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PART ONE

“Johnathon!” Jane’s voice was like a battlecry filling the house. Windows rattled and doors shook. The fish in the fishbowl tried to climb out of the bowl, wilted leaves fell off of plants.

John Hammond felt a chill down in his bones and his flesh shivered.

“Johnathon!” Her voice rose up at the end, and he knew that there was no way to hide from this clarion call.

“I’m back here,” yelled Johnathon. He was in his little room, once a large broom closet, now his little man cave. He turned off the computer, screwed the cap on his half pint of brown liquor, shoved his prick back in his pants, and opened up an old Heathkit catalog.

The door to his sanctum was yanked back and his wife stood there, arms folded across her ample chest. Her pretty blue eyes glaring. A wisp of her beautiful blond hair lowered across her forehead.

He looked up, an innocent expression in his eyes, “What is it, my love?”

“What is it? What is it?”

For a beautiful woman with a slender body and big boobs she could sound quite the harridan.

“Yes. Is something bothering you? I was just reading about different ways to hook up speakers and…is there something wrong?”

“Stand up.”

He stood, and tried to breath away from her. He hadn’t had but a sip or two, but that woman could smell a fart in a windstorm.

She pushed past him and sat down in his chair and turned on his computer.

“What is the problem?” he tried.

“What the problem is is that the internet was slow. I was deleting history and came on your Google account.”

“My Google account?” Sweat beaded on his forehead. He always erased his browser history, but he hadn’t even thought about his Google account.

“And guess what I found?”

“Why…I don’t know? Has somebody been hacking us?”

The computer was up and running now, and she called up their Google account.

“Hacking us,” she snorted. “Don’t try deflecting this you little worm!”

There it was. His internet history.

Oh, there were a few things, Walmart, the Pottery Barn, that were Jane’s. But the vast majority of items were his. And they were recognizable as his.

Milmovs, Porzo, Wifeysworld, Deauxma, Casca, Brandi, Julia Ann, BDSM, fisting, shemales, large boobs, analism, butt plugs and on and on and on.

John’s face turned a bright red, sweat poured down his face, and he snarled, “Hackers! I’ve been hacked!”

Jane swiveled his chair around and looked up at him.

“No hacker, you slacker! This is all you! Your computer is filling in the passwords to your accounts. Furthermore, I found your secret Amazon account. I saw all the sick, filthy, perverted things you’ve been buying!”

“But, honey,” he begged. “This is all a mistake!”

“Oh, is it?”

“Of course it is!”

“So you don’t play with yourself, or shove things up your butt, or…or jack off!”

“Of course not!”

She leaned back. “Are you willing to bet?”

“Well, of course I am!” Really, he was just trying to dig himself out of a hole, but the hole seemed to be getting deeper and deeper.

She stared at him, a sly look in her eyes. He was so busy trying to get out of her accusations, however, that he didn’t even notice.

“So, if you fess up, right now, and admit everything…then I will do everything you want to you.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“You want somebody to whip you and spank you and make you wear panties? Admit it, and it will happen.”

“This is a trick.” His voice sounded like the croak of a frog.

“Of course it’s a trick. If I can get you to admit everything, then I’ll do everything, and then you’ll be over this…this ‘phase’ you’ve been going through!”

“But I’m not going through a phase,” he didn’t even recognize his voice as his own now.

“Okay. But that’s the bet. You tell me where you’ve hidden all your toys and I will use them on you. You tell me your filthy, little fantasies and they will become reality. Whatever you want. All your perverted, little dreams. You fess up…and I’ll do them to you.”

He tried to laugh it off. “You’re just kidding.” He waved his hand desultorily in the air. And gulped.

“Nope. I figure the only way to cure you of your dirty habits is to give them to you. Once you’ve had your fantasy you’ll be cured. You won’t want to do this silly porn stuff. You won’t want to stroke your little cock. You’ll be a good husband who does what he’s told, and pleases his wife when she desires it.”

John’s mind was whirling now. He knew it was a set up, he knew he would just get in trouble, but the idea of having somebody act like a porn star, beat him like a two dollar mule, get him drunk and make him do things that he would never do if sober…it was tempting.

“No!” He almost shouted. He was struggling inside, trying to convince himself to back off, to just leave the room and her damned ‘bet.’

“I’ll start by taking off your clothes. Then I’ll dress you in kinky clothes. Maybe diapers, maybe you’re one of these feminization type of guys, but, whatever,  I’ll do it to you. I’ll spank you and play with your butt. I’ll make you lick my body parts, my toes and my pussy, even my asshole. You’ve always wanted to do those things, haven’t you, John.

“No! Never!” But his voice was weak and his body was shivering with anticipation.

“All right, prove it.”

He blinked in confusion. “How do I prove I don’t want you to…to do those things to me?”

“Very simple. You take your clothes off. I’ll tell you what I’m going to do to you, and if your penis gets hard then I’m right, I win the bet, and you have to confess to all your dirty, little secrets.

“I don’t want to bet.”

“Afraid you can’t win?”

“No! It’s just that it’s stupid! I’m a grown man! I’m not a pervert.”

“Take off your pants and prove it.”

“I’m not going to take off my pants!”

“Then I’ll take them off.”

They glared at each other, him scared, and her licking her lips in anticipation.

The fact of the matter is that while John spent all his time exercising his right wrist, Jane did Yoga, Crossfit, Pilates, ran every day, biked, and was a fiend about staying in shape.

In fact the only thing that consumed Jane more than exercise and a healthy lifestyle, was eliminating her husband’s sexual frivolities. The truth was that she was quite the Puritan, and wanted only face to face missionary sex once a month.

Which totally explained why John spent so much time fapping on the internet.

And that was the reason that she could jump on him, tear his clothes off, and sit on his chest. She was simply stronger and in better shape than he was.

