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PART ONE

“You’re not being logical!” I tried not to raise my voice, but I was only partially successful.

“Men dress ugly. They walk ugly. Everything they do is ugly!”

“Where do you get off with this crap? I never say such mean things to you?”

“The truth needs to be told.”

Gretchen glared at me, and I stared back.

My wife is a good looking a woman, and she’s smart—heck, she’s a world class research chemist for Moderna. Was majorly involved in vaccine research. Has been in the running for a Noble prize three times. Three friggin’ times! Do you know how smart that is?

But now she was not being smart. She had come home and started yelling at me, right out of the blue. And she had fixed herself up in a new, and sort of strange, way.

Normally she has light blonde hair in a pony tail, light blue eyes that can look so innocent, and a nice but sort of plain body.

Now that pony tail was combed out in a rich, lustrous wave.

Her blue eyes looked a deeper blue, an icier blue.

Her make up, which she didn’t normally wear much of, was…strict. By that I mean she had shadowed her eyes so that her eyes looked like the entrance to caves, and within the caves were glowing monsters.

And her lipstick was red with a glossy shine. Her lips looked like she had just drunk blood but had never been wiped the blood off.

But, with all these changes there was one other way she had changed that was even more drastic. Her boobs were bigger.

Look, I know my wife. She’s a 34B. She’s not a big woman. And that’s okay. I mean, a woman is a woman, and a boob is a boob, and when we start judging people by size then, well, let’s just say that would be a false standard.

I looked at what she was wearing. Black leather pants, a leather vest that didn’t cover he so much as emphasize her.her charms. But it wasn’t the clothes that made her look ‘chestier,’ she was a D now, and there was no disputing that. Maybe even bigger.

“I have signed you up for a pilates class, and we are going to take care of your wardrobe this weekend.”

“I don’t want to go to some stupid exercise class! And there is nothing wrong with the clothes I wear!”

She snapped, “You will do as I say!”

If I had snapped a picture of her that moment she would have been revealed as a militant, Germanic, arrogant Dominatrix. All she lacked was a whip. But, truthfully, her voice at that moment was whip enough.

“Honey, I think you’d better take a chill pill, maybe come down off that high horse and rejoin planet earth.

She walked towards me, a slow burn of gyrating hips, clicking high heels, and smoldering lips. She stopped in front of me, a sneer on her face. She grabbed my tie and jerked me towards her. My arms flailed briefly, then I was against her chest, and all my observations were proven out: she had a bigger chest.

I looked down at those mammoth mammaries and gulped.

We liked sex, maybe once a week, if we were both in the mood. But I was sort of shy, and she was giddy and giggly every time. But this creature held my tie, jerked me so that my face was two inches from her. She smiled a smile that was all white, sharp teeth and red, red lips.

“You will do as I say, my sweet lover, or I will fuck you stupid and leave you for the trashman.” She dripped with pure, raw sexual emotion.

She pushed me away then, turned, and walked out of the house.

What the fuck!

I stood in shock for a moment, then ran after her. When I reached the door, however, she was gone. She was already in her car and zooming down the road.

I turned back into the house, shaking, and wondered what had happened to my sweet, innocent wife.

Quivering and trembling, I went into the kitchen and poured myself a bourbon and Coke. I glugged a big glug, another one, and a few more and my hand stopped shaking and the glass stopped vibrating.

She didn’t come home.

I walked a circle into the rug. I paced and wrung my hands. The clock did the clock thing and the hands swept around to four in the morning.

Ding a doodle! My cell phone rang.

I was in a state. I was nervous and fearful and I picked it up. A number I didn’t know. Might be a scam call. But I was so desperate for word from my wife that I answered.

“Come bail me out, bitch.”

Click.

My mouth was dropped open so far a herd of bats could have roosted on my tonsils.

Bail? Jail? What the…

I grabbed my own car keys and headed for the police station.

Ours is not a big town, the biggest business, and building, is the Moderna Developent building. The rest of the town is small businesses, a half a dozen stop lights, a small school, and city hall. In the back of city hall, which is nothing more than a big house with modifications, is the jail. But you have to go through the building to get to the back, so I presented myself to a desk sergeant.

“I’m Henry Dill. My wife is Gretchen—“

He didn’t even let me finish. He just nodded and picked up the phone. A second, and: “Cap, her husband is here. Sure.”

He hung up and said to me, “Have a seat.” He pointed at a bench next to a tall, plastic plant.

So I sat, and I waited, and things got stranger.

It was past four in the morning, and there seemed to be a lot of cops. They came in, went into the back, then came out later. They came out with big shit eating grins on their faces.

Five o’clock.

The desk sergeant was replaced, came back ten minutes later with…a shit eating grin.

He glanced at m and I could swear he was smirking. Then he put on his cop face and tried to look bored.

Six o’clock. I had asked several times what the hold up was, and had been told to just sit down, and paperwork was given as the excuse.

Finally, 6:30, the city starting to stir outside the glass doors, a cop came to a side door and called to me.

I followed him back through the station, and was stunned by the amount of cops on duty. It was a Tuesday morning. Monday night was supposed to be the slowest day of the week, yet there were enough cops to quell a riot. A big riot.

I walked down the corridor and passed two cops in a discussion. Their eyes were gleaming and one of them said, “I can’t believe the mouth on that woman!”

The other one said, “Mouth? I got her pussy!”

