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PART ONE

“I’ve got photos.”

Jenny looked at Sam Harder. She kept her eyes steady, but she wanted to cry. She had suspected, but to be proved right…she wanted to be wrong.

“Let’s see the photos,” Jenny’s voice didn’t quiver, though her heart was broken.

Sam was a thin, scrawny sort. The kind one didn’t normally trust. He had a pinched face, narrow eyes, and a petulant whine for a voice. He held out a 9 by 12 envelope. His fingers were bitten to the quick.

Jenny took the folder. She was a young woman, 25, and quite the looker. Her boobs were large and luscious, and she had a wasp waist. Her ass was round and soft looking. Her face was oval with round lips.

Sam, bastard that he was, was sporting a hard on behind his desk.

Harder has a hard on, he chuckled to himself.

Jenny opened the envelope and spilled the pictures onto the desk. She picked them up and flipped through them one at a time.

Johnny welcoming a woman at the front door of their house. The welcome consisted of a might hug.

The next picture had the woman kissing his cheek.

Then Johnny put an arm around her. She was laughing, pinching his cheek.

They walked into the house. From behind she could the woman had quite the figure.

The shutting, but just before it closed all the way Jenny could see Johnny hugging the woman.

A second batch of pictures, kept separate by a paper clip.

The woman leaving the house. Again with the hugs.

The woman walking down the walkway, getting into an expensive car.

Jenny sat in shock. She wondered who the woman was. She wondered if Johnny had bought the car for her.

Dully, she asked, “Who’s the woman.”

“Evelyn Forest. Goes by the name of Eve.”

Jenny snorted, Eve. The original sinner.

“She lives in Lakeview. Got a house on the lake, seems to be rich, but I’ll need further authorization before I can go looking deeper.”

Jenny felt a tear squeezing out of an eye. She loved Johnny, and now he does this to her.

She wanted to know more about this woman. She wanted to find out who she was, what she did, and how she had met Johnny.

She wanted to know how long they had been seeing each other.

“I want to know more, but…”

“Yes?”

Sam the weasel’s mouth twisted in a sly grin. His eyes glimmered.

“I want to know how long this has been going on. Can you find that out?”

“A week,” said Sam. He seemed to hav e a built in sneer on his thin lips. “Gimme a week.”

“Done.”

Jenny gathered up the photos and left shortly after that.

As soon as she was gone Sam snickered. He opened his desk drawer and took out another envelope. This had all the information she had requested. But she had money, and Sam wanted more of it. Bitch was hooked but good.

Sam laid out the photos and documents and began writing a report. As soon as he was done with that he would go out and party for a week, then he would turn over the report and make enough money to party for another week.

Sam snickered again as he wrote down the damning words.

“Hi, babe!” Johnny kissed Jenny a big smacker.

She tried to grin naturally. “”You seem to be in a good mood.”

“Oh, yes. things are looking up. How were things at the hospital?”

Jenny walked past him, heading for the bedroom. She hoped he wouldn’t follow her, but he did.

“They were okay.”

“Any new and ground breaking operations?”

Jenny was a plastic surgeon, and Johnny was always curious about her procedures. He said all the things she did sounded more like science fiction.

“Not a one. Just made a woman’s breasts bigger.”

She talked to talk, to keep her mind off the terrible photos she had in her purse.

“Porn star big? Or just a little bigger.”

Actually, she hadn’t had any operations today. She had a meeting with a skunky sort of a Private Investigator. A PI. But she made up a story just to keep talking, to keep her mind off her tragedy.

“Porn star big. She wants Chyna 2000 implants. And she wants bigger nipples. She even wants her booty built up.”

Johnny chuckled. “It always amazes me. These women wanting to be bigger.”

Jenny turned to him, kept her bitterness from showing. “So you wouldn’t want a bigger cock?”

“I would if I could do it safely, I suppose. But, why? Do you want me to have a bigger cock?”

She took off her blouse and hung it up.

Johnny moved in and hugged her, put his lips on hers.

She felt like crying, like screaming. Instead, she pushed him gently away. “Not today, Johnny. I feel real tired.” She put on a sloppy, old hoody.

“Aw, that’s too bad. Can I do something? Give you a back rub? Get you some soup and crackers?”

“No,” she said, swapping her skirt for sweat pants. “I just want to laze around tonight. I’ll probably sleep or something.”

“Well, okay. But if there’s anything I can do?”

“I’ll let you know.” She sat down and started taking off her make up. She didn’t want to give Johnny any excuse to bone up or pester her.

Johnny watched her for a second, and she watched him peripherally in her vanity mirror.

He was handsome. He was slender, but wiry. His face was a gentle oval with full lips. He wore his hair long, and…and she almost sobbed for how he had hurt her.

At last, Johnny left the room. She heard him turn on a football game int he entertainment room.

She bent her head slightly and the tears poured out. Her back rippled as she sobbed. Why…why had he done this to her?

It was a long week for Jenny, and every day was an exercise in how to avoid Johnny without letting him know what she knew. Every day she made an excuse. She didn’t feel well. She had a headache. That old stand by…she had her period.

Johnny was very understanding.

Of course he was. He was playing super polite because he had a dread secret he was hiding. He was having an affair and didn’t love her anymore.

It was terrible. It was awful, and to top if off, on Thursday, the day before she was to see Sam Harder again, he smiled, smirked, actually, and said, “You know, things are going well, and I might have a big surprise for you next week.

She almost died. A big surprise. Yeah. Right. Like a divorce. An ‘I don’t love you’ delivered like a punch in the face.

She smiled. It was a sickly smile, but he didn’t notice. “Oh, really?”

“Really.” And he chortled while he at his hot dogs and mac and cheese.

Jenny walked up the stairs. It was a decrepit building in downtown LA. Used to be fancy, but each gentrification, and there had been four during the life of the building, seemed to pass it by.

Now there were high rise apartments two blocks over, blocking the sunlight and making this part of town darker and danker. Past that was the endless sprucing up of the sports center.

On the other side of San Harder’s building was the endless streets of the homeless.

She reached the second floor and walked down a mildewy hall to his rather scabby door. She knocked.

“Come in.” His scrawny voice sounded like some kind of tin horn.

She entered and, once again, took note of his shabby environment.

Wallpaper instead of paint. Wood floors that were shiny, but buckled and warped. A painting of a nude over a sprung couch. The nude would have been sexy in the fat fifties.

“Have a seat,” Sam indicated the wooden chair in front of his desk.

It was uncomfortable, but she sat and looked at him. “Do you have any information for me?”

“I got lots, but I really should charge you more.”

Jenny knew he was going to try this; he was just that kind of guy.

She didn’t bother fighting it. She pulled out a couple of hundreds and put them on the desk.

Sam stared avariciously. He licked his lips. Could he get more?

Jenny cleared her throat, and he decided he was good to go. He reached into his desk and pulled out an envelope filled with photos and documents. He slid it across to her.

She opened the envelope and began flipping slowly through the material. Sam summed it up as she looked.

“She ain’t got much of a record. Showed up a year ago. Telephone records indicate she contacted him right away. They been on a regular dime for the whole year.”

She looked at a print out of a telephone bill. She recognized Johnny’s phone number circled again and again. The call were to the same number every time.

“I pics there of them meeting, and it looks like they really wanted to keep it off the record.”

Jenny saw them from an odd angle, her hands over his in the back corner of a coffee shop. Them leaning together, thick as thieves.

They were in a car, huddled close together. At one point hugging.

“I got her name, Evelyn Forest.”

Jenny already knew that.

“I can find out more, but I’d have to dig deeper into him. And it could get a bit pricey.”

But Jenny had enough. She had the evidence. She had enough to file for divorce, and her heart was breaking.

But, more important, her mind was breaking.

She loved Johnny. All her heart. And that he could do this to her…it was wrong. It was bad. It was…and something deep and dark and insidious formed inside Jenny’s heart.

The hurt she had suffered was too much. She was drowning. Her mind was shrieking on all fronts.

That was the moment that she knew she was going to have to do something. She was going to have to do a little pay back.

Johnny had hurt her enough, and now it was his turn to hurt.

That evening Johnny came home early, and he was bubbling. He was chuckling and laughing and chortling and…Jenny had never seen him in such a good mood.

Normally, she would have shared it with him. But now she was hurt. And she was hiding it. And she was keeping a straight face, and even her emotions were displayed cheerfully.

“Oh, honey,” he said, taking down the bourbon and making himself a Coke High. “I have got the greatest surprise…you’re going to love it.”

She smiled, and acted curious, and perhaps she was honestly curious, under the carefully suppressed pain.

“Really?” What is it? Divorce papers? You gonna serve me papers and kick me out? she thought.

“I can’t tell you anything. Not yet. But this Monday…I am going to rock your world!”

Yeah, she thought. Rock me with a lawyer and a heaping helping of pain and torment. Thanks, Johnny, you son of a bitch!

“This sounds interesting. Let me make you another drink.”

Jenny put ice cubes and Coke in a tumbler. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and pulled out a vial of small, white pills. She took one pill, ground it up on the counter with a spoon, and poured the tiny granules into his drink. Then she added bourbon and brought it to him.

All the while Johnny had been smugly congratulating himself. “How I pulled this off i don’t know. Maybe God does love somebody besides drunks and idiots. Oh, I can’t—thnk you, honey—wait.”

He tilted the glass and drank freely.

Jenny smiled. “Well, you’ve certainly got me in curiosity. I can’t wait.”

They talked for a few minutes more, then Johnny put one hand to his forehead. “Wow. I just got a little woozy.”

“Too much excitement. That secret you’ve got is too much. Let me help you to bed.”

“Bed? I’m not tired…” his legs wobbled a bit as she helped him stand up.

