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PART ONE

“What’s your name?”

Rob glanced up at the girl next to him, and looked twice.

She was a babe and a half. Auburn hair with sparkling, green eyes. Large chest and a small waist. A smile that would warm Flintheart Glomgold.

“Rob,” he said. He was waiting for the bartender to get to his end of the bar. There was a crowd, and it might be a while. “And you are?”

“Sally.”

“And what brought you to this neck of the woods?”

They were at Charley Hansen’s New Year’s party, and it was getting close to midnight.

“I just wandered in off the street, looking for a hand out.”

He chuckled, glanced over at his wife, who was on the other side of the pool and staring at him. He gave her a big wave and turned back to Sally. “So you don’t know Charley.”

“Charley who?” she asked.

“What can I get you, folks?” A second bartender had shown up.

“Bourbon and Coke and a wine.”

Sally leaned in and took called her own order. Add a wine to that.”

The bartender, at young kid probably making extra money for college, nodded and set to work.

Rob was very aware of Sally pressing against him. Her sizable boobs were pressed right up against him. She looked up at his face and gave an apologetic look. “Sorry.”

“No prob,” he said.

She turned a little, her hand was between them, and he felt it bump against his cock.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Is that you?” and she grabbed his cock through his pants.

“It is,” his voice squeaked.

“Good. I was afraid it was somebody else.” And what might have been an accident became a deliberate grope. She closed her hand on him and began moving it up and down.

“Oh..oh…listen, I’m married.”

She grinned at him, showed him white teeth and full lips. “Oh, I guess that makes you a eunuch.”

“Uh…”

“TEN!” The crowd yelled.

It was the start of the countdown to midnight.

“NINE!”

People backed up from the swimming pool.

“EIGHT!”

She was pressed back by the crowd, but kept her hand on his dick.

“SEVEN!”

Rob looked at Tina, and she was glowering at him.

“SIX!”

He lifted his hands to show how he was trapped.

“FIVE!”

Tina folded her arms across her chest and was obviously pissed.

“FOUR!”

Sally kept moving her hand up and down. Rob couldn’t get his hands in to stop her, and he was getting close.

“THREE!”

“Stop!” he yelled over the crowd, but she just grinned and jacked harder.

“TWO!”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“ONE!”

He felt his groin erupting. The pulse of seed shooting up his cock.

“HAPPY NEW YEAR!”

He came hard. His legs shook and his knees half buckled. To make matters worse she reached up and put a hand around his neck and pulled him to her. She planted her red lips on him and gave him the mother of all kisses. Her skin fused with his. She chewed on his mouth. She stuck her tongue in his mouth and wouldn’t let him go.

Around them people were hugging and kissing. A couple of people fell in the pool.

All the while his cock was pumping out semen.

Truth, he had never had such an erotic squirt in his life.

Finally, she let him go, whispered into his ear. “You’ve been fun.” Then she reached for one of the wines on the bar and disappeared into the crowd.

Rob looked around and was in a daze. He reached for the other wine and his bourbon and Coke and left the bar.

People still kissing, lots of cheering and whooping, and he made his way around the pool.

Tina watched him come, and as he got closer to her he realized she was looking down. At his pants. Oh, fuck!

He handed her a drink and she didn’t take it. She stared at his groin.

“Honey…”

She stood up, took the drink, and threw it in his face. She stomped off around the pool and heading for the house.

Rob was right behind her.

She entered the house and he finally caught her. “Tina!”

She spun, and was crying. “I saw you kissing her. And then what…you just came in your pants?”

People nearby listened and grinned.

She turned and continued out the front door.

“No! I tried to get away. She grabbed me!”

She walked down the walk and turned right on the sidewalk.

He turned left, got the car, and caught up to her on the next block.

“Tina! Get in the car.”

She walked, not looking.

“Honey! It’s ten miles! Just get in. We can talk.”

She stopped. She just stood for a long moment, tears running down her cheeks, then she got into the car.

Rob realized he was still holding the drink. He looked at it. Quaffed it in a couple of gulps, and tossed it into the bushes on the left side of the street.

He started up, and tried to explain. “She came up next to me. She started the conversation. She grabbed me and kissed me. It was New Years! The crowd was shoving us back against the bar and I told her I was married.”

He was talking fast, hoping that if he could get the whole explanation out she would forgive him.

“And how did you happen to cum in your pants?”

Gulp.

“In the press of the crowd she grabbed me. I told her to stop.”

“Right.” She looked out the window.

“I did! And I tried to get my hands free to stop her, but the crowd was really pushing us back into the bar and…and I didn’t want to cum.”

She looked at him. “Says Mr. Horn Dog. You’re always looking, and now you did more than look.”

“But I didn’t mean anything! And…”

All the way home he blubbered his excuses. But it’s hard to make a case with a jealous woman when the proof is seeping through your pants.

He parked the car in the driveway and she was out of the door like a shot.

He followed her. “Honey, please just listen. You know I would never do anything like this.”

“Says you after you just did it.”

“But I tell you that…”

They entered the house and she walked down the hallway and into their bedroom. He was right behind her, but she stopped at the door and put a hand on his chest. “I think I’d like to sleep alone tonight.” She closed the door and he heard the lock click.

He sighed, his shoulders slumped, and he turned and walked out to the kitchen.

He hadn’t been drinking much at the party, but he felt like it now. He put ice in a glass, poured in a couple of fingers of Basil Hayden's Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey. Eighty bucks a bottle, and ruined it with Coke. He took a big gulp and shuddered. It burned going down and exploded at the bottom. but that was what he needed. He needed something to absorb the shock of his wife’s anger.

