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PART ONE

“What do you think?” Nancy held up two dresses. One blue and one yellow.

Lance said, “Yellow.”

Nancy stood in front of the mirror with one dress held up to her front, then the other. She grimaced. “What are you trying to do, make me ugly? How can you say yellow? I’m going to throw this out.” She crumpled up the yellow dress and tossed it on top of the hamper.

Lance didn’t say anything. The truth was…he was trying to make her ugly. She was beautiful and he didn’t want her going out looking so good.

“Do you have to go tonight?”

Nancy sighed. “Are you going to start this again? You want me to get a job, and now you don’t want me to go do that job. What is with you?”

“Uh, nothing. I just like it when you stay home.”

The truth was he was jealous, like really jealous. Whenever she was out of his sight he got nervous and bit his nails and wondered what she was doing.

Yes, he knew he was being silly. He had not a shred of proof that Nancy was stepping out on him, but he couldn’t stop his mind from thinking, from jumping to conclusions. Whenever she went to work he imagined her in the arms of another man.

She glared at him. “I think there’s something more going on.”

“Nah,” he said, smiling nervously. I just…I miss you.”

“Well, I suppose I should say that’s sweet, but…I feel like you’re up to something.

“Why don’t you just stay home and we’ll watch old movies and eat popcorn.”

She smiled. “I love the thought, but…you know I have to work!”

He suppressed a sigh and watched her get dressed.

She was fresh out of the shower and her legs were long curves that ended in a bubble ass. Her waist was slender, and swelled out to large breasts. And her face…he loved her curvy, red lips, her long, blonde hair. He could stare into her sky blue eyes for hours.

He watched as she rubbed lotion into her golden skin, and his cock started to swell. He wanted to rub that lotion into her legs.

“So what are you going to do tonight?”

“Huh? What?”

“While I’m out with the girls. What are you going to do? Watch a game on TV? Read a book? Play a game?”

“Uh, No. I don’t know.”

He really just wanted to watch her body.

She pulled on panties and then a garter. He controlled his propensity to drool as she unrolled stockings up her fine shaped legs.

“Well, you should do something. Go make us a drink.”

He walked down the hallway to the kitchen and reached for the bourbon. He put a couple of glasses on the counter and filled them with ice. He poured half a glass of bourbon, and a quarter glass of bourbon. Then he topped them both off with Coke.

“Mmm. Thank you, honey.” She was wearing the blue dress, and it showed her cleavage. She was leaning towards her mirror painting her lips.

He loved her lips. just looking at them made him so horny. He drank a big glug and thought about how he shouldn’t be so obsessed. Hunh! Might as well wish for a chicken with feathers made out of gold.

He knew he was obsessed. Heck, she knew it, too. On one hand she liked the way he doted on her. On the other hand, sometimes he knew she wished he would act normal.

But how do you act normal when you have the most beautiful woman in the world? So beautiful that all you wanted was to keep her at home and make love to her?

She smacked her lips at the mirror, grinned, and turned to him.

“What do you think? Am I presentable?”

“Oh, Lord,” he breathed out. “You make me so hungry.”

“Excellent!” she said. She reached up, put her hand around his neck and pulled his face down to her. She kissed him lightly on the lips.

He tasted her, and wanted to gobble her, but he knew she would get mad if he messed up her make up.

“Drink up, baby. Have a few. Who knows, when I get home I might feel like a little loving.”

But he couldn’t wait.

Could a guy get arrested for stalking his own wife?

Tootle a toot toot de toot!

Nancy’s phone went off and she picked it up and answered. “Yes?…Oh, hi, Beth. Yes, I’m almost on my way. A late night?…Sure. I can do that…”

Lance groaned inside. When she stayed out late she never felt like making love when she got home. There went his evening.

Nancy talked for a few more minutes, doing a lot of listening, then hung up the phone. She turned to Lance. “I’m sorry, honey, but they have a special job tonight. So not only am I going to have to teach them, they want me to do some of the work.”

“Oh, well, that’s okay.”

“Aw. You sound so sad.” She patted his cheek. “Oh, but you know I’m not feeling amorous when I work long hours. I’m sorry. But first thing tomorrow. I promise you.”

She grabbed his crotch and squeezed him. He groaned and she laughed. “Besides, I love it when you’re all horny. In fact, I really should give up making love and just go to strictly teasing.”

She was rubbing his package, and his cock was struggling against his underpants.

“Would you like that? If I spent my life just teasing you and never gave you any?”

“Oh, honey,” he gasped. “Don’t even joke about that!”

She unzipped his pants and reached in for his cock. It sprang out and she stroked it slowly. Then, smiling at him, she bent her knees and lowered her mouth.

“Oh…oh…!”

She opened her mouth and put it around his penis. She stroked him and gobbled his head. She licked the underside of the head and his knees started to tremble. She was very careful not to smear her lipstick.

For a long minute she sucked him. She used both hands, one to stroke him, the other to fondle his balls. He felt the lurch of an impending orgasm deep inside. He closed his eyes and pumped his hips.

Nancy felt him starting to rev, however, and she backed off. She giggled and stood up.

“Oh, God! Finish me off!”

She laughed and stepped back. He stood there, trembling, his cock sticking out of his pants. “Didn’t you hear what I said? From here on out I’m going to tease you, and you can forget cumming. I am going to see if I can make you into the horniest man on earth. Your cock is going to swell up and turn bright purple. Your balls are going to be full. You’re  going to be dripping and drooling 24/7/365. I’ll take pictures and post them on Facebutt. ‘Here stands the horniest cock in the world, and it…will…never…cum!’”

He couldn’t stand it. He reached for her, but she danced away. “Got to go, honey, but that should keep you hot until I get home.”

She grabbed her keys and headed for the front door.

