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PART ONE

“Hey, babe, I sign that million dollar deal tomorrow.”

“Wow! You made it!”

My wife, Janice, was impressed, and it takes a lot to impress her because, well, because she’s pretty darned impressive herself.

Five foot six, just an inch under me, slender body with large breasts, a beautiful clear complexion under dark, dark tresses, magnetic green eyes, and juicy red lips.

I had just come through the door from the garage into the kitchen and I gave her a hug and she gave me a smack.

“You know what that means, don’t you?” I had a sly look on my face.

“Why no?” she mocked up innocence and put one hand to her cheek as if in surprise.

It means that I, Jerrod Blankenship, am going to sink it to the balls in my beautiful wife.

She smiled, but I knew she didn’t like it.

“Yes, you do,” she said, and patted my cheek.

Patted my cheek, as if I’m a little boy. Here I just became, well, would become, a millionaire on the morrow, and she still treated me like a little boy.

Well, that was about to end. She had promised I could sink it to the balls when I made my first million. Her words, an incentive when we began this saga, when we got married after college and I went to work in finance.

We had been married for five years, and they had been the horniest five years of my life. Janice wouldn’t fuck me. Well, not really.

She gave me hand jobs, and blow jobs, but even those were few and far between.

And the three times I had actually penetrated her with my cock she had taken a few plunges, then pushed me away.

And her explanation was…unbelievable.

“Honey, if you fuck me all the time, if you put that big dick of yours into my little hole, well, it won’t be little very long. Now you don’t want a wife with a big, old gaping hole, do you?”

“Well, uh, yeah,” I would stammer, and I would redouble my efforts to convince her to just lay back and take a good dicking, like a real woman.

But she felt that her way was best, that she was remaining hole healthy and more beautiful by depriving me.

“What about our marriage vows?” I would complain.

She would just shush me with a sexy finger and explain, “We’re not making a baby, so why bother dragging it out?”

But tomorrow was tomorrow. I would sign the deal, and she would deliver, no matter how badly she didn’t want to.

I opened the fridge and took out the bottle of champagne I had been saving.

“Oh, my,” Janice put her arms around me as I unwrapped the foil and popped the cork.

POP!

The cork banged off ceiling and cupboards and came to rest in the sink right in front of me. Bubbly overflowed and I tried to catch it with my lips, then she pulled it over and caught some more with her sexy lips.

Then we poured the alcohol into flutes and toasted my success.

And we kissed.

“Come on, babe, let’s play a little,” I took her hand and pulled her towards the bedroom.

“Go get ready,” she said, and wiggled her hand out of mine.

I walked to the bedroom and knew what she was doing. She was wiping the spilled champagne off the counter and the door under the sink.

My wife is a clean freak, in the worst sense of the word. If a hair falls out of my head and lands on a pillow she has to pick it up and dispose of it. If I walk in with dirty shoes I get the silent treatment with icicles.

It made her immaculate in her appearance, but, a bit weird. But she was my wife, and I loved her, for better or worse, and that was what it was.

Interestingly, she wasn’t just wiping the spill of champagne, when she arrived in the bedroom she was holding two more glasses. Big glasses. Filled with bubbly. Whoa! Maybe I could get her drunk and bone her tonight?

I was taking my shirt off, my pants were already off and my dick was standing up like the proud fellow he was. “What’s this?”

“A little celebration. Here.” She handed me one glass and I took it. I drank a big glug.

She put the other glass down and and began taking off her clothes.

She slipped out of her blouse, and my boner was re-bonerized, felt like steel. Her boobs were accentuated by the sexy bra, and the way her nipples were erect and peeking over the edge was amazing.

“Drink, baby. This is your night.”

“Really?” I took another big sip.

“Oh, yeah.” She shimmied out of her skirt and I lusted after her rounded hips, her wasp waist.

“Come on, baby, let’s get this party started.”

I grinned and took another big gulp.

She left her garters and nylons on, she knew that turned me on, and sat down at her make up table.

I was naked by now, boner bobbing, and I sat down in the chair next to her and watched. My favorite sport is watching my wife put on make up. I know, weird, but if you knew how beautiful my wife is…and the idea that she was making herself all extra beautiful just for little, old me…you’d be weird, too.

She smiled at me and cleaned her face with little pads, then she moisturized it.

“My, God are you beautiful,” I burbled.

“Drink up, big boy. You’re almost there.”

I drank again.

And again.

She worked on her eyes, a slight smokiness, all the way around, making her eyes look like fiery emeralds, smoldering and about ready to explode.

I finished my drink.

“Excellent,” she whispered. She picked up her glass and and handed it to me. It was full.

If I was sober I would have wondered, but I wasn’t sober, so I just observed, “You haven’t started.”

She smiled at me, took the glass back, and put on her lipstick. Thick, red painted onto her full lips. My heart surged, as did my hard on.

She looked at me, picked up the glass and touched her lips to the rim. As if she was drinking, but I doubt if she got more than a touch of champagne wetness. She handed me the glass. I stared at her lip print.

She touched up her lips, and said, “This is your night, baby. Now drink from my lips.”

Oh, I was out of control. My mind was fitzing and sputtering, and I put the glass to my lips and sipped champagne over her red lip print. I could taste lipstick through the bubbly, and I imagined myself kissing her lips, and she turned to me.

“Honey, if we do this, our old deal is done. And we need to make a new deal.”

