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PART ONE

She noticed him on the first day of school, and she wasn’t sure why.

His name was Kyle Wilder. He was slender, but thick through the chest. He always wore thick jackets, even in warm weather. His hair was unkempt and long as a girl’s.

He sat in the back of the class. He didn’t talk to any of the other students, just kept his head down and made his notes. Intrigued for who knows why, she decided to sit next to him. 

Her name was Grace, and she was a beauty. Green eyes that sparkled like gems under light, auburn hair that was soft and flowing. Her body was classic, 36 by 24 by 36, with good sized cups, and she wondered what it was about him that drew her attention and interest.

She deliberately snapped the point of her pencil and turned to him. “Do you have a spare pencil?”

He didn’t say anything, just reached into his backpack and took out a pencil, sharp, and handed it to her.

She made her notes, the lecture was on William Blake, Tyger, Tyger, and she knew the poem well. She spent her time glancing at the boy with soft features and no tongue.

Finally, the class over, she offered his pencil back to him. “Thank you. You’re a life saver.” That was usually enough to start a conversation with any boy.

He mumbled something. Might have been ‘you’re welcome,’ might have been ‘Okay, sure,’ might have been something else. His face averted, not talking directly to her, he arrowed out of class.

She frowned. He was good looking, not one of those knuckleheaded jockstraps, and he looked smart.

She went back to her dorm thinking about the boy.

Did he have a girlfriend?

Did he have a psychological condition?

Did he have vocal cords?

“Hey, Carly?”

“Yo,” her roommate answered.

“Do you know a guy named Kyle Wilder?”

Carly was a thin girl with black curly hair and a snappy sense of humor. She straightened up and looked at her roomie. “You probably don’t want to mess with that one.”

“How come?”

“He’s a weirdo.”

“How so?”

“I don’t know. He never talks.”

And that was it.

Grace got ready for her next class and thought about what her roommate had said.

He’s weird because he doesn’t talk.

Okay. He’s weird. So what? Lots of people are weird. Most people were weird. So why pick on one guy for being weird in a world of weird?

Her next class was philosophy, and it was boring. The teacher talked about some famous philosopher who could only lecture in the winter.

When the trees lost their leaves he dwindled away, often just stood there and stared through the window. Hit that class during the spring, though, when the leaves were lush and the blossoming trees blocked the sunlight from the window and he was a firecracker.

Maybe Kyle was a firecracker, waiting for the trees to blossom so he could get going.

Except that sounded sort of stupid.

She decided to discover what made Kyle Wilder weird.

“I wanted to thank you for the pencil the other day.”

“Mmm, uh…”

He didn’t look at her. He opened his laptop and stared at it.

Yet she had the feeling that he was thinking about her.

She followed him after class. He cut across campus and entered a small apartment complex. Not a small complex, but a complex of small apartments.

Building F, apartment 201. He mounted the steps, his shoulders forward a little bit, and disappeared.

She turned and went back to the campus.

He walked smoothly, like he was coordinated, but his shoulders were always slumped forward.

Like he was hiding something.

Could that be why she was intrigued by him?

She started walking over to his complex, wandered through it, on the way to her classes. It was often roundabout, but she was getting curiouser and curiouser.

Who was Kyle Wilder?

“Hey, Carly?”

“Yo?”

“Can you do me a favor?”

“Probably.”

“You work in administration, don’t you?”

“It’s true.”

“What do you do?”

“Mostly filing. Sometimes I man the phones. I buy a mean box of donuts when the task is required.”

“Dangerous,” grinned Grace.

“I’ll tell you!”

“Can you find out about Kyle Wilder?”

“The weird guy? I could, but why would anybody want to know about him.”

“I don’t know. He might make a good case study for a course in deviant psychology.”

Carly’s eyes lit up. “Now we’re talking! He’s probably a serial killer. We can trap him, write a book, become famous, go to Hollywood and make a movie, get drunk and lose everything in a game of craps.”

“Ha! You’re right!”

“Let me see what I can do.”

She noticed he had a textbook for the same philosophy class she was taking.

“How do you like philosophy?”

“Umm. Hmmm.” He looked down, obviously didn’t want to talk.

“We got our first assignment. A paper outlining famous French philosophers.”

“Yeah.” He definitely didn’t want to talk. That acknowledgement was designed to cut off conversation.

Carly placed a folder in front of Grace.

Kyle Wilder.

Grace glanced up and gave her a smile, then opened the folder.

He was from a small town called Femwood. Good grades, but sporadic attendance. There was a note about him being home schooled.

His SAT was out the roof. 1590. Top score was 1600, so he was probably some kind of genius.

She sat and wondered for a moment. How weird could a guy be if he had such high intelligence?

Of course, serial killers weren’t all stupid. Geoffrey Dahmer had an IQ of 145. That was genius level. Hitler was supposed to be over 140. Another genius.

But perhaps she shouldn’t be thinking of serial killers. Kyle was only weird, not a murderer. She hoped.

She turned the pages in the folder.

High grades, no athletics, a few clubs, but…that was weird. Why wouldn’t they demand some sort of athletic interest?

That was when she realized that Kyle was being treated special.

But why?

Coming from some backwoods town might be the reason. A smart guy without opportunities. Hmm. Maybe.

There wasn’t much else in the folder.

Of course there was probably a lot in the computer. She looked up and over at her roommate.

“Yo.”

“Can you hack into this school system,” she glanced at the folder. “Femwood. Find out all you can about Kyle?”

“Not a prob.”

“How are you doing in algebra?”

He glanced at her and shrugged.

“I’m having trouble. Will you help me?”

She had decided to take a stronger approach.

For the first time he looked at her, really looked at her. His eyes were chocolate, and very penetrating. She had the feeling he was looking right through her brain.

“Um…”

“What’s your address? I’ll come over this weekend.”

