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    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I’m a nice guy, and I don’t understand what’s happening to me. I mean, I took the first step, A ‘Mystery Mistress,’ who I call MM, contacted me on the computer and she convinced me to dress like a woman. But since then everything has gone down hill. For instance, on the second night, after talking to the Mystery Mistress again, and getting all dressed up, I was convinced to take a walk down the street, and… 
 
      
 
    I stood in the middle of the street. My dress was tight and my fake boobs were prominent and looked so real. My wig was full and flowing. My lips were red…as red as my face. 
 
    “We are going to have so much fun,” said Sandy. 
 
    Sandy lived on the left of us, in the house next to the empty lot. She is my wife’s best friend. 
 
    “Please,” I begged. “You have to give me the pictures!” 
 
    “Not a chance. They are on the cloud, ready for…” she snickered, “distribution.” 
 
    “What, but…you can’t do this! We’re neighbors! My wife is your best friend!” 
 
    “And she’s the first one I’ll send the pictures to. I’m sure she’d love to see her hubbie all sissified and feminized. 
 
    My heart was officially in my shoes now, and my mind was spinning into shards. There had to be some way out of this mess. 
 
    “Now, come along, Alexandria. Follow me.” 
 
    She turned on her heels and walked up the walk to her house. 
 
    I was still frozen when she reached the house. She turned and whistled, like she was whistling for a puppy to come to her. “Come on, boy, or should I say ‘girl?’” She laughed merrily and entered the house. The door was left open for me, and there was nothing else to do but follow her. 
 
    That was the longest walk in the world. There was no more click to my heels, just a shuffle drag sort of  sound. I felt like 100 pound weights were attached to each ankle. 
 
    I walked through her front door and into the front room. 
 
    Sandy walked past me, from the cross hallway to the kitchen. She was wearing a robe, and it looked like some lingerie underneath. She had put on fresh lipstick, and I have to tell you, she was a mighty good looking woman. She was five foot six, which with her high heels, would have made her taller than me, except that I was wearing heels. But her heels were taller, and had a platform, so we were about the same height. 
 
    Her body was as good as my wife’s, slender in the waist, almost wasp slender, and flaring hips, and large breasts. She really pushed the robe out, and I could see her nipples pressing through the material. 
 
    She patted my cheek as she passed me. “Have a seat in the living room, little girl. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    I gulped, but couldn’t speak, she glanced back at me and laughed. “Of course you want a drink. Right about now you’re desperate for a drink. Am I right? Don’t answer. Just go sit on the sofa.” 
 
    She held glasses to the front of the refrigerator and I heard the sound of ice cubes clattering. 
 
    I moved into the living room. There was a sofa, big screen TV, a Queen Ann sort of chair. I sat on the sofa. Shock was waning, and I began to realize the seriousness of my situation. Moisture filled my eyes and began trickling down my cheeks. By the time Sandy entered the living room I was sobbing, my shoulders shaking, my chest heaving, my tits jiggling with each sob. 
 
    The weirdest thing, however, and I didn’t understand this, was that I had a monster erection. 
 
    Sandy entered the room, a glass in each hand. She stopped when she saw me crying. “Aw, come on, baby. It’s not so bad.” 
 
    She placed the glasses on an end table and sat down next to me. She put an arm around me and hugged me to her. I couldn’t help it, I just kept crying, big, gulping sobs, getting tears all over her shoulder. 
 
    She patted me on the back, rubbed my back. “There, there. It’s okay.” 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, the tears dried up. I sniffled and wiped my face. 
 
    She let me go and sat back. She was smiling, patient and kind, and she handed me my glass. “I remembered you liked bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    I took the drink and quaffed the thing in an instant. 
 
    “Wow. I guess that should help. I’ll fix you another one in a minute.” 
 
    I nodded, misery incarnate. 
 
    “Now then. Let’s talk.” 
 
    I managed to mumble, “Okay.” What choice did I have? 
 
    “Does Tanya suspect?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Speak out loud.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And how long have you been a cross dresser?” 
 
    “I’m not a crossdresser!” I protested. 
 
    She arched an eye and spoke wryly. “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    Nothing I could say to that. 
 
    “So how long have you been putting on women’s clothes?” 
 
    “I…I put them on last night.” 
 
    “So you’ve had this demon inside you for your whole life, but you just gave in to the urgings last night.” 
 
