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PART ONE

“Honey, you will never guess what I did.”

Henry Coates looked up at his wife and grinned. “You invented a cure for cancer?”

Henry was a handsome fellow, a little slender, a bit round in the face, but with a wry sense of humor.

“Oh, come on, really guess.”

Henry looked at Julie and sighed. She was a babe, his wife was. She had a statuesque body, perfect measurements, 36 by 24 by 36. Long, blonde hair, which she kept up because she worked in a lab, and deep blue eyes.

“Okay. You, uh, invented a new food for dogs.”

“You’re not taking me seriously!”

“Honey! I have absolutely no clue as to what you did! I haven’t seen you since this morning, I’ve had my head in the computer all day…why don’t you just lay it on me.”

She sat down on the couch next to him, took the newspaper out of his hands and tossed it aside and took his hands in her own. “I’m a lab rat!”

He blinked. He knew her lab invented things, and he knew they had lab rats, but… “You’re a lab rat?”

“I am. I will be making an extra two hundred a month, and—“

“Wait! You mean you’re actually taking an experimental drug?”

“Didn’t I just say that?”

“No,” he frowned. “You didn’t.”

“Oh, well, I am, and they’re going to pay me two hundred a month and all I had to do was take three pills. Simple dimple. And…”

While Julie blathered on Henry tried to control his upset.

“Wait a minute,” he finally broke in. “What kind of a drug are you taking?

“It’s a new chemical, been thoroughly tested, and here is the good news, it’s going to make my boobs bigger.”

“Wait! What?”

“It’s a specially made formula to help women lactate. It’s been working 100%, no ill effects, they’ve tried it on everything, and now they want to try it on me.”

“You’re going to produce milk? With your boobs?”

She huffed, “Didn’t I just say that?”

And it was a mark of how upset Henry was that he didn’t really register that.

“So you’re going to breast feed.”

“Not really. I’m just going to lactate. I’’ produce milk for a month or so and then the effects will go away..”

“And what if you keep lactating?”

“Oh, silly. None of the test subjects kept giving milk after three months.”

“But what if you do.”

She blinked. “Well, that would be…gosh.”

“Honey, this is dangerous. Humans shouldn’t be guinea pigs. You have no idea what untested drugs can do to you.”

“But it’s tested out perfectly so far. And I’ve already signed up, and I took my pills today.”

Henry stood up and started pacing. He thought about lawyers. He thought about side effects.

And, to be fair, he thought about how he loved big boobs, and how cool it would be to have his wife…bigger.

She was already big, and he loved that, but…what if she did get bigger?

“Okay. three months? On three pills?”

“Three months is what the test subjects experienced.”

“That’s pretty powerful.”

“I know, but this will help women who have trouble lactating. This is very important, and I’ll be helping new mothers everywhere. Please, honey, say it’s okay. I want to do this, I agreed to do this, and it’s for a good cause.”

“Let me see these pills.”

“I don’t have them with me. They’re at work.”

Henry frowned. “Well, it sounds risky to me.”

“Oh, so you don’t like extra money,” she pouted.

“I never said that. I—“

“Then you don’t like me taking the initiative.”

“You know that’s not—“

“Henry,” she gasped, “you don’t want my boobs to give milk! You don’t want my boobs to get bigger!”

Henry rolled his eyes. “Honey, I would love that. It’s just…I don’t like the idea of you putting strange chemicals into your body.”

“But these are tested. They aren’t strange. Wanna fuck?”

Henry blinked, and knew he had lost the argument. When Julie wanted to get her own way she always laid that on him. As if sex was a logic he couldn’t refute.

Of course, him being a horny bastard, he couldn’t refute it, and that was sort of logical..

Julie giggled. “Come on, big boy. Why don’t you come on into the bedroom and let’s play with my milk bags.”

“Honey!” he tried, but she grabbed his hand and tugged him.

“Unless you don’t want to play with them.”

Henry felt his cock rise. He thought about her boobs. And she hefted them to make sure he knew what she was offering.

Julie led him into the bedroom, pushed him onto the bed and started doing a strip tease. She hummed stripped music and took off her blouse and tossed it into his face.

He grinned and threw the garment aside.

Next went the skirt. She unzipped the side, shimmied out, which made her large boobs jiggle so delightfully, and threw the skirt at him.

“You bitch,” he laughed.

“La de da…dum dum…” she reached behind herself and undid her bra and came close to him. She looped it over his head and ran it back and forth around his neck, then she left it draped there as she danced back into the center of the room. Her breasts went around and around and up and down and his eyes stuck to them.

“It’s panty time, lover!” She pushed her panties down and when they reached her ankles she kicked them into the air. He snagged them and held them to his face.

“Mmmm, tasty.”

“Ooh, you’re nasty.”

She came to him and undid his shirt, he leaned forward and she pulled it off him. Then she went after his zipper. In a moment it was down and she was pulling his slacks off him.

“Oh, baby, what’s that I see in your panties.”

“These are BVDs, not panties.”

“Oh, you want to wear my panties.”

“I do not!”

She moved forward then, pushing him back on the bed, and she clambered over him.

He relaxed, his cock was sticking straight up, and she moved her slit over it. She reached down and spread her labia and started sliding her juicy snatch over his rock hard cock.

She started to slide down, and stopped. Just his head was in her pussy and she held herself up, put a finger to her lips and said, “Oh, wait a minute, you’re mad at me for that lab thing.

He groaned, and laughed, and said, “You are so bad.”

“Then you’re not mad?”

“God, no. Now stop torturing me and get on with it!”

She slid down, and their eyes opened. It was a perfect fit, and her pussy was slick and hot. She put her hands on his pectorals and began jouncing up and down.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Honey, you’re going to love it when I start lactating. I’ll even let you nurse. Would you like that? Baby Henry needs his milk….right from the spigot.”

