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PART ONE

“Leslie, I need you in here.”

Leslie sighed as she picked up her notepad and headed for John Addam’s office. Leslie, I need you in here. His command was rude as all get out.

He was an overly confident man and liked to bully people.

He especially liked to bully women.

Truth, though he trusted her he liked to bully her, and doubtless didn’t even see it as bullying.

She entered his office and went to the green office chair to one side of his desk. She sat down, pencil poised.

He was standing at the tall window behind his desk. His hands folded behind his back. Staring out at the big parking lot, the woods beyond it, the low mountains in the far distance.

He was a large man, six foot four, broad shoulders and curly, brown hair. He would have been model handsome except his eyes were a little too small. They gave him a look that some might consider piercing.

She waited, and he sighed. He was obviously making up his mind about something.

“Leslie, I’m going to need your help for a month.”

He turned around and studied her. There was something nervous in his eyes. His energy was held back. Not secretive, but subdued. Something was really bothering him.

“Of course, sir.”

“Donna is cheating.”

Leslie blinked. There was his hidden thought, there was his nervousness. And, she hated it when he called her in to confide in her. She spent so much time working she had no love life of her own, and then to be subjected the whims and vagaries of his own…she didn’t like it.

“I’m sure you must be mistaken, sir.”

“No…no. I don’t have proof, but I feel it in my gut. Something is going on. I think she’s seeing somebody.”

She waited. He went to the wet bar and mixed himself a drink. She watched as he poured expensive bourbon, 12 year old Whistlepig at $125 a bottle, into a glass. He swished it, swigged it, and didn’t offer her a glass.

“I’m going to be taking a leave of absence for a month. I’ll be needing you to keep the business going while I’m gone.”

“Sir—” she was about to ask where he was going, but he interrupted her.

“But I’m not really going anywhere, and that’s why I need your help.”

Curiouser and curiouser.

“I’m going to be taking the new drug, X-F3M.”

“But, sir! That hasn’t been tested on a human!”

“It’s been lab tested, all computer models check out, we’ve even got the okay from the FDA. I’m going to do it.”

“But, why?”

“It’s the only way I can be sure that Donna isn’t cheating.”

“Surely there are easier ways?”

“I’ve tried private detectives and—“

“You had her followed?”

“Of course,” he blurted, not seeing anything wrong with such an intrusive action. “I’ve got to know. But she spends time at exclusive clubs, lives in a gated community with great security, the PI didn’t really…” he left off the statement and poured another drink. This one he sipped slowly.

“So I’m going to take X-F3M.”

“Pardon me for saying so, sir, but I think that would be amazingly dangerous.”

Now she was the nervous, and when she was nervous she tended to doodle. She drew X-F3M on the pad, bulbous, block letters, and she drew lines inside the balloon-y letters.

“Nonsense,” true to form he rode over her objection. “But here is where I really need your help.”

“Of course.”

“When the change takes effect I won’t look like myself. I’ll need you to make sure I’ll be able to change back.”

“Yes, sir.” The thought was confusing.

“And while I’m in a changed state I’m going to need you to watch over the company. You can sign checks, you’re familiar with all procedures, and everybody accepts you as my official voice. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, sir.”

He smiled a wan smile. “Excellent. Christmas is coming up and I’m sure there will be a bonus for you.”

She smiled back, but she was thinking. A bonus. Last year she had worked her tail off for the whole year, way above and beyond, and she had gotten a measly $100 bonus. It was an insult, it was a slap in the face.

She was doodling without thinking. Barely glancing at her notepad she was making squiggles and watching her boss.

“Now, I have rented an apartment, got some girly things in it, and I’ll need you to watch over me and make sure everything goes smoothly. I’ll be putting my life and my whole business in your hands. I don’t need to tell you how important this is.”

“I understand, sir.”

He sat down, lost in thought, chewed on one nail, and finally waved a hand. “That will be all for now.”

Leslie stood up, smoothed her skirt and headed back to her desk.

She was stunned. Her boss was going to take an experimental drug, a sex change drug, and all because he was so insecure he thought his girlfriend was cheating.

She sat down, put her notepad on the desk and looked at the mess of doodles. Arrows and figures, plus signs and little butterflies, and in the middle of the scribbling was the letters: X-f3M.

And right below it she had written the letters with the 3 turned in the wrong direction. X-FEM.

She stared at the letters without really understanding their significance. She was lost in thought. Her boss was going to change into a girl.

The X-F3M program was top secret. Like many top secret programs it was done in pieces and pulled together. This insured that the smallest number of people knew of the project.              The scientists in the lab worked on specific formula without understanding that what they were doing was just part of a bigger picture. As far as they were concerned, the boys and girls in Lab A were developing a serum which would explore the curative effects of estrogen in cancer stricken mice.

The boys and girls in Lab B were developing gene transference procedures using stem cells.

The boys and girls in Lab C were researching such things as hair loss using progesterone, developing longer, thicker nails for cosmetic purposes, and so on.

Leslie knew the whole picture. She was trusted. Poorly paid, but trusted.

But the majority of people who knew, which was an extreme minority, were in Washington.

The reason for such secrecy was that if other companies knew what Supertech, which was the name of John’s company, was doing they would develop their own procedures. John didn’t want any competition for the new product.

And the new product would change the world. No more LGBTQ because if a girl wanted to be a guy, take a pill. And vice versa. And future ramifications were astounding. A black person gets tired of being discriminated against he takes a pill and turns white. If a white person wants to have a big, black cock for a while…he takes a pill.

And so on.

Truly, it was societal changing, capable of curing the vast number of problems that had plagued the human race forever, and…and it was possible.

And Leslie wondered if anybody knew that one of the persons responsible for the major breakthrough of the century, and perhaps of all time, was so poorly paid.