He followed her, stood in the open doorway as she walked down the walk. She blew him a kiss over the top of her car, then slid into the passenger seat. Ten seconds later she was zooming down the street.

Lance watched her go, and as soon as she turned on the next street he started moving.

He ran for the garage, grabbing his leather jacket and pulling it on. He stepped into the garage and opened the big door, then hopped onto his bike.

RRRRrrrmmmm!

He heeled the kickstand back and his rear tire gave a squeak on the cement floor. Thirty seconds after Nancy had turned the corner he was roaring down the street, pulling his face plate down and bending over the handlebars.

Traffic was heavy, and that was good. It would be difficult for her to identify one headlight amongst all the others. He slithered around cars, zipped between vehicles, and within a minute he saw her going up the freeway ramp.

He grinned, slowed down a bit, and headed up the ramp. He passed car after car until he saw her tail lights in the distance. There were no other Mustangs on the freeway, so that had to be her. He fell in four cars behind her and tooled happily along.

He didn’t think about how silly he was being, how he was letting his obsession control him. He knew she was just supposed to go to a beauty salon downtown and teach a class on how to do extensions, but he…he just couldn’t stand it. He had to see her, make sure that was what she was really doing. Then he would head home. Then he would be all right.

She  got off the freeway at the fourth street exit. Headed up a ramp, turned left and descended into the maelstrom of evening traffic.

He followed her, not worrying if he got stopped by a traffic light. There were no cops downtown at this time of the evening, they didn’t want to drive in rush hour, lazy farts, so he could pop up to 90 for a block and keep Nancy in sight.

Ten blocks and she moved into the right lane and slowed for a parking lot.

Lance moved his bike to the curb and watched. There was a beauty salon right next to the parking lot, and that had to be where she gave her classes.

Finally, when she didn’t appear, he knew there had to be a back entrance. He moved his bike into traffic, got into the far left lane and drove next to a sedan. As he passed the beauty salon he looked over the top of the car.

There she was, putting on a white coat and talking with a lady.

Lance smiled. Now he knew. Now he could go home and relax. His wife was okay. His boner was still surging, but it would wane, and…and he frowned.

Damn his obsession, he wanted more. He wanted to see what she was really doing.

He drove around a block, passed in front of the beauty salon again. She was talking to half a dozen women, he could see the door at the back of the salon. It was open, led to an alley, he presumed. Maybe he should glance in the back door. It wouldn’t hurt anything, then he could really, really be sure.

Around the block again. There was a parking structure on the corner. He turned into it and found a triangle in the corner of the second floor where bikers could park. He got off his bike, started to lock his helmet on, then had a thought. He could wear his helmet for a disguise. Then, if anybody saw him, they wouldn’t know who he was. Heh heh. He headed toward the stairs to the the back alley that led towards the beauty salon. He hadn’t taken but a few steps when he heard his cell phone ringing.

Fuck! He would have to unlock his seat and get the phone out, and it would be done ringing by then. Fuck it. He would just check it later. He went down the stairs.

Inside the beauty salon Nancy was finishing her spiel. This was an easy class. A little talk, watch over the girls while they practiced, and collect a good paycheck.

“Nancy? Got s minute?”

“Sure.” She went to where Beth, the owner of the salon was checking her schedule book.

“I’m sorry, I got totally mixed up. It’s not this week, but next week, when we have that sorority scheduled.”

“That’s no problem, do you want me to stay late then?”

“Actually, can I make a deal with you?”

“Sure?”

“Since it’s next week that you’ll have to work late, and since Donna is coming in any minute, do you want to head home early tonight? full pay? My apology for the foul up?”

Nancy smiled. She actually felt a little guilty for leaving Lance in such a horny state. He did so dote over her…it would be cool to get off early, head home and give him a little extra. Old movies and popcorn, too. “Actually, that would work out super. Do you want me to stick around and watch the girls right now?”

“No. I can handle that. And thanks. You really are helping me out.”

“Not a problem. Well, let me call my hubby and tell him I am going to do really nasty things to him…”

Beth giggled as Nancy took out her cell phone. “Do nasty things to him for me and the girls, too, all right?”

Nancy nodded. “Double nasty served up piping hot. You got it.” They giggled as she listened to her phone ring.

“Hunh. He must be in the shower.” She hung up her cell.

“Uh oh, you better hurry. He might have started the nasty without you.”

“Oh, no!” Nancy mocked alarm. “I better hurry!” She hugged Beth, grabbed her purse, yelled ‘so long, suckers’ at the girls, who affectionately flipped her off, and headed out the back door.

The alley didn’t lead to the back door of the salon. The alley led to the parking lot, and halfway up the parking lot was a smaller, shorter alley. It was this Alley that Nancy stepped out of. She got into her Mustang, smiled as she backed up, then headed for the streeet. At the very moment her tail lights disappeared into the street Lance stepped from the alley into the back alley. He was so intent, so pleased with his cleverness, that he didn’t look around the parking lot. He didn’t take note of the fact that his wife’s car was no longer there.

He stepped up to the mouth of the second, smaller alley and looked into the darkness. He could see the open back door of the salon and he headed for it.

The alley opened up on a couple of shops, and there was some debris, but he picked his way noiselessly to the back of the salon. He kept to the far side of the alley, and stayed out of the glare of lights. He edged up and looked into the shop.

A short walkway with a door on one side. Probably supplies, maybe an office.

He couldn’t quite see enough. The salon chairs were all on the right side and there was a stack of boxes…if he just stuck his head in a little…

He pulled the screen door open and stuck his head in. Heck, with his helmet on nobody would know it was him, even if Nancy herself saw him.

He moved forward a little, and frowned. He could see everybody, but…no Nancy! His wife was supposed to be here.

He held his position for a few seconds longer, risking being seen, but, nope, his wife wasn’t there.

Finally, he started to pull back. Unfortunately, he hadn’t counted on the extra width of the helmet. The edge of the door caught on his helmet.