He lay on the floor, a slight case of rug burn on his ass, and tried to sound firm. “Get off of me right now!”

She smiled. She grabbed his groin, which, once the struggle had started had gone limp.

“Limp now, but what if I spanked you.”

He tried to control his responses, but sometimes the dick has a mind of its own.

“Is that a little worm in your pants? Or are you glad to see me?”

“John bit his lip, tried to cause himself enough pain that he wouldn’t react.

“How about women’s clothes? Are you one of those crossdresser guys?”

Blip. His dick  gave a little poke.

She grinned. “Or maybe you want me to stuff something up your…oh, what is that that I feel?”

His cock was trying to get hard, it was surging, it was fighting.

“You want me to be the man and take you John? Is that what you want?”

His cock throbbed and poked against her bottom. He gave a sob, but it was useless. No way he could control himself in the face of those fantasies.

“Ha!” She reached around behind and grabbed his now sturdy shaft. She shook it. “Your lie is revealed! You’re a pervert! And I’m going to treat you like one!”

“Stop it!” he was sobbing, totally embarrassed, but there was nothing he could do in the face of such overwhelming evidence.

Jane stood up and looked down at him. She looked like a giant to him, he could see her panties under her dress, the monkey knuckle in the panties.

Her tits stood out, the nipples erect and hard.

She laughed at him. “This weekend, worm! It will all happen this weekend! So think about that!”

“But, honey! This is all—“

She reached down, her face looming over him, her cleavage on display and in his face. She gripped his shirt front.

“I want you to write down all your fantasies.”

“I don’t have any…”

“And if you don’t, then I’ll write down my fantasies. Would you like to know what I would like to do to an unbeliever? A pervert? a real sicko?

“No…no! You…”

“So get started. The weekend will be in three days, and I want to know what I’m going to have to do to whip you into shape.”

“But, honey…”

She strode away, left him on the floor, his pants down and his cock hard, and his own imagination scaring him.

Jane did have a body that wouldn’t quit. Boobs were big and held up proud. Her ass was round without being fat. She actually had abs on her thin waist. Ass to that her pretty face, and she didn’t understand why John jacked off.

And he did jack off. There was no way somebody could see that much porn and not be jacking off.

She sighed as she opened up her laptop and went looking for sexual torture devices.

Why couldn’t he understand that sex wasn’t that important? Why couldn’t he understand that once a month was fine, that she was too busy, and often too tired from all her working out, to have sex all the time like he wanted.

Her ruminations began to lessen as she perused the internet’s sexual offerings.

She considered all torture devices like the Pear of Anguish or the Scold’s Bridle. She honestly didn’t see where the sexual thrill was in having your asshole opened up until it was gaping.

Of course, there was always a nice, calm butt plug. She had even tried one of those out, on a dare, back in her college years.

She blushed thinking about how her friends had laughed when they wiggled the thing in her butt. And she had had an orgasm pretty darn fast.

But that was years ago, and she was a mature woman now.

She came across chastity tubes, and that was something to think about. Maybe she could control her husband with one of those, eh?

And that led to things like prostate massagers and off shaped dildos.

Now wasn’t that interesting? She put up with John’s six inch cock once a month. But some of these dildos…they were gigantic! And they were odd shaped.

She thought of the butt plug again, shook herself, and tried to put it out of her mind.

She became engrossed in stories, unaware that these were some of the same stories that John jerked off to. She read about men fucking their mothers, which was sort of gross, but did make her breath a little harder. And she read about Lesbians and spankings (oh, yes, spankings, that did make her breath a lot harder) and machines that changed men into women and female domination (was she actually breathing harder over these stories) and nurses and nylons and red lips and fisting and amputees and aliens and cuckolds and high heels and pegging and yoga and wanking and …and…

She stopped and closed her laptop. She definitely was breathing harder. What the heck was going on? She wanted ideas for what to do to John; she didn’t want to feel weak and flushed and…and moist down there.

Suddenly irritated, she tossed the laptop aside and went to the gym. A good work out would get rid of her heart palpitations.

John was beside himself. He didn’t know what to do.

Jane was a strong personality, and he was actually afraid of what she might do.

Once he had left a mess in the bathroom, and she had jerked him into an armlock and pranced him into the bathroom and rubbed his nose in the mess. He certainly didn’t want that to happen again!

And he was really afraid of what she might do if he gave her a list of his kinks.

What if he told her how much he wanted somebody to play with his butt hole. She might stick a rolling pin up there!

And what if he confessed to how horny wearing women’s clothes made him? She might rip off his genitals and make him wear nothing but women’s clothes. Which would be sort of cool, except for the loss of genitals, but…he was scared.

He sat down at his computer, looked around, then snuck out his half pint and took a swig. It burned, but in the most delightful way. Then he began looking on the internet. He typed in ‘What do you do if your wife is crazy?’

Oh, Lord, there were al-l-l-l sorts of items on that one. This crazy wife thing wasn’t just him, apparently every man in America, and the world, had a crazy wife!

He started clicking on various items, and the first thing he popped on was ‘Don’t tell them they are crazy!’

Which was sort of silly because if somebody is crazy how are they going to get out of crazy if they know they are crazy and how will the know if they’re crazy if somebody doesn’t tell them?

Then there was the advice to stay cool, that if you act crazy to their crazy then all you have is double crazy.

Then he blinked. ‘Being the man in the relationship is not about authority.’

But, truth, she was the authority. He had found that her crazy was sufficient to just make him back off, relinquishing power to her.

After thinking about that for a while he came on: ‘Think about why she’s crazy.’

He didn’t want to do that. Thinking about why women do the things they do is enough to make anybody crazy.

Then he came up with the one that totally befuddled him. ‘Be honest.’

But how can you be honest and not tell her she’s crazy?

