

Emasculation leads to Feminization!

Temporary castration results in a choice!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

That son of a bitch!

She stared at the computer screen and couldn’t believe it. After all his promises. After seeing a doctor for counseling. And he still goes off and does this.

She scrolled down through his history. Porn site after porn site. She clicked on a couple of them and shook her head.

Not only was he going to sites with big tits and black butts and muscular women that give blow jobs, he was going to thoroughly disgusting sites like ‘Grannygumsya,’ and ‘Amputeesex.’

What was wrong with that bonehead?

Fifteen minutes later, after having a short cry, she picked up the phone and called her friend.

“Hey, Becky. What’s up.”

“Marsha…he’s doing it again!” Her voice choked up and the words stumbled out.

“John is? The porn stuff again?”

“Yes!”

“Oh, damn. I thought he swore off.”

“Apparently not. I was just looking at his history and it is bad. All those sick sites…he must be on the computer for hours!”

“Okay, girlfriend. Meet me at Charlie Coyote’s and we’ll talk.”

Fifteen minutes later Becky pulled into the combo restaurant/night spot. It was noon and the restaurant was in business. Fortunately she was able to find a table stuck in a corner of the patio. She staked it out, ordered a couple of Margaritas, and waited. Five minutes later, arriving at the same time as the drinks, was her best friend, Marsha.

The girls were good looking. They worked out regularly, had good breasts, and took care of themselves. Marsha was a blonde and Becky was a brunette. Both had long hair.

Marsha picked up a Margarita and sucked tequila over the salty rim.

“Oh, man. I needed that.” She plopped down on a seat. “Now tell me the tale.”

Looking thoroughly unhappy Becky sipped her own drink and said, “I pulled up the history to try and find a site I had been on yesterday, and all I see is endless porn. Pages and pages of sites. Marsha, he’s obviously been masturbating, and he jacks off to everything from Lesbian fisters to lactating shemales!”

“Oh, my Gosh. But I thought he went to see that doctor last year, to get counseling.”

“It doesn’t seem to have worked,” she spoke bitterly and stared into the Margarita.”

“But he knew he had a problem, and he seemed dedicated to solving it!”

Becky waved to Jose, the waiter, for two more Margaritas.”

“Well, what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. We can’t afford the doctor again. And we need the computer for his business…”

“How does he find time,” Marsha wondered. “He’s on the computer for business all day…”

“He must be porning all night.”

The two women shook their heads sadly. Men. What ya gonna do?

More drinks arrived, and they imbibed freely. They talked over punishments and revenge and justice, but nothing really clicked.

Finally, four drinks in, and feeling a little sloshy, Marsha said, “You know, it’s too bad you can’t just cut his thing off.”

They both laughed at that. They were that drunk.

“Or maybe tie a big, old knot in it.”

“Cut off his balls, thash what I shay.”

“All two of ‘em.”

Unnoticed by them an older woman was sitting at the table behind them. It was impossible not to hear the bitter laughter of the two women, and the subject of their conversation. The elder woman turned to them, “Pardon me…”

The woman was about sixty, but trim. She still had a body, and jugs, and her face was relatively unlined.

“Yeah, sorry. We too loud?”

The lady smile, “It’s okay. I don’t mean to butt in, but I’ve been in your situation, and I found a solution.”

“You have?”

“What happened to you?”

“I found out that my husband was cheating,” she said with a sad smile. “He was going out with a girl young enough to be his daughter. Fortunately, she came to me. He hadn’t told her that he was married, but when she found out she came to me.

“At first I was terribly upset. Women are passionate creatures, and I loved him, and I didn’t think I could live without him. One night I decided to end it all. I opened up a bottle of pills. I was going to swallow all of them, then something happened.”

“What happened?”

“I read the label. I had thought I was taking sleeping pills, but I had grabbed a bottle of birth control pills.”

The two drunk girls giggled, and tried not to offend.

“Sorry,” said Marsha. “But I just saw a headline. Man has period and dies.”

All three women laughed then. The older woman continued her story.

“Anyway, they were very potent pills. I was going through menopause and I was having a rough time. My doctor prescribed leuprolide and triptorelin. One pill helps the body produce estrogen. The other one stops testosterone. These were very strong medicines. All my symptoms disappeared after I took those two pills.”

“So how does that help us?” asked Becky.

“They are designed to help a female be more female. That’s a simplification, but it is accurate. So I decided to help my husband be more female. Maybe if he understood some of what women go through…maybe he wouldn’t be such a complete and utter ass. So I gave him the pills. I just loaded up his meatloaf, gave him a drink so he wouldn’t notice any taste, and he ate three doses of the most powerful hormone pills in one sitting.”

“So what happened?”

“All sorts of things. His butt grew big and round, he developed tits, his body hair stopped growing, along with his beard. His face softened and, well, he looked like a girl.”

Becky and Marsha stared at each other in shock. They looked at the older woman. “You changed your cheating husband into a girl!”

She nodded. “I did.”

Becky and Marsha started snickering, then laughing outright. Finally, they were in hysterics.

The older woman didn’t seem to mind, she just waited for them to calm down.

“Anyway,” she said when the girls were calm enough to talk to again, “the reason I bring this up is I know the pain you must be going through. If you would like, I still have bottles of these pills, and I would be glad to share with you.”

Becky signified that she wold like that, and the old lady brought out two bottles from her purse. “They look like aspirins, and they don’t have much taste. Just crush them up in something like meatloaf. I used three doses, three pills from each bottle. My husband was a big man and they worked quickly on him.”

“How quickly?”

“Start to finish…a month. As I said, these are super powerful pills. But they are friendly to the body.” She handed the bottles to Becky.

