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PART ONE

“I don’t remember,” Shelly sobbed. “I remember meeting a guy in a bar, and we had drinks…and then he was pushing me out of his car. He threw my clothes at me and I stood there, not knowing what was going on. People walked past me, until finally somebody…somebody helped me. A guy…he helped me get dressed, called an Uber and brought me home. He offered to help me, but I was coming to myself by then, and I didn’t want…I didn’t…I wanted to call you.”

I held my sister and felt the rage within. She had been date raped. She cried and cried, and I made some coffee and held her some more, and finally, when the sun was rising, she managed to fall into an uneasy sleep.

I left the door open, went into the living room, and thought about what had happened to her.

By rights I should have called the police, but I didn’t trust the police. I had been to court on a traffic ticket and they had openly lied. I had seen them laughing about it when I left the court, a couple of hundred dollars poorer.

And I knew that the police treated a rape victim like she was the guilty one. I certainly wasn’t going to put Shelly through that.

So I sat, and thought, and listened to my sister mumbling in her sleep, and I decided what I was going to do. I was going to give this Rohypnol dude a taste of his own medicine.

I picked up the business card the fellow had left her. Imagine, date raping her, then leaving his card! Have you ever heard of anything so arrogant in your life?

Sure, I loved getting drugged and taken advantage of. Let me have your number so I can call you and do it again.

I put the card in my purse and began to plot.

The scumbag’s name was Brent Johnson, and he worked at Nolan’s Brokerage House. Nolan’s was a high end financial concern, and his card said he was a Vice President. Well, woopty do, Mr. Vice. I am going to preside over your funeral. Figuratively, of course.

Nolan’s offices were in a small office building on La Cienega, just above the hospital complex, just below the ascent to the Sunset Strip.

On a Monday morning I walked in and asked for a job application. While I was chatting with the receptionist I noticed a menu board behind her. There were 15 names, and above the names were headshots of the brokers. I studied the picture above Brent Johnson’s name.

There was a small cafe across the street, and I took up residence next to a partially obscuring bush. I typed on a small lap top and looked like any other number of Hollywood writers.

As I watched the entrance to the brokerage house I typed Brent Johnson’s name into Google, and he came up right away.

30 years old. Single. Loves Labs. Drives a Maserati. Graduated Princeton. Played baseball on the college team. Threw two no hitters. Double woopty do.

He was a poster boy for sweet and innocent, and he had a deep, dark secret. He liked to drug young girls and have his way with them.

What’s the matter, Mr. Sweet and Innocent? Can’t get a date on your own?

The day passed. I went for lunch and parked down the street upon returning. No sign of Brent. Probably tired from a long weekend of raping.

Dusk, and the hours passed. At 8:32 precisely a light blue Maserati convertible wheeled out of the drive next to Nolan’s. He passed right by me with a zoom, and he was easy to recognize. I pulled out and trailed him from a lane over and two cars back.

He zoomed up La Cienega, turned left on Sunset, and took a quick right turn at the strip mall on the right. But it wasn’t a strip mall, it was a very narrow street, overgrown with shrubs.

I followed the street on a slight curve, and was just in time to see Brent drive through an iron gate which quickly closed. He lived in a condo with good security.

Crap.

I pulled a U and went home.

A couple of weeks passed. Every couple of days I would sit at the cafe and wait for him to arrive. Every couple of days I would follow him to lunch. Every couple of days I followed him home.

He arrived at work precisely at 8:50. The building opened at 9, so he was Mr. Punctuality. Arrived early and stayed almost to nine in the evening every day.

Lunches he spent either in the office, or at some local eatery. Sometimes he would go to Barney’s Beanery, where everybody seemed to know him. Once he went to Pink’s and scarfed down a couple of hot dogs. I was two people behind him, and he chatted with people in line easily. Mr. Personality.

Sometimes he just stayed in the office. Brown bagged it, or probably ate out of a vending machine, I thought. Then I saw the receptionist cross the street and I knew he was sending her out for lunch. She picked him up a gyro with French fries and a Coke. $9.99.

Most nights he would go home. Just drive up to his swank condo and disappear.

On a Thursday night he went down to Charlie Coyote’s, a low profile but high end night club. But he just ate dinner with a couple of friends, laughed a lot, drank a couple of Highballs—he liked whiskey and Coke,—and went home.

On a Tuesday he took a friend, possibly a co-worker, to the airport.

Huh.

Mr. Scumbag didn’t have a lot of weaknesses, and that didn’t leave me a lot of opportunity to enact the plan I had hatched. So there was only one thing I could do. I was going to have to take him at home. And preferably early on the weekend so I would have a lot of time to work.

But I needed to know more about the building he lived in.

I entered the front door and looked around. To the right was a staircase, to the left was an elevator. In the office, in front of me, was a wall of mail boxes, and a desk at the end of the room. Behind the desk was another door, and this one would lead to the manager’s office. At that moment, however, the manager was putting a label on a box and he looked up at me with a smile. “I’ll be right with you, ma’am.”

While I waited I studied the names on the mail boxes. Brent Johnson. 510. Excellent.

The manager was short, bald, and looked like he had never climbed a stair in his life. Which opinion was bolstered when, after I asked him about rentals, he took me to the elevator. Of course, maybe he just didn’t want to subject a customer to stairs, but…whatever.

“I’m interested in a condo.”

