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PART ONE

ETHAN

“Please, get out!”

I looked down at my wife. My beautiful, gorgeous wife. Five foot four, beautifully-sized, to die for boobs, thin waist, hips that did the hula just standing.

And her face, sweet, innocent, a vision that any model would kill to have.

Long hair, red lips, and those beautiful, blue eyes.

Such trusting eyes.

“But…but…” I whimpered.

But no is no, and she was starting to cry, so I withdrew my rock hard penis and moved off her.

She rolled over, lay on her side of the bed and the crying built in volume. Her pillow was becoming soaked with the rain falling from her eyes.

“Honey, I’m sorry! What did I do?”

“Nothing…nothing,” she sobbed, her voice muffled by the pillow.

“But…did I hurt you?”

“No!” she actually wailed. She was very upset and I had no idea what to do.

“Can I get you anything? Is there something I can do?”

Suddenly she rolled over and clung to me.

Stunned, I enfolded her with my arms and held her. Now it was my chest that was getting wet, but that was okay. I just wanted to know what I had done. We had been making love, as we had done before, and…she had suddenly broken into tears and almost violent sobs.

I held her, and there was no sound but her sobs. The bedroom was dark, and I just…held her.

We ate a silent breakfast. Bacon and eggs, those tater tot potato things on the side. Grapefruit juice.

Afterwards I washed the dishes. Jill went into the other room and watched TV. I finished, then went in and sat down next to her.

Lord, I wanted to talk. I wanted to ask her what was going on. Why had she been crying? Had I done something? But I had intuited, from the way she acted, that she didn’t want to talk just yet.

To talk or not to talk, that’s always the question when a woman is upset. I had no idea if not talking was right, but it felt right. So I shut up and tried to just be there for her.

I had the feeling that she wanted to talk, to say something, but outside of a trembling lip, she held back.

I thought about our love life together.

Neither of us had been virgins, but neither of us were overly experienced.

We each brought different viewpoints, different experiences, to the bed. And we had enjoy that exchange. At least, I thought we had.

Suddenly she got up and went out of the room.

I waited a second, then followed her. She had gone to the bathroom and I heard her crying again.

I was getting really worried now. Little thoughts of mortal problems entered my cranium. Did she have cancer? Some dread disease?

Or, had she received news of which I was unaware? A death in the family? Something?

Yet, she didn’t want to talk, or she wouldn’t be seeking refuge in the bathroom.

So I went to my dresser and wrote a short note on the pad I kept there. I ripped the paper off and slid it under the door.

I’m here for you.

I love you.

Ethan

I listened. I couldn’t hear anything, but the crying seemed to lessen. I knew she was reading my short missive.

Then, I heard her moving around. I was about to leave when the note came back. Written in eyebrow pencil…

Thank you

And that was it.

I returned to the living room, listened to the mindless blathering of the newsies for a few minutes, then went into my office to work.

Lunchtime, and Jill was her sweet self. She smiled and kissed me and had prepared me a tuna sandwich, complete with bits of onions and olives and lots of mayo.

Mayo is my weakness. There can be no other condiments but mayo.

So I ate and tried to figure out what to say, and in a manner that would not start up the waterworks again.

“I should compile a book of Brandon’s wisdom.”

She looked at me curiously.

“‘The Wit and Wisdom of Go Brandon.”

She smiled. “No politics at the eating table,” she reminded me.

“Not even if it’s funny?”

Oh, Lord,” she groaned and put her head in her hands, then she looked up at me and quipped, “Since when is tragic funny?”

“Ha!” I laughed. “You are now officially involved in a political discussion! Gotcha!”

It was dumb, but the ice was broken. We chatted for a while, ignoring the elephant in the room.

“I’m going to the mall this afternoon. You want anything?”

“A new Mustang. Red. Convertible. Fat tires and the exhaust needs to really grumble—“

She held up her palm to stop my grinning monologue.

“Okay. I’ll get one. You just hold your breath.”

Shortly after that, while I did the dishes, she came up behind me, pressed her breasts against me with a mighty hug, kissed the back of my neck, and headed out for the mall.

I watched her zoop down the street, and I bit my lip.

Was she really going to the mall?

And, those dreadful, little thoughts crept in. She had been crying. Was it another man?

I threw the towel down on the sink counter and headed for the garage.

There is only one mall in town, and it was a simple matter for me to catch up and watch from a distance. She’s a fast driver, but she was driving slowly today. I kept my motorcycle a block behind, edging out form behind a truck every once in a while, watching side streets to make sure she hadn’t turned off. But, yup, she was going to the mall.

She walked into the mall and it was easy to follow her. She sauntered with a high heeled stride that was unmistakeable, and watching her I was reminded that we had unfinished business. My groin was a wee bit hard. Maybe even a little drippy.

I waited, then hurried to the row of entry doors. She was down at the corner to the main mall walk. I waited, then hurried, and peeked around the corner.

She just walked through the mall. Glanced at a window display a couple of times, then crossed the big area at the center of the mall. On the far side was a bench, and she sat down and just…sat there.

Was she meeting someone?

I waited, but nothing happened. And she didn’t look like she was waiting for anybody.

She was just…sitting. Thinking. Watching the world go buy.

I waited for fifteen minutes, if she had been intending to meet somebody they would have shown up by now.

At thirty minutes I made up my mind.

I turned the corner and walked towards her.

She was thinking, all right. Her lips were pursed and there was a frown on her face. She didn’t even notice me until I was halfway across the plaza.

She tilted her head and considered me. She had not asked me to come to the mall, but she hadn’t told me not to, so here I was.

I sat down next to her, put an arm around her, and she was rigid for a second, then she just sort of melted into me. She put her head against my chest, one hand touched the side of my belly.

And she sighed.

And then she told me.

