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PART ONE

Tammi didn’t like to go out at night. She worked late hours, so when she had a night off she liked to spend it at home with John. She wasn’t in the best mood, then, when her cousin, Patty, asked her to join her and a group of her friends to a bachelorette party.

“Oh, Patty. You know I hate these things. Can’t we just go out for lunch next week? Maybe just a couple of girls and have a small party?”

“Cuz, I know this ain’t your bag, but how often does a girl get married? Besides, I just know that you’ll have fun. It’s going to be twenty bitches, and we’ve hired a stripper. Big cock. He’s going to fuck anybody and everybody, and…”

“I’m true blue to John! I don’t want to fuck some stripper who’s probably got a dread disease!”

“When you see his cock you will…”

Patti giggled. And she persisted. And, finally, Tammi agreed to go.

“Just for a little while, though. I want to go home and be with John.”

“John Schmohn!” Patty laughed “You and your true blue hubby. Some day you’ll learn.”

Tammi smiled ruefully. She really wasn’t looking forward to this. But, Patty was so adamant, she decided she would take the night off, go to the stupid party for an hour, then sneak out early and surprise John.

Yes, that’s what she would do. A little smiley on the inside now, she was going to make the best of this stupid party thing.

Two weeks passed rather quickly, and Tammi almost forgot about the party. Almost, except Patty wouldn’t let her.

‘Almost time! Bi-i-ig cock!’ Patty sent the message three days before the party.

‘He’s going to stretch your ho-o-ole!’ Came on the day of the party.

Tammi sighed. Well, it was a party, after all. About the time she got ready for work she got ready for the party, instead.

A party, huh?

She cleaned up, shaved her legs, looked at her underwear, and started to smile.

It had been a long time since she had gone to a party. Funny thing was that she used to love parties, but after she got married to John she just totally got out of the habit.

And John was never one for parties. He catered parties for a living, so to get him to go to a party on a night off…that was silly. He would always beg off.

But…here she was, and that old familiar feeling of excitement whelmed up inside her. She plucked a thong out of her drawer and snugged it up tight. It always felt so good to have that little string rubbing up against her brown button. Made her horny, and that got her to thinking John and his big dick.

They had been working so hard lately they hadn’t made time for themselves. Well, she was going to be coming home horny after tonight. Especially if the star attraction had a dick as big as Patty claimed.

She took out a bra, and tossed it back into the drawer. Too conservative. Showing off a bit of boob excited the boys, and that excited her. She took out a half bra and grinned. She pulled the thing on and stared at herself in the mirror. Her nipples peeked over the top, big and stiff. Lord, how long since she had worn this bra?

She selected her good, blue dress. John almost never saw this. It had a picture window on the front, just barely covered her big nips. The waist was still easy to get into, and her hips rounded out her look…ooh la la!

She sat down in front of her vanity and went to work. When she was done here eyes were smoky and her lips were red a moist looking. When she had been a party goer she had referred to her wet, red lips as ‘blow jobbers.’

She sighed. She used to give John lots of head, but…damn. Too much work. She was going to have to pry him loose for a party. They deserved a little fun.

Heck, they deserved a lot of fun!

She brushed out her hair, checked her nylons, slipped into her tallest spikes, and she was ready.

She grinned at herself in the foyer mirror, pinched her cheeks, and started out the door, then stopped.

She quickly wrote a note for John.

Working late…

don’t wait up!

Tammi

Heh. Don’t wait up, and he would be nekkid in bed when she got home and jumped his bone. Oh, baby, she couldn’t wait…and she headed out the door.

“Baby cakes! You are looking good! Are you sure you didn’t want to sample just a poke or two of Mr. Big Cock?”

“Ha! I’m true blue, you slut. I’m just going to have a couple of drinks and call it a night.”

“Well see, Miss Party Pooper.”

The party was at Sylvia Johnson’s, house who neither of the girls knew, and it was starting to rock when they sauntered up the front walk and through the front door.

There were 30 women at the party. Most of them were already imbibing, and Tammi and Patty wasted no time in catching up. They arrowed for the kitchen and poured a couple of stiff shots, slammed them down, and poured a couple of rum and Cokes.

“Where’s this famous Captain Cock or whoever he is?”

Sylvia was pouring ice in a bucket. She was a stacked redhead with a glint in her blue eyes. “He’s back in the bedroom putting on his costume.

“Is he really big? Patty held her hands up six inches apart.

Sylvia grabbed Patty’s hands and pushed them apart. Wider…wider…The women in the kitchen cheered and laughed and hoisted their glasses.

The kitchen was set up with a window leading to the living room. The window was supposed to be a counter where one could sit and eat, but the builder had put a row of shelves over it, and it was just a window. Suddenly the girls heard a big cheer.

“There he is!” shouted Sylvia. All the girls leaned down and looked through the window.

Across the room, on the other side of the big circular fireplace, a bit of bare flesh could be seen.

The man danced around a bit, and Tammi caught a glimpse of a fireman’s outfit.

“Let’s see the length of his hose!” whooped Patty.

Girls were sitting against the wall on a couch and the man finally came into full view, but his back was turned to the girls in the kitchen. He danced, waving one arm over his head, and waving his dick with the other.

“Yippee!”

“Come here, stud!”

Women yelled. A couple of them pulled their dresses down and exposed some mighty fine tit.

The man moved over and it looked like he was stuffing his cock between sizable boobs.

He turned a bit, and though his face was obscured his cock was finally visible.

Tammy laughed and stared. She was high on the party vibes, and she stared at the cock. It was as big as John’s, and that made it pretty big. She sucked more rum and Coke and watched the show.

Yes, it had been too long since she had been at a party.

