so special about this special place?”

“Not much. You just get to fuck all the women you want.”

“What!” His eyes bulged, looked like a Frog’s that had just had a fly land on its tongue.

“Fuck. Like in put your penis into vagina. Lots of vaginas. I understand there is a large staff of very buxom women, and they are all just waiting for you to do your dirty to them.”

“Come on, you’re joking.”

I picked up my iPad and called up my bank. I showed him my account. ‘$30,000 to Rodent Enterprises.’

I tapped over to receipts and showed him a receipt.

His mouth just kept opening wider and wider.

“Wait…wait…what’s the catch?”

“No catch. You simply get to spend some time at a swank resort with totally sexy women, you get to screw their brains out, and hopefully your own. And when you get back I don’t get any more of those nasty surprises you are always leaving for me.”

And he said, and I am sort of proud that he did, “But I love you!”

I leaned forward and kissed him. “And I thank you and I love you. But I want this for you.”

“You want me to screw other women?”

“Honey, I love you, and there will always only be you. You putting your dirty, little penis into some nasty slut bothers me. But these are all high class women. They won’t fall in love with you, there won’t be any blackmail or ill feelings. So, yes. I want you to go screw, and screw a lot. Screw until your dick falls off—well, maybe not that much—but you get the idea.”

“Well, I…I don’t…you say…uh…”

For the first time in my life I had so flabbergasted my husband that he could not speak. Not a coherent sentence came out of him for ten minutes, and the rest of the night was marginally intelligent. Barely.

And I had my hook in the fish’s mouth.

And the fish liked it.

So I gave him the final conditions.

“Two things, honey.”

“What? Oh, yeah. I…conditions?” Told you he was fumble brained.

“First, no sex until you leave.”

“What? No sex? But…” then he realized that was only for a couple of weeks. Two weeks without screwing me.

“And for those two weeks no jacking off. Not because I want you to stop leaving me surprises, though I do, but because I want you in a fever pitch when you leave. I want you so hungry for sex that your penis is drooling 24/7. Think you can do that?”

Well, he was dumfounded, and his mind would have had trouble putting two and two together, but he managed to figure out what I was asking, and to accede to it.

“So that’s it?”

I nodded.

“Well, okay. I guess. But…you’re going to have to keep reminding me that this is all right. I mean, this is fucking other women.”

“And you didn’t really want to fuck other women?”

“Honey,” he leered, “every man wants to fuck other women, but I am true blue.”

“I know. You’re only going because I am asking you to. You are only going to put your dick in other women because I begged you to.”

“Well…yeah!”

Done.

The next two weeks were quite amazing. First, no more sperm surprises. I could walk through my house, sit in my car, look in my purse, without stepping in something or placing my hand on something.

Oh, the relief. I actually felt like a human being that had stopped living in fear.

Second, as the days went by he became more and more appreciative. Not having sex, being desperate for sex, and figuring that if he could just wear me down with kindness he could get some sex…he became more and more considerate.

He became the Prince Charming who had originally swept me off my feet.

Third, and this is juicy, I began to tease him. Oh, Tandy had told me to, she wanted him at a fever pitch when he went to the resort, but it was more than that. As he grew kinder I grew more amorous. I wanted to show my appreciation for his opening doors, taking out the trash, doing all the thousand and one little things that need to be done.

I was no longer being put off by his whining, demanding, rewarding me with sperm showers ways.

And I observed this to him, and he actually understood. Under the fevered desperation of dying for nookie, he understood the simple give and take of marriage.

And he hadn’t even gone yet!

So the weeks passed, and I grew desperate, and I found excuses to seek him out and kiss him, to make out, and he grew harder and harder, more and more desperate.

But I didn’t let him cum.

No way. I had $30,000 riding on this pony.

We woke up on a Saturday, ‘the Saturday,’ morning.

He rolled over on me, rubbed his peeny against me, groaned, and suckled my breasts.

Oh, it was heaven. I arched my back so my breasts stood up higher, and my nipples were excited and inflamed.

“God, I want you,” he whispered, as he slid down to nibble on my love slit.

