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PART ONE

“Oh, man! I can’t believe you’re doing this!”

“Honey, I’m sorry! Believe me, I would love to get you off. I don’t like the idea of leaving you horny!”

Ba and Ava looked at each other. Bo was sad, heartbroken, distraught. Ava was trying to keep a straight face.

“And why are you doing this to me again?” He was an object of pity.

“Well, I have a yeast infection, and—“

“What about a blow job?”

“Honey, you know I don’t like to get your stuff in my mouth.”

“How about a hand job?”

“That always takes too long.”

“But what am I going to do?”

“Well, I think you should put that chastity device on.”

“What? I thought you didn’t like it!”

“Well, normally I don’t, but you look a wee bit, uh, out of control.”

That was certainly true. Her yeast infection had lasted almost a month, and he really needed a little relief.

“So I’ll just jack off.”

“No! You know that is such a waste. You just save it for me. Put the chastity device on. You always wanted to try it. Now’s your chance.”

“Well, yeah, but I’m horny now!”

“Isn’t that the point of it? To keep you horny?”

“Well, I sort of moved on from that. I really want to make love.”

“Sorry. No can do. But I’ll play with you tonight, if it helps.”

“Great, get me super horny, when I’m already super horny, and then I’ll have two weeks of super horny while you’re at that convention.”

“Oh, honey,” she patted his cheek. “It’s only two weeks.”

“Two weeks of having a frustrated boner!”

Her lips twisted in a pout. “Honestly, the way you’re carrying on, I think I better arrange for a baby sitter.”

“Hardee har har,” he grumped.

She just smiled and that was the end of it.

The end of it for her. His misery was just starting.

DING DING DING!

Her alarm clock went off at four in the morning. She rolled over and turned it off, then got out of bed.

Bo lay awake, listening to her humming in the bathroom. She was wearing her nightgown and that accentuated her beauty. He lay on his side and watched her to her thing in front of the mirror.

He love to watch her put on her make up. She was so intent on getting the eyes right, and he loved it when she pursed her lips and applied beautiful, red lipstick. And she always came out smelling so sweet and delicious.

He lay in bed and his cock was  stiff as a board. A board dipped in concrete. He put his hand down and touched it and groaned. God, he wanted to cum.

Ava exited the bathroom and smiled at him. “No jacking off now.”

He doubted he could keep his word on that one, so he said nothing.

She put her earrings in, spritzed herself with perfume, and looked at him. She chuckled, “You look so sad. It’s not the end of the world. It’s only two weeks.”

“Yeah, but that two weeks of trying to live with a very insistent cock.”

“Oh, you and your cock.” She leaned down and touched her lips to his, and whispered. “Put the chastity tube on. It’s your only hope. It’s the only way you’ll make it through the next two weeks.

He groaned and pulled the pillow over his head.

She laughed and left.

He lay there, fully awake now, and listened to her heels clicking, the front door opening and closing, the car starting up and driving away. Man, was he horny.

Bo lay there for the longest time. His cock raging under the covers. He tried laying on his back, but the cock just poked up. He tried laying on his belly, but his cock poked down and had to bend, which he didn’t like. He tried laying on his side, but, no matter which position he lay in his penis was erect and throbbing.

He finally gave up. He got up and slipped on some slippers and put on his tatty, old robe. Yawning, he shuffled down the hallway to the kitchen.

And stopped.

There on the table was the chastity device. Ava had left him a final ‘message.’

He looked at it and grunted and shook his head. Hell, the way his cock throbbed there was no way he was going to get it into the device even if he wanted to.

Though, to tell the truth, the old urges that had prompted him to buy the thing in the first place were making themselves felt. Boing a boing boing, his cock throbbed and poked out from this robe.

“Crap,” he said.

He turned to the fridge and set about making breakfast. It was early, but what the heck. Maybe he could sleep if he ate a bit. It was worth a try.

He scrambled up some eggs, popped a couple of pieces of toast into the toaster, and put some sausages in a pan. In short order he was humming, the breakfast cooking, and he leaned against the sink with his butt, and his eyes fell on the chastity device.

What an infernal thing, he thought. He picked it up and took it apart. It was a simple construction, put the ring around his package, slip the tube over his cock, and slide a little padlock through a hole. Zingo bingo. Instant eunuch.

He chuckled at the thought of his rock hard cock in a chastity device. Struggling to get out, getting hornier and hornier.

He remembered some of the stories he had read on the web. Women who enslaved men, men reduced to begging and crying, ending up as maids for their wives.

He didn’t know about all that, but the idea of being locked up always made him super hard.

Well, c'est la vie. That’s life. He had gotten over that particular little fetish after a while. But he still had the symbol of it all.

Breakfast was almost done, so he placed the parts of the tube on the table and put his breakfast on plates, applied butter and jelly to the toast, and sat down to eat.

At the back of the table was a small stand of magazines, he picked one up and opened it.

Guns. He liked guns. Best phallic symbol around, he snickered.

For a long few minutes he chewed egg, swallowed fresh OJ, and read an article on the penetrating power of a Desert Eagle vs a Smith & Wesson Model 29. That was basically Tomb Raider vs Dirty Harry, but while Lara Croft was sexier, his money was on Dirty Harry. He was surprised when the magazine said Lara Croft had more penetrating power than Dirty Harry. What was the world coming to when women had more penetrating power than men? Eh?

Then there was an article about individual states’ attempting to turn over federal regulations. And then there was another article about…

He froze. For the first time in days his dick was soft. Funny, talking about guns was supposed to give you a hard on, but his dick was soft enough to…to…put a chastity tube on!

