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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!


PART ONE

He knew something was wrong as soon as he got home.

“Hey, babe, are you ready to go?”

Susan came out of the bedroom and she acted…strange.

“You okay?” Errol asked.

“Oh, yeah.” She giggled.

“Well, are you ready to go?”

“Not yet.”

“Let’s get ready! The show starts in an hour!”

“Oh, yeah. The show.”

They had tickets for the latest Marvel Movie, ‘Hulk Marries Wonder Woman.’

“Honey, are you all right?”

She giggled, spun on her heel and swayed back towards the bedroom. She looked over her shoulder and called, “Keep up if you can, stud.”

He blinked. It was like she was drunk. She was just too uninhibited, too loosy goosy.

He followed her into the bedroom.

She took off her blouse, and her large breasts jutted out.

He grinned. Nothing wrong there.

“You like my tits? Honey?”

He grinned. “I like them fine.”

“Want to fuck ‘em?”

“I do, but I just managed to get these tickets. We’ve got to go.”

She hefted her breasts at him, “Would you like to have a pair of bazoombas like these?”

He laughed. “Sure. But after the movie.”

She pulled her dress down and fell on the bed. Face down. Her rump sticking up most invitingly.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

“Right as rain,’ she mumbled into the mattress.

He grabbed her arm and helped her stand up. She fell into him and hugged him. Her breasts pressing against him.

“Come on, lover. Stick it in the beaver.”

“God, I’d love to. Have you been drinking?”

She found that funny and laughed uproariously. “Me drunk? Yeah, on love.”

“What are you wearing?” He moved her back and she sat on the side of the bed.

“Clothes.”

“What kind of clothes? I’ll help you get dressed.”

“You’re going to help me? Whee! I want nylons, garter, teensiest panties I got. The one with the thong that feels so good on my crack.”

He shook his head and opened her dresser. He looked through her underthings, and that was a job he liked. Like most men, he got off on women’s underwear. He tossed her the thong and the garters, then handed her the stockings.

“What dress you want to wear?”

“Something that shows off my bazoombas. I wanna show flesh tonight. I’m feeling pretty darned sexy.

Errol went into her closet and found a black dress that was tight on the top, a cross over top, and flared just a bit over the ass. Especially her round and delectable ass.

“What have you ben drin—“ He stopped and stared at her.

Susan was pulling up her panties and he could see a pink thing sticking out of her pussy. “What’s that?”

She giggled and smirked, “That’s my new vibrator.”

“You’ve got a vibrator?”

“All the porn stars are wearing them,” she explained with a laugh, and she pulled her thong up and gave a squeal as the string in the back rubbed her anus. She began to move the string up and down. “God, that feels good!”

He gave her the dress and helped her into her garter.

“Why are you wearing that?”

“Shhh!” She said. “Don’t tell anybody,” she looked around, “but it makes horny. It makes my clitoris sing. It makes me cum. Wanna see me cum?”

He was half laughing and half wondering what the heck was going on. “I’d like to, but not right now.”

She groaned and squeezed her legs together. “Oh, that was a little one. But it still feels good. Orgasms always feel good, don’t they?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he chuckled as he rolled stockings up her legs. he loved the feel of her flesh encased. It was like he was putting the world’s largest rubbers on two cocks. He had an image of a woman walking, two cocks for legs, and laughed.

“Okay, let’s try that dress on.”

She stood up, wavered a little, and managed to put the dress on her.

It was tight, her boobs were showcased, and she said, “Not good.”

“What’s wrong?”

She performed a maneuver that required the utmost flexibility. She unsnapped her bra through the dress, reached through the cross over of material, and pulled her bra off. Now her boobs really showed. Her nipples pressed through the material and she reached up and pinched them. “Oh, yeah. Now we’re talking.”

“You’re going like that?”

“Oh, yeah. Sexy wexy. Wanna fuck?”

“Uh, yes. No. After the movie.”

“I’ll be all cummed out by then. Better fuck me now.”

He laughed, helped her into her high heels, and marveled at her.

She was dark-haired, scintillating  blue eyes, a face any model would die for.

She moved into him, wanted to kiss him, but he said, “Better put your make up on while I get ready.”

“Oksy doksy,” she muttered.

He undressed, his penis was quite erect due to her shenanigans, and pulled on clothes.

She put one hand on the bedpost and bent a little bit and groaned. “Oh, fuck. That was pretty good.” She shook her hips, which made her boobs waggle, and turned to him. “Better fuck me now, sweetfart.”

“Sweetfart,” he snickered. Man, she said she wasn’t drunk, and if it really was the vibrator that was doing this to her…well, good for her. But he had the feeling she was heading for embarrassment.

Ten minutes later they were in the car and driving. Well, he was driving, she was scrunching around in the passenger seat and having a good time.

“Fuck, Errol, this thing is driving me crazy.”

“Maybe you better take it out.”

“No way!” she exclaimed. “This feels too good.”

“We’re going to be in a crowded theater. You sure you want to deal with an exploding pussy in the middle of a crowd?”

“Exploding pussy. That’s good! You’re funny.”

She had her hand between her thighs now and was jilling off.

“Honey, we’re in traffic!”

“You are. I’m in heaven. Oh….oh, fuck!” She twisted her hips and made spasmodic humping movements. “Heysoos. That was bigger.”

Errol guided the car through traffic, and he thought maybe he should pull over and make her take it out. The only reason he didn’t was that she was a) having a good time and b) he thought it was funny.

He had seen her drunk, and this was very close to that. Laughing, joking, off the cuff.

She lay on the passenger seat and gulped air. Her hands snuck up to her boobs and she began rubbing her nipples. “Oh, God. I’m going to go again. AHHHH!”

Multiple orgasms. He had no idea how she was going to control that in the theater.

Up ahead was the side parking lot and he pulled in and waited for a valet.

“Honey, you better take that out.”

“Yeah, maybe,” she was acting dizzy now. And she was actually a little cross-eyed.

The valet arrived and Errol received a ticket. He walked Susan into the theater. She was almost out of it now. She spoke like a drunk when she did speak, but mostly she mumbled, and gave the occasional jerk and twitch as her pussy went off.

