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PART ONE

“I can’t help it,” John sighed. “It’s just that boobs are so…beautiful?”

I groaned. “But do you have to be so boob obsessed all the time?”

“Well, yeah.” he grinned a dopey grin.

What brought up this little conversation was the fact that I was getting dressed, it was early in the morning, and John had zooped right in and attacked my tits. In a most delicious way, you must understand, but, still, I was a little overwhelmed and had other things to do..

Mind you, I enjoy John’s attentions, but not when I’m trying to get dressed and have to get to work.

“Honestly,” I pushed him away for the eighth time and tried to get my bra on.

John circled like a shark and when I placed both hands behind myself to fasten my bra he pulled on the cups and began groping!

“Heysoos wept!” I groaned as I ran for the bathroom. I barricaded myself in so I could fish the simple act of putting on my bra.

Laughing, John waited.

I came out, backed around him, and pulled on a blouse real quick. “Honestly, John. You really need to grow up.”

“I’m grown. I’m just a healthy man with a healthy desire for healthy boobs.”

“You wouldn’t be so…so the way you are if you had your own boobs.”

He sat in my vanity chair and watched me slip into a skirt and pull on some hose. “Ah, yes. Wouldn’t that be terrible. I could play with myself all day long.”

“Your back would hurt and you’d be whining.”

“And what if they were big enough that I could suck my own nipples?”

“You’d be crying about the shoulder straps digging into your delicate shoulders.”

He frowned. He didn’t like it when I called him delicate.

But he was delicate!

I’m five foot eight, 140 pounds, with a really nice set of mammary glands. I’ve got the figure and the face. Long, blonde hair, blue eyes, and I keep my lips red.

I’m my own worst enemy in that it keeps him turned on.

He, on the other hand is five foot eight, 140 pounds, and no boobs. In other words, he’s slender and, I’ve got to say this, if he had boobs he have a feminine figure. That’s all it would take. A pair of boobs.

We’re the same size! Except that I have boobs, and in my book I considered him…delicate.

So he frowned and didn’t like it when I referred to him as less than manly, and our little battle was, for the moment, over.

We went in to the kitchen where I prepared breakfast. He followed me, poured himself a Pepsi, and sat at the table and watched me.

“So, what’s on the agenda for today?” I asked as I tossed four waffles into the toaster.

“Oh, I thought I’d watch a little porn, watch some girls with big boobs, then jack off.”

I shook my head. I was getting pissed. He was just getting back at me for that ‘delicate’ remark.

“What?”

I turned to face him. “You…” I shook my head and turned back to the sink and poured OJ into two glasses.

“Come on, let it out,” he was mocking me.

I turned, “You can be so irritating,” I snapped.

“Why? Because I love you?”

“Do you love me? Or do you love my boobs?”

He kept a straight face. “Both. But if I had to choose…” he showed his teeth in a teasing grin.

“Argh!” I growled, and turned back to cracking eggs.

“What’s the matter? Don’t you like having a world class set of tits?”

I turned back once again. “I wish you could have your own set of breasts. I wish you could see them as parts of the body, and not a target for a drooling, obsessing, hand in the pants moron!”

He just laughed. Then he crossed his eyes and pretended to drool and stuck his hand in his pants and moved his hand back and forth.”

“Oh!” I groaned. “Where are the Goddesses when you need them!”

“They’re on your chest, baby,” and he laughed.

I survived breakfast and went to work. It wasn’t a busy day, I own a coffee shop that makes good money without being too time consuming. The cook gets there at four and gets everything ready. The waitress comes in at six and opens the doors. I come in at eight and count the money, make orders for the next day, and chat with customers. We take breaks somewhere after ten, prep for lunch and, after lunch, that’s it. Two o’clock and I’m home.

It’s a pretty good gig and I enjoy it. And I’ve got it so well running that I don’t even have to come in some days. The place just runs itself.

This day, maybe I was just feeling a little glum from arguing with John, I went home early. Slow day, lunch would be a bore, Shelly, the head waitress, could handle everything, so I tossed in my apron and headed for the doors.

Driving home I listened to music, an album by America.

‘Don’t cross the river if you can’t swim the tide…’

‘I've been through the desert on a horse with no name

It felt good to be out of the rain…’

Lots of great, classical rock and roll songs from that group.

And I thought about John. He was a good man. He had an internet business and made good money, but he was such a damned horn dog. He was like a little kid, totally out of control with this stupid boob obsession.

I mean, didn’t his mother breast feed him?

And, I realized that maybe I was being a little rough on him. After all, he was paying compliment to me, and I did have a pretty nice set of ta tas.

I smiled.

That was actually one of the nice things about sex, having him spend a lot of time feeling and sucking. Now if I could just get him to calm down a little between sexual bouts…

And, so thinking, I cruised into the driveway, parked, and got out, and my heel broke. Oh, fuck!

My favorite pair of heels, a rarity, they were actually fairly comfortable.

So I took off my shoes and carried them in, and that was what enabled me to catch John.

I closed the door, put the shoes in the trash, poured myself a Pepsi, and sauntered down the hallway. Barefoot. Well, nylon foot, actually. But not making a sound.

Smiling, I stepped into John’s computer room and…froze.

John was sitting in his swivel chair, totally laid back, his mouth open and snoring. His robe was open and he had semen all over his cock and balls. I looked at the computer. Boobs. He had the stupid browser at Maxboobs.com. Next to the computer was, I didn’t even have to sniff it,  a glass of bourbon and Coke!

Motherfucker!

While I had been working my delightfully sexy buttocks to the bone, he had been getting drunk and jacking off. To tits! To boobs!