“Wow, we can’t thank you enough.”

“There is one other thing I should tell you…”

“What’s that?”

He will lose the use of his penis while he’s on these pills. Those drugs are commonly used in birth control, but they are also used to chemically castrate convicts in prisons.

Becky and Marsha were trying to read the bottles, and the small print was blurry to their drunken eyes. They heard the older lady, but they didn’t pay much attention to that.

“Yep, this one says triptorelin.”

“And this one says leuprolide.”

“Well, I’ve got to be going,” the older lady stood up. “If your husband really is such a cad, well…this will be a severe lesson for him. If he’s limp for six months or so that will bring him around.”

The girls stood up, all exchanged air kisses, and the older lady walked across the patio and out of Charlie Coyote’s.

Becky and Marsha sat down and looked at the bottles.

Marsha: “I’m tempted to give some to Jim.”

“But Jim’s not cheating, is he?”

“Who cares about chatting?” responded Marsha. “I just want to see his face when he grows a big, old pair of titties.

The girls giggled, and ordered more drinks.

How Marsha and Becky got home, drunk as they were, was a miracle. But they did, and they entered the house, staggered a bit, and Becky made meatloaf.

“Meatloaf’sh good,” she said, as Marsha made a couple of more drinks.

“Sho’sh bourbon.”

Though drunk, a small portion of meatloaf was easy to make, and Becky cracked three pills of each of the chemicals and mixed it into the dinner.

Then, while Becky was in the bathroom, Marsha looked at the meatloaf and the two bottles. “Shilly girl needs to put the shtuff in there.”

So she mixed in three more capsules from each bottle.

With the super double potion of estrogen increasing and testosterone decreasing cocktail in the oven, they took off their clothes and went swimming.

They swam, they had another drink, and…they yawned.

“Don’t want to burn the meatloaf,” Becky said. She put the dish out to cool, made a big drink of Coke and bourbon for John and left it next to the cooling meatloaf.

The girls lay down to dry off and enjoy some sun. Every once in a while they would break into giggles. And, they slept.

John had been playing golf. He arrived home, parked, and put his clubs away.

He’d had a good game. Actually hit a birdie on the fourth green, and then he got out of that sand trap so slick the other guys all complimented him.

He smiled as he knocked the grass off his spikes and took a brush to them.

He was a lucky man. He had had that problem with porn, but thank God he had kicked that. Porn wasn’t bad, but taken in doses like he was taking it…bad. After a while his cock actually stopped working. ED, and he wasn’t even thirty. Fortunately he had had good doctors, and then the counselor.

But the best thing was his wife, Becky. Oh, she had been mad, but she had gotten behind him and supported him, and…if it wasn’t for her he’d still be a perverted wacker off-er…with a cock that didn’t work. Man that was the worst of it all…having a cock that didn’t stand up proud. His manhood took it in the chops for that.

He sighed, and stepped into the house, and the smell of meat loaf immediately assailed his nostrils. He looked at the counter and saw a hot portion of meatloaf in a pan…and a drink.

He grinned. Becky was the greatest. She was too good to him. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw her and Marsha laying on the loungers. They were naked, so he didn’t go out. But he peeked, and he saw the empty glasses next to them, and it suddenly hit him: they were drunk!

He laughed. That was okay. He got an eyeful and a dinner out of the deal. Heh.

He took the drink and the meatloaf over to the table. He hadn’t had anything to eat since early that morning, and she knew how hungry he got.

He took a big sip, coughed because it was strong, then dug in. Forkful after forkful of the delicious dish sailed down his throat.

Becky groaned and put a hand to her head. Oh, what had she done?She never drank this much.

She looked to the side and Marsha was laying on the other lounger, one hand dangling off the lounger and an empty glass next to it.

Oh, crap. John was going to be home soon. They were both laying naked, and…she heard the sound of faint music. It came from the window of John’s computer room. He was home.

Becky struggled to a sitting position, her large breasts touched her knees on the low patio furniture. She leaned over and shook her friend. “Hey, wake up. Hey!”

“Hunh…? Wh…” Then Marsha’s bloodshot eyes flickered open. “Oh, fuck.” She grabbed her head with her hands.

For a minute the two women whispered, then tried to stand. And staggered sideways, and fell into the pool. Which actually helped. They weren’t going to be entirely sober for a while, but they were functioning. Sort of.

They climbed out of the pool and Marsha looked around for her clothes. “Oh, God. What’d we do.”

They staggered into the house and found Marsha’s clothes folded neatly on the back of the couch in the living room.

Marsha turned red. There was a note on top of the clothes and she read,

I didn’t see anything.

I swear.

And John had actually drawn a face with a pair of bulging, bloodshot eyes.

“Oh, God,” the girls looked at each other and groaned. Quickly, as quickly as a drunk could, Marsha put her clothes on. Becky got a robe and put it on.

“Come on,” Becky pushed Marsha onto the couch and then sat in a chair. Just for a moment. They slept again.

When Becky awoke again Marsha was snoring. She moved her head and was glad, the roaring pain of the hangover was gone.

She stood up, her stomach roiled, and she went into the kitchen for water.

And stopped. And stared.

The meatloaf was gone, and she remembered putting pills into it.

Oh, fuck! What had she done!

She remembered seeing his computer history, calling Marsha, going to Charlie Coyote’ and getting drunk. Something about an older lady there, she told them something about the pills…the pills!

What had she done with the pills?

She looked down the counter and saw them sitting on the counter next to the stove like little jars of spices.

She picked them up and read the labels. The writing was mostly doctor gobbledy gook, but she read the two main ingredients clearly: leuprolide and triptorelin.