“Nonsense, Johnny. You’ve been working too hard, and now I’ve got to take care of you.”

There was double meaning in her words, but her mind was keeping everything tamped down.

She walked him down the hallway.

“Man, I never felt like this. I feel hot.”

They stumbled down the hallway, him leaning on her more and more. She put a hand to his forehead. “You do feel a little warm. But that’s okay. I’ve got some perfectly wonderful medicine and we’ll have you right as rain in no time at all.”

Johnny nodded, tripped, was held up, and they turned into the bedroom.

“I just feel so woozy.”

Jenny got him onto the bed. His head was lolling back and forth and she began undressing him. She pulled off his shirt, his tee shirt. She drew down his pants, and underpants.

He lay on the bed, naked, interestingly, the pill she had given him had resulted in him having a nice, big boner.

Now, though he was still semi-conscious, Jenny spoke freely. She didn’t care if he heard her now. He had hurt her enough, and it was time for the pay back.

She went into her office and opened her doctor’s bag. She took out a  couple of syringes and several bottles. Two of the bottles were near gallon size.

She walked back into the bedroom.

John lay on the bed. He was stoned like he couldn’t believe. He could hear everything, but he could only be an observer. His mouth wouldn’t work, wouldn’t form any words. His tongue felt like a bag of jello and would follow no orders.

His eyes rolled back and forth in the sockets, taking things in, but unable to truly focus on anything.

He was truly fucked up, but he didn’t know why.

Jenny leaned over him. “Hello, honey.” Her voice was strange. It was hollow and somehow mean. Vindictive.

“Harur…” he mumbled, trying to figure out why his tongue was so mixed up.

“I know about your girlfriend.”

He blinked. All he heard was girlfriend. His mind couldn’t decipher any other words, and he lacked any sort of context or meaning.

“You’ve hurt me, Johnny. And now it’s time for you to feel a bit of what you gave me.”

Johnny didn’t understand. He would remember bits and pieces later, but it made no sense to him. All he knew was that his wife was hurt, and he wanted to make it better. But his mind couldn’t conceptualize what had happened to his wife, let alone what he could do about it.

Jenny began sticking needles into johnny. His sense of time was skewed and it felt like she was tickling him. He felt things going out of control, whispers into the joints of his body.

He felt a prick in his prick, or maybe that was his balls, and then he felt sledge hammer pain down there.

She worked on his chest for a long time. And he felt like a balloon. He felt like he was swelling up and floating.

Then she turned him over and it felt like she was spanking his ass. He thought that was funny because he wasn’t into pain.

Of course, this didn’t feel like real pain. Except for whatever she had done to his nuts, of course.

This felt like…it was…giggly tickly.

Then he felt a shock in his nipple, and his nipple started to float.

Then the other nipple.

And all the time Jenny muttered things.

Let’s see how you like it!

Your girlfriend won’t love you anymore once she gets a look at you…

It’s new wardrobe time, Johnny.

Eventually, Johnny went to sleep.

Johnny groaned, was aware that he groaned, wondered why he was groaning.

Encroaching awareness told the tale. He hurt. He was sore. And he felt like he had drunk moonshine for a week. His throat felt like he had been gargling moth balls.

He moved his body a little, and his muscles protested.

He raised his head, gulped, and whispered, “Jenny?” His voice sounded high and whispery. His voice box felt like somebody had karate chopped it.

There was no sound in the house.

He had to move. He might be hurting, but laying there was not going to solve the problem. He had to get up and move.

He moved his hand a little pulled the sheets to one side. Pulled again, and again, and the sheet slowly was slid across his body.

He tried to raise his arms, but they were tied down. He struggled, but he was weak. And his chest hurt. And his ass.

What the fuck?

He lay, gasping, for a moment, thinking about the night previous. He had come home so happy, then…he had drunk something…he must have drunk a lot more and passed out.

He grunted and tried to sit up, but his arms being secured to his body stopped him.

He opened his legs and tried to put one over the side of the bed, but his ass hurt so much.

What the fuck was going on.

“Jenny?” His voice sounded so high, and it hurt. “Jenny?”

He was a little louder, not much, but he heard the sound of somebody in the hall.

“Jenny?”

“Hi, honey! You’re awake.” She stood in the door frame and watched him. She leaned against the jamb and her arms were crossed. Her lips were pursed but smiling.

“What’s happening to me?” he croaked. Damn, his voice was high!

Jenny sauntered across the bedroom and stood over him. “I made a few adjustments, honey. To your body.”

“To my body? What…what…?”

He stopped talking and stared at her.

“Well, let me show you.”

She pushed the remaining sheet off him and grabbed both legs and pulled him sideways.

“OWWW!” It felt like his muscles were ripping.

She giggled. “Don’t be such a sissy!”

She pushed down on his legs and pulled up on his arms. His arms were stuck to his body, so his head went back a little.

Something was on the side of the bed. It felt like a big, hard pillow, and he rolled over it, then was actually sitting on the bed. His chest hurt, and it felt like it was bouncing. He brought his head forward and stared.

Across the room there was a mirror on the wall. He saw himself, and his mouth, such as it was, opened in shock.

Sitting on the bed, himself, was a woman. But the women had giant tits on her chest. Her ass was wide, but her waist was thin. She had lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look thin.

Her arms were tied down, the wrists in loops that were attached to a weird sort of belt.

Her hair was puffed out in a feminine style.

And he realized…it was him.

And he was made up. His eyes garish and his lips red.

And he had long, dangly earrings on.

“What…what…” he blubbered, tears starting to come from his eyes.

“I tied your arms down because you’re not supposed to raise them for a couple of weeks. Not until the implants have settled in.

“Bu…but…”

“Your legs feel a bit stiff because I implanted some wonderful butt cheeks.”

“Why…why…”

“And I worked on your face a bit. I used liposuction on your body, and I adjusted your face. Very delicate work, that, and it took me a lot of hours.

“And the make up is permanent.

“And aren’t your earrings wonderful?”

Johnny looked at his chest. The nipples were standing out, and it was obvious that she had done something to them, too.

“But the real problem was shaving your larynx. Normally I would have had you in the hospital to do such fine work, but considering the circumstances, I did the best I could.”

Johnny was in shock. Now he understood why his throat hurt. Now he knew why he couldn’t raise his hands, and why his chest felt so…floppy.

He laid back, over that hump, which was butt implants, and passed out.

“The amazing thing is that I was able to do all this without leaving any scars, or much bruising…oh, did you go to sleep?”

She patted his thigh, which was stretched over the bed, and left the room.

Johnny woke and knew he had been dreaming. Enhanced chest and butt, shaved throat, his face altered…it was all a dream.

Then he tried to move, and knew it wasn’t a dream.

He didn’t hurt as much, but he still hurt.

“You’ve been sleeping too long. I gave you a wake up calla nd some pain killers. Come on, Johnny. Time to get moving. You don’t want to be a slug-a-bed all your life, right?”

Jenny giggled as she gripped his fastened arm and whelped him sit up.

Johnny felt like he had been swaddled in cotton. The world was dull and fuzzy. He was a computer programmer, and a bicyclist, and he liked to go drink beer with his friends.

What was going to happen to him now?

He looked down at his fingers and realized that Jenny had been decorating him some more. He now had long, red fingernails.

He could still type with the fingernails, but…could he even ride a bike? With this big roll of implant in his cheeks? Could he ever see his friends again? Looking like this?

Jenny helped him up.

“It looks like your throat has swollen a little. That’s to be expected. I wouldn’t try talking right now. Maybe tomorrow.”

She stood him up and he looked at himself again in the mirror.

Yep. He had been transformed into a bimbo. He had a huge ass, huge tits, and his face was fat-lipped and the make up was garish.

And it was permanent. He remembered that.

“I’ll undo your hands when you want. Now that you’re awake you won’t want to hurt yourself by raising your hands too high. We do want you to have a bit of freedom of motion; we don’t want your muscles to not be able to raise.”

Jenny undid the velcro and his hands were suddenly free. And weak.

Of course he was weak. He had been drugged, and brutalized, and…he was weak.

She held a chemise for him, slipped it over his shoulders and put his arms through the sleeves.

Johnny didn’t fight it. He was still in shock.

“My, aren’t you pretty?”

He looked balefully at her. He was starting to think now, and his first thought was ‘why had she done this to him?’

She helped him cross the bedroom and walk down the hall.

“Now, we’re going to have to get you some heels. You’re going to love high heels. You get to look down on the world.”

He walked, and his chest bounced. And it hurt. He stopped. his mind was quickening now. “Chest hurts,” he managed to whisper.

“Oh, my gosh! You need a bra! Just stay here for a second.”

She left him leaning against the wall and ran back to the bedroom. She returned a few seconds later with a bra.

“It’ll be small, but it’s the biggest one I have. I’ll go shopping later. And speaking of shopping, aren’t we going to have fun? We can go buy sexy clothes together.”

Johnny gulped as she took off the chemise, put on his bra, then refitted the chemise.

The bra was a terrible fit. It was too tight around the chest, and it was too high.

Jenny loosened the shoulder straps and said, “We might need something to extend the back strap. This is awfully tight. Your chest is simply too wide. That’s why I had to put such large breasts on you.”

Johnny gulped, it hurt, and he nodded.

She helped him into the kitchen and sat him down at the table.

“I’ll fix you a little breakfast.”

“I…I…”

“Don’t try to talk. Your larynx is going to be sore.”

He pantomimed drinking, and pointed at a bottle of Coke on the counter.

“Of course,” she responded. She poured ice into a glass, then dribbled Coke into it. “Drink just a little, and take your time. You’ll probably be able to talk after this, at least a little bit, but try not to talk too much.”

He took the glass and sipped gently. Oh, God. Nectar. The cold soothed his throat, and the syrup was like cough medicine.