So it wasn’t enough that he had a stacked wife who loved to frolic in the bedroom (most of the time), he had to masturbate to dirty pictures.

I stood there for a moment, studying the pictures. Yes, big boobs, but most of them were pretty ugly. All they had was boobs.

I was mad, and I was steaming, but I was also cool. I backed out of the room and closed the door gently. I went to the bedroom and got out a pair of heels, crept to the kitchen and put them on, then slammed the door.

“Honey! I’m home!”

Click, click, click! I walked through the kitchen, puttered around a little, then click, click, clicked down the hall.

“Hey, honey! How you doing?”

John spun around and grinned. No trace of the semen in his lap. The website with the big boobs was closed. “Hey, babe!”

Then he stood up and kissed me. Perfunctorily. None of the boob obsessed energy that he had overflowed with this morning.

“Want to go to lunch?” he asked.

“No…I think I’ll just putter around here. I’m not too hungry.”

“Well, I think I’ll call Tommy, get together for a beer and a burger.”

I patted his cheek, “Been working all morning, eh?”

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled like he was tired.

Tired, all right. Tired from moving his fist up and down and grunting out his seed.

Seed that should have been deposited in me.

Brat.

“Well, you go have a good time. Maybe I’ll call Marsha.”

“Oh,” and that didn’t make him happy.

Marsha was a vocal member of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. She was always getting on John, telling him how inconsiderate men were, and how they should be brought to heel.

“Don’t worry, honey, I’ll talk but I won’t listen. Okay?”

He smiled. “If only.”

And, we went our separate ways. Five minutes later he was out the door, out to celebrate his latest hand induced orgasm and to swill beer with his buddies.

I love him, but there’s a word for how I viewed him right at that moment. Slob.

Six minutes later and I was on the phone with Marsha. “Hey, girlfriend!”

“Hey is for horses, tootsie. For what and why do I get this wonderful telephonic missive from yon girlfriend?”

“Let’ s meet, and I’ll tell you all about it.

John always went to The Crow’s Nest. Fifty different kinds of beer and a couple of pool tables, a slob’s heaven.

I went the other way, down towards the beach, and met Marsha in The Tin Can. It wasn’t as good as my own cafe, but they did make a pretty good BLT.

“So what’s the haps, baby cakes?”

We sipped our coffee and chatted briefly, then I brought up the subject I was most interested in.

“You told me that you can grow boobs on a man.”

“Sure.” She cocked her head and was most interested.

“How long does it take?”

“Depends. Which man you have in mind?”

“John.”

She nodded. She had expected that. She had told me once that the only thing wrong with marriages was marriages. Perfectly sane people are turned into cheaters, abusers and general malcontents.

“So what’d The Slob do now,” she asked wryly. She knew that when I was unhappy with him I referred to him as The Slob.

So I told her about walking in on him sleeping, semen spattered, with porn on the screen and booze in the glass.

She just grinned and shook her head. “Men. They are always a cup too full.”

“So, can you help me?”

“I can, but I have to ask you some questions.”

“Shoot.”

“Are you planning on permanently damaged him? Taking a baseball bat to him while he’s sleeping, feeding the ducks, anything like that.

‘Feeding the ducks’ was an expression from China. Women there would chop off a man’s penis to ‘feed the ducks.’

I chuckled ruefully. “I’m not that far gone.”

“So you just want to give him a pair, set him straight on certain things, and teach him a lesson.”

“Bingo.”

“Okay, there are a couple of different methods. First, there are vacation boobs. You inject him with a solution that gives him boobs and there you go…they eventually are absorbed by the body and everything returns to normal. The problem is that he would probably catch on to what you are doing if you were sticking syringes into his chest.”

“Nah,” I laughed. “You think?”

“Well, maybe not, men can be pretty obtuse, but then there’s the second way.”

“Which is?”

“Hormones.”

“Hormones?”

“Absolutely. You can administer them orally, and the drug companies have really worked miracles in this field. So the drugs are sneaky but powerful, and you have to be careful. This isn’t a ‘set and forget’ program, it takes diligence and patience and persistence.”

“What do I do.”

And Marsha began to describe the various types of hormones and how they worked.

In the end I decided on a very powerful hormone that worked very fast, but only lasted six months.

I mean, six months with boobs, that was fair, right?

Marsha pointed out, “He’s going to start growing within two weeks, and the initial growth will be fast and furious. He’s also going to be  moody, irrational and emotional. You’re going to have to be prepared for a man who acts like a 13 year old girl going through puberty.”

“Is that worse than a fully grown man obsessing on boobs?”

Marsha laughed. “Probably not, but you’ve been warned.”

“So how do we get started?”

“Let me make a call and put you in touch with one of our doctors. Let’s get this thing rolling, all right?”

“All right!”

And we high fived.

Three days later, three days of dodging my husband’s groping hands, I gave him his first dose.

I tell ya, I was so excited, I almost felt like doing cartwheels on the kitchen table. I think that would have clued him in that I had nefarious plots on the foot, so I withheld myself and simply served dinner.

And, that night, I was incredibly horny. I was so horny because I couldn’t stop thinking about…his limp dick. Yep, one fo the initial reactions was going to be he would have a limp penis.

Oh, he wouldn’t be limp forever. After six weeks, his boobs fairly well formed, he would start to get erections again.

He would be limp, then two weeks later his boobs would start to pop. They were supposed to grow a whole cup size every few days—and after four weeks of furious growth he would start to get his erections back.

Maybe not as hard, but hard enough to satisfy me. At least that’s what the Ladies’ Sissy Society doctor told me.

“Honey?”

“What?” He looked up from his computer.

