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PART ONE

“Honey, you’ve got Male Privilege.”

“Huh? What?”

I stared at Addy, my wife, and was aware of two excruciating factors.

One, she was a knock out. She was wearing leggings that showed her legs, those beautiful stems that led up to the juncture where I had had so much fun. She was wearing a sweatshirt with her college logo on it. It was cut off so her mid section was exposed, and without the lower weight of the sweat shirt her breasts rose up and out. I could see her nipples through the worn thing, and, man, did I want a little fun right then. And her face, of course, was absolute perfection. Blue eyes that sparkled like the dew, blonde hair that curled down her back. And her lips. Oh, God, those beautiful, red, red lips. Just to look at them was to always think of a kiss.

Two, I absolutely hated the idea that she was going to college. It seemed she was always coming home with some bright idea, and she was always applying those bright ideas to me, her work a day hubby.

No, I didn’t go to college. Well, I took a couple of classes, but they didn’t have anything to do with the real world. Would Music Appreciation help me be a better mechanic? I mean, really? And Political Science was just political indoctrination. Got me so mad I actually voted for Trump. Heck, if all the poli-sci guys were against him then he couldn’t be bad, right?

“I said,” she said, placing her big, thick books on the kitchen table, “that you’ve got Male Privilege.”

“Uh, okay.” I had no idea what Male Privilege was. I just knew that the two minute warning had just sounded and my team was just yards from the goal line.

“Give me that.” She grabbed the remote from where it sat on the end of the couch.

“Hey!”

She clicked my football game into oblivion.

“It’s the last couple of minutes!”

“It’s the end of the world if you don’t listen to me.” Then, to emphasize, she dropped the remote into the fish tank. I watched in horror as the little black doo hickey slid down to the sand. Little fishies swam around it and wished they could watch TV.

“Oh, my God! What’d you do that for!”

I jumped up and she grabbed my crotch and sat me down. Then she sat down on me. On my lap. Feeling my instant boner, nuzzling her gorgeous lips into my neck. “Honey, please forget about that stupid remote. We have life changing decisions to make.”

She unzipped my pants and took hold of my excited member.

“But, the game—“

She kissed me. Those hot lips pressed to mine, that darting tongue slithered against mine, I found my hands were able to slide right up under that cut off sweat shirt and fondle her large breasts with the big nipples.

Mmm. Nipples.

She giggled and lifted her sweat shirt and I was given free access to her perky points. I placed my mouth over those thimbles and palpated her breasts. Mmm. The game was forgotten.

“Now stop that,” she pushed my head away. “I just wanted to get your attention so we could have a serious talk about your problem.

“Yeah, my serious…” my mouth was open, my lips protruding, as I tried to latch back on to her nips.

“Stop that, Joe. I’m serious.”

Oh, God. I had been suffering serious withdrawal symptoms from being forced out of the football game, and now I was having serious withdrawal symptoms from my wife’s chest.

I made fishlike motions with my mouth, but the more I gulped at them the further away they got.

“Okay, now here’s your problem.” She had managed to snag my dick with one hand, and she shook her hand to emphasize her words.

“Oh,” I groaned.

“You’ve got Male Privilege. All of society has been made just for you. You drive, you have the major voice when it comes to owning property or carrying guns. Women are expected to sit home and sew things while you go out and have affairs!”

“What?” I was sort of confused. “You mean I should be going to college, asserting my Male Privilege instead of you? Or should I sit in the passenger seat while you drive? And wait outside in the car while you work for eight hours a day? Is that the Male Privilege you speak of?”

“Be serious. You twisting my words is just you protecting your Male Privilege. Society has become imbalanced, women are expected to just stay home and have babies, and it’s not fair.”

“But I can’t have a baby!”

“You could if you wanted to, if society hadn’t made it so only women could have babies.”

“But, babe, the biology of men and women…”

“Has been slanted by Male Privilege. And it’s time we changed. It’s time we balanced out the scales.”

“So you’re going to go to work for eight hours tomorrow and I’m going to do the laundry. Sounds like a fair trade.”

She sighed, which heaving of the breasts caused her hand to go up and down and make me moan a bit. “They told me you would pull this.”

“What? Pull what?” I could hardly breath for the way she was pulling on me.

“They told me you would obfuscate the situation, that you would do anything to confuse me. Well, buster, those days are over!”

She squeezed my penis and I almost came right there. If I could just get a little traction. I tried to move, to thrust my hips up and drive my cock through her hand.

“Now you just hold on there. You’re not going anywhere! You’re going to sit there and take it like a man!”

“Like…a…” I was trying to move, but she was holding me too firmly to allow me any thrusting.

“The fact of the matter is that I’m almost out of college, and I have been talking to people. I may have a job lined up, but it depends on certain things.

“Certain things,” I tried to twist, work my peeny around a little.

She gripped my dong hard and emphasized her words with short jerky actions.

“Yes, certain things, like how well I do on my final exam.”

“Oh, good.” If I could just get her to shift a little bit I could move my hips up…

“Now, tomorrow you will go to work for your eight hours, and you will wear my underwear.”

“Oh, yeah….okay…” A little more, just a little… “WHAT?”

She moved forward, letting go of my cock, but moving her body against mine and I lost all traction.

“What did you—“

She kissed me again. She fused her lips to mine, her sweet breath filled me, my poor weenie, my poor, poor weenie.

She broke and, while I gasped, she said, “My final assignment is to take a man and make him realize that he has had Male Privilege. It is only in that way that psycho-societal conditions can be exposed and uprooted and woman can take her rightful place in charge of this society.”

“There’s no way I’m going to wear panties to work.”

“Panties and a bra. And garter and nylons. And maybe a touch of lipstick.”

“What?” I actually screeched. First my game is gone, the remote is drowned, my dick is deprived, and now…now I had to wear women’s undergarments?