But he didn’t try to talk. He did pantomime talking into a cell phone.

Jenny was confused at first. Then she realized that a cell phone was a way to communicate. Smiling, she handed him his cell phone.

Johnny typed in a note: Why did you do this to me?

Jenny was waiting for this. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and took out a fat envelope with big, glossy photos in it. She took out the photos and spread them out on the table in front of Johnny.

Johnny stared at the photos.

“I suspected you of cheating, so I hired a private detective. He followed you and took these pictures. I’ve also got phone records and other documents. Now, you’re probably mad because I did this to you, but what did you expect after cheating on me? I’ve been true to you. I love you madly. And you do this to me? How cruel can you be?”

Johnny stared at the pictures for a long time, then he looked up at Jenny. His eyes were sad. Indescribably sad.

“Don’t give me that look, Johnny. You know what you did. And now you have to pay the price.”

He picked up the phone and typed into it, How cruel can you be?

“That’s right. Pretty cruel. But considering what you did to me…it’s justified.”

Johnny typed into the phone, then he pressed the ‘send’ button, and she realized that he had just sent a text.

“What did you do?” She asked, suspicion on her face.

He just raised a hand and waved her question off. He typed in, Wait.

Jenny didn’t like waiting.  She was the aggrieved one here, she was the one who had been betrayed.

Still, there was nothing she could do.

“Johnny made eating signs with his hand and mouth.”

Jenny sighed. “Well, I guess so. But you have a lot to answer for, mister. I’ll fix you some pancakes. Real soft. Lots of syrup. that’ll have to hold you. That and jello, and some soup.”

Johnny nodded.

She smiled, and enjoyed the sight of him sitting at the table.

He was awkward on his enhanced buttocks, and his big tits lay on the table. But it was his face that she liked the most. She had done such good work. His face was now oval and delicate and sweet. Yes, the permanent make up would fade with time, maybe even look a bit normal, but…for now…he was perfect.

Humming, she happily made pancakes. She made sure they were soft and thin. She wanted the pancakes to slide easily down his throat. She added a ton of syrup, drowned the cakes, and placed the plate in front of him.

Johnny was hungry. He hurt, but he had also not eaten for a while, and he had gone through a long operation.

He cut off the tiniest piece of pancake with the side of his fork and put it in his mouth. He chewed and chewed until it was almost mush, then risked sliding it down his throat.

Jenny smiled, seeing the pain in his eyes.

“Oh, does that hurt? Poor Johnny.”

Johnny stared at her, and the pain was so great that he started crying again.

Jenny chuckled. She was going to enjoy every bit of pain he went through. She was going to eke all she could out of—

DING DONG!

Her eyes narrowed. Now who could that be? It was middle of the afternoon and they weren’t expecting anybody. Besides, she wanted to keep teasing Johnny for a while.

DING DONG!

And, BAM…BAM…BAM! Somebody was pounding on their front door.

Now irritated, Jenny stood up and looked at Johnny. “I’ll chase whoever it is off so we can continue with this discussion.”

Johnny just looked at her.

Jenny walked into the foyer and opened the door a crack.

BANG! The door was kicked back. Jenny flew back and landed on her ass.

It was the woman Johnny had had the affair with! And she looked angry.

“Where’s Johnny?”

She held up her cell phone and Jenny could see the one word message that Johnny had sent.

HELP!

“You!” Jenny got to her feet. “You home wrecker! Get out of here!”

BANG! Something fell in the kitchen. Johnny, unable to yell, had pushed his plate off the edge of the table.

The woman started forward and Jenny tried to stop her. She stepped in front of her. “Okay, Evelyn! Yes, I know who you are. Get out of here before I call the police!”

“Johnny!” yelled Evelyn.

Johnny managed to slap his hand on the table. It wasn’t loud, but Evelyn actually punched Jenny in the cheek and pushed past her. She barged into the kitchen and froze.

Johnny had managed to stand up and face her.

“Oh, my God! Johnny?”

He nodded, the tears streaming down his face.

“What has she done to you!”

Johnny croaked something.

Jenny hit Eve from behind. She knocked her forward, and she staggered into Johnny. Johnny held her up with his sore arms and they both glared at Jenny.

“Okay, bitch! You’ve got your lover. Now get the fuck out of here.”

“My lover? You think that’s who Johnny is?”

“I’ve got the pictures of you. Secretly meeting. Hugging. I’ve got the proof.” Jenny waved at the photos on the table.

Eve was trembling as she picked up the pictures. She stared at them, flipped through a couple of them, then looked up at Jenny.

“You think I’m his lover?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Jenny sneered.

And Eve said the one thing that Jenny never expected.

“You stupid, fucking twat. I’m his sister!”


PART TWO

Johnny sat at the table, Eve next to him with one arm over his shoulder. She had been crying, both their faces showed the traces of tears.

Jenny sat opposite them. Her hands were together, nervously wringing, and the look on her face…she was truly distraught.

“I don’t understand.”

Johnny looked at his sister.

“I grew up in New York. I was a wild kid. I was always in trouble. It was only Johnny that rescued me form some terrible decisions. But he couldn’t rescue me from everything.

“I got involved with Sammy Kray. Not many people remember him now, but he was older than me, and he was a big time gangster. A made man.

“I loved him. Yes, even now, I love him. And he used me for book keeping. I had total access to all the family records. I had proof of murders, blackmails, swindles…you name it, I had it in one of my books.

“As youth passes common sense starts to assert. I remembered the lessons of my youth, the values my family espoused. I remembered going to church.

“Eventually I realized that I could no longer live the life style. Oh, it was grand. It was glorious. But people were hurt. I remember when I finally knew I had had enough.

“Some Joe Average was driving down the street and a gangster’s kid ran out into the street. Bang. Kid’s dead. This poor schmuck was pronounced innocent, it was all the kid’s fault. He tried to apologize, and the father came after him with a baseball bat. Eventually the guy disappeared. But we all knew what had happened.

“And I really knew what had happened. He was shoved into a van and taken to a chop shop. There he was dismembered while he was still alive, then his body was put in a vat of acid and…he disappeared.

“I saw the records of that incident. I listened to my husband and the gangster father who ordered the hit. They laughed at it. They made jokes about the kid’s father showing up dead.

“I decided to do something about it.

“I turned state’s evidence, testified, and was put in the Witness Protection program. I’ve been there for 20 years, not able to talk to my family, not able to see my baby brother.

“Finally, Sammy Kray died. Died of an STD in prison. Other gangsters were considered non threats, and I was going to be allowed to return to my life. On Monday I’m supposed to get the final word, and it’s looking good. And just when I think my life problems are over you do this.”

Jenny was suddenly returned to sanity. She had had her revenge, and now…now she knew she had done a terrible thing. “I’m sorry. I saw the pictures. I thought…”

“You thought,” Eve snorted. “Look at those pictures. Hugs. kisses on the cheek. There isn’t any sex. It was all in your demented mind!”

Jenny hung her head. She whispered, “I’ll do what I can. I’ll try to fix this.”

“And how are you going to remove permanent make up?”

“I…I don’t know. I’ll research it. I’ll figure it out.”

“And what kind of shit did you put into his chest and his butt? Can you take the implants out?”

At this Jenny got a stricken look on her face. “Uh, well…”

“Oh, shit. What did you do?”

“On some of the procedures I used a new product, a variant of Juvederm.”

“So?”

Johnny was looking up, paying attention.

“It is guaranteed to last for twenty years.”

Johnny and Eve blinked simultaneously.

“Twenty years?” whispered Eve. “How could you…?”

“I know! I’m sorry, but I can do things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, there’s outright surgery, but I would want to try liposuction first. I can use bleach on some of the permanent make up. I can—“

“That’s it. I’m calling the police.”

Johnny put his hand on Eve’s arm and shook his head.

“What? You want to let this evil Frankenbitch experiment on you?”

Johnny typed onto his cell phone and showed it to Eve.

Eve made a ‘sheesh’ exhalation and looked away.

Jenny begged. “Johnny. Please. Let me try to make things right.”

Johnny’s eyes were like shiny glass as he considered her. He nodded.

The unfortunate news, for Johnny, was that they couldn’t do anything right then. He was bruised and hurting and that situation had to resolve before Jenny could do anything.

So Eve moved in, not even waiting for the Monday morning meeting with the FBI, and Johnny had two women waiting on him, doing what they could to make him comfortable.

He slept when he wanted to, which was a lot, and the girls fixed him meals, poured him drinks, and generally tried to make his life easier.

On Monday morning the FBI decided it was okay for Eve to see Johnny, and she spent a half a day moving her few articles of living into Johnny and Jenny’s house.

And on Monday Jenny went out and bought clothes that Johnny could wear.

She bought some shapeless clothes, like sweat suits, and she also bought bras that would fit him. And she also bought a few female outfits.

Yes, he was a man, but he was, for the moment, female, and female clothes would be more comfortable that his male clothes. He had already tried on male jeans and his butt stretched the material and there was too much loose fabric around the waist.

By Tuesday Johnny could speak, though hoarsely, and his body was starting to get back some motion.

Moving slowly, careful of his aches and pains, and the stitches and unsettled substances in his body, Johnny emptied out the garage and did light exercises.

He spent some time on Amazon and ordered a few fitness machines.

He wasn’t going to be able to ride a bike for a while, not in public, so he wanted a fitness cycle so he could keep training.

Jenny and Eve, during this time, and for a couple of weeks on, had some very intense discussions. On a couple of nights Johnny was woken up by their shouting and had to go separate them. Once he had to physically separate them.

But, given time, they eventually just glared at each other.

“I put hyaluronic acid in your breasts. I haven’t figured out a way to handle that. But I only used saline in your butt. That is going to be absorbed over the next few months.”