Then they looked at me and their faces became sober and official.

Back to the heavy door that separated the cells from city hall.

I stepped through the door and saw Gretchen right away. She was in the last cell, there was nobody around her, and she was laying on her side. It looked like she was sleeping.

The cop led me down the row of cells and pointed me into hers.

“Honey?”

Gretchen sat up, and she was trembling, and scared. She was shaking, and she launched herself into my arms.             

“Henry? Why am I here?”

Holding her, I turned to the cop who had walked me back. “What are the charges.”

“No charges.”

“What did she do to get put in here?”

“Resisting arrest, assaulting a police officer. There’s some other stuff, but…no charges.”

Now, that puzzled me. She hit a cop and she wasn’t going to be charged? I had never heard of that!

“What did she do that she was going to be arrested?”

The cop turned a bit nasty then. He kept a straight face, but said, “Well, if you’d rather we press charges…”

I stared at him, then shook my head. “Just let us go.”

“Right this way.”

Gretchen and I walked out of the police station, and I was struck by several facts.

Number one, nobody seemed to notice or care.

Number two, she was different. She still had on the leather outfit, but her make up was worn off, and her clothes didn’t really fit. Her breasts were smaller. In fact, they were back to their regular size and shape. She held the leather vest closed with one hand and didn’t have any trouble concealing what had once been mountains.

“Honey? What happened?” I asked her as we crossed the parking lot.

“Nothing…oh, I don’t know. It’s all a misunderstanding.”

“But they arrested you?”

“I’m so tired. I’m too tired. I don’t remember what happened. Can we go home?”

I drove, and asked her again and again what had happened, but she kept putting me off, and soon we were home.

As soon as we were in the house Gretchen called her company. “I don’t feel well. I’ll come in this afternoon.” Then she hung up the phone and headed for the bedroom.

“Honey?” I followed her. “We need to talk!”

“Oh, not now, Henry. I am so tired.” She stripped out of her clothes and dove into bed. I stood at the door, my mouth open with yet to be asked questions, but she was already snoring.

I closed the door softly and went back to the kitchen.

What had happened to my wife? Why had she worn that strange leather outfit? And how could she be physically changed? Her tits had been bigger, her lips so plump. Even her waist had seemed smaller.

I went to work in my office. I work from home, lucky me, and waited for her to wake up.

Time passed, and since I had not slept the night before, I became tired. I finally went into the den and laid down on the couch. In seconds I was asleep.

I awoke and Gretchen was gone. She had taken my car, and I wondered where hers was. I mean, what the hell had happened to her?

I went back into the bedroom and picked up the leather outfit she had worn. I had never seen it before, and I held it up and inspected it. And…there was white stuff all mushed into the crotch on the inside.

What the…?

I touched the substance, sniffed it, then my eyes opened wide. It smelled like, it felt like…semen!

For a second my mind conjured all manner of terrible things. My wife had been kidnapped and raped. The cops had gang banged her. She had…a lover. Although, from the amount of semen in her pants there had to be a lot of lovers.

I took the pants out to the garage and put them in the wash. I didn’t know where they came from, but I’m sort of a clean freak.

But I really wanted to talk to Gretchen now.

I worked the rest of the day, at least, tried to. My mind was pretty well splattered. I kept thinking about things: her black leather outfit, semen, where was her car? What had she been arrested for?

At one point I called the police and demanded to know why my wife had been picked up the night before. They stonewalled me, and finally said somebody would call me.

And I thought: or not!

The police were obviously not going to be any help, and were probably going to be obstructionist about it all.

What the hell had happened?

Since Gretchen had gone to work late she came home late. And she came home tired and ready for a quick meal and sleep.

I fixed her a quick meal and again questioned her as to what had happened the night before. And, again, she put me off.

“I don’t know, honey. I must have had a drink—you know how alcohol affects me—because I don’t remember anything.”

But she did remember. I knew it. It was in her eyes.

Why would my lovely wife lie to me?

But she wouldn’t bend, and shortly was back in bed. Snoring mightily. Snoring not like a dainty girl, but like a rhinoceros having nightmares. I stood by the door and watched her for a while.

She was so sweet and innocent. What had happened? But, no answers, I sighed and went to bed myself.

I woke to her cuddling against me and crying.

Crying?

“Honey? What is it?”

“It’s nothing,” she sobbed, her entire body shaking.

I held her, tightly, and soothed her. “Please, honey, it’s okay.” And: “Please tell me what happened the other night.”

She just kept her face pressed against me and cried. But the tears were lessening, as if the more I asked the more she didn’t want to talk.

I tried, “Honey, I washed those leather pants.”

“You did?” Her voice was smothered by my flesh. I could feel her listening to me.

“There was semen in them.”

She froze, then: “No, there wasn’t.”

“I’m a guy. I know what semen is. There was definitely semen in those pants.”

“Well…I don’t know who would put semen in my pants.”

And there it lay. No matter how much I asked, she just shook her head and avoided the subject, or denied, or asked ‘how could that be?’

She went to work that day, and things returned to normal somewhat.

I had to drive her, and I had to pick her up, because we still didn’t know where her car was.

But she called me at noon and said that the police had found her car and returned it.

Which was weird because…why would the police be looking for her car? We hadn’t made a report. So…?