    I looked at her reproachfully. She just laughed and asked, “Why?” 
 
    “I…I…” But words failed me. My mind was so conflicted I was having so much trouble. 
 
    She sighed and stood up. I could really see her breasts. The robe was red with little dragons all over it. The material was thin and her nipples were really popping. Was this exciting her? Was my misery making her…horny? 
 
    “Pull the Queen Ann over in front of the couch. Sit there. I’m going to make you another drink. It looks like the first one hasn’t effected you.” 
 
    No kidding. I was in too much shock to get drunk. 
 
    I moved the chair, swung it around so that it faced the sofa and sat in it. 
 
    Sandy came back in with another drink. She handed it to me and said, “Try to drink it slow. I know this is all strange for you, but relaxing will help. Do you understand?” 
 
    I nodded. I sipped. I wanted to drink it in a gulp. I wanted to be unconscious. I reined myself in. 
 
    She sat on the sofa, but she didn’t just sit. She reclined on the end, her long legs folded under her, leaning slightly against the arm. Her robe fell partially open and her massive breasts were exposed. 
 
    Oh, my God! They were big. They were in a shelf bra. I actually caught a glimpse of her areola. It was pink, and the nipple pushed the material boldly. 
 
    She saw where I was looking and laughed, but she didn’t pull her robe closed or move to conceal herself. 
 
    Of course. What danger was I to her? She had the goods on me. 
 
    “So why did you start dressing up?” 
 
    “I…I got a message. On my computer. She wouldn’t tell me who she was, but she kept telling me things, and she…she finally got me to do this.” I indicated my body, the dress. I was aware of my own fake tits now. Acutely aware. 
 
    And I was aware that my hard on was surging, out of control. 
 
    Sandy pursed her lips and considered me. 
 
    “So who sent you this message?” 
 
    I told her about it just appearing out of the blue. I told her there wasn’t any request for money, just a conversation that led me down the path. I relayed parts of the messaging as I remembered them.” 
 
    “Do you have a copy of the messages?” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head. “I didn’t think about it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I was just too…too horny to think.” 
 
    “So you let your dick do the thinking, and you could be making this so called ‘Mystery Messenger up.” 
 
    “I’m not! Why would I make it up?” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    I sat there and stared at her. 
 
    She stared at me, and then she said, “Well, slave boy. I think you’re calm enough to do some work. Go make us some drinks. I’m drinking wine, and you know what you’re drinking.” 
 
    “But I’ve got to go home?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because…because…” I blathered. 
 
    “Sweetie, you’re all dressed up with nowhere to go. So here you’ll stay, and we’re going to lay out a program for you. Now, go get the drinks.” 
 
    Stunned, I stood up, and nearly fell. The liquor was getting to me. 
 
    “Better make yours light.” 
 
    I entered the kitchen, my breasts swaying. 
 
    She called to me, “And stop shuffling. I want to hear those heels click!” 
 
    So I lifted my feet, though I didn’t feel like it, and clicked on the tiles and hardwood of her house. Barely aware of what I was doing I made two drinks and returned to the living room. 
 
    She had reclined even more, and her robe, I think she had opened it deliberately, showed her whole breast. It was big, and the shelf bra pointed it at me. The nipple was so hard it could have poked my eye out. 
 
    I stopped and stared. 
 
    Sandy grinned. She held out a hand and I put her wine glass in it. she sipped, and I stood there like a dumb ox. 
 
    “Do you like my tits?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Does that mean no?” She was shaking with mirth. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Then do you like my boobs?” 
 
    I blurted, “I love my wife!” 
 
    “Of course you do. But we are talking about my big, round mammaries. Do you like them?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice was so low it could hardly be heard. 
 
    “Did you know I play with them every day? I pull the nipples when I masturbate. I even have little suction cups to make them bigger. I have even used the suction cups on my clitoris. Would you like to see my clitoris?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Aw,” she mocked up looking disappointed. “Well, sit down, and let’s talk about you.” 
 
    Dully, but with a big boner pushing my dress out, I sat down. 
 
    “Say,” she giggled, “Is that a gun in your pocket, or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Well, is it me that’s got you all hot and hard? Or is it wearing woman’s clothes?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She was shaking with laughter.  
 
    “Okay, you’re fun, but let’s lay down the rules.” 
 
    “Rules?” 
 
    “Yes. Rules.” 
 
