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PART ONE

“But it’s the only job I could get!” Tom followed Shiela into the bedroom. “You tell me for months that I need a job, and I get one, and now you don’t like it.”

Shiela sniffed, turned to her husband and said, “It’s not that I don’t like you working, it’s the kind of job you got. I mean…a janitor?”

“It’s a maintenance position, and it’s at a very prestigious school.”

“One that I never heard of. Femwood Valley Preparatory Academy.”

“It’s a job!”

Shiela sniffed again. She took off her blouse and tossed it to him. “Dirty clothes.”

He put the blouse in the hamper and turned back to her, just in time to get slapped in the face with her bra.

He stared at her lush body, her mammoth tits. She had been so upset with his lack of employment that he hadn’t been getting any, and, man, he needed some. His cock instantly became a world class boner.

She wiggled out of her skirt, causing her beautiful jugs to jiggle and bounce. She threw the skirt at him. “Clothes.”

He hampered the skirt and prepared for her panties, watching her tits hang low as she bent over.

Now she was only clad in garters and nylons. God, she was beautiful.

He caught the next garments and swallowed loudly.

She looked up at him.

“Uh…now that I’ve got a job…do you think…maybe…”

“Hunh! You get a low paying, low class job and you expect me to fall on my back and spread my legs? Not a chance, buster.”

“But, honey!”

She walked past him, brushing her skin against his, turning him on even more. She adjusted the shower and turned to face him while it warmed up.

“When you start bringing home a man’s wages…then maybe you’ll get to do the things a man does.”

“But we’re married!”

The shower door closed and he listened to the sound of water spraying over her luscious body.

He sighed and took his own clothes off. He went to the shower and waited for her to finish; she didn’t like two people in the shower at the same time.

He heaved a breath and looked down at his boner. It was throbbing, hurting for her. It had been months since he had worked, and that whole time she had refused him. If only she—

She interrupted his thoughts by stepping out of the shower. She passed him the big fluffy towel. “Dry me off.”

He gulped again, louder. He was touching her body, at last, but only through the folds of a thick towel.

“Honey, I really think we should make love. Maybe if I had something to inspire me…maybe then…”

She turned and placed her hand on his weenie.

He gasped.

“Is this what you want?” She stroked him, her face was inches from him. Her green eyes inspected him and her sultry lips were curved and plump.

“The problem is, little Tommy, that you’re not a studly, strong, knock the world on its ass alpha.”

Her hand moved faster, and the other hand gripped his balls. He was so horny from the months of denial it wouldn’t be long.

“The problem is that you just aren’t man enough for me.”

He groaned, his hips thrust forward, but at the last second she let go. His penis throbbed and jerked and the semen was right there, ready to go. A couple more strokes and…

She walked away from him. “And don’t you dare jack off!”

He wanted to. Lord, he wanted to stroke himself to heaven.

But it would have been too embarrassing. Shiela would just laugh at him, point out that he had no self-control.

He put one hand on the bathroom sink to steady himself. His shaking legs were ready to buckle.

“Now take your shower and come to bed. And make sure you dry yourself thoroughly. I don’t want to get wet when you give me my back rub.”

Tom nodded glumly and took his shower. He soaped every square inch of himself, rinsed, spent tome time shampooing, and then conditioning, and when he thought he was clean even by Shiela’s standards he got out and toweled himself off.

“Did you shave your legs?” She asked from the bedroom.

“Yes, dear.”

“Good. Last night you were a little scratchy.”

“Yes, dear.”

When he was thoroughly dry, and had even used a hair drier to make sure his long locks were dry, he walked into the bedroom.

“It’s about time,” Shiela spoke from the bed. “Honestly. I think you should go to bed before me, properly prepare yourself for when I come to bed.”

She was lying on the sheets, the covers pulled back, and he stared at her body hungrily. Her breasts were so big, and her nipples so hard. Sometimes she would let him suck them. He really loved that.

But mostly she just had him massage her.

She was very vocal in her criticisms, wanting to make sure he was doing a good job. He hoped he could make it through the massage without getting a correction.

She sighed as he held himself above her buttocks. His dick touched down between her buttocks as he leaned forward to place his hands on her back.

She giggled. “Got a stiffie, eh?”

“I do,” he murmured.

“Well, keeping hoping. You do a good enough job and maybe I’ll stroke you off.”

“If I do a good enough job,” he asked as he swirled his hands down her back, “Can we have sex?”

“Real sex?” She looked back over her shoulder at him.

He nodded.

“Well, who knows. Maybe. I mean, I doubt it, but miracles do happen.”

He pressed his fingers into her flesh, sought the knots and massaged them out, stimulated pressure points and worked every inch of her voluptuous body.

She sighed and relaxed.

He spend 15 minutes digging, soothing, knuckling and calming. Feeling her glorious flesh and loving it.

Then she turned over.

His breath caught as he held himself, skin brushing skin, over her thighs.

She looked up at him with those lazy, contemplative eyes. His penis poked against her body, pulsing, pressing into her warm and soft flesh.

He gripped her breasts and worked them, paying special attention to her nipples.

“Oh, yes,” she soughed. “This is what I needed.”

He went up and down her body. He rubbed her legs, massaged her torso, and couldn’t take his eyes off her tits. Her nipples. He wanted to suck them so badly.

“I think I should get off tonight,” she whispered. “What do you think.”

“Oh, yes,” he agreed. He loved to make her cum. He was not allowed squirts himself, and his only source of pleasure was in watching her cum.

He slid off to the side and placed one hand at her junction, the other on her far breast. He lowered his mouth to her closer breast and took the nipple between his lips.

He moved his hand up and down, her slit. He cupped her mons and squeezed. He tickled the clitoris gently.

At the same time his hand grasped and squeezed and palpated her far breast, and his mouth sucked gently on her nipple.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “Oh, God!”

