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    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    The fun was only starting. 
 
    Jack worked in a daze, a sexual haze, and money came pouring in. But Heather was thinking of the next step. 
 
    And what was the next step? 
 
    She had controlled him, dominated him, but…what could she do now? 
 
    She turned to that great font of information, the internet, and she researched, and now she had more specific questions, and she was searching for some kind of intuitive answer. Oddly, she found it in a chatroom. She came across a thread where a girl was trying to bring her man to the next step, and Heather’s eyes lit up. 
 
      
 
    “Jack! Come on in here!” 
 
    Jack was done for the day. He had written over 20,000 words, which was considered pretty good. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?”  
 
    She was sitting at the table, a book of fashion tips was open in front of her. 
 
    “Which are better?” She turned the book around and Jack saw rows of fake nails. Some were blunt, some sharp, different colors, patterns, and so on. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I never thought about it.” 
 
    “Start thinking. I want you to pick out the prettiest nails in here. And you can take your time. Pull a chair over here.” 
 
    Jack moved a chair next to her. She began playing with his caged cock while he flipped through the pages. 
 
    “Hard to concentrate with you doing that,” he moaned a little. 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to stop, so just get used to it.” 
 
    He turned another page, moved his finger along the rows of nails, then finally came to a decision. He pointed at some almond shaped nails. They were designed to extend a quarter inch beyond the tip of the finger and were a gentle round tip. 
 
    “Excellent. What about color.” She flipped to a color chart. 
 
    “That’s easy.” He pointed at a red that was shimmery and deep and electric. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “What? Too much?” 
 
    “Nah. You just always surprise me, Jack. This fetish for red lips,” she pursed hers and his eyes immediately latched on to her lips. “And I never even thought about red for nails.” 
 
    She lifted his chin and made him look at her eyes. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “For paying me compliment? I don’t think so.” She smiled. “Now, Jack, do you think I should wear red lips all the time? And red nails?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he breathed out. She even felt a pulse in his cage. 
 
    “And what about you? Should you wear red nails and red lips?” 
 
    “I’m a guy.” 
 
    “Oh, so you don’t have lips? Or nails?” 
 
    No, I…is this a trick question?” 
 
    “Maybe. But answer it anyway.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “So you don’t want to look in a mirror and think how hot you are? You don’t want me staring at you? Unable to take my eyes off your beautiful, brilliant, red lips?” 
 
    “Well, uh…it’s not right.” 
 
    “You don’t want to be writing, looking at your hands, totally turned on by the clickety clickety of hard nails tapping on the keyboard?? 
 
    He was silent. He was conflicted, but his cock surging in his cage was the real answer. 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you what, Jack. I’m going to experiment with you. I’m going to play with your nails, nothing bright red, just make them clean and defined, sharp and shiny. A see through lacquer. Would you like that?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Jack, look at me.” He was looking at her, but she pursed her lips into a kissy shape and he was really looking at her. At her lips. At her sweet, moist, beautiful, full lips. He couldn’t take his eyes off them. 
 
    She smiled. It was as if he was hypnotized. 
 
    “Jack,” she whispered. 
 
    “Yeah,” he was like a dumbstruck ox. 
 
    “You want me to fix your nails, don’t you.” 
 
    “Uh…” a bead of sweat appeared on his forehead. 
 
    “I could make them all pretty, and yet not put any of that nasty red on them.” She lifted his hand and kissed the back of it lightly. Not enough so she would leave a lip print, but enough so that he would feel electrified all the way to his balls. 
 
    “I would sand them, push the cuticle, trim them, put a light coat of see through on them.” She sucked on his middle finger. It disappeared between her lips so sensually, and his cock was struggling in the cage, pushing and swelling and acting like it wanted to get free and be a wild beast. 
 
    “Come on, Jack. For me? For pretty, little me?” 
 
    “Well, I guess…I guess…maybe a little…” 
 
    “Excellent. She spit out his finger and sat back, victory written across her face. 
 
    Jack came to himself and realized what she had done. “Hey! No…wait a minute.” 
 
    “Too late. La la. Jack’s going to get a manicure.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She leaned forward and picked up his hand again, kissed his finger, sucked it, then said: “Why do you think they call it a ‘man’-icure?” 
 
    Jack lost the argument. 
 
    The next day, Jack ate lunch. He was naked, and his cock was dripping, and Heather pushed his plate aside and began working on his hands. He watched, fascinated while she sanded, trimmed, and coated his nails with a clear polish. 
 
    “That looks pretty sexual,” he muttered. 
 
    “Only ‘cause you’ve got sexual on the mind,” she teased. 
 
    He couldn’t argue with that. 
 
    Finally, he held up his hands and said, “That’s too feminine to be in public.” 
 
    “So wear gloves,” Heather tossed at him as she put her nail kit away. “Now, go turn yourself on at the keyboard.” 
 
    Jack stood up and walked into the computer room, he was staring at his hands the whole time. 
 
    He began typing, and, at first, he couldn’t concentrate. Long minutes passed while he struggled to make something work, but he was obsessed, captured by his own hands. 
 
