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Author’s Note

First, forgive me, but I replaced ‘Pussy Boy’ with ‘Pooter Boy.’ Same meaning, but more acceptable by those who filter words for a living.

This is the third installment of the ‘I was a Sex Slave’ series.

Roger, who cheated on his wife, is being made into a better man. If a man comes with breasts and make up and lingerie and all that sort of thing.

He lives in a pink house and women come and take advantage of him.

Have you ever heard of a ‘pear of anguish?

And he’s been given a shot, so he can’t get a boner, but he sure can get horny!

Slowly, he realizes what is wife is doing, what she is turning him into.

Will he be able to resist?

Does he want to?

Only the pussy boy knows for sure.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Roger sat on a large, folding chair, one used for exams.

Shannon sat in a regular chair, and the doctor sat on a swivel.

He was a young doctor, probably fresh out of med school, ready to tackle the world.

Unfortunately, he didn’t figure the world as being like Roger.

Roger had his pants down. He wasn’t wearing BVDs, he had elected to go commando to see the doctor for his weenie.

“I don’t understand, Roger. How did you injure your penis?

“Well, uh…” His face was flaming red. Any redder and it would catch on fire.

“It’s difficult to treat you if you won’t tell me what’s wrong and how it happened.”

Shannon was enjoying his quandary. After all, it wasn’t her penis. “Tell him.”

He looked at her, his heart sank lower, and he began to mumble out his story.

“I was…uh…my penis, I mean…was stuck through a hole in the wall.”

The doctor blinked.

“It was cold, and I…I went to sleep…and that’s how I damaged my penis.”

By the end his voice was about as loud as a mouse’s fart. A small mouse.

The doctor tried to keep a straight face. And he managed. Sort of.

His lips were trembling, he was holding Roger’s penis and he looked down at it and grabbed control of himself.

Shannon snickered, which didn’t help matters.

“So it got…frozen. And…bent.” He was blinking and he gulped and his chin was quivering. “And…pulled on.”

“So…can I be cured?”

“And then you couldn’t have an orgasm.”

“That’s right. Please, tell me it’s going to be all right.”

“We’re going to have to take X-rays. I can tell you more after that. And it’s been erect ever since then?

Roger nodded.

“Okay. Let me request an X-ray, and, uh, an ultrasound. “

“An ultra sound?”

“Yes. We’re talking soft tissue. I mean, I know it’s hard, but the blood…uh…it makes your dick hard. Soft tissue. Hard.”

Trying so hard not to laugh he was fumbling his words. He stood up, his mouth shaking, and smiled and left the room.

And that was the way the day went.

Nurses giving him side glances and snickering.

Shannon asking if the X-ray technician had a small enough X-ray plate.

The ultra sound person, who was a young girl, rubbing gel onto his hard penis and working the ultra sound tool over his tool.

His face was permanently red. He spoke in a humiliated whisper, and he wished he was home.

Even in his little, pink home.

Anything was better than this…this…hospital!

But, in spite of his mortification, the tests were done, and the results came in, and the doctor was meeting with them again.

Fortunately, the doctor had had some time to get over his laughing jag, and he spoke in a straightforward manner.

“Well, Roger, we have a couple of problems.”

“What is it, Doc.”

Shannon watched the doctor and wondered if he was good at eating pussy.

“First, I’d like to know why your hormone levels are so high.”

“They are?”

The doctor tilted his head in puzzlement. “You must have noticed…you’re getting breasts, your face is changing, your skin is soft, everything about you is screaming hormones.”

“But—“

“My husband is transitioning.”

Roger jerked his head around, dropped his jaw, and stared at Shannon.

“You might as well tell him, dear. He takes hormones every day to increase his estrogen.”

Roger was totally out of it now. Things were becoming clearer. The way his chest and his hips were becoming…plumper. The changes, his loss of muscle mass, everything.

But the shock of his wife saying this rendered him speechless.

“Oh, that explains it,” The doctor didn’t seem unnerved by this admission. Roger realized that he must see lots of…of transgenders. Or shemales. Or whatever they were called.

“So what’s wrong with my husband’s penis?”

“He’s got a blood clot.”

The doctor hung an X-ray on a white screen and pointed with his finger.

The X-ray was large, and it made Roger’s penis look large.

“The clot is right here. Right in front of the prostate.”

Shannon turned to Roger. “Raise your legs.”

He moved, a reaction, but slowly. Shannon grabbed a leg and lifted. She pointed at a place between his balls and his asshole.

“Right there.”

“Well, a little behind that.” He grabbed Roger’s dingus, which had flopped down into the way. He lifted it up and touched a point of skin near the perineum. “Right here, actually.”

Riger jerked. He was having trouble sitting up the way they were lifting him.

She grabbed his balls and hefted them and he went back on the exam chair. “Right there.”

“Exactly.”

“Not there,” she touched his asshole.

“Oh, no. Over the perineum.”

They let go of his package and Roger struggled to sit up again. He was totally red, but they didn’t seem to notice.

“So what do we do about this clot.”

“Not much, I’m afraid.”

“Can’t you operate?”

“Certainly. But we’d have to slice right down the middle of his penis. We can’t go through the perineum or that area. We’d risk too much damage to the prostate. And his anus…out of the question. He wouldn't be able to poop for months.”

Shannon nodded. “I understand. Better his penis than his ability to pass urine or poop.”

Roger translated the polite language. If they went through the perineum he would risk losing his prostate, and that had to do with his ability to pee. If they went through his penis, cut right through it, it might get…messy.

“So what are you going to do?”

The doctor faced him. He was arranging his white gown, and Shannon was smiling. The doctor, in talking intimately with her about penises and stuff, was getting excited. “You’re going to have to have no erections for a month.”

“No…” Roger looked down at his swollen member. No way that was going down. “…boners.”

“Don’t sound so dubious, Roger. We’ll give you an antiandrogenic drug called Medroxyprogesterone acetate, or MPA. We can tailor it to a couple of months, maybe a month, and…you won’t even have to think about it.”             

“Not think about my…dick?”

Shannon smothered a snicker.

“We’ll also give you some medicine to thin your blood, reduce the blood clot and eventually eliminate it all together.” Then he turned to Shannon. He seemed to recognize that she was the one who was making the decisions here. “This brings us to some good news.”

“At last,” breathed Roger.

“MPA is a female hormone. It will supercharge, for lack of a better word, your husband’s transition. I’ve also got other drugs that might be better for him, considering his condition.”

“That would be wonderful,” Shannon cooed.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Roger.

Of course, there are some side effects.”

“Of course,” whimpered Roger under his breath.

“What kind of effects?”

“He will have an adverse psychological reaction to the increased estrogen in his blood.”

“Which means?”

“He is going to be very excited. He won’t be able to get erect, but he is going to want…uh…he’ll be very sexually excited.”

Shannon smiled. “That’s okay.”

The doctor began writing prescriptions, and he was wondering: why does this idiot want to be a woman? Can’t he see how gorgeous his wife is?

And so the exam ended, Roger was given several shots to boost him on his way, and he and Shannon headed for home.

“I guess that lets me out of this year long plan of yours,” commented Roger. His heart was pounding from the shots they had given him. Also, his penis was already starting to feel not so hard.             

“Why on earth would you think that?” Shannon looked at him quizzically.

“Well, I can’t have sex with a limp weenie. No point in locking it up. And I can’t cheat, so—“

“Honey!” chirped Shannon happily. “All this means is that you can’t wear a chastity tube, but now you have no use for one. We can still continue with your changes.”

“Yeah, what about these changes! What do you mean I’m transitioning? Why would you say that to the doctor?”

“It was the easiest thing to say. I didn’t want to explain how you’ve changed your diet, or how living an austere lifestyle is effecting you.”

Roger bit his lip. In a way, she was right. He certainly didn’t want to talk about having cheated, and his current lifestyle.

No man wanted to look pussy whipped, and…he didn’t want to talk about anything. But… “What about these hormones he’s going to give me?”

“He already gave them to you.”

“He did?”

“All those shots. those were a lot of hormones, powerful hormones.”

“So I’m actually going to turn into…these bits of flab will turn into…breasts?”

“You make it sound so terrible. Don’t worry. I’ll be there every step of the way. I’ll teach you how to wear dresses, put on make up, everything. Besides, don’t you remember the note you read the other night?”

He did: You won’t understand women until you’ve been one.

That was all he could look at while he stood with his peeny locked in the pillory on the other side of the wall.

“Besides,” Shannon added, “Aren’t you forgetting what you almost did?”

“What?” he stared at her, his mind a blank.

“You fucked Celia.”

“I…what…oh…shit!”

He remembered the scene in the mudroom. Him with his bloated and purple penis, in the hot shower trying to get warm, and then…then he had stuffed his salami into Celia. He had fucked her to several cums, but had not been able to get off himself.

Of course, now he understood why he hadn’t been able to get off. He had a blood clot.

But he had tried, and he had had his penis in Celia.

“You had your penis in Celia! You fucked her, and she told me it was for a good hour. That’s probably the only good thing about this whole situation. You weren’t able to cum. If you had…if you had…I would have doubled your time as a slave.”

“Two years?”

“Two years,” she confirmed. “But, fortunately you didn’t squirt, so it doesn’t count as a complete fuck. Just a half a fuck, I suppose. Maybe I should add half a year to your sentence.” She mused over this for a. moment. “But I’m angry with you. This all started because you were putting your penis in Celia, and now you’ve done it again!”

“But, honey…” he begged the rest of the way home.

The year turned into March. The cold weather broke and became merely brisk, and brisk was nothing to a man…uh, a woman…who had washed by jumping into a freezing swimming pool.

Still, it was more pleasant inside than outside, and whatever free time Roger had he spent inside his pink house sitting by the space heater, curled up in his metal blanket.