He took me back in his office, a plush, little cave, and outlined rules and regs, asked me about employers and former residences.

I have lots of money, an inheritance, and I had no trouble shmoozing him. Within fifteen minutes he was giving me the official guided tour.

There was a pool in the basement, along with a fully equipped gym.  There was a small room at the end of every floor. The second floor had a laundry. The third floor had a billiards table. The fourth floor had another laundry. The fifth floor had a library. The sixth floor opened up on a patio the size of the roof. There were wrought iron, glass topped tables; wrought iron chairs with thick cushions; stands of flowers to separate the tables.

Any parties must be okayed with management, valet parking could be had from a local firm, the guests were all professional people who lived quiet lives.

Perfect.

They could be quiet while I had my way with Mr. Brent Johnson.

When we came to the fifth floor I noted a pair of doors at the end of the hallway. Beyond was a small balcony.

“Can we look at the balcony?”

“Of course.” He led the way and I passed the door with 510 on the front.

The balcony overlooked the strip and had a three chairs. It wasn’t big, and I noted the balcony on the right. And Mr. Brent Johnson, alias Scumbag Extraordinaire was sitting on the balcony reading a newspaper.

“It’s wonderful to sit up here and watch the ants on the Sunset Strip,” remarked Charles, his two hands on the railing.

I studied Brent closely, and he must have felt my gaze, for he looked over at us. He grinned, “Hey, Charley, new tenant?”

“Hi Brent. This is Monica Sanderson. She’s having a looksee. Monica, the infamous Brent Johnson.”

I almost choked over that. Charles was joking, but…he didn’t know of whom he spoke.

“Good to meet you, Ms Sanderson. And don’t worry. Charley said he’ll have those drug dealers out by next month.”

Charles made a gurgling sound, but Brent was only getting started.

“And he promises there will be no more shootings.”

“Uh, Brent…I…”

He laughed. And if I hadn’t known he was a rohypnol guy I would have believed the merriment in his laugh.

“I’m kidding. Charley runs a tight ship. Takes care of everything before it happens.”

“He’s kidding, Ms Sanderson.”

I turned and placed a hand on Charles forearm. “I know that.” And I gave him a big smile. Then I turned back to the grinning Brent. “Can I…is it possible to look at your apartment?”

“Of course. I’ll meet you at the front door.” He disappeared.

Charles walked me back into the hallway, “Mr. Johnson is a great joker.” He was still worried about what Brent had said. Charles was a fastidious man who crossed all t’s and dotted all i’s.

The door to 510 opened and I entered. I entered the apartment and was standing two feet from the man who had treated my sister so cruelly. Oh, if I had a gun…it was lucky I didn’t have a gun.

“I’m a bachelor, so you know you’ll see a bit of mess…” his apartment was clean and neat. A few books on a side table. Car keys and cell phone on the coffee table. The couch was brown leather with overstuffing. It was perfect for the big screen TV it was aimed at.

I walked around the room, peeked into the bedroom, examined the bathroom.

They thought I was thinking about leasing my own, getting ideas. In reality I was scoping exits and possibilities. I was planning my crime.

And I loved the four poster bed. Thick and sturdy. Perfect for handcuffs.

I made cheerful remarks about the kitchen and the patio, and all the time my mind was churning out ice cubes of revenge.

Finally, Charles and I exited the apartment. Brent bid us good bye and closed the door. Charles talked a bit more about the security system. And there was the gold. I asked to see more, and when he took me down to the basement my plans firmed up.

On a Friday night I cruised past the condo. I caught a glimpse of Charles talking to somebody in the lobby, and I turned into the parking lot in the strip mall. Across and down the street was a nightclub, and cars were filling up the parking lot.

I parked in the far right corner of the strip mall and a security guard came up. “You’ll need to get stamped at the club.”

“I’m just making a delivery.”

“Oh, okay.” He wandered off.

I took a large bag out of my car and went to the gate at the back wall. There was a small walking alley back there, and I placed the bag next to a small dumpster. There was another iron gate at the end of the small alley, but it had a door, and I knew the door could be jammed so it wouldn’t lock. Right now it was locked and my bag would be perfectly safe.

After unloading everything I drove my car down the hill and onto a side street. Parking was rough this time of night, but patience rewarded me and I found a spot right near the corner. No cameras around, easy to get into and out of, and I walked back up the hill.

To the side of the strip mall was a bush lined walking alley to the condos. I grabbed my bag from behind the dumpster and headed for the small alley. At the end of the alley, on the right, ensconced in the shrubbery, was a metal door. Fortunately, the metal door had a cheap ass lock, and I managed to insert a flat metal bar with a hook in it into the latch assembly. A quick pull and I made the bolt slide back enough to open the door. I was in, but I just stopped and stood still. There wasn’t supposed to be any electronics connected to the door, but I wanted to make sure. Ten minutes later I was sure.

I picked up my bag and walked to the stairs. I was careful to avoid the lone security camera which was aimed at the garage door. Up the stairs to the fifth floor. Down the hall to the small balcony. It was a three foot jump from that balcony to the balcony of room 510. I made the jump easily, and, more good news, the door was open. I was prepared to break glass, but was glad I didn’t have to. The cleaner I did this, the less mess, the more the chance I would get away with it.

His apartment was as I remembered it. Neat and tidy. And I put my bag down and began my final preparations.