    She sat up, which covered her breast, but she put her feet on the floor and spread her legs. I had a complete, and I mean COMPLETE, view of her pussy. 
 
    She shaved. It was pink. Her labia parted and I could see the moistness. Her clitoris was large, and I knew she was telling the truth about using a suction cup on it. 
 
    “Up here, girl.” 
 
    I raised my eyes. My hard on was throbbing and I knew I was leaking in the panty liner inside my tummy shaper. 
 
    “Now, I need a maid, and I need sexual release. You, on the other hand, need to be a maid, and you will give me sexual release.” 
 
    “What? No! My wife!” 
 
    I didn’t say you could have sexual release. I quite like your Mystery Mistress’s idea about you not cuming. I have always liked men that were so horny they doted on your every whim. In fact, I have long entertained the idea of keeping a man for just that purpose. A slave, maybe living in my basement, cleaning my house and licking my tush.” 
 
    “Licking you…what? I’m not doing that!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are. Or Tanya is going to get an email that…no. I’ll just post them on Facebutt. Let the world see you as you really are. Wouldn’t you like the world to see you as a woman? Wouldn’t you like the people at your work calling you ‘Miss?’ And it would be ‘Miss,’ because I don’t know if Tanya is going to want to stay married to a sissy.” 
 
    Now I was truly desperate. I loved my wife. I didn’t want to ever lose her. 
 
    “So you will be my maid, or slave, whichever you prefer, and you will eat me to a frothy cum. And if you do that, then maybe I won’t reveal your dirty, little secret to your wife. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I held my face in my hands. My heart felt like a kettlebell, dropped so hard it was embedded in the ground. 
 
    “Now then, first things first, let’s fix you up and get going.” 
 
    “Fix me up?” 
 
    “Of course. You’re dressed up for a night on the town. You need to change into your work clothes.” 
 
    “Work clothes?” 
 
    “Is that an echo? Of course, work clothes. And that means you have to get out of that dress. Now run along home and return in five minutes. I want you totally naked, and take a shower. You’ve been sweating with fright and, I hate to say this, but you’ve got a bit of body odor.” She pinched her nose and said, “Pew!” 
 
    I sat there. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I sat there, stunned, not knowing what to do. 
 
    “Nine minutes, and then the message goes to your wife.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    I got to my feet and headed for the door. 
 
    “And walk correctly. You may return with your heels on, but nothing else.” 
 
    I started to move. 
 
    `”Wait.” 
 
    I stopped and turned to her. 
 
    She contemplated my chest. 
 
    “What are you using for tits?” 
 
    “Condoms filled with water.” 
 
    “Good. Bring those back, too. I guess you’ll have to wear that bra. Now, go.” 
 
    I went out the front door. 
 
    Same cool night. Same dark houses. Same my house. But I was different. I was shattered. I could barely think. 
 
    I ran, as best I could in a dress and heels, and entered my house. 
 
    Same old house. Same rooms, same furniture. Different me. 
 
    Different me but with the same boner. 
 
    I slipped out of the dress, struggled out of the tummy shaper and other items, and hopped into the shower. 
 
    I’m the kind of a guy that likes to sing in the shower. Loud and lusty songs. I sure didn’t feel like singing now. 
 
    I dried off, put my bra and tits back on, and my heels, and ran back to Sandy’s house. 
 
    She was actually pressing buttons on her cell phone, and I was terrified that I might be late, that she had sent the photos to Tanya. “No! No! Don’t send them!” I begged. I stood in front of her, my fake chest heaving for the running I had done. 
 
    She closed her phone and smiled. “Just in time.” 
 
    She held out her hand to be helped off the couch and I took it and lifted. 
 
    She rose, and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I tried to bat her hands away, but she had me firmly. 
 
    “Don’t struggle.” 
 
    “Let me go,” I whispered weakly. 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    And she stroked me. 
 
    “I don’t want to cum.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to, either. But I want you hard and dripping.” 
 
    I stood, slumped, and her delicate hand stroked my shaft. 
 
    She watched me closely. I could feel myself start to surge, I was close to cuming, I opened my mouth, and she let go. 
 
    Oh, God! My knees shivered. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Come along, Alexandria.” 
 
    She walked down the hallway, her heels clicking. I made sure my heels were clicking as I followed her. 
 
    I knew her bedroom was the last one on the left. She turned to the right halfway down the hall. 
 
    “This is your room.” 
 