She was close, she always was, and he doubled his efforts. His hand a blur in her crotch, his fingers inserting briefly and jacking, he sucked harder on her nipple.

She arched her back, groaned, then her hips rose up and engulfed his fingers.

“Oh, yes…oh…oh…oh…”

He timed his finger thrusts to her voice, and that timed him to her hips. He could feel her muscles tighten up and grasp his fingers. He sucked harder on her nipple. Almost hard enough to hurt, but really just enough to drive her over the edge.

For a long minute she pressed her hips up, had spastic movements, then she sank back down. She lay there and just felt the moment.

Tom didn’t take his fingers out of her. He stopped sucking, but he didn’t take his mouth off her.

Finally, she opened her eyes and smiled. “That was good.”

“Then I can…”

“Oh, Lord, no!”

She turned on her side and he moved the blankets over her. She liked to hog the blankets, and he lay down next to her and had only pieces of blanket left to him.

But that was okay. He had satisfied her, and wasn’t that what it was all about.

On Monday Tom reported for work at the Femwood Preparatory Academy. He reported to the office and punched in, then he headed for his little room. It was  the size of a classroom, but it was stuffed with mops and buffers and shelves with chemicals and a battered desk in the back area. On one wall was a counter with a sink, and next to it a slop sink. He also had his own bathroom.

He was changing his clothes when the door opened and the headmistress walked in.

Her name was Mrs. Tollivar, and she was a curious combination of battleax and sexy. Her body was killer with large boobs, her face was smooth and she wore granny glasses. But those boobs, there was nothing granny about them.

“Good Lord!” she blurted. “Dress in your bathroom after this.”

He hurried to pull up his pants, but she had a full view of his erect cock.

“And what is that?” she asked, looking at his boner. “This is a girl’s school and you had best not be bringing that with you.”

“I’m…I’m sorry,” he blushed and buttoned his pants.

She looked at his chest.

He was a slender man, and he had spent a lot of time trying to bulk up. Some people, however, did not bulk well. All he had succeeded in doing was making his chest a little larger, and then when he stopped working out his pectorals sagged.

She reached out and touched one and he shivered. She appeared about to say something, but he pulled his shirt over his head, then pulled the coveralls up over his shoulders and started buttoning the front.

“I have come to discuss your behavior with you.”

“Oh, okay.” He looked confused. He thought he was just there to fix plumbing, wax floors, and do maintenance duties.

“Please sit down.”

He sat down behind his desk.

She pointed at a little elementary sized chair that had somehow snuck onto a high school campus. “There.”

He quickly shifted to the chair. His knees poked up and he was uncomfortable.

She sat down behind his desk in the wooden swivel and face him.

She sat with her legs half spread and he could see…was that bush?”

He was glad his knees were up because she wouldn’t see his cock pulsing under the coveralls.

“As this is a school preparing young ladies for a glorious future, it is imperative that you help prepare them for the way people will treat them.”

He wasn’t sure what she meant, but he listened avidly.

“I chose you, from all the other applicants, because you seem to have an innate understanding of how a man should act around women. When you pass a young lady in the hallway give way. Stand to the side and lower your head. Do not look them in the eyes. That would be very disrespectful. A working man conducting himself as if he were equal to a modern princess. Humph!”

“Step to the side. And bow your head. If one our girls deigns to speak to you, you will always keep your eyes cast downward and acknowledge her with ‘yes, ma’am,’ or ‘no, ma’am,’ or in a manner appropriate to the question, but without any undue display of pride. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He practiced lowering his eyes, and he caught a glance of her nodding in approval.

“Those are the most important rules, of course, but let us go over examples and possibilities so that you will be fully indoctrinated as to how to act while on campus and…I suggest…in your life off campus.”

So she lectured him, and there were a lot of little rules, certainly enough to make him wish he had a pad to write them all down on.

When she was finished she stood up, and he stood up, and she frowned at his crotch, which exhibited his excitement in a very gross way. “I will bring you something to help you with that problem,” she sniffed. Then she was gone.

Tom groaned, bent a bit at the groin and squeezed his package. His balls were on fire. Funny, something burning and they were blue. Then he straightened up and looking at his assignment clipboard.

Oh, crap! He was supposed to report to the gym to discuss cleaning out the lockers.

Mrs. Peavy was tapping her foot when he knocked and entered.

Keeping his head slightly lowered, careful not to meet her eyes, “I’m sorry. Mrs. Tollivar was talking to me.”

Mrs. Peavy made a sound of disapproval and led him out of the office.

The gym was in chaos. Tall, slender girls with large boobs were showering. they were toweling off and spritzing themselves with perfume. He tried not to stare as they pulled up bra and encased their charms, as they wiggled their butts into thongs and panties and made themselves presentable.

“As you can see,” said Mrs. Peavy, “there are lockers without locks. These lockers must be inspected, throughly scrubbed and made presentable.”

Half naked young girls brushed past them, often giggling, checking out his bulging crotch.

“You will ignore the young ladies and clean out these lockers. I want it all done today.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She opened one of the lockers and stepped back.

Tom stepped forward and peered into the little cube.

It was disgusting. Somebody had left a pair of period panties in the locker, and bacteria had invaded and made a mess of the whole locker. The panties were literally glued to the back, adhered to the metal, and the stench made him gasp and think about giving up breathing.

“You see what you will have to deal with. Good day.”

Mrs. Peavy walked back to her office. Her heels click, click, clicked on the locker room tile floor. Her ass swayed, and Tom had to force himself, after a quick glance at those wonderful, swaying globes, to pay attention to the locker.

And the girls giggled at him.

He turned to leave and one of the girls sort of accidentally pressed her hand into his crotch.

“Unh!” he grunted, and she laughed as she continued by. When he turned out of the gym caught sight of her talking to two other girls. All three were laughing, and one of them snuck a look at him. He quickly lowered his head.

