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PART ONE

“Okay, honey, don’t wait up for me.”

“And this is just a…a ladies meeting?”

“For the tenth time…yes!”

Lisa turned to me, aggravated, and fair took my breath away. She’s easily the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six, dark hair, green eyes that look almost cat-ish, and a body that never quits. I mean, 36-24-36. And the nipples…ooh la la!

And I am so lucky I got her that—I admit it—I’m jealous. Like, REAL jealous.

I mean, how do I know she’s not seeing some guy?

She doesn’t come home smelling of sex, or booze, or anything like that, but she’s always going out to this female club of hers. Or so she says. But why would she make herself all beautiful for a bunch of women?

“Sam, I do this every week. I meet with my friends, we chat about the problems of the day, we—“

“What problems? Like what kind of problems?”

She gave a sigh. “Well, sometimes it’s about politics, sometimes it’s about personal relationships, sometimes—“

“What about personal relationships?” Aha! Now I would find out.

“Oh, Maisy has a little boy who’s potty training. Shiela has a husband who tends to be a little pushy. We just talk it out, give each other advice…that sort of thing.”

“And nothing else?”

“Sam! What is this? An inquisition?”

Aha! She avoided answering! There’s got to be something there.

She came towards me then, and I felt my manhood surge. I really loved her, and it would kill me if she was cheating on me.

She patted my cheek. “Sam, we can talk about this when I get home. But right now I’m going to be late.”

“Okay.”

“She air kissed me, then walked out the front door.

I stared after her. She had the most beautifullest, roundist, swayingest ass on the planet. And I was so terrified that somebody else was tapping into it.

I made up my mind.

She closed the car door and I grabbed my motorcycle helmet.

She started the car and I went to the garage.

She backed out and zoomed, and I opened the garage door, started my bike, and zoomed after her.

I was going to find out. Once and for all.  No way she was going to be cheating on me!

I edged forward with no lights and peeked around the bushes at the side of the yard. She turned onto the next street.

Vroom! I had my bike up to eighty, then slowed down. She was at the stoplight, and I waited, and, finally, the light turned I moved into traffic, and I turned my lights on.

It was easy. I stayed a half a dozen cars behind her. If I was caught by a light I could easily power through traffic and catch up. If the traffic slowed I could just hunker down and all she would see would be a helmet. In the gloom of the evening there was no way she could tell the motorcyclist was her own sweet, loving husband.

Heh heh.

She headed for town, down the Main drag, and into the parking lot at the Ford building. The Ford building? I had been in there, did some duct work for them last year. The top floors were apartments, the bottom floors had a few businesses. But the businesses were closed at this time of night, so she had to be going to somebody’s apartment!

I waited at the side of the street and watched. Cars zoomed by, but I had a clear view of the lobby and the hallway leading to the back.

Lisa had parked her car towards the back of the parking lot, and she came striding out of the shadows. God, what a sexy woman. Click, click, click, I could almost hear the heels tapping. I could certainly see the curve of her calves, and the thrust of her bust.

Lust filled me, and jealousy. I was almost ready to cry, seeing her sexy and…and going to meet somebody. Somebody other than…me.

She pushed through the front door. There weren’t any other women, so that had to be lie. She wasn’t at some woman’s meeting.

She walked through the lobby and down the hall. She stopped at a door and looked around. Checking to see she wasn’t followed, no doubt, and then she pushed on the door and entered.

I sat on my bike and considered my options. I could wait for her at home. Or I could confront her in the parking lot. Or…maybe I should go in and see what that door led to.

I parked my bike in the parking lot on the other side of the building. I locked the tires and the helmet, and sauntered along the sidewalk.

As I said, shops. A flower shop. A high end bicycle shop. A dress shop.

I rounded the corner of the building and went through the entrance.

It was quiet. After hours. Just perfect for some girl to cheat on her husband. Oh, Lord, I was messed up over this. To be so in love, and then find out that…that my wife was cheating!

I walked down the hallway and came to the door she had gone into. Huh! This was nothing more than a large room? Sometimes used for storage. But, wait a minute, that made sense. They stored beds in there!

The sign on the door was just taped on.

LSS

Meeting tonight!

LSS? what the heck was LSS? Latter Day Saints? No, that had a D in it. Last Song Syndrome? No. that made no sense.

I stood there, my hand on the knob, and considered busting in.

But what if I was wrong? What if it was something else entirely.

I had to find out. But I was loath to bust in. What to do? What to do?

I snapped my fingers. Aha! I had it.

Like I said, I had done duct work at this building, and the main duct was easily accessed through the maintenance room.

I quick walked back down the hallway, over to the side of the lobby, and…the door to the maintenance room was unlocked!

I stepped inside and looked around. Yep, everything was just as I remembered it. Work bench over there, heating over here—oh, good a flashlight—and a ladder to…the ducts!

I set the ladder, grabbed the flashlight and climbed up. The grate swung open and I looked down the darkness.

It wasn’t bad. Ducts are usually pretty clean, nothing but filtered air runs through them, so I began the crawl.

I passed by a couple of businesses. Cool and dark, all closed up, and if i was a cat burglar I could make off with the loot. Heh heh!

I went through a couple of junctions, and was very careful not to make a sound. The grate to the storage room was just ahead. I crawled over the thin metal extra careful now. I heard a squeak, somebody needed to screw in the supports better, and then I was there. I lay on my side and looked into the room.

It was no longer a storage room. They had made it into a meeting hall. There were chairs in a row, a raised dais for a speaker, and…women!

Just a bunch of women, sitting in the chairs and listening to some babe give a talk. All dressed up and…and I couldn't see Lisa.

I peered this way and that. I studied the backs of heads. No Lisa!

But this was the right building! That was the door she had entered.

Oh, there she was! She had been leaning forward and I hadn’t had a full view of her. I smiled.

God, she was so beautiful. My heart swelled with love.

