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PART ONE

It was while Lucy was away that Ryan made his discovery.

Lucy was supposed to be gone only for a week, her mother wasn’t feeling well and Lucy went to help out. Then Lucy’s mother turned out to have COVID, and now it was a month.

Ryan wasn’t much on housework. He figured he would just let it build up, then when Lucy came home he could clean everything the day before.

Magazines were strewn about, the dishes were dirty in the sink, the lawn hadn’t been mowed, the bathroom was a smudgy mess, and, of course, he hadn’t been doing the laundry.

At first, knowing that he had to keep up appearances, he had half heartedly gathered up a few clothes and washed them. But that was time consuming and, let’s face it, porn was a lot more exciting that doing the laundry.

So he did his clothes as he needed. Just threw them in a pile in the corner of the bedroom, and when they needed to be done he would throw a bundle into the machine and forget about it. Until he was out of clothes and really needed something to wear.

On Saturday he received a call from Binnie Jones, one of his old classmates in college, and he suddenly found that he was out of clothes. And, since Binnie was only passing through, he was also out of time.

Ryan screwed up his face in distaste and looked at the pile of clothes. Sheesh. Seemed like every time he looked at it it got bigger.

He searched through the pile for the least dirty underwear he could find, but, oh crap, it seemed that he had already turned every tighty whitey he had inside out already. Maybe even three or four times.

He looked at the clock. He had to meet Binnie in a half hour. No time to do the laundry.

He sat on the bed and sighed.

He looked at the pile, then he looked at his dresser with the empty drawers, and his eyes passed over the hamper in the corner.

The hamper.

He hadn’t put any clothes in there since Lucy had gone to her mother’s. Maybe…just maybe…

He ran to the hamper and opened it up.

Crap! Nothing but his wife’s panties. He started to close the lid, then stopped. He looked at the panties.

Hmm.

He had never done such a thing…men weren’t supposed to wear women’s things, but…he was desperate.

He picked up a dainty under thing. The material was light and stretchy. There was no pouch, but he could handle that for a night.

He looked inside. In the stretch of material where his wife’s pussy would be there was a stain.

Oh, fuck! His dick trembled.

What if he wore them?

Was there a smell?”

He hesitated, then brought the panties to his nose. He sniffed.

There was a light odor of pussy, and…it was delicious!

It had that nice, lusty odor that turned him on.

Now his dick wasn’t just trembling, it was rising up.

He could wear her panties this once. She would never know, and he would do the laundry tomorrow. All of it.

He thought about walking around with his cock against her dried vagina juices.

He was throbbing now. He had never felt so hard in his life!

He toed his shoes off, slipped out of his stinky underwear, then headed for a quick shower. As the water sluiced over him he couldn’t stop thinking about his wife’s panties.

“Mmmm,” he hummed, thinking of his wife’s pussy. He missed it so much, and those panties…they would remind him of her all night.

He got out of the shower, dried off, and slipped the panties on.

He was a slender fellow, and the panties went on easily. Almost like they were made for him. His cock was hard and it pushed the panties out. Nothing he could do about that. He pulled on some jeans and the boner was pushed down a bit.

He smiled.

He finished dressing and headed out the door.

He was wearing his wife’s panties, and he had never felt anything so sexy in his life.

He met Binnie at Charley Coyote’s, and they hugged and headed for the bar.

When they hugged Ryan was careful not to let his hips come close to Binnie’s. He didn’t want his friend to think he was one of those people.

Charley Coyote’s was the hottest hot spot in LA. There was a small parquet floor for dancing, a thin rug, then a ring of small tables. Outside was a patio, but that was mostly for dining.

“How ya been, buddy?” They sat at one of the small tables in a. corner and chatted over the music.

“Great! How’s work?”

“Boring. Say do you remember that girl in our sophomore year? The one who got breast implants?”

“Do I? Man, she was a babe, and…”

The night rolled on and they drank bourbon and Coke. Then rum and Coke. Then Tequila and Coke.

Who says you shouldn’t mix your drinks?

And somewhere in between guzzles and gurgles, drinking Spirytus Vodka, and comparing it to 100 proof Wild Turkey, Ryan sort of forgot everything.

He was still functioning. Heck, he probably could have solved calculus problems, but…he would never remember solving them on the morrow.

“Unh…” he heard somebody groan.

He heard curious echoes and metal clangings.

He was lying on a vary hard surface and there were voices. Official voices.

CLANG!

“Ryan Smith!”

He opened his eyes and the ceiling began to spin.

A ceiling made of tiles. His eyes floated down…walls made of tiles. A cement floor.

Somebody shaking him. “You Ryan Smith?”

“Unh…yeah.”

“Come on. You been bailed.”

“Wha…wha…”

Hands pushed and pulled him to his feet, held him up as he staggered out of the cell.

“Unh…BLAH!” He let loose. Chunks in the corridor.

“Oh, crud.”

Laughter.

Then he was pushed through a couple of doors and found himself in a big room.

He looked around, bleary-eyed. Wondering where he was, then he focused on the woman standing on the other side of the counter.

“Here he is, ma’am.”

“And there are no charges?”

“It was the other fellow who was driving.”

“Thank you, officer.”

The cop guided him through a swinging gate and a hand grabbed him, steadied him, and he looked at the hand, up the arm, over the shoulder, and… “Hello, dear.”

Ryan wore a puke splattered tee shirt, pants issued by the jail, and one shoe. He sat in the passenger seat and put his head back. He wanted to sleep.

“So, did you have a good night?”

“Uh…” he turned his head and looked at Lucy.

Lucy was his babe wife, and she was home. She had large breasts which he found very succulent, a tight waist, and a round ass that swayed with a wiggle when she walked.

Her face was kind and intelligent, with even features offset by very blue eyes that seemed to look right through people.

Her most amazing feature, however, was her sense of humor.

Ryan was still drunk, trying to figure things out, but he didn’t see the hint of a smile at the corners of her mouth.