He reached up and pulled her down enough so he could place his mouth on her tit.

“Oh!” she yelped.

He growled and sucked and gave her nipple another nip.

She fell on him then, and he flipped her over and took the dominant position.

“Oh, baby,” he muttered. He was no longer thinking about her being a lab rat. Now he was only thinking about how much he loved being in her.

She wrapped her legs around him, squeezed, and he slithered into her, rubbing the veins of his cock against the sides of her vaginal canal.

She squealed, humped him harder, bit his ear, and he could feel her pussy muscles squeezing his cock.

“Holy fuck!” He grunted.

“It’s a hole and you’re fucking it,” she gasped.

Then he felt his insides start to click, he felt that surge of urge that presaged the orgasm.

“You’d better hurry,” he said. “She’s about to blow.”

“Oh, God…yes.” She twisted her hips and pulled on his cock, and that put her over.

“Yes…yes…Ohhh!”

She locked up, her pelvis felt rigid, and his cock was trapped, but that was okay. His cock began to spew right after her, and he kept pumping and pumping, filling her with seed.

Satisfied, they collapsed. Held each other.

She said, “I’ll be careful. It’ll be all right.”

He knew she was talking about the drug experiment.

Later, after she drifted off, he still thought about it, though. Taking drugs was a serious thing, and an experimental drug was really serious. Well, nothing to do about it now And he drifted off to sleep.

Life went on. Henry thought about her taking the experimental pills a bit, then he forgot about it. Nothing was happening, there was nothing to talk about, and…life went on.

Henry worked on the internet. He was a data base specialist and companies stood in line for him to work on their databases. So a month passed and he always had his head filled with computerese, worked  on algorithms, and played a little golf on the weekends.

Julie went to work at the pharmaceutical company every day. As a test subject she had to have her blood sampled frequently, and she had to pee in a cup every day. Outside of that little routine everything pretty much stayed the same. She analyzed data, spun test tubes, filled out reports. She knew the work was boring for most people, but she really enjoyed it. It kept her attention focused and she stopped even thinking about the drug test.

A month after being on the program Julie came home and said, “Party tonight! Randy Jackson and his wife are throwing an evening barbeque. Swimming, naked women, drinking, naked women, orgies in the bedroom, naked women!”

Henry gave her the eye. “In other words it’s going to be a boring bunch of scientists talking about how exciting a test tube is but you want to make sure I go so you’re giving me the sex talk.”

“Damn! You know me well!”

“Well, I’m in the middle of a problem and—“

“Wanna fuck?”

“Goddamn it!” he howled. “That’s not fair!”

“Nope,” she grinned. “We have to be there by six.”

At 5:45 they walked out the door and got into the car. Henry was in shorts and tee shirt. Julie was in a red, silk cheongsam with a porthole on the chest. The porthole gave an amazing view of her mountains and Henry marveled. “Man, that dress makes your bust look big!”

“I can’t eat tonight,” she said.

“Huh? Where is the logic? I tell you your boobs are beautiful and you decided to starve yourself.”

“No, it’s just that the dress is a little tight and I don’t want to turn into one of those large ladies who was to waddle everywhere.”

“Henry side glanced her as he started the car. “As long as you have those bazoombas you can be as fat as you want.”

“Oh, honey, you say the—Mooo!—nicest things. I—mooo!—wouldn’t worry about me geting—Mooo!—fat, though. I—“

“All right,” he laughed. “You got me. You do have the best boobs in the world, however.”

“I know. Wanna fuck?”

He stepped on the brakes and the car lurched to a stop.

“After the party?”

“Oh, you bitch,” he chuckled, and they headed down the street.

The party was a wild and crazy affair. It was mostly scientists, and after being cooped up in labs all day the scientists were ready to frolic.

Jason Landers liked to fill a syringe with vodka, then ‘vaccinate’ oranges.

Betty Wenders walked around in a bathing suit and tried to engage her fellows in profound conversations concerning the interaction of erudite molecules with negative flanders, or something like that. Henry didn’t know, and he doubted anybody else knew because Betty in a bathing suit was definitely a distraction.

Sandy Elizabeth got drunk and started groping all the men. Finally, the women bundled her into the bedroom to sleep it off, and a Lesbian get together ensued, and without bathing suits.

Henry ate a hot dog and drank bourbon and Coke. He had to admit this thing was fun. Especially when Betty groped his package. Thank God Julie didn’t see that.

There was some dancing, a corner of the patio was taken up by the political group. The argument du jour was whether stem cells could enable men to give birth. A hot subject if there ever was one.

Henry was dancing with Julie, enjoying the jiggle against his chest, as she was enjoying the rub of the bulge in his pants, and he felt wetness on his chest.

“Damn, I’m horny!” her eyes glinted at him.

“Must be in the water,” Henry glinted right back. “I feel the need to insert a meat package somewhere.”

“In the hole hotel?”

“Just for the night, mind you.”

They danced, and giggled, and were jostled by other dancers, and Henry suddenly looked down at his chest. “Damn,” he said, looking down. I must have spilled something.”

Julie laughed and they moved off the floor and he grabbed some napkins.

“Can’t hold your liquor, eh?”

“I can my liquor just fine, but…you got some spill on you, too.”

Julie looked down and blinked. Her red, satin material hid the spill, but it was obvious in the light that somebody had splashed her.

“That damn Jedidiah! If he brought a squirt gun to—“ she stopped.

Feeling the abrupt change in Julie’s attitude, Henry stopped blotting his chest and looked at her. “What’s the matter?”

Julie was inspecting her whole front now, and he saw it. The spill of liquid was down her front, emanating from her breasts, and her nipples!

“Oh, my God!”

“You’re lactating!” Henry whispered.

