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PART ONE

“Oh…yes….oh!” Liam pushed his hips forward and squirted.

Linda lay underneath him and waited for him to be done.

“Oh….geez!” And he collapsed.

Linda pushed him and he rolled off her. He was perspiring and exhausted. it had been a great cum.

Linda got up and went to the bathroom. In the light from the bathroom he studied her sexy body. She had a classic Barby body, high tits with perky nips, flared waist with two perfect globes. Her face was oval with chestnut hair waving down over the shoulders. Her eyes were green and her lips plump and curvy.

Just looking at her he wanted to make love all over again.

She closed the door and shortly he heard the sound of the shower.

He sighed. She was a knock out, but he knew something. was wrong. When they had first married she had been all over him, a regular nymphomaniac. But now, just a year later, it was like she was bored.

He was having great cums, but she just acted bored, and he didn’t think she had even squirted.

Frowning, he got up and went to the bathroom door. He heard a moan, and he cracked the door and peeked in. He caught sight of her shape through the frosted shower door. It looked like she was slightly crouched and rubbing her pussy.

Fuck! Was his wife jacking off? Jilling off?

He opened the door further and stepped in. “Hey!”

His wife straightened up and started soaping. “What?”

“Are you jacking off?”

“What?” Her voice was a little high, a little squeaky. It was obvious that he had caught her. And right after they had just fucked.

“Are you masturbating?”

He opened the shower and stepped in.

“Do you mind?”

“Yes. I do. I mean, I don’t, but why couldn’t you get off with me?”

“I can…I mean, I did.” She was biting her gorgeous lip and obviously lying.

“Linda. Baby. I want to make sure you’re happy. If I’m failing you in bed then I want to figure it out.”

She was silent. Soaping. Frowning.

“Look, we’re man and wife. If we can’t talk to each other…”

“I can talk.”

“Then talk! Tell me what I can do to….to….to make you happy.”

“You can get out of the shower,” she muttered.

There wasn’t much to say to that, so Liam opened the door and stepped out. He was wet, and hadn’t taken his own shower, so he just sat on the toilet and waited.

A minute later she opened the door, looked at him, then commenced to dry herself off.

He stepped into the shower without a word. He soaped, rinse, and got out.

Linda was sitting in the bedroom, waiting for him. He dried himself off and went and sat in her vanity chair.

She was not happy, and she said, “I don’t know why I can’t get off with you. I just know that I get super horny, but no more. Then, afterwards, a quick stop in the shower and I’m fine.

He started with the obvious questions. “Is it something I did?” And, “Do you still love me?”

She reassured him on both points.

They talked long into the night then, and it was good for both of them. Liam pledged to be more considerate, to find out what she wanted and do his best to please her. She pledged to be more open and to try her hardest.

In the end, Liam said, “You know, if I can’t please you, then it’s perfectly all right with me if you masturbate.”

She didn’t say anything to that.

The next couple of months were dry months for Liam. He was horny as ever, but in bringing up the situation of here not having orgasms he had opened a can of worms. It was now awkward whenever he wanted to make love, and she began putting him off, claiming headache, or period, or just general malaise.

Yet he knew she was masturbating in the shower.

And one day she left her bottom dresser drawer half open. In closing it he saw a dildo, a big one with that vibrated, nestled in a mess of straps. He didn’t know what the straps were for, but he sure knew what a dick shaped bedroom appliance was for.

Eventually, he would have brought the subject up again. Tried, in as polite a manner as possible, to point out that there were certain marital obligations, but he didn’t have to. :She brought it up instead.

“Liam?” She rarely addressed him as ‘honey,’ or ‘baby,’ or any other term of endearment, “I want to go away for a couple of weeks.” She said this at breakfast, not during the small hours of rest that are the usual time for intimate conversations.

“You mean like a vacation?”

“Yes.”

“And…uh…am I invited along on this ‘vacation?’

“I would prefer not.”

They were in the kitchen at the moment, and he had been fixing breakfast. He stopped what he was doing and turned to her. “Can you elaborate?”

“I’m not happy.”

“And that’s it? We don’t talk about what it is that makes you unhappy? There’s no other solution?” They were sliding, naturally enough, right back into the sexual aspect of their marriage.

Her lips pursed, which made them sexier, but which revealed her unhappiness. “I’m…I want some space. Some space in which I am not constantly put upon to…to…”

“To make love to your husband.”

“I’m sorry.”

“We haven’t been making love.”

“But there is always the pressure to.”

“Making love is normal. Running from a relationship not so much.”

She sighed.

He said, “Have you considered talking to somebody?”

“Now you’re saying I’m mentally ill.”

Liam blinked. “No…no…”

“Then what’s wrong with me having a little retreat, a time and space in which to evaluate what is happening between us?”

He sighed, and…” Okay.”

Two weeks later Liam took Linda’s suitcase out to the car. He was feeling a bit dour.

Linda giggled, “You’re acting like your dog died. Come on. It’s just two weeks, and then I’ll be back and I’ll definitely feel differently about our relationship.”

I hope so, he thought.

Suddenly a van pulled into the driveway of the house next door. A striking woman of about fifty stepped out of the van. The driver got out and started taking suitcases out of the van and into the house.

Linda sauntered over tot he side bushes. “Hello!”

The woman was built. For being middle-aged she had a chest like Marilyn Monroe. She had a face like that actress’s, too. Her features were defined, but feminine soft. Her hair was a blonde bubble and her lips were full and red.

Liam couldn’t help himself. After being deprived for so long his dick went boner on the spot.

“Hello, you must be the neighbors.”

“We are, I’m Linda and this is Liam.” They shook hands all around and the woman said, “I’m Sue, but just call me Sue.”

Chuckles at her forthright manner.

“So are you moving in permanently?”

“Just for the summer. Two months, then I’ll be shooting off on my broom.”

More chuckles at her self deprecating humor.