That first day was brutal. Tom wasn’t used to hard, physical labor, and his muscles groaned as the day went on. He had clean lockers high and low. He had to pry out whatever was stuck to the walls, use hot soap and a bristle brush, and finally dry the thing out and spritz it with bacterial spray, and a sweet smelling perfume type of spray.

Hour after hour, and the girls passed by him, naked, bouncing, laughing.

They looked into the bucket he was putting stinky, rotten panties in and held their noses. “Whew! Smells like my last boyfriend’s butthole!” exclaimed one very sexy child.

And he didn’t find just panties. He found rags, and bras, and even a jockstrap.

By five o’clock he still had a row to go, and since this was his first day and he wanted to make a good impression, he continued to work.

At last, at six thirty, he was done. He took off his coveralls, in his little bathroom, of course, and stared at his hard cock.

It had been hard all day.

At home he was hard a lot, but surrounded by young girls showing off their breasts and their butts, his boner had never gone down.

He touched it, and was surprised when a big drop came out.

Damn! He was horny to the point that he was over flowing!

Dressed, he went to the office to punch out, but when he entered Mrs. Tollivar was there. “I punched your time card at five o’clock. We do not allow overtime here.”

“Oh,” he said, and then, because it seemed appropriate, he said, “Thank you.”

“And, Tom…”

“Yed, ma’am?”

“You should consider wearing Depends.”

He looked to where she was staring, his groin, and there was a splotch of seeping semen on his front.

“I had to clean out the grossest lockers today,” he said while he served Shiela her mashed potatoes and a steak.

“I don’t want to hear disgusting things while I eat,” Shiela observed.

“Oh, sorry.”

“And why are you looking down like that?”

“Oh,” he looked up at her. “I’m practicing. I’m not supposed to look anybody in the eye while I’m working.”

“Hmm. That sounds like an excellent idea. You may continue to look down.”

He did, and he explained about the school, and the people that he had met, and then he explained that he was going to need to go to the store. “I need to buy some Depends.”

“Nonsense,” said Shiela. “We don’t need the extra expense.”

“What’ll I do then? I can’t go around with my…my semen leaking out. Unless maybe you wanted to, uh, relieve me.”

Shiela snorted. “You can wear panty liners.”

“Will that work?”

“Unless you cum more than a menstrual cycle.”

After dinner he tried to put a pad in his BVDs, and it didn’t work.

“I’m sorry, honey. But the pad doesn’t exactly fit.”

Shiela sighed, then strode back to the bedroom. She reached into her underwear drawer and took out a pair of Fleur du Mal panties. “Try these.”

“But that’s women’s underwear!” he protested.

“I’m sure women everywhere will march and protest if you wear them.” She grinned as she made fun of his attitude.

He took off his BVDs, showing his stiff erection.

“Lord, you really are dripping.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He pulled up the panties. They were blue, lacy, see through with a delicate design on them. They were also soft and stretchy and they formed to his cock and balls. Which means they stretched out in front of him to contain his rod.

“Excellent.”

“But they’re not quite—“

“And here’s a pad.” She pulled his waist band out and slipped a pad into the underwear. A female pad for female underwear, they fit perfectly.

“Oh,” he said in surprise.

He looked in the mirror and was surprised. They actually looked right on his slender body.

Shiela sighed.

“Yes, dear?” he turned to her.

“Well, that is part of a set. Here is the bra.”

“I can’t wear a bra!”

“And I can’t wear just the bra without the matching panties.”

“Can’t you just put them in the hamper?”

“Too much washing is bad for the fabric.”

“But—“

“You’ll just have to wear it.”

He stared at her, aghast, and she held the bra out on one finger and tilted her head slightly and raised an eyebrow.

He took the bra.

“But I’m a guy!”

“It’ll do you good. Let you know what we women have to do to be sexy.”

“Oh, but…”

A few light arguments later, he was figuring out how to snap the bra in the back. Shiela helped him.

“You should do some yoga to get more flexible. Then you could reach behind and fasten the bra yourself.”

“I don’t—“

“You can start this weekend. I’ll get you a leotard and everything. You’ll be cute.” she patted his cheek. “Now look in the mirror.”

He looked in the mirror, and his body looked very feminine. He touched the cups, which were empty, and said, “I wish you had a flatter bra.”

“Hunh! And I wish you had a bit more breast.”

He looked at her in shock.

“Oh, get over it,” she chastised him. “Some men have boobs. They call it gynecomastia. There’s no reason you shouldn’t. It would make that bra serve a purpose, and it would look better, too.

“Here,” she crumpled up a stocking and stuff it into his bra. Another stocking for the other cup.

She smiled. “Yes, that’s a lot better.”

He was definitely feeling a little weird, but Shiela liked it, so that was that.

Tom stood in the little bathroom and took off his street clothes. He was naked, except for the panties and bra, and he was about to step into his coveralls when the door opened.

“There you are.” Mrs. Tollivar entered the room and looked him up and down. She adjust one of his shoulder straps and looked down to where his cock was straining at the panties and pad. “Excellent. your wife’s idea?”

“Yes.” His face was a bright red. His breathing was hard, and he wanted to run, but there was no where to run in the little room.

She nodded in approval. “I brought you something to help out with your little problem.” She tapped his groin and he groaned.

“Take off your panties.”

“But..but…”

But she was the headmistress. She could hire or fire him. Best to do what she said.

He stood with his head slightly bowed. She handed him a little box.

“What is it?”

“Open it.”

He did, and gaped at what he saw. It was a chastity tube. “What’s this?”

“Put it on.”

“But…”

“We can’t have you running around like a sex fiend, showing your excitement. So you will wear this while on campus. You’ll probably want to wear it off campus, too.”

He took out the pieces and stared at them. A ring and a tube. A lock.

“Go on. Put it on.”

He looked down at his boner. “I don’t think I can.”

“Masturbate if you have to, but I want that tube on you now.”

He took hold of his cock and took a few strokes. He was humiliated, especially at the way she was staring at him. He let go. “My wife doesn’t allow me to masturbate.”

