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PART ONE

“Oh, yes!” Chuck had his face deep in his wife’s pussy. He shoved his face in hard, lapped at her with his tongue, and Joanie moaned.

For a long minute he sucked at her hole, bit her clitoris and used his fingers to warm her up.

Joanie was getting super hot now, and she groaned, “Come on, Chuck…do me. Put your damned prick in me!”

He lifted his face, dripping with her juices and leered, “I love it when my bitches beg.”

“For fuck’s sake! I’m begging!” She grabbed his head and pulled, and he slithered up her shapely body.

He stopped to kiss her tits, to fondle them, then he moved up a bit more and kissed her, rubbed his face against hers, got her pussy juice all over her.

“Fuck,” she whispered, but she was too hot to care. She spread her legs wide and urged him into her.

Chuck pushed his cock forward, surged into her hole, and began humping.

“Yes…yes…yes…” Joanie muttered with each stroke of the cock.

“Yeah, baby. I’m going to squirt pretty soon, so you’d better hurry up.”

Joanie hurried. She tightened her muscles, wiggled her pussy on his shaft, and the deep urge began to surge. A white hot fever blasted through her mind, her eyeballs rolled back and her hips locked up, jerked again and again, and milked his cock.

In response to her violent cum Chuck lost it. His trigger was pulled and he felt his seed swelling through his rod. Just as she was cumming down he let loose, which gave her a kind of a second cum.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

Done, Chuck nuzzled his face into her throat. He laughed into her flesh.

Joanie grinned, then shoved him. “Get off you lug. I’ve got to get to work.”

Chuck rolled over and she struggled out of bed.

“Damn! You filled me up.” She headed for the shower, stopping only at the bathroom door to throw him a kiss. “Thanks, lover. You are the greatest!”

He grinned. He thought so, too.

Then she was in the shower and scrubbing her flesh and trying to get all of his drippings out of her. There were a lot of drippings.

And Joanie was a happy camper. Not many women had a great husband like Chuck. Sure, he worked too much, but when he was home he really knew how to make her happy.

A half hour later she was dressed and she kissed Chuck and headed out the door.

Chuck waited for a while, watched a little TV, then picked up his cell phone.

“Shiela? Baby? She’s gone. Come on over!”

“Hey, cow tits,” Joanie greeted her bestie, Linda, and dropped her purse on the floor.

“Hey yourself, flabby butt.”

They giggled and got ready for a hard day of work. Just before Joanie signed onto her computer, however, the loudspeaker blared. “Joanie Mitchell to the front office.”

Joanie groaned.

“It’s Rick again,” her friend patted her arm sympathetically.

“It is. Every couple of days he tries to make a date, or cop a feel, or something.”

“For a boss he’s a real dick.”

“He’s more of a little dick.”

“And that’s giving him the best of it.”

Joanie walked out of their cubicle and headed for the front office.

She was a beautiful woman. She had large breasts, long hair and scintillating, blue eyes. Lots of the guys appreciated her, and they let her know it, but most of them were respectful of the fact that she was married. Rick Cadsen, however, the boss, he just didn’t seem to get it. He leered disrespectfully, made rude comments, and thought that his oafishness was cool enough to get her to leave her husband, or at least cheat on him.

She urned into the front office, waved to the girls there, and entered Rick Cadsen’s office.

“Hi, Rick. What can I do for you?”

“Have a seat,” he gestured to a chair in front of his desk. When she sat down he stood up and walked around the desk.

She watched him, suspicious, as he went to the door and said to his secretary in a loud voice, “I don’t want to be disturbed.” Trying to make it look like more than it was.

Oh, crap! Joanie thought. The little asshole was going to be chasing her around the desk.

But he made no move towards her, simply went back around his desk and sat down. He leaned back, considered her with a look that he thought was compassionate, but was really just a disgusting ogle.

She broke first. “What’s going on?”

“Joanie,” he started, cleared his throat, and continued. “I, uh…I came into possession of some shocking information.”

What did somebody use too much paper in the corporate bathroom and leave you too little to wipe your fat ass? she thought.

“I don’t know how to tell you this, I know it’s going to be hurtful, but somebody has to tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

He said nothing, just looked at her with a grim but ‘trying to be friendly and concerned’ look and pushed a big manila envelope towards her.

Her eyebrows dipped a bit and she picked up the envelope. She opened the flap and pulled out a sheaf of photographs. Her heart stopped. Her mouth opened. Her soul suddenly felt like it had been turned upside down and stepped on.

Pictures. Glossy color. Eight by ten. A man walking with a woman on the street. Holding hands. Standing under a sign, arms wrapped around each other, kissing passionately. Checking into a motel. Shots of the couple in bed. Naked. Fucking. Sucking. Doggystyle. Him slapping her ass. Him cumming and raising his head as if howling at the moon.

And the man was Chuck.

Her husband.

Who had just made mad, passionate love to her this morning. Who had deposited his seed in her.

Moisture filled her eyes and the world wavered. She placed the photos on the envelope, which was laying on Rick’s desk.

“You can see how sensitive this was.”

She saw all right. She saw how he had trapped her, and she knew what his next words were going to be.

He leaned forward, placed his hand on hers, and said, “If there’s anything I can do for you. If you need a place to stay…anything.”

She stared at him. Fucking asshole. She is shattered and he is there to pick up the pieces. And she knew he was reveling in her disaster and appreciating it only as a chance for him to put the make on her.

She stood up, retracted her hand. Tears streamed down her cheeks.

She wiped the tears away, forced herself to stop crying, and picked up the photos and jammed them back into the envelope.

“Thanks, Rick.” She tried not to sound bitter, or pissed, or anything. She turned and left the office.

Behind her Rock smiled. Everything was going according to plan. First get her to break off her marriage with that idiot husband of hers, then he could move in for the kill. As Joanie walked back to her office, distraught and shattered, he whistled a happy tune.

Joanie entered the cubicle and sat down. Linda immediately picked up that something bad had happened.

“Joanie, what’s wrong. Tell me, girlfriend.”