“Well, I’m off for a month,” Liam blinked at Linda’s time estimate, “But hubby here is at your service.”

Another blink. He was actually looking forward to a lot of golf.

“If you need anything Liam is the man. ”

“Well, thank you, Liam,” and Sue took his hand again and held it, “That is actually a relief, because there are apparently a couple of things that need to be done over here. I really need a big, strong man to help me out.”

“Oh, wonderful. That will insure that Liam doesn’t get bored while I’m away. Here, let me put our numbers into your cell.”

While Linda put their numbers into Sue’s cell, Sue studied Liam, and he could swear there was a gleam in her eyes. “I’m sure he won’t get bored with me around.”

Linda seemed not to notice any inflection, but Liam did, and the way she kept hold of his hand, now she was holding on with two hands, and her fingers were stroking his wrist in a downright suggestive manner.

This made Liam nervous, but, dammit, he had a king-sized hard on!

“Well, it was a pleasure meeting you,” Linda smiled, “but Liam has to take me to the airport.”

“Of course. You have a wonderful vacation, and I’ll take care of Liam.” Then Sue placed a hand on Liam’s chest. He could feel his heart pounding, his nipple was rigid under her palm and he knew she could feel that, was feeling that. “Right, Liam?”

“Uh…”

Linda just laughed. It was overtly sexual, but Linda didn’t feel threatened, and didn’t even seem to notice. “That’s wonderful. Come along, Liam.”

“There is just one thing,” and now Sue looked a bit nervous. She even unhanded Liam.

“What’s that?”

“I’m…I was a victim. Sexual violence.”

“Oh, Sue! That’s terrible.”

“I would like to use Liam, but I have to insist, for my peace of mind, mind you, that…he be ‘contained.’

Linda’s mouth dropped and she blinked.

Liam turned his head and stared.

“Oh, I know. the foibles of an old woman. But I have a chastity device he can wear. And I really will need help putting in a security system. Is there any way you could see fit to…I’m afraid to call security companies…they might…but do you think you could…?”

Linda closed her mouth, she placed a hand on Sue’s arm, then went in for a brief hug. “Don’t you worry about a thing. Liam will be glad to wear this…’chastity device’ you called it?”

“Yes. It will be snug, especially for such a virile man as Liam. But it would make me feel so much better. And if you do help me put in the security system that would really help me out. I’m just so scared after…after…being attacked.

“Sue. Not to worry. She doesn’t have to worry about you, does she, Liam? Liam will wear whatever you need and he will be at your beck and call. You hear a prowler late at night? Even if you just hear a sound or get a feeling…you call Liam. Isn’t that right, honey?”

It was the first time she had used an endearment, called him ‘honey,’ in months.

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

“And you’ll put in her alarm system or whatever?”

“It’s very easy,” gushed Sue, again placing a hand on his chest.”

“Yeah. Sure.” Damn. There went his golfing days.

“Excellent,” Linda smiled, “Then it’s all settled. Let’s go, Liam. You can help Sue this afternoon.”

“I’m not sure about this,” said Liam as they drove to the airport.

“About what?”

“About getting so chummy with temporary neighbors.”

Linda laughed. “Why not. A couple of months and she’ll be gone. Is the mice thinking about playing while I’m away?”

An immediate image of him being intimate with Sue flashed through his head. “No…no!”

“I wouldn’t care, you know.”

Liam almost drove off the road. He swerved and a driver in the next lane honked and flipped him off.

Linda continued as if nothing had happened, “She’s not so old, and did you see her chest? You’ve always liked big chests. She probably doesn’t get any, and you certainly haven’t been getting any.”

“Honey, I have no intention of cheating on you.”

“I’m just saying that I am not vengeful, or jealous, and I understand what you’ve been going through.”

Liam was silent for a moment. Then: “There’s something wrong with her.”

“What? How can you say such a thing?”

“Maybe you didn’t notice, but she was all over me. And then the mixed signal about being a victim. How can she be horny and afraid all at the same time. It just doesn’t make sense.

“It makes perfect sense. The woman probably needs a friend. She’s probably at wit’s end after being attacked. She probably isn’t even aware that she is sexually hungry, even though she obviously is.”

“Sexually hungry,” Liam was getting a bit mind blasted. “Well, I don’t know.”

Linda turned to him. “Honey, promise me that you’ll be kind to her. Watch out for her, do everything she says, and…and I’ll understand if you help her.”

‘Help her.’ An obvious reference to sexual relations.

Liam wanted to talk further, but they were at the airport.

Liam fond parking and toted her bags into the terminal. At the gate they were just boarding, and Linda pulled him over to the side. She put her arms around him, his first hug in a month. “Honey, I’m sorry about all this. But it’s working. I’m already horny at the thought of missing you.”

She kissed him then, a bedroom kiss, right in the middle of the terminal. She almost devoured his mouth with pure sexual desire.  When they came up for air he could hardly breath. “Fuck,” he whispered. His erection was poking her in the belly. Hard.

She laughed and lowered a hand. They were turned so nobody could see them, and she stroked his penis through his pants.

“Maybe this was a bad idea, me leaving.”

“Oh, please,” he blurted. “Come home.”

She laughed and broke their hug. “Not a chance. I want to explore this feeling of missing you for a few weeks.” A few weeks? Not two weeks? But he said nothing.

“Besides, I don’t want to get in the way of your relationship with Sue.”

“What? But thee’s no—“

She placed a hand on his lips. “Fuck her.”

Liam’s eyes made pies look small.

“Fuck her and tell me about it on the phone. It will make me horny. It will make me realize what I’ve been missing. “Put your dick in her and cum, then tell me about it. I want you to.”

Over the loudspeaker: “Last call for Flight 243 at gate 9.”

She grabbed his crotch then, and squeezed. “God, this is making me so fucking horny I can’t believe it! Do this and I’ll come back to you and everything will be right.”