“You want to go to the bathroom?” He hinted.

But she was out of it. She wasn’t functioning, she was non compos mentis.

She looked at him, and suddenly they were being moved along by the flow of the crowd. Errol watched the bathrooms pass by and he shrugged. Oh well, carpe diem.

They walked down the aisle, Susan hanging onto him, and found their seats in the fourth row on the aisle.

They sat, and Susan leaned onto him and mumbled occasionally. And her hips shivered every couple of minutes.

The movie was a bomb. It was one of those movies that was so bad that the audience made cracks that were funnier.

“Use the pickle on her, Hulk,” was shouted out several times.

Somebody started calling Wonder Woman ‘Wonder Boobs,’ and the crowd started cheering.

It was so bad that nobody left. They wanted to be able to say they sat through the stinkiest movie in the world.

And, worse for Errol, but good for Susan, the audience thought she was just being funny. Susan started groaning in orgasm when Wonder Woman was on the screen.

The first time everybody was silent. The second time somebody in the row behind them joined Susan for the orgasmic sounds. Shortly after that whenever Susan had an orgasm and moaned aloud, the whole theater did.

Everybody thought Susan was a comic genius. Errol just wanted to shrink down to a nubbin and sneak out.

Finally the movie ended. A few people glanced at Susan and grinned. But Susan had passed out. Errol sat with her until the theater emptied. Then he reached between her thighs and pulled out the vibrator.

Susan gave the biggest groan of the night and cried out, “No! I need that!”

Then Errol managed to get her to her feet and walk her out of the theater.

“Wakey, wakey, rise and shakey!” Errol drew the drapes back and sunlight flooded the bedroom. Susan groaned and turned over.

Errol sat down next to her and pulled on her shoulder.

“No,” she groaned.

He kept pulling and she finally turned on her back and looked at the ceiling. “Oh, fuck.”

“Are we having pleasant memories?” he asked as he handed her a cup of coffee.

Susan struggled upright and took the coffee. “Oh, God, what did I do?”

“Had a good time. Would you like to insert this again?” He held out the pink vibrator.

She turned her face away. “Never again.”

“What? You don’t like cumming?”

“Not that much. It was like I was totally drunk. I couldn’t control myself. I hit some sort of sexual excitation plateau and couldn’t get off. Why didn’t you stop me?”

“Because you were having so much fun. Besides, you were…obstinate. You didn’t want me to take it out. And what would it look like anyway? Me throwing my bitch down and reaching up her pussy and pulling out a toy…her screaming ‘No! No! Leave it in.”

Susan managed not to sputter. she sipped her coffee and the memories rolled in.

“Was the movie any good?”

“Thanks to you it was great. Do you remember asking everybody in the theater if the Hulk’s sperm was green.”

“Oh, shit.” She put a hand over her face and handed Errol the empty coffee cup.

“And when you started having orgasms everybody started making the sounds with you.”

“Oh, God! Enough! I’ll never have sex again as long as you live.”

“Me? What do I have to do with it?”

“I don’t know, but I can’t blame myself, right?”

Errol laughed. “Come on. It’s Saturday and I want to hit some garage sales.”

Susan crawled out of bed, stood up and said. “I’m a little sore. And my pussy feels like a steam roller ran over it.”

“But, honey,” whined Errol, “You said we could do it this morning!”

She groaned, he laughed, and he said, “I’ll get breakfast ready. Hurry your buns up.”

Ten minutes later Susan walked into the kitchen. She still staggered a little, and she put a hand to the wall to hold herself up.

“Man, this is worse than a hangover, isn’t it?”

“You have no idea.”

“I have a little idea. Sit. Eat.”

Susan half collapsed onto a chair at the kitchen table. Errol had prepared a plate of sausage and waffles, dripping with syrup. As she ate, Susan began to recover.

“I am sore inside. Any idea how many times I came?”

“Well, every five minutes for a two hour movie…that’s about 24 times right there. Then add in the time from when I came home…I would say 35 or 40 times.”

“Holy sweet Heysoos. And I certainly feel like it. I feel like I’m all stiff inside, and it hurts, in a nice way, to just pee.”

“Poor baby. If I might ask a question?” he raised his eyebrows.

“Sure.” Her eyes were starting to perk up now, and she was taking an interest in the world.

“What the hell possessed you to do that last night?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I was actually looking at your computer history  early in the week and I came a cross a whole slew of windows about women fisting other women.”

“Oops. My turn to blush.”

“Nah. It was cool. I got off on watching it, and then I noticed that a lot of them had that wicked, little pink vibrator inserted in their vagina. I was watching them play with themselves, get themselves off, and they looked so happy. So, I thought about it, and I ordered one.” She shrugged.

“You know, the vibrator that you had doesn’t look like the ones that the porn stars wear.”

She looked at him. “Really?”

“Really. Let’s go look and see what you bought, and see what the porn stars are wearing, and…let’s go look.”

They finished gobbling their breakfast and headed for the computer room.

“See? The ones the porn stars use are a little longer, and a little slimmer on the bulb end. The curves are a little less severe. The one you bought is more curved, probably fits tighter against your G spot.”

Susan stared at the screen. “Well, I guess that explains something.”

“I guess…” Errol went to shut the window and she stopped him.

“Wait.”

“What?”

“Upper left hand corner. Men.”

Errol saw the little box. Right next to the women box.”

“Oh, no,” he said.”I’m not even…”

She placed her hand over his and pressed down. The window opened and she began to read.

‘This product can be used by men. It is perfectly safe and will give hours of fun. Make sure you use lots of lube…’ she glanced over the paragraphs describing heaven in a vibrator, then she looked at him.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to end up a blithering fool.”

“Chicken?”

“Come on, don’t do that!” He hated it when she assaulted his manhood.

“Bawk, bawk?”

“Stop it you cunt,” and he was actually irritated.

“Men!” Susan huffed. You can’t kill ‘em and you can’t shove a vibrator up their ass.”

