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PART ONE

“Honey! I got it! I’m officially immune!”

Lucy looked at me and snorted. Foolish woman. She didn’t believe in COVID. She just doesn’t believe the science.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go get jabbed?” I asked. “It will save your life.”

“Save my life from a disease that has a 99.7% survival rate? Do I look stupid?”

No. She didn’t look stupid. In fact, she was gorgeous. She was short, but she had amazingly large bosoms. And she had a face to die for. Helen of Troy could be so lucky. Her only problem was this stupid ism that she shouldn’t put foreign materials in her body. Add to that the fact that she liked Trump and…well, she was smart, but you can see that she had a few problems.

“Well, don’t worry, honey. When you—“

“If!”

“That’s right. ‘If’ you get sick, I will care for you with all my heart.”

She reached up and grabbed my tie and pulled me down and kissed me. “You may be stupid, but you’re kind,” and she let go of my tie.

She was short and I was tall, and that was her only imperfection.

I mean, if people knew, they would demand that height be part of the assessment when judging whether people are compatible with each other.

A tall man and a short women had it easier for blow jobs, but when the guy wanted the woman to bend over…he had to squat way down, and it was uncomfortable, and nothing seemed to fit… Yes, people should not get married unless they were of approximate height.

Those thoughts flitting through my head, I headed back to the bedroom. I suddenly felt a bit fatigued. They had warned me about that when I got jabbed, so, what the heck, time to take a little nap.

I laid down on the bed, closed my eyes, and the world whizzed away.

I dreamed I was a Hollywood movie star. Cue laughter. Why laughter? Because that was a line sung by Eric Burdon, presumably when he was stoned. And Eric Burdon was a short rock star.

I floated over fields of tall grass (another line) and giggled. I think I was stoned.

Then God put me in a meat grinder and I was resolved, dreamatically painful, into my residual atoms. And remade.

“Hey! Larry!” Eric yelled at me, as he hit me with a guitar, pounded me into the ground.

“You think I’m short?”

Whack! Whack! The guitar hit my head and I was lowered and lowered, and suddenly I realized…

“You should see you!”

…I wasn’t sinking into the ground! I was getting shorter!

“Ha ha ha ha ha!” laughed Eric Burdon.

Then I was sitting on a cloud, looking up at hell, which was far above heaven, and the background music was once again Eric.

We gotta get out of this place!

“Honey! Wake up!” Lucy was shaking me. Waking me. “You’re having a nightmare!”

I came full awake with a jerk. “Oh, my God!”

“Wow, that must have been some kind of a doozer!”

“I dreamed Eric Burdon was hitting me on the head, making me smaller. Actually shrinking me.”

“Oh, my God! You’ve had a Homunculi Vaccination Reaction!”

I glared at her, but she just laughed. Then she sat down next to me, put a hand in my lap “I see one thing that isn’t reacting to midgetizing.”

“Har de har…oh.”

I was, as she had observed, hard. And she began to stroke me.

“Oh, yes,” I murmured. “That feels good.”

“Honey, I know I’m a little pipsqueak next to you.”

It was our favorite role play. I lowered my voice to a deep base, “You pipsqueak! I Brobdingnagian!”

She lowered her head and engulfed my cock. Her lips slithered up and down the sides of my shaft, smooth and cool and making me hot. Her tongue wrapped around my head and licked the slit.

“Oh, God! Giant needs some!”

She smiled and pulled my pants off. “Giant get some…” she grinned, taking my cock in hand again, “But little woman too small for giant pee pee. Big giant hurt little pussy.”

I kept my voice deep, “Big hurt good hurt.”

She straddled me, perched above me, fit my cock to her hole, and looked at me. “See if you still say that when I shove my fist up your…” she sank down and…

“OH!” God it felt good, her velvet walls gripping me, her pussy twisting around and exploding every nerve in my groin.

She bounced. She grabbed my pectorals and squeezed them. “Big man big tits!” She moaned.

“Little woman big tits,” I grabbed her bosoms.

She ground down on me, arched her back so her tits went into my large hands. “Big man big dick.”

“Little pussy big cum!”

And I squirted. And squirted. And squirted. I arched my back, lifted her off the bed and she hung on, tried to get herself over the edge.

“Damn!” she said, when I was done, my cock already starting to go flaccid.

“I’m sorry, babe, but you were just too tight. Too good.”

She sighed, a little frustrated, but understanding. “We’re going to have to go to more baseball games.”

“Ha!”

She rolled off me and got dressed silently. It was still early, and there were things she could be doing. And that was my woman, she worked hard, kept me happy, and life was great.

As she left the room I yawned, and decided another couple of minutes. All that sex must have tired me out, you know?

I turned over and snored.

“Get up! Sluggard! Wake up!”

I felt my body being turned over and I blinked and tried to absorb the world. “Wha…what’s happening?”

“You slept all day yesterday…and all night…and it’s the middle of the morning! Are you all right?”

“Yeah, yeah. I guess so.” I tried to roll back over, to go back to sleep.

“Oh, no you don’t.” She reached for my dick, grabbed it, and pulled. Hard.

“OW!” I went with her, and the next you know I was laying on the floor. I was awake now. A little dazed and befuddled, but I was awake.

“”It’s Saturday. Yard sale day. Now get up. Get dressed!”

She pulled me up, and I realized she was already dressed. I looked at the window, bright layers of sun dappled through the trees. Bunch of fucking birds must be out singing. And I guessed I better start moving. Especially if she was going to pull my weenie again. I mean…that hurt!

Yawning, a bit out of it—I guess I really did oversleep—I slipped into my shorts. Then shirt. Then shoes. And the damned shoes, I don’t know what was up with them, were too loose!

I took them off, put on another pair of socks, thick ones, and still the shoes were a tad loose.

“Are you coming?” Lucy yelled from the kitchen.