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry…” he tried to reach across the console and put his arms around her.

“Ew…sorry!” she pushed him back, then looked at her hand. Yuck! Puke.

“I didn’t mean to get drunk but Binnie came to town and he wanted to party and then we started drinking and I lost track of things and…” he babbled on, sometimes making sense, and sometime making nonsense.

Lucy listened, and she was actually chuckling on the inside.

She thought it was stupid to get this drunk, but men sometimes didn’t show a lot of sense. Most importantly, nobody had been hurt. Well, Binnie would get hurt when he went before the judge, but somehow Ryan had managed to skate.

Lucky man.

Then she frowned.

Too lucky.

He had been stupid, and though there was no harm, he needed some kind of time out so he could see the consequences.

She looked over at Ryan. He had gone to sleep, drooling against the window.

He was a good man, always tried to do the right thing. He was slender, handsome, and his face was a little soft, but she liked that. She didn’t want a bully boy for a husband.

Still, what could she do to remind him to be more responsible in the future?

They arrived home a few minutes later, and Lucy left him sleeping in the car.

She wasn’t about to wrestle a puke stained drunk through the house and put him in their bed. No let him sleep in the car. He was sitting up so he wouldn’t vomit and choke, he wouldn’t make a mess, and…he was sort of contained.

She entered the house and went to the bedroom.

She smiled, thinking of when he awoke and realized where he was.

She slipped off her clothes, it had been a long flight and she needed an hour rest.

She glanced at herself in the mirror and was pleased. Mom was over COVID, she was back home, and…what was she going to do about Ryan?

She slipped into bed and slept on it.

A couple of hours later Ryan awoke to sounds outside the car.

He still felt like crap, but he was no longer drunk. Now he was hung over. And, oh, God, it was a world class hangover. It was like a pack of wild dogs were bitting his brain, and his stomach felt like a cement mixer filled with Coke and Mentos. His eyes looked like a road map with all the red lines squiggling all over the place. His breath smelled like King Kong’s farts.

He looked around. The garage was spinning a bit, but Lucy was home, she was doing the laundry.

Everything rushed in on him then. The messy house he had intended to clean up. The wild night with Binnie, and…he had been in jail!

OMG! Jail! Had he been charged? Why wasn’t he still in jail? He had weird memories of sleeping on hard tile, of men laughing at him. Why had they been laughing at him?

He belched, and almost puked.

Lucy turned to him. She gave a half smile, a rueful smile, a sad smile, all in one. “Well, Sleeping Beauty is awake.”

Ryan opened the door and half fell out of the car. He staggered to his feet. He looked down at himself. Fuck. A tee shirt with puke on it. And where did he get those prison pants?

“My shoe,” he whispered. “Where is it?”

“Gone with the wind, my love. Come with me.”

She led him out of the garage and onto the front lawn. She placed him in the center of the lawn and picked up the hose. She began spraying him.

“Hey! No!”

He tried to run, but he fell over. She walked around him, spraying him with cold water.

His head hurt worse. He started shivering.

Eliza Jiggins was walking by, holding her little pooch on a leash. She turned and stared, “What on earth are you doing?” her scratchy, little voice pipped.

“Ryan got drunk last night. He needs to clean up a bit.”

Ryan was sputtering. He couldn’t get footing on the slick lawn, and when he did Lucy just pushed him over and kept spraying him.

He began to shiver, and he finally curled up in a fetal position.

“What kind of pants are those?”

“I think he got him them in jail.”

“Is he a felon?” Eliza was petty aware for an older person, but sometimes she made unconnected observations.”

“No…no…” Ryan take off your pants. I want to clean you all the way.”

He muttered ‘no’ and shook his head.

“Come on, honey. We need to do this right.”

She let go of the lever of the hose nozzle and the spray stopped.

Ryan sputtered, and she grabbed the bottom of his prison pants and pulled.

They were a loose fit, and they came easily, and Lucy stood up and stared.

“Ryan?”

Ryan looked up at her, then he looked down at himself.

He was wearing her good panties.

“Oh…OH!” He scrambled to his feet and ran for the house. His hangover was forgotten, replaced by mortification.

Lucy began to laugh, and Eliza stared after Ryan and adjusted her thick glasses. “What is he wearing?”

“Panties, Eliza. My husband is wearing my panties.”

Lucy laughed, and Eliza looked confused.

“But…why?”

Ryan sprinted through the house, suddenly sober, and went into the bathroom. He got into the shower and turned on the hot water, and his shivering body began to feel warm again.

He stood, leaning against the tiled walls, his head against the tiles, and tried to figure things out.

He had left the house in a mess, he had gotten drunk and gone to jail, but the worst—the positively worst and most horrible thing was—he had been caught wearing his wife’s panties.

Hot water sluiced down his body and bits of barf swirled down the drain.

Finally, he stepped out, and onto the puddle of wet pant he had been wearing.

His face was red and he had never felt so humiliated in his life.

Caught wearing panties.

But worse was to come.

When Lucy stopped laughing she found herself possessed by a wicked idea.

Ryan had been wearing her panties. And from the condition of the house, and the amount of clothes she had to wash, he was just wearing them because he had run out of clothes.

Of course, he could be a full blown crossdresser. Men did do the strangest things. That was a possibility, but she didn’t think so. She would have noticed something before.

But, now that he had opened the door, and from the humiliation on his face when caught—she had never seen such a vibrant color of red on a human face in her life—she had an idea as to how to make him suffer the consequences of his actions.

She followed him into the house and tracked him to the bedroom. She listened to the shower for a second, then smiled.

She gathered all his underwear and headed back to the garage. She removed everything else from the washer and put in the underwear, all his shirts and tighty whiteys and everything, then added a gallon of bleach. Grinning, she started the wash cycle.

While Ryan showered she went to work in the kitchen.

Lord, he had dirtied up nearly every plate and utensil in the house!

