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PART ONE

“Why did the United States have to fall apart?”

My wife is a gorgeous brunette, white skin, red lips, green, sultry eyes. Got a pretty damn good figure, too. High breasts, round hips. I looked at her, then thought about what she had said.

“I don’t know, but we’re going to have to go through five barricades to escape the country. First, we have to get out of Republican land.”

“Jeffersonia,” my wife snorted. “The only way to survive is with a gun.”

“Then there’s the Democratic strip.”

“We’ll be fine there, considering what you’ll be wearing.”

I nodded.

“Then we have to go through the UN barricades…”

“Protecting the world from us, and all we want to do is escape to Mexico.”

“Finally we reach the Mexican barricades.”

“The cartels and, after that, Mexico itself. Finally, a free land.”

I nodded. “Mexico is our last hope.”

We looked at each other dourly. We had grown up in the United States, then the government had gone crazy, the whole place had divided into political/religious/sexual pieces, and we had to get out.

We had to escape the morass of shooting, fucking, judgmental idiots that the United States had become.

“Okay,” Marsha said, “Let’s get to bed early…”

“…so we can start our trip early.”

We went to bed in the backseat of our car. It was all we could afford since the Biden tax hikes of a generation before.

We awoke at 4 in the morning. It was dark out, and we moved quietly. If the other people in our encampment knew we were trying to escape they would either try to come along, or turn us in for reward.

I had managed to park the car on the edge of the encampment, and if I could roll it down the hill we might escape the attention of the gun towers. I had already cut out a section of the fence, disguised it with light brush, so if I could just get to the bottom with a head of steam I could roll over the fence and right down the highway. If God was smiling and the patrols weren’t out.

We sat in the car and waited. I had cleared boxes off the hood and we watched the night.

“Another half hour. Change of shift is our window,” I said.

“Adam, hold me. I’m scared.”

Marsha was trembling as I put my arms around her. We had been married for 4 years, 4 years of living under the thumb of the United Slaves of America, and we knew what we were doing might result in us getting caught and shot.

She leaned her head up and kissed me. Her soft lips excited me, as they always did. Her small hand reached down to my trousers. I touched her breasts.

She drew in her breath, and I knew we were going to do it. When people are looking death in the face they want to sample life in the worst possible way. What better way is there to sample life than to make love to your woman?

“Oh, babe,” I kissed her neck as I unbuttoned her shirt. She was wearing very unsexy work clothes, mannish work clothes, for only men are allowed to be on the highways. But I knew what was under the hard cotton. I felt her breasts, extracted one and kissed the nipple, sucked on it.

“Oh, God!” she murmured softly, arching her chest up. “I’m so scared.”

But fear can translate into sex in certain circumstances, and this was one of those circumstances.

I pulled at her pants and she wiggled, and suddenly I had my hand on her pussy, my fingers diddling her clit, seeking entrance to her sacred cave.

“Oh…oh…” she whispered in the dark. By now she had her hand on my penis and was stroking it.

“We can’t turn back,” I spoke of our escape, as she stroked me. She bent her head and took my cock head into her mouth.

“Oh…” I groaned fiercely, trying to keep it quiet. I didn’t want to risk alerting anybody that we were up this early.

She crawled over me, perched on my lap and used her hand to line up prick and pussy, then she sank down.

“Ah!” I felt her slither over my tender flesh, engulfing me with her sweetness.

We stayed there for a moment,  locked in embrace, feeling each other.

I kissed her, and she moved her mouth over mine, then I began to tilt my hips forward and back, rocking, feeling my dick stir her insides.

“Fuck,” she said. “You’re so big!”

I laughed softly. “You’re so tight.”

Then she stopped. “Honey? Adam?”

“Yes?”

“This is right? What we’re doing?”

“We’ve got to. You see how conditions are in the United States. The Repubs and Demos are starting the shooting part of their war, and everybody is getting drafted, and if you don’t fight you end up in a FEMA camp.”

Marsha shuddered in revulsion. We had seen the pictures, and the rows of graves outside the camps.

“Adam?”

“Yes?” I wanted her to stop talking and start rocking.

“I will do anything for you. I love you. I will do anything.”

“Ditto for me, babe. I love you and I’ll do anything it takes to get you to Mexico and safety.”

Then she stopped talking, and her warm pussy started moving, and shortly I felt that sweet ignition way down in my groin. Fuck, she was good.

“Oh….I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

“Go!”

I did. I felt the gizm climb up inside my shaft, My muscles contracted, and I began spurting. And spurting. And spurting.

A minute later and I was done, giving a little shiver as I held on to her.

“Damn it,” I whispered.

“What?”

“I didn’t get you off.”

“I’m too scared to get off. Besides, we’ll have the rest of our lives to fuck once we…”

I nodded against her shoulder. “Once we get to Mexico.”

“I do have one problem though,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“I’m messy, and I have nothing to clean myself with.”

I was silent. Heck, I hated eating her out after I had fucked her, but I had promised to do anything for her. “I’ll slide down and you stand up.”

Giggling, she stood up and leaned over me. I slid down and she was able to descend on my face.

Mmm. I didn’t like the goo, but I loved my wife’s pussy. So soft and moist. So damned hot.

“Shit, that feels good,” she murmured, pushing her pussy onto my face.

I sucked and licked, and gobs of my baby batter began to slide out of her pussy. I had cum a lot, and I sucked her for a long moment before she was empty.

Five minutes later, her licking the juices off my face, I glanced out the window and knew it was time. The camp guard was making his rounds. He walked past the front of our car, didn’t give a glance, didn’t notice how I had positioned my ancient Chevy, and continued into the darkness.