Then she slapped a last kiss across his lips and ran for the gate.

Liam just stood there, boner city, and wondered what the fuck had just happened.

All the way home Liam’s mind was in a state of shock. His wife had just asked him to fuck somebody. It went against everything he believed in. And…it turned him on. His dick was like a rock all the way home. He got out of the car and had to walk a little pooched over, his dick was so hard.

He walked into the house and immediately thought about jacking off. Such a delicious feeling, having a stiff one. He decided, since it would be his first cum in a while, that he would have a drink, watch some porn, then pleasure himself.

In the kitchen he filled a tall glass with ice, then poured in half a glass of bourbon. He smiled. Added a bit of Coke, and headed for the computer room.

Like any guy, Liam had a knowledge of porn. He wasn’t an addict, by any means, but he knew his way around. He started with big boobed women. Casca, Ava, Richelle. Mmmm.

From there he went to orgasms. He found one of Brandi cumming her mind out. Seven orgasms on one clip.

Midway through he refreshed his drink, then came back to the computer. And went to…older ladies. It was sort of natural, the progression from ‘MILFs’ to ‘mature’ to grannies, and he knew it was because of what Linda had said. ‘Go fuck Sue.’

Heysoos. He had no intention of dipping his wick in a grey pussy. But it sure was fun to think about it, to imagine it, and to watch a little porn on it.             

Truth was, older woman could be very sexy. They weren’t giggly girls, they seemed to know what they wanted. And, in Sue’s case, she had a world class set of tits, an ass worth tapping, and full lips that looked like she could suck with the best of them.

Then he frowned. But she was victim of an attack. She would hardly be wanting to have sex. Even if Loam wanted to. Even if Liam’s wife hadn’t told him directly to have sex with her.

Second drink done, he headed for the kitchen. He put in the ice cubes, poured in the bourbon, and…he was out of Coke.

No big deal. He had a case of the stuff in the refrigerator int he garage.

He stepped over to the door. He was a bit wobbly from drinking, and his penis was hanging out of his pants. Well, not hanging. More like sprouting out like a lance. Ready to split the night with sperm.

He chuckled, opened the door and stepped out.

“OH!” Sue was there. The side door was open and she had apparently just come in and was holding something in her hand.

“Oh!” Liam echoed, and the stared at each other.

Her eyes went down his frame and took in his cock. Her eyes grew big and round and she staggered back. “No! No!” She was having a reaction to seeing his sex. She was victim, and she would be afraid.

“Hey! Wait! I’m sorry. I didn’t…”

But Sue just dropped what she was holding, a little black bag, on the ground and ran back out the door.

Liam went to the door and stared after her. She was already through the hedge and almost to he own back door.

“Wait!” Liam tried, and he stuffed his shrinking boner into his pants.

Her door slammed.

Liam said a bad word and stepped back and closed the door. Fuck. He hadn’t…he just wanted a Coke…why had she been there, anyway?

He took a step and his foot touched the black bag. He bent and picked it up. She was probably bringing this over to show him something. Or something.

He grabbed a Coke out of the fridge and went into the house. He would have to call on her later, reassure her, mend broken bridges.

He put the bag on the sink and ruined the bourbon with the soft drink.

He tilted the glass and sucked down a little joy. When he put the glass down he saw the bag on the sink.

Curious, no reason not to, he opened the mouth of the bag.

It was metal, with a little tube in the center of what looked like an over-sized prick. There was a ring attached to it, and there was a lock built into it.

Holy crap! It was one of those chastity things!

Was she really expecting him to wear this?

Shaking his head, he put the thing back in the bag and went back to his porn.

Two hours later, delightfully soused and preparing dinner, Liam’s phone rang.

“Hey, babe! Miss me already?”

“Honey, this is the best thing we could have done. All I can do is think about your big, stiff, hard dick!”

Liam grinned. This was more like it.

“But I just got a call from Sue.”

“Oh?” And Liam explained what had happened.

“Oh, that’s too bad,” Linda said, when he was done. “But now we have a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“She insists that you put it on.”

“What?”

“That’s what she was going to ask you to do when you…you exposed yourself to her.”

“But that’s ridiculous!”

Liam could almost hear Linda shaking her head.

“Ridiculous or not, I’m afraid she might call the police.”

“But I was in my own house! She’s the one who came in to my house!”

“I know that, and you know that, but you know that she’s a victim, and she really needs a gentle hand.”

“First you’re telling me to fuck her, and now you’re telling me to lock my cock up!”

“I know, isn’t it terrible?” She didn’t sound like she thought it was terrible.

“You sound like you’re getting a kick out of this!”

“Well, it sure is making my pussy wet.”

Liam blinked big over that one. This was a new Linda. One he wanted to keep.

“So put it on.”

“The chastity tube thing?”

“Yes.”

“But…”

“It will reassure her, and it will make me horny. Just think. I’ll talk sex with you every night, and you will be forced to hold it in, to save it for me. I’ll come back thoroughly hornicized, and you’ll be unlocked and your big dick will be twice as big…”

“I don’t think dick’s get larger like that.”

“You know what I mean. Twice as hard. Your balls twice as full. And all waiting for little, old me.”

Liam’s penis was working overtime now. Just hearing his wife’s voice, and now hearing what that voice was saying, his boner was entering gargantuan proportions. It might not be twice as big, but it sure felt like it.

“Come on, just for laughs. Can you do it? For me? For our horny, little marriage?”

“Well, I guess…”

Between being horny and drunk, he was giving in.

“Come on. Try it on. right now.”

“Uh…”

“What’s wrong?”

“My dick is too hard.”

Linda giggled. “Oh, I like it. Okay, so go do something that will calm you down. Cut the lawn, or have some more liquor.”

“How do you know I’m drinking?”