He was a good man. He hadn’t been cheating. But…he had actually cum. If only he hadn’t cum. But Tina had had her time of month for the last week and he was feeling pretty horny. In fact, he had not jacked off because he wanted to save it for her, to have a really good cum.

Well, so much for that.

Sally had stolen his orgasm, and while it had been wild and wicked and crazy, he wished it hadn’t happen.

Though the memory made him warm and happy, his wife’s anger ruined that.

He gulped again, felt more burn, and wandered into the computer room.

He intended to just check his mail, and that’s what he did. But when he went to his account there was a newsletter from Gropper Press. Fuck, books by Grace Mansfield. He clicked on the link, just intending to see if there was a new book out. The page came up, fill with covers and grinning women in sexy lingerie.

“I don’t believe it!”

He spun around.

“I come to talk to you and you’re already into the porn!”

“That’s a book site! It’s not—“

She ran down the hallway.

He ran after her.

“It’s a bunch of books.”

“I know what I saw!” She slammed the door. Again, the click.

Rob stopped in front of the door and cursed to himself. He just could not catch a break!

Feeling thoroughly beaten, he went back to the computer room and turned everything off, then he headed for the guest room. Here he was, married to the sexiest woman in the world, who he truly loved, and he was forced to sleep in the spare bedroom.

He laid down in the bed, finished his whiskey, and waited for sleep. It was a while in coming.

He awoke bleary-eyed and miserable. The bed was okay, but his mind was muddled. He had gone to sleep with a problem and awoken with a problem.

Something suddenly slapped him in the face.

“Huh? Wha…? He opened his eyes to find Tina standing over him. Her face set in angry lines.

“Put that on.”

He held up the object that had hit him and his eyes opened.

It was a bra.

“What the hell?”

“I’ve been up all night. I can’t believe how upset I am with you. Cheating on me. Right in front of me. Have you no shame?”

He sat up on the bed, holding the bra in his hands. It was a bit over-sized for Tina, which would make it probably right for him.

“I’m not going to wear a bra!”

“Then pack your bags!”

She stomped out of the room, and snuffled down the hall. He was right behind her.

“Honey! I explained everything last night.”

“Yeah, sure. You explained how you are a pervert who watches porn. How you cheated on your wife. Do you know how many people were around you when you got your precious hand job? I can’t believe that you did that.”

They reached the bedroom door and she spun and stopped him. “This is my bedroom now. Yours is down there. If you ever want to get back in here, if you ever want to make love to this body again…” she was wearing a chemise, nothing else, and her big breasts thrust out. It looked like the material was stimulating her nipples because they were big and rigid under the thin material. He gulped.

She saw his gulp and a look of vindication crossed her face.

“See? You’re nothing but a horn dog.”

“Because I love my wife?”

“You love me? You love me?”

He nodded.

“Then prove it. Put that bra on.”

She closed the door in his face.

Rob walked sadly back to his own room. He stood for a moment, then looked at the bra on the bed. It was white, big cups, and…sexy. But not for him. He could imagine it on Tina, and his cock gave a bounce.

He thought of her in the chemise. Bounce, bounce.

So close he could have touched her Bounce, bounce, bounce.

Leaned his head down and sucked her tits through the flimsy material, the turgid nipple hard in his mouth, her moaning, grabbing her pussy and saying, ‘Please, Rob…do me…do —“

Bounce, bounce, bounce, bounce.

He shook himself out of the daydream, looked at the bra in disgust, and went outside to the pool.

A jump in the col waters cleared his head, but it didn’t do anything to calm his boner. He cut through the water, and the water swirled around his dick in a most sensual way.

He got out of the pool and dried himself off.

He walked into the house and went to the bedroom door. He knocked.

“What?” Her tones were sharp enough to cut cheese.

“I need my clothes.”

“Put the bra on and I will put your clothes in the hallway.”

He sighed and went to fix breakfast.

He burned the toast, the eggs were too runny, and there were seeds in the orange juice. He was miserable and not able to focus.

Midway through fixing breakfast he heard the bedroom door open and close.

Tina walked into the kitchen. She was wearing the chemise, it was silky blue and her nipples were still erect.

He wondered, for a brief moment, whether she was getting off on causing him misery.

She poured orange juice, looked at it, then poured the juice through a strainer into another glass. She sat down opposite him and sipped the juice. He watched her perfect lips, so curvy and plump, sip at the juice, and he had a scene in his head, her saying she was sorry, falling to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled over the mouthful of his cock. “Please squirt…” and he did, over and over and…Bounce, bounce, bounce, bounce.

The table hid his excitement, but his face was a little red. And suddenly he had a thought.

She was denying him, and…it was making him horny.

Hornier.

“Do you know why you have to wear that bra?”

“Why?”

“I was up last night, after you had your cheap ass cum and slept so peacefully…”

He opened his mouth to say something, but just closed it. She hadn’t listened to his excuses, so she wouldn’t listen to them.

Under the table…bounce, bounce. His cock throbbed and touched the underside of the table.

“I checked your history.”

“What?”

She continued right over his protest, “You weren’t on a porn site, it was a book site, but you have been on porn. A lot of porn.”

“But I don’t jack off!” Too much, he thought.

She ignored that. “So we know that you are a cheater, a porn addict…”

“It was just a few times! I’m not a porn addict!” Well, maybe a little.

“…and on top of that you practice onanism with a complete stranger. I assume she was a stranger?”

“Ona…what?” He would look the word up later and find that she had called him a masturbator.

“Or is she one of your regulars?”

“For Heysoos’ sake! I don’t have ‘regulars!’ That was an accident.”