“You want me to get a good job after graduation, don’t you?” she gave a little sniff.

“Well, yeah, but me wearing panties shouldn’t have anything to do with—“

“But it does! If I can complete this assignment then I can get a job! I would think you would want to get off your Male Privilege and help me!”

“Of course I want to help you, but me wearing panties isn’t going to—“

“Wearing women’s underwear will eliminate any perceived difference between us. We will finally be equal!”

“But, honey, you’ve got the vote! You’ve got community property! And if you really want me to have a baby I will!”

“Oh!” She wailed. “Just like a man! Now you’ve even taken away my right to have baby!”

“But…wait…I…”

She was off me, off my throbbing penis, my stand up May pole, my tuna finder, and running for the bedroom.

I got up, but was too slow, and the door slammed.

“Honey?” I stood outside the door. I heard sounds of her sobbing on the bed.

“Baby? Can we talk this out?”

“You don’t want to talk! You just want to assert your Male Privilege over me!”

“No, no! I promise! I won’t assert anything! Can’t we just sit down and discuss this like two civilized human beings?”

“I tried, but you won’t agree to give up your Male Privilege.”

“But I will! I will.”

Silence. She had stopped crying. That was a good sign. Then, “Really?”

“Of course I will.”

The door opened and she launched herself at me. She hugged me, she crushed me, and she said, “Oh, thank you. You’ll feel so good when you wear my panties and bra.”

I blinked. I had promised to get rid of my Male Privilege, not wear…woman’s underwear!

But she had stopped crying, and her hand was down around my penis, and she was kissing me, and I never even noticed that there was no moisture, or signs of moisture, on her beautiful face.

“Oh, you’re going to love this,” she handed me her panties.

I held them up to the light. They were lavender, with little white flowers around the waist. “I am,” I spoke rather doubtfully.

“Come on, put them on. I want to see.”

I grabbed the poster of the bed and slid first one leg, then the other, into the panties. I pulled them up, and, you know? They actually felt sort of…kinky.

In a good way. My pecker was pulled up, instead of hanging down. My balls were barely contained, but they felt sort of…electric.

I started to get a hard on.

“None of that,” Addy giggled. She slapped my pecker lightly. Which, of course, just made it grow.

“I think we need to do something about this,” I grinned at her.

She frowned. “Now don’t start that again.”

“But we only cuddled last night! I really need to get some relief.”

“That’s because you got me so upset last night. You don’t want me to be upset again, do you?”

“Well, no, but…” I looked down at my cock. It was at full mast now, and ready to take in the wind.

“Then panties are obviously not for you.”

“Huh?”

She went to her dresser, rummaged around, and tossed me another garment. “Take those off and put that on.”

I looked at the garment. It was stiffer material. More confining. That would keep my dick down, or up, or whatever. But… “What is it?”

“It’s a tummy shaper. And if it doesn’t work we can get a corset. We should probably get you a corset, anyway.

“But…”

“Just take those off and put it on.”

Dutifully, I pulled the panties down and off.

The tummy shaper was very stretchy, and it was a tight stretch. It was hard pulling them up, but I managed to do it. Now my dick was straight up, and with no chance of escaping the tight bounds of the shaper.

“Wow,” I said.

Addy just grinned. “Oh, man, you are so-o-o sexy!” She handed me a bra.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“But I don’t have boobs. Do I really need one of these?”

“If you’re going to overcome your Male Privilege you will. Besides, we can always stuff it with socks, or…or maybe some condoms filled with water, or…no! I’ve got it! I’ll order you some breast forms!”

“I don’t need falsies!” I finished putting the bra on and pulled the straps over my shoulders.

And, once again, I got that good feeling. I mean, it was kinky. Me, in a bra. Well, a half bra, and my pectorals sort of squeezed up, and my penis just pulsing away under the tummy shaper.

Addy put her hand on my penis bump then. She grinned. “Oh, God, you make me wet.”

“I’d like to insert a little wetness of my own,” I grinned.

“Not until you get the nie nies on,” she smiled and held up panty hose.

Nylons. Oh, my God.

She had me sit down and she bent to roll them on, then frowned.

“What?”

“We need to shave your legs.”

“I don’t need to shave my legs.”

She rolled the stockings up my legs. There were little straps hanging from the tummy shaper and she snapped them.

And, you know? It felt cool! Like my legs were electric or something. I ran my hand down my thigh and marveled.

“See?” Addy said, watching me with her hands on her hips.

“Wow,” I said.

“And wait until we get you a chest, and some other things. Honey, you’re going to love it.”

“I will.” My statement was half doubt and half wonder.

She giggled. “Oh, I can see you now.

“But, honey, there’s a problem.”

“What?”

“I’m…so…damned…horny!”

“Oh, that will pass.”

“But I don’t want it to pass! I want to sink myself into your plush pussy and squirt my brains out! How do I get out of these things so we can…” I was reached up for the bra to take it off but she put her hand on my wrist and stopped me.

“Honey, you’re not supposed to get out of your clothes. That’s what makes it fun. You are prisoner of your own femininity. And now you know what Male Privilege has done to us women.”

“But…can’t we just…can’t…”

She placed a finger on my lips, then she kissed me lightly, just enough to seal my male mouth.

“Now you know,” she whispered.

Work was strange, to say the least.

I own a car shop. Fix engines, oil changes, change tires, that sort of thing. I like the work, and I like to get down and dirty, involve myself in an engine and figure out what’s wrong with it. And I have three mechanics helping me out.

So I unlock the doors, walk into the bay and roll up the big doors. Customers are waiting, and I talk to them, give estimates and fill out paperwork, and my three mechanics go to work. Gus, John and Oscar. Three good guys. And when business slowed, the morning rush over, I became aware of my cock. Very aware.

It was like a hand was squeezing it all the time. Made me feel like rubbing up against a door frame like a dog against a leg. Humpa humpa humpa.

