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    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    Jack woke up the next day and felt…crappy. 
 
    On one hand, he had had his release. On the other hand, he hadn’t gotten into Heather’s pussy Somehow he felt that if he could have done that, if he could have fucked her, that would have somehow leveled the playing field. 
 
    Right now she was in charge. He had to do what she said. He was nothing more than a slave. Yes, highly paid, and getting higher paid, but there was something in him that revolted, that wanted more. 
 
    On some level he realized it was nothing more than the male in him, striving for dominance. 
 
    And now he had to wait another month before a chance at taking the superior position, at breaking free from this constant submissive mode he was in. 
 
      
 
    Heather woke up the next day and felt…wonderful. 
 
    Jack was up and cooking breakfast, he had started getting up earlier and earlier, and he usually cooked for them both, and a couple of times he had actually been writing, getting an early start without her prompting or even her sexual prodding. 
 
    She stretched. She felt warm and wonderful and like…she sat bolt upright as a realization flooded through her mind. 
 
    She liked the fact that Jack hadn’t cum in her. 
 
    Oh, she missed a good dicking, but she was smart enough to know that if Jack fucked her he would not be so cowed by her. 
 
    And cowed was a good word. 
 
    Every day, throughout the day, she teased him, made him get her off, and even spanked him. 
 
    And all he did was make her more and more money. 
 
    She had a slave…why should she give him up? She had a man totally and truly under her thumb. What could be better? 
 
    She didn’t have to fuck for an allowance, or a new coat, or anything. All she had to do was take advantage of his tongue or use her vibrator. 
 
    As she sat there, the sun shining through the window and making her feel like a golden girl, her mind went into high gear. 
 
    How could she keep Jack sexed up, and never put out for him? 
 
     
 
    “We really need to rethink the situation,” said Jack, pleasantly enough, as he placed a plate with a big burrito in front of her. He knew she liked onions and peppers and certain herbs and spices, and it was done exactly to her specifications. 
 
    He carefully hid his deep frustration. 
 
    “What situation is that?” Heather asked, smiling back at him and slicing a piece of the burrito off. 
 
    “I really need to have a good fuck, to put it brutally.” 
 
    “No, Jack. That is not what you need, and that is not according to contract. You need to get properly sexed up, and write.” 
 
    “But last night I didn’t get to…to…” Was that a bit of a whine creeping into his voice. 
 
    “Fuck me? Oh, Jack, what is the big deal about fucking. In fact, I’ve been meaning to explain that to you.” 
 
    “Explain what?” 
 
    You squirted, you are afforded relief, which you did need. Now, if I let you in me, especially off schedule, we would get all that messy emotional stuff in the mix. You would stop responding to me like you need to, and you would start treating me like…like a wife.” 
 
    Jack was aghast. “I don’t want a wife!” 
 
    “Exactly. Do you see what a quandary I am saving you from? This way you can work, keep your focus, keep your mind undistracted from that messy marriage stuff. Believe me Jack, trust me. The way we’ve got it now, that really is for the best. Now be quiet and let me eat. Then we can get you to eat, and get me off, and then you will be properly primed for work.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Jack could say to that. He was effectively boxed, so he did the dishes, waited for her dishes, and just stared out the window. His body was calm, relaxed from the cum the night previous. His mind was a mess of frustrations and desires, exactly the way he need to be to write good romance. 
 
      
 
    Jack wrote the morning away. He was in prime form, characters spun out perfectly, the plot wiggled and writhed and ended up in good conclusion, and his dick was constantly trying to get erect in his tube.. 
 
    Heather, watching him occasionally, giggled. He had just cum, and he was already feeling the heat. Proof that not squirting into her was for the best. 
 
    And Heather quickly published his work and released it, it was getting easier and easier, took half the time now that she knew what to do, and what the publishing companies really wanted. Then she opened up the net and went cruising. Among the many topics she came across, or which evolved from her searches were: 
 
    male chastity 
 
    does a man need to cum 
 
    best way to enslave a man 
 
    pegging 
 
    teasing and denial 
 
    and so on. 
 
      
 
    And she came across many sites that explained the exact problem She was trying to solve, and there were many solutions. 
 
    And she wound up with as many questions as answers. 
 
    She didn’t want to be a dominatrix, but that leather look was so sexy. Should she wear more clothes and stimulate Jack’s imagination? She didn’t think so, his imagination was obviously already over stimulated, and that was for the best. So maybe clothes occasionally, but the right kind of clothes. 
 
    She didn’t want to unlock him, she liked just getting eaten to an orgasm. But there was much to be said for tying him down and giving him a good edging. 
 
    Should she cut out all porn? She wanted to, he wanted her to, but there was something to be said for watching a little porn instead of the nightly news. 
 
    And there was the subject of butt plugs. She had always discounted the things, but in view of what she was planning to do, maybe butt plugs were a necessity. 
 
    Lunchtime came, and Jack got up and fixed BLTs. He was an adequate cook before this all started, but now, under Heather’s demands and instruction, he was becoming expert.  
 
    Jack ate, but he had a nervous edge to him. He was still thinking about how he could get into Heather. 
 
    Heather was distracted. The look in her eyes was far away. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    “Oh, this and that,” and she made up her mind. She looked at him. Jack, let’s get you really horny…” 
 
    “I’m already horny.” 
 
    “No, you’re empty of semen, and we need to build up your reservoirs. How many words did you write this morning?” 
 
    “Eight thousand.” 
 
    “See? That proves it. You’re usually around Ten thousand by this time.” 
 
    “But I got up a little late because of…because of last night.” 
 
    She waved off his objection. “Let’s get you really hot, and then I need to go somewhere this afternoon.” 
 
    “Where? Shopping?” A trace of bitterness in his voice. 
 
    She smiled. And she thought, if you only knew. 
 
    Immediately after lunch she took him into the bedroom  and fastened his wrists and ankles to the posters, then she unlocked him. Jack’s eyes widened. Maybe his arguments had had effect! Maybe she was going to let him screw her! 
 
    But when his tube was off she merely went and cleaned it. Then she came back and sat next to him and began stroking his dick. She said, “Jack, we need to do better on your hygiene. We need to clean your tube every day.” 
 
    “Okay,” he gulped. His dick might be empty, but it was acting like it was full. It strained to get taller and taller, harder and harder. 
 
    She suddenly left the room, then came back with a tube of red lipstick. His big weakness. 
 
    She put a pillow under hid head so he could watch her, then she sat on his stomach and painted her lips. Her lips became red and moist looking. She smacked them a couple of times, and she could feel his hard cock pressing against her ass crack. 
 
    She leaned forward, brought her face to within inches of his. Though she was looking right at him, his eyes were looking right at her lips. And he was gulping constantly. 
 
    She stayed there for a long minute, but Jack didn’t say anything, just licked his lips, gulped and gave an occasional groan. He didn’t take his eyes off her lips. 
 
    She smiled to herself. Gotcha. This is your item, and we’re going to work it. 
 
    She scooted down his body, letting her tits brush over his. His hips arced up as her pussy passed over his erect cock. 
 