‘Be ready to lose arguments.’ Well, he knew about that.

Then he came across an article about what makes a submissive man, and his head turned all the way around, jumped up and down, and made ‘boop, boop’ sounds.

He shoved away from the computer. Somehow this thing had gotten completely out of control. He really didn’t care if his wife was crazy, or he was submissive, or anything. He just wanted to figure a way out of his dilemma; he wanted to figure out what to do about the list of kinks he was supposed to come up.

Then he figured it out. He typed in ‘list of kinks. He wrote down the major kinks he found on the internet, then added a cover letter.

Dear Jane, I don’t know what my kinks are, so I have

given you a list of all the kinks, and it’s up to you to

figure them out.

He emailed it to his wife, then snuck another swig of bourbon and smiled.

The next day was nerve wracking.

Jane frowned at him a lot, doubtless trying to figure out why men were crazy.

He felt like he was no longer the target. He had managed to put the responsibility to Jane,

Still, they were both thinking, and there was a little conversation, but nothing confrontational.

The next day Jane made up her mind. She went down to the basement and began planning her assault. She pushed boxes and old furniture aside and cleared a space. She looked at the walls, thought about furniture, then went to the store.

Stores.

She bought chains and handcuffs.

She bought a couple of sturdy planks.

She bought clothes. Kinky clothes. Women’s clothes in his size.

She went on the net and ordered various sexual torture tools. Including a Pear of Anguish.

By three in the afternoon she had everything she needed and set to work.

John came home and heard the hammer pounding in the basement. And the drill drilling, and the saw sawing.

What the fuck was she…then he stopped himself from going down.

Let her do her thing, he would find out later.

He went into his man cave and snuck sips of whiskey and watched Porzo.

The next day was Thursday, and when John woke up and went out to the kitchen he saw a padlock on the basement door.

Hmmm.

He waggled the padlock, then let it drop. He was now officially curious about what Jane was planning to do.

John went to work, and Jane went to work in the dungeon. Or ‘the Fungeon,’ as she thought of it.

Though how John was supposed to have fun with what she planned to do to him was a mystery.

Then she had a wonderful idea, an idea that made her chuckle and snort, an idea that would solve the problem of what to do to him quickly and easily.

She went to her iPad and posted.

I am curing my husband of kink.

I will do this by giving him all the kink he wants.

This weekend only,

drop by and offer your input and experience.

Within minutes there were answers galore.

‘Spank him!’

‘Chastise him!’

‘Make him wear panties!’

‘Give him beast implants!’

And there were al sorts of real life stories.

‘My husband thought he wanted kink, but after the fireplace poker was heated up he changed his mind.’

‘My brother ended up getting a sex change.’

‘Kicking his balls is enough for me.’

“Put a rubber band around his balls till they fall off!’

There were mean posts, caring posts, adventurous posts, erotic posts, and nearly every woman asked for an address and a time that they might drop by.

Oddly, while the whole town woke up and started chuckling and chortling and making plans, John didn’t know a thing. Until four o’clock.

At four the police walked into his company, asked for him by name, and had a seat in his office.

“Mr. Hammond, it has come to our attention that your wife is planning to murder you this weekend.”

“What?” His voice rose into a squeal.

“She has apparently invited the community to drop by your house and torture you. Judging from the responses it is apparent that death may be the likely outcome.”

The cops were male and female, both young, but the woman younger. She continually placed her hand over her mouth and cleared her throat. Little crinkle lines appeared next to her eyes.

“Well, I…uh…”

Todd Jergens walked into John’s office. He was John’s partner in the business.

“What’s happening, gentlemen.”

“This is a police matter, sir…”

“They think Jane is going to kill me.”

“Not Jane herself, mind you,” the cop. explained, but some of the reactions to her posts are—“

“Oh, I’ve seen that. Was meaning to ask you about that, John.”

John looked at his partner. Todd was a handsome, roguish gay. He talked a good game of sex, but had never tried to put the make on John.

“So Jane is asking people what she should do to break you of your kinky habits. I didn’t know you had kinky habits, John. You dog!”

“Uh, sir,” the male officer interjected, “We’re rather concerned about all—“

“Pshaw!” Todd waved a hand. “Jane’s just a little…out there. I’ll tell you what. I’ll drop by and make sure everything is on the up and up myself. How’s that, eh?”

The police stayed a while longer, but Todd’s cheerful chirpiness seemed to have derailed their program.

When they were gone Todd observed, “Turning control over to a woman is a dangerous thing. Are you sure you want to do this?”

John, however, wasn’t really sure what was happening.

“Mrs. Hammond, we have been reading some disturbing things on Facebook.”

Jane stared at the two officers and frowned. She being a strong willed personality, she wasn’t fond of other strong willed personalities, and that included the police. “If you’re disturbed I can recommend a good psychiatrist. I’m going to record this meeting for future reference.” She picked up her cell phone, set it to video record, then placed it on the table and glared at the officers.

The cops looked at each other, the male licked his lips and tried again. “There are certain laws that we feel should be adhered to, and—“

“What laws?”

Now the cops were pressed. Usually just mentioning that there were laws was enough to send any citizen into the heeby jeebies. They had never actually had a citizen ask for the law they wee so frightened of.

“Well, there are public decency laws, which—“

“My basement isn’t a public place.”

“Uh, and then there are solicitation—“

“You’re saying that I’m asking for money from my husband for performing consensual acts between a man and his wife?”

“Well, I didn’t mean to—“

“What did you mean?”

The female officer butted in. “We have considerations about traffic laws. Then there are laws about how many people can be in a house this size, and…”

As the female officer went on Jane listened, and she knew what was happening.

The male officer was a lunkhead. He was blundering around, talking about laws to be enforced when he didn’t know his ass from a hat on the ground.