And she wasn’t cheating on me! I felt a huge surge of relief wash through me. Then I began to listen to what the babe at the podium was talking about.

“…the statistics are rising, more and more men are being confirmed.”

Confirmed? For what?

“Fortunately, in spite of this rise, we are able to isolate the truly alpha men. They will be our breeders, and we will even be afforded a bit of pleasure as the new society takes shape.”

There were a few handclaps, and giggles, and I wondered what she was talking about. Breeders? Alphas?

“I do want to caution you, however, to be VERY strict in your assessments. The man MUST show a predilection for cross dressing, or have an obvious set of mannerisms before he is selected for change. We are not here to change men against their will. Yes, once a softer man is targeted we may use all means necessary, but the number of Alphas is so low that we must err on the side of caution. Once we have identified a subject, however, we must act firmly and surely.”

I listened for a while, but she really wasn’t saying much. At lest, not much that I could understand. Changing men? What did that mean? And identifying targets? Sounded like so much gobble de gook to me.

I started to back up, then stopped. I heard that squeak again. Metal rubbing against metal. If I moved they might hear me. So I just relaxed and laid on my back and waited.

I could hear the murmurs of voices chit chatting. Bunch of stupid women. Talking about relationships and stuff, and changing their men. Hunh! Silly.

Time passed, but I wasn’t bored. I had found out that my wife was true to me, if just a bit wacky about this club of hers, but that was all right. Everybody needs a hobby, right? The main thing, the most important thing, was that I now knew she loved me.

“I’m lucky,” that was my wife’s voice! The meeting had apparently ended and she was standing right under the duct talking to somebody else. “My husband is a real Alpha. He is not only excellent at making love, but he is kind and considerate.”

“You are lucky,” responded another another voice. “My husband turned out to be a real milquetoast. He was one of the first men the LSS ever changed.”

“And how is it…” their voices faded and I realized they had moved away.

Well, that was okay. I had found out what I needed to know. My wife loved me, and she even thought I was one of these Alpha guys, whoever they were. Fine with me. I would be an Alpha Dalpha gravy or whatever…it was time for me to leave.

Beneath me the women all moved around nibbled on Danish cookies and drinking herbal tea and crap, they would never hear the squeak as I backed out. Heck, I could be on my bike and home in minutes, and nobody would ever—

CRASH!

The damned duct gave way! The squeaky bolt had broken or come out, or whatever, and the duct fell and split apart. It collapsed slowly enough that I wasn't going to be hurt, but I felt a sinking sensation as I plummeted, then I fell out of the end of the duct and onto the floor. I sat there in shock and listened to the yelps and screams.

Oh, fuck.

“It’s a man!”

“Who’s he?”

“What happened?”

The voices rose into a roar, then subsided, and an ominous silence grew.

I was surrounded by women. Hard-eyed, stony-faced women.

The woman who had been speaking pushed through their ranks and stared down at me. Up close, she had grey hair, but you would never notice. She had a young woman’s body and no wrinkles.

“Well, well. What do we have here?”

“Sam!” Lisa burst through the crowd. Stopped and stared down at me. “What are you…why did you…” and she stopped. Officially speechless.

“Oh, crap,” I muttered, I moved slowly, checking out body parts, and got to my feet. I rubbed my butt where I had landed. A little sore, but no big deal.

“Is this yours?” asked the grey haired woman with the big boobs.

“He’s my husband, Sam.”

“I’m sorry, honey. But…I guess I got a little jealous.”

The woman with grey hair. “Jealous?”

I turned to her, it was none of her business.

Lisa looked down at the floor. “Yes.”

“And does he exhibit any other traits?”

“What is this?” I asked, frowning.

“He…he rides a motorcycle.”

“Aha! Putting on a manly demeanor, showing that he is really unsure of himself. Anything else.”

“Well, I…”

The grey-haired woman moved closer to my wife, “It’s for the better, dear.”

“Lisa, I’m sorry, but I just had to know—“

“Quiet down, Sam. We’re deciding your future.”

“My future,” I blustered. “I make my own future.”

She gave me a look then, sort of a…snickery…look. She asked my wife, “Lisa?”

“Well, he…he shaves his legs.”

The women standing around me all gasped.

The grey-haired lady turned to me.

Lisa looked up at me. “Oh, Sam. If only…” then she was quiet.

“What the hell is going on here?” I asked. “What are you trying to pull.”

The grey-haired lady spoke to the women around her. “Ladies, set up the chair.”

Huh?

Several ladies moved away, the crowd shifted, I had a sinking feeling.

“Oh, Sam…if you had just waited at home, like a good husband,” Lisa’s voice was so soft I could hardly hear her.

“I am a good husband! Come on, now. Let’s get out of here and go talk. I mean, I just got a little jealous, and—“

“Sam?” The grey-haired lady linked her arm in mine. She wasn’t showing any strength, but she deftly moved me around. “I’m sure you have lots of questions, and we have lots of answers. So come over here and you can sit down and we can have a talk.”

She moved me away, women were moving around me, and I looked over my shoulder at Lisa.

She was just standing there, looking at the floor. She was so sad. Her hair hanging down. Even her beautiful boobs seemed to be drooping.

“Wait a minute,” I protested. “I need to talk with my wife, and—“

“Oh, you’ll be talking to her,” she made it sound cheerful.

In front of us the women moved aside and I saw what looked like a doctor’s chair. It had those split legs things and it was sturdy, and…and the grey-haired woman turned me.

“Just have a seat, and I’ll have a seat, and I’ll explain everything.”

She was using a calming voice, and I didn’t feel threatened anyway. She pressed my chest gently and I found myself sitting down. I placed my arms on the rests and…and two ladies were waiting. They flipped straps over my wrists, velcro connected, and I was suddenly confined to the chair.