He gave a silent curse, opened the door wider and pulled his head back and…WHAM! Something clunked into the back of his helmet. He fell forward, striking the stack of boxes, which fell forward with a tremendous racket. All the girls in the salon whirled and stared.

Lance didn’t care, didn’t perceive, he was trying to figure out why he was on his hands and knees and felt like puking.

A force pushed on his butt and he flew forward, flattened out on the floor of the beauty salon. The face plate protected his face, but he really couldn’t figure out what had happened.

“What?” he said, sounding very stupid.

Behind him Donna brought the bat up and smacked it down on the back of his helmet. She had hit him once when he was backing out of the door, and she had kicked his butt, and now she brought the bat down with her full weight.

Lance was just starting to bring his head up, and the bat met it and his helmet cracked. His head went down, striking the face plate and breaking it.

Still, the helmet did its job. Helmets are built to withstand 140 pounds per square inch, and this one did that. Of course it now was lopsided and spiderwebbed by cracks and held together only by the lining inside, but he was okay. Just a little dazed and dumb

“I caught him peeking!” snarled Donna, lifting the bat again.

“Hold it!” Beth yelled, running up to the prone Lance. She knelt. “Geez, Donna! How do we know it’s not a customer?”

“Sneaking around like that? Not likely.”

“Girls, turn him over and let’s see who he is.”

“Shouldn’t we call the cops?”

Beth wasn’t willing to call the police. Not until she was sure it wasn’t some poor schmuck who had lost his way.

Lance was groaning and several of the girls turned his body over.

Lance moaned and his eyes opened. His head felt funny. His face felt funny. Why was he laying on the floor looking up? Man, he had been in fights before, but he had never been clocked like this!

Beth held his held up and gently took his helmet off. She placed a towel under his head. She felt his skull, it seemed to be intact. That helmet, though. That was done for.

“Who are you?”

“What?” His eyes circled in the sockets and his mouth was slack.

“Wet rag,” commanded Beth, a moment later she held it to Lance’s face.

Lance jerked a little. He was still out of it, and would be for a few minutes.

“He doesn’t have a wallet.”

“There’s no motorcycle in the parking lot.”

“He probably parked it down the street and snuck up. I saw him looking around before he entered the back alley. He was acting suspicious.” Donna still held the bat and was ready to use it again.

“Okay, fella, if you don’t tell me who you are I’m going to call the police.”

“I’m looking for my wife.”

That stopped everybody. Wives came into the beauty salon all the time, top customers, and this guy could have picked the wrong shop.

Donna snorted. “Ask him why he was sneaking around.”

“Why were you sneaking in the back?”

Out of it, Lance slipped and told the truth. “I didn’t want her to see me.”

“Ah ha!” gloated Donna.

“That proves nothing,” mumbled Beth. But…it sounded pretty suspicious.

“We should turn him into the police.”

Lance was becoming more aware, and he said, “Police? Why? What have I done?”

“You were peeping through the back door,” accused Donna.

Lance was starting to think faster. “I was looking for my wife. I didn’t see her and I was leaving.”

“Who’s your wife?”

Lance shut up. He wasn’t about to tell them, then have them tell Nancy, and then have her all over him for following her. He blustered. “Who the heck are you? I make an honest mistake and you beat my brains half in.” He picked up his helmet. “Who’s going to pay for this?”

The girls were suddenly silent.

And Donna was really pissed off. But she held it in. This bozo had to pay…he wasn’t going to get off scott free.

Beth sighed and helped Lance up. He was wavering a bit, but he was recovering. “Here, have a seat,” she lead him to a chair and he sat down. Almost fell down, he still had some recovering to do.

He put his hand to his face and felt it. He looked at the bat in Donna’s hands. “You hit me with that? What the hell did I ever do to you?”

Donna was pissed, but holding it in. She had caught him, she knew he was guilty, but now he was turning everything around. She put the bat on the next chair over.

“Who did you say your wife was?”

“I didn’t. And I’m not going to. I think maybe I better call a lawyer.”

There was a very slight trickle of blood on the corner of his lip. Nothing at all, and certainly better than busted teeth. Donna looked at it and found herself grinning on the inside.

She picked up a tube of lipstick from the counter and moved in. Now exuding care, she cupped the tube carefully so he couldn’t see what it was. “You’re bleeding. Let me put some medicine on it.”

Lance put his hand up to his lip and it did come away with a little smear of blood.

Donna pressed the lipstick down on his lips. “It’ll taste funny for a while, leave a waxy taste, but don’t wipe it off.” She coated his lips and the lipstick rolled smoothly on.

One of the girls gave a half giggle, then clamped her hand over her mouth. The other girls went wide-eyed. Beth couldn’t see past Donna’s body, but when Donna stepped back she stifled a gasp.

Lance’s mouth was… painted.

“It stings a little,” said Lance, putting his hand up.

Donna caught his hand, “Don’t. Let the medicine work.”

She turned and Beth glared at her. Donna didn’t care. Maybe her punishment wasn’t much, but at least this bozo would remember them.

“Are you okay now?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Do you want to leave?”

“Yeah.”

Boy, did he. He was still thinking a little crazy, but he didn’t mean it about lawyers and all. He just wanted to get out of here, out of this den of crazy ladies, and head for home. Maybe he could watch old movies and eat popcorn. And maybe have a shot of whiskey. Man, that bitch had really clonked him.

“Okay.”

The girls stood back and Beth helped him out of the chair.

“You’ll be all right riding home?” She couldn’t take her eyes off his red lips.

“Oh, yeah. I’m fine.”

The girls watched as he walked to the back and down the short hallway. He was walking straight enough, he was okay.

Lance stepped out of the back door and leaned against a building. Man, he had been hit before, even knocked out, but damn! He looked at his helmet. It was a shattered mess. The face plate was worthless, he ripped it off and threw it in a garbage can.