When you are waiting to commit a crime time passes in odd fashion. Seconds tick fast, as if propelled by the rushing adrenaline in your veins. Yet, the minutes moved slowly, as if having to be forced.

I waited on a tall chair at the kitchen counter. Listening to the sounds of the Sunset Strip. The honking horns. The shrill laughter. An occasional screech of tires.

What was I doing?

Revenge, sure. Justice, absolutely. A crime…undoubtedly. But…but his crime had to be answered. He had to face the music for what he had done.

I had entered the apartment just after dusk, about seven o’clock, and I sure hoped he wasn’t going out. I didn’t want to wait until after midnight to get started.

Then I had a thought. I hadn’t seen him with a girl, but what if he brought one back with him? Yikes. Scary thought. That would certainly blow all my plans.

Well, nothing to do for it. I had been watching him for a while now, and he never went out with girls. And why would he? He was getting his jollies with rohypnol. So why would he want to risk getting involved with somebody? And Shelly had said he had taken advantage of her in a car, so…so he was going to come home. And I had nothing to worry about. I hoped.

Eight o’clock passed. The night sounds were getting wilder. Good. They would mask any sounds he made.

Tick tock tick tock. Eight thirty. Should be any time now. He usually got off somewhere between eight and ten.

Nine o’clock, and I was getting a bit twitchy. My heart seemed to be pounding harder by the minute, and I knew I was working myself into a tizzy. He had to arrive soon. He couldn’t go out on the town. Not tonight. He had to—

DING! I heard the sound of the far elevator. It was loud outside, but silent inside, and the sound was unmistakeable. He was here. It had to be him. Nobody else.

I moved to the door and took out my gun.

Footsteps. Soft, muffled by the rug in the hallway.

I could hardly breath. I was actually faint…and hyper. All at the same time. I was going to do this. I was going to.

The clittering sound of a key in the lock. The lock turned and the bolt slid back. The door opened quickly. More quickly than I expected, and the door swung back and almost hit me.

I could see him through the crack between the door and the jamb. Light was on him, but not me, but I was terrified that he was going to look at me and see me and…and he kept his attention on his key. Took it out of the lock and slipped it into his pocket. He had a grocery bag in his arms and that helped obscure his vision. He entered the room and began to pull the door closed. As it swung back I was visible, but he still didn’t see me. It was a moment of not expecting to see somebody, of being safe in his comfortable living room.

“Hello.”

His head jerked up and his mouth opened in shock.

I shot him in the middle of the chest.

Two prongs inserted into his flesh and the charge zapped into him. 50,000 volts through his shirt and into his flesh. He spasmed and shook, tried to remain standing, and I could only imagine the chaos in his mind.

Then he fell, and he laid still. He was conscious, but only sort of. He was dazed and confused, and I knew I had only a few seconds to get him into his bedroom.

I grabbed his arms and began to pull. I’m strong, I work out regularly, but I wasn’t prepared for the weight of a limp body. Still, I dug my heels in and pulled, and he slid across the floor. I got him through the bedroom door, but he was starting to stir. I had placed the stun gun in the holster I had around my waist, and I was prepared to draw and fire.

I grabbed his hair and pulled, and the pain started to penetrate, and even to bring him around.

“Hey!” he reached up and grabbed my hand, but he was now sitting on his big poster bed.

I pulled my stun gun and shot him again.

There was a buzz that I had missed the first time, and a smell. Funny. I didn’t notice the smell. It was like ozone. I would have expected a burning smell, as of flesh.

He finished shuddering and he was really out this time. I pushed him around, pulled his arms and legs out and fastened the handcuffs on him, then to the posters. He was spread out and helpless, just the way he liked them, and now the shoe was on the other foot.

Now that he was secured and my plan was in motion, I went into his kitchen and searched for the alcohol. Man, I needed a shot. A couple of shots.

I found some expensive whiskey, Engraved Woodward, $115 a bottle. Nothing is too good for me and and I poured myself a shot. Gah! Too strong. Even though it was sipping whiskey, I had a girl’s palate. I found a big bottle of Pepsi in the fridge and sweetened that sucker. Ah. Much better. I fixed another drink, ice cubes and all, and sauntered back into the bedroom. He was just starting to come around.

“Hey…what is…what’s going—”

“Hello, asshole.”

He stared at me, and I turned the lights on. He blinked, my image registered, and he blurted, “You!”

I smiled. “Me. The sister of your favorite victim.”

“Victim? What are you talking about?”

I lifted my bag up and emptied it out on the bed. He could raise his head enough to see what the contents were.

A power drill, in case I needed to go through a door the hard way. A couple of cases for make up. A knife, very sharp. A bottle of pills. And a few other odds and ends. And a bag of clothes.

“What are you doing? Why are you doing this to me? I never did anything to you!”

I picked up one of the items. A head band with a penis plug on it. I smiled, and when he opened his mouth to protest I jammed it in.

“Aghjee! Ghuuoss!” His voice was muted, unintelligible. Nobody would hear anything.

I bent down so my face was inches away from his. He was a handsome devil, and he tried to move his face back.

“You are a bad person, and I have come to serve up some justice.”

“Ghosssl! Foillst!” He sounded so delightfully nothing. Just mumbles that might have been words.

“You gave my sister rohypnol, then you raped her. Do you have any idea what that does to a woman?”