In the next room the stripper was now on a chair and women were lining up to suck his cock. Tammi couldn’t see his face from under the cupboards over the counter, but she laughed and whooped it up.

Then the man hopped off the chair, bent a girl over, and began rubbing his big dong between her buns.

Tammy finished her drink, she was dizzy from so quickly imbibing, but that was okay.

Then the woman the stripper was pushing his cock up against pulled her panties to the side and the man slid right in.

Cheers. Patty holding on to Tammi’s shoulder, her face in gleeful surprise.

The man went in and out, and it took a while because that damned cock really was as big as John’s.

Then the man slowly began to turn the woman. He wanted to give the whole party a look at the action.

He was only ten feet from where Tammi and Patty and other women crowded up to the kitchen counter and peered.

He turned, and Tammi turned ashen and gripped the counter.

Her face froze and she stopped talking. Next to her Patty turned sober. Her face turned white and she turned to Tammi.

Mr. Big Cock’s cock was as big as John’s because…he was John!

John. Her husband, his big dick stuck up the pussy of a total stranger. Whooping and swinging his arm and carrying on like…like a male stripper.

Connections banged through Tammi’s mind. He worked late, ostensibly as a party caterer, but now she knew. He wasn’t catering, he was stripping.

And the nights he came home late, smelling of booze and sex, too tired to have sex…he was too tired for sex because he had already shot a load or two into some stranger.

It was like somebody had punched Tammi in the gut. She stepped back and another girl pushed into her place. Just in time, for John had turned enough that he would have seen her staring at him.

Patty stayed with her, supported her, she knew John, and she knew her cousin was shattered.

The way Tammi carried on about her man…yes, Tammi was destroyed.

Tami started to lurch, as if to throw up, and Patty moved her back into the kitchen. While everybody cheered and yelled and threw bills at the stripper Patty opened the top of the garbage can and Tammi let loose with chunks. Nobody noticed.

A minute later, Patty dried Tammi’s chin and guided her out the back door. She held Tammi, one arm around her waist, as they went out of the side yard and headed for Patty’s car.

“I don’t believe it,” muttered Patty. “That son of a bitch!”

Tammi just kept sobbing and let herself be guided.

A minute later they were driving, Tammi still crying.

Patty drove across town and into a driveway on the bad side of town. The house was neat enough, but shabby. It was clean, but there were weeds that needed to be pulled. The roof was patched and boards were nailed down on the porch.

“Where are we?” snuffled Tammi.

“We’re at my Gram’s house.”

“I want to go home.”

“No, you don’t. If you went home you’d just cry until John got home, and then you’d have a scene, and then you’d cry some more. He’d get tired of it, call you a bitch and go to bed. You want that?”

“Nu…no.”

Patty helped Tammi out of the car and they went up to the front door where Patty knocked loudly.

Lights went on and the door opened.

Patty’s Gram was a narrow shouldered, wide hipped old lady. She had an eternal purse of the lips, her eyes were always squinty, and she wore a Mexican dress. Bright colors and a shawl. Her hair was white and held up by a king sized barrette.

“Gram, we need your help?”

Crotchety looking old woman or not, Gram swung the door open and helped Tammi in.

The house was clean inside, but worn. The lighting was low, just from stand up lamps, and the sweet smell of incense pervaded everything.

Tammi sat down and looked around.

Jesus on velvet blessing somebody. Or handing out fishes, or something. Dogs playing poker. There were empty rum bottles in a big crate next to the fireplace. A lone log crackled in the fireplace, giving off a spit of light.

“What happened?” Gram asked.

Patty explained about Tammi’s husband, how he had said he was working as a caterer, but he was really a stripper, and that they had just seen him with his big dick firmly embedded in a pair of round buns.

“Men,” snorted Gram.

Gram poured three drinks and the women sat int he comfortable room and Tammi shook with tears.

Gram leaned forward and brushed Tamm’s hair back. “No man worth this.”

Tammi nodded, and sipped the tequila, and slowly her tears abated.

After another couple of drinks Tammi was done crying, but she just sat and thought about how messed up her life was.

Suddenly Patty and Gram started talking in Spanish. Tammi didn’t understand, but she listened politely. It sounded like they were talking about her.

Gram finally nodded, stood up and left the room.

“Okay,” Patty said, “Gram’s going to help you.”

“But how—“

Gram came back in. She was holding a small bottle. She put it in Tammi’s hand and closed her own hand over Tammi’s fist. She spoke in Spanish, and Patty translated.

“You control penis you control man. You make him drink while looking at you, then his penis do what you want.”

Tammi blinked. Normally she wouldn’t have believed such an outlandish claim. But she was half soused, torn up inside, and these weren’t normal times.

“What do you mean his penis will do what I want?”

Gram shrugged. “You want hard, it be hard. You say soft, it be soft. You say squirt, it squirt.” She suddenly grinned, “You say no squirt…” she shrugged, but that grin on her face was downright evil.

Patty giggled.

Tammi was confused.

Gram poured more drinks, and she kept snickering about the penis doing what Tammi wanted.

Now Tammi was half loaded, and nothing really made sense, and everything sort of made sense.

All she had to do was give John what was in the bottle and he would…his penis would…

Tammi awoke in her own bed. She didn’t know how she had gotten there. She just had big, rude visions of Gram talking into her face, telling her to give John the…the potion.

She looked at her hand. It was clenched around the little bottle.

She turned. John was snoring next to her.

Memories of the last night slammed into her.

She turned away and tried not to cry.

John mumbled something, and she got up and went to the bathroom. holding the little bottle.

She cried silently, but the tears were coming less and less. She stepped into the shower and washed off, and still held the bottle.