And she was responsible. She was John’s hands and feet, did the hands on dirty work, and kept the project moving when he was too busy worrying about whether some girl was cheating on him.

On the 3rd day of the month, just a week after her meeting with John, she walked to the central lab. It was after hours and everything was locked up tight. She inserted her key in the door and walked in. She entered a combination at the glassed in area which held the finished products. She placed her fingers on a fingerprint scanner to get into the vault, put her eye to a retinal scanner, and opened up the cabinet which held the vials of X-F3M.

She took the vial out of the lab area and returned to her desk. She placed the vial in her purse, along with a syringe, and headed out of the building.

“Good night, ma’am.”

“Have a good evening, Charley.” She smiled at the security guard. She knew everybody and everybody knew her. She was just a secretary, but she was THE secretary. And it helped that she was pleasant and smiled a lot. Her method of getting things done was the opposite of John’s.

Outside, she got into her car and headed for the apartment that John had rented.

The apartment was in a poor section of town. It wasn’t a slum, but it certainly wasn’t the Taj Mahal.

It was a walk up one bedroom apartment. The door was a bit warped and there was a piece of duc tape over the peephole in the front door. Leslie pulled the tape off and entered the apartment. She checked the peephole and it worked. Now why would somebody block it with duc tape? Weird.

John had lightly furnished it. He was going to be staying here while he investigated his girlfriend, and he had put a TV on a stand, there was an ugly green couch, a table in the kitchen that looked more appropriate for a patio. Even the bed in the bedroom looked a bit cheap.

Leslie glanced around, then put a bag of groceries down on the kitchen table. She started putting things away, and noticed that he had silverware and plates and a couple of pots and pans.

“Hello.”

Leslie turned around as John entered the apartment. He was carrying  a suitcase, high quality, and she would find out that he had his nice male clothes in it. He also had two shopping bags and he placed them on the couch. She would find out that they were filled with girl clothes.

“Hello,” responded Leslie.

“What have I forgotten to buy?”

He was curt, matter of fact and she kept her frown inside. She was well aware that her boss had the personality of a pork chop. “You’ll need soap, toothpaste and bathroom stuff. You might want to pick up some towels. The kitchen looks good, except you might want to eat off paper plates.”

“Why is that?” His eyes narrowed slightly.

“The water here. I wouldn’t drink it, not even wash dishes in it.

He nodded. “Good point.”

“Sir? Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Because it’s dangerous. If something happens…”

“That’s why I have you.” That was the end of that conversation.

“Okay. I can go pick up things for the bathroom and the other items. You’ll probably be sleeping for a couple of days while your body is changing.”

He nodded. He wasn’t a very expressive person. “Then we should probably get to it.”

Leslie sat down at the table and took the serum and the syringe out of her purse. She filled the syringe, flicked it with a finger, and looked at him.

John took off his shirt and sat down and presented his biceps to her.

“Sorry, sir. It’s supposed to be administered in another, uh, area.”

He tilted his head, then gave a nod. He unbuckled his belt, lowered his pants and turned around. He was wearing boxers, and Leslie peeled the boxers down so his buttocks were exposed. She placed the tip of the syringe against his skin, pushed, and pressed the plunger.

“Feels cold,” John observed as the serum entered his body.

Leslie put the syringe away. She would take the serum back to the company. Nobody would notice the slight dip in the contents. And if they did, so what? There was nothing anybody could do about it.

“If you’ll pardon me, sir, how did you plan on spying on Donna?”

“Once I’ve changed I will be a houseguest at my house. Donna said she would watch over the place and she knows my little sister is going to spend some time there. They will meet and I’ll make friends, hang with her, and find out.”

Leslie blinked. He had it worked out in his head…and he didn’t have a clue.

“It might not be that easy,” she commented.

“Oh? And why not?”

“Because you don’t know how women act.”

“Nonsense. I have been around women. Much. I am a keen student of human nature. I won’t have any problems.”

Oh, God. He was so arrogant and ignorant.

“You probably are very wise in the ways of men and women, but what do you know about women and women?”

Now he blinked. He wasn’t stupid, and he immediately saw the problem. “So women act differently around women.”

“And you will subconsciously act like a man around a woman, not a woman around a woman.”

“You’ll have to coach me then.”

“I, uh…”

“As soon as I change you can take me out, show me how women act around women. After a couple of days I can go over to my house.”

This didn’t make Leslie happy. She hadn’t planned on doing any baby sitting. She was actually thinking that this might be a sort of vacation. The boss would be gone and she wouldn't have to put up with his BS. Crap, she had just  gotten herself in a mess.

“You don’t look pleased. Is there a problem?”

“Oh, no, sir.” She put a smile on her face. “No problem at all.”

“Excellent. Then you may go, I’ll call you in a couple of days and we can make this work.”

Like that, she was dismissed. Well, that was fine with her. She said, “I’ll bring stuff over tomorrow. You’ll probably be sleeping and I’ll try not to wake you, then I’ll wait for your call.”

“Thank you, Leslie.”

It was the first time he had ever used her name, and he made it sound awkward. But he gave a wan smile and stood by the couch and watched her leave.

Leslie walked down to the car. She didn’t want to babysit the big dope. Well, no matter. She would do what she had to do.

The next morning Leslie did some quick shopping. She bought towels, paper plates, products for the bathroom, and ran them over to John’s apartment.

John was sleeping. He was in the cheap bed in the bedroom, the covers pulled over him. The TV in the front room was droning and she turned it off. She put everything away, looked around the apartment, and figured that was about all she could do. She took a last look at John in his bed.

He was on his side, scrunched up in a fetal position. He didn’t look quite as big, and she wondered how much he was going to shrink. She also wondered how long his hair and nails would grow. Damn, she would probably have to do his hair and nails. This was turning out to be a major inconvenience for her.