JILL

“When I was just turned eighteen I was planning to go to college. I wrote letters, made phone calls, and was invited to a mixer in a college town not too far from my home.”

Ethan sat and listened to me. I could feel his heart beating in his chest. Such a strong man. And handsome. I was lucky to catch such a man.

Heck, most men, if I had pushed them off sex and went and cried…they’d be demanding answers. But Ethan accepted that I was having a moment, and that note he wrote me. It made me cry even more.

“I went to the mixer, and I met teachers and professors. Most of them female, but there were a few males. As the mixer went on the teachers disappeared, and the thing turned into a party. Alcohol made its appearance, and I found myself with a beer in my hand. I hadn’t had much experience with drinking, but I was surrounded by these kids, slightly older, who were so experienced, so I went ahead and drank. And somebody put another beer in my hand, and I drank some more. And more.

“The night passed into morning, and I was now officially drunk. Many of the girls had gone home, and I decided it was time for me to leave, but when I went to make my good byes the sorority sisters deemed me to drunk to drive. So they invited me to spend the night.

“They took me upstairs and showed me to a bed. I climbed in, was grateful, but that gratitude quickly turned to fear.

“They were gathered around my bed, and they started touching me. They stroked my legs, my arms, and they started to touch my boobs.

“I tried to push their hands away, but there were too many of them. They held me down and pulled my legs apart.

“I struggled. I tried to kick, but they put their weight on me, held me, and one of them, the leader, she…she put her fingers in me.”

Ethan blinked. People walked through the mall, past us, and to everybody we just looked like a couple talking over something. They had no idea that I was pouring out the worst experience in my life.

Yet, good Ethan, he didn’t say a word. He didn’t react. He just listened.

“She jammed her fingers into my hole, then she pushed. It hurt like nothing I have ever felt, not before or since. Then her whole…” I paused.

There is therapy in talking out painful experiences, but…this hurt so much.

“I was in shock, I didn’t understand. I was totally unexperienced, and to be violated in such a manner…”

I stopped talking then, and Ethan just sat there, frozen, and tried to grok what I had just told him.

“When I make love with you it is the most wonderful thing in the world. But this morning, I don’t know why, maybe you just touched me in a way that reminded me, I was back there, being violated.”

We sat for a long time then, people walked past, but we were ensconced in our own world. The Pope could have turned somersaults naked in front of us and we wouldn’t have noticed.

“Would you like to see somebody about this? Talk to a professional?”

I squeezed him, and responded with, “No.” Then, “Well, maybe.”

We sat there for a long time, a real long time. The mall was starting to close up before we got up and left.

I held Ethan’s hand on the way out, and I felt better. Somewhat relieved. But I also knew I had just scratched the surface.

He walked me to my car, kissed me gently, and I kissed him back harder, then I got in and headed for home. Within a minute he was right behind me on his motorcycle.

ETHAN

I followed Jill home and parked the bike and went into the house. She was already pouring the bourbon and Coke, and we toasted each other silently and sipped.

We sat in the living room, watching TV but alone with our thoughts. I don’t think we even knew what was on.

We sipped, and we ate chips, and somewhere in there, we kissed.

Now, I don’t know about girls, but when guys get horny it doesn’t go away right away. Our little, failed tête-à-tête of the morning was in the back of my mind, and my penis was ripe and dripping.

Our little kiss turned into a bigger kiss, and, I guess girls stay horny, too, we were suddenly working on each others clothes.

I unbuttoned her blouse and began kissing the slopes of her beautiful breasts.

She tried to get pull my shirt over my head, and we laughed when we broke apart for that. Our eyes were fevered, we could feel the heat consuming us.

I undid her bra, marveling that something so flimsy could contain something so hefty. I licked her nipples, then began sucking.

She arched her back, pressed her chest into my mouth. She really liked nipple stimulation.

I stood up and pushed my pants off, including my tighty whiteys.

She lay back and lifted her hips and slid her pants and panties off.

There we were, face to face, body to body, flesh to flesh.

I lowered myself, and my cock brushed across her skin.

She grabbed it, stroked me, gazed into my eyes and gaged my reactions. My reactions must have pleased her, because she went down on me. Her beautiful mouth engulfed my hard cock and began to move up and down.

I groaned with the excruciating pleasure of her lips slithering over my heated flesh.

She blew me for a minute, and I was close. But I didn’t want to cum in her mouth, as delightful as that might have been. I wanted to join with her. I wanted to be in her.

I gently moved her head back, and she looked up at me, and trust was in her eyes.

I lowered myself to her, and our mouths fused and our tongues danced.

Then I lowered myself further, and paid homage to her magnificent tits. She groaned and I palpated and felt and moved my palm across the nipples. I love those mountains, and I showed it as best I could.

Then I went down on her. I licked, sucked, made love to her clitoris, her labs. Then I touched her with my finger, just a light touch over the trembling flesh, and she jerked.

It wasn’t a big jerk, but I was so engrossed I thought it was just normal excitation. Later she told me that that was where she started to feel funny.

On the moment, though, I didn’t know it, I just raised up and lowered my hips to her. I touched my dick to her pussy, and stopped. Her face was frozen, she was biting her lip.

“What is it?”

“Nothing…nothing…go ahead.”

I had misgivings at that point, but, my dick being more in control than my brain, I went ahead. I gently moved my hips forward and started to enter her.

But she was tight, and now I felt it.

“No…no…” she sobbed. “Get out!”

Then I was holding her, and she was crying.

“It’s okay,” I said. “It’s okay. Now we know, and now we can beat it.”

But, as I held her, as her whole body trembling, I wondered.

What could I do?

What could we do?

Was there anything we could do about this?

JILL

It was when he touched me. The feel of his fingers down there, they totally reminded me of…of that bad night. I didn’t want to burst into tears. I willed myself away form tears as hard as I could, but…emotion won out.

But, what could I do?