    She knelt between his legs, hovered her lips over his cock, then she descended upon him. 
 
    Jack sobbed with frustration, he tried to thrust his hips, but she had a firm grip on the base of his cock with her hand, and she sucked him. And sucked him. And sucked him. 
 
    Her red lips kissed the head, her tongue laved under the skull, and he could feel heat snapping and coiling within his body. 
 
    Her mouth surrounded his shaft and went up and down. 
 
    “Oh, please…please!” He moaned. 
 
    She took her time, watching him, feeling his juices bubble. He might have just cum the night before, but she could tell that he was going to pop again. The look was in his eyes. The lust was controlling his brain. 
 
    She felt the first surges in his veins, and she let go. 
 
    Jack thrust his cock in the air. He was actually crying, little tears sliding down his cheeks. 
 
    Heather went into the kitchen, came back with ice wrapped in a towel. She placed it on his crotch. 
 
    He howled, but she knew it was half fake. He was howling out of thwarted desire, not from pain. 
 
    Slowly, his pecker shrunk, and when it was the right size she placed the tube back on, inserted the lock, and…click. 
 
    To Jack’s mind it sounded like… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    Back in prison. Back in the cage. Back home, where he belonged. 
 
    Heather left him there, to stew in his frustrations. She fixed her make up, put on some clothes, and came back into the bedroom. 
 
    “I’m in a hurry, Jack, so finish releasing yourself and get to work. If I don’t see 20,000 word tonight I’m going to punish you.” 
 
    Jack stared at her, his eyes on fire, again with the gulping. 
 
    She undid one cuff, handed him the key and walked out. 
 
    Sobbing, trying to figure out what was going on, Jack released himself…and he went to work. 
 
    20,000 words. By tonight. That was a lot. That was a small book. 
 
    He sat at the computer, not even bothering to take the time to get dressed. He wrote, like an obsessed fool, and every once in awhile a tear would splatter on his cock cage. 
 
      
 
    Heather came home late. But her trunk was filled with tools and clothes and all manner of nifty purchases. She left them there for the morrow and entered the house. 
 
    Jack was sitting on the couch. He was naked, as she had left him. The TV was on and he stared at it, and saw nothing. 
 
    “Jack! You look so sad!” 
 
    He looked a mess. His eyes were bloodshot, and he had been crying.  
 
    Heather gave herself a mental high five. To think, she had been pushing him with the simple act of getting eaten out. Oral sex. One day of trying new methods and…and she couldn’t believe the change. 
 
    “I made 20,000 words.” There was bitterness in there, but also…a bit of pride? 
 
    “That’s wonderful, Jack. You’ve been a good boy.” She came to him, bent down and grabbed his cock. She lifted him to his feet. she hugged him. 
 
    Jack sank into her arms like a child into his mother’s. 
 
    He hugged her, and he started crying again. 
 
    She pushed him back a little, kissed the tip of his nose, and his eyes focused on her red, red lips. “Now, Jack, I can’t have you crying everywhere. You need to get a grip on yourself. It’s only sex, you know.” Then she hugged him again. 
 
    Jack held on to her, and he wondered what was happening. He had been horny enough, but now she was changing, becoming more strict, more aloof, treating him like he was a simple wage earner. 
 
    But, then, wasn’t he? In her eyes? 
 
    She took his hands off her body and walked into the bedroom. Jack followed her, his eyes haunted and wanting. 
 
    Heather took off her clothes, stifling a giggle as Jack gazed at her. Such desire, such frustration. She realized that she was going to have to get used to being followed like a puppy dog and…and even worshipped. 
 
    “I’m taking a shower, Jack. Come in and scrub me.” 
 
    Jack followed her into the shower. He picked soap and a loofah and began lathering her body. 
 
    She didn’t do anything, just turned this way or that, raised or lowered an arm. 
 
    Jack was in heaven, a twisted kind of heaven. He was touching her skin in the most intimate way. He was feeling her breasts with his hands, and he was trembling. 
 
    And he had just cum the night before. And he had a whole month to go before he could get some relief. 
 
    “My hair,” she handed him shampoo. 
 
    Jack lovingly washed her hair, kept it smooth and drew out the tangles. 
 
    “Now my pussy. And do a good job.” 
 
    Jack knelt, his knees hurt on the hard tiles, and he washed her vagina. He focused on it, he concentrated on it, he obsessed on it. 
 
    This was heaven, this was paradise, this little hole he was actually fondling, and inserting his fingers into and stroking the insides of. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” Heather had an orgasm. She shuddered and Jack had to hold her up. Finally, she raised her head and smiled at him. 
 
    “Good boy, Jack. Now dry me off.” 
 
    She stepped out of the shower, raised her arms and waited while Jack pressed the towel against her flesh.  
 
    He was trembling as he dried her body, to feel her flesh, it was so…so… 
 
    “A little body aroma would be nice. There’s a spray on the top shelf of the medicine cabinet. Do me over lightly. 
 
    Jack found the fragrance and treated her to a soft spray and a delightful aroma. 
 
    “Jack, that’s wonderful.” She turned to him, patted his cheek. “You’ve been such a good boy that I’m going to give you a reward.” 
 
    Images in Jack’s mind: laying over her, placing his penis in her snatch, lowering himself to heaven. 
 
    Reality: “On the passenger seat in my car is a small bag. Go get it.” 
 
    Jack ran for his clothes. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    “I have to get dressed,” he was having trouble talking. 
 
    “I don’t have time to wait while you get dressed. Just go get the bag. 
 
    Jack lived on a cul de sac. There was only one street light at the other end of the street. but he had neighbors, he couldn’t go out naked! 
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    “Oh, Jack. She came to him and grabbed his cage. She shook it, and he swooned and his legs grew weak. “Is that how you get into my pussy? Do you really think I would let you into my slice of heaven if you can’t even do these simple things?” 
 
    She let go of his cock and pushed him towards the front door. 
 
    Jack stumbled to the door. He opened it. The cold air brushed over him, and he stared out at the houses. 
 
    Her car was right there. He could stay in the shadows, be in the open for less than six feet, oh fuck, the car light…he would have to turn off the car light! 
 
    “Hurry up, Jack. I’m waiting.” 
 
    He darted out of the door, leaving it open just a crack. He sprinted along the row of hedges in front of the house, his caged cock bouncing between his legs. He darted down the fence, so far so good. He stopped next to the car and searched the neighborhood with his eyes. 
 
    Lights were on in windows, but it was past nine, he should be able to… 
 
    Suddenly the front door opened, a wide shaft of light crossed the lawn.  
 
    Jack panicked. He felt so exposed. 
 
    Heather stood in the door, a robe on, and called, “Jack? What’s taking so long?” 
 
    “Shhh!” He hissed, moving his palms in a downward fashion. “Be quiet!” 
 
    “It’s on the front seat. Did you forget?” 
 
    Jack was frozen in place. He didn’t dare risk moving. A neighbor might see him. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to bed.” 
 
    She closed the door. 
 