    “My room?” 
 
    “Yes. We’ll keep your things in here. All your delicate fabrics and flimsy nighties and such. When Tanya goes out of town you will spend your nights here. When you are not working. 
 
    I studied the room. It was small, with a narrow bed. The nightstand was white and the shade on the lamp was pink. I realized it was a girl’s room. 
 
    “It’s like a girl’s room.” 
 
    “It is a girl’s room. I had it decorated like this for when my niece visited. Do you like it? Alexandria?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She turned to me and grabbed my balls. Her small hand squeezed, gently, but with a promise of hard. “Tell me you like your new room, Alexandria.” 
 
    “I…I like it.” 
 
    “Tell me you like the pink frills.” 
 
    “I do. I do.”  
 
    She was squeezing harder and harder and I felt like my testicles were going to pop in her hands. 
 
    “Excellent.” She let go. “Girls love pink, and I’m glad to hear that you are such a girly girl.” 
 
    She walked to the bed and indicated clothes that were laid out. “Let’s put these on you.” 
 
    I stared at the ensemble. Panties. A big puffy thing that looked like a skirt. A tight bodice, and a blouse. And…a corset? WTF 
 
    “What…what is that?” 
 
    “Best to just get dressed and see for yourself.” She handed me the panties. 
 
    I stepped out of my heels and into the panties. I pulled them up my legs. Fuck! They were crotchless and my dick stood out, made even bigger looking for being emphasized by the underwear. 
 
    “Oh, you shave your legs. How girly. Funny I never noticed.” 
 
    I had been red and embarrassed this whole time, but it was starting to go away. Her words turned me red all over again. 
 
    “Oh, how cute. She blushes.” She handed me the corset. 
 
    She watched as I struggled to pull it up, the humor showing on her face. It was like a big joke to her. The end of my life and she thought it was funny. 
 
    “Let me help you,” she finally said. She loosened drawstrings up the back of the thing and helped me pull it up. 
 
    “My, you’re a fat, little girl. We’re going to have to feed you salads and yogurt.” 
 
    I was about to object, but she pulled the drawstrings and I gasped. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    She put her knee in the middle of my back and pulled again. I felt like my belly had been condensed and all my organs shoved up into my chest. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath!” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths. You’ll get used to it.” 
 
    Like fuck I would! 
 
    “Now, this is called a tulle petticoat.” 
 
    I stepped into the poofy skirt. It spread out and my dick was hidden in the folds of the thing. 
 
    And, God, it felt good. All that material just rubbing away at my penis. I wasn’t going to go soft while wearing this thing! 
 
    She handed me the blouse. I pulled it on and buttoned it, and it took me a second to figure out that the buttons and holes were reversed from a man’s shirt. It fit, and the sleeves were puffy. 
 
    “Now this,” she gave me the bodice and helped me tie it in place. I felt like a sausage stuffed into a skin. I wasn’t going to be able to bend over very well. 
 
    “Excellent,” she stood back and inspected me. “We can’t even see your dick, but it must be feeling pretty good.” She stepped forward and fumbled under my dress. She found my dick and I groaned and my knees buckled. 
 
    “Uh oh. Remember, no cumming. If you get close then just stop and lift your dress. You can squeeze your penis hard if you need to.” 
 
    Great. I thought miserably. 
 
    She studied the expression on my face, saw I was going to cum, and gripped hard. Real hard. 
 
    “OW! 
 
    She laughed. “Big crybaby. Now, come on. Let’s do something about your hands.” 
 
    She pulled me along, keeping a tight grip, and led me to her bedroom. 
 
    I stared at the big, bed. It was so much bigger and comfier looking than my little bed. 
 
    She sat me down at the make up table and pulled up a chair next to me. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend. Spread your hands out.” 
 
    I did so, and she began filing and sanding them. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you some killer nails.” 
 
    I tried to pull my hand back, but she wouldn’t let me. 
 
    “None of that. Take it like a girl!” 
 
    “But my wife! I can’t have long fingernails!” I wailed. 
 
    “Then you’d better be the most excellent maid I have ever had. If you do a good job I’ll take your nails off before she gets home. If you don’t…” she shrugged. 
 
    She had some pre-painted nails, I thought they were sort of tacky, but she pressed them to my nails. My fingers were suddenly a quarter inch longer, made my hands look slender and, dare I say it?…sexy. 
 
    She finished both hands. 
 