One to reduce his testosterone, one to build up his estrogen, and she remembered the old lady saying they were extra strength. that they worked fast. One super dose would work for months.

She placed her hands on the counter and hung her head. Her hair fell over her eyes and she thought.

She had just given her husband super powered birth control pills. What would they do to him?

Hopefully nothing, because he was a man and they were designed for a woman.

But the older lady had told them a story about giving them to her husband and…what had happened to him?

Her dazed mind trying to figure things out, she heard a noise.

“Oh, fuck me.” Marsha shuffled into the kitchen. She ignored Becky and went to the fridge. She took out a can of Coke, rolled it against her forehead, popped it, and sucked.

“Oh, geez,” she murmured, and held the can out to Becky.

Becky took, sucked, handed the can back.

“What did we do?”

“Huh? What?”

Becky gestured towards the bottles of pills.

“Oh, that.” Marsha wasn’t as worried. She just frowned a bit. “No big deal. He’ll just have a period or something.”

“No! This is serious! What if I’ve poisoned him or something?”

“Women take these all the time. The old lady—do you know we don’t even know her name?—she said it was safe. She gave it to her husband.”

Becky remembered, but she didn’t remember everything. She had been so drunk, and…what had happened to her husband?

“Hey, girls. All done partying?” John sauntered into the kitchen.

John was an inch taller than his wife, five foot eight, and slender. He was wiry strong, had a pleasant oval face, and sharp, brown eyes. And he was always happy.

Becky felt her heart sink.

Marsha just chuckled. “As long as you didn’t look.”

“Oh, no,” he showed his good nature with a leering grin. “My eyes might have looked, but me? Never! I respect women. I would never direct my eyeballs where they aren’t meant to be. I would never…”

He went on and on and the girls groaned, and chuckled.

Then John looked at Becky. “Honey, thank you for that delicious meatloaf. Did you put something extra in it? It really was good.”

Becky opened her mouth to wail, to confess, to beg forgiveness, but Marsha nudged her and said, “I pissed in it.”

Well, she had to say something. Her friend was about to get in trouble!

John, blinked, his mouth opened, then he grinned. “Oh.”

“She’s just kidding.”

“I know that.”

And he did know, but he was surprised never the less. Marsha was a bawdy soul, but even that was a bit much.

Seeing the emergency pass Marsha apologized. “I’m sorry, I don’t know where that came from. I’m still a little drunk.

John raised his hands in defeat. “I know…I know. I never should have looked.”

Grinning he left the room.

Becky looked like she wanted to go after him. Marsha grabbed her robe and pulled her around. she hissed, “Shut up. If nothing happens then nobody cares.”

“And if something happens?”

“Cross that bridge when you come to it.”

The girls faced each other for a long moment, then Becky nodded “Okay. Wait and see.”

“That’s a girl.” She patted her on the shoulder.

Marsha went home and life went on. Becky was unusually subdued for a couple of days, lived with her guilt, and slowly came out of it.

Nothing happened to John, so she figured the pills didn’t work, or were past their date, or something.

On the third day John got out of bed early and went into the bathroom. The sound of tinkling came out to the bedroom and Becky awoke.

John came back to bed, and now he was awake. “Hey, baby.”

She slid a hand across the bed and cupped his groin. His dick was half hard. Good. She needed to make it all the way hard. She was over her guilt and feeling like a little loving.

John responded by rolling over and kissing her. His hands roamed over her body, felt her tits, and she felt that familiar tingle in her boobs. A little thrill that shot down to the groin. She moaned and plastered herself against him.

He rolled her onto her back and reached for her pussy. He gave it a hard squeeze, which made her moan louder, then he slipped his finger into her.

She was moist, ready to go. She held onto him and humped his hand. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. She was feeling the relief from her guilt.

She grabbed his balls and played with them. She slid down and took him in her mouth. Yes. He was at half mast. All she had to do was encourage him a little.

He humped her mouth gently, loving the feel of her soft lips on his hot flesh. For a long minute she sucked and moved her head back and forth.

“Oh, yeah,” he sighed. He placed his hands under her arms and helped her back up, he held a push up over her and reached down to place his dick to her hole.

His face got a funny look on it.

“What’s the matter?” her heart sank.

“I don’t know…I’m not getting hard.”

She used her hands, her mouth again, but he was not getting erect. Just half way.

Still, he wasn’t alarmed. He had heard of men not rising to the occasion, so it was no big deal.

He slid down the bed and began chewing on her pussy. If he couldn’t get off that didn’t mean he couldn’t get her off.

He lay between her legs, his hands cupping her buns and lifting her pussy to his face. He was good at oral sex, he liked giving oral sex, and Becky groaned.

And she worried. Was him not getting hard part of the effect of the pills? She thought that they had talked about that, but she had been so drunk…

He used his fingers, his mouth, and he assaulted her pussy until she could stand it no longer. Worry slowed her down, but he was such a master of cunnilingus that his efforts couldn’t be denied.

She felt the thrill shoot out from her groin and the big wave started to lift her up. Her hips spasmed and she held on to his head. Her mouth made an O of wonder and her eyes rolled al-l-l the way back.

He suffered her locking thighs with a smile into her pussy. He knew she was having a good orgasm. And she deserved it. Love of his life.

Finally, she sagged back and gave a mighty sigh. “Oh, God!”

“Thank you,” quipped John. “Tips appreciated.”

She hit him with a pillow. “You’re bad.”

“Okay, give me that orgasm back.”

“No!” She hugged him, then pushed him away and headed for the shower. He hadn’t gotten hard, and she was feeling the guilt again.

