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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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PART ONE

Oh, I had it made.

I was working at home, and my wife was flying to Hong Kong for a week once a month. She was the pilot for a big Hollywood production company, and I was left home all alone. You’ve seen that movie? Home Alone? Yeah, that was me, left on my own…to get in as much trouble as I wanted. Heh heh.

And I wanted.

Oh, baby, did I want!

So Carly and I had an early night, and I, of course, didn’t want to make love.

“But you won’t see me for a week!” she complained. “Didn’t you want to get those rocks of yours off?”

“Well, I’d like to, but I’ve got a slight headache, and I don’t feel well. Maybe tomorrow morning before you go.”

“Hunh,” she grunted. “Seems like you don’t want to screw me before I go, and you aren’t too amorous when I get back. What the heck is going on with you?”

“Nothing honey. It’s just a headache.” I sighed and put a hand to my forehead.

Me in pain was too much for my dear wife, so she got up and made me some herbal tea, and I sipped a little, then we went to sleep. On our own sides of the bed.

She tossed and turned, was sexually frustrated, I know, but I just laid there, facing away, glorying in my boner, exulting in what the coming days were going to bring.

Finally, however, we slept, and we overslept, as is our wont, and woke up too late to screw.

Heh heh heh. All part of my big, master plan.

“Oh, no…oh, no. Did you take my bag out?” She was sitting at the vanity, slapping make up on.

“I did, honey.”

“Excellent. And you won’t forget to water the inside plants?”

“I never do.”

“And empty the cat box?”

I do it every time.”

She stood up and faced me. Oh, God, what a dream. Carly was Five foot eight and built like the proverbial brick shit house. She’s got curvy legs that swell into round buttocks. And her hips flare out just right to emphasize her slender waist, and her breasts. Oh, my God, what a dream. A pair of mountains topped with nipples that would make a volcano uncork.

And, on top of that, her face was angelic. Sweet, innocent, with blonde hair set off by blue eyes and, my favorite, her red, red lips.

And all packaged in the most sexiest Captain’s outfit in the world.

“Do I look all right?”

Oh, my God! How could she even ask?

For answer I merely undid my zipper and let Mr. Happy out. He sprang into the air and pointed at her.

“Oh, God,” she giggled. “Mr. Happy is Mr. Incorrigible.”

“Come on, baby. Lay down, I think I love you.”

She stepped forward and placed her hand around my throbbing penis, and I almost lost it right there. “Now he wants it. After depriving me last night.”

“You should have gotten up and gotten ready last night. One look at you and my head ache would have evaporated.”

She stroked me.

“You’re sweet.” She kissed me gently, just a touch of the lips, so as not to mess her make up. “For a horny, pervert.”

Heh. If she only knew.

“Now, walk me out,” she turned and walked, holding my penis and pulling me along.             

“Unh!” I gasped. She walked through the house and I was on tip toes. I was on the edge, and struggling desperately to not squirt right in her hand.

“Grab my bag.”

Still on tip toes, I managed to snag her satchel on the way to the front door, then we were walking down the drive to her snazzy, little Camry.

She stopped and turned to me. She looked me in the eye. “When I get back you’d better have this,” she shook my cock and I groaned, “ready for duty. You got that?”

“I do,” I gasped.

“No playing with yourself…no jacking off. You got that?”

“Never,” I said, lying through my teeth.

“Okay, I’ll miss you Morgan. Be good.” She again touched her lips to mine, then got into her car. I put her satchel in the trunk, closed the trunk, and waved bye bye.

She started her car, and I was always surprised by how little noise it made. It was a hybrid, and when it moved it was a whisper.

She grinned, blew me a kiss, circled the drive and was off. Down the drive, tail lights disappearing. Leaving me all alone.

And there I stood, my cock jutting out for the world to see. Except, there was no world to see. We lived on the end of a long drive, and our backyard was the national forest. I could run naked around our house and nobody would see and nobody would care.

Letting my dick waggle, I turned and walked into the house, and our happy home suddenly went from being a nice slice of suburbia into being a den of inequity. A Pervert Palace, A place where bad boys do bad things and have the biggest orgasms in the world.

I sauntered into the house, grinning and letting my dick sway side to side.

I went back to the bedroom and lost my clothes. Then I went back through the house, out the back door, and down the short path to my writing room.

A writing room. A little 10 by 10 shed, all fixed up with insulation and electricity and a computer for writing and…porn surfing.

And around the top half of this little room I had built a shelf. And on the shelf were boxes and boxes. Canned goods for the apocalypse, photo albums for posterity, old clothes, doodads and gimcracks and…my box.

I stood up on my desk, moved stuff aside, and pulled out…my box.

I carried my box back into the house, a grin big as all out doors on my face, and a big, huge boner, and my heart pounding in excitement.

I placed the box on the bed and left it.

First, into the shower. Scrape a little hair off, not a hard job considering that I always shaved my body. I told Carly that it was for when I went swimming. She actually accepted that, even though all the swimming I did was in our pool.

I shampooed and conditioned my hair, which I always keep long and usually in a pony tail. No pony tail now, however. Now I used the hair drier and brushed it into a mass of soft curls. Girl curls, not boy curls.

I sauntered into the bedroom and looked at the box and sighed. Not yet. I reached into the box and pulled out a smaller box, just six inches cubed, and went out to the kitchen. I opened the frig and took out a bag of peas.

Oh, God. Here was the worst part. I slapped that bag of frozen peas on my cock and bit the inside of my cheek.

I don’t know if you’ve ever tried to freeze your private parts, but it is not pleasant. It is necessary, however, in certain instances.

I sat at the kitchen table and felt my dick shrivel. Poor guy. I put him through so much.