Ethen was wonderful. He listened, he accepted, and he cared for me.

And I wanted to fuck him! I wanted the delicious feel of his penis entering me, of our flesh become one.

But I didn’t know how I could get past the tears…how I could let that happen.

We eventually went to sleep, and it must have been torture for him to hold me. I could feel his dick throbbing, bouncing against the back of my thigh. Yet he just held me, made no move, endured his own horniness.

I slept, and I dreamed, but it was the kind of dream that you don’t remember on waking up. But I remembered being unhappy, struggling against an embrace, and I was tired.

I woke before him, fixed breakfast, and thought about Ethan’s role in our marriage.

He worked hard, made good money, but that was only the tip of the ice berg.

He was kind to my friends, and my friends liked him, and that said a lot more about him.

But…what about our daily life, our give and take, our exploration of a kingdom of two?

It seemed very well balanced. Sometimes he cooked, sometimes I did. He took over yard chores, but always insisted on a six pack while he worked. Not that I cared. Heck, sometimes I would go out and steal an ice cold beer and watch him ride that mower. He would yell yippee and act like he was throwing a lasso when he passed me.

And the sex was good. In fact, up until the other night, it was great. We had been married six years, and it seemed like every month we would discover something new. some way of pleasing the other.

So, what could I do to salvage this.

I liked our relationship. Hell, I loved our relationship. I didn’t think I would ever find a man in a million like him again.

So what could I do to solve my sexual problems? And they were my problems.

What could I do?

He woke up, came out yawning and gave me a quick peck. He didn’t pat my buns, however, which he was often wont to do.

I cleared my throat and he looked up from the plate of bacon.

I nodded back towards my ass and waited.

He grinned.

He stepped over to me and, chewing bacon, kissed me. Deep, and held both of my buns in his strong hands.

Oh, it was heady. And to feel the really bizarre feel of a man chewing his food while he mashed lips…it had the right amount of sex and humor and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“What? you don’t like me kissing you?”

“Well, the bacon?”

“Oh, you would rather kiss bacon than me. Now I understand.”

“You asshole!” I snapped him with a towel and he yelped, then grabbed the towel from me.

“Be careful. Be very, very careful.”

I kissed him, this time sans bacon, and pushed him towards the table. “Your food is getting cold.”

So we sat, and ate, and tried not to talk about what our problem, my problem, was.

And I knew we couldn’t live a life like this.

“I’ll go see a therapist.”

He nodded. “Let me know if there is anything we can do.”

ETHAN

I was glad when Jill decided to see a therapist. Heck, I didn’t know what to say or do, and I didn’t think the internet was going to be any kind of help, so a professional was the best bet.

Three days later she went in for a session, and I can’t offer any opinion as to what happened, what was said.

I couldn’t ask her about it, except in the most peripheral way.

‘How’d it go today, honey?’

‘Fine.’

And that was as far as we could go. I knew that she was going to be talking about herself, me, our relationship, and…her deepest problems. And, unless she chose to share something, that was going to be a life apart from me.

I was surprised when she came home and said, “The doctor wants to meet you.”

I blinked, “You mean, like, professionally?”

“Like come to my next session with me. Can you do that?”

“Of course.”

But, inside I was, I don’t know, consternated? Is that a word? Yep, I just looked it up and it is.

I was consternated, concerned, and anxious.

On the surface it was just me going to meet a head shrinker.

But deeper down I had to deal with thoughts like: what if it’s my fault? What might I have done?

I know, silly, but…there it was.

But I was grown up enough to realize that this situation wasn’t about me. It was about Jill. And if bad things developed, if Jill realized it was my fault, even if we had to separate, then I would have to deal with such.

The following Tuesday we drove down to the doctor’s office. He was in a little complex with overhands and healthy, green bushes. We passed dentist offices, medical corporations, and arrived at Dr. Theobald Tessing, MD LP, etc., etc.

“Theobald, eh?”

Jill glanced at me, but I wasn’t making fun of the name, I was just…fascinated. It was an interesting name.

We stepped into a small room. Nothing but a half a dozen chairs and two corner tables filled with magazines, and a plastic potted plant in a corner.

I looked around the room and wondered what manner of psychosis this room had seen. I know, silly thought, but…you think what you think.

Five minutes later the door opened and a slender man with no hair on his head and a goatee looked out. “Come on in.”

We followed him down a short corridor and into his counseling room. There was a desk, a couch, a couple of chairs, and another plastic, potted plant. Must have been a special on those.

“Mr. Jessup, most glad to make your acquaintance.” He shook my hand and smiled wanly. His smile didn’t say much, but his grip was firm enough. “Why don’t you have a seat right there,” he indicated the chairs in front of his desk, and if I may sit here.” There was a twinkle in his eyes as he rounded his desk and plopped down into the swivel.

I looked around the office, checked out the diplomas, the medical books, even the thin carpet. And he was checking me out. When I finally looked up he smiled.

“No doubt you are wondering why I requested that you attend?”

“It had crossed my mind.”

“And if you could tell me how that made you feel, or anything else you might wish to add?”

“Well, I’m concerned with Jill. I want to help her.”

“About how you felt,” he directed me.

“Worried.”

“Why?”

“What if…what if I did something? What if this is all my fault?”

Jill grabbed my hand then, and looked at me in a reassuring manner.

“A common worry, but, let me reassure you, you are not Jill’s problem.”

I actually sighed in relief.

“But you are involved.”

Crap.

“Apparently you are a trigger. The things you do, might even be a smell, or some other sense, something in you reminds Jill of a bad experience.”

I leaned forward, “So what do I do about it?”

“Nothing. It’s not your problem.” He sat back and waited. I had a feeling that he knew what was going through my mind and exactly what I was about to say.

“So why am I here?”

He steepled his fingers and pursed his lips. “It is not your fault, but you can help Jill take responsibility.”