It was one of those lazy, sit around days. They went out looking for garage sales, they bought a couple of pastrami sandwiches and sat overlooking the ocean and munched, they conducted themselves like a couple in love. Which they were.

And she worried.

John didn’t get hard the rest of the day. In fact, he got softer. And the next morning he might as well have never been hard in his life.

His dick looked like a prune on downers. It just hung there, a little shriveled up pencil. It would have looked more at home on a 5 year old boy.

He sat on the edge of the bed and frowned. “Something’s wrong.”

Becky sat behind him, pressed her breasts into his back ass she hugged him.

“I’m going to see a doctor.”

Becky broke. She began to cry, to sob, uncontrollably, against his back.

“Honey?” he turned around and held her. “It’s okay. I probably just need some vitamins or something.”

“Nu…nu…no!” She bubbled.

“Really, it’s okay. I’m young and strong. I’m healthy. I just need to eat better and maybe take some vitamins.”

“I…you…nu…nu…no.”

He lifted her chin and smiled and kissed her lips. he wiped away her tears.

She jumped off the bed and ran from the room.

He was puzzled, and followed her. He was halfway down the hall when she came back. She put two bottle in his hands.

He looked down at the bottles, a quizzical expression on his face. “What’s this?”

“We…I…gave you…” she broke into tears.

John frowned and held the bottle up. A lot of medical jargon, but the main ingredients of the bottles were triptorelin and leuprolide.

“What’s this? He wasn’t alarmed, not yet. Some kind of vitamins? His wife had tried to improve his health?

“Birth…birth…birth control.” Becky stuttered.

“Birth control?” Now he frowned. Something wasn’t adding up here.

“One of them stops your…your testoster…testoster…the other one…estro…estrogen.”

He looked at the bottles again, then he walked into the computer room.

She followed him, her heart breaking. Misery filled her soul.

He powered up the computer and did a quick search.

Wikipedia said: hormone replacement therapy to suppress testosterone levels in transgender people.

He was confused, sorting through medical jargon. He typed in ‘leuprolide.’

Wikipedia said: chemical castration of violent sex offenders, or as part of transgender hormone therapy.

His jaw dropped. Chemical castration? But he was neither a criminal nor a transgender person.

He turned to speak, and Becky collapsed into his arms. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry…”

He held her, but he didn’t want to. He wanted answers. He held her back and said, “Calm down and tell me what this is.”

She mumbled and stuttered, but managed to say, “I saw your screen history. I know you’ve been watching porn again, and I wanted to…to…I called Marsha and we went and got drunk. There was a lady there and she recommended this. Said she had used these on her husband.

“You think I’m addicted to porn again?”

“You…you…yes…your history.”

Blinking, he pushed her to a chair, then swiveled and called up his history. There it was, page after page of horror porn, House of Gor, Kink, sites on old, fat women, black midgets, muscular fisting, and on and on.

“Oh, my…on…”

“See,” she burbled and wiped her eyes.

John was fairly computer literate. He called up some programs, inspected charts and graphs, and turned to her. His face was grim. “Put your robe on.

She snuffled and sat there.

He said, “Look, this says I’m on the computer right now, surfing a porn site. Am I?”

Now she blinked, didn’t understand, but shook her head in the negative.

John was not a violent man, but this was way off the deep end. He stood up, took her arm and walked her down the hallway. He handed her her robe. She took it held it.

“Put it on.”

She sniffled and stared at him. He was acting crazy.

He helped her put the robe on, then he held her hand and walked her down the hallway.

“What…what…where…”

He opened the front door and dragged her out.

Now she started to panic. She was wearing a tatty, old robe! Where was he taking her.

He walked her across the front lawn and she started to resist. She pried at his hand, dug her fingernails in. He ignored her efforts.

He dragged her to the neighbor’s house, up the walk, and pounded on the front door.

He pounded again.

A fellow walking his dog stopped to stare.

“Let me go!” She bit his hand. He ignored that, too.

The door opened and Sammi Swanson stood in her robe.

“Where’s Ryan?”

John’s voice was like ice, and she stepped back. She called for her husband more out of. fear than anything else. “Ryan?”

Ryan Swanson came out of the hallway. One look at John and he gulped and tried to look away. “Hey, John.”

“You’ve been hacking into my internet again, haven’t you.”

Ryan turned to his wife. “I’ll, uh…let me talk to John.”

He stepped out and closed the door. His wife cracked the door however, and listened.

“Hey, uh…I’m sorry. Mine was down and I figured that…”

“So you’ve been using my internet to go to porn sites and beat your fucking meat, right?”

“Well, uh…”

Becky got it and gasped.

John hit Ryan right square in the mouth. John wasn’t a big man, not a lot of weight, but the punch was good. Ryan wasn’t much of a man, and he fell back against the house and put a hand to his bloody mouth. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” he begged.

John turned and stomped home.

Becky stood there, and her heart sank all the way to the bottom of the sea. If it could have gone lower it would have. She followed him.

John walked into the computer room and began researching. Becky took a chair and watched him. She wanted to beg forgiveness, but she knew that now wasn’t the time to talk.

It didn’t take John long to find out everything he needed to know. His testosterone was going to be driven to a low, low level. No more boners for a while. Fortunately it was only for a while. His estrogen was going to go sky high. He was going to suffer body changes. His ass would get big, he would develop breasts, his skin would become soft and tender he wold lose muscle mass and he would start to look more feminine.

Fortunately, all effects weren’t permanent.

He pushed back from the computer and stared at it.

Becky thought she might be able to talk now. “John, i’m sorry. I didn’t—“

He held up a hand, his eyes were like black pits.

He stood up and walked into the kitchen. She followed him, wanting to beg forgiveness.