So I got curious and did a little search. I work computers, and hacking is not a problem for me. I mean, I don’t do it, it’s not right, but I needed to know. So I hacked the Police Department computer system and found that her car had been impounded on the same night she had been arrested.

And she had been arrested for ‘lewd and lascivious conduct.’

What the…?

I did a quick Google to make sure I understood the terms. The charges could include but were not limited to:

Groping.

Indecent exposure of genitalia

Sexually touching someone else.

Getting someone else to sexually touch the defendant.

Convincing or forcing others to touch each other in a sexual manner.

Now I was really confused. She had been arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior, and, according to the cops, had assaulted officers and resisted arrest. There was no sign of the resisting arrest or assault charges, but those would have, could have, been filed at the police station, and they could easily be erased. But the initial charge, lewd and lascivious conduct, that was not so easy to change.

But, no charges filed.

So, what? Gretchen had exposed herself? Groped somebody? Touched somebody in a sexual manner?

That was so unbelievable. My wife just didn’t do things like that! She was a shy creature!

I copied the police forms, made hard copy of them and put them in a drawer filled with things nobody wanted to look at. Things like I was getting a brand new credit card because I had had been pre-selected and… And offers for car insurance that would save me hundreds of dollars.

I call it the ‘lie drawer.’ Nobody would look at that.

Then I deleted digital evidence of having gone through the police records, both on their computer and on mine.

There was something going on here, and I wanted to leave no footprints until I understood what.

But the days returned to normal. Gretchen, while she wouldn’t talk of that night, returned to a normal work schedule. She was my lovely wife in a pony tail and often came home in a lab smock.

The incident passed, and we went back to watching old movies on TV, having barbecues and beer, and hanging out with good friends.

I thought it was all over, and I finally even stopped asking questions.

On a Friday night Gretchen worked late. She called and said she had a big project and don’t wait up for her. So I didn’t. I had a rare whiskey, watched ‘The Maltese Falcon,’ and went to bed. It was eleven o’clock.

I was half asleep, half awake, and not sure which way to go, when a loud voice made up my mind for me.

“Get up! Worm!”

I pushed sleep away, struggled to sit up and…

The lights were on and Gretchen, the one who wears leather and red lipstick and spikes so sharp you could crucify heysoos with them, was standing there.

The one with the big boobs and piercing, blue eyes.

The one who actually had a whip coiled over her shoulder now.

“Huh?”

“Get up and get down on your knees!” she commanded, crossing the room to the bed.

I put my feet out from under the covers, threw the covers off, and…she grabbed my dick!

“OW!”

She pulled me from the bed, laughing meanly, and threw me, literally threw me, on the floor.

“Bend knee to your mistress!”

I struggled to stand up, and she caught my hair in a fierce grip and bent me to a kneeling position. “Kiss my boots, lowly worm!”

“But…but…” she forced my lips down and actually forced them against the instep of her shiny, black heels.

She flung my head back, which caused me to go back on my fanny and then onto my elbows. I looked up at her in shock.

“Gretchen!”

“Gretchen?” she roared, “That bitch is no longer. I am Ms Hyde, and you are my property. Now get dressed!”

I started to get up but she moved back, uncoiled the whip that was over her shoulder, and snarled at me. “Get dressed NOW!”

I managed to get to my feet, and I was terrified. This woman—she wasn’t Gretchen, she was somebody else…Ms Hyde?—she towered over me, and she was strong. I had felt her strength when she had pushed me back, and I could feel the power of her presence. This was a woman to be obeyed! And God help you if you didn’t!

I scampered to the dresser and opened my drawer. I started taking out my tighty whiteys and…CRACK!

The whip snapped an inch from my ear.

I spun around, my eyes round, actually wishing for a cop to arrest my wife.

“Not those, you idiot! The drawer on the right!”

“But…but those are your underwear!”

“From now on we share!” She laughed. “Not that I have much use for underwear. I don’t want anything coming between my pussy and a good fuck. Take out the pink ones and put them on.”

The pink ones? I lifted the pink pair of panties up. They had frills  around the waist and a ribbon in the back, right over the crack.

“Yes, put those on.”

I stepped into the panties, almost fell over, then pulled them up. They were a bit small, very tight, and my package was very discomfited.

“They don’t fit,” I tried.

CRACK! I could feel the air snap past my cheek.

“The matching bra. Hurry! The night is passing.”

I found the matching bra and struggled to put it on. Finally, I got it, but not without that angry whip snapping loudly near my ass. She was snapping it so hard that if she ever touched my skin with it the skin would cut and bleed.

“Excellent,” she smiled a cruel smile. “But we need to put something in the cups. I won’t have a sissy boy of mine be flat.”

First she had me stuff socks into the cups, but she was unhappy. So she had me fill a couple of condoms with water. I pushed them into the cups and they were perfect. The bra gave them shape and they jiggled like real boobs.

“Okay. Garter, nylons.”

She was standing at the dresser now, the whip coiled up on her shoulder again. She tossed me the items as she named them. I quickly put them On.

Oh, I thought about jumping her while the whip was coiled, but she was so fast and confident that I lost all my nerve.

A dress. She had me wear a purple sleeveless. Then she pushed me down into the vanity chair. “Don’t fucking move!” she growled.

She put make up on me, lipstick, and a wig.

She picked out a pair of earrings and shoved them right through my lobes.

“OW!” Little drops of blood fell from the lobes.

