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PART ONE

“Hold it right there!”

Leo froze.

“Put the deer down.”

Leo slowly bent at the knees, he placed the deer on the earth and slowly straightened up. He could see the rifle barrels following him.

“What is this?” He turned his head and squinted his eyes trying to see who was behind the barrel.

“Shut up.”

Uh oh. The second voice came from behind him. More than one, What the heck did they want?

Leo was wearing camo clothing and expensive waffle stompers.

“Remove your rifle with your left hand and place it on the ground.”

He couldn’t see who it was, he could only see shapes, but they were in the dark and he was in the light, and he made it a practice not to argue with people with weapons.

He followed directions and gently placed his Savage 220 rifle on the earth just this side of the deer.

“Back up.”

“I have a license.”

“Down on your knees and put your hands behind your head.”

Slowly, Leo complied.

“I’ve done nothing illegal. Who are you? What authority do you represent?”

“We represent the Fluffy Creatures of America.” Now that he was complying the voices spoke softer. They were women.

He wanted to turn and see who it was, but he didn’t dare. Now that he knew what to look for, however, he could make out the shape of the person in front of him. She was wearing a bulky jacket, but he could still make out breasts, and long hair.

“What do you want?”

He felt the woman moving up behind him.

The woman in front of him said, “Don’t try a thing. One twitch the wrong way and people will be able to see right through you.”

The woman behind him clicked a handcuff over one wrist, brought his arms behind him and clicked the other cuff on his other arm. She stepped back, and the woman in front of him stepped forward.

She was a looker. Long, brunette hair, but pulled back tight with a scrunchy. Dark make up outlined her eyes, and she was wearing camo make up on her face. Her body was killer. Large breasts, flaring hips,  and she was probably about six foot. A couple of inches taller than him.

He looked down at her weapon. It was a Ruger American Go Wild. A solid rifle, but not usually used for taking people hostages.

“I’ve got a hunting license. You should check it. In the front left pocket of my jacket. Check it. Then you should let me go.”

The girl behind him moved around him. She was another knock out. Good chest, pretty face with a pert nose and plump lips. And she was also slightly taller than him.

She was holding a Browning X-Bolt Western hunter. Another solid rifle. Both guns were good for hunting, but these girls, now that he could see them in better light, didn’t look like hunters.

“He’s a bit scrawny.”

Leo blinked. “What?”

But neither girl was set up for hunting. They had binocs, canteens, rifles…but they didn’t have the look. They looked more like models. Their clothes were clean, and even fashionable.

“Check his paper.”

Leo waited while the second girl moved up and unbuttoned his top pocket. She brought out the license and examined it. “Leo Tunstall. Yep. Everything is legal.”

“Excellent. Come along Leo. It’s only a short way.”

One of them nudged him with her rifle and he struggled to his feet. She pushed him down the trail with the barrel of her rifle.

“What about the deer?”

The first girl said, “I suggest you shut up before you piss me off.”

Leo walked, careful not to trip on a root, and headed for the nearby parking lot. The ground was leaf thick and slick, and he stepped into the parking lot and looked around. Two cars. One was a Jeep with a winch. His. The other was a brown van.

“Where are your keys?”

“Front right pocket.”

A hand reached into his pocket, wiggled around and actually bumped his dick. What the fuck?

“Okay, head for the van.”

He walked across the parking lot.

One of the girls must have touched a fob because the side door slid open.

“Listen carefully, Leo. Get into the van and lay on your belly. Stay in the center and put your head towards the front. You got that?”

“Yeah.”

It was awkward not using hands, and he grunted as his belly hit.

One of the girls stepped over him, he heard a ratcheting sound, then a chain was hooked into his handcuffs.” A motor, much like his winch, whirred. Suddenly his hands lifted up and he found himself hanging just off the floor. He groaned at the pain in his shoulders.

The girl outside the van stepped in  and knelt and lifted his hair. She looked him in the face. She had dark, green eyes. Her make up was heavy. He realized that these girls must have been waiting for him. Or for somebody.

“This is against the law, to hold somebody against their will.”

“It’s against God’s law to kill innocent creatures.”

“Bambi would feed me for three months.”

She slapped him in the face.

He knew, then, that he was prisoner of anti-gunners. People who believed that wildlife was sacred and man was second place on the food chain.

“If you let me go I won’t tell anybody.”

They ignored him. The girl who had slapped him got into the front seat and started up the motor. the other girl got out and closed the side door. He heard her walking away in the direction of his Jeep.

“You like music, Leo?”

For a moment he didn’t say anything, then he realized he should let these girls know he was a human being. “Country western.”

She turned the radio on and Nathaniel Rateliff came on. He was preaching about the dangers of booze and yelling ‘Gimme a drink!’

The van started up, and before they were out of the parking lot he heard the grumble of his old Jeep.

He tried to get his knees under him, but the girl had looped a rope around his ankles and stretched them out. No way he was going to stand up. No way he was going to get loose.

They wound through the countryside, and a few minutes later they turned onto the interstate.

Leo kept trying to flex his muscles and take some of the pressure off his shoulders. Every bump in the road, however, brought a shot of agony to his muscles.

The woman drove for a couple of hours. She didn’t respond to questions, just turned the music up louder to drown out Leo’s voice.

Leo was in agony. He remembered reading about John McCaine being tortured so badly he couldn’t raise his arms Now he knew what McCaine felt like.

THey stayed on the interstate most of the time, towards the end she left the freeway. For about fifteen minutes the van swayed through a series of curves, then it turned off on what felt like a fire trial, and it got rough.

Ruts, potholes, bumps and thumps, and Leo was sure his arms were going to be ripped right out of the sockets.

Finally, the van rolled to a stop. The woman turned the van off and sat for a minute. Then a glow of another set of headlights appeared and Leo’s Jeep pulled up next to the van. The girls got out of their vehicles and talked between the van and the Jeep for a minute.