“A wise woman. Well, there are other ways.” A ruler was on a shelf and she picked it up with one hand. She took his cock in the other.

WHAP!

“OW!”

“Quiet down. Do you want one of the young ladies to hear you?”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

It didn’t take long for the ding to go out of his dong. Quickly, Mrs. Tollivar put the ruler down and placed the ring around his package. Then she slid the tube over his limp cock. At that, she was just in time.

She frowned as she locked the lock. “I expect you to have this on at all times. If you don’t, then you may grow to enjoy your little spankings. If you are going to be at this school you will have a disciplined penis.

“Yes, ma’am.” He stared down to where his chub was fighting to become erect. There was a little pain, and he knew he was going to have to control his thoughts.

But how do you control your sexual thoughts when you are immersed in a school filled with large, succulent breasts, red, kissable lips, and the knowing looks of women who wanted sex?

“Now then, finish dressing, then report to room 203.”

She turned and walked out, and he was left to put his panties on and his coverall.

It was strange walking down the hall with the chastity tube on his cock. The extra weight, the constant struggle as he tried to get erect, it was very distracting.

At least he didn’t have a boner anymore. Of course the chastity tube caused a bump, but with the pad and the tube he would be under control. No more wet spots on his coverall.

Mrs. Jansen was in room 203, and the class had to do with hair styling.

Tom walked in, kept his head down, and waited to be addressed.

“I see our model for the day has arrived. Come up to the front of the class, Tom.”

Tom walked, and tried not to look at the girls smirking at him as he passed them.

“I saw Tom in the hallways yesterday, and he is perfect for today’s lesson. He has longish hair, a bit unruly, and his nails are short and stubby. In fact, he needs a complete make over, but we will be satisfied fixing just his hair and his nails today.”

Tom blinked and raised his head. He looked at her and opened his mouth, but the look on her face warned him and he lowered his head. “Tom is about to complain that he is a man, but we all know that men must be brought to heel. The best way to accomplish this is to enforce discipline. Make him take care of himself. When we’re done, Tom, I expect you to maintain your person. Once a week we’ll inspect you to make sure this is happening.

“But—“

“We at the Femwood Preparatory Academy do have certain standards, and you will adhere to them. Is that understood?”

There was no nonsense in her voice, and. Tom blurted, “Yes, ma’am.”

The girls attacked Tom. He was placed in a beauty salon chair and two girls worked on his hands, prepping the nails. Two other girls actually took off his shoes and worked on his toenails.

He looked down at his feet once and one of the girls working on his hair pulled him back, by the hair, and giggled.

He smelled the peculiar odor of nail polish as the two girls began painting his toes. At his hands they were discussing what type of nails they should affix to his digits.

“I say coffin,” stated a blonde with blue, innocent eyes and a mammoth chest.

“He’s a man, he won’t know about the square edges,” argued a brunette.

Finally, they voted, and began attaching ovals.

Then they broke out the polish and the smell of toluene once again filled the room.

Meanwhile, his hair had been washed and was being trimmed.

“Not too much, girls. Yes, layer it like this. We can discuss extensions if you’d like.”

They did like, and Tom found himself scheduled for the class in a week’s time.

Tom walked out of the classroom with his hair combed out in a bubble fashion. His fingernails were bright red, and he imagined his toes were…were red.

He walked back to the janitor’s closet, and wasn’t there but a minute before Mrs. Tollivar arrived to inspect him.

She fluffed his hair, she examined his fingernails with a magnifying glass. “Wonderful, wonderful,” she murmured. Then she looked up at him.

Tom’s cock was going crazy. The way all the women seemed to brush against him, the way they looked at him, the way they treated him…he was horny.

And he knew he was dripping. He had had to change his pad when he came back from room 203, and it was soaked. And when he was putting the other pad in his sperm was forming at the head of his cock.

Mrs. Tollivar didn’t help.

She grabbed his groin, felt the chastity tube, and smiled. “Very good.”

She was standing close to him. Her red lips occupied his vision. He couldn’t look up to her scintillating, blue eyes because he was enraptured by her red, plump lips.

“Now, make sure you maintain your appearance. All girls are required to at this academy, and I’ll be checking on you daily. Also, if you chip or break a nail you must immediately let Mrs. Jansen know.

Tom nodded.

At home Shiela blinked and stared at him when he walked int the door. Then she walked around him, examined him minutely. She felt his hair. She held his hands and looked at them.

And she nodded.

“Wonderful. At last you are starting to look like something.”

Tom wondered: Yeah…but what?

“Did they do your toenails, too?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. And you realize that you are going to have to keep up appearances?”

“So I’ve been told.”

“I’ll help you if you break a nail, but I expect you to learn how to fix your own nails. Is that clear?”

He nodded.

And gulped. “There’s something else.”

“Oh?”

Tom undid his pants and pulled them down. Shiela could see the bulge of the chastity tube behind the pad.

“What is that?”

“It’s a chastity tube. Mrs. Tollivar insisted I wear one.”

“And why would she insist?”

“Because…because…my boner was pushing my pants out and everybody could see.”

“Tom! You had a boner at school?”

He hung his head as he nodded.

“Shame on you!” Then she smiled. “And thank goodness that Mrs. Tollivar is taking you in hand.

“But there’s another problem?

She frowned. “I didn’t plan on listening to your problems all day. But what is it.”

“I can’t stop dripping.”

She looked at his panties. She felt them, and she felt the moisture seeping through them. “Oh, Lord. Can’t you control yourself?”

He shook his head miserably.

“Well, then it’s time for you to graduate. We’re going to have to put you in full napkins.”

She took him down to the hall closet and took out a box of napkins.

“I haven’t worn these since I discovered pads, but I’m glad I didn’t throw them away.”

He held the napkin and looked at it sorrowfully. It was five times thicker than a pad, and it was bulky and awkward.

“Do I have to?” he whispered.