For being angry about him having his dinger in Celia Shannon didn’t seem all that angry. In fact, Celia came over for dinner a couple of times, and the girls laughed and drank wine and whispered conspiratorially.

Roger, huddled in his metal blanket, peeked through the high window in the dining room and watched them.

He watched the eager way they leaned towards each other and spoke in whispers. He watched the way their faces became heated.

But he didn’t see more because they went into the bedroom.

Not able to see through the thick drapes in the bedroom, Roger listened under the window. He couldn’t hear much, certainly not conversations, but he did hear sounds. Sounds like bouncing bedsprings and guttural moans.

He would go back to the pink shack and sit on his pallet and think about everything.

His penis was limp. It was just a little thing, as big as a pinkie, and it just hung there.

In spite of his limp member he was horny. He had never been so horny. He would sit on the pallet and hold his tiny weeny and just…be horny.

And, his body was changing. If it was changing slowly before, it was now changing fast. By the time two weeks of March had passed he had boobs. Not big ones. But they were boobs. Round and firm. Not just flabby fat, but…tits.

He would sit on his pallet some nights and just hold his boobs in wonder.

He was struck by how sexy they were, and how they were getting larger, and he would flick the nipples with his thumb and shiver with almost electric anticipation.

But anticipation without a hard cock is nothing but frustrating.

“I bought you some nylons and a garter belt.” Shannon smiled and tossed Roger a bag.

He looked wonderful in bra and panties with his changing body, and this would make him look even more wonderful.

“I also bought you some more lipstick. Looks like you’re getting low.”

She had a look of satisfaction in her eyes as she said this.

Roger examined the contents of the bag. Sheer nylons, the kind held up by a garter. The garter was black, sensuous to the touch, and he knew the dangling straps would turn him on.

As if he wasn’t turned on enough already.

“Also, I would like you to do something for me.”

“What’s that?”

“You’ve been doing a wonderful job of remodeling your little house, but I would like you to follow the directions I’ve put in here.” She handed him a box.

She smiled and turned away, and he looked at the box.

It was cardboard, and it was heavy. It rattled when he shook it, and made the sound of…chains?

He opened the box and found a long eyebolt and chain about six feet long.

He was puzzled for a moment, but he read the directions and he figured it out.

The chain would be bolted to the floor of his pink house. In the center of the floor, and it would attach to him. To his package, he assumed. He would be effectively tethered.

“Shannon?” he called out, but it was too late. She had already gone into the house.

He walked into his home and put the box on the work bench. He wondered why she would want to chain him to the floor, but, after nearly three months of following directions he had actually gotten used to it.

It was easy. Just don’t think about it. Go along with it.

And he didn’t understand that each day of submitting was a day with less of himself.

But it was easier.

He took his dress and his panties and bra off and washed them in the swimming pool. He hung them to dry in a stiff breeze, then washed himself off.

The pool was still freezing, but it was nowhere near January temperatures.

When he was done he sat in his house, fingering the nylons, and waiting for his lingerie and dress to dry. He was thinking about asking Shannon for more clothes. He needed more clothes.

In a rare humorous insight he realized: a girl’s got to have clothes!

When things were dry he brought them in and got dressed.

His boobs were getting bigger every day.

His body hair wasn’t growing back. Between Nair and hormones he was pretty hair naked.

Except that his head hair was getting longer and longer.

He needed a brush so he could better take care of his hair. What was that old rule? Brush the hair a hundred strokes? Something like that. And he needed to do that.

The nylons felt fantastic. It was like his skin, sensitive without hair, had a layer of even more sensitive skin.

And his legs were a little warmer.

He went outside and went to the picture window in the front of the living room. He stood and turned and pirouetted and admired his growing girly form.

Shannon stepped out of the hallway and noticed him. She smiled, then pointed at her lips.

Quickly, he ran back to the shack and painted his mouth.

Then he returned to the window. Shannon was waiting, and she smiled at him.

He spoke through the window, a bit more boldly than he planned, but Shannon didn’t take it wrong.

“I need more clothes.”

She tilted her head and was bemused.

“I need more clothes if I’m going to be pretty.”

Shannon grinned and nodded and gave him a thumbs up.

Good. He was getting more clothes. The only question was…when?

Shannon was notorious, in his mind, for promising something, then taking a month or two to deliver.

March was almost done, just a day or two until April, and Roger had been working hard every day.

The pink house now had walls. Real walls with drywall, properly sanded over the seams, and painted pink.

Shannon had bought him a little chandelier and he had replaced the wiring. It hung down from the ceiling, and even the floor was done.

With an eyebolt sunk through the floor into the concrete under the house. No way that puppy was coming out!

Excited, Roger brought Shannon out to see his build.

“Wonderful,” she said, feeling the walls, flicking the light switch. “But you’ve done too well.”

“What do you mean?”

“Now your furniture looks shabby.”

“You said I might get some new furniture.”

“The word is ‘might.’ I’ve had to spend money on these materials, so we have to save money. No new furniture for a while, and…we’re going to reduce the electrical bill.”

“How?” he asked, feeling the bite of suspicion.

“It’s getting warm enough, you don’t need that silly heater. Besides, you’ve been running it all day, all night. You don’t need that.”

“I do! Please! Don’t take my heater!”

“Sorry, Roger. And, now that we’re speaking of it, there are a couple of things we need to discuss.”

Uh oh. “Like what?”

“Well, it’s been more than a month since your last spanking.”

He immediately grew red. His whole body turned red. But whether it was embarrassment, or just excitement at the thought of being spanked again, he didn’t know.

“So that’s going to happen again. But since you can’t put your little weenie through the wall, we need another way of making sure you don’t move around.”

But I can put my weenie through the hole!”

“But it’s no longer stiff. Where’s the fun in that?”

He looked down at the floor and sighed.

“So I decided on the leash.”

“The leash?”

“The eyebolt in the floor, the chain. Instead of sticking you through the wall we can just run a chain to your little weenie and control you that way.”

“But why not let me just run around? Like I’ve been doing?”

“Because the weather is going to turn warmer, and we don’t want you going far afield. There’s no telling what kind of trouble you could get into if we let you just roam around.”

“I’m not going to get in trouble!”

“Late at night, walking through the neighborhood. You’re a pervert, you know…”

He didn’t.

“…and we have to make sure that you don’t become a peeping Tom or something.”

“Honey! I’m not going to be a peeping Tom!”

“Better safe than sorry. I think I’ll go out tonight, maybe I should give you a good spanking, then chain you for the night.”

“You don’t have to do this!”

“Actually, I do. You fucked Celia—“

“You said it didn’t count because I couldn’t get off!”

“I’m still up in the air about that. After all, is a half a fuck a fuck?”

“No! Besides, I explained how horny I was, and how I was so glad to half my dick recover!”

“But your dick didn’t recover. Now it’s got a clot, and if we don’t take of it then you might lose it.” She was starting to glare, and he  physically jerked when she spoke about him losing his penis. Maybe he better just back off.

She saw the change in him, and she smiled. She patted his cheek. “I can’t wait for your penis to get back to normal, can’t you?”

“I’d like that,” he sort of mumbled.

“Very good. Now I suggest you work on that bed of yours.”

“The work bench?”

“Yes. You should sand it, paint it, make it look worthy of this room.” She turned and walked off.

Being nothing but a sex slave, he had nothing better to do, so he spent that afternoon sanding the work bench. He wiggled it through the door to the pool area, got out the sander, and buffed the edges down, removed splinters, and made the wood smooth to the finish.

He was about to coat it with varnish, he liked wood in furniture, when Shannon came out the mud room door.

She was all dressed up and absolutely gorgeous. Her hair was coiffed in the French style with just a few wisps curling down around her neck. Her eyes were sultry and dark and shining with expectation. And he wondered: did she expect sex? Was she really going to go out looking for sex?

She strode across the pavement, her heels clicking, her calves sheathed in nylon. It looked like she was wearing a corset, the way her waist was pinched, the way her buns were so round and her topside was pushed up and out.

He could see her nipples through the blouse when her jacket shifted. Her jacket shifted back and forth with every step, so the edge of the jacket lapels were rubbing her nipples.

God, they looked big!

“Hi, honey. I’m almost done,” he managed to say, trying to look at her eyes and not her fantastic form.

“Excellent. It looks good, except, is that varnish you’re using?”

He smiled. “Looks pretty good.”

“No.”

He stared at her, and his heart started to sink.

“You’ve got a pink house, and you should have pink furniture.”

“But—“

“I’ll pick up some more pink paint tomorrow. In the meantime, come inside.”

He followed her into the little, pink shack.

The chain was two and a half feet long. She lifted it, tugged on it, and smiled it. “You did a good job.”

He gave a wan smile. He was apprehensive. He knew she was about to chain his dingus to the floor. But he was wrong.

She reached into the pocket of her jacket and took out a little, pear shaped dildo.

“What’s that?”

“It’s called a ‘pear of anguish.’”

“What does it do?” he felt his heart sinking.

“Turn around and I’ll show you.”

“I’m…you’re not…”

“Honey. We’ve played with your butt hole before. Besides, I don’t want to risk pulling on your penis, or having any sort of accident like when you were in the hole in the wall.”

“But what if I have an accident with…with that?”

“Not to worry. I checked on line to see if there were any dangers. Did you know that anal play reduces men’s risks of cancer?”

“But…that doesn’t…you…” Once again he was reduced to blathering.

“Just bend over.” Her tone was getting sharper, and he knew he[image: ] better just comply.

He turned around and bent at the waist.

Shannon smiled and reached into her other pocket for a tube of lube. She pushed her finger into him and started running it around. And around and around. And two fingers.

She giggled. “I think you really like this.”