“Excellent,” I said, taking another sip. I was feeling a little loopy now. “What’s the new deal?”

“I’ve given this a lot of thought, I’ve even researched it on the internet, and I think I’ve figured out a game you might like.”

“All right.” Another sip.

“You know how I like to be in control.”

“Yeah.” Another sip.

“I’d like to really be in control.”

“Heck, babe, you already are. You control this house, you control me to a large extent, what more control would you like?” Another sip. The glass was half full now. Or, half empty. Yeah. Half empty. The room reeled gently about me.

“Yes, but I want more control. I want total control.”

“Well, okay. What does that mean?” Another sip.

“It means I tell you what to do. Everything. What to do. What to wear. You have to do everything I say, and instantly.”

“Instantly?” There was something weird here. Not weird like in weird, but something I didn’t understand, something off the tracks.

“And if you don’t do what I say I get to spank you.”

“Whoa!”

“But don’t worry, you’ll learn to love it. You will eventually beg me for a spanking. A big, powerful man like you,” she reached down and fondled my dick, “You’re going to get off on somebody controlling you.”

“I am, eh?” Sip. What the fuck was going on? I suddenly realized how much I had drunk, and how fast. I better be careful.

“And that’s all you want. A little control. Of me.”

“More than a little, but, yes.”

“But I’m still going to get to fuck you. Right now.”

“In a little while you will be balls deep in me. You will be banging me like a carpenter pounds a nail. You will be penetrating me with that big, hard cock and sending me to the moon. You will be…” she stopped talking and grinned.

Because I was grinning. I was grinning like a coyote that just caught the rabbit.

“Is it a deal?”

“Sure.” I finished the glass.

“Then sign this,” she opened up the drawer of her little table and pulled out a contract.

I had trouble reading it. My eyes seemed to be working independently of each other. I owlishly peered.

“Let’s go over, it,” she set up her cell phone and started the camera rolling.

I’m not sure what I said, I was definitely drunk. But I did repeat after her, and I initialed points, and, in the end, at the bottom, I scrawled my named. Jerrod Blankenship. Millionaire. And the deal was done. I was signed, sealed and delivered, for another five years. Under the control of my wife.

My loving wife.

“Come on, honey, let’s put you balls deep in the only thing you ever truly loved.” She stood up and took my hand.

I stood up, and wobbled a bit. She giggled and steadied me, and led me to the bed.

She sat me on the edge. “First things first, she said, here.” She handed me her cell phone. She looked up at me, held my dick, and. smiled. Click.

She placed her mouth over the head. Click.

She blew me, actually deep throated me. Click, click, click.

She fondled my balls. Click.

She took my balls in her mouth. Click.

She massaged my balls and worked my shaft. Click. Click.

I was in a heaven, and too drunk to understand it. I saw this amazing sex happening, and it effected me, kept me hornier than a monk in a grade school, but my feelings were diluted.

I was drunk. I felt it, but I didn’t really wallow in the heaven of her mouth. I just drooled and slobbered and watched her head bob up and down.

Then she had me kneel at the side of the bed, and she sat and spread her legs.

I licked her slit. Click.

I chewed on her clitoris. Click.

I lapped her labia up and down, my tongue extended and licking like a cat cleaning its fur. I heard Janice moaning, but the room was spinning a bit, and I just focused on pleasing my wife. Click. Click. Click.

I put a finger in her, and she jerked, but stayed there. Two fingers, and she moaned and ground her hips onto my hand.

“You don’t feel so small,” I blurted. “You sure I haven’t been fucking you?

She didn’t say anything, just moaned louder.

Three fingers, and I was half standing, putting my weight into my arm, pumping into her with force and authority.

Click.

I looked up at her, she was crying.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Keep going. It’s your night.”

I helped her to back up on the bed and I knelt between her thighs. I looked down at her. The room was spinning, but I wanted to see my wife’s face.

She had tear streaks, but she was smiling grimly and nodding that it was all right.

I placed the head of my cock between her outer lips. Click.

I pushed into the inner lips. Click. Click.

I went balls deep in her.

The room was spinning. I fucked her hard, but I didn’t feel the true heaven. I didn’t take the time to assess my senses, to pay attention. I was just a rutting animal.

She said, “Wait.”

I managed to stop, and she set the cell phone on the side table and made sure we were in focus. Then she laid back and looked up at me. God, she was beautiful. Even with her make up smeared and the tear trails on her cheeks, she was the most gorgeous thing in the universe.

I lost control. I took a few pumps, telling myself I would be gentle, and then I was slamming into her. Five years of waiting. Five years of being teased. Five years…and I needed this. I needed to do this. I had to assert myself, be the man. I had to fuck my wife, and my need was so great that I wasn’t gentle.

I spurted. It wasn’t great, but then I wasn’t being a kind and compassionate fellow. I was too horny, too pumped up, to be kind and considerate.

I loosed my load, spurted inside her, then collapsed.

Drunk, I dimly felt her push me, and I rolled to one side. My eyes were barely open, but I registered her taking pictures of my cock. Slack, semen covered. Then my eyes were closed, but I still heard the clicking sound her cell phone made. I knew she was taking pictures of her pussy. Of the white drool seeping out. Of my seed pouring out in clumps and streams.

Snore.

I awoke with a groan.

Some champagne leaves you with a head ache. Some champagne doesn’t. I often wonder if it is a California vs France thing. California adds sugar, France doesn’t. But, whatever. I just knew I had a headache. And somebody was doing something with my feet.