“Of course you do. Appearances, Tom. It’s all about appearances. And we certainly can’t have you walking around with your pants dripping.”

He sighed heavily.

“And I’m telling you right now. If you don’t get yourself under control you’l be wearing double thickness Depends.


PART TWO

On Wednesday Tom refinished the gym floor. It was easy work, no mystery to it, but it did take all day.

On Thursday he was outside, working on the grounds. There were a million plants to be trimmed, and vast lawns to be cut. Still, it wasn’t especially hard.

At home Shiela appeared to be happier. She didn’t mind the chastity cage touching her when he rubbed her back, and she thought it was cute.

Though she didn’t like his constant dripping.

“Honestly, Tom. When are you going to control yourself?”

Tom had no answer.

On Friday morning two things happened. The first was at breakfast. Shiela put a couple of pills in front of him. “Take these.”

“What for?”

“What?” she glared at him, and he quickly swallowed the pills.

Then he asked: “Could you tell me what they are for?”

“Tom, you’ve been doing well since you started your job, but I want to make sure you have enough energy. I bought you some pills to help you out.”

“Oh.” But he felt funny. He didn’t have any lack of energy, so…?

But, regardless, from then on he was commanded to take his two, little pills every day.

The funny thing was that he didn’t feel any particular perk of energy. Oh, well.

The second thing that happened was sort of a double whammy. First, while he was dressing Mrs. Tollivar burst in to inspect him. He stood, his cock trying to bust out of the cage, while she checked his nails. Then she fluffed his hair and looked into his eyes.

“You do need a bit of color,” she observed softly, then she let go of his skin and stepped back. “On Monday I understand you will be getting extensions.”

“I believe so.”

She nodded. “This afternoon you will report to Mrs. Jansen.”

“But I already had my nails done!”

She ignored him. “And I would like you to wear the new school uniform.”

She handed him a plastic wrapped fold of clothing. It was scarlet and blue, the school colors, and he took it out of the package and held it up.

“You’ll find that your movement will be less restricted, and you will fit in better.

Fit in better? By wearing a dress? He lowered the dress and looked at her.

She smiled.

“Now get dressed, and report to Mrs. Jansen directly after lunch.”

The morning went slowly. He spent a little time arranging his room, and more time washing some windows. He wondered what Mrs. Jansen had in store for him. A part of him was nervous, even leery. Another part of him was feeling nervous excitement.

He knew he was changing. His cock locked, working with long fingernails, and wearing a dress.

Actually it was a culotte, but it looked like a dress. It was surprisingly comfortable. the one thing he wasn’t prepared for was that the uniform was cut to allow for breasts, and he actually had some.

His own weren’t big, just flabby pecs, but Shiela had bought him a pair of breast forms and he was wearing those.

The culotte bottom and the tighter top made it look like he had rather sizable boobs. And that made him gulp nervously and wonder how other people saw him.

Anyway, after lunch, precisely at one, he went to Mrs. Jansen’s classroom, 103, and presented himself.

The girls giggled at the sight of him. A couple of them made remarks about how cute he was in a dress. Mrs. Jansen told them to hush and led him to the front of the class.

“Have a seat, Tom. I must say, your hair is looking wonderful. The girls are really looking forward to adding extensions.”

Tom smiled nervously as he sat on the salon chair.

“Now then, girls, Tom will make an excellent subject.” As she spoke she lathered his face with some white foam. “Please don’t touch your face, Tom. And girls, what I am doing is using some very strong depilatory chemicals to rid his face of hair. You’ll be glad to know, Tom, you won’t have to shave for  three months, and then your beard will be very light. The next treatment will last six months, and the one after that will last the rest of your life.”

Tom blinked. He wasn’t a fan of beards, but…it was sort of manly to have to shave. Now he wouldn’t have to. He wasn’t sure how he felt about that. Mrs. Jansen continued lecturing the girls.

“Sally, what would you use to soften his skin, to make it less male?”

A girl in the front. row thought about it, and said a name that Tom had never heard. It had to be a female product.

“Exactly. Marsha, what should we use on his lips, before applying lipstick?”

Lipstick? What?

“Did you say something, Tom?”

“Lipstick?”

“Yes, and thank you for volunteering. The girls will learn so much from working on you.”

“I—“

“What should we use? Marsha?”

Marsha was sitting to one side, and she said, “I would use Nourishmax.”

“Why?”

“Hyaluronic filling spheres and vitamin E. It’s smooth to apply and has best plumping results.”

Tom didn’t know what ‘plumping’ was, let alone this ‘hyalueric’ whatever it was. More female stuff that he didn’t understand. He was starting to realize just how little he understood about females.

Suddenly he started to move his hand to his face. Mrs. Jansen must have been waiting for such a move, however, and she caught his hand.

“It’s burning!”

She smiled and began wiping his face clean. Tom didn’t have a heavy beard, but he could feel the little stubbies with his palm. After she was done cleaning the foam off his face he felt no stubbies. His face was smooth as a baby’s butt.

“Okay. Girls, come feel his face. This is what a face should feel like.

The young girls all crowded around him and ran their soft hands on his face. He felt their hand son his arms as they balanced on him, and he felt their boobs brushing against his arm.

He felt his cock spurt, actually spurt, a bit of cream inside his cage. He hoped the sanitary napkin could absorb that much squirt.

“Okay, who wishes to cleanse his pores?”

Two girls took tiny sponges and began scrubbing his face. He was astounded as the little sponges turned black.

“Is that me?”

“Yes, Tom. The girls are getting deep in your pores. When they're done your face will be cleaner than it has ever been.

He felt his face and marveled. It had a different feeling, and the skin felt softer. Almost like they had wiped off his tan.

“Okay, girls. Primer. Who’s up for it.”

Several girls took turns on his face. They applied a cream, and smoothed it in. Two of them used brushes, and the other two used their fingers.