“Look, I saw you last night.”

“It won’t be the same. Read the ad again.”

He didn’t want to, but she guided the mouse and read, “Men will love the easy orgasms. Once they have inserted the Super Duper Love Weenie they will have trouble taking it out.”

“I don’t want to have trouble taking it out. I don’t want to turn into a butt nympho.”

“Oh, I understand now…you’re afraid you’ll turn gay.”

“We’ve played with my butt enough to know that isn’t true.”

“But, honey! I’m living proof that it’s fun! You really have to try it.”

“Nope.”

And there the argument ended. But it wasn’t over.

They went garage sale-ing, and Errol had a good time. Usually he put up with it, Susan being the super spender when it came to people’s junk spread out on tables in the driveway. But Susan was in an especially good mood. She just acted freer, chatted and joked with people, whispered humorous comments about stuff on the tables.

People laughed, and she was really sort of the hit of the party.

Errol drew the quick conclusion that she was still ‘under the influence,’ which she readily admitted.

“Honey, when the world become one long orgasm it changes you.”

She looked at him and grinned. It was a challenge.

He smiled wanly, and drifted off to a table laden with rusty tools.

That afternoon they went over to Sam and Wendy’s house for a barbecue. Sam was his golfing buddy and Wendy and Susan were thick as thieves. They threw pieces of cow on the grill, tossed down the bourbon and Coke, and chitted and chatted.

At one point, while Sam was talking about wrist action helping him get ten more yards out of a drive, Errol looked across the pool. Wendy and Susan were sitting in patio chairs, legs over the arms, talking about…the Super Duper Love Weenie.

He couldn’t hear them, but from the animated expression on Susan’s face he knew what they were talking about. And from the expression on Wendy’s face…she was more than interested.

That was women for you. They could talk about sex in the most uninhibited way. He had a trouble doing that.

“What are you thinking about, buddy. You haven’t heard a word I said.”

“Oh, sorry. I was just watching the girls.”

“You certainly were. So what’s happening between those floppy ears of yours?”

Errol studied his friend, he thought about the fact that women could talk about sex so easily, and he decided to try.

“What do you know about vibrators?”

Sam smiled. “I know they’re Wendy’s best friend.”

Errol gave a big blink. He hadn’t expected such a forthright answer.

“Sometimes I wonder if she likes the big dildo better than my own not inconsiderable pecker. I mean, if I owned stock in a battery factory…why do you ask?”

“Uh…”

“Uh oh. It appears that the little wifey is getting her jollies and leaving you out.”

“Not really.”

“Well, then?”

Errol was just drunk enough to be honest. Besides, the girls were obviously talking about it, why shouldn’t he?

“Susan discovered a vibrator that makes her keep cumming and cumming.”

Sam grinned. “Don’t tell Wendy.”

“I think it’s too late.”

They looked across the pool. The girls were now leaning forward, face to face, and. very intent.

Sam yelled, “Hey!” And the girls looked at him, and they looked a little guilty.

Errol’s face turned a little red. He had forgotten how blunt Sam could be.

“Are you bitches talking about sex?”

They laughed and Wendy flipped her husband off.

“Ha!” muttered Sam. “They are.”

A short time later the steaks were done and the girls were called over. They sat and ate and Wendy asked, “So, Errol, when are you going to try out the vibrator?”

Sam spluttered, then laughed. “So that’s why you were asking about vibrators.”

“I have no intention,” stated Errol haughtily, ignoring Sam’s laughter.

“Why not?”

“Because I saw my wife make a fool of herself last night.”

Susan frowned. “You think I was a fool? I don’t remember anybody at the theater saying such a thing.”

Errol knew he had said the wrong thing. Stupidly, he tried to double down. “Okay, not fool, but everybody was laughing at you.”

“Laughing at? Or laughing with?”

When Errol was silent Sam chuckled.

“And what about that time you came over here and got drunk and went swimming with no clothes?”

Errol blushed. “I…okay. So I’m not innocent. But I don’t want to put something up my butt.”

“You have before.”

Sam and Wendy were turning their heads back and forth like they were at a tennis match. Wendy chuckled. “She got you there.”

Errol was getting a little irritated now. “I’m sorry I brought it up. I take everything back.”

“Don’t get mad on us, Errol. We’re all having fun.”

Susan sat back. “I’m not having fun, and I want to prove that Errol is wrong.”

Susan’s manner was intense, and Errol stood right up to her. “How are you going to do that?”

“I’ve got the vibrator in me right now.”

Everybody blinked. Sam and Wendy looked at each other and giggled.

“Right now.”

“I put it up my butt, like you have to, just to prove that it can be done.”

“How does it feel?” asked Wendy.

Susan turned to her friend and smiled. “It feels really good. It’s like getting a really professional massage right where it counts.”

“But you haven’t had an orgasm!” Errol blurted.

“Nope. It just feels good. It’s not rubbing my G spot, it’s just…it feels good.”

For a long moment nobody said anything. Then Wendy blurted, “I want to try it.”

Everybody sat back at once. Wendy put her hand over her mouth.

Sam said, “Well…”

Errol’s eyes were big.

And Susan said, “Want to try it right now?”

“Sure.”

“Wow,” said Sam.

Errol was now blown away. He just sat there and wondered what volcano would erupt next.

“Come on.” Susan took Wendy’s hand and they headed for the house.

Sam and Errol just sat there.

“Want another drink.”

“Two,” responded Errol.

“Four it is.” Sam went to the bar and put ice in glasses, added the Coke and the bourbon, and returned. The two men sipped quietly.

“Wendy likes sex,” said Sam, appropriate of nothing.

“This is weird.”

“In a cool way.”

Inside the house Wendy and Susan went to Wendy’s and Sam’s bedroom. The girls giggled and Susan lifted her dress and lowered her panties. She reached around behind and gripped the vibrator by the little end sticking out of her ass. She pulled, gasped, and held it up.

It was vibrating. Silent but hard. Susan twisted the knob on the end and the vibrations stopped.

Susan held it under the water, soaped it, rinsed it, and handed it to her friend. “Use lube.”