“Don’t be a baby,” she said as she shoved the other earring into the other ear.

“OW!”

More drops of blood.

“I’m bleeding!”

“I like blood,” she gave me a twisted grin. “Now…let’s go.”

She ushered me out to the car, held the door open for me, then got in herself.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“Wherever I want,” she said, and we zooped off down the street.

On the edge of town, just the other side of the city limits, is a bar. It is rough, a biker bar, and it was roaring.

There were probably 30 bikes lined up out front, and big, hairy bikers roared up and roared off. There were a couple of them in shape, but most of them had big bellies hanging over their greasy jeans.

Gretchen—pardon me, Ms Hyde—parked the car and got out. “Come on, you lazy slut,” she snapped at me. She began walking across the parking lot, and I just watched her. This was definitely not Gretchen. Her ass was round as an apple with a crack in it. Her waist was thin, and she moved with a sexy suppleness that Gretchen had never had. I stared and wondered where my wife had gone.

She was halfway across the parking lot before she realized I wasn’t coming. She turned and glared at me. Then she stamped her foot and pointed to the ground in front of her.

I shook my head. I was wearing woman clothes. I actually looked like a woman, with tits and red lips and everything. I wasn’t going anywhere.

She sauntered towards me. She was scary, but she also had a mocking sort of smile on her face, so I didn’t run.

I should have.

She reached me, wrapped me in her arms and bent me over and kissed me. It was a real Hollywood kiss, Rhett Butler and Scarlet O’Hara. I was bent back and twisted and she held me and those beautiful, full lips of hers sucked the life out of me.

She spun me back up, linked her arm with mine, and started walking.

“No!” I said.

But no didn’t mean no to her. She just used her superior strength to keep me walking, and we crossed the parking lot and entered the bar.

The bar was packed, and it was a madhouse. The roughest, toughest characters this side of a prison were yelling and shouting and guzzling beer and hard liquor. A table in a corner looked like it was dealing drugs.

There were four barkeeps and they were working as fast as a glass could fill.

There were a few gnarly looking mamas, rough faced and lots of boob showing, but it was mostly guys.

Big, hairy, fat-bellied monsters. With beards and greasy boots and tats.

And lots of prison hardened muscles.

As we entered the music washed over us. We stopped for a moment and Gretch—Ms Hyde—looked around in satisfaction.

I saw murdercyclists. Mayhemists in the first degree. Cross them and you get a thrashing to the edge of death at best, and you don’t want to know what’s the worst.

I saw big thugs with pool cues in their hands staring at us.

I saw men with guns stuck in their back pockets.

I saw chaos defined.

Yet everything had stopped, and everybody was staring at us. We were out of place. A dominatrix and a guy dressed as a woman. Though, to be truthful, I don’t know if I could be recognized as a guy. Ms Hyde had made me up that well.

A fellow standing next to a big barrel of peanuts was cracking shells, and he stopped and looked at us. And grinned.

His beard was filled with peanut shells, his pants were more grease than cotton, and he grinned. Square teeth with meat left in them.

He walked towards us.

The bar, except for the music, was quiet now. Then even the music was turned down.

The big biker was only a few feet away now, and as he opened his mouth Ms Hyde kicked him. Right in the patooties.

She kicked him with her high heeled shoes, and she kicked him so hard he a lifted into the air, then fell to all fours.

Surprisingly, there were cheers, and Ms Hyde grinned and bowed, then she turned to me, wrapped the whip around my neck, and dragged me across the floor.

I was wearing her heels, and they were tight and I nearly broke my neck trying to follow her.

She crossed the wood floor to the pool tables and, I don’t know how she did it, she made it appear like she just walked onto the table. I mean, it must have been a feat of gymnastics, but now she was on the green table. The players stepped back, big grins on their faces.

She had her vest zipped at the bottom half, which really made her boobs round and obvious, and she unzipped the rest of the way and placed her hands on her hips. Her tits fell out, were fully exposed, and the bar went wild.

She turned slowly, showing her charms to one and all, and then she pointed at me, who was standing dumbly and in shock, and yelled, “What am I bid for this sissy slut?”

Big, burly men crowded up to the bar. Biker mamas urged them on, and fistfuls of cash were thrown at Ms Hyde.

I tried to move, to run, but she still had the whip wrapped around my neck and I was jerked back.

“Okay!” She pointed at one unusually fat, smelly biker. “You win first dibs. The rest of you, leave your money here and you get sloppy seconds!”

The big biker unwrapped the whip from my neck. I would have run, but his fingers, fat, blunt sausages with lots of strength, pushed me towards the back of the bar.

I tried to struggle, but he had friends helping him, and my efforts were feeble. Heck, I’m a soft soul. I work on the internet, I didn’t have the size nor muscles to defend myself.

“Come on, honey,” yelled the biker.

They threw me over a table and lined up. First the big, fat, smelly biker, covered in road filth and grease, smelling like a pig fresh from the pen, lifted my dress and pulled down my panties.

“NO!” I screamed.

But no didn’t mean no.

His dick was big and fat like him. It was a healthy sausage, and it parted my cheeks and drove into my asshole with a grunt.

It hurt, of course, but pain is relative. And…pain goes away.

For the first minute I yelled and screamed and tried to move my arms and legs, which just caused the bikers to laugh. Then I felt his cock spewing deep inside my bunghole. He must not have fucked for a month, because there was a lot of it. And, I hate to say it, but that was good. His load of semen served as lubricant for the second monster.