    “Next time your wife leaves we’ll do your toes. You’ll love that.” 
 
    “I really can’t do this. You have to…” 
 
    “Shhh. Hold still. I don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “Make up?” 
 
    “Every maid has to be immaculately made up. You want to make a good impression on visitors, don’t you?” 
 
    “Visitors?” My voice squeaked. 
 
    She giggled. “Just kidding.” Then she looked at me seriously, but with a curled lip, “I think.” 
 
    She cleaned my face and moisturized it. She applied creams and powders, she spent a long time putting eye shadow on me. I watched in the mirror and was astounded by how my face was changing. I had looked like a man with a dress before, but I was definitely looking more feminine. 
 
    “All right. You make a beautiful woman, Alexandria.” Her face was focused as she put lipstick on me. “I’d love to use stain, or tint, even, but…” she shrugged. “Now, stand up.” 
 
    I did. and I was astounded. In place of the clunky man was a halfway good looking girl. 
 
    Oh, yeah, I still had certain cheek angles that were masculine, and my eyebrows needed to be plucked, but…but I was passable. I could probably even go into a store and pass for a woman. A manly woman. But that was something I didn’t want to even think about. 
 
    “Oh, yes, one more thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She took out a pair of nylons and grinned. 
 
    I sat on the bed and she rolled them up my legs, and I have never felt anything so cool in my life. I suddenly understood why women liked to wear them, and I felt sorry for all the men in the world. 
 
    She attached them to the straps hanging from the corset, and there I stood. 
 
    Legs and tits. A bit of flesh showing under the puffy dress and my nylons. My tits looking positively enormous over the corset. 
 
    “Come along,” and she grabbed my cock and led me back through the house. We entered the kitchen, our heels clicking loudly. 
 
    “This is the cleaning closet. There is a list of things to be done. It is usually for a week, but I want you to do items one through eight tonight, and I want you to cut my lawn. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lawn? You don’t know what a lawn is?” 
 
    “I know, but it’s the middle of the night.” 
 
    “But it’ll almost be light by the time you finish your duties, and you’ll have just enough time to mow the lawn before the glorious sunlight reveals your inner self.” 
 
    She was laughing. 
 
    “And one, last thing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “First, get that grumpy look off your face. Second, when you are finished with the lawn I want you to crawl under my sheets, from the bottom of the bed. You will wake me up by licking my pussy until I cum. 
 
    “What? No! I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not?” She was amused. 
 
    “I’m married! I can’t have sex with another woman!” 
 
    “Oh, Alexandria, you sweet thing. How nice of you to stay true to your vows. But, listen, eating me out is not you having sex. I’m having sex. You’re just performing your maid duties.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Was jacking off at the same time as your Mystery Mistress having sex?” 
 
    “Well, no…” I was trapped by my own arguments. 
 
    “Then eating me to a frothy squirt is not having sex. You just have to make sure you don’t cum. Right?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She reached under my poofy skirt and grabbed my balls, she squeezed hard and gritted her teeth and growled, “Right?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” I gasped. “Please…let go!” 
 
    She gave a final squeeze, smiled, then let go. “Now, you’d better get crackin’, dawn’s a’comin’. 
 
    I looked at the list. Vacuum. Okay. I got out the Hoover and started sucking her rugs. Fortunately, the house was mostly hardwood floors, just a few area rugs. I finished in five minutes. 
 
    “Alexandria?” 
 
    I looked down the hallway. She was standing in the doorway of her room, toothbrush in one hand. No clothes on. Her beautiful breasts were breath taking. A natural wonder. I gulped loudly. 
 
    “Do your work quietly now. I’m going to sleep.” 
 
    I nodded and she moved back into her bedroom. A couple of minutes later the light was out. Ten minutes later I could hear soft snores. 
 
    Second item on the list. Wash windows inside. 
 
    I grabbed windex and paper towels and went to work. 
 
    Item after item. Polish woodwork. Dust. Mop kitchen floor. 
 
    Some of the items took a minute, some of them took a half hour, but I hurried. I could already see a false dawn in the sky. 
 
    Finally I finished the last item, and I headed for the garage. 
 
    Sandy used a push mower, which was good. I didn’t want to start up a power mower and draw people out. 
 
    I began running, as fast as I could, it was getting light out. Any minute somebody was going to get up, look out the kitchen window, see me. 
 
