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PART ONE

It wasn’t much of a town.

Rod drove his Mustang down the main drag and inspected the shops dourly.

Dress shops. Designer coffee. Ladies’ Fitness Club. Lot of the buildings were painted pink. Not all, but enough so pink became the main motif.

And the cars were all little Miatas, or Rabbits, or Coopers. And over half of them were pink.

It made him feel a little overly masculine to be sitting in his rumbling, grumbling black Mustang.

Femville was not always Femville. According to Rod’s research it had once been a mining town. Named after its leading citizen and benefactor, it had been called ‘Manville.’ Of course that was before the mines flooded and the men had gone in search of other work.

Ostensibly.

Presumably.

The fact was that the men left in the night, and they left their wives behind, and they never came back. They never sent for their wives. They just…left.

Not that the women cared.

You gather a hundred men together and they’ll start political parties and hire police and they’ll get drunk and get in fights.

Gather a hundred women together and they’ll have a coffee klatch. They’ll sit and talk and make all sorts of decisions and the world will turn into a hunky dory place.

Presumably.

Rod looped through the town a couple of times. A deli with a half a dozen women sitting at a table and sucking tea, or Starpukes, or whatever their home brew of choice was.

He stopped at the gas station and a chunky matron with a short billed cap and enormous boobs waddled across the asphalt.

“Fill ‘er up?”

“You bet. You have maps?”

The woman unscrewed the gas cap and inspected him. There seemed to be something in her attitude when she said, “Nope.”

Rod frowned. “What about city hall? Is there a city hall here?”

“Jane Goodall’s got all the official stuff,” she grinned. “Not that we need it.”

“And where do I find Janice Goodall?”

“You planning on settling down?”

Rod found the conversation a bit irritating. The attendant was obtuse, misleading, evading, and…seemed to be holding a chuckle inside.

What the fuck had he said that was so funny?

“Inherited some property,” Rod said.

“I’ll buy it.”

“What?”

“I’ll buy it. I been living behind the station in a trailer. I need some property. You got a house on it?”

“Well…thanks, but I’d like to look around a bit before I decide what to do with it.”

“You should sell it.”

“Jane Goodall?”

“Above the bank.”

“Which bank?”

“There’s only one bank.” She hooked the nozzle back onto the pump. “$63.”

“Whew!”

“Yeah, pretty pricey. Most people don’t want to stay around here with prices like that.”

Rod took out his credit card.

“Cash only.”

Rod blinked. The whole damn country was going digital and this flyspeck wanted cash.

He took out four twenties and handed it over, and held on to it so both their hands were temporarily struggling over the greenbacks. “What would you do if I only had plastic?”

The woman glared at him and tugged. “I’d take your tires.”

Rod let go and the woman’s arm jerked back. Her face was twisted in anger.

Rod knew he had been a bully, and maybe the woman deserved a little reality adjustment, but he shouldn’t have. “Sorry,” he said.

She didn’t say anything, just handed him his change and waddled away.

Rod drove through town again.

It was a strange town, no business except what the town generated itself, no outside corporations, even the Starpuke’s looked like a knock off business.

A couple of art galleries. A lot of women chatting in cafe’s and on the sidewalk.

How did they support themselves?

Rod pulled into a parking space in the lot next to the bank. He sauntered into the bank. Women tellers. Women in line. Oh, wait, there was an old man sitting behind a potted plant. But he didn’t count. He was a security guard. Without a gun. 90 years old and…it looked like he might actually be asleep.

Nope. One hand swatted at a fly. He opened his eyes, took a big look at Rod, and put his head back.

“May I help you?”

She was a couple of inches shorter than him, the obligatory large boobs, and a face that committed nothing. No smile, no frown, just…there.

“I’m looking for Jane Goodall.”

“Elevator to the second floor,” there were only two floors in the building, “at the end of the hall.”

“Thank you.”

Rod walked past women and he felt eyes on his back. On the back of his head. On his butt. He reached the elevator, stepped on and turned around.

Nobody was staring at him. But they had been. Their eyes had been downright scorching.

The elevator doors closed and he felt particularly alone. A room full of people and everybody stared at him but wouldn’t meet his eye.

“Help you?”

Jane Goodall’s office was fronted by a little reception room. Nobody was in reception, all the doors were open, and three ladies were siding Jane’s desk. All were drinking coffee and staring at him.

“Miss Goodall?”

“Yep. And you are?”

“I’m Rod Johnson. I inherited a piece of property around here.”

“Ah, the Johnson place.” she looked at the three women staring at Rod like his face was falling off. “Let’s meet tomorrow and continue this discussion.

The three ladies nodded, murmured good byes, and filed out.

“Have a seat, Mr. Johnson.

“Rod, please.”

Rod sat down and studied Jane Goodall.

She was good looking. A smooth face with green, knowing eyes. Her hair was down to her shoulders and she had very large boobs.

Rod was typical in that he noticed women’s chests, but this town was more than typical. Every woman seemed to have large tits. And round butts. And thin waists.

Jane plunked herself down, looked at her coffee cup and smiled, “Would you like coffee? Tea?”

“Sorry, I only drink bourbon before the sun goes down.”

She chuckled. While the women in the town, from the gas station attendant to the bankers downstairs, seemed a bit withdrawn, to say the least, she smiled. But then he realized she was the face for the town.

“I won’t ask what you drink after sundown.”

“Blood. Preferably O negative.”

Smiling at his less than witty repartee, she said, “I wondered when Johnny Johnson’s nephew would show up. The bank wants to buy your property.”

Rod smiled. The gas station attendant, now the bank. Apparently his property must be worth something. “Actually, I’m looking to retire.”

“Retire, at your age. Life must be good.”

“Uncle Johnny left me a chunk. I’ve lived in a big city. How’s the hunting around here?”

“Not too good.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Deep woods like these?”