His eyes were wide and he started shaking his head manically. I grabbed his head so he couldn’t move. “Do you?”

“Klooosssdd! Bleeerty!”

“Huh. I can’t seem to hear you. Could you hear what my sister said when she begged for you to stop? Did you care?”

He kept grunting and mumbling and shaking his head.

“Let’s get started, shall we?”

He yelled things that sounded like ‘stop,’ and ‘no,’ but I ignored him.

I took out the very sharp knife and held it to his throat. He went quiet. Gulped. His eyes were looking down as if to see the knife.

“If you struggle I can stop you. Do you want to struggle?”

He moved his eyes back and forth.

“I thought not. Now, let’s get started.”

I unbuckled his pants and pulled them down, and received the shock of my life. “Oh…oh…my God…you…!”

He was wearing nylons! And the straps that led up to…a garter belt!

Now it was my mouth that was open. I pulled his pants down all the way, used the knife to cut them apart and tossed them to the side.

Nylons. His legs were shaved and he wore an expensive brand of hose. I lifted his shirt and had a full view of the garters.

I ripped his shirt open and stared. He was wearing a tee shirt, and under the tee shirt was…a bra!

I started to laugh. First it was a nervous giggle, then it was a chuckle, and finally a guffaw. My big, bad rohypnol thug was a cross dresser!

His face was crimson. It was redder than a tomato driving a fire engine. His eyes were stricken. His humiliation was obvious and total.

For a long time I couldn’t stop laughing. I actually laid across him and held my belly. Finally, I sat up and looked down on him.

“Mr. Big Bad Brent Johnson. Sissy Cross Dresser.”

He looked away from me. I grabbed his face with one hand and forced him to look at me. I snarled, “Is that why you rape little girls? Because you’re a sick pervert?”

He got an angry look on his face and tried to shake his head no.

Of course he did. What pervert is going to admit the truth? What sicko is going to confess to his crimes?

“Well, Mr. Asshole. You picked on one too may gils, and now you’re going to get your comeuppance.”

I pushed his face away in disgust, and picked up the knife again. I sawed at his shirt, but left the bra on him. I left his nylons and garters on, too. I took off his shoes, and there he was. A man, naked except for bra and garters and hose.

His dick, interestingly, or perhaps of course, was standing straight up. It was nice and big. Larger than average, and quite delicious looking. If only it hadn’t been on a pervert.

I sat next to him and grabbed his penis. I started to stroke it. “You know, I thought about just cutting your penis off. Castration. A quick slice, take the nuts, too, and that would have been a sweet revenge.

In the end, though it was tempting, I decided not to. I just want justice. I’m not evil, like you. So I decided you can keep your weenie. Of course, it may not work for a while. Not when I give you a shot of Depo Provera. That’s the chemical castration drug they give sex offenders.

So you will have a dick, but it will just hang there, useless, not be able to rape innocent young girls again. And, if you persist in your perversions, I could always come back and give you another shot. A more permanent shot. Would you like that? Would you like to be castrated chemically? Not able to get one of those big, delicious hard ons for the rest of your life?”

“Dhousssty!” There was defiance in his look now. And anger. Lots of anger. But that was okay. Defiance would give way to fear when I was done with him.

“Okay, now, as I said, if you struggle I will use my knife. I will cause pain. So don’t struggle. Just lay there and take it…take it like a woman. I’m going to do your nails now.”

Do his nails? His eyes widened, and he started to struggle, but I held the knife right above his eyeball and stared him down.

I worked on his tootsies first. He had nice feet, not clod hopper things, and his nails prepped nicely. Within fifteen I had them prepped, and I started painting them.

“This is a nice, bright, ‘fuck me’ red.” I spoke conversationally. “I’m coating them with the strongest, longest lasting lacquer known to man. Or to woman. When I’m done you will have nails until they wear off. Of course you could always use a grinder, just grind those tootsies down until you have no nails at all.”

He lay there, and when I glanced at him he had tears in his eyes.

I worked on his hands next. I sanded, pushed back the cuticles, and selected the longest nails I had. They were two inches long.

“This is the strongest glue I could find. You’re just going to love how long these nails last. Of course you could always trim them. But that would be a shame. I suggest you flaunt and enjoy.”

I coated them with lacquer, lifted them up and admired them. He stared at his low long and slender fingers and gulped.

“Isn’t that a pretty red color? Sort of like shiny blood, if you get my drift.”

He didn’t make a sound. He was now resigned, would endure, and hope that he could undo my work. Hah.

“Now then, let’s see about your pretty face.”

“Hojjus!”

“Shut up now, I don’t want to mess you up.”

I took out a little case and opened it up. It was not normal make up, it was a micro blading kit. Next to it I opened another case. A tattoo kit.

Brent stared, absorbed, and began to struggle. I held the knife to his ear and pulled on his ear. “One slip and this I snip.” I had a good hold, very painful, and he stopped.

“Now then, if you struggle you make a mess. You don’t want a bunch of botched tats running across your face now, do you?”

Now he really was crying.

I dried his tears, then began the procedure.

It took a couple of hours, but it was pretty easy work. I had worked as a tattoo artist for a few years after college, before I started my company, and I was pretty good at it.

I microbladed his eyebrows. Gave them a great, thin curve, very feminine. I tattooed eyeliner on him. I tattooed his lips a beautiful red.