They had injected John on Friday evening, and he had been in change for three days. It was Monday and he hadn’t called.

Work was fine. In fact, it was great. She didn’t have him looking over her shoulder and the company ran smoother. People were just more relaxed without John around, and they laughed more, and the statistics were obviously going up. Of course they were. Happy people produced more.

Five o’clock arrived, and Leslie sat at John’s desk and perused reports. She was at ease. She knew this stuff. Everybody liked her, and Joanie down in Shipping had actually said, in a winsome tone, “Gosh, I wish you could be our boss all the time.”

That brought a smile to he face. To be a boss all the—

Toodle de doot doot. Toodle de doot.”

Leslie looked at her phone. It was John. She sighed and answered. “Hi, Mr. Addams. How’s it going?”

A voice spoke to her and she opened her eyes wide and looked at the phone. Good Lord!

THREE DAYS PREVIOUS

John looked around the shabby, little apartment after Leslie left. What a dump. Still, it was necessary. He wanted a place where nobody would think of looking for him, this would do.

He had taken the shot, and it was supposed to take effect in about an hour. He should feel woozy before he felt sleepy, so he should feel it in plenty of time to get in bed.

He sighed. An hour with nothing to do. He should have kept Leslie here, given dictation or something.

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a big glass of Pigwhistle. He drank it, then remembered he wasn’t supposed to eat or drink anything once he had had the shot. Oh, well. A little bourbon wouldn’t hurt.

He looked at his phone and thought about calling his girlfriend, but decided not to. He was supposed to be on an airplane over the ocean.

He put a few things away, but there wasn’t that much stuff.

He made sure the dresses and things he had bought for himself once the change was complete were hanging up neatly and ready to go.

He actually looked forward to trying on some of these things. When he was a kid he had worn his mother’s clothes a couple of times. Until she caught him and blistered his hide.

But he still remembered the thrill of wearing women’s clothes. His dick had been so hard he beat off for six months afterwards justing thinking about it. Too bad his mother had caught him.

Oh, well. Nobody to catch him this time. He had made double sure of that. Leslie was the only one who knew about this, and she would never jeopardize her job.

He sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. They were impeaching Trump again. Damn. What. was this, the fifth or sixth time? And every time he walked away clean. Hunh.

He got up and looked out the window. Man, he wanted to be in his own home, sipping bourbon , maybe playing pool, reading a book, whatever. He wanted to be anywhere but this dump, but he had to find out about Donna.

He looked down. Hunh! That was funny…his dick was sort of throbbing. And so was his head. Like blood pulsing, but a bit more…carnivalesque.

“Well, it would pass, and then he could go to the office and…oh shit! He was changing!

He didn’t want to pass out and sleep on the floor. He trotted into the bedroom and stripped out of his clothes. His cock was doing a weird sort of dance and he was terribly turned on. His chest hurt and his eyes were bleary. Fuck. He better hurry up.

He staggered into the bathroom and brushed his teeth. And almost fell down.

He rinsed his mouth and stumbled to the bed. He barely made it. He could feel his eyes closing, the world was shuttering out. He slipped into the sheets and pulled the covers up. For a moment he just lay there. His final thoughts were, I have to be sure, then the world shut down. A sensation of blackness, the feeling that he was swirling down a drain into utter nothingness, then…

…he lay as if on a barroom floor, looking up, hung over and the world spinning above him.

Who hit me? he wondered. And with what?

Slowly, like a car coasting to a stop, his dizziness slowed down. It didn’t go completely away, but he felt he might be able to get up.

Oddly, his mind was blank concerning the change he was supposed to have gone through. To him he was just getting up. Time to drain the morning wood. He must have drunk too much. He really should watch that.

The sheets were wrapped around him, and it looked like he must have slid down inside the covers.

He pushed covers back, and felt weak. Of course he did. He needed to get out and replenish his energy. He tried to wiggle out from the coverings, damn! He could feel pressure on his chest. The pillows must be tangled up in the mess.

Finally, he managed to put a leg out, pull sheets back, and he sat up. His chest jiggled and unbalanced him. He looked down in surprise. He had a huge pair of tits on his chest!

Oh, God! The X-F3M!

He straightened up. His legs were totally different. Slender, hairless. His boobs shifted around on his chest. Hair fell into his eyes. His hair.

He had turned into a woman!

He didn’t know whether to exult or be terrified.

He stood up, and those ridiculous tits shook. Damn! How did women put up with those things?

He walked, a slant and slightly dazed, into the the bathroom. He stood in front of the mirror and…his eyes opened wide.

He was short. Sorter than he should have been. The computer model indicated he would be about five foot eight. He was shorter than that.

He was slender, except for those massive mammary glands! The computer had said he would be a 36 C. He might be smaller than 36 because he was so short, but his tits looked to be double Ds, or maybe Fs. Fuck! He didn’t want these big, freakish monstrosities.

He had a perfect hourglass shape, except for the boobs, and that was as the computer had predicted. His hair was long and unruly. Hung down past his shoulders, which would have been good on the computer model, but was too long for his shortened frame.

And his fingernails, and toenails, for that matter, they were long and curly.

He was a freak! What had happened?

He was still a bit woozy, but he was coming to himself now, and though he reeled a bit, he made it to the table where his cell phone was. He picked it up and tapped Leslie’s number.

Leslie, his trusted secretary. She would know why he was so short and stacked. She would help him.

“Hi, Mr. Addams. How’s it going?”

Her voice was a blessing in a world that suddenly looked pretty damned crazy.

“Leslie!” His eyes opened in shock. His voice was high. Real high. He was speaking in the soprano! He wasn’t supposed to have a voice that high pitched!

“Mr. Addams? Sir?” From the tone of her voice it was obvious that his voice surprised her.

