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Femwood Mansion!


PART ONE

“Good night, honey.” Ron kissed Jan a peck on the cheek and rolled over.

Jan rolled so she was facing the other way and suppressed a sigh.

She listened.

Minutes passed. Finally, Ron let out his breath and started breathing rhythmically. He always fell asleep, and Jan thanked God for that.

Five minutes passed. His breathing was deeper, and he gave little snores.

She breathed out in relief. She couldn’t take any more, she had to do it now.

She reached a hand down and slipped it between her thighs. She began to dub her pussy. She grabbed it and groaned. And froze, but he just stirred. He was asleep.

She slid out of the bed and headed for the kitchen. She needed help. Her hand wasn’t enough.

In the kitchen she opened a drawer and took out a flour roller.

Then she grabbed some butter.

She listened, no sound, he was still sleeping, and she ran into the garage. She looked around wildly. She needed to sit down, she thought there would be a blanket, but there wasn’t.

She opened the door to the outside and crept into the backyard. She was naked, one hand rubbing at her mons frantically. She was trying not to cry out with the intense pleasure even that little bit of stimulation gave.

The hammock!

She tip toed across the lawn, sat back in the hammock and opened the butter. She dipped the handle of the roller in it, then laid back on the hammock.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, and she inserted the handle.

It felt wonderful. Her vagina felt electric. Thrills shot out from her pussy and she began to slide the handle in and out. For a long minute she Jilled, pushing it in, stirring it around, pulling it out. The feelings of excitement built rapidly, and she knew she was getting close.

The night air was warm, she was dripping with sweat, her arms were jackhammering, and she was almost there. Almost…almost…she felt the white hot ocean reach up to engulf her and—

“Jan?” The lights in the backyard lit up. She was totally exposed, everything was bright as day,

Jan gave a little eek, but couldn’t stop, the orgasm was too much. It was arching her back and her tits stood up and her nipples pointed towards the sky.

“What are you—“

“She couldn’t stop the orgasm, all she could do was hump her hips and make sounds, and she felt Ron coming towards her.

“Ahhh….neehh…gahhhh!”

“Oh, my God! Jan?”

She lay there, the handle to the flour roller stuck in her slit, her chest heaving, and the final vestiges of the tremendous orgasm seeping away.

“What are you…well, it’s obvious…why are you…” Ron babbled on, and Jan just wished he’d go back to bed.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe it,” she said wearily. “You don’t make me cum. Nothing makes me cum like…like the thing I did last night.”

“But you always say you cum! And you moan and groan like you’re cumming.”

“I’m lying.”

They were sitting at the breakfast table. It was dawn, and they hadn’t slept all night.

“But…how…I don’t understand.”

“Look, Ron. You’re a nice guy, and it’s not your fault. I have always been this way. None of my boyfriends have made me orgasm. I even tried girls, girls with dildos, I tried using vibrators while men fucked me, everything. I am just a ‘no cum’ girl.”

“But have you seen a doctor? Surely there’s something that can be done. I mean, we can’t have you jacking off in the backyard every night.”

“Why not?”

Ron blinked. “You mean you’ve done this before?”

“Every night since we’ve been married. I just get so horny, and I need relief, so…” she shrugged.

Ron’s mouth hung open. “Well, it’s…not right. Something is wrong, and I want you to see somebody.”

“Why?”

“To help you! So you can be normal and…and have orgasms.”

“Well, there’s the trick. You see, after trying dicks, and dildos and vibrators and things, and even my own hands, I find that dicks are not my preference.”

“But, honey, you can’t spend the rest of your life jacking off!”

She shook her head sadly. “You don’t understand. I’m a healthy woman, and I like to cum, and I prefer other methods than what normal people prefer. And I like it.”

“But…” and his mouth kept moving and moving and moving.

“Well, Ron, Jan, I do have a solution.”

“Doctor Parness smiled from behind his desk. There were certs on the wall behind him, medical tomes on his bookshelves, and a skeleton in the corner. He had placed the trash can near the skeleton and it had been shoved back a bit and it made it look like the skeleton was taking a dump in the basket.

“How can you have a solution what there isn’t anything wrong.”

Parness gave a gentle smile to Jan. “There actually is something wrong. Nothing serious, mind you, but you have something called PGAD.”

“P-god?” Ron mispronounced.

“Gad. PGAD. That stands for ‘persistent genital arousal disorder.’ P…G…A…D.”

“What the hell is that?” asked Ron.

Jan snorted in disgust.

“It’s when a woman, or a man, though men experience this ailment much less frequently, has a feeling of sexual arousal without any sexual stimulation.”

“She’s nymphomaniac?”

Ron sounded aghast, but it also sounded like the thought was causing him undue excitement.

“Not exactly. PGAD is a condition that results when the nerves that carry sensations from the genitalia are damaged.”

In trying to heal themselves they become extremely sensitive. Women with PGAD will experience feelings of arousal in the genital area. The clitoris, vagina, and vaginal lips, as well as other parts of your body, including the nipples, will swell up and almost demand relief. It’s like an itch that needs to be scratched.

Ron sat back and looked at his wife.

Jan was frowning. She thought it was the bunk before the doc started talking, but now that he was spinning the medical mumbo jumbo, she started thinking.

“What kind damage to the nerves? What could cause it?”

“Any number of things. Your spine is a complex mechanism. A fall on the tailbone, excessive twisting of the spine, any severe impact that could translate to the groupings of nerves that are connected to the vaginal area.

“I used to be a cheerleader. I remember one time the other girls were supposed to catch me and they missed. I was half twisted and landed right on my rump. I thought I might have broken my tail bone.”

“Something like that could do it.”

“Well, what do we do about it?” blurted Ron. “She can’t go around having this condition! She’s got a life to live!”