Joanie started to cry again and Linda supplied her with tissues. Joanie handed Linda the envelope.

Silently, Linda opened it and took out the photos. She gasped. “This is…”

“Yep.” Joanie sniffled.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry!” The two women hugged and Joanie cried some more.

“You got these from the little asshole, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And then he started pitching you.”

Joanie didn’t have to answer.

“That son of a…” She didn’t finish the statement. Then: “Well, if there’s anything I can do, anything…you know.”

And her offer, unlike Rick Cadsen’s was void of ulterior motives. It was from the heart, a sincere desire to help.

“Thank you,” Joanie managed, then she looked at her friend. “I don’t know what to do about this. Should I confront him? Move out? what?”

“Well, in my experience,” Linda had gone through a messy divorce two years before, “there are two options.”

“Which are?” Joanie blotted her eyes and tried to save her make up.

“The first is to sit down with the idiot and talk to him. Work it out.”

“And the second?

“Teach him a lesson.”

They stared at each other.

“So which do you want to do? Is he worth saving? Or should you teach him a lesson?”

Joanie thought about her marriage, and now that she understood that Chuck had been cheating she understood how and why he acted the way he did.

He worked long hours, but didn’t show much pay for it. So he wasn’t working, he was fucking somebody else, and this had been going on for almost the length of their marriage.

And when he was home, now that she was thinking about it, he either wanted food, or to fuck.

Was he worth going to bat for? Should she try to save her marriage?

Sadly, she knew the answer was no.

She whispered, “How do we go about teaching him a lesson?”

Linda nodded, leaned forward, and began to talk. By lunch they had a plan, and it was a doozy.

Chuck was late home that night, but when he came in, looking a little tired, Joanie had a big dinner for him.

“Well, well,” he smiled.

And she thought about how he had just been dipping the wick in some other woman. She wondered what she would do if she insisted on sex. But she knew. She had tried on previous occasions and he had just begged off. Too tired. Yeah, from all the sex he was getting elsewhere.

“What’s the occasion?” he asked, digging into a mouth watering steak.

“I just want you to know how much I appreciate you.” Bastard. “And, there’s something else?”

“Oh?” he mumbled as he chewed with his mouth open. Funny, she was really seeing him in new lights now. Things she had accepted before were no longer acceptable. But she kept her cool. Linda had drilled her all day long on how to treat the doofus.

She sat down opposite him and reached over to put her hands on one of his. “Honey, what is it you have always wanted.”

He took his hand away, the better to use a knife and fork. “Uh…”

“That’s right. I’ve got somebody lined up.”

His eyes opened wider. She knew he was getting a hard on.

“I have a friend, and she wants to get together with us.”

“A…really? We’re going to have a two on one?”

“And you’re the one. This woman really wants a piece of you,” heh heh, “and I have talked to her extensively, but there are going to be certain conditions.”

“Like what?” He wasn’t even suspicious, just horny. He was going to get a ménage à trois. He was going to be part of a ‘throuple,’ He was going to get to fuck two women at once!

“Well, this woman doesn’t want to be identified. So she’s going to be in a costume. And, she doesn’t want to risk getting pregnant. Her husband, of course, will know nothing about this.”

“Well, uh…I guess so.”

He guessed so? He was so eager he was drooling. Drooling down there, too, no doubt.

“So when is this going to happen?”

“Pretty soon. We have to work out certain logistics, and…I have to tell you, this girl has a kink. She likes whips and chains. I tell ya, she actually wants to go further, but…I don’t want you freaked out. But sometime in the next couple of weeks I’m going to spring it on you.”

“Wow!” he blurted. He was so horny he even forgot he was eating. Half masticated steak was sitting in his mouth while he talked.

“Honey, I can’t believe this.”

“Well, believe. You are the greatest, and it’s the least I can do for you. Besides, when you think about it, it’ll be sort of fun, right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

He was grinning big. His lips were stretched across his face.

Joanie just smiled, patted his hand, and left him to his steak.

The next couple of days were intense. Chuck actually spent more time at home, ‘worked’ less, and was unusually polite to her.

Of course, his ulterior motive was that he was anxious for the great ménage à trois to happen. He was dying for her to make this ‘triad’ happen.

The unfortunate part of this excitement was that, being home more he wanted to make love. But Joanie had an answer for that one.

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry! It’s that time of month!”

That cooled Chuck down a bit, but since he was home more, and wasn’t getting laid by his wife nor his mistress, he was getting hornier and hornier.

Which was fine with Joanie. Let the bastard get so horny his balls blew up.

Meanwhile, Joanie and Linda had their heads together all week, planning and plotting and putting the ‘Great Revenge’ in motion.

Rick was a frustrated horn dog. He wasn’t having any luck getting Joanie in bed. He had had flowers delivered, dropped off a box of chocolates, ostensibly for everybody, but delivered to her desk.

Damn! That bitch better learn to put out!

So thinking, he filed his work for the day and headed out. It was time for a drink or eight, and maybe he could come up with an idea for getting Joanie into bed. He sure hated the idea of a weekend putting out cash for sex, and jacking off was getting old.

He walked out into the parking garage and headed for his Maserati. His dick was half hard and he adjusted it in his pants, and froze.

A figure was leaning against the big pillar next to his car. He was wearing a trench coat and a fedora pulled low over his eyes.

Rick parked out by the pillar because it was in a corner and he didn’t want people opening their car doors and banging them into his precious pussy wagon. But now, a suspicious character in front of him…

The figure stepped out from the pillar and faced him.

He walked slower and squinted. Light wasn’t great, but…it was a woman!

Then the woman lifted her head, pushed back her hat and exposed her eyes and face, and Rick gasped. It was Joanie.

Slowly, she unbuttoned the trench coat. Button by button, bottom to top. She showed her nylon clad legs, sleek and sexy. Then the trench coat parted at the waist and she was wearing…panties! Then the garter belt, and, finally, her magnificent breasts came into view! Large expanses of tender flesh barely encased in a flimsy bra.

