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PART ONE

“Hey, Rhonda, isn’t it about time we got together?”

“Oh, honey, I’d like to, but I still have that yeast infection.”

She smiled from her vanity table and slapped on the cold cream. In a short while her face was creamed white.

It didn’t help that she was wearing a chemise and her body was on parade.

He stared at her breasts pushing out the material. Her thin waist. Her long, blonde hair, her red lips.

God, he wanted to fuck her. He wanted to throw her down and take advantage of her, but this damned yeast infection kept lingering on. “How long have you had this yeast thing?”

She glanced at him as she brushed her hair. “A long time. It’s chronic and I can’t seem to get rid of it.”

“Oh.”

She continued brushing her hair, and Tony frowned. There was something wrong here.

She was showing less and less affection. She never wanted sex. She just had an attitude about her and…and he felt that she detested him.

But why would a woman detest her husband?

And it hit him. Rhonda is cheating!

It slammed into his mind so hard he actually jerked.

He studied her. He looked at the set of her jaw, the way her eyes didn’t bother including him.

But…could she…what if he was imagining things?

But he knew, he had that soul deep sinking feeling. Yes. She was cheating.

He rolled over and closed his eyes. He wanted sleep desperately, he wanted to be free of the knowledge that was suddenly eating him alive: she was cheating.

But he couldn’t sleep. He lay in bed and waited. She turned the lights out and the mattress squeaked and bounced.

It was a long time before he drifted off.

It’s one thing to suspect something, and another to prove it.

Tony knew he needed proof. He needed to be sure.

The tragedy was that he knew, but was not in a position to trust what he knew. This chipped away at him, ate away at him, and all he could think about was how he had to have proof. If he had proof then he could trust what he knew.

He had to have proof.

The good news was that he had his own business, a window cleaning business, so he could control his hours.

Now he had to control his hours so he could catch his wife in betrayal. This was easy to do.

He simply scheduled free time for him during the day and borrowed one of his worker’s cars.

On Monday he watched his house from the driveway of an abandoned house down the street. He watched from eight in the morning to ten. Two hours.

Nothing happened.

Rhonda puttered through the house. He could see her through windows as she worked the vacuum, did the dishes. watched a little TV, then talked on the phone.

The phone. He had to check her calls. And he had to check her computer.

At ten o’clock he headed for work.

That night he waited until Rhonda was asleep, then he went to the kitchen. Her cell was on the counter, charging, and he simply opened up her messages and her recent calls.

Hmm. There was one number. He memorized it, put her phone down and went to sleep. Well, to bed, where he lay for hours and his heart hurt.

On Tuesday he watched the house from ten to twelve. He watched as she did laundry, read a magazine, did more laundry, then fixed lunch. Nothing there. He went to work at twelve.

The phone number turned out to be her best friend, Vickie Sheffield.

On Tuesday night he caught a break.

“I’m going to the Women’s Club tonight. I’ll be late, so don’t wait up for me.”

“Sure.” He smiled and hid his hurt.

Women’s club. Hunh. And that gave him time to go through her computer.

Fortunately, all her programs were auto-fill, and he had no trouble getting into her mail service.

Nothing there. Lots of emails to Vickie Sheffield, but that was going to be Woman’s Club business, or just plain old chit chat.

He sighed.

“Wednesday he drove his worker’s van to the abandoned house driveway and watched started watching from twelve.

He held the binoculars to his eyes and watched as she baked cookies. At twelve thirty, while the cookies were cooling, she hopped into her car and headed out.

Tony smiled grimly. Now he would see. He followed her from a respectful distance. Across town, up into the Hills Estates, and…Vickie Sheffield’s house.

Damn!

He turned around and went straight back to work.

That night, while she slept the sleep of the innocent, he broke into her computer again and checked her search history.

Not much there.

A look at her Amazon account showed that she had received a sexy nightie last week, showed it had been delivered. A bra and panties set, also delivered. A new dress, it was also…but he never saw any of this new stuff! He never saw the sexy nightie or the bra and panties or the dress.

He went back further. Lots of sexy stuff, but…he closed her computer and went to her closet. No sign of all the goodies she had been buying.

So who was getting to see her in her dainty underthings?

He sat in the kitchen and wondered fiercely.

This was the first sign of proof that something was going on.

The next day he watched the house from two to four. Nothing.

He had been spying on her for four days now. He had gone through her phone and computer and had found…insufficient evidence.

He knew she was purchasing sexy clothes, and he knew he wasn’t seeing them, but that is not proof.

Proof was a name. More, proof was a photo, or text messages, or videos.

How was he going to get that? Especially when he didn’t know who she was cheating on him with.

Saturday passed. She kept busy, was polite to him, but was obviously distracted, or preoccupied. Thinking of other things, like being with her lover.

He gave her space, but she didn’t disappear for hours, or come home looking tousled and smelling of love and cum.

They ate meals together, even watched a program on Netflix.

Still, he had the feeling she was withdrawing, had a distaste for him, wanted to be elsewhere.

Sunday passed, more of the same. Something under her breath, behind her face, deep in her soul.

Very deep. Vows deep.

And yet…that damned proof.

On Monday he started the spying all over again, but that whole week was the same old, same old. She puttered around the house, visited her friend, and had a couple of Women’s clubs meetings.

By Friday he was thoroughly frustrated. But, if anything, he felt more and more that she was having an affair. He just knew it!

The third week started, same old, same old, and…he blinked on Tuesday. Women’s clubs meetings. Twice a week. And she usually stayed late.

So what if Rhonda was doing more than just attending women’s club meetings?

What if she was heading out after the meetings. What if she was skipping the meetings entirely?