Leo groaned, he tried to work his muscles, but the slightest move was bringing him pain.

Suddenly the van door slid open and light flashed in his eyes.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Aw, poor baby.”

The ratchet sound and he laid down. his arms lowered, and even that caused massive and sharp pain.

They grabbed him and pulled him to the edge of the van, then pulled him again and he fell to the ground. Body slam. Face plant. But that was nothing to the shrieking pain in his arms.

“But think how Bambi feels, eh, Leo?” One of the women muttered as they reached behind and pulled his arms up.

He rose to his feet and had only a moment to glance around.

He was between the two vehicles. He was on earth that was wet and slick. Not mud, but damped by the early morning dew. To the right, in front of the cars, was a cabin. It was made of logs and looked sturdy. Behind the cabin was a thick forest.

He managed to glance over his shoulder. A long, rutted road through more forest. A smaller car, maybe a Subaru, but probably four wheel drive.

They pushed him past the cars and he mounted three steps to a porch. On one end of the porch was a couch, besides which was a cooler. Probably beer.

On the other end of the porch was a tangle of fishing gear.

The door was opened and he was shoved into the cabin. The lights went on and he blinked and tried to see more.

A spacious living room with what looked like a hand woven rug. It was built of a variety of colors, and maybe constructed of used clothes.

A stairway leading up to the second story. Pictures of fluffy bunnies and raccoons and such on the walls. A leather couch, well worn.

A TV. Did they have cable? Or some sort of dish? Or what?

“Sit.”

He was shoved onto the couch. His arms were still in pain, but he was starting to feel things again. He hadn’t realized how numb his hands were.

On of the women went to the right and into a nook that was actually a pretty well packed kitchen. Big fridge, modern sink, coffee pot on the counter…and everything looked modern, clean and in good shape.

“We still have that veggie burger. Want to share?”

“Sure.”

The woman came back from the kitchen with two paper plates. The plates held a half a burger each and some chips.

“What is going on?” Leo asked, as the girls sat down on chairs across from him and started eating.

“You hungry, Leo?”

He said nothing.

“Bambi’s probably still back whee we left her.”

He started to say something, but stopped.

“Go on. We’re opposed to beating people on general principles…”

“Unless they really piss us off.”

“So go ahead and ask your questions.”

Leo hesitated, but since their hands were full they likely wouldn’t mistreat him. At least until they finished eating.

“Why did you kidnap me?”

The one on the right, the brunette who had first accosted him, said, “Crimes against the planet.”

“Killing a deer? I’m sorry, but I really do hunt for meat. That deer would provide food for several months.”

“You could grow vegetables.”

“Man needs protein, and fat. It’s necessary.”

The girls glanced at each other. They had tired expressions on their faces, as if they had heard these arguments before.

“Do you have names?”

The brunette said, “I’m Misty, and this is Foofoo.”

Obviously fake names, but, what the hell, it was a start. Leo had read extensively, and he had an interest in law enforcement and war, and he was familiar with the Stockholm Syndrome. People who are kidnapped will eventually empathize with their captors. But along with that was the theory that if you made your captors recognize you as a human being, if you made them empathize with you, then you stood a better chance of survival.

“Well, Misty and Foofoo. Can’t say as how I’m glad to meet you. This isn’t my idea of dinner and a movie.”

“He’s a smart ass.”

“He’s trying to schmooze us.”

“He’s pretty good, too. No panic visible.”

They spoke quickly, intelligent people.

“Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?”

“Crimes against the planet.”

“I’m guessing this is because I shot a deer.”

Foofoo gave a quick nod of her head as she scooped up chips. The sandwiches were pretty near gone and Leo’s belly hurt. He hadn’t eaten anything but a sandwich at noon the day previous.

“Does it matter that I have a legal license? That I’m shooting for sustenance?”

“Nope,” said Misty.

There wasn’t much to say to that. These girls were obviously but cases.  He actually wanted to talk a. bit more, try to get them on his side, but he doubted he could do that. They were true believers. It spurted out of him: “What are you going to do to me?”

The girls smiled, looked at each other, then back to him.

“We’re going to hunt you.” And they began chuckling.

In spite of the fact that this idea, them hunting him, was in the back of his mind, Leo was shocked.

He liked movies where people hunted people.

He had a copy of ‘The Most Dangerous Game,’ a flick starring William Holden, and probably the first movie to depict a psychotic big game hunter hunting humans on an island.

He loved versions of ‘The Island of Dr. Moreau,’ and he had a bootleg of ‘Shoot,’ the incredible Ernst Borgnine vehicle in which two groups of hunters go to war.

But that was all fantasy! He had no real desire to hunt, and especially not to be hunted.

“You’re going to kill me.”

“You might think so, but you might end up thinking death is fun.”

The girls giggled.

“I’m assuming you girls get the guns, but what do I get?”

Misty bit her lip to keep from laughing. “You get your dick.”

He blinked.

Foofoo smirked. “You ever want to shoot anything with your dick?”

He shook his head. He had thought things were resolving, that he understood what was happening, but there was something here that was beyond his understanding.

The girls finished eating and Foofoo took their plates into the kitchen and dropped them in a garbage can. She brought back two opened beers and handed one to Misty. They sat back on the couch and regarded Leo.

“I’m sort of glad he’s scrawny. The big, fat ones are harder to work with.”

“Yeah. He’s got nice eyes, soft skin. You go hunting often, Leo?”

“Once or twice a year. I need…it helps with food expenses.”

“Yes. that’s right. You kill for sustenance, not for pleasure.”

“But it does feel good, doesn’t it, Leo?”

Leo gave a slight shake of his head. “Does what feel good?”

“Pulling the trigger. Watching your victim jerk when the bullet hits it. Seeing the blood splatter.”

