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PART ONE

“Home sweet home!” Jack barged through the front doors and gazed at his inheritance.

It was a fancy mansion built a hundred years previous and his great aunt had left it to him.

It had hardwood floors, high ceilings, and it was in fine condition. The roof was good, the floors were straight and true and there wasn’t any mold or other marks on the walls.

The chandelier was big and ornate and actually required some twenty candles to be hand lit before the thing was hauled up to light the room. Two couches had claw feet and mustard colored pillows with gold fringes. There were three Queen Anne chairs, a card table in the corner, the legs folded up, and a couple of magazine holders. The holders were empty, and it appeared one had been used to hold the fireplace poker and brush.

“Oh, my God!” Cindy exclaimed, pushing Jack out of the way so she could have a look-see.

“Quaint, eh?”

“Dirty,” she frowned. “And don’t think I’m going to be spending two weeks sweeping and mopping.”

“All play and no work makes Jane a dull boy.” He spoke the mangled, old adage loftily, like a man would have said it a hundred years previously.

Jack crossed the room and went through the arch to the left of the fireplace. He walked through a kitchen that contained a drain board and a deep sink and a real, working pump. Well, he thought it worked. He stopped and jacked the handle a few times, nothing but dust puffed out.

He continued through the kitchen and came to a hallway that led left to a sun parlor, and right back to the living room. The dining room was a big, separate room to the left as you came out from the kitchen.

“Good Lard! Look at this dust!” Cindy ran a finger on a window ledge and held it up.

“Ha!” I’m hitting the upstairs!” Jack ran up the stairs, two at a time, and strode down the long hallway. Six rooms on one side of the house, and six rooms on the other. He entered each room in turn.

The first room was empty.

The second room was empty.

All the rooms were empty except the last. The last one was locked, but Jack gripped the handle pressed against a hundred years of gunk, and the doorknob made a cracking sound and turned.

Inside the room was a large poster bed, a dresser. An almost empty book shelf, (The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness) and a closet. He opened the closet. Empty suits stood at attention under the pole. Old suits, from the turn of the century. Inside each suit was a white shirt, ready for wear, and around the neck of each shirt hung a colorful tie.

The suits were made of some expensive material, and under the suits were leather shoes with dust on them. The shelves were lined with bowlers and little drawers on the wall opposite the suits held ties, undershirts, spats, starched collars and all the bric a brac that went with fashion a century ago.

Jack knelt and examined a shoe. It was made of good leather, and when he rubbed a finger across a shoe and a thick coat of dust was removed to show a shine.

“Hey! Jack!” You gotta see this!”

Jack wanted to stay in the closet. Not for long, he wasn’t really drawn to it, just…interested. =

But hearing Cindy’s voice he sighed and backed out of the closet and headed for the hallway. She was at the far end of the long hall and waving for him to come to her.

Jack started walking. After a while he broke into a light trot, then he walked some more, and he didn’t really notice how long it was taking…then he did.

“What the fuck?” he muttered. The distance seemed to collapse and he was one room away from Cindy.

Cindy was a rare beauty, and Jack always felt that he had really lucked out with her. And it wasn’t her cheerful brown eyes that always seemed so snap happy, or her rather hefty bosom with the large nipples. She was the kind of girl that gave a guy a hard on just for looking, and for some reason she had chosen him.

“What took you so long?” she asked, a quirky smile on her face. “It seemed to take you forever to get down here.”

Funny, it seemed that way to Jack, too, now that he thought about it.

“What’d you find?”

“Look!” She took his hand and dragged him into the room. The wallpaper was pink and gold curlicues. The molding was yellow, and there was a big poster bed, a vanity table and a dresser.

“What’s the big deal?”

“The closet, silly!”

She pushed him in and he stared in wonder.

The closet at the other end of the house had men’s clothes, this closet had female bric a brac. Feathers and hats, old style stockings with the lines up the back, ancient corsets with built in bras and garters, a line of old dresses hung from a pole, and…and Jack was fascinated.

Funny, the men’s closet was interesting. Mildly diverting. A place to glance at and then pass on.

But this place, it felt…compelling.

He felt drawn to it, and he began to handle the garments.

“Are you all right? Jack?”

Jack glanced at Cindy. “Sure. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Oh, I don’t know. you just seemed sort of extra focused or something. The way you were handling those dresses I thought maybe you wanted to wear one.

Jack chuckled. “Me? Wear girl’s things? I don’t think so.”

“Well, try not to look so interested, or I’ll think you’re one of these pink guys.”

“Pink guys,” he snorted, and picked up a corset and examined it. “Feel this thing. It’s soft on the inside, but it looks like it could choke you to death.”

“Put that away,” laughed Cindy, taking it from his hand and shoving it back into a drawer. Then she took hold of his arm and forcefully escorted him out of the little room.

They spent the day inspecting the house. It was a marvel of first growth wood, rich in fiber and needing little in the way of repairs. Of course his aunt would have kept it in good repair, but it looked like it had needed no repair. Ever.

They handled the kitchen crockery carefully, though it looked sturdy enough. The tea set in the dining room looked like Paul Revere himself might have made it. They loved the weights on thin ropes used to counterbalance the windows so they could be kept in a specific position.

Heating was done with a big furnace in the basement, and thank God it was summer. It looked like it would gobble a ton of coal and spit out odorous, black clouds.

The yard was badly overgrown, but, in a strange concession to modern conveniences there was a sit down mower.

The pond in the back yard, just beyond the gazebo had large goldfish under the surface scum.

And it was beautiful.

A piece of paradise.