“I’ve got a pain in my boobs. Do you think you could look at them?”

Well, he was up faster than a politician is corrupt. He was in front of me, fondling my boobs and asking, “Does it hurt here? Here? How about here?”

“No…not there…maybe…touch the nipple. No…maybe if you put it in your mouth.

John grinned, he had figured out that I wanted a little loving.

“Perhaps we should conduct this examination in the bedroom? We…uh, I mean, you can take off your clothes and I can really get a good looksee.”

“Oh, okay,” I acted innocent and took his hand and led him down the hallway to the boudoir.

He pushed me back on the bed and took his pants off.

“Oh, doctor! Is that a new kind of stethoscope?”

“Oh, yeah. But you have to put it in your mouth for it to work.”

“Oh, it looks awfully big!”

“Don’t worry about that, it’s going to give out some very healthy mayonnaise.”

“Mayonnaise?”

“Mayonnaise.”

“Oh, I like mayonnaise. Will there be enough for lunch?”

“Lunch and dinner!”

He was pulling his shirt off, kicking his shoes off, leering at me like a horny, little brat.

And it was making me hot, really hot. And, in fact, hot was translating to wet. I could feel my pussy juicing up in anticipation.

He pushed me back and knelt between my legs.

“There might be something wrong with my pussy, too. Could you take a close look?”

He got down and peered at my vagina from two inches away. “Is this close enough?”

“Nope,” and I pulled his face into my crotch.

“Oh, Lord. He might be a horn dog, but he knew his way around a pussy. He licked and sucked, I could feel my flesh getting wetter under his tongue. I arched my back and groaned.

He lifted his head and said, “Did that hurt?”

“Do it again and I’ll send you a letter.”

He did it again, and again I felt like my spine was cracking and my ovaries spilling over. If that makes sense.

Then he slithered up my body, squeezing my buns, kissing my belly, and he reached gold. Nirvana. Paradise.

He cupped my breasts, hefted them, and I could feel his wet mouth sucking, pulling, stretching out my nipples.

I almost came right then.

“Baby, you are hot!”

He got up and lifted me, pulled me into the all fours position. Oh, yes! He was going to do the dog!

Then he was in me. I could feel his penis sliding up my tunnel, the veins rippling against the walls, so slick and smooth, and I knew he was dripping.

I collapsed my front arms and gave him full access. He drove into me again and again, and, in those moments of delirium I had that thought again.

I was horny because I knew he was going to go limp. He wasn’t going to get to fuck me for a while. I wanted one last fuck, but…there was also something so deliciously heady about knowing what was going to happen. I had robbed him of his manhood, he might be on top of me literally, but figuratively, he was on the bottom.

I giggled, and he laughed, and I began to cum, again and again and again.

I gave him a second dose at breakfast, and the doctor had said that within twelve hours of the first dose he was going to be limp. By ten days or two weeks he was going to be feeling ‘pressure’ in his chest then he would start growing. And the whole process would only take six weeks. Six weeks total, then his dick would be hard again.

In a way, even though I loved his pecker, I thought that maybe I loved the idea of being able to make him limp more.

Hmmm. Another fine mess I’d gotten myself into. I was getting hornier, and I would need lots of good, hard sex, but he was going to be softer, and rendered incapable.

Well, he had a good mouth, and I could get him a strap on, I suppose. Or just get new batteries for my vibrator.

Anyway, the point is that I went to work, and he went to work, and when I got home he was sad.

“What’s wrong, honey?”

“Oh, nothing.”

But I knew what was wrong. He had tried to stroke himself to porn, and there was nothing to stroke.

Heh heh. Me bad.

His peeny was asleep, and would be for six weeks.

Snicker, chortle, heh heh, hah!

But right then, and very aware that he would be a little extra sensitive, hormonally sensitive, I just poured him a bourbon and Coke and gave him a light kiss.

Then, me being really bad, I took off my blouse.

His eyes opened wide and he blurted, “What are you doing?”

“Honey, you’re right and I’m wrong. I really should rejoice in your worship of my breasts.”

Oh, the look on his face. His pecker was limp, yet there was that within him that drove him to want me, to obsess on my boobs.

“What’s the matter?” I thought you’d be glad to have me let the girls out for a walk?

“Well, I do, it’s just that…”

“Don’t you love me anymore?”

“Of course I do, it’s just that…I, uh…don’t feel well. And he gave a lame, little cough.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Well, we can have chicken soup tonight, and let me get you some cough medicine.”

A minute later I was spooning him some of that overly sweet red crap. I mean, GAH! That stuff tastes terrible.

“Drink it all now,” I cautioned. And he did, and he hated it.

That was the start of two weeks from heck for him.

I took my time getting dressed, asked him if I had a bump on my breast, asked him to massage them because I thought they might be sore.

He did, and made large gulping sounds. Staring at my large boobs, eyeing the erect nipples.

And it was making me horny.

During the day, when I was home, I made sure I wore half bras and thin blouses. Sometimes I would adjust the straps, giving the girls a bounce or two. He would just sit there, glum, and not say anything.

A couple of days I had him warm up the barbecue, and I cooked burgers and dogs while in my two piece, and I would press my body against him, and kiss him, and keep my arm around him and my boobs pressed against him.

He was going out of his mind. He would stare and swallow and wish, and he would sometimes follow me around and look, but his weenie, poor weenie, just wasn’t up to the job.

On a Wednesday night I cuddled with him and felt his dick. It felt like a saggy sock that was feeling droopy.

“Honey? What’s the matter? Why don’t you want to fuck me anymore?”

I didn’t say ‘make love,’ I pushed the issue by talking dirty.