Rumors at parties are viral. No sooner had Julie bid goodbye to Georgina Jackson than Georgina noticed the spill on the front, knew what it meant, told Shiela Burkson about the successful lactation drug, and Shiela told Tammi and Tammi told Jenny and Jenny told…and Wanda Hilton caught up to Julie and Henry at the door and exclaimed, “Is it true? Are you lactating?”

Her voice was loud enough that a couple of couples started whispering. And she didn’t need to ask because Julie’s front was now seeping milk.

Wanda guided Julie into the bathroom where she borrowed a towel and blotted Julie’s breasts.

“Wow, you are really lactating.” They talked for a minute, and Julie agreed to show up at the office an hour early so they could do tests. Then Wanda pressed the towel to her front and said, “Take this. I’ll tell Georgina you’ll return it later.”

Henry and Julie walked down the front walk, Julie holding the towel to her boobs.

“Wow! You’re really putting out the milk.”

“And it’s really making me horny.”

“I’ll get the car, you just stay here.”

A minute later Henry drove up and Julie got in.

“I’m not going to be able to sleep in bed,” she said. “I’ll ruin the mattress.”

“I’ll set up the pads off the patio furniture. Did you ever think you’d produce this much milk?”

“Nope. I wish they’d only given me one pill.”

Henry shook his head and tried not to stare. He had to stay on the road.

They arrived home and Henry set up a temporary bed. Julie went into the shower and soaped her boobs. Now that she was really examining herself she realized that she had grown a cup size. No wonder the dress had been tight.

She stepped out and dried off, then put on a nursing bra she had bought just in case. She slipped pads into the front of the bra and went into the front room where Henry had set up her bed.

“How’s it going?”

“I think the milk is slowing down, but that was awesome. It was actually shooting out of my nipple like a squirt gun.”

Henry grinned. Nice bra. Makes you look real big.

Julie bit her lip. “Henry?”

“Yes, wonder cow?”

She slapped him, tried not to laugh, and said, “I have to tell you, this thing is really making me horny.”

“And that’s good, right?” It was obvious that from his viewpoint it was good.

“But I feel like such a cow!”

“I guess I better be careful with the jokes.”

“Well, I started it, but…yes. But are you okay with making love with me in this condition?”

“Honey, even if I wasn’t, my cock is.”

She laughed weakly.

“Here, lay down. I’ve laid out sheets over the plastic—it can get sweaty, you know—and we can change the sheets if they get wet.”

“Thanks, honey.”

Then, eyeing Henry, Julie slid her panties off and got down on all fours. “Take me from the rear,” she smiled at him.

“Are you embarrassed?” he asked as he ripped his clothes off.

“A little.”

“Well, get over it.”

Henry liked the doggy position, and he knelt next to her and kissed her while he massaged her pussy.

“Oh, God. I can’t believe how horny this has made me!”

“Me, too,” Henry actually gulped, he was so excited, then he perched behind her and fit his cock to her pussy.

She lowered her shoulders and arched her back to present her pussy and give him easy access.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed. “This has been like the itch you can’t scratch.”

“And now you’re finally getting it scratched.”

“I am.”

Henry pushed up against her buns. He knew his dick would be rubbing at her G spot. She should cum in no time. And she better, because he was already feeling it.

They fucked, rutted like sex pigs, and Henry inadvertently hugged her. It was a normal motion, a comfortable feeling, and he squeezed her tit.

“AHHH…”

Henry stopped moving. “Are you okay?”

“Do that again!” she almost screamed.

Henry plunged deep and squeezed her boob.

“Oh…fuck!”

Henry plunged again, and Julie pushed her butt against him. “Squeeze my titties! More!”

Henry began squeezing her breasts, left, then right, then left.

“Take my bra off!”

Normally Henry would have quipped, ‘But I’m not wearing it,’ but now she was so intense, and her body was jerking all over the place, that he just worked the clasp and the bra dropped off.

Her breasts hung down, almost to the floor, and she groaned. “When you squeeze my tits it causes a contraction in my vagina. It makes me cum.”

Henry didn’t need further explanation. He jammed his cock in, hard, and he reached around and squeezed her tits. Hard.

Milk spurted out, dripped out of his hands, literally poured onto the sheet and the plastic liner under it.

“Oh….yes! Again”

Henry fucked her and fucked her, and the milk poured and poured.

Julie kept lurching and spasming. Orgasm after orgasm. Short, sharp, hard.

Finally, she was done. She collapsed on her belly and Henry drew out. Henry’s dick was done. He had cum, and she had kept fucking him,  and he had grown hard again, but now it shrank and just laid there.

“Wow,” Julie moaned.

“Double wow!” Henry laid next to her on his back.

“I’ve made a mess,” she looked away from him, and he picked up on her mood.

“Are you embarrassed.”

“No.”

“Then looked at me.”

She turned her face towards him, and was embarrassed, and moved towards him and buried her face on his chest.

He just laughed. “No need to be embarrassed. It was all for science, anyway. Right?”

She nodded.

They got up and Henry replaced the sheets, then they both laid down. Henry was going to sleep on the couch, but instead they just cuddled and drifted off.

“Oh, shit,” Julie said.

Henry opened his eyes and looked at her.

“I’m getting horny again.”

He grinned, but said, “Sorry, babe. You totally fucked me out.”

“You’re sorry? I’m sorry!”

She sat up and looked at her breasts. They might be a touch bigger. Yes, just a touch, and milk was drizzling out of. her ducts.

“What can I do?”

She looked at him, a lost, little girl look, and said, “Can you use your fingers?”

“Of course I can. Here, let’s put some pillows and, yeah, turn like that. Okay, here we go.”

Julie was laying on her belly, two pillows under her and her breasts out to the side. They were flattened, but the nipples were accessible, and they were leaking. She spread her legs and Henry put his hand down between her buns and started rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned, and she immediately started cumming.

Henry grinned and worked his hand. He rubbed her clitoris and inserted a couple of fingers and finger banged his wife.