“And I want you!” as I pushed his head between my legs.

That was another benefit of the last two weeks. He was so horny, and he so wanted to please me, that he was giving me squirt after squirt. After years and years of him pulling ahead in the orgasm statistic…I was catching up.

I felt his tongue massage my clit, his fingers wormed around inside me, and he found my G-spot. In a matter of seconds I was making guttural noises, clasping his head, squeezing his ears with my legs, then I fell apart. Just collapsed back on the bed.

“Oh, God!” he came up for air, “I wish…I wish…”

“A week, and you can do me.”

He hugged me, kissed me, declared his undying love. And all because I came and he didn’t. Like I said, he hadn’t even been to the resort yet. Heh heh.

An hour later, breakfast in the belly, I told him to take off his clothes and sit in the living room.

He did so, and he sat with his hands between his legs, feeling a little vulnerable.

“And some girl is going to pick me up?”

“Yes,” I said, for the umpteenth time. “She will take you to the resort, the ranch, and I want you to follow her every instruction, do absolutely anything…ANYTHING…she asks.”

“Including to screw her.”

“Right.”

We had talked this over countless times in the past two weeks. Oddly, talking helped to relieve me. I mean, I knew what was going to happen, but there was still a bit of a butterfly panic in the belly when I thought about turning my husband over for random and assorted screwing.

So we sat there, and a few minutes after ten, right on time taking the traffic into consideration, a car drove into our circular driveway. We could hear it, and see it through the windows.

Randy couldn’t help it. He stood up and went to the window. I joined him. Tell the truth, I hadn’t seen Tandy in person, and I wanted a looksee.

The car was a BMW. Late model, high end, washed and waxed so much the road dirt was afraid to land on the car.

The far side door opened and Tandy got out. I saw a mess of blonde hair, wavy and long and shining in the sun, a pair of sunglasses perched above her eyes.

Her face was away, but she came around the front of the car and I…we…got our first look.

Stunning. Not just absolutely stunning, but fucking stunning. I even gave a little gasp, and I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. This beauty was going to be fucking my husband?

But I managed to control my breathing, and gulping, and took note of all of her.

Red lips and high cheekbones. Grey, smoky eyes. And the eyes sparkled like dew on a flower.

Her body was better than 36-24-36. She was wearing a casual blouse, but her breasts, they entered a room before she did.

And she had a lyrical way of walking. A way of sashaying that would make any man in the room stare at her.

And the only man in the room was mine. Oh, fuck.

Randy was at the door before she could knock. He opened it and she breezed right past him. Patted his cheek and said, “Oh, are you the dear one,” then she was shaking my hand.

I was stunned, a bit afraid, but she seemed to know this and she did everything she could to relax me.

“I’ve been so looking forward to meeting you. You in person really does justice to your telephone voice. I love what you have done with your hair…I wish…”

She gushed on, and how the heck can you worry about a person that does nothing but admire you?

She walked me to the couch, sat me down and sat next to me.

Randy was behind her, and she finally deigned to notice him.

She lowered her sunglasses and inspected him. “You can sit in that chair.”

She didn’t appear to be impressed by his nudity. She didn’t take note of his hanging tongue or the rapt expression on his face.

“Uh, I’m Randy.”

“You certainly are, and I will fuck your brains out later, but right now I have important people to talk to.”

Randy blinked…and sat down. He had been put down, put in his place, in the most pleasant way. And it thoroughly confused him.

Tandy turned to me. “What a delightful house you have. Can you give me a tour?”

“Of course.”

We stood up, and Randy stood up.

“You stay there,” Tandy said.

Blinking, he sat down.

Honestly, I had never seen a man handled so effectively in my life. She showed him disdain, talked to him like furniture, spoke of fucking him like it was a favor, and he was beside himself to do what she asked.

Man, this was a girl I had to take lessons from. And I was glad I had opted for the video feed.

So we toured the house. I showed her the upstairs, the pool area, and she held my arm like I was an old friend. And everything felt…right.

I trusted her.