    Heather watched and frowned. She didn’t think it was possible, but it looked like Jack was too horny to work. She tapped her chin with one nail and considered what to do. Take off the polish? Admit defeat? She didn’t want to do that. Surely there had to—she felt it. She felt the switch click in Jack’s mind. 
 
    Suddenly he slumped, then he straightened up, then he clicked through a blank page and began typing. 
 
    It took her a while to figure what had happened, but when she did she was once again impressed by Jack’s ingenuity. 
 
    She came close enough to read his words, and realized that he was writing about nails. Long nails, sexy hands, bright, red colors, and she knew he was writing in the future. He was writing a section on hands, and then he would go back and continue the plot, and somewhere in the future his section on hands would slip into place, easy and natural. 
 
    That was something Heather didn’t understand, how somebody could write a book out of order. Write the ending first, then the middle, or just jump around and write the last ten pages first, then something from the beginning, then something from the middle, and then it all feel into place. All the pieces made the whole story. 
 
    But Jack could do it. And he would tell her later that he didn’t usually like to do that, it was more fun to just let the story roll out, but it wasn’t hard to do if he felt like it. 
 
    And the polished nails suddenly made him feel like it. 
 
    Heather smiled and went back to her own work. She published and wrote releases and was content. And she was right to be content, because though Jack got off to a slow start, by the end of the day he was well over 20,000 words. 
 
    Finally, he came into the kitchen. He had worked late, but that was one thing Heather let him do. And for a change Heather had dinner ready for him. 
 
    “So,” she asked as they ate fish and chips, “How is my little Nail Boy?” 
 
    Jack’s mouth twisted in a wry smile, “Sort of surprised. Once I got started…it actually…” 
 
    “You liked the click of your nails on the keyboard.” 
 
    He nodded, almost ashamed to admit how right she was. “It was like a rhythm, and I could feel myself getting faster, searching for a higher rhythm. 
 
    “So are you ready for red nails?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. These are pretty tough as it is.” 
 
    “Okay, so a light pink. Barely more than your natural color.” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    He was hooked, but he was resisting. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. Next Saturday I’m going to fix your nails. Bright red. And you’re going to make and serve me dinner.” 
 
    He stopped, blinked, and there was a big thud in his chest. A Jack stopper. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “You do, and you will. This is an official company order.” 
 
    Jack looked down at his plate. 
 
    “Jack.” 
 
    He looked up at her. She took out a tube of red lipstick and began touching up her lips.  
 
    He was caught. Snagged like a fish on a hook. He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. All he could do was stare at that lush color, those beautiful lips. 
 
    She smacked her lips and said, “Next Saturday. I’d like something off the barbie. Steak is good. And make sure you cook the potatoes long enough. I’ll be in charge of drinking.” 
 
    “In charge of…” he wasn’t really aware that he as speaking, and then he said, as if in a dream, “Will you drain me?” 
 
    “You do this for me, and I will drain you. I will wring you out. I will leave not a drop of semen in you.” 
 
    “Then…then…yeah…I guess so.” He was speaking to her lips, his voice was soft, as if it was coming from somewhere else, but his word was good. 
 
    “It’s date.” 
 
    Jack wrote furiously all week. He ate her pussy with a vengeance, and all week long she would catch him at odd times, staring at his nails, and wondering. 
 
    Saturday, and he woke up early so he could write early, and quit early. 
 
    Four in the afternoon, it was warm and balmy. 
 
    Heather stripped his nails, soaked them, sanded them, trimmed them, and applied the glue. “I’ve never used this glue before, Jack. I hope it’s not too strong.” It was, she had made sure of that. 
 
    She pressed the fakes on him. They were almond shaped, like he had picked out, and just a bit longer than he had imagined. He stared at how they extended past his real nails. 
 
    “Wow,” he muttered, staring at them. 
 
    Then she colored them, the hardest enamel she could find, three coats, from cuticle to tip. She made it look easy. They waited while the paint dried, and Heather poured a drink and held it to his lips.  
 
    Finally, she put on a topcoat of ‘Tenoverten,’ the hardest topcoat in all naildom. 
 
    “There you go, slick. You now have the prettiest hands on the block.” 
 
    And he did. He lifted his hands up and turned them. He had long, slender nails and the red color topped them off perfectly. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Now, about that steak.” 
 
    “Will the heat of the grill effect these nails?” 
 
    “Nope. But don’t try cooking your hand to find out.” 
 
    He smiled. He looked down at his glass. His mind was feeling sort of ‘fluttery,’ and he picked up the glass, his first official job with his new hands, and he sipped. And he stared at the way his hands closed around the glass, the way his fingers seemed longer, how the color went with the deeper amber of the whiskey and Coke. 
 
    Heather scooted over to him. “Jack.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Put your hands on my face, hold my face.” 
 
    As if in a daze he watched his hands move towards her, cup her cheeks, and the red nails against her white skin cause his dick to surge, and his knees to grow weak. 
 
    “You could have these all the time.” 
 
    “Oh.” He was too dazed to say anything else. 
 
    She took one of his fingers and began to suck it. Jack felt his chest surging. He felt warm, almost like he was going to hav an orgasm. 
 
    “Now, feed me.” 
 