Finally, I took the bag of peas off and opened the little box. First, a metal ring that I closed around my balls and cock. Then a little, metal tube that I slid over my ding dong. Finally, CLICK! I slid a padlock through a loop and closed it.

That’s right. I was in prison. I was in chastity. For the next seven days Mr. Happy would be Mr. Locked Up and Confined. Wallowing sexual misery, dripping with pre-cum and struggling to break free.

But there is no freedom for the truly wicked, and, God, did I feel wicked. Heh heh.

Encased in metal, my cock struggling, my heart pounding, it was time for the next step.

I went back to the bedroom and pulled on a corset. Yeah. A real, live, boned corset. I’m slender, so I only suffered a…lot. I fastened the front, then started pulling the laces in the back. Tight as I could. I tell ya, the first few times I tried this it was a mess. But practice makes perfect, and shortly my waist was squeezed in, and that made my hips flare and my chest even pop up a bit. The corset had cups built into the top, so I filled a couple of condoms with water—that was fun, walking around the house in corset and bending over the sink in the garage—and placed them into the cups.

I looked at the mirror. Oh, yeah. I was suddenly stacked. And my boobs jiggled just like real boobs. I bounced a bit and watched, and groaned when my dick tried to bust out of its cage.

Now then, the nylons. They are hard to do once I’m in the corset, but I managed it. I bent, I struggled, I gasped, and rolled first one nylon, then the other. I stood up, sleek legs, all turned on, breathing quick and shallow breaths.

And, the dress. What would I wear today?

I rummaged through the box and took out a black, little handful of shiny material. I shimmied into it, and looked at myself in the mirror. Girl’s body. Girl’s hair. Girl’s clothes. My figure was better than Marilyn Monroe’s, and my cock was pounding like a rubber jackhammer on a steel road.

Shoes. Another terrible experience, bending over and pulling on them, but I made it. I looked down at my nylon clad legs and my black spikes. I wished I could paint my tootsies, but that was a big job, and the few times I had done that I had left traces of red that, if my wife had happened to look down at my feet, would have busted me.

All right. Almost there. Nothing left but the…make up.

Oh, God. Make up. My favorite. I took my make up kit out of the box and put it on Carly’s vanity table. I opened it and set about the creation of my own personal Mona Lisa face.

Moisturizer, primer. Foundation and blush and bronze. The eyes.

The eyes take a lot of work, real attention to detail. I prefer a smoky color that makes my eye sockets like a cave, and my eyes peer out like glints of fire on a dark night.

And, piece de resistance…lipstick. Red. With a wet sheen.

When I was done I stared at myself in the mirror. I was not recognizable as a man. I looked like a woman. My face was softer, my hair was a frame for that softness. I blinked my eyes, and watched my eyelashes flutter. I wished I could go whole hog, pluck my eyebrows, stain my lips, paint my nails and have long talons on my fingers.

But I only had a week. Not long enough for eyebrows to grow back in, or for lipstain to wear off.

I sighed, then smiled. I was a woman. And my poor, caged, throbbing cock told me so.

I stood up and went out to the kitchen. Click, click, click went my heels on the hardwood floor. Swish, swish, swish went my ass. My shiny legs brushed against each other. My boobs jiggled. I was woman.

I got down a bottle of bourbon and mixed it with some Coke. A Coke High it was called, and I took it and a straw out to my writing shack. I sat down behind the computer and powered up, and sipped my Coke High through a straw. My lips pursed and left a bit of color on the tip of the straw.

I started surfing, and sipping, and entered heaven.

I checked out big boobed babes on Gigantits. Made my cock throb.

I did a search for Carolina Ramirez. She was beautiful, and I always marveled at the size of her cock, how it kept spewing and spewing, often without her even touching it.

Maybe she had a vibrator up her ass?

A vibrator. Oh, yeah. I grinned and stood up. Grabbing my now empty glass I headed for the kitchen, and the bedroom. In the kitchen I made myself another drink, and felt my cock pushing desperately, trying to get free. In the bedroom I went into the box and found…my vibrating butt plug. Oh, baby. I greased it up and inserted it. A thin electrical wire ran from my asshole to the controller, and I held it in one hand and the drink in the other as I went back out to my writing room.

I sat down, and the sensation of vibration in my rectum was super enhanced. I shivered with the intense pleasure, and wiggled into my swivel chair, getting the most out of the devious, little thing.

Back to surfing. I scoped out the kinky sights, watching women being turned upside down and stimulated until they came. Or didn’t cum. Either way was delicious. The beautiful faces so desperate for sexual release…Heysoos, did it make my penis throb!

I spent some time on Sammi Starfish, always a delight, then found a site dedicated to big cocks.

Big cocks, with lots of cum. I was conflicted. Did I want bounteous boobers, or a prodigious penis?

I looked down at my teeny weenie, so happily struggling.

I went back in the house, now staggering a bit on my heels, I was drinking a bit faster than I usually did, and poured myself another.

Back in the shack, my hind end feeling like a diddled queen, my cock crying tears of pre-cum, Iu did more surfing.

And, thus went the day. Drinking, getting more sexed up than a man, or woman, had a right to be, and by the early afternoon I was sloshed. Pizzled. Drunk.

And hornier than a goat on viagra.

I staggered into the house and made my way to the bedroom. I took the butt plug out—ah, that felt good. Going in or going out, that felt good—laid on the bed face up, and passed out.

I remember something. Voices. Shapes. But I snored.

I had dreams, of being moved, of my body being manipulated, but…it was nothing. Just dreams.

I remember groaning, and feeling my penis down there, talking to me, explaining that it really wanted to get out and squirt and wasn’t I tired of being a pervert?

I awoke.

I opened my eyes and looked around. I was dazed from all the alcohol I had imbibed, and for a moment the room spun. Then I sat up and blinked and the room settled down.