He did, but he wasn’t going to admit it. But he had the thought that he should. With no penile pleasure, his asshole was proving even more pleasurable.

Then he realized he shouldn’t admit it. If she found it gave him pleasure she might stop.

A groan escaped him, and she pushed three fingers into him, made him gasp, then withdrew.

“Not too big,” she said, and she placed the pear of anguish to his rectum.

She pushed, twisted, worked it around, and it went in easily.

At the base of the thing was a little turncock, and she began turning it.

He felt the pear expand in his asshole. His eyes went wide, and the sides of the pear came apart and widened and… “Oh, God!” He felt like he was going to explode with pleasure.

“It’s a form of torture, actually,” Shannon explained. “If I keep turning it will get painful. Really painful. But if I just do it a little, then it feels good and it can’t be removed.”

Roger moved his feet further to the sides and bent a little further over. It was like his asshole was being scourged with pure pleasure.

“There we go.” She clicked a little padlock onto the thing then stood up and inspected him.

Roger straightened up…slowly…and greeted a new world. A world that consisted of a happy asshole.

“Oh…” he said, and his eyes were glazed with a sexual happiness.

Yet his cock was still small. No way of growing and showing the world how good it felt.

He turned towards her and stood awkwardly.

She smiled, reached for his dong. She flipped it up and down a few times, then just held it and looked him in his stunned eyes.

“It’s so cute when it’s like this,” she murmured. “It’s almost like it’s well behaved.”

She suddenly knelt and took his package in her mouth. His cock and his balls. Because of the hormones his balls were a little smaller than normal, and his penis was only a couple of inches long and downright skinny. He groaned as she began rolling her tongue around and shifting his sex about in her mouth.

It was sexy. And…it was frustrating.

“Oh, God,” he moaned.

He had all his nerves, and they were firing, he just didn’t have the erection.

She let his balls slip out of her mouth and she sucked on his little peeny.

He felt everything. It was more intense than when he was full sized with a raging boner!

It was making him super, super, SUPER horny!

But there was nothing he could do about it. Not even a hint of relief in sight.

She let him go and smiled. “Isn’t that great? I can deep throat you now.”

He thought he felt a little stir in his penis, but it was probably his imagination.

“Well, honey. I’ll whip you later.” She kissed his red lips very lightly, gazed at the tormented look in his eyes, and giggled, then she left.

Roger stood in the center of his pink room and listened to the sound of her car driving away. He could just barely hear it, and he wondered: where’s she going? Is she going to have sex with somebody?

Oddly, and in spite of his ‘soft on,’ he was feeling hot, sexual flashes run through his whole body.

Now that he didn’t have a working boner his whole body was feeling the horniness.

He decided to sit down, and therein was the problem.

The pear of anguish did not accommodate sitting down. The turnstop was pushed, and the pear tried to enter him further, which was impossible. The very sensitive rim of his asshole suffered from the edges and pressure of the pear. He needed some serious cushioning if he was going to even think about sitting down.

But he had pulled the work bench out, and he hadn’t had a chance to pull it back in before he was chained up. His old horse blanket and his newer blanket was folded and placed in a corner, and on top of the blankets was his metal blanket, which was the only thing that saved him from freezing to death.

The chain being two and a half feet, the wall being four feet, he could sit on the floor and touch the wall. If he could sit on the wall.

But he had put his blankets in a corner, and the corner of the room was, he stretched his arms out…not reachable.

He guesstimated the distance. The corner was about five or six feet from the center of the room.

He got on his knees and tried to reach the corner.

Nope.

He lay on his side and tried to touch his blankets with his toes.

He could touch the blankets, run his toes over the top, but he couldn’t hook the folds and pull them to him.

For long minutes he struggled, twisting his body this way and that, trying to get to the blankets. He was turned, the chain was pulling on his asshole, and he couldn’t…quite…reach…

Finally, he stopped, crawled back to the center of the room, and lay there.

God, his anus felt good. It was like somebody was massaging his asshole, and…his asshole was becoming a sexual release.

He looked sadly at the corner. His blankets sat there, all folded neatly, and he couldn’t get to them.

And the heater wasn’t plugged in.

And it was chilly.

Not cold, but…brisk.

He would have goose bumps this night, but, fortunately he wouldn’t freeze like he had in January and February.

He sighed, lay on his side. At least Shannon had turned the lights off. He would be able to lay on his side—a little uncomfortable but so what—and get some sleep.

He lay, Shannon was gone. The night was chilly. No sounds, and he drifted off. He started to smile. Pleasant dreams. Pleasant…

The light went on.


Part Two

Roger was dozing, almost ready to slip into the deep sleep, then harsh light dug at his eyelids.

“Wha…” he blinked, tried to see in the sudden light.

Shannon must have come home! She wasn’t going out and getting laid after all! She was…three women?

He made out the shapes of three women.

One was Celia, his ex-girlfriend. She was 75% white, and one quarter exotic Mex. She had large breasts and she loved to flaunt them.

He had never seen the other two women.

“What…are you…?”

“Hi, Roger. This is Jane and Ann.”

“I’m Jane!” said the blonde with the rack that was bigger than Celia’s.

“And I’m Ann. Wanna see my tits?”

The ladies were all dressed to go out on the night on the town. They wore tight dresses that showed off their beautiful mammaries.

Roger couldn’t exactly sit because of the pear in his ass. But he lifted one leg, tried to cover himself, and huddled in on himself.

“Shannon said we could come over. How you doing, Roger?

The three girls crowded through the door and giggled.

And Roger got it. They were drunk!

He could tell that from the way they acted, and from the bottle in Jane’s hand.

“You want some liquor?” Jane held out a bottle of Tequila Ocho Añejo.”

Roger jerked back, then thought about it. Yeah. He needed some liquor. He held his hand out and took the bottle.

Tequila is a unique drink. It can go down smooth, if you get the right tequila, and it gives a high like dope.

“Look at this place!” cooed Ann. She walked around the room feeling the pink painted walls.

“You must really like pink!”

Roger glugged, and glugged again.

Celia, who had seen the evolution of the pink house, and who had been intimate with Roger, sat down next to him.

“What’s the matter, Roger? Why aren’t you in your little bench bed?”

He burped, felt the gentle burn in his gut and smiled. That was expensive tequila, and it was good. “I couldn’t reach my blankets.”

“These things? Here.” Jane kicked his blankets over to him.

He folded the horse blanket to make a thick pillow, then arranged the good blanket so it formed two little pillows. He placed his buns very carefully on the pillows. The turnstop no longer pushed on his asshole.

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled and settled down and wrapped the silver blanket around himself.

“Can I see that?” asked Celia.

“The blanket?”

“Yes.”

“What for? It’s cold!”

“I’ve never seen a metal blanket before.”

Roger unwrapped the blanket and handed it to her. She took it, felt it, then pulled it into a ball and tossed it over her shoulder.

“Hey!”

Celia grinned.

Jane and Ann laughed and sat down one on either side of Roger. They put their arms around him, and Ann explored his groin, and Jane leaned around and sucked on his breasts.

“What are you doing?” he protested, feeling weak from their attentions.

“Playing with you,” Jane explained, taking her mouth off his boob. “These are nice. And they’re all yours?”

Roger didn’t want to answer, and he was getting distracted by the way Ann was feeling his groin.

“His dick is so tiny, and his balls are like…miniature.”

Roger groaned as she squeezed him.

“You can feel that?”

“Of course I can!”

She grinned and watched his face and gave them a hard squeeze.

“Oh!” he folded forward and sprawled on the floor.

The girls piled on him, held him down, and examined his asshole.

“That’s that pear thing Shannon told us about.”

“Look how the chain goes right into his little pucker.” Ann pulled on the chain and Roger was forced to hump up quickly.

Ann giggled and pulled a few more times. Making him grunt and groan and move about on the floor.

Finally, she stopped, and Roger managed to sit back down on his blanket pillows.

Celia had the bottle now, and she took a healthy swig and passed it around the room. It wound up with Roger, who did another couple of big glugs.

The bottle had been near full when the girls had entered, and it was  now almost empty.

Roger was starting to feel the light-headed happiness that imbibing too fast will bring.

“So how do you like it, Roger?”

“What?”

“Being a pussy boy?”

“I’m a pussy boy?”

“Of course you are. You’re so addicted to pussy that you’ll do anything to get it.” She was wrong in her definition, but right in using the word.

“I will not! Besides. I don’t get any pussy.”

“You don’t?” Ann and Jane gasped. They couldn’t imagine a man doing something like living in the pink shed unless he was getting more sex than a male rabbit in a female rabbit whorehouse.

“No,” explained Celia. “The last vagina he was in was mine, and that was a couple of months ago, and he couldn’t cum then. And now look at his dick.”

“It is awfully tiny,” remarked Ann. “Why’s it so small?”

“He had a shot to make sure he can’t get hard.”

“Why’d you do that?” burped Jane.

“I got a blood clot in my penis,” he said sadly. “They gave me a shot to make sure I couldn’t get hard, to give the clot a chance to dissolve.”

Jane and Ann looked at each other.

“Sort of sad, really,” commented Celia. “He used to be a real stud. But he screwed that up.”

“So he can’t get an erection, and he can’t screw…”

“And he still gets horny.”

“I’ll bet I can get him hard.”

“I’ll bet you can’t…”

Ann stood up and began unbuttoning her jacket and blouse. “Can you beat this Flatty two by four?”

“Flatty two by four? Flatty?” Jane stood up and began unbuttoning her blouse.

Celia started laughing, then plugged in the heater and began undressing.

“Your tits are nothing but zits!”

“And your ass is a pancake without the syrup!”

“I’ve got your syrup right here, bitch!”

Skirts came down, and the girls were down to their underwear.