Wendy: “I’m naturally juicy.”

“You’re not planning on putting it in your pussy, are you?”

“Yes.”

“No, don’t,” she placed a hand on her friend’s wrist.

“Why not?”

“”Because the front hole has a G spot. It vibrates on that and you’ll run down the street humping lamp posts.”

Wendy grinned. “But what if I want to run down the street humping lamp posts.”

“Normally I’d say knock yourself out. But I’m trying to convince Errol to try it. If he sees you go crazy he’ll be harder to convince. If you go out there humming he’ll wonder, and be more amenable.

“But I want the whole nine yards.”

“Please, Wendy. I’ll bring it over this week and watch over you as you go crazy.”

Wendy bit her lip. “Well, okay. But you have to promise to bring it over. I really want to see what this ‘going crazy stuff’ is.

“Pinky swear, girlfriend.”

Wendy got out the vaseline and coated the vibrator. She pulled her dress up and lowered her panties and tried to put it in.

“My hands are shaking,” she said.

“Lay down. I’ll put it in you.”

“God, this is exciting.” She lay down.

Susan took the vibrator and ran her finger over Wendy’s button. Wendy gasped.

Susan put the vibrator to Wendy’s hole, paused, then slipped it in.

“That was easy.”

“So is this.” Susan turned the end of the vibrator and it began to buzz.

“Oh, shit!” Wendy gasped. “This is fucking cosmic!”

“I know, but wait until you feel it on the front hole.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Here’s something to help you think about it.” Susan inserted her finger into Wendy’s vagina and her friend gasped and arched her back.

Susan grinned and wiggled her finger around, rimmed Wendy’s hole, pushed it in and out. “What do you think.”

“Oh, you fuck!” Wendy moaned.

Susan pulled her finger out.

Wendy lay back and took deep breaths. “I can’t believe it!”

“And yet when your pussy isn’t stimulated it just feels good.”

Wendy focused on the sensations in her asshole, and she nodded. “God, that is good. I’m going to get two.”

“Two?”

“One for the pussy and one for the butt.”

The girls giggled.

“Think you can walk?”

“Or die trying.”

Susan helped Wendy to her feet and the woman stood there, wavering a bit, then she straightened up her clothes.

“How did you even walk?”

“It was easy. After all, I’ve had it on the G spot. The asshole is about ten times more mild after that.

“Wow,” Wendy said. “If this is mild…”

“Come on, let’s go act normal in front of the boys.”

They linked arms and sauntered down the hallway, giggling and chuckling as they went.

Wendy stepped out on the patio and felt the Super Duper Love Weenie. Every time she took a step it seemed to zap her harder.

“This is why you didn’t wear heels today.”

“Yep.”

They circled the pool and Sam and Errol watched them.

“How’s it feel?” asked Sam.

Wendy lifted a thumb up and said, “I think I need a drink.”

Errol watched closely. Wendy seemed excited, but she wasn’t out of control like Susan had been. Still, her eyes were brightly lit and she had been swaying a bit when she walked.

“What’s it feel like,” asked Errol.

Susan smiled, this was the first actual interest Errol had shown in the device.

“It’s like somebody sucking on your clit with every step you take.”

Errol blinked. He hadn’t expected such honesty.

“So you like it,” asked Sam, handing her a drink.

“I love it. I’m going to get two. One for each hole.”

Errol was watching the girls closely. Wendy was acting pretty normal, just a sigh every once in a while, or a wiggle of the butt. Nothing like what had happened to Susan the night before.

Wendy turned to Sam. “You have to try this, honey.”

“I think I will.”

“Right now?”

“I’ll wait until you get yours. Then we can both be horny at the same time.”

“Oooh,” Wendy gave a heavy sigh, which caused her chest to jiggle, which Errol loved.

“Well, there you go,” said Susan. “I’ve tried it, Wendy’s tried it, and Sam is going to try it…you know who that leaves?”

Errol chuckled. “I’ll settle for being a happy audience for a while.”

“But how long?” Wendy leaned in. He could see the excitement in her eyes. You can see that we like it, and I’m sure that Sam will be happy. So why put it off?”

To the side Susan was smiling. Wendy was going to bat for her, and that would make it easier.

“Let’s just say I’ve got a ‘wait and see’ personality.”

“You know,” put in Sam. “I’m going to do it, and I’ll go before you if it works out that way, but…why not? You know it’s going to be fun.” He turned to Susan, “Has he ever tried any anal stuff before?”

“We’ve played, but…not much.”

“So he’s anal retentive.”

“Hey!” Errol blurted, but he was grinning.

“Tell you what, let’s make a pact. Let’s sit here and drink until Errol says yes.”

“And not only says yes, but actually does it.”

“You guys are ganging up on me.”

But everybody was laughing and joking and nobody seemed truly serious.

“I think that’s a wonderful idea. Wendy, let’s pour this shabby excuse for a man a drink.”

The girls went to make more bourbon and Coke, and Errol said, “See what you’ve gone and done?”

“Ah, hell. You know you want to. I’m curious. The girls want to see what happens. Why not?”

The girls came back and placed drinks in the boys’ hands. Sam and Errol toasted and sipped.

“Did you make mine a little strong?” whooshed Errol.

“Oh, no,” lied Susan cheerfully. “Now, about this idea of you having an exploding prostate.”

“A what?” asked Wendy.

“He said I had an exploding pussy the other night. So I figured if he actually got the courage to take the big step, maybe he’d have an exploding prostate.”

“I wonder if he’ll start dribbling. You know, you press on the prostate and it controls the flow of semen…” Sam was very matter of fact as he mused.

“Exploding balls?” asked Wendy? “Exploding cock?”

“You’re just scaring me more,” responded Errol.

“Oh, honey, you know we’re kidding. The same way you were kidding last night. Tell me you didn’t have fun last night.”

“Yeah, but it was at your expense. I don’t want it to be at mine.”

“Hell,” said Sam. “If that’s all you’re worrying about…I promise not to make fun of you, to have fun, but be respectful of your feelings.”