Finally, he cracked a little. “I just…I seem to…”

“What?”

“I’ve got a, uh, case of ED.

“ED?”

“Yeah. It’s called erectile dysfunction. I don’t seem to be able to get hard.”

“Should we see a doctor?”

“No…no. It’ll get better. Maybe I’ve just used it too much.”

“Not with me. Have you been jacking off again? Yes! I’ll bet that’s it! You’ve been masturbating and now you’re empty.”

“No. I haven’t.”

“Well, maybe you haven’t…but I’m going to have to.”

“What? Masturbate?”

“Yes.” I pouted.

“But, honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t do this on purpose. It just happened.”

“And if you can’t satisfy me, the way a man satisfies a woman, then I’ll just satisfy myself.”

“But you can’t do that!”

“Why?”

“Well, you don’t want me to do it, so why should you?”

“There is a difference between behaving yourself and actually be starved.”

I wasn’t sure if I was making sense, but John wasn’t really following me. His concerns over his penis, the hormones that I knew were pumping through his body, I knew he wasn’t really thinking straight.

“Well…well…” he stuttered.

I got up and went to my dresser. I took my vibrator out of the bottom drawer and held it up. I got back into bed and shoved him to the side. “Move over, rover, it’s time to let the pussy cat sing.”

I spread my legs and went to work. I slid the point over my clit and went up and down the labs.

“Hey,” said John. “Hey.” He sounded so helpless.

There is a trick to good masturbation. the trick is to relax. Don’t go chasing an orgasm, just go away from it, relax, and let it happen. Which is what I did.

John watched me, was caught between fascination and wanting to tell me to stop.

I wasn’t going to stop. I was so horny from what I had been doing to John I couldn’t stop.

“Kiss me, honey,” I moaned.

He leaned over and tentatively kissed me.

I was so damned hot I grabbed the back of his head with one hand and pulled his lips to mine. I groaned and mashed my mouth against his.

Limp dick or no, he couldn’t resist my passion. He began to gently grind his mouth on mine. One hand went to my boob, and we began to fuck…as if we were actually fucking.

I asked him later about that night, and he told me it was the most erotic thing he had ever done, to fuck me without fucking me. To make out hot and heavy and know I was getting fucked, but not by him.

I know it was driving me crazy. While he kissed me, and licked my lips, and felt my boobs, I had one hand holding the vibrator to my button, and the other one inside me. That’s right, I was finger banging myself.

I began to hump and groan and the bedroom filled with the sound of me going crazy.

John worked harder and harder. He was really getting into this. His cock was limp, but he had a woman whining and grinding under him.

It actually took a while, in spite of it being so hot. That was because I had never done anything like this, and I was thinking thoughts, being embarrassed, and so on.

But, eventually, I felt the explosion start. It was like a far away tide, lapping at my toes, my calve, my thighs. Then it was swallowing my hips and my hole was igniting. It felt like sparks were shooting out of me.

My breasts felt swollen and inflamed. My lips…I was voraciously eating his mouth, and…I came.

“GAH! AH…AH…AHHHHH!

It lasted a long time. Maybe forty-five seconds, and then I sank back, my body relaxed, and I laid there with closed eyes.

“Holy crap,” breathed John.

“Wow,” I said.

“You did it. You really did it. That was the biggest orgasm I have ever seen.”

“Yeah.” I rolled on to my side and relaxed.

“Heysoos.”

“Quite, now, lover. I need my beauty rest.”

He was quiet. Heck, he was in awe. I slept, and I barely felt him as he slipped out of bed.

The next morning I awoke, felt great, and he was snoring. I was pretty sure he had spent the night looking at porn, playing with his limp dick, trying to get hard.

Heh.

But, I should tell you that I’m not all mean. After all, giving your husband a drug against his will? That could be considered pretty mean. And even though I considered it all a joke, a joke with a point, it was still a joke.

So I was waiting for the two week mark. At that point he would have had all the medicine he needed, and we could just stand back and watch the change.

And, really, I had to tell him. I didn’t really want him going to a doctor and have that doctor find traces of certain hormonalizing drugs in his system. I also knew that he was suffering. Heck, what man wouldn’t suffer, with a dick that didn’t work?

So, two weeks in, the last dose of drugs put into his eggs, it was time to come clean.

“John?”

He was in his computer room. Doubtless looking for cures for ED. I was in the kitchen, concocting the cure for a husband who was about to flip his wig.

“Yeah?” He entered the kitchen. Oh, he was sad. Very hang dog.

“John, you are obsessed with my boobs.”

“Yeah. I suppose so.”

“Do you remember when I asked you how you would like it if you had boobs?”

His brows lowered a bit and he tilted his head slightly. “Yeah?”

“Well, I decided to give you boobs.”

“What are you talking about?”

I’ve been giving you some pills that would enhance your estrogen and help you grow boobs.”

“You can’t…I…don’t understand.”

“It’s simple. Have you noticed that your chest has been a little sore the last couple of days?”

“Well, yeah.”

“That’s the start. They are going to get sore, they will expand, you’re going to have a set of boobs.”

I was sitting at the table. He was standing up, the drink I had given him barely touched.

“You can’t…that’s not right.”

“It wasn’t right that you chased me around the house over my boobs. But I’m your wife and I put up with it.”

“No, you didn’t.”

Well, that was sort of true, and I had a real quick flash of guilt. I pushed it away and continued.

“The drug I’ve been giving you will grow your breasts. It has the temporary effect of emasculating you.”

“No! Wait…you did that to me?”

