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PART ONE

Johnny watched his wife get dressed, and he was in love.

Brenda was five foot six of curves and plumpness in the right places. Her eyes were the color of shiny emeralds. Her eyebrows arched gently and her lashes were dark and long. Her just blinking gave him a hard on.

Her lips were full, they were called M lips because of their shape, and his favorite hobby was kissing them. He didn’t even care about cumming, he just wanted to kiss them and feel himself grow and feel his swelling love for her.

“What are you looking at?” She was leaning forward, puckered up and applying plumper. She put the applicator down and picked up the red lipstick.

“Oh, I’m just day dreaming.”

“With that bulge in your pants?” She watched him in the mirror.

He looked down and smiled. Yep. He had a king-sized boner.

She finished her lips and turned to him, rested her round and sexy buns against her vanity table. “I don’t understand why you don’t like to cum.”

She was referring to their tryst of the night before. She had hand jobbed him all night, ridden him to several cums, and he hadn’t squirted one drop.

It was almost enough to make a girl think there was something wrong with her.

“Oh, I like cumming. I just like saving it up, too.”

“Well, you’re saving it up too much. Sometimes a girl likes feeling the juices dripping out of her.

She pushed off the table and sashayed towards him. Slow walking, her large breasts jiggling, her long hair framing her beautiful face.

He gulped. He was so horny from the night before he could hardly stand it.

She stopped in front of him. She leaned in, breathed on him as she whispered, “Some time you’re going to be sorry you didn’t squirt your brains out when you could have.”

He could hardly breath. his heart was pounding so hard he was surprised she didn’t hear it.

He croaked, “Aren’t you afraid you’ll be late?”

“Grrr!” she eyed him sourly. “That’s what I mean. It’s like there’s a steak in front of you and you’re more interested in stirring your soup.”

She backed away, picked up her dress and wiggled into it. It was brown and silky and stretchy. He could se her large nipples showing under the material.

“Stirring my soup?”

“Okay, bad analogy.” She stepped into her high heels. Her red toenails showed through the open tips. “But you know what I mean. I want to get fucked. I want you to give it your all. And if I don’t get a squirt out of you then it’s like I failed.

“Honey! You know that’s not…not…”

She frowned at him. “Then give me some sperm! A lot of sperm. Squirt on my face, on my boobs, in my hair. Wash me with cum and make me feel loved!”

“I will…I will!”

But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. His own peculiar psyche wouldn’t let him. He had to save his sperm. He had to store it up and…and…

She stepped in front of the big mirror and turned around. “Am I okay?”

“Oh, God,” he blurted.

She grinned. “That helps. Now walk me out.”

Johnny picked up her suitcases at the front door and toted them out to the car.

“So…three days?”

She sighed. “Three days in the glorious sun.”

“With your sorority sisters.”

“And all the men we can fuck.”

They were standing next to the car and she watched him.

Johnny felt faint. Her talking like that made him woozy, and she knew it.

He didn’t want her to fuck somebody else…but when she talked about it his cock got super hard and he could hardly breath.

She laughed and touched his cheek. “I don’t know what’s going through your mind, but I actually  like it when you act so weird.”

“I’m not so weird.”

“Hunh!” she snorted.

She walked around the car, her round ass swaying, her boobs jiggling, her heels clicking so sexy. She opened the door and got in.

He bent down and looked out through the passenger window.

She said, “One of these days I’ll figure you out.”

“There’s not much to figure,” he said.

“You and I both know that’s not true. But…someday…” She smiled at him and started the car.

“See you in three.”

“Have your dick ready. I’m going to want some.”

“I will.” But he was lying. He had plans for his dick. He had stored up so much semen, and he was just about done with the torture.

Brenda backed the car into the street, gave him a wave, and zipped down the street.

Johnny could hardly control himself. He wanted to sprint into the house, pull the curtains and lock the doors, and assault himself.

He wanted to fondle himself.

He wanted to pull his nipples and do nasty things to his butt.

Most of all, he wanted to…dress up!

Yes, that was his evil secret. He was a closet crossdresser. What people used to call a transvestite.

But he was a well controlled crossdresser. He had nearly been caught a few times, old girlfriends, regular friends, and he had learned to wait for the right time and place. He didn’t want to be caught, his secret was safe, and he intended to keep it that way.

He entered the house, looking very relaxed, and closed the door. And locked it. And his heart surged and he felt a line of excited energy coming up in the center of his chest.

He went to the garage and locked all doors.

He went around the house and pulled all the drapes. Made sure there was no crack through which some peeping Tom could peep. He locked the sliding glass door and the back door. Then he smiled a BIG smile and headed for the garage.

There were times when he would play with his wife’s clothes, but those were times when she would be away for a week or more. Then he had time to launder them, and he was sure she wouldn’t notice anything out of place after a week away.

Inside the garage it was a mess. He kept it that way on purpose.

He had his workshop out there, and Brenda never bothered nagging him about his space. She wasn’t a nag, anyway.

She rarely bothered looking for anything out there.

He unfolded the ladder and climbed to the loft at the back of the garage. He pushed aside some boxes and found his special box. He brought it down and walked back into the house and back to the bedroom.

There was still the scent of his wife’s shower and perfume. He set the box down next to the bed and looked around.

Perfect. Three days. He could spend a day fixing himself up, then two days of living the life, then, on the last day, he could return to his male self.

First was the Nair. He usually kept himself shaved, told Brenda it was for swimming and bicycling. He was a triathlete when he wasn’t dressing up. It helped keep his figure slender.

He foamed the Nair all over, slathered it into his groin, then stood in the bathroom and waited.

He loved standing and waiting. His cock grew large, and then the burn started. He jumped into the shower and proceeded to rinse off the small amount of hair he had on his body. He loved watching it circle the drain and disappear.

