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PART ONE

“John. Come in here.”

I was doing the dishes, but I immediately stopped what I was doing and walked into Barbara’s office.

She was sitting at the computer, leaning back in the swivel, and staring at the screen intently.

“Yes, dear?”

She turned to me, and she had a very intent expression. “John? Do you love me?”

“Of course I do!”

“I mean, really, really love me. Like ‘do anything for me’ love me.”

“Of course I do.”

Now, to be honest, I do love my wife, but do anything for her? Doing anything takes in a lot of territory. And, to be doubly honest, I was pretty compliant when it came to following her demands because, well, because she can be a bitch.

Oh, I love her, always have, but…but I suppose I should admit one other thing here…I’m not one of those alpha type of guys.

I’m sure that’s why we hit it off so well, and eventually got married. I wasn’t a push and shove kind of guy, and I sort of enjoyed knowing my place, not wondering what was going to happen next.

She, on the other hand, delighted in push and shove.

So we married, and we lived and loved, and it was nice, and…it was pretty much a Female Led Relationship.

We both worked hard, I did most of the housework, she made a lot of the decisions, and…I liked it.

But…do anything?

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, a little bit worried.

She hummed. Hemmed and hawed, pursed her sensual lips. “Well, I was looking around on the net, I have a problem with the company, and…and maybe you can do something for me.”

“Like what?”

“I’ve got to comply with government regulations. I need to be more inclusive in my hiring practices.”

“How is that a problem?”

“Government regulations demand I hire, but I don’t need anybody, but I need to have….”

“What?”

“I need to hire a transgender person.”

“So hire one.”

“I don’t need another person. Furthermore, I don’t like the government telling me what to do.”

“Oh.”

“But you might be able to help me.”

“Of course.”

“I hire you, and you claim you’re transgender, and…and you don’t have to come in to work, you just keep doing what you’re doing, and everything turns out hunky dory!” She smiled.

I frowned. “I know where this is going.”

“Honey?” There was a bit of a warning in her tone, but I braved the lion and kept going.

“I know you’ve wanted me to be a bit more, shall we say, feminine? I think this is all just a ploy to get me to do that. To wear a dress full time, and not just every once in a while. To act more like, well, like a maid.”

She shook her head. “I’m that obvious.”

“You’re that subtle. But…I know you.”

“John, go get a couple of drinks and come back here. We need to talk.”

Shuddering, I hate that expression, ‘we need to talk,’ I left the room.

People always said ‘we need to talk’ when they were about to hit you over the head with a plan they liked but you didn’t.

Still, Barbara had asked for drinks, so I made her a wine spritzer and myself a Coke and bourbon—I know, Coke and bourbon is a man’s drink, and I wasn’t the sterling example of a man, but I like Coke and bourbon!

Five minutes later I was sitting in a chair, facing her, and sipping my bourbon.

“John, I do have the problem with the government. It is serendipity, it’s meant to be, so I’m going to have to insist on this.”

“And I’ve told you before, I don’t mind wearing a dress, even a bit of make up for you,” mainly because it resulted in some of the best sex I had ever had, “But you want me to go a little further. You want me to take hormones. And I don’t want to risk losing my dick.”

“But you don’t mind looking a little more feminine?”

“I don’t mind that. I can always put on different clothes, have padded shoulders, whatever.”

“Okay. I want you to look at something.”

She turned the computer screen towards me.

It was porn.

“Oh,” I said.

“Look at this person.”

The person was Carolina Ramirez, and she was beautiful. Perfect breasts, an hourglass form, her face was soft and wonderful, and…she had a huge cock.

I blinked. “That’s big.”

“And watch! See how much she is coming?”

Carolina would sit back, actually let go of her cock, and it would spew amazing amounts of semen.

“That’s what I envision when I think of you.”

“Wow.” I was fascinated. The video was a cumpilation, and I watched endless amounts of jizz spew forth.

“That’s a lot of cum.”

“You can do that.”

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

“Drink up,” she said.

I did.

“I have researched this, I have explored what kind of hormones are needed, and how we can make you more feminine, and inside your pants is going to be a monster cock.” she shivered. “God! It makes me so hot! Having a woman…that can fuck me!”

“Is that what you really want?”

“Oh, I don’t want a woman like I’m a Lesbian. I want you. But I want the softer, 2.0 version of you. I want to feel your breasts and suck on your nipples, and then feel that giant key jammed into my ignition.

I smiled. “Key? A key in the ignition?”

She smiled back, a devious smile. “It’s all I dream of, baby. Look. You’re perfect. We’re perfect. We compliment each other. You’re the perfect househusband, and I…”

“You’re the perfect alpha female.”

“You hit it right on the head.”

We stared at each other. She was breathing hard. Almost gasping. She was super turned on.

I sipped my drink. I had resisted her on this for so long, but to see that tranny with the big wang, to think that I could look so good—I do like dressing up a little—it was…it was enticing.

“So how about it?”

I pondered deeply. I knew that once I said yes Barbara was going to go gung ho balls to the wall crazy on this. That was just the kind of drive she had.

“Can I think about it?”

“What’s there to think about? I want it, and…look at your panties.”