I was home. In my own bed. I smiled and thought about how I felt, ensconced in a tight underwear and dress and nylons. Make up. I felt so good. then I looked down at my hands.

My heart dropped. My mouth opened in shock. They were inch long stilettos. Red. Like blood. I lifted my hands and stared at them. They were nails. Right. But I hadn’t…I didn’t…I swung my legs out to the side, and froze. Something didn’t feel right. Something was wrong. My chest, my water filled condoms…they pulled on my skin as if…as if…I looked down, and the world spun and threatened to turn all over.

I stood up and pulled my dress up, over my head, and looked down.

The condoms were no longer. My boobs were…my own flesh. The condoms had turned into…I had…what was happening?

My head was shrieking, I didn’t understand, I was totally panicked. I had long nails, and tits, real tits, and…I looked in the mirror.

My eyebrows were plucked.

I looked at my feet. My toes were painted.

But I had gone to sleep in nylons, with no painted toes. How had they got painted? What had happened.

And how had I gotten breasts? How had my condoms turned into real flesh and blood?

I staggered a bit as I crossed the room. I didn’t know what was happening. My heart was pounding, and not for sexual reasons. Blood was pulsing through my head, through my whole body.

I staggered down the hallway, looking at my nails, wanting to scream, seeing my real, flesh and blood boobs swelling out the top of the corset. I stepped into the living room, and finally, completely overwhelmed, I fell to my knees, then simply passed out.

If a tree falls in the woods…is there sound?

And, if a man passes out in a house…what happens?

What happens is that he passes out, is unconscious for a while, then wakes up. It’s like going to sleep.

So I woke up. I drifted back into awareness, and looked around. I was in my house, on the floor. Why?

Then my hand moved up to my chest and I felt my boobs. Memories came rushing back into me. I had been crossdressing, and then…then I had woken up with these big bazoombas on my chest. And they were big. They were bigger than any water filled condoms I had ever used.

I struggled to a sitting position—it was awkward with tits, I was totally unbalanced—and looked around.

I was in my own house. I had exited the bedroom, then I must have passed out.

Yes. Just thinking about my body, I felt faint all over again.

I breathed. As well as I could. The corset was tight on me, and my chest felt like it was pushed up. I had been in the thing too long. Time to get out of it. Time to think: who had done this to me?

It couldn’t have been Carly, she was on her way to the orient. But…who? And who would go to such extreme lengths? Giving me implants and…and fine tuning my femininity?

I looked awkward as I rolled over to all fours and got to my feet. The tightness of the corset, the long leverage of the heels, but I made it. I stood, wavering, and looked around.

Yes, same house. My house. I was home. But what had happened to me?

I held my hands up and looked at my new nails. Inch long stilettos. Red. Very red. Shiny red.

I looked down at my feet, and got another nasty surprise. There were little padlocks on my shoes! The top holes had padlocks in them. I was locked into my shoes.

Which brought another moment of panic, and I had a realization: I reached around to my back and felt…a padlock!

I had been locked into my corset, too!

“What the heck had happened?

I took a few steps and looked at myself in the big mirror in the foyer. I examined myself minutely. I knew the heels and corset were the real deal, and they had been secured, but everything else was the same. I was wearing my black dress. The nylons encased my legs. My face…I had not made up my face, not like this! So somebody had locked me into my garments and professionally applied make up. Made sure I looked even more like a woman than I did by my own efforts.

But…who?

I walked into the kitchen, and had my first clue. There was a piece of paper on the table.

Go to your computer.

My computer? What the…I trotted, as best I could, out to my computer room.

My computer was on and a message was on it.

Hello, Morgan.

I’m your fairy godmother.

I make all dreams come true.

Are you ready for your dreams to come true?

I sat down and typed:

Who is this?

DING!

Go to the bar in the Hilton.

Ask for Billy.

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

Your wife is coming home.

If you want to change back,

go to the bar in the Hilton.

Ask for Billy.

I typed:

But who are you?

DING!

Hurry now,

your wife will be home any minute.

I typed:

That’s nonsense.

My wife is in the orient.

DING!

Her boss got COVID.

Flight canceled.

She’s coming home now.

I started to type and heard…

BEEP BEEP!

What the fuck!

I pulled up the house security system on the computer and stared in shock. Carly’s car was in the driveway! The door was opening! She was getting out!

Oh, my God!

DING!

If you want to change back,

go to the bar in the Hilton.

Ask for Billy.

I was shocked. Stunned. Mind blasted.

I typed into the computer:

What’ll I do?

I’m not sure why I asked whoever it was on the computer, probably just because whoever it was knew my situation, was a communication in the heart of insanity, and therefore…I sent the message.

DING!

If you want to change back,

go to the bar in the Hilton.

Ask for Billy.

I Typed:

But my car is out front! My keys are in the house!

DING!

Sounds like a problem.

I blinked. The reality of what I was doing, talking my enemy, asking for advice, was I insane?

And, the answer, of course I was.

DING!

See ya

wouldn’t want to be ya.

Ha ha!

And that was it for the…whoever it was. He, she or it had officially signed off.

I went back to the security screen and watched the inside of the house.

Carly pushed through the front door, rolling suitcase behind her, her satchel in hand. She yelled out, “Honey? Morgan? Are you here?”

There was, of course, no answer.

She left the suitcase in the hallway and sighed, then took out her cell phone and tapped on it. I heard the brief one sided conversation.

“Hey, Jane! Babycakes! Morgan isn’t here. You want to get together for a little sex?”

My jaw dropped. Had she just called her friend, her besty Jane, and asked if she wanted sex?

Had she?

She had!

What the fuck! What was going on?

“Sure. Fifteen minutes. Better hurry, I’m already drinking.”

She hung up, tapped  her cheek with one finger, and then took her roller back to the bedroom.