“Town frowns on hunting.”

He nodded. “Are there rules and regulations?”

“Some,” she leaned forward and studied him. “You’ve doubtless noticed, Rod, that this is a ladies’ town. We love furry, cuddly creatures. And, in the interests of being totally forthcoming, the town is predominately gay. Men stay out of sight, women rule the roost, and…the bank will make you a quite fair offer on your property.”

Rod nodded slowly. “Think I’d like to see the property before I make a decision.”

“And you should. Ready for a drive?”

“Sure.”

Jane drove a battered Ford truck. It was in good mechanical order, but it had too many dents and rust spots to be considered beautiful.

They didn’t talk much as they bounced over the ruts and skinned a tree or two.

There was wildlife, including beavers, lots of squirrels, and a big one-eyed bear.

Jane said nothing about all the wildlife. She had already made herself clear on that subject.

They rounded a lake, quite beautiful, reflecting tall mountains and white clouds and a sky of blue that reached up to the heavens.

“That’s not your place,” Jane murmured as his eyes fell on a mansion.

“Too bad,” he responded.

“And it was too bad, because she pulled up in front of a sagging cabin with a broken window boarded over, patches on the roof, and a wood shed that was three sheets to the wind.”

Jane got out and opened the door.

“No lock?”

“Nobody comes up here. Guaranteed, you move in here and you’ll die of boredom.

The inside was a mess. Floorboards were sprung, the stove pipe chimney was lying askew, a big patch of coal dust under it, there was an icebox that was brand new—back when they delivered ice.

“Water’s bad.” Jane observed.

He glanced at her, then examined the pump handle sink.

“Mine’s flooded, all the ground water is messed up out here.”

Rod nodded. “Okay.”

She blinked. She felt the decision in his voice.

“You’ll sell then?”

“Nope. Let’s head back.”

They drove back and Jane kept glancing at him. When they finally drove onto the smoother roads of the town she asked, “About that offer?”

“Not interested.”

She said nothing, but bit her lip.

Rod drove out of town later that day, and drove back in one week later. He drove through town and didn’t bother stopping. Nobody noticed the trailer hitch on the back of his Mustang.

At the cabin he unloaded supplies, then he took out a thick length of chain and attached it to the big chunk of flatiron lying behind the woodshed. He began to drive back and forth on the road.

Back and forth. Back and forth. The flatiron smoothing out ruts and potholes. After two days the road was passable, and he had even chopped down a couple of trees.

He went over the roof and repaired it with shingles he made by hand. He was a craftsman, and the repairs were so good that a month of weather and it wouldn’t even look patched.

There was a hardware store in town, and it had a few stacks of wood under canvas in the rear parking lot. He stuck the wood in the back of his Mustang and out the windows and headed for home. He repaired floors and walls, made everything so tight there were no drafts.

He walked into the hardware store. “You have refrigerators?”

“Nope.” The girl was a knock out. Blonde hair and sandy colored eyes and…big boobs.

He looked at the five big refrigerators lining the side wall. “What are those?”

“Dehumidifiers.”

“I’ll take one.”

“Sorry. All out.”

He cocked his head and studied her. She studied him right back. Not exactly a shit eating grin, but close enough.

He drove a hundred miles, bought a small trailer and a big fridge and toted them through town and out to his homestead.

A couple of women stared at him as he went down the street.

He needed supplies. He drove to the small grocery store and pushed an empty cart into the store.

Suddenly the lights went out. A dozen women were in the store. They sat down to wait.

“Sorry, sir. We’re closed.”

He walked out and turned around. The lights went on in the store and the women continued shopping.

He drove down to the bank, walked past the hostile stares of women, and got on the elevator. Upstairs he walked into Jane’s office.

She was talking to two other women.

“Hello, Rod. Have you changed your mind about selling?”

“Got something to show you.”

She blinked.

“Outside. In my car.”

Jane frowned, then stood up, “Ladies, if you’ll excuse me for a minute.”

They went out to the parking lot and Rod opened the trunk. Jane looked inside and blinked.

His trunk was full of rifles, pistols, shotguns, extended clips, and cases and cases of ammunition.

She looked at him.

“This town sucks, and I don’t care. But if I want a coffee, or a refrigerator, or even a side of beef at the local Piggly Wiggly, that’s what I want. And if I don’t get what I want I am quite comfortable with living off the land.”

“We have hunting regulations.”

“Have you ever heard of the right to forage?”

She blinked.

“I suggest you look it up. It basically says that nobody, and I mean nobody, can refuse a man the right to forage. Oh, you’ll arrest me and take me to court. Uncle Johnny left me enough money to bankrupt this pissant town. So if you want to play war, so be it. But I’m going to come back to town and go shopping tomorrow. And if you want to run out of cute and cuddly woodland creatures, then simply turn off the grocery store when I arrive.”

For a long moment Jane stared at him. “Rod, I don’t think you understand.”

“Enlighten me.”

“We’re not refusing you, we’re saving you.”

He grunted, didn’t buy it, and drove off.

Rod totted the deer carcass a half mile back to his cabin. He hung it, sliced the skin off, and knocked the antlers off. He let it bleed, cut it, packed little steaks into his big freezer, and when he went to nail the antlers on the beam over the woodshed he suddenly stopped. He froze. He didn’t move a muscle. Not a fucking muscle.

For ten minutes he stood, his mind totally blasted, trying to figure out what he had just seen.

Finally, he looked at the antlers, he turned to the remnants of the carcass, and he scratched his head.

“What the fuck,” he whispered. “What in God’s name…”

An hour later he had packed the deer’s groin in ice inside a cooler, put the cooler in the car, and headed for town.

Dr. Eugenia Carson opened the door and blinked. She had seen Rod around town, had heard talk of him, and knew who he was.

Rod walked in and placed the cooler on the dining room table.