He was as if frozen, yet she knew his mind was moving. She could almost feel it moving. Like a storm cloud swirling over a city.

He wrote down his address on a piece of binder paper. He didn’t rip it out of the binder, just opened the rings, took it out, and handed it to her.

“Thank you. Is Saturday morning all right?”

“Saturday after twelve.” His voice was barely above a whisper. But it was a pleasant voice, a little high pitched, but that was okay.

“All right. I’ll show up around one o’clock. And thank you.”

He pulled his eyes off her and focused on his laptop.

All during that class Grace was aware of Kyle. Wondering about him. Thinking about him. A small town boy who was…weird.

Well, she had committed now, so she would see.

Noon on Saturday, and Grace stared at the clock. She was feeling a little nervous. She was going to meet a strange boy. She didn’t know him. What if he was more than weird? What if he chopped up people and stored them in his refrigerator. Nothing like a late night snack of filet of student.

She shrugged her thoughts off. He wasn’t that weird.

Was he?

She remembered to put her algebra book in her back pack and headed out the door. She would be five minutes late. Fashionably late, so he didn’t think she was over anxious to meet with him.

It was a sunny day. Quite beautiful, and people were out. Several boys were having a game of Frisbee football on the quad. Little groups of girls clustered and waited for the boys to get tired of playing games and notice them. A few students scuttled to wherever, intent looks on their faces.

She entered his apartment complex and walked between the apartments. Four apartments to a house, two students to an apartment. Probably a hundred students in the little complex. And it cost money to live in an apartment this close to campus.

So he was rich, and everybody knew rich people weren’t weird.

She laughed at that. The weirdest people she knew had money.

She arrived at apartment F. She walked on a wide curve around it and inspected it. Two bicycles out front. Thousand dollar bikes. The lawn was patchy on the left side, probably from where people cut across the lawn.

She walked up the stairs to apartment 201. She lifted her hand and knocked.

Waited.

The door opened and Kyle looked out, then opened the door and stepped back.

His apartment was neat. A couch and a big screen, an old table inside the kitchenette, a stand up lamp, a couple of weird prints by Salvador Dalí and the one by Escher where the stairs all turn upside down and invert.

And it was filled with books. Lots of books. Smart books. Books on every subject.

He had a coy of the bible, and next to it was Lao Tse.

The 48 Laws of Power, next to Betty Friedan.

The Grey Lensman, next to Dune.

Studies in Bifocular Internalization, next to ‘Why?’

And so on.

She walked around the apartment and gazed at the titles, then remembered herself. She turned to him. “Thank you for helping me.”

“I…okay.” He seemed embarrassed about something.

“Where do you want to set up?”

“Kitchen table.”

It was sitting to the side of the kitchen nook, an ancient thing of rolled steel and plastic, right out of the fifties.

She put her backpack on the floor next to the table and inspected his kitchen.

Neat. Like he used a bowl and spoon only, and washed them immediately after using them. No coffee maker.

“Uh…” his soft voice, just a little high pitched, interrupted here scrutiny. “Would you like…I’ve got water and Coke?”

“Oh, no, but…”

“Yes?” He stared at her with unblinking, chocolate eyes.

“Could I look in your refrigerator?”

He blinked, and his eyes introverted for a second while he thought about what a weird thing she had just asked.

“I…yeah. Sure.”

She couldn’t help herself. She just had to know. She took a step into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator.

Almond milk and cereal. Raisin Bran. A couple of apples. The usual compliment of condiments, ketchup, mayo, mustard, though only the mayo had been used.

Hot dogs. A thin steak. bread and peanut butter and jelly.

All normal.

Not a sign of a body part in the box.

She opened the left side of the fridge, the freezer. Ice. That was about it.

She closed the door and sighed in relief.

But what did she expect? An organ grinder? Human brains in mason jars?

The problem was that was exactly the image in her head.

“What are you looking for?”

He was standing behind her, his face tilted to the side, his expression curious.

She said, “Body parts.”

He blinked, then he gave a cough which might have been a disguised laugh.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know you, and I wanted to make sure you were all right.”

Her statement was baroque, and it could easily have been turned around on her.

He said, “That’s why I asked you over after lunch.”

Her turn to blink, then a snicker burst out of her.

“You’ve got a sense of humor.”

“Nope,” he said with a straight face, which made her laugh outright.

They were silent for a moment then, watching each other carefully. He broke the silence by asking. “What part of algebra gives you trouble.”

“No part. I just wanted to meet you.” Now that she knew he was okay she was opting for the honest approach.

He blinked. A slow shutter of lashes that were curiously feminine.

“Okay.”

It was the awkward moment, neither knowing what to say.

“Uh…” he said.

But she was practiced at handling boys. Even weird boys. “Do you really like Dali?”

He looked at a weird print, elephants with the legs of giraffes and weird structures built upon their backs. “He’s intriguing. I don’t know if I like him as much as I like trying to figure him out.”

“That’s how I feel about you,” she blurted.

He turned to her, no expression on his face. He was good at hiding things.

“I don’t know if I like you because I don’t know you. But I feel like I have to figure you out.”

“Nothing to figure out,” he lied blatantly, his face so smooth and honest it had to be a lie.

She stepped in front of him. Confronted him. His face was soft and she reached up and touched it.

She could feel him flinch on the inside, but he controlled it and showed nothing on the outside.

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Boyfriend?”

He showed no reaction to her quick shift. “No.”

“What’s your favorite movie?”

“Magnolias.”

“Why?”

“I’m trying to figure that out.”

“Let’s watch it.”

For the longest time he was mute. She thought he might be scared. He nodded.

The couch was comfortable. It had floppy arms and leather depths. They sat next to each other, and were overly aware of each other.

“Do you have popcorn?”

“Potato chips.”

“That’ll do, but popcorn is better.”

“Okay.” His acknowledgment was polite, but blunt. A remembrance of awkwardity passed.