“You’re the cure for priapism! One look at you would limp a pimp!”

“Says the girl with the stinky cunt!”

“My cunt does not stink, you borderline whore!”

The insults flew back and forth, sometimes cutting and sometimes stupid, but always funny, then Celia pushed the two aside and buried her head in Roger’s groin.

Roger was pushed back, and somehow managed to hump and twist so the turn stop sticking out of his ass didn’t hurt him.

But his impact on the base of the pear did something else.

Celia looked up in surprise! “Sperm! I got a squirt of sperm!”

Roger tried to push the girls away, but Ann and Jane had dropped on his arms and he couldn’t move.

That was the first indication he had that the hormones he had taken were affecting his muscles.

“You did’t!”

“I did!”

“But his dicklet is so teeny weeny!”

“With that thing in his butt you probably pushed on his prostate. If he’s full of semen that might do it.”

“But how can he be full of semen with balls so small?”

“I don’t know, but push on him! Let’s see if we can get more out of him!”

Both Ann and Jane placed a hand on his belly and pushed.

Roger tried to twist aside, but their combined weight was too much. The pear of anguish pressed into his innards.

Celia bobbed her head up again. “Yes! Definitely sperm!”

They pushed on him again and again. Then Jane insisted on tasting, then Ann.

Roger was getting sore in the belly, and in the asshole, but the girls were determined to squeeze every single bit of sperm out of him.

They weren’t getting a lot, just a little drop every squeeze or two, but it was enough to keep the girls shoving on his belly for a long time.

“Here go, Roger,” Jane held the bottle over his mouth and the last few drops of tequila drizzled into his throat.

Then, no more semen coming out, they all sat back.

Roger squirmed and arranged the pillows and lay back.

He had no joy from being mouth fucked, except for the incredible horniness that was now assailing him.

The girls sat against the walls, naked, and ignored him, talked about men they’d known and done.

“They say black men are big, but I had this Samoan once who was monstrous! Of course, I couldn’t breath under him, but when he was done I didn’t care if I could breath.”

“I screwed a lifeguard once. He was big as a kayak. A big kayak.”

“That’s nothing. I…”

And the tales went on. Finally, however, they turned their attention back to Roger.

“What should we do with Mr. Mini-dick?” asked Jane. “We came over here to play with the boy.”

Roger was stunk drunk. He muttered, “I’m not a pussy boy.”

“Oh, you are, too. You just won’t admit it.”

“Let’s make him eat us while we talk about it.”

Roger didn’t stand a chance. He was pushed back, causing him to groan at the sudden pressure in his anus, and Celia sat on his face.

“Hey! Urk…gurgle…blah!”

His voice was drunk and made blubbering by the pounds of pussy grabbing his face.

Jane began sucking on his teeny weeny again. She wasn’t normally good at deep throating, but his dicklet was so small she was having no problem.

Ann, giggling, got up and left the shed.

A blast of frigid air made everybody yell as the door opened and closed.

Then the door opened and another blast of air came in, which caused more yells.

“Sorry. I need this.” She grabbed the metal blanket and ran out of the shed. A third blast of cold air, more yells, then Celia and Jane went back to their pursuits.

Jane was squatting, grinding her vulva on roger’s nose.

Roger was gasping and choking as her sweet juices trickled in his mouth.

Jane had his whole package in her mouth, balls and all, and she was beating his dick with her tongue, pushing it around inside her mouth like it was a race horse going around a track.

The door opened and a final blast of cold air lowered the temperature in the pink shed.

“Guess what I’ve got!”

Jane and Celia looked up. Jane’s face was red and her lipstick was smeared. Celia’s face looked very, very happy.

Ann held up a miniature suitcase.

“Oh, no! You’re not!”

“I am!”

“What?” asked Roger, struggling to get his face out from under Celia’s delicious pussy.

“You keep him occupied and I’ll do his nails!”

“Nails! What are—ghlamph!”

Celine lowered her twat and covered his mouth again, ending all queries and objections.

Jane gave his dick a bite, which caused him to jerk and yell, which caused Celine to moan, and jumped up to help Ann.

For Roger being drunk, and having to be held on, they did a wonderful job. They spread his fingers and prepped them, then attached long fakes.

“You’re going to use that?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“But that’s super glue!”

“He’s going to have super nails,” Ann responded, and they giggled.

Celine kept twisting and adjusting her weight, and Roger was kept too busy trying to breath. He couldn’t struggle and breath at the same time, so he opted for trying to breath.

The girls worked quickly, then Jane moved to the front and Celia moved back for an instant.

“Don’t you dare try to break them or cut them or anything. They’re good nails, and you have to take care of them.”

Roger gazed up at her blearily. His eyes were red and his face was soaked with vagina juice.

Celia sat back down and Jane and Ann worked on Roger’s other hand.

Finally, they were done.

Roger was really done. His mouth was sore from eating, his face felt like it had plaster of Paris on it, and he was grateful just to be able to take a deep breath.

The girls pulled him up to a sitting position, and he gave a quick squeak as his anal companion shifted inside him.

The girls clapped and cheered.

“You’re so cute!”

“Look at those nails!”

Roger looked, and a slow shudder seemed to well up from inside him. The nails were an inch long, rounded, and redder than a fire engine on the way to a fire!

“Oh…” he said. “Oh, God.”

“But, look, you’ve messed up his lipstick!”

“We’ve got to fix that!”

They tried to pull him outside, just lifted his arms and one of them opened the door, and—

“AIEE!”

“Darn, his little dicky won’t come loose.”

“Here, let’s use this.”

Celia picked up her panties where she had tossed them.

They moved back into the pink palace and closed the door. Roger grabbed his package when they let him go, that pull on his teeny weeny when they had tried to pull him out of the shed had been painful.

Celia stuck the panties in the rusty, old toilet and began wiping his face clean of the light traces of lipstick and heavy deluge of vagina juice.

Roger made sounds and struggled, but he was outnumbered, drunk, and didn’t stand a chance. He inhaled the smell of the panties, which were well worn and in need of a washing, and the dirty water of the toilet.

Well, the water wasn’t that dirty. Roger did flush it after use, but still…

Then the girls pushed him back again and he again tried to arrange his bottom on pillows so the turn stop wouldn’t ram up his asshole.

Roger was done for. It was late, he was tired and drunk, and the girls had him outnumbered.

They began cleansing his face, rubbing it mercilessly with little sponges.

Then came the primer.

Ann and Celia held his face firm and Jane decorated it. She put on the foundation and the blush, colored the eyes, then did the delicate pencil work.

Roger sat, occasionally wiggled, and let them do their worst.

Or best.

When his face was done, his eyes sparkling in spite of his drunkeness, his lips plumped and painted, they pierced his ears.

By now Roger was lolling in their grip. Still there was n’t much left to do. Just brush his hair and style it.

They let him lay back on the floor and examined their work.

He was out of it, dazed and mumbling, but he was also beautiful. They had done a wonderful job, and his face was quite feminine.

“Did you know he’s been taking hormones?” asked Celia conversationally.

“Really?”

“That explains why he’s got those titties.”

They all giggled.

“He’s got titties, a shrinking package, and he looks like a girl. A real girl.”

“We should talk to Shannon. See if we can get him some breast implants.”

“Give it a month, his chest is going to be big.”

“How can you tell?”

Look how wide his boobs are. They’re going to fill out. I had wide boobs when I was in sixth grade, and by the time I was in 9th grade I was walking like a hunchback.”

They all laughed at that image.

“Then I discovered that I had ‘em, or at least I discovered that the boys wanted them. So I walked around with my head back and my chest out.”

“Boys,” snickered Ann. “They are so stupid.”

“Why do they want our tits, anyway?”

“Boob envy,” answered Celia. “Way back when it was supposed to be girls that all had penis envy, but now we know the truth; it’s boys that have boob envy.

“He’s really going to need some sexy bras.”

“We should buy him some.”

“Okay. Pact! We meet tomorrow and go buy pussy boy here some real bras.”

“Yeah. Shannon has got him on too much of a diet. Look at that face, those nails. Roger could be a real girl if we gave him half a chance.”

“Yeah. Let’s adopt him.”

And so they agreed.

And, shortly afterward, the night ended and the girls left.

Roger slumbered, falling into a deep sleep.

He dreamed he was in a thousand room castle, running from room to room, and every room was pink.

And no matter how many rooms he ran through…Shannon was pursuing him, laughing hysterically, and spraying him with pink paint.

Sunlight and cold hit him simultaneously. He blink, stuttered something, and wondered what was going on. His head ached from all the booze, and his face felt funny, like he had slept with a heaping helping of sun screen on.

How weird. How…he opened his eyes.

Shannon stood, leaning against the door jamb. She was holding his morning meal, a hot bowl of goop (hamburger, rice, onion, celery, can of cream of chicken soup) in one hand. The other hand was on her waist.

She was smiling, be it in a half sad fashion.

“Roger, Roger, Roger. I leave you alone for a night and you still manage to get in trouble.

“Uh…hi.”

He started to sit up, then stopped and looked at his hands. His long nails, so red and shiny. “What the fuck?” And he looked up at Shannon. “Look what they did to me!”

He held up his hands, but Shannon just smiled and said, “It’s hard not to notice those claws.”

He looked at his hands again, and sighed, then he started to get up again, and stopped and made a face.

He looked around, over his shoulder, and saw the chain that lead to the pear of anguish. “Darn,” he whispered.

“How’s your butt feel?” Shannon asked cheerfully.

“Like it’s been fucked,” he admitted. “Can you take that thing out?”

“After you tell me what happened last night. And, remember, I know everything. So you better tell me the truth.”

Roger grunted, arranged pillows, and managed to sit so the turn stop wouldn’t be shoved up into his backside.

“It’s not my fault,” he explained, trying not to whine.