“Hey!” I tried to get my arms loose, and two ladies snapped two more straps around my ankles. Now I couldn’t even kick anybody. “What the fuck is this!?”

A final strap was pulled around my abdomen. Now I couldn’t struggle much at all.

“Let me loose!” I yelled. “Get me out of here!”

The ladies all just stepped back and waited.

I struggled, but there was no way I was getting loose. The chair was solid, and I was caught.

Finally, I looked up. Lisa was standing in front of me. “Oh, Sam, if you had only been a good husband and waited for me at home.” She shook her head.

“Lisa! Call the police!”
She moved forward, she kissed my cheek. “Things will be different now, Sam. You do what these nice ladies say, and I’ll see you at home.”

“Lisa?”

She turned around and shuffled away. Shuffled, in high heels. I had the feeling that I had really hurt her.

“Lisa, wait!”

The crowd closed behind her, and over the heads of the women I could see a far door open and close. I was alone. Except for fifty crazy bitches!

“Okay, you fucks! Let me loose!” I snarled.

The grey-haired lady moved to a place in front of me. She had a folding chair, and she unfolded it and sat down. She looked at me with level, grey eyes. Sparkling eyes. Even though she was older, there was a sexy command presence to her.

“Hello, Sam. My name is Matthilda, and I am the leader of this chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

LSS! So that’s what the sign on the door meant!

“If you’ll be patient, and maybe polite, I will explain what has happened, and what is going to happen to you. You would like to understand wouldn’t you?”

I was silent.

“Understanding will make this procedure more….endurable. And when it is done, you will be in a much better place.”

“Lady…”

“Matthilda.”

“Matthilda, I am going to sue you for everything you’ve got. This is false imprisonment. Kidnapping. I’m going to own you when I’m done.”

“Please note, ladies, the bluster. This is common when a potential sissy has been found. A real Alpha, aside from not getting caught in the first place, would never bluster. They deal in action, not mealy mouth threats.”

The surrounding ladies all nodded their understanding.

“You’ll see how mealy mouth I am when you’re in a cell looking out.”

“Sam, society is changing. There is less testosterone in the males, the women are becoming more Alpha, and yours is a shrinking breed.”

“Let me go!” I demanded.

Matthilda turned to the ladies and said, “Since Sam can’t control his mouth, we will have to control lit for him. Penis gag, please.”

Hands touched my head, something went over my head, and then they were pushing something into my mouth. I struggled, I sputtered, I held my lips tight, but then one of them grabbed my nose and held. A long minute passed, my heart was pounding, I was getting weaker, light-headed, then I gasped for breath, and the penis gag went into my mouth.

The thing was actually shaped like a miniature penis, it filled my mouth and all I could do was sit there, stunned, as they fastened the strap in the back.

“MMMMPH MMMPH!”

Matthilda just watched and waited. Finally, nothing to do, I stopped trying to yell past the penis.

“Well, Sam, you are now holding a penis in your mouth, and you have been effectively stoppered. I want to say we can get worse, a lot worse, unless you comply.”

“MMMPH!”

She waited. I stopped trying to talk.

“As I was saying, society is breaking apart. This is actually a real and physiological change. As the need for men decreases, and the need for women increases, a third sub species is created. Sissies. Sissies will do the housework for the new society. They will offer oral pleasure to women, those women who don’t have access to one of the Alphas.

“Alphas are studly men, big cocks, and the mindless yet focused desire to please women. Sexually.”

My eyes were open, staring, she was talking nonsense. A new species? Men dying out, except for a few…a few breeders? This was all bullshit!

“You are currently sitting in a state of the art Sissy Chair. It has come to us straight from Stepforth Valley, and you should be honored that you will be the first to experience it.

“Since you have exhibited the traits of a sissy, we are going to help you transform. This will include super hormones to change your physique at a much faster rate than is normal. We will also outfit you. This includes a complete make over. By this time tomorrow morning you will be a woman. Sort of. You will look like a woman, but your penis, unless you are very fortunate and have a bit of Alpha in you, will be quite shrunken. In fact, you will have taken the first steps to transforming into a woman. Unfortunately, it is extremely rare that men undergo a complete change. That takes time, and then you must be deemed worthy. You must prove to be a good sissy before we will administer the procedure that will change you all the way.”

I glared at her. That was all I could do. She was obviously a nut case, escaped from the local looney tunes bin.

“Let me just finish this—I guess it is an orientation—by saying that yours will be a frustrating existence. While you will love being a sissy, serving womankind, you will also be frustrated. After all, your penis will be shrunken, your pussy will not be obvious nor functional, yet you will respond to sexual stimulus.

“You will see a woman and want to fuck her. You might even respond to men, and want to fuck them. But you won’t have the apparatus, and unless you are of the ilk that enjoys your man pussy, you will be very horny. We’re going to remove your gag now, and you will be free to ask questions. If you get abusive we’ll just gag you again. So, are you ready to start your transition?”

I didn’t try to say anything.

They unfastened the penis gag and I spit it out. I was ready to give them a piece of my mind, but the looks in their eyes…I bided my time. Showing much control, I said, “You’d better let me go.”

Matthilda nodded. “Good.” Then, to somebody behind me, “The first shot, please.”

I tried to wiggle my arm, but several hands were placed on it, and the weight of bodies held it down. I turned my head, but somebody held it so I couldn’t turn all the way. I did see a female hand, long nails, move a syringe to my arm, and I felt the needle slide through the epidermis.

“Fuck!” I whispered desperately. “I’ve been vaccinated!”

Matthilda chuckled. “Those shots don’t do much. Destroy your white blood cells, inject you with marking dye so you can be tracked, insert some graphene oxide into your body to make you more amenable…but that’s the government for you. Trying to solve a problem that is already passed, and messing it up. No. You will find that our chemicals, designed by the House of Chimera, will work wonders. Your DNA will be enhanced, the metamorphosis will accelerate…you’re in for a real treat.”