“Of course. I’ll do anything.”

He nodded. “Then let me take Jill through her experience. If you could please listen and not say a word. Not one word.”

His emphasis was plain, and I nodded.

He turned to Jill.

JILL

My first meeting with the therapist went well, and it went to hell.

First, I liked him. He exuded a comfort I find rare in men. In a way, it was the same comfort I derived from Ethan. He really cared.

But when he had me relate my experience I broke down. I spent half the time in his office drying my eyes, taking his proffered tissues and dabbing, and he even moved a trash basket over for me to deposit the sopping messes in.

Finally, the hour came to an end, and I thought we had accomplished nothing. But he was encouraging, and then he surprised me.

“Could you have Ethan come to our next session?”

“Why?” I blurted.

“I think he might be able to help,” was all the good doctor said. So I agreed to ask Ethan, and was very curious. I mean, this thing was my problem. How could Ethan help?

But, mine not to reason why, Ethan came to my second meeting. I found his interaction with Theobald interesting, but surface. Then Theobald asked me to go through my experience again.

“Would you like down on the couch, please?” he asked.

I lay down on the long couch. It was clothe, which I found more comfortable than leather, and he told me to close my eyes. I did so, and I began.

“I was invited to a mixer at the college I was planning on attending. In truth, there were a bunch of girls form the various sororities, and they were checking out new prospects.

“I was nervous. I had never left home before, and I tried to be very circumspect. I was offered a beer, and since everybody else was drinking, I accepted one. I sipped and spoke to faculty, and then the faculty left and the real party started. I found my hand filled again and again with beer. I drank, and not being familiar with the effects of alcohol…I became drunk.

“It must have been past twelve when I was invited to spend the night. Feeling the release of inhibitions that alcohol causes, I went up the stairs. Several girls went with me, and I was led to a room with a bed in it.

“I lay down, the room whirled about me, and I closed my eyes.  Then I opened them. Several of the sorority sisters were gathered around the bed, and they were watching me. Their eyes were gleaming, their expressions were like…like hungry animals.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

“Be quiet, girl, if you want to be accepted in our special, little club.”

“What club?”

“One of them touched my lips with her finger, shushed me, and said, “just relax. We’ll do the work and you‘ll find out.”

“And another one: ‘You’re about to have a good time.’

“I laid back, being drunk, and trusted them, but then hands started touching me. They stroked my legs and arms, and I would have sat up, but they pushed me back. And their hands moved across my body. I would have yelled, I didn’t like this, but one of them kissed me. She pressed her mouth to mine and wouldn’t let me scream.

“I didn’t want this. I had never been with a woman and I didn’t want to be. But there were so many of them, and they kept pushing me back and fondling me.

“Then I felt hands pulling my legs apart. I tried to close them, but I couldn’t, and the hands slipped up my legs, began feeling my…my vagina. And fingers were pushed into me.

“Yes, I felt the heat of sex, but not the desire. It was like my body liked the attention, but I didn’t. But no matter how I struggled they wouldn’t stop.

“One of them, I don’t know who, became the main instigator. Maybe she had been all the time, but I didn’t know. I just knew that the other girls held me down and she began…she began finger fucking me.”

I was aware that I was crying, that tears were streaming down my face, but I didn’t open my eyes. I just continued telling the story.

“At first she just used one finger, but within minutes she was using two, then three, then her whole hand was ramming at my hole. I could feel her knuckles slapping against the rim of my pussy.

“It hurt, but…I…I…”

Then Doctor Theobald whispered encouragingly. “You’re doing fine, Jill. Tell us what happened.”

“She fisted me.” I was sobbing.

“I had only been with a couple of men before this, and nothing so brutal, but she put her whole hand into me. I could feel my vagina grasping her wrist, and she began to move it back and forth. I could feel her hand deep inside my flesh.

“Meanwhile, the other girls were not just holding me down, but playing with my breasts, kissing me, and one even tried to get under my buns, to put a finger into my anus.”

I paused. Then, totally ashamed, I admitted my guilt. “I came.”

I kept talking for another minute, but it was done. The experience was over. And my humiliation was out in the open. I opened my eyes and sat up. I was crying, and I didn’t look at the doctor or Ethan, but a quick glance showed me my husband. He was sitting quietly, no expression on his face. And I just knew that he didn’t love me anymore.

“Would you like to rejoin us?” Theobald asked.

I managed to stand, I was shaking a bit, and sat down.

Ethan took my hand right away, and I almost jerked it away, I was so mortified, but…I managed to stop myself.

Slowly, my tears waned, and Theobald waited patiently. This was probably the most difficult part of the process. I wanted to be somewhere else. A deserted island. Nobody else on planet earth.

Theobald cleared his throat.

ETHAN

To say I was shaken by what Jill had said, what she had gone through, would be the understatement of the ages. It would be like saying ‘Oh, yeah, that Hitler. He’s a nice guy.’

Yes, she had told me before, but to hear her not just talking about it, but feeling it. To hear the raw emotion as she was literally fist raped…it shook me to the core.

When she glanced at me I wanted to jump up and go to her, hold her, comfort her. I had never heard such raw pain in a person’s voice in my life.

The doctor had told me I had to be quiet, however. And I was, no matter how much it hurt.

Then he told her to sit with us, and I had a chance to hold her hand. Lord, if I could have gone back in time and punched those sorority sisters in their stupid faces I would have.

What kind of people do the things they did?

Then Theobald cleared his throat.

“I have a solution, a procedure which might aid you in confronting this…situation.”

We both looked at him.

“The procedure is called ‘re-enactment.”

“Like she has to go through it again?” I blurted.

“Precisely.”

“But she just went through it!”

“She talked through it, now, to use common vernacular, she must walk through it.”

“So what? We go find this girls, women now, and make them…make them…” words failed me.