Leo had been leaning forward, now he sat back a little. He was actually surprised by the viciousness int he girl’s eyes. “No. I’m hunting because I need to. I don’t get any particular joy out of the act.”

“Bullshit.” The girls glared at him.

“What do you do with the antlers?”

“What about the skin.”

He protested, rather helplessly, “I don’t do anything with that stuff! I just have a butcher handle the deer.”

“What? You don’t like to get your hands dirty?”

“Get all that blood over them?”

“No! No! It’s not like that.”

The girls didn’t believe him. They glared at him.

“Look, I can see that you’re upset about hunting, but I swear I do it only for the food. Have you seen the prices of meat in the market these days?”

“You could go vegan.”

He took a deep breath. “I don’t want to be vegan. People, and I mean especially men, need a. certain percentage of protein in their body. Eating nuts and things isn’t enough.”

“It’s enough for us.”

“We’ve got different bodies.”

Misty looked at Foofoo. “Next thing you know he’s going to be lecturing us on how men are hunters and women should stay home and cook.”

“Yeah. The barefoot and pregnant thing.” she turned back to Leo. “You think I should stay home and walk around with a kid on the hip? You want to me to dress a certain way and shut up and go to the PTA?”

“What are you…”

“That’s exactly what he wants.”

“He wants us pregnant. Men!”

“And he wants to make us pregnant.”

Leo was stunned. They had been talking, and they had been angry, but how did they suddenly go off on this tangent?

“I don’t want to make—“

“Shut up,” snarled Missy. “We know what you want. You want to fuck us.”

“Suck our tits.”

“Eat our pussies!”

They rolled over each other, totally shutting him up with their complaints and assumptions.

“Look…”

“You look, asshole. Leo the Asshole! You look at us, and remember this as the day you got your comeuppance.”

“Yeah! You’re coming up.”

“But what have I…why are you getting all mad?”

“He kills Bambi…”

“A crime against the planet…”

“…and then asked what he’s done.”

“Okay! I won’t do it again! Let me go! I’ll never hunt again! I won’t even walk in the woods! Just let me go?” He felt a desperation welling inside.

The girls were silent for a second, but their faces were still twisted in rage. How two such pretty faces could look so ugly was a marvel.

Suddenly Misty unzipped her Jacket. Foofoo looked at her, grinned, and unzipped her own jacket.

The jackets came off and their very sizable bosoms were revealed. Large mountains with large, erect nipples supported by sturdy bras.

They stood up and undid their pants, stripped them off. They wiggled out of  their panties.

Leo stared, wondered what the fuck was going on.

“Misty turned and took Foofoo in her arms. Neither woman gave way, neither bent back, and there was an equality in their postures.

They kissed, a long, passionate kiss. A kiss of plump, sexy, moist lips, and their hands began to roam. They felt each others breasts. Mistty bent her head and sucked on Foofoo’s nipples. Foofoo groaned and arched her back. Misty reached down and grabbed Foofoo’s mons with a hand. She squeezed, and now Misty bent forward, put her head on Foofoo’s shoulder and groaned.

They fell on the couch and seemed to struggle for top position, but it was a friendly struggle, filled with giggles and groping hands.

Somehow, Misty ended up on top, her knee between Foofoo’s legs, pressing into the woman’s pussy.

They continued smooching, Foofoo’s breasts flattening out on the bottom, and Misty’s hanging down and touching Foofoo’s chest.

Misty slid her hand into Foofoo’s pussy. She rubbed, titillated, and finally stuck a finger into Foofoo’s vagina.

Foofoo gasped and bent to press her body upwards. Misty began finger fucking her, and was quickly up to three fingers. She ran those fingers in, creating. heat and moisture. Misty grinned and went to four fingers. Her thumb was up and Foofoo gasped and looked up at her. “Yes,” she said. “Do it.”

Misty pulled her hand half out and lowered her thumb. She moved her hand forward and foofoo held on, groaned, and wiggled her hole against Misty’s fingers.

Misty’s hand slipped inside Foofoo’s pussy. Foofoo couldn’t move, tried to hold on, but couldn’t even do that. Misty began to run her hand in and out. The sound of fapping filled the room.

Leo was caught. He was a straight arrow. He wasn’t sexually oriented, but he was heterosexual; he wasn’t enamored of Lesbian couplings.

Yet he stared, his mouth open. This was, in spite of his attitudes, the hottest thing he had seen.

He watched Foofoo began a grunting series of orgasms, Misty driving her hand in and out ruthlessly.

Then Foofoo gave way. She crested, and Misty waited a moment, then gently took her hand out.

Foofoo lay on her back, dazed and exhausted. Misty wiggled around and faced Leo. Her legs were open revealing a very, good looking pussy, and she showed her teeth to Leo. “What do you think, Leo, would you like to get some sex?”

Leo knew it was a trick question. There was no way this woman, this lesbian, was going to give him sex, and the idea of making love to a lesbian…he gave an internal shiver.

“Not your cup of tea, eh?”

Misty came off the couch and knelt in front of him. Her face was inches from his, her beautiful face.

Foofoo got up on one elbow and watched.

Misty leaned over to the end table and picked up a folding knife.

She unfolded it, careful not to break her nails. She grinned, reached up and began sawing into Leo’s jacket.

His jacket was thick, but the knife was sharp. The good news and the bad news was that Misty knew how to use a knife. With efficient slices the rendered the thin into pieces. She slid the knife up his sleeves.

Leo sat, frightened at the proximity of the knife, frightened that Misty might slip, maybe even on purpose.

She cut off his shirt next. Sliced the sleeves, removed the material in little patches and squares.

“How you doing, Leo?” she asked.

“Not too good,” he didn’t recognize the sound of his own voice.

“Oh, that’s too bad.” She reached for his belt.