So Tuesday night he went into her computer again, but this time he examined her calendar, and there it was. She had meetings once a week. But she was gone twice a week.

Hmmm.

He was going to have to follow her to a meeting.

“Another Women’s Club meeting tonight?”

“I know. I spend a lot of time with the ladies. But we’re doing a lot of good.”

“I know. Well, I think I’m going to go pick up some chicken wings for dinner.”

“That would be great. And don’t wait up for me.”

“I won’t.”

Tony headed out to his car and headed to the local Hot Wings shop. He picked up ten pieces and a Coke and went back to his car. He parked in the corner of the big parking lot and watched the intersection. This was the only way out of there subdivision, and Rhonda would have to pass by.

Five minutes later she drove past him. She looked straight ahead, and he could see she was all made up.

He drove out of the lot and took up a place three cars behind her. He stayed behind a van and didn’t worry about losing her. As soon as she slowed for a turn the traffic would slow and he would know.

She drove three miles, into the heart of town. It looked like she was really going to the Women’s Club meeting.

She turned on Fourth St. and found a parking space. He turned a quick corner, and pulled to the side of the road. He hopped out and ran to the corner and peered around it.

Crap! She was angling across the street directly towards him!

He looked around, then nowhere to hide, he ran to his car…and stopped.

She would see him if he just got in his car.

He heard her high heels clicking on the sidewalk. She was seconds from rounding the corner.

He ducked down in front of his car just as she turned the corner.

Click, click, click.

He moved to the side of the car, into the street. He tried to make it look like he was examining his tires.

She passed the car and he went to the rear tire. He prayed that she didn’t notice that it was his car.

The clicking of her heels faded and he stood up behind the car and glanced over the top.

She was a hundred feet passed him, and she turned into a doorway.

He looked around, had no choice, and he sprinted after her.

The doorway into which she had turned had a small sign over the door said, Bandor Hotel.

A little sign standing on a tripod in the lobby said, ‘Women’s Club,’ and an arrow to the left.  Red lettered, fancy script.

For a long moment Tony tried to figure out what to do. If she was still in a hallway or something…if she turned to the sound of the door opening…if one of the ladies happened to see him and knew him…?

He crossed the street and stood in a darkened alcove and watched the building. Long minutes passed and he was mired in dark thoughts. He knew he was on to something, but…he had to do something!

He finally broke. He crossed the street and entered the Bandor Hotel.

It was quiet. The place was a bit old, with faded, thin carpet and dusty rubber plants. And cheap enough for a bunch of ladies to afford for their meetings.

He looked down a long hallway. He walked, like a sneak thief, down the thin carpet. He was light on his feet and his senses were full out.

He passed doors, and came to a set of double doors. He could hear somebody talking, and he peeked through the crack between the doors.

Rows of women paying rapt attention to some old gal spouting off at a podium on a small stage.

He couldn’t make out what she was saying, but it wasn’t important.

Tony continued down the hallway and found another exit, this one an emergency exit with no entry allowed from the street.

He retraced his footsteps, passed the women’s Club, and exited the hotel.

It was a nice night. Maybe a slight hint of rain.

He sat in his car for a few moments, thinking things through, then he started the car. He went around the block. He noted traffic lights and estimated traffic patterns. He checked out parking lot entrances and exits. He expanded the grid and made sure he knew exactly where he was.

He chose a place up the street from the entrance to the hotel and began surveillance. She would come out of the hotel, go left to the street, go left to her car. With such little traffic he would have no trouble following her. He would just have to make sure he stayed far enough behind her that she didn’t see him.

He ate a couple of wings and sipped some Coke. It drizzled a little. He waited.

The meeting ended at nine o’clock. A herd of ladies came out of the hotel and stood in a group and stood around and chatted.

Didn’t they get enough yak during their meeting?

Slowly, the women left the little group. They went to cars, they sauntered off in singles and pairs. The street was empty. The street lights had gone to a dimmer setting.

Rhonda had not come out of the building.

He had a view of the back door and she hadn’t come out of there, either.

In the back of his mind there was a bit of rejoicing. Ah hah! She was doing something.

And, he felt his heart sinking down…down.

Never had victory felt so bad.

Time passed. He finished the wings and the Coke. He wished he had another Coke, but he didn’t dare leave.

He frowned in thought. What was she doing? And where? If she was meeting her lover she had to have taken the stairs up to one of the upper apartments.

Crap, there had to be other exits. What if she had had her assignation and had gone home?”

He glanced at his cell phone. Ten o’clock. She didn’t usually get home until after twelve on her late nights.

Now he was getting nervous.

He waited.

If his proof didn’t develop he was going to have to race home and make up some funky excuse. Flat tire and his spare didn’t work. something like that.

Eleven o’clock.

Nobody on the streets. No cars zipping by.

He saw a lone cop car go past the intersection, but it looked like he was on his way somewhere unimportant, probably just home, and wasn’t checking town for anything suspicious.

Twelve o’clock, and he noted that a light came on in an upstairs room of the hotel.

He sat up straighter. A light coming on at twelve? Was somebody going to work the graveyard? Or…?

He got out of the car and stretched quickly, then got back in and waited.

The light went out.

If that was the room where she was having her affair then she was on her way out.

Tony’s eyes were glued to the entrance. He imagined the time it took to walk to the stairs, or the old elevator, and descend to the first floor. He visualized her walking to the lobby.

He almost yelped as she stepped on to the sidewalk.

Now he was gripping the steering wheel and staring. Who was she cheating on him with?