I mean, it made me whore-a-knee! Horny. And it didn’t show. Over my coveralls I was the picture of manliness. Grease under my fingers, my hair messy, a wise cracking grin on my face.

Under my coveralls I was….woman. I had a bra squeezing my chest, a tummy shaper holding my torso, and nylons—ah, those sexy nylons—squeezing my legs.

And not just squeezing, but sexy squeezing. I tell ya, every moment in that underwear was a moment in enhanced horniness.

Wow. I had never expected that.

So the day went. Me horny and the guys wondering why I was in such a good mood. Five o’clock seemed to take forever, and yet, at the end of the day, it seemed like the whole day had passed in a moment.

I waved to the guys and headed for home, and even driving was a turn on. Sitting put extra pressure on me, and extra pressure meant extra horniness. By the time I got home I was, I think, dripping. I don’t know for sure because I was wearing female underwear, but…it felt like I was dripping.

I entered the house and saw the note on the table. ‘At school.Thank you for overcoming your Male Privilege. Your evening attire is on the bed.’

My evening attire. She actually said that.

I headed for the bedroom.

My evening attire was panties, bra, garter and nylons, negligee, and Nair. And I noticed a pair of high heels she had left next to the bed.

High heels? Surely she had just left those there. Surely she didn’t mean for me to wear high heels! Besides, her heels were too small for my feet. Not that I had ever tried, but my feet were bigger.

Then I noticed that everything was new.

New? She had just bought everything? So she had probably sized it all and all these things would fit. Then I noticed the bag. The large paper sack. Sitting on the bed.

I went to the bed and opened the sack and took out…breast forms!

Oh, my God! Addy was really into this! She was really going to do this…this Male Privilege thing to me.

And a message in the bag. “Don’t disappoint me, honey. Be ready for when I get home.

Well, that was the clincher. Be ready for her. That was code for baby was going to get laid tonight!

Yeehaw! Yippee! Zounds!

And I didn’t even know what ‘zounds’ meant!

So I headed for the bathroom, read the instructions on the Nair, and went to work.

I slathered the goop on, waited until it got hot on my body, then washed my curlies down the drain. God, it was weird, seeing my body hair, al-l-l of my body hair, wash down the drain.

I looked at my groin in the mirror. I looked more than naked. I had the porn star look, no hair on my genitals.

I went out to the bedroom and slipped into a pair of slinky, kinky, thigh high underwear. Fortunately, she had managed to find underwear with a bit of a stretchy pouch, so I fit inside them. But…just barely. And it was a very horny ‘just barely.’

I put on the garter and rolled the nylons up my legs, being very careful not to run them. Oh, Lord, my legs felt classy. I felt like a cheetah on the prowl. A cheetah with an extra big dick pushing at the pouch on my panties. I ran my hands down my legs and couldn’t believe how sexy it felt. I was, like, sheathed, man!

Then I put on the bra, and slipped in the falsies. Wow! I looked in the mirror and actually had a chest. A sexy pair of boobs. I’m not a chubby guy, more the slender kind, and the boobs really made my body look feminine. I had mounds, baby!

So I pulled on the negligee and I was even more enhanced! The filmy material obscured my boob somewhat and made them look even more real. I mean, I was really poking out there! She must have got me the super double Ds or something.

Then I looked at the shoes. The high heels. Tall spikes. Shiny black with exposed toes and a strap on the back. OMG!

I sat on the bed and lifted one up, hefted it, examined it. Did I dare?

Of course I did.

I slipped the high heel on and placed my foot on the floor. Then the other high heel. Wow.

I stood up, and never felt so awkward in my life. My ankles wobbled, I felt like I was going to fall, and I held on to the bed post desperately.

Still, if women could do this, then I could.

No Male Privilege for me!

I took my first steps, from the bed post to the dresser, from the dresser to the doorjamb. My legs were shaking every which way, but I made it. And, even in those first few steps, I could feel the potential. I could do this.

Down the hall I went. I reached the kitchen and popped in a TV dinner. As I stood and waited for the microwave to ding I studied myself in the kitchen mirror.

Zowie. Except for my head, my face, I looked like a woman. I had the body of a woman.

I suddenly washed my hands, very thoroughly, and tried to get rid of all the grease. I scrubbed and scrubbed, I took off a layer of skin, then, looking at my reflection in the window over the sink, I ran my wet fingers through my hair.

I’m a guy. I don’t comb a lot, I let it grow and don’t care, but suddenly I cared. I got my hands wetter and pulled my fingers through my hair. I got rid of tangles, smoothed everything out, and then I had an idea.

The TV dinner still had ten minutes, so I staggered down the hallway and into the bathroom. I took my wife’s brush and stroked my hair, and when it was all straight, I combed under my hair, turning the handle of the brush when I reached the end of my locks. Slowly, my hair became a bubble, like a woman’s, and it curled under the sides of my face.

I walked back to the kitchen, and it was getting easier to navigate in the heels.

I looked in the window again. Even my face was more feminine now.

DING!

I took my dinner out of the microwave and began eating. I didn’t just go in and watch TV and gobble. I sat at the table and took little bites, and…felt myself. I know that sounds weird, but it was a whole different world. I could feel my body, my legs, my…my fake boobs. As if I actually had boobs.

I was aware of my hair hanging down the sides of my face, brushing my cheeks. I was aware of my lips, my fingers, my…I was aware of everything.

Was there something to this Male Privilege thing?

There might be, but it was not what Addy suspected. It was a waking up for me. It wasn’t that she was being deprived of worldly status and experiences, it was that I had been denying myself. By wearing my same old same old jeans and tees, I had been denying myself a world of experiences, of sensations.

And, in an odd way, I felt like I had been deprived. Deprived of…by…Female Privilege.

Now what would Addy say to that?