A brief moment of thought, a whim, and knee jerk reaction to being soft, he opened up his robe and put the ring around his package. He felt his dick starting up. He slipped the tube on, just in time, his cock was pressing against the metal. He slipped the little padlock through the locking hole.

He chuckled. First time he had ever been able to put the thing on. He had never been able to stay soft long enough. Once he tried to put it on his dick hsi dick got super hard super fast…well, he had it on now.

Of course, he had not locked it. He wasn’t that stupid.

Heck, he had two weeks of frustration looking at him. And he’d already had nearly a month of frustration. He wanted to beat his meat in the worst possible way.

He grinned, and felt his cock writhing and pressing against the metal. Aw, poor boy. You don’t like being in prison.

His cock angrily throbbed and tried to escape.

He decided to stand up and walk around with the cock cage on. He was going to take it off in a minute, so why not feel what it felt like?

He put his hands on the table and pushed to stand up, and his caged cock hit the underside of the table.

Click.

He froze.

He slid out from the table and looked down. Oh, fuck! The lock had struck the underside of the table and been pushed together. It had locked. Whether he wanted it or not, he was in chastity.

For a moment, he panicked. Thoughts ran through his head. His cock having permanent shrinkage, his balls exploding from pent up cum, his wife laughing hysterically at him.

Then he took a few deep breaths and tried to relax. Heck, he could get this thing off. He just had to go get a pair of pliers. He chuckled. So what if he was in chastity?

He smiled and decided to go ahead and walk around and see what it felt like.

He walked back to the bedroom, and was surprised that his cock didn’t sway, but it felt the movement like a jiggle, and it was very stimulating.

He took a picture of himself in the mirror. Maybe when he got it off he’d send the pic to Ava. But maybe not. She did have a tendency to laugh a little bit too hard at things like this.

He pulled on some underwear, some shorts, a tee, and socks and shoes.

The thing was very confining, and his prick was going crazy, pulsing to get hard, pushing against the metal, it was very sexy. It was like getting a handjob just by walking. Except it didn’t have quite enough jacking to make him cum.

Wow. This really was an infernal device. He’d only had it on five minutes and he was dying to get out of it and  spank the monkey.

Well, just a few more minutes.

He decided to walk around the block.

It was beautiful weather outside, and it was going to be a warm day. Maybe he should go swimming this afternoon. He wondered what the chastity device would feel like when swimming through the water. Lord, probably a whole new world of sensations.

He arrived home and was surprised that he hadn’t really taken note of the neighborhood. His mind had been on his cock.

Well, it was time to get rid of this thing. He was horny enough, it was time to get down to business and shoot a load.

He walked through the house and into the garage. He opened up his tool box and…there were no pliers. Well, there were pliers, but none of them had cutting edges. What the fuck? He had put them back in the tool box the last time he had used them. But…they weren’t there now.

Crap. Ava probably used them, maybe even lent them out.

Well, no big deal, the hardware store was open in a couple of hours. He could get some new pliers then.

But, what to do before then?

Heck, he was really frustrated and irritated. Why the hell had the stupid lock shut like that!?

He went back into the house. He was dressed, he didn’t feel like trying to sleep. Besides, his pulsing cock was really going crazy now, no way he was going to be able to sleep with that going on.

He went into the living room and turned on the tube. FOX news. Good, that would keep his mind busy.

After a few minutes, however, his mind was not ranting on the stupidity of politicians, it was focusing on the pounding in his groin. His damn cock just kept getting hard and pressing against the metal, then he’d have to breath and try to relax, but a minute later, like clock work, his cock pulsed again.

Crap.

He got up and went out and cleaned the pool. Good. That seemed to work. Just got to keep busy to get ahead of that infernal vibration.

He scooped up leaves and tried to forget.

But, while it worked a little, it didn’t work all the way. He’d get around the pool, was starting to relax, and then, a mind of its own, his prick would wake up and surge.

Man! He leaned on the cleaning pole and groaned. This was tough!

He went out to the garage and got out his bicycle. He’d just exercise. That would work.

He rolled down to the street and started peddling.

It worked. For about a minute. Then he became aware of the cage shifting back and forth over the narrow bicycle seat. Back and forth, rising and falling, and his cock went into its eternal struggle to get hard.

He cut his ride short and headed for home.

An hour and a half later he got into the car and headed for the store. When Buck Sanders, the owner of the hardware store opened his front door Bo was right there.

“Hey, Bo. How’s it hanging.”

What a fucking question! But Bo simply smiled, tried to ignore the slow vibrations emanating from his crotch, and said, “Pretty good. How’s yours.”

“Long, loose and full of juice,” and he laughed.

Bo headed back for the small tools section and looked for a pair of pliers with a cutting feature. The bin was empty.

“Hey, Buck! You got some cutting pliers?” Bo approached the front counter.

“I’m out.”

“Out of pliers?”

“Yeah, can you believe it? This stupid supply chain shortage they’re trying to sell us…I tell ya, this government is going to kill us.”

Normally Bo would have stood around and agreed with Buck, but something else was killing him. Something that needed action.

He headed for the only other hardware store in town, Home Depot. But when he pulled into the parking lot he saw a half a dozen fire engines pulled up to the entrance. They had a clerk in the front parking lot and he was telling people, “Sorry, sir. Had a fire last night. We’ll be closed today.”

Groaning, miserable, his cock talking a mile a minute in his pants, he headed for home.

He walked through the front door, tossed his keys in the little bowl they had on the foyer table, and stopped.

Keys! What the fuck was wrong with him? He had had a knee jerk reaction and thought he had to cut the thing off, which just showed how addled sexual frustration could make a guy.

Now, where were the keys.

He had kept the chastity tube in the bottom drawer of his dresser, so the keys must be there.