The needle was pulled out and everybody waited.

“A treat? Being kidnapped and having my DNA altered? Don’t I own my own body anymore?”

“Of course not,” she answered easily. “Heck, you live in the United States. You haven’t owned your own body for a long time.”

I had nothing to say to that. The US, with all their vaccine mandates, was proof of what she had said.

“Now, you should be feeling a bit of warmth shortly. It takes a few minutes, and then the warmth will become a very sexual feeling. You will experience one of your last true, full-sized erections. Would you like to be masturbated one last time?”

She tilted her head. She was actually curious. I felt like a lab rat.

“Sometimes some of the ladies would like to experience a last dicking of the sissies to be. You will feel quite amorous and be very hard and it will be one of the last chances for you to actually experience a male orgasm. Would you like one fo the ladies to fuck you?”

“What? This is like a last meal? A cigarette before the firing squad?”

“I guess you could say that. But many men appreciate the gesture, and it gives them fond memories in the years to come.

“Lady—“

“Matthilda.”

“Matthilda, you are the last lady in the world I’d fuck. I wouldn’t fuck you with another man’s dick. I wouldn’t fuck you if we were on a desert island and my dick was about to fall off.”

She nodded, a small smile crossed her lips. “An apt analogy. Well, okay. I understand your situation, and I take no offense. Are you feeling anything?”

I was. I was feeling like something warm was shooting through my veins.

“Take off his clothes.”

I blinked. Suddenly I was dazed, like somebody had hit me with a stupid stick, but it was a very pleasant stupid stick. It didn’t even alarm me when a knife appeared and they started cutting my clothes off.

In fact, I giggled as they slit the material and pulled it off me. My jeans left, my shirt left, my underwear went away and nothing was left but my boots, and they started cutting the laces to them. I looked down at my lap. My penis stuck up, big and red and dripping.

“Look at that,” I marveled. “Ain’t it fun?”

“It certainly used to be. Are you sure you don’t want a last hoorah?”

“Sure.”

Well, I did. I had a boner, and the purpose of boners was to fuck. Besides, Lisa had gone home, and, somehow, in some odd way, I didn’t think she cared. It was just a resigned look in her eyes when she had left.

Matthilda looked around: “Any takers for this man’s last farewell?”

Several ladies moved forward. A couple of them were red-faced, and a couple of them were grinning and their eyes were glinting.

“Jamey, how about you? Can you hurry? Maybe we can let a few of the other ladies have a turn.”

“I’ll do my best,” giggled a blonde, stripping off her light sweater. Then her bra, and then her skirt and panties.

“You could have just dropped your drawers and lifted your skirt.”

“Oh, where’s the fun in that?” She climbed on to me, and somebody worked a mechanism at the bend of the chair I was in, and the thing folded out, went horizontal.

I laid there, looking at the ceiling. My penis looked at the ceiling. how fun.

Jamey squatted over me, then quickly lowered herself.

In my dazed state, feeling hot giggles swarming through my veins, my bones knocking with laughter, I felt extra everything. I felt her pussy slide down my shaft, and it…was…absolutely…exquisite!

It felt like the universe had turned into something warm and wonderful and gluey.

“Oh, yeah,” she muttered.

And it suddenly felt like my dick was super-sized, and drunk, and it was wobbling all around, pulsing and throbbing. “Whoa!” I laughed. “How de doo!”

Matthilda laughed, the other women were laughing. It was all fine, everything was good.

“Oh…oh…!”

Jamey was pulled off and a redhead named Rhonda took her place.

So weird. All pussies were the same…and yet they were all different…and the women used them all differently.

I groaned and arched as best I could.

“Yes!” Rhonda cried. “Give me that big peeny!”

I wished I could reach up and grab her large tits. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to cuddle and coo and just enjoy this moment forever.

She, however, just wanted to fuck.

She squeezed me with her pussy muscles. She corkscrewed her hips, and it felt like like my dick was a barber pole, swirling a line of sensation forever upward…then forever downward…forever upward.

“Hurry up, Rhonda. There’s a line.”

“Oh…fuck…fuck!” She blurted, and her hips spasmed back and forth. It felt like she was ripping my cock out by the roots, and it felt so-o-o good.

Another woman. Bouncing, pulling on my nipples, pulling on her nipples, then her back arching, rippling, her pussy jerking and snapping about my cock.

“Fuck….yeah!”

Another one.

They sat upon me, one after another. My penis felt gigantic, and yet like a balloon. My body was swarming with heat, it felt like a bathtub being lifted up and shaken and the water, hot, sexy, nerve exploding water, was sloshing back and forth within me.

“Yes!” I cried as a woman came. I hadn’t cum, but I could feel them cumming, and the joy of them cumming superseded even my own desire to cum.

I was a toy. A fuckstick of gigantic proportions. I was a dildo and a sybian and tool to be used by all women.

Matthilda watched, content to see me content.

 At one point, somebody gave me another shot, and I began to feel different. Real different. My dick was still hard, but it was numb, and they continued to use it. And then I began to come down. To drift downwards into the chair I was sitting in. Sitting. The fucking had stopped. The women had moved back. The chair was upright and I stared at my cock. It wasn’t as hard. In an odd way it felt bigger, but it was like it was a condom, filled with sexy water, and the water sloshed back and forth, and my dick stood up, but it wobbled, like one of those ‘air men’ at car dealers. The kind that are nothing but clothe tubes and a machine pumps air into them and they shimmy and dance but can never quite stand up straight.

“Well, Sam, it’s been fun. But now the real work starts.”

She was standing in front of me. Slice of reality were skipping me. I hadn’t seen her move.

I looked around at the ladies. They were watching me. And I, in a last gesture of delighted resistance, blurted. “Sissy Society? Prove it!”

So they did.


PART Two

I had arrived at the LSS meeting at approximately 7:15. I received half a dozen shots, and my final fucks, by three in the morning.