He started to wipe his face, what was this sticky mess on him?

“Don’t do that.”

He froze. “Do what?”

“Wipe your face.”

“Why not?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute. First, you tell me.”

So Roger went into the story, going into detail, about how the girls had showed up, he told how they had ridiculed him, sucked his worthless cock, and his tits. He told how they jerked on his chain and made him lay there while they molested him.

Shannon had no expression while he talked, and, when he was done, she didn’t seem to care.

“Are you mad?”

She sighed. “No. I expected this when I told Celia you were home alone. And when she asked if she could visit you I saw no harm. I didn’t expect her friends to come over, though.

“I mean, I didn’t throw myself at them, or try to seduce them, or even flirt with them. And…”

“What?” Her eyes gleamed as she realized he was about to tell her something important.

“They…they called me a pussy boy.”

Shannon held her laughter in. “So?”

“So I’m not a pussy boy, am I? I’m doing all this to earn your trust, to get back in your good graces, to make up for cheating on you.”

She listened to his whining and her lips pursed in a happy moue.

“Well, honey, you live in a pink house, you look like a woman, you do what I say…what do you think it looks like?”

“But I’m not a pussy boy!”

“Hmm.”

“Please, tell me I’m not! I couldn’t stand it if people thought I was a pussy boy!”

“Okay, you’ve told me your sordid tale,” she chuckled, which disheartened him further. Put your ass up so I can let you loose.

He turned and put his shoulders down—which caused his tits to touch the cold, wood floor—and pushed his ass up.

Shannon placed his goop on the floor and stepped forward, knelt, and start unscrewing the turn stop.

Roger felt the pear of anguish in his backside shrink. The leaves came together and he felt an indescribably sense of relief.

He had been opened up so long that he had lost a certain amount of sensation concerning his intruder.

Then she pulled it out with a pop.

“Oh, fuck!” and he pushed forward and lay on the floor.

“Come on, it’s not that bad.”

“No, but it’s a relief.”

“So get up and go look at your reflection in the big window.”

Roger stood up and looked at her, then he walked past her, turning sideways, almost as if he was afraid to touch her, and trotted around the pool.

In the reflection he saw himself. A body that was more slender than he had been. Boobs, not huge, but getting there, his fingernails, of course, and…his face.

His mouth opened. In the glass his mouth, so red, opened in shock.

He looked at his eyes. He leaned forward and saw the eyeliner and the blush and…his lips looked so plump!”

Shannon had followed him and now stood at his shoulder. She must have been reading his mind, because she said, “It looks like they used some kind of plumper on your lips.”

“Plumper,” he was dazed and shocked and stunned and stupefied.

“Yes. It’s a substance that makes your lips swell up. It can last a couple of days. I like you like this. I’ll have to find out what she used. Well, come along.”

She turned and walked back towards the shed.

“What are…what are you going to do?”

She smiled over her shoulder at him. “It’s time for your spanking.”

“My…now? But it’s morning!”

“But you were playing with other women. Cheating on me.”

“Not with my dick!”

“But you would have if I allowed you to have an erection. Perhaps I should have the doctor give you a shot that will last longer. It’s so much easier to deal with you than with that clunky chastity tube on you.”

“But…I didn’t do anything!”

“Shush,” she said as they entered the shed. “Stand against the wall.”

He didn’t really know why he was crying, but he was, as she put his hands up and chained them to the hooks at the ceiling.

“Step forward and…you’re not big enough to go all the way through the hole, are you?”

“No,” he sniffed, thinking there was one good thing to come out of his tininess.

“Well, that’s okay.”

She left for a moment, then returned with a length of thin rope. She tied it around his package and fed the end of the rope out the hole mid level in the wall.

She left and he heard her walking around the shed. Then he felt her pulling on the rope, and his package pulled up and went as far as it could go through the hole in the wall.

“Don’t fall,” she called through the thin wood. “I’m tying this to a tree.”

He was stuck, his back arched and his manhood was secured.

He could move a little, but not much.

Shannon re-entered the shed.

“There we go.”

“But the doctor—“

“A few minutes won’t hurt. Probably be good for you. Get the blood rushing, you know. Do you have any preferences for the whip?”

Half sobbing, he suggested, “Do you have a feather?”

Shannon chuckled. She decided to use a ping pong paddle.

“Really?” asked Roger.

“Really. Don’t go away.” She laughed and left. then returned with a paddle.

“Ooh, look. It’s got these little, green pimples on the face. those are going to look so good on your butt.”

She drew her hand back and prepared to swing. Roger closed his eyes and took a deep breath, but nothing happened.

He looked back at her.

She was thinking.

“Wait her. “ She grinned. “I don’t know why, but I never get tired of saying, ‘don’t go away.’”

She darted out the door again, and Roger listened to her high heels clicking away, then, a minute later, returning.

She re-entered the shack. she had a piece of paper and a marks-a-lot, and she printed a nice, neat message on the paper, then she tacked it to the wall in front of his face.

 Roger stared at the message in disbelief. He half turned to her and asked, “Are you serious?”

“As a spanking,” and she swung.

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Ow!”

She stopped and looked at his butt. His cheeks were red, and the little nubs on the paddle were visible on his butt.             

“Excellent. Are you counting? Are you reading?”

SMACK!

“Ow! Three.”

“It’s four.”

SMACK!

“Four!”

He was confused. The pain of the paddling, the message in front of his nose, it was all too much.

SMACK!

“Ow!

Then, before he knew it, the pleasure started up.

SMACK!

“Oh.” Not ‘Ow,’ but ‘Oh,’ and he was surprised. “Fifteen.”

SMACK!

“Oh. Sixteen.”

The warm flush of pain translating into pleasure. He wiggled his butt. The endorphins were already kicking in. He was getting used to this.

SMACK!

“Seventeen.” His voice took on a dreamy quality.

SMACK!

“Eighteen.”

He was in his pink house, and his wife was pinking his butt, and…it felt good. Right. Wonderful.

SMACK!

“Nineteen. Harder.”

That made Shannon smile.

She enjoyed the physical act of beating her husband, but she didn’t actually like inflicting pain. Now that it was turning into pleasure, the pain was becoming pleasurable, she enjoyed paddling him.

SMACK!

His cock was stretched out. Small and pitiful, it still felt good. He imagined it throbbing, and it was almost like it was.

At any rate, he had full sensation, and he dwindled away into another world

SMACK!

A world that was pink and wonderful. Where he was a little girl sucking on a lollipop and playing in the clouds.

SMACK!

A world where hate was outlawed and everybody loved everybody.

SMACK!

He ran amongst the clouds, kissing people, hugging them, and his penis was ten feet long.

SMACK!

Well, maybe ten inches, but it felt like it was ten feet.

SMACK!

It felt like he could use it for a baseball bat, and every time he swung it he hit a home run of orgasmic proportion.

SMACK!

He wore dresses and his big boobs flopped. His penis squirted. And he was so-o-o very happy. His balls were the size of basketballs.

SMACK!

As happy as he had ever been.

SMACK!

Bent over and taking it up the backside.

SMACK!

Everybody loving him.

SMACK!

Then he stopped.

SMACK!

There, in front of him, somehow constructed in the clouds, was a bulletin board.

SMACK!

He walked closer and looked up at the giant letters.

SMACK!

He recognized them. They were the same thing that Shannon had written on a piece of paper and put in front of his face.

SMACK!

He read them, and began to cry.

I’m a pussy boy.

SMACK!

And cry and cry and cry.

SMACK!

Big tears that washed his face and cleansed his soul.

For the truth was written in the clouds.

I’m a pussy boy.

And now he knew why he cried.

SMACK!

Because it was the truth, and he could no long fight it.

SMACK!

He was, in his real heart of hearts, nothing but a big, old pussy boy.

SMACK!

END
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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

PROLOGUE

My husband likes jokes. Bad jokes. And everybody hates his bad jokes. But he keeps doing them. Why does he keep doing them? Because his name is Roscoe Tannenbaum. That’s right, ‘that’ Roscoe Tannenbaum. Hollywood producer, jet setter, man about town…joker.

My name is Sandy Tannenbaum. Wife to the big man. And, believe me, that is a mixed bag of benefits and curses.

On one hand, I get to go to all the parties, I am held up as an important woman, and, I don’t mind saying, I am genetically blessed.

What? You thought Roscoe would pick a shlump for a wife?

No way. I won several beauty contests when I was younger, and I decided, then and there, that being beautiful was the way to get ahead in the world. So I dedicated myself to improving myself. I spend more time at gyms than the owners. And I spent a LOT of time and money getting facials and learning the latest methods for staying beautiful. And, I hate to say it, but I am a friend of botox, silicon, and a lot of other chemical and surgical enhancers.

No way I am going to turn into an old rag and get tossed out by my asshole husband.

I know, you wonder how I can call him an asshole, especially just for a few bad jokes. Well, read on, and when you have heard me out then maybe you’ll understand how revenge can be sweet, and whether the punishment fits the crime.

Ready? Then let’s rock!

CHAPTER ONE

The day it all came apart, the day my husband made a date for his comeuppance, started out typically. The night before had been late and wild. We had gone to a party, everybody got sloshed, harder drugs made their appearance, and we were the last dogs to be hung.

Well, at least Roscoe was.

I’m careful. I always have a drink, but usually I only sip, and then only until I can find a way to replace my whiskey with a Pepsi. This is just one of the ways that I preserve my appearance.

Roscoe, on the other hand, drank from every bottle, smoked from every joint, and took every pill. The amazing thing about this was that he was always the last one standing.

So last night he was in typical high spirits, literally, and when the wee hours hit I helped him to the car, pushed him into the back, then drove home.