“Me ditto,” said Wendy.

“Double ditto?” asked Susan, then: “Here, let me fill that drink for you.”

“Not so strong this time, please. I think my tonsils are pickled.”

“Your tonsils aren’t pickled,” said Wendy. “When you sound like a girl, all high pitched and squeaky, that’s when your tonsils are pickled.”

“”Well, whatever. I don’t—“ he deliberately squeaked and everybody laughed.

He cleared his throat. “I mean…” he spoke in a squeak.

“Excuse me but—“

He squeaked, and everyone was in hysterics.

Susan handed him a drink.

He sipped, blinked, felt the world go around once, and said, “Okay.”

At first nobody realized he had agreed. They all laughed and were talking about something else. Then Susan realized he had said something, and in a curious two second memory she blurted, “Yes?”

He shrugged. “Why not.” I’m drunk, I’m horny. I didn’t get to fuck last night, or this morning, so maybe if I get so horned up like you did then it won’t matter. Maybe I could have a hundred orgasms.

“All right!” Sam gave him a high five.

“You’re the man, Errol,” Wendy grinned at him. Then: “Come on. I’ll take it out and help you get it in.”

Susan started to open her mouth, but Wendy spun on her. “What?”

Susan backed off with a laugh. She raised her hands and said, “Knock yourself out.”

“Now remember, Wendy. He’s supposed to be getting a little fun, not a lot of fun.”

“I’ll remember that, hubby dear.” She took Errol’s hand and pulled him off the lounge chair. As they walked towards the house she said, “And how big was your cock?”

Behind her Sam put his face in his hands and said, “What a bitch.”

“But at least she’s your bitch.”

“That she is,” and he smiled.

Wendy led Errol down the hall to her bedroom. She turned her face back to him and smiled conspiratorially.

They entered the bedroom and she didn’t even hesitate. She lifted her dress and pulled her panties down. Errol had a full view of her asshole, of the little pink end of the vibrator sticking out. She grabbed it and pulled and it came out easily.

“Nice asshole,” grinned Errol.

“It certainly is. Let me wash this for you, then I’ll lube you up.”

Errol waited, listened to the sound of water running in the sink. he was nervous, but drunk enough not to let the nervousness show.

Wendy returned. She was holding the vibrator in one hand and a jar of lube in the other. “Bend over, Rover. Mama’s got a bone.”

Errol felt a sensation that was almost electric surge up through his chest.

He undid his buckle and zipped and dropped his shorts. He hesitated, but only for a second, then bent over the bed and pulled his underpants down.

Wendy walked up behind him and scooped a glob of lubricant out of the jar. “This is going to feel good.”

She slapped the goo on his asshole and started massaging it into him.

“Hunh!” he grunted, and it felt good.

She pushed her finger into him.

“Hey!”

“Sorry, slick, but I have to make sure you’re properly greased up.

Errol bit his lip and she swirled her finger around his rim.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Doesn’t that feel good?”

“I hate to admit it.”

“Then don’t. Just enjoy.”

After a minute she slathered lube on the vibrator. She put it to his brown button and gently inserted it.

“Oh, my God!” Errol blurted. He suddenly felt full. He felt like peeing, and knew that the thing was pressing on his prostate.

“Okay, handsome, are you ready for the thrill of a lifetime?”

“You’re the boss,” he gasped.

“Yes, I am.” She twisted the little knob on the stem of the vibrator and…IT BROKE!

Wendy stared in stunned surprise. She tried to grip the little stub still attached to the vibrator and it slipped from her fingers and went into his asshole.

Errol suddenly felt like a white sheet had been thrown over his eyes. His groin roared like a race car, and he felt the thing go deeper.

“That’s…that’s…that’s…” he stuttered.

“Oh, my God!” yelped Wendy. Then she yelled, “Susan!”

Errol felt pleasure shooting through his backside. His cock became instantly erect. It throbbed, it pulsed, it felt like he was going to cum.

“Fuck…” he whimpered. He was laying on the bed and he couldn’t stand up. His legs were weak and his hips were shivering.

Footsteps running down the hall.

Wendy was ashen faced. She held up the little pink end. “It broke.”

“It broke?”

Errol slid off the bed, it felt like his balls were exploding with pleasure. He was having trouble focusing on the world.

“It broke off inside him!”

“What’s going on?” asked Sam.

“The vibrator broke inside him! It’s all the way inside him!”

“Oh, my God!”

And they all looked at each other while Errol lay on the floor and giggled.


PART TWO

“What are we going to do?” Susan’s eyes were big and she was panicked.

“First, we calm down,” Sam said. To Errol. “Errol, buddy, how are you doing?”

Errol lay on the floor, drooling, he looked up and said, “Man…”

“Okay, let’s get him up on the bed.”

They all helped Errol up and moved him onto the bed. Errol wasn’t much help. He kept wiggling his hips and laughing. His underpants were still down and his cock was sticking out like a baseball bat.

“Errol! Errol!” Sam shook Errol’s face.

“Hey, buddy. This is wild. You gotta try it. It feels like your whole asshole is orgasming.”

“Okay, let me look at his butt.”

Giggling, Errol resisted, and Sam said, “Roll him on his belly, hold him down.”

The girls pushed Errol over. Susan pushed his hands up and lay down, half on one arm and pushing on the other.

“Hey, baby. I’ve got an exploding butt.”

“Great, Errol,” she managed.

Wendy helped Sam pry his legs apart. Sam spread Errol’s butt cheeks apart and looked at his asshole.

“Think you’re going to need a flashlight, good buddy,” Errol quipped.

Sam groaned and wiped his fingers in the excess lube. He pushed a finger into Errol.

“Whee! Now we’re going where the sun don’t shine!”

Sam wiggled his finger and tried to feel the end of the vibrator. He did. He could feel it an inch in.

“Okay. I can feel it.”

“Kiss me, honey, I’m getting awfully horny.”

Dutifully, trying to keep him from wiggling or otherwise distracting Sam, Susan kissed him.

He threw himself into the kiss. He really was horny.

“Okay, I’m going to try two fingers.”