He was mad now. Not a lot, but it was growing. I suddenly wished I had done this over the telephone. He might be having girly hormonal emotions, but he had a strong body that could lift weights, or a wife, and throw her over the roof.

“You caused me to….be limp?”

“I did.” To my credit I looked him right in the eye when I said that.

He picked up his drink and drank the whole thing. He set the glass down with a smack and looked at me, and suddenly I was worried.

“You altered my body chemistry. You gave me drugs that I presume are illegal. You made me think I was crazy.”

“Well, I was just trying to—”

“Yeah,” he cut me off. “What were you trying to do?”

I managed not to crumble. “I was going to teach you a lesson about boobs. I was tired of you being a sex hound and—“

“So you mess with my chemistry, drive me crazy, and…what? What are these drugs that you gave me going to do?”

Suddenly, I saw how totally reckless and irresponsible I had been. I had made choices, dangerous choices, for another human being.

“You’re going to grow boobs. I told you that.”

He went to the liquor cabinet and took down the bottle of bourbon. He tilted it and drank four or five gulps straight, like he was drinking ice cold punch on a hot, summer day. He slammed the bottle down and glared at me.

“You fucking cunt!” And he turned and walked out.


PART TWO

I had screwed up. I had let an irritation become a betrayal. I had done damage to my marriage.

Yes. He was a horn dog, but he was my horn dog. And now I had risked that.

I followed him into the bedroom. He was sitting on the bed staring at the closet. His closet. The one with his suitcases in it.

“John. I fucked up. I see that now. I don’t expect you to for—“

“So what is the time frame for this great feminization you planned?”

“Two weeks of administering chemicals. Four weeks to grow some breasts, and then you should get your penis function back.”

“Should, huh? Any guarantees? Or are we just winging it?”

“John, tell me what can I do to make up for this?”

“Is this why I’ve been having weird emotions? Getting pissed and then feeling like crying? That sort of stuff?”

“Probably. But, John…”

But there wasn’t anything to say. He was too mad and, emotions or not, he was right.

I pulled my vanity chair around and sat in front of him and said, “I’ll do anything I can to make up for this.”

He just stared at me, then turned on the bed and lay on his side. Facing away from me.

“John? Can I lay next to you?”

“No.”

So I left the room.

Lord, it was frosty around the house that day. John kept to himself. He stayed in his computer room, or watched TV. When I came in to talk with him he just got up and left.

Oh, crap. What had I done? I had thought it was all fun, a great big joke, a way to get back at him, and now…I had been stupid.

And it was frosty for a week. John barely said a word to me. Sometimes he wouldn’t even come in for meals He would just sit in his room and brood.

Funny thing about time, it passes. Crops grow and are harvested. People get old and die. Babies are born. clothes wear out and are replaced. Even anger tends to fade.

A week later John could definitely notice the protrusions on his chest. Just an inch of extra flesh, looking more like saucers growing on his pecs.

I caught him feeling them a couple of times. I would walk by and he would be staring at himself in the mirror, his hands on his swellings. He had a funny look on his face.

Still, he was upset with me. Barely a word, glances so cold they could have frozen pork chops.

I went to work, and I was turning silent. I was feeling guilty, spoke little, and the guys at work noticed.

But what could I do? I had emasculated my man, stolen his erections and given him drugs that would make him moody and irrational. And all for a point to be made, a ‘joke.’ Some joke it turned out to be. Hunh!

At two weeks, four weeks total, I could see his boobs. They were small probably the size of golf balls, but I could see them. Then I didn’t.

His chest was flat. Manly. And I frowned, then I saw what he had done. He had wrapped ace bandage around his chest, he had bound himself.

That night I poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes and walked towards his room. I had fixed myself up, was wearing a tight dress that showed off my figure I had spent time on my face, and I knew I had to talk to him. I had to get him to talk to me.

I walked into his room, placed a drink on his desk, moved a chair to block the door and sat in it.

He swiveled and stared at me. It was not a friendly stare.

“John, I fucked up.” I sipped and waited.

He started to get up and I snapped, “Sit down!”

He frowned. He was caught between the desire to leave, and the fact that he would have to physically move me to do that.

“You can hate me, you can divorce me, but even if you’re going to do that you’re going to have to talk to me. Some day, some way, you’re going to have to deal with me.”

He settled back slowly, looked at the drink on his desk, and finally picked it up. He sipped, watched me, then: “Why did you do that to me.”

“I had a stupid idea. I wanted to teach you a lesson. I wasn’t thinking.”

“And now you are?”

“John, have you ever done something so stupid you couldn’t believe it?”

He frowned. The truth was…who hadn’t?

“Well, it was my turn to do something stupid, and I did it, and I wouldn’t blame you if you went all Charles Manson on me.”

“Charles Manson just ran and hid. It was Tex Watson that did the murders.”

“So go Tex Watson on me, I deserve it, but talk to me first.”

He was silent for the longest time. Then he nodded.

I had spent the last two weeks thinking about what to say, and I had only one chance of getting out of this mess. It was slim, maybe it was even ludicrous for me to think about it, but…boobs.

So I bypassed how dumb and evil I was and went for his obsession.

“I may have caused you much misery, but you have to take care of yourself.”

He blinked. He had been so angry he hadn’t been thinking.

“You have bound your boobs. Yes, they are boobs, no denying, but you have to unbind them. You don’t want to damage them.”

He frowned.

“You have to wear a bra. You think about that and I’ll be back in an hour.”

He had opened his mouth, but didn’t really have anything to say. I walked out, headed for the garage and drove off.

Later I would ask him what he thought about during that hour, but he wold never tell me. He just said he thought about things.

But what things?

No answer.