Rick gulped, took another step forward. His gifts, the flowers and chocolate, they must have worked.

“Oh, my…” he started to say,

She stepped towards him, one hand in the trench coat.

“Honey?” Joanie smiled, “Are you ready for the wildest night of sex you could ever imagine?”

“Oh, baby!” He licked his lips, reached out with his hands, and she pulled the gun out of her pocket and shot him.

The gun was a taser, and the prongs penetrated his clothing and stuck into his flesh. They would leave bare pin pricks on his body, but their effect was incredible.

He began dancing the electrocution dance even as he stumbled, fell to his knees, and then onto his side. He was shaking and shivering and making mewling sounds. His eyes were blank and he flailed briefly, then lay still.

Linda came up behind him. She also had a taser, and she would have used it if Joanie’s had misfired or somehow not worked.

“Wow. That was cool.”

They looked down at their unconscious boss.

“That really worked.”

“You can say that again,” she looked at her friend and grinned, “but don’t.”

Joanie laughed. “Come on, let’s get him inside the van.”

They grabbed his arms and handcuffed them behind his back, then they dragged him to the van sitting on the other side of the pillar from his car. He was a sack, and awkward, managing an unconscious body is always awkward, but they managed to get him over the lip of the door and into the van. They put him on his belly, put duc tape over his mouth and hung a rope over a strut on the roof of the van and to his hands. A quick pull and he was completely immobilized. Hanging by his bound wrists and able only to sway with the motion of the vehicle.

Rick was dazed, and he slowly came back to the world of the living. He heard things, low voices, but he didn’t understand what they were saying. He heard a groan, then realized it was him.

He was awake…what had happened? Then it came filtering back to him. Joanie stepping out from the pillar. Undoing her trench coat, dressed like…like he liked them. And…he jerked, and was finally totally awake.

“Ricky Boy is back.”

He heard the voice and tried to look around, but he could see nothing! A moment of panic, and he pulled and jerked his arms, then his legs, but he couldn’t move more than a few inches.

He was standing up, his arms and legs spread to the sides.

“Uhhmoodd!” He screamed, but his voice was trapped behind something.

“Okay, Ricky, are you ready to be unveiled?” Giggles accompanied the voice. It sounded like two women. One was Joanie!

Suddenly the tape was ripped off his eyes.

He blinked and the world came into focus.

“Oops. Looks like Ricky lost some eyebrows.”

“That’s okay. We were going to pluck them anyway.”

The other woman was the one who worked in the same cubicle with Joanie. Her name was…it was…Linda.

They stood, one with arms folded, the other leaning with an elbow on a shoulder. They were laughing at him.

Rage shook him, and he pulled, and looked to the sides.

He was in a storage unit. Bare, metal walls, cement floor, a single light in a cage above him. His arms were stretched out by ropes, and the ropes were attached to the small girders that ran up the side of the storage unit. His legs were similarly spread and fastened.

He looked at the girls.

“Hey, Ricky, you ready for your hot date?” Joanie had lost the coat and was standing in bra and panties. Her legs shining in nylon, the garter straps faming her crotch.

“Hoookmuuut!” His throat was dry, his words made no sense, but his meaning was obvious. ‘Let me go.’

“Hunh? What do you think he wants?”

“I don’t know. He should speak up and let us know.”

“Yeah, but he’s the strong, silent type.”

Linda snickered. “Well, the silent type.”

She stepped closer to him.

Rick’s eyes were filled with rage.

“I want you to calm down, Ricky Boy.”

He mumbled something, and manifested even more rage.

Linda punched him lightly in the balls. “Respect is a lesson well learned,” she said.

He groaned. It hadn’t been a hard punch, but it let him know that he wasn’t in charge. His eyes lost their rage and he started to worry. He was helpless here.

“That’s better. Now then, I’m going to take the duc tape off your mouth. You can scream if you want, but this is after hours for this storage place, and there is nobody here. We checked. No bums, no owners, nobody but us. So you can scream if you want, but don’t scream too much. You piss me off and I use your balls for punching bags. Got it?”

“Uh huh.” that came through the duc tape clearly.

Linda smiled. She reached up and ripped.

“Ow!”

“Oops! Looks like you lost a bit of mustache on that one.”

“That’s okay. He’s about to lose it all.”

“What are you bitches doing?” he snarled.

Linda and Joanie looked at each other. “Bitches?”

“Did he just call us bitches?”

“Do you want to sock him in the nuts? Or should I?”

“Hey! Wait a minute?”

“You’re stronger than me.”

“But I might hurt his poor, little nutsack.”’

Won’t hurt me.”

“Okay.”

“Stop!”

Linda punched him in the groin.

She punched harder this time, and the sound was a sickening smack.

Rick sagged in his restraints. His gut clenched and he wanted to throw up. His face was whiter than Casper’s sheet.

“Man, those kick boxing lessons are really paying off!” Linda exulted.

“How are your kicks? Can you make him hurl with a kick?”

“I don’t know, let’s find out.”

Linda stepped back and took a fighting stance, her foot lashed out, she gave a yell, a fighting scream, and Rick almost passed out from just the thought of it.

But she didn’t connect. She stopped just in time.

Rick shivered, and he heard a splattering sound. He looked down. He had lost control of his bladder.

Linda and Joanie laughed.

“Wow! We should have done this a long time ago!”

“Please, whimpered Rick. “Please. Let me go. I’ll do anything.”

Once again the girls stood in front of him, Linda with her arms folded, Joanie with an elbow on her friends shoulder.

“Do you think he’s learned respect?”

“I don’t know. Have you learned respect, Ricky Boy?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Hunh. I don’t know. I need the work out. He could always learn more respect.”

“No! Please! I’m sorry! Please!”

Joanie looked at Linda, “He’s sorry? What’s he ever done to be sorry for?”

Linda: “Yeah. what have you ever done to be sorry for.”

At this point Rick tried to hedge a bit. “I don’t know. Whatever it is you think I’ve done. I’m sorry.”

“Whatever we think you’ve done?”