She filled the washing machine and started that. Then she began scrubbing the cupboards…and stopped.

What the heck was she doing?

Ryan had done this, and this was part of the consequences that he must face.

She went into the living room and put on the Kardashians. Ryan hated the Kardashians, but he was going to learn to love them before he was done.

She was sitting in his recliner, the Kardashians talking soap opera nonsense, when he walked passed the living room and into the kitchen. He was wearing her tatty, old bathrobe.

She knew he was going to be avoiding her for a while, hoping this would all pass, but she couldn’t have that. Best to strike while the iron was hot. She stood up and walked to the kitchen door, leaned against the jamb and considered him.

He looked at her, and his face, it defined ‘crestfallen.’

“Uh…hi.”

She nodded and eyed him. She kept her face light, but emotionless.

“I see you got home.”

“I did.”

He was going through the dishes still remaining in the sink. He found a bowl and washed it off, then dried it.

“Having breakfast?”

“Uh…yes.”

God, his face was like a tomato. So red, and plump, and…embarrassed.

“Thanks for keeping the house clean.”

“Oh, uh…about that. I wasn’t feeling well and I thought…I put it off, and…”

“Oh, that’s okay.”

He looked at her, then opened the fridge and took out milk. The cereal was on top of the fridge and he took the Raisin Bran down and poured himself a bowl.

“You’re not…not upset?”

“Upset? Why would I be? I fly all night just to find a house that looked like a demolition derby had been held in it. Then I go get my husband out of jail, that was a pleasant experience. And, to top it off…”

He looked up at her, he knew what she was going to say, and the look on his face was pleading. But she wasn’t going to show any mercy.

“…I find my husband wearing the most adorable panties. My favorites. Of course now they are all wet, and…did you puke on those, too?”

She was smiling when she said this, and that was good. If she had screamed, or even just nagged, he would have shut down. This way he had no way to justify not listening.

“I’m sorry, I ran out…”

“Oh, honey! You don’t have to explain. I know that men have these tender, little urges and just can’t control themselves.”

“No! It was because I ran out of clothes.”

“Oh, that was just an excuse you made up in your mind so you could wear my panties. And, you know…I’m sort of glad.”

“You are?” If anything, his face was even redder.

“Of course. A husband and wife should be honest with each other. Now that I know what you really want I can help you out.”

“Help me? What are you—“

“And, to tell you the truth, it is sort of hot.”

“What is?”

“You prancing around in your little panties. Did you wear my bra, too? Oh, don’t bother…I know you must have. A man like you, your secret little desires…just think, married all this time and I’m just discovering that you’re a crossdresser.”

“I’m not a crossdresser!”

“The panties you were wearing proves otherwise. And is that my robe you’re wearing?”

Ryan was now totally desperate. His very manhood was being savaged, and there seemed to be nothing he could do about it.

“It’s sort of cute.”

“What?”

“Cute. Seeing you with those panties stretched across your butt. What do you do with your package? Where do you put your balls? Do they sort of flop out the sides, through the leg holes, and bounce around and make you all horny. Oh, my God!”

Lucy pointed at his crotch.

Ryan felt like he was an inch tall. An inch tall but six inches wide. His cock had gotten hard and was poking out the front of her robe.

Look at that! Just talking about you crossdressing and you get a boner!”

“No! No! It’s just walking around naked and…oh, please, honey. You have to believe me!”

Ha! She held the snicker inside and said, “Oh, I believe you. I believe you are a crossdresser. Your dick proves it. By the way, your cereal is getting soggy.”

Lucy turned and went back to the bedroom. She put a coupe of pairs of panties in his drawer, along with two bras, a tummy shaper, and…let’s see…nylons! Yes! He had to have nylons.

Then she went out to the garage and threw his socks into the congealing mess that used to be his underwear. What else…what else?

But that was about it.

She thought about throwing his pants into the machine, and his shirts, but it was a it too early for that. This was going to be fun, and she had to do it carefully, one step at a time, and…she stopped and stared into space.

Oh. My. God. It wasn’t going to be fun, it was fun.

She was getting off on destroying his clothes and setting him up for hers.

Did she want him to be a crossdresser? Did she want to…to transition him?

For a brief moment the thought flared in her: I’m as sick as he is. Then she laughed. Sick or no, this was fun, and…it was making her a wee bit horny.

Now, what else could she do?

Ryan ate his soggy cereal and was totally miserable.

And he was erect and throbbing.

What was up with that?

He remembered having a big, old boner the night previous, when he had first put on his wife’s panties. That had been kinky, but…what was happening to him?

Or, if his wife was correct, what was coming out of him?

He had never worn women’s clothes. Never thought about it. Had even laughed at the idea and made jokes.

He had generally held in disregard such things as transvestism.

But now…look at him!

He look at the tatty robe he was wearing. His dick erupting from between the folds.

Did he actually want to put on women’s clothes?

He sat at the table, spooning the sloppy cereal into hsi mouth and began thinking about it.

He wasn’t, he couldn’t be, one of those soft men. He didn’t want to walk down the so called ‘pink path.’

He was a man, dammit! So he was going to have to take a firm stand, make his wife know that he was more cowboy than cowgirl.

He finished his cereal and felt a little better, though his face was still the color of a fire engine.

He looked at the sink and realized he couldn’t wash the bowl. There were too many dishes there already. He placed his bowl and spoon in the pile and headed for the bedroom.

Lucy was waiting for him, and she had the grandest plan in the world. It was so good she was almost laughing out loud.

She was naked, she lay on the bed with her legs spread, her vibrator in hand.

She heard the rattle of his bowl in the sink, then she knew he was padding down the hallway. She visualized when he was close, and she flicked the vibrator on and jammed it into her crotch.

Ryan stepped into the doorway and froze. Heck, his whole mind went into paralysis. His wife was rubbing her pussy with the big vibrator.

His mouth opened as she groaned and rubbed the head of the vibrator against her clitoris.