“So working out is good.”

“Working out is the best thing you can do. I’ve set up a regimen of vitamins to aid the process.

Johnny took his vitamins and became religious in his work outs. And it seemed to be working. Very slowly, his butt reduced in size. Not all the way, but enough so that he could sit comfortably and not feel like he was sitting on giant pillows.

Johnny experimented with bras. He found the ones that supported him the best, and was surprised when he discovered that these actually made him look good.

His ass was shrinking, so he didn’t look so ludicrous, and that made his chest look more normal.

Big…but normal.

But there was nothing he could do about his nipples. His nips had more than doubled in size, and they were eternally rigid. And that meant that he was eternally horny from the rubbing of material on them.

“Try putting bandaids on them,” suggested Eve.

It was a good suggestion, and he sighed with relief when his nipples stopped feeling so stimulated.

The weird thing was that though there was a certain maleness to his body, the female clothing was more comfortable. Around the house he took to wearing soft blouses, which actually emphasized his boobs. Then, doing work outs, he took to wearing short skirts or female shorts.

The female shorts were more appropriate to his still round butt.

He would be in the garage for hours, working out. He did female work outs—high reps low weights—because those were best for reducing weight.

Still, there was a certain male thickness to him, and his arms were still muscular. Of course that just made him look like a girl who did too much cross fitness training.

And it bothered him.

He brought it up at dinner one night.

“Am I a guy with a girl’s body, or a girl with a guy’s body?”

Eve muttered, politically enough, “Best of both worlds.”

Jenny just looked at him, and there was a considered gleam to her eyes.

Johnny still slept with Jenny. Though they hadn’t touched each other for weeks. Except when she tried to do some medical procedure to reverse his femininity.

After several weeks they began talking again. Strained, at first, they were still husband and wife.

She asked him what he had typed into his cell phone that made Eve not go to the police.

He answered, in his high voice, “I told her that I still love you.”

Jenny cried that night. Heck, she cried a lot, realizing what she had done, but she usually cried in private. But now she held on to him and cried in front of him.

Johnny just held on to her. And felt her hands brush against his nipples. And he sighed with the sudden pleasure and excitement.

They didn’t fuck, and there was a good reason for that.

One of the last things Jenny had done, in her righteous revenge, was inject him with an anaphrodisiac drug.

An anaphrodisiac drug is usually used in the prison system. Sexual perverts are sometimes chemically castrated through the use of such drugs.

Johnny was guaranteed a year of limpness. That was the point of contention that had led Jenny and Eve to blows on one occasion.

One morning Johnny came out to breakfast. He was wearing a bra, a quite sexy bra that let his nipples peek over the top, a thong, and a chemise.

Eve glanced at him. Turned back to the stove, then looked at him again.

“Why are you wearing those things?”

Johnny’s face turned a little red. “Well, uh…they’re comfortable.”

“And you’ve brushed your hair back. It’s almost like it’s styled.”

“I just thought…”

“It’s okay,” she said. “I just wondered.”

Eve came in, gave Johnny a juicy kiss, and they all sat down to eat.

Eve, however was doing a lot of thinking.

Johnny was getting more and more comfortable with women’s outfits. He worked out in skirts and boy beaters. With his huge breasts he looked quite…sexy.

Jenny sighed. She had said it. She had seen it coming, and now it was in her mind.

Johnny was sexy.

Oh, not to her, not in that way, but she knew what a good looking woman looked like, and…Johnny was more of a good looking woman than a handsome man.

Of course, maybe if he cut his hair, or wore something else… “Would you like me to give you a haircut, Johnny?”

Johnny shook his head. “I’m okay.”

Still, Eve persisted. And she persisted boldly. “It’s just that you wouldn’t look so much like a girl if I gave you a haircut.”

Johnny stared at her. His face was red. He burbled, “I don’t mind looking like…looking like…”

Eve got it then. Jenny was dressing Johnny. Was she making him more feminine because she couldn’t fix what she’d done? Or was it something else?

Did Jenny like the way Johnny looked?!

That was a shocking thought, and she stopped talking.

Over the next few days she watched Johnny and Jenny carefully.

In a way, they were happy.

Jenny was sort of giggly, like a woman who has just fallen in love.

Johnny…he was almost happy. When he was with Jenny he fell in with her and they laughed. And only on small occasions did she see him pondering, wondering, coming to grips with what had happened to him.

Eve began to think that perhaps Johnny didn’t want to change back. He seemed quite happy in his female apparel. He was affectionate to Jenny.

What the fuck had happened?

“Johnny, I notice that you’re getting a little less booty. Did you want me to go shopping for some jeans?”

Johnny was working out in the garage and his face again turned a trifle red. “I’m okay. I’ve still got pants from before. And it’s more comfortable working out with what I’ve got.”

“Skirts and panties.”

Now he turned a brighter red.

Eve pushed herself up on the washing machine and considered him.

“I’ve noticed that you’re still doing girl work outs. Don’t you think you should beef it up? Move up to male work outs?”

“Well, uh, pretty soon. I’ve got a ways to go.”

Eve sighed. They were alone, Jenny had gone shopping, and it was time to get it out in the open. “Johnny. If you don’t change your habits, what you wear, you’re going to look more and more female. Not less and less.”

Johnny stopped working out. His face was bright red now. “Uh, look. I know this is going to sound weird, but—“

“You like looking like a girl.”

He nodded. It took all his will power to meet her gaze.

“So when did you start feeling this way?”

“Honestly?”

She nodded.

“I’ve always had a secret attraction for things female. I used to sneak Mom’s panties out of the hamper and sleep in them, then put them back.”

“Hiding the semen stains,” Eve spoke drolly.

Bingo. She hit it right on the head. Johnny didn’t have to say anything, the look on his face said it all.

“So how does Jenny feel about this?”

He managed to give a small snort. It sounded funny with his high voice. “After what she did…she’s okay with anything I do.”

“I’ll bet,” Eve said drily. “So are you just trying to shape your current femininity? Or are you going to go further.”

He frowned. “We haven’t talked about it.”

“Okay, pretend I’m her and tell me you want to be a girl.”

Johnny took a moment, then he bumbled out, “Uh, Jenny. I think I’d like to stay a woman.”

Eve nodded. “I’ve got some wonderful hormones I can give you. And when the shot to your manhood wears off I can give you another one.”

Johnny’s face was frozen. He had not expected this.

Then Eve grinned. “Gotcha.”

“Fuck!” wheezed Johnny. “You really did.” Then they were laughing. Laughing as of old. Family having fun. It was the first time Johnny had really laughed with her since this whole thing had begun.

“What’s going on?” asked Jenny, coming through the door. Which caused Johnny and Eve to laugh even harder.

As if that was a starter’s gun, things started to accelerate. Jenny had bleached some of the make up off his face, but now she showed him little tricks. How to apply mascara. How to plump his lips. How to use gloss to make the slightly bleached redness pop.

She showed him how to style his hair, how to take care of it. The first time he walked around the house in curlers the girls couldn’t keep the grins off their faces.

“My big, manly brother. Look at him now.”

Johnny just grinned. Everything that had happened, being teased was small potatoes comparatively.

And Jenny kept helping him dress. After work outs she introduced him to dresses, outfits, more earrings, and the first time he put on high heels was time for rejoicing.

The heels pumped up his calves, and since his calves had a certain manliness to them, they had extra curve and looked extra sexy.

“Hey, Johnny, let’s go.”

Johnny walked down the hallway. His high heels were clicking powerfully. He loved the sound of them.

“Go?”

Jenny had helped him fix himself up extra, and he was all dolled up. His hair was lush and full. His eyes sparkled.

Eve and Jenny stood in the foyer, and they were dressed up, as well.

“Let’s go have lunch.”

Johnny caved in. It was one thing to go en femme in the house. It was another to go outside. Johnny hadn’t been out of the house for months.

“I don’t think…I’m not hungry.”

The girls looked at each other. “Nonsense,” they said as one, then they giggled.

“Look, Johnny, it’s time. You have never looked more feminine. Nobody is going to mistake you for a man.”

“It’s not that. I just don’t feel like—“

They grabbed his arms and started pulling.

Doing the female weight lifting had reduced Johnny’s musculature. He was still strong, he could take on one woman, but he wasn't as strong as two women.

“Hey! I don’t want to!”

They dragged him out of the house and towards the car.

“Jenny! Eve!”

They pushed him into the back seat, and got into the car themselves.

Johnny was frightened. He sat in the car and huddled down and wished he was invisible.

They drove through town, Eve and Jenny chatting, and it was a glorious day.

“I can’t do this,” protested Johnny.

Eve glanced back at him, then said to Jenny. “I believe he means it.”

“Probably.” Jenny turned to Johnny. “Tell you what. We’ll go to that little hamburger stand on the edge of town. You said you used to ride your bike past it all the time.

Johnny thought about it, then finally agreed. But they had to sit in the back of the patio, out of sight.

The girls agreed, so long as Johnny ordered with them.

Johnny said, “I want a small burger and a shake. No fries.”

The girls looked at each other and nodded. They had got just about all they could out of the situation.

The drove into the country and found the little stand. They got out and walked up to the counter.

The girls ordered, and when the counter girl asked what flavor of milkshake, Jenny and Eve grinned and looked at Johnny. “Well?”

Johnny was caught. Hopefully the girl wouldn’t see how red he was under his make up. He mumbled, “Chocolate.”

“Chocolate it is. I’ll call when your order is ready.”

They walked towards the back and Johnny suddenly stopped. A bicycle was chained to the fence.

An inveterate biker, Johnny bent slightly and examined it. Lightweight frame, good Shimano derailleur. The saddle wasn’t gel, thank goodness, and—

“Hello.”

Johnny straightened up, caught, and turned.