He grabbed a full bottle of bourbon and a six pack of Coke. He walked back into the computer room.

She followed him, but when she reached the door he put a hand up and shook his head. He closed the door and locked it.

Those were the worst hours of Becky’s life.

After a while she began asking for forgiveness. John didn’t respond.

She called Marsha and cried her heart out. Marsha came over and tried talking to the closed door.

“John, this is Marsha. This is all my fault.”

“But it’s not,” whimpered Becky.

“Your wife was acting under my influence. Now be a man and open this door.”

John opened the door and stared at her. He didn’t say anything, he just looked, and the look in his eyes made Marsha gasp and step back.

John closed the door.

Marsha turned to her friend and her face was filled with hopelessness. That one look…she shivered.

The day passed slowly. Every once in a while they could hear the sound of a drink being poured, of a can being popped. They could hear soft music coming from the computer, and they could hear his fingers tapping on the keys.

Tapping maniacally. Frantically.

At dinner time Marsha had to go home. She didn’t want to, but Becky said she had to deal with this by herself, and they could talk later.

“John? Would you like dinner?”

Nothing. Nothing but the sound of somebody listening. And ignoring.

Six o’clock. Seven o’clock. Eight o’clock.

At ten minutes to nine the door opened, and John waved a hand to indicate that Becky should come in and have a seat.

She sat, and was trembling. “John, I’ sorry…”

“Let me talk, please.

She closed her mouth and nodded.

He sat back, contemplated her.

“First I thought about killing you. Tying you to the back of the car and dragging you until you were dead crossed my mind. but I imagined far worse.”

She gulped, but he held up a hand to forestall speech.

“I thought about how we love each other, how you stood by me last year when I had a porn addiction problem. I thought about how my dick is going to be limp for probably six months or longer. Those pills were pretty strong, so it might be longer. You stole my dick. You played judge, jury and executioner and…you made me into a woman. I made a list of pros and cons and went over them. I thought, finally, about how it’s been done, nothing to do about it now but suffer through. I thought about leaving you, but I don’t want to. God help me, I love you. Even after what you’ve done to me.”

She opened her mouth but he again held up a hand.

“So I’m staying. And it looks like my only way out is not to get pissed off and thrash you within an inch of your life—which you obviously deserve. No, my solution is to make the best of a bad thing. So for the next several months you’ll be helping me live as a woman. I don’t want to go out looking like a freak, some guy who can’t make up his mind whether he should be male or female. So when the big changes start you’ll help me, teach me, and we’ll get through this. I guess that’s about it, except I don’t want to be subjected to hours of your whining and sobbing guilt. You’re the bad guy here, so you’re going to have to respect my wishes and not talk about this, at least for a while. Understood?”

Her eyes were big and round, tears were flowing.

“Then give me a hug and let’s get through this.”

She shot out of the chair, across the room, and hugged him like a python hugs a furry, little bunny.


PART TWO

The changes started occurring. They were big and fast.

For a couple of days he had little bumps developing around his nipples, then over the course of a week, he grew tits.

He stared at himself in the mirror in the mornings and his face was glum. He had boobs, and it looked like they were going to get bigger. His hips were already losing their angles and getting rounder. On the eighth day his hips were so round his belt didn’t fit.

He went back into the bedroom where Becky was still asleep. A bleak look in his eyes he woke her. “The changes are…I need to change my clothes.”

Becky, for the last week, had suffered. She actually had dark rings around her eyes and needed to hide the look with make up.

John hadn’t picked on her, but the look in his eyes, he couldn’t hide that.

“Okay,” she got out of bed.

John stared at her body. His dick hung slack, and he felt such a sense of loss. He would have given anything to undo the chemicals working through him.

He had experienced ED, Erectile Dysfunction, when he had been porn addicted, and he didn’t want to experience that ever again.

And now his own wife had…castrated him.

Sure, it was only for six months, but…six fucking months of no boners!

Becky had bought some clothes for him, and she laid them out on the bed. She handed him some panties and he grimaced.

“I’m sorry,” she was almost crying.

He forced a sickly grin.” Remember, it’s done. Leet’s just get on with the makeover.

She nodded, and watched as he pulled the panties up his legs.

“Take them off,” she said.

He looked at her, and did.

She handed him the Nair. “Everything below the neck. Oh, I guess you could do your beard.”

He followed the directions and slathered the stuff on his body. She helped with the hard to reach places, and he grunted as he looked at his face. The last couple of days his beard hadn’t grown much.

Fifteen minutes later he was hairless. Except for the hair on his head, which was growing pretty fast and already long looking, he was had about as much hair as an egg.

Now he pulled up the panties, and he was shocked at the sexual feeling of the slick material sliding up his bare legs. He suddenly understood why women shaved their legs. It wasn’t to look good, it was because it felt sexy.

And he wondered: how can I feel sexy when I can’t get a hard on?

But he did. Weird.

She handed him a pair of garters and he put them on. They hung higher up on his waist, and the feeling of the straps dangling against his legs was, again, sexy.

“Are you okay?” Becky asked at the puzzlement on his face.

He nodded.

She sat him down and rolled a nylon up his leg, let him do the other one.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“What?”

“It feels sexy. But I can’t have a boner. But it’s…it’s actually making me horny. How can I be horny without testosterone in my system?”

“Women get horny, and they have low testosterone.”

“Estrogen. it must be the estrogen, but I’m getting horny differently?”

“What do you mean?”

“My legs, the lack of hair, I’m feeling all these sensations.”

There wasn’t much she could say to that, but she was glad that he was feeling sexy things. That would, hopefully, defray some of the bad feelings that were still in the air between them.