It was like the bottle was a life preserver, a link to sanity. Even though the idea that she could control her man’s cock if he drank this stuff was ludicrous.

Yet she didn’t let go of the bottle.

She put on shorts and a tee, no bra, and headed for the kitchen. In the kitchen she made some toast and coffee and sat at the table. Her hand still closed around the bottle; as if Gram had said a spell that she couldn’t open her hand until the bottle was used.

She heard John stirring in the back, then he stumbled out. He was holding his head.

“Oh, God! I had a drink last night, and it must have been bad liquor.”

Yeah, he had a drink all right, a drink of pussy juice from an unauthorized pussy.

The words came out of her as if unbidden. “Oh, you poor dear. Let me fix a bit of the hair of the dog.”

John nodded and sat down.

Tammi poured tomato juice and vodka into a small glass. She emptied the contents of Gram’s bottle into the glass, she pushed the concoction to John.

John didn’t hesitate. He swallowed the Bloody Mary so fast Tammi was surprised he didn’t swallow the glass.

He set it down on the kitchen table with a clunk and shook. “Fuck!”

Tammi watched him.

He opened his eyes and looked at her. Right directly at her. And Tammi could swear his eyes had little pinwheels in them.

There, he drank it! she thought.

“Thanks, babe. Man. That went down good. I feel better all ready.”

“Do you love me, John?” her voice was plaintive, almost begging.

He leaned forward and placed his big hand on hers. “Of course I do,” he said. “I live with you, don’t I?”

And answer that, now that she was really listening, wasn’t all that much of an answer.

“Do you want to make love to me?”

“Always,” he grinned. “But I just came home from an all nighter and I don’t…” he blinked. He looked down at his lap. His cock was uncoiling, getting stiffer, and it was almost like it was trying to point at his girlfriend.

“Well, look at that!” he looked up at her. “I guess I do want to make love to you.”

“I’m so glad,” she stood up and walked out of the kitchen.

John blinked. That was weird. If a woman wanted to screw him she didn’t just say she wanted to screw and walk out. Not with his big dick. Women lined up around the block for him.

He stood up and followed Tammi back to the bedroom.

“Well, hey,” he said, grabbed her and pulling her to him. He was going to kiss her, but she put her hand up on his mouth. “I don’t feel like it right now,” she said.

“What? But you just said…”

“I just asked if you wanted to make love to me, I didn’t say I wanted to make love to you.”

Now John was thoroughly confused. Talk about mixed signals. “But…”

She looked down at his crotch. He was wearing boxers and his big dick was poking out the front.

“You’ve got a nice dick, John. I love knowing that it’s only reserved for me.”

John blinked. What the fuck?

“I want it hard, John. Real hard. I want it hard all the time, but I don’t want it to cum.”

SPROING! His dick had been hard, but now it was like an iron bar. It stuck out, a big ten inches, from the slit in his boxers.

“Well, uh, I think I need a little relief right now.” He reached for her again, but she scooted back and put her hand on his chest. “Not now, John. I’ve got important things to do. Maybe later. When I’m in the mood.”

John stood helpless, his big cock bouncing with pulsing blood. He watched as Tammi pulled on some athletic shoes. “I’m going for a run now, John. Remember. You can’t cum. Not without my permission.”

“Oh…uh…I…”

Tammi trotted down the street. Her hair was in a pony tail that stuck through the back of her ball cap.

And she giggled.

The look on John’s face. Like he just lost his favorite puppy or something.

Tammi jogged to Patty’s house, knocked and entered, and Patty came out of the back room.

“Wow, that was some powerful stuff Gram gave…you did it! Holy shit! You did it! The look on your face! Girlfriend, that is what your shit eating grin is saying. Tell me you gave John the stuff.”

“I did,” Tammi plopped down on a couch and looked at her girlfriend with a triumphant look. “It’s funny, I felt like shit, but as soon as I gave him that stuff I could feel it. I could feel that I had the power. He might have the dick, but it’s now my dick. When I told him to get hard he was harder than I ever saw him. And when I told him I didn’t want him to cum without permission…oh, girlfriend, you couldn’t believe the look on his face!

Patty laughed and actually clapped her hands in glee. “Serves him right. So when are you going to let him cum?

Tammi sat forward on the couch. “That’s a good question. And I’ve got a question for you…why should I let him cum at all?”

Patty’s eyes arched up, then she started laughing. “With that big dick of his he’s going to be full up and ready to bust.”

The girls laughed and laughed.

Tammi returned home about eleven, and John was waiting for her. In fact, he was sitting on the couch, muttering to himself, looking down to where his big cock bulged in his pants. It had been hard ever since she left, and he was starting to get nervous.

He had never felt like this….this horny…and he saw her trot up the driveway and into the garage.

“Honey!” He opened the door and stood in the doorway.

Tammi was taking off her shorts and tee shirt. She was sweaty from the run, and her boobs were large, and her buns were round, and John’s dick pressed against his jeans painfully.

“Hi, John. You didn’t jack off, did you?”

Truth was, he had tried. God, how he had tried, but he just couldn’t seem to get over the edge.

“I was waiting for you,” he said.

“Oh, how sweet.” She patted his cheek as she walked past him. He reached out and touched her naked buns.

“Not now, John.”

“When?” his voice begged.

“Oh, I don’t know. When I’m in the mood. You want me to be in the mood, don’t you?”

“Well, yes, but….what can I do to get you in the mood?”

“Be limp.”

His cock shrank like a balloon that had been pricked. He stared down at his groin in shock.

He pulled his pants down and stared.

His big cock, that had been like a rocket for hours, was now just hanging there. It had gone so limp it was only a couple of inches long.