Julie humped and humped and the milk flowed.

“I know there’s connection between the erogenous zone of the breasts and the vagina, but this is really something.”

Julie grunted, let the quick, hard orgasm pass, and muttered, “I love it, but…it’s too much, too.”

“Are you putting out as much milk?”

“No,” she admitted, “but this horny state is persisting.”

“Don’t worry about that. I may not be able to play the piano again, but we’ll satisfy your itches.”

“Honey, I have to go to work, but I’m picking up a dildo on the way home.”

For a half hour they fucked her pussy and milked her tits, and she finally calmed down.

“Oh, thank you,” Julie said. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t… you know.”

“That’s okay. I might put out advertising however, get some business cards. ‘Henry Lancing, Masturbator Extraordinaire.’

Julie pulled up her nursing bra and put fresh pads in it. “Can you make some toast or something while I get ready?”

“Absolutely.”

Julie headed for the bedroom and Henry began making breakfast. By the time she was ready for work he had a plate of toast, a couple of sausages and a glass of OJ.

Julie chomped and chewed quickly. She drank the OJ in almost a single gulp. “I must need to replenish fluids.”

Henry just chuckled. He was getting off on all the sex he was getting.

“I’ll be home as soon as they finish with me,” Julie tossed over her shoulder as she headed out to the garage. “Be ready.”

Henry fist pumped the sky as he went into his computer room.

At work Julie was hustled into the labs right away. Wanda and the other technicians had showed up early, and they poked and prodded, took samples and fetched Julie coffee.

Her milk was drained, her boob size was measured, and her milk was drained again.

“Is this flow ever going to stop?”

“Absolutely. The test subjects had increased flow for a month, then everything went back to normal.”

“That’s good. I love it, but…it’s making me horny.”

Wanda made a note on an iPad, and muttered, “Female viagra. That’s good. We can make a lot of money off that.”

And the tests went on.

At home Henry tapped the keyboard, figured out algorithms, and fixed data bases. He lost track of time—what he thought was fascinating other people would find boring—and before he knew it was lunch time.

But where was Julie?

Julie was being retested. And tested again. And then she was tested. Milk poured out of her, her boobs were measured, and they were getting bigger, and she was getting tired.

So much milk took a lot of energy.

Henry called her company, and Wanda came on the line and apologized but Julie was right in the middle of it and we’ll call you. Click.

Henry frowned.

Dinnertime, and he was ready to go over to the company and force his way in. They couldn’t keep his wife from him that way, then the phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Oh, thank goodness. I am so tired.”

“Julie! Are you all right? What the hell has been happening?”

“My milk production was heavy all day, but it’s finally gone down a bit. They think it might be a 24 hour thing. For 24 hours after you first start lactating your body goes crazy. But it seems to have gone down.”

“Are you coming home? Or should I pick you up.”

He heard a yawn on the other end of the phone. “I’ll be home in a half. Can you fix me dinner?”

“Sure. Just drive carefully and I’ll be here.”

“Okay, honey.” Another yawn.

Forty-five minutes later Julie drove into the garage. Henry was right there. He helped her out of the car and into the kitchen.

“Are you still lactating?”

“Oh, yeah. I need to change my pads right now. But it’s almost normal now.”

She ate bacon and eggs, that was his main dish as a male, and smiled, and yawned, and right afterwards Henry put her to sleep.

Henry was a little worried about her lactation, but he realized he was only being the concerned husband. The company had a ton of scientists looking after her.

She was sleeping on the floor on the made up bed, and he laid down on the couch and drifted off to sleep.

His last thought before drifting off was, Man, that poor woman!

“Henry?”

Henry awoke instantly. It was dark out, he glanced at the clock on the wall. Three o’clock.

“Are you all right?”

“I need to be milked.”

Henry rolled off the couch.

“And fucked…wanna fuck?”

For the first time in his married life Henry wasn’t thrilled by that phrase. Still, his cock stood up and he did have his duties.

He took her doggy style again. And she groaned and moaned, and finally said, “Can we do me on my back? My arms are tired.”

He pulled out and she turned over and faced him. In the darkness he could feel her gentle smile. She was happy, and resigned, and felt wonderful. All the lactation, it caused a maternal feeling in her.

Henry moved between her legs and began fucking her. He was actually afraid to lay on her with any weight. He didn’t want to hurt her tits.

Julie humped and held on, and she said, “Squeeze ‘em.”

Henry pounded into her, placed his hands on her chest and began squeezing.

Julie sighed and experienced a hard orgasm. Her hips twitched and locked up, and when it was over she said, “That is so hard and sharp. That must be what a man feels.”

Henry grunted and fucked harder.

“Henry…why don’t you suck on my tits.”

He stopped moving. Unbelievable, he hadn’t even thought about that. But he was a tit man, and he was fascinated. He lowered his head and took her distended nipple in his mouth. He began to suck and the milk squirted into his mouth.

It was a lot of milk, and it was delicious. Mother’s milk, though she wasn’t a mother, and he shifted to the other boob.

Back and forth he went, right to left to right to left, sucking, and the milk poured forth.

And Julie kept having orgasms every time he switched boobs. She held his head and felt a golden glow coming over her.

She was lactating, doing something women had done for a zillion years, and now she knew why. The warm fuzzies, and the bonus of a constant stream of little orgasms.

Poor Henry, he had cum the night before, and though he was hard, he couldn’t cum. He was empty.

When Julie realized that she giggled. “You can’t cum, can you.”

“No,” he grunted. “But it’s okay. I can still do you.”

“Oh, God! I love it! I’m never going to let you cum again. I’m going to keep you hard and just let you service me, no cum. I get all the orgasms.

“Oh, you mean bitch,” he grunted.

For the first time in his life he was fucked out. And frustrated. And couldn’t stop.