“Not so far as that, and we must be circumspect. I speak specifically to you, Ethan. You must do this, but you must also follow certain rules.”

“So how does it work?” Jill was squeezing my hand and staring at the Theobald.

“Very simple. You play the part of the girls. You re-enact what they did. But this time you follow her instructions, let her control, let her take control of the situation in real life…and in her mind.”

“You want me to fist my wife?”

“Not necessary. You do what she tells you to do. She will tell you how to dress, how to speak, how to move. Simply, we will put her in the driver’s seat.”

“Well…” It sounded screwy, and yet, I had heard of such things. I looked at Jill, and she met my eyes. Her blues were innocent, and trusting. And the question here was…could I be trusted to do this right?

“Will you agree to those strictures, Ethan?”

And I nodded. Then I said, “I’ll do anything to help Jill.” I turned to her, “Honey, I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll help you re-enact…whatever you want I’ll do it.”

She watched me, and I could tell she was scared. But…she also trusted me.

Now if I could only be deserving of this trust.


PART TWO

JILL

I didn’t know what to think.

First, it was incredibly difficult to even talk about that night.

Second, it was ten times more difficult to talk about in front of Ethan. But I had. I made it. And, yes, I felt better after I had done it, but…how much better?

I felt relief, but was it relief that I was done telling about it? Or was I really experiencing relief, as from the effects of the night?

I didn’t know.

But now I was expected to go home and actually…do it? To relive that terrible time?

I didn’t know what to think.

And it was made worse by the fact that Ethan was willing. He was willing to play the parts of those girls. And he said he would do exactly what I wanted, and never deviate from instructions.

Crap. I didn’t want to do this.

But, I had agreed, and I couldn’t back out. Or could I?

Yes, I could. But…but the doctor prescribed it. And Ethan seemed to think it was a good idea.

Crap.

So we went home, and we broke the rules and talked about it.

Well, we didn’t talk about me, but about the fact of doing the procedure at all. So I guess we didn’t really talk about what we weren’t supposed to talk about, and we were okay, but…damn. I was confused.

I made us dinner, I wanted to keep busy, and called Ethan when it was ready. We ate silently for a while, then he asked, “So, what props do we need?”

Oh, man. You need boobs, and beer, and to be a half a dozen giggling women.

“I’m not sure,” I prevaricated.

“Well, what can we do to fix up our room so it looks like a dormitory?”

I thought about it. “A bed, frilly covers.”

“We’ve got the bed in the garage. Can you pick up some frilly covers?”

“At the Goodwill,” I answered.

“Good. Any other furniture?”

“The only other thing I noticed was a big lamp that was hung over the bed. They had it very dim, but…”

“Okay. Let’s check out the GW for lamps that will shed a little dull light on the subject.”

He was deliberately being droll, and I managed a chuckle. I was so scared.

“Okay, what about clothes?”

“I can find those. I might even have a couple of things that will work in my closet. Besides, I’ve got that big box my mother shipped me. I’ll bet she has my clothes, and might even have the ones I wore that night.”

“All right. What else.”

“Do we drink?”

He frowned. “Well, I don’t think drinking during therapy is normally prescribed, but we could probably have a sip or two of cheap beer, make our breath real stinky and get us in the sexy mood.”

Now I did laugh. Feeble, but honest.

“Or we could just bath in the stuff. That ought to work.”

I shook my head and pushed him. He laughed.

“Now, what about me? Is there anything I have to do?”

“Look like six girls?”

He grinned. “Uh oh.”

My turn to laugh. “I don’t think so. We’ll just play it by ear, and if we need something, we’ll figure it out.”

And so it was set. The night of my debauchment was on the calendar. We went out and bought what we needed, and I began setting the scene in the garage. I placed the bed in the center and Ethan hung a lamp above it. He got the dimmest bulb he could and it was downright gloomy. Fine, it would match my mood.

Then I found a cover that looked close enough to what had been on the bed that night so many years ago.

Ethan moved stuff around the garage, hung blankets to disguise things, uncovered an old dresser, and tried to move everything so it looked like a dorm room with a lot of shadows.

And, it was perfect. I knew, when I inspected the final product, that we had duplicated the original scene of the crime quite well. Now we just had to wait for the day we had designated as ‘The Day.’

And, The Day arrived.

It was Saturday, and we were nervous and excited all day. We went out for a hamburger, talked about things, but continually found ourselves gazing into space and thinking about it.

Five o’clock, and we had a light dinner. Then we got ready.

I dressed in a skirt and blouse and wore flats. The other girls had worn heels, and were heavily made up and looking sexy. But I was just entering my freshman year and hadn’t worn heels much. So I had opted for a polite pair of Mary Janes.

At seven o’clock we couldn’t wait any longer. It was dark enough to be considered night, and Ethan and I entered the kitchen. He got out a couple of beers and we each sipped, and we chatted, and I told him what I could remember of the mixer.

“There was a professor there. Math, I think. She was quite dry, but very polite. You got the impression that she was there because she had to be, but enjoyed it anyway.”

Ethan took a pose, “The mass of the ass plus the heat of the meat plus the angle of the dangle equals the sum of the cum.”

“Oh,” I laughed and pushed his arm.

“What else?”

“Well, there were girls everywhere, a couple of male profs, but they left early. I remember asking about classes, and talking to some of the other girls like me. But we were all pretty clueless.”

Ethan acted effected. “Well,” he waved a limp wrist in a terrible parody of a woman, or maybe a gay man, and said, “I’m just dying to take home economics.”

We giggle, finished our beers, and entered the garage.

“They stood there and there and…a couple over there…”

Ethan went to each spot and posed.

“That’s good,” I said, but there was something wrong. I didn’t know what it was. I kept remembering things.

“Then they moved me to the bed.”

He walked me over, holding my elbow gently.

“And they helped me onto it.”

He did.