A transplantation from a hundred years previous, when people were immune from news and the tragedies that happened so far away.

For dinner they had TV dinners, and no modern microwave to cook them in.

So, feeling very adventurous, Cindy opened the silver packets and cooked them in the old iron pots and pans, on the cast iron stove that had to be fueled by wood.

Jack started the fire in the old stove easily, using newspaper and kindling, then feeding a couple of small logs into the thing. The funny thing was that he had the feeling that he had done this sort of thing, though he knew he hadn’t.

Then they sat in the living room, on the ugly clawfoot couch, and stared out the big window.

“Look at the ripples in the glass,” murmured Jack.

“No double strength, energy efficient impact resistant windows for grandma.”

“Aunt.”

“I stand corrected.

“Great aunt, if you want to be really corrected.”

“Excuse me, Lord of the Manor!” She mocked him and he grinned.

“Keep this up and you’ll get one of those old-fashioned spankings.”

“You brute.” She snuggled against him and reached for his crotch.

“I’m not in the mood,” he said, watching the old willow in the front yard waggle its winsome branches a bit.

“What?” Cindy sat up and looked at him. “You? The sex fiend incarnate? Mr. If you don’t Spread Your Legs I’ll have to Masturbate?”

His eyes narrowed just a bit, causing squinch lines to appear, crow’s feet they were called, at the corners of his eyes.

But he didn’t answer.

“Where are you going to sleep?”

“With you?”

“That’s not how it’s done,” he responded, his eyes were looking past the willow tree, seeing far mountains and even oceans.

She sat up. She mock slapped his cheek. “Mind your manners, bucko, or it’s you that’s going to be getting the spanking.”

“Huh? What?”

“What do you mean that’s not the way it’s done?”

“What isn’t the way it’s done?” He looked truly curious.

“That’s what you just said.”

“I did? I said that? Why would I do that?”

“”I don’t know. I just asked about sleeping arrangements and you said that.”

“Hunh. I must have been out to lunch.”

“Yeah, lunch in New York, which is about three thousand miles that a way.” She pointed to the east with a jerk of the thumb. “Now, I will repeat my inquiry for those of us who are a bit lame brained. Where are we going to sleep?”

He grinned, “You sleep in the room with the dresses, and I’ll sleep in the one with men’s clothes. Then one of us, whichever one of us is hornier, will sneak down the hall late at night, tap on the door and sneak under the covers.”

“Ha! I think we’ll just sleep in my room. With the pink poster above us and all those delightful female scents.”

“If you think I’ll sleep in a whorehouse you have no ‘scents.’”

“Whorehouse! I haven’t slept in a whorehouse in ages! And one doesn’t exactly sleep in a cathouse, if you get my drift.”

Oddly, though she was smiling, there was an edge to her words. She must have noticed, however, for she suddenly rounded on him, grabbed his pants, wormed her hand inside, and kissed him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered a few minutes later. “I do believe you’ve inflated my custom built baby maker.”

“I do believe I have. Isn’t that terrible.”

“Oh, yes. And we should be getting upstairs and see to the perpetration of the deflation and negation of the inflation.

He stood up, a strong young man with wide shoulders and his hair looked like it had been brushed to the side and cut across.

Cindy stood and took his hand, brushed her hand through his hair. “And when did you get a haircut?”

“I didn’t get a hair cut, I got them all cut.”

They laughed, and he didn’t answer as to the new condition of his head foliage. He led her up the stairs. At the top of the stairs he led her to the right, towards the room with the male clothes.

She thought about resisting. She was the woman, after all, and the room for her was down at the other end of the long hall. But…she suddenly realized that she hadn’t actually seen his room, and there was a certain fascination for things male borning in her breast.

What does a man live like?

Jack led her into the bedroom and began disrobing.

She sat on the edge of the large bed and looked around. She was married, they fucked a lot, but suddenly she felt…nervous. Even squeamish.

“Get your togs off, woman,” he joked. He had never used the word ‘togs’ in his life. He didn’t even know he knew it.

She stood up and pulled off her tee shirt. And blushed.

Blushed in front of Jack, who had done just about everything to her tits that a man could do. what the fuck?”

She turned and slithered out of her shorts, kicked off her low cut, fashionable tennies, and quickly slid under the covers.

Jack folded his jeans, he had never done that before, and turned to face her. He looked bemused, a little curious, and was wondering why she had opted to cover up so quickly.

After all, he had fucked her in every position known to man, and a few invented just for their pleasure. How could she be embarrassed?

He slid under the covers and she shivered.

“Are you cold?”

“No…I’m just…hold me, Jack.”

He could do that, and under the weight of the spread he enfolded her. They lay together for a long minute, neither moving, and not sure why they weren’t moving.

“We aren’t fucking.’’ Cindy observed.

“My dick isn’t even hard.”

“It was hard a minute ago.”

But now I don’t feel like it. Again.”

She looked at him.

“I like your skin, you’re so warm, but…I have no desire.”

So they lay there, and wondered for a while, then dropped off to sleep.

Jack’s eyes were open. The room was quiet. He had the odd idea that the suits in the closet were having a party, but were being very silent about it.

“Shhh!” The suits would whisper, adjusting their stiff collars and rubbing their insteps against their pant legs. “Don’t wake ‘em up.”

Party, party, party.

Next to him Cindy slumbered.

His cock was rigid. Shivering, drooling, wanting a sheath to put itself in.

The party in the closet. The bowlers on the top shelf were tipping this way and that.

Shhhh.

Shhhh.