“He cleared his throat, hoping that would somehow lower his pitch. “Leslie.” Nope. He was stuck with this silly voice that sounded almost like a little girl’s. “You need to get over here.”

“I’ll be right over, Mr. Addams.”

She hung up on the voice, and suddenly had the desire to guffaw. Her boss had sounded like a little girl!

Then she frowned. But he was an arrogant, little girl. Some things just didn’t change.

She picked up her purse and headed for her car, and stopped. The keys to John’s Porsche were on his desk. He had left his car here and taken an Uber to his new neighborhood.

She smiled and picked up the keys. She had always wanted to drive that car, it was sexy up the yin yang. She sauntered out of the building with a happy, extra sway in her step. She felt like the bitch from Happyville.

She slid behind the wheel of the Porsche and started the car.

VROOOM! Oh Lord, this is the life!

She stepped on the gas and squealed tires half the length of the parking lot. Heh heh!

Leslie drove through town at a sedate speed. She was in no hurry. She wasn’t looking forward to putting up with John’s overbearing attitude. A half hour later she parked the car on the street and walked up the stairs to John’s apartment. She raised her hand to knock on the slightly warped door and it swung back.

Leslie blinked. A tiny, little girl, with large breasts, stood wrapped in a sheet.

“Where have you been, Miss Benson!” The girl’s voice was ridiculously high. She sounded like Snow White sucking helium.

“Mr. Addams?”

“Get in here!”

Leslie stifled the desire to laugh and entered the apartment.

It smelled. It smelled of body odor and human waste with a strong chemical component.

“”Heysoos,” she muttered, she turned to her boss. “Why aren’t you dressed?”

“I…the clothes don’t fit. I’m supposed to be taller, and smaller in the chest, and….you’ve got to fix this.”

Man, he irritated her. He was in a mess and he sounded like he blamed her, and she was supposed to fix everything. But what the hell had he done to offset the computer model?

“Okay, first things first, let’s look at your body.”

His face screwed up in irritation.

“What do you need to do that for?” He was embarrassed.

“Because I’ve got to size you.”

“Can’t you just go get some clothes?”

“Girls don’t wear clothes like boys. We can’t just roll up our cuffs, and wear jeans. You’ll have to drop the sheet so I can see what you look like and accurately estimate your sizes.

His face turning red, his round, beautiful face with the big, expressive eyes that showed traces of the arrogant John, but in the most gentle manner, he lowered the sheet and dropped it.

He was five foot tall, but perfectly shaped. And those breasts, Leslie felt a twinge of envy. A big twinge.

She wondered if she could adapt X-F3M to just expand breasts. They looked so natural, and the nipples were large and stood up.

Then her gaze traveled downward. “Your cock, what happened?” she gasped.

John was inordinately proud of his manhood. He had called Leslie in on occasion, ostensibly for dictation, but really just wanting to show off his tight body and his big dick. Now his eight inches were two and a half.

“I don’t know,” he said sadly. “I should have a vagina. But this isn’t a vagina…and it’s certainly not my cock.”

“It looks like a little boy’s!” She stepped on her own foot, deliberately, with the spike of her high heel. She had been about to laugh at his minuscule, little dinger.

“Yes, well, I, uh…” he trailed off.

Leslie forced herself to be businesslike, even though she wanted to guffaw loudly.

In a way, she liked this change. His arrogant manner was now a joke. Who would be cowed by a squeaky, little girl’s voice? And his height would no longer command a room.

In fact, his whole persona was diminished.

He was nothing more than a little bitch with no command presence. He…or she…looked about ready to throw a fit and stamp her foot. His foot. Whatever.

“Okay, first thing to do is clean you up.”

“Clean me…?”

“Yes. Your hair is a mess, you need some cosmetics, and those fingernails! Yuck!”

“But I just want to get dressed!”

“Pardon me, sir, but you look like a pig. The nicest clothes won’t help you if you are dirty, stinky, and look like a…a harridan.”

“Did you just call me a bossy, old woman?” The little girl’s eyes were wide, and she definitely looked like the foot stamping type.

“I merely said we need to clean you up,” Leslie took control of the situation. “Why don’t you watch some TV. I need to go get some things.”

John was petulant and complaining, but Leslie finally got him to sit on the couch and watch TV.

A half hour later Leslie walked into the apartment. She was holding a bag and she began pulling things out.

“Here’s some Nair. You don’t have much hair, but you need to get rid of it all.”

“But why?”

“Because ladies don’t like hair. Follow the directions. Go.”

John used the Nair, waited until it was hot on his now tender skin, and rinsed a bit of hair down the drain. He stepped out of the shower and Leslie was waiting to dry him off. “Did you wash your hair?”

“What? No!”

She pushed him back into the shower and told him to use shampoo and conditioner.  She enjoyed pushing him around a little bit, and she was curt, but…she frowned. His hair was auburn, long, and looked like it would be quite beautiful.

Ten minutes later John was sitting at the kitchen table while Leslie dried his hair. She brushed it out, and, yes, lucky John had some good genes. His hair was gorgeous.

He complained the whole time, and she put up with it, but she was getting a little tired of his mouth.

She took out a pair of scissors and gave him a trim. She evened out the back, cut a bit off the front and showed him how to comb it back so he could see.

“How do women live with this mess,” he blurted at one point.

“We enjoy it,” Leslie mumbled. When he asked what she had said she had said nothing.

“Okay, fingernails.”

“God, yes! Cut these things off.”

“Not so simple,” Leslie admonished. She shaped them and got out the nail polish.

“You’re not going to put that stuff on me!”

“This is what women wear. If you want to be able to talk to any woman you have to mind your appearance.

He stared at his fingers like they were snakes as she painted them a sexy red. He had delightful hands. Small, but slender and sexy.

She grinned. They looked like good cock stroking hands.

“What are you laughing at?”