“Shut up and drink my milk!” she pulled his head back down.

And Henry felt the sweet nectar drizzle swiftly into his mouth, down his throat. Gulp after gulp after gulp.


PART TWO

Time passes. That is a known fact. Verified by clocks and watches all over the globe, time passes.

Within a couple of days the big rush of milk coming from Julie’s breasts was down to a light seepage. She had to wear the nursing bra, and change the pads every few hours, but she was no longer squirting willy nilly everywhere.

It was like a regular lactation. A little inconvenient, easily handled, and…time passed.

After two weeks she was still lactating, but she, or Henry, had to squeeze her breasts to make the milk come out.

Henry was happy with this because he liked playing with her mammary glands.

And, he had developed a taste for her sweet nectar.

He looked forward to waking in the morning and getting a warm cup of milk. A cup of milk before Julie went to sleep helped him sleep. And he had snacks during the day.

Julie laughed and said, “You’re just like a baby. Maybe I should stay this way and you would never have to eat another hamburger again.”

“Maybe if your right breast was strawberry and your left was chocolate.”

“Oh, that’s gross!”

Henry just grinned and squeezed some more milk out.

By the third week the milk was just a trickle. Henry was disappointed, but tried to hide it. He had really liked nursing at his wife’s ample boobs.

The fourth week they dried up and Julie lost a cup size.

“Well, that’s it, I guess.” Julie looked at the mirror. She was back to regular bras and there wasn’t a trace of moisture on the material around the nipples.

“Why don’t you volunteer for some more pills?”

“Oh, ho! Mr. I Don’t Want You Taking Dangerous Drugs!”

“Well, that was before they became non-dangerous.”

“You’re a pervert, and don’t deny it.”

“Of course I’m a pervert.”

“Well, I wish you could experience some of that endless fountain of milk. That might cure you.”

“Do you really want to cure me?”

She reached down and squeezed his weenie. “Nope.”

“Wanna fuck?”

“Ha! The shoes on the other foot!”

“Do ya?”

“After we go shopping.”

A couple of minutes later they were in the car and headed for the store. Henry turned on the radio and they listened to Lou Reed singing about walking on the wild side. Neither of them ever really paid attention to the lyrics, so they just hummed along and enjoyed the drive.

They entered the grocery store. It was past nine and there weren’t a lot of shoppers. They wandered the rows and tossed items into the basket.

They picked up some eggs. “Eggs always good,” grunted Henry, sounding like a caveman.

“We need bread, oh, here’s the butter.”

“Butter good,” grunted Henry.

Julie laughed at his humor.

“How about peanut butter?”

“Pee, and, nuts. Good. Unh!”

“Stop it you idiot.”

They walked past the whipped cream and looked at the products.

“Milk. Mmm. Milk good.”

“Shut—“ Julie stopped, stopped walking, froze, and stared at Henry.

“What?” he asked, laughing.

“Oh, no.”

Now he was puzzled, and he looked down to see what she was staring at.

His shirt was wet. Two blotches of moisture centered around his nipples. “What the fuck?”

“Henry…”

“What the fuck is…oh fuck!”

“Henry…you’re lactating.”

They ran out of the store. Just left their half filled shopping cart and ran for it.

Henry drove and Julie stared at him. The blotches on his shirt were getting larger. “What the fuck…what the fuck!”

“Keep your eyes on the road.”

Henry was panicking, but he managed to look up and drive without getting in an accident. Julie grabbed her cell phone.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m calling Wanda.”

“What for? What the hell is going on?”

“This has something to do with the pills I took.”

“But how could a pill you took affect me?”

“I don’t know…but you’re like I was. Wanda! Henry is lactating!”              

An excited voice on the other end.

“I don’t know!” Julie answered. “What should we do?”

She listened, said ‘okay,’ then hung up and turned to Henry. “Go to my work.”

“Your company? But…why?”

“Wanda will meet us there. Do you feel all right?”

“Aside from lactating? Oh, yeah. I’m peachy keenie.”

Julie ignored that and placed a hand on his arm. “Just take it easy. We’ll get to the bottom of this.”

They arrived at Julie’s work place and Wanda was already there. So were two other girls, Jenny and Sandy.

“Great,” muttered Henry, pulling into a parking place.

Wanda rushed out to meet them. The girls ran into the building.

“Henry, Julie, come on.”

“Wanda! What the hell is happening to me?”

“We’ll find out, Henry. The main thing is just to stay calm.”

“Stay calm? With my nipples leaking milk? Im a guy!”

“I know…I know. But there’s an explanation.”

They entered the big building and Wanda led the way back to the labs. Henry was still panicked, but Wanda’s reassurances were working.

The lab was a lab. Clean and sterile and filled with instruments.

“Have a seat, Henry. We’re going to take readings. We need information.”

Henry sat down in a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair. The front of his shirt was now sopping. He was leaking as hard as Julie had leaked the month previous.

Jenny and Sandy checked his blood pressure, his pulse, looked into his eyes and his ears. They stated results and Wanda entered the data into an iPad.

“Just be calm, dear,” Julie held his hand. “This is what I had to go through.”

Finally, the tests out of the way, Wanda pulled up a chair and faced Henry. “Okay, there’s obviously been some cross contamination. You didn’t take any pills, the only person you came in contact with was Julie. So…what was the point of cross contamination?”

Henry knew immediately and without doubt.

“I drank her milk,” he whispered.

Wanda blinked, then blinked again as her mind chewed on this data. “I should have known. Well, there is good news and bad news.”

“Oh, I already know the bad news. It’s all over my shirt.”

“That’s only half the bad news,” said Wanda. “The other half is that you are going to grow boobs.”

“What?” Henry’s voice squeaked.

“We gave the lactating formula to a group of male test subjects. They lactated, and they grew very large breasts.”

“Oh, no!”