I finished my dinner, then went into the living room and turned on the screen. And found myself watching…the Kardashians!

Of course, that was what Addy watched, and she had obviously been watching TV before she went to class.

The Kardashians. A show I despised and stayed away from. All the boring talk about relationships, Bruce turning into…Bruce…OMG!

He was on TV, right then! Doing something so manly! Riding his motorcycle over the hills!

And now I knew why he had changed. Why he had turned into a woman. Because he had felt the same things I was feeling right then!

He felt the sleek sexiness of the nylons, the grip of the panties and bra. He had combed his hair out—that’s why his hair was already in a sort of a bubble cut—and manicured his nails.

OMG. I understood.

Bruce had had enough of the so-called ‘Male Privilege’ and turned it in for ‘Female Privilege.’

I sat in stunned silence. Silence for me, the TV warbled on. I watched the beautiful women make themselves up, talk about plastic surgery, get their butts and boobs enhanced, and…and I had epiphany after epiphany…and…the phone rang.

Blinking furiously, trying to understand the feelings and emotions running through me, I answered the phone.

“Joe!”

“Uh, hi, babe.” I was so messed up. what could I say? My wife had been right, and I…I had to come to grips with a whole new world.

“I left you a present. Did you find it?”

“I found all the clothes on the bed, and…you left me some high heels?”

“Oh, yeah, I did. Are you wearing them now?”

“I’m wearing everything,” I felt like singing and dancing and crying all at the same time.

“But you didn’t look in your underwear drawer?”

“No…I didn’t. Why? Is there something—“

“Honey, I’m going to be late tonight, I’m going out with some of my friends, but I left you a present in your underwear drawer.”

“Oh, okay, I’ll go—“

“Oops, here they are, gotta go. Enjoy yourself now.” She giggled and hung up, and I stared at the phone. I felt like hormones were rushing through me. I was so confused.

I stood up and made my way down the hallway. I was staggering a bit, but getting better. I only had to hold on to the walls a little now. I entered the bedroom and risked walking, without benefit of the walls, across the room to my dresser. I opened the top drawer and stared in surprise.

First, there was no more male underwear. All my tighty whiteys were gone. Replaced by panties. Pink panties, blue panties, purple panties.

And my tee shirts were gone. They were replaced by thin material boy beaters. Of all colors. And my socks were gone. I had nothing but nylons. And a couple of garters.

Second, and a real shocker, Addy had left a gold tube squarely on top of my new panties. Lipstick.

My hands shaking, I reached into the drawer and lifted out the little tube.

I uncapped it, turned the base, and a column of red lipstick emerged.

Red. My favorite color on Addy’s lips.

Red, an instant boner maker if ever there was one.

Red, it called to me.

I felt my penis throbbing madly, I knew it was dripping now. I staggered towards the bathroom, a mirror.

I looked at myself in the mirror. No longer a manly man, more of a womanly man, or a manly woman.

But this lipstick would make the difference.

This lipstick would do something to me. It would transform me.

If I put on this lipstick I felt like I would be taking an irrevocable step into another world. A feminine world.

If I did this.

I was trembling, my hands shaking. I had to hold my wrist to control the hand holding the lipstick. I put the tube to my lips.

I ran the lipstick over my lips. I rolled the color onto my flesh. My lips transformed into a beautiful flower.

I stayed inside the lines, and I kept applying and applying, and my lips get redder and redder. The crevices filled in, and I stared, and little tears started to come out of my eyes.

Finally, I stopped.

I smacked my lips.

My face, through this one, little act, had been totally transformed. Now my bubble cut was no longer of a man…it was womanly.

And I wanted more. I wanted all the face paint that women did. I wanted rings and earrings and…and perfume.

I wanted this world. I wanted to experience myself without Male Privilege.

And that moment, standing in front of the bathroom mirror, seeing myself as I truly was, I sobbed, and thought about how unfair life was.

And then I wondered how I could go to work the next day.


PART TWO

Addy got home late that night. I, of course, couldn’t sleep, not with my boner wired and my body hot and…and everything, and we had a long talk.

We talked while she painted my toe nails. Bright red. And did my fingernails, but not bright red. Just a clear lacquer to make them…neater.

“But how am I going to go to work?” was my big question.

She just shushed me, told me to wear the coveralls, and not worry about it. Oh, and by the way, let me take care of a couple of those errant eyebrow hairs.

And we discussed her class, and how men had lorded it over women for eons. And how it wasn’t fair, and she was so proud of me.

Then we went to bed. I slipped under the covers with my bra and panties on, and wanted to take them off and get amorous. Addy, however, was tired. She yawned and told me to wait.

And the next day I got ready for work and realized that I had a definitely softer look. And my eyebrows, Addy might have plucked a little too much.

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” she giggled, and she used a pencil to make my eyebrows look darker.

Then I was off to work. Bra with no breast forms, nylons, and so on.

And I had to wear the tummy shaper again because my penis was really standing up. Overcoming Male Privilege really makes a guy horny.

The guys at work didn’t notice a thing. Of course I roughed up my hair good, and I even put a streak of grease across my forehead, right over my eyebrows, to conceal my new look.

We worked on the cars all day, and by quitting time I was hot and dripping and ready to go. Never had so much energy in my life.

“Geez, Joe.” Gus observed, “I ain’t never seen you work so hard. You ain’t up on anything are you?”

I grinned, “Nah.” And inside my ‘Male Prvilige-less’ mind…Yeah. baby. I’m high on being a woman!

“Hey, babe. I’m home.” Addy came in the door.

I was ready and waiting. Man, was I waiting. Or, maybe I should say ‘Woman, was I waiting!’ I needed to stamp out all signs of Male Privilege, even in my speech habits.

I grabbed her and she barely managed to put her books on the table. I kissed her, ruthlessly, like a man with a dick should kiss a woman.

She pushed me back and was almost in tears.