“Nothing, sir.”

He glared at her.

Hair and nails done, she realized that he was DNA blessed. He was sexy. Oddly, that was exciting. When Leslie was a little girl she had loved to play with dolls. And she had grown to love putting on make up. Now she was doing both, and to an idiot who irked her. She was enjoying his complaints and balkishness.

She stood up and went to the sink, stood back and inspected him.

“Well?” he asked in his little whine.

She nodded. “I’m going to have to get you some new clothes.”

“Why? I brought all sorts of clothes.”

“Clothes for a girl taller than you. What did you do that made you so short?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he was angry at the question.

“You fasted for 12 hours before the injection, right?”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t eat anything after the injection, did you?”

“Of course not.”

But Leslie could see the sudden knowledge in his eyes.

“What did you eat?”

“I didn’t eat. I just…I had a drink of bourbon.” He grew strident, “But it was only one glass.”

“Didn’t you read the reports?” Of course he didn’t. He had her for that. “Alcohol stunts growth.”

“Oh, crap! You mean I’m stuck like this?”

“I don’t know.”

“But when I change back I should resume my real size!”

“We’ll find out when we change you back.”

He stared at her, but there was nothing he, or she, could do.

“Okay,” Leslie said. “Watch some more TV and I’ll go get some clothes.”

When she left he was sitting at the kitchen table, disconsolate, studying his bright red nails and feeling his long, pretty hair.

John did not like the clothes Leslie bought.

“I can’t wear this!” he complained.

‘This’ was a short one piece dress. It was pink with spaghetti straps. His breasts were prominently on display. They bulged over the dress and looked obscenely large.

To him in his present state of mind.

The truth was that he had loved this look when it was on other women, when he was a man.

“This is what women wear these days.”

“Well, I don’t like it.”

“Here,” she handed him a short, pink jacket. It didn’t hide his boobs so much as tighten up the window. He kept staring down at his tits in disbelief.

And, he had a problem.

You need to lose that,” Leslie said, pointing at the tiny bump of his cock poking out. It wasn’t big, but it was obvious it was a dick.

“How am I supposed to do that?” John sniffed.

Feeling a bit perverse, Leslie said, “Let me get the scissors.”

“NO!” John squealed.

She laughed, then, “Sorry. I know you’re in a sensitive frame of mind right now.

“Well, it’s these clothes?”

“Too bad, so sad,” Leslie quipped, then, “Take the dress off, we’re going to have to go with the corset.”

Frowning, as usual, John slipped out of the dress.

Leslie was always surprised at how sexy his body was.

“Okay, you already have the shape, so we’re just going to tighten it a bit to hide that ding a ling of yours.

He looked reproachfully at her, then put the corset on. “It’s loose,” he observed.

She turned him around and started pulling the ties.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered!

Soon his dick was flattened out as if it had never been. He had a truly female shape now.

“Okay, put the dress on, and this is good.”

“Why?”

“Because you can wear hose.”

“Wear…nylons?”

“Of course.”

He opened his mouth, his cute, full-lipped mouth, then closed it.

Ten minutes later his body was encased, his legs were encased, and the dress fit perfectly.

God, he was sexy!

“Okay, make up.”

John sat at the kitchen table while she worked on his face. He suffered the tweezers shaping his eyebrows. He watched as she put lotions and powders on him. To sit there with his eyes closed while she decorated them was supremely irritating.

Man, if he had known women had to go through all of this he never would have taken that stupid drug.

It didn’t occur to him that women put ‘all that stuff’ on their faces just to look good for men.

“Are we almost done?”

“Pretty soon,” said Leslie as she painted his lips to match his red nails. “We just need to pierce your ears and—“

“No!”

“She paused, sat back, and asked, “Why not?”

“I don’t want to!”

“But why not?”

“It’s…it’s going to hurt.”

Leslie chuckled. “You’re just a big baby. Every woman gets her ears pierced, so it can’t hurt that much.”

“Yeah, but…”

“But nothing. A woman without earrings is naked. So woman up and let’s get you properly done.”

Five minutes later John was sniffing and looking in the mirror.

He was built like the proverbial brick shit house. He was sexy, He was big boobed, tight waisted and butt flared. The dress showed off all his charms, he was immaculately made up, and…he was a babe.

Leslie truly experienced a twinge of jealousy.

Then she thought about his teeny weeny, little cock and was immediately over any jealousy.

“What now,” he said unhappily.

“Now we put on your dancing shoes.”

John stared at her.


PART TWO

“I don’t understand why we have to go out. Just explain a few things to me and I can go see Donna.”

“There’s a huge difference between knowing and knowing about.”

“What?”

“I could describe water until heaven freezes over, but unless you’ve taken a bath you won’t understand.”

“What the heck does that mean? And if we have to go out, why Charley Coyote’s?”

“Because Charley Coyote’s is filled with the kind of women you have to observe. These women are like Donna,” or like you, she thought.

John frowned, which looked adorable on the face of the little pixie he had become. “Well, I don’t get it.”

Get it or not, they were there. Leslie pulled into the parking lot and parked the car. The two women got out of the car.

Leslie, five foot eight, eight inches taller than Jane, which was what she had decided to call John, who was five foot even.

“What now?” Jane asked, eyeing the combination cafe/nightclub.

“Now we go have a drink,” Leslie smiled and led the way across the parking lot. Jane stumbled trying to keep up. She wasn’t comfortable in high heels. Not by a long shot.

It was early evening and Charley Coyote’s was starting to wind up. They walked in and a club band was pounding out jazzed up oldies like they were going into style. A dozen couples shook their bodies on the small, parquet dance floor. The patio had a few groups eating, and the bar was just starting to pour seriously.

“Bourbon?” asked Leslie.

“Oh, God, yes!”