Oddly, it was a relaxing time. Him absent from the world, the world wound down to the few people getting the really early start to work, and me enjoying the drive to our Beverly Hills mansion.

I waited for the gate to open, then drove up the long drive. I pulled the car up to the entrance, then set about getting Roscoe upstairs.

Tugging a body pretty near dead to the world out of a car is not easy. The body to be moved snorts and grunts, rolls and flings its arms and legs out, and is generally resistant to the idea of being transferred to a nice, comfy bed.

I struggled for several minutes, got him half out of the car, and thought about leaving him there.

If he had been all the way in the car I would have done it. He hates waking up to find himself in the back of the car, but the wages of sin, you know.

I thought about getting him all the way out and then just throwing a blanket over him, but that seemed a bit much.

So, sighing, I went into the house and knocked on Juanita’s bedroom door.

“Juanita?”

A moment while I heard the squeak of bedsprings and the rustle of clothes being put on, then the door opened.

Juanita came over the border illegally, and we hired her. When the SHTF and people started looking around for illegals to deport, we realized that Juanita was worth her weight in gold, and we found a good lawyer to help her get legal.

“Si, senorita Sandy?”

“I’m sorry, I need help getting Roscoe upstairs.”

Juanita smiled ruefully. “Senor Roscoe,” and she shook her head. “Let me get the shoes on.”

I waited, and within 20 seconds we were hurrying back out to the car.

“Senor Roscoe, he need take care of heemself.”

“You’re telling me.”

We managed to get him out of the car, then, blessing of blessings, Roscoe woke half up.

“Hey! I’m being kidnapped by beautiful girls!” We supported him, and we walked him up to the front door.

He stumbled and rolled, but managed to stay on his feet.

“It’s Juanita! Are you taking me to Mehico?”

That’s my rotten, husband. The bad side of good is that he flirts with every woman in the world. Of course, he protests that he is just friendly, that that is the Hollywood way. But I always suspicion…but I never found any evidence. Lots of rumors, but rumors are cheap fare in Hollywood. It’s how actors and actresses get famous, and to pay attention to loose lips is to sink rowboats.

So we walked/dragged my stumblebum, drunken man through the foyer, up the long, winding stairway, and down the hall to our bedroom.

“Hee getting heavier,” Juanita puffed. She was a chunky girl, not in great shape, but I was in great shape, and I was puffing, too.

“Don’t feed him so much,” I grunted.

She giggled. “I just put plate out. He keep eating and eating.”

We reached the bed and pushed him onto it. We had done this before, and we knew that a big push might get him all the way onto the bed. If we were lucky.

We were lucky, and Roscoe landed, rolled, and snored.

“Okay, Senorita Sandee?”

“Thank you, Juanita. Sorry to have disturbed your sleep.”

Again, she giggled. “Thee more I do thees the bigger Senor Roscoe pay me at Christmas.”

I shook my head ruefully. The good side of bad. Roscoe had more money than God after a tax return and he did like to share. He paid people who worked for him well, which was good, because they had to put up with his bad jokes.

“Get what you can, Juanita, and more power to you.”

She giggled, she was a giggling girl, and left the room.

I took off his shoes, then his socks. Pew. He must have forgot to wash his feet. He was always in such a hurry, making deals, producing movies and TV series, that he sometimes passed right by personal hygiene.

When I complained he was abashed, but how could I blame him? He was in a hurry to make a billion dollars. Well, to be honest, a trillion. He often joked about being the first trillionaire on earth. It was a joke, but behind the joke was a serious hard charger.

I worked his body around and got his jacket off, then his shirt, then his undershirt. I pulled  his pants down, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and my hubbie was officially naked.

I stared at Roscoe. He was a handsome man. A few years and I was sure his hard living would catch up to him. But right now he was slender, well cut, and only a trace of the ‘heaviness’ that Juanita had observed could be seen. Of course his eyes were a bit puffy.

Sometimes, after a hard night of partying his eyes were so puffy that I had to put make up on them.

Oh, not mascara and eye shadow and all that, but a light foundation type of cream to disguise the shadows. He had to appear happy and healthy, and not drunk as a dog, if he was going to keep making those million dollar deals.

Though, to be honest, the bad side of my good, I often thought about making his eyes up the feminine way, and not letting him know. That would serve him right.

I stared at his manhood. It was big, and it just laid there, a sleeping slug. The good side of bad, when that slug engorged it was a monster. It filled my hand, and my pussy, and made me cry and moan and scratch his back.

But now, after a long night, I stood there and watched it sleep.

I was horny. I wanted a little pleasure. I had had a long night of flirting, it’s what we do in Hollywood, with young stars and starlets, and my pussy itched. Hell, I was downright wet.

I leaned forward and placed my hand under the slug. I lifted it up, shook it. Damn, if it had woken up I would have jumped him, asleep or not.

But it was not to be.

So I took off my own clothes, put some blinders on so the sun wouldn’t wake me, and crawled into bed. Within seconds I was snoring. Ladylike snores, of course. But snores, nevertheless.

And that was how the day began, the day that started the ‘unravelment’ of my dear husband. When we awoke things were going to get interesting, and even more interesting as the day progressed, and good things and bad were going to come to light, and the devil would get his due. My husband, the rich and fabulously wealthy power player known as Roscoe Tannenbaum, was about to get his just rewards.


CHAPTER TWO

I was tired, it was still earlier, and I was lazing, half in and half out, occupying the twilight zone of barely asleep but hearing bits and pieces of the world.

I heard Roscoe stir. He placed a hand on my hip. He pulled lightly. He wanted some.

But I felt like I had barely gotten to sleep, and it was his fault. No way I was going to rouse myself and do the good and happy in and out. “Go way,” I grumped.

I heard him say something. A return grump, no doubt. Then I felt the bed rustle.

I was going back to full sleep. I needed it. It was beauty sleep, after all, and I was addicted to being beautiful.

The bed shook a little bit more. I was half dreaming now, and I imagined myself in an earthquake, running down the street, the street shaking and buildings falling down. I was carrying something…a bundle, like groceries, like…like…A BABY?

I was carrying a baby in my dream running away from an earthquake, and suddenly somebody stepped out and shot me in the back. I lurched forward and found myself lying asprawl on my bed, blood dripping down my back, blood…BLOOD!

I snapped fully awake then, and I knew what had happened.

Roscoe rolled out of bed and padded towards the bathroom. After a night of carousing he was chipper and bright. “Good morning, love!” And he laughed.

I sat up and felt my back. Yuck! He had squirted on me! All over my hair! My gown! Mother fucker!

“You son of a bitch!” I yelled after him.

He laughed merrily. “Never say no to The Man!”

I climbed out of bed and staggered into the bathroom. I was not like him, I was not chipper after a night of carousing.

I stepped into his roaring shower and mumbled, “Wash my back, you son of a bitch.”

So he did. And he worked shampoo into my hair and washed that, too. And then he soaped my goddamn breasts.

Ah, gad! I leaned against the tiles. The man was hornier than a goat playing a slide trombone. I felt my nipples perk up, I felt the electricity head towards my groin, and I knew that son of a bitch was going to get his way. He was going to get to climb into my cockpit and fly. After squirting his seed all over me!

“You just came,” I complained.

“So? Maybe I can cum again. And if I can’t, at least I can say I’ve been to see God this morning.”

“Jesus,” I moaned. I was wet. Of course I was wet. I was in the shower. But I was wet down there, with my own juices.

“I’ll see him, too, my sweet, little pussy pie.”

“You are so fucking…” I didn’t finish as I was busy latching on to his lips, sucking his tongue like I was going to eat it.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned.

Then I was down on my knees. Could he cum twice? It had happened before. Maybe, if I…then I got an evil idea.

I sucked and I sucked. I rolled his balls in my hands. Then I leaned back and spread my legs and he moved into me. He thrust his hips forward and slid his monster half into my vagina.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. It was an awkward position, and he could only get halfway into me. He tried and tried, lurching and tilting his hips, but I kept a careful position and all he could do was get the head and an inch or two into me.

“Come on, baby,” he was pleading, but I don’t think he really knew how I was controlling the situation.

He was in, the head was in paradise, but he couldn’t get in far enough to do the old in and out. He just kept pushing and pushing, his face turning all red, and just when it looked like he was going to pop, I tilted my hips away and pushed his chest.

“Wha—“ he looked confused.

“Thanks, lover, got to go.” I stepped out of the shower.

Oh, he roared. “You…you…BITCH!”

But I was laughing, and I knew he would laugh when he thought about it. That’s the good side of his bad, he didn’t mind a joke being played on him.

Of course, my joke wasn’t over.

In the bedroom I laid on the bed, legs spread, and played with myself. I placed a dildo into my pussy and played the clitoris with a vibrator. A few minutes passed and he stepped out of the bathroom…just as I let loose.

“AHHHH!” My hips jerked and my eyes were glazed, but I could see his jaw drop.

I surged and moaned and bucked. I actually sprayed a bit of fluid.

Through my half slitted eyes I could see him standing so forlorn, his pecker standing up like a pirate about to board, all eager and dripping.

Then, when the spasms faded and I was left panting and loose and spread out like a flower that had been trampled, I said, “You can squirt all over my hair anytime you want, big boy.”

A rueful grin flitted across his face—I told you he liked a good joke—and he said, “I should have known better.”

“Ah, but you didn’t,” I rolled out of bed and came to him. I kissed him soundly, stroked his mighty machine, then pushed him away. “See you tonight, lover. Maybe.”

He laughed.

Then we both got dressed and began our days. Him making million dollar deals, and me…I had to look beautiful. It was my job, after all.

While he put the screws to money men, and hired and fired camera crews and make up artists and went over scripts with producers, I went to the gym.

While he snarled and bellowed, and ended up with a good deal for all involved, I went spinning, and rode twenty miles without moving an inch.