And it wasn’t just that she was saying the right things, it was that she was sincere. Honest. She cared about me, and my husband was just a job.

Just a job. A task to be done. A dick to be fucked, ho hum, what’s for lunch? Which excited him no end and yet reassured me.

Finally, we returned to the living room, sat down, and Tandy again took notice of Randy.

“Well, Randy, are you ready for the adventure?”

“Yes. I certainly am.” He glanced at me, but it was obvious he was obsessing on her.

Yet, I had been reassured, and this was good.

“You understand that you are going to be doing a lot of fucking? A lot of beautiful women are at the ranch.”

“Oh…yes.” He tried to sound lackadaisical, but totally failed. And to top it off his dick was bobbing so hard little bits of pre-cum were being flicked off.

“And you will follow all instructions to the letter. Do whatever I, or my staff, say.”

“Uh huh.”

She nodded. “How long since you had an orgasm?”

“Two weeks.” Then he kept talking, compelled by his horniness and his desire to please. “I did everything my wife said to.”

Tandy looked bored. “Well, you’ll be able to masturbate to your heart’s content once we get you settled in. If you want to. After all, the staff has needs, and…have you ever fucked an asshole?”

“What…uh…no!”

“Well, you will get your chance. And all the oral sex you want. Are you ready to go?”

“Uh. Yeah.”

“Excellent. My trunk is open. Go get in it and close the lid.”

Randy’s eyes opened wide. “In the…” his words were stumbling.

“There’s water, and you can pee if you need to. Shoo shoo.” She waved her fingers as if brushing him out the door.

He stood up, looked confused. “But…why…”

“Because we don’t want anybody to know our location. Could you imagine all the men trying to find us? Wanting to get fucked beyond their wildest dreams all over again?”

Still, Randy hesitated.

Tandy turned to me, “And you read the section that if he doesn’t follow my orders you will pay double the fee. That’s plus your initial fee.”

Randy’s mouth opened. He was cum deprived and sex stupid, but he understood what $90,000 was.

She turned to him. “Are you still here?”

Randy turned and walked, I should say staggered, out the front door.   He was clearly not in charge of his legs.

He looked at the house, then climbed into the trunk. I watched as his hand reached up and pulled it down, hard enough to lock.


PART TWO

RANDY’S STORY

I was gobsmacked. Slobberknocked, and she never laid a hand on me. When I reached up and grabbed the trunk lid and pulled it down on me…well, I hadn’t been thinking too clearly for the last week, and now this.

And I laid there in the darkness and thought about my situation.

Sure, I’m a practical joker, and I just thought it was funny to leave my cum all over the place when I felt like it, which was when I didn’t get any.

I mean, I don’t mean to be arrogant, but men have rights! They work hard, they take care of their wives, and then to be refused something like a little sex?

But this whole thing, being taken to a ranch and forced to fuck an endless line of women…that was weird.

I thought about Lisa. I loved her. She was the most beautiful woman on the planet, and I mean that. But what was she trying to do?             

And I thought about Tandy. God, what a knock out. She was a world class beauty, good enough for Hollywood in a second. She could win Miss Everything in a heartbeat.

Well, except for my wife, of course.

So I laid there in trunk, it was a hard surface, a plastic liner, nothing but a water bottle in it, and thought.

I was to fuck a bunch of women. Wow. What a concept. And there was a huge piece of me that actually didn’t want to. I mean…I loved my wife.

I shifted around. I hope we didn’t have to travel far. I was already feeling like peeing, and we hadn’t even bounced my kidneys on the road.

My penis, of course, was a problem.

In the house I had been pretty embarrassed, in spite of everything, but now, in the trunk, it poked out and if I wasn’t careful it pushed into the floor, or something else, and…when were we going to get this show on the road?

A half hour later I heard voices, then I could distinguish them. Unbelievably, they were talking about the best way to cook muffins.

Fucking muffins!

With me laying in the darkness, sweltering, waiting.

Bitches.

Suddenly there was a knock on the trunk. I froze and listened.

“How you doing in there, asshole?”

That was a blinker. A hundred thousand or not, what the fuck!