Eugenia worked out of her house, and she had very little work. The women in Femville were a healthy lot. She spent most of her time at the Ladies’ Fitness club, hiking the woods, and chatting at coffee shops.

“I want you to look at this,” Rod said.

He opened the cooler and pointed into it.

Eugenia stared at the groin of the deer. She looked up at him. “Okay.”

“What’s wrong with this picture?”

“It’s dead.”

“It’s dead and it’s female.”

“Okay.”

“And it came off a four point buck.”

“Okay.”

Rod blinked.

“What do you mean okay?”

“You shot a deer. It’s against regulations around here. I’m going to have to let Jane know. The police will want to talk to you.”

“Are you a doctor?”

“Yes.”

“And you see a pussy on a buck and you think everything is fine and dandy?”

“Nature is filled with anomalies.”

Rod closed the lid of the cooler, picked it up and walked out.

Eugenia did the only thing she could. She went to the rifle rack in the hall and took down a Savage Arms Axis with scope. She fumbled with the key lock because she was in a hurry. She didn’t want to let Rod get away.

She walked to the front door and opened it.

Rod was putting the cooler in the passenger seat.

She aimed at his right front tire. BOOM!

Rod hit the ground, the front of his car sagged.

BOOM! There went the back tire.

Eugenia closed the front door and went to the telephone.

“Jane? I just shot Rod’s tires out.”

Outside, Rod now had his own rifle out. He didn’t have a little pissant $300 sportsman’s special. He had his body armor on, his Glock ready with extra mags, a Barret m99 with scope.

He studied the house carefully.Two shots to flatten his tires. Did he dare to drive away? Did he assault the house and kill the idiot doctor?

He heard the sirens coming. He opened his passenger door and slid the rifle behind the cooler. He kept his arms up so his hands weren’t near his Glock, and he knelt behind the car.

Jennie Hargrove turned off the siren and opened the door. She stepped out, stamped her boots, and looked at Rod Johnson.

Rod was watching her. He was a level headed man, intelligent. Too bad about him. She sighed and walked towards him.

“Somebody in the house with a rifle,” he mentioned.

Jenny heaved another sigh. She turned to the house. “Eugenia! You get your ass out here right now! And don’t bring that rifle with you!”

Rod looked at the house. The front door opened tentatively, then the doctor came out. Rod stood up, his hand on his Glock grip.

“Hey, Jennie.”

“Hey, Eugenia. You shoot this man’s tires out?”

“I did.”

“How come you did that?”

“To stop the spread of disease.”

Rod goggled. “What fucking disease?”

“Keep the language clean, Mr. Johnson.” To Eugenia. “What disease?”

“Look in the cooler.”

Jenny turned to Rod. “Can you put that cooler on the ground so we can open it up?”

“What?” he asked bitterly, as he complied. “You’re not scared of disease?”

He opened the cooler and the deputy and the doctor and he stared at the contents.

“Want to explain what I’m looking at?”

“Deer pussy,” stated Rod.

Jenny glare at him. “I told you about language.”

“That’s it. Deer pussy, off a four point buck.”

Jennys mouth twisted as she considered his information.

She turned to Eugenia. “You want to dispose of this…stuff?”

“What?” Rod blurted.

“Can’t have disease around here. Doc’ll take care of it.”

“No she won’t. I’m taking it to the state labs. They need to see this.”

Jenny eyed Rod for a long minute, then she took out her gun and shot his left front tire.

“Hey! Fuck! What the fuck!”

Jenny put her revolver back in the holster. “I’m going to need you to stick around town for a while.”

“The fuck you say.”

“One more ‘fuck’ out of you and I’ll lock you up. Now, you need a ride back to your place I’ll give you one. Your car will be towed to the city garage where you can pick up some new tires. Or you can walk.”

Rod was seething. This was crazy. “I think I’ll walk.”

“You can take the Glock with you, leave the rifle.”

“Why?”

“Intent to discharge firearms in city limits.”

“That’s bull—“

She eyed him.

“—stuff.”

She nodded, and Rod turned and started walking.

It was a three mile walk. Two miles to the fancy mansion, another mile around the lake, and then his own, little domicile.

He was glad it was three miles. It gave his anger time to abate.

By the time he reached the big mansion he was calm.

He had more rifles at home. He could hike over the mountains if he needed to. But he really wanted to find out what the fuck was going on.

He passed the gate to the mansion. He had never seen anybody there, and figured they were seasonal. Probably came up in August and used the lake.

He glanced at the sign on the gate. 999. He kept walking. And stopped.

999. He had driven past that sign a dozen times. Never noticed it. But walking, having the time to take note of small details, he turned and walked back to the sign.

999. With a fresh nail on the top. A small, shiny nail. And the shape of the numerals…there was something weird about them.

He stepped over a clump of weeds and looked at the sign closely.

It was upside down.

He remembered a gate at the beginning of the road. 222. And then there was a 555. Those roads led back up into the deep woods. He thought they went to the old mines, the ones that had flooded.

But then the big mansion was 999. And he was 666.

So the sequence was off. 222, 555, 999 and 666. And the 999 was upside down.

He turned and stared at the lake, the well paved road that circled the lake.

666. 999. And he saw it.

But he didn’t do anything about it. Not yet. He wanted to check one more thing.

He continued walking the mile back to his shack. He looked at his number. 666. The odd shape of the numbers, like they were upside down. And the shiny nail in his sign.

He had been sold an outbuilding, and Uncle Johnny was not the kind of fellow who lived in poverty. He had truck loads of cash. Flooded mine cash. And that mansion was Johnny’s, and that meant it was now his.

What the fuck?

Rod ate deer steak and drank bourbon. He had been seething, but now he was merely curious. Deadly curious. What kind of a number were the townies running on him?

When he had bought the refrigerator he had picked up maps from the local university, and now he took the time to look at them.