The biker was wearing a full body suit, and that exposed his groin. His cock was big and it was obvious in the material.

“I, uh…was just admiring.”

“Nice, eh?” The fellow smiled at his bike. “The frame was the most expensive thing, but the rest was pretty easy to put together.

Interested, Johnny asked what the derailleur had cost. And then the conversation took off into paths traveled and hills climbed.

“Your order is ready.”

Johnny turned to the counter, but before he could pick up the tray the fellow stepped over and grabbed it. “Where’s your table?”

Johnny was caught, and he led the fellow to the patio in the rear. It was cool, and the fellow gazed appreciatively at Jenny and Eve. “Well, hello, girls.”

Johnny was terribly embarrassed now, and he blurted, “We were just looking at his bicycle.”

The fellow glanced at him curiously, but the girls laughed. “What’s your name?”

“Rod.”

“Well, have a seat, Rod, and share our fries.”

Who could refuse an invitation to sit down to lunch with three beautiful women? He sat, and Johnny was cornered, on the same side and unable to run away.

“So, what do you girls do? When you’re not looking positively scrumptious?”

Delivered in good cheer, it was a great introductory line, and the group, minus Johnny, started chatting. They talked about bikes and cars and the weather, and finally they noticed that Johnny was sobbing. It had started quietly, but he couldn’t handle it, and he was outright sobbing.

“I’m sorry! What can I do?”

“It’s not you, Rod. It’s Johnny.”

“It’s me,” admitted Jenny.”

“No, it’s Johnny.”

“I don’t understand,” Rod said.

Eve looked at Johnny, then made up her mind. She looked at Rod. “Johnny had a sort of misadventure. He’s now going to be a girl. At least for a while.”

Haltingly, choosing her words carefully, Eve explained about Johnny transitioning.

Rod listened, and by the time the explanation was done Johnny had stopped crying.

“I thought you were all girls.”

“Nope,” said Jenny.

Rod sat back and looked at the three. His face was inscrutable. Finally, he said, “You know, things aren’t always what they appear to be.”

Nobody said anything.

Rod wrote his telephone number on a napkin and handed it Jenny. “If you need any advice.’

“Thanks, but—“

Rod stood up. He was smiling in a most knowing way. He reached into his riding outfit and grabbed the bulge of his penis.

The girls blinked and stared as he grabbed the meat of it.

“As I said, things aren’t always what they appear to be.” He lifted his hand out of his pants, and brought his penis with it.

Mouths dropped open in shock.

It was a plastic penis. It was a fake. All heads looked up at Rod.

“That’s right. I’m not what I appear to be, and I was a mess, until somebody told me how to use this.” He placed the big penis on the table. It was surrounded by half empty containers of French fries and wrappings.

“I suggest you use this as soon as you can. It’ll make things a lot easier. Guaranteed. A lot easier.” Rod sauntered off then. And then the group truly studied his form.

His waist was a little smaller than a normal male’s, and so was his chest. The length of his legs was a little longer than a male’s, proportionate to his body, that is.

And the way he moved, there weren’t any balls to keep the thighs apart.

He was a she. Pretending to be a he.

Stunned, shocked to speechlessness, when the group came out from the patio the bike, and the biker, were gone.

Not able to say anything, the trio drove home. When they entered the kitchen Eve went to the kitchen and mixed three bourbon and Cokes.

The three sat in the living room and drank the drinks, and they finally discussed the man who was a woman.

“I want to know more,” said Eve. “I’m going to call him. Her. And ask for a date.”

“You’ve got no dick.”

“I’m sure he…she…has extras.”

“You would try being a lesbian?”

“I would try a man with the softness of a woman.”

They understood what Eve was saying.

“Well, call now, and go out on your date tonight.”

Eve looked askance.

Jenny held the dildo up. She looked at Johnny.

Johnny stared at the dildo.

He hadn’t had any sex for months, and this at least promised something. And, he had wondered. With his totally limp dick he had wondered about the ‘gay’ alternative.

But was it really gay? Or was it just another way of expressing love?

Eve went out to the patio with her cell phone and made a call. While she was talking Eve looked at Johnny. “We’ve got to try this,” she said.

“I know,” said Johnny. “But I think I’m going to need another drink.”

“You make more drinks, then come on back.”

Johnny nodded. He went into the kitchen and prepared the libations. Then he walked down the hallway.

Click…click…click.

He entered the room and his breath stopped.

Jenny was wearing a bra and panties and a thin, see through robe. Her breasts poked out over the top of the bra She was sitting on the bed, smiling and waiting.

Johnny stepped in front of her and began a strip tease. He slipped out of his dress, then began taking off his lingerie. When he was nude Jenny stood up and they came together.

Johnny was limp, but he had never felt so horny. Month’s of balls making testosterone, and he couldn’t do anything about it.

Jenny turned him around and pushed him back on the bed.

Johnny rested on his elbows and watched.

“Lay back. Raise your legs up and spread them.”

He did, and when his legs were waving in the air Jenny moved forward with the lube. She took her time, smooshing lube into his hole.

Johnny’s breath caught in his chest and he shivered at the touch of her fingers penetrating him. She had two fingers in him before he knew it, and she reamed him gently, running her finger around and around.

His heart was pounding as her soft fingers explored his nooks and crannies.

“You’ve got to relax, Johnny. Otherwise it might hurt.”

He gulped and nodded. His head was slightly raised on a pillow so he could see her.

She touched the dildo to his asshole and he jerked.

“Relax.”

“Okay.” He told his muscles to unclench. He willing his anal ring to be loose.

When he finally managed to relax the dildo went in easily. It just slipped right in.

It was slightly bendable, and it felt incredible as it formed to his passage.

“Oh, God!” Johnny whispered.

“I wish we had a strap on,” said Jenny.

“Next time,” said Johnny.

It was halfway in, and she had a firm grip on the balls. She wiggled it, which caused Johnny to jerk in pleasure.

Then it was all the way in. Johnny held his breath, couldn’t breath, and he felt the soft nuts of the thing pressed against his ass.

“Oh, God,” he muttered. “Do me!”

Jenny sat half on the bed, half turned, and began to run the dildo in and out.

Johnny groaned and muscles gripped and let go. He could feel the swirl of veins on the fake cock sliding through his anal passage. Though the movements were slow it was like the heat of hands rubbing briskly. then his whole groin area felt like it was heating up.

He tilted his hips and gave her better access.

She drove in, tilted slightly, then corkscrewed it out.

His asshole felt bigger, like it was enlarged.

She grabbed his limp penis for a handle and fucked him faster and faster.

Two things happened.

He came, almost violently, yelling as his muscles locked up and his asshole muscles squeezed the dildo.

And a thin stream of semen came out of the tip of his dick.

He was having an anal orgasm, and it was ten times more powerful than any male orgasm. He found himself giving up, submitting, drowning in a white hot cauldron of energy.

Jenny held to his dick, gave a lick to his seeping semen, and smiled.

She had been so bad, doing the things she had done to him, but now, this, it seemed like she could make up for what she had done.

And, at last Johnny just lay there, eyes closed, and she took the dildo out of his ass.


EPILOGUE

Several months later Johnny sat on a beach chair and watched the waves breaking over the white sand.

Next to him, on the other side of a silver canister holding ice and cold cans of beer, was Jenny.

On the other side of him Eve sat.

As women, they were indistinguishable. They had large breasts. Johnny’s limp dick was gaffed up between his legs. As he had the largest breasts and the stiffest nipples, he actually looked more like a woman than his wife and sister did.

Jenny asked, “Did you take your hormones today?”

“I did,” asked Johnny. “Did you get some more of those pills for my dick?”

“I did. You’re not going to get a boner for another year.”

Johnny just smiled. There were some things that were better than boners, after all.
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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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.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here are the first three chapters from…

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

PROLOGUE

My husband likes jokes. Bad jokes. And everybody hates his bad jokes. But he keeps doing them. Why does he keep doing them? Because his name is Roscoe Tannenbaum. That’s right, ‘that’ Roscoe Tannenbaum. Hollywood producer, jet setter, man about town…joker.

My name is Sandy Tannenbaum. Wife to the big man. And, believe me, that is a mixed bag of benefits and curses.

On one hand, I get to go to all the parties, I am held up as an important woman, and, I don’t mind saying, I am genetically blessed.

What? You thought Roscoe would pick a shlump for a wife?

No way. I won several beauty contests when I was younger, and I decided, then and there, that being beautiful was the way to get ahead in the world. So I dedicated myself to improving myself. I spend more time at gyms than the owners. And I spent a LOT of time and money getting facials and learning the latest methods for staying beautiful. And, I hate to say it, but I am a friend of botox, silicon, and a lot of other chemical and surgical enhancers.

No way I am going to turn into an old rag and get tossed out by my asshole husband.

I know, you wonder how I can call him an asshole, especially just for a few bad jokes. Well, read on, and when you have heard me out then maybe you’ll understand how revenge can be sweet, and whether the punishment fits the crime.

Ready? Then let’s rock!

CHAPTER ONE

The day it all came apart, the day my husband made a date for his comeuppance, started out typically. The night before had been late and wild. We had gone to a party, everybody got sloshed, harder drugs made their appearance, and we were the last dogs to be hung.

Well, at least Roscoe was.

I’m careful. I always have a drink, but usually I only sip, and then only until I can find a way to replace my whiskey with a Pepsi. This is just one of the ways that I preserve my appearance.

Roscoe, on the other hand, drank from every bottle, smoked from every joint, and took every pill. The amazing thing about this was that he was always the last one standing.

So last night he was in typical high spirits, literally, and when the wee hours hit I helped him to the car, pushed him into the back, then drove home.