“I was drunk,” I said, “And the room was spinning?”

I moved my arm in a circle and pretended the room was moving around.

“All right. What next?”

“They started feeling my legs…” it’s wrong, it’s wrong…flashed through my mind, but I kept going.

Ethan rubbed my legs.

“Then they pulled my legs apart.”

He gently took hold of my legs and pulled them apart. The feeling of wrongness was near overwhelming.

They felt my breasts, opened my blouse, kissed my nipples.

It was like I was there, everything was perfect. Ethan undid my blouse. He reached under me and undid my bra.

I felt that sudden release of pressure when the bra let go of my boobs.

He moved his head down and kissed my nipples.

It was exciting, and exotic, and erotic, and…and everything was wrong. I tried to force the panic down.

“And they…they touched my vagina.” My voice was strangling, Ethan looked worried, but he followed my instructions. He slid his hand into my panties and touched me, and…

“No! No! Get out!” I screamed. Then I was sitting up and he was holding me.

“It’s okay. It’s okay. I’ve got you.”

I sobbed until I shuddered, and, finally, I relaxed.

“Come on, let’s get out of here.”

He helped me off the bed and we went back into the house.

We didn’t talk much for the next few days, but we did talk when we next met with Theobald.

ETHAN

“How’d it go?” asked Theobald.

“Not well,” both Jill and I answered at the same time. We looked at each other, but we didn’t giggle. We were both subdued.

Jill said, “I was fine, everything was perfect, but when…when he put his hand down there…I had a feeling everything was wrong.”

“Was it wrong because it was bad? Or was it wrong because you needed to go through it?”

“It was bad,” I offered.

Theobald nodded, then: “Take me through it.”

We talked about our preparations, and Jill ascertained that we had done perfectly in recreating the scene.

I took over and explained about deciding to have a single beer, and how we had talked in the kitchen, recreating the mixer, and how we had gone into the garage. Theobald wanted Jill to explain the next part, so she took over.

“It was fine. But there was something wrong. I tried to go through it, but the further I went…the worse it got And when he finally touched me…I blew a fuse.”

“So when did you first feel that something was wrong?”

“When I first got on the bed. I laid back, I was there, and everything was fine, then…it wasn’t.”

“So what was different that it suddenly became ‘wasn’t.’”

“I don’t know. I…” Jill blinked.

“What?”

Jill looked at me, and there was a look of amazement on her face. “He wasn’t a girl.”

I blinked.

Theobald nodded and made a note in his little journal.

“You weren’t a…a woman. You were a man molesting me. Of course!”

I felt I had to speak then. “So what do we do? Do I dress up as a girl so we can get through this?”

Theobald commented, “I don’t know. Do we? Does Ethan dress up as a girl to complete the scene?” He directed the last of the comment towards Jill.

She was confused. “Well, I don’t see how he can. He’s a man. And…it doesn’t make sense.”

“Why not?” I blurted.

“Well, we can’t dress you up as a girl!”

“Why not?” And he looked at Theobald. “Is there any reason I can’t dress up like a girl for a night?”

Theobald tilted his head very slightly and asked, “I don’t know. Is there?”

So I turned to Jill. “Okay. It’s settled.”

But she wasn’t fine with it.

“You aren’t a woman! I can’t do this to you!”

“Then I’ll do it to myself. I’d like your help because I really don’t know what I’m doing when it comes to women’s clothes, but come this Saturday night I will be made up and pretty and ready to…you know.”

Jill still couldn’t have it. she shook her head and complained and carried on.

I turned to Theobald once again. “I’m willing. How do I convince Jill to give this a try?”

He nodded, then faced Jill. “Clothes have an interesting history. Men wore robes, men wore skirts, even today there are cultures where men wear dresses of a sort.”

“Yes, but—“

He held up a hand, “In France men wore make up and perfume. In England the most distinguished men still wear wigs. Travel the world and you might well find men wearing all manner of clothes.”

“So you’re saying I should make him wear a dress so I can deal with a psychological problem?”

He gave a grunt, then said, “I’m saying you should support your husband in his endeavors. And if his endeavors happen to benefit you…” he shrugged.

And it was settled.

JILL

It was settled, and I don’t know how it came about, but Ethan was determined to wear women’s clothes. To dress himself up like the women who had assaulted me.

That made me feel really, really weird.

I had married a manly man, and now he was going to be a girly man.

Of course he did have this soft side to his personality, he would rather reason things out and avoid fights, but…he was a man!

But, man or not, he had me outnumbered, and, underneath the weirdness I have to admit something. The idea of him dressing as a woman…let me whisper this…it excited me!

Yep. Dirty, little secret. The idea of seeing Ethan in women’s clothes made my little heart go pit-a-pat.

So I spent some more time at the Goodwill and hunted for outfits that would fit him, and were similar to what the girls had worn that night. And I did it in detail, right down to the underwear.

By the time Saturday rolled around I was a blithering mess.

There was something so inherently wrong about dressing my hubby up as a woman…yet…it made my heart pound, my throat dry, and something else, something down there, wet.

Holy Heysoos on a hay ride with no hay! This was weird, and exciting, all at the same time.

Saturday morning, and we woke up and looked at each other.

“Are you ready for this?” I asked.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” he answered.

“I’m going to make you into a woman today. From follicles to femininity. Can you handle that?”

“Truth?” he asked.

“Absolutely.”

“It’s sort of…exciting.”

“Really?”

“Yep, and the only thing…”

“Yes?”

“I hope I don’t get used to this.”

We both laughed then, and we started on the procedure of making a man into a woman.

First, came the Nair. I gave him a choice, shave everything, or Nair it off, and he chose Nair. “It sounds easier,” he said.

So I handed him the bottle, told him to slather himself with the goop, wait fifteen minute, until he felt a slight burning sensation, then wash it off.