Joanie snorted. “Where do we start?”

“Please. Let me loose. Let me go and I’ll forget everything. I’ll give you raises. Anything you want.”

Linda shook her head in disgust.

Joanie said, “But we don’t want you to forget. We want you to remember this night forever. We don’t want you ever to forget.”

“But…I…”

Linda said, “Let’s go back to the things he’s sorry for.”

“Yes. What are you sorry for, Ricky Boy?”

“I don’t…I’m sorry for everything.”

“Are you sorry for being a pest and grabbing the ass of every girl in the company?”

“Oh, God! Yes! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“And what about Annie Gilroy? Are you sorry for her?”

“Annie…Annie…?”

“Surely you haven’t forgotten Annie Gilroy. You pledged your love to her, fucked her, ruined her marriage. She quit and then you wouldn’t give her a letter of recommendation.”

“But, she…she said…”

“What did she say, Ricky Boy? Did she threaten to go to HR? which you happen to own?”

“Or the police?”

“No. She was too ashamed. She just wanted to go somewhere, learn from her mistakes, get back to work.”

“She’s working all right. She’s working as a counter girl at Subway. Highly trained, college educated, and she’s slapping meat between buns.”

Rick begged: “I know. That was bad. I didn’t do right by her. I can fix it!”

“How? Give her back her job? I doubt if she’d want to work for you again.”

“No…I can write her a letter of recommendation that will get her a job anywhere.”

“Hmmm. Ricky Boy is making points.”

“But what about Lupe?”

“Oh, fuck!” whined Rick, hanging his head.

For an hour the two girls laid out the list of women abused, and there was nothing Ricky could do, or say. He was guilty. They all knew it. The only question was…what were they going to do with him?

Finally, Joanie said, “Ricky Boy, we’ve prepared some documents for you to sign.”

“What kind of documents?”

“Well, there’s the letter of recommendation for Annie.”

“And a bonus for Lupe.”

“And then there’s…” all in all there were fifteen documents to be signed.

“Okay. Okay. I can do all that. But…” he smiled ingratiatingly and waggled his arms.

“Oh, he wants to be let loose.”

“No. Not yet, Ricky boy. But we’ve prepared a special desk for you.”

Joanie rolled a tall box to a place in front of Rick’s right hand. Linda gave his right hand a little slack. Rick was able to lower his hand just enough to make his signature. The desk was a little too high for him to see, but…he could sign his name.

“Don’t try to mess up your signature, Ricky Boy. We’ve seen it enough to know what it looks like.” Linda put a pen in his hand and arranged the first piece of paper.

“I won’t.” He was grateful. This was all going to be over soon. And he was already planning on what charges he would file with the police. He was going to see these bitches spent a hundred years in jail!

He could just barely see over the lip of the desk, and he signed on the line as he was supposed to.

Linda examined it, then held up a contract from his own company and compared signatures. “Looks good.”

Joanie put a letter up, and he signed it. then another one, and another one. Linda examined each one to make sure there were not tricks.

Sixteen pieces of paper. Sixteen signatures. And he was done.

Linda put the signed papers in a small briefcase and placed the briefcase next to the rolling door.

“Okay,” smiled Rick. “We’re done, right? You can let me go now.”

“Well, about that…”

“You are going to let me go! You promised! I signed fifteen documents and you’d let me go. I signed them. You have to let me go!” His voice was rising in panic.

“You know, I don’t recall promising to let Ricky Boy go.”

“No. We just asked him to sign the documents, and he agreed.”

“But you have to let me go!” Tears came from his eyes. “You have to!”

“Do you have to let him go?”

“No. No. I don’t have to. Do you?”

“But what are you…you can’t…you need to.”

Linda stepped up to him. She placed a finger on his lips to shush him. “Ricky Boy, you seem to have a misunderstanding. You think that you can abuse everybody, ruin their lives, and then just walk away.”

“But—“

“Shut up, Ricky Boy. And let me ask you a question.”

Ricky shut, but his eyes were wild.

“When you showed Joanie those pics of her husband, were you trying to get into her panties?”

“No! I was just…”

“How did you get those pictures, Ricky Boy?” Joanie’s voice was low and intense.

“I have a private investigator. He’s done work for me, and he took those pictures for somebody else, I don’t know why, maybe the other woman’s husband. He, the private investigator, he though I might be interested in them.”

“And you were, weren’t you?”

“I…I thought I was doing Joanie a favor.”

“Well, you were. You did her a big favor. You revealed that her husband is a skunk, and you also showed her how despicable you are.”

“But…I didn’t mean to…I…”

“Ricky Boy, we are about to fuck you up in the worst possible way.”

Rick broke. He opened his mouth to scream, but that was what Linda was waiting for. As soon as his mouth opened she jammed a dick shaped gag into his mouth.

“Ack…gah…wha…” He spluttered and tried to talk, but it’s hard to speak when you’ve got a penis in your mouth.

Quickly, she pulled the leather strap around his head and pulled it tight.

Rick tried to yell, to scream. He shouted insults. He was a desperate man.

Desperation, in this instance, did him no good.


PART TWO

Rick stared at the two women in horror.

Linda smiled, went to a small tool kit sitting on the floor of the storage unit, and took out a knife. She walked across the floor and stood in front of Rick. She held the knife up. It was a simple box cutter, with a very sharp razor blade poking out.

“What should I do with this, Ricky Boy?”

Rick tried to move away. His feet pushed on the floor and slipped, bis body sagged back.

“Why don’t you cut his clothes off? Isn’t it about time we found out the truth about his manhood?”

“Well, sure! Ricky Boy, you want to get undressed, don’t you?”

Rick shook his head, his eyes shaking in their sockets.

“What?” Linda snarled and heeled the knife right in front of one eye.

Rick started nodding. Yes, he wanted to get undressed.

Joanie giggled. “You are so bad.”

“I know,” Linda grinned.

She bent down and pulled his pant leg out and began slicing. She sliced right up to the groin, then stopped and looked at Rick. “Don’t move around, Ricky Boy. You don’t want me to slice off something you want to keep, right?”