“Okay,” I said. I reached forward and undid the handbrake.

Marsha slid into the passenger seat, and we began our roll towards freedom.

The car picked up speed, a bit slower than I liked, but we were traveling over soft earth.

I caught a glimpse of somebody standing to one side, taking a late night/early morning pee. He held his dick, urine streaming outward, and watched us with sad eyes. I knew that if he hadn’t been caught mid leak he would have tried to jump into our car.

We picked up speed, bouncing over little ruts. Now we were making a little noise, but it wasn’t bad.

Faster, faster.

Somebody shouting behind us.

We arrived at the section I had prepared for our exit. I had snipped the links in the fence and propped up the section with branches. We hit the section and the links just flattened out and we drove over them.

Now we could hear shouts in the distance. A light swiveled around in the guard tower.

“Hurry, Adam! Hurry!”

We bounced over a ditch, hit the pavement, and I popped the clutch. The ancient engine roared into life and I floored it.

Behind us I could hear gunshots. I heard a spanging sound as one bullet struck the roof of our car. I saw bullets ricochet off the pavement, then we were done. Around the corner. Down the street. Through the barricade surrounding the town. We had made it.

We drove slowly, staying with the sparse traffic. Nothing calls in a drone, or a gunshop like a car speeding. Used to be people would get tickets if they drove too fast, now they got run off the road and riddled with bullets.

“We’re coming to the first border,” I said. In the distance I could see a dozen cars scattered around a road block. No way to bust through, even if I felt like risking a few machine guns. We slowed down and took our place in line.

One by one the cars slithered through the barrier. Finally, it was our turn. I rolled to a stop and, as commanded, turned off the motor.

Dogs sniffing. Tall men wearing border uniforms. The way they were inspecting us I thought sure they had figured out who we were—a couple that just wanted to get out of the United Slaves of America.

Three of the Republican soldiers met at the side of the road. They talked intently, glancing at us, then they came to our car.

“Park over there,” I was told.

I started the car up and pulled into a parking space on the other side of the barricade. For a moment I thought about gunning it, trying to outrun their bullets, but I didn’t. Even if I got away there was no guarantee they wouldn’t follow us, maybe even bomb us from a drone.

“Out of the car and into the building.”

We were parking in front of a shack. Maybe two rooms. Marsha and I exited the car and followed one of the soldiers into the shack.

There were actually three rooms in the building. A small ante room, then a room on the right and a room on the left.

“Men on the right, women on the left.”

Marsha and I looked at each other. Moment of truth. She was dressed as a man, but…it didn’t take much to penetrate her ‘disguise.’

I nodded. These were men, Republicans, and all we could do was hope we had been stopped by honorable men, maybe even Christians.

I filed into the room on the left. I was told to sit down. That was all.

I was curious. Why no search? Why no questions? Then I understood.

“Oh!” A grunt. My wife.

I sat there, unable to do anything. The guard had his rifle tilted in my direction, and he was looking at me with a smirk.

“Please…no!”

The door was open and I could see a couple more border guards come into the room. I could hear the whispers. Shit. Then I heard the door to the other room open and close.

“I can’t do all of you!”

The walls were thin, and they had pushed Marsha onto a bed against the wall, right near where I sat. I could hear everything.

“Take her clothes off.”

“I’ll take them off. I don’t want them ripped.”

Chuckles. “Gonna ‘widen her horizons,’ and she cares about what she’s wearing.”

“Man, loookit those titties!”

“Please. I’m married, and—“

“Your husband will thank us.”

“But I’m—OH!”

Somebody had entered her.

“Damn! that’s tight! But I think somebody had her before me!”

“That right, baby? You been sexually active before us?”

They were louts. Creeps. Republicans getting their rocks off.

“My husband.” Her voice was soft, there was a tremor of despair in it.

“Oooee! You got sloppy seconds, Billy!”

“I ain’t worried, you’re getting sloppy thirds, and by the time the last one of us is done—“

“I wanna go twice!”

“By the time the last one is done she’ll be a swimmin’ pool.”

Laughter.

More grunts. My eyes filled up with tears.

“What’s the matter, son?”

I looked up at my guard.

“Nothing,” I said.

He grunted and watched, and I listened to my wife buy our way across the border.

Oh, yes. We knew this was going to happen. We had heard the stories. We knew what these damned Republicans would do.

Two hours later we were on our way.

Marsha sat next to me, crying.

“Honey…” I started. She threw her body at me, hugged me, and the tears came.

I put an arm around her and we continued down the road.

“Next one is just up the road.”

It was about noon. Marsha had stopped crying and I pulled into a small copse of trees.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Just let me get changed.”

I got out of the car and she opened a bag and began handing me things. A tummy shaper, very expensive on the black market. A bra. Breast forms, nylons, a tight, black dress. My toes nails were already painted, and as soon as I was dressed she put on fake fingernails and painted them red.

We weren’t too worried about the time, barricades never communicated with each other.

Finally, she began putting make up on me. Shadowy eyes, red lips, then she let down my hair. I had been growing it for months, hiding it under hats, praying one of the Proud Boy gangs wouldn’t catch me and shave my head.

“Okay. All done. you all ready?”

“I am, but I pray…”

“Me too, but chances are they won’t let us through…”

Just like the Republicans, the Democrats were known for rape. But they were also friendly to transgenders and people who identified with other sexes.

I walked around the car, my ass swaying a little on the high heels, and got in.