“So, to make sure you don’t go spreading your seed all over town we’re going to have to do something called brassiere discipline.”

“Brassiere who?”

“Discipline. Simply, if you take off your clothes in front of one of your lady friends you will be wearing a bra, she will laugh hysterically at the sissy man that you are, and…you will be too shamed to take off your clothes.”

“That’s the nuttiest thing I have ever heard in my life!”

“There are websites on the net that claim it is 100% effective.”

At this point Rob should have shut up. He was losing the argument, but he had a simple way out. All he had to do was wear an article of woman’s clothing for a while, buy lots of flowers, and work his way back into Tina’s good graces.

Instead, as men and woman have from time immemorial, he opened his big mouth, kept the argument going, and sealed his doom.

“So what if I just unzip and poke my weenie out for a blow job? Would your stupid method work then?”

Tina blinked. Then she gave a thin and bitter smile. “Thank you, Rob. Now I know how far I am going to have to go to make sure you stay true to me.”

“Arrgh!”

He threw his hands in the air and stood up and left the table.

Tina sat at the table and thought. She was going to have to do more research. That was for sure.

Rob didn’t wear the bra. He did move a pile of his clothes into the spare room and hung them up and put his underwear and socks into the drawer of the chest.

He mumbled as he arranged everything. And his cock was sure damn hard. Man, could this denial stuff really be effecting him?”

Nah, he thought. It’s just that he got a blow job, and it was kinky and he was still remembering how her hand felt, how he couldn’t stop himself, how his cock blew right in the middle of a crowd.

He groaned and bent a little bit. His cock was pulsing like it wanted to squirt right then sand there.

“Pervert,” Tina snapped as she walked past the door and saw him with his hand pressing down on his groin.

“Fuck!” he snapped back. This was getting bad. He was getting hornier and hornier, and all because some stupid bitch gave him a hand job and his wife saw it!

But that made him wonder if he ever would have told her if she hadn’t seen it.

He sighed, threw himself on the bed and took a nap. He was still tired from last night. Closing his eyes he dreamed of the hand in the crowd, snaking into his pants from out of nowhere. The slithering flesh, the feel as she moved her hand up and down, then, fuck the crowd, she was down on her knees and sucking him…

While he slept Tina scoured the internet for an answer to her problem: a husband who was too horny for his own good.

Rob was dreaming of blow jobs and creampies. He had a long line of sexy women in the kow tow position, head down and butts up, and all the butts were pointed right at him. He thrust his penis into the first butt. Funny, he didn’t know, in his dream, whether he was screwing the pussy or the asshole.

He shot his load and moved down to the next woman in line. He looked down the row, an endless line of rotund buttocks waited for his semen deposit. He chuckled, heh heh, and…and a hand grabbed his cock and started stroking it. He felt the world go askew as he went from standing up behind a row of sexy buttocks to laying down on his bed…the spare bed..and… “Tina?” He opened his eyes.

His beautiful wife was sitting next to him, her soft hand, so beautiful with its red nails, stroked up and down. “What…you’re not…oh, God!”

He sat up and hugged her.

She hugged him back.

He felt her boobs press against his chest. He kissed her neck. “You’re not mad anymore?”

She pushed him back, kept her hands on his biceps. “Oh, honey. I’m so furious I can’t believe it.”

“But…but…” he didn’t want to go there, but she pulled him along.

“But why am I treating you like this?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“Because men are foolish. And they are stubborn. I could hit you over the head with a pan for a million years and you would simply prefer the pot.”

“But…I don’t—“

She moved her face forward, put her lips to his, and it was soft and tender and the wife he loved. He felt the texture, the gentle curve, the wonderful…” she moved back and he tried to go forward, to keep the kiss going, but she held him back and smiled.

“So if I can’t beat you on the head and make you see sense, then I’ll simply pat your ass, and you’ll see the logic all on your own.

His eyes narrowed a bit. “Is this one of those ‘you can lead a horse to water but you can’t make him drink’ things?”

“Exactly. Now, this little item in my hands is a bra. A brassiere. Its main function is to hold up these wonderful boulders of mine.” She hefted her tits with her hands and he gulped.

“A secondary purpose is to bring a man to a more amenable frame of mind.”

“A more amenable…” he muttered, staring at the bra that was so dangerous in his mind.

“Do you like my tits?”

“Oh, honey,” he ducked his head and kissed them, placed his mouth over one and sucked a nipple. She let him for a moment, felt the tingle in her pussy, but forced herself to push him back and continue with her program.

“And this bra has held these tits. Do you find this bra scary?”

“Not on you.”

“But on you?”

“Well, it’s built for a girl.”

“No, honey, it’s built for sex. It holds objects of sexuality, would you like to experience some of that sex?”

He grinned at her tits.

“”By wearing this sexy thing?”

He frowned.

She reached into his lap. “You say no. Mr. Happy say yes.”

“But it’s not manly!”

“Oh, so you’re too manly to be sexy.”

“That’s not what I mean!”

“It’s what I meant. Now, honey, I want you to hold still so I can put this on you.”

He raised his hands to fend her off, but he was suddenly weak, unable to defend himself.

She put her arms around him and snapped the bra strap in the back. He felt her tits pressed up against him, and if a man could swoon that would have been the moment. Her breasts were so big, and the nipples scored his chest.

She moved back and held the shoulder straps out and helped his arms into them.

“There,” she said, moving away from him.

He felt odd. His hair was standing on end, his skin felt electric, and it was like a big, sexy hand was wrapped around his chest.

“I don’t know…”

He said.