“Two fingers? Sounds like a drink.”

Sam stuck his index finger and his middle finger into Errol’s asshole.

The odd thing was that Errol was loose. He was loose because the vibrator was making his prostate dance, and the resulting euphoria was overwhelming.

Sam managed to get two fingers in. He felt around, he could actually get his fingers over the stub of the vibrator, but he couldn’t close them hard enough to get a real grip. His fingers kept sliding off the lubed up bit of plastic.

“Fuck,” whispered Sam, irritated at having the thing slide out from between his fingers for the umpteenth time.

“Use, three fingers.”

“Yeah, use three fingers,” Errol chortled. “Hey, isn’t that the size of a dick?”

Sam tried, and tried, and tried, but the broken end of the vibrator was simply too slick and he couldn’t pull it out.

Meanwhile, the vibrator was going crazy. Errol was starting to shimmy his hips. His pecker was stiffer than stiff, and his balls felt like they were going to explode.

“God! I gotta cum!”

“Honey, take it easy.”

Errol laughed. “If this isn’t taking it easy then I don’t know what is. I’ve got my best friend with half his hand up my ass and all I want to do is cum. Am I gay, yet?”

“No, honey. You’re not gay.”

“Okay. I can’t get it.” Sam backed away and Wendy let Sam’s legs come together.

Susan got up, and Errol went into the fetal position. His hips were jerking violently and his hand went to his cock.

“What are we going to do. Stop that, Errol.” Susan slapped the hand that was trying to grab his cock.

“Aw… I want to squirt.”

“Okay, two points. I managed to get the end off,” Sam held up another piece of pink stem. “What’s left inside is like an egg. I didn’t feel any jagged edges, not even a rough spot. Damned Chinese must have glued it on, and done a pretty poor job of it.

“Second thing, we could take him to the hospital, how’s your insurance.”

Susan turned white.

“We’re between programs. We couldn’t afford Obamacare, and we haven’t found another insurance we can afford.”

“Okay. I’ll be honest. I’m in charge of getting insurance for the guys in my company, and it is expensive.”

“How expensive?”

“Thousands. Easy. Emergency room. They’ll soak you.”

“What can we do?”

“Well, if he can wait until Monday you can do a simple office visit. A hundred bucks. Maybe less if you know the doc.”

“Oh, man,” she looked at Errol, and slapped his hand away from his penis. “I don’t know.”

“Hundreds versus thousands,” said Wendy. “I think it’s obvious. We’re going to have to babysit him.”

Errol hips were twitching worse now, and his eyes were dazed.

“But why is he acting like this? He doesn’t have a pussy; it’s not like he has a G spot.”

“No, but a man’s asshole is like pussy. Sometimes we call his asshole a man pussy. And he has a P spot. And when the P spot goes off apparently the man feels the most powerful orgasms possible.”

“Stop that!” Susan slapped Errol’s hand again.

“Just want to get off. I need to get off.”

“Okay,” said Susan. “Can we keep him here?”

“We can. We can let him sleep here.”

“You think this beast is going to sleep?” asked Wendy. Then: “Look, he’s cumming.”

But Errol wasn’t cumming. He was being drained. The pressure on his prostate, the vibrations shaking his core, pre-cum was flowing out of the end of his dick.

“That’s not cum. Not yet. Just pre-cum. But I’ll bet he starts cumming soon.”

“What’ll we do?”

“First, let’s put some towels under him. Then, uh, Wendy…?”

“Yeah?”

“You don’t happen to have those handcuffs I bought that weekend, do you?”

Susan stared at her friends. “Handcuffs?”

“Uh, yeah. Just to…uh…”

“You don’t have to explain.”

Wendy went into her walk in closet and returned with a shoe box.

Susan slapped Errol’s hands again. “Stop that!”

“But, honey! I need to!”

“Well, you don’t get to.”

Yet he kept trying to grab his penis and jack it.

“Okay, let’s fasten him down. Face up.”

They stretched Errol out and put the handcuffs on his wrists and ankles, and then to the bed posts.

“Hey!” Errol start humping the air. His hips rose and fell, and his cock was standing straight up.

“Calm down, buddy.”

“Tell that to my exploding dick.”

But it wasn’t exploding, not yet, and with his hands fastened to the bedposts it didn’t look like he was going to make it.

“Okay. What now?” asked Susan.

“Now we take turns watching him.”

“I’ll go first.”

Sam and Wendy went out to the living room where they discussed the situation. Susan sat on the edge of the bed and watched her husband go crazy from the vibrations delivered to his sexual organs, to his reproductive apparatus.

Errol groaned and humped the air.

Susan watched him for a moment. His pants were still down and his pecker exposed, so she tried to pull his pants up.

“Ow!” he said, his stiff dick not feeling good about the tight pants confining him.

Susan let it go and his dick went back to sticking up.

Time passed, and Errol was definitely out of his mind. Susan remembered the feeling of being blank except for lust, she remembered her body trying to get off, and not being able to stop.

That’s what Errol was going through now.

“Honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for this to happen.

“Hey,” he answered, “Blow jobs are free.”

She didn’t feel too sexy, but Errol kept asking for sex, a hand job, a blow job, anything.

“I can’t do that, honey. Getting you off isn’t going to relieve the situation.

“Yeah, but so what. I just want to put my dick in you.”

Susan lay down next to him. she snuggled, and she said, “Why don’t you try to get some sleep?”

“With an exploding dick? Hah!”

After an hour Wendy came in. Errol was writhing, humping the air, and he looked over. “Wendy! Come here and sit on my dick.”

Wendy giggled. “You have got to be kidding.”

“No. He’s obsessed. He can’t stop trying to get his hands loose, and he begs me to play with him.”

“Heysoos. Well, go ahead and play with him.”

They looked at Errol, laying on the bed, humping around and drooling, and they noticed his dick.

Semen was leaking out. Drop after drop. Not enough to exhaust him, they didn’t think, but enough to be a constant leak, always.

“Fuck.”

“No thanks.”

Wendy looked at her friend, and it was obvious what she was thinking.