But she turned back into the alcove and he could just see her, not her lover. She was talking, and it looked…it looked like she was…was kissing whoever…

Tony slammed the steering wheel with his hand. He cursed, but not loudly. He still had to find out who.

Then he realized he needed pictures. He grabbed his cell phone and started a video recording. But the video only caught her leaning in for what looked like a final kiss, then turned and striding down the street.

The man who was fucking her didn’t come out.

Why?

Because it was misting and he didn’t want to get wet. He had to be cutting through the building to the entrance on the other side.

Tony found that he was crying, and that he had been sitting there too long. He had to get home before Rhonda. Proof would have to wait for another night.

As he pulled out onto the street he was still cursing, and he wiped his tears away.

Another day, or two, of waiting, of wondering, of living with the knowledge that he was right, but he had no proof.

Another day of hell.

He picked up speed, zipped through town, was fairly sure he was ahead of her, and was glad when he arrived to find that he was.

He parked his car, hoped she didn’t notice the engine had been running, and ran for the bedroom. He saw lights turn into the driveway as he pulled his clothes off. He heard the kitchen door shut as he slipped under the covers.

He was breathing too hard. He tried to breath as hard as he could for a moment, to get enough oxygen to lessen his breathing. When she entered the room he tried to breath as a normal sleeper would.

She was quiet as she got ready for bed.

He wondered what her thoughts were, how she justified cheating.

He wanted to jump out of bed and rip her clothes off and open her legs to prove that she had semen leaking out of her cheating cunt.

She got in the shower and washed away the evidence.

Bitch.

He lay awake a long time, listening to her breath, and wondering why his life had become such a mess.

The next day was hard. He was sure she must see how tense he was, how his smile had become a rictus. He tried to stay away from her, p leading work, and…she was fine with that.

Now they both had a bit of distaste for each other, and she was glad to be shut of him.

No meeting on Wednesday, but Thursday came, and he was determined to get the proof, to end this charade.

She got ready for her meeting, and Tony watched TV in the living room.

She walked out and smiled at him. She was dressed to the nines, but her smile was forced.

So was his.

“You’re off, eh?”

“Yep. As usual. Don’t wait up for me.”

“No prob.” He yawned. “A little more TV and I’m done for.”

She walked out of the room.

He watched her car leave. He went out to his own car. He stopped for hot wings, and this time a couple of Cokes. He drove to the Bandor Hotel.

Her car wasn’t there. He panicked and drove around the block. Then he slapped his forehead. The Women’s Club meeting was on Tuesday. This was the fake Women’s Club meeting, and she had probably gone somewhere else…maybe right to her lover’s house!

And he had missed it.

He drove in an enraged funk. He kept slamming the wheel with his palm and cursing.

He was going to have to live through another five days of torment and hell.

Five days is a lifetime. Five days of concealing your feels, of living with betrayal, is a lifetime of hell.

Every day he got up and went to work. He sat across from her and ate. He watched movies on TV with her.

Of course she often begged off sitting with him, and he her, for various reasons, but it is impossible to live in a house with another person and not have dealings.

Neither he nor Rhonda seemed to notice, or take offense, at the occasionally terse manner of the other.

They were just glad to get out of each other’s space.

Friday passed, the weekend, Monday.

Then it was Tuesday.

Her car was there. It was parked in the same spot.

He parked so he had a view of the upstairs apartment—the lights were off—and the entrance.

He waited.

He ate hot wings and drank Coke.

He kept glancing at the clock on the dashboard.

Nine o’clock.

The ladies came out and did their usual chatting.

The light in the room upstairs went on.

The ladies on the sidewalk drifted away.

The light went out.

Now was the time. Now his wife was wrapped in her lover’s arms. Now was his chance.

Tony had considered various methods. He had thought about lowering a platform from the roof—he was a window man, after all—but in the end he decided that brute force was the only way.

He would kick open the door and jump into the room. He would have his cell phone recording. If it proved to be the wrong room then he would run for it. But he knew that this was the right room. He knew it.

He grabbed his cell phone and got out of the car. He walked across the street and into the Bandor Hotel. Down the hall and up the stairs. He was walking the path that his wife must walk. Her lover must have rented the room and was waiting for her.

Tony imagined the unknown lover’s cock in his wife’s pussy.

The closer he got the more enraged he got.

He walked down the hallway and stopped outside the room. This was it.

He turned his cell phone on and set it to record. He steeled himself. He grabbed the knob and turned it.

It was locked, but it was also old.

He heard muffled voices.

His rage got the better of him and he turned the knob so hard the lock snapped. He pushed the door open. Everything happened as he had imagined it. One hand aiming the cell phone, the other hand running up the wall and finding the light switch. Screams as two people sat up in bed.

He saw their faces, he recorded them. He heard them screaming in terror. And he turned whiter than Casper’s sheet on wash day. He was still recording, but didn’t care.

His wife’s lover was sitting next to her. They were naked. He could see large boobs. He could see their terrified faces, and he focused on his wife’s lover.

Vickie Sheffield was a bountiful woman. She was short, but slightly plump. Plump enough to have those big boobs, to scream, to be his wife’s lover.

Tony stared in shock. He had imagined pulling the other man out of bed, beating the holy hell out of him. But how could he beat up…a woman?

It slowly filtered through his stunned cranium.

His wife’s lover was not a man. It was a woman.

Rhonda was having an affair with a Lesbian.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

“Tony!” And terror was already turning into anger. “What are you doing here?”

But Tony wasn’t about to be cowed.

In a subdued but strong voice he asked, “What are you doing in bed with Vickie?”

“We’re…we’re…”

“Are you a Lesbian?”

Vickie was staring at him. Her eyes were round, but she was estimating him, taking his measure.