He held his helmet up to the light. Fuck. That was a hundred bucks right there. He continued down the alley, into the parking lot, and towards the back alley. He was okay now. He was motoring around, he could ride his bike home. That medicine sure tasted weird though. He had a sweet smell to it, and it felt like his lips were puffy. Oh, well. He was a fast healer.

Back in the beauty salon Beth was shaking her head. “When he sees his lips…”

“It’ll wear off by tomorrow.” Now that the adrenaline was wearing off Donna was starting to realize what she had done. She had assaulted some sap, broke his helmet, and that took some kind of doing, and then…she held in a snicker…painted his lips bright red.

The girls were talking around one of the chairs, and one of them held up the tube of lipstick and laughed. This puzzled Beth, and she walked over to the girls. “What’s so funny?”

“Oh, nothing,” said the girl, handing her the lipstick tube and smirking.

Frowning, Beth looked at the tube, and gasped.

“Oh, my God!”

“What?” asked Donna.

“It’s not lipstick!”

“What? But it…it is! Isn’t it?”

Beth handed her the tube and she read, “Lipstain with super plumping agent. Guaranteed to last one month.”

She looked up in shock. “But I thought…I grabbed…”

“You just made that poor man’s lips fatter than Angelina Jolie’s, and redder than a firetruck with a sunburn.”

“Oh, no!” And she was distraught, but only for a second, then one of the girls burst into laughter. Shortly they were all laughing.

Lance threw a leg over his saddle and settled his weight down. He pulled what remained of his helmet over his head. It felt like he was pulling a sock over his head. The hard plastic was a thousand piece puzzle held together by the lining. And no face plate. He was going to be eating bugs on the way home.

He started up the bike. RRRRRmmmm.

He didn’t feel his cell phone ringing under the seat. Even if he had he would have ignored it. He didn’t want to get off, open the seat, take out the cell phone. No. He was feeling okay, and he just wanted to hit the road.

In the kitchen Nancy frowned at her cell phone. Where was that lug? Hopefully he had just gone for a short ride. Smiling, she opened up a box of Tampons and placed a line of them on the floor back towards the bedroom.

Heck, she didn’t have any flower petals, and he would get the idea.

Back in the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and put on her flimsiest, filthiest neglige. She sat down at her vanity table and went to work.

A short while later she was ready. She turned all the lights off in the house except for the hallway, which illuminated the path of Tampons.

Lance was a little dizzy, but he was okay. He set on the bike and instead of lane splitting or going a hundred miles per hour he just tooled along. He kept proper distance, and kept his eyes focused in front of him.

He missed the turn off—what was up with that?—but circled back through neighborhoods. Eventually he found his house and cruised up the driveway and into the garage.

Wearily, he put his kickstand down and turned off his machine. He opened his seat and took out his cell phone and wallet, but didn’t check for messages. He just carried cell and wallet and his keys into the house.

He placed his things on the counter and stuck his head under the faucet and drank

Damn, it still felt like his lips were all fat. Well, no matter. He could just tell Nancy he had walked into something.

He looked down the hallway. The lights were on in the hallway, but nowhere else, and there was something on the floor. Little white things…he moved forward and bent down.

A Tampon! Tampons?

Good Lard, Nancy must have come home early, and she was waiting for him in the bedroom. He was going to get a little!

He paused and took off his clothes. His dick was immediately standing out and throbbing. He tip toed down the hallway silently.

Into the bedroom, towards the bed.

Click! The light went on. Nancy was laying, naked but for a sexy negligee, all made up and ready to go.

Her face was alight with joy, and then it wasn’t. The happiness receded and she looked puzzled, then she actually gave a little scream. Just a yelp, and she pushed up and leaned back against the wall.

Lance stopped, was frozen. What was wrong?

“Nancy?”

She pointed at him and her voice sounded panicky, “Your lips!”

Lance didn’t understand. Being hit on the head, a couple of times, had addled his senses. He turned towards the mirror over Nancy’s vanity table and…stared.

His face didn’t make any sense. It wasn’t really his face. It was part his face and part…part…he held his hand up and felt his lips. They were huge. Baby Huey lips. Women’s lips. Angelina Jolie lips.

What the fuck? What the…he fainted.


PART TWO

“Lance, wake up!”

Nancy patted his face with a wet wash cloth. She stared at his big, red lips and wondered what had happened.

Lance groaned, moved his head slightly.

“Come on, honey. Wake up. Wake up.”

He opened his eyes and looked around. “What happened?” he asked. “What am I doing on the floor?”

“That’s what I want to know. And I want to know what’s up with your lips.”

Lance’s eyes opened wide at that. He reached up and felt his big, fat lips in wonder. “What the hell?”

“Can you get up?”

“Uh, yeah…”

She helped him and he struggled to his knees, then stood up. He was a little weak, but it was’t like after he got clonked with a baseball bat. Now he was aware and functioning. The short ten second sleep when he had fainted had somehow restored him to his senses.

He stood there, Nancy balancing him. “What happened? Did somebody hit me?” Oh, yeah. That bitch hit me with a baseball bat! Ruined my fucking helmet!

“Somebody not only hit you, they kissed you.”

He was confused. “What?”

“Look in the mirror.”

He walked into the bathroom, turned and…froze. His lips were swollen to twice their size! And they were red! With lipstick! Oh…that fucking bitch! And he snarled, “That fucking bitch!”

Nancy wasn’t so worried about him collapsing now. She leaned against the door jamb and asked, “And which fucking bitch would that be?”

He turned to her, and his face was red. Bright red. Redder than a stop sign with no white letters. “I can explain.”

Nancy drawled, “Oh, I can hardly wait.”

Yet, on the inside, she felt humor. Her hubby had really messed up, and she was going to get to gloat.