Honestly, I had forgotten how good I was.

Finally I pierced his ears and his nose. And here was a great trick. I put a ring through his nose, hoops through his ears, then I ran a silver chain, very thin and delicate, from his nose to one ear. Oh, wonderful Incredibly sexy and kinky, and he would only be able to turn his head one way.

I was nearly beside myself

I was done, and it was six in the morning. I stood up and yawned. I had done incredibly precise work, and I hadn’t left bleeding or scabs. It was the best work I had ever done.

Shame it had to be on a pervert.

Brent was staring at me. Oddly, there was no hate in his eyes. I expected that. Oh, well, he would have time to hate me on the morrow, ph, this evening.

“I’m going to catch a few winks. Why don’t you do the same.”

He didn’t say anything, just laid on his bed and stared at me, as if to memorize me. Forever.

Yes, his hate would be coming soon.

And that was fine with me.

I went into the living room and laid down on the couch.


PART TWO

I woke up at noon. I had been tired, but the excitement of what I was doing, serving justice to an evil man, kept me wired.

I checked on Brent. He was sleeping.

I went into the kitchen and rattled a few pots and pans. I made myself some scrambled eggs, some hashbrowns, and a couple of sausage links. I smeared syrup over everything, then went out and sat on the patio.

He really had a stupendous view. I could see the strip below, just getting started. Across the valley I could see thousands of rooftops, an occasional chimney spouting smoke. I could hear buses roaring. I could even hear snippets of voices. Too far away to understand, but not to far to grasp a bit of understanding. A bit of anger here. Laughter there.

It was humanity.

And I had humanity bad I the bedroom. I put the dishes in the sink—no need to wash—and went into the bedroom.

Brent was awake, and in the daytime I could see the wonderful job I had done on him. His eyebrows reshaped his whole face, made it narrower, more feminine. The mascara was wonderful Gave a depth of personality to him. His lips were the best, however. They were a bit puffy from the tattooing, and the red ink I had used was really brilliant. It was going to take a long time for his make up to fade.

And the ring through his nose. That wasn’t right.

I frowned. Hmm.

I got out my piercing tools and took out the ring in his nose. I put it in the right side of his lip. Halfway between center and the corner of his mouth.

I smiled. Yes. That was what was needed.

“Okay, sweetheart,” I lifted an eyebrow, “are you ready for the party?”

“Whuuuj!” I figured that one out. He asked ‘What?’

“We have to dress you, then put more make up on you. Then we’re going to go party. You want to party? Show off your new look?”

Again with the tears.

I pulled a slinky pink latex dress up his frame. I had to loosen his feet, one foot at a time, but with the knife in my hand he didn’t bother to struggle.

Before I pulled the dress up all the way I gave him some breast forms. Not huge, but big considering how well outlined they would look under the dress. They were good breast forms, too. They had stiff nipples that would look absolutely delicious on him.

I pulled the dress up, and was pronounced right. He was delicious.

I took out a pair of heels, wicked witch heels, old style with buckles and little locks. I put them on him, for a wonder they actually fit, and locked them on.

It was getting late now, it would be dusk shortly, and full dark shortly after that.

I applied face paint. Primer and foundation, blush and so on.

I did his eyes, and again I was aware of him staring up at me.

And I was aware of his hard on in his dress.

“Looks like somebody likes this. Is that true? Do you like getting all dressed up?”

He said nothing. His eyes said everything. Yet, there was still no hate in them.

Well, ther ewould be. I took out a syringe and gave him a shot. Depo Provera. His boner went down in minutes, and his eyes were so large I thought they might fall right out.

I continued with the make up, and finally, he was done. Except for the wig. But I wanted him standing up before I did that.

I fixed myself a little dinner. He had a can of Vienna Sausages, so I ate that, and a couple of pieces of toast, heavy on the jelly. He had Smuckers Grape in his fridge. Good boy.

Then I watched a little TV. The politicians were all spewing the same lies, so I watched a little Kardashian. The Kardashians might be all kooks, but they didn’t lie.

And, night fell outside the window.

I stood up and walked out onto the balcony. It was dark, but light on the strip. I could see the nightclub down the street. It was really wild down there. I could see a long line of people waiting to get in. I had a feeling I wasn't going to have to stand in line. After all, I was going to be a freak, and Hollywood loves freaks. I walked back into the bedroom.

“Hello, love. How’s it going.”

“Leegmeghooo!”

I was getting better at understanding my wayward boy. He had just said, ‘let me go.’

“Not a chance, Mr. Pervert. This is your night.”

I reached for the little vial of pills. I took one out and held it up in front of him. “Feel like a little of what you’ve been dishing out?”

His eyes widened. “Nooo!” It was muffled, garbled, but it was easy to understand.

I reached forward and grabbed his nose. I tilted his head up. I had drilled a little hole in the middle of his penis gag, and I pushed the pill in.

He tried to resist, but he didn’t stand a chance. I grabbed a bottle with a tube on it. I fit the tube to the hole in his gag and squeezed the bottle.

For a second water dribbled up out of the hole, then the pressure worked and the water went into his mouth. He was trying not to swallow, but he couldn’t help it. He gulped, and the pill went down his gullet. I grinned.

I waited a half hour, and it was obvious when the pill took effect. He started to sweat. I blotted his face carefully, I didn’t want his make up messed.