She never called my jeans jeans, or trousers, she always called my bottom wear ‘panties.’

I looked down. There was a wet spot. I was actually pre-cumming. “Heysoos,” I breathed.

Yes, it was really starting to look appealing. Hey, a dick can’t be wrong. They don’t get hard for ugliness or skullduggery…they get hard because you like something, want something.

“If you do this I will give you sex every day for a year.”

I blinked. She was a hard charger, but she wasn’t highly sexed.

I was highly sexed, especially when I got to wear a little pansy stuff, put a little lipstick on.

So I would be begging, but unless I had made myself real pretty, she usually didn’t want to do it.

For a second I was lost in another world.

It was true. She responded sexually when I was soft and feminine acting. The more feminine I was the more she responded.

So why should I resist? Why shouldn’t I give her what she wanted…if she was going to give me what I wanted?

I came back to earth. I looked at her, and asked for a little bit more.

“Prove it.”

She smiled. I had challenged her, and that was what she liked. She wanted a chance to win the game, any game.

She stood up. She took my hand. “Come with me. Now.”

She led me back to the bedroom.

I wasn’t crossdressed right now, but the idea of what she wanted was overpowering to her. She stripped out of her clothes and I could see how wet she was.

I had taken my clothes off and she said, “Lay on the bed, the way I like it.”

I laid down and spread my legs.

She walked up and stood between my legs. She pushed mine further apart and moved hers apart, then she moved forward and slid my dick into her hole.

This was weird. Usually woman spreads and man fucks. But she absolutely loved it when she moved in and, even though she was being penetrated, it was from a male dominant position. She was between my legs, but engulfing me. It was called the ‘Amazon’ position.

“Fuck,” she grunted.

“Oh,” I said.

She began to move back and forth, and as she moved she spoke. “I need your hips a little rounder. And boobs. You don’t have to be big, but we definitely need some mounds. And you need to make your hair more stylish.” I had long hair, but just combed it back. She wanted more.

With every description she pushed forward, slamming her pubic against mine. I could feel myself deep inside her, but she controlled the action. She took in how much and how hard I was able to penetrate her.

She reached forward and grabbed my nipples and twisted.

“Oh!” Little shocks ran through me.

“Are you close?” she asked, her eyes slits of pleasure.

“Almost!” I groaned.

She pummeled me harder. She even leaned forward and kissed me. She’s not a big kisser, but now she did, and I knew she was pulling out the stops. She really wanted to transform me.

“Oh…here it comes.”

She backed off, grabbed my dick by the base.

“Oh…oh…let me…go!”

She laughed. Her eyes were bright and shining as she ruined my orgasm, stopped my sperm.

I hated this…and I loved it.

I kept jerking and twitching, and when it was obvious I was not going to cum, she let go.

I grabbed my dick.

She grabbed my hands and pushed my arms back using her weight. She held me there and I was almost sobbing with frustration.

“Fuck!” I finally whined. “You said we were going to have sex!”

“We did have sex.”

“But I didn’t cum!”

“Sex isn’t always about cumming.”

“It is enough.”

“Not anymore.” She let go of my hands. I looked at my dick sadly. She sat next to me.

“How do you feel, lover.”

I stared at her. I wanted to throw her down and rape her, but I wasn’t alpha enough to do that.

“Doesn’t being horny feel good?” She placed her hand on my cock and began stroking. But gently. Not enough to rile me up and get me to the point of cumming.

Don’t you want to experience this? Imagine being this horny for a year.”

“No,” I gasped.

But, in my heart of hearts, I wanted to. There was just something in me that begged for domination. I wanted her to keep me in that sexual neverland, subland, I think they call it, where I just moaned and groaned and wrote bad checks.

“Okay.” She let go stood up and walked away. At the door she stopped and turned to me. “And no jacking off.” She left. And poked here head back in. “And you should probably wear a little something today. I bought you some new lipstick. It’s in the bag on my make up table.” She left.

Oh, man. I was throbbing. And I wanted to cum, but I didn’t take myself in hand.

Looking back on it, I’m surprised I didn’t just do it, take the hormones. I wanted to. But I guess that the sissy in me just wasn’t brave enough.

I could handle dressing like a woman, but…hormones? That’s a pretty big step.

Anyway, there was tension in the house that night, and we slept a bit apart, no snuggling, except for an almost hand job before she turned away and ignored me.

By the next morning I was even hornier, and I really couldn’t stand it. I got up, thought about putting my chastity tube on to help me stay a little calmer, but…those things end up adding to the horniness.

I put on bra and forms, and a peignoir. I left my cock hard and pointing. The thin material would rub me and excite me and keep me hard. I loved having boobs and these, even though they were fake, made me feel so womanly. They would also tease Barbara. She loved it when I was big in the chest.

“Good morning, lover, and woo woo!”

She was sitting at the dining table and reading a report. She pulled her reading glasses down and studied me with a smile.

“Bacon and eggs?” I asked.

“Just oatmeal. And better hurry. I’ve got a big meeting today…with the state.”

I looked at her and she looked down at her report. It was obvious what she meant. She had to dodge official questions and put them off, all because I was being so stubborn.