“Well, it started out with you…it’s your fault…you got me so horny and—“

“Wait a minute! You’re really going to put this on me?”

“Uh…”

“Go on. Keep going.”

“Well, uh,” he was rapidly deflating. “You got me so hot and horny, and…and I decided to follow you.”

Her eyes widened and she tilted her head.

He hurried his explanation. “I’m sorry, I know, but you drive me crazy and I just wanted to follow you.”

“Go on.”

“So I followed you, on my bike. I saw you go into that beauty shop—“

“Where I’ve been going for the last few weeks.”

“Uh, yeah. And I didn’t mean to bug you…or anything…and I peeked in the back door. You weren’t there, but then some bitch whacked me on the back of the helmet with a baseball bat.”

Nancy’s lips were twitching and she nodded.

“Then I woke up and these girls were all accusing me of being a peeping Tom…”

“Hmm. I wonder why?”

“But then this one, the one who hit me with the baseball bat, she said there was blood on my lip and she brushed it off and…and that’s when she must have painted my…put the lipstick on my…”

“She decorated your mouth,” Nancy spoke wryly.

“Exactly. She said it was medicine, and I figured I hurt myself when she, uh, hit me, and that I had a fat lip and…and…honest, honey! I’m innocent.”

Nancy shook her head, turned and left the bedroom.

Lance followed her down the hall.

“I’m telling the truth, honey! I didn’t mean to…to follow you, but I was just so horny, and I’m always curious as to where you’re going.”

She entered the kitchen, got down the bourbon and Coke and mixed two glasses. She leaned her butt against the sink and contemplated him. Her face was stern, but he could tell that she was seeing the humor in the situation. At least, he hoped that was why her mouth was trembling.

“So you are an obsessive asshole who stalks his wife. Then you get in a brawl with a woman who, I assume, is smaller and weighs less than you, and she kicks your ass. And, holy shit!” She had just noticed his motorcycle helmet. She put her hand on it, felt the thousand pieces all jig jaggy and stuck to the liner. “She did this to you?”

“Yeah! She ruined a perfectly good crash helmet!”

Nancy picked up the helmet and examined it. It was toast. “Well, at least it looked like it worked.”

“Yeah. But now you know what happened and why I’m sort of out of it.” He felt his mouth. “And why I’ve got this stuff on!”

And, finally, Nancy lost it. She started to snicker, then chortle, then put her hand across her mouth and stopped, then started to guffaw, and, finally, she was holding her belly and roaring with laughter.

“You got your ass kicked and now you’re wearing lipstick. Oh, my God! Wait until I tell your friends!”

“No! You can’t do that!”

“She picked up her cell phone and he thought she was going to call somebody.

“No! Please! No!”

But she was only opening her camera. She turned towards him, snapped three quick clicks before he understood what was happening and covered his mouth.

“Hey! Stop!” He shouted from behind his hand.

Nancy tapped twice and smiled. “It’s on the cloud now.”

“You aren’t…you aren’t going to post it…are you?”

Nancy sipped her drink and pondered. “Well, I don’t know. I mean, I’ve got an obsessive asshole for a husband who stalks me. Who doesn’t trust me. What am I supposed to do?”

“But I won’t! I won’t follow you again. Word of honor!”

“Honey, on one hand I’m sort of flattered by all your attention. On the other hand, you’ve got to admit, it really is a bit much.”

He hung his head. “I know.” Then he looked up at her, “But it’s just because I love you so much.”

“Hmm. What is the difference between so much and too much?”

“But I promised I’ll never do it again.”

“Somehow, I don’t think that’s enough.”

“But what else can I do to convince you.”

She nodded and scrutinized him through lidded eyes. Her lips twisted as she thought, and finally she said, “Wait here.”

She took her phone and went down the hall to their bedroom. She called a number and began talking.

He waited in the kitchen and drank his drink and watched her.

She was pacing, and he saw her as she reached the wall, turned and walked the other way. Again and again.

He drank more. He made himself another drink.

He was worried. Who was she talking to? What was going to happen?

Nancy hung up the phone and came back down the hallway. “Okay, bozo, you want to get back in my good graces? Or do you want to be in the doghouse, no sex for a year, maybe fucking never?”

“Honey! I’ll do anything! Please! Let me make it up to you.”

“Okay. Then get on your motorcycle and go back to the beauty salon.”

“What?”

“You need to apologize to all those girls, and I want to be there to see it.”

“Apologize? But they’re the ones who conked me!”

“Because you were a sneaking, little peeping Tom. So you will apologize to them, and then you will have to do something to make up for not trusting me, for stalking me, for being less than a loving husband.”

“I was a too much loving husband!” he protested.

She just stared at him with a level look. “Go.”

He picked up his helmet. “What about this? It’s against the law to ride without a helmet!”

“I know you’ve got that spare one in the garage.”

He groaned. It was a white three quarters helmet, uglier than sin, and he would be laughed off his bike if anybody saw him wearing it.

“Honey…”

“Go…or else!”

Defeated, his shoulders slumped, he went out to the garage, found the white helmet and put it on. It was too small and it had no faceplate. The strap didn’t fit right and…and he sighed and started the bike. RRRRmmmm. He looked at the kitchen door. Nancy stood, framed, and he took in her negligee and out thrust tits. God. Why couldn’t they just stay home and watch old movies and eat popcorn?

He heeled the kickstand up and rolled out of the garage for the second time that night.

Behind him, Nancy ran for the bedroom. She pulled off the negligee and slipped a bra and panties on, then pulled the negligee back on. She grabbed her keys and purse and headed for the Mustang.

Lance drove slowly, not looking forward to this. Man, they had bashed his skull and put lipstick on him, and he had to apologize to them! Talk about the world being unfair!

He turned off the freeway and made his way through the traffic. Traffic was lighter now, but he went slower and slower. If he saw bikers coming the other way he went around the block to avoid them. All he needed was for one of his friends to see him with his big, super red lips.