He tried to bend out of her way, but she pushed him back, she was very strong, and sat on his lap. “If you fight it I might slip and make a mistake. You don’t want me to make a mistake, do you?”

“No.”

“Then hold still. Maybe I won’t castrate you.”

Leo managed to hold still. She grabbed his belt and sliced upward. the belt came loose. She pulled it out of the loops and tossed it on the floor.

“Why are you doing this?” Leo’s voice was even, but he was begging, and tears were on filling his eyes.

“For the planet.” She began slicing his pants.

Leo closed his eyes and she got off him. She moved around him, wielding the knife carefully, and within a minute his pants were shredded and all he had on was his Irish Setter VaprTrek Camo Boots.

“Nice boots,” Misty laughed, and she sliced down through the laces. She pulled the boots off easily, then left his socks on.

She sat back on the couch. Foofoo was sitting up now.

Leo sat quiet on the couch, his arms handcuffed behind him, wearing just socks, and was painfully aware that his dick was getting hard.

“Hey, look! Little Leo likes it!”

He wasn’t little, actually. He was a good eight inches.

“It’s being naked,” he whispered. He felt a deep shame to being exposed like this.

Foofoo knelt in front of him. She reached for his penis.

Leo tried to move back, but she held him firmly. “Don’t be like that, little Leo. Tomorrow you die, so today you should party. Right? Isn’t there some quote like that?”

“Some kind,” he muttered. He was embarrassed, but his eyes were open and he stared at the woman, his dick was throbbing in hr hand.

She stroked him gently. “Oh, little Leo, you are so caught. You love it and you hate it. Don’t you.”

“I hate it,” his voice gave a little sob.

“Sure you do, and you hate it. To be so powerless. To be handled like meat.

He felt it coming then. It came from Misty.

“Helpless, like Bambi.”

Leo didn’t know what to say, but he had to say something. Tears squeezed out of his eyes as he said, “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry that you killed one of God’s creatures? Or sorry that your cock is happy in my hand.”

“Please leave me alone.”

But she wouldn’t. Misty moved up next to Foofoo. She reached out and grabbed Leo’s nipple. She twisted it slowly, then harder, harder.

Tears fell from Leo’s eyes as he tried to move with the twist, to somehow lessen the pain he was feeling.

“How do you think Bambi felt when your bullet ripped into her? Like this?”

She was digging in her nails now, squeezing, twisting, and there as nothing he could do but suffer.

Then the girls both sat back. They folded their arms, emphasizing their large breasts, and glared at him.

“What else have you hunted, Leo?”

“I don’t know…things…” he was sobbing lightly and his nipple felt like it needed medical attention.

“Bunny rabbits? Little duckies? Moose?”

“No. I don’t know. Leave me alone.

Foofoo got up and came around and sat down next to him. She was turned towards him, pressing her breasts against his arm. “What if we let you go. Would you promise not to hunt again?”

Misty snorted.

“I know you said you would before, but things are getting serious here, Leo. Would you sell all your rifles? Get the Impossible burger at Burger King? Could you do that?”

He nodded slowly, tears splashing on her arm, which had snaked into his groin and was once again holding his cock.

His traitor cock, stiff and erect.

“We tried that, you know. Our first prey. We reasoned with him and he promised, and you know what he did?”

Leo shook his head.

“He sued us. Sued us! Can you believe it? And after promising us!”

“I won’t be that way,” Leo promised.

“Of course he didn’t win,” put in Misty. “All he got was laughed at. He was the big, strong man and we were the sweet, innocent, little girls.

“But it was terrible, having to go through that.”

“Fortunately, we found out where he lived, and after the trial was over and everything had died down, we paid him a call.”

“We showed him the error of his ways.”

Leo was moving his head back and forth between the two women.

“What’d you do to him?”

“Same thing we’re going to do to you.”

“Yeah. We’re going to show you the error of your ways.”

The girls sat and glared at him.

And damned if Leo’s dick didn’t just keep bobbing and throbbing.

The girls were done with him for now. A short while later they walked up the stairs, arm in arm.

“You haven’t gotten m off yet, Misty said.”

“Don’t worry, honey, I’m going to bow your mind.”

“I was sort of hoping you’d blow something else.”

They giggled. At the top landing they turned to Leo.

Leo lay on the couch and watched them.

“Nightie night, Leo.”

“Do’t go away.”

And they laughed as they disappeared from his sight.

He listened, and heard the sounds of love making.

They had turned off the lights and he was laying in gloom. There was an eyebolt in the floor and they had run a chain from his handcuffs to the eyebolt. The couch was soft so he wasn’t entirely uncomfortable, but he still had his hands cuffed behind his back. He was also naked.

It was warm in the house, there was electric heating. He lay silent, quite aware of his cock sticking out, drilling the air. Why did penises have to have their own minds?

The sound of lovemaking faded. A board creaked, settling with the seasons. He heard the far away sound of an owl talking in the night.

He was trapped. He had been kidnapped and was being held prisoner.

But what did the two girls want?

What were they going to do to him.

He lay awake for an hour, unable to stop thinking. then, blessedly, he slept.


PART TWO

“Rise and shine!”

“He’s already risen!”

Leo awoke to find the two girls laughing at him. And at his morning wood. They were both naked.

“Fuck,” he said, sitting up. “I gotta go!”

Misty handed him a pan, “Kneel, serf, and address your mistress.”

She put a pan on the floor and Leo slipped to his knees in front of it. Foofoo knelt and grabbed his cock and aimed it.

Leo peed, and it was a relief, and an embarrassment.

“Whee!” giggled Foofoo, spraying his urine around the bottom of the pan.

A minute and he sighed and was empty. But he was still hard. Foofoo saw to that. She jacked him and grinned. “Bet you like that, eh?”

Suddenly Misty sat on the couch behind him. She grabbed his neck and pulled him back.

“Suck that hog, baby!” she shouted.