“If you knew how this was making me wet you wouldn’t object. You would be asking for the matching panties and some nylons and everything.”

He blinked. That was his first clue that she meant to go further, but he didn’t say anything. It was too sexy for him to object.

And, in a very odd way, he felt…weakened. Like he had lost a bit of strength, like his masculinity had been sacrificed for…for…he didn’t know what.

The problem was that it was a very heady, sexual feeling, one that he couldn’t fight.

She kissed him, and felt his pectorals right through the bra.

Oh, fuck! his nipples surged. His cock throbbed.

She reached down and. felt his penis. “Oh, look at that. Somebody likes it!”

“So how long do I have to wear this?” Translated into how long do I get to wear this?”

“Oh, honey, this is just the start.” She kissed him again, a scorcher that made his cock throb even harder. “We need to make sure that you will never cheat on me again.”

That was his second hint, pretty outright, that she was planning even more. But, like the first hint, he was too horny to object.

“Now, it’s Saturday, and you’re elected to drive me around on yard sales.”

“But this bra…”

“Wear a flannel shirt. Nobody will see.”

She went into her bedroom to get dressed, and he was left to dress himself.

He stared at the bra in the mirror. It was silly…but…sexy. He turned to the side and looked at the way it fit him. It actually was a good fit, a comfortable fit, and he wondered what it would look like if he had a big, old pair of chonkers inside the cups.

“You ready?” drifted back to him.

“Almost!”

He slid into shorts and a tee shirt—he could see the bra through the shirt—and a jacket.

There, nobody would see his bra now. Nobody would be able to tell he was dressed like a sissy! And there was a certain deliciosity to the thought of…of being a sissy, of wearing forbidden clothing.

They headed down the street, the top down on his Mustang, and the morning was crisp and clean. The wind brushed their hair back, and he couldn’t keep his mind off his bra. Heck, his cock couldn’t keep its mind off his bra. It was so kinky, and his penis was outlined in his pants.

Tina was watching him, holding her hair out of her eyes and grinning. “Look at you. Look at that fucking boner in your pants.”

“Speaking of boners, when were you planning to, uh…”

“Fuck you?”

She leaned over to him, placed a hand in his groin and grabbed him. He gasped. She said, “Honey, it’s going to be a while before you squirt. You’ve got a ways to go before you get back in my good graces. You’re going to have to prove that you’re a man, that you’re man enough to be a woman, and when I’m finally convinced that you’re not going to cheat on me…maybe then. Maybe.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“And don’t expect a cheap ass hand job from me,” she took her hand off his cock. “And, let’s face it, you not only have to put on an entirely new set of clothes, we have to do something to tame Mr. Happy down there.”

“Tame Mr…what?”

“Oh, look, turn here!”

A sign on the corner announced a garage sale and he made the turn.

“What were you saying about taming Mr. Happy? What did you—“

“There it is!”

His question unanswered, he parked on the side of the road.

It was a large garage sale, and it was just starting. Only a few people wandered between the tables, searched through the book boxes and inspected the clothes on the racks.

Rob found himself looking at tools. He needed a masonry drill bit, and there was a set that was perfect. He picked it up, wandered up the table, and searched through hammers and saws and a lone bottle opener.

Finally, done, he stepped up to the table where a large woman in a print dress was digging through a change box.

“Look, Rob! Aren’t they wonderful?”

She had a bundle of woman’s clothes in front of her. She held a dress up to him and compared it to his frame.

The big woman behind the table stopped counting and watched him. She was grinning.

“Perfect!” said Tina.

“Hey!” he protested weakly, putting his hand up and moving hers, and the dress, down.

“You one of those kinds of guys?” the old woman asked.

“He is,” Tina blurted.

“I’m…what are you…I’m not…”

“I might have something you’d like.”

Rob’s face was the color of ketchup in the sun.

A young woman standing behind Rob tittered. He turned, a reproachful look on his face, but the young woman just met his gaze with a snickery sort of smile.

“These weren’t never worn. My sister got the operation, had both titties removed. But they built her up right away. She actually got a pair of Chyna 2000s. you know what they are?”

Tina nodded. The wrestler, and they’re big.

“Big enough for sweet cakes there,” the older woman nodded towards Rob.

Rob was super red. He was not used to how bawdy woman could be without men around, and it was all directed at him!

Of course, he was around, but somehow he wasn’t qualifying as a man.

The old woman handed Tina a pair of breast forms. “They’re expensive ones, got the glue right here, but I’ll give ‘em to you for a dollar…” She looked about to say something else.

Rob gave a moan. His ketchup complexion was getting even brighter. He was almost glowing with mortification.

“Yes?” asked Tina.

“But ya got to brung him by sometime and show me.”

“Oh, that’s a deal!”

The people behind Rob laughed out loud now, and Tina, in between digging through her change purse, said to Rob, “Isn’t that wonderful, honey? Now you’ll have your very own titties!”

The laughter grew louder and he started to turn, to make his getaway, but Tina snagged his arm. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

He couldn’t speak, something came out of his mouth, but it was just a confused garble that meant ‘what?’

“You need to carry these bags back to the car.”

Rob grabbed an armful of bags and broke for the car. He tried not to run, but he certainly was hurrying. He couldn’t outrun the laughter following him, however.

“Men. They don’t really know what they want, do they?” Tina opined behind him.

“You didn’t have to do that,” he whispered on the way home.

“Oh, honey. Of course I did. The world needs to know what kind of a man you are.”

“But…you embarrassed me!”

“You embarrassed yourself. After all, it wasn’t me that got my little pussy rubbed until it squirted and then needed brassiere discipline to bring back a little order to my life.”