He ran to the bedroom, pushing down on his groin, as if that would help with the constant surge of urge.

He pulled open the bottom drawer and rifled through, and…no keys.

But there as an envelope. His hands shaking, he opened the envelope and took out a piece of paper.

If I know you,

you’ll try on the chastity tube.

I took the keys with me,

and I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.

Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do…

like jack off!

XOXOX

Ava

Oh, no! He gritted his teeth and moaned. That bitch! She had done this to him! how could anybody be so mean? Imprisoning his cock! That really was the lowest of the low.

Unfortunately for Bo, he was to find out that there were even lower depths his wife could sink to.

The morning turned into a hell of horniness and trying to figure out what to do about all that horniness. He would try to watch TV, then he would leap up and cut the lawn, then he would try to do a little work on the internet, and nothing seemed to work.

DING A DOOT DOOT!

He was sitting at the computer, wondering what he could do to relieve the pressure down below when his cell phone rang.

He looked at the number and groaned. It was Ava, doubtless calling to chuckle and chortle and laugh and snicker and have a good time at his expense.

“Hi, honey,” he tried to keep the desperation out of his voice.

“Are you wearing it?” Right to the point.

He paused, and thought about lying, but…what was the point? “Yes. I didn’t mean to, though. I just wanted to see if it fit, but when I stood up—I was at the kitchen table—the lock hit the table and locked.

“Oh, goodie! You are going to have so much fun!”

“Uh, it’s not that much fun.”

“Oh, sure it is. And just think about how good it’s going to feel when I get home. And, you know what?”

“What?”

“I didn’t have a yeast infection.”

He blinked. “You…”

“Yep. I could have, but I wanted you to have a good time.”

He was silent.

“And I love the taste of cum. I really wanted to blow you.”

“Ava!” His voice had begging in it.

“And I like to give you hand jobs. The way you grunt and groan, the longer it takes the more I like it.”

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

“And, honey?”

“What?”

“If you cut the chastity tube off I will not fuck you for one year.”

“What!” his voice was like a little shriek.

“And, I’ve got one more surprise for you.”

“What? What are you talking about? What surprise?”

“You’ll find out. I have to go now, have fun…” Click.

Bo stared at the phone, his penis was like a live wire in his cage, wiggling and snapping and trying to squeeze out the corners. Not that there’s that many corners on a chastity tube.

He put the phone down, and his throat gave a sort of a sobbing sound. How was he going to stand this?

Well, he would have to.

He got up and walked around the block. His cock cage waggled back and forth inside his pants and he was glad when he got back.

He tried cleaning the house, but moving the vacuum back and forth caused his cage to shift, and again he felt his desire grow.

He watched TV. And found that every show he watched had a beautiful woman on it. And when he accidentally clicked on ‘The View,’ and started thinking Whoopie was sexy he knew he had had enough. He turned off the TV and went and laid down on his bed. Just laid there and felt his cock poking and pushing and trying to get out.

And he finally realized the truth: he was locked up and he better figure out how to enjoy being horny.

That thought in mind, he got up and fixed lunch. He cut some hot dogs longways, cooked them in butter, laid a piece of cheese over them, and put the result on a heavily mayo-ed piece of bread.

Mmmm. He focused on the meal, and tried to push frustration out of his mind. And when the frustration got to be too much he just rubbed his cage and tried to enjoy that.

And it was working.

He had to stop fighting it.

After lunch he went out back, stripped his clothes off and jumped into the pool.

The water swallowed him, and his cage bubbled a little, then his cock tried to get hard under water. So he did laps, and tried to just feel the water sluicing through his groin.

Finally, moaning with the pleasure, wishing he could have a cum, he was floating on his back.

“YIPPEE!”

A giant splash of water occurred right next to him, and he was rolled over.

He came back to the surface, spitting and spluttering, and stopped.

She was blonde, and though wet, the hair was long and trailed down her back. She was blue-eyed and she was grinning at him.

What was more…she was naked. With large bosoms and a round ass.

Unfortunately, Bo couldn’t stop thinking about his cock cage. He wasn’t just embarrassed at being caught nude, he was embarrassed at being caught with a chastity device on.

He swam for the side of the pool, and the woman cut him off.

“Hi, Bo.”

He grabbed the edge of the pool, and she grabbed his arm and stopped him from hoisting himself out.

“My name is Sherry. Your wife sent me.”

“Let…go…” he was strangling with humiliation.

“And don’t worry about that cage on your little wee wee.” She giggled. “I’ve seen them before. In fact, I’m the one who encouraged your wife to encourage you to wear one while she’s away.”

He tried to get out of the pool again, but when he managed to get a knee on the edge Sherry reached right up and grabbed his balls.

“OW! Hey!” He couldn’t keep his balance and he fell back into the pool. He came up spluttering again and Sherry was laughing joyfully.

He swam to the shallow end and walked up the steps.

Sherry climbed the ladder and stood between him and the house.

“Please, get out of the way.” He was trying to cover up.

“Not until you show me your little ding-a-ling.”

“I…you…”

“Come on, one little peak. I’ve actually already seen it, so this is so you can get over your embarrassment and relax a little.

He tried to get past her again, and she pushed him into the pool.

One more time he broke the surface, spluttering and gasping for air.

Sherry laughed and said, “You are precious. Now get out of there and go call your wife.”

She let him past this time, and he ran into the kitchen, grabbed his cell phone and hit number one.

It was ringing and Sherry walked in past him, naked and dripping. He tried to turn so she couldn’t see him, but she was ignoring him for the contents of the refrigerator.

“Hey, honey, is Sherry there, yet?”

“Sherry? What? Yes…what is going on?” He was fumbling over his words, which made Ava chuckle on the other end of the line.