“But, good news, sort of.”

“What?”

“They all recovered, returned to normal.” Then she dropped the other shoe. “In six months.”

“Six months?” Henry gaped. “I’m going to have boobs for six months?”

Wanda nodded.

“Oh, crap! What could be worse?”

Wanda cleared her throat.

“Oh, no! What now?”

“The test subjects all displayed extreme sexual excitement. They were priapic, they started, uh, mating with each other. And—“

“Wait a minute! You mean these male subject start doing it with other male subjects?”

“Yes.”

Henry stared in horror. “You’ve got have an antidote.”

“Apparently males react more strongly to the drug than females, and…there is no antidote. Not one we’ve discovered, at any rate.

“No! No! No!”

Henry was half bent over, his fists clenched.

“Henry, it’s okay,” Julie said. “I’ll be right there with you. The whole thing. We can get through this.”

Wanda: “You will be paid as a test subject for the whole time.”

“I’ll be paid a couple of hundred dollars a week for looking like a freak? I won’t be able to go out! I’ll have to hide in my house.”

“Henry, it won’t be that bad. You’ll be coming here every day for testing. As a matter of fact, this is invaluable data for us.”

“Why? So you can make the men of America able to breast feed?”

“No. It’s just data, but…it helps. And it will help mothers who can’t lactate. Think about it. If we can make a man lactate then a woman will be easy.”

“Oh, zippity do dah,” Henry cried. “My life is ruined just so some woman doesn’t have to buy formula.”

For the next hour Henry ranted and raved, and Wanda tried to salvage the situation. Julie held his hand and burped him.

Finally, they just sort of ran out. Henry was empty, and miserable, and there was nothing left to say.

On the way home he held a big towel to his nipples and watched as the material was soaked through.

“It’s okay, Henry. It’s not the end of the world.”

Henry just held the towel and felt himself leaking. Oddly, in spite of all his grousing, it felt good. And…he had a hard on.

They arrived home and Henry walked into the house. Wanda followed him into the bathroom. He dropped the towel and got into the shower. As he showered he watched the milk come out of his nipples and cascade down his front to drip on the tiles and run to the drain.

His nipples were bigger. They were probably bigger before his milk started to leak, but he hadn’t noticed it.

He stepped out of the shower and Julie wrapped him in a beach towel. She had folded it so the majority of the material was across his pectorals.

She led him out to the kitchen and poured him a drink.

“What am I going to do?” he asked miserably, and he took a sip.

Julie was sitting opposite him. She said, “Do you remember what my brother said when he told you to have a nice day?”

For a second Henry was blank. Then he said, haltingly, “Have a great day…”

“Or enjoy the misery,” Julie finished. “So enjoy the misery.”

He looked at her.

“Now I have heard you whining and crying all the way home, and I admit you’ve got cause, but it is what it is, and if you insist on being miserable then you’re just going to have to learn to enjoy the misery.”

“Fuck you brother,” Henry whined.

Julie snorted.

“What?”

“You’ve got a boner.”

“Yeah? So what?”

“So I had the female equivalent of a boner. I was wetter than a tropical storm in a rain forest, and what did we do about it?”

Henry heaved a sigh.

“We fucked. That’s what we did. Now, if you’re anything like me, then you’re going to be horny. Maybe not this instant, though your boner says it is this instant, but by tomorrow, maybe just later tonight, you’re going to want to jump my pussy.”

“So?” But his voice was lower, more intent. She had his attention now.

“So if you can stop whining and crying like a little bitch then I just might be in the mood to fuck you.”

Silence descended on the kitchen.

Henry sipped his bourbon. He was finally subdued.

“How do you feel right now?”

“I feel okay.”

“Okay? Or good?”

“I feel…I feel good.”

She nodded. “I felt good, and better and better, and then I was rabbit in a bunny whore house.”

Henry stared at her.

Then he snickered. “A rabbit? In a bunny whorehouse?”

She shrugged and gave a rueful smile. “It was all I could come up with.”

He chuckled. “Pretty good.”

“Yeah, I guess.” She heaved a sigh of relief on the inside. Henry was finally coming around. But she didn’t blame him. When it had happened to her she had been a lot worse than him.

“So you’re going to give me lots of sex.”

“I’ll fuck you till your weenie falls off. Then I’ll call our neighbors and have them fuck you. I’ll call every damned woman in town and we’ll fuck you till you’re blind.”

He nodded. “I’d like that.”

“I thought you would. Now let me make your bed. I’ll sleep on the couch, just in case I have to roll off and fall on your weenie in the middle of the night.”

“Start falling, bitch.”

She grinned. “It’ll happen. Now shut up and pour another drink. It’ll help.

Julie set up the mattresses from the patio lounges, then laid a sheet of plastic over them. She arranged sheets and blankets and pillows, then she set up the couch for herself.

Midway through her preparations Henry came out and sat at the dining room table. “I’m leaking like a sieve with a hole in it.”

“Tell me about it.”

Julie grunted. “I’ve set up towels next to you, so you can blot yourself during the night. If the pressure gets too bad let me know and I can milk you.”

“God, I feel like a cow.”

“How’s your boner, Miss Cow?”

“Like a bone. I can feel the horniness coming on.”

“Put it off as long as you can. Once I fuck you you’re going to be out of your mind.”

He chuckled. “The shoe is going to be on the other foot.”

She laughed. “You know, I’m sort of looking forward to this.”

“Have I ever told you you’re a real bitch?”

She snickered. “Wait a couple of days. I’m curious what you’re going to be calling me then.”

They slept for two hours, then Henry woke up. The world was strange, he was wired, his dick felt like a maypole, ready for the maidens to dance around it.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. He felt the towel around his chest and it was soaked.