    Jack sprinted for the car, ripped open the door, fumbled to turn off the light, and found the bag. He ran for the house. 
 
    The door was locked. 
 
    He knocked on it. A dim memory in his mind, I’m going to bed! 
 
    He knocked harder, watching the houses, praying that nobody saw him. 
 
    The porch light went on. He was completely exposed. Covering his groin with his hands and he ran to the shadows.  
 
    He stood in front of the side gate and shivered. He was gulping again, and his mind was in a million pieces. how could she…why had she…? 
 
    And he realized that he had to get into the house. But he couldn’t use the front door. The back door. Maybe it was still open? 
 
    He opened the gate, careful not to let it creak, and he walked over the paving stones to the back yard. 
 
    Suddenly, he realized that the lights were off in the house. 
 
    Had she really gone to bed? 
 
    He tip toed to the back door. There was no danger of being seen here, but he still tip toed. his mind was in stealth mode. Must not get caught. 
 
    The door was locked. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he moaned. 
 
    He tapped on the door. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    He knocked, hard. 
 
    And again. 
 
    And, finally, he heard movement in the house. Then Heather said, “If that’s a burglar I’m going to call the police.” 
 
    Jack was beside himself. 
 
    “It’s Jack,” he whispered. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Jack!” A little louder. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “It’s Jack!” His voice was raised now. Not quite a shout, but loud enough to wake neighbors. “Please let me in.” 
 
    The sound of the bolt being drawn and the door opened. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    Then he was inside, crying, sobbing, and…hugging her. 
 
    She had done this to him, tormented him, and yet…yet she was the beacon in the night. She was his savior. 
 
    She held him, and smiled in the darkness. Everything she had read, about men and slaves and making men into slaves, it was good. Of course, that still left her pussy needing a good dicking, but she had plans for that. 
 
    Jack handed her the bag. “Here.” 
 
    She took it and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    “You’ve had a rough night, Jack. Time for a little rest.” 
 
    They got into bed. He watched her the whole time, almost as if he was afraid she would disappear. He got in next to her, and hugged her, and wouldn’t let go. 
 
    “There, there, Jack. It’s okay.” 
 
    She slept, and finally, an hour later, so did Jack. 
 
      
 
    Jack awoke like he was a light switch that had suddenly been turned on. 
 
    His chest vibrate and felt like it would explode in warmth. He stared at Heather. She slept lightly, no snores, just wonderful, sexy, deep breathing. 
 
    Jack had never realized how sexy a woman could be. Every inch of her was sexy. Every organ, every hair. 
 
    He didn’t want to get up, but he wanted to have breakfast ready for her. 
 
    He slid out from under the covers and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Heather awoke a short time later. She stretched and enjoyed the feeling of being totally and utterly adored. And Jack did totally and utterly adore her. The way he had clung to her last night. Big, strong Jack, reduced to a whimpering, little boy who needed his mother. 
 
    She chortled, then got up and went into the kitchen. 
 
    “Here is the first course,” Jack placed a bagel on plate, it was heavy with cream cheese. 
 
    “Mmm,” she bit into it. 
 
    “I’ve got slices of melon coming up. Would you like anything heavier?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she smiled, “But this brings up something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    He looked puzzled.  
 
    “That sounds so provincial. Could you add a ‘ma’am to that?””               
 
    “Yes…ma’am?”  
 
    “Oh, that’s much better. Now then, you’re too fat.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Jack prided himself on being in shape. He lifted weights, did a little running, and had a pretty good fat ratio. 
 
    “For maximum health you need to slim down. You need to do more running. And, Jack…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She gave him a look. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    She smiled, “You are going on two meals a day. Would you like breakfast and dinner? Or some other arrangement?” 
 
    “I…but I’m in good shape! I don’t need—“ 
 
    “Breakfast and dinner?” 
 
    Jack thought quickly. “Well, I’m not hungry now.” 
 
    “Lunch and dinner then. Excellent. And we will liaise later this morning as to the menu. Now, one last thing.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    She pushed the bag he had retrieved from her car last night. 
 
    He looked at it. He had a bad feeling. Well, maybe not bad, but ominous in some fashion, or at least significant. 
 
    “Open it.” 
 
    He did, and pulled out a butt plug. 
 
    It wasn’t big, and it was flexible, but it was flared and would definitely stay in his butt. 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Do you need help putting it in?” 
 
    “I’ve…this is…” 
 
    “So you don’t?” 
 
    “I…no. But why?” 
 
    “A little extra encouragement. A little something to keep you on your toes. I think you will find that it keeps you deliciously horny. And that’s what we are here for, right Jack?” 
 
    Jack stared at the toy. It was small, but it looked pretty big. 
 
    “I never thought…I mean I’ve read about these things…but I’m sort of straight. I don’t ever…” he rambled on for a second, trying to wrap his head around the nefarious tool in his hand. 
 
    “Then it’s time you learned. I mean, really, Jack.” 
 
    Jack placed the plug on the table and turned to do the dishes. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    “But I—“ 
 
    “Now, before I’m done with breakfast. Or you shall receive a spanking. 
 
    Sighing, Jack picked up the plug and walked back to the bathroom. 
 
    In the bathroom he slathered the plug with lubricant, then he pushed a finger between his buns and lubricated his hole. It felt strange. Nothing ever went the wrong way up his hole. But, he was forced to admit, it did feel good. 
 
    Then he placed the plug at his bunghole and worked it in. 
 
    For a moment he didn’t think he was going to make it. It was small in the hand, but huge in the butt. He gasped as his ring opened up to take the intruder. 
 
    Finally, it was in. He straightened up and looked at the mirror. 
 
    Same old Jack. And yet he was totally different. He had never felt so full! And yet he didn’t feel like crapping. He just felt…sort of good. Like he was being fucked. 
 
    But he was normally the fucker! It was him who put things into women! Now he felt like a woman with something stuffed into him. 
 
    He returned to the kitchen walking gingerly. 
 
    Heather laughed. “Oh, walk normal Jack. You look like a retard.” 
 
    “I feel like one,” and he was red in the face. 
 
    “Well, retard or not, you did good, so eat me out, and then you can get to work.” 
 
    Heather turned her chair and spread her legs, and Jack knelt and got to work. 
 
    He was distracted, but in a good way. To get fucked while he was eating, it was novel, and welcome, and he quickly threw himself into the task. 
 
    “Oh, Jack,” Heather moaned. “You’re getting so good at this.” 
 
    Jack mumbled something back. 
 
    Heather giggled and said, “Don’t talk with your mouth full,” then she moaned again. 
 
    Jack inserted three fingers and began jamming them into her. She liked this, and he wanted to do what she liked. 
 
    He could feel the rim of her pussy banging against his knuckles. She arched her hips on the chair and her eyes opened up. She grabbed her breasts and pulled on them. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Jack. Do me. Do me!” 
 
    He licked, he inserted his tongue, he went back to his fingers. 
 
    Heather twisted and groaned, and, finally, she went off. 
 
    “OHHH, YESSS!” 
 
    She spasmed several times, thrusting her pussy into his face hard. 
 