Rick made pleading noises. He was crying.

Linda grabbed the other pant leg and sliced. Rick felt cool air touch his legs as she pulled the pants off him. Then he had only the waist area of the pants left, and the crotch.

“God, it is so tempting. One little flick and…” she shook her head and sliced the waist area of his pants off.

Rick moaned and cried, but it did no good.

“I’m down to his panties. Want to see?”

“Sure,” Joanie said, and she came over to watch the grand unveiling.

With a couple of flicks of the wrist and a pull on Rick’s tighty whiteys and they left his frame.

For a moment Linda and Joanie said nothing. Then they started to laugh.

“Oh, my God!”

“It’s so small!”

“No wonder he’s not married!”

“No wonder he can’t keep a girlfriend!”

In truth, Rock’s cock was regular sized, he wasn’t unduly large or small, but listening to the girl’s laugh he suddenly felt like he was an inch long, and that was when he was hard.

“Well, I was afraid we were going to have trouble hiding it, but…no. That teeny thing will be easy to hide.”

Rick was puzzled, but he couldn’t ask.

“Okay, let me get the…holy crap! Look!”

Joanie looked down to where Linda was pointing.

Shame colored Rick’s face. He was getting hard.

“It’s still small,” observed Joanie.

“Yeah, but he’s getting hard because of what we’re doing.”

“Is that true? Ricky Boy? Does kink turn you on? You want us to spank you till you cum?

Rick shook his head, trying to look away, totally humiliated.

“Well, it still won’t be hard to hide.”

Linda finished cutting his clothes off, and Rick stood there, spread-eagled, naked, and his face redder than Rudolph’s nose.

“Okay, you have the goop ready?”

Joanie stepped forward with a spray can. “Ricky Boy, you are about to be depilated.”

Rick didn’t know what depilation was, but he quickly found out. Joanie sprayed his body. He felt an immediate burn, then Linda wiped the spray off, along with all his hair.

Up and down his legs they went. Then his arms, then his chest and back.

“Now comes the hard part,” muttered Linda.

“Emphasis on the word ‘hard.’”

They sprayed his groin and wiped all his hair off. He couldn’t see, couldn’t bend his head over far enough to examine his groin, but he felt currents of air. It felt naked.

They did his crack. Wiped every hair out of his ass, and Joanie made the quip, “He’s still got a hair up his ass.”

“Always will.”

Then they went after his face and skull. They were careful around his eyebrows, covering them with little strips of tape, but they wiped his chin and his five o’clock shadow disappeared. Then they rubbed the stuff into his scalp and he became bald.

The girls stood back and smiled.

“Now that’s one bald baby.”

“It was a hairy job, but we did it.”

They high fived and left him alone for a minute. They sat and shared a sub sandwich, bought, they told him, from the Subway his ex-girlfriend worked at.

“And I used the company credit card,” Joanie said. “And I left her a big tip.”

Rick said nothing.

Rick was pretty much shattered by now. He had been tased, bullied, made fun of, and lost all his hair. He felt helpless, and it was only going to get worse.

After their quick break the girls went to work.

Linda put a thick, leather collar on him. “This is to keep your head still. We’re going to make you up, and we don’t want to make a mess. I suggest you hold as still as possible.”

Rick couldn’t speak so he just nodded a small nod.

Joanie began cleansing him. As soon as she was done Linda moved in with primer. Step by step they prepared his face. The odd thing was that the make up they used was pink. When they were done he had a pink, female face!

But, pink or not, the girls kept working. They each took an eye and worked on it. They shadowed his lids dusky, outlined his eyes, and lengthened his eye lashes.

“Looks cute, doesn’t he?” Joanie said as she put lipstick on him.

“Cutesy boo boo.” Muttered Linda. Her tongue stuck out the corner of her mouth as she held a needle to his lobe. A quick poke—he said ow! behind the penis gag—and she put a little chandelier on his ear. Then a poke, and the other ear was similarly adorned.

“Okay. Do we pierce his nose? Maybe give him a tattoo?”

Rick’s eyes widened and they laughed.

“Let’s get him dressed.”

“Now, Ricky Boy, we’re going to put clothes on you, and we’re going to have to release one of your limbs at a time. If you try anything…” she held up the taser and grinned. “Please…try something.”

He shook his head in the negative.

Dressing him was simple, but took care and caution.

Joanie loosened his right leg. He just stood there as she slipped a pair of panties on to his leg.

But they weren’t just any panties. They were made of latex, very stretchy, and they had a pussy on the front, and a little tube on the inside.

She didn’t pull the panties up, however. She put on a single hose and a garter belt.

She pulled his leg tight again and secured it.

She loosened the left leg and slipped the weird panties and the garter and a single hose on.

She pulled everything up to his thighs, then pulled the left leg tight again.

She pulled the pussy panties up and stuffed his cock into the little tube inside. It made his cock point straight down, and it was uncomfortable, but she didn’t care.

Then she pulled up the garter belt and tightened it around his waist. Finally, she pulled up the hose and fastened them to the garter belt.

His body was surprising feminine from the waist down. He was hairless, wearing sexy stockings, and his legs were just like a woman’s. His face was also feminine. It was only his chest area that retained any sign of masculinity.

“Okay, here we go.”

Linda brought out two large breast forms. She applied a thick coat of glue to the backs of the forms. Meanwhile, Joanie was scrubbing Rick’s chest, then she put glue on that.

Carefully, they estimated placement, and pressed the boobs onto him.

Rick stood, helpless, his eyes flitting bakc and forth between the two women. Two women, pressed against him, once a dream, now a nightmare.

Five minutes passed and the girls stood back. Rick felt the sudden weight on his chest. Linda put a bra around him and fastened it. She undid the straps,  looped them over his shoulder, and refastened them.

The girls stood back and smiled happily.

Rick was female. Except for his bald head.

His body was shapely, he had big boobs and…a slight tummy.

“Got to do something about his love handles.”