And Jan knew what he really meant: she can’t go jacking off with rolling pins in the backyard at midnight.

“There are several courses of treatment possible. I will be able to recommend one after we have done tests.”

“Is there a chance that the damage is permanent.”

“I would hope not. You do have sensations, however unwanted they may be, so it may be just a matter of therapy, or perhaps a course of drugs, but we won’t know until we’ve done the tests. I’ll schedule you for next week, and in the meantime I want you to keep a journal. Record PGAD attacks, how long they last. And I realize that this might be embarrassing, but I’ll want you to keep a record of sexual activity.

Ron turned red in the face, which Jan thought was mildly humorous. The truth was, however, that living with this ailment had caused her to lose embarrassment over sex. To her masturbation was just relief.

Ron managed to ask one more question, “Will she be able to have orgasms like a normal person?”

Parness chuckled. “I suppose, but you’d have to tell me what ‘normal’ is before I could really answer that.”

The tests occurred the next week. They ran her through x-rays and scans. They gave her red dye and traced it through her body. They tapped her knees and listened to her chest until she thought she was going to have stethoscope disk marks on her body.

They took her blood, her pee, her poo, and just about any other liquid they could.

And the ‘sex journal’ was blank.

Parness glanced at it and remarked, “No sex this week?”

Ron turned a bit red and shook his head.

Jan was more forthcoming. “He thinks I’m going to give him a bad case of PGAD.”

“No, I don’t!” protested Ron.

Jan grinned and added, “He’s just embarrassed. He doesn’t like talking about sex.”

“That’s, uh…” he frowned and shut up. The truth didn’t hurt, but it sure was embarrassing.

And, a week after that they had the results.

“This pill is cortisone. This pill will relax you, specifically the vaginal area. You’ll have to wear a pad, your muscles will be pretty relaxed. This is an antibiotic. And this one is…” Parness went on and on, detailing drugs and effects.

Ron stared as the bottles accumulated.

“Now this is the important one. It is the strongest estrogen made. As the damage is effecting the area around the groin we want to make sure it rebuilds properly. You’ll need to do nothing for a week. just lay around and eat chocolates and watch soap operas, and absolutely no sex for a month. I’ve included a suppressant, and you may feel a bit giddy from it. If it gets too bad just let me know. I can adjust dosages, prescribe other medications. Okay?”

“You got it, Doc. If these pills get me high take twice as much.”

Parness opened his mouth to object, but Jan laughed. “Gotcha, Doc. I’ll follow the instructions.”

Parness chuckled. “You had me worried. I was afraid I had an addictive personality on my hands.”

They continued talking about the pills, and Ron was confused. The yellow ones got her high, and the pink ones were super estrogen, or was  it the other way around?

So they started therapy. Well, Jan did. She took what seemed like a million pills and sat around and was stoned and watched TV.

Watching TV was, of course, about the most boring thing in the universe. Even for a person stoned out of their minds.

So Jan started poking around on the internet. Fortunately, she came across a few authors she liked, and she was able to read for stretches of time. She was particularly fond of Grace Mansfield, a truly superior author, and she began devouring books and stories by her.

While Jan read titillating  books Ron went to work. He was a heavy equipment operator, and his schedule was erratic. If it rained he often didn’t work. If it was dry he might work twelve hour days.

Right then, though there was a promise of a storm in the near future, it was dry, so he was making hay while the sun shined. He sat on his back hoe, or his grader, or whatever, and moved earth by the ton.

And, the unfortunate result of twelve hour days in the hot sun, he tended to get headaches.

One day, just a couple of days after Jan started her chemical therapy, he came home with a splitter.  It felt like the right hemisphere of his cranium had a sword and shield and was bashing down on the left hemisphere, and the left hemisphere was returning the favor blow for blow.

He staggered into the house, one hand to his head and muttering, “Fuck!” And he meant it.

Jan looked up from the couch where she was putting a chocolate into her mouth. She was stoned immaculate, and she asked, “What’s happening, sweetie?” Her eyes were glazed and happy and her mind, in spite of the tremendous intellect required to understand a writer of Grace Mansfield’s incredible intellect, was a happy, little merry go round.

“Oh…I got one of those debilitators.

“Oh, that’s too bad. Well, take a few pills. That’s what I do. Whee!” She went back to reading ‘Femwood Mansion.’

Ron stumbled into the bathroom and stared at the huge collection of drugs in the medicine cabinet. His head hurt so much he had double vision, and he tried to read the labels. Corti-pregnant-dose-of-what the fuck?

Blurry headed, he chose two bottles which he thought were the most powerful drugs. Truth, he didn’t know if they were his or Jan’s, and he didn’t care. Getting rid of pain was his primary motivation, and one of these ought to do it.

Five minutes later his head suddenly cleared up, actually became sort of crystalline, and he felt like he had just drunk a six pack.

Whew! What a relief! So he took two more of those pills. One green and one red. Zippity do dah!

He wandered back into the living room, sat down and watched his wife stuff chocolates down her gullet and flip pages avidly.

He grew bored with that. He was having too much fun to try and read, so he went out to the computer room.

He powered up, grinned happily, and leaned over to the small fridge they kept in the little room. He took out a Golden Monkey and checked his mail.

Junk, junk, junk. Did anybody ever write anything other than junk mail? He didn’t even know where it came from. It just appeared and offered to cure him, to make him wealthy, to make his penis longer, to…make his penis longer?

He clicked on the first bit of spam he had ever deliberately clicked on. It was about wrapping a towel around your penis and somehow pulling it so your dick would expand the corpus cavernosa somethings and…and they had a picture of a really sexy girl there to emphasize how big a guy’s dick could get.