Jack lifted the covers very slightly and stuck a leg out. Then the other leg, stretching towards the floor, feeling the floor with the ball of one foot, then the other.

He stood up, a meat shadow in the moonlight. Behind him Cindy snored lightly, like a lady.

He walked, his feet delicate so as to make no noise, to the door.

The hallway was long and led to a nothingness of darkness. Yet down there was what interested him. Down there was what had woken him up earlier, caused a throb of the weenie. Made him want…want…what?

He didn’t know, but he walked down the hall, not exactly sneaking, but not exactly bold and forthright.

And walked.

And walked.

And wondered if he was entering some nefarious fog, midnight black fog, fog that befuddled and stultified.

Then the fog ended. The room with the girl’s things in it was just ahead, a gloomy, ghostly, golden light shining through the doorway.

Was there somebody there? Had Cindy found some back passage and run the length of the house while he crept through the soul sucking fog?

He looked into the room, and sighed in relief. A window was open and the moon shone through, lit the room up so well he could see colors.

He entered the room, and the light seemed even brighter. He could see the designs in the wallpaper, he could see the striations in the wood floor. He could see the individual weaves of the area rug on the center of the hardwood floor.

He stood for a long moment. He was naked and his dick was outthrust, a gleaming strand of semen stretching towards the floor

His heart was pounding, and he felt…want.

A curious form of desire that filled his chest.

A wish for something…something that was in this room.

He looked at the bed. The pink canopy. The tall headboard. The posts with the rub marks just above the level of the mattress.

Rub marks?

He took a step towards the bed and felt the bottom post. Yes. Rub marks. A burrowing in of some hard thing, as if somebody had filed it with wood. Wood on wood. And it was slightly grooved. But not wood.

He looked at the other posts. Each was rubbed ‘raw’ at the same level.

But who would rub a perfect groove, so shallow and so obvious, into the posts? And why?

Mystery upon mystery.

He turned towards the dresser, the window, the closet.

Back to the dresser. On top the dresser was a book.

‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’

He picked it up, flipped the pages. Lot of pages. But he didn’t read it. At least, not right then.

Instead, as if they had a life of their own, his hands crept down, took hold of the wood handle and pulled.

The drawer slid out as if greased. But it wasn’t greased, it was just so finely fit together.

Panties. Not panty panties, but bloomer panties. The kind of panties a woman might wear a hundred years previous.

His cock bounced and dripped on the floor.

He lifted the panties, brushed them across his face.

They smelled clean, fresh, like they had just been washed by hand and hung on a line to dry by the wind.

His chest felt like it was being pumped by bellows, filled with gold desire. He couldn’t help himself. His hands worked in spite of him. He bent, lifted a leg, and inserted a foot in the leg hole.

But it’s built for a woman! his mind shrieked.

The material was soft, slid up his bare flesh, and he wondered why he had no hairs below the panties, and yet did have hair above the panties.

Then he pulled it up, over his penis, and he almost fainted from the delicious desire exploding from his groin area.

Yet…his penis wasn’t hard anymore. It didn’t stick out in such a wonderfully obscene manner. In fact, his whole groin area was flat,  as if smoothed to his frame.

There was a mirror in the hallway, but he was afraid to see himself. He was afraid to step out of this enchanted room.

But he did. He had to. He had to see himself in the mirror.

His body was lithe, trim, and the panties made it look like he had no cock. They were just…smooth.

Yet he felt hornier than he ever had with a cock. He had this incredible flush of heat and he…he wanted. But he had no idea what he wanted.

His chest had hair.

He lifted a hand and ran it through his chest hair, and wished it wasn’t there.

He turned back into the room. He went to the dresser and opened another drawer. Bodices. Tops for an ancient people who had not the bra. Hunh.

He opened the bottom drawer, and found bloomers and other types of garments.

He didn’t want other types of garments. He didn’t know what he wanted. But outside of these panties that clung to him and gave him a figure robbed of the shape of manhood below the belt…he wanted something else.

He turned to the closet. Or was turned to the closet.

Whatever, he walked to the closet. Into the closet, and he could feel the change in the atmosphere. Like stepping into fog.

But not like a moisture fog, rather a swirl of anticipation, of emotion unbidden and yet unable to be refused.

The ambience of the mansion.

The dresses on the left. The corsets. The stiff ‘witch’s shoes,’ high on the heel and almost curled in the toe.

He took down one of the corsets and fondled it. It was stiff, boned, with ties in the back.

He had an image of Scarlett O’Hara prattling on to Mammy, complaining about how she would faint, or some such.

Jack wondered if he would faint. If he could make his waist so slender that his bosoms thrust out more.

I don’t have bosoms, his mind shrieked. But his mind put that thought away.

He wrapped the corset around his waist. He could see, in his mind’s eye, his waist flaring and his boobs…his boobs…

Without thinking, impelled by a lust beyond himself, Jack attached the clasps. the corset fit loosely, but he reached behind himself, high, and felt for the ties.

He wasn’t flexible. He wasn't one of these double jointed freaks who could scratch their ass with their elbow. But somehow his arms managed to snag the ties, to pull tight the laces, to tie them off with his chest pounding at the constriction.

His arms felt like they were made of rubber.

Down the corset he went, his waist sucking in, and his hips flaring out. And…the flesh above the cups was pushed up, thrust out, and…damn if it didn’t look like he had tits.

He didn’t think of fear, or embarrassment at being caught, or anything of those dreadful human conditions. He stepped in front of the mirror and studied himself.

He had breasts. That corset made it look like he was stacked. And his waist was wasp thin.