    Jack went to the grill, staring at his hands as he walked, and almost tripping. 
 
    Heather watched him and giggled, and she felt warm, almost like she was going to orgasm. His hands looked so cool, so female, and she was experiencing a flood of heat and emotions. More than that, she was dripping. Wet. If she had sat on a dry sponge it would have been soaked in a minute. 
 
    Jack turned on the barbecue, got out the steaks, put them on the grill, all while watching his hands. 
 
    Heather stood next to him. She held his drink with a straw in it and she kept holding the straw to his mouth. Jack was so enamored with his nails he couldn’t even drink on his own. 
 
    Conversation wasn’t happening, but that was okay with Heather. She liked to talk, but she could see that what was happening to Jack was more than simple words. 
 
    Finally, the steaks were done, and they ate, and Jack finally started coming back to earth. Still, he was obsessed, and they talked mostly about fingernails. When had she worn her first pair, what colors she liked, how do you fix a chip, and so on. 
 
    On one hand, it was a dry, uninteresting conversation, but the electricity possessing Jack made it absolutely fascinating. 
 
    Later, they sat on the back lawn on tube chairs. They watched the sunset. Jack was half sloshed, turned on more than he had ever been. Heather was feeling sloshed, but also wet and horny. 
 
    On one hand, she was ready for a good dicking, but that wasn’t due for a couple of weeks. 
 
    On the other hand, she couldn’t wait to get Jack on the horse. She wanted to watch his red nails as he groaned and moaned. She wanted to watch his hands clench as pleasure overtook him. 
 
    Simple red nails. Who would have thought? 
 
    And, the darkness swallowing the day, their awareness wonderfully golden by bourbon, she took his hand and led him out to the garage. And it was a good night for both of them. 
 
    She fucked him, and drained him, and he felt like he was in Oz. He was a magical creature with magical hands, and he couldn’t stop staring at them. 
 
    And she had her own orgasm, without penetration, just made so hot by the way she took him, his arched back, her sweat dripping on him, the sight of her dildo disappearing up his hole. 
 
    She really didn’t think anything could get better. 
 
      
 
    Lipstick was harder, and easier. 
 
    It was harder because she had to take her time. It was easier because he really wanted it. 
 
    “Here, honey,” she said, after lunch one day, and she put some cherry lip balm on his lips, “You look like you’re getting chapped.” 
 
    He wasn’t, but she didn’t care. She just wanted to start him on the next step. 
 
    He smacked his lips in distaste. “Feels funny.” He wiped them chapstick off shortly after he began work. 
 
    She smiled, in spite of the irritation. This was something that she knew was going to happen. 
 
    Every day she put chapstick on his lips, telling him how sexy he was. Telling him how beautiful he was. After five days he left it on. And she saw him glancing at the tube she had left next to his computer. 
 
    ‘Go on,’ she breathed. 
 
    But he didn’t put it on himself for another day. Then it became a regular thing for him. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. 
 
    He wiped it off…and stared at her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making your dick hard. Is it working?” 
 
    It was. She felt his throbbing cage. She place a hand on his chest and felt his heart. It was pounding. 
 
    “You have nails now, wouldn’t you like to take the next step?” 
 
    “I’m afraid.” 
 
    It was a blatant and honest statement that actually surprised Heather, and made her be careful. She didn’t put lipstick on him for several days, but she kept talking about it. 
 
    “You have nice lips. I’m going to put plumper on them, and when they’re big and round and beautiful I’m going to paint them.” 
 
    But she didn’t. She just kept talking about it. 
 
    Jack listened. Fascinate in spite of himself. And the fear was there, and it wasn’t becoming less, but it was transforming, becoming exciting. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. He didn’t wipe it off, but he walked like a robot, running into door jambs. 
 
    She gave him a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He drank, and he stared at his lip print. He couldn't believe it. He felt like he was somewhere else. He was in a fugue and didn’t understand it. 
 
    Yet he kept writing at a high rate of speed. Watching his red nails, and in the back of his mind was…lipstick. 
 
    The breaking point came on the first of the month. 
 
    She put him on the horse the day before and drained him. Made sure he was dry as a well in the Sahara. 
 
    That night he woke up the same as he always did. Shortly after twelve, his dick fighting the cock cage, his eyes alive and glittering. 
 
    She got up and numbed his dick, then rolled a half a dozen condoms on it. 
 
    He watched. And he even rolled a couple of the condoms, watching his fingernails figure out the delicate task. 
 
    Then she lay down and kept her legs closed. 
 
    He rolled on top of her and tried to nudge between her legs. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She watched him. She wanted a dick in the worst possible way, but it was important that he take the next step. 
 
    “Come on,” he whispered. “Open up.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Why not.” 
 
    She reached under her pillow and brought out a tube of red lipstick. 
 
    Jack stared at it. For a long moment she thought he wouldn’t do it. She could feel the walls in him, struggling to fall, struggling to stay up. 
 
    At last, he took the tube and rolled the color across his lips. 
 
    She smiled. She opened her legs. 
 
    Jack stayed in the push up position, his arms on each side of her. His lips were dark in the gloom, and if there had been light they would have been his. favorite color. Red. Blood lusting, horny, stay hard red. 
 