He shampooed and conditioned his hair. He stepped out of the shower and began brushing it. He kept his hair long and shortly it was arranged in gentle waves, forming to the contours of his face.

Done with the immediate preparations, he went in and put on fake fingernails. He sat with his legs folded under his body, practicing sitting in a feminine fashion, and painted his nails. Three strokes, cuticle to tip, twenty nails.

His cock was, of course, standing straight out and throbbing.

And it was leaking. That was why he didn’t like to cum before his wife went on her trips. He wanted a full load. He wanted to be full and dripping. Then, when his time as a woman was done, he would have the most powerful orgasm he had ever had.

Of course Brenda was always disappointed when she came home and he still wouldn’t squirt, but…oh well. That’s the way the mop flopped.

Nails on and lacquered, he selected his underwear. He picked out a blue panty with little white ribbons on the waistband. They were sissy panties with a little stretchy pouch in front so his package could rest easy. He snugged the underwear up tight, he loved the tight feeling of his nuts being squashed against his body, and picked out a bra.

He chose a lavender one with a tight, little ribbon curved over the cups. He worked, using his long fingernails, to get the bra adjusted just right. He had practiced much and was able to actually reach behind his back and fastened the bra.

He loved having long nails before putting his clothes on. He loved the difficulty of working with long nails. It made him feel extra feminine.

He took a pair of breast forms out of the box and slipped them into his cups. He loved big forms, they made his body extra curvaceous.

He sat down and rolled nylons up his legs. He pulled them tight, high on the thigh and reveled in the tight, confining feeling. He liked garters, but this day he opted for just the nylons.

Now the dress. He went through his wife’s closet and frowned. She had such nice dresses, but he was slightly bigger than her. He didn’t want to stretch anything out, and he didn’t have time to launder anything before she would be back.

He sighed and went back to his box. He had a black dress, very sleek and form fitting, that was his go to dress. He pulled it over his head, very careful with his nails, and stood in front of the mirror.

His feet, of course were slightly large. And they should be, he smiled, with a giant cock in his pants.

Well, the truth was his cock was average sized, six inches. But as a chick with a dick it was giant. Heh.

Now it was time for the most delicate part of the operation. The plug.

He took out his butt plug, washed it thoroughly, and greased it up. It was see through, made of hard plastic, guaranteed not to break.

He stood in front of the sink in the bathroom, lifted up his dress, pulled down his panties, and gently wiggled the device into his nethers.

Oh, fuck, that felt good. He always felt like he was going to pee at first, the thing hit his prostate perfectly. Then the feeling receded and he was left with a full, horny feeling. Usually his penis dripped extra, and it did this time. He was careful not to let his cum get on his nylons.

Now sexually excited to the max, wishing he could get his wife to take a strap on and screw him, he took an Ace bandage and wound it around his leg, securing his cock in place.

It hurt, but not much. And the only way to reduce the hurting was to bend forward at the waist. The nice thing was that pooched his butt out a little and made him look like he had a twerky ass.

Back into the bedroom and he sat down at the vanity table. The weight of settling on his plug about drove him out of his mind, and he moaned, gave a wiggle, and set to work on his face.

Cleanser, primer, everything. He put on foundation and blush, spent a long time making his eyes dusky and sexy. He was careful when plucking his eyebrows. He didn’t want Brenda noticing anything.

Finally, he was done. He put a pair of clip ons on his lobes, slipped into his high heels, black, patent leather, of course, and he was good to go.

He stared at himself in the mirror, was happy, happier than he ever was dressed in man clothes, and walked down the hall.

Click, click, click.

He had worked on his walk a lot. He placed his feet on a line, he set the heel right and the sound was like a slow roll of castanets on the wood floor.

Brenda wanted rugs, but he kept putting her off. Who would buy rugs when they could sound like this.

He turned into the foyer and stood in front of the big mirror there.

He smiled, his red lips curving, and he was so glad he had discovered plumper.

He turned, a pivot of his sexy ass, and entered the kitchen.

He opened the cupboard and took down some good Canadian whiskey. He put a glass under the ice make and listened to the machine churn out small cubes. He added the whiskey to the halfway mark, then got Coke out of the fridge and filled the glass the rest of the way.

He walked into the living room and sat down. The Ace bandage stretched and slithered over his dick and he cross his legs at the thighs, like a lady, and sipped his drink.

It went down smooth, cool, and he felt the slow burn start in his belly.

He put his hands up and touched his fake tits, and wished he had real ones.

He picked up the remote, watched his long, red fingernails against the black tool, and clicked on the big screen.

Then he settled back, relaxed, and just let himself feel good.

Interestingly, he watched a football game.

He was a man physically, but one with a few quirks. He didn’t want to be a ballerina or a stripper. And if he actually had been asked, he would have said that his dream would be to be a big football star. Throwing touchdowns and brushing off tackles.

And wearing women’s clothes on his off time.

Johnny idled away the day. He watched a little TV here and there. He did a little housework. Mostly he walked around, admired himself in mirrors.

Mostly he watched porn.

There was something about watching porn while dolled up that made him more horny than a man should be.

He would sit for an hour, his cock throbbing, as he watched, and envied, women with incredibly large boobs. He was amazed at how the women loved being gang banged, and how they drank galloons of cum.

He thought about that. He was hetero, but…what would it feel like to have his face coated with hot cream? And he would almost shoot when he imagined himself with real boobs and long strings of pearls shooting over them.

By the evening he was totally gone. He wasn’t Johnny anymore. He was a sexy slut who lived a life of decadence. He sipped his whiskey and imagined himself as a Lesbian, his could hardly walk his dick was so hard and pressing so tightly against the Ace bandage. His asshole was thrumming with good feelings that kept him at a fever pitch.