“Simple,” she said when she stopped laughing. “Remember when I said I should get you a baby sitter?”

He blinked. She had been kidding. It was a joke. Then he looked at the refrigerator. Sherry stood up, her large breasts visible over the door, and held up two ice cold beers.

“That was…you were just talking.”

“It’s true, but then I started thinking about it, and I started thinking about men and their fantasies.”

Sherry used a bottle opener and held a beer out to him. He turned away from her.

“And then I realized that that chastity thing you bought was your fantasy, and I had let you down.”

Sherry went to the other side of him and pushed the beer into his hand. It was Golden Monkey, and he groaned. He loved Golden Monkey.

“So I asked Sherry if she wanted to play with you this weekend. Of course, there are certain rules.”

He could see the rules: don’t touch. But Ava fooled him.

“You can touch her all you want, all that she wants, but you must do everything she says.”

“What?” He sounded like he was gargling.

“That’s right. Every man’s fantasy, a woman to play with sexually. Well, as sexually as you can get.”

And he saw her insidious plan then. He could touch, he could feel, he could do anything, but with no cock there really wasn’t any…his wife could turn him loose, and not worry about him being untrue.

He turned calm, looked at the beer in his hand. Looked at Sherry’s soft, curvy lips as they took a sip of The Monkey. And he realized just how nefarious his wife really was. In an eerily calm voice he said, “Oh, you bitch.”

She laughed merrily. “Have fun, honey. I’ll see you in a couple of weeks. And that chastity tube better be on and locked when I get home. I am really looking forward to seeing how much cum you can produce after two weeks of being teased mercilessly.”

Click.

He stared at his phone.

He stared at Cherry. Her lips were red, so incredibly kissable.

He looked at the Golden Monkey, then he lifted it. The amber liquid trickled down his throat.

His cock was surging so hard he was afraid he was going to break the chastity tube. Of course, that was not going to happen.

He took another drink.

Sherry moved closer to him.

He gulped.

She smiled and reached down and held his caged cock in her hands.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Nope,” she said, as she ran her long fingernails over his balls.

He shivered and his knees threatened to give way.

“But let’s get something out of the way right now.”

Still holding his balls and cock, she turned and pulled him out of the kitchen.

She led him down the hallway, and he couldn't stop a whimper from escaping his throat.

She looked back, laughed gently, then pulled him into his bedroom.

They were already naked, so there wasn’t any time spent undressing. She just pushed him onto the bed and climbed up on top of him.

She leaned forward, and her breasts brushed against his midsection. She put her hands on his pectorals and started thumbing his nipples.

He groaned and thrust his hips up.

She had her bare pussy on his cage. Her moist folds slithered over his caged cock.

She kissed him, and she had great lips. Her mouth was a furnace of desire and her tongue barged into his mouth and scoured him.

His hips were out of control, bumping up again and again, in tune with the surge of his contained cock.

“Mmm.” she said, breaking the kiss.

She began to knee walk up his body. Her pussy was wet and left a trail of wetness up his body. Over his chest, onto his chin, then she planted her pussy on his mouth.

He couldn’t help himself. Right at that moment he wasn’t thinking about his caged cock…he was thinking about fucking…even though the caged cock stopped him.

“Eat me, Bo. Use that mouth of yours and take me to paradise.”

He had no choice. And his wife had said he had to. And he wanted to.

He kissed her vagina, his face in between the labia, and sucked on her clitoris.

She pushed her pussy into his face, tilted her hips and fucked his face.

For long minutes he was in another world. His cock was surging, straining, trying to get loose, but, oddly, he didn’t notice it. He was actually involved in the act of sex.

Not being able to fuck, and only able to think about sex, was torture. Being horny and in the middle of sex was…incredible. It was heaven. It was paradise.

He stopped thinking about his dick so much because he was busy thinking about her vagina.

And the desire to cum was getting worse and worse.

But he didn’t care. He was close. He was face to face, flesh to flesh, and…and he just needed to…to…

“AHHHH!” she let loose with a hip shaking orgasm. Her eyes rolled back and she pulled on her tits. “FUUUUCK!” She ground her hips one last time into his face, then fell to the side.

That’s when it hit him. Now he wasn’t in the middle of sex, now he wasn’t going to cum, and the sensations in his cock cage multiplied, became ten times worse, and he was ten times hornier. He rolled over and began pounding his hips into the bed. He was making guttural noises, and next to him Sherry started laughing.


PART TWO

Sherry was out at the pool, sunbathing in the buff, sipping a Golden Monkey.

Bo was on the phone. “But, honey…she made me eat her pussy!”

“Oh, my God! Really? Oh, you must have had fun!”

“But what about our marriage vows?”

“Oh, were you planning to fuck her?” Ava laughed with delight.

“You know I can’t, but…did you really want her doing…doing this stuff?”

“Oh, yes. Her explicit instructions were to make you as horny as possible. She can do anything and everything she wants. And it sounds like she’s doing just that.”

“But, honey…”

“So I expect you to do everything she tells you. Everything and anything. And when I get back that cock of yours better be full to the breaking point! Or bursting point.”

Bo looked out the window. Sherry was stretching, showing off her massive bosoms.

“Are you sure this is…”

“This is exactly what I want. And I expect you to comply, mister. Comply with a capital C.”             

The conversation went on a little longer, but that was basically it. He was at the mercy of a sex hungry bitch, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He hung up the phone and headed for the living room, he was afraid to be around Sherry, but she saw him walking through the house.

“Hey! Slave boy!”

Oh, heysoos! He didn’t want the neighbors to hear a strange woman yelling that at him. He zipped back to the patio door and motioned palms down. “Please, not so loud.”