“Wha…” I tried to sit up. The room spun and I laid back. “What are you doing?”

“Painting your toenails.”

I blinked, and even that hurt, but I tried to figure it out. Paint my toenails? Like house paint? I had images of little men on ladders climbing on to my feet and brushing my toenails with broad strokes. And then I came to myself. Actually, I think I woke up again, without even realizing I had been asleep. I gingerly sat up. My head didn’t hurt as much, the room only spun around a couple of times, and I looked at my feet.

Fuck! I had bright red toe nails!

“Janice?” I moaned. I wasn’t sober enough yet to yell.

“What, honey?”

I looked to the side and saw her sitting at her make up table. Once again she was perfect, pristine, an amazing work of art.

And I groaned at the thought of what I had done to her. I had treated her savagely, like an animal. I had ravaged her, with no kind words and hands.

“Oh, God. I’m sorry?”

“For what?” She turned to me.

What a vision of loveliness. Her lips so red, her white skin so pure, the way her long, black hair waved over her bare shoulders. She was naked, and I felt my dick begin to grow.

“I wasn’t…I was rough last night.”

“Oh, you remember,” she smiled. “It’s okay. It was your night. You waited five years, and if that is the kind of fuck you wanted, so be it.”

“But…but did I hurt you? I remember you crying.”

“Tears of joy, love,” she said blithely. Yet I remembered seeing her cry, and I know I was too rough.

“I’ll make it up to you.”

“There’s nothing to make up for, and, besides…” she nodded towards my feet.

I looked down at the red paint. Sexy on a woman, but weird on me. “Yeah! You have to take this off! I have to go sign contracts.”

She came to me then, sat next to me, even pressed her lips lightly, very lightly so as not to mess her make up, on mine. She said, “You agreed to do what I wanted for the next five years. You even signed a contract, and I have it all on video. This is just the start.”

“But…but…”

She shushed me with the famous one finger to the lips trick. “Be silent, my love. No one will be able to see your feet in your stockings.”

“Stockings?”

“Yes.”

“But I wear socks!”

“Not anymore you don’t. Now you wear what I want you to.”

“But honey, I can’t…it’s not manly!”

“But look how hard you dick is. You like the idea of red nails. Our little secret. Every time you feel an itch in your toes you will be reminded of me. Of our secret. And maybe, if you focus, you will remember what last night was like. The thrusting in and out, and plunging all the way to the balls. the way you splattered your seed, your massive amounts of seed, all through my womb.”

She stood up then and went to the chair next to her table. She had placed items of lingerie on it. “I know that I will be thinking of you, how soft and tender you are, how you are well on your way to another million, and how delightfully naughty you are under your clunky, old suit.”

She picked up a pair of panties—thick panties, I think they are called ‘tummy shapers’—and a bra and brought them to me. “Your dick is going to be so happy.” She handed them to me.

I felt the material. It was kinky smooth, very sexual. But the idea of wearing women’s clothes…it was too much. I placed them to the side.

But she wasn’t trying to get me dressed right then. She took my hand and pulled me from the bed, took me towards the bathroom.

“What are we doing?”

“Whatever I want. Stand there.” I stood in the middle of the bathroom and she slathered some sort of cream all over my body. “Just wait.” She washed her hands and then turned and examined my face. “We can do a little plucking, it’s an ouchie, but you will be so much neater.”

“Honey, I don’t think I can do this.”

“Nonsense. Besides, you promised.”

“I did, but I was drunk, and—“

“Shush now, little boy. and enjoy your transformation.”

My…transformation? Little boy?

“On the outside you are going to be a man. Very manly. Studly, with a beautiful woman hanging on your arm. You will be the envy of every man.

On the inside you are going to be a simpering, little boy. A boy with tiny testicles that haven’t dropped. A boy that’s more like a girl, all fresh and clean and in love with life. And if the other men knew they would REALLY envy you.

“I’m…like a girl?”

“Wait here, I’m going to get you something. If this cream gets hot just jump in the shower, but don’t get in the shower until it gets hot.

She ran out of the bathroom and I just stood there. I looked in the mirror. A naked man with cream sworls all over his body. Shit.

She returned and was holding a glass. “A bit of V8 with hair of the dog.”

I sipped, and it was good. Sweet vegetable juice with a little kick to rob me of my hangover. Then I noticed my skin. “Hey, it’s burning!”

“Quick. Drink it down and get in the shower.”

I tilted the glass and chugged it as she opened the door. I stepped into the shower and…washed all my hair off!

“Oh my God!” I shouted. “I’m losing my hair! I’m…I’m bald all over!”

I heard Janice giggling outside the shower.

I had not choice but to complete the rinse, and I watched dismally as my hairs all swirled down the drain. And I was fascinated by my red painted toes, standing on the tiles as if they were watching the hair go down the tube.

I stepped out of the shower, and Janice attacked me with a big, fluffy towel.

“You stole my hair.”

“Guilty,” she smiled as she rubbed my body down.

“But I needed my hair!”

“What for?”

“To…to be a man!”

“So hair makes a man?” She tossed her head and her hair flicked back over her shoulder. “What does this make me? Am I more manly than you?”

“Oh, damn!” I blurted.

She rubbed my head and said, “It’s not like you’re Samson. You aren’t going to get weak from a haircut. In fact, the truth of the matter is that losing your body hair, and growing your head hair, is going to make you stronger.”