He clicked on the girl and found himself on another site, one with more girls. Then he found himself on Xvideos.com. He blinked.

Ron was a straight arrow. His mother raised him to be a well mannered man who worked hard, and to never mess with something so scurrilous as porn. And now he was messing with it.

But he didn’t really understand that he was messing with it because he was stoned. Life was just a happy, little mess and…man, look at those titties!

In the front room Jan put her book down with a sigh. Usually, after reading a little Grace she wanted to get herself off. But now, she had no real desire. Funny. Since she had started taking those pills she had lost the desire to diddle herself. No more midnight forays into the backyard hammock. No more lovemaking with the stout end of a flour roller, or any other kitchen implement that came to hand.

She stood up, wobbled a bit, and went into the kitchen to have some water. She stood at the sink and drank, and put the glass down, and heard: “Mmmm! Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! You’re so big! I need it!” And on and on.

Hunh! It almost sounded like Ron used to sound like, back when he slobbered over her and spit out his seed. Except it was girls. And they sounded like they were taking instead of giving.

She wandered down the hallway and peered into the computer room.

Ron was at the computer and he had his back to her. He was bent a little, and his arm was moving back and forth.

Jan stepped quietly into the room and peered over his shoulder.

On the screen Ava Devine was taking on six black men. She had big, huge black cocks in her hands, in her orifices, and there were no cocks left over. She even had two in her pussy at the same time!”

Jan’s jaw dropped as she watched.

Ron’s hand went up and down, his dick was big and red and drippy with pre-cum.

Ava ended up with buckets of cum splashed on her face, and then Brandi Love took over. She was apparently seeing how many orgasms she could have.

Slowly, Jan closed her mouth. She shook her head. She was tempted to say something, maybe grab his shoulders and go ‘BOO!’ But she didn’t.

She backed out of the room, and a thought wafted through her stoned mind. Her straight arrow husband was finally figuring out that sex wasn’t bad.

She hadn’t thought about that too much before, she had just accepted that he was a closet horner, only, but then especially, horny in the bedroom.

Well, maybe that was changing. Maybe her being on pills and having no drive was depriving him and making him want sex more out in the open.

And that was a good thing, right?

She tip toed away, back to Grace and her chocolates. And she giggled. Poor, straight arrow Ron, and she wasn’t going to give him any.  Not while she was on drugs. Heh heh! Isn’t the universe a mean and vicious bitch?

But whatever she planned for sex the next day or week or whatever went out the window the next day.

Ron was digging a septic tank. The land was soft and mushy. In spite of the heat there was a seep under him, and he moved the back hoe here and there, putting down his stabilizers and digging from different angles.

He was stoned, having taken a half a dozen of those pairs of pills over the last day. But that was okay, he liked being stoned, and he certainly didn’t want any more headaches.

Then the backhoe slipped, corkscrewed, and flipped over, right on top of him.

An hour later the owner of the house came out and found him. He called 911 and an ambulance was dispatched.

Now, the good news: the ground was so soft that he had been trapped, but not injured. Oh, he was sore. He felt like he was injured, but after a set of X-rays the doctor signed him off and he was free to go home. With a handful of pills.

Ron lay in bed and groaned. Fuck! The damned back hoe had up and tried to hump him. What a fuck up.

Still, no damage to his hoe, and even though it felt like every bone in his body was broken, he had escaped unscathed.

He leaned over and took some pills.

Then he turned and saw the bottles on Jan’s side dresser. And amongst the bottles were the two kinds he had been taking from her stash. He rolled over with a moan and grabbed the bottles. He was now taking several times the recommended dosage of her pills, and more than he should of his pills. And it still hurt.

At least, it hurt for a while.

Fifteen minutes later he struggled out of bed and staggered into the kitchen. He opened the door and took out a Golden Monkey. Yeah, baby.

He sauntered back to the living room and leered at Jan. “You want a little?”

“Very little,” she murmured, turning a page and not even looking up at him.

Ron sighed and backed out of the room. Funny, he didn’t normally feel like sex, but now he did and Jan didn’t. Jan, who got herself off with rolling pins in the middle of the night. What the hell was wrong with the world?

Well, that was okay. He had a lot of new girlfriends in the computer room. Casca and Richelle and littleangel84 and Sammi Starfish and…and wifey. Mmmm.

Ron powered up the computer, got out the vaseline, and prepared to stroke himself to heaven.

The weird thing was that heaven seemed to be harder and harder to attain. Seemed like he was going to get thick arms before a skinny dick. But…as long as he was happy, and stroking his dick did make him happy.

As he began surfing he reached up and scratched his chest. Ow! That was a little tender. And his nipples seemed a little swollen. Oh, well. The girls on the screen beckoned.

“How are you doing, Jan?” Dr. Parness sat back in his swivel and steepled his hands.

“I’m doing fine.”

“And have you noticed any reduction in your desire to, uh…masturbate?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Excellent. Then we should probably end your treatment.  Over the next month, as the drugs leave your system you should return to a normal appetite.”

Ron sat next to her, holding her hand, a smile on his face.

The doctor should have noticed the sappy smile and the glazed eyes, the growing protrusion of pectoral muscles, but his attention was on Jan, not her husband.

So Jan and Ron went home, and Jan threw out all her pills. She was happy to be off the damned things. She was eating too much chocolate, and there is only so much porn a girl could read, right?

It had been two weeks since his accident, and Ron was feeling no pain. He spent his waking hours in a robe, huddled over the computer and watching porn.

Jan had just about had enough. She was off drugs. No more Vicodin. Not even aspirin.

And her sex drive had gone to what she assumed was normal levels.

She was mildly horny, could get hornier easily, but had no more drive to pound her pud until she orgasmed. Those days were gone.