Still, he held himself back. He would touch his cock through the bandages and groan. Even half drunk he wouldn’t, no matter how much he wanted, free his cock and jack off.

No. He was saving himself.

But he was also ready for phase two.

He went into the bathroom and lifted his dress, lowered his panties, and took out a rubber. He held the rubber ready, then sprayed his cock with Promescent.

Promescent was a numbing spray. It was designed to make men last longer, and it did, but Johnny used it for a slightly different game.

His dick coated with numbness he rolled the rubber on. Then another rubber. Then another.

He couldn’t feel his penis at all now. It was just a lump of log, and he began to stroke it.

From far away, it seemed, he could feel something, but not much. Certainly not enough to get him over the edge. He walked through the house, stroking himself.

It made him feel desperate, and since real sex is in the mind, he became even more turned on than usual.

He mixed another drink. He freshened his lipstick. He stared at himself in the mirror.

His eyes betrayed his lust, desperation gleamed. He wanted to cum so bad he couldn’t believe it.

He felt like he was in another world, a world of pure sex. It was like the very air had turned into a dick rubbing essence, and every step he took was like his whole body was being jacked.

But the little dong being jacked couldn’t…quite…make it!

It was the most delicious denial in the world.

This was why he didn’t like to screw his wife before she left. This was what he was saving himself for. This feeling of utter and total degradation, of giving himself up to his base feelings. Of losing almost total control. Of BEING a slut!

After an hour of stroking himself and being denied he was ready for the grand finale.

He walked—click, click, click—to his bedroom. He reached into his box and pulled out the big gun—the prostate massager.

He went into the bathroom and gently pulled the plug out. He washed it off and put it aside.

He took off the rubbers, and gloried at how his cock was so numb.

He re-greased his butt and put the prostate massager up his heinie.

This was made of a durable plastic, and it was shaped like a pregnant dolphin. It was curved with a bump in just the right place. The bump would massage his prostate.

He waddled out of the room, groaning and dripping with every step. He climbed up on his bed on all fours. He reached down and began to wiggle the massager. He could feel the instant charge deep inside. He could feel the semen cumming.

But not cumming.

That was the glory of the prostate massager: he would drain himself without an orgasm. And that would leave him in a state of horniness ten times over. The whole next day he would he awake, wired, shivering, his cock trying to drip, throbbing, but nothing would come out.

And, with three whole days after he played play this game he might even be able to jack off for real just before Brenda came home.

Poor Brenda, she wanted to be fucked so bad, but…sorry. this was more fun.

He lay on the bed, his shoulders down and his butt up. His hand reaching between his legs and wiggling the prostate massager for all he was worth.

And he felt it. A sensation like peeing, but it wasn’t urine. It was sperm. Leaking out and feeling like he was taking a piss.

It drooled out of the end of his cock, a long slimy stream, and he felt the little clumps occasionally pour out, and when he was about halfway done—

“FREEZE!”

But there was no way he could freeze. the shock of being discovered was way too much for him.

The sperm faucet turned off and he flipped off the bed and turned towards the doorway.

His Mother-in-Law stood in a stance, her little purse pistol held straight out. For a little gun the bore of the barrel seemed awfully big.

“Wha…wha…”

Dazed with sex, shocked so that his heart actually stopped beating, he stared at Wanda.

“Who the fuck are you?” the older woman snarled.

“I’m…I’m Johnny!”

“The fuck you are…bitch! Turn around and bend over the bed.”

“Please…”

“I will shoot you in the cock if you don’t do what I say!” She was shouting and a bit of drool sprayed out.

Johnny was totally frozen. From a dazed unworking sex mind he was jerked into a frozen criminal stupid mind. All he could do was stare at his mother-in-law.

Wanda’s blessing was that she looked like her daughter. A little thicker in the middle, but not much. Bigger tits, and that was cool. A similarity of facial features that, had it been a dark alley, he might have even mistaken her for Brenda.

“Brenda couldn’t get through, and now I know why. What did you do with Johnny, you slut!”

Johnny started to stutter. “But…but I am—“

She lowered the gun, aimed it right between his legs. “Shut up.”

“But…but, you asked—“

“Never mind that. Bend over on the bed.”

His body jerking, terrified, Johnny leaned over the bed. Wanda moved around him. She went to his box and looked in it. “Ah ha!” She pulled out two sets of handcuffs.

Johnny tried to look over his shoulder.

“Don’t fucking move!”

He snapped his head back to front, away from her.

She tossed a handcuff onto the bed. “Put that on your left wrist. Attach it to the top bedpost.”

Trembling, Johnny snapped the cuffs over his left wrist. He moved up on the bed and approached the right bedpost.

“Not that one, stupid!”

He quickly shifted to the left bedpost. Out of the corner of his eye he could see that she was still holding the pistol on him. He fastened the cuffs to the bedpost.

“Put these on your right wrist.”

He did.

She stepped forward and pulled his right wrist up to the bedpost. She snapped the cuffs around the bedpost and he was caught. Spread eagled on his own bed. Wearing a dress. But at least Wanda had lowered the gun.

“Wanda…I’m Johnny!” Little tears started leaking out of his eyes.

“Bullshit! You’re a slut, and where is Johnny? What have you done with him?”

“I swear! Look at me.”

“I am looking at you, and I don’t like what I see.”

“I’m a man! I’ve got a dick.”

“Is that what that is?” she laughed harshly. “Too bad it’s not a big dick. So what did you do with Johnny? Or are you his lover?”

“His lover?” he protested.

“I thought so. You come in here and ruin my daughter’s marriage. You’re just a slut!”

“But…Wanda…it’s me! It’s really me!”