“How many times do I have to tell you that it was all a mistake?”

She patted his arm and said, “I know. Your cock was innocent, and it didn’t really cum. And…”

“And what?”

“Have you looked down at your penis lately?”

He looked down, though he didn’t have to. It was pushing his pants up fiercely. It was throbbing.

“Oh, my God! Look!”

Moisture was seeping through his pants. Not a lot, just a drop or two, but…

“Are you cumming again? Just from getting to wear women’s underwear and being all red-faced?

“What…no…that’s pre-cum!”

“”So you’re just getting all horny. How sweet!”

“Please, honey, this has got to stop!” He was begging, almost crying.

“Of course it will stop…”

Was that disappointment way back in his soul?

“When?”

“When you stop getting all embarrassed and face that you need brassiere discipline, and that, let’s face it, underneath your manly clothes you’re a big sissy.

He hit the steering wheel with the palm of his hands and gave a sob.

Tina just sat back in her seat and watched him and smiled.


PART TWO

They arrived home and Rob carried the bags into the house. He was about to strip and jump in the pool, but Tina stopped him.

“Not yet, buster. I need to make sure these clothes fit.”

“So put them on and see.”

“I need to know they fit you.”

“I am not wearing those clothes.”

“Rob, go pour yourself a drink, then come back.” She had her hand on his cock when she commanded him, and he staggered off. A minute later he was back. He brought two drinks, one for her, but she just said, “They’re both for you. Now, sit here and listen to me.”

He sat on the edge of his bed and she sat down next to him and put her hand on his groin.

“This is a very nice dick. Unfortunately, it’s been a bad dick. In fact, we don’t really know where this dick has been, do we?”

“It’s only been in you!”

“And in your hand, and in some strange woman’s hand, and if you’ll lie about that then what else are you lying about?”

“I’m not lying!”

“Prove it.” She reached into the bag that held the forms and plucked one out. “Hold still and let me fill your cups.”

“How will that prove I’m not a liar?”

“Oh, you are a liar? Are you admitting that?”

He blinked and didn’t understand how she had twisted that bit of logic around.

She removed his jacket and pulled off his tee shirt. He sat on the bed and gave a tiny shiver. He was sitting in front of his wife in a bra. What was happening to him?

She pulled a cup out and inserted a breast form. It was a perfect fit and he stared down at his new boob.

She put the other one into the other cup and smiled.

“Wow. You are one sexy fuck.”

“Don’t say that word.”

“What, fuck?”

“I can’t stand it. I want to make love, and every time you say the word fuck it reminds me that I can’t.”

“And it’s all because I’m saying ‘fuck?’ Isn’t that fucking silly? I’ll stop saying fuck right now. Never will the word fuck issue from these lips again. Or my name isn’t Tina Fucking—“

“All right!” he begged. “I get it.”

She grinned. “You’re so easy. Now, put your tee shirt back on.”

He was glad to do that. He wanted to cover up in the worst possible way. He pulled the tee shirt on, and it was a struggle to get it over his boobs. His boobs were, in a word, big.

She felt his tits through his tee shirt. “Nice. But that’s a man’s tee shirt, and we’re far beyond that.”

“What?”

She reached into one of the bags and brought out a boy beater.

“Take that shirt off.”

“Honey, hasn’t this gone on—“

“Take it off or I’ll squeeze this cock…” she had her hand around his happy appendage, “…until it doesn’t cum.”

Doesn’t cum? He tried to figure that out, but took off his tee shirt. She quickly pulled the boy beater over his head. It was a good fit and really showed off his breasts.

“Now, the problem,” she mused, biting her lip, “…is that we need to glue those puppies on, and we need to put make up on them so you can’t see the seams. but, really, we need to get you your own boobs. Real boobs. Implants or something.”

“What?”

“But I’ll look into that. For right now let’s just dress you up a bit and see how you look.”

“I don’t—“

“Here, this is a simple skirt.” She pulled him up by the dick and wrapped the skirt around his waist, She fastened the waist band and buttoned up the side of the skirt. “Oh, yeah. Look, you’ve already got nice hips. But I’m going to have to buy you a corset.”

“Honey…”

“But look at this penis bump.”

He looked down, his cocked was pressing the skirt out.

“That penis is going to have to go.”

“Hey! that’s my penis you’re talking about.”

“No, honey, it’s mine. but let’s not argue the fact. Put this blouse on.”

She helped him into the blouse.

Now, truth, he didn’t want to…but…he did.

He was drinking, this was really sexy, and…his boner was driving him on.

She buttoned up the blouse and tucked it into his skirt.

“Oh, yes,” she said, standing back. “You have got a woman’s body.” She tapped her cheek with one finger. “Isn’t it funny that we’ve been dressing you as a man all these years? But you’re slender, and the right kind of clothes and your hips are round, and your legs are long and sexy…look at your calves! Do you see how the muscles curve out?”

“Listen, I think this has gone far enough.”

She kissed him. Just launched into his arms and planted a massive kiss on his lips. He would have stepped back, but he had nowhere to step to.

“Oh, Rob. In a way I’m glad you cheated on me. If you hadn’t then I never would have discovered how sexy you are as as woman. I would have lived a life deprived of your true beauty.”

“But I’m a man!” There was desperation in his plea, but she ignored him.

“Oh, nonsense. What’s the difference between a man and a woman except clothes?”

“And sex organs!”

“Oh, poo. We can play with sex organs no matter how you’re dressed. And, you’ve got to admit it, wearing woman’s clothes is making your little dickie hard.”

“It’s not little!”

“Oh, I don’t know. Match it up against some Mandingo’s and you’re probably a midget.”