Ten minutes later we came to a crossroads. A striped pole provided the barrier, and the guards were arms with every non lethal weapon known to man. Tasers, rubber bullets, bean bangs, cattle prods…all non lethal weapons to incapacitate one long enough to put them into a FEMA camp…which pretty much assumed death.

“Pull over there,” the guard was a husky man with eye shadow and make up. I couldn’t tell if his boobs were forms or hormones. His hair was done in a French bun.

I pulled the car into a parking slot and Marsha and I got out. Dogs sniffed us, guards frisked us, and a rough pair of hands slid up my legs and encountered my package.

“Uh!” I grunted.

The hand gripped me, and a voice called out, “Corporal of the Guard!”

A woman sauntered out of a building and approached us. I shivered because the frisker was still holding on to me.

“What you got, Johnnie?”

“Contraband,” the man behind me snickered. At last I thought it was a man. The voice was not high nor low, could have been either. The grip was tight enough to be a man, and soft enough to be a woman.

“What about the other one?”

“Okay.”

“Bring him in.”

Oh, shit. The person holding my testicles raised up and I was suddenly gasping on tippy toes.

“Come on, slick. Corporal wants to search you.”

I barely kept my balance, the hand behind me pulling my package back between my legs and lifting. I stumbled over a threshold and found myself in a dim office. There were a couple of desks and a few chairs. In the back, in the shadows, was a curious set up of bars.

They took me to the bars. They bent me over one and cuffed my wrists to the bar in front of me. My ankles were tied to two support poles.

The Corporal of the Guard stepped in front of me.

“Name.”

“Adam Kinsky.”

She checked a clipboard, but I knew it was too soon for me to show up, if I showed up at all. Cooperation between the various political factions was not high.

“Sex.”

“Woman.”

“Take his clothes off.”

I knew I was lying, they knew I was lying, but I had to lie. It was expected of me.

My clothes were cut off. So much for the tummy shaper.

“You’ve got a man’s package.”

“I identify with being female.”

“Would you like us to help you along the journey?”

“What?”

“Would you like us to cut your package off? Become completely female? We’ll even give you a batch of hormones until you can register at the nearest town.”

“I…no. Not yet.”

“Why not? You identify…don’t you have the courage of your convictions?”

“I…I want to convince my mother before I do that.”

The Corporal frowned. Then, “Do you fuck like a man or a woman?”

“Both.”

“Well, we’re not going to fuck you like a man, trussed up the way you are.”

I was silent. I didn’t want this to happen, but Marsha and I had made a pact. ‘Do whatever it takes.’

“I’m married,” I tried.

“Your husband will thank us.” Huh, the dialogue, whether Republican or Democrat, was the same.

“Johnnie? You want to go first?”

“Wait,” I asked.

“What?”

“Please…I’ve not done this a lot…can you use a lot of lube?”

The Corporal laughed. “Where are we going to get lube out here?”

“Please…”

“Oh, hell. Johnnie, use one of them lubed condoms. Cut the reservoir off so your sperm will help her out.”

Johnnie chuckled and I turned to see him take out a condom. He took it out of the pack and used a pair of scissors to cut off the end. Then he rolled it over his dick.

“Don’t worry,” the Corporal said, “Johnnie will be gentle.”

If that was gentle I don’t ever want to see rough.

I was bent over the bar and the corporal came around fondled my dick and balls. Johnnie stepped up and rubbed the end of his dick against my button.

Marsha and I had practiced for this. I had tried various bottles, dildos being in short supply, and I had managed to take a Coke bottle, but I didn’t like it.

Johnnie’s dick wasn’t as big as a Coke bottle, Democrats weren’t renowned for the size of their dicks, but it was hard. He rammed it in and my eyes grew big.

“Fuck!” I whispered.

“Your wish,” the Corporal played with my balls.

Johnnie began sawing in and out. Oddly, after a minute, it stopped hurting and I started…adapting. Which is to say…I started to like it. My nerves were on fire, there was just enough lubrication, and I found myself pushing back.

“Now we’re talking,” Johnny mumbled, and he shot his load into me.

I was surprised, I actually felt his seed splattering, and I corkscrewed my ass, as best I could, and took it all in.

“Okay, who’s next?”

The Demos were a mix of men, women, and in betweens, which is to say trans, gays, etc. So out of the 20 people manning the barricade there were only five that ‘swung my way.’

The second man came in, a simple cross dresser, and he plugged me and thank God Johnnie had squirted. His semen did act like a lubricant, and it wasn’t bad at all. I felt the slithery, slippery cock going in and out, rubbing my pleasures, making my asshole feel loved.

Three was a woman with a dick. Honestly, I didn’t know if she was a man doing hormones, or a woman who had had reconstruction. Whatever, she knew how to use her dick. She didn’t just fuck me, she loved me. She took her time and actually seemed to know how to give me pleasure, and wanted to.

Four was a man, gay, and he just wanted relief. He poked me, filled me, jabbed me, squirted in me. Very clinical.

Now I was tired, and I don’t even know who or what five was. I still moved back and tried to pump, but it was obvious that my heart really wasn’t in it.

“Okay, let’s get him out of here.”

“But Chuck and Shiela still…”

“What are we Republicans? Look at him. He’s had enough.”

They untied me and even helped me walk out to the car. Marsha was sitting in the front seat. She popped out of the car and ran to me.

“Here go, missy. You can thank us later.” Laughter, and I collapsed in Marsha’s arms.

Marsha helped me into the car, picked up my clothes, which had been thrown on the ground and were totally useless, and took the wheel.