She just grinned and said, “Two more Monkeys, and make it snappy.”

Knowing she would raise her voice if he didn’t, he went back to the kitchen and opened two golden Monkeys and brought them out to the pool.

“Thanks, slave.” She tilted the bottle and the golden liquid passed between her parted and very sexy lips.

“I’m not your slave.”

“Oh, really? Did your wife tell you to do anything I asked?”

“Yeah, but that was her, not me. I haven’t agreed.”

She raised her sunglasses and looked at him. Then she let them fall back down and sat up. She spun towards him. “Come here.”

He didn’t want to, but he was sort of caught. His wife had said, and there was something about her, like the fact that she was sexing him up, that compelled him to walk over and stand in front of her.

She grabbed his caged cock and held it as she looked up at him. “How’s it feel?”

“Oh, crap,” he whispered.

“That good, eh?”

He was caught. Couldn’t run away, couldn’t throw her down and fuck her.

She kissed the top of the cage, then open her mouth and began sucking on the tube. He couldn’t feel her, but he could feel…something.

There were a couple slits on the sides of the thing and he could feel the wet heat of her mouth sliding back and forth on his sensitive skin.

“Please stop,” he mumbled.

She didn’t stop, she took his balls in her hands and started palpating them.

He groaned, his knees were weak.

She stopped, “Now sit down and I’ll explain how this works.”

He sat heavily on the lounge chair…before his legs gave way and he fell.

“For the next two weeks I am going to do things to you. Things you never imagined. I went over all these things with your wife, she knows what I’m going to do, and she’s okay with it. With everything. Now, you could fight it. You could give me a rough time, but think about it. You are going to be having sex with another woman. A pretty good looking woman, and how many men would love to do that?”

He said nothing.

“Your wife wants you to do this, I want you to do this, and the only pill in the soup is you. Can you tell me why you don’t want to spend two weeks making very physical love to a beautiful woman?”

“Because I don’t know you!”

She reached over and took his hands in hers, “And that’s the great thing about this. A total stranger goes crazy on you. It’s like sex without the baggage. No recriminations. No actual fucking. You’ll stay true to your wife, and yet…it’s like you get to have it all.”

He sat and tried to follow her reasoning. What was bad was that he did. What she said, while sick and perverted, was logical. All he had to do was give in and…and he couldn’t do it.

She saw it in his eyes and she sighed.

“Okay. We’re going to have to do this the hard way.”

He stared at her.

“Go stand in a corner or something. I’m going to make a plan. And don’t forget to fix dinner. I want steak and potatoes at six o’clock. Shoo.”

He wanted to say something, but didn’t know what. So he just stood up and went into the house.

And his cock throbbed and throbbed and throbbed.

He watched TV and managed to live with his pulsating cock for a while. It was a golf tournament and two guys were locked in a duel, and he watched, and only groaned and pressed down on his chastity cage every once in a while.

The clock ticked. The dials turned to indicate five o’clock. Sighing, he realized it was time to make dinner.

He walked into the kitchen. Sherry was sitting on a chair on the other side of the pool. She was deep in conversation, and Bo had a feeling it was with his wife.

He took out a couple of potatoes and sliced them, then buttered a skillet and turned on the heat. He grabbed a couple of steaks and pounded them with a tenderizer mallet, then sprinkled salt and pepper and a few herbs on them. He checked the potatoes, estimated the time needed for the steaks, and put them on the stove.

Suddenly his phone rang. DING A DOOT DOOT! He figured it was his wife, but when he answered Sherry said, “Bourbon and Coke. Make mine light, maybe half of what you normally drink.”

He filled two glasses half way with ice cubes, the he filled one half with bourbon, and the other a quarter with bourbon. He popped a couple of Cokes and brought the liquid levels up to the brim.

He checked the steaks and potatoes, everything was cooking nicely, then took the quarter filled Bourbon and Coke out to Sherry. She took it, sipped, and made an appreciative sigh. “That’s good.” She looked up at him and grinned. “I want you to drink a bourbon and Coke every fifteen minutes. Think you can do that?”

“I could, but why?”

“Honey, don’t ask, but believe me when I say that you’re going to be glad. Got it?”

He didn’t ‘get it,’ but he would do it. The truth was he was so flustered by this whole scene that he looked forward to drinking a drink every fifteen minutes. He’d be drunk after a while, and he needed to be drunk.

“Dinner’s almost ready. You want me to serve it out here?”

“Don’t be sarcastic, little boy.” She took a big glug of her drink, then stood up. “Let’s go, sweet cheeks.”

Bo was good with steaks, and he had done a superb job. They were dripping with juices and and the potatoes were heavy with butter. Add to that the deliciosity of the Coke Highs, and they had the makings of a feast.

And, pleasant surprise, when she wasn’t teasing him or laughing at him, Sherry turned out to be a good conversationalist.

Of course…the whiskey helped.

So they sat and sipped and ate and drank, and she had him put on a little music, and they spent a companionable hour.

“Leave the dishes for tomorrow,” she said. “I need you.”

She was always dropping little comments like that. ‘I need you,’ ‘I love holding your balls,’ ‘you kiss good.’ And those little comments were building him up, he was starting to feel pretty good about her.

They adjourned to the living room and she told him to get undressed. She was already undressed, and quite distractive, and she moved into his arms.

They danced, and she clung to his body and put her head on his shoulder and just…danced.

She was warm. She had muscles under that soft flesh, and she had a good sense of timing. He moved her around the living room and felt her large breasts against his chest. And, he felt his cock going absolutely crazy. The feel of her flesh, her boobs, the way she would stop every once in a while and just press her lips to his…it was making his cock go crazy in the cage.