She handed him a bra.

He sighed and considered it. Talk about a blow to your manhood.

She showed him how to put it on, to clasp it in the front, then spin it around and slip arms into the shoulder straps.

He looked at the mirror His body definitely looked more female than male. He knew he would be going through more changes, that it would get worse. He was going to have a female body.

She handed him a dress.

John held it up, and considered it. How many times had he taken a dress off a woman? And now he was supposed to get into one. There was a cruel irony here.

Again, he looked in the mirror. More and more female. Heysoos!

“Okay, let’s do your hair.”

He wore his hair long, and it was growing faster, but it was still a little short.

Becky shaped it into a sort bob. No, it wasn’t long enough, but he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. Just a butch sort of a girl.

And he knew that within a few days he wouldn’t even look butch.

“Is that it?”

“Not even,” she controlled the emotion in her voice. “We have to do your nails and make up.”

He blinked. Yes. All that stuff.

Feeling like an alien, he sat down at her vanity table.

Becky prepped his nails, then chose a set of ovals. They weren’t overly long, but watching his fingers grow made him feel weird.

And…sexy. What the fuck! Why was he feeling this way?

When he had had that earlier case of ED he hadn’t felt sexy. He had just felt miserable.

Of course, he realized, he didn’t try to dress like a woman. Could all the sexy clothes and things…could they be making him feel this way?

It certainly tweaked his attitude on why women were the way they were.

Horny, little vixens. And, for the first time since he had been given the pills he actually had a little smile on his face.

When Becky glanced up at him he smothered the grin. He was still pissed off.

She glued the nails to his own, then began painting. He watched as she made little strokes from the cuticle to the tips. She was very efficient, and he studied her hands.

She wore longer nails, and they were sexy, and he always loved the way they looked. And he had the irrational thought that he wished she had given him longer nails.

After they dried she put a thick coat of lacquer on them, and they became slick and even sexier.

He held them up and examined them in the mirror.

He felt a warmth in his belly. A sexy warmth. It was almost as strong as the feeling of having an erection. But different. He wondered if he was having the female equivalent of an erection.

Becky put little towels around the neckline of the dress and began working on his make up. She explained what she was doing as she cleansed him and primed him. He watched as his face sort of bleached out and lost definition, then gained more definition, and color. He was particularly fascinated at the way she colored his eyelids. Her hands were so soft and caring, and the whole thing was a totally different level of intimacy than he had ever experienced.

Finally, she put on his lipstick, and he had his first full look at himself en femme.

He was a better looking woman than he was a man.

His face was soft and his lips were plump. He had lost his male angles. And he had this warm, warm feeling emanating from the gut. He couldn’t have boners, but he could have woman horniness. He was amazed.

“Would you like me to pierce your ears?”

“Yes.”

Becky blinked. She heard a hunger in his voice, an intentness.

She got out her piercing kit and did his lobes, then put simple silver balls through them.

“Go ahead and put some real earrings on me.”

She didn’t say a word, though she was amazed, and she selected a triple string of dainty diamonds.

John turned his face one way, then the other. “is that it?” he asked. He sounded like there was something missing. She had no idea what it could be. She had merely made him up as a woman.

“Well, you’ll have to learn how to walk in heels, there are things you need to know about wearing a dress.”

“Okay. Teach me.”

She blinked, and the lessons began.

A week later there was almost no male to John. His boobs were as big as Becky’s, he had mastered many of the mannerisms that are peculiar to women, and his hair had spurted until it was female long.

But he hadn’t gone out.

John was a brave sort. He didn’t let people or situations put him off, but going out as a woman? He hadn’t done that yet, and he knew he would have to. He wasn’t about to spend six months hiding in his house. He liked to go to restaurants, see movies, and take long walks on the beach or in the mountains.

On a Saturday morning he and Becky walked out of the house. Two beautiful, stacked women. Click, click, click, their heels went.

He was wearing a loose skirt and a shimmery, red blouse. He wore a scarf over his hair and sunglasses.

She wore a summer dress, a fashionable hat, and sunglasses.

They both wore nylons and their legs were beautiful in the morning light.

Ryan was out watering his lawn. He saw the women and stopped, just stood in place, the water filling up a pot and running over.

He always thought Becky was a babe, but who was her friend? Crap! He was going to have to finish watering and go in and spank the monkey.

Becky drove, the top down on the Mustang, and they cruised through the Los Angeles streets.  People, especially men, stared at the two beauties as they passed.

They went to a small cafe on Melrose, had a little brunch, John was watching his figure, and got back in the car.

Out to Venice Beach. They sauntered down the walk, hand in hand.

They stopped and watched the muscle men lifting weights at the big cement bar bell gym. They watched a couple of fellows doing dismounts on the hanging rings out on the sand.

They sauntered along the row of shops, chuckling at the cheap tourist crap and looking for that occasional deal.

He found a couple of dresses in one shop, a sexier pair of sunglasses, and a cut off sweat shirt with the logo ‘Pink…and loving it.”

It would expose the lower part of his boobs, of course he needed a bra, but…hmmm.

Becky picked out some scarves, an extra pair of sunglasses, and a pair of sandals with cork heels.

“Those are ugly,” John dismissed the sandals.

They argued, and she accused him of having no fashion sense, but in the end she didn’t get them.

They found a small bookstore hidden in a nook and spent some time browsing, then it was time to head for home.

Again, Becky drove, and when they turned onto their street Becky said, “Marsha is here.”

John looked at Marsha’s car parked in front of their house. He could have just told Becky to drive around the block, but he figured, what the heck.