His mind was getting overloaded.

“Okay, take that blouse off, and let’s try on that summer dress.”

She helped him out of his clothes, and he was so totally aware of how his cock was bouncing.

“Isn’t that cute?” she said of his boner, which was not what a man wanted to hear. To a man a dick isn’t supposed to be ‘cute,’ or ‘pretty,’ it’s supposed to be awesome, dangerous, a tool of ass destruction.

She got him out of the skirt and blouse and boy beater and pulled a dress over his head.

“Oh, my! This is absolutely perfect!”

He took a drink, and realized he was already into the second glass.

Tina adjusted the dress, smoothed it, and said, “Honey, you really do have a world class bosom. I’m going to call a doctor and see about implants.”

“No, you’re not.”

She smiled. “Have you ever tried high heels?”

“No!”

“Here…” she handed him a pair of shoes. He looked at them, then stood up and walked out.

Tina sighed. She was pushing him hard, but that was okay. He was caving in, and a step back was two steps forward tomorrow.

Rob worked around the house for the rest of the day. He didn’t wear the bra and boobs, just man clothes, and Tina bided her time.

He came in at about four and sat down to watch a game on TV.

Tina entered the room some fifteen minutes later. She handed him a drink, and began playing with his cock.

He sighed, groaned, and said, “This has got to stop.”

“Aw, shucks. Rob doesn’t like having a big, old boner?”

“I don’t understand how wearing women’s clothes is going to make me stop cheating. I understood about the bra, but then you packed it, and all the woman’s clothes…” he made a slightly strangled sound in his throat.

She sat on his lap. Her pussy, though in panties and pants, was right up against his hard cock. She kissed him. She smiled. She hugged him. She reached down and played with him. “Want to cum?”

He was gulping.

“Then what’s the harm in humoring me.”

It took a while, but his cock was doing the thinking now, and he finally went to his room and put on a bra and panties.

“Oh, God! That is so fucking hot! I’ve got the hottest fucking husband in the world?”

“Can you fuck your hot husband?”

“Oh, not yet. Honey, this whole thing has opened up new possibilities.”

“I want the old possibilities,” he murmured.

“Nonsense. Now, let’s get you ready for dinner.”

“Dinner?”

“Sure. I’m going to do some things for you, and that includes a big, old steak dinner. Rib eye. Pounded and salted and peppered and just the way you like it.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“Of course we can’t serve you supper when you look all slovenly, right?”

“I can wear male clothes and not look slovenly.”

She just chortled. “Are men more beautiful? Or are women?”

“Women.”

“And why should a woman have to look at something that’s not as beautiful as she is, eh?”

He blinked. Once again she was outstripping him with logic.

“Now, come on, let’s get you ready for dinner.”

She pulled him by the dick and led him back to the bedroom. Her bedroom.

“Women aren’t hairy creatures,” she stated.

“I’m not very hairy,” he protested.

“Even a little hair is a lot of hair to a beautiful woman. Use this.”

He looked at the bottle she handed him. Nair.

“Or I can take a razor blade to your whole body, including the precious parts between your legs.”

“Uh…”

She pushed him towards the bathroom.

Rob had mixed feelings as he slathered the cream on his body. First and foremost was the idea that he was now using women’s products on his body. Sure, it was only a depilatory, but…it was girly!

Still, his cock was singing down there, and he was having a hard time refusing Tina’s blandishments. How do you fight against accusations of cheating if the person isn't even using them?

Fifteen minutes later he stepped out of the shower and felt really weird.

Not having hair was a sensation. His skin felt…energized. Like it was feeling the air for the first time.

“Nice,” said Tina. “That is nice. Did you use it on your face…yes! And your face is smoother than I’ve ever felt it. I think we’ve really discovered something here.”

He said nothing.

She rubbed lotion onto her hands then rubbed it into his body.

“What’s that?”

“Makes your skin softer. Smells good, too.”

It was a cloying smell to him, but she already had most of his body covered with it. Besides, it was nice to have his wife place her hands all over him.

“Better make sure that cock smells extra good.”

“Oh, I will.” She used the lotion to jack him for a minute. He groaned, was getting close, when she stopped.

“Hey!”

“Sit there,” she pointed at her vanity table.

“What for?”

“Your nails are in terrible shape. We’re going to fix them.”

“They’re fine!”

“If you want these digits to give me a nice, long body rub then they have to be in better shape.”

She faced him down, and he mumbled.

“Now, I’m going to make them a little longer, and you’re going to love them.”

“Longer?”

Here. Just lean back. I’m going to put a wet towel over your eyes to help with the bloodshot. You just relax and let me pamper you.”

He was now so horny he couldn’t fight her. Even when she said she was going to make his nails longer…he couldn’t summon resistance. It just felt so good, what she was doing to him.

She placed a cool, damp towel over his eyes and went to work. She sanded and prepped his nails, then she glued fakes over his nails. They were only a quarter inch longer than his real nails, but they were oval, which was much more female, and a delicate pink color.

He sighed, and she occasionally stroked his cock, and one by one his fingers were transformed.

She looked at his naked body and smiled. It was hairless, and that translated as feminine. And it smelled good. And now his hands were getting more shapely.

“Almost done?” He sounded relaxed.

“Almost.”

And: “There we go.”

She took the towel off his eyes and he looked down, and his eyes bulged. “What the…”

“Aren’t they pretty?”

“But…I thought you were just going to give me a manicure!”

“I did.”

“But…I need to get these off.” He pulled on a nail. “Ow!”

“I wouldn’t do that. I used some of your binary glue.”