And, every fifteen minutes she made sure he had a fresh drink. She didn’t have to try hard, he was quite willing to get soused. By seven thirty he was obviously messed up.

He had lost his inhibitions and was kissing her more and more on his own volition. he was feeling her breasts, and he even grabbed her pussy and inserted a finger.

She loved it. She pushed her chest against him and his hands. She humped his finger and asked for two. And she kissed him like there was no tomorrow.

So, his ability to resist snookered, she took his hand and led him down the hallway to his bedroom.

“You feeling like another cum?” He grinned.

“Actually, I’m feeling like doing something to you that you’ll love and hate.”

“Like what?”

“Just sit here. I’ll be right back.” She pushed him onto his wife’s vanity chair and headed for the kitchen. She returned a minute later with two drinks.

“Once we get started I’m not going to be wanting you to hop up and refill.” She placed the drinks on the vanity table and pulled another chair over to face him. She watched him with a bemused expression.

“What?”

“Honey, you know what turns a man on more than anything in the whole wide world?”

“Good sex,” he stated.

“Of course that does, but I’m talking about something that’s more powerful than foreplay, something that will make your dick weep semen.”

Drunk as he was, he couldn’t think of anything.

“The sexiest thing you can do to a man, the thing that turns a man on more than anything in the world, is to dress him up.”

He blinked, not sure what she was saying.

“Like a woman.”

He blinked again, and her words slowly filtered down through the slush of his inebriated brain.

“Make me a woman?”

“Yep.”

“Naw.” He laughed.

“So I’m going to do that. I talked it over with your wife, and she’s waiting for a few pictures.”

She stood up and clicked a couple of pictures with her iPhone. Bo stared at her.

“That’s the before. We’re going to be doing durings and after.”

“Oh.”

“So, Bo, are you ready?”

“Uh…” was he ready to put on a dress and make up and everything? He was drunk, and he was okay. Inhibitions gone, he said, “Sure.”

She smiled, put her phone aside, and started working.

First, she brought out a bottle of Nair and coated him with it. She applied it to his whole body, even his scalp. The only thing she didn’t put the Nair on was his eyebrows. While he was  waiting for the burn to start she quickly plucked his eyebrows.

“Ow…Ow…Ow…” he droned. She just laughed.

Then his skin started to heat up so she put him in the shower. Brought him out five minutes later and the only hair left on his body was his carefully sculpted eyebrows.

“Hey,” he said, looking at himself in the mirror, but she just told him to take a drink and be quiet.

The next item on here agenda was his nails.

“You’ve got typical male nails,” she said, as she filed and prepped them.

“Wash wrong with them? He swayed a bit in the vanity chair.

“They’re short. Made spatulate by the abuse of male style heavy labor.

“Oh. I guess that’s bad.”

“Bad if you ever want to be beautiful.”

“Oh.”

She chose some ovals and elongated his digits and painted the tips a beautiful red. After she had lacquered them she took a series of pictures,  first with his hands just spread out on the white laminate of the vanity desk, then with his hands held up to his cheeks. She sent the photos off and got a reply in minutes.

“What’d she say?”

“She says you’re beautiful. She says she’s wanted to do something like this forever.”

“Really?”

“Really.

She used little sponges and wiped his face. When she was done he was surprised at how black the sponges were.

“That’s the stuff in your pores. You are finally and truly clean now.”

“Wow.”

She applied primer. He had a couple of little blemishes on his forehead and they disappeared. He stared in wonder and actually wondered why people didn’t use more make up to make their faces better looking.

“Manly men, too scared to do anything girlish,” responded Sherry.

“But if they only knew.”

Sherry snickered on the inside. Bo was proving really easy.

She kept working, applying foundation, then she started working on the eyes.

She was close to him, sitting on his lap, and she painted his eyes a light charcoal color. She mascara-ed him and lengthened his eyelashes.

He sat like a stunned ox, feeling her sweet breath, her small hands soothing his face.

“Nice,” she said, giving him a light kiss. “Have another drink.”

He sipped. He was staying in a nice, golden haze, perfect for what she was doing.

“Okay, a couple of pinches now.”

He blinked when she pierced his ears. Two blinks, one for each ear, and he stared at the silvery strands of little diamonds she hung from his lobes.

“It looks funny, me being bald. I’ve got a woman’s face, except for my hair.”

“Don’t you worry,” she said, “Your wife said she had a wig.”

“Oh, yeah. It’s in her closet.”

A minute later and she was gluing the wig to his skin. She held it in place for a minute, standing close to him. He sat and absorbed her wonderful breasts.

“You like them?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered honestly, and his candor made her laugh.

She let go of the wig and pulled his head into her chest. “Enjoy, silly man.”

He kissed her breasts, then kissed the nipples. She held him, enjoyed for a long moment, then pushed him back. “We can do that later. Damned if this isn’t making me one horny bitch. Have another drink.”

A moment later she had him open his mouth and she carefully applied lipstain. “This is the good stuff,” she said. “It should last weeks. Smack your lips.”

He did so, like he had seen women do. He was amazed at how red his mouth was.

“Okay, let’s get you dressed.”

She put a corselet on him to control his small love handles and to give him a wasp waist.

“I’m glad you’re not one of these big, bulky guys. Being slender it’s very easy to transform you.”

“Oh.” He sipped his drink, and left a bare trace of lipstick, or lipstain, on the rim of the glass. He stared at the print raptly.

“Cool, eh?” she laughed.

She put panties on him, then unrolled stockings up his legs and attached them to the straps dangling from the corselet.

Then she put dark make up in two arches over his pectoral muscles.

“What’s that?”

“Shadow. The corselet will push your boobs up, and the shadow will accentuate them.” She finished and made him look in the mirror. He was amazed. It looked like he actually had breasts.