Tammi looked at it. She reached out and picked it up. It laid in her palm like a little slug. “Oh, too bad. I was really starting to feel like it.”

John looked ready to cry.

She hefted his balls. “Funny, they feel full.”

They were full. Being hard and horny all morning had replenished his juices, and his balls felt like overfilled grapefruits.

“Well, if you’re not up to it I understand.”

He stared at her, at his balls, at his limp dick, and shook his head. What the fuck was going on?

Tammi hopped in the shower, soaped, shampooed, rinsed, conditioned, shaved, and generally wallowed in the delightful feeling of taking care of herself.

Now that John was under her thumb she had never felt so…good.

She dried off, and proceeded to dress herself.

John was still standing, wondering what had happened. His cock was never limp. Never! And now, even though it had just been hard, it was about as stiff as a worm doing a handstand.

He watched as Tammi put on a sexy outfit, grinned at him and pinched her nipples to make them stand out even more.

“Honey, I think there’s something wrong.”

“Why? What ever could be wrong?” She dabbed lipstick on her lips.  she used a little plumper first, and a little gloss last. Her lips were full and beautiful and she smiled at the mirror.

“I can’t get hard.”

“Well, maybe you’ve been too hard lately. Maybe you’ve used up all the hard you’ve been allotted in life.”

“That’s ridiculous,” but he gulped.

“Here, come here.”

She turned and he stepped in front of he.

She held his cock, blew on it with her sexy lips. It just lay there, didn’t move. Didn’t even pulse.

“See?” he wailed.

“Oh, honey. You just need a little encouragement to…get hard.”

With the final two words she slapped his dick. Hard. He cringed and jerked back, and his cock was standing up, stiff, erect, pulsing.

“Ow,” he said, but it was almost after the fact. He stared at his pulsing, throbbing member.

“See? You just need to spank it when it’s bad.”

He held his cock in his hand and turned it over and examined the bottom, the head, the connection to his nuts.

“I don’t need a cock spanking,” he said. “Besides, it hurt!”

“If that was true,” Tammi looked up at him with a smile, then if nobody spanks it then it will…go limp.”

Schweeee! His cock went limp. It just hung there, empty, but his balls were so damned full it hurt!

“Hey!”

“Want me to spank it again?”

“No!”

“Okay.” She turned back to the mirror and inspected her face, hiding her laughter.

Behind her she could see John shaking his cock.

She smothered a giggle.

He gave it a tentative slap.

Nothing.

She turned back to him, took it in her hand and said, “Maybe you just need somebody else to spank it and make it…get hard.

SMACK!

He cried and jumped away, holding his cock and….and SPROING! His cock went to the full ten inches.

Tammie stood up, “I knew it.”

“You knew what?” he cried.

“You’ve developed a condition.”

“A condition?”

“Yes. Spankitis, or maybe hithardis. Your cock is going to be limp and unusable unless it gets regular spankings.”

“No!”

“Yeah? How will you stop it from…going limp?”

Schweeee, his penis went limp.

John was ready to cry now. He didn’t understand. It made no sense.

“Because, I’ll tell you, John, I’m not going to be your official cock spanker. As much fun as that sounds…I’ve got better things to do than to spank your puny peeny.”

“Puny…peeny?” His eyes were round. “But it’s big!”

“Could have fooled me,” she tapped his cock with her fingers as she walked past him.

“Now, get dressed. I’m going shopping and I need somebody to carry your credit card and my new clothes.”

“I’m not going shopping!”

“Oh, doesn’t the idea of following me around and spending your money on me and waiting on me hand and foot…doesn’t that make you want to…get hard?”

SPROING!

“WHAT THE FUCK!” he screamed.

He stared at her.

She smiled and walked out of the room.

He ran after her, his big cock jutting out and waggling back and forth. “You’re doing this! You’re making it go hard and…and soft.”

He caught up to her in the kitchen and spun her around.

“John?” she warned him.

“What are you doing? You say get hard and I get erect. You say go limp and I’m soft. What are you doing?”

“Why, John, that’s what women do. Are you telling me that you don’t sometimes get a little hard when a beautiful woman walks past?”

“Yeah, but you’re doing this! You’re telling me to get hard or…or soft.”

“That just means you love me, John.”

“But I…but I…”

“Now, do you want to stay home all afternoon, hard and dripping, so hard and dripping that it is painful?

John watched as his cock began to throb in response to her words. “But you…how are you…”

“Or would you like to come spend money on me? I’ll bet if you come with me you will be pleasantly hard, maybe just a little dripping? Or,” she mused thoughtfully, “You could run away and…never get hard again.”

He stared at her in horror.

He placed his hands on her arms, then let go quickly when she frowned. “Honey, tell me what’s happening?”

Tammi was having fun, but it looked like John was figuring it all out. At least, the part that he could figure out. Time to lay a number on his skull.

“Actually, honey, I finally reached puberty.”

“What?” he was honestly confused.

“When a woman like me reaches puberty she is given control of the cock of the man who loves her. If that man is true blue and loyal, he gets the most wonderful fucks and blow jobs. His cock is always happy, and he lives a life that other men would envy.

“However, if that man is not true, then he loses control of his cock. Control passes to the nearest responsible woman. Me. So if you’ve been fucking other women, dancing around and jamming your peeny between their boobs and cumming on them…then you have officially given up control of your cock. It will do what I say. Not what you want.

“So let me ask you…have you been bad with girls, Johnny?”

“What? I’ve always been true.”

Tammi held her hand up, extended her pinkie, and slowly lowered it.

Schweee!

He stared at his prick in horror.

“Do you love me?”

SPROING!

“But you’ve betrayed that love.”

Schweee.

“Please…don’t!” He was on his knees, begging, holding his cock and sobbing.