“Hey! What’d I do?”

She fled to the bedroom, stifling sobs.

I tapped on the door. “Addy? Honey? What’s wrong?”

On the other side of the door, through light sobs, she said, “You kissed me like a man.”

“But…but I am a man! How else am I supposed to kiss you?”

“Not like that! You were so…brutal!”

“Honey! I wasn’t brutal, I was in love! I haven’t had any for a week, and with you making me wear these clothes I’m getting so horny I can’t stand it.”

“You promise not to attack me?”

“Of course I won’t ‘attack’ you!”

She unlocked the door and opened it a crack. I didn’t see any tears, but she was still sniffling. “If you promise not to try anything I’ll show you how a woman is supposed to kiss.”

“Oh, okay.”

She opened the door all the way and brushed past me. I trailed behind her to the living room.

She sat me down in a chair, pulled another chair close and sat down. She held my hands and stared at my face. I think she was staring at my lipstick, at least, she certainly seemed fascinated with my lips.

“A woman is soft, and slow. We take our time and enjoy the moment. Like this.

She moved her face forward, licking her lips with a quick dart of the tongue.

I started to move forward to meet her and she frowned and backed her head up. “No…no. Just hold still and let me do the work.”

So I did, and she moved closer and closer, and the anticipation built and built, and, finally, our lips touched.

Oh, the bliss. The heat exploding, her soft breath on me, the way she slid her lips over mine, like rubbing two sticks together to make fire, except these were lips, and they were better than sticks, and the fire…oh, my God, the fire!

She backed away and I almost fell forward, off my chair and onto my face on the floor.

She giggled at the look on my face.

“Oh, my God! Let me try that.”

She stood up, “Uh, Joe, there’s something I want to talk about.”

“What? Now? Right in the middle of—“

“I can’t make love.”

“What?” screeched my heart as I stood up on my high heels. “I don’t feel right down there, and I want to see a doctor.”

“Oh, of course! Honey, what can I do?”

“Nothing, maybe just help me out around the house.”

“Oh, I can do that.”

So I spent a sexless night, except in my own head, and the next day I put a load of laundry in, and would come home for lunch to put it in the dryer, and we made arrangements for me to fix dinner for when she got home.

“Nothing fancy, Joe. Just something to warm up. I’m part of a study group now and I don’t know when I’ll get home.”

“Okay.” We kissed good bye, and then I was off to work.

Work, and I had forgotten to take my falsies out.

“Whoa ho!” whistled Gus when he saw me. John and Oscar goggled.

“What?” I asked, actually confused.

“You’re stacked, boss!”

Caught, my faced turned red, and I didn’t know what to say.

“And your hair. Looks nice.”

Oscar jumped in with, ‘Pretty nails.’

I looked at my fingers and then looked up, “Uh…” I was pretty much speechless.

“Anything you want to tell us, boss?” asked John.

I blurted out, “Addy has a class project. This…this…”

“So she has to make you up like a girl.”

The three men stood there, no expressions on their faces, but their lips trembling as if they wanted to laugh.

“Something like that,” I was still blushing, and I felt this delicious sense of humiliation.

Humiliation, my body on fire from being discovered, by being ashamed. Why did that make my cock throb under the coveralls and tummy shaper?

“Well, okay. If there’s nothing else.”

“What else could there be?” My face burning up, I snapped, “Gus, we have that Nissan in bay two. Oscar, is that the tire truck waiting for you? John…” but John was elsewhere, face buried under a hood as he cleaned spark plugs.

So I survived my first encounter with my…my condition. And it wasn’t hard, as long as I remembered I was the boss.

But then I had a thought: Was thinking of myself as ‘the boss’ a bit of Male Privilege?

Huh. I would have to clear that with Addy.

The day passed, and I felt the delicious grip of the tummy shaper as I bent over engines and pulled transmissions. I was extra careful of my nails, and that was a blessing, because I didn’t scrape my knuckles at all the whole day. That’s a first.

And I went home and did the laundry, and back to work, and, by the end of the day, I was in a decidedly different frame of mind.

I liked moving more gently and watching what I was doing. I liked the fact that my nails weren’t chipped and cracked and ugly. I liked the way my body felt, all elegant and sexy with boobs.

So I folded the clothes, fixed dinner and set it for the microwave, and the night passed.

I didn’t even watch football on the screen.

“Hi, honey,” Addy breezed in. I was nodding off on the couch, Kim Kardashian complaining about something on the screen, and I woke up.

We had dinner and Addy broke the bad news.

“Honey, the doctor says I have a condition. It’s not serious, but I’m not supposed to have sex for a while.”

“How long a while?” I tried not to whine, to be mature and adult about the whole thing.

“Oh, he’ll be doing tests and let me know. But it might be a while.”

A while. That’s sort of indeterminate.

“But let’s talk about you and your day!”

I relayed the story of forgetting to take my boobs out and how the guys took it.

“Well, that’s actually pretty good. We can put a little color in your nails. And those lips,” she curled her hand along my cheek, “I am dying to put some red on that sexy mouth of yours. In fact, let me get my kit and we’ll paint your nails right now.”

“But, I don’t—“

She was back and she pulled one of my hands out and spread the fingers on the table. “We really need to give you a little length. Your nails are what we call ‘spatulate,’ and that is a sure sign of Male Privilege.”

“Uh, I don’t—“

I was starting to panic. This was happening all so fast, but she saw my reaction and laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. We’ll save that for another night. Right now let’s just put a sort of natural pink to them. One step at a time, yes?”

“Uh, I guess so.”

So she painted my nails, and I marveled at how tidy and efficient she was. She prepped them, stroked the paint on, put some lacquer on to protect them, and blew on them.

“And, honey?”

“Yeah?” I couldn’t take my eyes off my finger tips. It was only a little pink, but my mind was boggled. A little can be an awful lot.