He still had a bit of animosity towards Marsha. She shouldn’t have been part of his betrayal, but…it was done. Now, how to get over it.

Becky pulled into the driveway. Marsha had been knocking on the door. She turned and watched them get out of the car. John got out, straightened his dress, then turned to her.

Marsha’s face was a study of contriteness, shame, and awe.

“John?”

“Hi, Marsha?”

The shame took over. “I haven’t seen you in weeks. I’m hoping enough time has passed that you’ll forgive me, or…well, I guess I understand if you don’t.”

John heaved a sigh, then said, “Come on in.” he walked past her.

Becky was relieved. No fireworks, and she had expected some. John still had a lot of moods. In fact, he had more moods now that he was filled with estrogen. But…situation averted. At least temporarily. She and Marsha hugged, linked arms, and walked into the house.

John was waiting, and he said, in abrupt manner. “If you could fix me a drink, I’ll be out to the patio in a minute.”

The girls headed for the kitchen where, amongst whispers, they fixed three drinks. They brought the drinks out to the patio and waited.

John walked out. Naked. His body was a perfect, curvy female body. He had large breasts, round hips, a thin waist, and a shrimpy, little cock and balls. His cock was maybe two inches long, about as thick as a tube of lipstick. His balls were the size of marbles.

Marsha stared, and she had never felt such shame. It had seemed so funny at the time, a big joke. But looking at the minuscule package which Becky had assured her, at one time, was a big healthy one, she wanted to curl up in a ball and roll right out the door.

“I thought you’d want to see what you’ve done to me.” He sat down on a lounger between them. His cock just lay there, didn’t move. Didn’t throb. Just…lay there.

“John,” she whispered, “I will apologize until the end of my life.”

John took a sip and, sighed. “I would like you to suck on it for a minute.”

Becky’s eyes got big. Marsha blinked.

“This is not the start of a kinky relationship, I just want you to feel what you’ve done to me.”

Her face totally red, redder than his fingernails, she came to him, bent over and took his package, his whole package, in her mouth.

John liked it. He liked the sensation, even if he couldn’t get hard. He watched as Marsha abased herself on his cock.

She felt his little cock. His balls were so tiny. It was like sucking a five year old, and that was about the most shameful image that could be.

She raised her head, tears poured down her cheeks. “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are. So let me go get dressed, and then we’ll have a drink and let this pass. Let’s get over it.”

John headed back into the house, and the girls whispered to each other, then John came back. He was wearing a black bikini,  very small, and his cock and balls were pushed up so that they weren’t even visible. He lay on the lounger, picked up his drink, and asked, “So what have you been doing since last we met?”

A couple of hours later, all three a little high, and Marsha astonished at being accepted, and without rancor, they parted. Marsha headed for home, John and Becky headed in for a light dinner.

“You’re a wonderful and amazing man,” Becky said as she handed him a plate of hot dogs and mac and cheese. the hot dogs were sliced down the center, longways, and cooked in butter.

“Don’t you mean woman?” John observed wryly.

“Man…woman…whatever. I didn’t think you would ever forgive me, or Marsha. but…”

“Oh, I’m still mad,” he grinned. “And I intend to get my pound of flesh from you two bozos, but to hold a grudge is to make yourself miserable. There’s been enough misery around here lately.”

They ate and sipped for a while, then John said, “I’m sort of amazed at the feelings, the sensations, that I experience.”

Becky looked up at him.

“Mind you, I wouldn’t recommend it for everybody, but there are some perks and…nice things about being female.”

“Such as?”

“I noticed that people were watching me today. At first I was weirded out, then I realized they were admiring me. To be admired is a nice feeling. If you can get past the dirty old men who want to do more than admire.”

Becky chuckled. “Tell me about it. It’s like you can feel their filth washing over you. I don’t understand how men can walk around and do that…with their eyes…let alone…actually…just so dirty.”

She looked at him. “What’s the best thing about being a woman?”

“Wearing nice clothes. Your skin feels so fresh. Make up…it gives you a warm feeling, a horny feeling.”

“I’m sorry,” she blurted.

“About what?” Yet his twisted grin said, ‘yeah, you should be.’

“You get the horny feeling, but…you can’t make love.”

He pursed his lips and thought about that. They hadn’t been intimate since the pills. Yet he wanted to. He hungered for the feel of her flesh. Not even the poke attached, just to feel her breasts, to touch her skin, to feel that humanity that was shared by two loving people.

“I can make love.”

“But…”

“I just can’t insert and squirt. There’s more to love than sex, you know.”

That was the moment they decided to make love, but first they had to do the dishes, and think about it.

As they cleaned up she said, “You can’t believe how beautiful you are.”

“Really?” he smiled.

She giggled, “Look at you, drawing out the compliments. just like a real woman. Yes. You are stunning. Your breasts are better than mine, your body is waspy waisted, your face…you’re the whole package.

He turned to her and they faced each other.

He put out his hand and she took it. He pulled her gently to him.

Their bodies pressed together in a hug. Their breasts mushed up against each other. Their lips fused. The world suddenly seemed like a mighty fine place.

Their hunger grew. They chewed on each others mouths, and slowly kissed their way out to the foyer, then down towards the bedroom.

Inside the bedroom he took off his bikini and she stared at his boobs. Then she leaned forward and kissed one, sucked on the nipple, her hands palpating as she made love to his tits.

To the other boob, and John felt his excitement mounting. Her tongue was causing little shivers of desire to course through his body. Those shivers didn’t reach his groin, for his groin was out to lunch, but it did feed that wonderful, warm feeling in the gut, in the chest, and his boobs felt like they were giving off little jolts of electricity.

They lay on the bed, face to face, kissing, feeling, moaning.