His eyes opened as she reached a hand up and began pulling on a nipple. Then she lowered her head and began sucking on her own nipple.

Oh…fuck!

“Oh…yes….yes…”

She had thought she would have to fake an orgasm, but she didn’t. The idea that Ryan was watching, that he was helpless, was making her so horny she almost immediately felt the sexual electricity radiate out from her pussy. Her heart beat harder, she suddenly felt incredibly sexy.

She was fucking herself and her man wasn’t involved. He was forced to just stand there and stare.

Her hips began to hump and she pushed the vibrator onto her pussy harder and harder.

Oh, fuck, she didn’t know it was supposed to be like this. She figured she was going to have to fake it, but suddenly the waves of a gigantic cum washed over her. She arched her back, her eyes rolled back, and she gave a groan that was almost a shout.

Then, as hard and fast as it had come, it was gone. She lay on the bed, gasping for breath and totally satisfied.

Why hadn’t she done this before?

Because her husband’s crossdressing situation hadn’t happened.

Well, now that she knew…her sexual excitement was one more reason to keep him going.

“Lucy?”

She opened her eyes and looked at Ryan. He was red-faced, bonered up, and walking across the room.

“That is so hot!” He reached for her, but she pushed him away.

“I’m done, baby. Besides, that robe doesn’t do it. I want you in full regalia before I fuck you again.”

“But…but that made me so horny.”

“The same way your crossdressing makes me horny.”

He stood there, lusting after his wife’s fantastic body, brought to a fever pitch by what he had just seen. He wanted her in the worst possible way. But he knew she wasn’t going to make love to him. Not today, and now he was worried. Would she on any day?

“About that,” he mumbled, unable to take his eyes off her. “That was an accident. It was a mistake, and I’ll never wear your panties again.”

Her eyes narrowed. He wasn’t going to get off that easy. If he didn’t see the consequences of getting drunk and going to jail…

“I apologize, but…that’s it.”

She came off the bed. She grabbed him by the lapel of her robe with one hand. The other hand went for his dick. She grabbed it and throttled it. Hard.

He gasped and fell to his knees. She was forced to bend with him so she didn’t rip his dick off. She stood over him and shook his lapel and his dick.

“AHHH!”

“Now you listen to me, you fucking bozo. You might have made a mistake, but you’re going to see the consequences of your actions. From here on out you will get no—I repeat, NO!—pussy. And you are not allowed the pleasure of jacking off. Only I can do that. Now, you can think about that while you’re vacuuming and mowing and polishing and doing all the things that you should have been doing for the last month. And you can do it naked…unless you want to wear my panties and bra. And as for this…” she let go of his dick and grabbed her robe with both hands. “It’s mine and I want it back!”

She pulled, and he literally came loose. He was still feeling the effects of his over drinking and he had no balance, and the way she pulled on the material he was spun around and fell out of the robe.

He stared up at her. Then he looked down. His damned traitor dick, of course, was harder than a petrified tree trunk.

She saw where he was looking. “HA! More proof! Now get out of here while I get dressed. Unless you want to get the panties I put in your drawer earlier. But I’m telling you now…if you wear those panties you have to wear the matching bra!”

He started to get to his feet, but she caught him halfway and pushed him with her foot.

“Hey!” he blurted as he fell towards the door.

She pushed him again, and suddenly, without really understanding what was happening, he was going out the door.

Behind him, feeling like a million dollars, a million dollars backed up by gold, Lucy chuckled. The look on his face, his panic, and she had actually managed to manhandle him.

Man, that was a thrill. Like most women she always thought of men as stronger, but now…she had actually forced him out of the room. As if him crossdressing hadn’t made her giddy, she was now officially wet. She could feel the moistness between her thighs. She turned, felt the top of her thighs sliding easily against each other under her natural lubrication, and headed for her dresser.

He might not want to wear women’s underwear, but she sure did.

She dressed slowly. Ryan had disappeared from the doorway after a minute, and she took her time, felt the fabrics as she slid into them, enjoy even the feeling of pulling her bra up over her rather large boobs.

She had manhandled him.

She had no illusions about being able to do that al the time, or to beat him in a wresting match or something, but he had been so surprised, and…and she realized that him having a boner made him weak.

Wasn’t that funny? The symbol of a man’s strength, when aroused, distracted, and that strength suddenly was a weakness. Loss of balance. Loss of coordination.

She was going to have to keep him horny, off balance and distracted. If she could do that, then she could manhandle him again.

She put on a garter and nylons. She didn’t have to go anywhere, but she wanted to look good. She wanted him lusting after her.

But he better not jack off. She frowned. She knew he would. All men did, but if he did he would, in an odd way, get his power back. Without a boner to distract him he would be so strong she couldn’t do as she had done.

Okay. Don’t give him sex. Don’t let him relieve himself. Make him dress in women’s clothes. Heh. That would surely cause him to see that there were consequences to his actions.

She had a broad grin now, showing her white teeth at the vanity mirror, it was fun. It was all so much fun.

Ryan went out to the garage and opened the top of the washing machine. He stared down into a swirl of slushy underpants and coming apart socks.

He picked up a pair of his underpants. What the hell? they were coming apart?

Then he smelled the bleach. Oh, fuck! Lucy had done this…and on purpose!

He dropped the mess. He stood, hands on the edge of the washing machine, and his mind felt as slushy as his underwear.

What was he going to do?

He couldn’t let her do this to him!

He was a man!

Wasn’t he?


PART TWO

Ryan wore nothing.

It was the next day. He had had a full night’s sleep and had eaten. He was recovered, and felt sort of good. Except for the deep humiliation he was suffering. He was so embarrassed it felt like even his bones were blushing.

“I need some clothes,” he said, now feeling somewhat manly. If a little naked.

Lucy smiled at him. “And I’ll go get you some. But you need to clean this house.

Damn. The house was filthy, and it was his fault, so…he was going to have to clean the house.