    Jack felt good. He was horny, his ass felt like a fuck, and he had, once again, brought a woman off. And wasn’t that what a man was supposed to do? Get a woman to orgasm? Was there anything else? 
 
    Of course, there was, but Jack was too pussy whipped to think of anything else. 
 
    She kissed him, then sent him into the computer room. 
 
    Heather published and released, then went into the garage. 
 
    His house was messy, but his garage was clean. In fact, it looked like a car had never been parked in it. 
 
    She walked around it, took note of the sink, the work bench. The positions of beams. She smiled and nodded. This would work wonderfully. 
 
    She went out to the car and brought in some tools. By that time the truck had arrived with the lumber, and she told the men where to stack the stuff. 
 
    Jack suddenly came out. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Just a little redecorating.” 
 
    “Oh,” but he was puzzled. Truth, he was a writer, he didn’t have much to do with tools. 
 
    “Are you going to make your target today? Or am I going to get to spank you?” 
 
    The fellows unloading the lumber heard this, and one of them chuckled. Neither of them looked at Jack. 
 
    Jack was embarrassed. “You don’t have to—“ 
 
    “I said,” Heather raised her voice, “Are you going to make—“ 
 
    Jack was out of the garage. And she was sure it would be a while before he came out again. Excellent. That gave her the time to build what she had to build. Whereas Jack didn’t care about tools, Heather was actually fairly proficient. She had a father who was a carpenter, and he had made sure she understood all the tools, and how to use a measure, and everything. 
 
    Heather fed Jack lunch. She preferred him to do the cooking, but he had been working late and she had decided to jump in. 
 
    She fixed him a salad. And let him have as many slices of watermelon as he wanted so he wouldn’t get hungry later. 
 
    “Are rabbits skinny?” He asked, picking up a leaf of lettuce on a fork and staring at it. 
 
    “They’re healthy. How’s the butt plug doing?” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “You can take it out after lunch.” 
 
    “I can?” he looked surprised. 
 
    “Absolutely. We don’t want to overwork your butt on the first day.” 
 
    “The first day,” he mused. And in the back of the mind was a stray thought…what’s next? But he didn’t say anything. Which was just as well, because Heather wouldn’t have answered him. Some things are best delivered as surprises. 
 
    For the remainder of the week Jack worked hard…with a butt plug inside him. He actually got used to it, but the erotic effects never lessened. Working, going to the store, just sitting around talking, he was always aware that he was getting fucked up the butt. And it felt good. And, though he wasn’t ready to put it in words yet, he wanted more. 
 
    And Heather busied herself in the garage. He could hear her hammering while he was working. It wasn’t loud, being on the other side of the house, but he was aware of it, and he wondered what she was building. 
 
    A week later, on a Saturday night, he found out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    She took him out to the Crow’s nest. She didn’t make him wear the butt plug. She hung on his arm and let him drink as much beer as he wanted. 
 
    He was puzzled, but happy. His statistics were up, she was treating him nice, and maybe, maybe, in the back of his mind, maybe he would get to fuck her. 
 
    They hadn’t been to the sports bar in a month, and everybody was glad to see them. 
 
    Nicole hugged Jack and said he looked good, but a little skinny. 
 
    Guys came up and shook Jack’s hand and yelled at him from across the room. 
 
    Even Gladstone was glad to see him. 
 
    Heather made the rounds, talking to people she knew, then she drank a single beer, and waited. 
 
    And she enjoyed Jack’s fun. It was good to see him act so manly, even if he was sexually starved and desperate. And she realized how handsome her was. And wuick with the wit. A real catch. 
 
    And easy to train. Very easy. 
 
    Nicole came by and they chatted. 
 
    Jack played a game of pool and lost, but that was okay. He was out of practice. And, Heather knew, too horny to really focus. 
 
    So funny. The only thing he was good at focusing on was writing. And eating her pussy. 
 
    And, the night came to an end. 
 
    They sauntered out to Jack’s car, his arm over her shoulders, her arm around his waist, making sure he could walk right. 
 
    “I’m driving, Jack.” She took his keys and pushed him towards the passenger seat. 
 
    She liked Jack’s car. Hers was a Sentra. His was an old Porsche. He never let anyone but himself drive it. 
 
    “Wait a minute.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m driving.” 
 
    She was at the driver’s door now, her back to the door, and Jack was in front of her, holding his hands out for the keys. 
 
    “Jack, you’re too drunk.” 
 
    “I’ll manage.” 
 
    “No, you won’t.” 
 
    “I will. Give me the keys.” 
 
    “And do you know why you won’t?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, he frowned, he knew she was about to ride right over him. 
 
    She reached into her purse and pulled out…the red lipstick. 
 
    He stood helpless in front of her, a foot away, and watched while the beautiful color exploded her lips, took over his mind, leeched all his power out of him. 
 
    Then she leaned into him, inches away from him. Kissing distance, but one hand was on his chest, stopping him. 
 
    “Jack,” she said in a sexy whisper. “What do you want more than anything in the world.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He was putty in her hands. He said, “To fuck you.” 
 
    “Well, Jack,” she spoke slowly and watched his eyes watch her lips. “If you let me drive, then maybe I’ll fuck you. Some day. If you’re lucky.” 
 
    He wanted to kiss her. His dick was pushing against his tube. his balls were hot and heavy. His chest was pulsing with lust. He felt his chest rising falling. 
 
    “Well, Jack? What do you say.” 
 
    And he caved. And he didn’t even look sad or resigned doing it. He simply walked around the car and got into the passenger side. 
 
    She took the long way through town. Into the burbs, around the country road, and she enjoyed the slick way the Porsche handled. She loved the grip on the road, the responsiveness of the engine. 
 
    Jack sat quietly and watched her. He ignored her hands on the wheel and watched her lips. He couldn’t think of anything else. 
 
    They pulled into the driveway and got out. 
 
    He was still drunk, he had had a lot of beers, and he staggered a little as they stepped up on the porch and into the living room. 
 
    “Jack, are you ready for a surprise?” 
 
    “Huh? What?” 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    He followed her through the house and into the garage. 
 
    She done some decorating. On the wall was a pegboard with several whips, leather straps, and the like. 
 
    She had installed a sound system, and there were speakers in each corner. 
 
    But the central item was the weird looking saw horse sitting in the center of the garage. 
 
    It was shaped like a saw horse, but it had a wide bench, and eyebolts screwed into the legs. 
 
    The bench was padded, and curved like a banana, the ends sitting higher than the middle. There was a chin rest on one end, and handcuffs hung from the eyebolts. 
 
    “Jack. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Stunned, his mind trying to understand what the saw horse was for, though he really knew, he took off his clothes. 
 
    “Now, lay on the horse, put your chin on the rest.” 
 
    “I don’t….” 
 
    “Jack. This is no time to argue, or to think. This is a time to submit, and count your blessings.” 
 
    There was an argument in his mind, Heather could see that, but she could also see the pulse in his cage. She knew he was too horny to resist. 
 
    He placed his hands on the horse and laid down on his belly. He put his chin on the rest. She knelt and fastened the handcuffs and secured him in place. 
 