“Yes!” I tied the shoes. So what if they were a bit loose. It wasn’t much, and I could handle a little micrometer of slip and slide.

Shortly I was walking down the hallway, and the funny thing was that I still felt sleepy. And just a touch goofy. I entered the kitchen with another big yawn.

“Geez! What’s going on with you! Drink this!”

She handed me a morning smoothy. I tasted the banana, felt an incredibly slight bit of ‘pick me up,’ and placed the empty glass in the sink.

“You’re not going to wash your glass?”

“Oh, sorry. I’m still a little asleep.”

I washed the glass and propped it upside down on the side of the sink.

“Maybe I should drive.”

Now, normally, that would have been a slight. I’m the man. Grrr. Me in charge. Me drive. But I felt so weird, so loosy goosy, I just nodded. “Maybe you better.”

Giving me side looks, she led the way to the car. I got in, and immediately felt like going to sleep. I scrunched over against the window and my eyes tried to close and Lucy shook me. “Hello? Earth to Larry?”

“Huh? What?” I was awake, but still out of it.

Lucy turned into a convenience store and got out. I watched her, blearily, and my eyes were actually closed by the time she came back.

PHFT! She shook me, shoved a can in my hand.

“Jolt cola?” I looked at the lightening bolt on the front. Right through the O.

“Four times the sugar, baby. And…four times the caffeine! And I got two. So you should be tap dancing on the hood before we find a yard sale.

I smiled, blinked a bit, and drank the thing down.

And there was a bit of a woosh. But I was still feeling like I was the walking dead, so I downed the second one.

That did it. I wasn’t filled with energy, but I was awake. But it had taken two Jolts to do it.

What was wrong with me?

The yard sales happened, and we found a couple of good deals, but nothing spectacular. One time at a yard sale I picked up a stack of Batman comics for $40. They turned out to be worth $4,000. Today we wound up with Christmas tree lights, it was August and the seller was cleaning their garage, and a little box with a carving of Snow White feeding a deer on the top.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” marveled Lucy on the way home.

I, inveterate horn dog, laughed. “So what was the relationship between Snow White and the seven mini-dicks?”

“Mini-dicks?”

“Oh, that’s a nice echo. Let’s try it again.” I was driving and I yelled out the window, “MINI-DICKS!”

Lucy pushed my arm. “Stop it! There’s people out there!”

“Do they have mini dicks?”

“You’re the only one with a mini dick!”

“Ugh!” I bass voiced. “Hurt giant feelings!”

She giggled. “I’ll hurt something else if you’re not careful.”

Still a deep bass voice: “Snow White want giant? Tired of little dicks?”

“You’re the only fuck I’ve had in the last week. Are you saying your dick is a mini dick?”

Normal voice: “In the last week?”

She laughed.

At home we celebrated the rather useless yard sale with a drink. Nothing like getting started early. I mixed a mean bourbon and Coke. I put ice in a glass, filled it with rotgut bourbon and Coke. I don’t know what makes it so tasty, the cheap ass bourbon, or the vintage year of the properly aged  Coke.

And, I made Lucy a weak ass wine spritzer.

That afternoon we sat out on the patio. Drank a bit, some friends came by and it turned into a barbecue, and it was a glorious day. And the only weird thing was that when I changed into my trunks they were a bit loose. Now isn’t that weird? I mean, how can swimming trunks get all stretched out of shape?

I woke up late the next day. It wasn’t as bad as the previous day, when I slept so much and Lucy nearly had to take a club to me to get me out of bed, but it was bad.

I yawned, I rubbed my eyes, I turned the shower on cold to help wake me up, and I made it. But, man, it was tough. And then the world dropped out, be it in subtle fashion.

I pulled on my shorts and tee shirt, and didn’t notice anything. Later, on examination, I would, but later I wouldn’t need examination. Later it would be obvious.

But in that moment, I pulled on my shoes, and they were loose.

“What the fuck?” I muttered. Not thinking about the implications of over stretched shoes—what giant had been wearing them?—I put them aside and pulled on another pair.

Loose.

I blinked.

Another pair.

Even looser. they were my tightest shoes, I rarely wore them because they were too tight, but now…loose.

I picked up the shoes and headed out to the living room where Lucy was watching some vampire show.

“Honey? Is this a joke? Or something?”

She didn’t look up. A toothsome fellow was just starting to sink his fangs into the neck of a lovely, bare chest human. The human, of course, was digging it. I mean, who doesn’t want to be dead, right?

“No, I’m serious! Put that thing on pause and look.”

Sighing, she paused and turned to me. “What?” She spoke as if she was really and truly exasperated, but that was just a joke.

I handed her my shoes. “They don’t fit.”

“She looked at them, took a mock sniff and tossed them back. “Ew. Go buy some new ones.”

“No…no. Look.”

I bent over and put my foot into the shoe and tied it. I stood up.

“So?”

“Look.” I slid my foot back and forth in the shoe. I had about a half inch of extra room.

She blinked. “A joke, right?” She was confused.

“No. No joke. All my shoes are this loose. Looser. This was a pair that was too tight.”

“But that’s ridiculous. Shoes don’t stretch out like that!”

“I know it’s ridiculous. But…what’s happening.”

Frowning, she unfolded her legs and stood up, looking down at my feet. She turned her head this way and that, then looked up at me and started to say something, and…froze.

I stared at her staring at me. “What?”

“Honey…”

“What?”

“You’re shorter!”

Well, she was totally convinced, but I wasn’t. I mean we’re talking about shoes here, and suddenly she tells me…she dragged me over to a door and had me stand against the frame. She took a book and put the edge on my head, the other edge flat against the door frame. “Hold this. Don’t let it move.”

I did, and she grabbed a pencil and made a little line under the book. “Go get your tape measure.”