A minute later they were sitting at a small table in a dark corner sipping Coke Highs.

“I wouldn’t drink too much,” cautioned Leslie.

“I can hold my liquor,” groused Jane.

“As a 200 hundred pound man you can. As a woman with a 120 pounds, most of which are tits, I suggest you go slow.”

Jane heard, and she actually sort of intended to go along with Leslie’s advice. But it is hard to overcome a habit as ingrained as drinking everything in sight.

“Hey, girls. How you doing?”

There were two of them, studly guys out looking for a good time.

“I’m Rex and this is Ben.”

“Jane and Leslie,” answered Leslie, nudging Jane with a foot to keep her quiet. “Find yourselves a sofa and join the party.”

The two guys grinned. There were two chairs a couple of tables over and they went for them.

“What are you doing?” hissed Jane.

“You think you don’t have to learn how to get along with men?”

“I know how to get along with men!” he whispered fiercely.

“As a man, yes. But you’re about to jump in the water.”

Ben and Rex plopped chairs down and butts into chairs. Rex was next to Leslie, and Ben slid close to Jane. Jane tried to move, but Leslie had her hemmed in from the other side.

“So what do you girls do?”

Leslie: “Would you believe we’re undercover for the FBI?”

“Uh….no. Nope. Not really. Let’s see your gun and badge.”

Leslie flirted. “They only let men have guns.” She eyed Rex so fiercely that he laughed.

“How about you, babe?” Ben looked at Jane.

“What about me?” growled Jane. It would have been rude and arrogant, except that his voice was so high that both the men blinked, then grinned.

After all, how could such a cutie be rude?

“Jane’s an actress. She likes to try out lines on people, so don’t be surprised if she says some really weird things.”

“So if you’re not working for the FBI…?”

“I’m a scientist working for Supertech.”

“Supertech? What do they do?”

“We’re working on a pill that will change men into women, and women into men.”

Jane’s eyes bulged.

Ben and Rex however, laughed so hard they didn’t notice.

Jane nudged Leslie with her foot.

Leslie smiled.

“That’s a good one,” said Rex. “I’m going to have to remember that.”

A waitress came by and shortly they were all sipping fresh drinks. Jane was already feeling a bit dizzy, but she just figured it was just the corset.

The evening lengthened, and Rex and Ben chatted the girls up. Leslie had them laughing with her wry wit, but Jane didn’t offer much.

“Hey, baby, how about a dance?” Ben put the question to Jane.

Jane opened her mouth to object, but Leslie cut in. “Go for it, Jane.” Then she pinched Jane’s ass so hard that Jane jumped up. She turned to glare at Leslie, and Ben dragged her out to the dance floor. She would have resisted, but it was hard to dig your feet in when they are wearing high heels.

Now it got weird. Ben was moving around gyrating, and grinning at Jane. Jane moved a little bit, staggered around, her boobs jiggled, and Ben thought it was dancing.

So she kept doing that, had no sense of timing or rhythm in her new body, but nobody cared. This was modern dancing, after all. Do what you want to do.

Then the band slipped into a slow number. Couple came together, and Jane found herself in Ben’s arms. And she didn’t like it.

The man was overpowering, trying to take control, and he was pressing his body up against Jane’s.

Unfortunately, Jane couldn’t fight back. Ben was strong, and he just spun her around, and Jane’s efforts to remain independent were useless.

“You dance good,” whispered Ben in her ear.

Then Jane felt it. Ben was getting a hard on!

She tried to push away, but Ben just held her closer, insisted on pressing his crotch into her.

Fuck! thought Jane.

The dance number played out, and a fast number started up. Ben grinned at Jane and waggled his butt, and she sighed in relief. She was shocked by the fact that the man had a dick.

Then a slow number, and when Jane tried to back away and return to the table Ben just pulled her tighter.

Leslie danced by, comfortably ensconced in the arms of Rex. She leaned towards Jane and whispered hoarsely. “Give in, enjoy it. It’s not like you’re a man!”

Everybody laughed.

Ben pulled her closer and murmured, “Yeah, baby.”

Jane gave up. She couldn’t fight Ben’s superior strength, and he wasn’t doing anything except holding her. And pressing that stupid dong against her belly.

After that it went a little smoother. If Jane could just not look up into Ben’s face, if she could just relax, then it was just…dancing.

Ben danced her across the floor, and now Jane felt okay. Don’t fight it. Go with it. She looked up to Ben’s face and….he pressed his lips against hers.

Jane’s eyes opened and she would have struggled, but Ben had anticipated that. He had her firmly in his grip.

She was frozen for a long minute, then, unbelievably, she began to respond.

The dick pressing against her, his hand coming up to fondle one of her boobs, the nipple getting excited, his mouth so warm and hungry…and, of course, a liberal helping of booze, she began to kiss him back.

It felt good, and she had the terrible crazy thought that the injection of X-F3M hadn’t just changed her body, it had changed her psyche.

She reached down into his pants and grabbed his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” Ben whispered, and he pushed her into a small corridor and against a wall.

People walked by on the way to the bathrooms, but he had her trapped, and he chewed on her mouth, and she chewed right back.

She felt a massive heat whelming at her. She felt faint. She felt his hands groping her, then she realized he was searching for her pussy. She panicked, she didn’t want him to feel her dick, so she squeezed his balls.

“Oh, fuck!” moaned Ben, falling forward and leaning against her and the wall before he could fall down.

She managed to get out from under his wieght and said, “I need to sit down.”

She walked, and he followed along, and for the first time in her life Jane experienced what it was to be in charge.

Not because she paid wages and could demand, but because somebody wanted to follow her.

How fucking weird! she thought.

They sat down at the table. Leslie was already there with Rex.

“Why don’t you boys go get us some drinks?” suggested Leslie. A moment later she was alone with Jane.

“So how’s it going?”