He laid them out on the floor. He circled his cabin with a red marker. He drew a line from behind his cabin to one of the mines, the Manville Mine. He walked out behind the shack and into the woods and found an old logging road. That would lead to the mine.

He returned to the house and circled the mansion. Another line behind mansion led to the flooded Manville Mine.

He examined property lines, and found that his property included both the shack and the mansion.

The town was just beyond the stream that came down from the lake.

The mansion was his.

The following morning Rod put on his vest, strapped on the Glock with the extra ammo clips. He decided on a Ruger AR-556 Autoloading Semi-Automatic rifle with specially modified scope. And nobody was going to be taking this puppy from him.

He walked out behind the shed, stepped through the woods and found the over grown logging trail.

Rod marched quickly, but with his awareness out. He was Ranger trained, sniper trained, and tired of fighting. Three tours in the sandbox, he knew what killing was.

Not that he intended to kill, but he also didn’t intend to be dissuaded. He was going to get to the bottom of this bullshit.

The road wound around the base of the mountain and crossed several streams. It would have been half the distance if he had just walked back along the road, but he wanted to do a little surveilling. He had studied the maps, but there was a big difference between maps and boots on the ground.

He came to a short road that led to the mines. He walked onto the mine property and inspected the diggings.

A couple of rusted mobile sheds. A big diesel, abandoned. Two flat beds, rusting. The mine itself.

He stood at the entrance and sniffed the air. It was damp. He could hear water dripping. What had they mined here? He thought Uncle Johnny had written him that it was some kind of rare metals, but he had no idea what that was. Now if it was a diamond mine, or a gold mine…but what the fuck was rare metals?

Well, whatever it was the mine was done for now. They would have opened it up if it was anything of value. But they had just left it. Walked off, left the town, except for those dumb bitches, and…and it was his.

That a buck would get him a cup of coffee.

He left the mine and walked down towards the back of the mansion. He found himself on a small trail, like a critter path, but it was probably the trail used by his uncle to walk to the mine. It wound down, angling next to streams that led into the lake.

He could see the lake through the woods. He approached the big mansion and moved slower.

The mansion three stories, and in good condition.

Of course it was. Uncle Johnny had lived there up to three months ago. He kept it in tip top shape.

The back lawn was overgrown, but that was purely cosmetic. The roof was solid, as were the walls. He went to the back of the garage and looked in through the back door.

A Mustang. Fucking Uncle Johnny. Rod grinned.

A tractor. Uncle Johnny didn’t bother dragging flat iron around country roads. The third space was filled with boxes.

Johnny tried the knob, it was locked. He used the butt of his rifle to knock the knob off and entered the garage.

Three months of dust.

He tried a switch and the lights went on. They hadn’t even disconnected the…then he blinked. He could hear the low whir of a generator. Nothing to disconnect. Jane probably didn’t even know the place had a generator.

Rod went back out the back and stepped up on the back porch.

The back door was locked.

He walked around to the front and looked under the mat. He smiled and used the key to open the front door.

The inside of the house was luxurious. Wall to wall carpets, sturdy oak furniture. Big commercial refrigerator in the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator and found a bunch of spoiled goods. Nothing in the freezer was spoiled, though. A ton of steaks, lamb chops, even ice cream.

Rod picked out an open pint of Häagen-Dazs. Chocolate and Vanilla. the best of both worlds. He spooned the sweet stuff into his mouth and toured the rest of the house.

Several bedrooms upstairs. A billiards room between the living room and a sun room. An office at the back of the bottom floor. And here Rod began to go to work.

He sat down behind the desk and opened drawers and cabinets. He examined deeds and maps. he scrutinized contracts a century old.

He owned the mine, the mansion, the little house, and…half the town. At least the land the town was on.

He sat back and considered what to do about the town. It would serve them right if he booted them all off the land. Send them packing.

The problem was that he was not one to hold a grudge.

And he understood why they might not want to be forthcoming. They just wanted to buy the land, give him a good price (in their eyes), and send him on his way.

He sat, feet up on the desk and finished the ice cream.

Outside the sun was at noon.

He stood up and looked at the wall safe. The only thing he hadn’t been into.

He walked back to the kitchen and tossed the empty ice cream container. He poured a big glass of water and headed back to the office.

He sipped water and began searching for a way into the safe.

First he looked under drawers, in address books, behind pictures. All the usual places.

Nothing.

He thought about going out to the garage and getting a drill. It was his safe, and he could, but it seemed sort of a waste.

He tried dates. Birthdates, wedding dates, death dates.

Nothing.

He stared at the big wall safe and frowned. He didn’t want to have to dynamite the bitch, but he would if he had to.

And it hit him.

He blinked, and grinned, and tried the one date he hadn’t tried.

His own birthday.

Bink! The safe opened.

He stared at the insides. Not much in there, a couple of small, black books. A folder with a bunch of papers in it.

But he was thirsty. Funny. He had drunk down in the kitchen, and he had brought a glass back to the office, and here he was thirsty again.

He went out to the kitchen and stuck his head under the faucet. Glug, glug, glug. He drank for what felt like forever.

He poured a pitcher and brought the pitcher and a full glass back to the safe. He sat down, sipped more water, and examined the safe material.

Mostly, it was a record of the flooding of the mines.

Hunh. Why did that deserve a safe? No big secret there?

He opened a little black book. It was just personal notes. Started two years before. Not a diary or anything, just…notes.

Rod read the notes, sipped some more water, and settled back in Uncle Johnny’s swivel.

Tests are inconclusive, but the animals are definitely effected.

Blah, blah, blah.

The sex organs are being transposed. Some males are showing female characteristics, some females are showing…

Blah, blah, blah.

So Uncle Johnny saw that male deer had female genitalia.

Man, something was weird here.

And, towards the end of the book…

It’s the water! The rare earths must be reacting with the high concentration of chemicals. I never should have started the hydraulics system.