OH NO! My box! I had left it on the floor next to the bed! If she saw it…if she…I was doomed!

A new disaster, to go along with being caught en femme…and the blockbuster news that my wife was having sex with…with her best friend!

Suddenly, I felt guilty. I hadn’t been giving her enough, so she went somewhere else!

But, guilty or not, I pressed keys and brought up the security system in the bedroom.

Carly walked in and lifted her suitcase onto the bed. Her side. And I sighed in relief. And, thinking about it, maybe the box would go unnoticed on my side of the bed.

She hung up her clothes, walking around the bed and the box had to be in plain sight, but she didn’t look at it.

She put her underwear away.

I had to get the box.

And, I realized something else.

My car was in the garage. And I thought about the message on the computer. I had to go to the bar at the Hilton and ask for Billy. Who the fuck was Billy? But I had to do it. If I wanted to change back.

Of course I wanted to change back!

If I could change back, get rid of these tits on my chest, then I would be able to confront my wife about her having an affair with Jane!

Oh, God! Could things get much worse.

Then I realized they could. Staring at the computer screen I saw my wallet and phone sitting on the dresser.

Oh, holy fuck! I had to get in there, get the box, get my wallet and phone.

I had to get the box to remove evidence. I had to get the wallet so I could use a credit card. I had to get my phone because I had to use it to call an Uber.

Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Then, miracle of miracles, a window of opportunity opened.

Carly kicked off her heels for pumps, was humming happily, then headed for the kitchen.

For 30 seconds she would be out of sight. At the other end of the house making drinks.

I sprang from my swivel like I had a spring up my butt. I ran, trying not to click, click, click with my heels. Man, that was hard. I was wa-a-ay up on spikes. I was a sight as I raced around the pool in my tight, black dress. I tried the knob on the side door, the one that led to the guest room. It was unlocked and I tip toed into the house.

At the hallway I could hear the refrigerator open in the kitchen, and I darted through the hall to the bedroom. I grabbed the box, swept my cell and wallet into it—oh, crap! The make up kit!—I put that into the box and went back to the hallway.

DING! The doorbell!

What the…

“Carly?” It was Jane! Carly’s best, and wry bitch if ever there was one! If she saw me like this…I shuddered in horror. I would be on the internet, a million clicks on Youtube!

“Hey, babycakes! You ready for some hot and heavy?”

“Am I? Oh, baby. My cunt has been dripping for this! Where’s the asshole?”

The asshole? Did she just call me an asshole?

“I have no idea. But let me check his cell.”

Heels clicking in the hallway!

Oh, no!

Click, click, click.

Jane had on pumps, but Jane had heels! And she would be following Carly! And they were coming down the hallway!

I looked around desperately. I sprinted to the bathroom. I almost fell, my ankle buckling as I turned on the thick, round rug. There was no where to go…no where…the shower!

I stepped into the shower just in time.

I heard them in the bedroom. Oh, fuck. If one of them had to tinkle I would be busted.

“Nope, his phone is gone, but his car is here.”

“Where do you think he went?”

“Probably out to get a drink with his buddies.”

“Call him.”

“Okay.”

Oh, no! My cell was in the box! They would hear it! I tore at the lid of the box, grabbed my cell and turned down the ringer. just in time. The vibration started, but no sound.

“Well, no answer. He’s out and about.”

“Hunh. Too bad. I’d like to know before I get naked. I don’t want to be surprised by him in the middle of the old rump a dump dump.”

Rump a dump? Is that what she called it when two women…two women…I stopped thinking. I wanted to think, to figure it all out, to maybe find a time warp and reset, but…I had a window of opportunity to take advantage of.

Click, click, click. down the hallway.

I burst out of the shower, ran to the door, and peeked down the hallway. Their backs were to me.

I rounded the corners and entered the guest room. I opened the side door and ran for my writing shack. If they made it to the kitchen and looked out at the pool I would be caught!

But they didn’t. My luck still held, and I closed the door to my shed and sighed in relief.

Fuck. That had been close.

Now. What to do? What to do?

I was going to have to go to the bar and ask for Billy. Whoever the fuck he was. And I had my credit card and my cell. So if I could get out of the shack and down the street…

But no way I was going to make it down the street without being spotted by one of the neighbors.

Think. Think. Think.

Aha! I would go out the backyard. The next cul de sac over had a little alleyway. I could get to there, walk down the street, and I was home free.

Click. Click. Click.

Oh, my God! They were coming out to the pool!

Or, no! Worse. To check my shack!

I turned to the door and clicked the lock, trying to make it slow enough not to be heard.

I turned back to the computer and turned it off.

Knock. Knock.

“Morgan? Are you in there?”

Silence, of course.

“Nope. Not here.”

“Well, that’s okay. Have a lounge.”

I heard them settling into the two lounge chairs outside my door. I heard the swirl of ice cubes in glasses.

“Mmm. This is nice.”

“It would be nicer if I could get at your muff.”

What?

“Oh, I would like that. But I don’t want Morgan to catch us.”

“The lawyers all set?”

What? What lawyer?

“You bet. When I hit him with the papers he’s going to be broke and out of a home.”

“You’re going to kick him out, eh?”

“Absolutely.”

“A divorce takes a lot of guts, girl. I’m proud of you.”

“And then we can move in and live our own life.”

“Oh, I look forward to that.”

I was shaking, tears were coming out of my eyes. Yet, what could I do?

Burst out of my writing shack and accuse them? While wearing my female persona?

And, a thought: that would look swell on the divorce papers. Caught her husband dressing up like a woman!

“You know,” Carly mused. “It wouldn’t be so bad, but his dick…it’s really small.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Really. But even that, if he would use it more often, maybe I wouldn’t be so desperate.”