I sat gingerly, my ass felt like a truck had driven up it, and watched the countryside go by. Desert, with tumbleweeds and broken saguaro. The far horizon was now orange. We were going to have to stop soon.

“How bad was it.”

“Not bad,” I said.

“She looked at me.”

“I actually enjoyed it, the first couple of persons.”

“Hunh.” I could see what she was thinking of…do we make it a part of our sexual repertoire? Well, we could figure that out later.

“Should we try to reach the UN border?”

The UN Border. A small slice of land, here or there, near ‘ports of entry.’ The UN locations were supposed to monitor immigration, reduce abuse, that sort of thing. In reality it was just another excuse to shake down travelers and for the UN troops, same as the Repub or Demo or Cartel troops, to sexually molest travelers.

“Tomorrow,” I said. “I need to recover. My asshole…my asshole…” I didn’t finish the statement, but it was obvious what I needed. I needed time for my asshole to close up. I was pretty well used.

“I’ll look for a spot to hide the car.”

She drove slowly, and the sun lowered further. Now the shadows were long streaks across the once fruited plains. We parked behind a huge boulder. Marsha turned off the car and we sat for a long minute, listening to the sounds of the car relaxing. Finally, she turned to me and hugged me.

I shed a few tears, but. I held it together. After all, I had known what was going to happen. Still, reality can be rough.

We woke in the morning with the first shafts of the sun darting across the thin, desert air. I got out of the car and looked at myself. I was dirty, had no clothes except for the blanket we had thrown over me. Fortunately, my rectum was okay. From a relative virgin to a used up ‘ho’ in one easy lesson. Still, I had the feeling I had had an easier time of it than Marsha had had with the Republicans. I put on some pants and a shirt. No more underwear or socks in the world.

“In a way, it’s beautiful.” Marsha came up next to me and we put our arms around each other and just embraced.

People had fled the Russian Revolution, the Chinese Great Cultural Revolution. Men and women had fled cruel regimes for the history of the world.

I actually remembered a time when people could own their own houses, when a man could speak his mind without fear of being beaten.

What had happened to the United States of America?

But I knew what had happened. A small group of people infected the educational system, took over the newspapers, bought out Big Tech. They had used drugs and misinformation and a roiling work situation to implement incredibly stupid laws, and the result was that freedom didn’t just disappear, it erupted in a series of wars, and resulted in a series of smaller countries.

Oh, if you traveled far enough North you could still find some states that sort of resembled states. They actually had elections, crooked or not, and people worked and didn’t have to worry about FEMA so much, but the days of barbecues and celebrations was gone. Now people held on, hoped to withstand the onslaught of Cartels and political parties and a United Nations gone mad.

Or go to Mexico.

Mexico, where the government wasn’t as centralized, but where they still had enough muscle to push the Cartels into the ‘Land of the Free.’

I turned and kissed Marsha, and we held each other in the blasted wilderness. A-bombs had gone off not far from here, just one state over, and there was a bit of atomic dust here and there, but the road south was relatively clean.

Not like California where Tijuana was a constant staging area to defend Mexico against a California gone mad, and where the nuclear waste rained from the sky.

“We’d better get going.”

Marsha nodded.

We got in the car and hit the road. We were both hungry, but there was supposed to be a small UN town just up the road. We would eat there, or not.

“Little Texas,” I read the hand made sign hanging on the bigger ‘UN Outpost’ sign.

“I wish it was the real Texas,” murmured Marsha.

“Isn’t a real Texas anymore.”

And there wasn’t. Texas had held out, tried to defend its borders against Repubs and Demos and Cartels…and failed. Big time. Even the armies of immigrants Texas had tried to raise had failed. The Repubs and Demos had the real weapons. Automatic weapons, with lots of ammo, against Saturday nite specials and pipe bombs. It was a slaughter. Especially with the Demos and Repubs Air Force of the old US.

“There it is.” Marsha pointed down the road and I squinted and watched little buildings turn into almost small buildings.

This was an official UN encampment. Citizens were allowed to trade freely, you could go out after dusk, only a few policemen, locally elected policemen, or a handful of UN troops, to deal with.

We drove down a short street. A dozen buildings on each side. The buildings were shabby, needed repairs and paint, but we could see signs on them.

‘Jim’s Saddles.’ People were going to horses. We might be on horseback before the day was out.

‘Market.’ A dozen tents covered a dozen tables where people, women actually out in the open, offered things like carrots and disk brakes.

‘Chili Pot.’ A sad reminder of what restaurants used to be like. This restaurant would have one big pot for the one item on the menu. Bring your own water.

A couple of houses. Actual houses. With children playing in the front yard. Oh, my God.

Marsha was staring out the window on her side. Her mouth was open. We hadn’t seen such freedom in ten years. “We could stop here.”

We could. But…”No.”

She looked at me.

I explained, “How long till the UN decides to do taxes? How long before the Dems and Repubs shift their battles down here.”

“I know. I just wished…”

“Me, too.” I agreed. “But we’ll get this, and better, when we get deep into Mexico.

I pulled into a vacant lot and turned the car off. “We better not wander too far, at least until we know more.”

We walked to the market and looked at the fare on the tables. Scrawny beans. Murky liquids. Still, it wasn’t bad. Marsha and I bought a couple of burritos and ate them. And watched our car drive up the street.

“Fuck!” I yelled. I ran a half a block, then realized how stupid that was. I didn’t have guns, and they would. I walked slowly back to the table where Marsha watched over our food.

“I guess we’ll be riding horses.”

“I guess.”

We finished our meal, then headed for a building with the sign ‘UN’ on it. It was time to find out the lay of the political landscape.