“He…he kissed me.”

“I saw.”

“Jane, I have to get out of here.”

“Why? You’re having fun. Why would you want to leave?”

“I don’t want to kiss him.”

Leslie saw right through it. “You’re afraid of the feelings that make you kiss him. I saw you, you were an active partner in the raping of your mouth. You wanted it and it scares you.”

Jane wasn’t able to admit that, however. She mumbled, “What if he finds out about my dick?”

Leslie shrugged. “So what if he does? Maybe he likes trans men, or women, or whatever you are. Besides, it’s not like your dick is threatening, or anything.”

“I want to go home!”

Leslie shrugged. “Okay, let’s just have a last drink and we’ll go.”

At that moment Rex and Ben returned.

There is an old saying: the man drinks the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.

Since John was now a Jane, with reduced body mass and resistance, that saying was double true.

The first drink turned into a second drink, then they were drinking the third drink.

Jane didn’t notice that Leslie was only sipping about a quarter of her drink. The man in her was too arrogant to notice that. But after the third drink Jane was utterly and totally drunk.

She opened up then, started slurring her words, saying things that she never would have said otherwise.

“I’m a six foot two hunnert poun’ man!”

Rex and Ben laughed hysterically. Leslie smiled shrewdly. Coming from a shrimp like Jane this was less than threatening.

“I could kick yer ash!”

Rex slapped his knee and Ben threw his head back and roared in laughter. Her small voice, the way she sounded so pouty and arrogant all at the same time…

Jane looked confused. She was laying down the law but it wasn’t working. She finally decided to pull out the stops. “I got a eight inch cock!”

This was about as much as Rex and Ben could stand. Ben actually fell off his chair, and Rex laid his head on the table and laughed.

Jane jumped up. “I’ll prove it!” She started lifting up her dress.

“Not here, Jane,” Leslie pushed the dress down and shoved her towards the entrance.

The room was now whirling about, spinning ferociously, and Jane staggered on her high heels.

Rex nudged Ben and, still laughing, they followed Jane.

Jane staggered, almost falling, down the sidewalk. She fell against the building at one point, then started slanting across the parking lot. A car skidded to a stop and she flipped the driver off and continued on her way.

“Motherfuckersh…I got a eight inch cock and I can proof it. Prove it.”

Rex and Ben were right behind her.

Jane saw her Porsche. She suddenly needed to sit down. She’d had enough. She didn’t feel all that well. Funny, she’d never had any problem before holding her liquor.

She moved between cars and grabbed the handle of her Porsche. It was locked.

“Oh, fuck!” Leslie had the key, and Leslie had driven her here, and why the hell was Leslie driving her Porsche? Nothing was making sense anymore. Nothing was—she was suddenly picked up and sailed through the air. Actually, she was carried, but it felt like she was sailing.

“What the fu—“

“Come on, baby, let’s see that eight inch cock of yours,” Rex was whispering in her ear and Ben was pawing at her pants.

She tried to fight, to push Rex away, to bat Ben’s hands down, but she was outweighed and outnumbered, and they weren’t even as drunk as her.

“Lemme ‘lone bastardsh!”

They bent her over the back of an old eighties Oldsmobile. Her feet were off the ground and she was trapped! Ben lifted her dress now, and he pulled down her panties.

The first thing they saw was Jane’s perfect, bubble butt ass. Both men licked their lips. Then they saw her asshole. Heck, that was okay, they were drunk and a hole was a hole. So what if they got a little anal.

Then they saw her penis.

“What the fuck?”

“What’s this?”

“It’s a penis!”

“Get the fuck off’n me!”

“She’s a guy!”

“But man, that dick is small!”

Jane struggled, but had no leverage, little strength, and couldn’t move.

“It’s a two inch special,” both man giggled.

“Hey, let’s fuck his asshole!”

“Why not! Bitch doesn’t have a cunt then she needs to be fucked in the asshole!”

Rex hoisted Jane higher, pulled her panties off.

Ben pulled his zipper down and pulled out his cock.

“No! No!” Jane yelled, but her little voice was just a blip in the night time noise of the club and the street beyond.

“Okay, Ben, fuck her!”

Ben moved forward, his dick in hand, then he suddenly bent at the waist. His face bulged out in shock, and he threw up on Rex’s shoes.

Rex looked around in surprise.

Leslie stood behind Ben, hands on hips. She had just delivered a fifty yard punt, over the goal post, to Ben’s balls.

Ben lay on his side and retched.

A big shape squeezed past Leslie. It was one of the bouncers. One of the big bouncers. He grabbed Rex by the hair, pulled him off Jane, and punched him right square in the nose.

Jane slid off the car and Leslie grabbed her, held her up as she cried and held on.

“You okay?” the bouncer asked.

“She’s fine. Thanks. Thanks a lot.”

The bouncer looked down at the two men in disgust. “What a pair of assholes.”

“Can we back out?”

“Oh, sure. You girls have a good night now.”

Leslie helped Jane into the Porsche, then got in the driver’s side and backed out.

The bouncer waved, grinned, and walked away from the parking space. Rex and Ben lay and puked and bled as their wont.

Leslie drove through the streets, heading back to Jane’s apartment. “So now you know how men and women get along.”

Jane cried. Traces of being a big, strong man were obliterated in her skull. “But….why?”

“Because,” answered Jane, “that’s the way it is.”

“But I would never do such a thing!”

Leslie pulled up in front of Jane’s apartment and turned to her. “Jane, the truth is you are a worse asshole than those two guys.”

“What? No! I would never—“

Leslie slapped Jane in the face. It was a good hard slap that rocked the smaller girl’s world and brought her to attention.

“Those two idiots are bullies of convenience. You’re a bully by intent. You abuse your employees, you treat people like shit, you’re a bitch. Literally, now that you’ve changed.”