Wanda walked around the room, looking at things. She looked in the bathroom, and held up the three rubbers with numbing spray in them. She came back to the bed. She reached out and wiggled the prostate massager. “You are a sick one, you know that?”

“My name is Johnny. I married Brenda three years ago. Let me up…let me take this make up off.”

Wanda snorted. “Yeah, right. You’d just try to rape me.”

Johnny could figure this out. His mind was so befuddled. Why didn’t she recognize him? She had to know who he was! He didn’t see her that often, but she should recognize him, and even if she didn’t, it was a simple matter to get his driver’ license, to ask revealing questions. But she seemed obsessed on finding out who ‘she’ was.

Suddenly he heard a clicking sound. He looked over to see that she had gotten her cell phone out and was taking pictures. Lots of pictures, from all angles.

He turned his face away, but it was too late. She had several excellent shots of his face.

“Once I post these on Facebutt somebody will recognize you. And then we’ll find out what you’ve done with Johnny.”

“Facebutt? No!”

“Yes. And the whole world will see you, know you for what you are. A raping home wrecker! And when you’re in a cold cell thinking over your crimes maybe you’ll tell us what you did with Johnny.”

“BUT I AM Johnny!”

“You’re not Johnny. Johnny wouldn’t be a crossdressing home wrecker. Johnny was a sweet boy who loved his wife. He would never risk their relationship with this kind of behavior!”

Johnny opened his mouth, but nothing came out. He wanted to protest, but what would he say? Yes? I am a kinky pervert?

Wanda stopped taking pictures and looked at her phone. She tapped on the face more, and muttered, “Okay. It’s in The Cloud.” She looked up at him. “Even if you got loose and did something nasty to me, like put your dick in my pussy, or sucked my tits, or licked my asshole…even then, there is a record of you. The police would find you, and they would throw you in prison where you’d find out what real sex is.”

“Oh, God!”

She tapped the face of her cell some more, then turned it to him. “See? You’re on Facebutt!”

Johnny was aghast as he stared at the pictures of him dressed like a woman, writhing on the bed as if he was in a dazed lustful state.

She turned it towards herself and pressed her finger to the phone. “There! Now it’s all over the net. I even asked people to share, so by tonight you’ll probably have a million hits. ‘home wrecking rapist’ caught!” She didn’t tell him that the button she had pressed had not posted, but deleted.

“Then people will start making suggestions. They will demand that you pay the price. I’ll bet there are a lot of calls for castration.”

“But…you can’t…”

“I can’t? The police will go to my house. But you’re over here, and by the time they arrive justice will have been dispensed.”

He tried again. “But, Wanda! I’m me! I’m Johnny! I’m the guy who married your daughter!”

The guy who married my daughter isn’t a sick freak that gets off on getting dressed up like a woman! He wouldn’t be stuffing things up his butt!

“Please…please…” he sobbed.

“Now tell me…what have you done with Johnny!”

“I haven’t done anything! I’m me!”

Wanda snorted and walked out of the room.

Johnny yelled after her, “Hey! Let me go! You can’t do this.”

No answer.

Wanda walked into the kitchen, saw the bottle of whiskey on the counter and smiled. She did love a good drink.

She poured herself a stiff one. She didn’t like to ruin good bourbon with any kind of mixer, and she tossed it down.

She poured another drink and sat down at the table. As she sipped this second drink she went through the pictures she had taken. She smiled. These were all good, and she had an equal number of fuzzy faces and clear faces. Excellent.

She looked at the pictures of Johnny laying face down. His dick had been rock hard, so where had it gone when she made him lay down? Was it scrunched up beneath him? Was it all bent? She would have to find out.

Then she considered his apparel. He had apparently been cross dressing for a long time. This was good, too, and the fact that he kept it a deep down secret was going to make this incredibly enjoyable.

She wondered what he would do if she released him. He’d probably get out of his clothes, get into male clothes, but that would be the extent of it.

She knew he was a brave man, but all men fall to pieces when they are cross dressing. They become submissive and easily handled.

But…she wasn’t going to release him. No. She had plans for the dear boy.

She poured herself a third drink, then poured a drink in a cup with a straw built in. She walked back to the bedroom.

Johnny had been struggling. The bed spread was messed up. His butt was pushed up a bit, too. That cock must be really crammed.

She pulled the vanity chair over and sat down next to him.

He stared at her, frightened, his eyes big and round.

She sipped her drink, then put the cup with the straw in it under his face. He took a big sip, and coughed. Sissy. What kind of a man couldn’t drink whiskey straight?

“Well now,” she murmured.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“What should I do?”

“You should let me go. I promise not to say anything.

Her mouth twisted in a grin. “You promise not to admit that you’re a kinky pervert? You promise not to say what you’ve done with Johnny? Some how I don’t think I want those promises.”

“No! I promise I won’t say a thing about you tying me up against my will. Holding me prisoner. I won’t accuse you of unlawful imprisonment or kidnapping.”

“Oh, how kind of you,” she sneered. Then she snaked her hand under him and grabbed his cock. He groaned, and she said, “Now tell me about yourself. How long have you been doing this? And…where’s Johnny?”

When Johnny said nothing she started squeezing. “I’ve got a good grip. Would you like to find out?”

He looked around wildly, struggled, but she had him firmly in hand.

“Maybe I should just rip your balls off?” She grabbed his balls with her other hand. Her first hand was moving up and down, stroking him, her other hand was palpating his balls. Hard.

Johnny cried out, he was caught between pleasure and pain and he didn’t know what to do.

“You might just as well tell me. You’ll talk in the end.” She kept moving her hands, tormenting him and hurting him. But the hurt was actually delightful once he calmed down a bit.

She stopped. Took her hands away. She sighed, then she smiled. “And what is this?”

She reached forward and grabbed the base of the prostate massager. Johnny had been so frantic he had almost forgotten about that. But now he was reminded. Reminded big time.