I fixed the oatmeal, put a dash of cinnamon in it, a bit of honey and a pat of butter, and I kept thinking about what she had shown me the day before. Carolina, of the tits and big, spewing dick. I placed the oatmeal before Barbara and sat down. I just sat there and stared out the window.

“”Whacha thinking about?” Humor was in her eyes.

“Oh, this and that.”

“Mmm,” she ate her oatmeal. Then: “Do you need to wear a chastity device? Are you going to stay true to me?”

I sighed. “I think I can hold off.”

“You’d better.” She slid her chair over and began manipulating me. Long, slow strokes, a pat to the balls. My heart was pounding and I was breathing hard, but she was just teasing, bring me to the edge and keeping me there.

I sighed when she let go. She just chuckled and picked up her briefcase and went to work.

I cleaned the house when she was gone, feeling my dick brushing the material of the peignoir. Fuck. This was too good. I found myself stroking myself, and had to forcibly restrain myself.

Hormones.

But a big dick like Carolina. Could it actually happen?

I thought of the lewd, old song. ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick in Carolina in the morning.’ Except I found myself changing it to, ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick like Carolina’s in the morning!’

I ate a light breakfast, just some toast and apple jam, and my mind kept returning to the thought of growing my own set of boobs. Of wearing woman’s clothes full time.

That would be the result, I knew, if I took hormones. My body wouldn’t wear male clothes as well, woman’s clothes would fit better, and…and woman’s clothes were more fun to wear.

But what if my dick shrunk? What if the hormones backfired, and my pride and joy became my shame and sorrow?

Hmm.

“Dinner that night. Lamb chops, a bit of asparagus, applesauce. I worked for a long time that afternoon, making sure everything was perfect. And I thought.

“Mmm, this is delicious. You really outdid yourself.”

“You want me to be a woman.”

“No.”

It was rapid fire, almost non sequential. I was accusing, and she was refuting. No subtlety there.

“Do you want to be a Lesbian?”

“I want you.”

“But what if my dick shrinks?”

“First, if anything like that happened, we would immediately take you off the hormones. Second, you should check my research.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

Silence.

“These lamb chops are heavenly.”

“It was a happy lamb.” We smiled at each other.

She really wanted me to give in. She had never been so insistent.

But I was hesitant. I didn’t want my dick to shrink.

She let me have my thoughts.

The rest of the week drifted by.

Sure enough, she stroked me every morning, and every night she let me into her.

I know she’s not fond of being penetrated, but I think she was thinking of me on hormones, because she had this big smile on her face. At one point she even said, “I could get used to this.”

That was after she had stroked me, sat on me, then used a vibrator on herself. Well, I had used the vibrator. God, I love it when she cums. Even though it just makes me horny.

Friday night. We had a little soirée to attend, a museum thing, and I dressed masculine…with feminine underthings. Tap panties, a bra, pantyhose.

We sipped wine, chatted with people, and watched the art work sit on the walls.

And we met people. People with money. Artists. Beautiful ladies and handsome men.

I studied the men. I was one of them. I was handsome, but not…hard charging. It seemed like all the men I was meeting were movers and shakers. And I noted that Barbara was totally unimpressed.

Heck, she could work them into the ground. She chewed up males like they were logs being made into pencils.

Then we were introduced to Samuel. Pronounced ‘Sam-u-well.’ He was the artist of the night, and maybe the month and year, and he was a delight.

And he was affected. It was pretty obvious he was gay. The mannerisms, the way he looked, a curious mixture of brazen and shy, and…the lip gloss.

Me, not being a hard charger, stood back and smiled. And watched Barbara go…apeshit.

She shook his hand, she giggled and they air kissed, and I could tell she was smitten.

Big, handsome studs were nothing to her. And I knew it then: she wanted a friend. She wanted to be friends with men, not competition.

I wasn’t competition, and I was her best friend.

But, in her eyes, for her needs, I could be a better friend. I could adjust and make myself over for her. I could be like Sam-u-well. I could cause her to not just love me, but to titter in giddy glee.

And she had said if I started shrinking we would take me off the hormones right away.

No harm, no foul.

Just give up being a man in appearance. And be feminine all the time.

Hmm.

We were tipsy at the end of the night, so we Ubered home. We sat in the back of a Prius, her hand on my knee possessively, and stared out the window.

I reached into her purse and took out her lipstick. I handed it to her.

She grinned. “Hey, Uber man?”

“Yes?”

“My husband needs a little lipstick. Okay with you?”

“As long as you don’t put lipstick on me.”

Barbara laughed, and gripped my cheeks and I pursed my lips.

The Uber man looked in the mirror once, then just ignored us. Heck, he had probably seen it all.

She painted my lips thoroughly. Then she took out some gloss and shined them up. She showed me in the mirror.

I had female lips. Red, plump, moist looking.

And she had a hold of my cock.

And was rubbing.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was so strong and powerful. I knew, in that moment, that I wanted to give myself up to her.

“I think it’s strap on night.”

The driver pretended he didn’t hear anything, but even the hairs in his ears were listening.

We sashayed into the house, giggling and kissing and smearing our lipstick. We stood in the foyer and made out like teenagers.

Inside the kitchen I poured a couple of drinks. We sat down in the dining room and sipped, and couldn’t keep our eyes off each other.