And that was it.

Rod checked the date, and it was two weeks before Uncle Johnny died.

Two weeks. And it turned out that the mine had flooded because of Uncle Johnny. But what that rare earth gobble de gook was Rod had no idea.

Rod stood up and looked around. Tell the truth, he preferred his little cabin. It was homey, whereas this mansion was a big…thing.

Still, it was…money.

He owned a town, a mansion, a mine, and miles of rich forest.

He went into the kitchen and poured himself some more water. He drank, and felt a pain in his belly. He blinked and frowned. Then he fell down.


PART TWO

He felt like he was crawling through a barrel that was being turned over and over and over. Every time he thought he could crawl out he fell back in.

Over and over and over.

Sometimes he thought he could hear people.

“How’s she doing?”

“Just in time.”

“Another day and…”

“Let her sleep.”

The world became a slowly revolving kaleidoscope and he turned and watched and wondered if he was alive.

“Good morning.”

His eyes were open, but his mind was a rolling curtain. Fluttering.

“Can you hear me?”

Rod gulped. Oh, he had a mouth. He had been turning over and over for so long he had sort of lost track of such things.

“Give her some water.”

Ice chips in his mouth.

“GAH!” he coughed, and it felt like his head had just exploded into smithereens.

“There we go.”

It was Dr. Eugenia Carson. She was looking into his eyes, and the little light she was shining was obscuring his vision.

“Do you know your name?”

“Rod.” His voice hurt, his throat felt all crackly, and that made his voice sound high pitched.

“Excellent, Rod. Do you remember your last name?”

“Johnson.” He tried to speak in a lower tone of voice, but his voice was cracked.

“Wonderful. Where do you live.”

His eyes fluttered, and they were all weird. He had something on his eyelashes. “Lake…lake.”

“That’s right. Okay. I want you to swallow this…that’s a girl.”

His head was cradled and lifted and he frowned, then something sweet and sticky went down his throat.

“You’re going to sleep now, and every time you wake up you’ll feel better.”

“How is she?”

“She’s fine. She’s…sleep…talk…later….”

Rod drifted, and the barrel wasn’t rolling now. But he was. But that was okay. Al he had to do was crawl a little more and he’d be out and about. Walking in the sunshine. Making his way…somewhere.

“Good morning.”

Rod’s eyes fluttered open. Fluttered. Something was wrong with his eyes. He reached up and felt his eyes. His eyelashes were longer, and his face felt funny. It felt…fat.

“Do you remember your name?”

He looked up at Eugenia. She was standing next to him, and he was in bed, and…Rod…” his eyes opened wide. His voice was high pitched. “Rod Johnson. What the fuck am I doing here?”

“You collapsed, Rod. You fell all the way down, and if Jenny Hargrove hadn’t happened to choose this week for rattling doorknobs you’d be dead now.”

Memories slowly came to him then.

“You stole my house. The mine is flooded…she shot my tires! You shot my tires?”

“Sorry about that. We were hoping you’d…but I’ll give Jane a call. She’ll tell you what happened.”

Eugenia walked out of the room. He heard her voice, sounded like she was talking on a phone, then she came back into the room.

“She’ll be over in a jiffy.”

“I drank the water,” Rod said.

“Yes, you did. We tried to stop you. We sent you to live in that horrid, little shack, but…” she shrugged. She felt Rod’s pulse.

“I feel so weak.”

“Actually, you’re quite strong, for your new body.”

“My new…”

“There she is now. Just hold still and we’ll help you understand.”

A minute later Jane was sitting next to him, a wan smile on her face.

“How is she?”

“Best transition I have ever seen. She might be able to bear children.”

“What is going on?” Rod whispered.

Jane patted his hand. “There’s something in the water. When the mine flooded the men pretty much ignored it. It was just a little stream of water, trickled along the floor. But they’d work hard, it was hot down there, and they simply scooped up the water and drank it straight.

“Some of the men died. Just dropped dead. Some of the men went crazy, ran into the woods. We find a body every once in a while, and there are reports of men still alive back there in the deep woods.

“Didn’t seem to effect the women.”

Dr. Eugenia cut in. “We think the chemicals in the water, combined with the rare earth metals…we think that overdoes the estrogenic systems. Men turn into women. Sometimes they live, sometimes they don’t. Women just get healthier.

Back to Jane: “Your Uncle shut down the mine, and many people left, and came back. And there were suicides and that sort of thing…and eventually we all just got used to a new world order. The water seeps out of the mine and gets into the Lake, and the town’s reservoir, and…we’re all pretty much infected now. But, like I say, it doesn’t bother the women much. You could drink the water now, it’s quite delicious.”

“Wait, what? Why?”

“Because you’ve changed.”

But he knew that. He knew from his voice, from the feel of his face and his eyelashes and a lot of other little things.

“You’re a woman now, Rod. Welcome to Femville.”

Rod was on his feet the next day. And he wasn’t weak, for a woman. He was for a man, but there was no mistaking him for a man now. He had lost a couple of inches, he was down some sixty pounds. He was 38 by 24 by 36. Like the others, he had large breasts. Very large.

He walked out of Dr. Carson’s home wearing what he had been found in, which was cargo pants, shirt and vest. They had left his weapons at the mansion and he was free to pick them up at any time.

For that matter, he was free to live in the mansion. It was his, after all.

He didn’t know what he wanted.

But it only took him a day to figure out that he couldn’t wear the rough, male clothes anymore. His underwear felt like sandpaper, especially on his soft, tender, vagina.

His shirt rubbed his nipples until he felt like he was going insane.

His entire skin felt like clothes were making it catch on fire and burn.

He walked into the bank, up the elevator and into Jane’s office. This time, as he walked, ladies greeted him, smiled at him, even touched his arms and welcomed him to their world.

He smiled back, and was terrified.