No, he had no erection, but his cock felt everything, and he had never felt such heat.

He wanted her, but he had no cock.

She wanted him, and she realized that he had no cock, so she bent to the lower dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. She put it around his hips and he suddenly had a cock again. A bigger one. He couldn't feel it, but…he had one.

“Fuck me, John. Fuck me hard.”

He climbed on top of her. It was odd, he didn’t have the muscle to just flip her over, but she was amenable to any action he took.

He bent his head and sucked her nipples, left, right, left, right, and his hand went to her groin. He fingered her, but he needn’t’ve. She was already hot.

She helped him slide the big dildo into her pussy, and she gasped at the full sensation.

“Oh, yes,” she closed her eyes.

He felt nothing, except that warm spot in his chest was growing larger. He was getting hornier from her excitement than he ever did from his own.

He moved slowly in and out, and she held on and grunted.

“Oh, yes,” she kissed him.

He rammed her and she arched and whimpered.

For a long minute he fucked her with the plastic dick, and she began to climb the mountain. Her fingers turned into claws and she became desperate. She humped back, and the feeling grew and grew, then it exploded over her.

“Oh, God!” she wailed.

A minute later she was done.

John relaxed and withdrew. His chest felt about to bust for that incredible heat growing within. Yet…what could he do? He lay next to her, gave her little kisses, felt her breasts, and she just smiled and luxuriated in his attentions.

“I wish I could cum.”

“Oh, John…”

“No. Not like that. Not like a man with a dick…but like you just did. Your orgasm was…big. And it seemed to just…to just…take you away.”

They lay there then, comfortable in each other, and Becky said, “We could try.”

“Try what?”

“Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms. I think they’re sometime called anal orgasms. I could wear the strap on and see if we could…you know, make that happen.

The concept intrigued him, and amazed him. To be able to cum, in spite of his shrunken willy. God, would he love to be able to do that.

“Besides, when a man can’t have sex he should be drained regularly. For health.”

“Really?”

He looked dubious and interested at the same time.

“We can try it. You want to try it?”

He lay there, and his mind drifted. He couldn’t fuck like a man, but…could he fuck like a woman?

Heck, some people loved anal sex. At the very least he would find out if there was some way to have relief from the building horniness.

“Come on. Stop thinking and start doing.”

“And if I don’t like it you’ll stop?”

“Of course. Look, honey. I’m guilty of robbing you of pleasure for half a year. I would really love to  do something for you. I mean, it might not work, but…what if it did?”

What if it did? The thought ricocheted around his mind.

“Okay.”

Becky didn’t hesitate. She unstrapped the dildo from his waist and put it on her own.

“So how do we do this? Do I lay on my back? My belly? What?”

“I always see people do it on all fours, but I’d really like to look at your face. Can we try it with you on your back?”

“Sure.”

“Okay. lay back, spread your legs, and let me put some lubricant in you. You’re supposed to use lots of lubricant.”

He lay there and the long fingers of one hand lifted his little cock and balls. The other hand spread lube around his asshole.

“Crap,” he muttered. “That feels good.”

She smiled and smushed lube into his hole. She used two fingers to ream him, and he groaned and his hips twitched.

“Looks like you’re a natural,” she said.

“Sure makes me horny. Even hornier.

She used more lube, spent a lot of time playing with his asshole, and even had three fingers in him.

He liked it so much he relaxed more and more, and started fucking her fingers with his hole.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “I’ve got four fingers in you. That’s bigger than my dildo. Are you ready?”

He gulped and nodded.

She touched the tip to his star and began to insert. It went in smooth and easy and took his breath away. Then she was holding still inside him, holding her position, waiting to make sure everything was all right.

“What do you think, honey?”

He was having trouble breathing, the warmth inside his body had turned into a sharp heat. It was all he could do to nod and mumble, “Yeah…yeah…”

“I’m going to start moving back and forth now. Are you ready?”

He nodded again, and she began to move. Slowly. A long slide out, a long slide in, and he felt like somebody was filing on his nerves. He started to spasm and couldn’t stop. He tried to grab her hips but couldn't, and settled for grabbing her tits.

She smiled as she drove into him. She could tell that he was loving it, and she was so glad she could do something to make up for what she had done to him.

“Fuck…fuck…” he whimpered, his eyes half closed, the intense sensations lifting him up, the heat in his chest threatening to ignite.

“Don’t try to cum, baby. Just relax and let it happen. That’s the way women do it.

He tried to relax, and he focused on the sharp feeling of friction sliding through his asshole, again and again, and he felt something way down deep. Something that, the more he relaxed the more it came.

She reached up and grabbed his nipples and rubbed them.

He arched, he was trying.

“Don’t try!”

He relaxed, and then he didn’t have to do anything. It was on the way. His eyes flicked open in shock and the orgasm overwhelmed him. He couldn’t think, his body moved without him, and all he could do was go along for the ride.

His hips jerked, his muscles kept tightening and loosening, the warm feeling in his chest became a supernova that cooked all his senses. Semen began drooling out of his cock.

He stopped knowing who he was. He was just this amazing feeling of love. He was a ball of nerve endings exploding. He was a woman.


EPILOGUE

As the girls were told, the pills lasted six months. Six months of no erections, but of experiencing the purity of being a woman.

Six months of being fucked in the most beautiful fashion.

Then he felt his dick click. It surged. It felt like it was going to get hard.

John was in bed at the time, just waking up, and he sat up and shook Becky. “Honey?”

“Yes?” she mumbled sleepily.

“I can feel my dick!”

She sat up and grinned.

He asked, “Do you have any more of those pills?”

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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Emasculation leads to Feminization!’

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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