“So it’s a strap on night.”

“It is.”

“Why?” she challenged me. She liked doing this. She liked to humiliate me a little and make me beg for it.

“Because I’m so horny I need to be drained.”

She leaned back, sipped her drink some more, and contemplated me. “Even if that draining results in you being even more horny?”

“I know. I can’t help it.”

She was fantasizing, seeing me as a female.

She had put her purse down on the table and I took out the lipstick again. She watched as I freshened the color on my lips. I looked deliciously slutty. A bit of red smear around my mouth, and fuck me on my lips.

I gulped the last of my drink and put the glass on the table. In front of her. My lip print facing towards her. “Think about this, then come in and do what you will.” I hope, I hope.

I sauntered down the hallway, placing one foot in front of the other, making my ass sway in a most feminine manner.

In the bedroom I quickly stripped, then took off my bra and put on one that accommodated breast forms. I then put on a sheer nightgown that opened in the front. I wished I could put my dick in chastity, but it was too hard. Besides, thinking what I was thinking, having made up my mind, I didn’t want to make it small. For the next few months I wanted it big, and to stay big, and to stay hard.

I finished just in time. I was reclining on the bed, odalisque style, when Barbara walked in.

She took one look at me, and grinned like a shark at a meat market.

She took off her clothes, taking the time to fold them, letting the anticipation build.

She took out the strap on and put it on. “Big dick or small?” she asked.

“I feel like big tonight.”

She took out the big, black dildo, 8 inches long and thick, and snapped it into the harness.

I stared at her, my heart pounding. She was statuesque. Taller than me in heels, her breasts large and jutting. She was immaculate. She was a Goddess come to earth. And she was about to bless me.

“You’re dripping, you filthy man,” she chuckled.

I looked at my dick. It was making the peignoir a bit damp.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

“Don’t be. I like my men to drip. All the time.”

She came to the bed then and looked down on me.

“Turn sideways. Face up.”

I turned and lay on my back and looked at her. My cock was like a rocket about to go off.

She spread my legs and began applying lubricant. Lots of it.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said, conversationally, as her fingers rimmed my asshole and made me jerk my hips upward.

She took my cock and stroke it, held me up, in an arched position.

“I’m going to fuck you like a man fucks a woman.”

“Oh, God,” I was almost whimpering with anticipation.

“And when I’m done I’m going to turn you out on the street and make you turn tricks.”

I laughed…and she pushed in.

My eyes opened wide. Every time she did this to me was like the first time. Every time took my breath away and blasted my mind into smithereens. There was no possible way I could mount a thought when she had her dick balls deep in me.

She fucked me, slowly, lovingly, and watched me with a smile on her face.

One of the reasons I had chosen the big dick was that it had a nub on the back of it, and that nub rubbed against her pussy.

I could see her responding to the rub of the nub, and she began to lunge and thrust. I felt the big thing go to town, open me up, and she began to search for my prostate with the end of the dick.

“Ah…God!” I groaned, fucking back.

She found it, and she was getting close.

She stopped. “Don’t move,” she hissed.

“Okay,” I gulped.

She tilted her hips and slammed, and held, and she found it. I could feel the prostate being pushed.

“Yes!” I said.

She held, and semen began to ooze out of my cock. It was a thick discharge, clumps in a stream, and it was a lot. Of course it was a lot. She had primed me all week.

“Oh…”I said, suddenly feeling the happy, loose feeling that comes with being drained. In a way, it was better than an orgasm.

She massaged my balls while she waited. I don’t know if that makes for extra gism, but I think it does.

And, just as the last drops erupted, as I became drained and empty, she suddenly jerked. Her eyeballs actually rolled back in her head and I could feel the dick suddenly jerk as her knees grew weak.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and she shivered and shuddered as the orgasm rolled over her. The nub on the back of her dick had really worked. She lay there for a moment, recovering, then she rolled back. “You are going to be so horny, and I…you’re going to be horny.”

“Jeez,” I said. “I just came and I’m still horny.”

She grinned. “You ain't seen nothing yet.”

“This is going to be interesting. Can I withstand my own sexual urges.”

“Heh heh,” evilly.

“Are you sure you don’t want a Lesbian relationship? A woman? A real woman?”

“Ha. I could have a woman if I wanted one. You’d know about it. No, there is just something about exchanging power that turns me on.”

“Well, you’ve already got a lot of power. Isn’t there enough of a power exchange when you drain me?”

“It’s good, but you know me…I want more.”

“Greedy bitch.”

She just smiled.

The next week I made an appointment with a doctor. Not a medical doctor, but a psychiatric doctor. While Barbara was at work I bopped on down to a medical building and sauntered in.

“Hi, John, a pleasure you meet you.” Dr. Mandy Howsen was grey haired, but in fine condition. She was thin, but had a nice set of ta tas, and it was obvious that she worked out.

I sat down on a couch, she took a chair catty corner to her, and I said, “My wife wants me to transition.”

She nodded. “What do you think?”

“I’m intrigued. I’m fascinated. There’s a big part of me that wants to, but I worry.”

“About?”

“Hormones, health, that sort of thing.”

“Do you worry about what people will think.”