“No. Yes…I don’t know.”

Tony turned his eyes to Vickie. “So are you the Lesbian?”

“I suppose,” she murmured.

“So you get off on breaking up marriages?”

This time she shrugged. “I suppose.”

“You need to leave,” snapped Rhonda. She was recovering from the shock of being found out.”

Tony ignored her and said to Vickie, “So are you going to support Rhonda? Take care of her?”

There was a light in Vickie’s eyes. “I’ve already been taking care of her.”

He knew what she meant. He looked at Rhonda. “Are we through?”

“Yes!”

Vickie touched her on the arm. “You need to talk to him.”

“I need him to get the fuck out of my life.”

Vickie pushed the covers down, completely exposing her world class tits, and got out of bed.

Tony took in breath. Fuck. She was gorgeous, and he suddenly had a hard on. How the fuck could that be? She had stolen his wife and he was getting an erection!

“I think you should talk to Tony before—“

“I don’t need to talk to that idiot,” Rhonda huffed and turned away.

Vickie turned to Tony. “So what are you going to do now?”

She was close to him, looking into his eyes. It felt like she was actually breathing in his soul.

“Go home.”

She nodded. Her eyes were smoldering. She turned to Rhonda. “You should go with him.”

“No fucking way.”

“Look, honey. We’re fun. But we aren’t real.”

Rhonda’s eyes took on the hurt look.

“But I can’t go back to that…to that…”

“Man? You married him.”

“But I love you!”

“But I don’t love you.”

“But I’m not going back to that asshole! I hate him! I can’t stand him! I’ve had it! I’m out of this marriage and I’m never coming back.”

“Honey…” Tony started.

“I’d kill you if I could!”

Tony had had enough. Before the discussion could escalate any further he turned around and walked out.

Tony went home, drank a bottle of bourbon, and fell into a sleep that was deeper than a coma.

He woke up the next day. Late. Feeling like shit. His wife had become a Lesbian and cheated on him. He was hung over. He nailed the back door shut. Big nails. Pounded deep for maximum efficiency. She wasn’t going to get in that way.

The windows in the house all had bars on them. He was secure that way.

That left the front door.

He went to a door shop and ordered the thickest, stoutest door they had, and a lot of hardware.

He installed the door, put in three deadbolts, evenly spaced with the doorknob. The hinges were on the inside. There was no way Rhonda was going to get in.

He went to work.

He came home to a silent house. No sign of forced entry. No sign that Rhonda had even been there.

He packed up all her clothes in boxes and put them in the driveway and covered them with a big tarp.

The next day he went to work. He was starting to wake up now, and he drove past his house a couple of times during the day to make sure everything was all right.

No sign of Rhonda.

That night he put the contents of his wife’s computer on an external drive. Then he put the computer out with the clothes.

The next day he went to the courthouse and requested a restraining order. Usually the courts are slow and inefficient when it comes to ordering restraining orders, but the look on his face, his terse manner of speaking, and the clip of the video showing her threatening to kill him, he walked out with one. He tacked it onto the garage door above the boxes of clothes.

No sign of Rhonda.

Time passed, and he heard nothing of Rhonda, but he knew it was only a matter of time. She had betrayed him, she wasn’t done with him, it was only a matter of time before she realized that the house—which Tony had bought and made payments on—was worth something.

Three weeks later the bad penny showed up.

He came home from work and there she was, sitting on the porch, her eyes quite focused.

He got out of his car and walked up to the front door. He turned on the video app on his cell, but held it loosely, so it looked like he was just carrying it and not recording.

“Honey. I want to come home.”

“Sorry.”

He started to unlock the front door.

“You’ve locked me out.”

He turned to her. “You deserted me. This house, which I bought and make the payments on, is mine. You are no longer welcome here.”

“But there’s got to be some way to get past this.”

“There’s a restraining order on the garage door.”

“But, honey, we’ve got to get past this.”

“I’m past it. Please leave.”

“But…”

She was insistent, and didn’t even leave when he called the police.

He stood and listened to her. She protested that she loved him. She offered sex. She screamed at him. She was unbalanced.

The police arrived, looked at the restraining order and said if she didn’t leave, and if she came back, they would arrest her.

For a moment Tony thought Rhonda was going to protest, but she finally shut her mouth and left.

More time passed. Tony noted that Rhonda drove past the house at odd intervals. He saw her staking out his place of business, so he secured that with extra security and got another restraining order.

The boxes of her stuff disappeared. She had broken the restraining order, but he wasn’t about to complain on that one.

He went to work and noted that she was often following him.

She even followed some of his employees.

He saw where she tried to break into the house. She had actually taken an ax to the front door, but when the neighbors came out to gawk she quit.

He saw places where she had tried to force the window bars.

He took videos and photos of all such instances, saved them to a file for legal action, and repaired the damage.

And more time passed.

Three months, to be exact. And after three months Rhonda pulled out the big guns.

Tony drove home from work. He was tired, but he was also happy, sort of.

Those first couple of months his mind had felt like the black pit of hell. His marriage busted, his love destroyed.

But the past week he had felt some relief. He hadn’t seen any trace of Rhonda stalking him.

Business was going good, money was piling up in the bank.

Funny, he hadn’t noticed how much money it took to run a house, but now that he was responsible for the bills he sure was noticing. And he was wondering what the hell Rhonda had been spending their money on.

Probably for motel rooms for lovers.

He snorted bitterly at that, but he was recovering.

Money starting to accumulate, he was starting to think of expanding the business, at least taking on a couple more washers, and he turned onto his street and stopped.

A car was parked in front of his driveway.