“Huh!” I observed sadly.

She grabbed me by the dick then, and hauled me out to the bedroom.

“Now, panties first.”

“I don’t think I should do this.”

She propped me up and leaned down to put the tummy shaper thing on one foot, then the other.

“You have to.” She pulled them up to my waist. They were snug,  to say the least, but they kept my poor dick from poking out.

“I don’t fit.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got things on order. We’ll have everything sorted out by the weekend. But these will do for now.”

“Great,” I muttered.

She picked up the bra and placed it around my waist.

“Did you order this stuff before…before last night?”

“Yes. But the real stuff is coming by Amazon in the next day or two.”

She fastened the bra and put the straps over my shoulders.

“I don’t have any tits. Why do I have to wear this?”

“It’s a training bra. Don’t worry, I’ve got a pair of titties coming in the mail. And, who knows, if you’re a good boy, then some day we’ll get you some implants.

“What?”

She kissed me, a quick peck so as not to spoil her make up. “You’ll love it. A pair of knockers all your own. You’ll bounce and feel how nice and soft they are, and we can enlarge your nipples, too.

Now, let me be honest. I was objecting, and I had given her my word, and I’m not the kind of guy who breaks his word, even if given while drunk, but something was happening to me.

Well, actually, something was happening to my dick.

The electric feel of my bald skin…it was sexual, and horny. And I was still just a touch high from the previous night, but…my dick was so hard!

“Okay, let’s put the garter on you. Don’t worry, the snaps are high, they won’t show in your pants, and you’ll still be able to pee. At least for now.”

“At least for now? What does that mean?”

“Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about what I mean,” she patted my cheek then helped me into the garter. “Now sit down on the edge of the bed.

I sat, and she began unrolling nylons up my legs.

I almost swooned from the sheer sexuality of the material on my legs.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.” Boy, did it.

“Ooh, look. Mr. Happy is happy.” She fondled my cock, stroked it, felt the balls, which, if anything, felt fuller than they had the night previous.”

“Say, now that we’ve, uh, done it…maybe we could do it again?”

“Silly boy. You say the silliest things.”

She fastened the nylons and stood me up.

“God, would you look good in heels. But, right now…go on and finish with your male attire.

Male attire. Oh, God. I was dizzy, not from hangover, but from lust, and this kinky underwear was doing it to me.

I went into my closet and pulled on pants, and almost fell over, my knees were so weak from the sexual feeling of pant material sliding on nylons.

I put on a shirt, and the feel of the bra tightening over my skin was definitely boner time.

I put on shoes, and the nylons made my feet slide around in the shoe. It felt curiously like a dick sliding around in a woman’s hole. I was going to need new shoes. Tighter shoes.

I stepped out of the closet, knotting my tie.

Janice looked at my approvingly. “Look in the mirror.”

I looked. I saw a manly man. I was wearing an expensive suit, and there was no sign of garter snaps or bra lines. Janice had chosen well. I was disguised. I could get away with this.

But if anybody knew that my toes were painted re…oh, God!

“Okay, honey,” she spritzed me with some sort of cologne. “You’re ready to go be a powerful man, and only you will know where your power comes from.”

I looked at her.

She read the expression on my face and giggled. Silly, it comes from your secret. It comes from the fact that you’re brave enough to give in to your feminine side. It comes from your bra and garter, your nylons and panties. It comes from the sweet smell you exude.

I thought about what she said. Oddly, there was something to it. I would be talking a million dollar deal, knowing that I was wearing kinky underwear.

Rich, powerful men would be shaking my hand, thinking I was a studly stud, and not knowing that I had a powerful secret.

“Just think, honey. You’re going to be as strong as a woman.”

“Okay,” I said, but there was a tremor in my voice.

Janice just chuckled, linked her arm with mine and walked me through the house.

“How long is this going to go on?” I asked, as I opened the door to the garage.

“Oh, honey. This is just the start. By this weekend I’ll have everything I need. And you won’t want it to end.”

“But…how long?”

She smiled a secret smile. “The contract is for five years.” She turned me around. I was on the first step down to the garage, which put her six inches taller than me. She held my face, she touched my lips lightly with hers, careful not to mess her make up. She looked into my eyes, and she said, “Honey, don’t worry. It doesn’t have to end in five years.”

I blinked.

She hugged me to her chest then, her bosom, like a mother would hug a little boy. I felt her tits smothering me, and I loved it.

And I loved the kinky feeling under my suit. I loved the way my dick struggled against the tummy shaper. And she had something else on order? WTF!

“Now go, my little boy. Go and win the world. Sign that million dollar contract and know that everything will be all right…that I will take care of you.

I went.


PART TWO

I signed the deal My personal take was 1.25 million, which actually put me near 1.75 million personal worth. Yowza!

And, I have to tell you, standing in that top floor suite, sipping champagne with a a half dozen movers and shakers, I felt on top of the world. I was being welcomed into a society of people that didn’t work for wages, but made million dollar deals. And the way they were talking to me I knew I had arrived. In fact, plans were discussed for three more deals. Deals that would amount to more than ten million dollars.

I had arrived.

And, sweeter than sweet, the feel of my underwear kept me hot and horny, feeling powerful. And I even had red toenails.

I tell ya, I had resisted, and maybe would have resisted more if Janice hadn’t gotten me drunk and worked me so well. But I was now glad she had done to me what she had done. That woman knew the secret of power.