I smiled. “I don’t mean to be sociopathic, but I don’t give a rat’s ass what people think.”

She laughed. She had a good laugh, a tenor chuckle that made people want to join in. Then she surprised me. “Do you think sociopaths are incapable of love?”

I blinked. I had joked, I had mocked my own knowledge of mental conditions, but she was serious. I immediately felt I was in the right hands…because she made me nervous. Weird, huh?

“I don’t think anybody is incapable of love.”

She nodded.

“Hitler loved Eva Braun.”

“Yes, he did.” She made a note on a pad of paper.

“What are you writing down?”

She grinned, “My grocery list.” Then: “So tell me about your wife.”

I did. I described her, I detailed her energy and drive and how she always got what she wanted.

“But now she wants you to do something you don’t want to.”

“No. Something I’m unsure of.”

“So let me ask you, if you were sure, would you do it? Transition?”

“I think I would. But there’s a lot of unsureness to handle.”

“Let’s talk about your sex life.”

Wryly, I said, “I thought you’d never ask.”

And we talked away the afternoon. And made an appointment for the weekend, for both Barbara and I.

“What?”

“I made an appointment for us with a psychiatrist.”

“Are you serious?”

“Why not?”

She didn’t say anything, but it was obvious she was unhappy.

“So we go, we talk, and I get more information. What’s wrong with that.”

“Nothing.”

“Then why not?”

“I don’t like to talk about myself.”

“You talk with me.”

“You’re different. I love you.”

“And…?” I arched my eyebrows.

“And I don’t want to talk about my childhood.”

“She didn’t ask me one thing about my childhood.”

“Hunh.”

“And you can always tell her you don’t want to.”

“As if that wouldn’t open the door.”

“Look, babe. We’re talking about me transitioning, becoming a tranny, I think a medical opinion might be worthwhile.”

She studied me carefully. “And you’re not going to unless I see this doctor.”

“It would certainly tend to kick the door shut.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Okay.” And that was that. I was pretty sure she would make the appointment. I was also a little nervous. Barbara got along well with women, but that’s because she was always in charge. The good doctor marched to a different tune, however. I would be crossing my fingers that there were no fireworks.

“Can you fuck me?”

She grinned. “I fucked you just the other day. Don’t tell me you’re already horny again?”

“You have no idea.”

“I might have an idea.”

“So?”

“So I’ll use you, but I’m not going to drain you until after we see the doctor.”

Good she was willing to go. Bad, if she didn’t like it I might be in trouble.

Saturday came, and we entered the Doctor’s office.

“Pleased to meet you, Barbara. I’m Mandy Howsen. Call me Mandy.”

“You don’t want me to call you Doctor?”

“Call me what you want, just don’t call me late for dinner.”

Barbara blinked. She had been challenging. Low key, but challenging. Mandy had deflected her, and with humor, easily.

So we sat.

“John. Did you wear your female underthings?”

“I did. I’m wearing a bra and panties and a garter belt. I’ve got nylons on.

Barbara stared at me. She hadn’t known I was going to do this.

“And how do this make you feel?”

“A little kinky. Warm. I like it.”

“Any embarrassment?”

“Nope. It’s my secret. Nobody knows.”

“I know.”

“But you asked me to. So you knew.” I shrugged.

She nodded and made notes on her ‘grocery list.’

“Barbara, how do you feel about John cross dressing?”

Barbara didn’t want to speak, the words came out of her grudgingly. “I like it.”

“Why?”

“Because, uh…” she trailed out.

Mandy smiled. “Who’s in charge of your relationship?”

“I am,” Barbara answered instantly.

“How would you feel if John asserted himself.”

“He won’t.”

“He might if he was a woman. How would you feel then.”

Barbara got a far away look in her eyes. Then she whispered, “I love him.”

“I know. But how would you feel?”

“I wouldn’t like it.”

“Why?”

“Because, uh…” Again, she trailed out.

“Barbara, we’re going to play a game.”

Barbara’s eyes narrowed.

“I’m going to make…’suggestions,’ and you are going to tell me how you feel. Snap answers. What you feel. Okay?”

“All right.” Suspicious.

“John as a dog.”

“Woof woof.”

“John as a cat.”

“Meow.”

“John as a table.”

Now Barbara was confused.

“John as a truck driver.”

“Honk?” Really confused.

“John as a masseuse.”

“What is this?”

“John as a eunuch.”

“I’ve had enough.” Barbara stood up. But she didn’t leave.

Mandy looked down at her pad and scribbled something. She looked up and said, “The game is over. Please sit down.”

Then the most fascinating action of the day occurred. Barbara didn’t sit. She glared at Mandy.

Mandy didn’t glare back. She just waited.

Barbara opened her mouth to speak. Shut it. Opened it…and it was obvious what was happening.

Barbara was looking for something to revolt against. She was looking for a reason.

Mandy was giving her nothing. Absolutely nothing. Barbara could leave or not, she didn’t care.

And, finally, Barbara sat down, and it was the first time in my life I had ever seen her lose at something.

I stared at Barbara. I looked at Mandy.

Mandy just observed me for a long minute, then she asked, “John, let’s talk about how you feel when Barbara sodomizes you.”