“I can do some of the things, but I’ve got to have clothes if I’m going to mow the lawn.”

“I’ve got a dress you can borrow,” Lucy giggled.

“And you have to knock that stuff off.”

“What stuff?” she looked at him with big eyes.

“You know…you…ahhh!”

Ryan wasn’t much of a man for nudity. He never walked around naked, and even when he wore a bathrobe he wore underwear underneath.

Now, with his dick sticking out and all his flesh exposed, he was feeling particularly vulnerable. And he really wished his dick would stop poking out and pulsing.

“Honey, we need to talk.”

Ryan groaned. That was his least favorite expression in the whole English language. When Lucy ‘needed to talk’ it meant that he had to listen while she pounded him on the head with her argument.

“Take that look off your face and sit down. I’ll get you a drink.”

A drink? He perked up.

He sat, his boner bobbing and hitting the underside of the table, and she went to the fridge and got out some Coke.

She then put ice cubes in a glass, added some Coke, and topped it off with bourbon. Mmmm.

She put the drink in front of him and sat down.

He sipped and she studied him.

He was naked and aroused, and she was clothed and aroused.

But the real truth was that he was aroused by what he wasn’t getting, sex, and she was aroused by what she wasn’t giving. Sex.

Heaven in a hellish trap. Heh.

“Okay, honey, you’ve been bad. You got drunk, which I don’t care about. Then you got arrested and thrown in jail and I had to come get you. Since you weren’t charged with anything…I still don’t care. Then you ruined my favorite panties. That I care about. Now I’m not going to ask you what compelled you to wear my underwear because we all know that you couldn’t help yourself. But how do we stop you from crossdressing in the future, and ruining all my clothes in the bargain.”

“But that was just a circumstance! I was out of clothes and needed some underwear. It’ll never happen again!”

“If only I could be sure of that, but I’ve been reading up on fetishes on the internet and your particular fetish has no cure and only gets worse.”

“But I don’t have a fetish!”

“Prove it.”

“What?”

“Prove it. Wear my underwear. If you wear my underwear for a month and can then stop, that will be proof.”

“I don’t want to wear your underwear for a month!”

She smiled. “Do you have an erection right now?”

“But I’m naked!”

“And talking about women’s underwear. I rest my case.”

Ryan glugged down the rest of his drink. This was getting out of hand.

“So my wearing underwear is supposed to prove that I can not wear underwear.”

“Exactly.”

“ARGH!” He threw up his hands and walked out of the room.

Days passed. Days in which Ryan went naked, except for her tatty robe, all time.

His cock, of course, was out of control. Not a moment passed when it wasn’t throbbing.

Oh, it went down a little every once in a while, but then…right back up, stronger and stiffer than ever.

“I think I’m priapic,” he said at one point.

Which made Lucy very happy.

And Lucy did her part to keep it stiff. Now she had unfettered access to his groin at all hours, and she made the most of it.

Ryan would be dusting the chandelier and she would come up behind him, reach around him, and grab his weenie.

“Oh!” He almost fell off the chair, stumbling and getting the floor as quick as he could.

She would kiss him, stroke him, grab his buns and pull his cock tight up against her fully clothed body.

He was horny, he couldn’t say no, he couldn’t struggle, he was just fucking desperate.

Then she would let go and saunter off, leaving him holding himself up with a hand on the table. His cock near purple and dripping. All he could think about was sex, putting his peeny in her.

He had blue balls, and was amazed to find out that his balls actually did turn blue. Actually, more purple.

He could’t sleep at night. He lay with a hard dick poking towards the ceiling, trying to rest. If he did manage to sleep he would be woken a short time later by his surging penis.

Lucy, of course, loved it.

She read on the internet how men loved the NMCF scene, were trapped by their own lust, humiliated and loving it.

And it was a mark of his infatuation: the more he walked around naked the more he stared at her. Imagined her. Wanted her.

After a week the house was clean. He was done, and now had nothing to do.

“You should mow the lawn,” Lucy suggested.

“I need clothes for that.”

“You can do the backyard, you can clean the pool.”

So the backyard started looking good, and Lucy realized something: The more she denied him the more energy he had.

But, it was all going to come to an end, and she knew it. There was no way Ryan could keep this up, getting hornier and hornier, without masturbating. No matter what he said, no matter how much she told him not to, it was only a matter of time.

At first she thought the trick was going to be in catching him. Then she realized it didn’t matter if she caught him. If he was suddenly limp, if he stopped gazing at her with lust in his heart, then he had jacked off.

So she waited, and she made plans.

It took two weeks. Two weeks of him running around the house naked. Two weeks of intercepting Amazon shipments of clothes. Two weeks of his bouncing, bobbing Coke, of her fondling it and sucking it and bringing him to the edge.

Ryan was in the backyard cleaning the pool. The hedges were trimmed, the bit of lawn was spiffy, there were no weeds, and he was scooping leaves out of the pool. When he was done he jumped into the pool.

He hung on the side of the pool for a while. He swam back and forth feeling the currents of water sliding past his erect penis. He lay with his feet on the edge, face up and floating, and his cock pointing towards the sun.

Nobody was home. His cock was erect. Lucy had gone out for groceries. Nobody home.

His penis felt so delicious, just poking up at the sun.

He reached down and touched it.

Oh, fuck!

It throbbed in time with the blood pulsing to his brain. He was desperate.

He held it.

Mmm.

He stroked it.

How long since he had cum?

His wife had been at her mother’s for a month, it had been two weeks since she got back, six weeks!

Fuck, he needed relief. He needed to rid himself of his load. If he didn’t he felt sure that he might have medical problems. Get stopped up, never be able to cum again.

He built this scenario up and stroked harder. And faster.

He felt his full balls bouncing against his flesh. They ached with the need to empty. All that semen stored up…it couldn’t be good. Had to be bad.

He reached down with both hands now, one hand stroking his cock, the other hand feeling his balls and squeezing them.