Then his eyes started to look dizzy. They unfocused, the irises grew bigger, and I knew he was ready. I took out the penis gag.

He lay there, and I opened his mouth and looked into it. Yep. He had swallowed.

“Hello, Brent.”

“Oh…hu…hi…” He looked around the room.

“You have to do everything I say.”

“Oh…uh…yeah.” He spoke like a dope on drugs, not to be redundant.

“Tell me you love me.”

“I love you.”

“Mean it.”

“I really, really love you.”

He didn’t mean it, it sounded like bad acting, but he had said it.

“Okay. We’re going to go out now, and you will do everything I say. I’m your girlfriend, and you love me.”

“I…love you.”

“Okay.”

I unfastened the handcuffs.

“Just lay there for a minute.”

He lay on the bed, looking up, wondering, and not even wondering what he was wondering at.

I picked up all my goodies and stuffed them into my bag. I didn’t expect to be caught, but I wanted to leave no evidence. I would be throwing all this stuff out. I had done the dishes, even run them through a cycle on the dishwasher, do there was no trace of me there. And I wasn’t worried about touching anything. I had been wearing latex gloves the whole time.

I put the bag near the door and went back into the bedroom. “Okay, honey, up on your feet.”

He turned and slid off the bed, and almost fell on his face. The drug was making him loopy, but he was also unsteady in the heels. That was okay. I would hold onto his arm and keep him balanced.

I quickly fastened the wig, then said, “Come on, baby.”

I was getting off on this, talking to him like we were lovers.

I lead him to the front door. “Pick up that bag.”

He picked up my bulky, over-size purse and slung it over his shoulder.

Now that was a plus. He was acting like a woman without being told. Maybe it was his sneaky, little cross dressing habit.

We stepped into the hall and walked towards the stairs. He kept look ing around, blinking, and I was astounded at how feminine he looked. I reached over and tweaked his nipple. He didn’t feel it, but he looked at me curiously. I couldn’t help but giggle.

This was better than I had imagined. This was really a thrill. It was like I had a real, wind up, talking Ken Doll.

Down the stairs, then out into the little alley, and we reached the street.

It was brighter than I expected. Looking down the lights had appeared orangish. But when you’re under the lights it was brighter. It was almost like being in daylight. Colors were bright and everything was easily defined.

I looked up at Brent. He was perfect. His face was so perfectly feminine. I had done a wonderful job. And he was going to look like this for years! His face being total femme, I wondered if he would start wearing a dress to work.

I held his arm, kept him upright and on a straight line as we walked down the strip. He didn’t walk fast, and I could see people staring at him. More at him than me, he was more beautiful, and that was fine with me. I didn’t want people looking at me.

A car filled with high school kids passed, and they all started hooting.

And well they should. His tight dress. Latex revealing the stand out nipples, his garters visible under the short dress, his impeccable make up. He was a knock out.

We came to a cross walk and I pressed the button and we waited. Eventually the light changed and I helped him across the walk.

A couple of guys honked, and one guy yelled out, “I’ll be your daddy!”

Then down the other side of the street.

The nightclub was packed. The line in front was down the block. Pounding music leaked out of the structure and set the whole street to throbbing.

Cars slowed down and drivers gawked at Brent. People walking the other way slowed down and stared, and swiveled their heads when passed.

I ignored all. I reached into my big purse and took out a big pair of sunglasses. So big they would be a mask. I didn’t want any cameras recording my presence.

We came to the end of the line. Three bouncers were standing around, and they turned their heads and looked down on us.

I smiled and tilted my head towards the club.

The closest bouncer unhooked the line and we walked past a hundred people.

There were sighs, and groans, and a lot of envy. But two sexy women stand a lot better chance of getting into a club than a bunch of horny guys with a few skanky dates.

We entered the club, and chaos enveloped us. Raucous music made my looser dress vibrate. Brent’s dress…it didn’t vibrate. It just…squeezed his sexy body.

A few steps in and the bodies surrounded us, bumped against us. I felt a hand grab my ass. Yes. This was the place.

I guided Brent to the bar. “Brent, honey, go get us a couple of drinks.”

Like an automaton he nodded. He was taller than me, and he moved into the crowd. Him out of my hands it made me nervous. But the crush of people would hold his body up, and I hoped my instructions, and the purpose of the crowd, would hold sway.

It did. Five minutes later he emerged from the crowd and held a glass out to me.

I drank. I told him to sip. He did. Rohypnol with alcohol, not a good mix. He might get sick, but I had a feeling he was just going to go deeper under.

We danced then, and he was actually a good dancer. In spite of his druggy condition he swayed and stepped. His eyes were glassy, and he was not really there, but all his instincts kept him moving.

I guided him to a table, and I gave him the big instruction. “Brent. Whenever anybody asks you something, you must say ‘yes.’ You must do what they say.”

“Oh.”

“What did I say?”

“I have to say ‘yes.’ I have to do what they say.”

“Good boy.”

I was just in time, because at that very moment a couple of studs came to the table and leaned down at us with big grins. Brent was maybe five foot ten. I was five foot six. They were both well over six feet. They looked like football players with their wide shoulders. One of them had gold teeth, and their skin was dark, dark ebony.

What’s that saying? Once black never back?

Well, we would see.

“Good evening, ladies.”

“Hi, guys. Have a seat.”