He felt there was something wrong about this, but he couldn’t object to his figure, so he couldn’t object to whatever it was that was in his mind.

He walked back to the closet, his back held stiff and his breasts pushed out. He selected a dress. It had layers and was snug and it made him look like he had lots of cleavage.

But the oddest thing was that as he pulled the dress on his hair got in the way.

Damn hair, hanging down to his shoulders, getting in the way, a real nuisance.

He went to the vanity table and found a brush. He began to untangle his hair, giving the end a flip, styling it intuitively.

He had never had hair this long before, and it made his heart tremble and his nipples swell and itch.

Now, sitting at the vanity table, he noticed the make up. Old boxes with fancy label jars. Spritz bottles of perfumes. Powder for his cheeks. Yet, for all the differences between the ancient and the modern, there was a sameness. Make up went on the face. Read the table. Use a cloth, or just your fingers, and smooth the potions in.

He made his face white, not knowing what he was doing, but trusting the intuition in his hands. Intuition that he had never known was there.

Color in his cheeks. On his eyelids.

Lipstick.

He stared at himself.

He was sexy, but he was tawdry. He was mild for this day and age, but a slut for a hundred years ago.

But then why was this outfit in the closet? Why was this underwear there? Did his great aunt have some deep, dark secret. Did—

“There you are!”

He spun on the chair.

Cindy was in the doorway, but not as Cindy.

As he had gotten into the wardrobe of this room, so had she for the other room.

She was wearing a suit, a bit rounded in lapel, with a starched collar. Somehow she had made her hair short—had she cut it all off?—and she was manly in expression.

As she walked across the room he inspected her from the ground up. The polished shoes, the spats, the thick cloth moving as if…as if she had something in her pants.

Jack swooned. She was wearing a dildo, a strap on. They had talked about that often, how she would like to experience being the man, how she would like to fuck him.

But they had never done more than talk.

He was a guy, after all, and not inclined towards the poo choo choo.

But now, wearing a dress, his cleavage on display, his heart pounding, caught en femme, he was not disinclined.

“You hopeless slut,” Cindy pronounced the words viciously. “Dressing like a street tart. You, lady, are a cunt. And you need to be punished.”

Jack noticed, when she said that, that she was slapping her hand against one trouser leg.

“I’m sorry. I just…I saw all these beautiful clothes and I wondered…”

“You’ve disappointed me greatly, Jacqueline. I thought you were a lady. Not a seasoned tramp, obsessed with the ways of this wicked world.”

“But I’m not…I mean…” but the words of protest wouldn’t pass his lips. He had dressed like he had dressed, and he did look like a trollop.

Cindy reached him, reached down and grabbed one of his tits! His tits! His breast! It was real! She pulled him by the tit, roughly, and he was sure he would have the bruise marks of her cruel fingers on his white breast in the morning.

But any marking done to his bosom was as nothing compared to what she was about to do to him.

She was strong, a lot stronger than he remembered, and he felt small as she hauled him around. She sat down and pulled him across her lap.

He could feel the strap on in her pants. For that matter he could feel the hard muscle of her legs.

But he didn’t remember her legs as being hard. He remembered them as soft, wonderful to feel, a doorway to her cunt.

But she acted like she didn’t have a cunt. She acted…downright manly!

She raised his dress, slid a hand under the bottom of the corset and gripped his boomers and pulled them down.

His bare ass felt the cool night air, but only for a moment.

SMACK!”

“OW!”

Her hand was rough, felt like it was calloused, and it struck his fanny hard. And fast. For the next minute a rain of blows scorched his buns.

SMACK!”

SMACK!”

SMACK!”

“No! Stop it!”

He was crying, and his voice sounded curiously high pitched.

“I’ll teach you a lesson you’ll never forget!” She emphasized each word with a smack of her hand on his rump.             

Jack sobbed. He had never felt so helpless. He had never treated a woman this way, and to be treated this way by a woman…it was terrible!

SMACK!”

SMACK!”

His ass turned a bright red. His make up was ruined. One tit had popped out of the corset and was hanging down. He hadn’t realized how big his breasts were, but they shamed him. To be that big, like a cow, and then to be spanked like a wee child…it was terrible.

Then the hand stopped.

Cindy held still, breathed hard, and Jack could feel her trembling.

“Please…please…” he sobbed.

Cindy turned him upright, he sat on her lap, feeling that big strap on in his pants, and wondered, Why…why didn’t she use that on me?

“I’m sorry, honey. But you can’t be looking like a strumpet.”

“I’m sorry!”

Then Cindy brought his face. around to her. And her face was…masculine. The pores were larger and her skin was rough. The stubble of whisker just starting to grow.

He didn’t want to kiss her. Not when she looked so much like a man.

But he had no choice.

She mashed her hard, male lips against her soft, feminine ones. He bruised her mouth and their teeth touched briefly. She held his head in her strong hands and wouldn’t let her move. She just kept kissing him and kissing him.

Then she moved back, glared at her. She was still mad at how he had dressed.

She stood up and whirled him around like he was a bag of feathers. Her strength was immense.

She pushed him against the bed and he heard the sound of unzipping.

“No! No!” He cried out, but it was no use.

Cindy put her dick into his hole. Except it wasn’t…it wasn’t…it wasn’t an asshole, but a perfectly shaped cunt.

Her cock felt hard, but malleable, and it was hot, feverishly hot. Like it was actually flesh and not hard plastic.

Jack felt the length of her sliding up his…his vagina. He felt the heat, and the veins, and the large balls coming in afterwards and slapping against his ass.