Jane giggled. “Your desperation is my pleasure.”

“You got that right. Say, you want to go into the house and mess around? I can lock all the doors so he would have to knock. That way we would hear him and he wouldn’t catch us.”

“Do I? Hell, I’ll be in there with my legs spread before you can say ‘wet pussy.’”

“Wet…where’d she go?”

They giggled, then I heard…click, click, click.

I sat there for a long minute. My body was drenched in sweat. I was shivering. My life was destroyed. My wife, who I loved more than anything in the world, was divorcing me. I was going to be homeless. And she would be making love to her Lesbian friend.

Oh, God!

Yet, what could I do?

All I could do was salvage the present situation as best I could.

The situation. Me locked in chastity and corset and high heels. Me totally en femme.

But I had to do something.

I was sniffling, but I had to move.

I looked in the box and found a compact and a purse. I put my cell and my wallet…no, not my wallet…I put a couple of credit cards in the purse, then, an after thought, I put in lipstick, and snapped the purse closed.

I looked in the compact. Yes. My mascara had run, but not too badly. I tried my best to repair, but I didn’t have a jar of cold cream. I managed to get most of the stuff off, I didn’t have black rivers running down my cheeks, and when I was done it looked like I had just gone a little heavy on the eyeliner. Sort of slutty. But that was okay.

I looked at the clock on the wall. It was late afternoon. It would be dusk in an hour. So in an hour I would head for town. In an hour.

I sat down and waited.


PART TWO

An hour later the sun was setting and it was dark enough for me to make my escape.

I tell ya, that was the gloomiest hour I had ever spent in my life. All I could do was think about Carly, and how I had messed everything up. And…but…that comment about my having a small penis. That really cut.

I didn’t have a shorty!

I didn’t think so.

Well, shorty or not, my wife’s affair or not, it was time to get going. I slithered out the door, darted around the side of my shack, and headed for the gate in the back.

Through the gate, through the orchard—man, is it hard to walk in heels in soft dirt!—and through the little alley to the next street over.

I walked up to the corner and called an Uber. Five minutes later I was sitting in the back of a Prius. The foreigner in the front seat leering in the mirror at me.

“Hey, baby. Where you going all dressed up?”

Oh, fuck! Did women have to put up with this all the time?

Probably. And sitting there, en femme, big tits and a painted face, I suddenly realized what an asshole I was.

Getting dressed was so cool, but…but I should have controlled it more. Heck, maybe even brought up the subject with Carly. She was pretty understanding. Maybe she would have understood. Maybe…I sighed.

“Okay, baby. Here you go.”

He leered at me, so I got out and walked away. No tip for you, bozo butt.

I had been to the bar in the Hilton a few times. It was plush, cool, a bit dark, and perfect for affairs.

Not that I had ever had an affair, nor even wanted one. I’m just saying.

I stepped through the entrance and stopped. And…I was embarrassed. Sitting in the Uber I had been dealing with my problems. I had been flustered, thinking about divorces and Lesbians and things like that. And the idiot driver hadn’t helped with his leering eye.

But now I didn’t have those distractions to…distract me. I was left with the fact that I was a man dressed up like a woman. I wasn’t sitting in the back of a car, out of sight. I was in plain view. There were people here, and I could feel eyes checking me out.

Carly had told me, once, that she could feel when a guy was looking at her ass, scoping her out, that sort of thing. I had chuckled. Sure. No biggie for me. I was a man, people didn’t lust after my tush.

But now they did.

I felt eyes on my round ass. Lord, I felt lots of eyes on my ass. I could feel them like lasers. Like pinpricks that caused a sensation of not quite heat, but more of…awareness.

I was actually frozen for a moment, feeling those eyes wander over my body, then a group of four entered behind me, and I found myself moving aside to let them by.

Eyes drifted off me, drunks went back to drinking, and I was standing next to the end of the bar. Totally red, although it couldn’t be perceived in the gloom of the bar.

“Ma’am?” A bartender was at my end of the bar, had decided to speak to the babe standing so…confused.

“I want…” what did I want. I had forgotten everything in my confusion. “I want to speak to Billy?”

I spoke like I was asking him what I wanted, but he merely nodded. He pointed across the room to a corner booth. “Billy’s over there. The one with the beard.”

I didn’t even have the presence of mind to thank him. I just staggered across the room, trying not to bump into people, and stepped up to the booth.

Billy was talking to two girls. He was whispering, and he glanced up at me and continued whispering. Whatever he said, the girls nodded, slid out of the booth and hurried away.

They looked like prostitutes.

Billy leaned back in the booth and smiled at me. He had a skinny beard and gold teeth. The two front ones. The kind that are white with a limn of gold about them.

“Yo, bitch. What you want?”

Bitch? Had he just called me a bitch? But that realization was far in the back of my mind. Right then I was trying to figure out what to say.

“Pussy got your tongue?” he laughed at his clever twist on the old phrase.

“I…somebody said…”

“Who?”

“Somebody on the internet…I…”

He lifted an eyebrow. “Somebody on the net?” He laughed. “That’s like somebody out of eight billion people?”

“I…uh…”

He squinted, showing a mean side to him. “Who?”

Now I was stuck. I had to tell him without telling him what was going on. How could I do that?

Suddenly he grinned, looked expansive. “Hey, no matter. You need a job?”

“I…no.”

“You’d be a good one. Johns’d be willing to pay big for you. I mean, those tits…that ass…you want to work?”

“I…no. I don’t…I…have a job.”

I was stuttering, trying to make words and ending up with applesauce.

“Well, that’s too bad. Why not? You ain’t some rich heiress out slumming, are you?”

“Oh, God. No. I…”

“Here, sit down. Where my manners. Take a load off. What you drinking?”

“Nothing…bourbon and Coke.”