Oddly, it was a relaxing time. Him absent from the world, the world wound down to the few people getting the really early start to work, and me enjoying the drive to our Beverly Hills mansion.

I waited for the gate to open, then drove up the long drive. I pulled the car up to the entrance, then set about getting Roscoe upstairs.

Tugging a body pretty near dead to the world out of a car is not easy. The body to be moved snorts and grunts, rolls and flings its arms and legs out, and is generally resistant to the idea of being transferred to a nice, comfy bed.

I struggled for several minutes, got him half out of the car, and thought about leaving him there.

If he had been all the way in the car I would have done it. He hates waking up to find himself in the back of the car, but the wages of sin, you know.

I thought about getting him all the way out and then just throwing a blanket over him, but that seemed a bit much.

So, sighing, I went into the house and knocked on Juanita’s bedroom door.

“Juanita?”

A moment while I heard the squeak of bedsprings and the rustle of clothes being put on, then the door opened.

Juanita came over the border illegally, and we hired her. When the SHTF and people started looking around for illegals to deport, we realized that Juanita was worth her weight in gold, and we found a good lawyer to help her get legal.

“Si, senorita Sandy?”

“I’m sorry, I need help getting Roscoe upstairs.”

Juanita smiled ruefully. “Senor Roscoe,” and she shook her head. “Let me get the shoes on.”

I waited, and within 20 seconds we were hurrying back out to the car.

“Senor Roscoe, he need take care of heemself.”

“You’re telling me.”

We managed to get him out of the car, then, blessing of blessings, Roscoe woke half up.

“Hey! I’m being kidnapped by beautiful girls!” We supported him, and we walked him up to the front door.

He stumbled and rolled, but managed to stay on his feet.

“It’s Juanita! Are you taking me to Mehico?”

That’s my rotten, husband. The bad side of good is that he flirts with every woman in the world. Of course, he protests that he is just friendly, that that is the Hollywood way. But I always suspicion…but I never found any evidence. Lots of rumors, but rumors are cheap fare in Hollywood. It’s how actors and actresses get famous, and to pay attention to loose lips is to sink rowboats.

So we walked/dragged my stumblebum, drunken man through the foyer, up the long, winding stairway, and down the hall to our bedroom.

“Hee getting heavier,” Juanita puffed. She was a chunky girl, not in great shape, but I was in great shape, and I was puffing, too.

“Don’t feed him so much,” I grunted.

She giggled. “I just put plate out. He keep eating and eating.”

We reached the bed and pushed him onto it. We had done this before, and we knew that a big push might get him all the way onto the bed. If we were lucky.

We were lucky, and Roscoe landed, rolled, and snored.

“Okay, Senorita Sandee?”

“Thank you, Juanita. Sorry to have disturbed your sleep.”

Again, she giggled. “Thee more I do thees the bigger Senor Roscoe pay me at Christmas.”

I shook my head ruefully. The good side of bad. Roscoe had more money than God after a tax return and he did like to share. He paid people who worked for him well, which was good, because they had to put up with his bad jokes.

“Get what you can, Juanita, and more power to you.”

She giggled, she was a giggling girl, and left the room.

I took off his shoes, then his socks. Pew. He must have forgot to wash his feet. He was always in such a hurry, making deals, producing movies and TV series, that he sometimes passed right by personal hygiene.

When I complained he was abashed, but how could I blame him? He was in a hurry to make a billion dollars. Well, to be honest, a trillion. He often joked about being the first trillionaire on earth. It was a joke, but behind the joke was a serious hard charger.

I worked his body around and got his jacket off, then his shirt, then his undershirt. I pulled  his pants down, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and my hubbie was officially naked.

I stared at Roscoe. He was a handsome man. A few years and I was sure his hard living would catch up to him. But right now he was slender, well cut, and only a trace of the ‘heaviness’ that Juanita had observed could be seen. Of course his eyes were a bit puffy.

Sometimes, after a hard night of partying his eyes were so puffy that I had to put make up on them.

Oh, not mascara and eye shadow and all that, but a light foundation type of cream to disguise the shadows. He had to appear happy and healthy, and not drunk as a dog, if he was going to keep making those million dollar deals.

Though, to be honest, the bad side of my good, I often thought about making his eyes up the feminine way, and not letting him know. That would serve him right.

I stared at his manhood. It was big, and it just laid there, a sleeping slug. The good side of bad, when that slug engorged it was a monster. It filled my hand, and my pussy, and made me cry and moan and scratch his back.

But now, after a long night, I stood there and watched it sleep.

I was horny. I wanted a little pleasure. I had had a long night of flirting, it’s what we do in Hollywood, with young stars and starlets, and my pussy itched. Hell, I was downright wet.

I leaned forward and placed my hand under the slug. I lifted it up, shook it. Damn, if it had woken up I would have jumped him, asleep or not.

But it was not to be.

So I took off my own clothes, put some blinders on so the sun wouldn’t wake me, and crawled into bed. Within seconds I was snoring. Ladylike snores, of course. But snores, nevertheless.

And that was how the day began, the day that started the ‘unravelment’ of my dear husband. When we awoke things were going to get interesting, and even more interesting as the day progressed, and good things and bad were going to come to light, and the devil would get his due. My husband, the rich and fabulously wealthy power player known as Roscoe Tannenbaum, was about to get his just rewards.


CHAPTER TWO

I was tired, it was still earlier, and I was lazing, half in and half out, occupying the twilight zone of barely asleep but hearing bits and pieces of the world.

I heard Roscoe stir. He placed a hand on my hip. He pulled lightly. He wanted some.

But I felt like I had barely gotten to sleep, and it was his fault. No way I was going to rouse myself and do the good and happy in and out. “Go way,” I grumped.

I heard him say something. A return grump, no doubt. Then I felt the bed rustle.

I was going back to full sleep. I needed it. It was beauty sleep, after all, and I was addicted to being beautiful.

The bed shook a little bit more. I was half dreaming now, and I imagined myself in an earthquake, running down the street, the street shaking and buildings falling down. I was carrying something…a bundle, like groceries, like…like…A BABY?

I was carrying a baby in my dream running away from an earthquake, and suddenly somebody stepped out and shot me in the back. I lurched forward and found myself lying asprawl on my bed, blood dripping down my back, blood…BLOOD!

I snapped fully awake then, and I knew what had happened.

Roscoe rolled out of bed and padded towards the bathroom. After a night of carousing he was chipper and bright. “Good morning, love!” And he laughed.

I sat up and felt my back. Yuck! He had squirted on me! All over my hair! My gown! Mother fucker!

“You son of a bitch!” I yelled after him.

He laughed merrily. “Never say no to The Man!”

I climbed out of bed and staggered into the bathroom. I was not like him, I was not chipper after a night of carousing.

I stepped into his roaring shower and mumbled, “Wash my back, you son of a bitch.”

So he did. And he worked shampoo into my hair and washed that, too. And then he soaped my goddamn breasts.

Ah, gad! I leaned against the tiles. The man was hornier than a goat playing a slide trombone. I felt my nipples perk up, I felt the electricity head towards my groin, and I knew that son of a bitch was going to get his way. He was going to get to climb into my cockpit and fly. After squirting his seed all over me!

“You just came,” I complained.

“So? Maybe I can cum again. And if I can’t, at least I can say I’ve been to see God this morning.”

“Jesus,” I moaned. I was wet. Of course I was wet. I was in the shower. But I was wet down there, with my own juices.

“I’ll see him, too, my sweet, little pussy pie.”

“You are so fucking…” I didn’t finish as I was busy latching on to his lips, sucking his tongue like I was going to eat it.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned.

Then I was down on my knees. Could he cum twice? It had happened before. Maybe, if I…then I got an evil idea.

I sucked and I sucked. I rolled his balls in my hands. Then I leaned back and spread my legs and he moved into me. He thrust his hips forward and slid his monster half into my vagina.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. It was an awkward position, and he could only get halfway into me. He tried and tried, lurching and tilting his hips, but I kept a careful position and all he could do was get the head and an inch or two into me.

“Come on, baby,” he was pleading, but I don’t think he really knew how I was controlling the situation.

He was in, the head was in paradise, but he couldn’t get in far enough to do the old in and out. He just kept pushing and pushing, his face turning all red, and just when it looked like he was going to pop, I tilted my hips away and pushed his chest.

“Wha—“ he looked confused.

“Thanks, lover, got to go.” I stepped out of the shower.

Oh, he roared. “You…you…BITCH!”

But I was laughing, and I knew he would laugh when he thought about it. That’s the good side of his bad, he didn’t mind a joke being played on him.

Of course, my joke wasn’t over.

In the bedroom I laid on the bed, legs spread, and played with myself. I placed a dildo into my pussy and played the clitoris with a vibrator. A few minutes passed and he stepped out of the bathroom…just as I let loose.

“AHHHH!” My hips jerked and my eyes were glazed, but I could see his jaw drop.

I surged and moaned and bucked. I actually sprayed a bit of fluid.

Through my half slitted eyes I could see him standing so forlorn, his pecker standing up like a pirate about to board, all eager and dripping.

Then, when the spasms faded and I was left panting and loose and spread out like a flower that had been trampled, I said, “You can squirt all over my hair anytime you want, big boy.”

A rueful grin flitted across his face—I told you he liked a good joke—and he said, “I should have known better.”

“Ah, but you didn’t,” I rolled out of bed and came to him. I kissed him soundly, stroked his mighty machine, then pushed him away. “See you tonight, lover. Maybe.”

He laughed.

Then we both got dressed and began our days. Him making million dollar deals, and me…I had to look beautiful. It was my job, after all.

While he put the screws to money men, and hired and fired camera crews and make up artists and went over scripts with producers, I went to the gym.

While he snarled and bellowed, and ended up with a good deal for all involved, I went spinning, and rode twenty miles without moving an inch.