Pleased, they slid in beside us. I should say one on each side of us. We were firmly trapped by these big bodies.

“Want something to drink?”

I held up my glass. It was nearly full. “But Brent does. Don’t you Brent.”

“Yes,” said Brent. And he actually smiled. It was a lazy, goofy kind of smile, but…he smiled!

One of the monsters waved a gnarly hand and a girl came by, took our orders and disappeared.

“So what’s going on tonight?” asked the bigger one. He was maybe six foot five, probably weighed 250 pounds.

“Well, not much for me. I actually have to get home tonight.”

“Really?” The smaller monster was disappointed. He was only six three and 230 pounds.

“Yes. I have a baby, and my husband said I had to come home at a decent time. I really love my husband.”

I was laying it on thick, but they were buying it. I didn’t want to present myself as available in any way.

“But, you know, Brent can stay all night. Can’t you, Brent?”

“Yes.”

The two big guys grinned. The light twinkled on the one’s gold teeth.

“Are you guys part of a football team or something? You’re so big!”

“Nah. There’s just a bunch of us wanted to go out.”

“How many?”

“Johnny and Rance are over there.”

“Call them over. Introduce them to Brent.”

The monster, his name turned out to be Rashad, waved a big, thick, meaty arm at his friends, and two more monsters squeezed into the booth. It was getting pretty crowded now.

And more drinks appeared, though I kept sipping away at my drink, which never seemed to empty, and Brent went ahead and every time they asked him if he wanted a drink he said, ‘yes.’ And he drank and drank.

I really wondered if the rohypnol and booze would erupt, but they didn’t, and I watched in awe as the men started to ignore me and squeezed in closer and closer to him.

Finally, I reached across the table and shouted to Brent. “Honey, you stay here. All night if you have to. And you do whatever these fine gentlemen tell you. Okay?”

Brent: “Yes.”

“You ain’t leavin’, are ya?”

I turned to Rashad. “I do have to go, my child, you know, but I do have to tell you…”

“What?”

“This is Brent’s first real night out on the town. You make sure you show him a good time.”

Rashad grinned.

“He’s quite willing, and he’ll do anything you want.” I looked at Brent. Rance was nuzzling his neck with his big lips and Johnny had a handful of latex tit. “Won’t you, Brent?”

And Brent said, “Yes.”

With that I managed to get Rashad to move back and let me out. I kissed his cheek and smiled at him, then I headed for the door.

But I didn’t leave. No. This was too good. Besides. I wanted proof to bring home to Shelly. I wanted her to see that she had been revenged, and that she had received justice.

I headed for the bathroom. I had my big, pink purse over my arm and inside the bathroom I changed my outfit. Then I pulled another wig over my head. Then I put on different sunglasses, and painted my lips a different color. In five minutes I was changed and unrecognizable. Even if somebody looked at the security cameras, they wouldn’t recognize me. I even managed to turn my purse inside out, and now it was a cloth lining brown.

At that, I was just in time.

The party at the table was getting bigger. Apparently Rashad and company had more friends, and they were all starting to sniff around the beautiful girl at the back of the booth.

I moved to a dark corner, refused conversation and pick ups, and watched.

Rashad stood up and held out his hand and said something to Brent.

Brent, of course, said ‘yes.’ I watched his mouth move and that was what he said.

Rashad, trailed by a couple of his giant friends, walked to the rear of the bar, down towards the bathrooms, and out a back door.

I waited a brief minute, then hurried after them.

The air was Hollywood thick. Delicious with smog and hot enough to boil a frog. Rashad and a half a dozen of his friends were moving towards a dirty van parked under a tree at the back of the parking lot.

They opened the van. Rashad asked Brent something, and Brent said yes, and they stepped into the darkness of the van. I recorded it on my cell phone.

Now I was caught. I wanted to see. I wanted more pictures. But…how?

I stood there for a long five minutes. I took some more videos of the big men standing around, but…what to do? what to do?

Finally, I had had enough. I don’t know what possessed me, but I strode across the parking lot towards the van.

The men saw me coming and stopped talking. They turned to face me.

I walked right past them, slid open the door, and there was Brent. He was bent over a seat, his bare fanny in the air, and Rashad was pumping him for all he was worth.

Rashad didn’t even stop. He just smiled wide and kept humping.

I took out my cell phone and recorded.

One of the guys, I think it was Rance, started to grab me, and I shook him off and frowned up at him. “Brent wanted some pictures.”

One of the others: “But that could be evidence!”

I laughed. “Nonsense.” Holding the cell I turned and lifted Brent’s head by the hair. “Brent. Do you want this?”

“Yes.”

“Are you enjoying this?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to film this for you?”

“Yes.”

With a cell full of video I turned back to Rance and the fellows. “See?”

They shrugged, and I turned back and got some more video. I was just in time.

“Oh, yeah! Here I GO-O-O!”

His penis erupted with such a savage jerk, and semen actually spurted out of Brent’s asshole.

A minute later Rashad was crawling out of the van, and Rance was crawling in. He had an even bigger dick. He put that big, black monster to Brent’s semen leaking man pussy and shoved it in.

Brent groaned, arched, and then flopped over and let Rance have his way with him.

I video-ed for a while, then I smiled and backed away. I had all the proof I needed. Rashad even walked me out of the parking lot and thanked me for a good time. Heck, it was Brent that had given him the good time, but that was okay. I accepted his thanks and headed down the strip.