Billy lifted a hand and waved at the bartender. I don’t know what kind of sign language they had, but a minute later a tall, frosty Coke High was sitting in front of me. With a straw. For my pretty lips. Oh, God.

“Now, you tell Billy your story and Billy will fix you up. All right?”

At that point two other girls came to the table. They slid in next to me, and I was pushed around the booth until I was thigh to thigh with Billy.

Electric sparks. Shock. I wanted to slide down under the table and crawl for my life.

Billy put his arm around me and spoke to the other two girls. “What you bitches want?”

“Nothing. We just wanted to come see you.”

“Come see me. That’s me. Billy. Everybody wants to come see me.” Then everybody, except me, was laughing. I was frozen under the muscular arm of Billy.

He turned to me. “Now, this bitch is gonna tell me her story. You bitches don’t say nothing for a while. I have a feeling this is going to get interesting.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Take a sip. Start the ball rolling.”

I sipped. The two girls watched me. Billy watched me. And the dam burst.

“I’m a man.” Tears came to my eyes and one of the girls grabbed a napkin, already wet from the frosty Coke High, and dabbed the tears away.

“It’s okay, honey. It’s not like being a man is a disease or anything.”

“No. You don’t understand. I…my wife is a pilot, and today she left for…”

“…and that’s why I’m here.”

Billy and the two girls stared at me.

One of the girls turned to the other and blurted, “Oh, my God!”

Billy just sort of blinked. Then he lifted a hand and ordered more drinks. Great sign language, everybody was shortly drinking what they wanted.

“So let me get this straight. You’re a guy, and you’re locked into female clothes, and some nutcase on the internet said you’re supposed to come see me, and I would…what? Magically change you back into a guy?”

I nodded. My face was terribly red, and I was never more miserable in my life.

“Well, if that ain’t the screwiest…” he looked off into the distance, breaking my story down, absorbing it. He turned to the girls. “You ever head anything like that?”

Both girls shook their heads.

He turned back to me. “You sure you don’t want a job? I’ll get mucho for a tranny. Big bucks there.”

“No.”

“All you got to do is suck a little dick, take a little pony ride up the poop chute.”

“NO!”

“Okay,” he grinned. “I was just funning you. But I really don’t know what to say.”

“You aren’t…you don’t…”

“I can’t change you back. I’m just here running a business. Set the girls up, offer protection, that sort of thing. Although I really thought you’d make a fine…” he saw the look on my face. “…never mind.”

“Oh, God! What am I going to do?” I blurted. Tears threatened and one of the girls got the napkin ready again, then…

DING!

We all looked at Billy’s phone. It was on the table in front of him. He held up a finger and answered his phone. “Yo, Billy here.”

He blinked. He started to say something, then he turned to me. “It’s for you.”

I about went into shock all over again. He handed me the cell and I took it, held it, looked at it.

“Talk, baby. Dude.”

I held it up to my ear. “Yes?”

“Go with Snookers.” Click.

I looked at the phone. It was dead. Connection severed.

“What’d he say?”

I looked at Billy. “He said…’Go with Snookers.’”

“Snookers? Who the fuck is that?”

“I don’t know!”

“And how did he have my number? What the fuck is this, man?”

His voice was getting a little hard, and I looked around frantically. I had to get out of there.

Suddenly, there was a commotion at the entrance. We all looked over to the front door.

A big biker was standing there. A waiter was talking to him.

He was three hundred pounds of rolling fat and thick muscle. He looked like an enforcer for the Hell’s Angels. He was wearing colors and his jeans looked greasy. His beard was bigger than a pillow, curly and bristly. His eyes were mean looking. Talking to the waiter he was scoping out the bar. Suddenly he focused on us. He pointed, said something to the waiter and slapped him on the shoulder. And near knocked him over. Then he was striding across the room towards us.

“What the fuck,” said Billy, and I heard a clicking sound. I looked down and saw that he had a gun out, under the lip of the table, and he had cocked it.

The big biker pushed between people, cheerfully excused himself, and arrived at our table.

Billy looked up, was silent. I was so aware of the gun in his mitt.

“You gotta be Morgan,” he looked directly at me. “I’m Snookers.”

We all blinked. Snookers? This giant of a man?

“You gotta come with me.”

“I…but…”

“He’s with us.”

“Hey, man, I’m just following orders. You don’t want to come, that’s fine with me.” He tilted his head and watched me.

Billy turned to me.

The girls looked at me.

“Uh…”

Billy: “Whose orders?”

Snookers looked at Billy, seemed to consider the question, then shrugged. “Ain’t no secret. Charlie’s the prez of our club. Charlie told me to come get him.” He jerked a thumb at me. “You coming?”

Billy uncocked the pistol.

“Damn, dude. No need to be all upset.” Snookers had recognized the sound right away and frowned.

“Sorry. You never know.”

“I can see that.” He turned to me. “You coming?”

“Guess you gotta,” murmured Billy. “If you ever want to find out who’s doing all this to you.”

So the girls slid out and let me out, and I gave a last look at Billy, who shrugged, and followed Snookers out of the bar.

We stepped out to the curb and headed for the parking lot. Companionably, Snooker asked, “You piss somebody off?”

“I don’t know,” I answered. “Do you know?”

“Hunh. Charlie says to get you, I get you.” He turned to me. “You ain’t some high price hooker, are you?”

I didn’t want any mistake. I blurted, “I’m a guy.”

“Really?” He looked me up and down. “Damn. Pretty sexy for a guy. You give head?”

“No!”

“Just askin’. No need to get your panties in a bunch.

“Well, don’t ask!”

“Geez!”

Turned the corner into the parking lot and his bike was right there, parking in a lined section that was reserved for bikes. He swung a leg over, put his weight on the kick and started the bike. It gave a hollow roar that echoed off the buildings.