While he went to a fancy dining car and tossed down martini’s and joked with his lawyers, I went to a cozy, little salad bar and sipped smoothies and talked with my girl friend.

My girlfriend—not sexual, you dirty minded pervert—was Tina Garfield.

Tina was brunette to my blonde. Like me she liked to wear her hair long, with abundant tresses curling this way and that. She was into fitness, too, and she liked nothing better than looking good.

In fact, we liked nothing better than to look good. I tell ya, there is no higher feeling than strolling down the walk, heels clicking, feeling the male heads snapping around to take in our voluptuous curves, our outstanding mammary glands, our red, juicy lips.

But don’t believe me, just follow me around some day and see for yourself. Giggle.

Anyway, we were sitting at a table in a corner talking girl stuff.

Girl stuff is a broad subject, no pun there, and it includes everything from the color of your lipstick to who’s dating Shiela. Whoever Shiela happened to be at the moment.

And I told Tina all about the morning. And we giggled and laughed at how I had handled rough and tough Roscoe, and then we talked about her boyfriend, a hunk who worked as a lifeguard at—a shadow darkened our table.

“I’m sorry,” a voice stuttered.

The woman was standing with her back to the sun and I lowered my sunglasses to better see her.

She was maybe 25, and a delightful, little thing. She had a darned good body, a pretty face, but her clothes weren’t the best. Of course, I’m sort of a clothes snob, so…

I said: “Sorry for what?” My eyes got used to the sun and I saw that she was holding a bundle.

Across from me Tina was watched with a tilted head, her eyes all quizzical and puzzled.

“I didn’t know what to do.”

A bundle like a bag, a bag full of groceries…

“I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

…not a bag…a baby.

“Marsha, I told you you couldn’t come here when Mrs. Tannenbaum was here.” It was Pierre, whose real name was Roger, or something. He was our waiter and he took care of us personally. Now he hovered, and tried to get in front of the woman with the baby.

A baby. I may be into fitness and beauty, but, like any woman, I am a sucker for a baby. Durn things fill their diapers and do their little baby barf thing…and I just love ‘em.

“I didn’t know what to do!” She was actually crying now. Big tears. The kind that don’t just mess up the make up, but wash it entirely away.

“I’m sorry, but you can’t disturb our customers and—“

“Pierre,” I spoke sweetly, “Please shut.”

Pierre opened his mouth, considered me, knew that he had overstepped, and back away.

“The plot thickens,” murmured Tina.

“Sit down,” I offered.

The woman, Pierre had called her Marsha, didn’t sit. She just stood there and sobbed. Cried all over her baby.

Tina stood up and pushed a chair under Marsha. Now she was sitting, gasping and trying to control her tears. Might as well try to control Niagra Falls.

We sat for a long minute, then Tina offered, “Can I take the baby?”

Wordless, sniffling, Marsha handed the baby to Tina.

“What’s his name? Or is it her?”

“Charley,” sniffed Marsha. She had the look of somebody who has held a baby for a month straight, and now that somebody else was holding him she looked lost.

“Would you like something to eat?” I asked.

“No…I don’t—“

I waved to Pierre, who was there instanter.

“Pierre, Marsha would like…?” I looked at Marsha.

Timidly, Marsha whispered. “Could I have a hamburger?”

Huh. Younger than 25.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Now that the young lady was adopted by us she was a customer, and would receive all the respect that an upper crust establishment has to offer.

“Oh,” I said. “That sounds delish. Can you change my order to a burger? Fries and a Coke, of course.”

“Me, too,” said Tina, cradling the baby and rocking him gently. She had one of those goofy smiles that women get when they fall in love with a baby.

Pierre nodded and whisked himself away.

“Now then,” I said, shoving my untouched glass of water in front Marsha. “Please tell us everything.”

And darned if Marsha didn’t start crying all over again.

Marsha nibbled on French Fries. She had demolished that burger like it was the last burger on earth, or the first burger she had had in years.

“So I mismanaged everything. I thought I had the part sewn up, I was told I did, then the production company went broke, and then I found myself pregnant, and…”

She told us the tale of woe that is not all that common, but does happen, in Hollywood. Yes, young starlets come to town, but then they end up getting real jobs, or just return to Podunk, Nebraska to raise a family.

But this one hadn’t gone home. This one had stayed and tried to make it, baby and all.

You had to admire her courage. Maybe not her smarts, but certainly her drive to make something better of herself.

“So you were slated for the lead in a series produced by…what was that production company again?”

“Starbright.” She spoke like she had a secret and didn’t want to say it. Of course.

“My husband had dealings with that production company,” I said.

“Yes, I know.”

And there it was. The dawn’s light. The thought that bursts. The curse that ruins your life.

At that moment I knew it. And, female intuition, Tina knew it. And that was Marsha’s secret.

So for a full 30 seconds nobody said anything.

Tina stopped rocking the baby, as he was asleep and making adorable, little baby sounds.

I stared, put my sunglasses back in place so I could stare from behind shields.

Marsha kept looking up, then looking down, nibbling a fry, looking up, looking down…

“I would like a paternity test.”

Yet we all knew the results.

“I’m sorry, I don’t—“

“Stop being sorry,” interjected Tina.

“Yes, no more of this ‘sorry’ shit.”

“But I don’t know you, and I come here and…”

“And there was nowhere else to go.”

“No. I have no family. I was an orphan, and—“

“So, here’s what we’re going to do.” I spoke with the confidence of a woman who has made up her mind. Lord knows my confidence was shattered beyond all repair. “First, we’re going to put you up in a swank hotel. No charge to you. And while you’re getting room service and massages we will get the paternity test done. If everything works out, we will confront my husband.”

“Confront…Roscoe Tan—“ She couldn’t even finish his name. He was a powerful figure, she was a failed starlet. What she hadn’t grasped, yet, was that she had his bloodline.

“Yes. We will confront. We will make a plan. And if you really are in possession of Roscoe Tannenbaum’s child, then you will never want again.”

Marsha started crying again.

I said to Tina, “Hey, baby hog, give me the squirt.”

Tina handed me the sleeping baby and I cradled him, and my heart felt warmer than toes over a fire.

Roscoe Tannenbaum’s future looked up at me and smiled a toothless grin.


CHAPTER THREE

I had dreamed of a baby in my waking dream that morning. Intuition? Some weird sort of prescience? Probably. Being in California I get accused of being part of the loony tune, peace and love, save the planet cult, but that doesn’t mean these things don’t happen.

And, to be honest, while I don’t spend my millions on gurus in spandex selling tea leaf theory, I do believe there are things of the human spirit that should be explored, and definitely not denied.

So, to explore the fact that my husband had a baby by another woman.

The baby was two months old. So Roscoe had boffed little Miss Marsha some 11 months previous. We had been married 23 months. So he was a cheater, and a bastard, and a lot of other bad names.

What do you call it when a woman is cuckolded? I know. Cuckolding is when the wife steps out. But what do you call it when a man steps out?

As we drove away from the restaurant I glanced at the other ladies.

Tina was in the back seat, arms spread out and sitting like the Queen of the May. The top was down on my Maserati, and she did so love the way the wind whipped her hair in the wind.

Marsha sat in the front seat, rocking Charley and cooing to him, and nervous as a cat on a hot solar panel. Hell, the woman had been preyed upon, found herself on the streets, and had just had her first meal in what was likely ages.

And it was a miracle baby Charley hadn’t suckled all the milk out of her skinny, little breasts. (Well, once they were big, and she still had the shape, but you know how gluttonous little babies can be, right? Suck the nipples right off the tit if it was left up to them.)

“Siri,” I asked my dash mounted cell phone, “what is the female equivalent of a cuckold?”

Siri, stupid as always, asked if that was the correct address. I said no, and the bitch actually asked me if I wanted directions or to make a phone call.

Tina laughed outright, and even Marsha tittered.

“Well, do better, bitches,” I commanded caustically.

Tina, of course, rose to the challenge. She opened her cell phone and googled, then told me the answer.

“It’s a cuckquean. It’s supposed to be a fetish.”

“I’ve got your fetish right here,” I groused.

“Sounds like it’s more of an everybody knows kind of thing, the husband seems to control it, the wife has to ask permission to be involved, that sort of thing. So what are you going to do?”

“Huh,” I grunted. Truth, I felt like driving my precious, little Maserati into a light pole and handing Roscoe the bill, and laughing in his face. There were several things stopping me, however.

First, the price of a Maserati isn’t much to a tycoon like Roscoe. Pocket change, if you get my drift.

Second, it was my car, and I loved it, and what was the point in hurting myself? It was Roscoe that needed the hurting.

We pulled up to my doctor’s office and we strolled into the veddy expensive clinic like we owned the place, which, if you consider how many friends I had sent there for plastic surgery, we did.

“Is the Doc in?” I asked the nurse at the front.

She smiled professionally, recognized me, and immediately picked up the phone and pressed a button. “Dr. Patterson? Mrs Tannenbaum is here. Uh, huh.” Hung up and said, “He’ll just be three minutes. Would you like coffee, tea, or…?” she arched her eyebrows in question.

“No, thanks. We’ll just lurk a bit.”

I led my two girls and brat over to the door leading to the back area. I nodded for Marsha to sit. Tina folded her arms and leaned against the wall facing me. I folded my arms and leaned against the wall.

Behind us, at the counter, the nurse kept glancing us. Our behavior was out of the norm, but she managed to contain her curiosity and  pretend she was ignoring us.

“So, girlfriend. What’s the haps?” asked Tina.

I smiled. It was the kind of smile that could freeze boiling lava in under second.

“Anything exciting been happening lately?”

I lowered an eyebrow and frosted her again.