“Are you serious?”

“It’s a dick. Look at him. He’s out of his mind and he’ll never know.”

It was true. Errol was mindlessly sexing. Uncontrollably trying to mate.

What sexy phantoms had taken over his mind? Who did he think he was fucking.

And he said: “Oh, Jane. I love you.”

Susan blinked

Wendy giggled. “Jane? Who’s Jane.”

“There’s no Jane.”

“How do you know? Does he have a secretary you haven’t met? Has he been at a bar with the fellows and come home late?”

“No and no!”

“And, if he had…would it really matter?”

Susan turned to Wendy.

“Come on, girlfriend. It’s only sex. And, just for the sake of argument…what if he did boff some bitch named Jane? The sweetest revenge you could have would be to fuck him, right now. Enjoy yourself while he doesn’t even know it.”

Susan considered it.

She knew Errol was true blue. She knew enough about his life, she was around him enough, he never acted weird or funny, like he might if he had fucked somebody, but…

“What do you say, girlfriend? Are you going to share the wealth?”

“What would Sam say?”

“I’ll go ask him.”

“Are you serious?”

“If course I am. Sam and I…we play around. He’ll be fine with it.”

She looked at Errol, humping, his cock leaking, his eyes glazed, mumbling things and, now that she listened, calling out names. Julie. Sandy. Elizabeth.

“Just think. We fuck him, and he doesn’t know it. Would that be the ultimate gotcha?”

Susan suddenly covered her mouth and giggled.

“Ha!”

“It’s true. It would be a gotcha, and, you know, it’s exactly the kind of gotcha that Errol would pull.

“Okay. You want to hop on and ride the hurricane while I go ask my hubby for permission?”

For answer Susan started taking her clothes off.

Wendy put a big grin on her face and headed out to talk to Sam, and Susan climbed up on the bed. “All right, honey, every man’s dream.”

She squatted over him.

He was so out of control he didn’t know where his dick was, let alone what to do with it. She reached down and grabbed it and guided it to her pussy. She sank down and gave a mighty groan.

God! This was good! She wasn’t fucking an entirely unconscious person, but she was fucking an unaware person.

And damned if it didn’t feel good!

She began to go up and down. She didn’t need any lubricant because he was providing plenty with his stream of endless man seed.

She grabbed her tits and began to ride him in earnest.

Errol might not have known what was happening, but he responded.

How could he not? The feeling of satin rubbing on his cock and he began to thrust up and down violently.

“Oh, honey,” said Susan. “You’ve never been better! And you don’t even know it!”

Errol just kept mumbling things, the occasional girl’s name, and he humped and bumped.

Oddly, there was a feeling under Susan, and suddenly she realized what it was. She could feel the vibrator through his flesh. It was powerful, shaking, and she could feel it on her pussy.

She grabbed his nipples and worked it. She twisted and ground and his cock had never been better.

“Oh, honey…” Now she was feeling a little dazed. Her hubby wasn’t just fucking her, he was like a human version of a Sybian machine.

“Well, look at you.”

Susan turned her head. Wendy and Sam were standing at the door and grinning.

Gasping, Susan asked, “Are you…going to…fuck him?”

“Long as I get to watch,” chimed in Sam.

Susan turned back to the business at hand. “You’re watching.” She licked her lips and pulled on her tits and began rocking back and forth, taking him all the way in, letting him almost all the way out. All the way in. Almost all the way out.

Wendy came to the side of the bed and looked at her friend.

“Oh, baby. You should see yourself.”

Susan’s head was lolling on her neck. She muttered. “Cell phone.”

“Fuck, yeah!”

Wendy ran down the hall and returned with her cell phone. She walked around the bed and shot close ups and angles, then she placed the phone on the dresser and let it keep recording.

Meanwhile, Susan was going out of her mind. Who would have thought an unconscious husband would be better than a conscious husband?

Sam sauntered over to the bed and looked at the look of pleasure on Susan’s face.

“I’d like to suck your tits.”

“Oh…yes…please…do!”

Sam leaned forward and held her breasts. He moved his mouth to one tit and began suckling. With the other hand he fondled her other breast.

Susan gave a mighty groan, and that was all it took. She grabbed Sam’s head and pulled it to her chest and her pussy let go.

“Oh…fuck!” Her hips spasmed and she would have fallen off Errol’s dick if she hadn’t been holding on to Sam.

Sam grinned through the violence, nibbled, and eyed Wendy, who had come up to watch.

Then Susan fell forward. Sam grabbed her and helped her off. She clung to him and he helped her to the vanity chair.

Meanwhile, Wendy was climbing onto the bed. Her face held a fixed expression and she licked her lips. “Oh, baby. I want this.”

Sam turned just in time to see Wendy sink down Errol’s shaft. The look on her face was of shocked pleasure. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “Fuck!”

Sam chuckled and came over to the bed.

Wendy bounced up and down and barely glanced at Sam.

Sam reached behind her and placed a finger on her asshole.

“Oh…no…don’t…you…”

Sam did. Wendy lurched and twisted and it felt like Errol’s cock was reaming her whole hole out.

“You fuck,” she whimpered as Sam wiggled his finger in her. With his other hand he reached in front of her and began pulling on her nipples.

“Oh…please…please…”

Wendy rode the rocket up into the stratosphere. Like Susan she could feel the vibrator shaking through flesh, and it stimulated her clitoris and her whole pubic area.

Sam literally shook her by the tits and asshole, and she couldn’t stop herself. She gave a yowl like a cat whose tail had been stepped on and the orgasm washed over her. She arched her back, her pussy spasmed, then she slumped over.

Sam caught her, then he helped her off Errol.

On the bed Errol was blank in the eyes, humping helplessly, caught in a lifetime of pleasure and not knowing it.

The three friends watched Errol for a while.

“We’re going to have to fuck him again,” said Wendy.

“I know.”

“Too bad there’s only two of you.”

Wendy looked at him. “You’re not!”

“He’s not what?” asked Susan.

Wendy turned to her.

“He wants to sit on Errol.”