If he had had a full helmet it would have covered his mouth. But this white helmet made his lips look even bigger! The white helmet seemed to frame them so they looked even redder!

He came to the beauty shop and turned into the parking lot. It was getting later now, and there weren’t many cars. He slid the bike up to the mouth of the little alleyway and got off. He locked the bike, put a chain on it, and stared at the mouth of the alley. The back door was closed, not much in the way of lights, but at least he wouldn’t have to go in the front way and risk being seen.

He walked down the dark alley and tried the door.

Locked.

Fuck!

He knocked on the door.

Nothing. He could see the lights around the jamb, but…nobody came to answer.

He knocked harder.

Nothing.

Oh, fuck!

He walked out of the alley and went through the parking lot.

The street was lit up. Street lights, passing headlights, there was no way to sneak into the beauty salon.

Heaving a sigh, he walked to the entrance, stepped up to the door and walked in.

The girls were waiting for him. They were sitting in chairs, standing by the counter, and they all looked at him.

His eyes narrowed and he frowned as he looked at the bitch who had hit a home run with his noggin. She had a big grin on her face.

“I’m uh…Lance. And, uh…”

Beth came forward. She wasn’t smiling, but it sure looked like she was laughing on the inside. “Hello, Lance. Nancy said you’d be along. I just talked to her on the phone and she says she’s five minutes out. “Would you like to have a seat?”

“Uh…”

She led him down the row of chairs to an empty one. He sat in it and looked around.

The other girls were smiling. He didn’t see what was so funny. He was red and embarrassed and…couldn’t he just apologize and get this over with?

“Would you like a Coke? Or a Sprite?”

“Uh…a Coke.”

She went into the back room.

The bitch who had smacked him smiled and said, “Nice lips.”

He ignored her.

She chuckled, then asked, “How’s the head?”

Oh, man. It took all his will power not to slap her one. Then he sighed. He might be an idiot in some ways, like loving his wife too much, but he didn’t hold a grudge. He finally let some of his anger go.

“Man, I never been smacked like that. You really got me.”

She laughed. “Yeah, it was classic. Your head hurt?”

“Nah. But you owe me for a new helmet.”

She laughed again, then one of the other girls asked, “You’re married to Nancy?”

“I am. Though she’s not too happy with me right now.”

“She is so super. She really knows her stuff.”

“Well, thanks. I mean for her. She’s…well, you already know I love her.”

“I can’t believe you stalked her. I wish my boyfriend would do that to me.”

“That’s creepy,” said another girl.

“Not once you know them.”

The bitch, whose name turned out to be Donna, said, “Every man’s a creep till you know them.”

“Is that true?” One of the girls asked Lance. “Are all men creeps?”

“Well, speaking for half the human race,” he gave a rueful grin. “Yup.”

Everybody laughed.

“You know, I’m embarrassed, but…love makes you stupid sometimes.”

“Now if we could only separate the creeps who do bad things from the creeps who just do stupid things.” Donna said.

Beth handed Lance a Coke and he held it up, “Here, here.”

At that point the situation devolved into a big chat. Lance got to know some of the girls, some of the girls got to know him, and he even got to appreciate Donna.

Then the front door opened and Nancy entered. “Well, well. Look what the cat’s dragged in!” She was wearing her negligee over panties and bra. None of the girls cared, but Lance found himself staring so hard he thought his eyeballs were going to fall out and bounce.

Greetings were thrown about, and Nancy came right to the point. She strode down the center of the store and stopped in front of Lance. “Well, lover? Is there anything you’d like to say to these ladies?”

Lance gave a little groan, then stood up. He turned and looked at each of the girls. “Ladies, I do wish to apologize for my behavior earlier this evening. It was a lapse of good judgement and I apologize for any inconvenience or hurt feelings.”

Nancy asked of the girls, “Is that good enough?”

Donna cleared her throat. Lance brought his hand to his face and said, “Oh, no!” Which caused everybody to laugh.

“Well, he really hurt my poor, little baseball bat. My poor little bat has been crying all night since bruising on his hard head.

Lance grinned, “And I do apologize for any discomfort I might have caused your bat when I hit it with my head.”

Small cheers erupted, lots of laughter, and Donna shrugged happily and said, “That’s not bad.”

Nancy asked Beth, “Is that good enough for you?”

“Oh, yeah.” She gave a thumbs up.

Nancy turned to Lance. “Well, Lance, it seems you’ve been forgiven by the ladies of this fine establishment.”

“Whew,” Lance quipped.

“BUT…”

“Oh, no.”

“That still leaves me and all my hurt feelings. And, believe me, I have a lot of hurt feelings.”

“Aw, honey, I said I’m sorry!”

The girls in the shop were hanging on this exchange.

“Words are cheap, honey. It’s action that counts.”

“So what can I do to make up for my actions?”

“I notice that you’ve got lipstick on.”

Girls hooted and Lance turned a bit red. “Yeah, but, uh…that was…uh…”

“What?” Nancy challenged with a grin.

“Oh, uh, nothing.”

She nodded. “I thought so. And as for your amends for the terrible hurt you have caused me, I want you to go the rest of the way.”

“Hunh? Say what?”

The girls in the shop looked a little confused.

“Simple. I was teaching these girls about weaves and extensions, how to make a person beautiful, how to make a woman more womanly. You seemed to have gotten in the way of that. So to make up for all the hurt you’ve caused you will sit in that chair and the girls will practice extensions, make up and nails.”

The girls all gave a great big ‘Ooooh!’

“But…I don’t…isn’t there some other thing I can do?”

Nancy dropped the hammer. “And if you don’t cheerfully comply with this request I will refuse sex with you for two years.”