I came back an hour later. Made two more drinks, I needed him to relax a little, to let go of his inhibitions, and hopefully some anger.

I walked into his room and placed the drink down next to his empty glass. He stared at it, and I had the impression that he had been waiting for me.

Then I handed him a bag and I sat down and sipped.

He stared at the bag for a long minute. “What’s this?”

“Open it and find out.”

So he did, he looked into the mouth of the bag and sighed.

He reached into the bag and took out a bra. It was white, thin, more of a training bra.

“There are six bras in there, growing in size. You are supposed to be developing fast, and I want you comfortable while this happens. Do you want help putting it on?”

He put the bra back in the sack and sat there, a strangled sort of expression on his face. Then he started to cry. Big cry. Monster tears that washed his cheeks.

I stood up and went to him, and stopped. “May I hold you?”

And, thank God, he nodded. In a second I had my arms around him, and I was crying, too. I had broken through.

He wasn’t done being mad, but at least we could communicate.

Over the next few weeks he was still moody, and once he looked at me, turned, and struck a wall with his fist.

Heck, I didn’t blame him. If he had hit me instead of the wall…I wouldn’t have blamed him.

But communication started up again.

And that day we talked, and he was pretty grouchy, and I took whatever he had to say and just let it be.

And I fixed a simple dinner and he sat and ate and thought. I made sure he had lots of bourbon and Coke. Thank God for b and C.

He didn’t put the bra on that first day, and by the second day it was too small. He tried it on, he actually let me help him, and it was too small, so we went to the next biggest size.

A male chest, he was a forty with A cups. But I knew he was going to get bigger. The diameter of the ‘saucers’ on his chest indicated that.

He looked cool in the bra. His boobs were pretty pancake-y, but they were real. I complimented him, but carefully. And he muttered something, and that was that.

But I had made inroads, and we were making progress.

The next day he was bigger, and the the day after he was bigger, and the third day he needed to go to a B cup.

“Wow,” he said. “This is happening fast.” He spoke dourly, but without any of the almost violent recriminations in his eyes.

I kept my trap shut.

And we actually had physical contact in bed. Not fucking, of course, he was still limp, but we held each other. And we were silent. But that was where it had to start. It was like holding hands, but we were holding bodies.

Four days later he was a C cup, and now he was starting to blink and pay more attention to his boobs than to his anger with me.

He was constantly looking in the mirror, turning this way and that. He even placed his hands on his buns, and I could tell he was thinking about the whole look of his body.

Three days, and a D cup. Man, those were miracle hormones. Maybe I had made a terrible error in judgment, but you couldn’t fault the chemicals.

John got up that morning, put his bra on, stared at the mirror and said, “What would I look like in a blouse?”

I didn’t say anything, though I felt an exultation. “I’ll get you one. You want sheer or opaque?”

“Let’s try sheer.”

I handed him a thin blouse and he put it on. “There’s something wrong,” he said.

“What?”

“The buttons are backwards.”

“No, the buttons on men’s shirts are backwards.”

He stared at me.

“There’s a lot of theory about that. Some people say that shirts are made the way they are because when men wore armor the overlap of metal on a seam made it difficult for a knife to be inserted. Some people say it’s because the women who made the blouses, or shirts, made men’s backwards because men dressed themselves. Forwards would be for when the women were dressed by maids.”

“That’s…not very smart.”

“But, who knows.” I helped him with the buttons, not that he needed help, but I wanted to be close to him. I wanted to feel his emotions when he inspected the blouse.

I stood next to him and we looked in a mirror.

“Wow. I’ve got titties, don’t I.”

“I didn’t know they would get this big.”

“Are they going to get bigger?”

“Maybe. Probably. You’ve got a week left before…before…”

“Before I get hard ons again,” he spoke drily, but without the animosity of previous days.”

I hung my head.

He lifted my chin gently. “I’ll never forgive you.” And he kissed me, and I was so glad I almost swooned.

He chuckled, a sad sort of a chuckle, but it was the most I had gotten out of him since I had told him what I had done.

I hugged him, and held on, and prayed. I was doing a lot of praying these days.

That was an interesting day. Seeing himself in feminine finery changed him. Not a lot, there were still periods of depression and even anger, but then he would look in a mirror and see his changing body. He would see the boobs, the curves, the…the cleavage, and he would purse his lips and just think.

At dinner I said, “It may be too soon, but there’s lot of clothes you could have fun with.”

He froze. Fork aloft, eyes fixed, and I worried that I had fucked up again. Then he said, “Maybe.”

It was a momentous moment.

Three days later and he was more than a D, and his boobs were starting to fit his chest. Men’s chests are wider, and his boobs need to be bigger to be proportional. And now his boobs were starting to look big enough.

But, I had been noticing something, and I knew he would notice, so I had to get in front and bring it up first.

Over waffles and sausage I observed, very softly, “You know, your skin is getting softer.”

He didn’t blink. He had already noticed. “I’ve also lost a little muscle mass. But I can’t feel my weenie yet.”

I would have muttered an inward ‘crap-a-doodle,’ but he wasn’t upset. He was just observing.

I blurted, “Do you want to try on some clothes today?”

He didn’t move for a second, his mouth made a moue, but he said, “Sure.”

Oh, God, the relief I felt. And, now that he was coming around, I felt the first stirrings of horniness. And after breakfast we adjourned to the bedroom.

John in a bra was quite sexy. He likes to wear his hair long, so I combed it out. It wasn’t long enough for real work, but it helped.

“We can get a wig,” I suggested.

He inspected his locks. “Maybe just a…uh, a bowl cut, or whatever you call it.”

“A bob.”

“Yeah, a bob.”