“Honey, you sound different when you’re drinking. You sound…sexier. So go have a drink or five, and when your penis finally calms down…send me a picture of it. I really need to see a picture of your locked up penis. That would make me so hot. I wouldn’t just be wet…I’d be steaming!”

Liam sighed. He was getting talked into this. And he was drunk enough that he was okay with it. So after a little more dirty talk he hung up, poured himself some more bourbon, and went and watched TV and waited for his dick to go down.

Liam woke up on the couch. He was naked, and he hurt down there. “”Oh, fuck!” he whined. He had put on the chastity thing, and now he had to pee.

He rolled off the couch and ran, crouching to the bathroom. He was still a little drunk, and he sat down on the toilet and held his head in his hands.

He sat there and listened to the dribble of water in the bowl.

Dribble. He usually had a thick stream, a manly stream, but now…a dribble that just kept on dribbling out.

Fuck. What had he done?

He stared at his cock. It was smunched into the cock cage, and it wasn’t getting out.

A serious miscalculation, he hadn’t found a key in the bag. After he had locked his dick up. how could he have done that? The lock was built into the chastity tube so there was no way of cutting it off. The device was metal, and he didn’t feel like taking a dremel saw to his private parts. So how was he supposed to get out of this?

The phone rang. He blotted his cage with a few squares of toilet paper and staggered out to the kitchen.

It was Linda and he answered, sounding like he had had his head stuffed into a bag of fertilizer, and then the fertilizer had been beaten with a baseball bat.

“Whoa!” she laughed. “You don’t sound too happy.”

“I locked this damned thing on and now I can’t get it off!”

“You’re kidding!”

“I’m not. There’s no key.”

“Oh, Sue will have a key. You have to go over and apologize for scaring her last night.”

“Me apologize?”

“Well, if you want the key I suggest you take a respectful attitude.

Liam groaned. She was right.

“Now, I believe you owe me some pictures.”

“Oh, yeah. hold on.”

Liam angled his cell phone and snapped off a few pictures. He showed the chastity device from several angles, holding his dick up with one hand.

His dick was already trying to get hard. It wiggled and squirmed and pressed against the cage. Even the still pictures made it look like it was angry and desperate.

On the other end of the line Linda laughed. “Oh, my God! This is incredible! And whoever has the key owns you. I guess you better do whatever Sue says.”

“I guess. I’m going to have some breakfast now.”

“Don’t you want to talk dirty for a while?”

“Well, uh…” he didn’t want to. He just wanted to eat and get sober.

“Oh, I knew it. She has the key, so you’re thinking dirty thoughts with her.

“No!”

“So you finally get me all horny and desperate and I want to come home and jump your bone, but your heart belongs to another woman.”

“Honey! You can’t say that! You can’t—“

Linda started laughing. “Oh, your voice. You sound pathetic!”

“I need to eat,” he muttered.

“Well, you go ahead and eat, but remember, this is so fucking sexy…I’m going to be hot and wet all day long over this.”

“But, honey…”

“God, this is good. And just think. I don’t have to worry about you fucking Sue.”

“Me? Fucking Sue?” His voice squeaked.

“Sure. You said you wanted to fuck her.”

“I didn’t say that! You said that!”

“Yeah, but you got all excited. But now I don’t have to worry about it. You are safe and protected until I get home.”

Liam had wandered into the kitchen and he sat down at the table and held his head in one hand.

“Unless, of course, she’s just trying to make you horny enough so that you’ll be desperate enough…and then she’s going to unlock you and fuck you.”

“Honey, please. This is just too much.”

“Hey, it’s okay. I know you want to fuck her. If she unlocks you we both know what she’ll want, and…it’s okay.”

“What’s okay?”

“That you fuck her. God, that is making me hot!”

“But I don’t want to fuck her!”

“You will. A couple of days in that device and you’ll be wanting to fuck anything with a hole.”

Liam was dazed. His wife was making no sense. She was telling him to fuck the neighbor, not to fuck the neighbor, and the more she contradicted herself the more horny she got.”

“Honey,” he finally said, “I need to eat.”

“But…wait! You’ve got me horny and now you want to leave me high and dry?”

Which statement confused Liam. After all, that was what she did to him. Had done to him before she went off to this retreat thing.

But he really need to eat. He was hurting, officially hurting, and he wanted breakfast. “Look, I’ll call you back when I’ve eaten. Right now I have to put some solid food in my belly. I drank too much last night so I could get this thing on, and now…I need to eat.”

“Well, it you must. But you’d better call. This is making me so horny that I’m going to need to jack off. And then I’m going to need to get horny again, so you’re going to have to call me. Okay?”

“Okay,” he agreed.

So, with a big ‘Mwah!’ Linda hung up and Liam was left to fix breakfast. His cock struggling and pressing against the metal so hard it hurt.


PART TWO

Liam intended to call Sue. Sometime. But he was in no hurry. He was confused by all the contradictory sexuality she was presenting. He was confused by the thing on his dick. He was confused by his wife’s attitudes.

But he intended to call her, then, DING DING!

It was his wife again. “Hey, babe,”

“Feeling better?”

“Oh, yeah. I just needed some grub.”

“Good, because I just got off the phone with Sue.”

Oh, fuck! went through his mind.

“And, uh…what?”

“She was very upset, and I’m glad I called. She was thinking about calling the police. But I talked her out of it. I had to send her a picture of you in the chastity tube, though.”

“You did?”

“I mean, she knew about it, she wanted it, and it went a long way towards reassuring her that you were safe to be around.”

Just the thought, safe to be around, messed with Liam’s head. When had he ever been a man that was not safe to be around?

“Well, uh. Okay.”

“Now, here’s what you have to do,” and she told him. And he, predictably, didn’t agree with her or want anything to do with what she was proposing.

“But you have to!” Linda insisted. “She’s got to see how safe you are!”

“Why don’t we just stay in our own homes?”

“Because…we can’t. Now you go do what I said.” She hung up the phone and Liam sighed at the echoes of the ‘or else’ in her attitude.