Wanda began wiggling the thing in his butt.

“Talk, bitch. You will eventually, so you might as well talk now. Otherwise…” In her voice was a warning, and she rotated the prostate massager in his butt.

Johnny groaned, and Wanda smiled.


PART TWO

Johnny lay on the bed and moaned.

Wanda stood over him and worked the prostate massager. It was slightly hooked, so when she turned it he could feel it going around inside him. And every time the bulbous tip passed over his prostate he could feel a little squirt of semen drip out of his dick.

He had only been half empty when she had barged in, but now she was determined to empty him all the way, one turn of the prostate massager at a time.

“Where’s Johnny?” she would ask every once in a while.

He would protest, and she would continue turning the thing in his butt.

“You know,” she observed at one point, “you’re not half bad looking in that dress. You could use a few pointers on your make up, and maybe a dress that wasn’t off the rack, but…you’ve got the body.”

“Please. You’ve got to let me go.”

“That isn’t going to happen. Well, it might if you tell me what happened to Johnny. Then I might consider turning you over to the cops.”

The cops! But he was in his own house!

But, no, the cops would take the time to figure out who he was.

But, wait a minute, they would have to take him down and fingerprint him, and…that mustn’t happen! Having everybody on Facebutt know that he was a transvestite was bad enough. But to be arrested and thrown in jail like a common criminal…and then he had another thought. Not like a common criminal, more like an uncommon pervert.

“Well, looks like you’re about empty. Put your butt up so I can see.”

Johnny just laid there and groaned.

Wanda took the end of the prostate massager and tilted it, and tilted it, and suddenly he had to pooch up to relieve the pressure on his anal ring.

When he was up on all fours Wanda looked under him. “Yep, got a big glob of your baby batter here. Want a taste?” She scooped up the glob and pushed it onto his mouth.

Johnny sputtered and spit and wiped his face on the bed.

“Don’t like what you been putting out, eh?”

“Please…let me—What?”

There was a book end on a nearby shelf, a statue of liberty, and she shoved it under his belly. Now Johnny was forced to stay in the all fours position, the upraised hand of Lady Liberty pressing into his stomach.

“What are you…oh!”

“I just wanted to see what you’re so proud of.”

She had a hold of his penis and was stroking it.

Johnny didn’t react and Wanda frowned.

“What? You don’t like having your cock stroked?”

She squeezed it, hard, and he didn’t react. But he did notice that she was squeezing him, and he said, “Wait…I put some numbing spray on it!”

She went back to stroking him and mused. “Clever bitch. Making yourself wait. You really are a kinky one.”

“Yes. I admit it. But you’ve got to release me.”

She grabbed the prostate massager and started jacking it in and out. She timed her motions to stroking his cock. “So how long before your dick starts to feel stuff?”

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, feeling the intense pleasure in his asshole. “A couple of hours. Usually. Sometimes it takes longer.”

She slapped his dick and he didn’t do anything. She shook the massager and he groaned. “So I’m stuck with your asshole for a while.”

Johnny started to cry.

Wanda let go of him. She sipped some more of her whiskey, held the straw to his mouth again. After a moment he stopped crying.

“Knock off that sissy crying stuff. Real women don’t cry.” Which, of course, was a lie. But it was suitable for the situation.

“I’ve got an idea,” she said.

He looked under his body at her.

“How would you like to have real tits?”

“What?” There was a trace of shock on his face. Normally such a statement wouldn’t have bothered him; he would have laughed it off. But now, positioned as he was, at the mercy of his insane mother-in-law, he was scared.

“Sure. I’m a Physician’s Assistant. I can give you vacation boobs. They’re all the rage. Women get them to see if they look good with big boobs. Would’t you like to see if you looked good with boobs?”

Johnny’s mouth opened. “No!”

But inside him, where the hidden dreams lay, he had thoughts. Real boobs? He had thought about such things so many times. But…but he was married, and…and…

“Sure. I could pop over to the hospital and pick up needles and a solution, be back here in twenty minutes. We could give you a set of nasty pillows like nobody’s ever seen!”

She was getting excited by the thought. Her pussy was feeling a little fluttery. She was thinking that giving him a big, old set of honkers might necessitate her masturbating. Maybe she should stop off at her own house and pick up a couple of dildos. One for her, and one for butter butt here.

“I don’t want tits,” he blurted. Inside he was saying, Liar! “I’m a man!”

She snickered. “You could have fooled me.”

“You can’t do this! That’s not just kidnapping, that’s…that’s mayhem! That’s a felony!”

She waved her hand, “Oh, posh, what’s a little mayhem between friends, eh?”

Johnny was growing desperate. His mother-in-law was crazy!

Then Johnny decided to take a chance. He said, “I’ll tell you where Johnny is.”

Wanda froze. She had not expected that, but it didn’t matter. A change in his game merely met a change in her game.

“Where?”

“I tied him up and left him in the woods. Let me loose and I’ll show you where.”

She nodded, fixed him with her gaze, “Now you know that’s not true…Johnny.”

“You know!”

“Of course I know. I’ve know it from the first. I saw you screwing yourself on the bed and realized it was you.”

“So why did you pull out that gun?”

“Johnny, Johnny, don’t you know? I’ve always wanted a man totally under my control. When I saw what kind of man you were I knew…you were the one.”

“But I’m married to your daughter!”

“So?”

Johnny stared, aghast at what he was hearing.

“Look, Johnny. I’m sure she doesn’t know what a little pervert you are, so I’m going to do whatever I want to you. And what are you going to do? ‘Honey, your Mother caught me dressed like a girl and she bullied me.’” Wanda laughed at the idea.

“So I want you to just stay here for a while. Don’t bother struggling. Just relax. I’ll be back in a half and we can continue our fun and games.”