He had warred in the sandbox, killed terrorists with his bare hands, and he was terrified of a world that rubbed him the wrong way.

“Hello, Rod.”

For a change Jane was alone.

“How’s everything? Any problems I can help you with?”

“I need clothes. I need to understand things about this body.” He was close to crying.

Jane put her arm around him comfortingly and guided him to a couch.

“Of course you do, and I could kick myself for not assigning one of the girls to help you through your first days as a woman. What say we have a sip of wine, and then I’ll take you shopping myself.”

Rod sniffled, dried his eyes, and looked around the office.

“Give me a moment to put things right here…” Jane went to the phone and told somebody she was taking off. She put on a jacket and picked up her purse.

“You ready?”

Rod nodded.

First stop was a dress shop. Rod learned about bras and panties.

“You won’t have to worry about corsets and things like that. And newbies never have to worry about leg hair.”

“They…they don’t?”

“Oh, no. It’s funny, regular woman have to worry, but those like yourself, it’s almost like you have better genes. You don’t have excess body hair, not even down there in the deep woods.” Jane giggled.

Rod had a thought. “So I’m not the only man who’s changed.”

“Oh, Lord, no. You know Jaime up at the gas station? She used to work at the mine. She didn’t change so well. Still has a penis under her coveralls. But she’s adapted quite well. And then there’s Millie, down at the grocery store, she’s a he who just won’t…”

Jane described various citizens and Rod began to understand that the town was really a rainbow. Men with breasts, women with small penises, everything in between. In point of fact he was very lucky that he had transitioned so completely.

“What about Uncle Johnny?”

Jane sobered up.

“What about him?”

“What was his condition?”

“He stayed a man.”

“But he was ground zero. He had to have drunk the water!”

“Maybe some sort of natural immunity. Oh, look at this adorable shift…” Jane steered Rod back to dresses and nylons and various other female accouterments.

Rod went home, his Mustang had been repaired, and had a closet full of clothes heaped into the back seat.

He had dresses and skirts and blouses and every kind of bra and panties in the world. He had heels and flats and hiking shoes. He had make up, and the promise of Jane to help him learn how to make himself pretty.

Rod moved into the mansion.

He liked the little shack, but as a woman he didn’t have the muscle to chop the wood and do all the heavy lifting living in the wild required. So he lived a new life, and missed his old life, but…life, such as it is, goes on.

He awoke early in the morning. The moon was full and flooded in through the big window in the master bedroom.

Rod rolled over, restless. Something was bothering him. Something that Jane said.

No. Not what she said, her attitude. When he had brought up Uncle Johnny she had acted weird and changed the conversation.

Rod sat up in bed, his breasts fell forward and he sighed.

When he was alone he liked having breasts. But to walk amongst people, to have people stare at his boobs, it was embarrassing.

He supposed he’d get used to it.

He got up and wrapped a robe about himself.  His hair was long and his nipples excited. They were frequently excited. He even found himself playing with them at times.

He went into the bathroom and ran some water…splashed his face, but drank nothing.

He was afraid of the water.

Many of the women in town were, he was not the only one to buy gallons of water from the local store for drinking purposes.

He walked back to bed and stopped in front of the big window. He stood to one side and looked out at the world.

A boat. In the lake. Three men doing something, it looked like they were getting samples. Filling bottles with water.

Rod frowned, he ran downstairs, his boobs jiggling, found his binoculars and ran back upstairs.

Three men, in uniforms. One rowed and two dipped what looked like jars over the sides.

Rod lowered his binoculars.

Of course. The government. Trying to find out what was in the water.

Probably the army looking for some kind of biological weapon.

He looked again. the boat was coming his way, no, towards his shack. There was a trail on that far shore that led almost directly to his little hideaway.

Frowning, suddenly curious, Rod got dressed. He picked out a tight bra, he didn’t want to be bothered by the sexy feeling of his nipples rubbing against clothe. He pulled on black leggings and tied dark leather hiking shoes. He slipped into a black sweat shirt, pulled his hair back and tucked it under a knit cap.

He thought about disguising his face, but he didn’t have any of that kind of make up.

He looked out the window. The men had landed. They deflated the boat and were walking towards the path.

He walked downstairs and chose weapons.

A big Bowie was too big, so he chose a stiletto. He had a .22, much better for his feminine hand, and a shotgun. He wasn’t strong enough to control a heavy gun, and if these bozos were actually army he wanted a big boom and room to run.

He walked out of the house and followed their path into the woods.

He came across the deflated boat two hundred yards in. They had dug a shallow hole and covered it with a tarp and bushes.

Rod breathed easily. He was getting used to walking in a woman’s body, and he had weapons which he was comfortable with. He was no longer the terrified, little girl.

He walked quickly, followed the path, until he heard voices.

Three men talking, walking.

“How long we have to keep getting samples?”

“Till we don’t,” one of the other men, sounded like a command voice, said.

“But they know what it does.”

“How about what it does with prolonger use?”

Voices faded, then came back.

They passed his shack. He was close enough to see them cross the clearing and go into the woods behind his shack.

He knew, intuitively, they were going to the mine.

He let them get ahead now. When they were five minutes ahead he walked through the clearing and headed up the logging trail.

He almost caught up with them when they turned down the short road to the mine, but he moved into the brush and was actually a little ahead of them as they crossed the clearing and went into the mine. He crept close and listened. Voices, then there were no voices.

He knew there had to be some sort of secret room in the mine.

He nodded, and left. Back through the woods to his mansion. He crawled into his bed and his mind was going a mile a minute. Something was rotten in Denmark, and it wasn’t the cheese.

“Secret soldiers. Hidden rooms in mines. A plot to change the men of Femville, or Manville, into women.”

Jane stared at him. Her mouth was twisted and she was having a hard time believing him.

Eugenia wasn’t.