“Got just the thing.” Linda held up a corselet. She wrapped it around his body and they started pulling it tight. The top flared slightly below his new boobs, and the bottom snugged his waist so that his hips flared.

Rick grunted as they tightened the thing. It was hard breathing, but they didn’t seem to care.

They took another break. They sat on the floor of the storage unit and sipped Cokes.

“He really does make a good looking woman.”

“I wonder if, when he finally gets out of this, he’ll be a cross dresser.

“Probably. Now that he sees how much fun it is.”

Rick couldn’t breath. His cock was struggling inside the little tube in his pussy panties. He felt so…weird.

Yet…his cock kept trying to get hard. And the truth was…he was excited.

He was dressed like a woman…and he liked it. It was shameful, but true. Under the pink make up his face was totally red.

“Okay, let’s put some clothes on him and cage him.”

Again, they loosened one limb at a time. They put a pink one piece on him. The suit was too small, and it compressed around his body tightly. His garter snaps came out the bottom of the leg holes, and his latex pussy was clearly outlined. His tits now looked seamless, and enormous.

“Now that’s a monkey knuckle,” giggled Lina.

“Camel toe.”

“Monkey knuckle.

“Camel toe!”

They laughed and Joanie stepped forward and squeezed Rick’s pussy. He could feel his imprisoned weenie in the little tube.

They put a pink wig on him. They glued it right to his scalp, and it was just like his own hair. Sprouting out of the pink hair were two big bunny ears.

Then they blackened the end of his nose, drew some whiskers on his cheeks, and put pink make up down to the beck of the one piece.

“Maybe you haven’t figured it out, but you are sexier than the Energizer Bunny.

“Rabbit.”

“Bunny.”

“Rabbit.”

“Whatever.”

“Anyway, you are going to be more useful than the battery in a girl’s dildo.”

“Much more useful.”

The girls walked behind him, then he heard a scraping sound. They pushed a cage made out of thick wire, so thick he couldn’t hope to bend the wires, in front of him. The cage was in  the shape of human body on all fours. Rick stared, aghast. He had no intention of being put in that!

His intentions were of no matter, however.

The girls tilted the cage up, loosened one arm and ran it down through the front leg, or arm, of the cage. They tied it off and he had one arm inserted and trapped.

Linda got out the taser.

“You can go in conscious, or unconscious. But…please. Try something.”

Joanie loosed his other arm, ran the rope down the other arm of the cage, and pulled.

With Linda holding the taser at the ready, Rick fell forward, the cage fell forward, and…bang! He was arms inside the cage.

It was only a. matter of minutes before his legs were loosened, one at a time, and he was imprisoned in the ‘all fours’ cage.

Joanie lowered the top, applied a padlock, and he was trapped.

He was stuck in the all fours position and couldn’t do much more than wiggle.

The girls took the ropes off his limbs and tossed them aside.

Rick stood on all fours, helpless, a pink bunny. His ass poked up through the rear, and his head was elevated in the front. He was trapped.

Linda reached down to his butt and cut away the bottom of the one piece. She made a nice, neat hole, then slapped some lube in his asshole.

“Mmmph!” Rick yelped.

She reamed his asshole for a minute, then put a butt plug into his rectum. The exposed end of the butt plug was a fluffy, white, cotton tail.

Now he truly was a pink bunny.

“Well, well. Isn’t this exciting?” Joanie squatted and looked Rick in the eye. “Would you like a few minutes of mouth freedom?”

He nodded as best he could, which was only an inch of up and down.

She gently took out the penis plug and put it aside.

Rick swallowed. His throat was dry, and Linda offered him a sip of Coke. He drank greedily.

“Okay, honey, we’re getting close to the finish.”

“What are you going to do?”

Joanie smiled. “Make your dreams come true. Now, open wide.”

He thought she was going to put the penis plug back in his mouth. He didn’t want that, but Linda was standing behind her with the taser.

He heaved a big breath, opened his mouth to speak, to object, but she shoved the plug back into this mouth.

Except it wasn’t the penis plug. It was a circular dental tool. It was stiff rubber, could be bent with a little effort, and it went behind his teeth. Suddenly his mouth was stuck in the open position.

“Uh…uh!” He was scared.

“It’s okay, Ricky Boy. Just hold tight.”

They rolled up the door and Linda went out, then Joanie lowered it. A minute later and he heard a motor, then Joanie opened the door again.

The back of the van was right up against the roll door opening, and a big blast of exhaust filled the small room.

Joanie opened the back door of the van and put a pair of planks from the back of the van to the floor of the storage unit.

Linda walked behind Rick and he heard her doing something, then a platform slid under the cage and he was tilted up. Both girls balanced the hand cart and walked Rick, cage and all, into the back of the van. They lowered him to the floor of the van, put the hand cart  to the side, pulled in the planks, and closed the back door.

Rick stood on all fours and wondered what the hell they were going to do to him. He heard the storage unit door roll down, then the doors up front slammed and the van started moving. Trapped on all fours, all Rick could do was wait.

Shiela heard the doorbell and sighed. Chuck, no doubt. Come to kiss her ass for not seeing her for a week. Well, he could kiss her patootie till Hell froze over. She was not about to forgive him.

She swung the door open, her mouth already open and ready to snap at him. Her eyes blinked and her mouth closed when she realized it wasn’t Chuck. It was some woman she had never seen, and she had a gun in her hand.

Linda pulled the trigger and the leads penetrated through cloth and embedded in flesh. ZZZZZZZ! Shiela did the spastic puppet dance and collapsed. Her limbs jerked a couple more times, but she was out.

Linda waved to Joan and Joan backed the van up to the garage. She checked Rick, he was in his all fours cage, just waiting.

She ran to the front door and helped Linda.

The two women dragged Shiela into the living room. Joan found a chair with armrests and brought it in. It was sturdy, it wasn’t going to fall apart under a little struggling, and they cuffed Shiela’s arms to the armrests and her ankles to the rungs. Then they put a ball gag in her mouth, and went back out to the garage.