He frowned and pulled up to the curb in front of the offending car. He got out, looked back, and the driver of the other car got out, and Tony’s jaw dropped.

“You!”


PART TWO

“Hello, Tony.” Vickie Sheffield watched him with cool eyes.

“Good bye,” he said.

He walked up the walk to the front door and she followed him. He turned to her. “I don’t see anything we need to talk about.”

“How about your wife.”

“My wife left me. She’s yours now.”

“It’s not that simple.”

“Yes…yes it is.”

“I have some important things to talk to you about. Can we go in and talk like civilized people.”

Tony stared at her. Oddly, he didn’t hate her. He wasn’t fond of his wife, but Vickie was just…there.

The problem was that she was there with tits. Wearing a blouse with a half bra under it so he could see her erect nipples.

And she was a Lesbian.

But that little switch inside Tony’s head, the one that separated his thinking from sound to silly, suddenly clicked.

He didn’t want to talk to her, but he sure wouldn’t mind seeing those boobies jiggle.

He knew it was wrong. He knew he should tell her to take a hike, but he turned and began inserting keys.

He opened the door and walked in, turned, and smelled her perfume as she click, click, clicked past him. She walked down the hallway and into the living room, and he studied that fabulous, round ass.

The little voice way back in his cranium told him to get rid of her.

He followed her into the living room and they sat down.

“What do you want?” He wasn’t necessarily rude, but he was short. In spite of the fact that his attention was distracted by her Lesbian boobs.

“Rhonda is quite miserable.”

He shrugged. “I figured that out.”

She sighed, which put a little heave on her breasts that made Tony have a hard cock. He shifted his position and hoped that Vickie didn’t notice.

“As I stated on that night, I’m not in love with her.”

“Too bad, so sad. Looks like you’re stuck with her.”

“There’s also the matter of divorce, court costs, all that sort of thing. You don’t want to get your property sliced in half, do you?”

But Tony was prepared for that. “Animus deserendi.”

Vickie blinked and looked blank, so he explained, “Animus deserendi. The will to desert. Grounds for divorce, and usually with no alimony or separation of property. Look it up.”

For a long second Vickis said nothing. Then she smiled—actually smiled—and said, “I told Vickie you were a smart one.”

He said nothing. Damn, he wished she would stop bobbing her foot. It made her flesh quiver and it was driving him crazy. She better not notice his boner.

“Be that as it may,” she formed argument, “My understanding is that  abandonment must be for at least a year before the courts will consider it.”

“Not if there is specific malicious intent.”

Now she was truly confused. “What do you mean?”

“She threatened to kill me.”

“Fuck,” her red lips spit the word so sexily. Like she wanted, instead of cursed. “You recorded that scene in the apartment.”

“It is true. Is there anything else you wished to discuss?”

She sighed, eyed him, and said. “Look, there’s more, but…” she stood up. “Can I go mix a drink?”

In a way it was inappropriate to the moment. But…his little boob switch inside his head… “Sure.”

She walked into the kitchen. He listened to the click of her heels, watched the sway of her ass, tried to will his boner away.

Truth, he hadn’t had a real boner for months. He hadn’t had one since last he fucked Rhonda, and that was many months previous.

He heard the clink of glass, the rattle of ice cubes. A moment, then she came back out carrying two drinks. she handed him one. “I remember that you liked bourbon and Coke. I hope that is still true.”

He considered her. Something was going on. It was as if she had forgotten all talk of Rhonda and was pursing her lips directly at him. There was some sort of weird invitation here, but…if she thought he was going to jump into bed with her…no way. The boob switch in his head wasn’t that malfunctioning.

She sat, crossed her legs, shifted so that her boobs moved, and sipped from her glass. Her red lips looked like she was kissing the glass, and through the glass, him.

He took a sip. He hadn’t had any whiskey since the night he came home and passed out. The taste was as he remembered it. Delicious, intoxicating, heaven in liquid form.

“So…what else?”

She sipped again, and so did he, and he was unaware that drinking from a glass could influence a person as much as yawning.

One person yawns and the other person yawns.

One person drinks, and the other person drinks.

She said, “I always wished it was you I could have had the affair with, and not Rhonda.”

Now he was stuck. He wanted to be rid of her, but how do you get rid of somebody saying nice things to you?

She smiled. And sipped.

He sipped.

“God, I always used to look at your pants. I’d see that big bulge in them and I’d wonder…is that for me?”

She sipped.

He sipped.

“I don’t see what—“

She leaned forward, and her breasts fell forward a little, pressed against her blouse.

She sipped…and he sipped. She said, “I feel about your cock the way you feel about my boobs.

She sipped.

He sipped.

She put her glass down and said, “Drink up, honey, I’ve got something to show you.”

She undid the top button, the second button, the third button.

He took a big gulp, then croaked, “I’m not going to fuck you…”

His boner was pressing hard.

The fourth button, the fifth button. Her blouse was separating and he stared at the gorgeous, flesh globes as they became uncovered.

“You’re not? Too bad.” She pushed the sides of her blouse apart and grinned. Her nipples were rock hard and thrusting at him.

He drank more. His drink was almost gone. He felt hot and dizzy.

“I’m not entirely a Lesbian,” she whispered.

She stood up and wiggled out of her skirt.

She faced him in panties and half bra and grinned. If this was a war she was winning.

He stood up. He felt funny. “Look…” he placed his glass on the table. “I think you’d better…”

“What? Leave? But the party is just starting.”

He put his hand on his forehead, the room was starting to circle around him.

“What did you do?” His voice was from far away, his mouth didn’t feel like his own.