So she sat and watched Ron take his pills and beat his meat and…and it was time for him to get off the computer and give her a bit of attention.

Before it had been him who wanted to fuck all the time, and she couldn’t get off so jacked off. Now she wanted to fuck, but he was jacking off.

She walked into the computer room and said, “Okay, Ron, that’s it. Enough porn. It’s time to get up and service me.”

Ron turned his head and looked at her, he was a mess. His eyes were bleary, he had a trash can full of Golden Monkey empties, and a couple of half filled pill bottles next to him. “What?”

Jan stared past him at the pill bottles. “I thought I threw those out!”

“Oh, I saw ‘em, and I needed a bit of pain relief. Can we talk later? I’m sort of busy right now.” He nodded towards the computer screen, which showed a girl with massive tits taking it doggystyle.

Jan reached past him and picked up the bottles.

“Hey! Don’t take those. I need them.”

Jan read the labels and her eyes opened. “Ron, how long have you been taking these?”

“Uh, I don’t know. I think I started when I had a headache, before I had the accident.”

“Do you know what these are?”

“Sure. Pain pills. They work good on headaches.”

“This one is…this is Vicodin. The other one isn’t a pain pill.”

“Oh. Okay.” He turned back to the computer and lusted at the big boobed girl moaning about how good it was.

“Ron, these are the super estrogen pills the doctor had me take!”

“Yeah?” He tried to ignore her. “They’re good for headaches.” His hand crept down to his crotch.

“Ron!” she snapped. “Talk to me!” She gripped his shoulder and pulled and he swiveled around. His robe fell open and Jan gasped.

“What?”

“Your…your chest.”

He looked down. He had two perfectly formed boobs. They weren’t just swollen pectorals, they were boobs, and even the nipples had gotten big and were standing up.

“I guess I need to exercise.”

“Exercise? Fuck! You need a bra!”

Ron blinked a bit, looked at her, then started to turn back to the porn.

“Stand up!” Jan commanded.

He didn’t want to, but Jan made him.

He stood, his bathrobe hung open, and she could see that he was changing. She pulled open his robe, then pulled it off him.

Ron’s chest had slenderized, and it had big boobs. His waist was a bit chubby, male chubby, love handles and all, but his hips were turning soft and round.

“Hey!” He complained. She was seriously interfering with his complacent peace of mind.

Jan was blown away. For the past couple of weeks they had gone to bed at different times. On drugs they simply had different schedules. This was the first time she had looked past the gloom of a darkened bedroom or a sleeping hulk on the bed.

She pulled him out of the computer room and down the hall to the foyer. There was a big mirror in the foyer and she pushed him in front of it. He stood, naked, and stared at his body. He was unshaven, droopy-dicked, fat hipped, and getting stacked.

He blinked a few times, then he actually said, “Hi.”

Jan shook him. “That’s not somebody else, you big dope! That’s you!”

He blinked some more. He reached up and scratched his chin. Then he reached down and squeezed his softening prick. Then he touched one boob.

“Ooh,” he shivered. “That’s sexy.”

She realized that he was totally out of it. He didn’t understand anything. He was just stoned and addicted to sex.

She frowned, and before he could stop her she went back to the computer room and grabbed all his pills. She dumped the estrogen down the toilet and hid the Vicodin.

Ron stumbled after her. He wasn’t sure what all the hub bub was, but everything was so nuts he figured he needed some more pain pills. He was just in time to see the super estrogen swirl down the john.

“Hey!”

Jan turned to him. “Time to get sober, lover.”

“But, I…you…I need…”

But it was too late.

Ron went through withdrawals. It wasn’t totally bad, like for heroin or something, but it was bad enough.

For a day he just got grumpy. For two days after that he was shaky and really irritable. By the fourth day he started to come to himself, and he began to realize that something was wrong.

“What happened?”

He had awoke and sat up and realized he had boobs.

“You turned into a woman,” Jan said, heading for the bathroom. She plopped herself down on the throne and peed, and he followed her in.

“But…I’ve got tits!”

“Do you mind? I’m trying to go to the bathroom.”

But he still wasn’t thinking, just realizing.

“But how did I get tits on my chest? And what’s wrong with my dick?”

Jan sighed, flushed the toilet, and got into the shower.

“Honey? What’s going on?”

She showered, shaved her underarms, shampooed her hair. When she stepped out and toweled herself off he was just sitting on the toilet, looking distraught and hefting his boobs with his hands. He looked up, “Honey? What’s wrong with me?”

“You took the wrong pills,” she stated, then she started drying her hair and conversation was halted while the hair dryer did its work.

When she shut the machine off and touched up her hair with a brush and some spray he said, “What am I going to do?”

“Well,” stated Jan, putting her brush down. “The first thing you need to do is put on a bra.”

“A bra? But I’m a guy!”

“A guy with boobs. And you don’t want them to sag. Nothing is worse than saggy boobs.”

“Nothing?” he asked as he followed her into the bedroom.

She turned to him and said, “Ron, there’s nothing I can do about it. Maybe down the road we can get you some breast reduction surgery, but that’s on top of your other problems.”

“What other problems?”

“First, your tits are obvious. There’s no hiding that. Second, you no longer have muscle, you have a girl’s body…how are you going to drive your back hoe?”

“I can drive a…what do you mean a girl’s body?”

“Third,” she ignored him, “it looks like your weenie is having some problems.”

They looked down at his dong and inspected his dick.

It hung. Limp. Without the constant stroking he had been engaging in before he went cold turkey it had slimmed down. It was now about half the size it normally was and about as rigid as a worm on downers.

Ron stared at his poor peeny.

Jan reached down, grabbed it and frowned. She was back to ‘normal,’ and she had normal sex drive, but she wasn’t going to get much driving out of this little sack.