She laughed. “You’re weird.”

He nodded.

The movie started.

Halftime they got out the potato chips and he filled a couple of glasses with Coke over rocks.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“It’s fucking crazy.”

He nodded. “It’s biblical crazy.”

She turned to him, the movie on hold behind her. “It’s crazier than a Fox with Ass-burgers.”

He blinked. “If I was an elephant I would take offense at that.”

Her turn, and she was speechless. “What the fuck does that mean?”

“What are ass burgers?”

She giggled, pulled his sleeve and maneuvered him towards the couch. “Come on. Let’s finish.”

They sat down, they munched, they watched in fascination as frogs rained from the sky.

At the end they just sat there, staring at the screen. “That is a sad and bitter movie.”

“Yet it makes you feel liberated.”

“Weird.” She turned on the couch towards him. She was sitting cross legged. “Why do you wear that jacket all the time?”

“I like it.” But he said it too fast.

She pursed her lips in a small frown. “But it’s hot.”

“I’m sorry.”

He was talking to fend her off now.

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“Figuring it out?”

He nodded.

“Thanks for helping me with algebra.”

“You’re welcome.”

She picked up her backpack and left.

She walked away with more questions than answers.

He was polite, rarely swore—she swore more than he did—and wore that stupid jacket.

He was intelligent…in spades.

He was soft spoken, maybe a little too soft spoken. His voice tended to whisper in a slightly high register.

He was an enigma

She had gone to his apartment thinking to unravel him, and the deeper she looked the more she had to unravel.

She even felt a little bare from having him study her with those quiet eyes.

And she fucking loved the movie.

Two weeks passed. Two weeks of hurried glances and muttered comments. Awkward was back in style.

Yet there was communication in their stuttered ways and silences.

The second week she went home, thinking about how he hadn’t asked her out, had almost gone back to his silent treatment of her. She placed her backpack on the floor next to her bed, and blinked.

Sticking out of the top of the backpack was a slender book that wasn’t hers.

She took it out, blurted a laugh, then was silent, then was laughing hard.

‘To Serve Man.’ A white cover with the red figures of a chef chasing a man.

“Thanks for the book.”

“What book?” But the glint was in his eye.

“You snuck it in good. I didn’t even see it until I got home. Then I couldn’t stop laughing.”

He nodded, his lips were very slightly curve upward. What went for a smile in somberland. “I really liked watching Magnolias with you.”

The lecture started and they both turned their attention to the prof. Another boring lecture about mankind trying to figure out what he was, what he was for, why he was.

Grace was thinking of Kyle, however.

He was shy, shyer than any man she had ever met. He had, in his shy way, asked her to watch another move. Why couldn’t he just ask?

Because there was something going on with him.

Something weird, but…not evil.

He had a sense of humor—anybody who could devise such a delicious gift as ‘To Serve Man’ had to have a sense of humor—but he was…scared.

That made her blink.

What did he have to be scared of?

The obvious, of being found out.

But there was something more. Something not sinister that terrified him. Made him hide, not talk to anybody, run to his apartment and have weird, lonely thoughts.

The lecture ended, and he stood up. He faced her, and his mouth looked like it wanted to move. He looked at her like he wanted to say something, but his mouth was filled with superglue.

He blurted, “See ya.”

When he turned away she said, “Hey.”

He turned back.

“Nosferatu.”

He was smart. He knew exactly what she was saying. “I’d like that.” But he was almost blushing.

Such a weirdo. But as he walked down the row of seats towards the exit she thought: but he’s my weirdo.

Saturday morning she received a text from Carly. “Got it. I sent you a file.”

Grace remembered her request for records from Femwood, and she quickly opened her computer.

Kyle Richard Jordan. The usual age, address, and so on.

A list of grades, all good. Gaps here and there where he must have been home schooled, but, all in all, it was a big nothing burger. No huge hint that cracked the case. Nothing but a very smart, young boy going up the grades. A few notes from teachers, but all congratulatory, except for one note that said the file had been flagged. Whatever that meant.

Grace sat back and scratched her head. So what the fuck was the great mystery? Why was Kyle so…weird?

Saturday, twelve o’clock. Grace stared at the clock and was not nervous. Last time she had been, last time she had entertained the idea that he would chop her up and serve her with onions and garlic and lots of pepper. To offset her sweetness.

This time she wasn’t worried about that. This time she was determined to find out his secret. To find out what he was hiding.

At ten minutes of one—she was going to be on time this time, not fashionably late—she exited her dorm and headed across campus.

The same Frisbee throwing crowd. The same girls waiting for the same, old flirt. The same clowns walking across the campus as if everything in the world mattered.

She felt curiously light. Happy.

She was going to see one of the scariest movies of all time…and she was happy. What was wrong with her?

And she knew.

He was wrong with her.

She liked him.

She wanted to sit on the couch and watch the movie and shiver and…and maybe even cuddle against him.

But he had made no move to cuddle. There had been nothing but asexuality from him.

Yet there was affinity, and it felt like more than friendship.

She walked up the stairs, tapped on the door and it immediately opened.

He had been waiting.

“Hi.” A smile. A shy smile…but a smile.

“Hey,” she entered and looked around at the oddities…and it was like they were a comfort. Dali’s mind splatted on the walls, the neatness, the books that commingled and opposed all in the same breath.

The couch.

The smell of popcorn heavily laden with butter.

“Oh, my God!” She made a show of sniffing the popcorn out of the air. “There is hope for you.”

For a second a cloud passed over him, but it was so fast it might have been her imagination.

They talked briefly, not of anything consequential, classes and homework, nothing of importance. Then it was awkward, and she said, “Shall we watch?”

They sat on the couch and Nosferatu brought gloom to their hearts. His rat’s teeth, his cape, his insidious leechery that sucked the soul right out of their hearts.