“There’s something else I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What’s that?”

“Hormones.”

“What?” I forced my attention off my nails and looked up at her.

“I’ve ordered you some estrogen and some testosterone blocker.”

“What’s that for?”

“Well, I won’t be able to make love for a while, and I thought it would take your mind off of your penis if we blocked some of your testosterone.”

“Are you talking about taking the lead out of my pencil?”

“Uh, well…”

“The hair off my chest?” I was serious, but she giggled. Courtesy of Nair I had no hair on my chest.

“The falsies out of your bra,” she stated firmly.

“What?”

“Not only will your penis be handled, but you won’t have to wear those stupid falsies. You’ll probably grow your own cute, little boobies.”

That made me blink. Grow my own tits?

And I thought again, she had said ‘little’ boobies. In my mind, I could see myself with big, old honkers. Massive mammaries. So big I needed a trampoline bra to carry them.

But that was just a quick flash of something, an idea, a notion, just a joke in my head.

“Oh, Joe, won’t it be wonderful? You’ll have totally kicked Male Privilege, and you can play with your own tits whenever you want to.”

“What’s wrong with me playing with yours?”

“Nothing, except I don’t think I want to get all horny in my, uh, condition. Oh, Joe, it’s going to be so wonderful! You’re going to be so sexy.”

And she went on and on and on, and, somehow, I don’t know how, I found myself a little dazed and confused, and agreeing.

The next day, work, and they didn’t say anything about my nails, or the way Addy had styled my hair and sprayed it to keep it in place.

Of course, the customers noticed, but they didn’t seem to care. They just gave me a look, and…paid for their repairs and went their merry way.

And the next day Addy painted my nails just a little pinker, and lectured me on wearing heels to work.

I didn’t, of course, wear heels to work, but I thought about it. I mean, it was Male Privilege we were talking about, and maybe I should give up some of my male bull headedness, and it did feel good to strut around and hear the heels sing on the pavement.

Besides, I was getting pretty good at walking in heels. It had only been a short time, but I seemed to have a natural talent for it. So…I would think about it.

And, two days later the hormones arrived.

“Now these are pretty fast acting, Joe,” Addy lectured me. “The box says you can expect results in a matter of weeks. Isn’t that wonderful?”

I agreed that it was, and took a couple of pills, and…I felt funny. Things were happening so fast. But losing Male Privilege was important, and it was important that I support Addy in her education and her career choices and in life.

So the days passed, and my nails grew redder and redder, and my lips even started to pick up a little color. First just some pink tainted lip balm, then some gloss, then…pink color.

And my hair grew longer, and my hips, weird, my hips started to get a little rounder. And I was getting a little weaker. I had to ask Gus to help me lift an engine one day. How shameful is that? Eh?

And my boobs did start to grow. And they grew fast. Within a month after the first pill I had little mounds, not much more than A cups, but they were real and they were mine. How cool is that, eh?

But the really weird thing was that business started to slump. Well, it happens. Sometimes it’s seasonal, sometimes it’s just a slump for whatever. But I had to let one of the guys go, and that was hard. I had known Oscar for a while, and he was a good mechanic. I found out later that I had been doing him a favor in letting him go. The garage down the street wasn’t experiencing my slump, in fact, they must have had some good advertising because business was picking up for them. Lucky guys.

Anyway, June arrived, and I was up to a C cup.

The weather was warmer, and I wore cut off coveralls. They were a couple of sizes smaller than I normally wear, but I had lost a bit of that silly man muscle mass and was starting to look a bit svelte. And I really liked the way I got to show off my stocking clad legs. And heels.

And, finally, Addy’s final exam came up.

Proudly, she walked me into class, and I stared around at the students.

Most of them held thick booklets filled with written papers. A few of them presented demonstrations, complete with power points and white boards and everything.

But Addy was the only one who had a real, live final exam. Me. In a body hugging dress, my dick trapped by a corset, my waist wasp thin, my hair reaching my shoulders in gentle waves. My face made up and my lips stained and glossed.

At first, the other students couldn’t believe I was a man. But when Addy had me lift my dress and unsnap the bottom of the corset, they believed. My penis, my poor, deprived hadn’t had any for months penis, stuck out.

Oddly, it wasn’t sticking out as far as it normally did. Weird. I mean, I had lost male muscle mass, along with my Male Privilege, but I had also lost muscle mass in my dick!

In fact, all hairless and everything, it looked like it had when I was 12, right before puberty hit.

A couple of the girls giggled, but Addy pushed my peeny back up into the corset and ignored them.

“The result of Male Privilege has been totally undercut with the methods I employed. The psycho-societal impact will…”

She lectured and used lots of big words and I sort of lost the drift of her speech. But, then, I never was a college type of guy.

Finally, the exam over, I was at the table, ignoring the Male Privilege donuts and examining the herbal tea options, and Addy touched my arm. “Joe? This is my instructor, Spike Smith.”

Spike Smith was a few inches taller than me. And he had more muscles than I had lost. And he had a square jaw with white teeth showing in a leering smile.

And Addy was holding on to his arm, pressing her boobs against his arm, and looking up at him…admiringly.

The way she used to hold to my arm. The way she used to look up at me.

That was the moment for me. I saw it. And I was conflicted, and hurt, and wondered how long it had been going on.

Later that night I spoke to Addy about it.

“You looked pretty cozy with your instructor.”

“Oh, that’s just Spike. He’s just a lovey dovey sort of guy. Not a Male Privilege bone in his body.”

I blinked. “How about a Male Privileged boner?”

Addy gaped at me, then: “Joe! How can you say such a thing! That man has helped me through this course! He’s changed my life! He’s a Democrat!”

I really blinked then.

“A…a Democrat?”

“Yes! And I don’t want to hear any more of your Male Privileged jealousy. Honestly, I don’t see how you can stand there and…” blah, blah, blah. She did that thing women do with their tongues, cut men apart, into little pieces, and then step on the little pieces.