Foofoo went down on him. She held his balls and fondled them as she ran her mouth up and down his dong.

“Fuck!” cried out Leo.

Misty had him bent back and she ran her hands down to his nipples. She kissed his ear, nibbled on it, as she gently raked hi nipples were her long fingernails.

For a minute Leo made sounds, protested, then he gave in. It felt good. Heck, he might be a prisoner, and they might be lesbians, but what man could resist a soft mouth on his penis? Gentle hands playing with his privates?

“That’s a boy, honey,” Misty teased him. “Just relax and let us have a good time with you.”

He gulped, and suddenly felt his cock start to throb. He was going to squirt! But he didn’t want to!

“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

Foofoo withdrew. His cock was red and the blood pulsed through it.

“Oh, honey. You didn’t think I was going to let that bad boy spit in my mouth, did you?”

They let Leo go then. They got up and went into the kitchen. Shortly the smell of bacon and eggs wafted through the cabin.

Leo was starving. It felt like his belly button was rubbing on his spine.

The girls chatted in low voices, filled their platters with hot eggs and sizzling bacon. Slices of toast, slathered with butter and grape jelly, appeared on the edges of the plates. They filled two tall glasses with fresh squeezed orange juice. They came back into the living room and sat down in the two chairs they had sat in the night before. They ate hungrily, and Leo gulped and watched.

“Aw, poor little Leo, he’s hungry!”

Foofoo laughed. “You want some food, little Leo?”

Leo said nothing. But his eyes spoke volumes.

“I’ll bet you Bambi wants some food, too.”

“Oh, that’s right, Bambi isn’t with us any longer.”

“Poor Bambi.” There was an edge to Foofoo’s voice that gave harsh warning to Leo.

“Oh, give him something to eat,” Foofoo.

“Maybe I should.”

“Sure. He’s been a good boy.”

Foofoo stood up and came to him. She was holding her half eaten plate in one hand, her breasts were large and loomed over him. “You can eat, but if you bite I’ll cut off your balls.”

She put stepped up on the couch and, one holding the plate, she pushed him back with the other hand. She walked forward and placed her knees on the back of the couch.

Her pussy was in his face. He wanted to shriek, to cry, but all he could do was watch her hairy slit come down on his face.

“Come on, baby!” yelled Misty.

She smushed her vagina down, slid her slit onto his nose, ground her labia down and moved her clitoris all over his face.

Leo had a hard time breathing.

“Eat, you bitch!” she shouted cheerfully.

He had to eat. He had never been one for cunnilingus, but he had to eat, if only to move around and get his mouth free enough to breath.

She ground her pussy down, and he could tell she was really getting off on this.

“Please,” he gargled from underneath her.

She kept grinding her pussy onto him as she ate from her plate.

He pushed his face forward, then pulled it back suddenly. He turned his face so he could gasp a bit of air. He was lightheaded and ready to faint when she finally straightened her legs and backed off.

“He’s not bad. Pretty sloppy, but sometimes that’s a good thing.”

“Ooh, I have to get some,” and Misty moved forward.

They attached ropes to eyebolts in the far walls, then to Leo’s hands. They pulled the ropes until the were tight, then Misty undid his handcuffs.

He was sore, slow to move, and he didn’t have a chance to struggle, let alone effect an escape.

They pulled on the ropes until his arms were stretched out, then they tied the ropes off and did the same to his legs.

Misty held a spray can and began coating his arms and legs, his torso. The two girls quickly smushed the goop into his flesh. When they were done he was covered, especially the groin, but not the scalp, with the stuff, which started to foam.

Leo was trying to figure out what they were doing, and they laid a tarp under him. Then they placed a couple of buckets of water on the ground under him.

Misty had to push his dick aside when it slapped her in the face.

“Damn. The gift that keeps on giving, eh?” She stroked it for a while.

Leo grunted. He was getting close again. He wished he had some clothes. He wished he was home watching TV. He wished anything but to be there.

Suddenly he felt the heat.

“Hey!” This stuff is burning me!”

“Whee! We’re burning the bad, old witch!”

But they immediately grabbed sponges and began wiping his body.

The goop came off, along with his hair.

“What’s happening?”

“Nair, baby.”

They chuckled and kept rubbing his flesh. The hair under his arms came off, on his back, and…in his groin. He looked down when they were done and he was baby butt nekkid down there.

“Why?” he asked, totally puzzled.

“So you can be a Bambi.”

That certainly confused him. He knew these girls were nuts, but…how nuts? This made no sense!

When he was clean they began to dress him.

They wrapped a garment around him, fastened it with velcro. There was a piece hanging down, almost like a loin cloth, and the pulled it up and attached it to the belt part. He was snug inside the weird underpants, and his cock kept struggling to get free.

They brought out a gallon jug of something, and began injecting it into his chest. Injection after injection. His eyes open in horror, he saw small mounds appear out of his pectorals. The mounds grew larger and larger.

“You’re giving me tits?” he gasped.

“Boobies, baby. Breasts. And they are going to be the cat’s meow when we’re done.

“Better put the bra on him. He’s sagging pretty badly.

Misty ran a bra around his belly, fastened it in the rear, then flipped the cups up and tugged the bra up. His new boobs fit into the cups and she pulled the straps over his shoulders and ran the ends through the sliders and rings. She adjusted him until his boobs were firmly encased.

“Don’t worry. This is good material. It won’t break when you start running.”

“Running? Why would I run?”

They wrapped a dress around him. They pulled it tight so that his figure was showing. In the reflection from the front window he could see how feminine his body was. He had big boobs, his waist was cinched by the dress, his hips flared out.

“Hey, he’s pretty cute.”

“Not like that redhead we caught back in October.”

“Oh, yeah…the redhead. He was a looker.”

“She.”

I stand corrected She.”