Mrs. Jansen held a mirror up to his face. “You see, Tom? Without the maleness you really have lovely skin.”

The girls took turns, and he constantly felt their boobs as they hovered over him. A couple of times he felt hands resting on his crotch, but Mrs. Jansen didn’t seem to notice.

Or maybe she just didn’t care.

“Now that we have made his face into a canvas, it is time to apply our colors.”

They put blush on his face, emphasized his cheekbones which, now that he wasn’t looking quite so male, needed the color.

Then the girls began working on his eyes. And here they leaned even closer, pressing their tits against him. They applied eye liner, the little points of their pencils dangerously close to his eyes. They curled his lashes and applied mascara. Then they shaded his eyes darker and plucked his eyebrows.

Finally, they began to paint his lips. First, they used the Nourishmax, and it burned. Then, when the burning was done they painted his lips bright red. He couldn’t see what they were doing, of course, and he wondered what he was going to look like.

When they were done Mrs. Jansen held a mirror up to his face. “Haven’t they done a fine job, Tom?”

Tom was stunned. His face was totally transformed. His features, which had never been really strong, had been male. Now they were soft and feminine. And his lips, so red, and big. Now he knew what the plumper had done. He looked exactly like a girl.

“Uh…”

“Girls, let’s thank Tom for being such a willing subject.”

The girls burst into applause.

Tom kept blinking, the world transformed by the make up around his eyes.

“Thank you, girls. And Tom, we’ve used some long lasting make up on you, here’s a little kit so you can keep yourself fresh looking. I’m sure your wife will be glad to help you, and we’’ll be here…Oh, you’re coming for your extensions on Monday, so we’ll see you then. We can repair any problems with your make up then.”

Tom stood up, and his knees were actually a little weak. Not from physical conditions, but from the turmoil in his mind.

He was wearing a dress…and make up. He had long hair and bright, red lips. How could he live like this?

Yet, in his heart of hearts, he was feeling an excitement that was overwhelming, and it was probably this, rather than simple self image, that caused his weakness.

“Have a good weekend, Tom, and we’ll see you on Monday.”

Tom walked unsteadily out of the classroom.

“Well, I think it’s beautiful.”

Shiela walked around him. She fingered the material of the culottes and smiled. She touched his boobs, and though he couldn’t feel much, it looked like she could. At least, she looked excited when she cupped his boob.

“But it’s…it’s make up!”

“And quite well done. We’ll have to make sure you look good when you go back to work. I must say, Tom, I find this transformation rather exciting.”

“You do?”

“Of course I do. You’re so much prettier to look at, and you seem much more disciplined in your movements and attitude.”

“Scared is more like it,” he murmured.

She just smiled. “I’ll tell you, Tom. You look so good, it’s actually causing me some heat.”

He brightened up. “Can we take this chastity tube off me and…”

“No…no. But I think a little oral sex might be in order. I can’t wait to feel those red lips of yours on my clitoris.”

“Oh.” Yet he managed not to show dismay. The idea of eating her out was always exciting.

That weekend he took his pills, and he began his yoga training. Shiela had bought him the cutest pink and black leotard, and it felt really good stretching over his skin. And it seemed, the way he felt all compressed by the material, that he was actually thinner, and his boobs felt bigger. Of course, that was ridiculous. Tits didn’t grow. And especially not on a man.

The only fly in the ointment was the amount of semen he was exuding. He was a dripping faucet and he started going through napkins. Every couple of hours he had to excuse himself and change his napkin. He would take the used napkin out and wring it it out over the toilet. It was like squeezing a sponge. He was producing semen at an extraordinary rate.

“Good Lord, Tom,” remarked Shiela at one point. “It’s like you’re having a period.”

A white period, instead a red one, and Tom could only keep changing his napkins.

Tom showed up at school in his culotte bottomed uniform on Monday. Shiela had worked with him, and he actually felt a degree of pride. His uniform was clean and pressed, his make up was impeccable, and she had even worked on his nails.

His hair, however, was getting a bit messy. He had to figure out how to sleep with female hair, and how to properly take care of it.

Mrs. Tollivar, when she checked on him in the morning, was quite happy with him. She congratulated him on his attention to detail. “If you can scrub the floors as well as you take care of your appearance then you will have a job for life.”

Tom felt that tinge of pride.

The morning went well. He replaced a window, painted over some graffiti on the outside fence, and managed to do everything without breaking a nail or raising a sweat.

To all appearances he was just another woman.

Of course, he was a low level woman, because he was doing work that no woman would be caught dead doing, but, after all, he was a man underneath.

At one o’clock he presented himself at room 203. The girls all welcomed him, and he was starting to feel warm and happy whenever he saw them.

They put him in a chair and began weaving extensions into his hair. Mrs. Jansen walked around, being critical of the girls, but surprisingly nice to Tom.

Tom remembered when he had first started. Everybody had treated him differently then. Then he was a ‘man,’ and that wasn’t all a good thing. Now he looked the woman’s part, and that was a good thing.

An hour later, his hair now hanging down his back, he left room 203. He left feeling like a hero, and with complete instructions on how to care for his now long hair.

He went back to his room and Mrs. Tollivar was there.

“Tom, you’ve been doing well, but I’d like you to take these extra vitamins.”

“I’m already taking vitamins.”

“These are very special vitamins. I will expect you to take two of them every day. And you may take four home for the weekend. Don’t forget now.”

“Okay. “He took the pill bottles and put them on a shelf above the sink.

“Excellent. Now, let me look at you.”

She inspected him minutely. She placed her hands on the sides of his hips. She fluffed his hair. She looked at his make up, and she even hefted his boobs.

“There’s only one thing wrong,” she finally said, stepping back and frowning.

“What’s that?”

“You may have noticed that we at the Femwood Academy wear nylons.” She held out a small bag. “I took it upon myself to get you some nylons and a garter belt. Off with the shoes and socks, and dress.”

“Can’t I put them on later?”