His already bugged, bugged further. “But that glue will never…”
“Really? I just thought it would be a bit better, make it harder for you to lift a nail. Oh, and they’re not designed for cutting. If you want to get them off you’ll have to file them. It takes a while, but…” she shrugged.

He stared at his nails for a long minute, his mind doing some kind of ‘I’ve been fucked’ dance.

She reached for his groin once again and began stroking him. “Honey. They look good. And they make me so hot. Now just enjoy them. Through the night. Nobody’s here so who cares?”

“But…uh…I…uh…”

“Come on, we’re not done with you.”

She led him to the bed and sat him down. She helped him step into a garment and pulled it up.

“What…is this?”

“It’s a tummy shaper. It’ll help control your flab.” And your big, fat cock, she thought. “And you need one. You need to control your flab.”

She rolled nylons up his legs. His legs were now sheer and sexy.

“Do you want another bourbon and Coke?”

He nodded.

“Are you still drinking Basil Hayden’s?”

He nodded.

“Then just sit here and I’ll go get you another drink.

He sat, and she was back in a moment, a Coke High in her hand.

He drank greedily. He didn’t even notice a slight bit of powder residue on the surface of his drink.

She put glue on the back of his breast forms and pressed them against his chest. When she took her hands off they sagged on his chest.

“Hey!”

“I guess you need a bra now,” she observed, and she put his bra on his body.

He sat on the bed and wondered why he was letting this happen.

He had been so upset, but now he was just going along with it.

She pulled a dress over his head. It was tight and black and it made his boobs look enormous.

She fitted high heels to his feet and helped him up.

He stood, dazed, and wondered why the liquor was hitting him so fast.

She turned him in front of the mirror and he gave a rueful smile.

“I’m girly.”

“Yes, you are. Now sit down at my vanity table again.

He sat, and stared at himself. His body was feminine, no denying that, but his face wasn’t.

Tina began smoothing his face with little sponges. She cleansed his skin and put on primer.

“What are we doing?” Rob asked. He felt like he was talking from the bottom of the swimming pool.

“Just fixing you up. Don’t talk now, this is delicate work.”

She put foundation on and began adding color to his face. She used shades and shadows to make his face rounder, softer, to hide the male structure.

He wondered why he was so happy. And why was he thinking so slowly?

She began working on his eyes.

“Did you drug me?”

“It was in the Basil Hayden’s. I was giving you low doses at first, but I knew you’d give me some trouble about the make up, so I double dosed you. How are you feeling?”

“No pain,” he nodded happily.

“Don’t move.”

She painted his lips a nice pink, to match his nails.

“This is weird.”

“Yep.” She had her tongue out the corner of her mouth and was concentrating on her work.

“You know I really didn’t cheat on you.”

“I know.”

“So why are you doing this to me?”

“I’ll tell you sometime. For right now, just hold still.”

She brought a wig out of the closet and put it on his head. She got it just right, then took it off, put on a skull cap and glued it in place. The skull cap used clips and wasn’t going to move.

Rob stared at himself. He was a woman. Heck. He was a sexy woman.

Tina pierced his ears and placed hoops on them.

He smiled. “Can I have another drink?”

“Not now, honey, there’s some things we need to do, and I want you relatively sober when we do them.”

“Oh. Okay.”

He just lolled along, happy dappy and sort of sappy.

She stood back and inspected her work.

“This is a good start,” she said. “But it’s just a start.”

“What else can you do?” he asked.

“Well, I was serious about getting you some tits. And we’ll have to decide whether we want to lock your cock up, or maybe just give you some ketoconazole to handle that pesky erection. But that’s not really up to me, so…” she shrugged.”              “But I thought you liked my erection!”

“Oh, it’s okay. I might miss it, but there’s lots of other things I can use instead of a your dick.”

“Like what?”

“I’ll show you later. Right now, I promised you a last meal. Uh, a good meal.”

She helped him up, he was unbalanced on the high heels, so she escorted him down the hallway. he was taller than her, but he had to rely on her.

She sat him down at the table, cooked a steak and mashed up some potatoes, and served him. She gave him a Coke and looked at her watch.

He smiled. “This is good.”

“Enjoy, honey.”

And he did. Each mouthful was better than the last, and the potatoes had a pool of steak grease on top of them, and a big hunk of butter.

He ate happily, and slowly, as he filled his belly, he began to come down a bit.

He was still stoned, but he was aware, and a dim, far away sense of alarm was filtering through his mind.

“What are you doing to me?”

“Having fun. Do you like being a girl?”

He remembered being happy, but now he was rethinking every thing. “Well, there’s…I don’t know. I’m a man, you know.”

“You were a man,” she said.

“But I’m still a man!” he protested.

“Not for long.” It was a cryptic statement, but she smiled when she said it.

Unable to help himself, he smiled back.

She poured him another drink.

“Okay, you’re almost down, the effects disappear pretty fast, your body kicks it fast, so just take this…” she handed him a pill, “…and drink your drink.”

Things were telling him he shouldn’t take the pill, that he should fight back, but he couldn’t. He took the pill, looked at it, put it in his mouth, and washed it down with bourbon and Coke.

“That’s a good boy. Come on, now.”

She walked him back to the bedroom.

“What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to have sex, honey.

“Oh, goodie!”

She opened up a drawer of her dresser and took out a strap on. She fastened it around her hips and selected a rather large, black penis and screwed it on.

“It’s all relative, honey. Next to this Mandingo you’re not so big.”

He stared at the big cock sprouting from her junction. “What are you going to do with that?”

“You wanted to fuck, right?”

“Uh…” there was something wrong here.