Jack couldn’t breath. He was flattened on the bed by Cindy’s suddenly considerable weight. He couldn’t move, and she began moving her cock inside him.

He was crying now. He was so helpless, and he wondered if he had been that rough a lover when he was the one with the cock.

“You’ll have to learn,” Cindy spoke hard, not words of love, but warnings, cautions, threats. “You can’t misrepresent this family. When you walk out on the streets people will judge me by their impressions of you.”

Jack’s ass was sore, and his pussy hurt, but there was, deep inside, a feeling of something. Of warmth and pleasure.

He was astonished to have the feeling creep over him: This feels good!

His protests became moans. His pain became desire.

He wanted to be whipped some more, for that was the pain that became the pleasure, and the greater the pain the more the pleasure.

Cindy was grunting now, taking long strokes and banging his sore ass with her healthy loins.

Balls slapping against his ass.

Then Cindy reached for his corset and pulled. The ribs bent and poked into his flesh. It hurt, but it was offset by the pleasure. And Jack began to raise his hips, to fuck back, to hump—

“Stop that!” Cindy pulled out, jerked him around and slapped his face. “You’re not suppose to enjoy this.”

Jack held his cheek in shock. He looked down and saw…a prick.

Cindy had a dick! A big one! And it was gleaming with the juices of his cunt!

Cindy whirled him back around and pushed her dick into him again.

“The bible teaches us not to pursue such shameful joy. Now lay still and let me finish.”

Stunned, hurt, ass sore and psyche blasted, Jack lay there and took it. And it was hard not to moan and tell her how good it felt.

Cindy finally began to cum. Her hard dick spewed a massive amount of seed, and she grunted and held her hips against his pubis and filled his hole with steaming semen.

Then she was done. She stepped back and zipped up her pants.

Jack lay on the bed, used, sore, but in a good way, and never had he felt such frustration in his life.

He hadn’t cum, and he wanted to cum, and…why hadn’t she let him cum?

But there was no answer. Cindy had left the room, and he heard her footsteps for a moment, then nothing.

She’s going through that weird fog, thought Jack.

The house grew quiet.

Sobbing, Jack crawled under the covers. there was no way he going back to the other room.

He was sleeping down here tonight. No way he was going to crawl into bed with that bitch.

Then, laying there, listening even as he focused on what he had to do, he began to explore his cunt.

He felt it, put a finger in it, wiped away some of Cindy’s semen.

He needed to cum, and his fingers took on a mind of their own. Then, biting his knuckle with one hand so as not to let out any sound, he came. His hips bucked and twitched and it was much more sincere than a man’s simple jetting.

He felt like his mind had been whitewashed. Made featureless.

He slowly became cognizant of the world, and was proud that he had managed to cum, even though he had had to hold it in, it was good.

He removed his fingers from his cunt and slept.


PART TWO

“Good morning.”

Cindy glanced up at him, the most inscrutable expression on her face, then looked back down at her cereal.

He rightly surmised that she didn’t want to talk.

So she remembered it, too.

So it wasn’t a dream.

But he had woken up with his cock between his legs and no sign of the enormous tits he had sported the night before.

He poured his own cereal, added almond milk, and dug in. And thought.

Was it a dream? Was it not a dream? The feeling of horniness that had taken over him, the spanking…and when she had put her dick into him it certainly hadn’t felt like a dream.

“I dreamed I spanked you last night.”

He stared at her. Not a dream.

“I dreamed you spanked me.”

“You deserved it,” her voice was waspish. Somewhere between a woman’s nag and a man’s stolidness.

“I think we need to ask ourselves if it was a dream.”

She stared at him, dire thoughts banging around inside her head. Of course it wasn’t a dream. What dream could be shared? But…the reality, if it was…reality was overwhelming.

“This house,” she murmured, her emotions swirling inside her cranium.

“This house, and we had a shared dream, if dream it was, and…I love you.”

She reached across the table, grabbed his hand with the spoon in it, held him from eating. And I love you! But what happened?”

He took a deep breath. He thought of some of the things he had heard about his great aunt, that she was strange, hyper volatile…and loving.

“Did you enjoy yourself last night?”

She froze, and there it was. Guilt.

“I spanked you. I hurt you.”

“You hurt me so bad I masturbated after you had gone.”

She stared at him and he suddenly chuckled. “I know. Proper young ladies shouldn’t be playing with themselves.”

But they had masturbated for each other in their prior lifetime…before his great aunt’s house.

“That’s in the book.”

“What book?”

“The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.”

“That book on the book shelf? The only book on your book shelf?”

“Yes. And you’ve got one in your room. ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’”

They passed over the fact of referring to the room with dresses as being ‘his’ room, and the fact that that implied the room with suits was ‘her’ room.

“I’m going to have to read it.”

“I read it last night. I woke up and you had gone. I was restless and I read the book.”

“Then you put on a suit and came down and tanned my hide.” He was smiling.

She nodded. “I felt, after reading the book, that there was something fundamentally wrong with us, with our relationship, and that only by putting my foot down could we fix it.”

He took a bit of Raisin Bran, enjoyed the mushy blop with the kernels of raisin sweetness. “You certainly did put your foot down. Your hand, too.”

For the first time she laughed. “My hand hurt this morning.”

“You should feel my butt,” he said, ruefully.

“I’m sorry.”

“No…no. Don’t be sorry. It was the kinkiest thing…and to dream that I was a woman. I actually felt like I had a cunt, and I could feel your cock going in, opening me up, teaching me things I had never imagined.”