“Why isn’t it getting hard?” he asked, stupidly.

“Too much estrogen. It overwhelmed your testosterone. Look,” she put a hand to his face, “Even your whiskers are turning soft and girly. And your hair is getting longer.

“But this can’t be happening to me!”

She patted his face. “Honey, it’s happened. Now, no more pills. Knock off the Golden Monkey…”

“I can’t drink any more Golden Monkey?” he wailed.

“And get back to a proper diet. We can go see the doctor next week.”

“Oh.” But he didn’t move. He just held his breasts and looked at his dick and wondered what the hell had happened.

That’s the way it is with drugs sometimes. One second you’re healthy and happy. Then a month of drugs and the next second you’re a sloppy mess.

“One thing though.”

He looked up at her.

“We need to get you into a bra. In fact, none of your regular clothes are going to fit. We might have to give you a make over.”

“A what over?” His eyes were bleary, his voice creaky and cracked, and his body was…female.

Jan sighed and headed for the bedroom. She had a bra she thought might fit him.


PART TWO

“I’ve got good news and I’ve got bad news.” Dr. Parness had a folder open in front of him and he was perusing Ron’s records and tests.

“”Start with the good, Doc,” suggested Jan.

“The good news is that your life won’t be shortened. No organs have been injured, you should live a normal life.”

Ron gave a half smile. “Than I’ll return to normal.”

“That’s the bad news. You won’t be a man again. We can give you some medicine to make your penis erect, but your body has achieved a new balance. It will remain female.”

“But…you…but…”

Ron was wearing a bra under his shirt, and a compression vest over that. He was flat chested, though a little thick. Below the waist his penis just laid there. It hadn’t gotten hard since he gave up the drugs.

“Doc, there’s got to be something you can do!”

“Well, there are experimental procedures, but—“

“About his erections.”

“As I said, there are drugs that will give him momentary relief from his erectile dysfunction, but—“

“What about a penis implant?”

Dr. Parness blinked: “We can certainly look into that.”

“Excellent. That is a load off…” she looked at Ron.

Ron was softly crying. His head was down and his tears rolled down his cheeks. He looked up at her and said, “I’m a girl!”

A half hour later they were driving home. Ron was terribly sad. Jan was…normal. Whatever that was.

“Look, honey, it’s not a big deal.”

“Maybe for you! You’ve been a girl all your life. I’ve never been one. I’ve been a man! I’m a man!”

“Correction, you were a man, and now you get to experience the other side.”

“But what about sex? I don’t get boners anymore! I can’t impregnate you! What’ll I do?”

She touched his forearm and said, “Ron, honey, there’s all sorts of different kinds of sex. And we can get you a penile implant and you can have boners. Believe me, this isn’t the end of the world…it’s the start of a new adventure.”

“Easy for you to say! You never…” blah, blah, blah.

They entered the house and walked into the bedroom. Jan wanted to get into some culottes. Be a little more comfortable. Ron just wanted to lay down on the bed and cry.

Jan slipped out of her dress and pulled up some culottes. She put on a flannel shirt and knotted the front She was wearing a bra, but her expanse of boob was still easy to see.

Ron didn’t care. The horn dog was now not a horn dog. He was a sad sack feeling sorry for himself.

Jan looked at him, laying on the bed, his face hidden in his forearm. He was a pitiful figure, and she sighed. She sat down next to him, patted his butt, which was now sort of round and sexy, and said, “Okay, Ron. Let’s grab the bull by the horns.”

“The cow by the udders,” he sobbed.

“The first thing we do is make you realize that it’s not bad to have a sexy body.”

“My body isn’t sexy, It’s…fat!”

He was unaware of how many women he sounded like.

Jan grinned. She went to her drawer and began pulling out underwear.

“These are panties. As you know. Since you don’t have much of a package you’ll be wearing these.”

She tossed the panties on the bed and pushed him up on his side and started undressing him.

Ron, didn’t resist. He was hopeless. He had nothing left.

She pulled off his pants and tighty whiteys and tossed them aside. “Okay, let’s try these.”

She pulled a pair of stretchy panties up his legs. The back was thin, almost a thong, and she pulled it up tight and snugged it against his asshole.

“How does that feel?”

Ron blinked. The feel of the satiny material sliding up his legs, having his little, brown button touched. “Oh!”

“Let’s see, what do we need to do next. Hmm,” she stood back and put her chin in a hand and scrutinized his form. “I know,” she snapped her fingers. She opened a drawer and pulled out a corselet.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a half a corset. Just the thing for stubborn love handles. You are going to have to start an exercise program, though.”

She wrapped it around his midsection, hooked the fasteners together and began pulling strings on the back.

He gasped. “How can I breath?”

“You’re not supposed to breath. You’re supposed to suffer until you die of the pleasure.”

Slowly, his slightly chubby shape became svelte. His hips flared and his boobs were pushed up and became serious contenders.

“Yeah, baby!” She grinned as she tucked the strings into the back of the corselet.

“But…I can’t…”

“Take shallow breaths, high in the chest. Little ones.”

He did, and after a moment found he could actually talk, be it in a high and breathy fashion.

“Okay, what next…what next?”

Ron sat on the edge of the bed and felt like his ribs were being compressed.

Jan got out a pair of stockings and began rolling them up his legs, then stopped. “Hmmm.”

“What’s wrong?”

“We’re going to have to depilate you.”

“Depil who?”

“Remove your hair. You don’t have a lot, but we need to get rid of even the light fuzz you have. We actually have to do your whole body, but we can just do your obvious parts now, and get your whole body later. Come into the bathroom and stand up.”

He slid off the bed and walked into the bathroom. Jan got out a spray can and sprayed foam on every bit of flesh that showed.  She waited a minute, then began wiping his hair off.