    They didn’t kiss. She didn’t want to mess his lips, he didn’t want to mess his lips. 
 
    His dick felt huge in her, and her heart was beating like Gene Krupa’s snare drum. He had slid in so easy, and she knew that she had never been wetter. 
 
    He began to move up and down, sliding that big thing in, pulling it out, causing her nerves to tremble and shriek. 
 
    Suddenly, he smiled. His teeth were white in his dark lips, and she knew she had succeeded. Whatever fears Jack had had, they were memory now. 
 
    And now that he was done being scared, he began to plow into her harder and harder. And it was interesting, he was getting more and more slender, almost wirey, and it made him a better lover. Less fat on the body meant more dick was exposed. Less fat meant he was more agile, could move faster and harder. And he fit between her legs better. 
 
    Interesting, he wasn’t as strong, but in a way it was a better strong. 
 
    It was, and this thought took her breath away, a female strong. And that was probably when she figured out the next step…but it would be a while before that idea could completely coalesce and make itself felt. 
 
    So he plowed into her, his numb and extra stiff dick doing its job, and she held on to his thin arms and gave herself up to his thrusting, feeling the pleasure spear into her again and again. 
 
    She orgasmed. 
 
    He kept going, didn’t care, desperate for his own cum, which wouldn’t cum…but he couldn’t help himself. He was that horny where he no longer had a mind of his own. 
 
    She orgasmed. 
 
    He pounded into her, taking her breath away. 
 
    She put her hands up and felt his pectorals, and she imagined them as breasts. 
 
    She orgasmed. 
 
    His hips were like a battleship cutting through her waves. His dick kept opening her up and sucking back, pulling her flesh with it, as if he wanted to turn her inside out. 
 
    She orgasmed. 
 
    She orgasmed. 
 
      
 
    Later, when he had finally exhausted himself and gotten nowhere, and when she was just a puddle of dazed lust and unable to move, he climbed off her and went into the bathroom. He had the tube of lipstick in his hand. 
 
    He stared at himself. 
 
    Red lips. Like hers. But his. 
 
    He hadn’t put the color on neatly because it had been dark and because it was the first time for him. He took a wash clothe and wiped the color off. Then he leaned into the mirror and reapplied. 
 
    He stared at his lips. The beautiful color perfectly in the lines. Deep, beautiful red. And she had said something about plumping them. It wasn’t hard to figure out what that was, that his lips would become fuller, more feminine. And the thought excited him. 
 
    His dick, still hard after an hour of rutting, throbbed at the thought. 
 
    He grabbed it and stroked. There was a very, very slight sense of feeling. Not much. But he knew the numbness was wearing off. 
 
    He went back to the bed and found his chastity tube. In the bathroom he looked at it, and at his dick, and thought: that’s not going to fit. 
 
    So he unrolled the rubbers, one at a time, and his dick, feeling the lessening of pressure, began to shrink. 
 
    Funny, so many rubbers were like a cock ring. 
 
    And, finally, he put the ring on his balls, the tube on his cock, and fastened the padlock. 
 
    Suddenly he turned. 
 
    Heather was watching him, no expression on her face. 
 
    And they both knew, without words, that he had disciplined himself. Instead of trying to sneak a quick jack off, he had voluntarily imprisoned himself. Gave himself up to another month of teasing and denial, of being drained, of going fuckless and having no orgasm. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you Jack.” 
 
    He felt like a little child being upbraided by his mother, yet it was all in his own mind. “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “And well you should.” She entered the bathroom and picked up the wash clothe and wiped his lips. 
 
    He didn’t object, but she explained, “You don’t sleep with make up on. It messes the pillows and sheets.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “We’ll put some more lipstick on you tomorrow. Maybe some other make up. Would you like me to do your eyes?” 
 
    He nodded, and he began to cry. He stood there and sobbed, his back shaking. 
 
    She moved forward and put her arms around him. “There, there, Jack. It’s okay.” 
 
    After a long minute he was done. She reached down and took his cage in her hand. “Come along, Jack. It’s time for sleep.” 
 
    They went to bed then, but they didn’t sleep. 
 
    Jack was electric with what was happening to him. It had started with a drunken wish in a bar, a request for discipline. 
 
    And he had been disciplined. He was working harder than ever, making more money, writing, and living, to his full potential. 
 
    But he was morphing, changing into something he had not expected. Something that had scared him, but was no longer scary. 
 
    He lay in the dark and listened to his heart pounding. And he tasted his lips for traces of lipstick. And he felt his dick, throbbing and pulsing. 
 
    And he felt the warmth of the wonderful body next to him. 
 
    Heather. 
 
    She was doing this to him. 
 
    And he was liking it. No time for lies, he liked it. 
 
    Next to him Heather lay on her side. She listened to Jack breath, and she knew he wasn’t sleeping. 
 
    She moved slightly, and managed to put a hand between her legs. 
 
    She was wet. Fucking dripping. She had never been like this before. 
 
    But she had never had the chance to remake a man before. To make him into a better version. Make him into…a woman. 
 