I, of course, not having any Male Privilege, couldn't stand up to it. I ran out of the room crying. And I knew I was just having a hormonal attack.

Business got worse, and I should have been putting out the ads, talking to customers, but I was distracted. I felt sure that Addy was having an affair.

I thought about hiring a detective, but that meant money, and I was barely holding on as it was. Business was bad.

But, not having enough business was an advantage in one way. It allowed me to do my own detecting.

Thus, on a Monday night, Addy at her study meeting, I parked outside the campus. I closed the car door and walked across the parking lot, my heels click, click, clicking. I was proud of the few looks I received from males. Poor males, with their Male Privilege. They didn’t have a clue.

I walked across the campus and came to the room I knew was used for her study group. Nobody was in there, and I suddenly realized: Addy had had her final exam. School was over. Why did she need a study group?”

Frowning, I waited a bit, and tried to figure out my next course of action. A student walked by then, and I asked, do you know where Spike Smith’s office is?”

“Spike the stud? Sure. He’s got an apartment in the big mansion over there.”

The student pointed across campus, across a street, and to a big, three story building.

“Thanks,” and I click, click, clicked towards the building.

The building was last century, covered with eaves and topped with chimneys. Big bushes fronted the thing, and the porch was big enough for a dance hall.

I mounted the steps and entered the building. It was quiet inside, and I looked at the menu on the side. Spike Smith was in 3C, so I climbed the stairs. And climbed and climbed. I hadn’t done much climbing in high heels, and it was tiring.

I heard the sound of rock music, The Doors, on the second level. I continued up to the third.

Breathing hard, I reached the third floor. I looked down the hall. Thin carpet, paintings obviously done by lesser talented students on the wall. A plastic plant at the end of the hall.

I walked down to 3C and stood outside the door.

A study group? In Spike’s boudoir, no doubt. Everybody sitting on the bed and comparing their notes and groins and things. I turned the knob and walked in.

Spike heard me first, and he poked his head up first. He peered over the back of the couch, smiled and said, “I’m a little busy right now, but if you—“ he stopped, blinked. “Joe?”

Then Addy’s head popped up.

I walked around the couch and they straightened up…as well as they could for having no clothes.

Addy was nekkid, her large breasts red and flushed. I had apparently caught them right in the act.

Spike sat and grinned, his, uh ‘spike,’ sticking up. And it was big. Bigger than mine. Especially bigger than mine now that I was no longer ‘Male Privileged.’

“Joe! What are you doing here?”

“What are you doing fucking this man!” Tears were coming out of my eyes.

“Well, I…uh…”

“Take it easy, Josephine,” Spike soothed.

I tried to hit him. I swung, but I was off balance in my high heels and I spun around, he was on his feet and catching me.

If I was the old Joe, the mechanic who yanked engines for a living, I could have cleaned his clock. I had muscle then, and Male Privilege or not, no matter that he was big and muscle-y, he was just an intellectual puke. I could have knocked him silly.

But I didn’t have that old muscle anymore. In fact, I felt like I had no muscle. The testosterone blocker and the estrogen had done their work. My arms were thin, my biceps were good for watering plants and that was about all.

“Now, I told you to take it easy,” Joe pushed me back easily.

I tried to hit him again, and he grabbed my hair and held me at arm’s length. My punches whistled passed, and he chuckled.

“Now, Joe, grow up a bit, and we can discuss this.”

Well, I finally settled down. I couldn’t hit him, and he was chuckling, and even Addy was giggling. So I calmed down. I was still crying, and I was a mess, my mascara was running and my chest was heaving. First getting tired out by climbing the stairs, then being manhandled so easily. It was more than I could stand. I finally sat down in a chair, put my face in my hands, and just sobbed.

“Joe?” Addy began.

“Give him a second, baby. I’ll get him a drink.”

So I cried, and Addy watched, and Spike poured me a Coke and bourbon.

I sat, held my drink in my hands, and they sat down on the couch and watched me. Gulping, I dried my face, messing up my make up even more, and confronted them.

“Why?”

“Well, Joe,” began Spike Smith, “The compulsions of your societal conditioning indicate a neurosis of the thrombosis that indicates…”

He blathered on, using big words, and I ignored him and didn’t let him confuse me. I kept my eye on Addy.

“Why?” I asked the one word question of Addy when Spike had stopped blathering.

“Because I need a man,” explained Addy.

I was blinking over that one. “But you wanted me to be a woman. You told me I had Male Privilege and I had to fix myself. You did this to me!”

“Joe. Take a little responsibility,” Spike muttered.

“I suppose you’re right,” Addy admitted. “But, face it, except for this little kerfuffle, you like losing your Male Privilege. You like being a woman!”

“Kerfuffle? That’s what you call it when you cuckold me? When you tell me you have a condition and you can’t fuck me…then you go fuck another man?”

She waved her hand, irritated, and said, “Joe, face the facts. You are a better man for losing your Male Privilege.”

“So how come I have to lose my Male Privilege and he doesn’t?”

I pointed at Spike.

“Joe,” Spike interjected, “People are what they are. I was born with Male Privilege, and I am not the kind of person to give it up. It is my curse, and Addy understands this. You, on the other hand, are the kind of person who does give it up, in fact, needs to give it up. Answer Addy’s question: are you happier now than you were as a man?”

“I…I…” I started crying harder.

Addy came and sat next to me. “Joe, Joe. Take it easy. Everything is going to be all right. Just because I don’t want to make love to you now doesn’t mean I won’t ever make love to you. Why, who knows, I could become a Lesbian at any moment. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

“What? I…” I didn’t understand. The world was being distorted by the water in my eyes, and I…she said…Lesbian?

“Yes, Joe.” Spike moved to my other side, put an arm around my shoulders and comforted me. “The world is all a bed of roses for you.”