It wasn’t a long movie, not like Magnolia, and she munched popcorn and delighted in the squirmery of the black and white scenes, the shadows that were a disease upon the eye, and she found her self sitting against Kyle.

She didn’t intend to, at least she didn’t think she did, but the couch cushions sloped downward and she had slid, and she touched his arm, and he touched hers, and then, somehow, they were sitting next to each other.

Rats and vipers and insanity. A movie to inspire a cookbook. A civilization devoured by Nosferatu, which word meant ‘disease.’

It was genius.

When it ended Grace realized that she was sitting up against Kyle.

She looked at him.

He looked at her.

She could tell he was ill at ease.

She turned to him, sat crosslegged and yet up against him at the same time.

“Uh…” he whispered.

She reached out and took the front of his jacket in hand. She pulled him to her. She moved slowly, like he was a mouse she was scared of scaring.

His lips were soft, and scared, and passionate.

She could tell he wanted to back away, but she put her other hand up and grabbed his long hair. Now he was caught; now she had him. She began to kiss deeply, demanding that he kiss back, and he couldn’t resist.

His mouth began to chew on hers. His lips slithered over hers, hot and moist and sweet.

Their eyes were closed and they munched on each other hungrily, as if they were a meal they couldn’t do without.

She moved closer, rolling over her knees and leaning into him.

He leaned back and she had the fleeting thought that she was frightening him.

Then he was lying on his back and she was on top of him. Their faces were an inch apart, their eyeballs locked in soul. “Please,” he said.

“Take off your jacket.”

“I…no…I can’t.”

She hovered over him, she had his arms pressed down, but she knew he could get loose if he so desired.

Would his secrets make him desire?

Would the Nosferatu in his soul make him upset her, throw her on the floor, and…she knew she was having weird thoughts.

But he wasn’t giving her what she needed.

She needed him. She needed his touch. She needed him because he didn’t play stupid Frisbee and chase vapid girls with no personality. She needed him because he was real, the only real thing in her life. She needed him because she couldn’t figure him out, and that was something to bet a life on.

“Take off your clothes or I’ll take them off for you.

He shook his head. It was pressed against the couch cushions and it was more of a roll back and forth, but he was scared and didn’t want to take off his clothes.

She grabbed his hair and held his head down. She kissed him more, and ground her hips against his.

She could feel his cock poking up through his pants.

She reached for his jacket zipper and pulled it down.

His hands moved ineffectively to stop her. But he didn’t really want to stop her. In his own world he had had enough. In his universe he was tired of his secrets. He wanted this.

She told herself.

The zipper reached the bottom and she grabbed his jacket and pulled the front apart as she sat up.

He closed his eyes and cried.

Her eyes opened wide in shock.

She found herself standing up, staring. She couldn’t believe…she couldn’t…

She had no backpack to carry. She just backed up to the front door and put a hand on the knob.

He lay on the couch, sobbing, exposed, his secret revealed.

She opened the door and stepped out.

She didn’t make it down the stairs. She stood on the square, little landing, between two doors, and was frozen.

What she had seen, it wasn’t that big a deal.

No reason to be scared.

So why was she breathing hard, gasping, really, and feeling such panic in her mind?

She listened. No sounds. No squeak of couch spring, no footsteps across the thin floors. He was still on the couch. Crying.

She was about to leave, to head back across the campus to the dorm. To sit with air headed girls and have air headed thoughts.

He was interesting. He intrigued her. She couldn’t figure him out.

And now she could…but even that figuring opened new doors to ponder.

She should walk down the stairs and return to normality.

She should sit somewhere else in her English class.

So why wasn’t she moving?

Because he had captured her. Because even though he was what he was…she couldn’t imagine being with anybody else.

She couldn’t imagine watching Magnolia with somebody else, somebody who would say ‘cool,’ and not understand the movie. Who would not be able to toss themselves into the plot and give up all hope.

Because Nosferatu is in every man—and woman—and he…he needed help before Nosferatu got him.

And if she went down those stairs and out of his life then Nosferatu would have gotten her.

She turned back to the door. A little peephole, a picture window to whoever wanted to invade his world.

Yet he had invaded hers.

She reached for the knob and turned it. She opened the door and slipped back inside.

She leaned her back against the door and stared at him.

He had stopped crying. He just lay there with his arm across his face.

She walked to him. She knew he heard her soft footsteps. She sat down next to him and pulled his jacket open again.

He kept his arm across his eyes, but his awareness was in full bloom. She could feel him feeling her with his awareness.

“Okay,” she said. “So how did you get those tits on your chest?


PART TWO

“My Father’s name is Ryan Jordan, my mother’s is Liz. They’re not normal.”

He was sitting on the couch, at one end. She perched on the other end. She was staring at him and he was staring at the floor. His breasts hung out from the jacket. They were large. Quite large. He had bound them, but they were so large…there was no hiding them.

“My father inherited 80 million dollars…and a house.”

That explained his money.

“Inside the house was a box with a pair of panties in them. The panties were pink on one side and blue on the other side. If you wore the blue side out you became a man, if you wore the pink side out you became a woman.”

Grace gawped. “I thought you were going to tell the truth.”

“I am.” His face was so solemn, like he wasn’t lying, but…he had to be. It was a tall tale. It was a story. It was bullshit.

“So what does this have to do with your tits? You’re telling me that you’re wearing the…the…”

“The pink side out.”

“So you’re a girl. For now.”

“Well, yes. But there’s more.”

“Explain.”

“When I was born I inherited my father’s penis.”

Wilder and wilder, Grace thought.

“I was small. My penis was maybe three inches. Of course it’s hard to remember now, I haven’t seen it since puberty when my parents gave me my own pair of panties.”

“Oh, puh-lease!” Grace groaned. “This is getting so far out there that it’s stupid.”

Kyle sat and waited for her to finish. But she was finished. He said, “I’m a guy, but I prefer to be a woman by wearing the pink side out.”