Liam cleaned up. He took a shower, then he put on a robe. Heaving a sigh, not wanting to do this, he walked out the front door. He walked across the lawn and knocked on Sue’s door.

Sue cracked the door and peeked out.

Liam stood in his robe, arms folded and feeling very self conscious.

“Yes?”

“Linda said I should show you that I am safe to be around. Can I open my robe? I’m naked underneath except for the chastity tube, which I’m wearing.”

And which was causing him much sexual distress. His pecker was doing everything it could to get out, but a penis can’t bust metal.

Sue opened the door a little further and moved her head out. It looked like she was wearing some kind of robe herself. “Okay.”

Feeling like seven kinds of a fool, Liam undid his sash and opened his robe. He looked exactly like a dirty, old man kind of flasher.

Sue stared at his groin. It was definitely locked. And it was moving very slightly as his cock tried to throb and grow.

Sue smiled and opened the door, “All right, come on in.”

“Well, uh, I need to—“

“Nonsense. I’ve caused you enough trouble. Now come on in. I just baked some cookies and I know you’ll want some.

Hesitantly, wanting to be elsewhere, Liam entered the house.

Sue closed the door and he saw that she was actually wearing a flimsy negligee. She linked her arm in his, which brought him into contact with her big knockers, and walked him into the kitchen.

“I feel like such a goof, getting all upset. I really apologize.”

“Oh, that’s okay. I just…well, I’m sorry.”

In the kitchen was the sweet smell of chocolate chip cookies. Sue  maneuvered him into a chair and handed him one.

Liam tasted the cookie, and it was simply one of the best cookies he had ever tasted in his life. his eyes opened and he quickly finished it off.

Sue giggled. “It looks like you like cookies.”

“I never met a cookie I didn’t like,” admitted Liam.

She brought the plate over and placed it in front of him. “Well, eat them all. I do more cooking than I should. I cook for two, and there’s just me.”

Her voice was sad, and Liam actually felt a little bad for her. After all, a victim of…of abuse, or whatever—he really wasn’t sure of what—and being alone. That was tough.

She sat down opposite him and smiled at him.

Her boobs were in a half bra and he could see her nipples. Her breasts just rested on the surface of the table and stared at him. Her lips were pursed, freshly painted with sexy red. Her eyes, he realized, were a pale blue that seemed to just reach out and absorb.

“Well, uh, you said you had a security system to set up?”

“Oh, yes!” She jumped up, which made her bounce, and she ran into another room for a pamphlet. She leaned over him and opened it on the table. Her breasts pressed firmly against him, then she sat down next to him, effectively trapping him in the chair.

“I can’t tell you how much good this does, being able to talk to a man without worrying whether…you know.”

“I understand,” he forced himself to look away from her hungry eyes and down at the instruction pamphlet.

“Well, this seems sort of straight forward.” The odd thing was that he felt a little dizzy. But he shrugged it off. He had had a lot to drink the night previous, after all.

“Then you can install it?” She was holding his arm again, her breasts were surrounding his arm and he could even feel her nipple brushing against his skin.

“Shouldn’t be a problem.” the room tilted to a 30 degree angle and he blinked. He started to move to correct the slant, but realized he was sitting straight. So why was the room crooked?

“What about tools? Do you have tools?”

“Oh, sure,” he was eyes wandered around and came to focus on a calendar. It had a fireman, half naked, with a big hose on it. He giggled.

“Oh, sorry.” He didn’t know why he had giggled. What was wrong with him.

“That’s okay. “Now, will it be secure from the outside?”

“Oh, yeah,” the room turned slowly about him and he started moving his head, at least he thought he was moving his head, to keep everything on an even keel.

“And what if I wanted you to make my basement into a dungeon?”

For some reason her outlandish question just slid past his filters. It seemed like an entirely logical idea.

“Of course it’s more a fungeon. That’s a dungeon that’s fun. I’ll want to put a fucking bench on it, for people like you. And I’d like to have a sound system, and maybe a cell for certain people.”

“Definitely,” Liam agreed, the room now spinning faster and faster. He tried to keep his eyes on her so he wouldn’t fall over. “Every game room should have a fungeon.” He wasn’t making sense, but it sounded fine, and she didn’t object.

She took his hand and placed it over her boob. “Do you like my charms?”

The room was near upside down now, and Liam kept straightening his head, which kept listing to the side. “Absolutely.”

“Would you like to feel them?”

“Oh, yeah.” He was already feeling them.

She leaned forward and kissed him quickly on the lips. Her lips were soft and tender and very moist.

“One of the things I have trouble with is being with men who try to control me. So I usually get them in chastity as soon as I can. Would you like me to put in your catheter?”

“Sure.”

He was dazed, and his thoughts coming slowly, life was like a deck of playing cards, the cards being tossed on the table one at a time. Slowly. And he was having trouble seeing what each card was.

She had him turn around and she opened his robe.

His cock wormed about inside the chastity tube.

She smiled. “I’m so glad you’re safe to be around. Stay here.”

She got up and left. A second or an eternity later she was back. She was holding a little silver tube.

Liam watched as she put the little tube into the chastity cage, and then…she slowly pushed it into his penis! Right into his slit!

It felt weird, real weird. About as a weird as a room that was kaleidoscoping  around. He felt the end slide through his most sensitive tissue, and his cock really began shrieking. So weird, so good, and then she screwed the base of the tube into the end of the cock cage.

“There we go. How does that feel?” She held his nuts and smiled at him. He wasn’t sure where she was. He wasn’t sure where he was.

“I have a confession to make.”

“You’re not a woman?”

She laughed, quite merrily, and said, “Oh, no. I am a woman. Through and through. Would you like to see my pussy?”

He found himself nodding.

She stood up and brushed the lapels of her negligee to the sides and tilted her hips up.