“Do you love me?”

SPROING!

“You’ve cheated on me.”

Schweeee.

“You love me.”

SPROING!

“Cheated on me.”

Schweeeee.

John bent at the waist, his head touched the floor.

She reached down and held his chin up. Tears flowed from his eyes, He gulped. He didn’t understand.

“Tell me the truth now, Johnny. Have you put your dick in strange women?”

He found himself nodding.

“And you squirted in them, and on their boobs, and in their mouths.”

His head went up and down, faster and faster. Confession is good, and he sobbed and cried and fell against her legs. He held to her and cried uncontrollably.

“There, there, Johnny.” She patted his head. “You’ve been bad, and I am very angry. Now let’s go shopping and we’ll talk about how bad you’ve been been, and I’ll decide what I want to do with you.”

Johnny nodded.

“Go on now. Go get dressed. You may have half a hard on and drip once a minute. Go.”

Johnny stood up, his head was down and he sniffled. He walked despondently down the hallway. He tried to dry his tears, and he held his half hard cock. By the time he was dressed and ready to go the first drop had dripped.


PART TWO

John was well behaved. He was too terrified not to be well behaved.

“I like that blouse, John.”

John fumbled out his credit card and presented it to the grinning counter girl.

“Oh, isn’t that the cutest pair of sandals?”

John tossed his credit card on the counter.

“I love this shade of lipstick.”

John turned sickly, his money was disappearing, and…he handed over his credit card.

And Tammi wouldn’t tell him what was going on!

He knew she knew he had been stripping now. The things she was saying, but how did she make his cock get hard or soft.

Her friend, Patty, showed up, and the girls sat at a table and ate ice cream. He had to sit on a bench and wait for them. No ice cream.

Tammi waved him over.

“John stand right there and get hard.”

John groaned and his pants bulged. His big cock was obvious and obscene. People were staring at him and laughing.

Patty was laughing.

“Have you made him drip yet?”

“Just every once in a while. John. Squirt a drop.”

John groaned and his knees buckled and he grabbed the edge of the table. His cock surged and stopped and the front of his pants turned dark. But just a little dark. Just a drop worth of semen dark.

Patty laughed so hard she started choking. Tammi patted her on the back.

John sat down and tried to cover up.

“John, why did you cheat on Tammi?”

“I…uh…”

“Answer her, John, or I’ll make you cum right there.”

John looked back and forth between the girls. his pants were already wet, people were pointing at him. He looked down and said, “I just…I started dancing out of college and the money was good.”

“And you never told me. You just went out and let me believe you were running a catering business.”

“I was catering!” he begged. Then he backed off. “At first. But some of the guys…and the girls asked me, and…” he hung his head.

Patty sat back and frowned. “You know, girlfriend, you’ve got a problem.”

“What kind of a problem?”

“John makes good money, right?”

“Yes, but…oh.”

“If you don’t let him strip and fuck then you’ll be broke.”

“But I don’t want him squirting in strange women! There’s no telling where their pussies have been. Besides, what if he gets one of them pregnant?”

Patty turned to John. “You ever get anybody pregnant?”

John said nothing.

“Oh, my God! He has!”

“Do you have children by other women?”

“No!”

“But it’s not for lack of trying,” Tammi said disgustedly.

“So what are you going to do?”

Tammi thought about it. And she nodded. She said to John. “John, you may continue with your ‘catering business,’ but you can’t cum.”

“Ever?” he squeaked.

“Not until I tell you.”

John had never looked, nor felt, so miserable in his life.

Later that day John had to go to work. Tammi and Patty helped him get ready. Patty played with his cock and stroked it and he groaned and wanted to cum.

“Can’t you let me be soft for a while? It sometimes hurts a little when I’m hard for too long.”

“Oh, poor boy. Do you know what priapic means?”

“No.”

“Oh. Okay.” The gils laughed at the look of confusion on his face.

“John, can you bring a couple of girls to one of these parties?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“Good. Patty, want to go see John dance?”

“Sure!”

So Tammi and Patty got dressed up and the three headed out.

The party was at the next town over. It was a very ritzy area and John parked his car down the street and they walked up to the party house.

“John! Lover! I told you I’d request you next party.”

A girl named Cynthia, willowy with big boobs and a well made up face kissed him thoroughly.

John glanced at Tammi, and was embarrassed, but Tammi just pursed her lips and smiled.

John was fucking women, what did a little kiss matter?

There must have been forty women in the house, and they were ready to rock and roll. Interestingly enough, the woman’s husband was in a side room playing billiards with some other people. He grinned at John and gave a thumbs up.

Somebody started the music and John stood frozen.

“Go on, John. Earn me some money.”

John was pulled into the center of the room and awkwardly started to dance.

“Aw, poor boy is embarrassed,” laughed Patty.

“Watch this,” murmured Tammi.

John glanced at Tammi and she held up a fist and started pumping.

John leaped up on a table and began thrusting his cock in the air.

Then she held out a finger and bent it slowly over.

Schweeee.

He looked down, was stricken, the girls booed good naturedly.

John looked at Tammi, pleading in his eyes.

She raised her fingers stiffly.

SPROING!

Cheers rose up.

The hubby playing pool closed the door so they could play in peace.

Tammi lowered her finger.

Schweeee.

“BOOOO!”

A fist up.

SPROING! And John was dancing and bouncing his cock up in the air.

Tammi and Patty laughed and headed for the kitchen. A young man was pouring drinks and they scored some very expensive bourbon, Whistlepig, over a $100 a bottle. Which they ruined with Coke.

The bartender, looked like a college boy, grinned and mixed himself a drink.

“Drinking on duty?” asked Patty.