    She could hardly breath. And though she had come a dozen times under Jack’s onslaught, she was horny all over again. 
 
    Could she do this to him? Could she transform him? Make him into a better man…a soft man…a feminine man. 
 
    A woman. 
 
    She had started this. 
 
    Yet she hadn’t known where they were going to take this. 
 
    Or…had she? 
 
    Maybe she had known from the beginning. Maybe she had known when she had walked into the bar that night and noticed the handsome fellow sitting in the corner staring at her. Maybe this was fate…destiny…a plan from God. 
 
    A piece of her was disturbed by the thought. It was so…big. 
 
    But another piece of her just welcomed the thought. Embraced it and turned it around and viewed it from every angle. 
 
    She could turn him into a woman. She could teach him how to put on make up, how to dress. He would still have that wonderful dick, and she… 
 
    Oh, shit. hormones. 
 
    Did she dare? Did he dare? 
 
    Yes, she could give him hormones on the sly, but that wasn’t the way their relationship was built. There was an inherent honesty here, and that had to be respected. It had to be his choice. 
 
    No matter how much she wanted it…he had to want it, too. 
 
    No she was on her back, facing the ceiling, her eyes as wide and wondering as Jack’s. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I want to make you into a woman.” 
 
    Silence. The night turning. Mice running home. Cats chasing after the mice. Dogs waking at a sound and barking. People sleeping. Snoring. Maybe a few awake. A few like them. Awake and honest, maybe still fucking, maybe all fucked out, maybe about to fuck. 
 
    “Jack.” 
 
    “Yes?” He dared hardly breath. What she had asked him…what she was proposing… 
 
    “What do you think.” 
 
    A pause, this was one of those conversations that would require a lot of pauses, “I never thought about it.” 
 
    “But you’re thinking about it now.” 
 
    “Yes.” Then: “I am.” 
 
    Silence while the earth turned and the stars slid past and the bowl of heaven turned. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “We both know I have to do this.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    More pause. More thought. More cogitation and realization topped off with a heaping helping of epiphany. 
 
    “The question is…do you have to do this?” Pause. “Do you need me to?” 
 
    “Yes…you can’t just do it?” 
 
    And they both knew this was the new submissiveness of Jack. This was the person under the firecracker, the sweet, soft, shy person. 
 
    “No. You have to decide. If you never decide anything again…this must be your decision.” 
 
    “The last decision I’ll ever make,” he whispered, his voice soft and wondering. 
 
    “I can’t sell you on this, Jack. I can’t tell you how wonderful it will be. I can tell you it will be difficult. We are talking about hormones. I will try to leave your dick hard, but…it will be difficult.” 
 
    “What if I want to lose my dick?” 
 
    “Then you do. I don’t want you to…but that is your choice, Jack.” 
 
    They lay there for a long time now, all the talking done, waiting for the decision to be made. Waiting for him to make up his mind. 
 
    Yet, in their minds they already knew. Stars. Destiny. Fate. Two people drinking in the same bar at the same time, striking up a conversation, a like, a blossoming relationship that was… 
 
    “Are we in love?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t know what love is. But I do know I have this feeling for you. I want it to be love. I want to live with you the rest of our lives. I don’t care what sex you are. Either way…I want you. Is that love? If that’s love, then I’m in love. But even if it’s not…she shrugged as the concepts turned into  something unfathomable and unexpressionable. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    The room lightened immeasurably. Dawn. And it was time for a decision. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She touched him then, held his hand, and smiled. Then she turned into him. He was more slender, but still manly, but she knew that wouldn’t last long. 
 
    He put his arm around her, like a man, but… 
 
    They slept. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    Jack didn’t sleep much. He was charged with lightening. He was surreal. He was the Wizard of Oz. 
 
    He got up and began writing and couldn’t stop. 
 
    He sat at the computer naked, his caged cock dripping, his chest thumping and feeling like it was a stove about to burst. 
 
    He watched his red nails clicking on the keys, making music, making stories only he could tell. 
 
    He could feel the red lipstick on his lips, and it made his heart swell with possibilities. 
 
    Heather sat up, stretched, felt wonderful, but, like Jack, her mind was filled with possibilities. Stories, potentials. 
 
    How to transform Jack. Clothes. Make up. Underwear. Lots of sexy, kinky underwear. 
 
    How to keep his dick hidden in a dress. 
 
    She fell back on the bed and dreamed, and she felt herself growing wetter and wetter. She felt herself, and her fingers came away soaked. 
 
    So, even after all the orgasms of the night before, she got herself off. 
 
    Then she got up and went to check on Jack. 
 
    He was beautiful His hair was combed out. Usually he brushed it back, but now he had combed it out like a woman’s and it framed his face perfectly, and his lipstick looked so bright within the frame. 
 
    She imagined him with breasts. Heaving over the edge of a tight dress. An expanse of living, breathing flesh, with nipples. Hot and heavy and ready for her to suck. 
 
    “Stop looking at me,” Jack said. “I can feel you thinking, and your thinking is interfering with my thinking.” 
 
    She backed away, smiling. They were so in tune that they were picking up each others thoughts. 
 
    She went to her computer, did her work, then daydreamed through fashions and cosmetics and endless possibilities. 
 