“Reasoned with you.”

Tony stared as the world started to rise up…and he fell…the floor was coming towards him…he tried to turn his head as the fibers of rug grew large…BONK!

Face plant in the living room.

Giggles, and he was barely aware, just sort of recording from far away, as Vickie walked to the front door and opened it. A moment later and two sets of high heels were clicking in the hall.

His face was sideways and his eyeballs were open. Not aware so much as watching.

“Is he out?” asked Rhonda.

“Yep.”

Rhonda crossed the room and he looked at her feet, her legs, and watched as she drew her foot back and kicked him.

Snore.

In the back of the house, in a room that had originally been an open patio but which Tony had transformed into a windowed sun room, was a dentist’s chair. It was solid, could lean back, and was wonderful to drink beer on on hot days. Tony realized he was sitting on it. Not just sitting, was strapped to it.

He opened his eyes, tried to blink away a slight headache, and felt the leather straps securing his limbs. There was a band around his neck, and he couldn’t move his head.

And he felt funny. No ha ha funny, but weird funny. He was naked, but his skin felt…cool. And like it had recently been on fire. What the fuck.

He was facing the window and he looked out on his backyard. He could see the pool, the brick patio around it. Beyond that was grass and trees. Rhonda and Vickie were in the pool. They were naked. They laughed and they splashed each other.

“Hey, girls!” Another woman entered the pool area from the side, then another.

“Tanya! Becky! Welcome to paradise.”

Vickie splashed water at them, and insults were freely traded as the newcomers shed their clothes and jumped into the pool.

His pool.

His home.

And he was now prisoner. Lot of good court restraining orders did.

He didn’t do anything. He just watched. He knew they would get to him soon enough, and he wanted a moment to think, to try and figure things out.

He tried to wiggle his arms and legs around, and to move his head, but he was caught. Really caught.

Outside the girls were drinking, swimming, splashing, and naked.

Inside, naked, Tony felt his cock rising up. Damned cock.

He waited.

“Well, well. Sleeping beauty has rejoined the world.”

Tony said nothing.

The four girls moved into the room and surrounded him. Three of the girls were grinning, Rhonda was sneering.

Vickie moved forward and held a drink to his mouth.

He clenched his lips.

“Go on. You’ve already been drugged, and if we wanted you unconscious we could just conk you on the head.”

“On the head of his dick,” said the girl named Tanya. She was a buxom brunette with blue eyes, and she grabbed his cock and started stroking it.

Tony sipped the drink, and it did taste good. Hair of the dog. Hair of the drugged dog.

“You wouldn’t mind unfastening me, would you?”

The girls all laughed, Rhonda a bit meanly. Vickie said, “Didn’t I tell you girls? He’s a gas!”

“He’s a gas all right.”

Tony waited.

“Okay, time to get this here meeting started.”

The women moved four chairs up to the dentist’s chair and sat in front of him in a semi-circle.

“Okay, Tony has been a but rude to one of our members. We need to discuss what price he must pay.”

“Members?”

“Yes. Members. We three, and now your loving wife, belong to The Ladies’ Sissy Society. Our duty is to convert men from their hard headed ways and make the world safe for women.”

“I think you’ve got it backwards.”

“Bullshit,” snapped Rhonda.

“Hush, girlfriend. We’re about to transform Tony, it’s only right that he gets to speak on his own behalf.”

“He kicked me out of my house!”

“I said hush. Go ahead, Tony, say what you want.”

Tony took a couple of breaths. He could feel the way this thing was going, and he knew he didn’t have much of a chance, but…he began to speak.

“I didn’t kick Rhonda out. She broke our marriage vows. Then she didn’t come back to the house for a month, probably when she realized it was worth something. She threatened to kill me, that’s why I got the court order. She abandoned me, and that’s the truth.”

The women were silent after this argument. One of them turned to Vickie. “Is this true?”

“Wait minute,” blurted Rhonda.

Vickie nodded. Pretty much.”

Tanya and Becky looked at Rhonda.

“What? I’m one of you guys! Are you going to take his word over mine?”

Becky murmured, “His word backed up by one of our own.”

Then commenced an interrogation, but it was an interrogation of Rhonda. Tanya and Becky asked questions, followed threads, and backed her into a corner again and again.

Finally, Vickie stepped in.

“Okay, we’ve established that one of our members has made mistakes and is in need of correction.”

“What?” Rhonda was ashen and her voice was weak.

“The question is…where do we go from here.”

Tanya scrutinized Tony. “Well, we still have to deal with Tony. He’s not the injured party we thought, but he’s still made some serious miscalculations concerning women, and he is a man…”

Vickie nodded. “Agreed. But how much, what methods, and…and Rhonda does have some answering to do.”

“I don’t have any answering to do!”

The other three ladies stared at her, and she suddenly realized that a show of anger might not be the best strategy.

“I mean, I’ll go along, of course, but I want my house back. And I want my husband to pay.”

“Pay for what?” asked Becky.

“Pay for mistreating me…”

“When you are the one who mistreated him.”

“But…” and Rhonda finally managed to close her mouth. But if looks could kill…

The other three women faced Tony.

“Look. I’ll give her the house. I just want out. I’ll even move to another city. Heck, a state. Just let me go and I’m out of here.”

Rhonda cleared her throat. “You don’t understand, Tony. Even though you have been maligned…there are adjustments to be made. Even though Rhonda has made missteps…you need to pay.”

“For what? Being a man?”

The three women nodded at the same time.

“Wait a minute! you mean it’s a crime to be a man?”

Vickie nodded. “Tony, men are capable of the most vile acts. Even though your circumstances are suspect, we must deal with it. You have shown a bit of what you’re capable of, and we need to deal with that.”