It was a beautiful pussy. Out of all the pussies in the world, thought Liam dizzily, that is one!

“Pretty, isn’t it.

“More than pretty,” Liam burbled. “Ish beautifial.”

“Beautifial,” murmured Sue. “I like that. Would you like to know my confession?”

“Shure.”

“I’m scared of men, so I lock them up. And then, to make sure, I give them brownies. Do you know what’s in the brownies?”

“Maririagejuandice?”

“Exactly. Marijuana. Only when you’re locked up and so stoned you can’t count do I feel safe in unlocking a man and having my pleasure.”

“Pleesure.”

“Yes. Oh, don’t worry, I’ll put you back. But…let’s let you out for a while. Would you like to let your cock out and have a little fun?”

“Shure.”

Sue had a key hanging on a chain around her neck. The key hung between her awesome boobs. She took the key and smiled at him. He ate another cookie and grinned stupidly.

She unlocked him, too the tube of, the catheter slid out of him and made him shiver. He stared at his penis as it unfolded.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“I’ll bet,” she said. She reached into his lap and took hold of his cock and stood up. He stood up with her.

“Come along now,” she smiled at him.

“Okay,” he answered happily.

She led him out of the kitchen and down the hall. Her hand was moving back and forth on his penis and she was smiling over her shoulder at him.

She pulled him around and took his robe off and he was completely naked now. His cock stuck out at right angles and throbbed and bobbed.

“You got nice tits,” he blurted staring at them.

“Would you like to make love to them?”

He nodded his head up and down. The room wasn’t so spinning now, but he felt like everything was a joke.

She unclasped the bra and it fell loose. She sat down on her big bed, then laid back. The pillows supported her and her boobs were simply enormous. And beautiful. And her nipples stood up like soldiers saluting.

“Come…but don’t cum.”

He giggled  at that and crawled on to the bed. He laid at her side and slowly lost himself in sucking her nipples.

She sighed and relaxed.

“Now, Liam, I am going to explain how to make love to a woman, and you must learn. Do you understand?”

A mouthful of tit, his head nodded. His eyes were looking up at her in a most trusting manner.

“Take the nipples very gently and move your tongue around them. Yes, that’s it. Now don’t suck too hard, unless the woman likes it that way.”

“Um hmm,” he followed her advice and she gasped and arched her chest out to him.

“Squeeze them with your hands, gently, and use your palms to…yes, very good.”

“Now, you want to slide down and start licking my vagina. Take long, slow strokes with your tongue.”

Liam’s head was in her crotch now, and his tongue lapped at her labia.

“Very good, get every little crevice and work your way up to the clitoris.”

She had a large, well developed clitoris, and he marveled at how it was shaped like a little dick. And it tased so-o-o good.

“Now, use your fingers to stroke my labia, open it like a flower and you are stroking the petals. Mmm. Now, very slowly, insert a finger and began moving it in a circular motion. Ahhh.”

Liam sucked on her button as he fingered her, always watching her.

“Now then, you may go to two fingers. Always remember to go from one to two to…whatever the woman wants.”

He nodded, and she gasped as he put two fingers into her hole and began rimming her.

“Okay, honey, put in three now, and start jacking me.”

He slid three fingers into her, and he could feel the rim of her pussy as he pressed his hand in, then pulled it out. Her pussy was in amazing shape, very pink and wet, with muscles that seemed to suck his fingers deeper into her.

“Now then, most women are afraid of this, but I love it. I want you to press forward, that’s it, feel your knuckles trying to get in…I’m going to tilt my hips slightly and you will find everything just…OHH!”

His hand slipped inside her. His wrist was gripped firmly by her strong slit.

“Oh, yes!” She arched her back and fucked his fist.

“Do me, honey. Little motions. Feel me in there. Oh, yes, give a twist every once in a while…oh….yes…OH!”

Her hips left the bed and she began convulsing violently. She reached down and held his wrist and pulled him into her. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t seeing anything. She was totally lost in the massive orgasm that was overtaking her.

For a long minute she spasmed, her limbs twitching, her muscles locking and releasing suddenly, then she sighed and came down. “Oh, yes. that was good.”

She leaned forward and cupped her hands around his face.  “That was very good. Now take your fist out of my pussy.”

Liam withdrew his hand.

She sighed as he emptied her, then patted the bed next to her. “Come sleep, little one.”

He crawled forward, lay down next to her, and stared at her.

“You have to close your eyes to sleep,” she smiled at him.

He did so, and was awake for a while, then he was asleep.

Liam had pleasant dreams, but the kind that one didn’t remember upon waking. Then he felt his cock being played with, something slid into his penis, and he heard ‘click!’

He opened his eyes.

Sue sat next to him, his cock, caged, in her hand. The catheter firmly embedded in his dick.

She smiled, then leaned in and kissed him. It was a tender and gentle kiss, and he felt his dong trying to stand up.

She said, “I do so love the feeling of the penis trying to erect. One can feel the frustration.”

“Uh…” he was sober, and suddenly embarrassed. “What…did we…you know?”

“Oh, honey, no. You gave me a glorious orgasm, however, and I thank you. Now, up and at ‘em, you have to install the security system.”

“Then we didn’t…”

“Does your cock act like it has cum?”

His cock didn’t. It was pushing out at the cage frantically. And his balls felt like he had a full load.

“How…uh, come. Why didn’t I…uh…”

Sue patted his cheek. “Oh, you silly. You’re Linda’s property. It’s perfectly okay if you bring me to an orgasm, but as for fucking me? Really. Must you be so obtuse?”

Liam got out of bed and looked down at his poor weenie. All locked up and nowhere to go.

“I think I’d like to go home. Can I have the key?” He held out his hand.

“Of course not,” she acted a little surprised that he would even ask.

“But…I need to go home.”

“No you don’t. Unless you want to go home naked. I took your robe home and locked your house up, so…you’re going to have to work for your supper.” She smiled happily.