It was cool inside the lawyer’s office. An AC unit that actually worked? God, it showed how rich the rest of the world was.

The man behind the counter wore a tag with the name ‘J. Jones’ on it. He looked to be Swiss, or maybe Scandinavian, but there was no telling. Europe had had its fair share of problems. He was roundish with little spectacles on his nose. He seemed honest enough, I hoped he was honest.

“Evening, sir. What can I do for you?”

“I’ve heard that you provide assistance in migration problems.”

He immediately became guarded. “Where you coming from?”

“The encampment about a hundred miles north.”

He nodded. “Next to the FEMA camp.”

“No, sir. But we had a direct line.”

“And you wish to migrate to?”

“Mexico. Deep Mexico. Preferably on the ocean, but right now we just want to get across the border.”

“Border crossings can be tough.” Yes, they could, but him bringing that up this early in the conversation was wheeling and dealing. I didn’t want to wheel and deal.

“I’m sorry. We don’t have a lot of money. And we don’t have time to schmooze.”

He tilted his head and considered us.

Our bedraggled appearance. My lack of consideration for proper wheeling and dealing, the haunted look in my eyes…he knew we were on the run.

He sighed heavily. “Man, I can’t seem to make a profit.”

“You can have everything we have. I don’t mind starting over naked. But we have to get there.

He studied me for a. moment, then glanced at my wife, and pursed his lips.

Oh, shit. Europeans were renowned for their horniness. Of course. They still had testosterone boosters over there.

He looked at me. Just looked at me. I knew what he wanted.

I turned to Marsha.

We could leave. We could walk away and try to find other means of crossing the borders.

Marsha wasn’t willing to wait, however. Better to fuck one asshole than to get gangbanged by a bunch of assholes.

“What do you want?”

“A simple fuck.”

She sighed. Then: “We just had a rough time back at the Demos and Repubs, so you have to be gentle.”

“Ma’am,” he smiled and effected a southern accent. As if a pimp from Switzerland would know anything about being a southern Gentleman.”I’ll be softer than a bunny’s tail.”

Marsha looked at me. It near tore my heart out, but I nodded. One, quick dip of the head.

J. Jones looked at me. “You can watch if you want.”

I didn’t want to. I wanted to slit his throat. But…we knew this would happen. “No.”

He shrugged, then held out his hand for Marsha.

Marsha took his hand and followed him into a back room.

He left the door open, and though I didn’t want to watch, it was almost impossible not to.

I watched him take her to a bed against the far wall. He took off his clothes, putting them neatly on a chair.

Marsha took off her clothes. God, what a beautiful woman, and yet I had to…watch.

He sat down next to her and tried to kiss her. I heard her murmur something and he shrugged. She didn’t want kissing. She wanted to get it over with.

She lay back and spread her legs. Now he shook his head and said something. Movingly almost wearily, she got on all fours. Not her favorite position.

He played with himself for a second, and I blinked. His cock kept growing and growing. It was big. Much bigger than mine.

My attention went to Marsha. Her mouth was open in surprise. I heard her say, “I can’t take all that.”

He just grinned and began lubing up. And it took a lot of lube to coat a cock the size of his.

Then, very gently, he spread her legs, positioned them so he could have easy access, and so, presumably, she would be most receptive, then he started putting that thing in her.

That was a low point for me. I had been fucked in the butt, and it had hurt, at least in the beginning, but that was nothing compared to the hurt I felt in my heart watching my wife take another man.

Inch after inch he wormed into her. I could see her fists closing around handfuls of sheet. She tried to arch away from him, but he held her by the belly and kept pushing it in and in and in.

Suddenly she jerked.

He stopped, and I knew he had bottomed out in her. It was causing pain.

He began to saw back and forth, pushing it in and pulling it out, and Marsha started to relax. He was careful not to push it in too deeply, and she began to enjoy it.

And, fuck if I didn’t start to get a hard on.

I hated myself at that moment. I was being cucked, and suddenly understood the joy that cuckoldry brings to some men.

He was moving faster. His cock was shiny with her natural lube and she was holding on to him. At one point she looked in my direction. She had a curious mix of distaste and pleasure. I knew what she was feeling.

For long minutes he rode her, and he was gentle, and she had an orgasm. I heard the cry and watched the body language, and I knew she was cumming.

Oh, was I jealous. I was actually thinking about reaching into my pants and playing a little pocket pool. The only thing that stopped me was wondering what Marsha would think. I mean, it was sick.

Suddenly, J. Jones lifted up, pulled out, and rammed it in…to her ass!

Marsha gave a scream and flattened out.

I barged into the room, my eyes on J. Jones, and I was ready for violence.

He took out a knife and held it to her throat. He said to me, “I don’t fight. Sit in that chair by the door.”

I had no choice. I backed up and sat in a rickety chair.

Marsha was crying.

J. Jones kept the knife at her throat and spoke softly. “Give it a minute. It’ll feel good.”

I knew he was right, but that didn’t stop me from hating him. I wanted to jump on him and rip his throat out.

Marsha cried softly, then the tears started to dry up.

J. Jones waited patiently. At one point he said, “I like the ass because I can’t get my whole dick into a woman’s pussy.”

After a couple of minutes her tears stopped, and he asked, “All right?”

She nodded. Now she was looking at me, communicating silently with me. I could feel her hurt, and how she wanted to be forgiven.

But we had known this sort of thing might happen. We were prepared. Nothing to forgive.

But there was a large part of me that was sorry we had come.