“Oh, my God!”

“You’re welcome,” she snickered. It was actually sort of fun to play dress up. It reminded her of when she was a little girl and played with dolls.

Back into the bedroom and she rolled the stockings up his legs and attached them to straps hanging from the corselet.

Ron looked down at his legs in surprise. He had lost muscle, and now his stems looked incredible feminine. It was actually sort of sexy.

“Here, let’s remove this,” she took off his bra. His boobs, though they were big, rested on the top ‘shelf’ of the corselet. His nipples poked out, and they were very excited.

She giggled. “I used to use your cock for a yardstick of how horny you were. Now I’ll have to use there,” she pinched his nipples and he yelped and covered his boobs.

“Okay, no need for tampon…”

“What?” he shrieked.

“Just kidding,” but was she? This was getting a wee bit hot. She felt an unfamiliar warmth seeping through her vaginal area.

How about slinky, little cocktail dress. This one was an inch too long for me, it should be just about right on you.”

She helped him into a stretchy, black dress. The hem was just below the tops of his nylons and it had an open neck that exposed his expanse of chest. His arms were just a wee bit fat, but they weren’t bad. A little high rep weight lifting and his ‘guns’ would be properly feminine.

“Zowie, honey. You’re a hot, little number. All the guys are going to want to grab your buns and peek down your cleavage.”

“Hey!”

“Just kidding.” But now she really wasn’t. He still had some male parts, but his masculinity was definitely on the wane. Men would be wanting to ‘tap into that ass,’ as they said.

She moved him to the vanity and sat him down. “Now, fingernails. Can you operate your backhoe with a nice set of stilettos?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course you can. You just pull levers and turn a wheel. So let’s really set you up.

She opened a nail kit and took out sandpaper, a file, and began trimming his nails.

Ron watched, and his mind felt like so much pudding. The old him would have jumped up and screamed bloody murder. The new him was too gobsmacked to do anything but watch.

Jan used her strongest glue and attached inch long tips over his nails. She shaped, prepped, and began painting.

Ron watched, almost in horror, but his groin uncomfortably hot. He wasn’t getting boners, but he still felt excitement down there. The blood was pulsing, and he was throbbing, and…he was horny.

But how does a man express his horniness when his cock doesn’t work?

She stroked down, from cuticle to tip in even strokes. Three coats. She said, “You’ll have to learn how to do this for yourself.”

“Oh,” he mumbled stupidly.

“This last coat is your hard shell finish. It’s a lacquer to harden and protect your nails. I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but…try not to scratch your ass.” She giggled.

“Why not?”

She laughed harder, and he got it.

“Oh,” somewhat dourly.

Yet, dourness was lifting. Sadness was departing. He felt excitement like a line running straight up in his chest.

“Okay. We can do your toenails later. You can wear shoes that aren’t open at the toes in the meantime.”

He frowned. He was planning on wearing his clodhoppers, or maybe his sneakers. But that obviously was not part of Jan’s plan.

“Okay,” she put little towels around his neck to protect his dress and began on his face.

“This is to clean your pores.” She scrubbed his face with little sponges. When she was done they were quite black.

“But I just took a shower this morning!”

“This dirt is from deep in your pores. A girl must do this every day. You don’t ugly blackheads spoiling your smooth flesh, do you? Or pimples?

“Uh…”

“I thought not. Now this is primer…”

She used creams and powders and brushes and all sorts of things as she decorated his face.

It was amazingly intimate when she used a sharp pencil to outline his eyes, and he stared at her eyes as they focused on her work.

“You make a wonderful girl, you know. Your skin is soft, that estrogen really brought out your pink side.”

“Pink side?”

“Your feminine side. The pink side. Some people call what you’re on the ‘pink path.’”

“Oh.”

She delicately brushed a charcoal look over his blue eyes, and it made them more colorful, sharper. And definitely more feminine.

“Okay, getting close now.” She lengthened his eyelashes, then took out a tube of lipstick.

“I have to wear that?” He was equal parts repulsed and fascinated.

“Absolutely. You aren’t a woman unless your kiss is ever present. Now, do you want me to bob your hair? Or do you want to wear one of my wigs?”

“Is my hair long enough?”

“Not really. Almost, but you’ll be a bit butch, and that’s not the look I’m striving for.”

“What look are you trying for?”

She threw a leg over him, put her arms on his shoulders and looked into his sexy eyes. “We need to convince you that there are perks to being a woman. We need to convince you that it’s fun to be a sexy object of attention.”

He started to say something, but she touched her lips gently to his, which sort of surprised him.

She drew back and there was a trace of his lipstick on her lips. What a change that was!

“I don’t expect you to have boyfriends, but you’re going to learn that it’s fun to have the door opened for you, to have men fuss over you.”

“But what if…what if somebody tries something?”

“Then you go King Kong on him. You have enough muscle left for that, I presume.” The look on her face was amused.

“I guess.” But he wasn’t sure. His muscle mass was really down.

“Okay. Let me pierce your ears and we’ll put a wig on you.”

She expected him to get a little antsy at the idea of piercing, but he took it like a…woman, and she hung a pair of small hops on each ear.

He felt them with his red tipped fingernails and marveled.

“Feels cood, eh?”

“Oh, uh…yes.”

She grinned, got out an auburn wig, which matched his own hair color surprisingly well, and fit it to him. Then, pleased, she took it off and pulled a mesh type of skull cap over his head, then she glued the wig to a strip of material on the edge of the cap. When she was done he couldn’t tell that it wasn’t his own hair. She even tugged on it lightly and it stayed.

“Look at you,” she said, standing back. “So sexy.”

Ron just stared at himself in the mirror and didn’t recognize himself.