“Get on.”

Oh, crap! I swung a leg over the little square of seat on the fender and planted my corset clad ass. My butt slid over the leather. and I grabbed on to Snookers. And it was embarrassing. I was a guy, and I had to hug him like I was a woman.

“All right. Hang on, bitch.”

I hung, and the big chopper lurched forward, jumped down from the curb, and swung out into traffic.

I had a hold of his colors, and I held as tight as I could. Which put my nails in danger of breaking.

“Easy, girl. I’m taking it easy.”

I tried to relax, and…it was fun. I hadn’t been on a bike for years, and never a Harley. The throaty throb of the exhaust was powerful, and I could feel the world stepping aside for us. We zoomed down the road, running around slow cars. My hair was brushed out behind me, and it was…intoxicating. That’s the only way to express it. Power on a bike, and the world steps aside.

And I would have enjoyed it…if I wasn’t a man in a dress. Heck, if I was a real woman. Even if I was a real man. But I was somewhere in between.

We rode up out Sunset to highway one, then he turned right we cruised alongside the ocean. Mile after mile. Then he turned up Topanga Canyon. The night turned cool and we slid through shadows and moonlight. After a couple of miles he turned off on a driveway. It wasnt’ much of a driveway, more of a dirt road that led over a homemade bridge, then into a yard, and stopped.

I got off and looked around.

A dozen bikes were parked here and there, and a couple of vans. Beyond the bikes was a ranch style house. Long porch, weathered planks for siding, a chimney that spouted smoke.

“What is this place?”

“Party house. Go on in. They’re waiting for you.”

“They’re waiting…”

“Go on.”

He was wrapping a big chain through the spokes of his tires.

I crossed the yard, around the choppers, and came to the porch. Old and dusty with warped boards. A party house.

I climbed the steps and cross the porch. I raised a hand to knock…and the door opened.

He was almost as big as Snookers, but his body was cut and ripped. He had muscles on his muscles, even his face had muscles.

“Come on in, bitch!” He opened the screen door, grabbed my arm and pulled me into the house.

I staggered and almost fell. He held me up. He held me, and I looked around.

A couple of couches facing a big fireplace. The fire was roaring.

A dozen bikers were sitting and standing. They were chatting, and drinking beer, and a corner in the room was a mound of empty cans. They all looked at me.

Looked at me with mean, avaricious eyes. With lusting eyes. And several of them reached down and squeezed their crotches.

“What do you think, guys? Have we got us a fine piece of meat here?”

I looked at the man who was holding me. “Are you Charlie?”

“I am, and you are the best party gift I have ever had.”

“Party gift?”

“Party gift. Baby, I am looking to get into your panties.”

Oh, God! “No! You don’t understand!”

“Hey I get a phone call telling me to pick up a gal named Morgan—she’s supposed to be our date for the night.”

His words weren’t lost on me. ‘our’ date. Like all the bikers!

“So here you are, here we are, and…baby…it’s time to rock!”

“No, wait…you don’t understand!”

“What’s there to understand? I’m a man, you’re a bitch…time to get it on!”

I blurted out, it was my only defense, “I’m a man!”

He blinked. Everybody in the room looked at me.

Now I was red all over again. Mortification, you are my middle name.

“You’re a guy!”

“I am!” My face burning, fear trembling in my belly, I lifted the front of my dress, lowered my panties, and under the corset my caged cock was plainly visible.

“Holy fuck!” blurted Charlie. “She really is a guy!”

The other bikers all gathered around and looked at me. I tried to put my dress down but they stopped me.

“Crap, that weenie must hurt.”

“He sure is small.”

“I thought we were going to get some pussy!”

And this last remark had a bit of anger in it.

“Yea! What about some pussy? We wanted…”

They all grumbled, and they started walking around me.

Meanwhile, Snookers had walked in. “Hey, guys, what’s the beef? So it’s a man pussy instead of a woman pussy? What do we care?”

They stopped walking and started thinking. Suddenly my fear of violence was transmuted into a fear of sex.

Charlie: “Yeah, what do we care?”

“‘Course, what are we going to do with her when we’re done?”

“Let me go?” I tried.

They all looked at me like I was insane.

“Why not?”

Snookers: “Well, sweet cheeks, you’re a guy. and it’s obvious you don’t want to put out, so we’re going to have to rape you. But rape, and sodomy in this case, is a crime. We don’t want to risk you going to the cops.”

“I won’t! I won’t!  You can…do what you want! Just…let me go when you’re done!”

“Nope. Been there and done that. Cost us a shitload in lawyer’s fees.”

“Well, then—“

“We can just dispose of him,” offered one of the bikers.

“Dispose?” I echoed.

“No body, no evidence, no problemo.”

They all grinned.

I made a break for it, which was stupid, because I didn’t stand a chance in hell. I tried to push between Charlie and Snookers and it was like trying to get between two elephants making love. They just moved their bodies together and I was slammed back into the others. Hands grabbed me, a pair of handcuffs were popped onto my wrists, behind my back, and I was pushed onto the couch.

“Okay,” said one biker, undoing his pants. “Bend that bitch over!”

“No!” I screamed. They ignored me, hands grabbed me and turned me on my front. Hands grabbed my dress and pulled it up.

“Hold it!” Charlie yelled.

All activity froze, and Charlie said, “Look, if we rape her here, and kill her, then we have to transport a dead body across town.”

The bikers all looked at each other and scratched their heads.

“What should we do then?” asked one.

“Let’s take her over to the other place, do her, and then we can just bury her out back. No fuss, no muss, no bother.”

With cheers, I was picked up and carried out to one of the vans. The door slid open and I was pushed in the back. Four big bikers got in with me.

“Okay, blindfold her. I don’t want to take a chance on anybody finding where we bury our bodies.”