He slapped my ass and moved away. For a second I thought I was done, that I could leave, but another biker took his place. This one had an even bigger dick, and I felt the initial pain, then the sloppy semen of the first lubricated everything, and he began pumping in and out of me.

People talk about rape being painful, and it is. But I think that’s only when women get raped. When men get raped, as I said, pain goes away, and after a while…I enjoyed the feeling of big dicks squishing around in my asshole. It was like an itch that had to be scratched.

In and out, squirt, squirt, another one bites the dust.

Pump and hump, do a dump, another one bites the dust.

Did I mention the bar was playing Queen?

Up and down, round and round, another one bites the dust.

I was grunting, and then one of the beasts figured out that there were two ends to me. Suddenly I was pulled further across the table, and I saw a big, huge dick coming towards my face.

I opened my mouth to protest, and that only gave the penis a chance to push into my mouth.

There I lay, across a table and getting it from both ends. My ass was so damned squooshy with sperm it was ridiculous. And now my stomach was filling up.

Suddenly, I felt a commotion next to me. In between mouth fuckings I looked to the side.

Another table had been placed next to mine and Ms Hyde was draped over it. A big biker was plowing her from the rear, and another from the front. But, unlike me, she was enjoying it. She cheered, when her mouth wasn’t full of cock, and encouraged the bikers to hurry up and get their weenies out…she was hungry!

And, at one point, when cocks were drained in our mouths and the bikers had stepped back to make room for the next customer, she grabbed my hand and whispered hoarsely, “Ain’t this fun?”


PART TWO

Somewhere, during that frantic night, I stopped thinking. Life became a rutting, sloppy, oozing mess, and I just lay there, and, suddenly somebody shook me.

I said nothing, and then my face was lifted up It was Gretchen. She was wearing the leather pants, but the vest had been lost. The crotch of the pants was wet with sperm. Her make up was worn off and her boobs were small. She was once again my darling, loving wife.

I was on the floor, didn’t really remember how I had got there, but I reached up and she reached down, and suddenly we were crying and holding on to each other.

The bar was empty and dawn was poking through the an open door. A kid was sweeping chicken bones, peanut shells and broken glass right out the door.

Crying, holding on to each other, we made it to our feet, then we held each other up as we staggered out of the bar.

The sunlight hit our abused eyeballs like a hammer. I felt ill, the victim of sperm and the cheap ass beer they had made us swill.

I looked at Gretchen, and she was in no better shape. She had sperm in her hair, caked around her eyes and mouth. It was slowly being washed away by her tears.

We made it to our car and I drove. I had lost my heels, but barefoot was fine with me. Anything to get away from this scene of terrible abuse.

I drove through town. It was waking up, it was about eight o’clock, and I stared, through teary eyes at a world that would never look the same again.

By the time I reached home we had stopped crying, except for some sniffles, and I turned to Gretchen. “Honey, don’t you think it’s time you told me what’s happening?”

“I will,” she agreed, “But let’s sleep first. Then…I’ll tell you everything.”

We went into the house and collapsed in bed. And slept. Our arms wrapped around each other like we were each other’s life preserver.

I awoke about four in the afternoon, and Gretchen was gone. I wondered if she had just been putting me on, that she wasn’t going to tell me what was happening. then I remembered how she had cried that morning, and knew that she had just gone to work.

And I wondered what her work had to do with what was happening. that it did have something to do with it all, I was sure. I just didn’t know what.

But all I could do was wait for Gretchen to come home and tell me.

I stepped into the shower, and sobbed for the feeling of hot water washing me. I washed every square inch of me, scrubbed me, and even used Gretchen’s douche nozzle to wash my asshole. There was still semen up there, and I watched it circle the drain and disappear with much relief.

After the shower I put on some jeans and a tee and some old tennis shoes. I went into the kitchen and had a piece of toast. It was about all my semen soaked stomach could stand.

And I texted Gretchen.

I’m awake.

And, the return message.

I’ll be home late,

but I’ll tell you everything.

I worked that afternoon. Not hard, just enough to get my mind off what had befallen me. And I thought about what I now suspected had happened.

Gretchen had turned into Ms Hyde and gone out and been picked up the police. And the police had taken her to the station house and had their way with her. There were what, 15 or 20 cops on the force? And they had pleasured themselves with Gretchen’s body, Ms Hyde’s body, until I showed up, and then they had kept me out in the waiting room while they kept committing their crimes.

Protect and serve had turned into ‘erect and serve…themselves.’

I wondered if there was a crime in what they had done? Other than the stupid ‘falsifying records.’

Probably not. Consenting adults, and I was sure none of the ‘blue line’ would turn tattle tale on their fellow officers.

But they had done what they had done, and only stopped when Gretchen turned back into herself. Then they had just swept her under the rug. Probably stilled laughed about the stupid housewife.

Then we had had several days of normal life. And Gretchen hadn’t told me anything because, for one, she must have been terribly hurt and embarrassed. And, for two, maybe she thought it would never happen again.

But, a few days later, Ms Hyde had taken over her body again, and this time she had taken me with her.

Maybe she thought I could protect her, obviously unaware of just how physically powerful she was when she was Ms Hyde.

Maybe Ms Hyde just wanted company in her depredations.