“This is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard. I thought you were going to tell me…” Grace stood up, it was plain she was going to leave.

“Before you go?” Kyle stood up.

“What?”

Kyle took off his jacket. He had a slender body but his boobs were quite large. “Don’t have to wear a bra because all I have to do is change the panties and things get…fixed. And I don’t usually wear clothes in the apartment. Just the jacket for you…”

Grace stood with a look of disgust, one hand on her hip.

Kyle hooked his thumbs in his jeans and pulled them down. Under the jeans he had nothing on.

No, he had something on, and Grace squinted to see.

Kyle worked his fingers against his flesh and pulled out the top of panties. Apart from his body they were pink, and she could see the blue inside.

“One layer of cloth, two colors on it. Impossible, but…” he shrugged.

His legs were graceful, feminine, and she caught her breath at the sight of his groin. He was a woman. She felt a little ill. She wasn’t a Lesbian, but Kyle had fooled her. Grace was ready to walk out when he pulled down the panties.

As they parted from his body, and became panties that didn’t look like flesh, his body started to shimmer. It was like it was vibrating, down the legs, up from the waist. A weird oscillation of vision that blurred.

His legs became male. A bit of hair, and he suddenly, as her vision resolved what she was seeing, he had a dick. A small one, only about three inches.

His chest blurred and his tits shrunk and became flat. His chest widened a little, but not much. His hair grew shorter, and he was a man.

Same features, but transformed.

“Oh!” Grace stepped back.

“You can see my dick, how small it is.” He turned around and she studied is buns, his chest, his face.

She was turned off…and turned on, all at the same time.

“You…you…”

“Wait, I haven’t finished showing you.”

Grace was holding to the arm of the couch, her legs shaking, trying to understand what she had just seen.

Kyle turned the panties inside out, so the blue was facing out. He stepped into them and began pulling them up his legs.

Again, the blurring of vision as flesh was changing, morphing into…something else.

His legs became strong, longer, and his dick, when the panties seated, grew huge. The blurring of reality continued up his body and she watched in shock as his chest expanded. Then his chin firmed up and his eyes became piercing.

His voice deepened, became a serious bass, and he said, “This is the male me as presented by the blue side of the panties. My mother said the blue side was for fighting, and the pink side was for fucking. I almost never wear the blue side.”

“Why?” asked Grace. Her breath was ragged and she suddenly felt a heat swelling in her groin.

“I don’t want to fight. And…I sort of like having breasts.”

She didn’t know how, but Grace suddenly found herself standing in front of Kyle. She put her hands on his skin and shuddered. It was like there was a charge of electricity in him that woke her up. Made her alive. Made her…horny.

She touched his cock and he groaned, and it swelled and became rigid. It was like a club and she held it in her hand.

“Have you ever used it for fucking?”

Her meaning was clear, and the pink Kyle would have blushed. But he was the blue Kyle now. His cock throbbed and a bit of pre-cum formed on his penis.

“That’s what it’s for.”

Hidden in his voice was, I want to. And, I want to do it with you.

Grace reached her hands up and placed them on his chest. She could feel the slabs of muscle under the skin. She could feel his elemental power exuding like heat from a wood burning stove.

“We’re going to do it,” she breathed out.

“Yes.” Kyle was confident, in charge, a force of nature not to be denied.

Grace pulled off her clothes, watched Kyle as if afraid he would disappear. Shortly she was naked, Her big breasts were thrust up, her pussy was wet. She pulled his cock towards her and he embraced her.

She could imagine making love to Kyle, as a girl, when she thought he was a man.

She could even see herself working that little dick of his.

She was totally unprepared for the huge bulk of his blue panty cock.

Kyle picked her up, a feather in his arms, and walked into the bedroom. He placed her on the bed, and she marveled at how strong he was.

He knelt over her, kissed her, and his strong mouth controlled hers, taught hers, impassioned hers.

She spread her legs even as she held on to his neck, then she felt him pushing his cock between her legs.

He was huge, the head was a monster, and she gasped as he entered her.

His cock slid into her slowly, and she knew he was being gentle. And that was good, because his dick was definitely a weapon of mass destruction. Or ‘ass destruction,’ as the joke went.

Her legs felt like they were being split off as he reached full depth.

He watched her, was careful of her. He could have torn her apart, but he was still kind and considerate. The pink Kyle was more in charge than the blue Kyle.

Or perhaps it was just the real Kyle, the small dicked Kyle, who was in control.

He fucked her, driving and pulled out, and she gasped and held on, and she felt the orgasms coming.

Not orgasm, but orgasms. She knew this was going to be big. A cock this size…it was going to be a big, multi orgasmic bout of love making.

The first wave hit, rolled over her, and she felt like she was drowning in some tumultuous surf. Her hips were tilting, slamming, greedy for more of that unique violence that is sex.

Again, coming up for air only to gasp and be dashed down again.

And again and again.

Some time later Grace woke up. She was on the couch, and she felt so incredibly delicious. Like her every want had been sated.

She  stretched, realized her pussy hurt, but not too badly. It was an organ that had been appreciated just a little too much.

“Uhhh,” she made the sound without thinking about it.

“How you doing?”

His voice was soft again. His hair was long and a bit unkempt. His eyes were now not expressionless, but filled with…with…concern for her.

Was this how it started? Had she fallen in love?

“I feel good. Surprisingly good.”

“Good.”

He smiled at her. She smiled…heck. “Are you pink Kyle now? Or the real Kyle?”

“I’m pink.”

“So you’ve got a vagina.”

“And breasts.” Then Kyle frowned. “Would you like me to be something else?”

“No…no. I was just…I need to learn to adjust my thinking where you’re concerned.”

“Like I said, I prefer to be a girl. The little penis isn’t so galling.”

“But if you wear the blue the big penis…” Grace shrugged.

“It’s too easy to get in fights.”