Susan blinked. “Are you…gay?”

“Nope. I just know a good thing when I see it. Do you mind?”

Susan shrugged. “Knock yourself out.”

She was curious. She wanted to see this.

Sam undressed, folded his clothes and rubbed lube onto his asshole. He took his time and made sure he was slick.

“Let me help,” Wendy said. She came over and Sam bent over and she slapped a load of lube into his asshole.

Susan was stunned. She watched the proceedings in wonder.

“Okay, baby. Go get yourself porked.”

Sam climbed up on the bed. He poised over Errol’s dick, then lowered himself.

His face took on a look of pleasure as the cock sank into him. He grabbed his cock and began stroking it as he rocked back and forth. “You can feel the vibrator in him.”

The girls watched, Wendy with a grin and Susan with wide eyes, as Sam wiggled and waggled and took all that Errol had to offer. He stroked his cock in time with the upward thrusts of Errol, and he reached down and fondled his balls.

“Come on,” said Wendy. “Let’s do his nipples.”

The girls each took a nipple and began chewing.

Sam groaned and arched his back. “Heysoos! Baby! I’m going to shoot!”

Wendy let go of his nipple and dropped her head into his lap. She engulfed his penis with her mouth and slapped his balls.

With a roar Sam let loose. His innards clenched and let go. Semen shot up his shaft and out of the head of his cock.

Wendy held her position and gobbled up his seed. A bit squeezed out of her mouth, but she caught almost all of it.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” Sam kept muttering as his balls emptied. Then he was done. Climaxed and emptied out and done. Moving like an old man, he rose up and Errol’s dick was revealed. Still stiff, still drooling, still wanting.

The weekend passed. And the girls and Sam stayed quite busy.

On Monday morning Susan made a phone call, and they all bundled Errol up and walked him down to the car.

All the way to the doctor’s office Errol was humping. His juice was flowing, and he wasn’t really conscious.

They took Errol in through the back door and a nurse trying to stifle her giggles put them in an exam room.

Five minutes passed, Errol’s penis was drooling all over the place and his pants were soaked. Finally, Doc Hatcher walked in.

“An insertion gone awry, eh? Errol, why don’t you lay on…can he hear me?”

“He’s a little dazed, Doc.”

“Hmm. Well, if you could bend him over the table I’ll take a look.”

Quickly Errol was bent over a table and his pants pulled down.

Doc Hatcher picked up a flashlight and parted Errol’s cheeks.

He straightened up after a minute and asked, “What, exactly is in there?”

Susan had printed off the ad and Errol handed him the end piece.

“Ah. yes. Cheap Chinese products.”

“Can you get it out?”

“Sure.” He slid his swivel stool over to a drawer and opened it up. He took out a pair of needle nose pliers.

“Crap. I have those.”

The doc laughed. “Yes, but do you know how to use them?”

“I think so.”

“So you’ve gone to medical school, studied for years, and…you know…” he was looking into Errol’s asshole again. “…I knew a fellow who thought he knew how to use pliers.” He carefully inserted the pliers into Errol’s ass. “He end up grabbed the small intestine. Turned the patient inside out. Really quite messy.”

Sam laughed and the girls giggled.

“You’re full of shit, Doc.”

At that moment Hatcher extract the pink vibrator and made an interesting discovery. The pink vibrator had stopped up Errol’s waste disposal system, and now it let loose.

PHHHHHT! And a huge turd spurted out and landed in the doctor’s lap.

“Oh, my.”

Everybody started laughing, and Sam said, “Who doesn’t know how to use pliers?”

Doc Hatcher had a sense of humor. Shit all over his white coat, he turned to Sam and said, “I think we’re going to need a bigger boat.”


EPILOGUE

“I don’t really remember much,” Tom said. It was the following week and they were having another barbecue. “I just remember feeling, it was more like I heard…a little cracking sound, then everything got really cartoony. I remember laughing, and I felt like I was cumming, but Susan said I didn’t.

“Well, you drained a lot of fluids, pre-cum and then cum, but it didn’t look like you had an orgasm.”

“I do remember wanting to cum, and in the worst way. But then everything is like I was floating on an ocean and little bits and pieces float in and out. So I really never came?”

“Nope.”

They were eating steaks and drinking bourbon and Coke.

“Man, that’s weird. I mean, Susan said I didn’t, but when I started coming out of it, after the doctor’s office, I felt like I had cum, and I didn’t want to ever cum again.

“It’s true,” said Susan. “He’s had absolutely no interest in sex for the last week.”

“Sex, ew!” Errol gave a shiver.

“Well, that’s too bad,” said Sam. “Because we just got a pair of Super Duper Love Weenies. We sort of wanted to try them out.”

“Try them out?”

“We have two. We figured two of us could try them out and the other two could watch over us.”

“Hunh. That sounds like a good idea.”

Susan turned to her husband. “So you’re willing to try the Love Weenie out again?”

“Sure. I mean, I don’t recall much of what happened, and it was a malfunction, anyway. Maybe this time I could keep my wits about me. So, what about it? Any volunteers for the Love Weenie?

“I’ll do it,” stated Wendy.

“All right. That okay with you guys?” he asked Susan and Sam.

“Sure.”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, shall we go, Wendy?”

Wendy stood up and took his hand. “Back in a sec, guys,” she tossed back as she and Errol went into the house.

The couple went into her bedroom and she said, “Okay, Errol. You drop the drawers and I’ll get the lube.”

Errol unbuckled and lowered his pants and under pants.

Wendy slapped the goo on his asshole and he grunted with pleasure.

“Say,” he asked, while Wendy ran her fingers around his rim.

“Yeah?”

“So what really happened last week? Did I do anything to embarrass myself? I ask Susan and she just laughs.”

Wendy pushed the vibrator into his butt and he grunted. “Fuck, that feels good.”

“Okay, Errol. You ready for the rocket ride?”

“Sure, but can you tell me what happened last weekend?”

“Sure. This.” She turned the little knob on the end of the vibrator and Errol’s eyes rolled back and he flopped across the bed.

END
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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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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Losing Control!’

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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