A black sack was pulled over my head and I sat there, scrunched between bodies, and tried to figure out what to do.

I was caught, I was en femme, my wife didn’t love me, and losing my home and wife were the least of my problems. I was about to be raped and disposed of.

There was no talking as the van sped through the streets. We stopped at stoplights, I heard city noises, and we drove for a long time. Then the sounds faded and we started going around curves. We were going up into the hills.

Of course. Into deep hills, where nobody traveled and a lonely grave would never be found.

Oh, Heysoos. What had I done?

Surprisingly, I didn’t cry. I just sat there and my life passed in front of me.

At one point I tried. I said, “You don’t have to do this.”

The answer was quick. “Oh, yes. We do.”

The van crept around a few corners, then slowed down, and stopped.

The door slid open and I was lifted out and put on my feet. Two of the bikers held my arms and guided me along a path. Across some cement, then what felt like a patch of lawn.

“Upsie daisy,” I was lifted over a step.

I was in a house. I could feel it. I could hear the bikers around me. They weren’t very talkative, but that was okay. My mind was busy. I was ‘enjoying,’ if you can call it that, the last moments of my life.

My time on planet earth was over. I was about to enter the afterlife. I felt a deep, abiding peace come over me.

What I had done, the things I had done in my life…not bad. Sure. I had a piece of the pervert in me, but I didn’t hurt anybody. I tried to treat people the way I wanted to be treated. I had had friends, and…and lovers. My wife. If there was one thing I wished…

“Hey, Morgan,” Charlie’s voice was gruff.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“You got any last requests?”

Sure, don’t do this. But I didn’t have much hope of that one being respected. Then I had a thought.

“Yeah.”

“What?”

“I’ve got a wife. I don’t know…but if you could…maybe write a note, deliver it to her anonymously. Tell her I love her. Tell her there’s never been anybody but her. And…tell her I’m sorry.”

“Tell her that you’re sorry? What you ever done to be sorry for?”

“Well, I never told her about my cross dressing, my little kinks. I’m sorry I didn’t, but…I guess I just couldn’t.”

“So if you had another chance to live…you’d tell her what a dirty, nasty, little pervert you are?”

“In a heartbeat,” I answered.

Then I felt something funny. Something was wrong. Something—

“Tell her yourself,” the black bag was ripped off my head.

I blinked in the light, then my head started to come undone. All possibility of thought was stopped. There was nothing I could do but gape.

I was in my own living room. All the bikers were standing around, grinning at me. And Carly, my own, dear, sweet Carly, was standing in front of me.

“Oh, honey!” And she hugged me. And she was crying. And then I was crying. Somebody undid my handcuffs and I hugged her back. A big cheer went up then. I was in my own home. Oh, my God!

The party started. Big bikers were slapping my back. The Uber driver was there! Jane gave me a big kiss and goosed me and laughed hysterically. Billy and his ‘girls’ showed up and congratulated me. Congratulated me for what I didn’t know. Surviving the best practical joke in all of history?

Later, Carly would explain it all to me. She had come across my box of clothes one day, and put together with my lack of horniness before and after her trips, she figured I was cheating. She had actually contacted the TV program, Cheaters, to see what they could do.

They followed me, and found me as innocent as the dawn. I was true blue, and even when they put temptation in my path I resisted it. Heck, they said I was probably the most honest ‘cheater’ they had ever followed.

Then Carly called Jane, asked her for help. She still didn’t know why I had a stash of women’s stuff in my shed.

Jane, evil, insidious, nefarious Jane, knew exactly what was up. She took one look and said, “He’s a cross dresser.”

Well, Carly was stunned, but not angry. Heck, we lived in Hollyweird. We knew about gays and Lesbians and crossdressers and every manner of ‘deviant’ sex there was. What did she care if I pranced around like a woman occasionally?

Of course, it did irk her that I had a secret I wasn’t willing to share.

So she talked to her bosses, and they’re the kind of billionaires that love a good practical joke. They actually spent a hundred thousand dollars. They hired the actors, scenarios were drilled, and finally, the big day came.

They hacked into my security system and watched as I dressed up.  Then they drugged my drink, and arranged for the vacation boobs to be inserted, and all the little things that made me more into a woman.

And they watched as I woke up and went crazy. They said they couldn’t stop laughing as I tried to deal with everything. And when I was in the bar, Billy said he almost broke into hysterics several times.

The bikers, they were just big, gruff actors, and they had enjoyed themselves immensely. And they kept saying they wished it was all true. but they were laughing.

Finally, the party was over. It was dawn and everybody had packed up and gone home. I was home, so I didn’t have to pack anything. I just needed to get undressed.

I started to pull my dress off and Carly said, “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m changing back. Do you have the key to my shoes and the corset? And the chastity cage?”

She grinned. “Nice try.”

“What?”

“I’m not going to let you change back.”

“Honey. I hate to break it to you, but I’m a man.”

“No. No you’re not. I still have a couple of weeks to go, and I’m keeping you the way you are.”

“But, honey…”

“Unless, of course, you do one more thing.”

“Oh. Okay.” I was tired. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I had been through so much already that one more little thing wasn’t going to matter.

“Stay here.”

I stayed in the living room. God. What an experience. I had been led through so much. I had believed my wife was a Lesbian, that she was going to divorce me. I had truly thought I was going to be raped and killed. What more could she spring on me?

She sauntered back into the living room and I knew. A big dildo was jutting out from her hips, swaying back and forth as she walked.

“I’ve seen what you looked at on the net. I know what your secret desires are.”

“But…but…”

“I know what you really want, what’s behind all this cross dressing, and I am prepared to deliver it.”

“But…but…”

She took my hand and led me towards the bedroom.

END
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Party Gift!’

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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