She thought about that. Tall, strong, a hunk, and willing to use his fists.

“Well, wow. Where do we go from here?” she asked.

Kyle grinned. “Wherever you want.” Then she sobered, “But there’s one other thing I need to tell you?”

“After what we just did, after what I just saw, I don’t think anything is going to surprise me.”

“It’s not a surprise. It’s a warning.”

Grace sat up on the couch and Kyle came and sat down next to her. He took her hand in his. No more the shy guy, no more the secret. He was out in full force and she loved it. She loved the strength in his—damn, her—brown eyes. She loved his confidence and gentleness.

“I like you this way.”

“I can stay this way.”

“And sometimes you can be the real Kyle, and sometimes you can be blue Kyle.”

“Whatever you want,” he nodded equably.

She frowned. “Why are you so nice to me?”

Kyle sighed, “I’ve lived a life where I can’t trust anybody with my secret. When I saw you…I was immediately lightened. I knew I could trust you.”

“Wow. That is…that’s the nicest thing anybody has ever said to me.”

Yes, this is how people fall in love.

“But I have to tell you one other thing.”

“What’s that?”

They were close, intimate, and she was suddenly turned on again. Not for blue Kyle, but she wondered about how Kyle made love as a woman.

“The bane of my existence. I’ve got an aunt, she wants the panties.”

“Your Aunt.”

“Apparently, when Mom and Dad first discovered the panties his aunt wanted them. There was a fight, and…I think she got killed.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“She got killed, and her son was killed, but she had a daughter.”

“Which would be your aunt.”

“Lord, it sounds like some weird inbred Nosferatu.”

Kyle smiled at the reference to the movie.

“Anyway, she hounded Mom and Dad from day one. She’s tried kidnapping, extortion, hired people to home invade…she won’t quit.”

“And she would harm you?”

“Without a thought. And she’s got a husband who is even crazier.”

“Lord.”

“That’s one of the reasons I don’t hang around people. I went to school when I was younger, but I was always being taken out when there was a threat from Aunt Charlotte. Mom and Dad agreed I could go to college, but I’m under strict orders. I don’t even write home. The other reason is that…I don’t want anybody to know my secret.”

Grace opened her mouth to say it wasn’t a big deal, but he cut her off. “Think about the way you reacted.”

She closed her mouth. He was right.

“I understand.”

“Not completely you don’t.”

“What?”

“There’s one last thing before…before we can continue.”

She wanted to continue. Lord, how she wanted to continue. Her heart was filled with warmth and she felt totally different. “What’s that.”

Kyle reached down to where his jacket lay on the floor. He picked up the panties and held them out to her.

Grace suddenly felt fright. It was one thing to see somebody else change, but to change herself…that was a bit much.

“I don’t want to.” She actually backed away from him.

“I know,” but he held the panties out.

“So why do I have to?”

“My Mother told me you would. She said she didn’t understand until she put the panties on.”

“Your mother…”

“She said I would one day meet some one, and I would know that she was the one.”

Grace sat motionless. A part of her exulted; he was feeling the same things she was feeling. A part of her was terrified.

Kyle didn’t move. He just watched her and waited.

“I don’t…” she shook her head.

“Okay,” he said, still holding the panties out.

Grace studied the two visible colors. What would happen when she put the panties on?

“Should I be a man or a woman?”

“Be one, then you can be the other some other time.”

She couldn’t help herself. She knew that this must be what Eve felt when the serpent first offered her the apple. She reached out a hand.

The material was just material. It wasn’t worn, it wasn't particularly special.

“What if I want to be…like…blue?”

“Do it.”

“So I could fuck you.”

He nodded. “I’m looking forward to it.

She leaned towards him, “But why?”

“Mother told me about this.”

“You must love your mother.”

“With all my heart.”

“And when she’s a man?”

“We go out hunting, fishing, and then she shows me how to do needlework.”

A giggle escaped Grace. “That’s…bizarre.”

“What’s bizarre is when Dad decides to be a woman. I don’t know why, but that fucks with my head worse that Mom.”

“Okay,” she said. “How do I do this?”

“Just put them on. Blue side out if you want to be a man. The material will become like skin. You’ll be able to find the waist band and change back, but nobody will be able to take the panties off you.

She nodded.

“One thing…”

“Yes?”

“As blue Grace you can fuck anybody you want.”

“What?”

“Mom and Dad explained it to me. When you’re somebody else it’s okay if you fuck somebody else. They both said that when you’re changed, and especially when you’re blue, that your desires are out of control. You’ll fuck who you want. You might feel a little twinge or two at first, but you won’t be able to stop yourself. That’s why I don’t schedule a movie in the morning. I’ve spent the night fucking.”

Grace blinked. Yet, there was something fatalistically honest about his attitude. She nodded, bit her lip. “I’m going to put them on now.”

She put her feet into them, then stopped. She looked up at Kyle before she pulled the panties up. “Do you go fucking as blue or pink? As a man or woman?”

“Whatever I feel like.”

“So this is like a license to fuck.”

“It’s a chance to be both, to understand both. But…you’ll see.”

It was the kind of statement in which there should have been ineffable sadness, but there wasn’t. He truly was okay with…with whatever happened once she changed.

“Okay. Wish me luck.”

“Luck,” he whispered.

She stood up, pulling the panties up her legs.

Everything shimmied. She felt like she was on the verge of unconsciousness, but she felt everything changing.

Her legs morphed, became like blue Kyle’s had been. Big, strong oaks, strong enough to kick any man’s ass.

Her groin swirled through shades of translucent flesh, and she felt her pussy morphing. Her clitoris sprang out to the front. Ten inches of clitoris. And she had balls!

And the change kept moving up her body. Her dainty waist became a washboard of abs. Her chest became wide and taut with heavy muscle. Her hair suddenly pulled back inside her scalp, and her face went totally prickly.