On the surface of his mind he was just telling himself he was going to play a little, then let go. In the depths of his mind, however, he was a gone goose.

He knew.

He needed.

With a groan he suddenly arched in the water. The sperm shot up the shaft and spurted into the air. After six weeks without release he was full up and ready. Huge globs fell on his chest.

His head dipped under the water, and he tried to not breath in water, but it went up his nose. Gasping, choking, he flailed about, and the orgasm was short changed.

Still, that first pulse. that was good.

He rolled over, swam, and washed himself off.

And smiled.

And didn’t feel a bit of guilt.

Yet.

Lucy knew, as soon as she saw him, what he had done.

He was sitting in a chair, relaxed, no urgency, watching a game on TV. He looked up and smiled. “Hi, honey.” And went back to the game.

“Where are the Kardashians? You know I want the TV always on the Kardashians, at least until you start wearing the proper underwear.”

“Yeah, about that. Have you been intercepting my clothes from Amazon?”

She sighed. Okay. He wanted to play it that way. And she said the words he dreaded to hear, “Honey, we have to talk.”

He was so relaxed and drained that he didn’t even mind that. He got up and sauntered into the kitchen. He sat down at the kitchen table.

Lucy poured him a drink and sat down opposite him. “You jacked off.”

Instant guilt. “Well, uh…I…”

“You know you’re not supposed to jack off unless I’m there. We do it together, or at least I watch, and that’s the rule.”

“But I was so horny…” he started to whine.

She put her hand up.

She poured him another drink. She poured herself some Coke so she could drink with him. This might take some time.

“Being horny doesn’t justify pleasuring yourself without me.”

“But you jack off!”

“I jill off, and that’s different. Women are different. We don’t cum as much, so we do it as we can. But you…you just wasted our semen.”

“What do you mean ‘our semen?’”

“Community property. That includes all sperm.”

“That…that’s bullshit!”

“That’s the law…” she poured him another drink.

As he sipped she continued. “You won’t take responsibility for being a drunken lout who gets arrested. You wear my panties…”

“That was two weeks ago! Don’t you ever forget?”

“How can I forget that you have a problem, an addiction to women’s underwear!”

“But I haven’t worn any underwear for two weeks, doesn’t that prove that I’m not addicted?”

“Your addiction runs deep. If you want to prove that you aren’t a crossdresser then wear my clothes for a month, then put them aside. That should satisfy any urges you have, and you will be done!”

“That’s bullshit!”

They weren’t yelling, but they were each talking forcefully, trying to make their point.

But the truth was that Ryan wasn’t yelling because Lucy wasn’t turning up the heat. She was speaking forcefully, but calmly, so he didn’t have anything to react to.

“And now you’re masturbating! Cheating on me! Wasting our semen! Semen that should rightfully be conserved and placed in the proper receptacle.”

“Your pussy being the proper receptacle.”

“Exactly!”

“But I haven’t seen your pussy for over six weeks! How can I ‘deposit’ my semen—“

“Our semen.”

“Whosever’s semen in your cunt?”

“You can fuck me when you are properly dressed!”

She poured him another drink.

She was giving him the drinks fast now. And he was starting to feel it. His eyes were wild and he slurred a couple of words, but he still had a ways to go.

“Properly dressed means wearing your panties—“

“And bra and garter and nylons and maybe even a dress.”

“What?”

“And full make up, and your hair is long enough to style now.”

“I’m not going to do all that!”

“Then you’re going to be a man who has to jack off instead of using his wife’s wonderful pussy. And since you’re not allowed to jack off…” She shrugged.

He stared at her. His eyes were a little dazed. He was almost there.

“I will jack off. If you’re going to deny me spouseful rights, then I have to jack off. I need to relieve myself. I need to shoot the juice, Bruce.”

“Okay. You’re right.”

Everything stopped. He stared at her. “I am?”

“Of course you are, honey. Let’s go make love.”

He stood up. Swayed. Grinned. “I’m right. That’s the first time that has ever happened.”

She smiled, “Let me make you a drink, first.

A glass, an ice cube, and the the rest of the drink was pure bourbon. He was drunk enough not to perceive what  she was doing.

He sipped the drink as he walked down the hallway, her arm around his waist to steady him.

“Sit down, honey.”

He sat on the bed and sipped the pure bourbon. He was happy. He had won an argument. He was going to get laid.

Lucy went to the dresser and faced away from him. She knew he would be staring at her body, he hadn’t really seen it in over six weeks. She set up her cell phone so it captured the bed, and turned the video record on.

She turned and grinned, and disrobed. She took off her blouse, and Ryan started hooting. He was  like a drunk at a nudey bar.

She slipped out of her skirt, and he gazed fondly at her round hips, her thin waist. Those big boobs bulging out of her bra.

She took off her panties, and he stared at the little landing strip.

“Oh, fuck! he gushed.

And she took off her bra.

He stared, stunned into silence, nothing but appreciation for her perfect cones, those amazingly large nipples, so erect and ready.

“Come ’ere,” he blurted, losing a bit of his ability to speak.

She came, and he put his mouth on a nipple, and hand on her pussy, his other hand on her other breast.

“Oh…” Lucy wheezed. Fuck! This was good. She had been jacking off, but that doesn’t cut it. That’s just a stopgap. She needed the real deal. She needed cock. Lots of cock. Big cock. She needed Ryan’s cock.

She pushed him back and he fell easily.

She clambered up on him and sank down on his dick.

“Oh, yeah,” he gasped.

It felt so good, his hard shaft poking up through her so sensitive flesh.

She moved her hips in a circle and he groaned. Then she tilted back and forth, and he grabbed her tits and squeezed.

Damn! That almost put her over the edge right then!

She kissed him, pressed her mouth to his and chewed on his lips.

He was drunk, and she wasn’t fond of kissing a drunk, but right then she was so damned horny, finally getting the real thing after weeks of fake dicks…she reached down and played with his balls.