“How dare you slap me!”

“Fuck you.”

“You’re fired.”

Leslie smiled.

“You pack up your things and get the fuck out!”

Leslie laughed. “I don’t think you understand your situation.”

Jane stared at her secretary.

“How are you going to prove you’re John Addams?”

“What?”

“John Addams has ceased to exist. There is a Jane Addams, who no one has ever seen, but John said you would be showing up at his house. And, by the way, do you think Donna will listen to your wild story of being turned into a woman so you could spy on her?”

“What are you saying?” Synapses were firing, but the whole picture wasn’t coming through yet.

“You have given complete control of the company to me. Nobody even knows about project X-F3M. I write the checks, people accept me as the boss…and I wrote a letter which states that you are officially resigning from the company.”

“What?” Jane was whispering now. The full import of what Leslie was saying finally penetrating and making sense. “You can’t!”

Leslie got out of the car and walked up the stairs.

Jane, still drunk, but now panicked into functioning, charged after her. She caught up at the top of the stairs and pulled Leslie around. “You fucking—“

Leslie was bigger, stronger, and she pried Jane’s fingers off, then grinned and entered the apartment. Jane followed her. “This is fucking illegal!”

“I know.” Leslie got out the bottle of Pigwhistle and poured herself a drink. She didn’t pour one for Jane.

Jane caved. She crumbled like a month old cookie. “What do you want me to do?” she whispered.

“Well, that’s an interesting question, seeing as I’ve got everything that’s yours, including your car and your house and your company.”

“But you can’t do this! Please, there’s got to be something I can do to make this right.”

Leslie smacked her lips. That Pigwhistle shit was good stuff. She said, “Well, there is one thing…”

“Sure, anything, whatever it is!”

“In the bottom dresser drawer you’ll find a strap on and a big dildo. Go get them.”

“Sure! Okay…” Jane ran into the bedroom. The strap on harness and the dildo were right where Leslie had said they were.

“Okay, you lay down for me and I’ll help you out.”

“You want to…to…to fuck me?” Jane sounded aghast.”

“It’s good training. After all, you need to learn everything about being a woman, right? “

“But…but…”

“Take it or leave it. Take it and I’ll help you, leave it and I’ll see you sometime, not, and, by the way, this apartment is only rented for a month. I’m certainly not going to let you live in my new house…your old house.

Jane was crying now. There was no choice. She was going to have to do this. “Okay,” she blubbered. “Okay…you can fuck me.”

Leslie didn’t waste time. She slipped out of her dress and put the strap on on. She screwed the big dick into the strap on. The penis was eight inches, the exact size that Jane’s used to be, and it had gnarly veins running up the sides.

“Okay, Jane, Let’s go get acquainted.

Leslie led her sobbing former boss into the bedroom. She stopped next to the bed and turned to Jane. “I’ve always been curious,” she said, and she took Jane in her arms and kissed her.

Jane was powerless, she was bent back and her mouth scorched by Leslie’s hot lips. Then Leslie dropped her on the bed. “Bend over, baby, I think I love you.”

No choice, Jane turned onto all fours. She was the perfect height, and Leslie moved in.

Leslie didn’t use lube, she just pushed her dick into Jane.

Jane arched her back and tried to fall forward, but Leslie was firmly inside her.

“That’s it, Jane, learn to love it,” Leslie crooned softly into her ear. She reached around and grabbed Jane’s big tits.

Jane was sobbing and…excited. It was uncomfortable, even painful, but…her ass liked it.

Leslie moved in and out gently. “This is the way you’re going to make love from now on. You’ll lay down and take it and you’ll like it.”

Jane’s mouth was open in a soundless moan. Her eyes were fluttering. Her man pussy was figuring out that it wasn’t as bad as she had thought it would be.

“That’s right, honey. “Now you’re learning. You’re going to be all woman when I’m done with you.”

Jane found her hips moving. She didn’t think about it, her body was just reacting to the pleasure being forced upon it.

Leslie pulled on Jane’s nipples, slapped her tits, then reached for her penis.

Jane gasped as Leslie gripped her teeny weeny.

“Oh, God! That’s sexy…how small your balls are.”

“Please…cried Jane. “Please!”

“I’m doing my best to please you,” chortled Leslie.

Jane had never felt so out of control, and something miraculous started to happen. The big dick up her anal, she started to feel an orgasm coming. It wasn’t a male orgasm, hard and sharp, but a female orgasm, like an ocean coming up and swallowing her.

“Oh, fuck…fuck!” Jane sobbed.

Then the orgasm washed over her.

Leslie hadn’t expected Jane to have an anal orgasm the first time. She thought it would take time, but the X-F3M must have changed something in her plumbing. Jane was suddenly bucking back against her, corkscrewing, trying to get more and more cock into her man pussy.

“Holy…wow!” blurted Leslie when the fuck was done. Jane was done, collapsed and sagging, tears streaming from her big eyes.

Leslie pulled out.

Jane looked up, “You’ll change me back to a man now?”

Leslie laughed, “Not a fucking chance.”

“But you said—“

“I said I’d help you. And I will. I’ll let you live in this apartment and I’ll keep the rent paid. I’ll even give you a small stipend every month. But that’s as long as you don’t come near me or the company. I don’t want you spreading your fantastic tales to Donna or anybody. And I will be checking on you. I’ve got the name of that private eye you hired to watch Donna, and I’m sure he’d like a little steady work.”

“But I need to be a man again!”

“Nope. You need to learn what it is to be a woman. Oh, and I’ll probably be visiting you every once in a while. Give you a chance to earn a little extra money. I really enjoyed fucking you.”

With that final word Leslie walked out of the room, out of the apartment and down the stairs. She hopped into her new car, drove to her new house, and thought about what the future held for her new company.

END
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“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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