“You’ve made men into women before?” Leo looked at them.

“All the time. Then we turn them loose, and then we go hunting.”

“”You hunt…men?”

“You’re my Bambi, honey. I’m going to hunt your ass.”

“But this is crazy! This is murder! You can’t do this!” He struggled, but he was caught and the girls just stood back and watched him, big smiles on their faces, until he was exhausted.

“Isn’t this what you did to that deer? Hunted her down and killed her?”

“It was a buck! And it keeps the deer population down!”

“I’ll bet it does.”

Foofoo took a moment to grab his dick, which was popping through the fold of the dress, and stroked it. “It’s bad to kill innocent, young things. Wouldn’t you agree?” She kissed his mouth then.

He jerked back, but she had just splatted him, then grinned. “Ever kissed somebody who just ate pussy?”

He wanted to go ‘EW!’ but he didn’t. He just stared at her as his mind ruptured and struggled to come to a level keel.

“Okay, Bambi, we’re going to do your nails now. If you move your fingers we’re going to prick you with a pin.”

“A prick for a prick,” laughed Foofoo.

They prepped his finger nails, then glued long fake nails over them. Finally, they painted them a bright, red color. He turned his head from side to side, watched them as they worked.

“Look, his dingle is donging again.”

It was true. His penis was undergoing erection.

“I can’t help it,” he blurted.

“I’ll bet you can’t. There’s a little bit of the sissy in you.”

“There’s a little bit of the sissy in all men.”

“Do you remember that big guy? The really big guy?”

“The one with the beard?”

“Yeah.”

“How could I forget! It took me an hour to shave him.”

“And he was ugly under that beard.”

“That beard was just an excuse to hide how ugly he was.”

“Bambi here doesn’t need a beard.”

“No. She’s a cutie pie.

They coated his fingernails with lacquer, and it was a weird sensation to move his fingers, to feel the long nails touching.

“We gonna do his tootsies?”

“Sure.”

They sat by his feet, pulled off his socks, and went to work. Again, he stared down at one foot, then the other. His toes became red and shiny in short order.

“Okay,” said Misty, as the girls stood up. “It’s face time.”

“Face time?”

“Got to make you pretty if we’re going to hunt you.”

“Now don’t move your face. We don’t want to make you ugly.”

Misty cleansed his pores, running a little sponge over his flesh, then Foofoo primed his skin. As they worked they joked, talking of men they had made up, of men they had hunted.

“You remember Bob? The muscle guy?”

“He was a kick. When we shot him he struggled so hard.”

“But he also learned to love it.”

Misty stopped applying foundation and looked at Leo. “What’s with it with men? We put a little make up on and…” she moved her leg and his cock was pressed to the side. It had been continually bouncing against her body as she worked on him.

Leo turned bright red. To have make up put on him. Oddly, it was more scary to have make up applied to his face than the idea of being shot.

They worked on his eyes, gave him color, curled his lashes.

Misty pulled a wig over his head. It was blonde, and she took it off so Foofoo could attach a skull cap to his head. Misty moved back in and glued the wig to a strip of material running around the skull cap.

The hair settled down over his shoulders.

Foofoo took his face in one hand and rolled lipstick onto his lips. She stood back and smiled.

Past her shoulder Leo could see his reflection  in the window.

He was a woman. As good as.

The dress material around his waist had pulled out a little, but some women do have a little chub around the waist.

But that chub was offset by his big boobs.

“What have you done?” he whispered, which caused the girls to howl in laughter.

“He wants to know what we’ve done!”

“Misty moved up to him then and in a low voice growled, “It’s about what we’re going to do to you.

Leo stared at her, and he felt fear building.

Once they were done with him, had him feminized, they went upstairs and got dressed in hunting camos. They came down carrying gun cases.

“You can’t do this. This is murder!”

“Yep. But not completely.”

“What?”

“We’re going to give you a chance.”

“A bigger chance than you gave Bambi.”

He struggled a little, but he already knew struggling wouldn’t get him anywhere.

They put the gun cases to the side and sat down on their chairs.

“Well, little Leo, we’ve come to the end of the ride.”

“What are you going to do?”

“We already told you. We’re going to hunt you down and shoot you. When we get done with you you’ll never hunt another deer again.”

They smiled happily.

Leo tried. “My life is worth more than that of a deer. I’ll never hunt again anyway. This is absolutely insane. I’ve got family! You can’t do this!”

He blathered on for long minutes, and they watched and were content to just listen.

Finally, he ran down.

Misty smiled. “I guess those were his last words.”

“I guess.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Why not? You could shoot Bambi, why can’t we shoot you?”

“I’m a human being.”

Misty turned to Foofoo. “I think he’s about to go on another rant. Shall we get on with it?”

“Yes. They day is getting on, and I’d like to get done. Maybe we can catch a movie tonight.”

“Oh, I’d like that.”

“Or we could binge watch Breaking Bad.”

“Even better.”

They turned to Leo.

“Okay, our little Bambi. Time for you to make a run for it.”

Leo was almost blubbering.

Misty unfolded a map. She held it so he could see it.

“Here’s the cabin right here,” she pointed at a red X on the map. Follow this squiggly line to a big rock. Go around the rock and there’s a trail that will lead you across this stream, down a hill, and you’ll be able to see your Jeep over here. It’s not much of a parking lot, but the keys are in the Jeep. If you make it to the Jeep we won’t shoot you.”

Leo looked at the map. “Why can’t I cut across? Why do I have to go around.”

“Oh, you could. If you don’t mind the swamp and the snakes and things.”

His eyes went back and forth between the girls.

“And you’re going to be chasing me.”

They smiled.

“Why can’t I have a gun?”

“Oh, Leo! Don’t you know? Bambi’s don’t have guns. That’s what makes them so much fun to hunt. Right?”

There was nothing he could say to that.