“Oh, this is silly!” But I went out to the garage and got my tape measure. I pulled it out, stuck the end against the floor and unbent it up the wall. I came to the mark, and…stopped. My turn to freeze.

“Oh, my God.”

“What is it?”

“Three inches.”

“No.”

“I know my own height. I was six foot two. Now I’m five eleven.”

“That’s impossible.”

“Go try on some pants.”

I sprinted down the hall, ran to my dresser and pulled out a pair of jeans. Trusty, old jeans. Washed a thousand times and all the shrunk had been washed out of them. I pulled them up, and the waist was an inch looser, and the bottoms hung down over my feet. I walked and the dragged. I would have to wear high heels to get them to hang their full length.

I stared up at Lucy in horror.

“This is Lucy Harkness. I…my husband has a problem and I…no. What? But this is important! He…oh. Is there somebody else we could…well. Okay.” She hung up the phone and looked at me.

“What the heck was that?”

“Doctor Johnson is busy all day. He’s swamped, can’t possibly see us…if it’s an emergency call 911.” She was mimicking the nurse’s  voice ruthlessly.

“Crap,” I muttered. “What’ll we do?”

“We can go to the hospital.”

So we did. She drove, and I sat there and worried. Three inches? WTF? How could a man shrink three inches? What the fuck was happening?

And, then, I suppose I spoke out of frustration and franticness, I said possibly the stupidest, dumbest, most idiotic thing I could say.

“Well, at least it’s not my dick.”

Which caused us to look at each other in horror.

We arrived at the hospital, took one look, turned around and came home.

There were no parking places, people were parking on lawns, a huge crowd was gathered at the front door. Gathered, and refused entrance.

We did learn one thing, however. As we drove through the fringes of the crowd, waiting for people to get out of our way, we heard conversations.

“My husband shrank four inches last night!”

“His clothes don’t fit anymore and…”

“Every time he sleeps he shrinks more!”

And, the pièce de résistance, or maybe we should call it the coup de grâce, a lady blurted out, right as we passed her: “He started shrinking after he got that damned Homunculi Vaccination!”

We drove through town, stunned.

“Do you think it could actually be the shot? The…the jab?”

To her credit, Lucy didn’t say, ‘Told you so.’ But she probably thought it. And, right then, I sure wouldn’t have blamed her.

Shrinking three inches.

We arrived home and the first thing I did was go pour a big drink.

Lucy followed me in and blurted. “Make me one, too. And none of that weak ass spritzer shit.”

So we went out on the patio, sat and sipped, and actually didn’t talk much. What was there to talk about? I had lost three inches. Gone.

At one point I went in and weighed myself. I came back out to the patio with a glum look on my face.

“What? How much?”

“193 pounds.”

Another reason to shut up and blink. I had weighed 200 pounds, give or take a pound, for 10 years. I had just lost, what…three percent of my height. I did some math. And four per cent of my height.

But, it was to get worse.

“Get up, babe.” Lucy shook me. It was Monday morning and I had to get to work. Fortunately, work was just ten feet down the hall in the computer room.

I struggled, turned over, kept telling myself to wake up, and slowly I pushed aside the cobwebs and opened my eyes. Losing weight…sleeping too hard and too much…I sat up and stuck my feet out and…my feet didn’t reach the floor!”

“Oh, no!”

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m shorter.”

“Impossible!”

But she grabbed my hand and pulled me through the house. She pushed me against the door jamb, popped the book on my head, shoved me aside, and drew the line at the bottom of the book.

I was shorter. Much shorter.

“Go get your tape measure.”

I did, and returned to where Lucy was staring at the two marks on the jamb, biting her knuckle.

67 inches.

We stared at each other, and I did the math.

7 inches overall.

And, the scale, I was 188 pounds.

I had lost 10 per cent of my height, and 6 per cent of my weight.

Lucy almost literally dove for the phone, but it did no good. The hospital number was busy. Even the 911 line was busy.

We stood and stared, and were so fucking flabbergasted, and I went to the TV and turned it on.

“…only the people who have received the Homunculi shot. If you have not had the shot you are in no danger of shrinkage. I repeat, if you have not received the…”

We stood, stared, our jaws dropped. As one, we sank back on the sofa and watched as America came undone.

The handsome hair-head on channel 7: “Hospitals are completely overwhelmed. If you are experiencing shrinkage please do not panic. Wait, and be assured that the authorities are working on a cure…”

Yeah. Right. And if the cure for the cure was as good as the original cure we were all dead meat.

Tuesday morning I was down to 63 inches. Five foot three. Only three inches taller than Lucy.

I was still sleeping hard, but not as much. Panic was keeping me awake, making me stay awake longer so I could find out the latest news.

I weighed 166.

The announcer on Fox News: “Police are advising people to stay off the street. Men experiencing shrinkage are especially to be warned, as there is some fear that whatever is causing them to shrink might be catching.

The Five then entered into a robust debate as to whether something delivered by injection could be catching. The end result of the debate was no conclusion, but a lot of scary hype.

Wednesday morning I was 60 inches exactly. Five feet tall. I was Lucy’s height. My clothes didn’t fit.

“Lucy, could you go get me some new clothes?”

“We better wait. We buy new today and you keep shrinking…”

“But nothing fits! Even my underwear is falling off me!”

“Your underwear.” She gave me a significant look.

“What?”

“You’re a foot shorter.”

“More,” I agreed miserably.

“What about…what about your…uh…”

“What about what?” I challenged. To tell the truth, I was worried. I had pulled on underwear and not even looked at it.

“Honey, pull down your pants.”

I stared at her in shock. “What? No!”

“We have to look. This is your health we’re talking about.”

But it wasn’t just my health, there was a macabre fascination for what was happening to me…down there.

“I don’t want to.” I was scared.

“You have to.”

She came to me then, and I was struck by how we were now the same height. I no longer had a commanding, authoritative presence. Now I was…short.