But, Ms Hyde had taken me to the bar, and that whole scene with the bikers had happened.

But, if history was true, then we had a few days before Ms Hyde appeared again.

But what could we do to protect ourselves from her?

I didn’t know.

About seven I knocked off work. I had supper, a bit more than toast, but not by much. My stomach was still upset from all the semen, and my mind was definitely messed up.

I turned the TV on and watched without perceiving, and time passed.

Gretchen’s headlights swept over the window at a few minutes past eleven, and I rushed to open the door for her. She came up the walk, embarrassed, shy, ashamed, and threw herself into my arms.

She cried, and I just held her. Finally, I walked her into the kitchen and started making her some dinner. She ate, and I ate a little more, and, finally, she pushed her plate aside and looked at me.

“Why is a criminal a criminal?” she asked, not expecting an answer. “What makes a person display his or her brutal nature? What makes them commit crimes against mankind?”

I just shook my head. I didn’t know.

“That’s what I’ve been working on. We’ve been trying to isolate the exact chemical or chemicals that make the brain…misfire. Makes people into criminals.

“But doesn’t that all have to do with choice? And some people have bad parents, and some people bring some sort of spiritual malaise with them?”

“We don’t know, but coming from the viewpoint that science can solve everything…we…we deluded ourselves. We made lab rats attack each other. We had monkeys committing perversions and acting like…like humans.”

“But what does this have to do with Ms Hyde?”

“I was working on a serum, batch 69-7734. Somehow, I don’t know how, my protective suit was breeched. I don’t think any fluid touched my arms, only fumes, but…I changed. The next few hours were a terrible memory, a memory of decadence and fucking and taking advantage of the police. All the police.”

“But, how…why didn’t the police—“

“You don’t understand. When I change, when I am Ms Hyde, it is like I give off an aroma, a pheromone, and nobody can resist it. Those cops wouldn’t have done what they did, except they…they sniffed me. And those bikers…they normally wouldn’t have held a double gang bang in a public bar.”

“But what about the second time you changed? What about the biker bar?”

Now she looked miserable, truly miserable. She whispered, “I took it on purpose. I wanted to study it, to control it. I thought I had an antidote, but the antidote failed and…and, it was my fault.”

“Honey. It’s okay. The main thing is that we now know, we can…” I paused, then, “What can we do about it?”

“I’ve already done it.”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small vial. “This is the last of the 69-7734. I replaced the original batch with water, and this is the real stuff. I can’t destroy it, I might need it to find an antidote if there are any further side effects.”

“So that’s it.”

I stared at the little bottle. “It’s just…it looks so harmless, like clear fluid, water.”

“But it has the potential to change any man or woman into a raving, ruthless, brutal beast. It can suppress all your finer instincts and leave you with nothing but murderous, criminal tendencies.”

“Wow.”

“I’m going to put it in our safe for safekeeping.”

“Okay,” and I placed my hands on her hand.

She smiled and put the vial down and placed her remaining hand on mine. We sat there for a long minute, just smiling. The end of a nightmare. The she got up and went to the office and locked the evil serum away.

Life returned to normal.

I worked in my office, and Gretchen went to Moderna labs and continued on with her projects.

And there was a sweetness to our relationship that had not been there before.

Simply, we had lived through the brutality of evil, and come out the other side.

We were kind people, and we could view the world as a kind place.

Days passed.

A week passed, a month passed. We truly felt like we had beaten it. The changes would never happen again.

We were safe.

And, one night, we made sweet, tender love, then went to sleep.

I was dreaming. A pleasant thing of leaping from clouds, flying through the air, and…and in the far distance I could see a thundercloud rising.

It was huge, monstrous, and it towered over the little fluff balls I had been playing on. And it came closer, and closer, and…

CRACK! “Get up you lazy, fucking slut!”

I came out of my dream in a daze, and suddenly understood that the dream I had been having, the thundercloud bearing down on me with lightenings and grumblings….was real.

CRACK! Ms Hyde snapped the whip an inch from my cheek. I scrambled out of the bed.

“Gretchen!”

“Ha! That foolish bitch? She’s gone home to her mama. Now get dressed!”

I dove for Ms Hyde. I tried to grab her, I wanted to throw her on the floor and hold her until the change wore off.

She laughed and stepped back and hit me on the head with the butt of her whip. I dropped to the floor, and into unconsciousness, like I was a glob of mashed potatoes thrown at the floor.

I wasn’t even aware of her toeing me, then walking disgustedly out of the room.

I awoke, became aware of my surroundings, and groaned.

I sat up and felt my head. She had clonked me a good one, but there was only a big lump. No blood. I got shakily to my feet.

She was gone, and when I looked out the front door I saw her car was gone.

Oh, my God! My wife was gone. Kidnapped by her other persona!

I staggered back to the bedroom and got dressed, then I went out to my own car. I drove down the street. I didn’t know what I would do, but I had to catch her. I had to stop her. I had to save her from herself!

I drove for hours. I checked out the biker bar. I could see through the door that opened occasionally that it was just a bunch of guys drinking beer. There was no gang bang in progress.

I cruised past the police station. Not many cops on duty, and those that were were pretty sedate, bored with the long, wee hours of the morning.

I went past other places, all the bars in town. Nothing! But where could she be?

I finally returned home, and her car was in the driveway.

I parked and rushed into the house.

“Oh, Henry!” She hugged me and I held her in my arms.