J. Jones began to slid in and out, and, sure enough, his dick bottomed out. His balls were big and they slapped right up against her pussy. In and out, grinning, happy, his big cock shiny with her juices.

“I’m going to cum now.”

She said something that was probably ‘yes,’ but sounded like, ‘erk.’

He picked up speed for maybe ten seconds. I heard his body slapping on hers. Her face looked at me, a twisted mix of pain and wonder.

He began to cum. He arched and gave a guttural yell, then started pumping baby batter into her.

“Oh…yeah…you’re tight!”

For maybe thirty seconds he filled her, his cock pulsing, his breathing ragged.

I think maybe I could have rushed him then, but it was really all over. Nothing to be gained by killing somebody over what was already done.

Finally, he stood up, put the knife away, and walked back into the front room.

“Take your time,” he said as he passed me.

A half hour later I had Marsha dressed and we walked into the front room. J. Jones was standing by a window. He beckoned to us and we went to the window.

“Between those two peaks is a valley. Down the valley you’ll find Trump’s Wall. There’s a place there…if you watch from the mouth of the valley, in tomorrow night a fellow named Rodrigo Cincinnati will be taking some people to the Wall. He knows a way under it. Or over it. Or something. He doesn’t like the Cartel, so he’s a good bet to get you past them. No guarantees, though.

Marsha and I looked at each other. Light at the end of the tunnel.

J. Jones walked back behind his desk.

“Do we need horses?” asked Marsha.

J. Jones grinned. “Nah. There’s no water there, and no way to get them under the Wall, so they would probably just die.”

We left then, and hoped never to see J. Jones again as long as we lived.

We sat behind a boulder and watched the entrance to the valley. It was a narrow entrance, literally just a path between two hills. We heard nothing, and the moon was rising. Darkness was giving way to spooky shadows, and still no coyote appeared leading a group of people.

“It’s tonight,” stated Marsha.

“Cross your fingers.”

“They’re crossed.”

We watched silently for a while, then: “Was it bad?”

“Yes and no.”

That seemed to be the way of it for us.

“Yes, the size took my breath away. No, it was not pleasant taking it in the rear. Yes, it did get better.”

“A lot better.”

She didn’t look at me. She just nodded and bit her lip.

I touched her shoulder and made her face me. “We knew,” I said. “I’m okay with you liking things. It hurts, but we can’t back off now. It’s the things that are painful that I wish I could do something about.”

She moved towards me then, snuggled into my arms. “Sex is funny.”

“Makes me laugh all the time.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do,” I nodded and kissed her hair.

She snuggled deeper into my arms. “I realized, while he was…fucking me, that it’s not enough to just accept it. We have to enjoy it.”

“I understand.” And I did. I would have said something more, but we suddenly heard people.

We separated and moved to the edge of the rock. We were in shadow and could watch as people entered the valley without being seen.

There were eleven people. One of them was the coyote, the human trafficker who brought people across the border. Hopefully.

“I see children,” whispered Marsha.

“Three couples, three children and one single person. Looks like a woman.”

“A woman without escort,” we both felt badly for the unnamed woman. She was a mighty big target in a mighty bad land.

“Okay, as soon as they enter the valley let’s get as close as we can.”

The coyote took his people into the valley and they quickly disappeared into the shadows. As soon as the last person, the woman, entered the shadows we scurried down the hillside. We moved quickly, but with an eye to speed. We didn’t want them to get too far away, and we didn’t want them hearing us.

We almost ran into them in the darkness, then we stopped, waited, and moved more slowly.

For a half hour we followed a trail of sorts. We rounded small boulders, were careful where we put our feet, and once I walked into a small cactus.

God, the pain as those little stickers jabbing into my calf.

We came to the end of the valley. It was the beginning of the valley in reverse, a hillside, a plain, and then…Trump’s Wall.

Marsha squeezed my hand and I glanced at her. Once The Wall had been used to keep people out of the United States. Now it was used to keep people in the United Slaves.

If we could just get past this one barrier we could reach Mexico.

We stepped into the soft moonlight of the plain and approached the giant barrier. At the front of the line of immigrants the coyote turned and looked at the line of people, but he didn’t say anything about us.

The Wall loomed, rusty reddish in the moonlight, tall, no way to climb over it. Or go under it, and there certainly wasn’t a gate with a welcome mat.

Something shot high in the air from the other side of The Wall. It unfurled as it climbed, and we realized what it was: a rope ladder.

It descended on our side of The Wall.

Small sighs and sounds of delight and even awe from the group we had attached ourself to.

We entered the shadow of The Wall and became part of the small cluster at the bottom of the ladder.

We watched as each person went up the ladder. Little figures climbing high, then disappearing over the edge.

Finally, it was our turn.

The coyote had been first over, and there was nobody to stop us. Marsha went first, and I followed. We reached the top, clambered over, and climbed down.

As soon as we touched foot to ground we heard a voice. “Those two,” and hands grabbed us.

I struggled a little, but not too much.

What was I going to do? Fight the whole Cartel Nation? Besides, it was well known that, while the Cartel didn’t like to kill people these days, they certainly didn’t shy from it.

We were pushed up against The Wall and we watched the others in our group walk away, grow small in the distance, get swallowed up by shrubs and cactus. The lone woman now looked luckier than us.

“So you thought you could just get over without paying.”

It was the Coyote. He was a scroungy, little rat with mean eyes. He definitely needed a bath.

“We just saw you and tagged along. Didn’t think you’d mind.”

I couldn’t see the faces of the half dozen Cartel citizens who were watching the exchange.

“That’s not what JJ says.”