“Please, honey.” She hooked her thumbs in my underwear, keeping her eyes on mine, and pushed down.

My underwear slipped right off. They were barely hanging onto my hips, anyway.

I looked down.

Lucy squatted and held up a hand. “Give me your tape measure.”

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. We had kept the tape measure on the bedside table and measured every day. Now she pulled out the tape and measured my most prized possession.

She sighed.

“What?” Terror in my heart.

“You’ve shrunk down here, too.”

My heart sinking faster than the Titanic, I asked, “How much.”

“You’re six inches.”

Holy crap! I had been a healthy eight inches! I had lost 25% of my dick!

I steeled myself and looked down.

It was laying in her hand. It was hard, but it didn’t extend way behind her grip, now it just poked out an inch. It was my dick. I recognized it. The curvature, the shape, even the hair.

But it was shorter.

Tears began to build on my lower lid, then to overflow.

“Hey, honey, it’s okay.” She stood up, but kept a grip on my dick. She patted my cheek, put her hand around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

Crying, I kissed her, and my dick, responding to her grip, started to throb.

“See, it’s not all bad. So you lost a couple of inches. You’ve still got enough to make me happy.”

“Yes, but…” I blubbered.

“Shhh. Come on, let’s take advantage of this. Let’s fuck you now.”

She pushed me back to the bed, which was easier now since I was shorter and weighed less.

“But…but…”

“Shh,” she whispered. She helped me scoot back on the bed. We were sideways on it, but we didn’t need to be turned lengthwise. I wasn’t that tall anymore.

“But, honey…”

She took my cock in her mouth and deep throated me. She had never been able to do that before, but now I felt her lips hit my pubes, and the resulting paradise of sensation took my mind off my shrinkage problem.

“Yeah, baby. Even your nuts have shrunk.” She hefted my testicles, grinned, and took them in her mouth. She had both my nuts in her swelled out cheeks! Before this she couldn’t even get one nut in her mouth.

She spit them out, which made me groan, and slithered up my body. She rubbed her pussy on my dick.

“God, this is great.”

“But, honey…” I tried.

“Come on now, baby. You know that every woman wants to try something new, wonders what a little foreign dick would feel like. Let’s just take advantage of this moment and let me feel a new pecker in my pussy.”

She slid down my shaft, and it didn’t take as long as usual to hit bottom.

Still, it felt good. Just because my dick was shorter didn’t mean it didn’t feel as good.

In fact, it might have even felt better. In fact, no maybe about it. All my nerve endings must have been compressed into a smaller space, and they only felt even more sensitive for that.

My breath left me and my eyes opened in wonder. “Oh, God!”

Happily, Lucy bounced up and down. “Grab my tits,” she commanded. Take me hard style.”

I reached up and pulled on her nipples, squeezed her tits. She groaned. I tried to turn her over, to take the top position, but I had apparently lost strength. I couldn’t do it, and she laughed. “Aha! Who’s your daddy now?”

And she fucked and fucked, and I fucked and fucked, but even though I was extra sensitive down there, I couldn’t cum. And she could.

“OH…OH…YES!”

She froze, her hands gripping my hair so hard it hurt. Her hips waited, jerked…waited, jerked…and she milked that cum for everything she could.

At last she stopped. She lay on me, her big tits actually smothering me a bit.

“Hmmph…get up…”

“Oh, sorry,” and she giggled as she rolled off me. “Usually it’s you laying on me too hard.”

That statement struck me. Made me feel weird. Something was happening to our roles here.

 She lay on her back next to me and stared at the ceiling. “That was great. I’m going to have to have more of that foreign dick.” Which statement made me sort of jealous, and nervous. As if I didn’t have enough problems with my shrinking body, now I had to worry about her cheating on me?

The bimbo newsette on channel 2: “Police have responded to several instance of domestic abuse. Apparently women are tired of their husband’s whining. The loss of height on the part of the husbands’ has provided severe pyschiatric trauma, which doctors blame for the increase in…”

Thursday morning was the worst. I had been keeping a bit of weight on, but now, in addition to another three inches, I lost forty pounds.

I was four foot nine, 126 pounds, and my weight was redistributing.

Of course it was. You can’t lose that much weight and not have weird things happen. But the worst thing was what Lucy did to me.

“You’ve got to buy me some clothes! I’m running around the house in a blanket! I’m not into Roman togas! You’ve got to get me something!”

Lucy was sitting in the living room and watching the latest breaking news on the midgetization of America. She frowned and studied me. “I’ve told you before, it’s ridiculous to go buy new clothes, and then have to buy more new clothes a couple of days later.”

“But I’m almost done! I can’t possibly keep shrinking.”

“Martha Henderson, on the next block, her husband is down to four feet, and he only weighs a hundred pounds.”

“But that’s him! He took the Homunculi jab two weeks before I did!”

“We wives have been comparing statistics, and time wise you’re shrinking a bit faster than he did.”

“But…honey…” I continue nagging at her. I admit, it was nagging, but considering my situation I can’t be blamed.

Finally, she had had enough. “Okay. You want clothes, come with me.”

I followed her into the bedroom. I had to break into a trot to keep up with her longer strides. In the bedroom she reached into her dresser and pulled out a pair of panties.

“These are extra small, they are tummy shapers. Put them on.”

“But…but…”

“I said…put them on!” Her voice rose and she glared at me. “You keep whining and complaining and I’ve had enough! You want clothes, I’ve got plenty of clothes. And, in fact, I’m going to order you more clothes, clothes that will fit your whining, new personality, and be more amenable to adjustments, to keeping up with your shrinkage.”

She grabbed me by the arm and spun me around. She held the panties out and literally forced them into my hands.

“I…I…”

“Shut up, you crybaby. And put those panties on!”

“I won’t!”

“You will, or I will get out the belt.”

I blinked and my whole mind froze. The belt? The societal image for punishment?