“Okay, last step, literally.” She brought out a pair of high heels and slipped them on to his feet. They felt weird sliding onto his nylon clad feet. She helped him to stand, and he wobbled and held onto the back of a chair.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them pretty quick, and then that’s all you’ll want to wear.

For an hour Ron staggered around the house, his ankles wobbling, grabbing on to things lest he fall. But she was right. After an hour, though his feet ached a bit, he could walk fairly easily.

“Put your feet on a line, that will make your ass sway. And put your heel down first and make that clicking sound. The world should always know when a sexy woman is coming.

And, they went out. Just a short drive, Jan promised. And it was, to a nearby park. Then she pulled into the parking lot. “Let’s take a walk.”

“Oh, no!” he gasped. The O his mouth made was very sexy.

Jan was really liking this look. It had turned from playing dress up to dolls to outright horniness. She was actually getting wet down there. She had never been attracted to women, but this was…hot.

And he wasn’t really a woman, right?

Even if it didn’t work he still had a dick. And someday, in the next couple of weeks, it would work, after a fashion.

She was so damned wet she couldn’t wait.

“Yes,” she said. She got out of the car—she was driving because he couldn’t drive in heels, at least not yet—and walked around to the passenger door. She opened it and stepped back and swept her hand to indicate he should exit.

“Oh, God. Oh, God!” He swiveled his legs out as he had been shown, then, using her hand for balance, he stood up.

He was taller than her in his heels, but it wasn’t too bad. She took his hand and led him on a short path around a small lake.

He walked, practiced walking, and was so nervous he thought he was going to have a heart attack. But couples passed them, smiled at them. Runners trotted past them without slowing. An old lady feeding ducks didn’t even look up at the sight of two woman walking hand in hand.

“Told you so, told you so. Now you have to suck my toe,” Jan chanted.

“Uh…”

She just laughed, and felt like she had one of those PGAD itches between her legs. Well, not like PGAD, but a distinct horniness. She wanted to be fucked, and suddenly she couldn't wait for the next week.

Ron spent the next week exploring clothes and make up and fashions. he read fashion magazines and actually found them interesting. He even got a little into Grace Mansfield, and he saw why his wife liked that author so much.

Then Friday arrived. Time for an operation. At nine in the morning, dressed like a man but feeling decidedly feminine, Ron walked into the hospital. Jan held his hand, and both were nervous.

The operation only took an hour. Ron was given a general anesthetic and followed the operation with interest. He couldn't feel a thing, but people were handling his penis. Talk about a mind fuck.

And he left the hospital, hand in hand with Jan, much as he had arrived.

At home they inspected the operation with intense interest. He couldn’t feel a thing, but his penis felt a little stiffer. He had two inflatable tubes in it, so no wonder.

“God, I want to try it out!”

Jan pressed up against him and was obviously horny.

“One month,” she whispered, then she kissed him passionately.

Ron was so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. He had dick and balls, and though his pecker didn’t get hard he could feel everything. His libido, because he still had his balls, was unimpaired. And now, a few pumps of the fingers, according to the doctor, and he could fuck again!

But he had a one month recovery time.

Talk about excruciating agony.

But, though he couldn’t pump up an erection that didn’t mean he couldn’t get Jan off. Night after night—she seemed hornier than ever now, though not in the frantic ‘rolling pin’ way—he buried his face between her thighs. Over the weeks they had explored sex in this way, and he was starting to enjoy eating her to a mind shattering orgasm.

And, he used his fingers. All of his fingers, then his whole hand.

If this was normal then Jan loved it. She had gone from being obsessed and compelled, frantic and desperate, to exploring the wonder of the human touch.

Finally, however, a month passed, and Ron was ready to find out if the penile implant actually worked.

On a Friday night Ron came home from work. He still dressed like a man when he worked, but he couldn’t wait to doff his duds and dress up like a woman. He loved the free feeling of a dress, countered by the restrictions of under garments.

Once dressed he worked on make up, and Jan helped him, but he was getting better and better, and it was actually fun to sit and stare at himself in a mirror and watch the transformation.

They decided to go out and celebrate, to have a few drinks and a small meal, and up the anticipation they were feeling for their coming tryst. They headed out to the Cow Shed restaurant—that was the name, all right—and ordered a couple of drinks. A margarita for her and a bourbon and Coke for…her. The second her being him.

They toasted, sipped, danced a little, and didn’t care that people were staring at the obviously gay couple. Let the world sneer at Lesbians, they knew the truth.

Then they sat down and ate dinner, and…went home.

“Mmmm. I love the taste of you,” Jan hugged him, and he hugged her right back. They fused their lips together and fell on the bed. They rolled, feeling each other’s body, grabbing tit and ass and exploring genitals.

Ron hooked some fingers into Jan’s orifice and brought her to a humping peak, but not over. He knew she wanted the full penile orgasm.

She groped his package, and then slithered a hand up his crack and tickled his asshole. Over the last few weeks he had enjoyed this anal stimulation. Very much.

Clothes began to fly through the air, and shortly Ron had his panties down and his pecker out. He was poised right over Jan’s moist slit and ready to go.

“How does it work?” she asked, even though she knew. They had gone over this a dozen times in the last month.

“Feel this little cap here, hanging down between my balls?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Go ahead. Start squeezing it, and feel my penis when you do.”

Ron sat back and Jan sat between his legs. With her thumb and forefinger she began squeezing the little cap.

He felt it first, right from the start. The sensation of something moving inside his penis. Then she felt it. She looked up at him in awe. “I can feel it!”

“Keep pumping baby. You pump it until I can pump you.”

They snickered and she kept pumping. Squeeze after squeeze, and his penis lifted up, grew stiffer and stiffer. Finally it was done.