With that she stood up, straightened her dress, and walked out.

“Wanda! No! Don’t leave! Wanda!”

But he heard the door open and close, and he was alone.

Johnny was alone, dressed like a woman, tied down with a prostate massager up his butt.

He pulled on the handcuffs, but metal doesn’t give, and he had deliberately bought this bed for its sturdiness. No way the posts were going to give way.

Second ticked, as marked by the little clock on the side table. Tick…tick…tick…

Normally the clock would have gone tick, tick, tick.

But now, in his straits, it was slower. Time was elongating, accentuating his captivity.

His feet were still loose. He tried to walk up, and did succeed in dislodging the statue of liberty. But the posts were far apart and he couldn’t twist or turn a somersault or anything.

He was stuck.

And he realized that his dick was starting to feel things again.

And he was oh, so, incredibly, totally…horny.

In spite of his position, he was actually thinking of getting off. Even though he knew he couldn’t.

Being drained always left him horny and unable to masturbate. He would be out of his mind, he would be all over his wife when she got home, but it would still be half a week before he could finally deposit a little semen in her. That’s why he tried to drain himself three days before she got home. By then he might be half recovered and be able to service her. It would be half hearted, but it would be something.

But now he didn’t have that option.

“Oh, God!” he sobbed and humped the mattress. His cock felt so good, and his balls, though empty, didn’t feel like they were.

Seconds seemed to tick slower and slower. And his horny wriggling became more and more intense.

Minutes passed. He knew it was dark out now. Probably midnight. If only he could…

He struggled, pulled, actually rubbed grooves in the posts.

Then, what seemed a millennium later, he heard the front door open and close.

Wanda entered the room. She was carrying a large bag.

“How’s my boy?” she greeted him cheerfully.

“Let me go,” he whispered.

She laughed.

She began to undo the buttons on the back of her blouse.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting comfortable.” She shucked the blouse and unsnapped and unzipped her skirt.

“I find this kind of work so much more delightful if I am unclothed.”

Johnny looked away. “Don’t! I’m married.”

“I know. To my daughter. How do you think she’s going to feel when she learns that we’ve been having such fun?”

“I don’t want this!”

“Of course you do.”

She undid her bra and her big bosoms were unleashed. They were shaped like Brenda’s but they were bigger, and the nipples looked bigger. Of course. She had gone through child birth, she had nursed. Her nipples were well used.

“Please,” he whispered. “Get dressed.”

“Nope.” She slid her panties off and stood revealed. He could see the strap marks from the bra on her flesh. He saw how her flesh was creamy, any fat she had was minimal, and she compared well to her daughter in sexiness.

But this was his mother-in-law!

She approached the bed, an evil smile on her face. She crawled up on him, lay on his body, and began rubbing her flesh across his.

“Doesn’t skin feel good?” she whispered in his ear, then she bit his ear, just a nibble, and he felt a shiver. His cock, which had slacked just a little, was once again raging.

She reached around, felt his cock. “Ooh! somebody likes me.”

“Don’t!” Tears had once again started up.

“Too bad you’re not face up. I could sit on you and we could really get to know each other.”

He tried to shake, to roll her off him, but she just laughed, then slid off him.

“Okay, now for the hard part. We have to have you face up.”

“Leave me alone.”

“Fortunately, I have practiced knots. Have you ever heard of Kinbaku?”

Johnny was quiet, trying to figure out what to do.

“Kinbaku is the Japanese art of bondage using ropes. Maybe some day I can teach you a little, but right now…”

She took a small rope out of her bag and reached under him.

Johnny tried to wiggle away, so she put the Statue of Liberty under him again. Then she quickly tied a knot around his balls. She ran the rope down to a pole at the bottom of the bed. She then tied a rope around his wrist and pulled it tight.

“Okay, so here’s how it goes. When you struggle I pull on your balls. And I like men who struggle. So…feel free. Are you ready?”

Johnny wasn’t, but that didn’t matter to Wanda. She undid one of his cuffs and pulled on the wrist rope.

He started to struggle, and she jerked on the rope that went to his balls.

“AIIEE!” he screamed.

In that moment she managed to pull his wrist halfway across the bed.

He struggled again, she pulled again, and it felt like his balls were being ripped off, and she managed to get his wrist to the other post and handcuffed it in place. Now he was stretched diagonally across the bed. Both hands on the top right post, his balls stretched down to the left bottom post.

“All right. You’re doing good.” She pulled the roped off his wrist and tied it to the other one. She looped the rope around the far head post and released his handcuff.

Johnny struggled, and suffered the excruciating pain of having his balls stretched violently.

He cried, and she managed to get his wrist all the way across. She secured it and now he was facing upward.

He looked at her, and his face was contorted with emotion.

She smiled, reading him rightly. “Fun, eh?”

She then untied his balls, looped the rope around his ankle, stretched it around both bottom posts and up to his other ankle.

She sat on him then, feeling his cock against her crack. “So tell me why you put numbing spray on your cock. I was in the bathroom, I saw the three rubbers. So it’s obvious…but why?”

He shook his head.

She grabbed his nipples and twisted them.

“OW!”

“Talk.”

He shook his head and she grabbed his nipples again.

“Okay!”

She waited.

“I like being horny. You squirt and it’s over. I…I try to get myself as horny as possible. I try to stay in that excitation phase of sex.”

She nodded. “Actually, I totally understand. I think I’ll help you. would you like me to help you?”

“I’d like you to let me go.”

“No you wouldn’t.”

And she read him right. He had, somehow in the past few hours, turned a corner.

“Do you have more rubbers?”

In spite of himself, he said, “Bottom right drawer in the bathroom.”