“That would explain all sorts of things. Things about the change, why some people are effected more than others. Why, for instance, some animals are affected, and some others aren’t.”

Deputy Hargrove just sat on the couch and listened. Her arms were behind her head and her eyes were thoughtful.

“I know it’s hard to believe,” said Rod. “But I’m going to go up there tonight and get to the bottom of it all.”

“And what if it’s a bunch of good, old boys fishing and hunting?”

And drinking only bourbon and never water?” Rod pointed out.

Jenny grunted. She had originally been a man. Like many of the half and halfs in Femville she wanted to be a whole man again.

“So you’re going to what…reconnoiter?”

“Tonight.” While they go to get samples out of the lake I’m going to find their secret room.”

“Jenny?”

“Worth a look.”

“Eugenia?”

“Couldn’t keep me away.”

“Well, okay. We go on a snipe hunt tonight.”

The four women waited on the logging trail outside the mining camp. It was near midnight before the three men headed down the trail for the lake. The women waited fifteen minutes, then headed into the mining camp.

It was light enough in the main clearing, but the mine was darker than a black bear’s asshole at midnight. They were all carrying pistols and flashlights. Rod had his stiletto and a shotgun.

They entered the mine and shone their flashlights down the length of the maw of the mine.

“It shouldn’t be too far,” Rod said. First fifty feet is my guess.”

They tapped on the walls, felt around the beams, and searched intently.

“Here it is,” Jenny found the entrance about forty feet in. It was a side of the cave painted over cloth material. It was a perfect match and if they hadn’t been looking they wouldn’t have found it.

They entered a room some forty feet long. There were more doors at the end. Jane found a lightswitch and suddenly they were blinking.

The room was a lab. It had a dozen tables, apparatus on the tables, shelves with samples along the walls.

They walked quickly through the room and into an office. Beyond the office was sleeping quarters.

Rod went through the office quickly and efficiently. Jenny, at his side, found ‘the book.’

It was small and black and looked like the ones Rod had found in Johnny’s wall safe. But it had a lot more data in it than the one in Johnny’s safe.

The four women gathered around it and stared.

“They did it on purpose.”

“Why?”

“Who?”

“The army.”

“The army wouldn’t experiment on its own people!”

The other three stared at Jane.

“Would they?” she finished lamely.

A short time later, book in hand, the four women headed out of the mine. the lights were off, the false wall was in place, and all they had to do was get out of Dodge.

They exited the mine, were walking across the clearing, when a half a dozen flashlights shone on them.

“FREEZE!”

They froze, and men came forward from the shadows.

The men collected pistols, and Rod’s shotgun, and missed Rod’s stiletto. It was just a small little thing in a boot scabbard. Blended right in with his stylish hiking shoes.

“Back into the mine.”

The four women walked back down the mine shaft, but they passed the hidden room. There was a second room ten feet further in and the women were pushed in. The lights went on and the men started securing the women on tables.

Jenny struggled a little, but when a knife was shoved in her face she stopped.

Finally, the only one left not secured was Jane.

“You should have this better secured,” she said, and she handed the little, black book to one of the men.

The other women stared at Jane.

Jane grinned. “You dopes.” She turned and walked out.

The men stood around and grinned.

“You fucking cunt!” screamed Jenny.

The men just laughed.

“Okay, fellows, who’s first.”

There were a dozen men, and they began taking their clothes off.

Eugenia cried, and couldn’t stop. But she was a woman before the town became infected. One of the men simply hopped onto her and started rutting. A couple of the others cheered.

Jenny cursed, and cursed, and cursed. She had been a man. She hadn’t been one for rape before she had been trapped in Femville, and she wasn’t afterwards. As the men took turns she tried to bite them and they finally forced a ball gag over her head and into her mouth.

Rod didn’t cry. He was actually curious. He had finger banged himself several times after discovering that he had a pussy, he wanted to know what sex was like. Unfortunately, there weren’t any men in town to let him know.

But there were now.

He had a wan smile on his face when they cut his clothes off. His breasts were flushed and his nipples felt all tingly.

The leader of the men, a big fellow named Gus, was quite voluble. “You may wonder why we’re fucking you.”

Eugenia wondered, Jenny and Rod had been men and they didn’t wonder.

“We’re actually under orders. There has been much conjecture as to the usefulness of your sex organs, and, of course, we’re all curious as to whether you can have babies.”

“So who started this whole thing?” Rod asked.

“We’re under direct orders of a black ops branch. So secret even the secret people don’t know us.”

The men grinned at that. A second man was grunting and slobbering over Jenny.

A third man was fucking Eugenia.

Rod lay back and felt hands roaming over his body. He felt fingers exploring his cave. Mouths sucked on his nipples and he groaned.

The leader, Gus, was making notes in the little, black book.

“Hey, this one is hot,” muttered the man pounding his penis into Rod.

“Give it to me, big boy,” Rod murmured. He liked the feeling of his pussy being assaulted, and he arched his back.

The men started focusing on Rod. After all, who wanted Eugenia, who just cried, and the hate in Jenny’s eyes was certainly off putting.

Rod felt squirts of semen coating his thighs, filling his hole, and the more they fucked him the better he liked it.

And, truth, he felt sorry for Eugenia and Jenny.

“Why are you guys wasting your time on them. Let me do you!”

His efforts were successful.

“Undo my hands! Let me use both ends.”

The man with the black book should have known better. He was in charge. He wasn’t doing any of the fucking. He should have known better.

The cuffs were taken off Rod’s wrists and ankles. Now the men noticed the stiletto in the ankle scabbard, but they didn’t say anything. They were too horny, Rod wasn’t fighting back, they wanted sex again and again and again.

Rod was so hot, his breasts were so big, his pussy such a delightful mush of sperm and natural lubrication…

“Who’s next,” muttered Gus, trying to keep up with the fucking.