I sat in the ‘changing chair’ and was dazed. I was naked and incredibly horny. Maybe a dozen women had had orgasms on me, and I had not cum. Yet my dick was all out of hard. It was wavering, a once proud oak and now a sausage full of slush.

“Okay, ladies, are we ready for the accoutrements?” Matthilda was sitting in the chair in front of me, pleased, and the other ladies were either standing to the side, or sitting in chairs behind her. A few had gone home, but most had stayed.

“Wow,” I said, my head feeling like sex pudding. “You’re really doing this.”

“Absolutely. Though, to be sure, you are doing this. You are the one who showed less than manly traits, and thus you are the one predisposed to sissification.”

“Oh,” I said. I felt like I was on a super drug that changed me into a balloon full of jello, and especially my dick, even as it made me more sensitive, more horny, and less able.

“Okay, Linda, you and Barbara do his fingernails. “Sue and Nan, his feet.”

Four women quickly knelt and began working on my extremities. I watched as they slid trays under my hands and feet and began pushing the cuticles back, sanding and trimming. Shortly they were gluing, with superglue, long red fake nails on my digits.

I looked down to see what was happening to my feet, but I kept getting distracted by my wavering cock. It didn’t look so big now. And, in a weird way, the skin appeared to be getting tighter. Like it was shrinking, or the skin was shrinking, and packing my man meat into a smaller and smaller space.

“Beautiful,” remarked Matthilda. “Annie. Get his hair ready. I’ve got extensions coming in.”

A girl named Annie moved up behind me and started stroking my hair, brushing it out, and giving it little snips. A few minutes later a woman came rushing into the hall. “Ah. Just in time,” murmured Matthilda. Look at this, Sam.”

The woman held up hair extensions. They were the color of my own hair, I was about to have waterfalls over my shoulders.

“Ooh, pretty,” I said, not really knowing what I was talking about.

“How’s his chest coming?”

A woman in a white coat was standing behind a large tray. She had an array of extra large syringes, super syringes, in neat order on the tray. “Soon as his nails are done.”

Matthilda stood up and came to me. “How are you doing, Samantha? Or should I call you Sammi?”

“Sammi,” I giggled. I sure liked being this high. I wished I could be this high all the rest of my whole life.

Matthilda smiled. “How did you get here?”

“Motorcycle,” I burbled. It’s in the parking lot over there,” I moved my head to indicate behind the building.

Matthilda turned to a woman. “We can use a motorcycle. Go get it.”

“Hey,” I said, quite conversationally, “that’s my motorcycle.”

“Sammi, you should know that sissies don’t ride manly machines.”

“But I paid for it!”

“And you donated it. Thank you.”

“Oh,” I said, a little bit confused, but that was okay. I liked how everybody was fussing over me. Even my dick, now only half sized, was happy.

“Now, Sammi, we’re going to give you breasts. They won’t be huge, sort of in the middle. They’re temporary. They are called vacation boobs.”

“Ooh, goody. I get titties!”

She smiled. “That’s right. When your own come in they might be smaller, or they might be bigger.”

“Ooh, cool! I want bigger. I want big titties!”

Several of the women listening chuckled, and one of them said, “He was really ready, wasn’t he.”

“Yes,” agreed Matthilda, “he certainly was. We probably got him just in time.”

One of the ladies working on my feet stood back. “Just has to dry now.” Then the other one stepped back.

A few minutes after that the ladies working on my hands stepped back. I stared down at my hands. They were long and slender looking, and feminine. They felt so warm and good, and I had the sudden urge to…to…do dishes.

I giggled.

“What is it, Sammi?”

“I just had the thought…I wanted to…this is weird.”

“Go ahead.”

“I want to do some dishes.”

Smiles all around.

“I can just see myself standing at the sink, wearing big rubber gloves, soapy waster splashing up and getting my bosom all wet, and the dishes…the dishes…” I moaned and sort of swooned. The girls working on my hair held my head still and continued working.

“That’s wonderful, Sammi. And you can do all sorts of other things, too.”

“Like what?”

“Like vacuuming. That’s always fun. And polishing woodwork. You’ll love the smell of lemon pledge.”

“And don’t forget mowing the lawn and trimming bushes.”

“Oh, yes. You’ll get to do all that, Sammi. Isn’t it wonderful!”

“Whee!” I cheered, and I wished I could have clapped my hands.

“Okay, ready here.” The woman in a white gown pushed her tray next to the chair. She began measuring my chest, making little marks with an eyebrow pencil. As she marked she concentrated and said things like, “This will give a bit of lift…but not too much. Better put a little extra here. He’s still got a wide chest. Oh, this will give him super good cleavage.”

I listened, quite happy and sappy, and my penis wavered about, growing smaller. The cute, little thing was shrinking faster and faster.

Then she stopped, picked up a big syringe, and stuck it into my chest. She went in a circle around my pectorals, pressing the syringe, and I felt my skin stretching. Funny, it was like the feeling my dick feels when it’s getting hard, and very sexy.

Slowly, she pumped up one breast, made a perfect boob, and I stared at my chest in wonder.

“This is just a simple solution, a little additive, but your boobs will last about a month, and by then you’ll start to have your own little blessings.”

“Oh,” I said, fascinated by the way my pecs were growing, changing into tits.

I heard ladies coming into the room, and there were a lot of oohs and ahs, but I couldn’t take my eyes off my growing voluptuousness.

The doctor, I guess she was a doctor, stepped back and everybody began clapping.

“Wonderful,” cheered Matthilda. “They look positively real.

I moved my chest back and forth and my instant tits waggled. It looked like some of the solution had found its way into my nipples, for they were standing up, nice and stiff, and sensuous. They made me so warm and fuzzy.

“Okay, ladies, it’s time for make up.”