“Uh, Sue…I need to go home.”

“What for? To jack off? I don’t think so. You have to learn how to be a good husband. And watching internet porn does not help. I looked at your history, you know. You have such a delightfully filthy mind.”

Liam was dazed all over, and not because of any dope.

“The good news, however, is that you may avail yourself of my cookies any time you feel a bit overwhelmed. So if you need to feel good before you start work…”

She stood up and got dressed. Completely. She wore a dress that was buttoned from the neck and hung to her ankles. She still had her massive mammaries, but they, everything, was concealed.

Which made his cock try even harder to erect.

She slipped into some high heels and headed out to the kitchen.

“Come along, Liam, dear.”

Liam looked around. He had nothing to wear. The robe was gone. And she had apparently locked his house up. What the hell?

But all he could do was follow her.

She prepared breakfast. He just stood there, in shock, until she told him to sit. He sat, and she sat, and she pushed a cookie to him.

“Only one, with meals, if you want to stay intelligent. If you want to get truly messed up then eat a bunch.”

He ate the one cookie, and shortly was feeling no pain. But at least the world didn’t spin him around and drop him on his head.

She laid out the pamphlet with the security system installation instructions. “I’ve checked the tools and I have everything you’ll need. So you may begin when you wish.”

She stood up then and went into the living room.

Liam finished eating, then went in after her.

“We’ve got to talk,” he said.

She closed here fashion magazine and grinned. Oh, I so love it when men say that. It means they’ve already given up, and just have to realize it. Go on and talk.”

“You’ve got to…let me go home.”

“So go.”

“But I need a key.”

“Too bad. So sad. You have work to do first.”

“And then you’ll let me go home?”

“You’re free to go home at any time.”

“But I need a key,” he patiently explained.

“Oh.”

“So will you give me the key?”

“Not until you’ve done your chores.”

Liam felt like screaming.

“And, let me tell you, you were quite delightful last night. You really know your way around a woman’s body.”

He said nothing.

“Now then, if you’re all done talking…”

He wasn’t, but no matter how much he talked, he just got more frustrated.

Finally, he said, “Look. I can’t spend my time over here. I need to go home, I need to call my wife. I need to…” she interrupted him by pushing her phone towards him.

“So call.”

He stared at the phone, then he grabbed it. He opened it to contacts, found his wife’s number, and went into the backyard. Sue watched him, a small smiled perched on her lips.

“Hey, babe! How’s it going?”

“Not good,” he said.

She picked up on his mood quickly. “What’s wrong?”

“Our neighbor. She’s kidnapped me. She’s…” he explained the situation. He was very honest, even telling Linda about getting stoned and bringing Sue to an orgasm.

When he was done Linda was silent.

“So what can I do?”

“Well, it sounds like you’re stuck. I mean, I’d help you, but you’re there and I’m here, so…”

“Can’t we call the police or something?”

“And explain that you’re naked in the home of a person who has been victimized?”

That shut Liam’s mouth real quick.

“Look, honey, I know this isn’t what you might have planned, but it sounds like you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and do whatever she tells you to do.”

Liam was silent for a good 30 seconds then. “I don’t mind the security thing, but she’s…she’s…”

“She’s what?”

He whispered, “When I was stoned, she was talking about a dungeon.”

“A dungeon?”

“Yes. She called it a fungeon.”

“Well, will wonders never cease. The things that people do.”

“So what should I do?”

“Well, it looks you don’t have much choice. Until I get home you’re just going to have to build her a dungeon.”

“Really?”

“Look at the bright side, she’ll let us use it anytime we want.”

“Uh…”

Linda giggled. “God, that makes me hot. I can just see you, hanging from a wall, me taking a cat o’ nine tails to you. Oh, the wonderful screams. The stripes on your lily white flesh.”

“This isn’t funny!”

“I know. I know, but…I have to tell you, I feel so relaxed here, and talking to you like this…it makes me feel so sexy!”

Liam was silent.

“And I have a confession to make.”

Still silent.

“I masturbated last night. I just got so hot thinking about you, dreaming of your body, of how your cock is all locked up…it made me so wet I couldn’t resist.”

“Well, I, uh…”

“Twice.”

A big ball of air seeped out of Liam.

“And, Liam, there are men here.”

“What? No! But…”

“And we all went swimming, and some of them are quite well endowed. They have big packages.”

“Linda!”

“Well, heck,” she pouted. “If you get to fuck Sue then I should be allowed to get a little loose.”

“But I’m not fucking her! I’m locked up! And she’s just…just using me!”

“Well, I can’t help it if you were silly enough to get yourself all locked up. That shouldn’t spoil my fun.”

“But we’re married and—“

“Oops, there’s the lunch bell. I have to go. Gonna go swimming later, and I’ll tell you if I see any packages worth fucking.”

“Linda!” But the phone was dead.

Liam re-entered the house. He was sagging, badly, and the worst thing was…his cock wouldn’t stop trying to get hard! It was like his wife telling him that she was thinking of fucking somebody else had woken it up. Big time.

“And how’s your…never mind. I can see how your wife is.”

She looked at his crotch. His cock was actually pushing the cage out a little, stretching his balls. And his throb was obvious.

“Are you ready to start work?”

The security system was easy. He knew his way around a power drill, and he understood schematics, so he hooked the thing up in a couple of hours. It was neat and professional looking, and he stood back and gazed at the key pad in the closet next to the foyer.

“You did a wonderful job. Here.” She handed him a cookie and a beer.

Liam ate and drank, and felt that nice sense of satisfaction that one gets at a job well done. And then he felt that happy glow of drunk and stoned.

When he was done with his beer and cookies, Sue put her hand on his cage and fondled him.

“You’re a nice man, Liam. You’re going to make me very happy.”

“Uh…I’ve got a wife.”