“That did it!” Barbara was on her feet again.

Mandy ignored her. “John?”

“Well, I sort of…” and I began speaking.

Barbara sat down. And it was obvious that she confused, and didn’t know what to think, and was…stuck.

So the afternoon went. An hour of me answering questions. A lot of questions. And interspersed were questions directed at Barbara.

“Have you ever had a Lesbian relationship?”

“Has a man ever hurt you?”

“What does it feel like when you put the dildo in John’s anus?”

I answered my questions easily. Barbara appeared to answer easily, but deep things were happening in her.

Finally: “John, I’d like to see you a couple of more times. I’ll tell you honestly, you’re one of the most well adjusted people I have ever met. I want to make sure you understand what transitioning entails, the effects of chemicals, lifestyle changes, that sort of thing. Easy peasy.”

She turned to Barbara. “I’d like to see you again, Barbara, but without John.”

“Why?”

“I’m not worried about John adapting to changes, but I’d like to discuss how his transition might effect you.”

“I’ll be fine.”

For the first time I saw steel. “I’m the doctor.” And now she was challenging. She was challenging Barbara to be willing to give up her preconceptions, any notions she might have, that sort of thing.

Barbara frowned. I could feel the upset welling under the surface. “I’ll let you know.”

Mandy filled out a card and gave it to me. “Next Thursday at ten.”

“I’ll be here,” I returned cheerfully.

“Let’s go,” said Barbara.

“A moment?”

Barbara turned to Mandy. Mandy filled out a card. She held it for a moment and looked at Barbara. She said, “If you can’t even talk about it, then how can you handle his transition?”

Barbara looked mad enough to chew horseshoes and spit nails, but she took the card.

“It’s for next Saturday, ten o’clock. Please cancel on Friday if you’re not going to make it.”

We left.

We walked through the building, and I could feel Barbara boiling and seething and ready to blow the lid off.

We got into the car. I took the wheel, and fortunately Barbara didn’t notice. She was so dark underneath I feared that her emotions would derail her operating a vehicle.

“The nerve of that bitch. I told you I didn’t want to…” blah, blah, blah. “And then those stupid questions…” blah, blah, blah… “And what does she mean I can’t talk about it?” Blah, blah, blah.

She was venting, and fortunately it wasn’t directed at me. In a way, it was directed at herself, and I managed to just sit and listen.

Back home.

Into the house.

Blah, blah, blah.

I made drinks. Barbara didn’t go change, or hit the computer, she just stayed by me, spewing her bile.

And it was bile. I had never seen Barbara act like this. Funny, not ‘ha ha’ funny, but odd funny, because I didn’t see that the doctor had really encroached, yet there were things here that…that were ready to explode.

I put a drink in Barbara’s hand and listened.

She sipped, talked some more.

“Come on,” I said, and I led her out to the patio. She sat down on one of the lounges and I turned on some Pink Floyd, low, background, and sat next to her.

Now she wasn’t talking. In a way, I thought that was even worse. Finally, she blurted: “I’m not going back.”

I sat, time passed, and drinks disappeared. I went and made two more, and came back.

The sun was low in the sky, and Barbara seemed to be talked out.

I said, “I think I know what’s upset you.”

“I’m not upset!” She didn’t notice how grim her voice was.

“You’re afraid that she’ll talk you out of wanting me to transition.”

Barbara’s mouth opened and she turned to me. She was breathing hard, like she was running out of air, and then she broke. She leaned over to me and hugged me. She sobbed. Her tears ran down her cheeks and onto my shirt. It was the first time I ever remembered her crying.

“John…I’m sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry for.”

The tears slowly stopped, but she didn’t let go. She held me, and sighed, and the gloom of evening slowly began to engulf us.

Finally, she let go and sat back.

“Do you care if I don’t go?”

“Honey,” I said. “You know that you’re going to do whatever you want. And you know that I need some sort of resolution if I’m going to do this thing. Maybe this will come from Mandy, maybe from somewhere else, and, maybe…it won’t resolve. But I don’t demand a solution, or any particular action, from you. Heck, we both know where that would end up if I tried to take over in this relationship.”

I spoke wryly, and she suddenly sniffed, and a very, very blurt of a chuckle escaped her. “I know.”

“So go or not. It’s up to you. The only thing I know is that I want you in a peaceful frame of mind before you fuck me tonight.”

Another chuckle escaped her. “You don’t want a mean, raging bitch pounding you in the asshole?”

“Well, it sounds like fun, but…no.”

“Could you make me another drink?”

“Absolutely.”

I disappeared into the house and returned with the ambrosia. I handed her a glass and sat down. She sipped, and leaned over and undid my pants and began playing with my dick.

“Oh, whew,” I muttered.

“Oh, shut up,” she said pleasantly enough.

She stroked and stroked. I could feel all my eternal horniness bubbling to the surface.

“Do you want to cum?” she asked.

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good,” and she giggled.

I laughed. “I thought, for a second, that you were going to let me squirt.

“Ha! Not on your life. But, I got so worked up today…I think I’m going to need a squirt.”

“Wow,” I said softly.