“But I haven’t done anything!”

the three ladies ignored him and turned to each other. Rhonda was sort of set aside, being a bit guilty herself she wasn’t getting much of a vote.

“I don’t think full castration is justified.”

“He didn’t exhibit any violence…”

“Except for breaking down the hotel door.”

“Still, no violence, he doesn’t deserve to lose his weenie.”

“But he still has to learn the feminine viewpoint.”

Rhonda cut in, “You aren’t even going to cut off his dick?”

“Hush, girlfriend. You’re on thin ice here.”

Vickie turned to Becky and Tanya and said, “I suggest we adjourn to another room and make our decisions.”

It was agreed and the three women walked out of the sunroom.

Rhonda was left alone with Tony.

“You son of a bitch!” she whispered.

“Can’t we just forget about it?”

“I’ll never forget what you did to me!”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“Yes, you did! You…” she stopped talking. On the arm of the chair Vickie had been sitting in was a pair of scissors.

She looked at the scissors and started to grin.

Tony saw where she was looking, but he couldn’t believe she was actually thinking about… “What are you…”

She picked up the scissors. She looked at him.

“Hey!”

She grabbed his dick.

Time slowed down.

“HELP!” Tony screamed.

“You fucking son of a bitch!”

She brought the scissors to Tony’s dick. She held his dick in one hand, opened the scissors, then closed the handles.

Tony screamed and closed his eyes.

Nothing happened.

He looked down at the scissors. The blades were trick blades, made of rubber, and they had just bent around his penis.

“What?” He could hardly speak. His face was white and he was suddenly drenched in sweat. He felt sick to his stomach.

Rhonda held the scissors up and looked at them. “What the fuck?”

The three woman came back into the room.

Vicki took the trick scissors from Rhonda’s unresisting hand. “We had to be sure.”

“Fuck!” whimpered Tony.

“Sure of what?” asked Rhonda, not sure of what had happened.

“Sure of ourselves before we passed sentence. With that she lifted up a spray bottle and spritzed Rhonda in the face. Tanya caught Rhonda on the way down, and she and Becky laid her on a lounge chair.

Then the three women turned to Tony.

Tony lay on the dentist’s chair, his eyes wide. There were more women in the sunroom, and they were all working on him.

Several women worked on his nails. They fitted long nails to his fingers, and toes and fingers were painted a bright red.

He had tried to struggle at first, but when he did they just grabbed his balls and twisted them. He watched as his hands were transformed.

Vickie stood next to him. “If you promise not to scream or bite or anything I’ll take the gag out.”

Tony nodded.

His gag was removed and Vickie said, “When men misbehave we turn them into women. When they have paid the price they have the option of turning back. Most men don’t. You see, it is more fun being a woman than a man.”

“I don’t get it.”

“People admire you. People hold doors open for you. The feeling of a man scoping out your butt is really quite heady.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman.”

“That’s what they all say, but once they’ve tried it they rarely go back. Anyway, you’ll be glad to know that we’re not going for a complete transformation…we will leave you your penis. I suggest you use it wisely…” and she smiled.

“What about Rhonda?”

Vickie looked to the side and he followed her gaze.

Rhonda was slumbering peacefully on the lounge chair to the side. A woman was working over her though, and she had a couple of sharp instruments and some tubes.

“After all this it’s up the courts?”

Rhonda misrepresented, you were obstinate…” she shrugged.

“So what are you going to do to Rhonda?”

“What do you care?”

He blinked. “Look, I may be an asshole, but she’s still a human being.”

Vickie nodded. “And it’s precisely because of that that you will retain your penis and balls.”

But she wouldn’t say more.

They finished with his nails, and one of the women explained, “The nails cannot be cut, not without injuring yourself, and the glue is permanent. Eventually you can cut the nails, but not until they’ve grown all the way out. By then you might find that you prefer long nails.

She moved back and women moved over his face. They washed his face, and a woman explained. This is a light acid designed to change your flesh color. You won’t have the joy of applying make up, but you will look like you have make up on.

Another woman began tattooing his eye liner on. He wanted to struggle, to scream, but the women had foreseen this. They grabbed his weenie and when he showed even the smallest inclination to object they twisted his balls and pulled on his cock.

Then they painted his lips with bright red lipstick. “This is lip stain. New product. It will last for months. Then you can start applying lipstick yourself.”

Tony lay on the dentist’s chair and was faint. He endured the tattooing of color on his eyes, the piercing of his ears, and all the other little femininities that go along with being a woman.

Next to him, Rhonda slumbered.

“Okay, girls, it’s time for the boobs.”

Tony choked out, “You’re going to….boobs? But…”

The girl working over Rhonda had injected a tube into the flesh of one of her boobs. The tube led to a machine, and another tube led away from the machine.

One of the women bent over Tony and made an incision in his chest. She ran the tube directly into the hole

The machine was turned on, and Tony was treated to the bizarre and terrifying sensation of watching fat come up the tube from Rhonda’s body, go through the machine, up the tube form there and into his chest.

Slowly his pectoral area expanded. The skin stretched.

“What are you doing?” he cried.

Vickie appeared over him. “Rhonda is paying the price for being a less than honorable woman. She is losing her boobs. You are paying the price for being an obstinate man. You are getting her boobs, and the viewpoint of a woman. You may also be delighted to know that you are the recipient of the first woman to man fat transplant.”

“Fat transplant?”

His boobs were getting bigger and bigger. He looked down at the lounge chair where Rhonda reclined. They had removed the fat from one of her boobs and were working on the second. She was going to be flat as a board when they were done with her.