“So we’re going to fuck. Hop up on the bed.”

The pill was in full effect now, and he climbed onto the bed and lay down.

“Not that way, on all fours, with your butt facing me.”

“Oh,” he frowned. This was all wrong. There was something going on here that he didn’t quite get.

She moved up behind him and pushed a big gob of lubricant onto and into his back hole.

“Oh!” he gave a little jerk. He would have given a big jerk, but he was drugged.

She put two fingers in him and started smushing the lube around. She coated his insides and then put in three fingers.

He was relaxed and loosy goosy, and she had all four fingers in him. She thought about going for a whole fist, but she had been told not to get carried away. Four fingers was enough.

She stepped forward and pushed the big dick into him.

Even though he was drugged he felt the size of the dick expanding his hole. He grunted and fell forward, but Tina stayed with him, driving the dick deeper with her weight.

“Fuck!” he whimpered. It hurt a little bit, but it also felt good.

Tina began to push in and pull out. The cock slithered back and forth, rubbing his nerves, the veins on the sides rippling along his anal canal.

“Heysoos,” he whispered. He realized that if he hadn’t been drugged he might have resisted, and that would have led to him screaming.

Tina kept moving in and out, and he felt like he was being turned inside out. Yet, it felt better and better, and he was getting more and more relaxed, and he finally started pushing back, trying to get more and more of that giant dick into his butthole.

But he was getting the whole thing already.

Still sawing back and forth, Tina reached for the side table and picked up her cell phone. She dialed a number and, still fucking Rob, she said, “He’s ready.”

A voice answered her, asked a couple of questions, and she acknowledged with a simple yes or no. Then she hung up.

Underneath Rob a pool of sperm was forming. He felt it draining out of him, like piss, and it felt so good. In fact, this whole thing…it was making him feel better and better.

Tina reached under him and felt the bed. It was slick with his goo. She had really pressed on the prostate with that big dick.

“All right,” she smiled and pulled her dick out of him.

Rob just lay there in wonderment.

She took the strap on off and turned him over. He was smiley, giggly and his cock stood up.

“Did I cum?”

“Yep.”

“How come I’m still erect?”

“Your dick came, your mind didn’t. Your mind still thinks you need to cum.

“Oh.”

“And you’ll have a chance. Scoot back and bit and let me on.”

He scooted back and she climbed on to him, squatted over him, and sank down.

Rob grunted. There was a big difference between somebody’s cock up his ass and his cock in somebody’s pussy. He appreciated that.

For long minutes she bounced on him, pulling on her tits and slapping her pussy.

“God, now that I’ve used that big dildo…I need it!”

She got off him, grabbed the strap on and put it around his waist.

He watched, a stupid expression on his face. “What are you doing?”

“Making a man out of you.”

Done, she crawled back on top of him and sank to the balls on the black cock.

Rob watched and couldn’t figure out how she could be fucking him without him feeling anything. Still, it was hot. It was exciting.

Tina gasped with the increased pleasure, and now it didn’t take long. She began to shiver and shimmy and moan, and then it popped. The orgasm whelmed over her and she jerked her hips and fell to the side, groaning and holding her pussy.

Rob just lay there, wondering when he was going to fuck.

KNOCK KNOCK! “Hello?”

Rob blinked. Somebody was here.”

“Just a minute!” called out Tina.

She groaned from the recent pleasure, but sat up, then stood up. She quickly pulled on a robe, then straightened Rob’s clothes. She led him out to the living room.

“Hi!”

“Hello there,” he answered, and he stared. Even through the depths of his befuddlement he recognized her.

Sally sat at the dining room table, a manila folder next to an open briefcase. To Tina: “Getting your last taste of his manhood?”

“You said I should.”

“Yes. We want you to be sure before we conclude the sale.”

Rob asked, “Could you tell Tina that it was all your fault?”

“Oh, she already knows that,” to Tina. “Now sign at the bottom of each of these pages where it is marked X.

“Then why did you dress me up and …and drug me?”

Tina ignored him and started signing papers.

Sally smiled at him. “He’s really fucked up.”

“I just gave him the recommended dosages.”

“What’s happening?” asked Rob. “If Tina knows, then what…why did you…I don’t understand.”

Sally shook her head. “Rob…Rob. I’ll tell you, but you probably won’t remember in a while. You’re on some pretty good dope.”

Rob frowned and persisted. “I don’t understand.”

“Well, Rob I belong to a company that goes around and finds men who cheat.”

“But I didn’t cheat!”

“So says you. But you responded to my kiss, and you actually came in your pants at the slightest provocation,” she grinned, “And when I contacted Tina and explained who I was and what my company has to offer…well, your wife is no dummy. She knows what a good deal is.”

“What’s a good deal?” Rob was looking back and forth between the two women.

“Men who cheat are not worth much, so we make them into women and sell them. You would be shocked at how much Tina is going to get for you.”

“Can I have half?” he asked, thoroughly befuddled and not sure what was happening.

Tina finished signing and pushed the papers to Sally, who put them in the manila folder and tucked the folder into the briefcase. Tina turned to Rob.

“Well, honey, it’s been nice, but I could never love a man who cheats.”

“But I didn’t…she said…”

“And you are worth more to me on the open market, so this is where we’ll be saying good by.”

“But I love you!”

Sally took a hypodermic out of the briefcase and held it to his arm. She injected him quickly and smoothly.

“Say good night, Rob.”

“But…”

“This is a form of rhoypnol. When next you awake you will have a set of your own boobs, your cock will be non-functional, and you’ll be ready for programming.

“But…but…”

And the world faded…

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

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminization for Sale!’

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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