I walked down the strip, turned down a street, and headed for my car. It was waiting, and I put my big purse in there and drove away.

I headed out for Santa Monica. I parked along the ocean and took a long walk. I put the clothes I had worn in various trash cans. I walked out the pier and at the end, when I was in a shadow and nobody was looking, I dropped the stun gun and the handcuffs and most of the tattoo kit into the ocean. They would sink, drift a bit with currents, then get covered up by the shifting ocean floor.

I drove back along the Ten, then took some side streets. I placed remaining items in dumpsters in darkened areas. I threw some stuff out on the street. Finally, I got rid of the purse. I gave it to a woman begging at an off ramp.

I went home.

I slept, well and good, deep into the next day. I woke up and ate some Cheerios and watched the news. Lots of news. No channel, however, had a story of a man who had been forcibly made up and given to a bunch of men to…have their way with.

That was fine. That was excellent. I didn’t want anybody looking for me.

Oh, I figured they would. A guy with a story that wild, the police, in spite of their laughter, would have to do a little bit of looking.

But what were they looking for?

A woman who touched nothing.

A woman who left no traces.

A woman who avoided cameras, and when the cameras did catch her, showed mostly hair and sunglasses.

A woman who had inquired about a lease, but who hadn’t brought back the application.

A woman who…disappeared.

And I wondered what Brent was going to do. He had permanent make up on. His lips were tattooed red, his eyebrows and eyelashes with feminine.

Of course, he could take off the jewelry. And I giggled thinking about him waking up and not being able to turn his face because of the chain. Heck, if he did turn he risked ripping his lobe, or his lip, at worst, and, at best, speaking with a bad slur.

Yes. I had really done the deed. I had revenged my sister, and I had taught a lesson to a very bad man.

And now there was only one thing left to do.

I parked in front of my sister’s apartment and walked up the stairs. The door was locked, she kept it locked all the time now, and I knocked. I heard her footsteps, and she asked, “Who is it?”

Poor girl. She could see it was me through the peephole, but she still had to ask. She hadn’t been that way before Brent had done what he had done to her. But, at least I had turned the tables. She was going to be so happy.

“It’s me! Monica! Your sister!”

Chains rattling, and she opened the door a crack, then opened it all the way.

I entered and she hugged me. the look in her eyes. She was always fearful now, and I cursed Brent all over again. Even though I had revenged her…it almost didn’t seem enough.

We sat down on the couch and talked for a while. She said she had met a man, but I didn’t think she was being truthful. I mean, maybe, but…who knows.

And we discussed our parents, and planned for Christmas. Maybe a jaunt, both of us, up to San Jose. A little time with Mom and Dad would be just what the doctor ordered.

Finally, however, I just had to tell her.

“Shelly?”

“Yes?”

“Do you remember that episode of a couple of months ago?”

She went silent. Of course she remembered. She would never forget.

“The guy who gave you the drug and…and did things to you.”

“Yes,” she looked down.

I lifted her chin and smiled. “Well, don’t worry. I got him back for you.”

“You what?”

“I got him back.” I then gave her the nutshell. How I tracked him down, how I followed him. I explained about the stun gun, and the make up, and then how I left him in a nightclub, getting gangbanged.

Her reaction wasn’t exactly what I thought it was going to be. She didn’t seem excited, or happy. She just seemed pensive. I realized that maybe it would take time to appreciate what I had done. And perhaps I should have waited before telling her. She was still close to her own tragedy, after all.

Still, I had done it, and I was telling her, best to just…tell her everything.

So in spite of her apprehensive attitude, I finished with, “And I have pictures. I took videos, and I made some stills, and I can play the vids, but maybe you just want to look at the stills at first?”

“Well, yeah. Okay.”

Huh! What was wrong with Shelly? I had really done it, and she just acted so…dull.

Well, whatever. I took out my cell phone and called up the pics I had taken from the videos.

I started backwards, from the end. I showed her the pics of the big black men screwing Brent’s butt.

Then I showed them going ape all over her in the night club. It was hard to see her face, and her face was all made up, anyway.

Back, back, to the apartment. Brent, laying on the bed.

Some of these shots weren’t good. They didn’t reveal his face, but they did show what I was doing.

Finally, however, I got to the pièce de résistance.

I showed the picture of him lying on the bed, freshly shocked, out of it, and before he had any make up on him. He was easily recognizable now!

“On, my God!” Shelly sat up straight.

I grinned. At last a reaction.

“That’s him!”

“Yup,” I smiled proudly.

“But why?”

“Why what?” My brows furrowed.

“Why did you do it to him?”

“What? Because he drugged you and raped you!”

“But he didn’t drug and rape me!”

I stared at her, the emotion going out of my face.

“He was the one who found me and helped me. When everybody was walking past me, avoiding me like I was the plague, he stopped and helped me.”

“But you said he wrote his number on a card!”

“No! What rapist would leave a card with his number? That would be a virtual confession!”

“But…but…”

“The guy who helped me left his number. He said if I needed anything he would help me out! I was hurting, and he was so incredibly nice! I have never met a man so kind in my life!

“But…but…no! That’s the rapist!”

“No! That’s the guy who helped me. And his name! I remember his name now! It was Brent!”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories

[image: ]

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