In the garage they opened the door, the door to the van, and put down the planks. A minute later and Rick was in his cage on the cement floor. His eyes were wild, but there was no way he could move.

Linda hooked up a camera in the high corner of the garage, put a piece of tape over the red light, then ran a wire through the house to the TV in the living room.

Shiela stirred. “Oh…” She moved her head. Then she jerked and came awake. She raised her head.

Joanie and Linda were sitting on the couch, waiting for her.

“Who are you?”

“I’m Chuck’s wife.”

Shiela gasped.

“I’m with her,” Linda pointed at Joanie.

“What…what are you doing?”

“We have a show we want you to watch. It’ll take us a while to get it started, but I think you’ll be interested.”

Linda turned the TV on, and Shiela blinked and stared at the picture. It was her own garage, and a…a pink bunny person…was in a strange body shaped cage. The person had a white, fluffy tail and just…waited.

“I don’t understand.”

“You will,” Joanie remarked ominously.

“I’ll wait till you get back before I gag her.”

Joanie nodded, got up and left the room.

Linda settled back and turned the TV to a regular station. She got the Kardashians.

Chuck was irritated. He had been waiting a week for his big surprise, and he was impatient. How long did it take to organize a ménage à trois? How long did it take to get two women in bed?

Then he grinned. He wondered who this mystery woman was. He had to know her, and she had to know him, so…who?

One of Joanie’s friends? Had to be. But which one? Was it Sally? She had a nice face, but her knockers were less than he desired. Or maybe Mary? Yeah, she would be one, righteous fuck. Or how about Carol? he could just imagine those luscious lips sucking on his hog.

Suddenly he heard the sound of Joanie’s car in the garage.

He looked at his wrist watch. She had been gone all night, but she said his surprise was almost ready.

He grinned. He was going to be porkin’ big before the night was done.

Joanie came into the kitchen. “Chuck?”

“Yeah?” he entered the kitchen. Man he was horny. She’d been on the rag all week. He needed some nookie, and he needed it bad.

But Joanie was sniffling, and she threw herself into his arms. “Oh, Chuck! I messed up!”

“What? What is it?” His heart sank. He wasn’t going to get his ménage à trois after all.

“I’ve got a yeast infection!”

He blinked as she burrowed into him and cried.

“A yeast infection?” Oh, shit!

“That’s right! I can’t fuck you. And I so wanted to be part of this little triad.”

“That’s okay, baby. We can do it another time.”

“Well, I don’t know if the other girl is going to be willing another time.”

“Well…” Oh crap! how could she do this to him!

“But, if it’s all right, we fixed up another surprise for you.”

“You did?” Hope springs eternal in the human breast.

“Yes. You want to come find out about it?”

“Well, sure.”

“Okay,” she dried her sniffles and tried a smile. It sort of worked. “Come on. I’ll tell you about it. We can take my car.”

Chuck was irritated, but he was also feeling better. He was still getting some sort of a surprise. He was going to get something out of this.

Joanie drove across town, and as she drove she explained to Chuck, “This girl, I met her through a friend of a friend, she says she knows you. She says she only spoke to you a few times, but she was really impressed with you. But, here’s the thing, she’s terribly shy. I told her I wouldn’t tell you who she was, and we fixed her up in a really cool BDSM cage. You’ll see. But she’s in a bunny suit so you won’t be able to tell who she is. If you recognize her, please don’t let on. It would embarrass her.”

“Oh, don’t worry.”

“The thing is, you can do whatever you want to her. She doesn’t want to get pregnant, but her asshole is fine, and her mouth. Do you mind that? I mean, I know you’v always talked about anal sex, and it’s not with me, but do you mind?”

“No…no…”

He gloated in his mind. He was going to get to analize some bitch, and there was no bullshit yak yak about ‘I love you so much I could die,’ and all that sort of thing. He was going to get to fuck some bitch up the asshole, and the mouth, and just walk away. Man, what could be sweeter, eh?

As they approached their destination, however, Chuck noted that they were heading towards where his girlfriend lived. He chuckled inside. What a hoot. They were going to have to name this part of town after him.

Then Joanie turned down the street Shiela lived on, and he started to feel a strange nervousness inside.

Joanie stopped the car up the block from where Shiela lived and turned to him. “Remember, if you recognize her, don’t tell her. She’s willing to do this for you…you should do that for her.”

“Okay.” His eyes were fixed on Shiela’s house.

Joanie drove up in front of Shiela’s house and stopped.

Chuck’s heart was in his throat. Was this some sort of trick? What the hell was happening here?

Joanie grinned. “Okay, lover. I might not be in it, but you get to have your fun. Are you ready?”

He nodded, was unable to speak.

“Come on, we’re supposed to go in through the side door.”

Joanie led the way and they went through a side gate, then stepped into the garage.

Rick was in the cage in the center of the garage.

Joanie pulled Chuck over to him.

“See how beautiful she is? And all she wants is to feel your cock inside her.”

Rick tried to speak, but the ring keeping his mouth open distorted his words. He tried to move, but it looked like she just wanted to move her ass up and down.

“Go on, baby. Take her little fluffy tail out and have a good fuck.”

Chuck was mind blasted, but he saw what had happened. His girlfriend, who pretended to be somewhat vanilla in sex, had met his wife, and she had agreed with this little plot. She knew who his wife was, and she was no doubt getting off on this. She was going to get fucked right in front of his wife! And Joanie wouldn’t even know!

Oh, my God! he thought. How fucking delicious!

“Come on, honey.” Joanie pulled his zipper down.

His cock was hard, steel hard, and dripping. He walked around the pink bunny. Holy fuck!

He moved to the back end and pulled out the fluffy, white tail.

He could see the pussy outlined under the pink one piece. The asshole was perfectly positioned for his cock. Chuck licked his lips, moved forward and…

Rick screamed, but it came out like a high pitched moan of pleasure.

Chuck loved it. The asshole was obviously virgin, never been fucked. He began to pump in and out, nice, long, slow strokes.