While he went to a fancy dining car and tossed down martini’s and joked with his lawyers, I went to a cozy, little salad bar and sipped smoothies and talked with my girl friend.

My girlfriend—not sexual, you dirty minded pervert—was Tina Garfield.

Tina was brunette to my blonde. Like me she liked to wear her hair long, with abundant tresses curling this way and that. She was into fitness, too, and she liked nothing better than looking good.

In fact, we liked nothing better than to look good. I tell ya, there is no higher feeling than strolling down the walk, heels clicking, feeling the male heads snapping around to take in our voluptuous curves, our outstanding mammary glands, our red, juicy lips.

But don’t believe me, just follow me around some day and see for yourself. Giggle.

Anyway, we were sitting at a table in a corner talking girl stuff.

Girl stuff is a broad subject, no pun there, and it includes everything from the color of your lipstick to who’s dating Shiela. Whoever Shiela happened to be at the moment.

And I told Tina all about the morning. And we giggled and laughed at how I had handled rough and tough Roscoe, and then we talked about her boyfriend, a hunk who worked as a lifeguard at—a shadow darkened our table.

“I’m sorry,” a voice stuttered.

The woman was standing with her back to the sun and I lowered my sunglasses to better see her.

She was maybe 25, and a delightful, little thing. She had a darned good body, a pretty face, but her clothes weren’t the best. Of course, I’m sort of a clothes snob, so…

I said: “Sorry for what?” My eyes got used to the sun and I saw that she was holding a bundle.

Across from me Tina was watched with a tilted head, her eyes all quizzical and puzzled.

“I didn’t know what to do.”

A bundle like a bag, a bag full of groceries…

“I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

…not a bag…a baby.

“Marsha, I told you you couldn’t come here when Mrs. Tannenbaum was here.” It was Pierre, whose real name was Roger, or something. He was our waiter and he took care of us personally. Now he hovered, and tried to get in front of the woman with the baby.

A baby. I may be into fitness and beauty, but, like any woman, I am a sucker for a baby. Durn things fill their diapers and do their little baby barf thing…and I just love ‘em.

“I didn’t know what to do!” She was actually crying now. Big tears. The kind that don’t just mess up the make up, but wash it entirely away.

“I’m sorry, but you can’t disturb our customers and—“

“Pierre,” I spoke sweetly, “Please shut.”

Pierre opened his mouth, considered me, knew that he had overstepped, and back away.

“The plot thickens,” murmured Tina.

“Sit down,” I offered.

The woman, Pierre had called her Marsha, didn’t sit. She just stood there and sobbed. Cried all over her baby.

Tina stood up and pushed a chair under Marsha. Now she was sitting, gasping and trying to control her tears. Might as well try to control Niagra Falls.

We sat for a long minute, then Tina offered, “Can I take the baby?”

Wordless, sniffling, Marsha handed the baby to Tina.

“What’s his name? Or is it her?”

“Charley,” sniffed Marsha. She had the look of somebody who has held a baby for a month straight, and now that somebody else was holding him she looked lost.

“Would you like something to eat?” I asked.

“No…I don’t—“

I waved to Pierre, who was there instanter.

“Pierre, Marsha would like…?” I looked at Marsha.

Timidly, Marsha whispered. “Could I have a hamburger?”

Huh. Younger than 25.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Now that the young lady was adopted by us she was a customer, and would receive all the respect that an upper crust establishment has to offer.

“Oh,” I said. “That sounds delish. Can you change my order to a burger? Fries and a Coke, of course.”

“Me, too,” said Tina, cradling the baby and rocking him gently. She had one of those goofy smiles that women get when they fall in love with a baby.

Pierre nodded and whisked himself away.

“Now then,” I said, shoving my untouched glass of water in front Marsha. “Please tell us everything.”

And darned if Marsha didn’t start crying all over again.

Marsha nibbled on French Fries. She had demolished that burger like it was the last burger on earth, or the first burger she had had in years.

“So I mismanaged everything. I thought I had the part sewn up, I was told I did, then the production company went broke, and then I found myself pregnant, and…”

She told us the tale of woe that is not all that common, but does happen, in Hollywood. Yes, young starlets come to town, but then they end up getting real jobs, or just return to Podunk, Nebraska to raise a family.

But this one hadn’t gone home. This one had stayed and tried to make it, baby and all.

You had to admire her courage. Maybe not her smarts, but certainly her drive to make something better of herself.

“So you were slated for the lead in a series produced by…what was that production company again?”

“Starbright.” She spoke like she had a secret and didn’t want to say it. Of course.

“My husband had dealings with that production company,” I said.

“Yes, I know.”

And there it was. The dawn’s light. The thought that bursts. The curse that ruins your life.

At that moment I knew it. And, female intuition, Tina knew it. And that was Marsha’s secret.

So for a full 30 seconds nobody said anything.

Tina stopped rocking the baby, as he was asleep and making adorable, little baby sounds.

I stared, put my sunglasses back in place so I could stare from behind shields.

Marsha kept looking up, then looking down, nibbling a fry, looking up, looking down…

“I would like a paternity test.”

Yet we all knew the results.

“I’m sorry, I don’t—“

“Stop being sorry,” interjected Tina.

“Yes, no more of this ‘sorry’ shit.”

“But I don’t know you, and I come here and…”

“And there was nowhere else to go.”

“No. I have no family. I was an orphan, and—“

“So, here’s what we’re going to do.” I spoke with the confidence of a woman who has made up her mind. Lord knows my confidence was shattered beyond all repair. “First, we’re going to put you up in a swank hotel. No charge to you. And while you’re getting room service and massages we will get the paternity test done. If everything works out, we will confront my husband.”

“Confront…Roscoe Tan—“ She couldn’t even finish his name. He was a powerful figure, she was a failed starlet. What she hadn’t grasped, yet, was that she had his bloodline.

“Yes. We will confront. We will make a plan. And if you really are in possession of Roscoe Tannenbaum’s child, then you will never want again.”

Marsha started crying again.

I said to Tina, “Hey, baby hog, give me the squirt.”

Tina handed me the sleeping baby and I cradled him, and my heart felt warmer than toes over a fire.

Roscoe Tannenbaum’s future looked up at me and smiled a toothless grin.


CHAPTER THREE

I had dreamed of a baby in my waking dream that morning. Intuition? Some weird sort of prescience? Probably. Being in California I get accused of being part of the loony tune, peace and love, save the planet cult, but that doesn’t mean these things don’t happen.

And, to be honest, while I don’t spend my millions on gurus in spandex selling tea leaf theory, I do believe there are things of the human spirit that should be explored, and definitely not denied.

So, to explore the fact that my husband had a baby by another woman.

The baby was two months old. So Roscoe had boffed little Miss Marsha some 11 months previous. We had been married 23 months. So he was a cheater, and a bastard, and a lot of other bad names.

What do you call it when a woman is cuckolded? I know. Cuckolding is when the wife steps out. But what do you call it when a man steps out?

As we drove away from the restaurant I glanced at the other ladies.

Tina was in the back seat, arms spread out and sitting like the Queen of the May. The top was down on my Maserati, and she did so love the way the wind whipped her hair in the wind.

Marsha sat in the front seat, rocking Charley and cooing to him, and nervous as a cat on a hot solar panel. Hell, the woman had been preyed upon, found herself on the streets, and had just had her first meal in what was likely ages.

And it was a miracle baby Charley hadn’t suckled all the milk out of her skinny, little breasts. (Well, once they were big, and she still had the shape, but you know how gluttonous little babies can be, right? Suck the nipples right off the tit if it was left up to them.)

“Siri,” I asked my dash mounted cell phone, “what is the female equivalent of a cuckold?”

Siri, stupid as always, asked if that was the correct address. I said no, and the bitch actually asked me if I wanted directions or to make a phone call.

Tina laughed outright, and even Marsha tittered.

“Well, do better, bitches,” I commanded caustically.

Tina, of course, rose to the challenge. She opened her cell phone and googled, then told me the answer.

“It’s a cuckquean. It’s supposed to be a fetish.”

“I’ve got your fetish right here,” I groused.

“Sounds like it’s more of an everybody knows kind of thing, the husband seems to control it, the wife has to ask permission to be involved, that sort of thing. So what are you going to do?”

“Huh,” I grunted. Truth, I felt like driving my precious, little Maserati into a light pole and handing Roscoe the bill, and laughing in his face. There were several things stopping me, however.

First, the price of a Maserati isn’t much to a tycoon like Roscoe. Pocket change, if you get my drift.

Second, it was my car, and I loved it, and what was the point in hurting myself? It was Roscoe that needed the hurting.

We pulled up to my doctor’s office and we strolled into the veddy expensive clinic like we owned the place, which, if you consider how many friends I had sent there for plastic surgery, we did.

“Is the Doc in?” I asked the nurse at the front.

She smiled professionally, recognized me, and immediately picked up the phone and pressed a button. “Dr. Patterson? Mrs Tannenbaum is here. Uh, huh.” Hung up and said, “He’ll just be three minutes. Would you like coffee, tea, or…?” she arched her eyebrows in question.

“No, thanks. We’ll just lurk a bit.”

I led my two girls and brat over to the door leading to the back area. I nodded for Marsha to sit. Tina folded her arms and leaned against the wall facing me. I folded my arms and leaned against the wall.

Behind us, at the counter, the nurse kept glancing us. Our behavior was out of the norm, but she managed to contain her curiosity and  pretend she was ignoring us.

“So, girlfriend. What’s the haps?” asked Tina.

I smiled. It was the kind of smile that could freeze boiling lava in under second.

“Anything exciting been happening lately?”

I lowered an eyebrow and frosted her again.