The girls went to the sides of the cabin. They each had a sidearm in holsters, and they took them out.

“Don’t try to get to us, Leo. We’re both pretty good shots.”

They loosened the ropes. Leo untied his hands, rubbed his wrists.

“Out the door, Bambi. Run for your life.” Foofoo’s voice was cold and hard.

He walked to the front door, turned the knob, opened the door. He turned to them.

“Did you have something to say, sweetheart?” Misty cooed with a grin.

“If I make it…”

“We know. You’ll hunt us down and make us pay.”

“Or suffer. Sometimes they want to make us suffer.”

“Suffer, pay, whatever. The sun isn’t standing still, Leo.”

Leo went through the door and the race was on.

Leo figured they would give him until he was across the clearing, but they didn’t.

He trotted across the porch and down the steps, then raced, as best he could, across the clearing.

He had no shoes and socks. He was wearing a dress and if he fell there was no protection for his hands or knees.

Still, he had to make tracks. Halfway across the clearing, however, Misty called out, “Run, Bambi! Run!”

Crap! They weren’t waiting at all. He risked a glance over his shoulder and saw they were opening their gun cases. They wouldn’t get a shot off before he was out of sight, but only if he hurried.

He ran over the clearing, lifting his feet up whenever he placed his feet on a piece of gravel or a sharp rock.

Down the fire trail driveway. He had to slow down and pick his way carefully. Those damned pebbles were killing his feet.

The map had been out of scale. Where he should have seen a big rock was just more trees. It had to be further.

He realized he had been holding his breath because of the rocks under foot and he forced himself to breath.

In spite of his frantic race, it was a beautiful morning. The air was crisp and the sun was already starting to heat up.

He crossed a dribble of a stream, had to place his feet carefully. He thought he heard voices—were they this close to him—and ran harder.

The trail went up and down slightly, not enough to wreck him, but enough so that he had to change his gait frequently.

He stopped, listened, nothing.

Okay.

Two miles further on he came to the rock. Okay. Three miles to the rock from the cabin. Maybe four circuitous miles to the stream, then two miles to the parking lot. He could do it. He had to do it.

He rounded the rock and found himself struggling up a short hill. At one point he had a view of the fire trail he had  just been on. He stopped for ten seconds to catch his breath and looked back. Nothing. No sign of the girls.

He ran on, and now he began to slow down and time himself.

He had been a runner in school. 440. Long enough to know how to pace himself. Short enough to know when to spurt.

The little trail was actually easier on his feet than expected, and there were times when he could put on a quick sprint. But there were a few parts when he had to pick his way, ouching as his feet took a beating.

He crossed the stream, and he felt better. He had heard nothing, there were no signs of pursuit, but he didn’t slow down.

Down the hill, maybe another mile or so…then he heard the sound of traffic. It was an acoustic oddity. The freeway had to be miles away, but he could hear it plainly.

As long as he didn’t hear the two maniac girls.

And, finally, his heart pounding, gasping for breath, his legs starting to shake, he came to the parking lot.

Fuck! He had made it! He was going to get away!

The parking lot was chip seal, which made it terrible on the feet. He could feel bits of tar sticking to his feet, and pebbles stuck to the tar. Half way across the parking lot he realized he should have run around the place.

Still, nothing to do but keep going. Biting his lip and trying to ignore his hurting feet, he closed the distance to his Jeep. Twenty feet, ten feet. He was there!

He exulted, looked behind him, then pulled the door handle. The door came open and he froze.

“Hello, Bambi.”

A thousand thoughts flashed through his mind. They had tricked him. Maybe they had driven, maybe they had cut across the supposed swamp with its snakes. Maybe they had a fucking helicopter.

Misty was on the other side of the car, the passenger door open. Her rifle was laid on the passenger seat and she had a perfect bead on his chest.

He was going to die. In a last ditch effort he screamed and tried to twist out of the way.

His scream was harsh, a ripping of the throat, and he heard the gun.

PHHT!

He blinked.

Phht? What kind of a gun goes Phht?

He looked down at his stomach. A feathered dart stuck out from his abs.

He looked up at Misty. “You…you…”

Misty smiled. “You aren’t going to go to sleep, Leo. You’ll be awake and aware, just unable to move. You’ll feel everything as we shoot you.

“But you just shot me?” What goes Phht?

Foofoo came around the end of the car. She moved quickly and pushed Leo forward so he collapsed on the front seat.

Lep managed to half turn a little, looked up at her, but his voice had left him. His eyes were open, however, and he watched as if from a distance.

“Poor Leo. This is just a tranq. We haven’t really shot you, yet.”

“Bu…” slobbered out of his mouth.

Misty appeared next to Foofoo. She helped get Leo out of the driver’s seat and walked him back towards the rear of the the Jeep. They placed him on the ground, his head slumped, his back against a tire.

“Leo, you are so pretty. this is going to be so much fun.”

While Misty talked Foofoo opened the back of his Jeep. The two girls pulled out a weird sort of horse. It had a wide plank up the center and little platforms for his knees and elbows. They placed it behind the Jeep and came back to Leo.

“Leo. We’re going to shoot you now, but you have to make a choice.”

“Wha…?”

The girls started to take off their clothes. They slipped out of their jackets, then their shirts. They stood exposed in sturdy bras, their large breasts swelling out of the cups.

Then they undid their zippers and lowered their pants.

Misty held up a rifle in one hand. A real rifle, not a tranq gun. “Do you want to be shot with this?” She presented the rifle. “Or with this?”

She reached down and waggled the strap on dildo jutting from her junction.

Leo tried to think…he could think…things made sense…but it was a slow process.

“This?” said Foofoo holding her rifle up. “Or this?” she waggled her plastic penis.

Leo was trying to think. he lifted a hand, it was like swimming in mud.

“This…or…”

Leo’s hand flopped down on Misty’s cock.