“Put them on!”

Stifling tears, I put one foot into the panties, then the other one. I pulled them up. They were tight, but not as tight on me as they had been on her. They snugged my waist down, and that forced my pecs up a bit, and she giggled.

What?” I was bitter, resentful.

“You look like you have little titties.”

And it was true. I looked in the mirror, and the fat had been redistributed, but hadn’t been able to shift fast enough to keep up with my weight loss and my shrinking inches.

“This keeps up you’re going to need a bra.”

“That’s not funny.”

She stopped laughing, but she couldn’t keep the grin off her face. “I know. Sorry.”

But she wasn’t sorry.

She had put me in panties, had threatened me with a spanking, and she thought it was funny. That was the moment I started to wonder what was happening to my marriage.

“News flash! Dr. Anthony Fauci has been lynched. Apparently a mob of midgets broke into his home, dragged him out to a tree and placed a noose around his neck.

“Dr. Fauci’s last words were ‘But I didn’t get rich off this.

“Investigators, however, have found secret bank accounts. Dr. Fauci has apparently made a ton of money off the various vaccinations.

Friday and I dropped four inches, and 30 pounds. I was four foot six and 96 pounds.

Worse, my dick was down to four inches. My balls were the size of marbles, and I had more fat on my chest. The way Lucy was eyeing me I knew she was going to put me in a bra. She made me wear a dress, she didn’t like me wandering around in just underwear. And I caught her looking on Amazon at clothing for children.

But then Saturday arrived, and everything blew up all over again.


PART TWO

Saturday, yard sale day, but we didn’t go shopping. Oh, Lucy was willing, but I was…shrunken. Another couple of inches, a few more pounds, I didn’t feel like going out and parading around in public. People would stare, people would point. ‘He’s one of…those!’

He took The Jab!

He’s not normal!

As if I could do anything about it.

Heck, I had done what my government said would be safe. I had tried to eradicate a disease that was killing people. And now I was the bad guy!

Just because I was short.

Even Lucy was acting differently towards me. Making me wear female underwear, including a bra. And a dress. And she was saying that since I was already almost there, I might just as well wear high heels. She was scouring Amazon for high heels built for children. But not for little one inch Mary Jane pumps. She wanted me to wear big old spikes. Whatever six inch spikes for adults were, she wanted me to wear the equivalent in kiddy shoes.

“But, why?” I asked, at one point.

“Because it’s hot,” she mumbled from the computer keyboard. Then she turned to me. “Your body is changing. It’s not just smaller, it’s skinnier, and you’ve got a chest. Wouldn’t it be sexy to be perched up on some big, old spikes?”

“Uh, no.”

“Yes. Yes it would.” She turned back to the computer.

“But wasn’t it you who said we shouldn’t buy until the shrinking stopped?”

“Martha Henderson said her husband stopped growing.”

“How tall is he?”

She turned back to me and hesitated. Then she said, “Three feet.”

“What!” I screeched, and was aware that my voice was getting a little higher.

“Oh, that’s no big deal! In fact, it’s cute. He’s like a little doll, and she’s playing dress up with him and everything. You know I used to love playing with dolls, and now you are my living doll. I can put you in dresses and we can put make up on you and—“

“Wait a…hold on! Stop!”

“She blinked, and was actually confused. “What?”

“I don’t think I want to be your little dress up doll.”

“Oh, nonsense. Of course you do.”

“I don’t!”

She wheeled her swivel chair around and faced me. She took my hands in hers, and I expected that was just so I couldn't run away.

“Honey, we’ve got to have a talk.”

Oh, God! Not that phrase!

“When you were a big, tall man I did what you wanted. I washed the dishes. I dressed myself up the way you wanted. In short, everything I did I did to please you. Now, however, the shoe is on the other foot. I’m the tall one, and it’s time you did things just to please me.”

“That’s not what our marriage was about.”

Her eyes went up in surprise. “Of course it was! Do you think I did all that housework and shopping and cooking dinners because I wanted to? I had to. That’s the way society was structured. But now it’s all different.”

“It’s not different! I’m still the man!”

She smiled. “Have you measured your dick lately?”

That sure took the wind out of my sails.

“Didn’t I catch you climbing on the sink the other day to reach a can on the top shelf? Didn’t I scold you and have to get the can myself?”

“That has nothing to do with anything!”

“It has everything to do with everything. You are no longer capable of fulfilling man functions. I am. So I am in charge.”

I was wheezing now, trying to make my points and failing, and it spurted out of me. “What about sex!”

Sex had been bothering me. My extra sensitive cock really wanted another fuck. And Lucy wasn’t feeling like it. At one point, when I pestered her, she offered to give me a hand job.

Me!

A handjob!

“Yes,” she said. “What about sex?”

Her attitude astounded me. Just because I was losing weight and inches didn’t mean—“

“Honey, go fix us a drink and we’ll talk about sex.”

“What…but…”

“You want to talk about sex, I’m willing. And I moved the liquor cabinet down so you can reach the bottles. Now go make a couple of drinks and I’ll be right in.”

Oh, God. I was upset. But there didn’t seem to be anything I could say to bring my wife to her senses. I finally grunted acquiescence and turned towards the kitchen.

I walked down the hallway, and it was taking me longer and longer to walk it, with my shorter legs, and I mumbled to myself.  My wife was unreasonable. I had never treated her this way. What did she mean…and I stopped. And stared.

The TV had been left on and the sound was down. But I didn’t need sound to see what was on the news.

An announcer was talking to a woman. The announcer was normal height. At least, I knew he wasn’t a midget. Heck, he still had his job, he hadn’t been fired, so he was still normal height.

But it was the woman I focused on. Next to the announcer she towered. She was three feet taller than him. He only came up to her boobs, and they were giant, and he had to stare over the mountains on her chest to interview her, and the running band at the bottom of the TV announced the news, put context to the figures on the screen. ‘Homunculi Vaccination causing women to grow at an astounding rate.’