They sat back and looked at his penis. It was trembling. It wasn’t throbbing like it did when blood coursed through it, but it was excited, and exciting.

“Here we go, baby,” he whispered.

Giggling, an excited look in her eyes, she pulled his hips. Her eyes opened as, for the first time in months, she felt an object in her pussy. A real object, not an object object, but a penis object. Warm and hot and even a little drippy.

He grinned and began to fuck her. He humped and he pumped, and she spread her legs and held on to him.

After being deprived, after having ED, Ron was ready, and he was excited and patient at the same time. He took his time, pushing his shaft gently into her, scoring her walls with the head of his dick. This was like when he used to fuck, but…better. It wasn’t an unconscious, unaware pumping of the penis, it was long and hard and loving.

Jan was stunned by how different it felt. She had been so abused by the PGAD that she thought objects inserted into her pussy were the real thing. But now, feeling his passion, feeling the hot flesh of his hard cock, she knew the lie of her gone disease.

For long minutes he fucked her, and he waited for the trigger to click, for the little switch deep inside to click and let him know that an orgasm was on the way.

She began to climb the mountain, and suddenly she fell off. She felt herself lose control, be lifted way high, to float, unable to breath, unable to do anything but be awed at this magnificent gift.

He felt her gripping him harder, then squeezing him, her muscles in seizure, her eyes rolled back so that only the whites showed.

Then she began to come down. To relax. To live and breath and luxuriate in the warm glow of spirituality that good sex can bring.

He gently pulled out, his dick still as hard as when it went in, glistening with her juices. He rolled off her and lay on his back, his penis pointed straight up.

For a long minute they just lay there and breathed, then Jan said, “You didn’t cum.”

“No.” He was disappointed, but at least he had gotten her off.

“That’s okay, we’ll do it again.”

“Okay.”

Over the coming weeks they tried again and again. They even had a meeting with Doc Parness.

No orgasm for Ron.

Apparently, while over 80% of the men who had penile implants could cum, he was one of the few who couldn’t.

It made him sad, but, still, he could get Jan off. And that was what he was going to have to settle for.

Until, one night, after he had fucked her to a frothy orgasm, she turned to him and laid the subject out.

“Look, Ron, it’s obvious what has happened.”

“What?”

She turned on her side, supported her head one one arm, and played with his still erect penis. “When I was messed up, when I had PGAD, it was because of an injury. Now, we can go through the testing, but the backhoe falling on you, that probably resulted in PGAD for you. You’ve probably got some damage down there.”

He didn’t disagree. He remembered the time after the accident and how messed up he had been. “So what do we do about it.”

“Well, you could go for a regimen of tests and pills and what ifs and all that…”

“Or?”

“Or there’s other ways to have sex.”

“What ways?”

She jumped up and climbed onto his penis. She sat there and they felt his hard shaft inside her. “Do you like being a woman?”

“I love it,” he answered honestly.

“Why?”

“Well, on the surface, it is so cool to wear the underwear. It reminds you all day that you’re a woman. Then the dress, feeling the wind caress your legs. And it’s a lot of fun to put on the make up.”

“And how about how people treat you?”

He nodded. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but men are easy.”

Jan laughed delightedly. “In the best way,” she agreed.

“So what did you have in mind?”

“I think you should go ahead and explore the possible ways a woman can have sex.”

“Well, I suppose, but I’m not sure exactly where you’re going with this.”

She gave a wiggle, and sighed, then lifted off his penis.

She got off the bed and went to her dresser. She took out a mess of straps and looked at him. “I got this a week ago. Just in case. If you don’t want to I understand.”

“If I don’t want to what?”

For answer she stepped into the straps and adjusted them, then she took a plastic penis out of the drawer and snapped it into the socket in the groin area of the straps.

She stepped over next to the bed and looked down at him. “Are you man enough to be a woman?”

Ron’s eyes were open, his mouth opened a bit, then he closed his mouth and nodded. “We can do this.”

“Then I want you to turn around on all fours. And leave your cock hard.”

Ron followed her directions, and she stepped in between his legs.

Jan dipped her fingers into a jar of lube and touched his asshole.

He gasped.

“Okay? It didn’t hurt?”

“God, it felt good!”

She smiled and began reaming him, using one finger at first, then increasing the number of fingers until she had four fingers in his asshole.

Ron was relaxed. He wanted this. He wanted to feel like a woman. He relaxed and she opened up his rectum and rubbed on all his nerves. Shortly he was moaning and twitching. His cock hung down, hard, and it was dripping pre-cum.

“Okay, honey. Here we go.”

She stepped forward and slipped her penis into him.

To Ron it felt like something opened his asshole, shot a big wave up his spine, and his scalp lifted off.

“AHHH!” Then he felt forward. His fall caught Jan by surprise and she had been relying on him for balance. She fell, too, and her cock was rammed, by her whole body weight, up his man pussy.

Ran cried out, but not in pain. it was all pure pleasure.

Jan began to hump him. She dug deep between his buns and pushed her big cock to the balls.

He moaned, and he tried to wiggle his ass and fuck back.

She drew her weight back a little and he pushed his ass back, waggling, corkscrewing, trying to get as much penis as he could.

He kept mumbling things. “Fuck!” “Oh, God!” “Gah…”

The orgasm, when it hit was immense. He had never felt anything like this in his life. It was better than any male orgasm he had ever experienced. It ripped out from his balls, up his shaft, and he knew he was cumming. He could hardly think, he was mind blasted, but…it was incredible.

Now this was something he could get addicted to, and he began to laugh. Then he felt Jan collapse on him, and she was laughing.

And they laughed and laughed and laughed…and then did it again.

END
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


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

‘The Pink Side of a Man!’

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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