I blinked. Make up? Wow! And I had sudden thoughts about what was happening. Over the warm and fuzzy feeling I saw myself as a woman. My face changed. My image of myself was actually changing.

“Two women stood on each side of my face and worked on my make up. I was moisturized and cleansed, primed and prepped and blushed and bronzed. Then they told me to close my eyes and they worked on my eyelids. God, it was sexy. And even though my dick was smaller, and now even softer, it felt the excitement of the moment.

“How big is he?” asked someone.

“Down to two inches.”

Mutters of voices discussing me, bits of conversation. Then I felt something running over my lips.

Matthilda: “We are using permanent make up, won’t wash off for weeks. You can use it for a template as you learn to apply your own. You might want to consider getting your make up tattooed on. Saves a lot of bother in the morning, and you’ll have that much more time to do the dishes.”

“Oh,” I suddenly felt sleepy.

“Okay, she’s ready to go.

She said ‘she,’ not ‘he.’ Made me feel good.

“Okay, wake up, Sammi.”

I opened my eyes. I yawned. “I wanna go sleep.”

“I’m sure you do. Your body is going through lots of changes, and you haven’t even started feeling your hormones, yet. But we need to get you dressed and take you home.”

I had a sudden thought. A real thought, considering my chemically induced haze. “What about my work?”

“Not to worry. If you can’t do your contracting we can get you a job as a secretary or something, if Lisa doesn’t want to just make you into a full time house person.”

“Oh, that would be nice.”

I smiled and closed my eyes. Lisa. I remembered her. She was my wife…I frowned…my…wife? I opened my eyes. “Am I still married?”

All the ladies stopped talking then. Matthilda came close to me. She placed a gentle hand on my forearm and asked, “What do you think?”

“I was married, but I was a man then.” I started to sniff. “I liked being married, but…now I’m a woman, and my vows were…am I still…” I began to cry.

I felt tissues being pressed against my eyes. One of the make up ladies said, “Careful now, you don’t want your mascara to run.

Matthilda spoke very gently to me. “You’re experiencing hormones now, Sammi. You were married, and possibly you still are. That’s up to your wife to decide. Whatever you decide, however, you will be allowed to live in your home and take care of your wife.

“Oh,” and I started to sniff less, then I stopped. I smiled. “Thank you.”

“It’s okay,” Matthilda patted my arm. We’re going to release you now. It’s time to get dressed. Are you fine with that?”

“Oh, sure.”

“We don’t want you to struggle or fight. We’re just helping you.”

“Okay.”

She moved away and I could just barely hear her speaking to another woman. “She seems to have adjusted well. Let’s go ahead.”

“She’s awfully fast. I don’t think I’ve seen anybody adjust that well or that fast.”

“She is a charm, isn’t she?”

Then I felt hands undoing the straps around my belly, my wrists and my ankles. I felt good to be free. I hadn’t realized that I had missed it so much.

Somebody was rolling nylons up my legs. It felt so weird. I was getting encased, like a sausage, and it was so…sexy.

“Here we go, Sammi.” Hands handled my legs, I felt them lifted, then they were putting shoes on me. But not just any shoes…they were giving me high heels!

I looked down and clapped my hands in glee. My very own first set of high heels!

“Up we go,” hands held my arms and helped me out of the chair, onto my feet.

I stood wavering, and struggled for balance.

“Easy now, let us help you. You’ve still got some chemicals in your system.”

They moved me away from the chair, then held fabrics and clothes up to me.

“A bigger bra,” somebody said.

“I thought they were going to mid-size,” observed another woman.

“I guess people have different ideas about what’s mid-sized.”

A woman reached around me, fastened a bra. The material was scooted around me, then lifted. My arms were put in straps, and I was the official and proud possessor of an over the shoulder boulder holder.

Funny, I used to laugh at that phrase when I was younger. Over the shoulder…hah.

But now, wearing one, feeling the functionality of the thing, I wasn’t laughing. Bras were serious stuff.

“Step into these.” Hands guided my legs up and into panties. As the panties passed my weenie I looked down. It was an inch long now, and soft, not a trace of hardness in it. It looked almost like a clitoris. My balls were nowhere to be seen.

Matthilda said, “You’ll be wanting to wear tummy shapers until you lose some weight, but it won’t be long. But we can’t let you wear one now because it might displace your new boobs.”

“Oh.”

I was dazed and dizzy, and happy, and confused. I think the sudden motion of getting out of the chair was making my blood rush faster, and that caused a bit of a swirl to the chemicals in my system.

They pulled a dress over me, and there I was. I hadn’t seen myself yet, but I was a woman. I had long hair, long nails, beautiful red lips. My hips felt soft and round and I had large breasts. Most of all, I was tottering on high heels. there is just something about high heels that brings out the woman in a man.

“All right, Sammi, are you ready to go home?”

I nodded.

Six in the morning, and the LSS meeting finally broke up. I was walked out of the room, then out of the building. All around me ladies were high fiving and congratulating each other on a job well done.

I stood, wobbly, and stared at the growing light. Dawn. The dawn of a new day. The dawn of a new me.

“Come along, Sammi.”

Matthilda linked her arm with mine, like she had at the beginning of a very long night, and walked me across the parking lot. We got into her car, a high end Beamer, and she drove through the waking streets of the city.

I sat in the passenger seat and took note of my new life. People on the streets, a homeless man going through a dumpster. A police car waiting at a light.

“How are you feeling, Sammi?”

“I’m okay.” My voice was filled with wonder.

“Do you like the new you?”

“I…don’t know. I feel so sexy, but it’s all so new. So strange.”

“It will feel strange for a while, but you’ll get used to it, and you’ll really enjoy the benefits.”

“Oh.” I didn’t see the benefits of my penis shrinking, but if Matthilda said so…

We arrived at my house and Matthilda parked in the driveway. We got out and I stared around the old neighborhood. It was the same, but I was so different that it was different. How could that be?