He did, and twenty minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, naked, even of hairs, and ready to go.

“Sit here,” I commanded.

He sat at my vanity table and I put long, red nails on him, I even painted his tootsies. He stared at his fingers, growing longer and more slender and sexy. He gulped.

And he had a monster boner.

“Whoa!” I blurted. “Is that you?”

“Yep,” he said proudly. Then: “You forget, I haven’t cum in a couple of weeks, and I was cruelly brought to the edge a couple of times then let down.”

“Well,” I answered. “I’m going to have to do that more often. Put these on.” I handed him an extremely tight tummy shaper. He didn’t have much of a tummy, but I knew it would hold his cock down.

He pulled that thing up, took a few breaths, grabbed the waist, and pulled. It went up, but it squeezed his waist like a python makes love to a meal. I mean, he went skinny! And it had the added benefit of flaring out his hips.

“You can unbutton the bottom flap if you need to pee. Here.”

He took the nylons and sat down, as well as he could now that he was a couple of waist sizes smaller, and unrolled the nylons up his legs. He was gasping for breath and I had to caution him. “Take small breaths. You don’t want to pass out.”

“Okay,” and he tried, and shortly he was more relaxed and breathing evenly, though not deeply.

I helped him into a bra, and he grunted, but relaxed when I adjusted the straps, and now the fun part. I pulled out a couple of breast forms.

“Whoa!” he gulped, eyeing the monster boobs. “Where on earth…”

“Believe it or not, I got them at a yard sale. I got them years ago, I think I intended to play a joke on you. Come out with double the boobs and see the look on your face.”

“You would have gotten a look all right.”

“But I just never got around to it, and…look, they fit you perfectly!

And they did. They were big enough for his chest, and they stuck right out like the real thing.

“Wow!” He looked in a mirror, turned this way and that, and was amazed. His body was perfectly feminine. From the neck down he was a woman. And a sexy one.

“You know, I have a dirty, little secret.”

“Oh?” He turned from the mirror and faced me, and looking at his body.

“Yeah, this…thing. This making you into a woman…it’s turning me on.”

He grinned. “Play your cards right, girlfriend, and who knows…you might get lucky.

I grinned back. “I’m looking forward to it, are you ready for the face?”

“I guess so, but let me ask you a question.”

“It’s still early in the morning. Why are you fixing me up so early?”

“Well, first, because I can. Second…like I said, you’re turning me on. I want to spend all day like this.”

He nodded. “I can handle that. But…”

“What?”

“My pecker is aching and dripping.”

“If this re-enactment thing doesn’t work I’ll give you a hand job.”

“Okay,” and he nodded. Deal made.

Ethan’s face was wonderful for make up.

He had good skin and kept it clean, and I was putting on the primer before he knew it. We put on foundation, and I gave his face some color then began working on the eyes.

Eyes are fun. Some girls don’t like them, because you have to be delicate, but they are really the make or break point when it comes to make up.

I made his eyes into a light charcoal, then added a bit of light streak to give life. When I was done he was incredible. His sockets looked like mysterious caves, and from within the caves a lustful and excited animal looked out.

He checked himself out in the mirror, reached up to touch, and stopped. “Wow,” and it was obvious that I had taken his breath away.

“Okay,” I said. “Lipstick. But before we do that let’s put a wig on you.”

I had a couple of wigs, good quality, and he chose the brunette, which was smart. He was a natural brunette , so his skin color matched.

Then, the wig in place, I handed him the lipstick. “This is the launch, baby. This is like the champagne they break over the bow of a ship. I think you should do this yourself.”

He looked at me, looked at himself in the mirror, then nodded.

I watched as he rolled the color onto his lips, and my legs actually shook at the sight of him. And I was wet. God, was I wet. How wet? I was so wet ducks could have gone swimming underneath me.

Okay, that was a little over the top. But I was…excited, about as excited as I had ever been.

“Okay,” I moved in and handed him a blouse and skirt. “These are as close as I can get to what the head bitch wore.”

He put them on and presented himself to me.

Boy, was I reminded of that night, and suddenly I remembered. “Her name was Clair.”

“Clair,” Ethan repeated. He knew, automatically, what I was referring to.

But, the significant thing here, I was remembering something I had forgotten, something that had been obscured from my memory, and for years. I had remembered the name of my worst enemy.

Ethan was ready. He looked like a woman. And, specifically, he looked like Clair.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let’s go have lunch.”

He didn’t want to. Poor boy was afraid to leave the house. But I made him. I bullied him and cajoled him and threatened to withhold sex for the rest of his life, and he finally staggered out to the car. And I mean staggered. He was having a rough time walking in those high heels. But Clair had walked in high heels, and so would Ethan.

We didn’t do much. I took him to the Goodwill and we shopped a little. He stayed by my side, looked at the old dresses I held up, and held up to him, and tried not to turn red.

Ha!

His redness was actually showing through the make up.

But there weren’t many people there, so he survived. Then I got a wicked idea.

“Go to the bathroom.”

“What?” he whispered. “I’m not going…you mean to the…the girl’s room?”

“That’s exactly what I mean. Now get going.”

“I can’t!” He was panicked. “I’ll get arrested.”

“Do you think some woman is going to come in there and check inside your tummy shaper?”

“Well, uh…”

I half pushed, half dragged, and then we stood outside for a minute, and then I checked the bathroom. “There’s nobody in there,” I said. I handed him a lipstick. “Now, go tinkle and freshen up.”

Oh, he didn’t want to, but, in his heart, he wanted to. Else I wouldn’t have been able to make him go.

He walked in, and the Gods be praised, a woman and her child came up within a minute and went in.

Oh, how I chortled. I could just see him, blundering, blushing, trying to figure a way out.

Two minutes later the woman walked out, and a minute later Ethan came out.

Oh, the look on his face. He was embarrassed, but proud as a puppy.