“Henry?” Julie whispered

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

Julie rolled off the couch. She tossed the sodden towel away and gave him a dry one. His chest was sticky with milk. What was worse was that he wanted sex. Not just wanted sex, but WANTED sex. He could hardly think. His mind was like an apple that had been cored then exploded with a firecracker.

Julie grabbed his cock and began stroking. “Let’s see if my hand is enough for awhile. Let’s save my pussy for later.”

He didn’t care. Pussy, hand, a knothole in a tree…he needed relief.

She stroked and he began to lurch up and down with his hips.

It didn’t take him long, he was so horny. Within a minute he began to grunt and moan, and suddenly he felt the semen shoot up his shaft and erupt from the head of his penis.

“There’s boy. You need more?”

He had just come, but the sexual haze inside his mind made him nod. “Yes…please!”

Five times he shot his wad, and his breasts leaked all over the towel.  The towel rubbed against his nipples and he groaned.

After the fifth time Julie tossed the towel and put another one on his chest.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, “My nipples.”

She knew that the material of the towel had rubbed his super sensitive nipples. She kissed him gently and held the towel down. His nipples were bigger, and now it felt like his pectorals were expanding. She hadn’t experienced this because she already had breasts, but she knew it must feel like going through puberty, the confusion, the strange feelings, maybe, probably, the onslaught of hormones. With all that was happening to his body he must be experiencing hormones.

She jacked him off again, and he was starting to yawn, so she decided to give him one last cum. But now she was curious. When he had fucked her when she was like this she had been blind and unseeing, just victim to her raging senses.

She squatted over him and lowered herself.

He gasped and his eyes opened wide. Her hand had been rough and tough compared to this. He groaned and thrust his penis up and she engulfed him, then sat down hard.

“Tears of pleasure leaked out of his eyes, and his breasts—that was the only way to think of them now—squirted milk. One of his nipples was uncovered and the thin stream arced through the air.

“Come on, honey,” she murmured, and she began to rise and fall, corkscrewing her pussy down the length of his shaft.

Now Henry was in heaven. Before he had felt pleasure, and every fuck, every squirt of milk from his nipples, felt good. But now he was reaching new peaks, new crescendoes.

Julie reached down and pressed on his breasts. She knew he would sleep better if his boobs were empty. She pushed—yes, they were bigger—and the milk squirted into the air. The liquid got onto her face and into her hair. She just laughed and pushed down on his tits as she pushed down on his cock.

“Oh, God!” wailed Henry. “Oh, God…Oh, God!…Oh, God!” The orgasms washed over him until he wasn’t even aware that he was. He was just existing in a golden cloud of squirts.

Two more hours of sleep and Julie made herself move. Her pussy was truly and totally fucked, in the best sense of the word. She groaned and looked at Henry.

He slept, but his mouth was moving, mumbling. She couldn’t make out what he was saying, however.

“Henry, honey. Time to wake up.”

His hands immediately went to his chest. The towel was soaked. His penis was straight out.

“You want me to milk you before we go to work?”

He nodded.

She pressed on his chest. His squirts were thicker than hers, and there was more of them. His boobs were half grown, little mountains on his chest.

For fifteen minutes she kept palpating his boobs. More and more milk, and finally he was done.

She got him up and into the shower. She got him out and handed him a nursing bra.

“What’s this?”

“You need this honey.”

“I can’t wear this!”

“Then everybody will see your leaky tits sagging on your chest.”

He looked down at his chest and tried to keep a sob in. He had tits. Not huge, but this was only the first day.

She helped him into the bra, put some pads in and handed him some panties.”

“Why can’t I wear my tighty whiteys?”

“Because you’re going to feel a bit restrained. Look at your cock.”

He did, and it looked like an angry, red monster.

She helped him put on the panties and it helped. He was covered, and his dick wasn’t all bent up and out of shape. He’d have a bulge, but…the panties worked.

He got into shorts and pulled on a loose sweat shirt while she got dressed. He kept looking at his bulging chest in the mirror.

“Oh, man,” he kept saying. “Oh, man.”

“Oh woman, you mean,” she quipped.

“Not funny.”

“Everything’s funny if you can enjoy the misery.”

“Ha ha,” he said, miserably.

By the time they reached the company he needed to change his breast pads. Then commenced a morning of tests, tests, and more tests.

Henry suffered through the tests, they weren’t that hard, anyway, and he was done by noon. Which was good. His breasts were not only full, they were hot, fevered, the nipples turgid and wanting to be sucked.

His cock was like a lighthouse.

Julie was watching him carefully, and she rescued him at lunch time. She talked to Wanda, and Wanda nodded, and Julie collected Henry and walked him out to the car.

Henry was dazed, and he felt like gold. He was feeling that maternal glow that being milked gave.

“Be patient, Henry,” Julie said as she put the car into gear.

Henry wasn’t patient. His tits were getting bigger, hotter, and he reached a hand into his shorts and started stroking himself.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned as Julie pulled up to a stop light. His hand was working hard and his breast pads were squishy with milk. The girl in the next car stared at him as he arched his back and came.

Julie took off like a jackrabbit with a carrot up its ass when the light changed. The woman in the other car wasn’t following them, it looked like she had been laughing, but Julie wasn’t taking chances.

She pulled into the garage, dragged Henry from the car and pushed him into the house.

Henry was dazed, laughing hysterically, and he collapsed on his bed. He wasn’t even aware of who he was, let alone where he was.

Julie pulled his pants off and sat on him.

Henry immediately lurched into action. His hips bucked and he humped and he moaned, “My tits! My tits!”

Julia leaned over and pressed her hands on his boobs. They were getting bigger. After a morning of being poked and podded they were probably 70% of what they would be.

Henry’s bucking tossed her into the air and she braced her self and came down. Her pussy opened up and her hands pressed on his tits. More milk squirted out. He was in the middle of that first day now; he was in a fever heat of sexual desire and squirting milk. His dick was throbbing, and he began to cum, and cum, and cum.