    “Excellent. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “I think so.” He was high on beer, but he needed a harder edge for what he suspected would happen. 
 
    She grinned. “Don’t go away, Jack. Just wait right here.” 
 
    As if he was going away.  
 
    She went into the house and Jack waited. He didn’t hear anything. It was not a warm night, but it was warm enough in the garage, and he was perspiring. His body felt electric. His skin felt like it was fur that had been brushed the wrong way. 
 
    Fifteen minutes passed, then he heard her coming back. 
 
    Click. Click. Click. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    The door to the house opened. He turned his head, and his jaw dropped. 
 
    She wore black leather. Skin tight. Her boobs were pushed up and looking HUGE! 
 
    She wore stiletto heeled boots. 
 
    And her lips…he groaned. Red. Like blood. Sexy blood.  
 
    His cage throbbed, tried to lift up. 
 
    She stepped into the garage. “Hello, Jack.” 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “You’ve been a bad boy, Jack.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Admit it. Tell you’ve been bad.” 
 
    “I’ve been bad.” 
 
    “Good, truth earns you brownie points and rewards.” She knelt next to his head. He realized she was holding a glass. She took a sip, and her red lip print shown on the rim. 
 
    She held the glass to him, turned it so he had to drink over the lip print. He sipped. 
 
    Bourbon and Coke. His favorite, but he still had trouble swallowing. 
 
    She smiled. She had a whip coiled over her shoulder. 
 
    “Okay, Jack. It’s honesty time. Time for you to earn brownie points and rewards, or…” she shrugged her shoulder and the coil of whip fell off and landed on the floor right below him. 
 
    “Now, first question. Would you like me to whip your ass? Or would you like to fuck?” 
 
    “I’d like to fuck.” 
 
    Heather smiled. “Good answer, Jack. Sip.” But first she sipped herself, left more lipstick, held the glass to him. He could taste her lips on the glass. His penis was throbbing so much it hurt. 
 
    “Second question. Ready?” 
 
    “Uh huh!” 
 
    “Would you like me to unlock your cock…or fuck me?” 
 
    This was a harder one, and Jack hesitated. 
 
    “You’re going to make me wait?” She picked up the handle of the whip and held the knob before his eyes. 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    “No waiting, Jack. Answer.” 
 
    In Jack’s mind: he wanted to fuck her…but he wanted to get out of the device. And how could he fuck her if he didn’t get out of the tube? He blurted, “I want out.” 
 
    “Oh, Jack, and you were doing so well.” She stood up, moved her hand and the whip slithered across the floor. 
 
    “Wait…wait! I want to fuck you, but I can’t if my dick is locked up!” 
 
    “What did I tell you about waiting?” And she whipped him. the whip whistled through the air and laid across his butt. 
 
    It wasn’t hard. She didn’t want to hurt him, but it stung, and the thought was worse than the reality. He screamed. 
 
    She walked away. Click. Click. Click. Her heels sounded like shots on the cement floor. 
 
    She turned on the stereo system. “Go ahead and scream, if you wish. The neighbors know you like hard rock. 
 
    Nothing Else Matters filled the air. 
 
    Jack was crying. Not sobbing helplessly, but his tears had started. 
 
    She walked back to him. Click. Click. Click. She knelt next to him. She took a sip, freshening her lipstick on the rim. He could see the shape of her lips, the cracks and crevices in her flesh. She held the glass for him. He sipped. 
 
    “One for free, Jack. You need a little courage. Are you ready for the next question?” 
 
    Jack wasn’t ready, but what could he say? “Yes.” 
 
    She said, “Okay, would you rather have me shove this whip up your ass, or would you rather me fuck you.” 
 
    “Fuck me! Fuck me!” 
 
    “Excellent, Jack. I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    She gave him another drink and another. The booze was already working in him, making him feel gold and loopy. And he wanted more. This scene was too much. 
 
    “Now, final question. Jack…would you like to cum? Or would you like me to fuck you?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you!” 
 
    “Close enough. Drink some more. And congratulations on having passed my little quiz. 
 
    She let him have a long drink, over her fresh lipstick. Now her paint was appearing on his mouth. And she was surprised to find herself turned on. 
 
    She had thought it was a dry play, that she would just follow directions and do Jack. But she knew she was wet. She could feel the moisture seeping out of her, wetting her leather clad crotch. 
 
    And, speaking of honesty, she said: “Jack, I love you like this. It makes me wet and powerful. Makes me as horny as you. I know I already asked you the last question, but one more, no rewards or punishment, but…do you like it when I am horny and powerful? Do you like it when I’m in charge of you?” 
 
    He answered, honestly, surprising himself. “Yes.” 
 
    A simple word, yet it opened doors in both their lives. 
 
    “Excellent.” She gave him the last of the booze, then stood up and walked to the wall. She took down a mess of straps and began fastening them around her waist. 
 
    Jack turned his head and watched. 
 
    She put a small cock in the harness and faced him. 
 
    Jack stared in horror. She was going to fuck him! She was going to put that thing up his ass! She was going to anal-ize him! 
 
    “No,” he croaked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But I don’t want that!” 
 
    “You just said you did. Didn’t you answer questions and say you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “But I thought that meant I was going to put my dick in you!” 
 
    “Sauce for the goose, baby,” she fastened the straps on and the dick sprouted from between her thighs. “And you, a writer, should know better than to be trapped by words.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…you can’t…” 
 
    “Jack, This is what you hired me for.” 
 
    “I hired you to inspire me! Not to sodomize me!” 
 
    “Imagine your surprise when you found out that inspiration and sodomy are the same.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” She walked around to the front of him. “Would you like to lick it a bit? Before I ram it in?” 
 
    “You…I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    “Jack, I tell ya right now, a dry dick can hurt an awful lot. Now start sucking my dick or face the consequences. 
 
    So Jack forced himself to open his mouth. She put the rubber phallus into his mouth. He slurped and slobbered. 
 
    “Jack, you have a lot to learn about sucking cock. Maybe we should put up a sign at the Crow’s Nest. ‘Cock sucker needs practice. Call Jack.’ 
 
    His eyes were wide, but he kept sucking, and he tried to look up at her, to beg her with his eyes. 
 
    Finally, she drew back. She walked around to his rear. Click. Click. Click. She positioned herself  between his legs, and, unknown to him, she slathered a huge amount of lube on her cock. 
 
    Then she placed the head at his brown door. She said, “Jack, I lied to you.” 
 
    “What? You’re not going to…” 
 
    “Oh, yes, I’m going to do that. But I don’t like dry cocks, so I put plenty of lube on it. I want you to enjoy this.” And she moved her hips forward. 
 
    Jack’s head came up, and his buttocks tightened, but the dick was slender and slid in smoothly. 
 
    “Oh!” And then Jack had epiphany. It felt good. 
 
    The feel of the cold dick sliding between his cheeks. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    Igniting nerves and soothing him, all at the same time. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    And his butt tried to raise up a bit to fuck back. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    Heather heard the change in his voice, and she began sawing in and out.  
 