I heard the front door opening and I turned. Lisa stood, framed in the doorway, and stared at me.

Matthilda walked halfway up the walk and stopped. She was between me and Lisa. She motioned to Lisa. “Come, dear. Say hello to your new sissy.”

Lisa stepped out on the stoop, and I began to take mincing steps—I wasn’t capable of much more—up the walk.

“My gosh,” she muttered.

“I know, it’s a surprise.”

“It’s a shock,” Lisa answered.

“Well, let’s go in. I have a few more things to say, and then you can start your new life.”

Lisa turned and Matthilda followed her. I followed Matthilda.

In my own house. And everything was the same. And not same.

I stopped in the foyer and turned to the big mirror.

I had lost weight. The chemicals must have done that, but I wasn’t shorter. I was still a couple of inches taller than Lisa, and more because of my heels.

My figure was hourglass, my face a lady’s.

Wow.

I turned and found that Lisa and Matthilda were watching me. I realized they were being very patient.

“Come have a seat, Sammi. We need to go over a couple of things.”

“Okay.”

I walked into the living room, and Lisa was staring at me, was transfixed by my new appearance.

“He…she…really is a sissy.”

“Through and through. Sit down, dear.”

Then we were all sitting. Lisa and I sat on the couch, though apart. Matthilda sat on a chair.

“Good morning,” she grinned at Lisa.

“Yes…yes, it is,” Lisa answered.

“You are now the proud owner of a sissy.”

I blurted, “Are we still married?”

Matthilda answered me, repeating her previous answer. “That will be up to Lisa. But regardless, you are partners. The rules of this new partnership, however, are different than simple marriage.”

She turned to Lisa, “She is your responsibility, and it is not to be taken lightly. You may have residual feelings, you certainly will explore new feelings, but this is not a man who cross dresses, or something like that. This is an evolution. Sammi is the beginning of a new species. Homo Sissy.”

“What will I do about sex?” I think that was a giant faux pas, but Matthilda just smiled and patted my hand. “Lisa will let you know about that. And, Sammi…?”

“Yes?” I stared at her with wide eyes.

“Whatever she says goes. Even if you stayed a man, were an actual Alpha, you would have to do what Lisa says. She is an actual woman, a real woman, and she has inherited the world. Women are now in charge, and you must follow the directions of women, and especially of Lisa.

“Oh,” I looked at Lisa, and she stared back at me.

I was assailed with thoughts then, images of me watching the game on TV. Talking man talk with my buds. Driving. Those things were…no longer. Somehow, I understood that. I sniffed.

“Hormones, Sammi. Control yourself.”

I nodded and tried not to cry. They waited patiently. Well, Matthilda was patient. Lisa was fascinated. No doubt she was going through thoughts as quick and deep as mine. She now owned a sissy. Ba da boom!

“Okay, Lisa, since Sammi brought it up we might just as well discuss it. Sex.”

“Oh.”

From the look on her face I could tell she wasn’t looking forward to it. When I was a man I was very aware that Lisa wasn’t…didn’t have…any Lesbian tendencies. She had nothing against them, just not for her. And now, the thought of making love to her man who was no longer a man but a woman…that had to be a bit much.

“Sammi is tired now, and he will nap, but when he wakes up he will be VERY horny. He was given his last fuck, and he couldn’t cum, but the juices are in him. His testosterone is transforming into estrogen, and he is going to need sex. If he doesn’t get it he is going to suffer the worst hormone attack you have ever seen. It will be ten times worse than when you went through puberty.

“Oh,” and this time there was surprise on her face, and a bit of dawning realization.

“So, while she is napping I suggest you go out and get some things. You can get a maid’s outfit at your local sissy store, they have them in all sizes, and you can see to make up and some clothes to wear around the house. You might also consider, in the next few days, going to a lawyer and seeing about name changes, the DMV for her license, that sort of thing.”

Lisa was nodding her head.

I was watching Lisa. I had loved her when I was a man, and that love was still there, and it was growing. I was tired, but I could feel this warmth inside of me, directed at the person who was once my wife, and might still be and…I was confused, but these feelings were swarming me.

You should also, and this is imperative, stop at your local sex shop and purchase the items you will need to relieve poor Sammi. You really don’t want to experience a sissy’s hissy fit.” Matthilda actually gave a small shudder.

“Now, here’s my number, and don’t hesitate to call.”

She looked at me. “Sammi. You are a true poster child for Sissification. You make sure you do whatever Lisa says, and everything will be all right.”

I nodded, then, I know it was sort of silly, I couldn’t help it, I asked, “And I’m not going to get to ride my motorcycle anymore?”

Matthilda gave me a sad smile. “No, Sammi. Those days are over. Now, I’m off, do you have any questions for me?”

I shook my head.

“Well, if you do, you, too, may certainly call me. All right?”

Matthilda stood up. A confident woman with grey hair and a large chest. She smiled. She walked out.

Lisa and I turned and looked at each other.

I slept. I was tired. Going through a night of transition, the changes in my body, heck—the changes in my psyche. And there were changes in my psyche.

I had a woman’s body, a bit artificially, but also naturally. An actual evolutionary change, if Matthilda were to be believed.

So I slept.

When I woke up Lisa was back. She had a trunkful of bags and boxes, and she was waiting for me to go unload the car.

I was grateful for the little task, so I thanked her and went out and began bringing everything into the house.

“Let’s put you in the guest room for the time being,” she said, “until we figure everything out.”

“Oh, okay.”

She snapped her eyes over to me.

I was almost sniffling. She could see it. “What’s the matter?”

“It’s nothing,” sniff. “I just thought…I would…never mind.”

“You thought you were going to sleep with me?”

“I’m sorry, but” sniff, “it was my bedroom, too. And…”

“Sammi,” she had no trouble adapting to the feminine of my name. “You are a sissy. You have your place, and I have mine.”