She laughed. “Would you like to purchase a gun? Fully automatic? Guaranteed for 50,000 rounds?”

“Now you’re talking,” I muttered.

She grew sober. “Seriously, what are your plans for dealing with this little imbroglio?”

“You mean beyond an enema with a ten foot railroad spike?”

Tina grew silent and watched me. I had started talking, all she had to do was give me the silence and I would be forthcoming.

I sighed. “So I find out my loving hubbie has been making babies without my permission. What should I do?”

Tina shrugged. She waited. She was a wise girl.

Sighing again, trying to calm myself down, I said, “At first, all I wanted to do was make him suffer. But how do you make a guy richer than God suffer? I could divorce him, but, I hate to say this, I love him.”

I didn’t say anything for a moment. Then: “If only I could make him feel the hurt I feel. How it feels to be betrayed. How it feels like to be a woman…” I stopped. Little lights going off in the back of my mind. Little avalanches sliding around inside my head. Thoughts ganging up on me and forcibly opening my mind.

“What?”

“If only,” I started again. “If only I could make him understand what it is to be a woman, and to…” My mind sort of short circuited at that moment. I had said it. I had pronounced sentence on the cheating bastard. I just had to figure it out. My half statement, if taken as whole, to make him feel, to understand, what it was like to be a woman…then…then….

Then the door opened and Doctor Patterson smiled out. “Mrs. Tannenbaum! How wonderful to see you! Come in!”

Quickly we trailed after him to his office. Me, then Tina, then Marsha and the swaddling babe.

His office was stylish, done in green clothe with nary a sign of a medical instrument. This was where the close was done. This was where he sold the tricks of his trade. Very professional.

He made sure we were comfortably seated, then sat down himself. He sat down behind an acre of polished hardwood. Not a pencil nor basket upon the thing. Just a sheen that reflected faces accurately.

“What can I do for you today?”

“This is Marsha Carson. I would like you to do a paternity test on her.”

A blank shield dropped around the doctor, and I knew what had happened. I was the client, but my husband paid the bills, and he and my husband, dear old Roscoe, were part of the ‘old boys’ club.

But I, of course, was a member of a bigger club. I was part of the females of the world, biggest damn club in the world, and I had a cause.

Heck, I had a mission, and possibly a jihad. And he, wise, old doctor, could read that in my oh so beautiful face.

He regarded me, framed his words, sighed, framed more words, then simply gave up.

“And the presumed father?”

“Roscoe.” I said it flatly.

He sighed yet again, then he tried. “There are laws concerning the revealing of medical information…”

I slid in, as if with a knife. I leaned forward slightly and, as coldly as I could: “I need the results today. I don’t need a copy. This can all be off the books. Nobody need ever know that you even gave the test.”

I watched his throat work very slowly. It was a gulp. A slow motion gulp that revealed that he didn’t like being the subject of my broadsides.

“Yes, but—“

“Furthermore, while you are quick walking the test to a conclusion, I will be going to the bank and taking out $5,000 cash. I presume that will be enough for this service?”

“It…I don’t…you must understand…” he faded away. He gave his final sigh.

I waited.

Slowly, as if by pixels, he seemed to relax. He had come to a conclusion regarding my dastardly request. He looked at Marsha, “If I can have a look at this little charmer.”

And, as the good doctor bounced Charley on his knee, a nurse was called to begin the test, and it was the beginning of the end for Roscoe Tannenbaum.

That afternoon we sat around the pool and sipped Margaritas. Real Margaritas made by Jaunita.

Well, Tina and I drank. Marsha sipped a Coke. She worried about the effect of alcohol on her baby milk. It was obvious that she was a good mother. Yes, she had fallen on hard times, and her story indicated that she hadn’t been the sharpest Ginsu in the drawer, but she had a good heart and was trying.

“So, what you going to do?”

“I want to change him into a woman.”

Tina spit out half a gulp of good Margarita. “You what?”

“I want him to know what it feels like to be a woman.”

“Roscoe T? The Man himself?”

“Maybe it’s time ‘The Man’ learned what is like to be ‘The Woman.’”

“Jesus. You’re serious.”

“As serious as a castration.”

Tina gave a mock shiver. “Please don’t say that word. I like my men to have all their parts.”

At that moment Juanita came out with another tray of Margaritas. She placed them on the wrought iron table we were sitting around and started to leave, but I said, “Juanita, could you please have a seat?”

Tina blinked. I could see she was having trouble with my bringing the servants into this.

Hesitantly, Juanita sat down. I pushed one of the Margaritas towards her. “Drink, girl, we have some serious business to discuss.”

Juanita gripped the glass, her hand tight around the stem, and lifted it to her mouth. She looked at me for a moment, and then, perhaps because she needed to imbibe a little to enable herself to deal with things out of the ordinary, she took a big gulp.

“I’m going to change my husband into a woman,” I said. “And there are going to be times when I will need your help.”

Juanita’s dark, Mexican eyes grew round and liquid. “Muxe?” she blurted.

“If you mean a man who becomes a woman, then, yes.”

The woman had a fit, without moving, right in front of me. I half expected her to make the sign of the cross and running screaming from my home.

But I should have known better. This was an old Mexican lady who had seen good times and hard, who had raised children, and put up with the peccadillos and felonies of the opposite sex.

Juanita, who had helped me drag my drunken husband to bed, was built of stern stuff. After the gulping and wide eyes and the heavy breathing and looking around as if to see who was listening, she giggled. Actually giggled.

Tina laughed.

Marsha smiled wanly. She was a good girl, and she didn’t know how mean and vicious high class people like myself could be.

“What do I need to do?”

So we began talking about clothes and make up, methods for forcing the transition, how to deal with Roscoe’s temper tantrums, and other bits and pieces of the coming production.

And the pool man showed up. A studly, Greek God sort of fellow,  a little middle-aged, but still rippling with muscles, a surfer’s haircut, and the look in his eyes that told us he was a struggling actor.

Of course. Everybody in Southern California wants to be an actor. Why would he be different?

“Hey! What’s your name?” I called out.

He stood there, festooned with long poles and hoses, and said, “Dick.”

“Oooh, I like that name,” bubbled Tina.

“Well, Dick, come over here and have a Margarita. I need your advice on matters of world importance.”

Dick came and sat down next to Tina. Well, actually, he sat down on the chair next to Tina, and then my girlfriend sort of crawled into his lap and started licking his face.

Now, truth be told, we were getting sloshed. Juanita had kept up the flow of world class Margaritas, our favorite liquor store, the Pink Dot, was keeping us supplied with endless bottles, and I was starting to slur my words.

Well, truth be known, I needed this. Not only had I been betrayed, but I hadn’t partied like this for years. Maybe a decade. I had been too preoccupied with how I looked to have a truly good time. So I was having a good time.

Tina: “Hi, DICK! I love your name. DICK. Do you think you could do your name to me?”

And Dick said the funniest thing I had ever heard. “Actually, I’m gay.”

We all laughed hysterically. And Tina cursed. Then Tina said: “I’m going to convert you.” And we all ooohed and awwwed and pitied the DICK.

“So what is this problem you need my advice on?”

In his defense, he wasn’t drunk, and so was still serious.

“My husband cheated on me so I want to make him into a girl.”

“Cool,” he nodded thoughtfully, not put off a blink, even though he was sober, by my outlandish statement. “Where do we start?”

And so the afternoon went. More and more people showed up. More and more bottles showed up. More and more Margaritas disappeared. by the time Roscoe arrived home, fashionably late, I might add, there were 40 or 50 people in the house and overflowing the pool area. The sound system was working at full pitch and The Doors were telling everybody it was ‘The End.’ Neighbors came to complain about the noise and were absorbed by the frivolity and festivity. Cops came to issue citations, so we called the mayor who called the police chief who called…and the cops disappeared. Or went off duty and joined the party.

And, I might interject, Marsha and Charley had been whisked away to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where they were enjoying a sedate and sober, and relieved, night.

Anyway, to get back to the story, all the people who were at the party, close friends or passersby, were asked their advice, and help, on the production dealing with turning Roscoe Tannenbaum into a woman.

And they all had sage wisdom and good ideas to add to the mix. And they all laughed and said it was a good idea. And…I want to make a point here.

Some of you dear readers may be wondering how I expected to be able to pull off this absolutely stupendous practical joke. And it was becoming known as a great joke. Heck, even though I talked about Roscoe as a cheater, and even seemed a bit vindictive, everybody automatically classified it as just one more practical joke.

To be truthful, they probably had to. To consider my plan as nothing but the projection of a jilted female would have resulted in people walking away, and nobody wanted to walk away. So it was classified as, accepted as, a practical joke.

And why didn’t they want to walk away? Because they had all, close friends and passsersby alike, been the victim of my husband’s practical jokes.

The mail man had reached into the mail box and put his hand in a pile of dog doo.

Our neighbors woke up to find their lawn painted purple.

DICK had been cleaning our pool, and found out that his cleaner had been replaced with soap, very sudsy soap.

Everybody…EVERYBODY…had felt the bite of my overzealous husband’s sick and twisted sense of humor.

So they were all willing.

And here is the crux…if I had asked everybody to keep a secret,  everybody would have told. They would have giggled and blurted, and called the local news, and written emails and twitters and committed every other sort of communication to the world at large. Roscoe would have found out about my plans long before he ever arrived home.

But in telling people that it was all just a practical joke, NOBODY said a word. Nobody could have dragged the truth out of them, not even with Budweiser horses.

EVERYBODY wanted to be part of the grandest practical joke of all time…EVERYBODY wanted a little revenge for the constant trickery Roscoe had subjected them to.

And, by the time most of them sobered up, most of them had forgotten the conversations. They just figured it was drunk talk and life went on and that was that.

Heh. Heh.

This has been the first two chapters from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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