I returned home giddy with excitement. I hugged her and she squealed, and I asked her: “We should do a little more celebrating.”

It was obvious what I had in mind. I wanted some more in and out. I wanted to feel her pussy without the buffer of drunkeness getting in the way. I wanted to feel my dick slide into her hole and wiggle around and spit.

She had other plans.

“I’m going to need $40,000.”

“What?”

“It’s a write off, and you’re going to need write offs.”

“But $40,000?”

“It will be worth it.”

“But what for? Are you going to buy a new car?”

She laughed. “If I was going to buy a new car I’d want a Ferrari. What’s that? $300,000? $650,000 fully loaded?”

I gulped. A big gulp. Yes, I had a million dollars, but I wanted to keep it.

“Honey,” I reasoned, “We need to conserve more than ever. We’ve got a mill, but that money will disappear fast. I need to get up to a hundred mill before we start buying Ferraris.”

“I don’t want a Ferrari, you silly,” She patted my cheek. “My little Nissan is just fine. I just wanted to adjust your thinking. Now, I need you to put $40,000 in my account.”

“I’ll have to think about that.”

“I thought you might. And I want to show you something before you go do your thinking. Come here.”

We sat in front of the computer, her in the driver’s seat, and she pulled up a program. It was called ‘His night!’ and it was brand new.

“What’s that?”

She opened the file and I stared.

A picture of her smiling up at me…about to blow my cock.

Pictures of the blow job. I tell ya, seeing her red mouth swallowing my cock gave me a boner that truly tested the confines of my tummy shaper.

Pictures of me eating her. My tongue looking like a wash cloth going over her privates.

Pictures of us fucking. I could see the out of control expression on my face. I could see the tears coming down her cheeks.

Picture after picture.

“Honey, I’m sorry…”

“Shush. It’s okay, and the best part is about to begin.”

Pictures of…my red toenails.

OMG!

Pictures of me in a bra, in a tummy shaper. She had even managed to click one of her rolling stockings up my legs. how many hands did she have.

Then a full shot of me in woman’s underwear.

“Are these beautiful?” she actually sounded happy, maybe even a little tearfully happy.

“Honey, we should delete these.”

“Oh, no. These are just the start. We’re going to have the most wonderful five years, and if you think it’s been good before, you are about to take the rocket ride to the moon.”

“But…but if anybody ever saw these.”

“These are for us. For you to enjoy. Tell me, how’s your cock?” She reached over and felt my crotch. “You should probably get out of that tummy shaper, let your puppy breathe a bit. We don’t want it all bent out of shape.” She giggled. Then: “Now write me out that check.”

So I did. I’d written big checks before, but for financial deals, and often the money wasn’t mine. But this was my money, and I had worked hard for it. But…I had no choice. She had wheeled and dealed me and she had me right where she wanted me.

“So what is this for?”

“It’s a surprise, and baby, you’re going to love the fuck out of it. You’ll be sorry you didn’t write me an 80 thousand check.”

“Fat chance.” I watched the check disappear into her purse.

“By the way, I’m going to remodel the basement.”

“Oh. Was that the forty thou?”

“You’ll find out.” Then she pecked me on the lips, didn’t mess her make up, and the night progressed.

When I came home the next day the workmen were just leaving, and Janice was just locking up the door to the basement.

“Hey! Don’t I get to see what my forty thou bought?”

“You will lover. Want a blow job?”

“You know I do!” I answered excitedly.

“Well, you’ll get one some day. Now, come on in and let’s try on some clothes.”

I followed her into the bedroom. A half a dozen boxes were on the bed.

“What’s this?”

“Your new under garments.”

This had me intrigued. She had hinted and promised, and told me that special order garments were on the way, and here they were.

She sat on the bed and handed me things to try on. I quickly got naked, my dick was quite excited by all this, and began trying things on.

“Oooh, pretty night gown!” I was wearing a black negligee. Down to just above the knees. In looking at myself in the mirror I brought a hand up and covered my upper body. My lower body looked pretty darned feminine. Hairless legs, nylons, and my red toes.

“Nice, huh?”

I nodded, and wished I could sink my pecker to the hilt in her fabulous pussy.

“Now, this is a special bra, for women who have had mastectomies and need breast forms.”

I slipped into a bra and she handed me breast forms. I put them in the cups and looked at the mirror, and my jaw dropped. These were high class prosthetics. It looked like I had real tits. “Holy Heysoos on a pogo stick with no spring!”

“Wow,” Janice muttered.

She gave me a simple tee shirt to wear. Now not only the bottom half of my body, but the top half, looked feminine. All that was lacking was the wig. Oh, and a smooth front. My boner was pulsing and red and dripping.

“I need to fuck,” I said.

“In time,” she responded. “Try this.”

She brought out a wig. My eyes opened.

“I’d like to have you as a blonde for a while. Like me. We can get you other colors later.”

She sat me down at her make up table and placed the wig on my head. “What do you think?”

I couldn’t believe it. My jaw literally dropped. But there was one thing missing, and I knew what it was, and so did she.

“Don’t worry, honey,” she squeezed my shoulder. “I’ll make you up this weekend. You can spend all weekend as my bitch. And do I have a surprise for you!”

“A basement surprise?”

“I’ll never tell. Now, try this…”

By the time dinner rolled around I had gone through all the clothes and underwear she had bought me. We decided on a simple dress, with pearls, and sauntered into the kitchen to make dinner. Well, she sauntered. I tripped and almost sprawled. She had me in high heels, and she was laughing hysterically.