“Nonsense. I’m here, right now. I’ll help you.”

So Tom removed his clothes and she helped him with the garter belt and rolled the stockings up his legs. She showed him how to attach the garter snaps and he nodded as he absorbed the information.

He felt funny.

These were like tight socks, compression socks, but all the way up to his groin.

“Now then, one final surprise,” when he was dressed again.

“What’s that?”

She held out a pair of high heels. “Congratulations, Tom.”

Tom took the shoes. Surprisingly, there was just a trace of moisture at the corners of his eyes. He quickly wiped the moisture away and sat down to put on his new shoes.

The shoes changed his life. Now he was taller, even more commanding. His feet hurt at first, but then he grew to enjoy the sound of his heels clicking down the hallways. He grew to enjoy the looks men gave him when he walked into the outside world. Most of all, he enjoyed the satisfied expression on Shiela’s face when she looked at him.

It had been January when Tom had started his new job, and the days, and weeks, and months, passed quickly.

He learned to care for the school much as a mother would care for a child. He became competent at putting on making up, and he began to assemble a feminine wardrobe at home. Shiela was quite happy with this, and helped him much.

Of course, he wasn’t let out of chastity, and he was constantly dripping, but he was starting to lose his desire to have sex.

He grew used to having his cock locked up, and…he loved the nervous excitement he now possessed.

All that sex energy was focused in him now, and he worked longer and harder, got more done, and had more time to perfect himself as a woman.

The interesting thing, however, was that his body was changing. He had had no idea that wearing heels and make up would change his body, but it was true.

His chest was getting bigger. Not in a manly way, thick and muscled, but in a feminine way. He discarded the breast forms by April and still had boobs. And by the time summer rolled around he had big boobs.

His hips also started to flare out. They became round, and his ass even started to jiggle a bit, especially when he was striding somewhere in his heels.

His facial skin became smooth and soft, and he probably didn’t even need the second depilatory treatment. They gave it to him, anyway. After all, the girls were students, and they needed to learn these things.

His hair, his own hair, grew longer and longer. And it changed texture. He eventually had no need of extensions, which disappointed the young students greatly.

All these changes happened, and happened fast, and if he hadn’t been working so hard he might have noticed it. But he didn’t notice it, except to enjoy the new feelings passing through his new body.

“So, graduation is tonight.”

“Tell me about it. I’ve scrubbed every floor, every window, put up decorations…everything.”

“Well, it is a big deal.” Shiela smiled. At first she had thought that Tom’s decision to be a janitor was silly, but the way he had changed…it was a dream come true.

“Are you going to come see the graduation?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’ll tell you, Tom. You’ve become quite the source of pride. I love the way you’ve changed.”

He smiled, then he had a thought. Oddly, it was not a hard thought, just a light whim that came out of him sort of automatically, impelled not by great desire, but by having been a regular voicing over the months. “Do you think that we might…”

“Oh, Lord, no!”

He didn’t feel the compulsion he had felt six months ago, but he was interested. “Why not?”

“Tom,” she put her hands on his boobs and hefted them, causing a shiver to run through his body. “Why would you want to ruin something that has turned out so well? I’ll tell you, once I started refusing you sex you found a job, you became a different person. Why would I want to spoil that?”

“Well, I don’t know. It’s just that we are married. We’re man and woman, and…”

Shiela started giggling.

“What?”

“Oh, Tom. I have a confessions to make.”

His gaze narrowed. “What?”

“You know those pills I’ve been giving you? For extra energy?”

“Yes.”

“They’re not for energy. They’re to block your testosterone and increase your estrogen.”

“You’ve been what?”

He was alarmed, but he was also dazed.

“So you see, honey, you aren’t really a man anymore. I mean, you’ve still got a penis, but it doesn’t struggle in your cage much anymore, does it?”

“Well, no.”

She paused and pondered. “Although I do wonder why you keep leaking so much semen.” Then she shrugged it off. “Oh, well. The point is that you are now more woman than man.”

Tom was stunned. He walked into the other room and sat down.

Shiela followed him. She had a quirky smile, and when she saw how hard he was thinking she poured him a bourbon and Coke. She sat down and put her hand on his nylon clad knee.

“It’s for the better, Tom. You weren’t much of a man, anyway. I like you like this much better. In fact, I was waiting for after graduation, but I’ll bring it up now. Have you ever considered having your penis and balls removed?”

Tom’s mouth opened, his jaw dropped, and his mind went into what could only be called ‘overspin.’

The graduation was huge. Femwood had over a thousand students, and every one of those students brought a couple or four relatives, and often a boyfriend, and the ceremony was begun.

Mrs. Tollivar spoke, and was cheered and applauded by all.

A couple of teachers took the podium and said nice things. The valedictorian gave a lengthy speech about responsibility in the future.

And it was over. Simple, sweet, and just long enough. Now it was time to celebrate.

Boyfriends showed up and a dance was started in the gym. Parents went home and only the teachers, as chaperones, remained.

Interestingly, Shiela and Mrs. Tollivar got along gangbusters. From first handshake they were thick as thieves. They chatted in a corner and looked very intent.

Tom didn’t care. He was behind the punch table ladling out drinks.

Punch. Though he saw some of the kids with half pints.

The teachers turned a blind eye to half pints, however. The girls had graduated. They were adults, and supervision was lax and even non existent. For show only.

Finally, the party started to wind down.

Tom had stopped serving punch and had put the bowls and glasses and everything away. He sat in a chair and watched the last few kids dancing, and waited for Shiela and Mrs. Tollivar to end their intense discussion.

Finally, at one in the morning, all kids gone, all teachers gone, there was only Tom, Shiela and Mrs. Tollivar.

Tom had his head back against the wall and was dozing.

“Ahem.”

He opened his eyes, then jerked to his feet. “Sorry. I was dozing.”

The two women studied him, and they had slightly twisted smiles on their faces.