Like a zombie on downers I walked over to the TV, picked up the remote and turned the sound up.

“Apparently the vaccination effected women later than men. And while men shrunk, it effected women exactly the opposite. Shirley here has gained nearly four feet in height. And, Shirley, if I can be indelicate, can I ask what your measurements are?”

The announcer was clearly besotted by the giant woman in front of him. At last, he couldn’t stop himself from looking at her tits.

“I’m 48 by 36 by 48.”

“Perfectly proportioned for your current height. Have you stopped growing?”

“I believe so.”

“And what does your husband think of all this?”

She laughed, a burbling sort of baritone, quite sexy. “Oh, he doesn’t think. A man’s place is in the kitchen.”

At that moment I heard Lucy’s heels clicking in the hall. “Larry? Have you got those drinks…” she entered the foyer and saw me standing in front of the TV, a stricken look on my face.

“What…what is…” she saw the TV. The giant woman. The announcer staring over those massive breasts. Her jaw dropped.

She moved up next to me, took the remote and turned the TV up.

“…no comment. The CDC says they are monitoring the situation. But currently women who have been vaccinated are growing 50% taller. They seem to be in better health, too. Diseases like diabetes are disappearing. Almost like the women’s bodies are being reprogrammed.”

Her mouth still open, Lucy backed up. She sat down on the couch.

Images whirled in my mind.

I could still sit on the couch, but my legs dangled. Lucy could sit on the couch, and any man or woman could sit, normally. Feet on the floor. The giantess on TV would have her knees pointing up, and her arms would run the length of the back of the couch.

I sat down next to Lucy and we watched. Every channel had people interviewing large people, or had panels of talking heads discussing the large women.

And the world was divided into three heights, which equaled three distinct species.

Shrunken men.

Normal men and women.

And…giant women.

And it was obvious that the world was entering a new phase. Society was being adjusted to a new world order. And I had the sinking feeling that I was the low man on the totem pole.

I leveled off at a smidge over two and one half feet. I was almost sixty pounds, and my dick was almost three inches long.

Lucy was 5 feet even, almost exactly twice my height. She weighed 120 pounds. And she was in charge.

And it was a changing world.

People like myself were referred to as midgets. I always felt this was grossly unfair. After all, people who were born that short were called  ‘little people,’ but I, who had been made short through misadventure, was not allowed that politically correct term. I was a midget.

At first midgets were being fired left and right. It was a knee jerk reaction to people who were different.

But attitudes adjusted, some people, in spite of shrinking, had the know how to get the job done, and there were a lot of people screaming about human rights. And it probably helped that the LPA, the Little People of America, was bringing suit against the government of the United States. People always like whatever is against the government.

And, I eventually joined the LPA. But even that was odd. The LPA was suing, but people who had been born small held themselves as different, and superior, to people who were made that way by vaccination.

But the real problem wasn’t me. It was Lucy.

“Get dressed. Wear your best dress. We’re going to a meeting.”

“I don’t want to!”

“I’m getting a little tired of you sitting around and moping all day. Now, hop to it or I’ll tan your hide.”

Tan my hide. She hadn’t done it so far, but I could tell the day was coming. Every time she wanted something and I didn’t she offered that threat. And if I pointed this little fact out she offered to…tan my hide.

Heysoos! I had never threatened to spank her!

So I didn’t get ready. I wasn’t going to any stupid meeting!

“Are you ready? Larry?” She walked into the living room and stopped. I was watching a football game.

Well, let me tell you, justice was never dispensed so fast. She grabbed my arm and lifted and her big hand, and it was big compared to me, and she slapped my butt again and again.

“Hey! Oh! Stop!”

She finally stopped. I stood there and rubbed my red cheeks and sniffled. “I never abused you!” I complained.

“Well, maybe you should have! You let me get away with murder, and that is not a happy home!”

“You wanted me to spank you!?”

“I want you to understand the terms of our marriage have changed!To love and obey…with heavy emphasis on ‘obey.’ You got that?”

I sniffled and rubbed.

She stomped towards me and I gave an eek, my voice definitely was higher, the vocal chords seemed to have changed, were somehow thinner, and I scampered out of the room.

I got out my good lingerie. I didn’t want to wear the stuff, but good was always better than bad, so I slipped into a bra and pulled up some panties, and looked at myself in the mirror.

I was hard, as usual, seemed I was always hard these days, but you couldn’t see it once I put on a dress with a chiffon flare under it.

I slipped into a garter and nylons, Lucy had just demanded that I start wearing nylons, and then into my high heels.

Honestly, I don’t know where she got half of this stuff, but she had. Not that there wasn’t a burgeoning market out there. Seemed like all the normal sized women wanted to dress up their shrunken husbands.

I was done. I brushed my hair out, and that was the funny thing. When my body got smaller my hair didn’t. It just stayed the same size, and that was long for my new, small body.

I walked into the living room with a grumpy look.

“Oh, you look so precious. Come here.”

I went and stood in front of her. She began to recomb my hair, to tease it and do little tricks to make it more feminine. I stood there and…enjoyed it.

Well, hell. I didn’t want to get dressed up, I still had a residual ‘man attitude,’ but when she started to fuss over me it always made me feel good.

“Oh, this is wonderful. You’ll be the prettiest man there.”

“I don’t want to be,” I sulked.

“You’ll be glad I took the time to do this to you.”

Suddenly I was hugging her. And our height difference, my face was buried between her breasts. Her breasts, which because of our size difference, were now super ginormous to me.

For a second she was surprised, then she put her arms around me and hugged me.

“I don’t want to go,” I cried. I’m a man! I want to wear pants and make love. I don’t like this!”

“There, there, honey. It’s going to be all right. It’s just that things are different now.”