“This is like learning to roller skate!” I said.

“Very much. Let’s have a salad.”

“For dinner?”

“You have to watch your figure now. You sit down and I’ll do the work. Would you like a drink?”

“I would.”

Shortly I was sipping a bourbon and Coke, and wondering what was happening to me.

“You know, I was a little scared when I realized I had to do anything you asked. But so far it has been pretty easy.”

“I’m taking it easy on purpose. I don’t want to frighten you, I want to break you in.”

“Break me in? Makes me sound like a puppy dog.”

She just smiled.

So we ate, and drank, and whiled the night away, and I was pretty comfortable with all the kink. I mean it didn’t hurt, and I was eternally hard…what could be better , eh?”

Friday night I blew it.

Friday was a big day, a couple of guys closed a couple of small deals, and I got the go ahead on a big one. So we went out to Clancy’s and celebrated.

Clancy’s is an Irish bar, and we sat around and toasted each other for a couple of hours. We had started early, and by the time it was eight I realized that I had forgotten to call Janice.

“Honey, I’m sorry. We closed a couple of deals and me and the guys…”

She understood, told me to have fun, then said, “Just remember, you have one punishment coming.”

Well, I was drunk. I didn’t remember much, something about spanking me, but she was just joking, right?”

I rolled in about 1 in the morning. She met me at the door, I was a little tipsy, and she walked me in, got me undressed, and put me to bed.

Snore, snore, snore…

And I woke up.

It was Saturday morning and I groaned. There was a pounding going on in my head, and a pounding going on that wasn’t in my head.

“What the fu…” I mumbled. I turned over, but neither pounding went away. I covered my head with the pillow. Pound, pound, pound. Shit. They were working on that stupid basement.

I got up and staggered into the shower. I was standing there, sort of braced up by the wall, and a hand reached in and twisted a knob.

“Hey!” I yelped and turned the hot water back on.

I enjoyed hot water, my headache was going away, and the hand reached in again.

“Hey!”

I got out of the shower and Janice was laughing at me. She dried me off with a fluffy towel and said, “Let’s go, lover. The weekend is here.

“Oh.” I was bleary.

She gave me underwear to wear. I had taken off the breast forms and she made me put them on again.

“But, babe! I wore them yesterday, and my back is starting to get sore.

“That’s the price of having awesome ta tas.”

I struggled into the bra. She just laughed and wasn’t much help.

Then the new corset. I had worn a tummy shaper yesterday, but this was the weekend, and I had two days to get used to these clothes, and then I had to wear them full time.

“This is too tight,” I yelped as she knelt on my back and pulled the strings tight. “I can’t breath.”

“Take shallow breaths, and stop your yapping.” Yet she didn’t speak meanly.

Then the nylons, attached directly to the corset, and a skirt and blouse, and high heels, then she sat me down at the make up station.

“This is for cleansing the pores,” she educated me, washing my face with tiny pads. And this is for…” she went through the items, and my drunkenness disappeared and a curious feel, like a bolt of lightening, went up the center of my chest. My dick fought the confines of the corset. I was horny. These darn clothes were making me super horny.

She finished the foundation and blush, explaining how she was blending the colors and shadows, then she went to work on my eyes. She lengthened the lashes and made them dusky and exciting. My browns truly looked magical when she was done.

Then she applied lip stick. Thick, red, luscious lipstick. I about came in my corset as she transformed me.

“Makes your little dicky hard, does it not?”

“It certainly does.”

She sat back, let me look in the mirror, then she told me to face her. I turned the chair and looked at her.

“You were late last night. No call. And you came in late, drunk, and who drove you?”

“Uh…” That was a no no. I was supposed to Uber if I was drunk. And I hadn’t.

“So you put yourself at risk, you risk my happiness, and it is time for you to be punished.”

“I’m sorry. What do you want? A new outfit? Dinner out? What can I do to make it up to you?”

She leaned forward and took my chin in her fingers. She spoke into my face like one would speak to a puppy that had shat on the floor.

“You have been bad. And you don’t have any say, or even suggestions, as to your punishment. I am in charge of your punishments, and you are about to learn what happens when you get stupid.”

I frowned. There was no anger in her tones, but there was a directness that was almost intimidating. I mean, nobody ever spoke to me like that.”

“Listen…” I started to summon up a little back chat, and she stood up.

“Come with me.”

I blinked, but I stood up.

She walked through the house to the door to the basement. She produced a key, it was on a gold chain hanging around her neck, and she unlocked the door.

She led me down the stairs and turned on a light.

I stopped and stared. My mind was officially blown.

“What is this?”

“It’s my workshop.” She grabbed my cock and pulled me around the basement.

“This is where I will punish you for being bad.”

Against one wall was a peg board, and from the pegs hung paddles and handcuffs and whips and every manner of torture device one could imagine.

In the center of the room was a table. The legs came apart, and the arms could be moved apart from the body. It was cushioned, for the upper body, and the lower body had space for the hind end to be exposed. Like, really exposed. The whole butt and dick would be presented.

In one corner there was a strange looking half barrel device with a penis sticking up out of it.

Against another wall was a huge, man-sized cross.

“You…what is this…do you…” I was flabbergasted, unable to speak coherently.

“First, climb up on this table and lay down.”