     
 
    Heather was waiting for him to finish that night. He had worked right through the day, skipping lunch, so excited by what was happening. 
 
    “Good morning,” he joked, aware that this was the first time they had a chance to actually talk. 
 
    She was sitting at the table, then she stood up. They just looked at each other. Traded ambience. 
 
    Then he went to her and kissed her, softly, gently, on the lips. 
 
    Their colors touched, mixed, and Heather felt like a water balloon had exploded in her crotch. Jack groaned because his groin hurt. 
 
    “Have a seat, let me show you some stuff.” She had the laptop out and clicked through a series of windows. 
 
    “Which of these hair styles do you like?” 
 
    “Which of these dresses do you like?” 
 
    “Which of these high heels do you like?” 
 
    Jack liked long tresses, and she warned him about taking care of long hair. 
 
    He liked form fitting dresses, but was quick to admit that it might be some time before he could wear that style. 
 
    Which brought them to the subject of hormones. 
 
    “I’ve ordered you some pueraria mirifica. It’s plant based, heavy in estrogen, yet useful to men. It improves health, and affords breast growth.” 
 
    “Are there any examples of men with breasts?” 
 
    She pulled up a sub reddit with lots of examples. 
 
    “Not bad.” 
 
    “For a start. I assume you’re going to be wanting big breasts. So we’ll start with this, and keep looking. Do you want to consider plastic surgery?” 
 
    “Sure. At a point. It’s fun to think natural, but to have the biggest bang for the buck…” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re really in to this.” 
 
    “You started it,” he smiled. 
 
    Then they discussed other hormones. And he finally said: “Do I have to wait for breasts to wear dresses?” 
 
    She snorted. “You may not have noticed, but there are some women who are flat. We shouldn’t have any trouble finding dresses for your shapeless chest.” 
 
    His turn to snort. 
 
    “In fact, let’s raid my panty drawer.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Hey, buying you clothes is an excuse to buy me clothes. So we’ll share, and have some sisterly fun.” 
 
    “Sisters, huh,” he grunted. 
 
    “Sisters in lust,” Heather laughed at him. 
 
    “Okay, but you better not forget.” 
 
    She grabbed his cage and shook it. “How could I forget this?” 
 
    They went into the closet she had taken over for her own. It was a fairly big closet, and Jack had moved a chest to the back of the little room. She opened it up and took out a garter belt. “Put this on.” 
 
    “Not underwear first?” 
 
    “You’d just stretch mine out. We’ll go interneting for you later.” 
 
    Soon he was wearing nylons and garters. Then he wasn’t while she painted his toenails, then he was.  
 
    Then a bra, stuffed with socks. 
 
    “Lumpy dumpy,” he muttered, looking at himself. 
 
    “Don’t be anxious. We’re just doing the first draft of Jack 2.0. 
 
    He liked that. 
 
    Finally, they had him accoutered, and they took some pictures, then the end of a long day, and double tired from not sleeping much the night before, they headed for bed. She slept naked. Jack slept in lingerie. They slept entwined, warm and wrapped happy in their dreams. 
 
     
 
    They went to the Crow’s Nest that Saturday, and it was quite an experience for Jack. 
 
    He wasn’t comfortable saying he was transitioning, especially to a bar filled with testosterone-y types. Still, he wore sexy underthings underneath his male clothes, and he wore gloves, and his hair was pulled back in a pony tail. 
 
    Yet, Nicole picked up on the difference in him right away. 
 
    She stared, then sat down, took one of his hands in hers, and stared some more. 
 
    “I can see it,” she said, finally. “Let that hair out, put some lipstick on him. Jack, have you been hiding this all this time?” 
 
    “No. Not really.” 
 
    “Not really?” she scoffed and looked doubtful. 
 
    “We didn’t decide until just a week ago,” said Heather. “In fact, we hadn’t even discussed it. Then we did discuss it, and…everything fell into place.” 
 
    “My, my. Well, you’re going to make a beautiful woman, Jack. You always had fine features. just looking at you makes me want to pluck your eyebrows.” 
 
    They laughed, and Heather said, “So which of the guys in here are going to be accepting and supportive…and which ones should we avoid?” 
 
    Nicole glanced over the bar. “Most of them will accept it all, but some of them will be stand offish, and a few might be hostile. We’ll have to see.” She gave a few names, then she laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look who came in.” 
 
    Gladstone had just meandered in. He was already a little drunk, and he went to the bar and leered at the girl behind the bar. 
 
    “You think he’ll accept Jack?” 
 
    “Gladstone thinks everybody’s a girl. You could be wearing cowboy chaps and he’d try to get into your panties. He won’t even remember that Jack was a boy.” 
 
    They talked for a while longer, then one of the other girls came by. Her name was Linda. “What’s happening? Is it break time over here?” 
 
    “Jack’s transitioning.” 
 
    Jack hadn’t planned on talking to anybody, and he was suddenly blushing a deep red. 
 
    “Jack?” Linda came close, leaned down and looked at him. A long minute, then, “I can see that. You aren’t going away, are you, Jack? You’ve got a lot of friends here.” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    Heather giggled. “Look how red you’ve made him.” 
 