    Huh, They might not recognize me. But then again, they might. 
 
    I finished the lawn, put the mower away, and walked back into the house, and the thing that had been on my mind the whole morning, ever since I started doing chores, was staring me in the face. 
 
    I had to eat her pussy. 
 
    A vagina other than my wife’s. 
 
    On one hand, it was kinky, and my dick was pulsing and dripping at the thought. 
 
    But, was it being untrue? 
 
    Not if I divorced my mind from the action. 
 
    With that in mind I started down the hallway. And stopped. 
 
    I stunk. I had grass clippings all over my legs. I did not think Sandy was going to appreciate that. 
 
    I pondered briefly, then went into my room. 
 
    My room. A little girl’s room. Fuck. 
 
    I stripped everything off and went into the tiny bathroom. I showered quickly, soaped, rinsed, and suddenly realized that she had perfumed soap. 
 
    I smelled…girly! 
 
    Well, no help for it, I dried off and padded down the hallway to her room. 
 
    Soft light came through the thin shades. She was absolutely stunning. Her hair was spread out, her face was peaceful…totally gorgeous. 
 
    My heart actually pounded a little more. 
 
    My hard on, of course, pounded a lot more. 
 
    Sighing, I lifted the sheet at the bottom of the bed and slithered under. I crawled under the smooth fabric, my dick hard and uncomfortable. 
 
    I felt her legs, and I felt her pleased gasp as she awoke. She sighed, and I reached her vagina. 
 
    Oh. My. God. 
 
    I had only fucked my wife for years. I hadn’t had strange pussy since college, and college kids are dull and unobserving. They don’t appreciate the finer things in life. They take pussy for granted, and don’t realize how precious it is. 
 
    This was a precious pussy. A marvelous slit. A glorious vagina. It was woman’s sacred cave, and there was nothing I wanted more than to crawl all the way up and slide my cock into it. 
 
    So much for divorcing my mind from the action. 
 
    I licked and lapped, my head bent back uncomfortably. I could hear her moan, and she tilted her hips up so I could ppleasure her more easily. 
 
    I used my tongue, feeling the slick moistness. I placed my lips around her clitoris. 
 
    For long minutes I sucked and slurped, and I lost all track of time. This was heaven. 
 
    I heard her voice through the covers. “Use your fingers.” 
 
    I fingerbanged her, inserting first my index finger, then my index and middle fingers. 
 
    She groaned loudly now, and arched her back. 
 
    “Push them in hard. Be rough.” 
 
    Your wish is my command, baby. I got up on my knees for a better position and more leverage, and I began fucking her with three fingers. I drove my fingers in, hard, felt my knuckles hitting the rim of her hole. I pulled them out. I pushed them in and held them in. I crooked them, rubbing the inside of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…yes…” 
 
    She was close to orgasm. I redoubled my efforts. My arm became sore, the muscles threatening to lock up, and suddenly she howled. 
 
    “OHHHHHH!” 
 
    Her hips jerked and spasmed. It was like a series of hard bumps in the road, her body twitching, and twitching, and twitching. Then it was over. 
 
    She relaxed, and I crawled backwards and got out of the bed. I turned and headed for the door. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    I stopped. I turned. My prick was like a pole, red and dripping. It throbbed, bouncing with every pulse of blood through it. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “I need to go home. I need to get some sleep.” 
 
    “Ha,” she laughed. She threw back the covers. “I like to cuddle after a cum. Now get in here.” 
 
    “No…but…I…” 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    Defeated, I went back to the bed and slipped under the covers. 
 
    She held me then, her big breasts pressed against me, one hand around my penis, ready to squeeze if I got too excited. 
 
    She kissed me gently on the forehead. She wrapped her body around me, and my dick has never felt so…hungry, in my life. My heart was pounding, I was beyond excited. 
 
    In that moment, if she had asked, I would have put it in her. I would have betrayed my wife. 
 
    But she didn’t ask, she just lay there, happy and satisfied, and pleased with what she was doing to me. 
 
    “When can I go home?” I whispered. 
 
    Her eyes were closed. She sighed, “Tomorrow. In time for your wife. If you please me” 
 
    “But I need to…I need to do things and—“ 
 
    “Hush,” she said softly. Let me rest for a bit, and then you can get up and get breakfast. 
 
    I lay there, almost sobbing for horniness, and realized: this woman wasn’t going to ease up. 
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    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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