I looked at the thing. The limbs could be moved out and there were cuffs at the ends of the limbs. Cuffs for the wrists and cuffs for the ankles.

“I don’t think I should.”

“Honey? Do you love me?”

I faced her. “With all my heart.”

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Did you promise to do anything I said?”

“Yes, but I didn’t know—“

“Get up on this table.”

“Are you going to…what? Beat me?”

“Honey? Were you bad last night?”

“Well, yes, but—“

“And did you promise to do everything I said?”

“Yeah, but—“

“Then let me explain how this works. I don’t trick you. I don’t bully you. I simply administer a punishment. And then it will be over. I will spank your bottom, and you will cry, and when it is done it is over. You will be glad, and we will hug, and you will try never to be bad again. But, let me tell you something. You are going to enjoy this so much that, someday, maybe a week, maybe a month, you will be bad again. You will come to crave my punishments. You will crave my forgiveness. And life, to be honest, won’t be worth living without my forgiveness. Now. Get up on that table.”

I stood for a long moment, but she said nothing more, just waited. Authoritatively, patiently. And I knew a truth.

I had been bad, and…I deserved to be punished.

But this…this…

I climbed up on the table.

She gently fastened the cuffs. She didn’t speak. She walked out of the dungeon.

I was left to lay on the table. It was almost pleasant, comfortable, and I thought about what was happening. This was what my forty thousand had bought. A refurbishment, torture furniture, dildos and whips on the wall…what the hell.

Yet, in the back of my mind, I knew I deserved to be punished.

Time stretched, then I heard her coming back. She was walking on the floor above me, and her heels were making loud clicking sounds.

She came down the steps, and my mind sort of stuttered to a stop.

She wore a black, leather outfit. Tight. With boobs out. Little holes were in the outfit so her nipples could stand forth. She wore black high heeled boots. Her lipstick was red and her hair was in a high pony tail.

“Oh, my God.” I whispered.

“Shush, slave boy,” but she didn’t sound mad, merely matter of fact.

She walked to the peg wall and took down a weird sort of harness. She put it on, then she walked to a small chest and opened a drawer. She took out a dildo and screwed it onto the harness.

She looked at me, then she nodded and walked back upstairs.

What the fuck! She was going to be a dominatrix?

Five minutes passed and she came back down the stairs. She had two drinks, one of which had a straw in it. She placed a chair in front of me and sat down.

“Well, lover, here we are.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled. “I love it when a man is helpless and under my thumb.”

“Oh.”

“You know, I worked my way through college, and I never told you what my job was. We were going together, holding hands and walking the campus, and you never thought to find out what I did for a living.

“I asked you once.”

She snorted. You asked. But you didn’t follow me around and find out.

“Well, but…”

“Shh. It’s okay. In fact it’s good that you didn’t. Because if you had I would had dumped you. Stalkers are weird and I didn’t want anything to do with them.

“No. I knew I had a real catch in you. You were smart, handsome, and it was obvious that you were going to make lots of money. What was best was that I love you. The whole way and all the time.

“But, there was a problem. You see, I earned my way through college as a dominatrix. I charged men for money and made them lick my feet. I spanked them. I whipped them. I made them eat my pussy and suck my tits, and I never fucked them. No. Not once.

“In fact, I realized that once a man fucks a woman he sort of owns them. You fucked me…do you feel that you own me? That you are in charge?”

“Well, I was too drunk. I don’t remember some of it, and I…I was sort of a beast.”

“Yes, you were, but don’t let it worry you. I know how men get when they’ve been denied too long. I made you that way, and suffered through your ravagement because it was necessary. I needed you to fuck me, but not with enough awareness that you would think you owned me. And it worked, didn’t it? You lust after me worse than before. And, you may not have noticed it, but this last week you got no hand jobs or blow jobs.”

“Hell, I didn’t even jack off.”

She smiled. “And you should have, because…well, I’ll get to that later. Right now, we need to punish you. Jerrod, you were bad, and you deserve this punishment. But it’s going to be worse than you might have thought, because this is the first time, and because we have to establish a certain pecking order here.

“You have agreed to do what I said, but you argued, and whined, and even wanted to back out on your promise to do whatever I said.”

“But I did do what you said!”

“Yes, you did. And that goes a long way. Now, I need you to drink a bit of this…” she held the bourbon and Coke to my lips. “Drink it all and drink it fast, it will help with your punishment.”

I noted that the straw had prints of her red lips on it. One more item in the horny parade, and I sipped.

And I sipped fast, and quick. Within three minutes I was swizzled, and Janice stood up and went to the peg wall. She came with an over-sized ping pong paddle.

“Are you ready for your punishment? Jerrod?”

Was I ready? Hell no. But…I knew I had to go through this.

Quite honestly, I was enthralled, captivated, a prisoner of love.

She took away my manhood by having me dress like a woman. She made me hunger for perversion, to enjoy being subjected to her whims. “Yes.”

WISSS SMACK!

“Ow!”

That first strike was hard. I knew my fanny would be black and blue if she gave me more of this.

She gave me more.

WISSS SMACK!

Within three smacks I was crying. Within five I was begging. Within ten I was done. All I could do was cry and wish that I hadn’t been bad.

She stopped at twenty strokes. She tousled my hair, like I was a dog, and put the paddle away.

“I’m sorry.” I bubbled. “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are, honey. Now be quiet. Two more things to do here.”

She took a box off the dresser and sat down in front of me. She opened the box. in it were a series of rings and a cock shaped tube.