    The other two girls laughed, and Nicole said, “Sorry, Jack. I know you’re not ready.” 
 
    Heather: “But maybe you could nose around, talk to a few people, see what the weather is like. But keep it on the down low.” 
 
    “Not a prob. Say, could you shake your hair out?” 
 
    Jack shook his head, terribly embarrassed. 
 
    “Oh, go on, Jack,” Heather smirked. “Give them a show. We’re in a corner and nobody will see.” 
 
    Nicole reached behind his head and pulled his scrunchy off his. His hair came loose and he reached up quickly, but it was too late. He had rich, thick hair and it flowed in a semi-feminine way.  
 
    “Nice,” murmured Linda, running her hands through it. “I do curls part time. If you want to play with some perms I’m your gal.” 
 
    “We will take you up on that,” Heather said pointedly. “And thanks.” 
 
    “What are girl friends for.” 
 
    Suddenly a third girl came up to the table. Her name was Sally and she worked behind the bar. “What’s going on? Are we boycotting drinks tonight? Don’t you want to…Jack?” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    Heather, Nocole and Linda closed their mouths and held in laughter. 
 
    “Is that you? Your hair looks so good. And…you look different.” 
 
    “He’s transitioning.” 
 
    “Really?” she leaned close and, like the others, examined his face. 
 
    Jack felt like he was shrinking. They were supposed to have a beer, get a burger, and head back home. He hadn’t planned on a coming out party. Heck, he didn’t even look like a woman! 
 
    Except…he sort of did. His body was slender, he carried it different, and all the talking he had done with Heather had brought out a feminine attitude in him. Oh, not a big attitude, not a flaming attitude, but something.  
 
    “I have a cousin who transitioned. She is so-o-o happy! Let’s see your hands.” 
 
    Heather grinned, and Linda and Nicole finally noticed that he was wearing gloves, and realized why he might. 
 
    “Yes. Off with the gloves, Jack.” 
 
    Heather: “You’d better, Jack. These girls can be bitches. I wouldn’t be surprised if they ripped your clothes off, showed your bra and panties, and made you suck off every man in the place. 
 
    The girls all laughed at that, and Nicole and Linda were pulling at his gloves, and they came off. 
 
    Everybody went silent. They stared at his long fingernails, his oval fakes so beautiful. 
 
    “Jack, you could be a hand model.” 
 
    Jack tried to put a glove back on, but Heather put a hand on his forearm and stopped him. 
 
    He looked at her. In his eyes was panic. In hers was reassurance. He tried to relax. 
 
    The girls clustered over his hands and asked questions.  
 
    “Do you do your own nails?” 
 
    “I love the color.”  
 
    “You haven’t lived until you’ve worn stilettos.” 
 
    And Jack tried to keep up, to push back his embarrassment, and, slowly, he succeeded. 
 
      
 
    The pueraria mirifica arrived, and Jack began taking several pills a day. He didn’t notice any effects at first, and Heather prepared him for the fact that though the pueraria was strong, and guaranteed to act fast, it still might not be enough. They did research on other hormones, on the effects of hormones, on side effects, and especially on the subject of the shrinking dick. 
 
    Jack wanted to be like one of the trannies on the net, Carolina Ramirez, slender and yet possessed of a set of really nice tits. And it would be nice if they were natural and not plastic. 
 
    Then, almost a month to the day from when they had begun, Jack rubbed his chest through a shirt and said, “Ow!” 
 
    They looked, and, sure enough, His nipples were swollen, and so was the immediate area behind his nipple. 
 
    They high fived, celebrated with champagne, and Jack sat around with no shirt or bra and pushed his chest forward like he was showing off a massive pair.  
 
    In short, they had fun. 
 
    And, now started, the progress was fast. They couldn’t see it by daily examination, but they took pictures, and at the end of a week it was true Jack had a cute, little set of boobs. A cups, at best. But growing. 
 
    And now that they were started, they grew faster. 
 
    Two months and he was actually at B cups. 
 
    And his writing slowed down for a while, simply, he was getting moody, irritable, emotional…like a budding 12 year old girl. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Nicole!” 
 
    “Jacqueline!” She hugged Jack. 
 
    “Jacqueline?” he raised an eyebrow. A carefully plucked eyebrow, carefully plucked to be neither man nor woman, but somewhere in between. 
 
    “We girls have talked it over and decided you needed a girly name. So…what do you think?” 
 
    “I love it.” said Heather. She was holding on to his arm, just like a girl would hang on to a man’s arm, although Jack really didn’t look entirely manly. “Jack? What do you think?” 
 
    “I guess, it’s weird for me to hear it, but yes. I think I like it.” 
 
    The girls clapped. 
 
    Suddenly one of the guys at one of the back tables stood up and sauntered across the floor. “Hey, Jack! How’s the transitioning coming?” 
 
    Jack blinked, and the world dropped out from beneath his feet, and he felt like his stomach had just turned into a black hole. 
 
    The man, his name was Ronnie, looked around. “What? I wasn’t supposed to talk about something that everybody’s talking about?” 
 