“Maybe you should let me out,” I yelled back. I have to pee!”

“So pee.”

Light laughter, then a moment of silence, and I intuited that they were hugging. Then the sound of footsteps, the door opened, and the car lowered. And started.

Ah, at last.

A tap on the trunk. “Have fun, honey!”

It felt so bizarre to answer back from the confines of the trunk, “You too, babe. I love you.”

Then the car jerked into motion.

We did drive a long way. A long way on the freeway, a couple of hours, then a long way over bumps and ruts, around sharp curves, and up into the hills.

I wondered where, exactly, we were. I had tried to follow the path as she drove, but there were just too many turns, too many sweeping curves, and the back and forth on the hilly road…I was thoroughly confused. No way I was going to figure out where we were.

Finally, we reached a stretch of smooth road, then stopped.

“How you doing back there?”

She hadn’t spoken to me the entire trip, just played the radio, and the sound of the road under tires precluded me being able to hear anything, anyway.

“I’m okay,” I said. My voice sounded a little strained. I was uncomfortable, I had drunk all the water, and I had…pissed myself.

That’s right. My bladder jouncing on the hard surface in the trunk, I had tried to aim my stream away, but the inside of the trunk was a plastic sheet and it all just flowed back to me. For the last hundred miles I had been lying in a puddle of my own sloshing liquid waste.

Yuck.

Some voices, a clicking sound, then the car started up again. We must have gone through a gate of some sort.

A long, sweeping drive, over gravel. Then we stopped again.

The door opened. Sounds, indistinguishable, then the trunk opened.

I blinked owlishly at the sunlight. Everything was bright, hurt my eyes.

“Let’s go, lover. Time to go get some nookie.”

I struggled up, and was dripping with my own pee. Gross.

I managed to get over the lip of the trunk, then slipped and fell on the ground behind the car.

Laughter, and then my eyes started adjusting.

Tandy was standing there, a twisted smile on her beautiful face.

And there as another woman. A BIG woman. With BIG dimensions.

She had black hair, down below her shoulders. Her waist was thick and  solid, like a tree trunk. Her bosoms…oh, my God! She reminded me of that old wrestler, Chyna. Bigger than life and sexier than all get out.

I stared up at the woman, who stared down at me with no expression. I took in her leather halter top, her high and tight shorts. O. My. God!

“Randy, Shiela. Shiela, Randy.” Tandy turned to Shiela. “Randy is on a quick fix program. You want to get him ready?”

“You betcha.” She looked down at me. “Come on, slick. Let’s wash the stink off you and get you dressed.

Stink. Yeah. I needed to get rid of that.

And…clothes? Yeah. I guess I should put something on.

Shiela linked an arm in mine and walked me towards a far barn. I suppose I should have taken note of the ranch, but I was too dumbstruck to notice anything but this giant woman. With the giant boobs. Boobs that were pressed up against my arm.

And my dick sticking out like everything was normal.

“So, you like to squirt, eh?”

I blinked. Was she talking about my jokes? My…my masturbation?

“Well, eh…”

“When Tandy gave us the low down on you I couldn’t believe it.” She laughed merrily. “I mean, jacking off on anything that displeases you. You have a set of balls, you know?”

I stumbled, caught myself, was held up and kept walking by Shiela, and I appreciated her strength. Damn. That woman looked strong enough to wrestle a gorilla and win.

We entered the barn, walked over a dirt straw floor, and turned into a stall at the end. There was a chair in the stall.

“Have a seat, slick.”

The chair was like a doctor’s chair. The kind where women get their pelvic exams done. It had split legs and seemed rather worn.

I sat, got myself comfy, and waited.

Shiela huddled over a work bench for a second, mumbling something I couldn’t hear, then she turned to me. She had a leather garment in one hand, a bunch of straps was all I could see, and she stepped up to the chair, dropped the mess of straps into my lap, over my hard dick. There was a leather strap over one armrest and she pulled it tight, velcro held that arm firm.

“Hey!”

She leaned over me, her big boobs pressing on me, and pushed my other arm down on the armrest. She was as strong as she looked, and there was no way my one arm could move her weight. She fastened another velco strap, and I was caught.