J. Jones. A fat fuck that played both ends against the middle.

One of the Cartel citizens started talking in rapid Spanish. I couldn’t speak the language well, but I understood a few words, and therefore the gist of his speech.

Do we kill them or fuck them?

“Fuck us,” I blurted.

Everybody stared at me. Even Marsha.

“It’s that or they kill us,” I said to her quickly.

The Cartel citizens started chuckling, then commenced a brisk argument.

The coyote wanted us killed. And that meant that maybe J. Jones wanted us killed.

The Cartel were sort of split. Half one way and half the other, with a few mugwumps in the middle.

I tried to speak, but was rapidly shut down. Finally, the decision looked to be going against us, I grabbed Marsha and pulled her out where they could get a good look.

“Good tits!” I said. “Her pussy is tighter than a rich man’s wallet. You can use her asshole or her mouth.”

Marsha knew I was trying to save her life, and she knew the sacrifice I was making. If I could at least save her…but that meant they would just discard me. Like…terminatedly.

She suddenly blurted. “He’s got an asshole, too. And he’ll suck with the best of them!”

The Cartel citizens started to laugh. They understood her well enough, and even the coyote began to chuckle.

“How about it. You guys ever have a good, old America screw? I’ll take two at once!”

“Hell, I can do two at once!” I boasted, feeling sick inside, but it was the only thing I could do.

“Ah, hell,” said the Coyote. “And the hell with JJ.”

They pushed us down the trail. We weren’t out of the woods, not by a long shot. They could still fuck us and kill us, but our chances were better. If they liked what we did…maybe…just maybe.

We walked across the desert to a big military APC. The APC drove us 20 miles to the edge of a forest. We followed the edge of the forest for a mile, then turned into a small goat path. The truck stopped and everybody got out and walked another mile.

At the edge of a clearing, up against a mountain side, they lived in a cave. A big cave, with all the amenities.

They had generators and the gas to run them. I saw kids playing video games. Women were cooking tacos. Men were sitting in a circle of five couches and talking and laughing.

In a way, it was like a big, old home.

I felt hope. The chances of being killed in the middle of all these women and children were slight. Or at least slighter.

Marsha and I were pushed across a rug and told to go back into a dark cave. We did, and found ourselves in a tunnel that ended abruptly. Like as in coming out over a pit that looked a hundred feet deep.

We sat down and waited.

And waited.

Then the men started coming back.

I had to just sit there while they grabbed Marsha, felt her tits, grabbed her ass, then ripped her clothes off.

Man after man took her. Probably five or six an hour. She began to look weary and haunted, and I knew I had to do something.

I stood up in the gloom of the cave and offered myself. “Anybody want my asshole? I’ve never even taken a shit.”

They laughed at that, then one of them came swaggering over. He pulled down his pants and held out a six inch pencil. I mean, it was skinny.

“Okay, gringo. Do me. Let’s see if American men are as good as American women.”

I went to my knees and tried to remember everything I could about blow jobs. What did I like? What did Marsha do that turned me on?

Interestingly, I had rarely thought about this, and could only come up with a couple of things. Work on the under part of the head. Squeeze the balls. A finger in the asshole.

Well, maybe I better be careful with the finger in the asshole thing with these guys.

I began to suck, and Chico, that’s what the other Cartel citizens called him, leered at the other men, who laughed at him, and a gay old time was being had by all.

I flicked my tongue under the head. I stroked his shaft. I kept pressing his balls.

His dick felt harder and I sucked harder.

“Ah, yeah. Si…si…”

He pulled the back of my head with his hands and fucked my mouth. I had never taken a penis in the mouth before, and while I almost gagged a few times, it wasn’t bad. The pre-cum was almost sweet, then the cum hit.

“Gah!” I gargled and tried not to throw up. It was bland, a bit of salt, but the texture was so slimy I couldn’t believe it.

Still, I had to keep it down. I had to save Marsha from these men, if only a few of them, but…

WHAP! Chico slapped the side of my head. I fell and caught myself with one hand and looked up.

He was laughing. “I want fuck wife!” He walked back to the line.

He wanted fuck wife. And I had taken his hard on, not to mention what felt like a pint, but was probably only a spoonful, of semen.

Still, he was laughing, and the other men were laughing, and another one came over to me. He said a bunch of things, called me a whore, a puta, then whipped out his short and stubby. I mean, it was probably only four inches long, but round like a shot glass, and he shoved it into my face.

I sucked. I blew. I tongued. I did my best.

I could hear Marsha talking, saying filthy things. “Come on, big dick. Oh, let’s see how much cum you have. You could play basketball with your nuts!”

Nothing greatly funny, but the men didn’t care. To them everything was funny. They had the gringo and his wife, they were butt fucking and getting sucked, what else was there?

SPLAT! He shot a short load into my mouth. Just two big squirts, but they were so fast and sudden I found myself swallowing them before I knew it.

“Hey! Jose, let’s do him!”

Two men stepped out, big guys, and it was obvious what they wanted. One wanted my mouth and the other wanted my asshole.

Excellent. Every man I fucked was one less for Marsha.

They took me and bounced me between them. I actually felt like I was on a spit, my north pole and south pole penetrated and me turning over between the poles.

I swallowed a lot of cum that night. And I got a lot of cum up my bunghole. And, I’ll tell you, while I wouldn’t rather, I did manage to change my mindset a little bit.

I tried to enjoy it, like Marsha had suggested, and it worked. By the time the night was over I had taken many more men than I had at the Demo’s barrier, but I was still able to walk.

At last, the last man done, I crawled over to Marsha.

“It wasn’t bad,” she said, and she even had a slight smile on her face.