She became aware of Kyle watching her. No expression. Yet he was okay with it. He wasn’t put off by her change, by her becoming a man.

Of course.

He wasn’t a man himself right now. He was pink Kyle. Kylie. And Grace turned her head down and looked at her…now his…groin.

Her cock was big, and it was growing. She grabbed it as if she could stop it, but it was on its way. She felt it stiffen, she felt the balls being pulled up tight. It was like a weapon, and she wanted to use it.

She looked at Kyle. She could stop herself. She could leave, go find some other fuck, but…

“It’s okay. You can fuck me. I’d like to be fucked by you. I’ve been fucked before, by many men in a night, many nights. I’d like to be fucked by somebody I love.

She took him, without hesitation. She just moved across the space between them and grabbed him, turned him, took him in her arms and pressed her lips to his.

Kyle gave way easily. He moaned, and she grabbed his chest and delighted in his big boobs.

She bent her head and fed from his tits. She sucked and licked, and one hand squeezed his mammary glands. Her other hand darted between his legs and groped her hole.

Kyle was okay with it. He welcomed it. He loved it.

Her fingers were inside him and he groaned and held to her. Held to her like she was a life preserver in the sea.

Grace stood up, lifting him easily. She handled him like he was a doll, spun him around and put him on his feet. She bent him over and pressed his big cock to her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” Kylie whimpered.

Grace pressed into him. His skin stretched, his vaginal passage filled up and expanded. Then Grace began to fuck him.

She held to his hips and drove into him.

He would have fallen, but she had a firm grip on him.

Out of him. A long slide of thick cock. The veins rippling along his passage.

Into him, plumbing the depths, making him cry out in wonder.

Yes, he had fucked, and been fucked, as a woman, but never by a blue cock. Never by the big dong that sprang from Grace’s legs.

“Yes,” he cried out. “Fuck me!”

She knew he was crying, and maybe it hurt a little, but he wasn’t crying because of pain. He was crying because they were fused, wedded in a way that only people in love can know.

Kyle came first. A series of explosions that shook his hips and made his body spasm.

Then Grace came. A monstrous splash of semen that Kyle felt reached his belly.

She let him go and he collapsed, face first, on the couch.

She had just cum, and…she wanted more.

Kyle fell on his side, his hole stretched out and happy. Go,” he whispered. “Take a walk. Have some fun.”

Grace grinned. She had never felt so empowered in her life. She found some blue clothes in a closet and got dressed, then walked down the stairs and across the campus.

She walked with that rolling swagger that a truly powerful man has. Her muscles felt loose on her frame. She moved with rhythm. She was a man’s man.

On the quad the eternal Frisbee game was being played. Grace ignored it, walked across the field towards a cluster of those hair brained girls that, as herself, she frowned upon.

Now she wasn’t frowning. Now she had a cock that was demanding to be fed.

The Frisbee hit her in the back of the head.

Her lips curled and she turned.

“Little help?” one of the Frisbee players, a chuckle on his face, called.

She picked up the Frisbee, weighed it, curled it, and let fly. It sailed into the Frisbee’s players hands so hard he couldn’t hold it.

Grace knew what Kyle meant now. It would be so easy to go over and clobber the idiot’s face. But he was just being a guy, responding to the threat of an alpha male treading on his territory. If Grace kept going it would all resolve. It was his choice, and it wasn’t even the women in her that saw fighting as silly. It was that pussy, as presented by the watching group of girls in front of her, was more important than beating down some idiot.

“Hey, girls,” she greeted the group of three. They were all pretty. And they were all hungry. They weren’t sluts, they were just hungry for a real man.

“Who are you, big boy?”

Grace wasted no time. She squeezed her pants under her groin, emphasizing the big snake in them. “I could be your friend.”

The girls blinked. A part of them wanted to run. They had found what they had been looking for. But they had been caught by what they were looking for.

“Is that really all you?”

“Show and tell,” he stated. “Feel for yourself.”

The girls all giggled, and one of them stepped forward and touched her outlined cock. “Oh, my God. That’s big.”

“And it could be all yours,” Grace sighed, loving the feeling of her cock being felt.

“Come feel this fucking piece of meat!” The girl encouraged her friends. The girls came forward, felt Grace’s prick and oohed and awed.

A short while later Grace held the hand of the first girl as they walked behind some bushes.

Hidden from passersby, Grace wrapped the girl in her arms and bent her back and kissed her profoundly.

Her breath gone, the girl was helpless as Grace pulled her skirt up and panties off. She lifted the girl up and plopped her right down on her dick. Monkey love, the girl held to Grace as she pounded into her. She was dazed, awestruck, stunned, and she felt the big wang reaching up inside her for her womb.

“I can’t…” she cried, holding to him, even as she did.

Grace fucked her till she came, then she shot a wad into her that would have done the Hulk proud.

The girl was staggering, semen dripping down her thighs and onto the ground, when they walked out from the bushes.

“Holy, shit,” her girlfriends cried out.

“You got to try him out,” the girl whispered, as she was supported by her friends.

Grace took another girl back behind the bushes and did her. And brought her out in similar condition. Fucked stupid and loving it.

And the third one.

When she brought the third one out, sodden with semen and hardly able to stand, the Frisbee boys were there.

“What you doing with our girls, man?” The boy who had thrown the Frisbee snarled and pushed Grace.

“I don’t think—“

WHAP! the boy hit Grace in the face.

Grace was half turned, and she shook her head. So that’s what it feels like to get hit. She straightened up. He swung again, and she pushed his face with her hand. Except she must have done more than pushed, for he fell back and groaned.

Fuck! She hadn’t wanted to fight. But what Kyle had said, one was for fucking and the other was for fighting. It was obvious that blue was for fighting.

While the Frisbee boy’s friends gathered around him Grace headed across the campus. She didn’t want to be there if the police were called. She headed for her dorm instinctively.