“Hey,” he said. “The people don’t mind, not when the stud is out there doing his thing.”

The two girls and the college boy stood in the doorway of the kitchen and watched John wiggle and waggle and push his cock between boobs.

“Man, he’s working it tonight.”

Tammi held up a finger and bent it.

Schweeee.

“BOOOO!”

She lifted a finger.

SPROING!

“YEAH!”

John’s face was desperate now. Woman after woman scooted her butt up to him, and then one of them bent over and pulled her panties down.

“You going to let him do it?” Patty asked.

Tammi held up a finger and bent it.

John was just jamming his cock into her pussy when…schweeee!

The woman stood up and looked back angrily.

Everybody was laughing, and John was talking a mile a minute, trying to talk his way out of the mess.

Tammi brought her finger up.

SPROING!

John and the girl looked down and the girl grinned and turned around and pushed her butt at him.

Tammi lowered her finger.

Schweeeee!

The girl turned around and slapped Johnny.

Patty was dying of laughter, as were the ladies in the room.

Tammi raised her finger.

SPROING!

The woman sneered at it.

Another woman moved in and pushed her panties down. Tammi let that woman fuck John.

John was desperate now, terrified he would lose his boner, but Tammi just watched as he screwed her until she came.

Done, the woman fell forward onto a couch. The first woman moved back and held her panties down and….

Schweee.

Patty was guffawing, but nobody could hear anything over the noise.

The woman slapped John.

John turned and went to his knees, begged and Tammi nodded.

SPROING!

Johnny grabbed the woman and pulled her butt to him.

Tammi bent her finger, raised it, bent it, and his dick went up and down, caught between a hard and a soft spot, then, when the woman was perfectly positioned, Tammi closed her fist and pumped it.

SPROING! Johnny’s cock went into the woman’s asshole like a rocket ship blasting off.

The woman tried to straighten up, her eyes were crossed, but she was caught.

Now everybody was in hysterics.

Johnny rammed and slammed, and to the side Tammi pounded her fist into her palm.

Johnny reamed the woman’s asshole like it was going out of style, and the woman was now bent over an ottoman. Johnny was laying on her, pounding his cock into her, and she was drooling on the floor.

Finally, Tammi took mercy. She bent a finger and…schweeee. His cock went limp and dropped out of her gaping asshole.

Tammi lifted a finger.

SPROING!

Women lined up and begged for cock. In the mouth, in the cunt, in the asshole, they wanted some of what Johnny had given that one woman.

Tammi and Patty turned to the college boy. He was staring at the throng of half naked, screaming women.

“You ever get fucked?” asked Patty.

“Not very often. The stud there usually gets them all.

“How would you like to fuck us?”

The college boy’s eyes went wide with delight. “Really?”

Patty looked at Tammi.

Tammi thought about it. John was fucking, and he would likely be fucking the rest of the night. And did she really want an over used sloppy dick up her pussy?

She nodded. “You find a bedroom and we’ll both do you.”

One minute later the three walked into a bedroom in the back of the house. The college boy had mixed a tray of drinks and he set the tray on the bed.

“Off with the clothes, baby.”

The college boy, his name was Kyle, slipped out of slacks and white shirt.

“Listen, I’m a little leery of people cumming in me.” Tammi said.

Oh,” disappointed.

Patty asked, “If we get you off can you stay hard and do us right?”

“Oh, sure!”

So they pushed Kyle back on the bed and Patty rode him while Tammi sat on his mouth.

Oh, it felt good. It felt liberating. His cock wasn’t huge, but how big does a cock need to be to rub all a girl’s nerves?

And, for an inexperienced college boy, his mouth knew its way around a pussy. For a long minute they fucked, then Kyle gulped and yelled, “I’m going to shoot!”

They both jumped off him, but they didn’t stop teasing him. Patty deep throated him and played with his balls. Tammi kissed and pulled his nipples, and even stuck a finger up his ass.

The semen boiled out of Kyle’s balls like lava out of a. volcano. He jerked and moaned and the long stream of white drizzled into Patty’s mouth, then out of the corner of her mouth.

“Fuck!” groaned Kyle.

After a minute he was done, and the fucking began in earnest.

Kyle lay between Patty’s legs and pounded into her snatch madly. His back was arched and his arms held him up so that Tammi moved forward and kissed his mouth with her pussy.

Outside the bedroom the screams and yells were mounting. Johnny was giving pleasure…and he would continue to do so for hours. His penis was big and purple, but it wasn’t going to cum. Not until Tammi went out and told it to.

Finally, Patty was sore. She crawled out from under and Tammi lay down. Kyle was a fucking machine. He rammed his cock into her and pounded into her.

Happily, Tammi began to squirt. And squirt. Multiple orgasms. Her body arching and her hips spasming.

After being a one cock woman for so long, and finding out the lie of that, Tammi was like a woman set free. She wound up on top of Kyle, pounded on him until he was finally ready to give up.

Then, the party finally starting to wind down, the girls got dressed, tipped Kyle a couple of twenties, and went back out to the front room.

The ladies were fucked out. Only a few of them were left, and they cheered weakly and sucked bourbon and waited their turns on John’s dick.

John, however, wasn’t fucked out. He hadn’t been able to cum.

Fascinated, Tammi and Patty watched as his big, purple hog pulled out and jammed in, again and again.

“You gonna let him cum?”

Tammi thought about it. After the way he had treated her, making her wait, spending all his seed on other women…”I don’t think so.”

“What if his balls pop?”

“I’ll buy an elephant and he can get a transplant.”

Patty giggled, then she sobered. “He is going to need relief at a certain point.”

“I suppose so. Just…not yet.”