“Nice, eh?”

“I really need implants,” he said, staring at himself.

“Maybe someday.” She was smiling.

She picked out his wife’s black dress. It was stretchy and short and showed just enough of his fake cleavage. She put a string of pearls around his neck sat on his lap and stared at him. “You’re so beautiful. I wish we could actually fuck.” She kissed him slowly and tenderly, and it took his breath away His cock increased its skirmish in his cage and he gave a little moan.

Sherry stood up, went to his wife’s closet and took out some high heels. They were a four inch sandal style, sling back and his toes hang over the edge a bit, but they were workable. She fastened the little buckles and stood back and grinned. “Baby, you are one good looking be-yotch!”

He smiled, and sipped.

She had been taking pictures throughout the process, and she took a few more and sent them, then said, “Come on.”

He stood up, and almost fell down. High heels were difficult for the beginner to walk in.

She laughed and linked an arm with his and walked him through the house. He stared at her owlishly when she took him out to the driveway and her car. “Where are we going?”

“To see the sights, honey.”

She put him in the passenger seat, telling him how to sit and then swivel both legs. “You don’t want any nasty boys to get the wrong idea,” she chuckled.

He chuckled. Yeah. Nasty boys.

He was on the edge of being truly soused. He was in happy land, but a couple of more drinks too fast and he would be in sloppy drunk land.

She started the car up and backed out.

She drove slowly through town, and he sat there and felt the wind in his hair. She had the top down and it was so weird to feel the wind on his chest, and the dress felt so…slinky. He felt like he was undressed, and that made his cock jump up and down…and not go anywhere.

They arrived at Charley Coyote’s, a hip night spot, and it was in full swing.

A valet came out and stole her car and she walked Bo into the combination nightclub/restaurant. There were maybe twenty men and a few women on the sidewalk, and they eyed the two women appreciatively. Being two women, they passed the line and went right in. The bouncer smiled at them and got his eyeful.

Inside it was crazy. They small dance floor was packed and bodies jostled and jiggled and hugged and kissed and made the wildest party envious.

Sherry led him onto the dance floor, turned and held him, and danced around the edge of the little parquet space to the other side.

Men sitting at the tables or standing against the shadowed wall stared at the two women hungrily.

Bo felt eyes on his body. It made him feel weird, even as it excited him. Ava had told him how women could feel men’s eyes on their very flesh, and now he was experiencing it. Creepy, and exciting.

On the other side of the dance floor she led him to the bar and ordered a couple of drinks. They got their drinks and moved to the side and sipped slowly.

“Would you like to dance?” A large man, lots of muscles, moved in on them.

“Bo would,” Sherry took his drink and nodded at Bo.

Bo panicked. It was a man! Asking to dance. His heart jumped and he wanted to run for cover, but Sherry just nudged him into the man’s arms.

Suddenly, Bo wasn’t so drunk. He was scared.

But the man simply spun him on to the dance foot, and Bo had to control all his instincts. He wanted to lead.

“You come here often?” The man smiled at Bo.

Bo shook his head, cleared his throat, knew he couldn’t speak in his regular tone of voice.

“No,” he whispered, using a higher pitch.

The man tried a few other lines to get him talking, but Bo was simply too scared. Finally, the dance ended, and the man brought him back to Sherry.

“Thanks,” and he disappeared into the crowd.

“How’d you like it?” Sherry handed him a drink.

“We’ve got to get out of here.”

“Aw, but the fun is just starting.”

“I…I…can’t…”

“Oh, okay. Party pooper. I’ve got lots of good pictures, anyway.

They started around the dance floor and another man stepped in front of Bo. “Care to dance?”

Sherry smiled. “She would, but we’re lesbians.”

The guy grinned, “Well, could I see you girls make out then?”

“Only if you take a picture of us.” She handed him her cell.

The man focused, Sherry laughed, pulled Bo to her and planted a massive kiss on his lips. She even felt his little boobs.

The man snapped a few pics.

When they parted, Bo felt a bit dizzy, and Sherry whooped and said, “Baby, that’s doing it!” She took her camera back, and the guy grinned and watched them walk past him and out to the exit.

They waited for the valet to return her car, and Bo said, “Wow. I’m sweating.”

“Perspiring, dear. Men sweat, girls perspire.”

They drove back through town and up to the observatory. They stood at the fence over looking LA, arms around each other, then Sherry turned him and gobbled him some more. She held his package, right through the dress, and tasted his mouth gleefully.

He was not so drunk on liquor now, but he was drunk on the heady feeling of sex.

“God, I want to cum,” he whispered into her ear.

“And maybe some day you will. Come here.”

Bo followed her to the trunk She opened it and handed him a half pint of bourbon. “Don’t have any mixer, but this will take the hair off your chest.”

“Ha,” he said, tilting his head. The liquid burned down his throat and made him give a slight cough. “I don’t think I need to worry about losing the hair on my chest.”

“No, you don’t,” she agreed. “Take a last sip, and let’s go home. The night is still young, and we have a couple of things left to do.”

The pure bourbon smacked him a good one and he muttered, “Like what?”

“Well, you wanted to fuck me, so we can start there.”

“And after that?”

“After that I fuck you.”

He laughed, and in his muddled head he thought he was going to fuck her twice.

Once again in the car they meandered through the streets and back to his house. They walked in the front door and he felt like he had been gone for a lifetime.

She made him another drink and brought him back to that wonderful land of stupid that is the geography of the happy drunk.

“Okay, how we gonna do this?” he leered. “Do you have a key to this chastity thing?”

“We don’t need no stinkin’ key,” she hugged him, kissed him, and they walked, mouth to mouth, down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“Stand there and pull your dress up.”