The female officer, she was female. She was a member of the sisterhood of all women that is never spoken of, but exists nonetheless. And she was telling Jane of all these laws so Jane could figure out how to get around them.

Cop Lunkhead, however, was oblivious. He just sat there, red-faced, like a good, little cop should.

Finally, the cops left. And Jane hit the internet.

First, she set up a site, complete with passwords.

Then she went to Facebutt and apprised the people interested in John’s comeuppance that because John Law was a prick they were going to have to discuss matters like parking, how to stagger the flow of people so the house didn’t become too crowded, and so on.

The women of the community rose to the occasion. They got their passwords, but only if they could be recommended by two people. Interest was so high that this proved to be no problem. Within hours the site was buzzing, and a healthy chat room had started up.

And a survey concerning what the top kinks to be inflicted on John should be.

Top kink was spanking. But there seemed to be equal parts mean and lust in this suggestion.

Bottom kink was tickling him. It seemed that some people couldn’t imagine sexuality in any form in the act of tickling.

Most interesting were the volunteers.

It was obvious that money was not to be exchanged, but women wanted a chance to give John a swat on the ass, and they volunteered to help with the website, with traffic control, with whatever it took to make this scene a reality. And right after they volunteered they asked if they could inflict a bit of kink on John.

This really made Jane think.

She wasn’t much for sex, but all these people, all wanting to do everything from tickle his testicles with a Wharton wheel to penetrating his ass with an egg beater made her wonder whether she should look into the idea of being sexually excited by John’s kink.

The whole community was excited, they all found things to be excited about. They were all apparently fapping their pussies as she read their emails.

So what was it all about?

And she had the realization: people were as interested, and even dedicated, to kink as she was to her daily work outs.

Now that was bizarre. That sex could be considered on the same terms as Pilates, or weight lifting. It just didn’t make sense.

John got home late that night, and he was in a glum mood.

“What’s wrong, honey?”

She expected him to talk about work or something, but he said, “The cops came to see me today.” He looked up at her. “They said you’re planning to kill me.”

She snapped, “If it’s possible to kill somebody with kink, then they’re right.”

John blinked.

Jane grabbed his necktie and wrapped it around her fist and lifted a little. He went up on his toes and he gagged and his face turned red.

“You’re not planning to get out of this, are you?”

“No! No!” His voice sounded like a frog with tonsillitis.

“Good!” she let go and he straightened his tie, then took it off.

“Because I have been talking to people in the community and they are very excited to see a pervert get his just desserts.”

“But I’m not a pervert!”

“Could have fooled me.”

“So I like sex! So what?”

“But you like it too much.”

He was almost sobbing now. “If you’d try it maybe you’d change your mind!”

“Become a sicko? Like you? Ha!”

“An act of love is sick?”

And, unbelievably, in spite of her strong personality, Jane blinked.

John saw it. “You call me sick, but I just want love, and the sensation of an orgasm is top of the list!”

“I get orgasms!” Jane lied.

“Maybe you do and maybe you don’t, but I never get on you about all your working out! Your weight lifting and running and all the hours you spend at the gym.”

“I spend all that time so I can be healthy and happy! I spend that time making my body luscious and desirable, and guess who gets the benefit of that?”

“Fine, if I really did! But we screw once a month, and it’s always I get between your legs and hump a few seconds, and I’m so desperate that I squirt my brains out! Then you push me away and there’s no cuddle or kissing or anything!”

“You don’t want cuddling and kissing!”

“I DO!” he actually screamed at her.

Jane was taken aback. She didn’t know what to think. For the first time in their marriage John had actually gotten in her face.

And she was right up against the fact that she rarely orgasmed, and when he did it sort of pissed her off. He could have these toe curling orgasms, short as they were they were toe curling, and she couldn’t. It just wasn’t fair.

And in that moment, face to face with herself, Jane finally searched her soul. And she realized that she was irritated by the fact of sex. Men got their jollies and she didn’t. At least, not much.

And…that was under her tight personality. That was driving her. She worked out for hours on end just so she could get some physical satisfaction. And all her sweat and exhaustion was an excuse for cumming.

And, she thought about it, she considered it…could she be a shrew?

Just because she was getting short changed on sex?

That was a dark moment for Jane. And an illuminating moment.

Grim truth affords the context for the brightest light.

They had stopped talking. John, a somewhat soft person who got along with everybody, was actually sniffling.

She hesitated, then reached out for him. She put her arms around him and hugged him, and she said, “I’m going to make it all better, John. I’ll fix this.”

John just held on and cried.

That was Thursday night, and the following day, starting when John got off work, was the start of their little ‘kink a thon.’

But Jane’s mind had done a flip flop, and she knew she had to do something. She had to change the rules. She had to figure this thing out. She had to open herself up and accept whatever hard truths were inherent in the matter.

Jane cooked dinner, then headed for the computer room. She made announcements on the website. She called women who had volunteered. She discussed the change of plans and, in a way, it was like changing the direction of a mob of stampeding cattle.

Still, women being the unusually smart and flexible creatures that they are, the community began to come around. By midnight they were embracing the new plans, and they were getting very excited about it.

When Jane finally went to bed she was sadder but wiser, and happier. She didn’t know about this sex thing, but she was going to find out…the hard way.

She crawled into bed, kissed John’s face gently so as not to wake him, and then slid into her own pleasant dreams.


PART TWO

Friday started with a bang. To be precise, the bang of the front door and the banging of hammers in the basement.

John woke up, realized he was alone, and that there were people in the front room.

He pulled on a robe and went out to see what all the hub bub was.

It was crazy. There were women wearing carpenter belts. Men crying lumber down into the basement. Jane was surrounded by women at the dining room table and they were all going over blueprints.

“Hey, girls, this is my husband John.”

John was greeted effusively. He was hugged and kissed on the cheek and all the women had sparks in their eyes.