Rod was flipped over on his all fours. One of the men stuck his cock into Rod’s ass, which felt pretty damned good. Another one pointed his dick into Rod’s mouth.

Again and again, hours passed. Men came, and came, and came, and they finally began to tire. As hot as Rod was, the men were ultimately exhaustible, and they began to slump against walls, to lay on spare tables, and the fucking wound down.

Gus was sleeping.

The other eleven men were dozing.

Jenny’s eyes were blazing with fury.

Eugenia sobbed.

But it was Rod that had taken the brunt of the sexual assault, and that was what he had wanted.

It was dawn outside. Rod was alone on the table, covered in semen, and he reached for his stiletto. He withdrew the blade and slid off the table. His eyes were mere slits. Happy lines of revenge.

Rod went to Gus and dispatched him. A simple jab of the stiletto into the neck, a gasp, and the other men slumbered on.

Then Rod released Jenny.

They didn’t speak. They were animals of the same ilk. They had been men, and abused, and now they needed a woman’s revenge.

Jenny picked up a hammer and they went to one of the slumbering men.

BONK! Not a killing blow, just a light tap to insure slumber.

Another of the men. BONK!

BONK! BONK! BONK!

Jenny did the work and Rod was just in case with his stiletto.

They released Eugenia, who stopped sobbing when she saw that it was over, that she was in control.

The three women lifted the men onto the tables and secured them.

An hour later it was done. Eleven men laying face down on tables. Three women waiting revenge.

Correction. One woman and two almost women.

Rod found a bucket and he went outside for a minute. He returned with water directly from the floor of the mine.

“Help me,” he said, and they began making the men drink water.

The men were dizzy and dazed from being hit on the head, and they sipped the water appreciatively, until they finally realized what they were doing. Then it was too late.

The men raved, they were crazy with change.

“Eugenia, you’ll watch over them?”

Eugenia nodded. She was a woman. She was also a doctor with a scientific back ground. She was having revenge even as she was kind to her enemies.

“What are you going to do?” asked Jenny.

“I need to go to town.”

But Jenny knew. “You don’t need me.”

“No.”

Jenny smiled, “A man hates to be fucked. When I became a woman I never got over that, it has made my life a misery.

“So it is time to show them.”

“Yes.”

None of them had any clothes on. They had been raped, and they had trapped the men without putting clothes on.

Jenny reached down to her pussy and began playing with it. She smiled, and made sounds, and slowly, slowly, a penis began to come out of her pussy.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Eugenia. “I knew not everybody changed all the way, but…”

“I am man made woman, but…not all the way.”

“I’m leaving now,” said Rod.

Eugenia came to him, her, and kissed her gently. “I hope to see you when this is over.”

“It might never be over,” admitted Rod.

“So be it.”

Rod left the little room and walked through the mine. It was ten in the morning when he exited the mine, and he began walking home.

Jane was sitting in her office above the bank and smiling.

She was a woman, and she hated men, and now there were no men. At least, no men that didn’t destroy other men for her.

She thought about Johnny Johnson, how she had discovered the effects of the water coming out of his mine.

She had killed him for that, and she had contacted certain authorities and destroyed all the men in town.

Changed them into women. Watched them commit suicide, or otherwise arranged their deaths. And now she was in charge.

It was her town, protected by the US army. And she was free to deal with men as she wished.

“You’re wrong, you know.”

Jane spun and stared. “You!”

Rod smiled.

“How did you get free?”

“I’m a man. I know things about fucking that women don’t know.”

“That’s stupid.”

“I know.”

Rod walked across the room and sat down next to Jane.

“But, regardless, the men in the mine are conquered, and there is nobody left but women.”

Jane’s breath caught. “What?”

“That’s what you wanted, right? A town full of women. No men. And we both know why, don’t we?”

Jane was stunned, incapable of speech.

“Because you like women. You are Lesbian.”

Rod was getting closer, and Jane was having trouble breathing.

“And now I’m a woman. Like you.”

“I don’t love you.”

“You don’t love anybody. But you want other women. You want me.”

“That’s…that’s silly.”

Rod came closer. His hand was on Jane’s thigh. His lips were inches from hers. “Yes. silly.”

Rod kissed Jane then, and Jane’s heart stopped. Her eyes were open, stunned at Rod’s actions.

Yes, she wanted women. She didn’t want men. But Rod…Rod wasn’t a man any longer.

Rod placed his hands on Jane’s breasts and began to massage them.

Jane felt the nipples grow stiff, and heat emanated through her body. Her pussy began to pulse with desire. She found herself wanting Rod.

How could this be? She didn’t want man or woman…except that…maybe she did want a woman.

Rod took her in his arms and bent her back and devoured her lips with his.

Jane moaned, she gave herself up to the heat, to the fire, to the desire.

Rod ripped her clothes off, and he ripped his clothes off.

In seconds they were on the couch, naked, and Rod was on top.

Jane stared up at him, enraptured by his presence.

“You wanted a woman,” said Rod, “and I am that.”

Jane sucked on his nipples and could hardly breath for his heat.

“But I learned something today, too, about what kind of a woman I am. Jenny showed me.”

“What…what…”

Jane wanted love, she wanted consummation, but a woman has nothing to give her consummation. How could she be so hot for Rod? He had no…he had no…

Then she felt it. Coming out of his hole, a large snake, a slithering, hard, hot penis.

“No!” she gasped in horror.

But it was too late, Rod jammed his penis into her. He pinned her, he fucked her.

Jane groaned, and she found her hips rising up to engulf his organ.

“But you can’t…no…no!”

“I can. And the semen I put in you is not like the weak water on the floor of the mine. It is pure, and it will change you.”

“No!”

“When the change is done you will still have tits, but you will also have what I have, and what other men who have become women have.”

“No…no! Not that!”

“But until you have your own, you can borrow mine.”

And Rod suck his penis deep into Jane.

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