Unlike Julie his orgasms weren’t hard, sharp little jolts. They were a constant orgasm, swelling into peaks, receding a bit, and swelling again.

Julie took it as long as she could, then she got off him, placed his hand on his penis, and let him jack himself.

“Heysoos wept,” she muttered, watching him pleasure himself.

She didn’t know how she was going to last through this.

Then she had an idea. When things had gotten too bad for her she had used a dildo. Of course, he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had a man pussy.

She ran for the bedroom and retrieved the dildo she had used. It was big and black, had large veins raised along the sides. She lubed it up and ran back to the living room.

Henry was pounding away. Semen was drooling out in a constant stream. His breasts were leaking like buckets without bottoms.

“Let go!” she slapped his hand away from his penis and pushed his legs apart.

“Julie…Julie?” He looked around in his daze, seeing her without seeing her.

She pushed the dildo into him and he froze, then lurched up, then suddenly rolled onto his side in a semi-fetal position. He began to suck his thumb happily. The sperm and the milk pooled and streamed and…he looked relaxed, happy. Still dazed, but not frenetic.

Julie sat back and sighed in relief. She stared at Henry as he happily burbled away. Who would have thought?

Henry came out of his daze at nine o’clock, 24 hours almost to the minute since he had first lactated. He looked around. The house was quiet. He felt like he was taking a shit, but that made no sense.

“Julie?” he called weakly.

Julie was sitting in the kitchen reading from her laptop. She had spent an interesting couple of hours reading about men with breasts.

There were men who had gynecomastia. This was a simple condition of growing breasts, and there were various ways of dealing with it from surgery to acceptance. Sometimes men grew out of it, sometimes they wore constrictive clothing, and sometimes they just wore bras.

Then there were trans men, trying desperately to grow breasts. If her company had anything to say about it they would soon have their chance.

And there were others.

“Julie?”

She heard Henry and she jumped up and went into the living room.

“Hey, honey. You okay?”

“I’m hungry. And thirsty. And I feel like I need to go to the bathroom.”

She smiled and told him to lay on his side. He did, and she pulled the dildo out of him.

“What the fuck?” he whimpered.

“Sorry, honey, but it kept you calm.”

“A dick up my ass did?”

She shrugged. “Why don’t you clean up. Take another shower. I’ll be in in a minute.”

She went into the kitchen and washed the dildo, then she headed for the bedroom.

Henry showered, and stepped out, and his milk was now just drizzling a bit.

Julie helped him into the nursing bra. She looked down at his dick. “I can’t believe that’s still hard.” She touched it and he groaned. “Well, let’s get you dressed and fed.”

Henry sat on the edge of the bed, sort of stupified. He didn’t complain when Julie slipped panties on him. And he just stood there and watched as she helped him into her robe.

The robe was thin and slick, and his boobs pushed the material out.

She helped him walk into the kitchen where she poured him a big glass of OJ and started making him dinner.

“How’s it going, honey?”

“Terrible,” he muttered.

“Well, It’s only misery, so make the most of it.”

“Why did you put that…that thing up my ass?”

“Just inspiration of the moment. Is your ass okay.”

He was silent, and she asked, “Henry?”

He was sitting at the table and tears were sliding down his cheeks and splattering on the table.

“Henry? What is it.”

He tried to dry his eyes, he kept wiping moisture off his cheeks, and he blubbered, “It felt good! I liked it.”

Julie grinned. “Honey, that’s okay. Lots of men like a dick up their ass.”

“But I’m a man! And Wanda said that males were fucking males!”

“Oh, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. I can get a strap on and protect you from all those big cocked men.”

He looked at her reproachfully. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sort of.”

“How can you do this to me?”

“Sorry, honey. But you know…it just sort of happened. How were we to know that drinking my milk would cause you to lactate?”

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“But what am I going to do?”

“Honey, I told you. Just enjoy it. I can see all sorts of possibilities. We can dress you up all girly, we can milk your tits every day, and I can take advantage of you and show you what it’s like to be a real woman. After all, you liked it when that dick was up your heinie, right?”

Snuffling, he nodded.

“Then all we have to do is enjoy it. I’ll pretend to be the manly man for a while, and I’ll fuck you and squeeze your tits. Heck, maybe we can even bottle your milk and sell it. You’re certainly making enough.”

“But that might infect other people?”

“Wouldn’t that be great? We could hire people to be cows for us. We could milk them and sell their milk and get even more human cows.

“But…but…”

“And I’ll tell you what, honey…when we get some sweet young thing going through the first 24 hours, and she needs a dick…you can fuck her. Your dick will be our first company dick. Won’t that be wonderful?

“But…but…”

She sat next to him and pulled his head to her chest. “Now come on, honey. Nurse from my bosom. Maybe I’ve still got a little milk left in me. And when you’re done I’ll nurse from you.”

His mouth instinctively searched for a nipple and she guided him. As he made sucking noises and her nipple grew hot and wonderful she planned out their future.

She had to go to the store and get pumps, lots of pumps. And bottles. And then they needed a refrigeration system to store the milk until they could market it.

But they wouldn’t market it at first. At first they would just seek out people who wanted big boobs, who wanted to experience the joy and wonder of lactation. Then, later, they could talk about recompense. By then she would know how much a gallon of man milk would go for on the open market.

And woman milk.

She would be an equal opportunity employer.

Full benefits for qualified and dedicated milk producers.

She listened to Henry nurse, and she reached down and squeezed his tit. A stream of milk shot out and she smiled. He had six months of milking, and maybe more. Maybe she could keep him lactating for years. Maybe if she stopped him from cumming, maybe that would translate into more liquid to be harvested from his tits.

It was a good thought, a clever thought, and she nodded and rocked back and forth.

And Henry suckled happily.

END
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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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‘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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