“You’re pretty fucking sexy, laying there like that.”

“With cum oozing out of all holes, with my belly so stuffed with semen I won’t need to eat for a week.”

I chuckled. “You were right. It’s terrible, but only if we make it so. If we can adapt, make our minds accept it all…” I shrugged.

“Come on,” she said, struggling to her feet. “They’re all sleeping, and I don’t think they care.”

And, just like that, we were free to go. We walked out of the tunnel, across the cave, and down the small path that led out of the forest. Only one more border to go.

We walked along the edge of the jungle, and we weren’t unhappy. We had gone through so much, and we were almost home free. And all the sex…I kept thinking about it.

“Marsha?”

“Yep?” she giggled.

I laughed, and I said, “When the war was over…well, when a lot of the major part of the war was done, and the true effects of the new weapons were understood, I thought the race would die.”

She nodded. “A lot of men will never have babies.”

“And I realize now that that inability drives them to have sex. What they can’t have…sort of.”

“I know. They want babies, can’t make them, and are compelled to try. Harder and harder. A vicious cycle.”

“But…the odd blessing here, men want sex more than they want to kill.”

“Hunh,” she grunted. “A blessing. I guess it is. Although my cunt and my asshole may find slight objection to that argument.”

“You’re a woman. How can you stand it?”

“Women have been used to this for all of history. If a woman wants to take a little pride in her appearance, wants to look good, she becomes a target. Every man wants a piece of her.”

I was silent, brooding.

“Now you know what it feels like,” she said. “In a way. I mean, you managed to guide those men into wanting your ass and mouth, rather than wanting to puncture you, or knife you, or whatever.”

“Now I know,” I spoke sadly.

She linked arms with me and grinned at me. “Don’t sound so glum. You know it’s fun.”

“But as a man I’m not used to it.”

“You’ll get used to it. In fact, I predict that as society recovers, and I think it will, there will be a large segment of men, men like you, who will wear dresses and make up, who will sell their assholes for food, who actually enjoy the lusty and lascivious looks other men give them.”

“As long as I don’t have to have tits.”

“What?” she sounded incredulous. “But tits are the most fun! They are like badges and advertisements all in one!”

“Well, I’d need some convincing before—“

“Halt!”

Actually, I think the command was ‘detener,’ but regardless of what it was we both stopped.

We had come to a bend in the forest and had been so into each other we hadn’t noticed the Mexican troops.

“Nos damos por vencidos,” we yelled, holding our hands up. We had practiced this phrase explicitly for this situation. ‘We give up.’

Then: “Santuario!” Sanctuary. We had reached the Mexican border.

The Mexican soldiers searched us quickly, then we were marched back to an official army camp. A few hundred men, all of whom stared at me…and especially at Marsha.

Being in a free country she had managed to lose her outer covering and her dress, and her shape and boobs were showing. Proudly.

From trying to sneak sexually, we had reached the point where she had to flaunt it.

We were at the last barrier.

We were shown to a small hut. A lean to, actually, and several Americans stare at us dourly.

We entered, were surprised to be offered food, and we found ourselves a corner and began eating, and hoping. This was the last barrier.

The next day we were brought to the headquarters of the Commandant. We entered a small room where a man with heaps of braid waited, and where a transcriber stood ready with the machines of his trade.

“Adam and Marsha. I am Commandant Roderiguez. Please state your business with Mexico.”

“We’re seeking asylum. Santuario. I’m a political refuge.”

“And your wife?”

“Yes. My wife. She’s with me.”

He sighed. “Ah, there is the problem.”

“What?”

“We do not accept political prisoners…if they are merely from one of the encampments. We do, however, accept women.”

Of course. Women who could be fucked by everybody in the hopes that somebody would make them pregnant.

“She is my wife.”

“And that gives her choice.”

“What choice?” asked Marsha.

“To stay or go back. Your husband will be turned over to the Republican delegation tomorrow morning. You, however, may seek and be granted santuario.”

“You can’t ask me to—“

“Marsha,” I spoke softly, but the impact of my words was undeniable. She looked at me.

I looked at the Commandant. “May I speak with my wife for a moment?”

“Of course. As I am unavoidably busy, please find a corner in the front room and speak as long as you wish. Let my secretary know when you have come to a conclusion.”

Marsha and I went to the front room and whispered in a corner.

“You have to stay here.”

“The bull shat and it stank.”

“I can get free, and I can make my way here. I can do it.”

“And until you get here I am everybody’s favorite dart board. Even when I am so fucked I turn ugly…some man will claim me. Once you leave me..it’s all over.”

“But if you come back with me then we have to do it all over again. And we’ll have to fuck our way out of a FEMA camp first. And the people we’ve seen, the Cartel, J. Jones, all the men who have fucked you, they will see you and want you all over again, and it will be…”

She put her finger to my lips. She kissed me, and she said, “If I have to fuck every man in the world, just to fuck the one I want…it’s worth it.”

I stared into her eyes, and I felt the same way, from the male perspective, of course.

A week later we walked into a FEMA camp. People spoke to us in English, and we understood them. We even knew a few of the people.

We also knew we were going to have to escape this place fast. I looked at Marsha and she nodded. She was already checking out the guards, seeing which ones might be convinced, with a little pussy power, to leave a door unlocked.

We stood there, making our plans, and I was struck by a thought: Freedom is an illusion, only sex lasts forever….
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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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.

The Big Tease!
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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.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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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.

The Feminization Games
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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
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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!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!
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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!
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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!
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Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem
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If you liked

‘Sexual Limits’

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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