“Of course you do. But I’m sure she’ll be amenable to lending you out every once in a while.”

“But—“

“We’ll talk later, Liam, first I want to show you something.”

Liam followed her into her computer room where she sat down and pulled up images. Liam’s mouth began to open.

“That’s me!”

And it was. Unbeknowst to him, Sue had been taking pictures. She had apparently passed behind him, clicked a pic of him measuring the wall, his cock cage in plain view.

And she had caught him on a ladder. Naked, Working a Sawzall.

And taking a break in the backyard. Sitting for a moment, and in this one he was examining his cock cage, and it looked like he was fondling it.

“Hey!”

Picture after picture flashed before his eyes.

“Aren’t they wonderful? Aren’t you wonderful?”

He didn’t think so.

“Now then, we have a lot to do, and I don’t have time for your silly male-isms.”

“I don’t…but…”

“There is some Nair in the second bathroom—that will be your bathroom, so keep it clean—and I want you to follow the directions and get rid of all your messy hair.”

“But…I…”

“I would love to put these pictures up on Facebutt. Can you imagine the scandal? Or maybe, instead scandal…the intrigue? Do you know how many women would like to hire a naked handyman? It could be a whole new career for you. Of course there is always the problem of the jealous husbands. But how jealous will they be of a man who can’t get it up?”

She giggled, quite delighted with herself.

Liam’s mouth was officially open. He was gobsmacked. He was flabbergasted, stunned and stupefied. “You…you…”

“Hurry along now. I want to feel your new and improved body.”

In the end, he had no choice. He staggered into the bathroom and read the instructions. Twenty minutes later he was denuded. Not a hair below the neck.

He dried off, then stepped out of the bathroom.

Sue was waiting for him. She was lying, odalisque style, on the bed. One arm supporting her head, naked, her large tits thrusting out.

“You know,” she said, “I didn’t get a boob job. these are natural. I did get a type of surgery that would keep them high and tight. Nothing is worse than saggy boobs, right? I mean, have you ever seen a woman whose breasts looked like a man’s testicles? In a manner of speaking.”

He started at her. Quite flummoxed.

“Come here, dear. Let me feel your new body.”

He went to the bed and stood there. She ran her hands over his frame. “Good muscles, but you should probably work out more.”

She turned him around and felt his ass with both hands.

“Oh, baby. You got the hammer that can pound the nail. Feel those glutes.” She squeezed his buns, hard, then she reached between his legs and grabbed his cage. “Aren’t you glad I’m keeping you pure for your wife?”

“I—“

“Why, without me you’d be wasting your sperm down the drain, or maybe even finding a woman to fuck. This way I get to fuck you, and you never get to fuck anybody. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“No,” he whispered.

“Nonsense,” she whispered, pulling him down and running a finger over his asshole.

Liam jerked.

“Liam, honey. I am your dream come true. You will get all the sex you want, and still be true. Now, hold still.”

She put her hand in a jar of lube and coated her fingers. She pulled on his cock again and he was forced to bend over more.

She inserted a finger and he gasped. She rimmed him, and he gulped. “Hey, please don’t…”

“Please don’t what?” she asked, putting two fingers in his ass.

He tried to straighten up, but he couldn’t her grip was hard, and it felt like she was perfectly willing to pull his balls off if he didn’t do exactly as she said.”

“Now hold still and enjoy. I’ll show you what it’s really all about.”

Three fingers, and he was having trouble standing up.

She stood up, held bent over, and moved him around by the asshole and his testicles until he faced the bed.

She pushed, and he fell across the bed.

“Oh, fuck!”

The problem was that it didn’t hurt! It felt good! He wanted it to stop, but he was rapidly coming to the point where he would want it to continue.

“There’s a boy,” she leaned over him and began pushing four fingers into him, pulling out, pushing in.

Liam started to gasp. He could feel Sue leaning over him, her big breasts pressed against his back.

“Some day I’ll get out my dildo and show you some real fun. Until then, however, I think this will suffice.”

“Please…don’t.”

“Please, do,” she responded.

His ass felt loose, and his mind was looser. He had always been raised to think that asshole’s were for pooping, and that anybody who had sex with them was an irredeemable pervert. But now he was feeling it, and loving it, and…he…wanted more.”

Suddenly, he felt a warm feeling gush over him. It was that warm, glow-y feeling after an orgasm, but he hadn’t had an orgasm.

“There you go. Good boy. Keep going.”

A minute later Sue pulled her fingers out of hi ass and he laid with his top half on the bed. His legs were unable to support him, and he started to slide down.

Sue grinned as he slipped off the bed and puddled on the floor.

“Did you see your cum?”

“Huh? What?”

She made no sense, not that he was able to make much sense of anything right then.

“Feel the bed, where your cock was.”

He turned his head, reached up, and felt a gooey mess on the sheet.

“You see? You had a cum.”

“But…I didn’t feel it! There was no orgasm.”

“Of course not. Good boys don’t get orgasms. They learn how to please women, not themselves. But you have been drained. You have been relieved. All that nasty cum in you is gone and your system is refreshed and rejuvenated. You're welcome.”

Liam stared at her, dumfounded.

“Of course, you should know that your mind doesn’t know that your testicles are empty. It’s going to be telling you that you need to cum, and you are going to feel so wonderfully horny in just a short while. But, don’t worry. We can do this again next week. Okay?”

“But…I…you can’t…”

“Now then, honey, I want you to go down to our future dungeon and make a list of materials. The door is in the little hallway between the kitchen and the garage.

With that, she reached down and grabbed his package once again. She hoisted him to his feet, patted his ass, and shooed him out of the bedroom.

Liam walked down the hallway, dazed, mind melted, and wondered what on earth he could do. This woman was crazy! But she had him in her power!

Was she really a victim? Or was she something else?

He didn’t know, and he reached the kitchen and descended into the basement.

END
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Big Stories

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

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 Path to Feminization!’

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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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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