Leo was out of it…yet totally awake, totally feeling everything.

The girls stood him up and walked him over to the horse. They helped him onto it. He lay on the slightly curved plank and his butt was up in the air. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms and they fastened them down with leather strips that had velcro ends.

Leo lay there, trying to think. They had tricked him. They had tricked him and trapped him, and he had never had a chance. From the first time they held a gun on him to right now.

He was a Bambi. And for the first time in his life he realized what a deer must go through. Always aware, always alert, and yet, a hunter finds her. The deer raises its head, terror, loud noise, and a bullet pierces her hide, her flesh. Terror gone…Bambi gone.

And he was nothing but a Bambi. They stalked him, and he looked at them with terror in his eyes.

He was a Bambi.

Misty drove the van into the clearing and parked next to the horse. She brought out a jar of lube and began greasing Leo up. She smushed goo into his asshole and ran a finger into him.

He was unable to move, but he felt the incredible pleasure as her fingers explored him and opened him up.

Foofoo sat down next to his head. She was drinking a beer.

“You see, Leo, my little Bambi, it is unfair to shoot something that can’t shoot back.”

He said nothing, felt Misty pulling her fingers out and putting more in. He thought she had three fingers in him now, and it felt so good.

“We tried reasoning with a hunter, but he reported us. We barely squeaked out of that one. We had to act like airheads, though, and that was sort of demeaning. Now, however, we have it down to a science.”

Misty slid four fingers into him. Her thumb was straight up. She turned the fingers and his asshole accommodated, and all his nerves were exploding with sensation.

“We catch a hunter, we show him how unfair it is, then we fuck him. I suppose it’s dreadfully emasculating, maybe it’s not, but…to have a big dick up your ass. But would you rather make love or make war?”

Misty pulled her thumb down. She had her whole hand in him now. She moved it back and forth and he could feel her fingers inside him. He was having a hard time breathing because she was taking his breath away. He had never felt anything like this.

“We actually got the idea from a blog somewhere. The blogger was saying that people should shoot wildlife with cameras, not guns. But we took it a step further. We shoot them with our dicks. Oh, we thought about shooting them with cameras, but where’s the lesson? Where’s the embarrassment and emasculation.

Misty pulled her fist out of him and he finally felt the tip of her dick nibbling at his rectum. She held it with her hand and rubbed it against his button, then she slid it into him. Even though he was mostly paralyzed he gasped.

Foofoo smiled. “Isn’t that fun? Of course, you will be ashamed for awhile, but at some point you’ll get over that. The paralysis of your muscles isn’t long lasting. By the time I fuck you you’ll start fucking me back. That’s a good sign the tranq is wearing off, when you start pushing your ass back and trying to get more dick.

Misty slid in and out, in and out. She corkscrewed him, and he felt the end of her pecker rolling around inside his rectum. She reached under him and began massaging his balls in time with her thrusts.

Leo groaned.

“After we fuck them for a while we turn them loose. You would be surprised at how many come back.”

Leo’s eyes raised sightly towards her, and she saw it. “Oh, yes. We actually have a reunion of sorts. We try to schedule if for a long weekend. We have hunters from all over coming back to be hunted. And we even have a group like us who can’t do this full time like Misty and I. They volunteer to come out on the long weekends and lend their ‘expertise’ to the festivities. I tell ya, it’s a real blast. We’ll put you on our mailing list if you want. We only charge a hundred bucks, and you get a whole long weekend, but you do have to bring a lot of beer. Everybody likes to drink beer.”

She leaned down and looked into his eyes, pulled his cheek down so she could look into his eye better.

“Hey, Misty?”

“Yeah,” Misty grunted, pounding into Leo’s asshole.

“He’s starting to wear off. You want to give me a turn?”

“Sure.”

With that Misty pulled out and Foofoo went to Leo’s backside.

In an instant Foofoo was plastic balls deep in his asshole, pumping and humping. She was fresh rested and Leo’s asshole woke up and celebrated.

Misty sat down and opened a beer. “Can give you any alcohol, not with the tranq in your system. But I’ll enjoy it for you.”

Leo was able to move enough to watch her guzzle the beer.

She lowered the beer and smiled at him.

“So now you’re a Bambi. How does it feel?”

“Unh…unh…”

“Oh, sorry. Give it another few minutes.”

Foofoo had a hold of his hips now. His dress was over his back and she screwed her dildo into him like there was no tomorrow.

Misty reached under him and grabbed his penis. “Okay, Bambi. It’s not all torture. Sometimes there’s good with the bad.”

She jacked his cock, slapped his balls, and Leo instantly felt the urge surge. He needed to cum.

“I know, Bambi. Let it out. Once you’ve cum with a dick up your ass it’s all over for you.”

The feeling got closer and closer. Misty’s hand flew up and down. She squeezed his balls and even kissed him.

“Oh!” He shouted, his first intelligible words since being tranqed.

“Fuck!”

He began to shoot. Misty grinned and kept stroking him. Foofoo kept pounding his ass, and the semen came out, and out, and out. Big squirts, a series of dribbles, then he was done.

Foofoo gently pulled out of him and he lay on the horse. He was conflicted. He liked it. He liked getting his ass fucked.

But he was a man, and he had some adjusting to do.

“Okay, honey, we’ll get you out now.”

They released the straps and helped him off the horse. He stood on quavering legs and looked first at one, then the other.

“Well, Leo, how does it feel to be a Bambi?”

Leo didn’t say anything for a second, then he gulped and nodded slowly. “Pretty good.”

The girls yipped and high fived.

“Another convert!” yelled Misty.

And Foofoo looked at Leo. “All right. Come on, Bambi. Let’s go get some dinner and put you on the mailing list.”

“Maybe we can even fuck a bit. Would you like that?”

Once again, Leo nodded.

END
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“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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