I started to cry. I covered my face, I dabbed at my eyes with the hem of my dress, trying to protect my mascara, but…I was crying.

“Stop that!”

Which made me cry harder.

“Oh, damn!” She stood up and came to me. “Stand up.”

I did, sniffling, sobbing.

She held me then. “There, there. That’s a good sissy.”

“Then…then you’ll let me sleep in…in our bedroom.”

She was silent, patting my back and letting me cry. She didn’t answer. But her consoling calmed me down, even if I didn’t get an answer.

“Now, go put all your pretty dresses away.”

“In the bedroom?” I asked hopefully.

She sighed. “There’s not enough room in the bedroom with my clothes and your male clothes.”

“I’ll throw my old clothes out!” I begged.

“For now, put them in the guest room.”

At least she called it the guest room, and not my room.

I toted all the dresses and shoes and underwear and stuff into the guest bedroom. I hung everything neatly, arranged all the shoes according to their height, put my dainty, little underthings in a white dresser, and stood back and smiled.

I was hoping it wasn’t my room, but, whatever, it was neat and tidy. The way I like things.

“Sammi? Are you through?”

I ran back through the house, my heels clicking on the wood floor. I was getting better at walking in them. “Yes, ma’am?”

I don’t know why I called her ma’am, but it seemed appropriate.

She was sitting at the kitchen table, a sheet of paper in front of her, touching her lip with the end of a pen. She looked up and said, “Fix me a bourbon and Coke.”

I smiled, happy to be of service, and got down the glasses.

“One glass,” she corrected me.

I looked at the two glasses, and felt a bit of hurt. I always drank with her. Now she didn’t want me to.

I fixed her drink and sat it on the table and waited.

She sipped and nodded. “It’s good to see you haven’t forgotten everything. Now, sit down. We have to have a talk.”

Now nervous, I smoothed my skirt sat down.

She took another sip and considered me. She pushed the paper to me. “Here are your duties. When you’re not working I expect you to stay in your room. I’ll get you a TV, and you can subscribe to fashion magazines. I know sissies like those.”

“Oh,” I felt my heart sinking.

“You won’t be driving the car anymore. That’s reserved for real females. Me.”

“Oh,” my heart sank even lower. My shoulders started slump in depression.

“Now, I will be handling your sexual needs once a month. If that isn’t sufficient we can discuss a different schedule. Do you understand?”

“Well, I do, but…”

“But what?”

“But…how do you handle my sexual needs?” I was honestly confused. “I don’t have much of a penis anymore. I don’t understand.”

She sat back, quaffed the rest of her drink, and said, “Better to show than explain. Come with me.”

She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. I was so happy to be taken back there. I was so afraid of not being allowed to sleep in our bedroom.

“Okay, on all fours on the bed.”

I looked at her curiously, then climbed onto the bed. I knelt on my hands and knees and waited.

“Turn this way, butt towards me. That’s right. Now hold that position.”

I watched her, as she went to a bag next to the bed. She reached into the bag and took out a mess of straps and a dildo.

“What is that?” I asked, curious, and slightly aghast. I mean…a dildo?

She ignored me, stepped into the straps and fastened them around her waist. She screwed the dildo into the thing and reached into the bag for a jar of lube.

“Sissies,” she said, “have undergone a slight sexual readjustment in their bodies.”

“What?”

Matter of factly, she said, “Your penis is no longer as sensitive, but your prostate has shifted and become very sensitive.”

My prostate? But isn’t that in my butthole?”

“It certainly is.” She pulled down my panties and lifted my dress with one hand, with the other hand she began massaging lube into my rectum. It felt really good.

“But what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to stimulate your prostate. You likely will have an orgasm. I am told they are quite intense, hard and fast like a male’s but big and overwhelming like a woman’s.”

“Oh,” I said. I remembered things about anal sex, but I didn’t remember all this. Besides, I had never had anal sex, so how should I know? “What am I supposed to do?”

“Relax,” and she put the tip of her plastic peter to my brown star and pushed.

Sissies are apparently very loose back there, and she slid in easily. I grunted and it felt like my head exploded with light and warmth and lightening and unicorns and little spaceships flying in circles around my head.

“That’s it,” she grunted, and she began moving in and out.

Oh, God, if I had only known I would have become a sissy long ago. The pleasure as she reamed me was mind boggling. I felt like I was blown halfway to outer space. And it just didn’t stop.

In…out…in…out…again and again. A nice rhythmic feeling that slid along all my nerves and woke up all my pleasure centers.

I began to push back, I corkscrewed my hips and fucked back. I tried to reach back and grab her hips and pull her into me.

I felt the pleasure exploding within, and the prostate felt it, and the next thing you know, like she had said, hard and fast, I orgasmed.

My whole body shuddered and quaked and froze up. It felt like somebody had stuck fireworks up my heinie and set them off.

Finally, I flattened out. I lay on the bed, gasping, trying to figure out who I was.

Lisa crawled off the bed. She wiped her dick on my skirt and said, “You will be sleeping in the guest bedroom, and now that we’ve handled your hormones you will mind your manners and obey. Is that clear?”

I mumbled, “Yes, ma’am.”

“Furthermore, I’ll be going out tonight, and I’ll be bringing home a male friend. I expect you to stay in your room until he leaves. Is that clear?”

I looked over my shoulder at her. I was shocked. She was my wife, my…but, no. She wasn’t. Not really. Not anymore. And she had needs that needed to be attended to.

She looked up at me, tossed the dildo on the floor and said, “Is that clear?”

“I…I…yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Now clean up that mess,” she pointed at the dildo.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Then clean the house and fix dinner.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good girl.” She patted my ass, smiled, and left the room.

And I, pulling up my panties and feeling the afterglow of being wonderfully drained, smiled. I had a feeling I was really going to enjoy my new life.

END
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Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

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


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Made into a Girl!’

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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