“Okay, here, try this on.” I handed him a pale green skirt. He stepped into it and pulled it up. It was a perfect fit. In fact, I hate to admit it, it looked better on him than on me. His hips were slightly flared from the hormones, and the skirt settled on his hips perfectly.

I handed him a sweater, a thin one with short arms.

He pulled it on and I gasped. The sweater covered up male parts, and emphasized female parts, and…he was sexy. I mean, he actually had a body to die for A female body.

“Good lord,” I murmured.

He looked at me.

“You’ve truly got the best of both worlds. you could be male or female.”

“My face is changing, it’s more female than male.”

“I can can make you more male or more female with a little make up.

He tilted his head, and I knew I had intrigued him.

“What’s next?”

“Take off your clothes,” I said.

He snorted. “Sorry, the dick hasn’t come back, yet.”

“It’s not that. With the short sleeves of that sweater I realized we need to do something.”

“What?”

“Get rid of your hair. Do you want to do it the easy way or the hard?”

“Easy.”

I handed him a bottle of Nair. “Follow the directions. See you in twenty.”

He took the bottle and headed for the bathroom. He wasn’t frowning, and he wasn’t jumping for joy, but he was interested. Thank God.

He came out of the shower with. smile. “This feels so weird.”

“But good?”

I think he caught himself smiling then, for he stopped. But he said, “Yes.”

“Wait until you feel your skin with nylons on.” I tossed him a garter and nylons. He caught them and considered them. I studied his body. Man. It was feminine. I had only been thinking boobs, but there was massive restructuring going on. His butt was more round, his skin was soft, and his face…Lord. I wanted to plump those lips.

He put on the garter then sat on the vanity chair and unrolled the stockings up his legs. “Whoa,” he blurted, “I’ve got no hair, but it feels like my hair is standing on end.”

I tossed him the panties and he pulled those up, and stopped, and looked at me.

“What?”

“I’ve got nothing to fill these panties with. Just a worm on downers.”

Oh, man. Dangerous ground. But: “How does it feel.”

When I think about it, lousy.”

“And when you don’t think about it?”

He sighed. “It feels good.”

I smiled, but he had more to say, “I’m going to tell you something weird, but don’t take it like you’ve done something right.”

“Okay.”

“The idea of not having a dick, in a weird way….it’s a turn on.”

“Wow,” I said, careful to keep any expression off my face.

“I mean, I’m going to get my dick back, but…for a while…it is so…I don’t want to say incredible, to have no penis.”

“But you will get it back.”

He nodded, then: “What’s next?”

Oh, thank the Lord, he was getting into this.

“Well, as long as we’re going all out, take off your nylons and I’ll give you nails.”

“Really?”

I nodded.

He unrolled the stockings. “It feels as good taking them off as putting them on.”

I smiled and grabbed my nail kit. For the next hour we were like two, giggling girls. I prepped and painted and lacquered, and he sat in awe.

Finally, his tootsies were done, and his fingers were long, red stilettos.

Hey, he wanted them that way. He said that as long as he was going to go back to being a man…why not. ‘Experience it while you’ve got it,’ is how he put it.

Then, back on with the nylons, and he had to be super careful not to stick a nail through that fine material, and we were ready for a dress.

I picked out a black number, cross over. His bra was a half bra, and it showed plenty of cleavage but didn’t show up at the criss cross of his dress. It was the kind of dress that swirled out when you spun, and he spent some time swirling.

Then…make up.

That took an hour, and I explained everything, and he watched in utter fascination as I transformed him. Before we began you could take him either way, as a man or a woman. When I was done there was no way he could be thought of as manly. He stood there in full dress, scintillating, shadowed eyes, sexy, red lips. I combed his hair, and it looked like he was a woman with a short bob.

And I suddenly realized that I was wet.

Baby, was I wet.

I had been so focused on doing things right, and explaining it all to him, I hadn’t paid any attention as my breath got shorter and my lips got dry. But when I was finished I definitely noticed how the area at the tops of my thighs was slick.

“Wow,” he said.

“Want to go get your ears pierced?”

He blinked. he was totally frozen for a second, then he gave a nervous nod of the head.

So we went to the mall, into a jewelry store, and he got his first piercings. We left the store and he was wearing some danglers about an inch and a half long with a little pearl on the end of each earring.

And, finally, he was in full swing. He was no longer mad at me. He was gushing. Carrying on about the earrings and how it didn’t hurt when they put the needle through his lobes.

Then he stopped, just stopped walking and had a stunned look on his face.

“What?”

“Could you imagine, wouldn’t it be weird, if I got my nipples pierced.”

Well, he didn’t, but he thought about it, and I had the feeling that it was eventually going to happen.

As a man he must have seen a ton of pierced nipples on the internet.

I rained on his parade. “You realize that your tits are going to eventually go away. Your face will change back. You’ll be a manly man again.”

Boy, that shut him up, and I was sorry I had said anything.

Anyway, we hung out at the mall for a while. Had lunch, he told me he felt weird when guys looked at us, but…we had fun.

Two girls shopping. Girls just wanna have fu-un!

And then it was time to go home.

“Honey?” he asked when we were in the bedroom. I was changing into more comfortable clothes. He wanted to try heels for a while.

“Yes?”

“So I couldn’t help but notice that you have a dildo in your bottom drawer.”

“Couldn’t, eh? And when were you going through my drawers?”

He wasn’t abashed at all. “When I was thinking about packing and leaving.”

Whew. That one hit.

“So have you, eh…”

“I was going to have you fuck me with it. It came with a strap on harness.”

“Oh.” A few seconds passed, and I was happy. I knew where this was leading.