She stood up and undressed, then sat down on me. But not on my dick. My dick was in front of her groin, pressed up against her belly. Her flesh was warm and I felt my heart surging within.

She leaned forward and kissed me. Reamed my mouth with her tongue, pulled on my nipples.

“Oh,” I said, suddenly breathless.

She sat up and reached down with both hands. One hand grabbed my cock, the other one began tickling herself.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered, watching my eyes.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Only in your mind, lover.”

She inserted a couple of fingers in her snatch and began pulling, looking for her own G-spot. For a long minute she ran her palm around the head of my cock and tickled her vagina.

I could hardly stand it. I was close, but not that close, just close enough to drive me insane.

Then she started groaning and bucking. “Unh…uunh…FUCK!” She shouted loud enough for the neighbors to hear. And the neighbors aren’t that close.

That week was interesting. I was so damned horny I was dripping all the time, and I spent every waking hour in sexy lingerie, wearing tight dresses, and even putting on more make up.

Barbara loved it. She would stop me whenever we passed, sometimes make a point of seeking me out, and she would kiss me and feel my groin.

“Good,” she would say. “It’s getting harder.”

“Heysoos, babe, I need relief!”

“Not until Saturday night.” That was the night we had decided on for my weekly draining.

Usually, we only drained me once a month. Just another part of our kinky play. But now she was pushing it. Draining made me hornier and hornier, I started dreaming about sex, and if I had gone eight days without I probably would have had a wet dream. But getting drained at seven days emptied me just before I could have a wet dream.

She started driving the car more and more, letting me be the passenger.

One, she was insisting on me wearing high heels, and it was difficult to drive with high heels.

Two, I was in such a state of mind I couldn’t properly concentrate.

Fortunately, we didn’t go places a lot, we just stayed around the house, and whenever she wasn’t working she was working me over.

She’d wake up and stroke me, and suck me, and play with my balls, and put a couple of fingers up my ass.

She’d go to work and I would dress sexy, even putting on eye shadow and red lipstick.

She would come home at lunch frequently. She wouldn’t eat, just sip a Pepsi or something and play with me. Then it was back to work.

I would recover, freshen my make up, and dream of whacking off. God I was close. It took all my will power to resist the urge.

“Are you sure you don’t want the chastity tube?”

“Uh…what?” I tried to focus on her.

She giggled. “The…chastity…tube.”

I shook my head. “Willpower, baby. I need all my willpower.”

Wearing a chastity tube makes you think about your dick all day, it focuses your attention on that member, I was already thinking about my penis enough. Anymore and I would lose the willpower.

Funny. If I wore it I would go sexually insane.

But I didn’t wear it and I was going sexually insane.

Damned if I didn’t, damned if I did.

But, damned or not…God, I was loving it.

Horny all the time. My dick big and dripping.

But at the end of this wild ride was a decision. A significant decision. Did I want to risk my dick?

I was pretty convinced that Carolina was the exception, not the rule. When I expressed that to the doc she confirmed it. Then she asked, “how much dick do you have?”

“Eight inches.”

Her eyes widened and she smiled. “I don’t mean to be unprofessional, but that’s pretty good.”

“What would it shrink to?”

“Oh, no telling. But you have to plan for the worst.”

The worst. Hunh. A teeny weeny peeny. Three or four inches. Even if it got hard…it wouldn’t be much.

But, here’s the other side of the coin, did I care?

I was getting fingered up the butt every day, and once a week Barbara was draining me, and the feeling of being immensely horny every day, all day…it was better than regular sex. It was super sex.

The feeling after I was drained was unbelievable. Relaxed and at peace with the world.

And all day long I was in a hum of energy. Buzzing.

Yet, there was a finality to a decision. Even with a possible stop and reverse of the program, I would be a bee buzzing around the queen. I knew that.

She knew it. Maybe it’s part of what excited Barbara. Maybe she wanted that more than sex. Hunh. I guess that’s a wrong way to put it…maybe that kind of power was sex to her? Maybe total and complete control was an orgasm for her?

Hmmm.

But Barbara was having her own thoughts. She was seeing Mandy twice a week, and these meetings were having a profound effect on her. Sometimes she came home humming and singing, and the feeling of our harmony was overwhelming and all that I ever dreamt of. But sometimes she came home with a black cloud over her brow, and lightenings sizzled out of her ears, and I would just put a drink in her hand and retreat and wait.

But she was changing. Sometimes she would just sit and stare at me.

The months passed, and I put off a decision, then Barbara came to me.

“John?”

“Yes?”

It was her that put the drink in my hand for a change.

“We need to talk.”

I mock groaned, and she smiled. Her smile was rueful, and it held a lot of hidden emotion. Hidden emotion that was about to come out.

We sat down in the living room. She put her feet up and I rubbed them, and she said, “You were right.”

“Of course I was.”

“Smart ass,” she snorted.

“Very smart.”

“Smart assery only works once.”

“Sorry,” I sobered up.

“Anyway, you were right about my fear. I was scared that she would make me see, bring me around…how do I say this…”

“You were afraid of losing your desire to transform me.”

“Bingo.”

She sipped.

“I realize, after many hours of brutal soul searching, and believe me, Mandy can be brutal, that I can’t ask you to transition.”