“I’m losing my workers, customers stay away, you fuck my wife, and everything is roses?”

“Of course it is,” he squeezed my shoulders. “Your wife is happier now. Don’t you want your wife to be happy?”

I had to nod at that.

“And you might, some day, get to make love to a Lesbian, isn’t that cool?”

I had to admit, there was some lure in the idea.

“And, if you can just get over your last bit of Male Privilege, you will find the world to be a bright, happy place.”

“Get over my…what?”

“Well, surely you don’t think you’re at the end of the road, do you? Heck, if you could just give up the last of your Male Privilege, you would find the world an absolutely wonderful place.

“What…last?”

He looked at Addy. “You haven’t discussed this then, have you?”

Addy shook her head and looked down in embarrassment.

“Well, then, Joe, you have a treat in store for you. Now, if you can let me finish what I started,” he grinned and lifted his big dick with one hand, “then I’ll let you and Addy go take the final step.”

I blinked.

He stood up then, took Addy by the hand, and went back to the couch.

I stared in shock as he kissed her pussy, then moved up her body and slipped his penis into her. It was big, and she moaned and held on to his arms.

I wanted to say something, to do something, but what could I do? I was weak, I had no muscles. I had already tried and he had handled me like I was a little baby.

So I watched as my wife moaned and groaned, humped and pumped, and he rammed and jammed. His muscles stood out, her breasts were flushed with heat, and, finally, he began to cum.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

And she came. Holding on to him, her eyes closed and her hips jerking and lurching.

Then they were done.

Joe stood up, helped Addy up, and she got into her clothes.

Joe came and took the drink out of my hand. I stared at his big penis, even flaccid it was bigger than mine. And it was shiny with her juices and…and dripping. Right in front of my face!

“It’ll be all right,” he said, and I looked up at him. “You just go home and do what Addy tells you.”

I nodded dumbly, and followed Addy out the door.

We arrived home and I went into the bathroom. I was a sobbing mess, and I tried to stop crying. I wiped the mascara off, repaired myself as best I could, and went back into the front room. Addy was waiting for me, and she handed me another drink.

“Okay, Joe, it’s time to take the last step.”

“What last step?”

“For you to give up Male Privilege you need to experience love.”

“I know what love is,” I said bitterly. “I love you and…and…”

“No, Joe. That’s not what I’m talking about.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about love as a woman, not as a man.”

“Huh?”

“Stay here.”

She walked back into the bedroom. I heard her sliding a drawer open, then, a minute later, she walked back into the living room. Around her waist were some straps, and a big dildo hung from her junction.

My eyes opened. My jaw dropped.

“This is what I’m talking about, Joe.”

“A…a dildo? A strap on?”

“A chance to see what a woman really is, from the inside out. A chance to experience yourself as a woman, a chance to give up that last bit of Male Privilege.”

“Taking a dick up my butt is going to cure me?”

“In a word, yes.”

She came and stood in front of me. Her dick was bobbing.

“Does Spike take it up the butt?”

“Of course not, silly,” she chuckled. “He’s a manly man. He’s never had the doubt that indicates he is conflicted by Male Privilege.”

“But…but…”

“Yes. Butt. Now, let me make this easier for you.” Her voice suddenly went hard and loud. “Get off your ass and get in that bedroom!”

She grabbed my hair and pulled me down the hallway. I was crying, trying to get her to let go, and she threw me on the bed.

“Now turn around. Get on your knees and show me that ass!”

I was helpless! I couldn’t fight back, she was stronger than me, and she was so…compelling. She was acting like a man, and I…I didn’t have any Male Privilege left in me to fight her.

Sniffing, tears starting to flow, I turned over on all fours.

“Good. You’re a good bitch.” She spoke harshly, and she slapped lube into my asshole. I grunted and jerked, and she reamed, forcing the lube into my rectum.

“Now, you’re going to get get the fucking you’ve been begging for your whole life!

She drove forward, and though I had never taken anything up the ass before, she went in smoothly. She shock of it all, the excessive lube in my hole, she slid in and bottomed out. I could feel her plastic nuts banging against my flesh ones.

“There we go,” her voice softened. “Now you get to see what it’s like.”

She slid that big penis into me, pulled it out, pushed it in. The veins on the side rippled against my innards, my rectal ring screamed for the pleasure.

I moaned, and my front arms gave way. I clutched the sheet with my fists, and she pushed in again and again.

She pushed so hard my back legs gave way, and I fell all the way forward, spread eagled, with her staying with me, pumping her big cock into my ass.

“Yeah, baby,” she groaned. “This is rubbing my clit. I’m going to fuck you till we both cum.”

“But…I…can’t…I can’t…AHHHHH!” I came It was a prostate orgasm, and I had not known anything like this could exist.

I also didn’t know that this was what I was looking for. It wasn’t getting rid of Male Privilege, it was the light at the end of the tunnel.

I felt like my head was exploding as white heat rushed through my body. My tiny cocked spurted a small ounce. My hips were frozen, and then Addy started to grunt.

“Shit!” she said. “Shit!” She slammed into me, her whole weight driving her cock into me.

We stayed like that, fused together by her plastic cock, and then we started to come down.

And I just wanted to go back up again.


EPILOGUE

Life went on, and I went on with it. A new man…uh, woman.

Interestingly, business started to pick up again. It turned out there was a huge LGTBQ community, and they were quite happy to bring their cars in for me to fix.

And Spike comes over every once in a while. Spike pleases Addy, and Addy pleases me, and the world is a fine and wonderful place.

I’ve even thought about letting Spike do me. And I’ve had a couple of Lesbians show an interest in my fine ass and big boobs.

The most interesting thing, though, is my worker, Gus. He showed up with lipstick on his lips the other day.

END
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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 learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

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


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

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


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


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


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Under the Coveralls!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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