    Jack felt the veins on the side of the fake cock ripple through his asshole. He felt the electrical charge of pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “It’s nice. Right, Jack?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    She picked up speed, and he felt his inner walls swallowing the thing, and they were begging for more. They wanted a bigger cock. 
 
    “Do you like it when I fuck you, Jack?” 
 
    Jack nodded his head, but was incapable of speech. He couldn’t believe the sheer pleasure he was experiencing. 
 
    “Now you know what it feels like for a woman.” 
 
    “Oh…God…please…” 
 
    A long minute passed. Another minute. Jack was lost in primal gruntings. He drooled on the chin rest and to the floor. 
 
    “Just think, Jack, if you write enough, I’ll do this to you again. We’ll set up some weekly stats and see how much you can write. Would you like me to fuck you every week? Isn’t that better than your normal, old male cum? Where you just squirt and roll over and go to sleep? Doesn’t this feel better? “ 
 
    Jack could no longer answer. He was no longer coherent. He just kept trying to push back with his hips. 
 
    Several minutes later, Heather said: “Unfortunately, I can’t do this all night. I wish I could, and maybe we could set up some sort of automatic fucking machine. You’d like that. I also know that you’d like to cum, but that doesn’t normally happen with pegging. Oh, it can, but it takes a while, some practice, that sort of thing.” 
 
    She drew out of him, and Jack sagged. He felt empty, deprived, and he wanted his ass filled again. 
 
    Click. Click. Click. Heather walked to the front of the horse and knelt. She grabbed his hair and lifted his head up. His eyes were dazed. 
 
    “My, my. I do believe I’ve fucked you stupid.” 
 
    Jack said nothing. His eyes were vacant and he was lost in a realm of grunting, spurting, thrusting sex. Without the orgasm. 
 
    She knelt and undid the handcuffs, then, click. click. click. She walked out of the garage. 
 
    An hour later Jack slid under the covers. He was careful not to wake Heather, who was faking sleep and had a big smile. 
 
    The next day Jack was all politeness and smiles. He didn’t whine about not cumming in Heather. He simply waited on her hand and foot, and joyously ate her out before he went to work. 
 
    In fact, he seemed as happy as Heather had ever seen him. 
 
    And, she noticed that he was getting more slender. And his hair was getting longer. He wore it long anyway, but she had discouraged him from getting a haircut, and it was near down to his shoulders. 
 
    All of which made her smile. 
 
      
 
    Jack’s statistics continued to go up. Like a rocket. When he did look at the stats he would just marvel. He was actually getting rich. REAL rich. And it was all because Heather was riding herd on him, making him write to his full potential. 
 
    Yet, he wanted to fuck her. 
 
    Oddly, not as bad. Not since she had fucked him. 
 
    In fucking him she had assumed the definite dominant position in their relationship. She was in charge, and there didn’t seem to be anything he could do about it. 
 
    Of course there was. When the end of the month rolled around he would get to fuck her, but something odd was happening. 
 
    Jack was enjoying being the submissive. 
 
    Funny. He had researched submissiveness for his writing at. one point, and he had even written a little bit about it, but it was always dry and on paper. Now it was real. He was experiencing the joy of giving himself up to another person. 
 
    And he was shocked to find that the things he had been writing about, when experienced, suddenly made more sense. 
 
    And he knew his writing was improving because of this. Reviews had already been left about the rising quality of his writing. 
 
    Still, there was a part of him that wanted more. That wanted to fuck Heather. That wanted to be the man. 
 
    Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on your view, that part seemed to be growing smaller and smaller. 
 
      
 
    Heather was as happy as she had ever been. She was making more money than a whore on Saturday night, and she didn’t even have to lie on her back. All she had to do was get her pussy pleasured, and do a little slap and tickle. 
 
    And it was double fun because Jack was fun to be with.  
 
    But the real thing was that she liked being in charge. Being in charge, just holding the whip, whether she used it or not, made her feel like a queen. 
 
    She was important, powerful, paid attention to. 
 
    And it just seemed to get better and better. 
 
    Every day she seemed to get wetter between the legs. Every day she felt that increased heat in her chest, bubbling up as she took charge of the world. 
 
    And the only thing she needed to do was keep turning up the heat on Jack. 
 
    Turn up how high? 
 
    She didn’t know. And, truth, she didn’t care. Let this roller coaster go where it will. If it ended, she would be rich. If it didn’t end…there were worse ways to spend one’s life. 
 
      
 
    Another month passed. A month in which Heather worked in the garage, made refinements, built and purchased more sex furniture, and she reveled in having Jack try them out.  
 
    She bought a metal cage and kept him in it occasionally. Fed him like a puppy. 
 
    She built a St Andrew’s cross, and played with various whips. And the feeling of leaving stripes on Jack’s butt and back made her actually have an orgasm. Just standing there and striking him, listening to the sound of the leather striking his flesh, and she had suddenly buckled over with the force of an orgasm. Totally caught her by surprise. 
 
    And she had a collection of bondage toys. Bars and handcuffs that held Jack up, or bent him into awkward positions. His dick dripped and he moaned, and just sat, or stood, and enjoyed his pleasure. 
 
    But her pride and joy was a little toy she had bought online. It was a platform with a rod on it, and on the top of the rod was a penis. She would put Jack on that, watch him strain, unable to raise up high enough to get off the dick. Unable to do anything but stretch and strain and try to relief the pressure in his asshole. And the whole while his penis dripping a never ending stream of pre-cum. 
 
    She would leave him in the garage for an evening. Or, if she felt like it, she would put him on the thing while she watched TV. And she would have conversation with him, turning down the commercials and talking about this, that and everything. And Jack would be forced to concentrate on her words, even as he stretched and strained and tried to get some relief from the dick sticking up his asshole. 
 
    And, always, always, she had on her red lipstick. If nothing else worked, that always did. Jack just couldn’t get over his fascination and lust for the red paint. And Heather couldn’t believe the effect. When she put on her lipstick he was like a rabbit, frozen before a snake, helpless. 
 
    She took to wearing it always. 
 
    A whole month passed in such delightful fashion. Heather exploring new ways to bend Jack to her will. Jack willing to experience anything and everything for her, and watching his writing production go out the roof. 
 
    Then, the last of the month, and Heather knew she had to pull out the stops. Tomorrow he would demand to fuck her, and she would have to do it. And she couldn’t let that happen. 
 
    “Jack!” she called from the garage. 
 
    Jack had just finished eating and was washing the dishes. A moment later he came out to the garage. “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “Hop up here. I want to try something.” 
 
    Jack looked at the sawhorse with a gleam in his eyes. She had fucked him twice that month, but he was always ready for more. He bent down over the thing and waited while she fastened the cuffs. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    Curiouser and curiouser. She usually only gave him drinks when she was going to ratchet up something special. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She went to the refrigerator in the garage and took out the makings. She fashioned him a Coke and bourbon and took a sip, then held it to his lips. 
 
    He sipped long and hard. 
 
    “Well, time for me to play a little dress up. Wait here.” 
 