Patty nodded. She understood. “Well, time to get out of here.”

Tammi lowered a finger—schweeee—and John collapsed on the floor. He knelt on his knees, his head hanging, his cock finally at ease.

“Let’s go, stud,” called Patty.

The three left the party.

John and Tammi slept late the next day. John slept the sleep of the exhausted. His cock had been used and abused and he was downright empty. Tammi the sleep of the happy. For the first time in months she had been fucked truly and well, and she woke up, stretched, and rolled out of bed.

She felt sexy. Her hole felt happy. Even her tits were singing.

She showered, put on a summer dress that showed too much, and headed out for breakfast with Patty. Before she left, however, she pointed a finger at John and rose it up.

SPROING!

She could hear him stirring as she tip toed down the hallway. It was all she could do to not laugh hysterically.

The two girls met at Charley Coyote’s for a late breakfast early lunch. They chatted about the big party from the night before, and again Patty brought up the subject of John cumming.

“It really is sort of dangerous not to let a man squirt. I mean, not normally, but you’ve got him hard all the time, he never gets a break, I tell ya, he’s going to need to get rid of semen.”

“I understand, and I guess I could let him drizzle his juice for a while, but i don’t want him to have an orgasm. He really doesnt’ deserve an orgasm.

Patty chewed on a nail for a second, then she said, “There might be a way…”

Tammi listened, and it wasn’t long before her eyes lit up.

John was tired, but he was awake and he was waiting for her. His cock was straight up and dripping. He was naked and his eyes were tired and yet eager.

“Hey, babe,” Tammi greeted him.

“Uh, hi. Do you think…”

“What? Not a chance! First, I’m very upset that you would go fucking hundreds of women, maybe thousands of women, and never tell me. Do you know how many times I lay in bed and wanted my poor, little pussy filled and…and I got nothing?”

“But I’m sorry. And I’m willing to make up for it now!”

Tammi sighed and sat down on the chair across from him. They were in the living room and John was leaning forward.

“John. Listen. You might not like it, but I got a little last night.”

His face dropped. He was truly crushed.

“But don’t worry. I still love you. I married you, and, well, we’ve got each other.”

“But then why did you fuck somebody else?”

“Why did you fuck somebody else?”

“Because it made us money!”

That stopped Tammi, but only for a second. “Well, there you go. I did it for money, too. I paid the college boy in the kitchen twenty bucks to fuck me. Do you think he got his money worth?” She smiled and spread her legs.

John groaned. “Oh, please…don’t do that again!”

“Oh, honey, of course I’m going to. Listen, we’ve been married for three years, right?”

“Yeah.”

“And you did your catering business at least three times a week, right?”

“Well, yes, but—“

“And how many women did you fuck, on the average, at each of those parties?”

“But that didn’t mean—“

“Fifty? A hundred?”

“No No. Not that many.”

“Maybe twenty?”

“Well, maybe, but sometimes there were only ten or so.

“And sometimes there were fifty or more. I was at a party last night, remember?”

“Yes, but—“

So I figure 150 parties a year, 20 women per party. For three years  that’s 450 times 20, or 9000 women you’ve cheated on me with.”

“Nine thou…” He looked a little dazed.

“Now I did one cheat last night, so that only leaves 8,999 more to go!” she smiled brightly. Eight thousand, nine hundred ninety nine fucks, and then you can squirt.”

“What? No! No! I can’t…you can’t…”

“Oh, honey,” she got up and sat next to him. She brushed his hair back and said, “Why can’t I?”

“My nuts will pop! I can’t take that much! You…”

She nodded. “Well, don’t worry. I’ve been giving that some thought. So maybe you won’t have to wait quite so long to get your lizard drained.”

“Can you at least let me cum? Like…jack off?”

“Oh, honey! No! That’s just another form of cheating. Don’t you remember? Your cock is now mine. Your semen is mine. We can’t go wasting that precious fluid.”

“Then can you make me limp for a while? Give me some kind of break?”

“Hmmm. I don’t know. I like it when you’re all hard and erect. It proves you love me.”

“But, honey…”

“But there is one thing you can do for me. And if you do everything I say then you’ll get rid of that nasty, old semen.”

“Of course! Anything!” He appeared so eager.

“Come on.”

She led the way back to the bedroom. John’s heart leaped, back to the bedroom, he had visions of being allowed to fuck her, but she just pushed him towards the bed and said, “Put these on.”

She wiggled out of her panties and tossed them to him.

“What?”

She held up a finger and lowered it.

Schweeee!

“No!” he yelped. He put on the panties while she took off her skirt.

“Now then, Put this on.”

She tossed him the skirt.

He wanted to object, but he couldn’t. She held up a finger and wiggled it and his cock wiggled in his groin. He put the skirt on and stared at how his cock pushed out the panties and the skirt.

She took off her blouse and then her bra. “Put this on.”

He held the bra as if it would bite. “But…why?”

“Because I asked you to.”

He tried to get the bra on, but she had to help him.

He stared at his chest.

“Now then, you’ll find Aunt Jennie’s breast forms in the garage in the big box next to the water heater. Go.”

John walked down the hallway, through the kitchen, then out to the garage. In a minute he was back, stashing the breast forms into his bra.

Tammi suppressed a giggle. This was just as powerful as controlling his cock. It was like she was taking all his power away and keeping it for herself.

“Okay. Looking good. Here’s some nylons.”

He slipped the nylons on.

“You know, I’m glad you kept yourself hairless for your ‘catering.’ I didn’t understand then, but I sure do now.”

“Please, Tammi, can’t we talk about this?”

“We are talking. At least, I’m talking…and you’re listening. Sit down at my vanity table.

He sat, and was shocked when she began putting make up on him.