Ryan wanted to cum. He was desperate to cum. After weeks of being naked, of being teased, of being sucked until he was on edge then left high and dry…he was ready.

Unfortunately, he had already cum. He had jacked off.

But that didn’t mean he didn’t keep trying. He tried even harder. Desperate, grunting, rutting like a rabbit in a bunny whorehouse.

Lucy began to cum. And cum…and cum…and cum.

It was rare for her to have multiple orgasms, but the situation, the incredibly horny scene she had been playing these last weeks, she came harder…and harder…and harder.

Finally, she pushed him off her. “Fuck! Enough!”

“But I didn’t cum!” he wailed.

“That’s because you’re a hopeless masturbator.”

“I am?”

“Oh, honey. You’re a hopeless pervert. You wear women’s clothes, and you jack off…what are we to do with you?”

“Well, I…I don’t…”

And here it was, the moment of truth, the pinnacle of Lucy’s little plot.

She had thought she was going to have to get the video, say something and have him repeat after her. He was certainly drunk enough.

But she didn’t have to. He was so drunk he fell into her trap almost without prompting. It made her wonder, in the months and years afterwards, whether her husband had a sense of what she was doing, and wanted what she was going to propose.

She would wonder if all men felt that way.

She whispered into his ear, “If only we had a chastity device. Then we could be sure that you wouldn’t cheat.” Then she sat back so he would have to speak louder. The video would pick up his words, but not hers.

“Oh, yeah,” he burbled, drunk as a skunk and responding like a drunk might. “I need a chastity tube. I’d love to have a chastity tube. Lock my cock up and never let it get hard.”

And she wondered if maybe he was being sarcastic, too.

But there was no way to tell.

“I’ve got a chastity tube. Would you like me to put it on you?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Then his eyes started to close. He went to sleep—well, passed out—and his dick began to shrink. And shrink and shrink.

Lucy smiled, went to get the chastity tube she had bought. She placed it on his now limp cock and locked it. And thought what a pity it was that he didn’t hear that wonderful, little ‘click.’

Then, the video still recording, she gave him a subtle shake, then she pinched his ear, hard, and he came to. Just momentarily, it was long enough.

“I put your chastity tube on, honey. Doesn’t that make you happy?”

“Oh…yeah. Yeah. Good, old chastity.”

Then, in his last moment of awareness, she pushed it. She asked, “I bet you can’t wait to wear my underwear.”

“Yeah…yeah.”

“And we can get you breast forms so you have real tits.”

“Yeah. Tits. Real tits.” he looked at her chest in a dazed manner. “Like yours.”

“Like mine.” she paused as he lolled about. “Would you like implants? Breast implants?”

“Oh, yeah.”

And he slept.

Lucy went to her cell and stopped the recording. Perfect. And she wouldn’t even need to edit.

A few hours later Ryan awoke, and Lucy heard his scream right away.

“What the fuck? What the fuck!”

The neighbors could have heard him.

Lucy kept her face straight and listened to the stomp of his footsteps through the house.

“What the fuck is this?”

Ryan stood in the doorway to the living room. He was holding his encased package up and glaring at her.

Lucy took her time, putting down her magazine, staring, frowning, then, “It’s what you asked for.”

“I didn’t ask for my cock to be locked up? Where’s the fucking keys?”

Lucy picked up her cell phone and turned it towards him.

Ryan’s jaw dropped, inch by inch, as he saw himself ask for chastity so he could  stop masturbating.

“But…I didn’t…” he stared at her. “You got me drunk and made me say that.”

“That’s not what everybody on Facebutt will say.”

“Face…fuck! You are not putting it on Facebutt!”

“Not if you get with the program and prove you’re not a crossdresser.”

Ryan was beside himself. He was at the ‘bash himself in the face and pull his hair out’ stage.

“You can’…you can’t…you can’t…” he turned around and walked into the kitchen. He stopped chanting and stared at the whiskey bottle.

Lucy wondered if she had pushed him too far, but he sighed and just stood there. He spoke in a very low tone of voice. “What do you want me to do?”

“Come on, honey. I’ll help you.”

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. He fellowed with bowed head. His thoughts were shattered. He didn’t know what to do…except to follow her instructions.

She coated him with Nair, talked softly to him, handled his cage, and after fifteen minutes she pushed him into the shower.

Ryan was so broken he just stared at the drain as his hair washed away.

She pulled him out and toweled him off, then handed him a pair of thongs.

He pulled them on and tucked his package into the little, non-existent pouch. Oddly, being in a cage made it fit in better. But he did have to pull it up tight, which made the little string rub against his button in the sweetest manner.

All the time he kept whispering a curse….wait a few seconds…another curse.

She handed him a bra, and when he had trouble putting it on she showed him how to fasten in front, slide it around his mid section, and flip it up.

“This is stupid,” he said. “I don’t have any tits, so why should I wear this.”

He might as well have been talking to himself.

Lucy just smiled and slipped a couple of breast forms into his bra.

She was wet. She had won, she had bullied her husband and won, and it wasn’t bad. It especially wasn’t bad because his cock was trying to get hard in the cage. He kept grabbing it, shaking it, then dropping it.

She put garters on him, then rolled nylons up his stems.

His legs were sleek looking. His slenderness made his figure look very feminine, especially with the big, fake boobs.

“We’ll take it easy this first time,” she said. Here’s a simple skirt.

The skirt was short, just to the knees, and made of thin, material with white birds floating on the blue surface.

She put a blouse on him, then began brushing his hair.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

“What is crazy is that you make a better woman than I do.”

That was actually true. Oh, he needed the make up and stuff, but as she fashioned his hair, put it in a modern style, he did look pretty damn sexy.

“Bullshit.”

“No shit. You want to get out of this mess?”

He looked at her hopefully.

“Let me take you to dinner.”

“Dinner? One dinner?”

“One expensive dinner, maybe Charley Coyote’s. We can drink and dance, then we can come home and I’ll fuck you.”