    Jack waited, and stared at the glass on the floor beneath him. He wanted more. 
 
    Click. Click. Click. He looked up, and was instantly mesmerized. Black leather. Heels. Fresh, red lipstick. His heart leaped and he instantly had trouble breathing. 
 
    She sipped, then held the glass while he drank. Encouraged him to sip extra. “I’m going to be doing something new tonight, Jack. It won’t hurt, and you should get some pleasure. Are you game?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She fed him bourbon for a few minutes, then, when she thought he was getting that loopy look in his eyes, she went to the back of the horse. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    She fiddled with his chastity tube, and then, surprised, he felt her take it off. “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Shush, now. I’m busy.” 
 
    She went to the work bench, returned to his ass, and put something up inside him. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    It wasn’t a dildo. It didn’t have that long and hard feel to it. Oh, it was hard enough, but it felt short, and sort of curved. He could feel it as she moved it around in him. It felt like she was rubbing it on the top of his anal passage. 
 
    “What’re you doing?” 
 
    “This is a prostate massager. It’s good for prostate health, and we want you healthy. How are you doing?” 
 
    “Well, it feels good, but it’s not like a real fuck.” 
 
    She rammed it in and out a couple of times, and he jerked with the pleasure. She giggled. “Like that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Well, sorry, this is different.” She went back to rubbing the thing against him. It felt like whatever she was using was going over a bump or something. 
 
    For long minutes she fucked him with the massager. A couple of times she grabbed his prick and stroked it, but only one way. towards the head. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “My job. Now shush up.” 
 
    So he sat there, and the pleasurable feelings continued, and he suddenly felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re doing, but I have to go.” 
 
    “Go?” 
 
    “Like pee. You’d better let me up.” 
 
    “Oh, heck. What’s a little pee between friends. Besides, it’s not going to hurt the garage floor. Go ahead and pee if you want.” 
 
    Jack tried to hold on for a second, but the feeling was stronger and stronger, and finally he gave in to it. He relaxed his muscles and the pee started to drain out of him. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    He heard it splattering on the floor. No, in a glass. Heather must have put something down there so he wouldn’t make a mess. 
 
    Finally, after a long piss, Heather slapped his ass and took the massager out of him. “There you go. All done.” She put the chastity tube back on him, funny, it wasn’t difficult to get it over his dick, like normal. But, that certainly wasn’t a big deal. 
 
    Jack was sort of confused. Horny wise, it didn’t compare to some of the sessions he had had. 
 
    But he did feel pretty good. Sort of loosy goosy. 
 
    She undid the cuffs and told him to go shower and get ready for bed. 
 
    She followed him in, smiling in a most secretive manner. 
 
    They went to sleep. Him, for a change, not feeling very horny. but he wasn’t worried. A couple of hours from now, midnight, he would likely wake up, and then…then he would finally get to fuck Heather. 
 
    And though there was a part of him that didn’t want to, didn’t want to upset the submissive balance of power, he was going to. He had waited a month. Two months, actually, and, at last, he was going to put his dick in her and squirt. 
 
    And he knew that that would make him feel manly. He was going to feel like a man again. 
 
    Heather scrubbed him for a change. She smiled a lot, and cleaned his body thoroughly. 
 
    He grinned. “Making sure I’m clean enough to fuck you?” 
 
    “Something like that,” and she just smiled her Cheshire grin and toweled him off. then they got into bed. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, about 12:30, Jack’s eyes opened wide. He was so full of energy, felt so good, that his awake state even woke up Heather. He could feel her eyes blink open. 
 
    She turned to him in the darkness. “Is it time?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. The key.” 
 
    She had taken to wearing the key on a necklace, and she inserted the key and turned. Like that, Jack was free. His dick grew big, massive, and his grin was like a headlight in the dim light. 
 
    She kissed him. And he kissed her. Like a man, taking charge. 
 
    He fondled her breasts, just a touch rough, like a man. 
 
    He sucked her nipples, pulling hard, like a man. 
 
    He felt like howling. He couldn’t stop grinning, and he positioned herself above him. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Fire when ready,” and there was something of a giggle in her tones. He frowned, but drove downward. 
 
    Her pussy was every bit as delicious as he thought it would be. It was warm, and slithery with moistness. The sensation of skin on skin almost made him swoon. 
 
    She groaned. He was big, and she liked that, and she had been looking forward to a good dicking. 
 
    He drove it in and pulled it out. Proud. Like a man. 
 
    She lay under him, felt his weight, was submissive, like a woman…but not quite. Something in her smile…some secret in her eyes… 
 
    Jack frowned, he knew something was happening that he didn’t get, but his dick was in her, and he couldn’t be denied. He began to slam into her. He was like a jackhammer, pushing that big dick in and out. 
 
    She groaned and moaned, and it was every bit as good…it was great…it filled her up. 
 
    And he fucked and fucked, had his way, penetrated her, treated he like a bitch…in a kind way. 
 
    And she began to respond. She arched her back and groaned, and came. 
 
    “Oh…fuck! You’re good!” 
 
    He grinned. He had done his duty, now it was time to relieve himself. He thrust and thrust, pushing her hard into the mattress, but the orgasm was long in cuming. He grunted, and worked harder. 
 
    Heather came again. A big O. A hip spasming, arched back cum that drove sense out of her eyes. 
 
    Then she came down, and Jack was still pistoning into her. 
 
    Just like he was a writing machine, he was now a fucking machine. 
 
    He grunted, and sweat poured off him, but he couldn’t reach the trigger point. 
 
    Heather orgasmed again. A smaller one. And she held on and bit him. 
 
    And he worked and worked and worked…and nothing happened. 
 
    “What’s…what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Shut up and fuck me, Jack. Be a man!” 
 
    He tried, nobody ever tried harder, but she kept cuming and cuming, and the big orgasm kept eluding him. 
 
    Finally, he rolled off her. He was exhausted. his muscles hurt, and he didn’t feel like a man. In fact, he felt like a failure. He couldn’t spill his seed. He wasn’t able to complete the act. What was happening to him? 
 
    “Are you all done?” 
 
    Jack felt a sob deep in his throat, and he simply nodded. He had failed. He wasn’t a man. She was still in charge. 
 
    “I’m going to lock you up again.” 
 
    Jack nodded, and the sob seeped out. He had failed. He was no good.  
 
    Now that he had given up his dick shrank quickly, and she locked the chastity on him, then lay back and sighed. “That was spectacular. Jack. You really have a tremendous dick. We must really do this more often.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” His voice revealed his despair. 
 
    “Fuck like this.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    He turned his head to her. She was on her side, on an elbow, smiling at him. 
 
    “But you are going to be hornier than you have ever been tomorrow. And you will be extra productive.” 
 
    “But…what? What aren’t you telling me? What did you do?” 
 
    “This evening, on the horse? I drained you.” 
 
    “Drained? What does that mean?” 
 
    “I stimulated your prostate, and the prostate pushed semen out of your dick. When this happens it doesn’t go out with a bang, it just feels like peeing. When you peed you lost your juice, and your ability to cum again for a day. Maybe if you had waited until morning, maybe then, but maybe not even then. I mean, I got a LOT of semen out of you Jack.” 
 