“You’re going to have so much fun…” whispered one sweet, young thing.

“Why don’t you girls continue without me. I’ll get John fed and off to work.”

Jane led John back to the bedroom, and she was all business. She got out his clothes and rushed him into them. Then she led him out to the garage and said, “Pick up something at McPuckles. And I’ll call you when you can come home tonight.”

John was dazed, but he followed instructions. He headed for work and wondered what the hell was going on. This was a lot more than a few people on the internet. What the hell had happened?

At work it wasn’t much better. Employees were watching him with grinning eyes. Todd kept chuckling and slapping his back. And when he went into the warehouse all the workers stopped working and cheered.

He looked at the clock. It was only eight o’clock and he had a whole day of this to go through. He shook his head and tried to focus on work.

Jane was having fun.

She usually didn’t talk to people much, usually just at the gym, and then it was very work out focused.

But the women in her house all wanted to talk. And they wanted to talk about everything.

What their husbands did, what their neighbors did and how shocking it was, how adorable their children were, and…how much fun it was going to be to handle John.

But they didn’t mention anything about handling her. It was almost like the realizations that she had had the night previous about herself were…not.

Oh, there were gleams in the eyes of the girls doing the basement remodeling, but…but they only talked about John.

Noon came, and a caterer dropped by with a ton of sandwiches. The women, and a few men, sat around the living room and discussed everything from child raising to whether a good spanking would help the man in the White House. The consensus was that it would.

After lunch Jane went through the basement, and she started to see that she was being included in the plans. Still, nobody spoke of her place in the affair.

Then another couple of hours of work—Jane was told to go read a book—and they were done. And the weekend was about to start.

Her name was Mathilda. She was in her fifties, slightly chunky, but an amazing bosom. She had rapidly taken over the ‘construction,’ and now she sat down in front of Jane.

“Jane, dear, for this to work you’re going to have to turn over complete control to a third party.”

“You mean I don’t get to spank my husband?”

“Oh, you’ll get to do that, and a lot, but relax and have patience.”

“Oh.”

“The ladies have voted for me to take control of the festivities, but I wanted you to have the final vote on the matter.” Then she said something that was vague and exciting all at the same time. “After all, it’s your ass.”

“Well, I…”

“I can go over a list of my accomplishments, I’ve been a sex therapist and worked as a dominatrix. I’ve been married and my husbands, who are all tied up in my basement, will all vouch for me. Would you like to speak with them by cell?”

“I don’t think…”

“Very well. Are you in agreement with me taking charge?”

Jane took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“Excellent, then let’s get started. I’ll have one of the girls call your husband and tell him to come home. But let’s get you all settled first.”

Mathilda walked down to the basement. She had a firm stride, firm hips, and seemed very happy and in her element.

“This is called a body spreader.”

The item was a bar with a cross bar at the top and another one at the bottom. Jane got to her hands and knees. Here wrists were attache to the top bar, and her ankles to the bottom bar. She was now in a wide all fours position.

“This isn’t comfort—“

Mattilda put a strap around her head. A dildo was on the inside of the strap and it went into Jane’s mouth.

“MPHMMM!” she complained, her eyes wide.

“It’s okay, Jane,” Matthilda patted her head. Then she took a butt plug with a fox tail on it. She lubed it up and placed it in Jane’s asshole!

Now Jane’s eyes were really wide. She was stretched out, uncomfortable, she wanted to speak, to call this thing off, and her asshole…she hadn’t had anything in her asshole since college, and then only once!

She sat there, her chest heaving, and the women all chuckled and discussed her and used scissors to take her clothes off.

“MPPPHHHMMPH!”

They just laughed, and one of the ladies sat down and began tickling her pussy.

“NOMPH!” Which meant no, and which was totally ignored. Except for the snickers, of course.

Jane knelt, and fortunately somebody put little pillows under her knees and hands.

She tried to rest against the manacles, to relax and let her bones support her.

But the girl behind her kept tickling her pussy, and she kept jerking and twitching.

And, most terrible of all, in spite of the pain of her body position, her pussy liked it.

John was going over reports with Todd. He had finally, after a day of everybody looking at him with grins, focused on his work.

“We’re going to have to move Jimmy to a forklift that day, but if we rearrange the warehouse we can—

Doot de de doot!

John’s head snapped around to his cell phone.

Todd grinned. “You gonna answer that?”

John took a deep breath, then picked up his cell. It was a text:

Come home

That was it. No punctuation. Just a simple command. Or request. Or whatever.

“Time to go home?” Todd eyed John, his lips were curved in a big smile.

“Uh, yes.”

“Don’t look so sad. From what I hear you’re going to get everything you ever wanted.”

John stood up, put his cell phone and wallet into his pockets. “How do you know what I want?”

“Johnnie Boy! You want what I want! What every man wants!”

“Yeah, but—“

“Just head on home, John. I’ll drop by tomorrow to see if you’re still alive.”

Then John was out the door, and everybody was grinning at him.

John arrived home at four twenty. There were a few cars on the street, but no major traffic problems. A couple of good looking women were making sure of that.

There was no sign of the cops.

He parked his car and went through the garage and into the kitchen.

“Hello, John. My name is Mathilda, and I’ll be your host this evening.”

The grey haired woman with the super stacks linked her arm through his. “Would you like anything to eat before we begin?”

John shook his head.

She walked him into the front room where three women sat. They all stood up, and they all held glasses.

“First, you must travel the gauntlet. Drink a drink, move to the next lady, and when you have finished the gauntlet we will take you down to see your wife.”

John had no problem with this. He was dying to see Jane, but when a good looking woman offers a man a drink…well, you know what happens.

John drank the first drink. He gave it back to the woman, and she leaned forward, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled him to her. She kissed him, a gentle press of the lips that lasted, and warmed up his tootsies, and made his ding dong ding.