Rick was gobbling something unintelligible and his body was writhing and twisting as much as it was able in the all fours body cage.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” Chuck crooned.

“Do his mouth now, honey!”

Chuck pulled back. Just in time, too. He didn’t want to wast this gift. He wanted to fuck Shiela for a long time.

He walked around and looked down at the top of Rick’s head. He figured that Shiela must have really gone out. Pink hair? Bunny ears? What a sweetheart!

He grabbed Rick’s face and plunged his cock into Rick’s mouth.

Rich tried to scream, but nothing came out, and his throat trying to work felt good to Chuck, who began banging even harder.

“That’s it, honey, give it to her good.”

Chuck grinned and gave the thumbs up.

“Go for the asshole! Do the anal!”

Chuck popped his dong out of Rick’s mouth and ran for the rear. He shoved it in and Rick again began squirming and wiggling and making noises.

Back and forth Chuck ran, end to end, having a great old time.

He was close several times, but each time Joanie called for him to switch ends, and that kept him from squirting.

Finally, however, he was too close. “I’m going to squirt! Which end do you want me to fill?”

“His mouth! Squirt in her mouth! Make her swallow every drop!”

Chuck ran for the mouth, and he just made it. He pushed his cock in and began to squirt. His shaft shuddered and his semen spurted out and squirted deep in Rick’s throat.

Rick felt the goo shoot down his throat, and it was too much. He began to gag, then he let loose and vomited all over Chuck’s cock.

Chuck stared down in wonder. What the fuck? Shiela had swallowed him plenty of times! Why would she choose this time to puke.

“Nice, Chuck.”

Chuck grinned, was confused, but happy.

“Okay, Linda. Cut her loose.”

Chuck turned to her. “What did you say?”

Joanie smiled, and waited.

Rick was still gagging and puking. He threw up all of Chuck’s seed, and it looked like he was working on throwing up a kidney or two.

Joanie smiled and held up a finger that he should wait.

Chuck stared at her. Wait? Why? And what was the ‘Linda’ remark. What was—

BANG! The door to the kitchen slammed open and Shiela burst out. She had no cuffs now, and no gag in her mouth.

Chuck stepped back in shock. What was Shiela doing in the kitchen? When she was in the all fours cage?

Then he got it. That wasn’t Shiela in the cage. And Shiela reached him.

He tried to defend himself, but it was hopeless. The TV had had no sound and she had just watched chuck screwing another woman. He was cheating on her! She kicked his balls and poked at his eyes. Chuck wound up on the floor, holding his testicles and trying to roll out of the way.

Finally, Shiela backed off, though it took the combined strength of Joanie and Linda to get her to do so. Still, she kept muttering insults. Short-dicked asshole was one of her favorites. Gay cocksucker was another.

“What is going on?” Chuck cried, bruised and battered he sat up. Then he looked at the cage. “And who’s that?”

Joanie tossed him the big manila envelope. Inside were copies of the pictures.

Chuck opened the envelope and saw the pictures and his face dropped, and his heart stopped, and he whispered, “Oh…fuck.”

“That’s right, Chuckles.”

Again, Chuck looked at the cage, “But who is that?”

Neither Joanie nor Linda said anything. Shiela kept muttering curses. Linda tossed Chuck the key.

Chuck got to his feet and unlocked the padlock and swung the top open.

Rick managed to stand up, and he was a mess. He had vomit and cum all over his face. He tried to hit Chuck, but Chuck stepped back and Chuck twisted around, tripped on the edge of the cage, and fell over.

Joan and Linda stood to one side and laughed.

Rick was crying now. He pulled the dental gag out of his mouth and crawled towards the side door. He opened it and crawled towards the side gate. He wasn’t thinking about how he was going to get home in a pink bunny suit with the asshole showing, he just wanted out of there.

Chuck looked at Joanie. “Honey, I’m sorry. I’ve been bad, but if you give me a chance…”

“Give you a chance? Ha!”

Chuck turned to Shiela, but she just snorted in disgust.

Chuck hung his head and walked out of the side door.

“That leaves you, little missy,” Linda looked at Shiela. “You’re guilty of stealing another woman’s husband.”

Shiela hung her head. “I’m sorry.” She slunk out of the garage.

Joanie and Linda faced each other, grinned, and high fived.

“And that only leaves one thing,” Joanie said.

“Yep.”

And the girls began gathering the tools they had used. They loaded the all fours cage, took down the camera, loaded the van and left.


EPILOGUE

On Monday morning Joanie and Linda and a dozen women filed into Rick’s office.

Rick face turned ashen as he saw all the women he had fucked and abused.

Linda presented a contract. Rick nodded and gave another letter of recommendation, this one written in his own hand, and a bonus. A substantial bonus.

Joanie presented the next one, and different woman stepped forward to receive a bonus and a letter.

On and on, until all the women were gone and only Joanie and Linda were left.

“You like being in charge?”

Rick stared at them dourly.

“Then you may be in charge. You make this company money, and we’re okay with that. But if there is any blowback to us, or to any of the ladies who just left, or even the hint of improper behavior on your part, then this tape goes to the internet.

Linda placed the tape of Rick as a pink bunny rabbit on his desk. Rick knew exactly what it was. He blanched, grabbed the copy and ripped the tape out and crumpled it and threw it in the trash and cried with the frustration of it all.

“We’ve got lots of copies, Rick.”

Rick tried his last shot. “What if I call the police?”

Joanie smiled. “We had you sign an extra letter. You never noticed, you were a bit distracted, but…here.” She tossed a copy of a letter on to his desk. The two girls then grinned at each other, turned around and left.

Rick picked up the letter and read it.

Dear Joanie and Linda,

I know I had to threaten you

to make this little bunny rabbit scenario happen,

but thank you.

I love getting fucked.,

and I love sucking cock.

I’ll write you each a check for $10,000 each.

And please don’t tell anybody about this,

I want to do it again.

Rick Cadsen

It was dated and signed, and Rick put his head down on his desk and began to cry.

END
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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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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!


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!


Big Stories

[image: ]

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 of a Cheater!’

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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