“I pushed away from her beautiful, big, warm breasts and pouted, “I’m your husband. And I might have a little dick now, but I want to fuck you!”

“Now, honey, I told you before. If you use that kind of language I’m going to wash your mouth out with soap.”

“We used to use it, and you still use it. I’ve heard you talking on the phone, and I’ve heard you say ‘fuck’ and all sorts of other words.”

“Times are different. And we’re different. Now, you are going to mind your manners and watch your language. You are not going to embarrass me in front of the other ladies.”

“And what if I do?” It was a sad moment of defiance.

She lowered her gaze slightly and growled, “Then the spanking you just received is going to look like a picnic compared to the one you’re going to get.”

I said nothing to that. I sure didn’t want another spanking. I hated feeling out of control.

The meeting was at a local school. It almost felt like a PTA meeting, except for the large number of shrunken men and a growing number of giant women.

We walked down a side aisle, her holding my hand and leading me like I was a little boy, or girl, and found a pair of seats. I found myself next to a girl just like me, and then I had a problem. Was she a man turned small and made to dress like a girl? Or was she a real girl?

And were was the real quandary: if she was a boy, I couldn’t fuck her. If she was a girl she was much too young for me to fuck.

Damn! I wasn’t getting any at home, in fact I had had my hand slapped for masturbating, and Lucy was talking about me sleeping in my own room. And now I couldn’t go out and get laid…and believe me, I was ready to go out and get a little nookie. Marriage vows notwithstanding, my horny, little peter was at a peak of drooling and dripping. I was extra sensitive, extra horny, and…and I needed some!

“Can you believe this shit?” the girl next to me whispered.

Good. Or, at least that was something. She was like me. A he in girly clothes.

“I cannot.”

We whispered and kept glancing at our wives to make sure we wouldn’t get punished. It turned out his situation was much the same as mine. Happily married guy, played golf on the weekends, worked hard, and now he was a wind up doll, and he even had to do more chores than I did.

Suddenly the lights went out. A big voice thundered, “Ladies and gentlemen! Your speaker for the evening, Matthilda Johnson!

The lights went up on the stage and a matronly looking woman strode to the center. She was a little chunky, but had huge boobs. She was about fifty, and she was…tall. Not real tall, like the women on TV, but sort of tall. Maybe six foot five or six.

“Good evening!”

There was some hand clapping, especially from a section right in front of the stage.

“We are here to discuss the changes that are occurring in our society.”

Within a minute she was into the breakdown of the new ‘caste’ of our civilization. It was pretty simple.

Little girls. Like me. We were officially ‘midgets.’

Regular men and women. Citizens.

Large women. Rulers.

Some of the regular-sized men in the crowd got a little boisterous at that. Yelled their objections. What about the constitution and that sort of thing. Unfortunately, there weren’t many of these men, and their wives kept telling them to shut up and sit down, they wanted to hear what Mathilda had to say.

Eventually the men quieted, and Matthilda took up the reins again.

“Gentlemen, I have heard your voice, and to a certain degree I commiserate.”

Some guy yelled again, I don’t know what, and the voices rose again, but Matthilda just waited.

“I commiserate because I was once a second class citizen. I know that it is rough to be considered such, especially after having been in charge. However, if you don’t believe it by now, you will believe shortly, women are the new rulers. They are bigger, smarter, and they hold the whip hand.”

More shouts, but not as many.

Matthilda: “The rules are simple. The midgets have no voice. They work, and will support the new order…or they will receive a spanking.”

Man, that was the truth.

“If you are still a regular-sized man, then you refused to take the vaccine. You are to be recommended for refusing the demands of a duplicitous government. And, a lesson to you all: never trust your government. They are parasites with only one interest, putting their hands into your pockets.”

Hell, I might be a little girl, but even I knew the truth of that!

“Since you showed uncommon good sense, you will be allowed to remain men. However, if you betray that trust, you will be forcibly given the Homunculi vaccination, and you will be little girls. Bound to serve the new civilization, but with no rights.

“If you are a normal sized woman, you are again to be commended on your good sense. We, the rulers, appreciate your integrity and intelligence, and you will be afforded, should you work hard enough, a chance to take the vaccine and join the rulers.”

There were some cheers from the women in the audience at that.

Matthilda smiled and waited, then, “And, lastly, our midgets. Our lovely, little girls. Ladies, if you work hard then someday you will be allowed to grow to full size. You may even be allowed to change your sex and become a real woman.”

I was actually on my feet and cheering. I had had enough of being bullied. I wanted some hope!

“Now, before we end off, I do want to give you a little extra data.”              Everybody grew quiet.

“I won’t tell you everything, not right now. We are in transition, and some people might get upset if they knew the full scope of our machinations. But I will ask you to do one thing. Look to your politicians. You may remember that nearly all of them touted the Homunculi Vaccination as a boon to mankind, and they even made a point of getting their inoculations. Watch these men, and note how many of them actually change. If they stay the same then they did not take a real vaccination. They were shills, used to dupe you, to mislead you, and they cannot be trusted.

“The reason I tell you this is that we will be supporting women everywhere to rise up and take the reins of government. If your elected leader does not become a small girl, or a large woman, they lied to you, and that is sufficient reason to vote them out of office, and put a responsible woman in office!”

The hall suddenly filled with cheers. Some men booed, but they were a minority, and if they were too loud a woman near them would slap the backs of their heads.

“Now then,” said Matthilda, when the cheers died down. It is my pleasure to introduce a real, live, large woman.”

A seven foot tall woman strode out on stage and we all goggled, then the wives were slapping heads and we were all cheering.

The large woman took off right where Matthilda ended, and everybody received a good education as to the needs and requirements of a new civilization.

And so the meeting went, and was over. And when it was over a big meet and greet was started. The women made a long line and prepared to meet a real, live, giant woman.