“Are you okay? What happened?”

“I kept changing, then changed back. I would be Ms Hyde for a while, searching for a bar, a place to commit my…my terrible perversions. Then I would be me, Gretchen, and I would drive towards home. Then I would be Ms Hyde. Back and forth, not able to control myself.”

“It’s okay. You must have managed to control it in the end because here you are!”

“But I didn’t control myself! I felt her getting stronger and stronger, taking over me more and more easily, and then…then dawn came. Apparently Ms Hyde isn’t as strong in the daytime. So I finally managed to hold on to who I was and make it home.”

“But it’s okay! You’re here now.”

“Don’t you understand?” she was near hysterical. “It’s not okay! I didn’t take any of the serum, she just…she just came out by herself!”

I held Gretchen and tried to calm her, and she cried and cried, and I wondered what on earth we were going to do. If Gretchen was right, then this was going to happen again, and again and again, maybe until she was Ms Hyde all the time, and there was no Gretchen left at all!

The next few days were normal, but with that massive cloud of evil hanging over us. We ate, we slept, we talked endlessly, but…to no avail.

The change was coming, and we had no plan, no way to fight the terrible Ms Hyde.

So we lived with terror on the horizon, and the horizon came closer and closer, until…

“It’s going to happen tonight,” Gretchen spoke miserably at breakfast.

“How do you know?”

“I can feel it,” she raised her head and looked at me, the look in her eyes was desperation pure. “I can feel it like I feel when a period is coming. I can feel her, sitting over my shoulder, waiting, laughing, ready to…to take me over.”

“What can we do?” Then I answered my own question. “We can drug you! We can…we can tie you up!”

Gretchen gave a half sob, then agreed. “Yes. Get some rope and tie me up. Tie me to the bed!”

And, with that, we had a plan.

The day passed, and I bought some rope and studied a book on how to make knots. My plan was to secure here, not to hurt her.

And, finally, the night came.

“She’s close,” murmured Gretchen at dinner. “Let’s tie me up now.”

We went to the bedroom and she lay on the bed. I got out lengths of rope and tied it around her wrists, and her ankles, and then secured the ends of the rope to the posters of the bed.

I sat with her then. And we talked in low voices, tried to make plans for when this was behind us. But we knew we had only put our problems on hold. She was going to change. And if she changed tonight, and Ms Hyde got an even stronger hold on her, then…then she would be changeable anytime Ms Hyde got the hankering.

Still, tonight was tonight  First we had to get through tonight. And tonight I would be able to talk with Ms Hyde, maybe, somehow, convince her to go away, to leave us alone.

So we talked, and then we watched some TV, and, about eleven o’clock, it started to happen.

“Honey, it’s not going to happen. I’m not going to change. You might as well let me loose.”

I actually started to. I reached for the ropes holding one wrist securely, and then stopped.

She was watching me. Her sweet, innocent smile on display. but…i had a feeling.

“Well?”

“Let’s just wait a few more minutes.”

I felt an irritation exude from her, but it was quickly masked.

“Oh, okay.”

I waited, and watched TV, and kept watching her in the mirror over the dresser.

Her face twisted in irritation, then it smoothed out, then it got angry, then it smoothed out.

“Honey, I really want to get loose. It’s not going to happen.”

I looked at her, she was my sweet wife. I wanted to let her go, but I also remembered her telling me about giving off a pheromone, making men do what she wanted them to. Could the fact that I wanted to let her go be her using pheromones on me? could she already be changing into… Ms Hyde?

I decided to try something.

“Nope. You’re staying this way all night.”

The change was almost instantaneous. She snarled, her lips curled back. “Let me the fuck loose you fucking cunt!”

I blinked. Those were definitely words that my wife didn’t use.

“Hi, Ms Hyde.”

“I’ll have your hide! You let me go this instant or…”

“Or what? You’ll take me out and get me raped? Been there, done that.”

“You mother fucking son of a sack of…”

She cursed for a while. One long, run on sentence. Invective never ending. Pouring her soul out on me.

“I guess I know who I’m talking to now.”

“You shit headed gob of horse piss….”

she was off and running again. She told me to do things with myself that were anatomically possible, except in the mind of a raging lunatic.

I regarded my wife sadly. “I’m sorry, honey. I know you’re in there.” Then, to Ms Hyde, “You might just as well leave. We’re wise to you now, and you’re never getting loose again.”

“You asshole! You fuck brain! What do you think is going on?”

I shouldn’t have answered her. I should have gagged her, but I said, “I know that you are the bad side, the criminal side of a person. You are the desire to do bad things, and I…”

She started laughing. She was in full change now, her lips fuller, curling with derision. Her breasts were gigantic, and her muscles were strong.

“You don’t know anything! That serum doesn’t unleash the bad side! It releases the urges to be what one wants to be!”

“Shut up,” I said, but too late.

“You think your wife likes being a little mouse cake? Wimpy and weak? No way! Your wife wants to be me! I couldn’t be here if she didn’t want me to be here. I am her! And I like being strong! I like fucking whenever and whoever I want! And if you’d taken the serum you’d understand! You fucking, wimpy, lousy…”and there she went again. Curse words like I had never heard.

I clamped my hands over my head and looked away.

Maybe if I hadn’t looked away it wouldn’t have happened. If I hadn’t stood up and walked towards the door, my hands over my ears, then I would have heard her struggles. Maybe I could have thrown my body on hers, stopped her.