Now there was stunned silence. A couple of the girls whispered, but everybody was shocked by the severity of her threat. No sex for two years? How could anybody survive that?

“But…honey…”

She stared, waited, and everybody knew she was serious.

Lance looked around the room. Nobody could help him. He had made his bed and now he had to lay in it.

He looked at Nancy again, opened his mouth, and she tilted her head and dared him with her eyes.

He caved in. He just slumped and nodded.

A sound like a big sigh went around the room, then the whispers became louder.

“Okay, girls. This is the big test. If you can make this big lug look like a woman he’s going to get sex. If you fail, he fails…and you know what that means. No sex for two years.”

“But I should lose if they can’t…” but he trailed off at the look on Nancy’s face.

The girls, a little subdued, began their task.

Two of them bent and starting taking off his boots, but Nancy stopped everybody. “It all starts with depilation.”

Lance looked blank. “What’s that?”

“Your hair,” whispered Donna. “You have to lose all your hair.”

Beth went to the front and drew the curtains.

“But we’re going to have to undress him!”

“Undress him, get rid of his hair, everywhere…but don’t let him squirt.”

The girls started giggling as they took off his shirt. Then they braved his buckle and zipper. Once started they were like an avalanche, picking up speed as they rolled downhill. Soon he was standing in front of the chair, red-faced and totally naked.

The girls sprayed foam on him, rubbed it into his flesh, his arms and legs and body. They were a little stand offish about his groin.

Donna grinned. “Come on, you sissies, here’s how it’s done.”

She foamed his groin and used her hands to spread it out and mush it in. His cock was bouncing extra hard and she just moved it aside, and once even stroked it and giggled. “I’ll bet you wish I had hit you harder, eh, Lance? You could be sitting in a hospital right now getting sympathy.”

“You’d win that bet,” he murmured. Under the foam his face was eighteen shades of red.

The foam started to heat up and the girls grabbed wash cloths and removed the foam, and the hair, from his body.

Lance looked down. He was baby butt bald. It felt weird, and kinky, and his cock was growing very hard.

Nancy came over to watch. “Don’t worry about that dick, girls. It won’t hurt anybody.”

Lance groaned and she laughed.

They pushed him back in the chair and began doing his toenails and his fingernails.

Lance sat there, and every once in a while one of the girls would accidentally on purpose brush against his cock. they would say excuse me and giggle.

Lance just sat there, and his cock got so hard it started to drool.

“He’s cumming, Nancy!”

Nancy glanced at his cock. “That’s pre-cum, you ninny.”

The girl’s face turned red, but everybody laughed.

Lanced watched as they prepared his nails, then his mouth opened. They were sizing fake nails to his digits.

“Hey, not so long! I still have to do things!”

They settled on ovals. That reshaped the tips of his fingers and made them less spatulate.

They coated his finger nails three times, then applied the hard shell finish of lacquer. When they were done his fingers had shiny, little talons.

“Nice,” nodded Nancy.

The girls began putting make up on his face, They cleaned him and coated his flesh with primer.

Meanwhile, two girls were working on his hair. They had selected matching hair and were attaching the extensions. His hair was going from a messy three inches to a neat foot. It was going to be wavy and auburn and settle around his shoulders.

Nancy and Beth watched from the register. “You think he’ll survive this?”

“Oh, yeah,” answered Nancy. “Look at that boner.”

“And you’re willing to do without that for two years?”

“Nope,” and she grinned at Beth.

Beth shook her head and chuckled. “You are one bad bitch.”

“Yup.”

And they both laughed.

Lance caught glimpses of himself in the mirror on the far wall. They had put foundation on him, which made his features plain, but now they were putting on blush and working on his eyes. They used a light charcoal color on his lids and under his eyebrows. One of the girls plucked his eyebrows, and he was stunned to see how those simple arches changed the whole cut of his face.

“I’m not going to be riding my scooter for a while,” he commented, showing a bit of misery.

“Nah,” said Donna. “You can ride with us. There’s several lady Motorcycle clubs.”

Lance contemplated her. “You know, for a lady who hits guys in the head with a baseball bat you aren’t too bad.”

“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls who hit you in the head with baseball bats.”

The girls were giggling over this exchange.

“How’s the front coming along?” asked one of the girls working on his extensions.

“Pretty good. He’s going to make all the little boys get erections.”

“Oh, come on!” Lance objected, and he was serious.

“Don’t worry, Lance, if any of those nasty boys come near you we can hit ‘em with our baseball bats.”

“Pierce his ears,” called out Nancy.

So they pierced his ears, and one of the girls brought forth strings with little skulls dangling at the end.

Lance looked at them and tilted his head. “You know, those are sort of cool.

Finally, he was done. He was naked, and a man, but he had a girl’s face, jewelry, and long hair.

“Stand up, lover.”

Lance stood up. His cock was still sticking straight out.

“I guess you figure you’re going to get sex, showing me your ding a ling like this.”

“Uh…”

“Well, maybe. We have one last thing for you to do.”

“What?” He kept looking in the mirror and marveling at his feminine self.

Nancy took off her negligee and handed it to Beth. She took off her panties and bra and handed them to Lance.

Lance stared at the underthings. “No…no…” he mumbled. He even took a step back, but Donna was there to cup his buns and he stepped forward.

“You will wear these garments home. On your bike. You do that and you will be officially forgiven.” She took her negligee from Beth and held it out.

“Honey! No! I’ll get stopped! They’ll take me to jail! If anybody else sees me…”

“You know the roads. I’m sure you can do the back roads home and avoid the cops.”

The girls had taken the panties and bra from him. Two of them balanced him and helped him put on the panties. His cock looked totally absurd poking the panties out.

“But if somebody sees me…”

“You’ll have to blow them a kiss with those red lips and keep riding.”

Two girls fastened the bra around his waist, spun it and lifted it up.

“But….Nancy…you can’t…”

She held the negligee out, and he finally took it.