She laughed. “Would you like to purchase a gun? Fully automatic? Guaranteed for 50,000 rounds?”

“Now you’re talking,” I muttered.

She grew sober. “Seriously, what are your plans for dealing with this little imbroglio?”

“You mean beyond an enema with a ten foot railroad spike?”

Tina grew silent and watched me. I had started talking, all she had to do was give me the silence and I would be forthcoming.

I sighed. “So I find out my loving hubbie has been making babies without my permission. What should I do?”

Tina shrugged. She waited. She was a wise girl.

Sighing again, trying to calm myself down, I said, “At first, all I wanted to do was make him suffer. But how do you make a guy richer than God suffer? I could divorce him, but, I hate to say this, I love him.”

I didn’t say anything for a moment. Then: “If only I could make him feel the hurt I feel. How it feels to be betrayed. How it feels like to be a woman…” I stopped. Little lights going off in the back of my mind. Little avalanches sliding around inside my head. Thoughts ganging up on me and forcibly opening my mind.

“What?”

“If only,” I started again. “If only I could make him understand what it is to be a woman, and to…” My mind sort of short circuited at that moment. I had said it. I had pronounced sentence on the cheating bastard. I just had to figure it out. My half statement, if taken as whole, to make him feel, to understand, what it was like to be a woman…then…then….

Then the door opened and Doctor Patterson smiled out. “Mrs. Tannenbaum! How wonderful to see you! Come in!”

Quickly we trailed after him to his office. Me, then Tina, then Marsha and the swaddling babe.

His office was stylish, done in green clothe with nary a sign of a medical instrument. This was where the close was done. This was where he sold the tricks of his trade. Very professional.

He made sure we were comfortably seated, then sat down himself. He sat down behind an acre of polished hardwood. Not a pencil nor basket upon the thing. Just a sheen that reflected faces accurately.

“What can I do for you today?”

“This is Marsha Carson. I would like you to do a paternity test on her.”

A blank shield dropped around the doctor, and I knew what had happened. I was the client, but my husband paid the bills, and he and my husband, dear old Roscoe, were part of the ‘old boys’ club.

But I, of course, was a member of a bigger club. I was part of the females of the world, biggest damn club in the world, and I had a cause.

Heck, I had a mission, and possibly a jihad. And he, wise, old doctor, could read that in my oh so beautiful face.

He regarded me, framed his words, sighed, framed more words, then simply gave up.

“And the presumed father?”

“Roscoe.” I said it flatly.

He sighed yet again, then he tried. “There are laws concerning the revealing of medical information…”

I slid in, as if with a knife. I leaned forward slightly and, as coldly as I could: “I need the results today. I don’t need a copy. This can all be off the books. Nobody need ever know that you even gave the test.”

I watched his throat work very slowly. It was a gulp. A slow motion gulp that revealed that he didn’t like being the subject of my broadsides.

“Yes, but—“

“Furthermore, while you are quick walking the test to a conclusion, I will be going to the bank and taking out $5,000 cash. I presume that will be enough for this service?”

“It…I don’t…you must understand…” he faded away. He gave his final sigh.

I waited.

Slowly, as if by pixels, he seemed to relax. He had come to a conclusion regarding my dastardly request. He looked at Marsha, “If I can have a look at this little charmer.”

And, as the good doctor bounced Charley on his knee, a nurse was called to begin the test, and it was the beginning of the end for Roscoe Tannenbaum.

That afternoon we sat around the pool and sipped Margaritas. Real Margaritas made by Jaunita.

Well, Tina and I drank. Marsha sipped a Coke. She worried about the effect of alcohol on her baby milk. It was obvious that she was a good mother. Yes, she had fallen on hard times, and her story indicated that she hadn’t been the sharpest Ginsu in the drawer, but she had a good heart and was trying.

“So, what you going to do?”

“I want to change him into a woman.”

Tina spit out half a gulp of good Margarita. “You what?”

“I want him to know what it feels like to be a woman.”

“Roscoe T? The Man himself?”

“Maybe it’s time ‘The Man’ learned what is like to be ‘The Woman.’”

“Jesus. You’re serious.”

“As serious as a castration.”

Tina gave a mock shiver. “Please don’t say that word. I like my men to have all their parts.”

At that moment Juanita came out with another tray of Margaritas. She placed them on the wrought iron table we were sitting around and started to leave, but I said, “Juanita, could you please have a seat?”

Tina blinked. I could see she was having trouble with my bringing the servants into this.

Hesitantly, Juanita sat down. I pushed one of the Margaritas towards her. “Drink, girl, we have some serious business to discuss.”

Juanita gripped the glass, her hand tight around the stem, and lifted it to her mouth. She looked at me for a moment, and then, perhaps because she needed to imbibe a little to enable herself to deal with things out of the ordinary, she took a big gulp.

“I’m going to change my husband into a woman,” I said. “And there are going to be times when I will need your help.”

Juanita’s dark, Mexican eyes grew round and liquid. “Muxe?” she blurted.

“If you mean a man who becomes a woman, then, yes.”

The woman had a fit, without moving, right in front of me. I half expected her to make the sign of the cross and running screaming from my home.

But I should have known better. This was an old Mexican lady who had seen good times and hard, who had raised children, and put up with the peccadillos and felonies of the opposite sex.

Juanita, who had helped me drag my drunken husband to bed, was built of stern stuff. After the gulping and wide eyes and the heavy breathing and looking around as if to see who was listening, she giggled. Actually giggled.

Tina laughed.

Marsha smiled wanly. She was a good girl, and she didn’t know how mean and vicious high class people like myself could be.

“What do I need to do?”

So we began talking about clothes and make up, methods for forcing the transition, how to deal with Roscoe’s temper tantrums, and other bits and pieces of the coming production.

And the pool man showed up. A studly, Greek God sort of fellow,  a little middle-aged, but still rippling with muscles, a surfer’s haircut, and the look in his eyes that told us he was a struggling actor.

Of course. Everybody in Southern California wants to be an actor. Why would he be different?

“Hey! What’s your name?” I called out.

He stood there, festooned with long poles and hoses, and said, “Dick.”

“Oooh, I like that name,” bubbled Tina.

“Well, Dick, come over here and have a Margarita. I need your advice on matters of world importance.”

Dick came and sat down next to Tina. Well, actually, he sat down on the chair next to Tina, and then my girlfriend sort of crawled into his lap and started licking his face.

Now, truth be told, we were getting sloshed. Juanita had kept up the flow of world class Margaritas, our favorite liquor store, the Pink Dot, was keeping us supplied with endless bottles, and I was starting to slur my words.

Well, truth be known, I needed this. Not only had I been betrayed, but I hadn’t partied like this for years. Maybe a decade. I had been too preoccupied with how I looked to have a truly good time. So I was having a good time.

Tina: “Hi, DICK! I love your name. DICK. Do you think you could do your name to me?”

And Dick said the funniest thing I had ever heard. “Actually, I’m gay.”

We all laughed hysterically. And Tina cursed. Then Tina said: “I’m going to convert you.” And we all ooohed and awwwed and pitied the DICK.

“So what is this problem you need my advice on?”

In his defense, he wasn’t drunk, and so was still serious.

“My husband cheated on me so I want to make him into a girl.”

“Cool,” he nodded thoughtfully, not put off a blink, even though he was sober, by my outlandish statement. “Where do we start?”

And so the afternoon went. More and more people showed up. More and more bottles showed up. More and more Margaritas disappeared. by the time Roscoe arrived home, fashionably late, I might add, there were 40 or 50 people in the house and overflowing the pool area. The sound system was working at full pitch and The Doors were telling everybody it was ‘The End.’ Neighbors came to complain about the noise and were absorbed by the frivolity and festivity. Cops came to issue citations, so we called the mayor who called the police chief who called…and the cops disappeared. Or went off duty and joined the party.

And, I might interject, Marsha and Charley had been whisked away to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where they were enjoying a sedate and sober, and relieved, night.

Anyway, to get back to the story, all the people who were at the party, close friends or passersby, were asked their advice, and help, on the production dealing with turning Roscoe Tannenbaum into a woman.

And they all had sage wisdom and good ideas to add to the mix. And they all laughed and said it was a good idea. And…I want to make a point here.

Some of you dear readers may be wondering how I expected to be able to pull off this absolutely stupendous practical joke. And it was becoming known as a great joke. Heck, even though I talked about Roscoe as a cheater, and even seemed a bit vindictive, everybody automatically classified it as just one more practical joke.

To be truthful, they probably had to. To consider my plan as nothing but the projection of a jilted female would have resulted in people walking away, and nobody wanted to walk away. So it was classified as, accepted as, a practical joke.

And why didn’t they want to walk away? Because they had all, close friends and passsersby alike, been the victim of my husband’s practical jokes.

The mail man had reached into the mail box and put his hand in a pile of dog doo.

Our neighbors woke up to find their lawn painted purple.

DICK had been cleaning our pool, and found out that his cleaner had been replaced with soap, very sudsy soap.

Everybody…EVERYBODY…had felt the bite of my overzealous husband’s sick and twisted sense of humor.

So they were all willing.

And here is the crux…if I had asked everybody to keep a secret,  everybody would have told. They would have giggled and blurted, and called the local news, and written emails and twitters and committed every other sort of communication to the world at large. Roscoe would have found out about my plans long before he ever arrived home.

But in telling people that it was all just a practical joke, NOBODY said a word. Nobody could have dragged the truth out of them, not even with Budweiser horses.

EVERYBODY wanted to be part of the grandest practical joke of all time…EVERYBODY wanted a little revenge for the constant trickery Roscoe had subjected them to.

And, by the time most of them sobered up, most of them had forgotten the conversations. They just figured it was drunk talk and life went on and that was that.

Heh. Heh.

This has been the first three chapters from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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