“There’s an old saying, I’m sure you’ve heard of it,” Mathilda said as she led him to the second woman. “The man drinks the first drink, the first drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.”

John glanced at her as he tilted the glass and sucked down the bourbon and Coke. Then the second woman took the glass and kissed him, and she played with his nipples, palming them, flicking them, and causing his already dinging dong to go ding donging again.

The third woman stepped up and offered John a glass. He took it, drank it, and midway through the drink the third woman placed her hand on his groin.

He was surprised, stopped drinking for a second.

“Drink up, John,” advised Mathilda.

He finished his drink, got his kiss, and the third woman actually got her hand in his pants and started stroking him.

He hadn’t jacked off for a week. He was horny! But the woman only stroked him a little, then Mathilda pulled him away and led him towards the basement.

“You’ve got a wonderful wife, John,” explained Mathilda, “But she has had some misunderstandings about sex and all that.”

“Oh. Uh…yeah.”

Mathilda had a big smile on her face as she walked him down the stairs.

The basement was dark, but he could see a naked person on all fours to the left, and he…JANE!

He approached her, and saw that she was in a super spreader sort of device, spread out and locked into the all fours position.

“Jane, John is here, would you. like to say anything to him?”

“MPHMMMPH!”

“Oh, sorry. Jane has a penis gag in her mouth right now.

John’s dick was half hard, courtesy of the kissing girls, but now it went SPROING!

His wife’s body was visible in all her glory. Her tight muscles, her breasts hanging down, her hair hanging over her face, and…the fox tail! My God! he thought. She’s got a foxtail in her ass!

“MPHOOMM!”

“Before we continue, John, you need to take advantage of your wife’s position. Tell me, does Jane like it doggy style?”

“Uh…”

“Come on now, speak up.”

“Well, uh,” he mumbled, “she usually likes it missionary style.”

“Oh, Lord! How boring! Face to face, can’t even really slap each other’s ass. Well, we’ll fix that. Girls?”

Two women, wearing nothing but flesh, came out of the darkness. They began unbuttoning buttons and pulling his clothes off.

“Hey! Hey!”

But if John wasn’t strong enough to take on one woman, muscular though she was, he stood no chance against two women.

John stood and looked down at his wife’s incredible body.

Mathilda was right next to him. “In talking to Mathilda I realized that she is somewhat of a prude. Only missionary, once a month. Ridiculous. So to break her of that silliness we’re going to need you to fuck her, in a lot of different ways. Right now we’ll start off with the basic doggy style. Get on your hands and knees. Lift up her tail, and take her like an animal.”

“But…” CRACK! “OW!”

Mathilda held his arm as he looked around. The two women were holding ping pong paddles, air holes drilled in them, and they were grinning.

“One of them hit me!”

“And they’ll hit you again, until you fuck your wife doggy style.”

“NOMPH!” yelled Jane.

“And if you still refuse, they’ll spank Jane. Would you like to see?”

“I think this is over!”

One of the girls stepped past him and smacked Jane on the cheek with her paddle. CRACK!

“OWPH!”

John: “Hey!”

CRACK! And John jumped.

CRACK! Jane jumped.

“Now then, John. You understand the consequences, so get down there and do your husbandly duties.

John didn’t want to, but when he got down on all fours he realized something amazing. His dick did.

He could hear Jane sniffling, crying.

“I’m sorry, honey, but—“

CRACK!

“No apologizing. Now do it, John.”

He had no choice. And his dick was making its choice. He lifted up the brown fox tail and shuffled his knees closer.

Her hole was a little low, so he lifted the tail and her ass and fit his cock head to her pussy.

Jane was crying. This was so unhorny! How could anybody like this?

Then she felt the head of John’s cock at her pussy. And he lifted the tail, which caused her ass to go up, and he had access.

John drove in quickly. He knew it must hurt, so he wanted to get it done quickly.

Jane was electrified. She had never been in this position, and it…the cock…it felt like it was going all the way through her. Her pussy, and her body, began to warm up.

John drove in and out. He tried to fuck her quick, but Mathilda put a hand on his shoulder. “Easy, John. Good loving is slow loving.”

John went slower.

Jane made noises, “MMMPH! MMMPHMMM!” but it was impossible to tell what she was saying.

“That’s a boy. Take your time. So many young people fuck like rabbits these days. Where’s the joy in that? Fuck like a turtle and get your real enjoyment.”

It was inevitable, in spite of the fact of having to fuck his wife, John was getting into it.

How could he not?

He held her ail with one hand and gripped her hip with the other hand and drilled into her.

Jane, the silent partner in this arrangement, was stunned. The slower John went, the better it felt. Why hadn’t he ever fucked her slow before?

Then she remembered: because she kept him so horny with the once a month arrangement that when he did fuck he was desperate. Like a rabbit.

For long minutes he rocked back and forth, his rock hard penis plunging into his wife’s soft innards.

Mathilda and the two paddle girls watched, and they were all smiling.

“That’s a good boy, John. Now, before you get too excited, I don’t want you to cum.”

“EH?” his head jerked towards her. “Isn’t cumming the point of fucking?”

“You silly boy,” she shook her head and laughed. “Cumming has nothing to do with love making. Cumming is for children. If you’re not going to make children you, the man that is, should never cum.”

“Now, we’ve got a whole weekend to go through. And what kind of fun would that be if you shot your load right at the beginning? So back off and let’s move to the next station.”

She pushed John back, and he gave a sob. He had been getting real close.

What was surprising was that Jane gave a similar sob. Had she actually been getting close?

They left Jane in her all fours spreader bars and went to the other side of the basement.

“Okay, John. This next one is going to be tough, at least at first. This little device is called a dildo plate.