    “A whole month’s worth.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Jack turned his head and stared at the ceiling. He was a lost man. Not a man. He had been outmaneuvered. She had fucked him, and hadn’t even used a dick. Once again she was dominant, and he was submissive. 
 
    “Are you mad, Jack.” 
 
    Resigned, he said, “No.” But there was an ineffable sadness in his voice. 
 
    “Oh, Jack,” she reached over and played with his nipple. “I know it’s hard for you. But this is what you hired me to do. Is it bad that I’m so good at my job?” 
 
    “No.” Simple. Sad. Resigned. 
 
    Submitted. 
 
    “But don’t worry. you’re going to get your big cum. It’s just not going to be in my pussy.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “Oh, no. That treasure is something you must keep wanting. Maybe on my deathbed, when I’m eighty years old and too old to care, as I expire you can slip that big dick into me and squirt your brains out. But, until then, I am something you want, and will always be so close to getting, and you will work for me. 
 
    Jack thought about that for a while. Then he asked, “What about this big cum you were talking about?” 
 
    “It’s almost your birthday. On your birthday you’re going to cum. Maybe I’ll have you jack off. Maybe I’ll jack you off.” She giggled. “I’ve even thought about a blow job. Would you like my red lips sucking on your cock until you blow your brains out?” 
 
    He sighed. Defeated, but somehow energized. What she was saying, it was bringing him up, sort of. 
 
    But outside of your birthday and Christmas, I’m going to fuck your ass, and drain you right before the new month.” 
 
    She rolled on top of him then. Like she was riding him, except that his cock was firmly caged. Her buns sat on the cage and he felt her warmth, he felt her pussy grinding on him. 
 
    “Would you like that, Jack? Would you like to be drained monthly? And then experience my pussy like you did tonight? I mean, you are a hell of a fuck, Jack. I must have had a half a dozen orgasms. And it was all you. So…do you like what I’m telling you? Are you going to look forward to being drained, and then fucked, and never really accomplishing the fuck yourself? Well, Jack?” 
 
    After a long minute, a minute in which she played with his nipples, he murmured, “I guess.” 
 
    And Heather leaned down and kissed him, softly, slowly, and thoroughly. And Jack…he loved it. 
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    I think it is important to give an author high ratings, it is encouragement, and makes the system work. On the other hand, if you don’t have something nice to say about somebody, best to just let them be. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World!… 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels coming soon!

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ (30,000 words) Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Emasculation Project ~ (27,000 words) Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ (24,000 words) Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, female dominance, male submission, tease and deny, supernatural sex, gender transformation, crossdressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Feminization Games ~ (35,000 words) Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ (31,000 words) Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Woman Unleashed ~ (22,000 words) Talia was a politician. She was a power player who knew how to use people. Then she met Roger. 
 
    Roger was raised in a monastery. He lived a spiritual life of giving. Then he met Talia. 
 
    Two people, a power exchange of spiritual magnitude, and a journey to love and beyond. 
 
      
 
    This book has female led relationships, power exchange, feminization, orgasm denial, cross dressing, pegging, gender transformation 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ (34,000 words) Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Was Feminized by the FBI ~  (12,000 words) serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman and explore the heart of the transgender community in San Francisco. His/her handler, FBI agent Shipps, finds herself compromised and confused by all the gender shenanigans. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
      
 
    This story has breast growth, feminization, transgender, cross dressing, pegging, chastity belt, submission 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Bank Robber Became a Lady ~ (10,000 words) Kimberly is holding $10,000 when her bank is robbed, and she is taken hostage. Then she finds out the bank robber is her ex-boyfriend! 
 
    She still loves him, and now she has to get him out of the mess he has created, but there’s only one way. Tommy’s about to become a woman! 
 
      
 
    This story has forced feminization, cross dressing, lots of sex and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Stepforth Husband ~ (46,000 words) Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics compan. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ (28,000 words)  Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world. 
 
    This book has female supremacy, forced feminization, gender transformation, hormones, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Gave My Man Boobs ~ (11,400 words) Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get? 
 
      
 
    This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ (22,000 words) 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? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lactating Man ~ (15,000 words) Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Sexual Edge ~ (10,500 words) Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson was going to be champ. Then he met a girl who took him apart. Now she’s offering to put him back together…can he trust her? 
 
      
 
    This story has male chastity, bondage, orgasm denial, chastity device, teasing and denial, erotic punishment, submission, and more. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    Revenge of the Lactating Babes ~ (10,250 words) Joe was obsessed with boobs, and he gave his wife a drug that would make hers bigger. Joe’s wife finds out, and decides to give Joe his own set of boobs. Yikes! 
 
      
 
    This story contains feminization, cross dressing, breast growth, chemical castration, non consensual transgender, orgasm denial, power exchange. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Was Feminized ByThe FBI ~ (12,000 words) A serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman. This compromises his handler, FBI agent Shipps. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
    This story has breast growth, feminization, transgender, cross dressing, pegging, chastity belt, submission 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    COVID Feminized My Husband ~ (10,500 words) Tammi has a weight problem. Chuck has a cheating problem. 
 
    Together they have a Covid problem, but they don’t know it. They are about to enter the perfect storm of sexual chemistry. 
 
    This story contains female domination, forced transgender, crossdressing, pegging, cheating husband, breast growth, strap on sex 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Man Caught ~ This book is part one of an ongoing series as Johnny and Janet are forced to explore the terror and degradation of a secret sex society! 
 
    Janet has a mysterious job. Johnny follows her one night. He gets caught by the members of a very special club. Now Johnny and Janet have to join the club. And the things they have to do will change them forever! 
 
    This book contains feminization, chastity, bondage, humiliation, pubic exposure, submission, orgasm denial, male chastity, forced feminization. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Witch Feminized Me ~ Liam is a nice guy, who helps a witch, who helps him. Now Liam is changing into a woman, it’s going to to happen in ten days. Will Liam be able to fight the curse? Or does he want to? 
 
      
 
      
 
    This book contains feminization, gender transformation, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, forced-bi, shrunken manhood. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    Nine to Five Feminism ~ Jackson Rand is a mean boss, he takes away everybody’s Christmas bonus. What he doesn’t know is that three of his workers, Ann, June and Mia, are coming for him. They know his secrets, and they are going to make him a different person. A real different person. 
 
    Will Jackson survive the wrath of three women? 
 
    This book contains forced feminization, male chastity, bondage, bdsm, crossdressing, submission, female domination. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Were-Fem ~ Rodney was a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney ends up being cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon. 
 
      
 
    This book contains supernatural sex book, erotic punishment, gender transformation short story, forced transgender, demon sex, blackmail, deals with the devil. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Breaking Jack ~ (40,000) Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ (35,000 words) Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~ (35,000 words) The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ (9,000 words) Two novelettes for the price of one. 
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on the Internet. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…

  

 
   
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
    (109,000 words) 
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Banned by Amazon…available on the Internet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Write Feminist’ 
 
    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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