“And I felt like I had a real dick. And…it was a big dick, wasn’t it?”

“Oh, it was big,” he reassured her.

She smiled, just a trace of pride on her face.

“So what are we going to do?”

“About dreams?”

“Or whatever.”

He got a far away look in his eyes. “Well, I need to read that book,” he looked at her, “my version of that book.”

In his words was the idea that the ladies’ version was his version, and the gentleman’s version was her version.

She said nothing.

The day was…dragging. They took a walk, they discussed the property, they talked about doing chores, but there was a lassitude to them.

As if they had worked all night and now they had to sleep the day.

But they weren’t tired so much as just…curious, and empty, and inside their souls they wanted to go to bed, to dream, to experience the truth of whatever metamorphosis they had gone through.

Were going through?

In the afternoon Cindy headed upstairs without saying a word. Jack followed a few minutes later. He found her in her bedroom, the one with all the suits, reading ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’

She looked up at him. “You should read yours.”

He nodded and went down the hallway. The hallway that seemed to stretch, then snap, and leave him outside the door to his room. The room with dresses.

He leafed through the book and certain phrases leaped out at him.

‘True politeness is the language of a good heart…’

And,

‘…you must sympathize.’

The phrases were innocuous, yet in Jack’s mind, pointed. As if some secret language was hidden in the pages and words of another time. As if he could just plumb the words sufficiently he could divine another meaning, a truer meaning.

He lay upon the girly bed, with its pink canopy and spread, arranging the pillows for his best comfort.

He took off his shoes to preserve the coverings, then found himself taking off his socks.

His pants.

Suddenly he was naked, reading page 100, and stroking his cock.

Absorbing the manners and mores of another time, a gentler time, and knowing that his sore ass was a lesson which he must learn from.

There was no talk of birching in the book, but under the hidden cypher of it all he knew.

When a man, or a woman, does not behave in the proper manner they must be school appropriately.

He went to the dresser, held the panties to his face and breathed them in. His cock erect and dripping.

And he knew he must not expend his seed. He must preserve it to be true, to deserve his wife.

In his mind she was wearing a suit, bent over and tying on the spats. Feeling the starched collar pressing against her flesh. Her dainty, white flesh. Which might not be so dainty…for the sole reason that his was dainty.

He felt his throat. It felt softer.

I must not do this! roared through his mind.

But it was a voice from another time, another place, and had no egress into the sworls of his cranium, the whims of his soul, his hairless chest.

He pulled the panties on, desperately. And the light, body hair—was it lighter than it had been yesterday? When he had first pulled on the ancient bloomers?—disappeared and he was bare, and his cock shrunk and smoothed out under the cloth of the lovely panties.

He stood, looking at his reflection in the rippled glass of the window.

He could seem himself with breasts, the image imposed over his real reflection.

But what was real in this time? This place? This…substance of mind that called to him, absorbed him, drank him?

He went into the closet and selected a corset. There was no way he could fit into the thing, yet his arms seemed extra flexible and the ties seemed to bend to his will and…his body squeezed in, became an hourglass of his great aunt’s reality.

This house. This house! he thought.

And pulled on stockings and attached them to the straps hanging from his corset, and noticed that when he bent he…overflowed. His breasts hung down, and then he had to push them up with his hand and tuck them back into the constraints of the corset.

He pulled a dress on. A thick, velvety thing with a rich pattern. And his hair was suddenly long and flowing.

Not, he thought, like the iron curled hair of yesterday. For there was some bit of today’s conventions, so locked into his own mind, that could not be overcome.

He sat at the vanity and painted his face.

He was not a slut! He was not a trollop or a tramp! And he didn’t deserve the rosy cheeks he had been given and was sitting upon.

He colored his eyes and painted his lips red.

He was beautiful, and though he knew, somewhere in the murk of his thoughts, that he was a man, he wasn’t.

He went into the closet and selected high heels. They were black, but not shiny. The laces went up, back and forth between the speed hooks, and he tied them tightly. The bottom of the spike was flared, and when he stood up it felt right.

Natural.

Form fitting.

And he did not feel like a man.

He closed the ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness’ and placed it on the little table next to the bed. He needed to read it, to understand it, to absorb the timeless lessons it presented.

As if in reading the rigid rules of behavior he absorbed the timeless rules of conduct that would become a woman.

Cindy was in the kitchen. She was sobbing and preparing dinner. Using the old rolling pin, coating the chicken with a crust, and her tears dropped on the drain board.

She turned around and glared at Jack. She was wearing a man’s outfit, but the jacket was hanging over the chair. Her sleeves were rolled up to show thick forearms. Strong forearms that could do a days work.

“Where have you been? It is not the husband’s place to prepare dinner.”

Yet Jack was not cowed. He had been beaten the night before, and his ass was still sore, and Cindy had been wrong. He snapped, “How dare you speak to me in such disgraceful manner!”

In Jack’s eyes was the accusation: he had been treated wrongly, and Cindy had crossed a line. A line of etiquette and behavior and morals.

Cindy stuttered and looked down. “Will you ever forgive me?”

“I’ll forgive you tonight, when I punish you for your transgressions.”

A haunted look came into Cindy’s eyes. A look laced with fear.

Jacqueline said, and it was the voice of doom ringing out like a clarion, “You’ve been a bad boy. Now step away from the sink.”

Cindy stepped, and as Jacqueline pushed her aside with his presence she turned and left the room.

And worried.

Dinner was quiet, subdued, and Cindy kept her attention on her plate.