But I tried to struggle.

“Hey! Let me go!”

She stepped back, took the straps off my lap, pulling my dick roughly with one tangled strap as she did so, then untangled the thing.

“Listen, slick. Randy, or whatever your name is, you don’t kick me or I’ll punch you in the nuts. You got that?”

“Let me go you fucking bitch!”

“Tsk, tsk. Language.” The straps were like some sort of underwear. More, they were like a strap on with the hole in the front piece for the dildo. But there was no dildo.

“What the fuck is that thing?”

“Your best friend,” she mumbled. She slid a hand under my seat and lifted, started to feed the leather garment under my butt.

So I kicked her.

And she punched me in the nuts.

While I turned white and gasped she finished putting the thing on me.

Straps went under my thighs, around my waist, and up my crack. The one that went up my crack was rolled, so it fit without hurting me. The front piece with the hole in it she fitted around my cock, pushed it flat against my pubic, and I stared down at myself in horror.

I was hard, erect, and my penis was strangled. It was big and red, and inside the hole that encircled it was a glimpse of metal.

“What the fuck is this?” My voice was a little weak from the ball punching.

“Your best friend. I thought I explained that.”

“But…but…”

“Okay, lesson time. Listen up, I don’t repeat. Inside the hole is a ring. The ring changes in size. It works off heat and size. In other words, the bigger you get the tighter it squeezes. You get too hot and horny and it shrinks, and your sperm is forestalled, to put it politely. Got it?”

“What is this?” My voice was lower now. I was alarmed, to say the least.

“Okay, slick, two things. First, we need to have a talk about your tendency to mark your territory with sperm. There will be no more of that. You got it?”

“Fuck you.”

“Oh, okay. Now?”

She pushed her tight trunks down. Her pussy was shaved, and it was moist, and the gleam in her eyes, she actually wanted to fuck me.

“No! I want to get out of this…this thing!”

“Oh, okay. He doesn’t want to fuck. We can handle that. She put a foot on the lower foot platform on the chair, next to my foot. She put her hands on my arms and climbed up me. I tried to push back, but she just mounted me, climbed me like a ladder, and stood on my arms.

She was heavy, and it hurt, but I wasn’t in any danger.

“This is sort of  what it feels like when somebody cums on you.”

She squatted, her slick pussy was a foot from my face, her big boobs were almost in my face, but I could see, and watch, her snatch.

She sighed and began to pee.

“Oh, yeah.” she sighed. “That feels good.”

A steady stream sprayed over my face, my chest, and…it smelled like…like pee!

“You know, I haven’t peed all morning. Heard you were coming, and I wanted a full load for you. How do you like it!”

“Stop it! Stop it…arguggle!” Her stream was actually hitting me in the face!

I tried to move, but her weight on my arms held me there. I could move my lower body, but that did me no good.

And she peed and peed and peed.

“Man, that feels good. What a load off, eh?”

She was a big girl, as I have noted, and she had to have a big bladder, and it had to be quite full. When she was done she actually reached down and grabbed her mons and shook it, like a man shakes his penis, then she climbed off me.

“Now, we’re going to be peeing on you while you’re here, and cuming on you, and maybe doing other things, especially if you prove to be unruly. How do you like it when people cum on you?”

“That’s pee!”

“Came from the same place. But, don’t worry, some of the masters will be jacking off on you. Maybe in you. Want to fuck now?”

“I want to leave.”

“Well, don’t say I didn’t ask. Now, I’m going to let you up. I advise you to be polite to other guests, they are in your straights. But if you feel like beating me up, or one of the other Mistresses or Masters, go for it. We’ve all trained in martial arts, and we all like kicking men in the balls.”

So saying, she undid the straps on my arms and stood back.

I rubbed my wrists, looked at her reproachfully, and stood up.

She walked towards the entrance to the barn and I followed her.

She stopped in the doorway and pointed to a water trough. Next to it was a garden hose. “You can wash yourself there. Take a bath if you want. Then you want to report to the kitchen. Mistress Helen.” She pointed at a back door on the far farmhouse.