“Why?”

“Well, I haven’t used it on you.”

“Well, you were pretty mad at me. I didn’t think you wanted to.”

He took a big breath. “I’m not mad now.”

I turned and faced him. “Honey, it is one of my biggest fantasies to have you use that strap on on me.”

“You strip, I’ll get it.”

And, bingo, we were there.

I took off all my clothes and got on the bed. I watched him as he buckled the harness on and screwed the dildo onto it.

It was a good-sized dildo. Bigger than his regular cock, black, with veins and bumps. Actually, it was sort of scary looking.

He put some lube on it and stroked it and grinned. “Talk about weird. I’m jacking off and feel absolutely nothing.”

“I’m about to feel something,” I quipped.

“Yes, you are.” He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my knees. He bent down and lifted my buns with his hands and began to eat. Lord, I loved it when that man ate. For a long time he slopped and sucked and tickled my clit and stuck his tongue in and reamed my hole. Then he slithered on up and worshiped my breasts. He looked up at me. “I’m still a tit man.”

“In more ways than one,” I said.

He pushed his big, black dong into me, and it took my breath away. I put my arms around his waist and pressed my face against his chest, against his big, huge boobs.

He held back for a second, then began to pump.

There is a huge difference between plastic and flesh. Flesh is warm and cuddly. It reassures you, it makes you feel good. It connects you with the whole human race.

Plastic invades. It doesn’t have much give, it doesn’t mesh with the flesh.

Sometimes flesh to flesh is what you want.

Sometimes you want plastic.

This was my first time with a hard, plastic prick, and, baby, did I want.

I bucked and held on. I sucked his tits and humped, and that penis drove into me, into me…and I felt like I was going insane. It was a curious moment of freedom, like I was just a lump of meat being driven to cum. And, for the moment, it was exactly what I needed and wanted.

John drove into me, and watched me, and I could tell that he was apart from me. He couldn’t feel anything, and yet…he could read me, maybe even read me better. He figured out how to use that plastic peter to its best advantage. He swirled it inside me, he used his hands and pushed on the base. He pushed with his hips.

I felt like I was a volcano coming uncorked. I felt everything rising inside, swelling up, and then it burst.

Later he would tell me that I had experienced a very ‘male’ type of orgasm. but I didn’t care, I was too caught up in it to care. I mean, it just blew my top off and left me feeling like a puddle of hot rags.

He lay on me for a while, careful not to crush me with his weight, then he pushed off.

I lay there, feeling like my legs would never come together again. I felt empty of peter, but satisfied in a way I had never felt before.

“How was that?” John asked.

“Oh…wow. I never…”

He grinned. “You looked like you were having a good time.”

He took off the strap on and looked at it for the longest time.

“What?”

He looked at me, and he had the oddest expression. It was like he was excited and scared all at the same time.

“Yes?”

“I want to experience everything.”

I sat up, swiveled so my legs hung, and looked at him.

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.”

I held out my hand and he put the strap on into it.

He lay down on the bed and waited for me.

I buckled the straps, and, man, it felt weird. I was a chick with a dick, and it was exciting. I felt like I was a man with a hard on, the blood pulsing, the peeny throbbing. I looked down and it sprouted out and I felt…power.

“So this is what a man feels like.”

He watched me. Waited.

I looked at him. “It’s heady. It’s cool.”

I climbed on the bed then, and what we had just done a few minutes previously we repeated, with me on the top.

I went down on him. I took his whole weenie—that small, shriveled, little thing—into my mouth.

He gasped. He could see what I was doing. He could feel it, but his penis refused to erect.

I pushed a finger in his anus and moved it around.

He began to jerk and twitch. “It…feels…good!”

I used two fingers, then three, lubing him up and getting him ready.

Finally, I moved up his body. He could feel the plastic peter poking at his ass, and I sucked on his tits.

Yes, John was a tit man. I think he enjoyed having his breasts played with more than I did. At least, from the sounds of his moans and groans it sounded like he did.

Then we kissed, a mad mixing of lipsticks, two women lusting uncontrollably.

And I put it in him.

I shoved a pillow under his ass so he was tilted up, and I slid it down into his canal.

Oh, the look in his eyes. He was suddenly transported, elevated, exalted. He told me later that it was like his whole body broke open and spilled gold.

Neither of us came, at least I didn’t. But when we were done he had a big wet spot of semen under him.

“What happened?” I asked, a little concerned.

“It’s all right. You pressed on my prostate, that forces the semen out.”

“So you’re all right?”

“Oh, baby. I am right! But…”

“What?”

“I’m going to be awfully horny. When the body releases the fluid the mind doesn’t know it. Even though I don’t have a dick, I’m horny, and this will make me ten times hornier.”

“Well,” I said, “I guess that’s good.”

“Good for you. I’m already horny enough. I fucked you and didn’t feel a thing. I’ve been drained and I’m…well…it might be fun. if you like being horny.”

“Honey, we’re going to do this again and again…until you love being horny!”

We both laughed.


EPILOGUE

It’s been a year now, and John and I have settled into a new lifestyle.

He’s a woman for three or four months, then he reverts to being a man, and then a few months later he gets tired of being a man, and…back and forth we go.

But it’s really like we have the best of both worlds. In fact, I’m sort of envious. After all, he gets to be a man or a woman. I can only be a woman. He gets to experience what it’s like to have a pussy. I can only imagine what it’s like to have a dick.

But, that’s okay. The main thing is that there is no anger at what I did to him.

And, who knows. Maybe some day he’ll even thank me.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

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


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

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

[image: ]

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!
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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!
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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

‘Ripe for 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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