He giggled. Pull your dress up. He was wearing a dress.

She had brought a big overnight bag and she reached into it and pulled out a bunch of straps and a…a dildo?

He stared at it, his mouth slightly open.

She arranged the straps on him, then buckled them, then snapped the dildo onto the front.

He stared down, past his little boobs, and blinked at the big cock sticking out from his groin.

“It’s bigger than mine!”

“And it will last all night. A better invention has never been.”

“Don’t tell my wife about this,” he whispered, as he stroked his erect plastic phallus.

“Too late, honey. Oh, I’m sure she’ll still give you a mercy fuck once or twice a year, but this is the new thing.”

“Holy wow,” he mumbled.

She knelt and blew him, and it was totally surreal. A beautiful woman was sucking on his cock and he felt nothing, but his mind was excited and his cock was banging around inside his chastity cage like a mad bull.

She stood up, placed the cell phone on the vanity table and pressed record, then she led him to the bed and laid down for him.

“Come on, honey, do me right.”

He worked his way up her body, kissing her pussy, then up to her tits. His cock was snapping angrily in its cage, wanting to get out but unable.

She stopped him for a second and looked at his mouth. “That stain really works. You are really sexy.”

He attacked her voraciously. He felt her large boobs, kissed them, then he was kissing her neck and her lips and…and she guided his cock into her pussy.

“Oh!”

He watched her eyes widen. He was in her, and yet not in her, and it was so fucking incredible.

“Oh, heysoos!”

She hugged him, pressed her chest against his, and he began to do the in and out.             

She worked with him, thrusting her hips up when he descended, pulled back when he slid out. She was gasping, and he was an audience, reduced to appreciating and cheering, but with no direct involvement.

She humped him, and made a thumbs up to the cell phone, and kept banging away.

He found himself getting so excited that he was really fucking her, just as if it was his dick in her and not a fake.

She came then, actually a series of small pops that ended with a big boom.

He stopped moving, laid on her, supporting his weight on his arms so as not to crush her, and tried to get his breath.

“Oh, God! That was the best. Here, get off me and give me that.”

He stood up and she undid the strap on and put it on her own waist.

“What are you doing?” he asked, eyes wide.

“You wanted to fuck, so you get to fuck. Now it’s my turn to fuck.”

“But…I didn’t…you can’t…”

She just grinned and pushed him down on the bed.

He was drunk, his muscles weren’t working right and…way down deep inside of him…he wanted to see what it was like.

Heck, he had read enough porn, read enough accounts of men liking it up the butt. He was just drunk enough to go exploring.

She held him down with one hand while she got out a jar of lube, then she greased up one hand and began fondling his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. “That feels good.”

“Just wait, honey. The world is about to change for you.”

She slipped fingers into him and began reaming him. She slathered the lube on, made sure he was truly ready, then stepped up to his butt.

The feeling of being penetrated was like nothing he had ever felt before. Nerves he never knew he had started to sing, his hole opened up, and so did his world. He felt the shaft surge through him, bringing happiness and light.

She drove into him, pulled back, drove in again, and again, and again.

“Oh…my…God!”

“How do you like it!”

“I love it!” he relaxed even more, and just focused on the wonderful feeling of being fucked, and of submitting, and he could feel his entire world shifting.

Heck, maybe his wife wold prefer the dildo to his dick after this, but so would he. Penile sex was a pale shade after this…this wonder.

As he relaxed he felt a golden glowing in his groin area. It wasn’t specific, like the trigger when a dick orgasms, it was general, filling up his whole pubic region, and he quickly realized that he couldn’t push it, make it happen, like he could with a dick. He had to call this orgasm up by creating a vacuum of effort, and then it would have something to fill. Relaxing more and more, and that was hard, he managed to encourage that orgasm, and suddenly it burst over him. It wasn’t a short, hard bang, like a male orgasm, it was all embracing, engulfing, surrounding him and washing through his whole body. It wasn’t just his dick, his whole being just exploded with warmth.

A minute later Sherry pulled her penis out of him. She moved slowly, listened to him grunt and moan, and smiled.

“Not many men can have an anal orgasm the first time,” she commented, taking off the strap on and putting it aside. She crawled into bed and cuddled with him.

Then: “Ew! Wet spot! You messy man!”

He smiled. He was already almost asleep. His whole being was drained and elevated at the same time.

He had cum. An anal orgasm, or prostate orgasm. And some even called it a sissygasm. But he didn’t care what they called it. He just knew that he had had one, and that was all he wanted. As he slid deeper and deeper into sleep he realized that his dick was probably going to stay locked up, and that was fine with him.

She finished laying a towel over his puddle of cum and snuggled with him. They drifted into sleep together then.


EPILOGUE

“Hey, honey,” Bo greeted Ava. She kissed him a good one, and he went back to cooking the bacon and eggs. He was fully made up and wearing a negligee. His new implants really stuck out.

A minute later Sherry entered the kitchen.

“Hey, baby!” He kissed her, felt her breast, and she laughed at him.

Then the two women kissed. They were a bit more passionate with each other than with him, but that was okay.

He served them breakfast and stood back to watch them.

Two beautiful women, his women, though they would not refer to themselves as such.

They slept together in the master bedroom, his former bedroom, and he slept in the small guest room down the hall.

Except, of course, for those nights when they pleasured him. And/or he them.

He wore female clothes much of the time now, and he was quite adept at changing back and forth from male to female.

And his dick was always locked up.

Oh, they took it out once a week and checked it for health, but he was pretty much dickless around them, except, of course, for a few plastic dildos.

And that made him quite happy.

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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminized by Lesbians!’

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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