The girls were all deathly silent. This was high drama and they were fascinated. A few of them were wondering if they could do this to their men.

Beth said, “Wait a minute.” She ran to the store room and returned a few seconds later. She had a pair of breast forms. “Somebody left these here years ago. Now they’ll finally get some use.”

The girls cheered and two of them pushed the forms into Lance’s bra. Now he had a real feminine chest.

Moving like molasses, Lance put on the negligee. It hung on his boobs, making him look really stacked. The folds of the negligee tended to hide the lines between fake boob and real flesh. He actually looked like a girl. A big, over-sized girl, but a girl. The only manly thing on him was his boots, which Nancy had allowed him to wear. He needed them for the motorcycle, after all.

“Okay, honey. I’ll see you at home.”

“But…”

She pointed towards the front door.

Lance shuffled towards the entrance to the salon. He moved like a man in shock, which was what he was.

“Where’s his clothes, girls. I need to wear something.”

She began putting on his underwear, his pants, his shirt. The garments hung on her, but that was okay. She was going to be in a nice, comfy car, nobody able to see in. Not like poor Lance.

 Lance opened the door and looked out. It was past midnight now, and there were very few cars on the street. He waited till there was no cars near, then dashed down to the parking lot.

He ran to his motorcycle, unlocked it and and inserted the key. RRRRmmmm. He heeled the kickstand and turned the throttle.

He stopped back of the entrance to the parking lot, waited for a space, then zoomed.

He drove down the street, the negligee flowing out behind him like a cape. His bra and boobs were big and thrust forward. Sitting nobody could see his hard cock. But if got off the bike everybody would see it.

He turned at the first corner and headed for the edge of town. He would have to ride through a rough section of town, but one where the cops didn’t hang too much. He might be seen, but that was better than being arrested.

He had never been so aware, and so scared, in his life. He feathered the clutch a bit, tried to keep the sound of the motor down, tried not to draw attention to himself, but people still pointed and stared.

One car pulled a U-ey and came after him, but he easily got away.

He headed up into the hills. There were fewer cars and people so he sped up. He leaned into corners and turned the throttle on the straights.

It wasn’t cold, but him being near naked, he was shivering.

For a half our he squiggled through the low hills. He went through collections of houses, ran a couple of red lights, and finally came to the freeway. He was going to have to ride the freeway for a mile. No way around it.

He hit the off ramp and cranked the throttle. His motor began to roar, but the sound was whipped away as he sprinted down the freeway.

He passed cars, and wide-eyed motorists stared after him.

A wild-eyed motorcyclist in a bra with a negligee flowing out behind him.

He made it to his turn off, zipped along a few streets, then came to his driveway. The garage door was closed.

Oh, shit! He cursed. He was going to have to get off, open the door, ride the bike in, and all while the neighbors looked out their windows!

Suddenly a shape darted across the driveway. His mouth opened and he stared. It was Nancy, and she was naked…except for the strap on around her hips. A big cock pointed out from her crotch. She grinned at him, lifted the door, and he drove into the garage.

He turned off the motor and she was suddenly next to him.

“Oh, gosh! Another naked woman! I always wondered what it would be like to make love to a naked woman.”

He was cold, but she helped him off the bike. His teeth were chattering, but she took him into the kitchen and poured him a bourbon and Coke. He sucked it down greedily.

Nancy pressed against him. His cock was in panties. Her cock was sticking out and pointing into him.

“What…what are you doing?”

“One last thing. Or it’s going to be three years without sex.”

“You…you want to fuck me?”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve wanted to for a long time, but the situation never arose. Now it has. Here, have another drink. I want you relaxed when I pop your cherry.”

He drank a second drink. He felt the heat in his belly.

“That’s awfully big,” he stared at her cock.

“It’ll feel small once it’s inside you. Hell, you’ll be begging for more.

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“Three years?” he said, doubtfully.

“Or else,” she agreed cheerfully. “Now get up on the bed.”

He climbed up on the bed, his butt facing out.

She grabbed a big tube of lube and began slathering it between his crack, into his hole.

He shivered. It felt good, but…anal sex?

“Try to relax, honey. It’s going to feel so good.”

“Are you sure?”

“You fuck me in the asshole every once in a while, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“So I wouldn’t let you do that if it hurt, would I?”

“No.”

“Then relax and enjoy.”

With that she pushed forward.

Her penis went into him easily. It opened him up and he grunted. The pain lasted about a second, then he was impaled, and the pleasure began to mount.

“There you go, lover,” she began to saw back and forth.

Lance’s eyes were now open. And he wondered why he hadn’t tried this before! He began to push back, hungrily searching for more cock.

Nancy smiled and began circling his hole, pushing in, pulling back, waggling so the tip of the dick would wiggle deep inside him.

Lance stretched his arms out and collapsed on the front. His ass stuck up higher and Nancy had even more access and leverage. She pumped him for all she was worth, and he started moaning deliriously. He had never felt anything so exciting in his life.

Somewhere in there she pressed on his prostate, because semen started oozing out of his dick. It puddled on the sheet, but that was okay. As long as she gave him the best fuck she could, and he experienced the joy of being truly empty, that was all she wanted.

Finally, she drew back, her dick flopped out and Lance just groaned and lay there, a big blob of happy ass.

Nancy didn’t worry about her own orgasm. He was going to be extra horny on the morrow, and incapable of cumming. She would get her orgasms then. Lots of them.

She got ready for bed, shoved his ass over and made him lay down, thens he lay down.

“Holy, fuck,” he whispered.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Yes.”

She was silent for a moment, then: “So what are you going to do next week when I go to teach the girls?”

“Stay home and watch movies and eat popcorn.”

“Good girl,” she said.

“If you fuck me like this again.”

“That can be arranged.”

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!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Panty Clad Revenge!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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