John looked down. There was a plate, about two feet square, and it was bolted to the floor. In the center of the plate was a rod that rose up, and on the top of the bar was a penis.

It wasn’t big. And it was well lubricated. But…a penis?

“Your job is to stand over the penis bar while we fit it into your rectum.

“Hey! No!”

“Would you rather listen to your wife howl as we spank her bottom?”

“I’m getting out of here!” He took a step towards the stairs.

“We’ve got a girl at the top. She’s holding a fully charged taser, and she really likes using it.”

John stopped.

“Now step onto the plate.”

John stood there, not knowing what to do.

CRACK! “MMMPHOOWW!”

“Okay! Okay! Just don’t spank Jane again.”

“No problem. Put your feet right next to the pole.

John stepped onto the plate. One of the paddle girls got down behind him and raised the bar.

John gasped as the dildo entered his butt. He felt it widening the tissues, spreading everything out, and his nerves shrieked…in pleasure!

“Pretty good, eh, Johnny Boy?”

John gulped.

“Now reach up and grab the little stirrup things.”

John put his hands through the stirrups, and the paddle girl got onto a stool and pulled a strap tight over each wrist. He was now locked in place. He couldn’t step off the dildo in his butt, and he couldn’t get his arms free.

“Very good, John. Excuse me for a minute now.”

She moved into the gloom and John was left hanging, and on a ‘stake.’

A minute passed, and Mathilda came back. Jane was at her side.

“Oh, honey…I’m—“

CRACK!

“OW!”

“Told you. No apologizing. You’re here of your free will, and so is Jane. Now, Jane, you can see how John is presented. He can’t move off the dildo plate, he can’t get his hands loose, and you will observe that his dick and testicles are presented for your pleasure.”

John studied Jane. She had been crying, and she was upset, but…there was a core of something in here. He didn’t know what it was, but…she looked determined.

“What I want you to do is spank his balls.”

“What?”

“Spank his balls. You will notice that his penis, which so recently was embedded in your juicy pussy, is at the wane. When you spank his balls you will find that his dick comes back to life.”

John, held his silence. He had fantasized so much, but the truth was something else.

Jane moved forward, took the head of his cock in her fingers and lifted it, and…

SMACK!

John jumped and howled. “OWWWWW!”

Mathilda grinned. “Isn’t that a nice sound? I like to do this with two or three men and see if I can make them harmonize.”

SMACK!

“OWWW! Don’t! No more! I can’t—“

SMACK!

“OWWWW!”

Jane held his penis, and as she spanked his balls his cock grew larger and harder. Mathilda was right.

“Do all men like this pain?”

Mathilda chuckled. “Like it? I don’t know. But it sure makes them hard.

“Please…please…please…John begged.

SMACK!

“OWWWW!”

“Of course some men can’t take it. But they are just sissies.”

SMACK!

“OWWWW!”

Yet John couldn’t argue with the fact of how hard his cock was. And it was pulsing. In fact…a little more and he might cum!

“That’s enough, dear. Let’s move down to the next station.”

Mathilda and Jane moved down the basement and left John dangling…and supported by a dildo on a stick. John looked down, and saw that he was dripping. And now that the spanking was done…he wanted it.

But how could that be? It had hurt!

And John, for the first time in his life, started to see the relationship between pleasure and pain.

The next machine was like a bicycle, but horizontal. Jane would lay in the machine, her butt fitted to a saddle, and peddle. Peddling made a dildo come up out of the saddle and then go down.

“Have a seat, dear. Time to use that delicious pussy of yours. You realize that a pussy is like any other muscle. It needs to be taken out for a walk every night.”

Jane sat on the saddle. One of the paddle girls checked the lubrication, then angled the dildo so it would go into her pussy.

Jane waited, her heart pounding. She had grown to like being fucked doggy style, and spanking John’s balls had provided her with a thrill. But this thing…it was…weird.

Still, when she pushed the pedal down the thrill shooting up through her pussy was amazing. It was a big dildo, and it felt so good shooting into her.

“Don’t peddle, yet, honey,” said Mathilda. “You just sit and anticipate and I’ll tell you when. It may be a few minutes.

John was standing on the dildo. He gave a wiggle every once in a while, tried to find a position where he wasn’t so trapped, but there was little he could do.

Mathilda came out of the gloom. She put a strap around John’s head and buckled it. He wondered if it was the same penis gag that Jane had had.

Mathilda had one of the girls loosen the dildo bar and the big thing slid out of him.

Oddly, he missed it. He missed the way it woke up all his nerves.

“You’re very erect,” she said, “And we have to fix that.”

One of the girls held a bowl of ice water and Mathilda took his cock and placed it into the bowl.

John jerked, would have pulled back, but Mathilda had his cock in a firm grip.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“There, there. Just relax and get over it.”

His dick couldn’t help but shrink, and when it did she put a ring over his package and a tube over his cock. He attached the two pieces and padlocked them together.

She smiled, and he groaned as his cock tried to get hard, but couldn’t.

“All right, let’s move along.

She led him down to the end of the basement. They were standing behind a curtain, and he could see a saddle with a penis coming out of it.

“Have a seat, John.”

John thought about resisting, but he couldn’t. Jane was still held prisoner. Besides, he had enjoyed being stuck on that dildo on a stick. And the spanking of his balls had really made him erect.

He sat down on the saddle and one of the paddle girls reached under and put a large glob of lube into his asshole. Then she fitted the fake dick to his asshole. It wasn’t in all the way, but it wasn’t going to fall out, either.

When John was all settled Mathilda nodded and yelled. “Start peddling, Jane.”

Immediately the dick rose up into John’s ass.

He gasped, then it withdrew.

And entered.

And withdrew.

And…on and on it went.

John was groaning through the penis gag. This was even better than the dildo plate.