She swiveled off him, rubbing her pussy on him, and walked across the room. She came back a moment later with three more rubbers and the numbing spray.

“What are you doing?”

“Having fun.”

She sprayed his cock and it went numb. It wasn’t all the way back, anyway, and it was suddenly unfeeling again. Yet hard as a rock.

She rolled the three rubbers over his dick, then grabbed his balls. “You can feel this though, can’t you.”

He gulped and nodded.

She climbed up on top of him and settled down on his dick.

He was stunned. He had half expected her to do that, but had tried to deny it. And, he wanted her to do that, but he had tried to deny that, too.

But he couldn’t feel her pussy. He was encased in layers of rubber, his skin desensitized.

“Oh, yeah. This is good.”

She straddled him, felt her boobs. Rocked a little, screwed a little, then she leaned down to him.

“Suck my boobies, slut,” she whispered.

She placed her nipples against his mouth. With a sound like a sob he opened his mouth.

Her nipples were rigid, and big, and he sucked with closed eyes.

She groaned with closed eyes. And she rode him, twisting and gyrating, getting the most out of his rubberized cock.

“Oh, yes. Fuck me.”

It didn’t take long. She got off on submissive men, on telling submissive men what to do. She came, and her moan was more of a growl. Then she just lay on him, enjoying the feeling of his stiff rod imprisoned between her thighs.

After a few minutes she pushed up. Her face was right above his. She whispered. “I’ve been fucked, but with the rubbers on you, we haven’t fucked. Remember that if you ever want to be in me again.”

Then she pushed off him.

She went to her bag, opened it and placed needles on the bed. She opened a gallon container of fluid.

“Okay, I’m doing this by eyeball, but that’s okay. Once you’ve augmented a few thousand boobs you don’t need any lines to tell you what to do.”

“But you can’t do this! Brenda will find out!”

“Yep. And then you’ll have to decide how much you want to tell her. After all, she’ll never want to fuck you again. But if you play your cards right and protect my relationship with my daughter, maybe I will. and maybe I’ll even fuck you and never let you come.”

In spite of his numbed cock he could feel a lurch down there. The idea was so exciting he could hardly stand it.

“Now I want you to hold still. You don’t want this needles scratching you, going into the wrong place. You could not only end up badly ripped and bleeding, you could end up with misshapen boobs. And you certainly don’t want that.”

The next hour was excruciating. Wanda inserted needle after needle, pressed the plunger, and Johnny felt his skin swell and rise. He could see, if he raised his head slightly, boobs growing.

She went side to side, around and around, making sure they were even Steven.

His boobs grew. He still had his dress on, but it was stretched out of shape and was probably due for the rag bag.

And grew and grew. She opened another gallon.

“You’ve got great skin,” she observed as she focused on her injections. “It’s so stretchable. What should have taken two or even three appointments we can do in one sitting.”

Finally, she was done. She stepped back, smiled, then stripped the rest of her clothes off and went for a shower.

Johnny lay, in shock, and kept raising his head to stare at his chest. He was now stacked. He had boobs. Big boobs. Very big boobs.

But what was he going to tell his wife? What would she say?

Would she leave him? Would she kick him out?”

He couldn’t imagine her being less than totally outraged.

And that led to the problem of whether he should tell her about her mother.

And would she even believe him?

After all, Wanda’s point was well taken. Your mother caught me dressed like a girl and with a plug up my ass. It’s her fault I have big titties.

No. He didn’t think he could get away with that.

Wanda stepped out of the shower, dried her hair and smiled at him. She stepped into the bedroom and tossed the wet towel on the floor. “I don’t have to clean up now because you’re my little maid.”

He stared at her.

“And after you clean your house, tomorrow morning, you can come over and clean mine. And bring your toys. I’ll play with you again.”

She put on her clothes, sighed and looked at her watch. “Lord, how the time flies.” She picked up her bag, all her needles, and walked out of the room. He heard the door shut, then the sound of her trunk slamming, then the sound of the front door opening and closing again. She entered the bedroom and sat down next to him.

“We should talk.”

He said nothing.

Then she laughed. “Not!”

She looked in his box and found the key to the cuffs. “My car is running, so you’ll excuse me if I don’t stick around.” She touched his cheek with her hand. “Besides, we don’t really know how you’re going to be when you get loose, do we?”

She leaned down then and kissed him on the lips. It was soft, gentle, and so very, very sweet.              She raised her head, stared at him, whispered, “You’re a fun bitch.” Then she kissed him again, longer. She stood up, placed the key to the cuffs in his hand, and headed for the door.

There was a circus in Johnny’s head. It was filled with clowns and people shooting out of cannons. There was cotton candy and booths where you tried to make baskets with over inflated basketballs. There was a crowd of laughing, cheering people.

And there was him, in the center ring, his head hanging.

What would become of him?

He wandered through the house. He was naked now, having taken the rumpled dress and the torn bra off. Wanda had simply sliced the straps when she had pulled it down to get at his chest.

His chest hurt, and he realized he needed another bra.

He went to his box and found one. It was a little smaller than he needed, but at least it offered him some support for the mammoth mammaries adorning his once masculine chest.

He looked in the mirror and saw how his boobs thrust out.

And his dick was iron hard and didn’t want to go down.

He was excited. He was in the excitation phase of sex, and it felt like he would never get out.

What had Wanda done to him?

She had not just given him world class tits, she had brought him out of his shell. He wouldn’t be able to walk the street without people gaping at his chest.

Well, maybe he could bind his boobs, but…there would still be a bulge, a thicker chest, and inside…he would know.

He was a crossdressing pervert. He was a transvestite. He was his own argument for…what had she called him?…a ‘raping home wrecker.’

And now there was no way to hide that fact from the world.

He didn’t clean the house the next morning because he hadn’t slept. He was wired, and tired, and could only wander through the circus in his mind.