“Tom, it appears that, in our desire to do our best for you, we both gave you testosterone blockers and estrogen.”

“What?”

“Yes,” acknowledged Mrs. Tollivar. “I had no idea your wife was giving you pills, and I was giving you pills…” she shrugged.

“That’s why you changed so fast. You were getting a double dose, so your fat redistributed quickly, your boobs grew very fast, and…sorry.”

“Yes. Sorry, Tom.”

“But don’t you think you should have told me what the pills were in the beginning?”

They both looked blank.

“Why?”

“Why would we do that?”

“So I could have choice?”

They both chuckled, and they turned and each took an arm. “Oh, Tom. We knew what you wanted. The way you acted, your manners…you were dying for somebody to come along and change you.”

“Well,” he groused, “you might have asked.

But they ignored that statement and led him up to the administration offices.

Tom didn’t ask where they were going. He figured Mrs. Tollivar was going to get a coat or something. But when they entered the admin building and headed into the back area, where he had never been, Tom started to wonder.

“Where are we going?”

“Tom, it’s your graduation night tonight, too.”

“It is?”

His eyes narrowed.

Mrs. Tollivar led them to the back of the building, opened a door and led them down to a basement.

“We used to use this quite a lot when the school taught both boys and girls. Since we now teach only young ladies…I’ll be glad to see the fungeon.”

“Fungeon?” asked Tom.

“Yes. That was the name for it back in the day. Teachers would bring unruly students here and that was the last time they misbehaved.”

She flicked a switch at the bottom of the stairs and Tom gaped.

It was painted black and it had chains on the walls. There were a couple of St. Andrews crosses against the walls, a couple of small cages, just big enough for a young man or lady to bend over in.

Against the far wall hung an assortment of belts, whips, paddles, and such.

“Lord, we used to have so much fun down here. And the young men and ladies learned to love it. I’ll tell you, every school should have a fungeon. We would be a much better behaved society if they did.”

“But…you…you beat children here?”

“Not children. They had to be 18 before we brought them down here. Although I’ll tell you, rumors got around and we had a few times when children would lie about their ages and try to get down here. Fortunately, we were very accurate in our record keeping.”

Tom and Shiela walked around the room and examined some of the apparatus.

Finally, Tom blurted, “So why did you bring us down here?”

The ladies stood next to each other now and faced Tom.

“Tom, you have a decision to make.”

“What kind of a decision?”

“As I said, it is time for your graduation. You have become quite the young lady the last few months, and it is time to see if you would like to move up in the world.”

“And how do I do that?” He was suspicious.

“Simple,” said Mrs. Tollivar. “You can have a spanking and return to being a janitor. Or, you can let us fuck you, and you will become a teacher. Possibly gym. New teachers can usually handle that until they are more properly trained.

“A spanking or a fucking.”

“Yes,” Shiela said. “When June explained what your options are I said of course, you would love to be fucked.”

Tom hadn’t even known that Mrs. Tollivar had a first name.

“But what if I don’t?”

She looked blank at that.

“But why wouldn’t you? You’re already a woman. This is just the icing on the cake.”

“And you both have to fuck me?”

“Well, I don’t, but when June explained the procedure I just knew I had to. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Well, uh…”

Tom faced his situation. He was a second class citizen. A janitor. And a man.

Or he could be a first class citizen. A teacher. And a woman. In fact as well as dress. Once he took it up the butt, he knew, he would never be the same again.

“Say yes, Tom. You know you want to.”

He thought back over the months. Hard work painting and sanding and stripping and waxing and moving furniture and…and he considered the future. Helping young ladies achieve their potential. Respected.

And he thought about sex, oddly enough. He knew, now, that he would likely never get sex again as long as he lived.

And, did it matter?

He was getting more joy from being kept in chastity, at being kept in the excitation phase of sex. Did her really want to lose that?

“Tom?”

He gave a nod.

Mrs. Tollivar smiled and led him over to a bench. She had him bend over it and she handcuffed his hands to the other side. She then spread his legs and cuffed them to the legs of the bench. He was spread eagled and accessible.

“What do you think, Tom?” Shiela was looking in a drawer at dildos. “Would you like a monster cock? A funny shaped one? What would you like for your first time.”

“I’ll leave it up to Mrs. Tollivar.”

Mrs. Tollivar smiled and picked out an eight incher with big veins on the side. “This is the one the students loved most. I’m sure Tom will find it lovely.

The women then began disrobing. They took all their clothes off and strapped on harnesses. There were two dildos of similar size and shape and they screwed them into the harnesses.

Tom lay on the bench and focused on breathing.

Mrs. Tollivar lifted his dress, thank goodness he had worn a dress tonight instead of his uniform, and pulled down his panties.

Tom’s manhood, a bit shrunken hung in the cage. At the removal of his panties, and napkin, his cock immediately began drooling. He had a long silvery string of semen elongating to the floor.

Shiela began pushing lubricant into his asshole and smushing it around.

Tom groaned. He liked the feel of her hands on him. He especially liked it when she pushed two fingers into him and began reaming him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

The ladies giggled, and Mrs. Tollivar take a position behind him.

Tom’s eyes widened as she pushed forward. She was gentle, let him accommodate. After a minute his anus relaxed and he nodded.

Another inch, and another inch, she began to explore his insides, feeling for his prostate, stirring his deep innards with the end of her cock.

Tom was amazed, and smitten. He had never tried anal, but he knew it was all he was going to want from now on.

His asshole was a pussy, and it sang hymns and praises.

Shiela came to the other side of the table and smiled at him. “Pretty good, eh?”

Tom nodded.

Mrs. Tollivar went in and out. She corkscrewed him. She went in low and then stood up to press his prostate.

Tom’s semen started to pour faster under the pressure on his prostate.

And he began to cum. A female cum. A prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. Whatever, it washed over him, through him, and he moved his hips back and accepted her dick…and his new station in life.

END
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A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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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!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Femwood School!’

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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