Jacqueline ate, and wondered how she had known to prepare this meal. Fried chicken, mashed potatoes and greens. Lemonade. The recipe’s leaped into her head, and her hands knew how to use the instruments properly, and…she just knew. He knew.

He…she…he was having a problem remembering what sex he was supposed to be.

He was a man, but..it all seemed so strange, so surreal. As if wearing a dress was natural.

“Will you please forgive me?” asked Cindy. “I know I let things get out of hand.”

“I’ll forgive you right after your switching. And you may select your switch right after dinner.

It was a cloud upon them, yet…there were conventions that had to be adhered to were they to survive this…this time they were living in.

Dinner was finished, and they adjourned to the porch where they turned the crank and made ice cream.

Jacqueline found chocolate and they poured that over the ice cream, sprinkled nuts, and relaxed.

Cindy was recognizing that she must realize the consequences of her actions.

Also, oddly, the closer they came to the lowering of the sun, the better the anticipation was.

Jacqueline felt the female equivalent of an erection. She felt the growing moisture between her legs, and she remembered how delicious it had been the previous night when she had been so naughty, when she had used her fingers and…she smiled in the gloom of twilight.

Cindy marveled at the stiff growing in her boxers. It was so hard, and it didn’t want to bend or conform in any way to her position or her clothes.

They ate on the swing hanging from the chains. They could hear the buzz of insects, but none bothered them, here in the dream.

They watched the fireflies orbiting the lemon tree off to the side of the gazebo. Beyond the field was a line of birch trees.

“She was a wonderful lady,” murmured Jacqueline.

Cindy knew he meant his great aunt.

Her great aunt. What sex is he? And she was dazed for this thought.

“Well, go select your switch and I’ll be waiting in my room.”

Jacqueline stood and, with a switch of skirts she entered the house.

Cindy stared at the birch trees. She really didn’t want to do this. But rules were rules, and she had misbehaved. What had she been thinking of, spanking him with insufficient cause? Just because she felt male powerful and wanted to swagger a bit.

She descended to the yard and walked slowly to the tree line. She remembered when once she had worn high heels, and there was a delight there that she knew was now denied her.

Now Jack got to do the fun things, and she was left, a virtual slave to Jacqueline’s whims.

To his hormones.

She had noticed his tits, so large, and that was a sure indicator of the onset of hormones.

She reached the trees and examined the branches. She didn’t want to pick one too small, lest Jacqueline become upset and use a paddle, or—God forbid—a whip.

She settled on a three foot branch, cracked it off and stripped the leaves. She swished it through the air, and felt an inner dismality.

She was going to be switched.

She returned to the house and trudged up the stairs.

She thought about going back to her room, taking off her clothes, and going back to being a woman. But the thought had no purchase in her mind, and she turned to the left and headed for Jacqueline’s room.

Jacqueline was waiting by the window, her arms folded under her ample bosom, a stern look in her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” Cindy was pleading as she held the switch out.

Jacqueline took the switch and motioned to the bed. “Pull your pants down and assume the position.”

“Please, ma’am. Can’t you let this go? Just this once?”

“That will cost you five extra stripes. Now present yourself.”

Cindy started to sniffle as she took off her jacket, then pulled down her pants and trunks. She lay down and tried to control herself. She was aware that her penis was was large and throbbing.

Jacqueline wasted no time. “This hurts me more than it does you,” she stated that popular lie, and…

SWISH CRACK!

“OW!” Tears came out of Cindy’s eyes. She clutched the spread with her fists and held on.

SWISH CRACK!

SWISH CRACK!

Jacqueline delivered the switching quickly and efficiently. She had to do it, and she enjoyed it, but the conventions said that she shouldn’t.

SWISH CRACK!

SWISH CRACK!

Red lines appeared on Cindy’s ass. If she had been a woman it would have been debilitating. Her soft flesh would have cracked and bled. But as a man she had tougher skin.

Tough or soft, it hurt.

SWISH CRACK!

SWISH CRACK!

Cindy cried and sobbed and wailed. It didn’t matter. Jacqueline had read ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ She hadn’t read anything about switching in that book, not yet, but she had absorbed the inflexibility of consequences, and she knew that people who failed to deliver the appropriate discipline should be disciplined themselves.

The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.

SWISH CRACK!

SWISH CRACK!

And, finally, the switching was at an end.

Jacqueline wished it wasn’t over. She was moist under her skirts. Her labia felt like they were rippling and her flesh felt so hot. She needed a good fuck.

But would Cindy be amenable after the switching she had received?

Jacqueline put the switch aside, saved it for another time, and said, “Please go get the liniment.”

Snuffling, her cheeks wet with tears, but a monster erection in her pants, Cindy went down the hall to the bathroom. She returned with a bottle of Minard’s Liniment and a wire with a cotton ball on the end.
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“Lie down, love.”

Cindy lay down and Jacqueline began dipping the ball into the liniment and painting her ass with it.

Her. him. Confusions ratcheted through her mind. She focused on drawing the wet ball of liniment along the long, red stripes.

It hurt, and Cindy cried some more and gripped the spread again. Her large fists were white knuckles.

“After this I trust you will be a good boy.”

“Yes. I’ll try my best.”

And she would, but boys will be boys and they both knew she would be back under the switch in probably the not too distant future.

Done with the medicine, Jacqueline corked the bottle, then lay a washcloth across Cindy’s butt and pulled her boxers up. She made sure the waist band held the wash cloth in place.

“Come here, dear,” Jacqueline said.

Cindy rose, turned, and fell into his arms. She sobbed, and her tears made his blouse wet, but that was okay.