Then she slapped my ass, most comradely, and went back into the barn.

I stood there and wondered what I had gotten myself into. Naked in a trunk. Punched in the balls. Wearing some sort of contraption that squeezed my dick so hard it couldn’t go down.

Then I had a thought. I stepped back into the barn. “Hey!”

Shiela was almost to her little workshop. She turned back to me. “Yeah?”

“What if I want to fuck?”

She smiled. “Sure! You ready to go? Wash yourself off and come back here. I’ll fuck your brains out!”

I didn’t say anything, just backed out of the barn.

“Oh, crap. And I really wanted to! Here I am all hot and horny and you won’t diddle me.”

I ignored her voice and went to the trough. The water looked clean enough, but I opted for the hose. I turned it on and sluiced my body. There was a cement drain and I stood on it and let the water wash over me. The pungent smell of pee drained off me.

Finally, I sighed, and was clean. I looked around, but there was no towel. Oh, well. I started off for the kitchen.

I was dry by the time I reached the back door, and I peered in through the screen. It was a kitchen. I cleared my throat. “Hel…Mistress Helen?”

“Who’s that come begging to my back door?” The voice was rough and scratchy, and a VERY large woman came out of the darkness.

She wasn’t big like Shiela, but big around. She was five feet tall, but five feet wide, or it sure seemed like it.

She had a round face, short hair that was just long enough to stick out here and there, and large boobs. Fat woman boobs. Slack and hanging, yet still big.

And, she wore a harness. Like mine. Well, like Shiela’s. I had already figured out that there were different harnesses for ‘masters’ or ‘mistresses’ than regular people.

She opened the door and beckoned me in. I walked past her rolls of fat and stared around.

Modern kitchen. Stainless steel. Big sink filled with pots and pans. Two people in harnesses similar to mine scrubbed dishes. One was a man, his dick sticking out red and angry, the other was a woman, and it looked like…like…she had a butt plug up her ass!

“You must be Randy,” Mistress Helen said as she walked past me. “No pun intended,” and she laughed uproariously.

I followed slowly after her. She stopped at a stove. It was big, and several skillets were in use. I could smell the rich aroma of steak.

“You want a steak? We have a good cut this week. But if you want a hamburger, or lamb chops, I got extra lamb chops, I can cook you up those. What you want?”

I stared at her. Man, I was confused. I had just been punched in the balls, and now I was being offered some of the best smelling steak I had ever smelled.

“I…uh…”

“Oh, honey, I know how rough the first day is. Let me fix you a steak. You go through that door and have a seat. Take me fifteen minutes. We have fries, but I could cook up some veggies. You aren’t a vegetarian, are you?”

I shook my head as I backed around her. Then I pushed through a swinging door and found myself in a dining room.

There were several long tables, and a dozen people. And two people in the far corner eating what looked like dog food out of dog dishes. Down on their hands and knees. Gobbling happily away.

“Hey! Randy! Over here!” A beautiful woman called to me.

I stumbled around the table and approached the woman, more responding to my name being called than anything else.

“Hey, guys, this is Randy. He’s prime A fucking material.”

I stopped and stared at her.

She was as tall as Tandy, but a brunette with the most scintillating eyes. And, of course, the harness. And boobs. Lots of boobs.

She grinned. “I’m Nancy. This is Rodney, that big, swinging dick is Master John, and in the corner there is Debbie.

I stared around, nodding, and they gave me ‘hi’ and ‘hey.’

“Sit here. Hey, guys, Randy is the guy who jacks off on his wife.”

Oh, fuck. That was sure embarrassing. And for the first time in my married life I suddenly understood some of what Lisa must feel like when I wanked on her…her vanity or car, or even just on the floor. Fuck.

The people I had been introduced to started laughing. “He what? You’re kidding me!” And Master John even offered me a high five, which I tentatively met, and felt the meaty strength of his massive palm.

And looked down and saw the biggest, reddest, most drippingest dick I had ever seen.

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed.