“I did it! Did you see that woman and her little girl?”

“I did. Did you hide in the stall?”

I sure did. And I prayed. But…look at my lips!”

I did, and they were fresh painted. I grinned, linked arms with my boyfriend, and we left the Goodwill.

We drove around, and he thoroughly enjoyed being the passenger, letting the wind blow his hair back, though he did worry about the wig becoming unfastened.

Then we stopped for a milkshake, and he actually went into the bathroom by himself. Took me by surprise. And there were other women in there. He looked so happy when he came out. He was doing forbidden things and getting away with it.

Good boy.

And, the day passed, and we finally arrived at a light dinner, and then we had a drink.

A real drink. Because I remembered something else. The sorority sisters were spiking their beer with whiskey. Boilermakers, they called them.

Ethan asked if he could just have a Coke and good bourbon, and I agreed. Heck, that was a such a small thing, and he was acting so natural, just like a woman, why not?

Then, the agreed upon hour approaching, we chatted about that night. Again, I told him about teachers, profs, and students. I described the sorority house, and in much more detail. It was obvious that something was happening, that I was remembering more and more.

Finally, we walked out to the basement, and I took over.

“Walk me to the bed. Tell me I’ll have a good rest.”

Ethan did. Acting just like a girl, he helped me onto the bed.

“Now, the hands.”

He took his time, feeling my whole body, petting me, stroking my limbs and even brushing his hands over my chest. Soon I was breathing heavily, and I nodded.

“This is going to feel good,” Ethan said, speaking as I had coached him, and he pulled my. legs apart.

I didn’t resist. I went with it, and my mind started unlocking.

He stroked my legs, his red finger nails trailing along the flesh, waking my skin up, causing excitement to flutter through me.

“My breasts,” I whispered.

He unbuttoned me, giggling at how uncoordinated he was with long fingernails. Then he pressed my breasts, felt them, squeezed them, and sucked my nipples.

My nips were standing up. I could feel the blood in them. My breasts were hot and flushed.

His red mouth played with my nipple, and I stared down at my chest. I was fascinated by his red lips. I found myself arching my back. My pussy was throbbing.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Do it.”

He brought a hand to my vagina and began rubbing. I could feel his nails. I felt like my pussy was going to explode.

“Into me.”

He inserted a finger. Then, when I was gasping, he slid two fingers into me. I could feel them bending, hooking, pulling along the sides of my pussy.

“More,” I grunted. My hips rose up and he went to three fingers. For a long minute he slid them in and out, fucking me like his hand was a cock, and I was dizzy, the world was spinning, and there was fear somewhere, but…it wasn’t crashing in on me. I was watching for it now, I wouldn’t let it come for me.

“More!”

Ethan didn’t hesitate. He told me later his mind hesitated, but in the moment, he simply slipped four fingers into me.

“Do it! Do it hard!”

He rammed his hand back and forth, I could feel the knuckles bumping against the rim of my pussy.

I grabbed his wrist and helped him, and then…his hand slipped inside me.

We froze. He told me later that he was terrified. But I…I was exulted. I had done it! I had changed a terrible experience into a wonderful experience.

I raised my hips. Ethan moved his arm tentatively forward. I pulled, and felt his wrist sliding through my hole. His skin was of a different texture. I could feel individual hairs.

He began to fuck me, to punch my innards. And I helped him, I twisted my hips and took him in.

His free hand played with my tits, and his mouth sucked on one of my nipples.

For a long minute he did me, and I felt so free, so wonderful, and it was difficult to breath for the vast pleasure washing over me.

I felt it coming then. I felt a warm ocean lapping at the corner of my soul, and it slowly grew larger, larger, until it was like a hurricane, and I felt into the center of it. I made a grunting sound so loud it sounded like a shout, and I came. My body was like it was having an epileptic fit. I held firm, my hips raised off the bed, my thighs spasming, and I felt like my mind was just swallowed up by a buttery kind of lightening.

Then it was done. I was done. I lay there, and became aware that my husband was standing there, his arm stuck in my pussy and not knowing what to do.

“Honey,” I said. “Take your arm out of my pussy.”

“Gently, a little relieved, he slowly pulled it out. He opened his fist at the end, tried to make his hand smaller, and it suddenly slooped out.

I gave a sigh.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“Oh, yes.” then I looked up at him. He was a female, red lips, eye shadow, a gentle soul in a gentle body, and I asked, “Would you like to fuck me?”

Oh, he wanted to, but he was afraid to ask.

“Come on, honey, lift up your dress and pull down your panties and show me how a woman makes love.”

He climbed up, was scared, afraid after what he had done to me, but I coaxed him and he knelt over me and put his cock to the lips of my pussy.

“Are you sure?”

“What? You think you’re going to hurt me after fisting me?”

He laughed, but was still worried.

I reached down and helped him into me, then I pulled on his buttocks. He slid in, and we were joined.

We rocked and we rolled. We humped and we pumped. He went in and out, and at one point I asked, “Am I loose? Too big?”

“Oh, no.You’re moist, and…it feels so good!”

He fucked me, and I loved it. And I fucked back. And, finally, he squirted. He bucked and I held him and his penis erupted deep within my hole.

He grunted and grunted, and I could feel squirts splashing within. then he was done, and he relaxed.

And I was done, and I felt like I had been cleansed, and I knew I wouldn’t have any more trouble with sex.

And the last thing he said, he mumbled to me, “God, that was hot. You took my whole fist.”

“Yes,” I agreed. “It was.”

Then he said: “I wish I could do that.”

I looked at him, kissed him, and whispered. “You can, but you’re going to have to dress up like a girl.”

He grinned, “I can do that.”

And he could.

But that’s a story for another time.

END
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The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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 learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories
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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.


Big Stories
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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!


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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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


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!


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘He Feminized Himself for Me!’

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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