“What?” I was a bit astounded.

“Of course,” she smiled, “I can’t not ask you.”

I shook my head. “Can you explain? I don’t want to hurt my head thinking about this.”

“Certainly. It’s not up to me whether you transition or not. Though I want it, I don’t have the right to push you into it. It’s all your decision. In fact, you need to forget about me bullying you. You need to make your own decision.”

It was like something broke in me, and tears flooded my eyes.

“John?” Barbara was alarmed by my sudden emotion.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” I wiped my eyes. “It’s just…I don’t know why, it made me cry.”

But I did know why. She was pushing, and pushing, and even though she was the alpha and I was the beta, I had resistance to that push. When she stopped pushing, my resistance had nothing to resist against, and I felt good. I felt free.

“If you want to cum now, if that will help you in making a decision, we can do that. I don’t have the right to hold even that bit of sex from you. You must be free to make your decision.”

I nodded. “Take me to bed.”

She took my hand and we went into the bedroom.

I said, “I want to fuck you.”

She was half undressed and she stared at me. “Really?”

“Yes.”

She nodded. She was a changed woman. I could feel her drive and desire, but there was something reasoning in her now. Something that listened and adapted and…loved.

No. I don’t think she was ever a psychopath, or sociopath, or whichever path, but there were pieces of her that were missing. In becoming a hard charger she had put aside a certain degree of compassion and emotion.

“Take me however you want me.”

We finished undressing and got into bed.

I usually didn’t fuck her. She usually fucked me. But there was something inside me trying to figure things out, and this was necessary.

She lay on her back and stared at the ceiling.

I lay next to her. I turned her head and kissed her. She returned the kiss, and I could feel her passion, but not her involvement. I know, that sounds funny, but it’s the only way to describe it.

I cupped her breasts and marveled at how big and firm they were. I pulled on the nipples with my teeth, then sucked.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed. Yet…it was there. That…separation from what we were doing.

I rolled over on top of her. I spread her legs.

For a moment, there was fear in her eyes. Not fear fear, but a distaste for anybody taking control of her. Yes, she was a hard charger, and she wasn’t willing to give that up.

I began to move in and out. My dick is big, and she could feel it opening her up, splitting her open, trying to reveal what was inside her.

But she wasn’t revealing, she was putting up with.

My orgasm, when it came, was less than satisfying. It was a moment of body lock, and spurts.

I sighed and rolled off her.

We lay there on our backs.

“I‘m sorry,” she said, and that was something she never would have said before Mandy.

“For what?”

She rolled against me, like a woman, like a woman dominated and made to feel…less.

Not every woman feels that way. In fact, very few women feel that way after sex. But she did.

I felt my arm, where she had her head nestled, get wet.

“You’re crying.”

“I’m not…yes. It doesn’t matter.”

She never cried. She was a stone wall, except when she was giving me anal pleasure. Then she was alive.

I came to a decision.

“Barbara?”

“Yes?” she sniffed.

“I’ve made up my mind.”

She didn’t move, but I could feel her ears pop up like a German Shepherd’s when he hears an intruder.

I pushed back from her, rolled on my side and met her gaze.

“When I cum like that, it doesn’t work. I’m not built that way. It’s just me spitting. Literally. Like I spit with my mouth. No joy…no satisfaction. Well, maybe a little satisfaction, but nothing to write home about.

“When I jack off it’s better.”

She stared at me, her eyes wide, her whole soul listening.

“When you fuck me my world comes undone. I enter heaven. I give up, literally, and you make me know there is a God. That is what I want.”

She drew in her breath sharply.

“So, here is my decision. For the next week I’m going to lord it over you. You’re going to come home and make dinner. You’re going to mix the drinks.

“I’ve had my ‘draining’ for this week. And I was the dominant. I was on top, and for the next week I’m going to dress like a man. All the next week I’m going to build a memory of manliness that will last me beyond next week.

“Next week…you take control again. Next week you will be on top. You will fuck me mercilessly. You will control my sex and do what you want with it. You will be the dominant. You will be in charge of this Female Led Relationship. Whether I cum again is entirely up to you.”

She stared at me with the happiest eyes I have ever seen. They glowed with happiness.               “Oh…oh, my God!” I could feel her whole persona flipping back over, to what it normally was, to what it should be…female superior. “So you’ve got one week.”

“One week, and then we go back to what works. You’re the Goddess and I am the humble peasant, designed with only one purpose in mind…to serve you. One week, and then I start taking the hormones. If my dick shrinks…you’re stuck with it. It won’t matter to me if I can just be with you.”

She began crying all over again, turning into a real crybaby, and I, a manly man, held her, and soothed her, and told her it was all right.

And it was all right.

Finally, she sat up and said, “For one week you are my lord and master. What would my lord and master want?”

“Junior mints. A big box of them.”

“Your wish is my command,” and she jumped up to get dressed and go to the store.

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
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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.

The Shivering Bone!
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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!

Stories to Pump your Heart
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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!

The Whisper of Flesh
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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!

Skin Games!
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days.

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

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

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls
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My Neighbor Feminized Me
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Revenge of the Lactating Babes
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A Witch Feminized Me
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To Sacrifice for Love
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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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