Everybody just took it in stride, laughed some more, and Master John nodded a ‘thanks for the compliment.’

I sat there, and conversation returned to before I had arrived. Mundane things, memories of victims past, a discussion about how successful the Beatles would have been without John Lennon.

Then my steak arrived. Mmm. I hadn’t realized I was that hungry.

Nancy lightly elbowed me. “Aren’t you glad you aren’t on their program?” she indicated the two eating out of dog dishes.

“What’d they do?” I asked.

“Who knows. They might just be returnees.”

“Return? Like they’ve been here before?”

I was boggled. Who, in their right mind, would want to go back to a place where they had to eat dog food out of  dog dishes?

“Not like you. You’re sort of a celebrity. Once we heard about your little kink we couldn’t wait to meet you.”

“And fuck you,” interjected Debbie, chewing on her own mouth watering steak.

“And fuck. Yes. Have you fucked yet?”

“I…uh…” and there it was. The hook that had gotten me out here, the device that Lisa had used to entice me to this place. The promise of being able to fuck as many women as I wanted. “…no.”

Nancy suddenly grinned like a kid at Christmas. “Excellent! I get to be first.” She turned to John and yelped, “Start jacking!”

She swept my plate off the table, sending my half eaten steak flying onto the floor.

“Hey! I wasn’t done!”

She grabbed the back of my harness and lifted. She was strong, but the pressure on my privates made me help her. I really didn’t stand a chance as she threw me on the table.

“Hey! Helen! Randy needs another steak!”

The call from the kitchen. “Coming right up!”

I was trying to back away, skittering on my heels and elbows, but Nancy grabbed me by the cock and pulled me back.

“None of that, Randy. When a girl has to have it…you have to give it. Right guys?”

The other masters and mistresses cheered.

Then she was squatted over me, batting my hands away, and sinking down on me.

Oh, God! It felt good! I hadn’t had any for over two weeks! I hadn’t even jacked off, and I was full, and turgid, and roiling, and ready to let it rip.

And the harness I was wearing made my dick swelled even more as blood pumped into it, and couldn’t escape for the ring around the base of my cock.

“That’s what I’m talking about!” She bounced up and down, grabbed my ears, and kissed my lips. A big, loud, smack of lust.

“Go Nancy!” cheered one of the Masters, the others grinned, and one of them kept eating.

The ‘dogs’ on the floor looked up and grinned.

She fucked me. Hard. Like I had never been fucked. And her pussy was moist and hot and it gripped me like a tourniquet.

“Fuck!” I whimpered.

“Oh, yeah. Fuck is right!”

She was bouncing on me, forcing me to ram her, I felt my balls being banged on painfully.

Then Debby leaned over and took over the kissing duties.

And one of the masters, I couldn’t tell which one, started tickling my butthole with a thick finger.

I jerked and twitched, and suddenly it felt like I was going to cum. I started humping back.

“Yeah! There he goes!

I bumped and thrust. I got my hands free enough to grab her tits. I was out of control, blind with lust. I felt the sperm start to surge deep within. I felt that little trigger, and the sperm started to boil, to force it self out of my balls and up…up…my…up…OH FUCK! I was stoppered! The ring around my cock was stopping the sperm. I was there! I was edging! I was trying to squirt, but the ring stopped me. Held the sperm in, and it actually felt like it was gettin tighter.

And I realized: pressure…heat…it was adjusting to my body. No matter how hard I got…no matter how desperate…the closer I got the tighter the ring, the more horny I would get…a never ending cycle of crawling up the inside of a bottle, the higher I got the tighter I got, and the more sky I could see…but I would never break free.

“YES! YES!” Nancy yelled, and I felt her pussy muscles gripping me, squeezing in orgasm. “I’M CUMMING!”

For long minutes she jerked and writhed, and I felt the delicious feeling surging through her. I couldn’t have it myself, but, contact high, I could glory in her orgasm.

Finally, she slumped, her big breasts tumbled onto my chest, pressed on me, and she gasped for air. “Oh, God! That is a super fuck!” She looked up at the other Masters and Mistresses and said, “You guys just have to try this out!”