And I took my place in line. I had to because Lucy was holding my hand.

Slowly we crept forward as woman after woman met the giant woman, shook hands, or was hugged, and then it was Lucy’s turn.

“I want to run for office.”

The giant woman had a lovely baritone voice, and she encouraged Lucy and told her how to get started.

Then Lucy’s turn was over and she started to step aside. I shook my hand free and darted up to the giant woman.

A gasp, and a hush. I had broken all rules.

The giant woman, however, smiled. “And who do we have here? Who is this lovely creature?”

“I’m Larry, and I’ve got a question.”

The woman in line, all the women listening, were aghast. They had their hands over their mouths, and Lucy was absolutely beside herself.

The giant woman, however, just raised a hand. “Midgets are people, too. And they must be dealt with with reason and compassion.” To me, “Yes, Larry. What is your question?”

“I’m a man, and I don’t like this whole thing. Who elected you king?”

Womens’ mouths dropped at my rudeness, but the giant woman merely smiled, and pulled me to her.

I was engulfed by her giant arms, I couldn't resist, and I was crushed against her.

With Lucy I was at tit height. When I hugged her I was engulfed in bosom.

But with the giant woman I was on vagina level. My head was buried right into her dress and into her wonderful vagina. And I could smell it. I was immediately dazed by that entrancing aroma. I was hypnotized by her essence, and her pheromones went to work.

I felt myself suddenly growing larger, inside. I felt my spirit…that I was a spirit, and I suddenly understood the joy and beauty of a woman’s vagina, and in that moment I knew why women should rule.

Anybody who smelled that good deserved to rule.

Then I was being pried loose, and she patted me on the head. I started crying and thanked her.

The giant woman turned to Lucy and said, “Take her home and give her a bowl of ice cream. She is a wonderful, little girl, and she will go a long way.”

My hand was taken by Lucy then, and she led me out of the auditorium and to the car. We didn’t talk too much on the way home. She was trying to come to grips with how I had behaved, and then to be told to give me ice cream. It certainly wasn’t what she expected. And when she got home she did give me some ice cream, and left me alone.

I heard her talking in the next room on her cell, but I was busy with my ice cream, I love vanilla, and I didn’t pay attention. I should have, because a half hour later there was a knock on the door.

I was in my new bedroom, putting clothes away, and I heard voices. I went out to the living room and there was a large man there.

He was large because he was muscular. He didn’t look too smart, but when you have enough muscles, I guess intelligence isn’t really required.

“This is Larry,” Lucy introduced me.

“Oh, hi, little girl.”

Grrr. Although I would certainly become used to being considered such.

“Mark is a breeder. He goes around and makes women happy. Isn’t that wonderful?”

My brow furrowed. “But I thought I was supposed to make you happy?”

“Oh, you make me happy, but Mark is designed to make me happy in other ways. Ways which you can no longer make me happy.”

I got it then, and my mouth opened to voice a complaint, but Lucy took his hand and started leading him back to the bedroom. “I want you to finish cleaning your room,” she said over her shoulder to me. “We’ll be busy for awhile.

They disappeared down the hall, and I stood there in shock. It was the final straw, and yet…yet I understood.

I had sniffed at the vagina of the new rulers of civilization. I had been apprised of my place in the scheme of things. And…I knew I couldn’t please Lucy. I was too small. My body was too small, and so was my dick.

Yet I didn’t cry. I walked out of the house, crept through the side yard, and peeked through the window of my…now her…bedroom.

Mark was undressing her. He removed her shoes and kissed her tootsies. He was slow and considerate, and I thought of all the times I had rushed through the act of making love.

He reached up to remove her garters and nylons and she stopped him. “I want to leave them on.”

“Very sexy,” Mark agreed, smiling.

He pulled her skirt off and gently buried his head in her bush. I could hear the sounds as he sucked and sipped at her nectar. Lucy leaned back on her elbows and moaned.

Then Mark stood up and helped divest her of her blouse. She lay on the bed, her large bosoms encased in bra, and he opened his big hands and fondled them. “Wow,” he said, and it was most heartfelt.

“Take it off.” She held her arms out.

He deftly unclasped her bra and tossed it aside. Her breasts fell forward, large, delicious, the nipples erect with excitement.

He kissed her, gently, thoroughly, and she again moaned.

Then he stood up and took his clothes off. He moved slowly, folding his clothes and placing them in a stack next to the bed.

Then he moved over her, like a cloud over water, and sank into her. His penis pushed in and she opened her legs and gasped with pleasure.

For a second I was jealous. Once I had been bigger than him. Once…but no more.

He began to rise and fall, an eternal rhythm, as of the ocean, waves and tides crashing into her, scooping her up and crashing her down.

Under him, she held on, clasped her hands behind the small of his back, held him tight as he plumbed her, scoured her, and delved into her depths.

Shortly she was grinding her hips into him in orgasm. She spasmed, almost helplessly, as the shock waves ran through her body.

“May I cum?” he asked, politely.

“Of course, you may. Fill me up with your wonderful fluid.”

He began to press into her harder, and it only took a few thrusts, then his buttocks were tightening and I knew his cock was spewing deep inside her.

Silently, knowing it was over, at least for now, I crept back around the house. In a short minute I was in my room, sitting on my new, pink bed, wondering at what I had observed.

Another man had fucked my wife, but that was okay, for I couldn’t. Not with my tiny weenie.

I had work to do. Meaningful work, doing dishes and laundry and stuff. I was making the world a happy place for the real rulers of civilization: the women.

Most of all, I had a chance. If I worked hard enough I might, someday, be allowed to ascend, to rise rank in this wonderful new world.

It was quite something to think about.

END
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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

‘I Didn’t Plan on Getting Feminized!’

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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A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc11A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc117.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc11K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc11J.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc116.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc11C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc11M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc115.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc11D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc114.jpg
TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc11E.jpg