Grace climbed the stairs to her room and walked in.

Carly was sitting at her desk working on a report.

“Who are you?” there was a tinge of upset, a man had just walked into her dorm room, after all, but there was also a hunger.

As if she could smell him, feel him, smelled his pheromones.

Grace grinned. She unzipped her pants and said, “Grace sent me. She said you needed a good fuck.”

Carly suddenly grinned and turned in her chair to face him. “You don’t say…”

Kylie moved around the apartment. He cleaned the popcorn dishes. He straightened up. He was a neat fellow. Probably because he was a girl right then, but…nothing wrong with being neat.

She was in the kitchen when she felt the door open. The change of air pressure, the sense of somebody else’s presence. “Back already?” she called out. She stepped into the living room and froze.

“Hello, nephew.”

Aunt Charlotte smiled at him. The smile was not a happy smile. It was toothsome, like a shark’s smile, and her eyes focused on Kylie with an intent to harm.

Next to her stood her husband. Brad. An inbred redneck if ever there was one.

“Get the fuck out,” Kylie whispered.

“I think you’ve got something that belongs to me.”

“I’ve got nothing of yours.”

“Panties, girl. Where are they?”

“I left them home.”

“The bull shat,” she said viciously. She made a motion of her head. “Brad. Teach the bitch a lesson.”

Brad smacked a fist into his hand and moved towards Kyle.

Kyle tried to fight, but he was a girl, and pink was for fucking, not fighting. Brad punched her, and punched her. And kicked her. And slapped her. And then he got mean.

Grace stood over Carly. Carly was on the bed, sleeping the sleep of fucked stupid. Grace grinned and stroked his big cock. Man, that had been fun.

She looked up and saw the police cars on the campus. She must have hit Frisbee boy a little hard. Well, she had to get back to the apartment, Kylie would be wondering, so…she figured out how to take off the pink and blue panties, and her body shimmied through the change.

She felt refreshed. All that fucking, and she just felt good. Man, she loved those panties.

She grabbed a dress and slipped it on. She put the panties in a small purse and looked around, and saw Carly’s open laptop. She moved to close the lid, and stopped. Carly had the file open, Kyle’s file. The one that had been flagged, and she smiled and wondered why anybody would ever want to flag…she froze.

Flagged.

Who would want Kyle.

Aunt Charlotte.

And Grace realized that she had inadvertently done a dumb thing. She had shown the bad guys where Kyle was hiding. Oh…FUCK!

She grabbed her small purse and ran out the door.

The police were interviewing students about the altercation, and Grace walked right through them. She wanted to run past them, but she couldn’t draw attention to herself. So she quick walked, a student on the way to an appointment.

Once out of sight she began running. Her heart was pounding and she was sweating. Oh, fuck. If anything had happened to Kyle…

She reached his apartment and ran up the steps, and stopped.

The door was ajar and she heard voices.

“Man he’s fucked up.”

“You hit him pretty hard.”

“He wasn’t talking.”

“He won’t talk for a while now. Let’s toss this place. Those panties have to be here somewhere.”

Grace froze. Aunt Charlotte had arrived, and the man must be her husband.

Grace was panicking. She thought about the police a couple of hundred yards away. No time to get them. She had to rescue Kyle. Oh, God, what had they done to him?

As a woman she abhorred violence. She was shaking when she took out the panties. She was trembling as she stepped into them and pulled them up. She…

“Where the hell could she have them?”

“Could she be wearing them?”

“I don’t see any line around the waist.”

“But it’s got to be…”

The door slammed back and the pair turned and stared at blue Grace.

Grace wasn’t smiling.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Nosferatu.”

Aunt Charlotte and Brad looked at each other. Nosfer who?

Grace didn’t like fighting. As blue Grace, however, she knew that pink was for fucking, and blue was for fighting.

She punched Brad right in the nose. Brad felt his schnozzola break. Many pieces, and he fell to the floor and held his schnoz.

Aunt Charlotte lifted her cane to strike Grace. Grace whirled and caught the cane. She wrenched it out of the elder woman’s hand. She grabbed the woman’s grey hair and lifted.

Aunt Charlotte’s eyes went wide and her feet kicked. She would have screamed, but Grace tossed her into a corner.

As Aunt Charlotte cried and Brad asked for the number of the truck that hit him, Grace bent over Kylie.

She was a mess. Her eyes were blacked and closed. Her mouth was covered with blood. Her face was so lumpy she wasn’t recognizable.

Brad had really gone overboard.

Grace stood up, enraged, but curiously calm. Deep inside, who she was, a pretty, young girl with a bit of smarts, knew she couldn’t just kill Aunt Charlotte and her stupid husband.

She walked to Aunt Charlotte, grabbed her by the hair, and tossed her out the front door. Aunt Charlotte lay on the landing and sobbed.

Grace went to Brad, picked him up and went to the door. Aunt Charlotte was just standing up, brushing her dress, when Grace threw Brad into her back.

They went down the stairs, a mess of arms and legs and pain.

Grace shut the door and went back to Kyle.

Grace didn’t need to take Kylie to a doctor. Once she regained sufficient wits to make herself understood she simply asked that Grace put the panties on him.

Once she had gone through a shimmy of change he simply stood up.

“The panties take care of you,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” she cried. “I hacked into your school records, I wanted to know who you were, and they found you because of that.”

“That’s okay. Want to fuck?”


EPILOGUE

Grace and Kyle stood on the porch. They could hear footsteps moving across the room, and a big, tail wagging Labbie had gone out the back door, run around the house, and now was jumping on Kyle.

The door opened.

Liz Jordan smiled and took her son, who was actually in his own body for a change, and hugged him.

The dog barked.

Ryan came across the room. Tears were in his eyes as he hugged his son.

Kyle stood back and presented Grace.

“Mom…Dad, I want you to meet Grace.”

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


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

‘The Femwood Boy!’

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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