Mathilda nodded to the paddle girls and they took down the curtain.

Jane was on the other side of the room, peddling a bike. There was a chain across the room to a sprocket under John’s contraption. Jane was getting a cock up her pussy with every cycle of the peddles, and John was getting a cock up his man pussy.

He groaned, and their eyes met.

She wondered if he wanted her to stop.

He wondered if he could convey to her that she should keep going.

She slowed down for a second, but at a command from Matilda she sped up again.

“A little faster, Jane. John is dripping, but he’s got a long way to go.”

Jane sped up, and it felt so good. For the first time in her life she understood what sex was, how good it could feel.

One of the paddle girls bent down and started sucking on John’s cock.

Jane didn’t mind. For the first time in her life she wanted John to have pleasure, the same pleasure she was getting.

“Don’t worry, Jane. We won’t let poor John cum. He needs to save all his cum for you. Are you ready for the audience?”

Jane’s eyes opened wide. Audience? She had totally forgotten all the talk on Facebutt.

Yet, she had agreed.

Mathilda spoke to one of the paddle girls. “Start bring them down.”

A constant stream of onlookers made their way into the basement. They watched the bicycle dildo thing and marveled, and quite a few of them asked if they could try it out.

Mathilda agreed, and let John and Jane off the bicycles.

John and Jane watched as people lined up for the bicycles.

At the other end of the basement people were getting into the all four spreader bar, and wedging themselves onto the dildo plate.

And there were other machines in the basement. Spankers, ball crushers, machines to cause varying degrees of pain and pleasure, and everybody was trying them out.

Mathilda took John and Jane by the arm and led them back to the stairs. John, having been fucked so thoroughly, walked a little bowlegged. Jane felt like she had a wet sponge between her thighs. Every step felt like moisture was squishing out.

They went upstairs and into John and Jane’s bedroom.

“You’re all broken in now. You understand how delightful all this can be. But there is one thing that we must do. I believe it is your fantasy, John, but Jane really needs this.

She sat John down in Jane’s vanity chair and commanded Jane, “Make him up, dear. Make him beautiful. And don’t worry, I’ve got people with everything you might need. You need a wig, or earrings, just speak up.”

Jane sat down next to John.They looked at each other and they started.

She put fingernails on his fingers, and painted them and his toes.

The color was bright red, and his fingernails were very long. He held them up and clicked them together.

She looked down at his locked cock and giggled. She touched it, and grinned. “The perfect man.”

She did his face. She cleansed it and primed it and got it ready for color.

Mathilda watched for a while, then went to check on the proceedings.

People walked up to the house, were matched against a list, then led down to the basement.

Todd paid a visit, and was disappointed that John and Jane were busy. But the TV was showing and endless loop of them going through their paces.

Jane colored his eyes, lengthened his lashes, plucked his eyebrows.

John watched her in the mirror, and he watched himself change.

“I think I make a better woman than I do a man,” he said at one point.

Jane didn’t say anything, but she agreed.

A wig was selected, ears were pierced and earrings dangled from his ears. She helped him into underwear and gave him big breast forms.

John’s dick was going crazy now. It wanted to get hard in the worst way, but it was in prison.

Finally, John was done. Mathilda walked him and Jane into the living room, and a small crowd cheered. Then Mathilda walked them down to the basement.

The smell of sex was pungent. They could smell pussy and sweating dick everywhere. It was as pungent as a skunk’s spray, but quite heady and pleasurable. People had been cumming down here, and there were even splashes of body fluids on the equipment, on the floor, and even on the walls.

Mathilda stopped them in the middle of the basement and turned them to her.

“John, some women are built to be in charge. Jane is one of those women. I think it’s pretty obvious that you’re not that kind of person. You’re more submissive, more gentle. That you found each other is amazing, but wonderful. So, John, Jane is about to take you to bed. She will be the alpha, and you must do everything you can to appreciate her strength and her power. Are you ready?”

John was ready, and he gave a nod of his head.

“Excellent. Lights, please.”

A bright light went on to the side of them, and they saw that most wonderful of sex toys, a bed.

“John, if you would bend over the side of the bed. We’ve tried to make it the right size, so just bend over and get ready.

John went to the bed. He was beautiful in a blue dress. His face was gentle and delicate.

Jane moved up behind him.

Mathilda did the honors, lubricating his ass with a couple of fingers.

John groaned as she reamed him, and felt the wonderful slide of finger flesh over anus rim.

Mathilda stepped back. “Okay, Jane. It’s time.”

Jane stepped forward. She had a strap on around her hips, and a big, black dildo projecting from her groin.

John gripped the bed. He wasn’t frightened, but he knew how momentous this was. He wanted to do his part well.

Jane pushed into him, and he arched his back and groaned.

Everybody in the basement began to cheer and clap and shout congratulations.

Jane fucked his ass gently and with love. She moved in and out and adjusted to his squirmings.

His squirmings, for the most part, were just an attempt to get better connection.

“I love you, John,” she whispered as she kissed his ear.

John grunted with pleasure.

“You can watch all the porn you want, but I’ll only let you out every once in a while. You’re going to have to learn to control yourself…and you’re going to have to learn how to please me.”

John nodded and gripped the sheets as she plowed him.

“Matthilda said you can have an orgasm through your butt. She called it a prostate orgasm, and this dildo is designed to please your prostate. So I want you to cum, John. Don’t hold back. This is the way you’re going to be cumming from now on, anyway. So give me the juice, John.”

It took a while, and some serious coaching, but John kept working, and Jane kept fucking, and then John felt the tsunami start up inside him. He felt the muscles twitching, the heated up innards. He felt the swelling of white hot heat, then his eyes were rolling and he was groaning loudly.

Jane smiled, and was glad.

And John smiled.

Their lives had changed, and for the better.

END
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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!
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‘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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