And he…he was going to stacked! His wife’s tits were enormous! More than enough for his slender chest.

He looked up at Vickie and whispered, “You can’t…”

“But I can…and it’s almost done.”

Ten minutes later it was done. Rhonda slept peacefully, unaware that she had been robbed of her chest. Tony kept looking down at his chest, then at his fingernails, and he could feel the transformation of his face.

He had hair now, and they were styling it. Many of the women had gone into the house, or were sitting around the pool. They sipped his bourbon and chatted happily and life was normal for them. Normal for a bunch of tit stealing bitches!

“Okay, ‘bout done here,” Vickie said. The fat transplant machine was gone, make up products were gone. “We did take some fat from your belly to make your boobs perfect, so you will have a thin waist. Then there’s this.”

Tony narrowed his eyes as she held up a little can. “What’s—“

SSSSZZZT! Vickie sprayed a substance down his throat. He could feel his throat changing. Tightening up. “What did you—“ and his eyes went wide. His voice was instantly soprano!

“We’ve also injected you with a type of hormone to help reshape you. If, after you’ve paid the price, you want to return your vocal cords to a more male sound we can help you with that. But you’re going to have to prove yourself as a woman. You’re going to have to do the things a woman does.”

Tony just kept opening and closing his mouth, not believing what was happening to him.

“Come along now, Tony. Let’s talk about your first official act as a woman.”

She led Tony by the hand into the living room. A dozen women were talking in the living room, but they all went silent and smiled as they watched Tony.

“One of the first things a woman learns, when she becomes a woman, is the value of the fuck.

“With a fuck a woman can completely control a man. This is something that Rhonda forgot. Of course part of that forgetfulness was due to my not inconsiderable attentions.”

Vickie made a motion and a woman came in and handed Tony a drink.

Bourbon and Coke. After all that had happened he needed it. He glugged half a glass quickly.

Vickie smiled. “Women aren’t gluttons, though I dare say, with what you’ve been through today we all understand. Still, you will learn to love wine spritzers, and you will learn to sip lightly if ever imbibing in real spirits.

“Tony glugged again in answer.

Vickie was patient. “As I was saying, the value of the fuck is at the heart of how a woman controls the world. Make a man squirt his brains out and he becomes amenable. Deprive him of a squirt and he becomes a slave. Simple, right?”

“Uh…”

“So, as this is your first official day as a woman, you must learn to fuck. Ladies?”

Ten women filed out of the hallway. They were naked, except for the strap ons they were sporting around their hips. Dicks sprouted from their junctions and they were all smiling.

“You’re not…you don’t think…”

“Yes, Tony. And the point is this. If you don’t do this, if you don’t prove out as a woman, then we will eventually return to the idea of taking away your penis. Maybe without a penis you will be more willing to be a woman. But if you do this, if you please these ten women, then after a period of time you will have paid the price, and you may even should you wish, return to being a whole man.”

Tony was whiter even than his acid wash had made him. “You mean I have to fuck all of these women?”

He looked down, over his tits, and saw that his dick was standing straight out.

“No, Tony. You don’t have to fuck these women, they get to fuck you.”

He turned to Vickie and stared.

In the end, a man has to do what a man has to do.

Tony walked, with trembling legs, to the end of the couch. He bent over the arm and the women lined up behind him.

Vicki spread the lube into his hole herself. She took her time, talked to him, explained things, and tried to make it easier for him.

Tony groaned, and spread his legs, and was stunned when he found that he liked his butthole being played with.

“That’s a good boy, Tony.”

He felt the first woman bump up against him, gently insert her plastic weenie, and begin humping him.

It was different than what he had thought. Not that he had thought of being fucked like this.

It felt good. It was like an itch he didn’t even know he had, a huge itch, was getting a huge scratching.

He began to push back. His breasts hung over the edge of the couch and occasionally a woman would come up and fondle his breasts. One even put her head down and sucked on a nipple.

He found himself groaning with the pleasure, and when the first woman drew out of him he was looking forward to the next woman.

Woman after woman. It took about an hour for them to finish, but when they were done he lay on the couch end and just breathed and was caught in wonder.

He had a woman’s body. He fucked like a woman. What was this going to do to his life?

His business was okay. People didn’t care if their windows were washed by men, women, or Attila the Hun. So he was okay.

In fact, everything was sort of hunky dory. He was happy. He was happier than he had ever been in years.

He heard a small scream. He smiled. Rhonda had just discovered that she had lost her tits. He wondered how she would feel when she found out that he had them?

Well, that handled his problem with her. She couldn’t kill him now, because if she did she would be killing her own boobs.

He finally managed to stand up. His ass felt so good, and he sat down on a chair and just…sat.

“How you doing, Tony?”

He looked up at Vickie. “Pretty good.”

“Are you having fun being a woman?”

“Oh, yes.”

“What are you going to do about Rhonda?”

He frowned. “I didn’t know I had anything to do about her.”

“Oh, yes. You’re married. You made a contract.”

He sighed. “Well, I suppose we could figure out some kind of living arrangements here. I do have lots of space.” He looked up at her. “I’m not giving her back her tits, though.”

Vickie chuckled. “That’s between you two.”

For a second they were silent, then Vickie said, “I think I’ll move in, too.”

“You?”

“Save me some money, besides, there’s something I want to find out about.”

“What’s that?”

She sat down next to him, “I did have an ulterior motive for sparing your cock.”

“You did?”

“Oh, yes. Do you think you might learn to like me enough to give me a good boning?”

“Only if you say please,” he grinned.

END
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“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.
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“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”
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“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!
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