His eyes lit up.

Solution.

One dinner.

Drinks.

He said, “You pay.”

She smiled. Hook, line and sinker. Heh.

“I’ll pay. But if you don’t want to be mistaken for a man you’re going to have to let me put full make up on you.”

He calculated, and he nodded.

“With fingernails and pierced ears.”

His eyes opened up.

“The holes will close as soon as you take the earrings out. That’s my price.”

He watched her, considered, and, finally, nodded. “Okay.”

Lucy felt so wet and warm, she actually thought she was going to have an orgasm. She had never thought, in a million years, she would feel this horny about anything.

Ryan’s face was already a bit soft, and she made it softer. She colored his eyes a light dusky color, she painted his lips as red as his fingernails.

She let him wear flats. She was going to wear her highest spikes and tower over him. Oh, be still my aching vagina.

He drove, and she watched him from the passenger seat.

He was beautiful. He was gorgeous. If he had asked her to drive home and fuck she would have gone for it. She was that wet.

Charlie Coyote’s was the same as when he and Binnie had gone there. This time, however, they went out to the patio and started ordering drinks.

Jose, the waiter, kept them in alcohol, and they ordered steaks and dug in.

Lucy watched Ryan. She gave him tips on how to eat and drink without losing too much lipstick. She schooled him on how to handle utensils with long, fake nails.

Midway through the meal, getting a little drunk, Ryan had the realization: this is fun.

That was a shock to him. That blew him away. How could he be having fun dressed like a woman? And, for the first time, it seeped into his cranium what Lucy had been telling him the whole time. Was he really a crossdresser at heart? Was he doing this, enjoying this, because of some subconscious motivation.

They finished their meal and Lucy took him into the women’s room to repair him. Other women passed by and didn’t give them so much as a nod.

Ryan’s cock was hard inside his cage, as hard as it could be. It was a little painful, but at this point he was translating everything into sex.             

As they came out of the bathroom Lucy asked, “Do you still doubt?”

He was silent.

“I can prove it,” she said.

“How?”

“Let’s have a couple of more drinks and I’ll take you home and show you.”

They drank, they danced, and she held him like a man holds a woman and controlled him.

His eyes were wide. He felt his cock talking. What was happening to him?

They entered the house and Lucy led him back to the bedroom.

Ryan was silent. And he was fair drunk.

He had been tossed in jail for being drunk, but now being drunk was looking good. Things were happening to him.

“Do you like it?”

“What?”

“Everything. Being a woman. Wearing sexy clothes.” She kissed his red lips tenderly. She kissed him from her high heeled platform, bending his head back, making him feel like the lower person, the submissive person.

He could hardly breath. the world was spinning, and she said, “I’m going to fuck you.”

There was more to her words and he tried to figure it out.

“I’m going to fuck you like a man fucks a woman. I’ve got a strap on and I’m going to open you up. When I’m done you’re never going to want to be a man again.”

Breathless. Stunned. And…he gave a nod.

Lucy put on the strap on. The cock was eight inches, big veined, and black.

Ryan stared at it. “You’re going to put that in me?”

“Eventually. But we have to warm you up, first.”

She took him to the bed and bent him over it. She lifted his dress and pulled down his thong. There it was, his brown button, the thing that men loved to have penetrated. Their own little, man pussy.

He was just drunk enough not to be scared, and he gasped as she rubbed lube into his hole.

“Feels good, eh?”

She reamed him with two fingers, spreading the lube out, pushing it in, turning him on more and more.

He grunted and nodded. There was so much pleasure back there. There was more pleasure in having his hole played with than with his dick being played with.

Three fingers, and he was relaxing more and more. He closed his eyes and sighed, which sigh became a moan.

Lucy smiled. Four fingers. He was open enough. He was relaxed enough.

She took her fingers out of him and put her cock to the button. She gently inserted.

Ryan flattened out against the bed. In spite of her taking her time with him it still hurt a little, then she was in, and he was in a state of wonder.

“Oh…my God!”

Lucy smiled and began screwing him. She went forward, angling her dick to press against the prostate, then angling the other way to saw on it on the way out.

He gasped and pushed his hips up a little, tried to get more sensation, to take more dick inside him.

“I want you to get real tits. Hormones, implants…I want you to get it all.”

He gulped, but couldn’t speak, the pleasure was too great. At this point, feeling what he was feeling, he couldn’t object.

Lucy was enraptured by the possibilities of what she could do. Words flowed out of her without thinking. “Just think how it will feel to have your own boobs, bigger than mine. The hormones will make your dick shrink, but I’ll fuck your ass whenever you want it.”

She was pounding into him now, relentless, opening him up. His chastity tube was dangling and banging around between his legs. She reached down and grabbed it and pushed her dick to the hilt.

“And sometimes I’ll want you to use the strap on on me. And if I really need a big dick, I can get a boyfriend.”

He didn’t care. He just wanted a resolution to the hot burning in his hole. His balls felt full, but his cock wasn’t hard. Yet he felt like an orgasm was coming.

“Maybe I’ll let my boyfriends fuck you.”

“AHHHHH!” It was way different than a male orgasm. It was a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm, and it was more female than a dick orgasm.

“AHHH!”

It felt like his dick was exploding as little dribbles of sperm came out of the head. She felt the liquid in her hands and she pumped him a few more times.

He wasn’t cumming a lot, the orgasm was centered in his ass, but he was getting some sperm out.

“AHHHH!”

She slowed down. He was done. His dick was still dribbling, but she could feel that he was done. There was no more pushing of his ass. No more grunting. He was relaxing.

“Okay, honey. You’ve been emptied. Drained. I’m going to pull out now.”

He didn’t want her to. He wanted her to stay in, to keep giving him pleasure.

But she pulled out slowly and kissed him gently. Then she helped him crawl into bed where he went to sleep.

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

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


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

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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Crossdressing Feminization!’

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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