“I’m going to put this on you. If it hurts, or you notice any discoloration or unusual swelling, you let me know immediately. We don’t want your pecker to fall off.

I stared at the thing.

She stood up and walked behind me. My penis was soft and dangling. It had been hard when she had spanked me, but now it wasn’t.

“Aw, poor baby.” She lifted my prick, then I felt her putting a ring on my cock. Then she took it off and tried another one, and another one. At last she settled on a specific size.

Then she placed the tube over my cock and I heard a small click, and knew it was a padlock.

“I’ll take you out every once in a while and make sure your hygiene is good. Other than that, you won’t be able to stand up to piss, you won’t be able to touch your cock, and except for when I milk you, you won’t be issuing forth any more of that disgusting semen.

I thought about that. Disgusting semen.

“I put it in you.”

“Yes, you did. And I took it and liked it, because I was supposed to. And you will have the chance to have that same experience.

My cock was trying to get harder, but the tube was stopping it. It began to feel very uncomfortable. My balls were being pulled,  my dick was horny, and yet my cock was securely trapped.

“Now then, let’s talk about ass.”

I had nothing to say, and apparently she was just being rhetorical. I felt her hand touch my ass and I jerked, but she was just applying a soothing ointment.

I relaxed.

Suddenly, I jerked. She had put a finger up my ass.

“Hey!”

“Easy, little boy.”

She began to rim me, pushing lubricant into my asshole, using first one finger, then two.

And it felt good! The ass cream had been soothing, but this was soothing and exciting. I could feel all my nerves waking up. ‘Hey! What’s that! Ooh….give me some more!’

She spent a long time lubricating my ass, and I actually started pushing back, fucking her fingers with my asshole.

“I told you you would feel good.”

I moaned.

A long time later, me feeling about as loosey goosey as I could, I felt her touch the dildo to my ass.

“Oh!” I blurted, and my hips jerked away.

But she had prepared me well. I was moist with lubricant and relaxed, and she slid three or four inches into me.

She froze, half into me, and waited.

My ass had tried to tighten up, but it was still pretty loose.

After a long minute she slid another inch into me.

And another.

And, finally, she was ‘balls deep’ in me.

I lay there, marveling at the sensations that were overwhelming me. Oh, my God. No wonder gay people like this so much!

She began to move, little back and forth motions.

I began to move.

In and out. My asshole gripping and letting go.

We picked up speed.

She began to scoop into me, tilting her hips as if she was excavating.

I was moaning helplessly now.

For maybe five minutes she cored me, fucked me, made me fall in love all over again.

Finally, she pulled out.

“Oh. My. God.” I was dazed. And happy. I wanted to be fucked again.

“Told you,” she said, as she wiped her cock on my leg. “What’s even better is this.” She came around to the front of me and held up a glass. It had an inch of sperm in the bottom.

She sat down and held it to my lips.

“Drink, my love. I have fucked you. Now I own you. And this sperm will help you be healthy.

“I don’t…I don’t…” Glug.

Glug, glug.

Well done, little boy.” She tousled my hair. “Now, you’ve had your punishment, you are aware of the proper order of things, and it is time to get you out.

She undid the cuffs and my hands were freed. She undid the cuffs around my legs and helped me down form the table.

I could barely stand up. My ass burned, and in more ways than one.

 I stared at the chastity tube on my manhood. I wouldn’t be getting out of that any time soon.

She walked me up the stairs. “You can come clean up tomorrow. Right now you need to recover.”

Grateful, I staggered along as she helped me through the house.

She pulled the covers back and I crawled into bed. “I won’t pull the covers over. Even the sheets are going to be hard on your ass.”

“Okay.”

Then she took off her clothes, her marvelous black leather, her sexy boots. She took her hair out of pony tail and lay down next to me. She snuggled up to me, held me in her arms, and said, “It’s okay. You can cry now.”

I hadn’t known I was going to cry, if you had asked me I would have scoffed. I was a manly man. I didn’t cry.

But being spanked, and then fucked, and owned…I burst into tears. I cried and I cried.

“It’s okay!” she whispered, kissing my hair. “Let it all out.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” I blubbered. Funny thing was…I no longer knew what it was that I was sorry for. I just knew that I had been a bad boy, and that I had been punished, and that everything was all right now. More than all right. I was with my wife, and she would take care of me.

It’s been a year now. We decided that I would get surgery for tits last month. We decided on surgery because hormones might make my dick shrink. And a shrunken dick, a dick that wouldn’t get hard, wouldn’t appreciate the chastity tube.

My tits are fairly big, but not as big as Janice’s. The doctor said we had to do this in stages, that my skin had to stretch and grow and accommodate.

I wear woman’s underthings all the time, and woman’s clothes during the evening and on the weekends.

I haven’t cum for a year, but I am usually milked once a month. I love being milked. I love the way she extracts my semen, and then fucks me.

Funny thing, now I know why gays swish their ass when walking. Sometimes it looks a bit over the top, but try taking it up the butt a few times and see if you don’t ‘swish.’

Anyway, that’s my story. I’m a closet cross dresser, thinking about transitioning, and I’m close to ten million dollars. I can’t wait. Janice said when I get to ten million I can fuck her. Maybe I will, and maybe I won’t…I mean, if I fuck her I might own her for a while, and I don’t think I want to own her. I’d rather be owned.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

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

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

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

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

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!
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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.

“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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