Punishment had been needed. Punishment was given. All was forgiven.

For a long time they sat on the edge of Jacqueline’s bed and Cindy just snuggled against her husband, felt his big boobs thrusting out, and…her penis was getting harder.

The spanking had brought it to the forefront, made her lust obvious, at least to herself.

She wanted to make it obvious to Jacqueline.

They were man and wife, but when corporal punishment was levied it changed their relationship in subtle ways. At least, for a time.

But, of course, all was forgiven. Transgressions were in the past. It was time for forgiveness and…and…

“I love you,” Cindy said. Now she was in a big man’s body, but she felt like a little boy. Such was the advantage of women over men.

“And I love you, honey.” Jacqueline spoke softly, giving up his ‘man’nerisms for ‘girl’isms.

Cindy looked up, Jacqueline looked down.

They knew the moment of sex was here. Yet Cindy was afraid. Such was the power of a good switching.

“Can we…will you let me…”

“Of course, honey. Applying the birch to you has caused me some heat, and I simply must relieve it. And if you can’t help me relieve the moist burning in my loins…” she smiled, and bent her head.

The kiss was tender, thorough, and Cindy’s cock pounded harder.

Jacqueline reached down and grasped her tool.

Cindy gasped.

Last night had been done in the throes of passion, but without the sense that a person grown into this age would have.

But they had started reading the books, and they were absorbing the mores behind the rigid customs of the books.

And now they were not just living in the dream, they were aware, and they could feel, and appreciate, and have real thoughts about what they were doing.

Cindy moved around, came to the top position.

Jacqueline laughed. “I believe that you must be on top this evening.”

They chuckled, they both knew that Cindy’s butt was too raw to be laid down for their fuck.

Jacqueline lay back and Cindy, moving cautiously because of her striped ass, slowly removed Jacqueline’s clothes.

She helped her out of the dress, but left the corset and the nylons on. There was just something so sexy and exciting about fucking with underwear in place.

Jacqueline’s tits rose up out of the corset, and Cindy bent her head and suckled.

Jacqueline moaned and held Cindy’s head, her mouth, to her nipples.

“Oh, God!”

The Cindy lowered herself to Jacqueline’s snatch.

She smelled the musky aroma of sex. She licked between the labia, sucked on the clitoris.

It was delicious. It caused her penis to grow even harder, and now, so hard that it hurt, she pulled down her pants. She dropped her drawers and the cloth that had cushioned her fanny dropped to the floor.

Cindy crawled between Jacqueline’s legs and, without using hands, rubbed her cock against his slit.

Jacqueline felt the large head poking, sliding, taking advantage of the moisture seeping from her twat.

And in.

A quick slide through the tender tissues, and Cindy was in cock heaven. She was sheathed in her love. She was pulsing and the soft inner flesh gripped her.

Jacqueline was gripped as if by a soft hand, a hand that would not let go, would not relinquish that which it held so dearly.

Cindy began to push in, and her balls, so large, touched Jacqueline’s ass.

They both groaned, a harmony of love that made them more than their individual selves.

“I’m having a deliciously wicked thought,” said Cindy, as she held herself on two arms and drove deep.”

“Unh…oh…what?”

“What if I spanked you again tomorrow night.”

Jacqueline’s eyes opened up and she stopped moving. “What?”

“I will do something bad. And the next night you will have to punish me again.”

They were locked in embrace, breathing, struggling without moving, trying not to move while they considered this weighty offering.

Then, unable to fight her own inner urges, Jacqueline said, “You would be a very, very bad boy.

They both giggled, transported further into the dream by their naughtiness.

They were slipping deeper and deeper, and there was nothing to warn them of consequences.

There was no earlier experience, not in fiction or reality, to warn them that what they were doing might lead them…somewhere.

But isn’t that the purest of lives? To live without thought for what comes, merely to enjoy the moment for itself?

And Cindy ended the moment of cogitation and realization by thrusting her hips forward. A hard thrust to let Jacqueline know who was in charge. Who was the man.

Which was just the helpless strivings of a love sick man to own something which couldn’t be owned.

And Jacqueline, having been a man, knew it, and she humped her hips up and squeezed, and they were locked together like two beasts. Unable to break apart because their love wouldn’t let them.

In went Cindy, pumping so hard it appeared as if she wanted to reach the womb itself.

Jacqueline grunted with the pleasure of the purely sexual impact, and scissored her legs around Cindy’s strong back.

Cindy lifted her up, ignoring the screaming pain of her ass which Jacqueline’s feet had inadvertently come in contact with. She slammed Jacqueline down, driving her prick deep, causing white hot shards of pleasure to shoot through Jacqueline.

“Fuck!”

“Yes!”

And the night passed in a paroxysm of lovemaking. Two people out of time; two people locked in body and mind.

Semen was squirted.

Fluids were drained, only to be replenished again and almost immediately.

They tired not, for they were more than flesh, twined in a dream that would not end, caught by and for each other.

And the dawn, when it came, would not be the dawn they expected.

END

A NOTE FROM GRACIE!

What do you think, kids? Are Jack and Cindy in trouble? Is this dream going to eat them alive? Or is it going to lead them to paradise?

Should there be another chapter in this saga?

Let me know in the comments at: https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Jack and Cindy.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

in future stories.

Thank you

Grace
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There are TEN bundles of stories at
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21 steamy five star stories

15 stories plus COMPLETE novel!

Three novel bundles

What are you waiting for?

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!
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BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

The Electric Groin


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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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?

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


Big Stories
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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

‘A Dream of Love!’

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.
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