The phone rang about noon, and he looked at the number. Wanda. She expected him to come clean her house.

He wasn’t going over there. He had bigger problems. He had a wife to think about, to figure out how to introduce to his new chest.

And he had to come to grips with himself, his desires.

And he had to wait for the circus in his mind to go home. Or wherever circuses went when they struck their tents.

The circus started to dim late in the evening, and he finally managed to go to sleep.

He tried to sleep on his front, but he couldn’t. his new boobs wouldn’t let him.

He tried to sleep on his back, but he couldn’t do that, either.

Finally he lay on his side and used pillows to stop his tits from falling sideways on his chest. That did it, and he slipped into a deep slumber.

The next day. He managed to make a little breakfast, and he picked up the house a little, at least removed evidence of his crimes.

At one point he heard the sound of somebody trying to open the front door, but he had put on the chain.

“Johnny?”

His mother-in-law. He didn’t answer. He didn’t know how he felt about her. He didn’t hate here. In a way, he loved her. She had cracked him like a nut shell and all his guts were exposed. But he didn’t want to talk to her. He didn’t even want the excitement she brought with her kinbaku and her vacation tits and her fucking his numb dick through layers of rubbers.

She eventually went away.

He wandered through the house. His cock still priapic, his mind excited, the circus gone.

He thought, he considered, he pondered.

What would he say to his wife?

He went to sleep.

He awoke. Brenda was due home late, and he considered himself.

He had never gotten dressed, just wore a robe and a bra.

He ate cereal, picking at the milk soaked stuff, wondering what to do.

The rattle at the front door. His mother-in-law. He sighed.

“Johnny!” He jerked upright. It was Brenda!

He stood up, suddenly wondering what he was going to do all over again. He walked down the hall.

“Johnny! Let me in!”

He pulled the robe tight, caught a glance of himself in the mirror and saw that it emphasized his boobs. He held the robe looser, then undid the door chain.

Brenda burst through the door and hugged him.

He sobbed. She could feel his tits. He felt hers, so she would feel his. His life was over. She was going to push him away, and he would…what would he do?

He loved his wife! And now…now…

“Johnny! I talked to mother, you didn’t answer the phone so she was worried, and now I’m worried. Are you okay?”

He smelled her hair for what he felt sure was going to be his last time.

She pushed away from him, stared up into his eyes.

He had cleaned his make up off, and taken off the nails. He looked male, but his tits…and she had talked to Wanda…she…she…

“Honey, I know everything. I know about your tits. I know that you crossdress. I know everything…and it’s all right.”

He stared at her, trying to let her words register in his mind. “You…you know?”

“Mother sent me the pictures, and I love them. And I love the way you look.”

“You do?”

“Oh, honey, I should have told you a long time ago…” she walked him into the living room and they sat on the couch.

“Told me what?”

“My father was a crossdresser. I grew up with him prancing around, it was wonderful. He was like a big brother…but more of a big sister. But I never told you because I thought that might freak you out.”

“Might freak me…” he was parroting helplessly, trying to keep up with her flow of words.

“But when mother sent me those pictures…I felt such relief.”

“But she…she gave me boobs! And she…she sat on my dick!”

“I love those boobs. Show me!” She opened the front of his robe and smiled. “Oh, those are wonderful I can’t wait to suck on them. And, let me tell you, I’ll be trying to talk you into permanent implants.”

“You will?”

“Of course I will.”

“But what about the fact that she sat on me?”

He was having a hard time putting things into words.

“I should be jealous, but when she told me that you had on three rubbers, and had numbed your cock…” she started laughing. “That’s not sex, at least not for you, and you made mother very happy. I should be thanking you!”

“You…you…” and he collapsed, crying, into her arms.


EPILOGUE

Johnny same to bed wearing a chemise. He was also wearing red lipstick, full make up, long, red fingernails, and, of course, his dick.

Brenda giggled. “Look at that! How many rubbers do you have on?”

“Four. And I sprayed my cock with lots of Promescent.”

“So you can’t feel a thing.”

She pulled him into bed and they sat facing each other in the crossed leg position. His cock, all rubber wrapped and huge, stuck out like a wart on a forehead. Her pussy, wet an hot, faced him.

“Not a thing.”

She reached down and started stroking him. she leaned in and started kissing him.

Not feeling a thing in his dick, but his mind raging like a sexual wildfire, Johnny reached his hands under her arms and helped her up. She scooted forward and slid down over his cock.

“Oh,” she gasped. “It feels bigger!”

He grinned. “I can’t feel anything.’

She rubbed his nipples, fondled his balls, and pushed him back.

They lay for a long moment, smooching, loving each other.

They she pushed up and said, “Mother sent us a gift.

“Oh? How is dear, old mother?”

Brenda snickered. “She can’t wait for you to come clean her house.”

Johnny chuckled. “I don’t think much cleaning will get done.”

“At least of her house. She might clean your clock, if you know what I mean.”

“I know. So what did she give us?”

Brenda reached under the pillow and held up a dildo.

“Oh, my God!”

Johnny took it, heft it, stroked his hand down it. “Do you think it will fit?”

“We’re going to find out. But first, you need to show me how well you can suck cock.”

He smiled and she giggled as he put his lips around the thing. He squeezed the fake balls and moved the dildo in and out of his red lips.

Brenda was thrilled, and she took the dildo from him and pushed him onto his back. She grabbed one leg, and he lifted the other one. She put the dick to his rear hole and said, “Okay, honey, get ready to join the sisterhood!”

She inserted the penis and Johnny groaned and arched his back. The feel of the big thing opening him up…it was magic.

Smiling with all her heart, Brenda started moving it in and out.

END
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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

‘When Johnny Got Caught!’

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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