But, maybe not. Maybe what happened was fated to be…maybe it was what she really wanted.

She began jerking against her bonds, her extra strong body pulling so hard that the ropes didn’t come loose, the whole bed came loose! The joints gave way, the sideboards fell, the headboard banged against the wall.

I turned and stared in horror.

She was still pulling, and the posters came loose from the headboard.

I rushed at her, tackled her, but she just grunted and shrugged me off. She pulled one rope off the bed post and began clawing at the knot. She kicked one leg loose.

I grabbed her, tried to hug her, to control with my arms.

Ms Hyde just laughed, a cruel, cutting sound, a disdain for my ‘normal’ muscles.

“You stupid shit! you should have just let me go. We could have gone out and had some real fun. Now…now I’m not taking you with me.”

I tried to hold on, but she just turned this way and that, then clonked me on the head with an elbow.

Dazed, I struggled to hold on to consciousness.

She rid herself of the last piece of rope and stood up in the ruins of our bed.

“Stop!” I shouted.

She kicked me in the groin, and that was all she wrote.

I lay there, retching and puking, white as a ghost in a sheet factory, and listened to the door slam, the car starting up and driving away.

I recovered slowly, and was in a panic. Ms Hyde was loose in my wife’s body. There was no telling what she was going to do, what would happen to Gretchen.

But I had to do something.

There had to be some way to overcome her!

Then it hit me. It was something that Ms Hyde had said. And, having figured out the only solution, I ran for my office and the safe.

Gretchen, Ms Hyde, had gone back to the biker bar. Of course she had. It was the best place around to fuck anybody and everybody. No cops, outside of the city limits, an unending supply of boner.

And, heck, it was where I would have gone, should I be in her position.

I drove quickly, zooming through streets, running lights, and not worrying about the cops. Heck, no cop could stop me. I could throw a cop over a building if I had to. But I wouldn’t have to because…I had pheromones.

That’s right. I had taken the last sample of batch 69-7734 and drunk it. Not just a whiff of an odor touching bare skin through a hole in a protective suit, but the straight goods, down the pipes and into the body.

I got out of the car and looked at the bar.

It was a shabby building. 50 bikes outside. Shouts and screams inside. Ms Hyde would be having a good time.

I walked across the parking lot. I was a tall, statuesque figure, amazing large breasts, round hips and a thin waist. My face was changed and would likely forever be so changed. I was wearing make up and I didn’t need a wig. My own hair had transformed, along with the rest of me, when I took the serum.

Yes, I had transformed into a woman. Because Ms Hyde was right. The serum didn’t bring out the worst in people, it made them want to be who they wanted to be. It fulfilled their hidden desires. And you can guess what my hidden desire was. Heck, when Mrs. Hyde had feminized me I should have guessed. She was just responding to my secret, innermost desires.

I reached the double doors leading into the bar, and a couple of bikers were standing guard. They moved in front of me.

I didn’t feel like exuding a bit of aroma and making them followers, I was in a hurry. I picked up one and threw him across the parking lot. He crashed into a car and the alarm went off.

I turned to the other one, he was pulling a gun, so I took that gun, and I turned him around and ripped his pants off, and I…I put that gun somewhere.

I pushed through the doors, knocking them off the hinges. They flew away like playing cards flipped through the air.

Everybody in the bar turned and stared. Everything stopped. And I growled…”Where…is…my…wife!”

Several of these big biker types shat in their pants. Just let their bowels loose and filled their tighty whiteys.

At the far end of the bar some twenty men crowded around a table.

“Mrs. Hyde!” I yelled.

Her head popped up, and she was actually surprised, then she smiled. “You figured it out.”

“Fuckin’ A!” I yelled. “Are we going to have some fun, or what?”

“Let’s have some fun!” she yelled back.

I walked across the bar, and the men stared hungrily at me. Now I was exuding pheromones, and now they were responding as men should.

I reached the table where the bikers were gang banging my wife. I could already see splatters of cum adorning her face.

I lay down next to her and yelled at the men, “What are you waiting for?”

The sound was like the rumble of an avalanche. Big, fat bikers crowded in, pulled out their weenies and stroked them, got them ready for the party.

I felt the first one grab my pants and pull. My pants ripped right down the center of the back, exposing my asshole.

As he threw himself on me, pushed his pecker into me, I undid my pants and started shimmying out of them. I wanted them to have access to my new pussy.

Next to me another biker had penetrated Mrs. Hyde. His cock seemed sizable, and she grunted with the pleasure. Another biker was standing in front of me, and he jammed his meaty hog into my mouth. I began sucking even as I reached out and grabbed Mrs. Hyde’s hand.

Big, hairy men surrounded us, grabbed our boobs, shoved their cocks into us. Semen was spurted into us, over us, into our hair and onto our faces.

Sure, we could have stood up and kicked everybody’s asses, but that would be the response of violence, of brutality, of the evil side of a man. Or woman.

So we lay there and enjoyed the endless fucking. Awash with sperm, we began to cum, and cum, and cum.

And we would come to in the morning as normal human beings.

But every so often, when the night descended and the urge was felt, we would change into what we wanted, and we would take what we wanted.

For that was what we desired.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little story of Henry and Gretchen.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

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

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

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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Feminization of Mr. Hyde!’

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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