“Me!” yelled Debby, and she pushed Nancy off and squatted over me. She lowered, and I groaned. Oh, no. I was going to get all the fucking I wanted! But I wasn’t going to get to cum!

And Mistress Helen plopped a steak down next to my head. “Eat up, baby. You’re going to need your strength.”

I opened my mouth. I don’t know why. I was dazed. I think to object, to beg for mercy, and at that moment I felt hot splatters. on my face.

I looked up, my mouth open, and was treated to the sight of Master John’s huge cock. While I had looked at the steak he had stepped over to me. He must have been jacking while Nancy fucked me, and now he was cumming. All over my face.

“How’s it feel, big boy!” He howled. “Do you like it when people cum on your face?”

I gagged, tried to push his semen out of my mouth with my tongue, but he had gotten a good glob into me.

“Stop!” I managed to yell feebly. “Stop.”

But there was no way they were going to stop.

I mean, what horny bastard is going to stop in a situation like this, eh?


PART THREE

LISA’S STORY

He took me into the bedroom. He was tall and muscular, had lank, surfer’s blonde hair. He had a big chin and sensuous lips. His muscles were slabs. A little bit of weight lifting, and a lot of surfing.

But it was his penis that interested me the most.

It was thick and solid, long, and the head was nice and big.

Too big for me to deep throat.

But the amount of semen it promised…heh heh.

He undressed me slowly, lovingly. His strong hands sculpting my frame as he removed my dress, my bra, my panties. He moved his hands over my flesh, heating me up, making me moist down there.

“Baby, you are the most beautiful woman in the world.” He kissed me, fused his lips with mine, yet he was gentle and considerate.

His hands gently squeezed my boobs. Felt them, squeezed them…teased them.

He moved his head down and began to suck on my nipples. Scorching little lightening exploded from my peaks and coursed through my body. My pussy was turning into a forest fire of hunger.

Then, lower still, he gently attacked my mons, sucking on the whole pubis, pulling it into his mouth, then his tongue separating the labia and finding the clitoris.

I groaned, arched my pelvis up into his face.

He held my buns like they were plates and he was eating off them.

“Oh, baby. Fuck me,” I whispered.

“He crawled up, positioned himself, and put his penis to my slit.

We were locked for a moment, staring in wonder as we prepared to come together.

Then he surged forward, his big head pushing through my lips, sliding down my canal, and it was all I could do to not scream from the sheer, excruciating pleasure of it all.

And he fucked me. Up and down. turning the hips, getting traction, screwing me with that big spike of his.

DING!

Oh, fuck!

I reached for the phone on my side table.

He ignored me, kept pushing into me, rapturing me, pressing me upwards to nirvana.

“Yeah!” I gasped.

“Lisa? Are you fucking? It sounds like you are fucking.”

“Tandy! Oh…oh…oh, yes. I’m…I am.”

“Excellent. I just wanted to let you know that things are fine here. But we’d like to keep Randy a while longer.”

I gasped and bounced as he spiked me. I felt like a hole in the ground as a big oil rig pumped down and down and down.

“I know we talked about a month. He thought a week, but we knew a month, but can we extend that for a few months?”

“Oh…oh…is he having…fun?”

“He’s having the best misery in the world.” She giggled. “He says he wants to go home, but he’s so damned hard.”

“Oh…oh…”

“So can we keep him maybe three more months?”

“Oh…sure…whatever you…want!”

I felt the crescendo building.

“Excellent. Well, have a good cum.” And she hung up while I was still stuttering a thanks.

And I exploded. Having my mind distracted by the phone call, the way he was filling me up, the sheer deliciosity of him…I came.

“OOOOHHHHH!”

And he, considerate boy, slowed down and helped me draw it out.

And I collapsed under him.

He rolled off me and let me breath, and I did need to breath.

I turned to him. He had not cum himself, which I sort of expected, having already done him several times that afternoon. I circled his upright nipple with a fingernail, and he gasped, and I asked: “Do you have any friends?”

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’
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A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

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

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


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

‘Come Again?’

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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