“What are you doing?”

“Having a little fun. Are you hard?”

He was, and it wasn’t just that she had told him to be hard. Putting on the women’s clothes, having her put make up on him, it was having an effect on him.

“No. Yes. Please…what are you doing?”

“Honey, I spent my time looking good for you, and you go out and fuck other women. That wasn’t very nice, was it?”

“Well, but I didn’t mean to, and it was just to make money…make money for you!”

“Aw, that was sweet of you. And I’m sure you’ll keep making money. Maybe you’ll even make money dressing up as a woman? I could rent you out to the boys, or maybe the girls would like a little Lesbian action. What do you think?”

“I think I’m sorry. I want you to forgive me.”

“And I will. In 8,999 fucks.”

She worked on his eyes, she painted his lips red, with lots of plumper and gloss.

She finished and went into her closet. She brought out a wig and placed it on his head. “Oh, that’s beautiful. Be hard.”

SPROING!

He sobbed. He felt so weird, being erect in women’s clothes.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

He said nothing.

“Be limp.”

Schweeee.

He stared at his cock. It was limp, even though his balls were full. “Please, make it hard.”

“Hard.”

SPROING!

She giggled.

“It’s not funny,” he whispered.

“Oh, yes. It is. Would you like to have a cum?”

“Oh, God! Yes! Yes!”

“Excellent. Lay down on the bed.”

John jumped up, his chest jiggled, just like a girl’s. His face was pretty, just like a girl’s. He lay down on the bed.

“Not on your back. I need you on all fours.”

“All fours? We’re going to do it doggystyle?”

“Yep.”

“Shouldn’t I be on top?”

“Nope.”

She was doing something at her dresser and he turned his head and looked over his shoulder. then he spun around in surprise.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m putting my strap on on.”

“But…I didn’t…”

“I know, you didn’t know I had one. I just got it this morning. Patty and I were at breakfast and Patty was telling me how men need to get their rocks off, that it’s dangerous to let them go too long without cumming.”

“But aren’t I supposed to be on top of you?”

“Not necessarily. Turn around.”

He didn’t.

“Hard.”

It was already hard, but it got harder.

“Harder.”

“Hey!”

It got harder.

“Harder!”

He tried to go back on his heels, but his cock was so hard and throbbing he couldn’t straighten up.

“You either bend over and take it like a woman, or I’m going to make it so hard it’ll pop.”

“But, honey…”

“Harder!”

Now his cock wasn’t just ten inches. It was eleven inches. Blood was pumping through the veins. It was turning bright purple.

He bent over, got on all fours. He couldn’t stop himself. His groin was aching, his cock was pulling hard, his balls felt like they were going to explode.

“That’s a boy,” Tammi said. She took out a jar of lube, stuck a couple of fingers into it and began lubing his ass.

“Oh, God!” he moaned as she reamed his rectum.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Please don’t do this!”

“Oh, shucks. You’re going to like it.”

She began sliding three fingers in and out of his hole. He found himself shuddering, his asshole was twitching and all his muscles were having little spasms.

She stepped between his thighs and slid her strap on into his honey pot.

She had chosen a big cock, to rival his. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander, after all.

He fell forward, his eyes rolling back and his hands gripping handfuls of bedspread.

“Oh, yeah.” She said, starting to pump. “Now, honey, I don’t want you to cum, but I do want your semen to drain. Take your time and enjoy it. I know I am.

He groaned as her big penis pushed into him, then pulled out. He felt like he was being turned inside out, but in the most delightful way.

“That’s a boy. Move back against me a little. Are you dripping, yet? Im pressing on your prostate, and between that and my control over your penis you should be dripping pretty good.”

He nodded and made a grunting sound. He could feel a stream of semen sliding up his shaft and drooling out onto the spread. It was a wonderful feeling, very warm and loosy goosy. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it felt good, and his balls were starting to relax.

She kept fucking him, and as she fucked him she spoke most conversationally.

“Isn’t this wonderful? I can do this to you every day, as often as you want, and your semen will never back up and hurt your poor, little balls.”

“Oh,” he mumbled, moving his ass back against her thrusts.

For long minutes she fucked him, enjoying the feeling of power, loving the way he groaned and was helpless under her. finally, however, she sensed that he was empty. She pulled out of him.

“Roll over, honey.”

He was dazed, not sure what was happening, but he rolled onto his back.

His cock was still gigantic. It was covered with leaky sperm, and it was pulsing with blood, but it was no longer in danger of exploding.

Tammi smiled. “Excellent.” She squatted over him and began to lower herself. Her pussy went over his cock and began swallowing his shaft.

“Oh, yes. This is what I’m talking about. And here’s the wonderful thing,” she said as she bottomed out.

“You can’t cum. You’re empty. I don’t have to worry about having a big mess down there.”

“Unh…” he groaned. His body felt like it had been wrung out. And it had. He had not an ounce of semen left in his testicles.

“So now that there’s no danger of your balls exploding from a build up of cum, we can fuck and fuck and fuck. Isn’t that wonderful?”

He shook his head. He nodded. He wasn’t sure what was happening.

Suddenly, he felt her pussy tighten up. She cried out and collapsed onto him. His cock was buried deep and her hair hung to his chest.

She lifted her head slightly and sighed. “Oh, that was good.”

He watched her, wishing he could cum, feeling hornier than he had ever felt in his life.

“Aren’t you glad you cheated on me, honey?”

He shook his head in the negative. “No.”

“And now I can cheat on you. Just think, eight thousand, nine hundred and ninety-eight cums to go.”

John started to cry, and Tammi lay on his chest and sighed happily.

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

‘She had Complete Control

of her Cheating Husband!’

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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