    “Ronnie, sit right there, don’t go away. Nicole bring him and Jack a couple of beers. Jack?” 
 
    Jack managed to look up at Heather. 
 
    “You’re going to have to face it. Ronnie just made it happen before you were ready. Sit down there and talk to Ronnie. Get through your emotions.” 
 
    So Jack sat down. His hair was tied back. His hands were in gloves, he wore garters and nylons and sexy panties, and a bra holding his actual tits. He wore no make up. He looked miserable and unsure of himself. 
 
    Heather shooed the girls away, though they all wanted to stand around and listen. 
 
    Nicole brought two beers and the men, one of them not very manly faced each other over the beers. Although, to be honest, Jack just looked into his beer. 
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry, Jack. I didn’t know I was breaking any rules. It’s just that, everybody’s been talking, and I saw you, and we always been friends, so I thought…I just wanted to say hi.” And Jack realized that Ronnie sounded miserable. And it started to break apart in Jack. 
 
    He was transitioning. He was going to have to face it. He was going to have to face people. He was going to have to get over what crisis he was going through, and grow up, and…and act like a woman. 
 
    “It’s not your fault, Ronnie.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “No. I’ve been sort of hiding, and I shouldn’t have been, but…but I’m going through some weird shit.” 
 
    “Boy, I’ll bet. Say, can I ask you some questions? I mean, it’s all right if you don’t want, I understand, but I’ve known anybody who was changing into a girl, and uh…” 
 
    “Sure.” Jack’s voice was getting stronger. He felt like he was coming up from the deep end of the pool, and it felt good to get his first gasps of oxygen. 
 
    “So are you gonna, like, have your dick cut off?” 
 
    Jack snorted. “What? Why would I do that?” 
 
    “I just heard that some guys did. I’m just curious. I mean, I think that’s crazy, but you’re my friend and I want to understand.” 
 
    Another layer of life penetrated. Friends. He had them. Just because he was changing didn’t mean he had to change friends. Of course, the relationship might change, but then nothing stays the same, right?” 
 
    “So you wear a dress and make up and all that stuff?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Wow. You should come in wearing a dress, mess with these guys’ minds.” Ronnie finally reached for the beer and chugged a gulp. 
 
    Jack found himself reaching, and drinking, though more ladylike. Heather had schooled him on how to act like a lady, and now he was glad. 
 
    And they talked, and a couple of minutes later a fellow named Dave came into the bar. He walked past the table, high-fived Ronnie, and suddenly spun and looked at Jack. 
 
    “Jack? Is that you?” 
 
    Jack nodded, suddenly no longer so embarrassed. 
 
    “Man, I thought so. You’re different, you know? Can I buy you a beer?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Hey, Nicole! Could we get a round?” 
 
    The girls had been dying to get over to the table, and now they were afforded an excuse. In a short half second the table held a half dozen beers, men and women were packed in, and the conversation was getting lively. And it got real lively when Gladstone wandered by, bleary of eye, and saw Jack. 
 
    “Hi, girlie, you want to meet a real man?” 
 
    Everybody went silent, but in a good way. Good old Gladstone was once again making an ass of himself. They closed their mouths and their lips twisted as they held in laughter. And it was up to Jack to respond to the compliment, which it was, in a way. 
 
    “Thanks. I’ve been a real man.” 
 
    Smirks, stifled explosions of laughter. 
 
    Gladstone looked around, was confused. “Hey! What’s the joke?” 
 
    But nobody said anything. 
 
    And Gladstone looked at Jack, who seemed to be the only one that was willing to talk to him. “Can you tell me what’s going on?” 
 
    “It’s me, Glad. Jack. You remember Jack?” 
 
    Gladstone stood and thought. His brow twisted, his forehead scrunched, and finally, he remembered Jack. 
 
    “You mean the writer guy? Yeah. I know Jack.” 
 
    One of the wits chirped. “No, you don’t know Jack.” Everybody laughed. 
 
    Gladstone: “Hey! What is this?” 
 
    And Jack said. “I’m Jack.” 
 
    “Who? 
 
    “Jack. The guy you remember.” 
 
    “But you’re girly looki—what?” 
 
    “I’m Jack.” 
 
    Gladstone’s face rippled through a variety of expressions, all based on confusion. He started to speak, stopped, then: “You’re Jack.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You’re not a girl.” 
 
    “Not completely. I’m sort of halfway between.” 
 
    “And you have a dick.” 
 
    The way he said it, it was the punchline, and everybody let loose and roared. 
 
    And Gladstone, poor Gladstone, turned around, walked on a wiggly line to the door, scratching his head, mumbling to himself, and left. 
 
    But that opened the conversation. 
 
    “Jack, do you like, have regular sex? With your dick and everything?” 
 
    “Well, it’s regular sort of, but it’s not really regular, it’s more like…” and he stopped, not sure how to describe the kind of sex he and Heather had. 
 
    Heather stepped in. “Jack. Can I be totally honest with them?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She faced the guys and gals. More people had showed up, a few girls and a lot of guys, it was a real crowd now, and Heather addressed them. 
 
    “Jack doesn’t have sex the normal way. He’s not allowed to cum unless I let him. And he’s never allowed to cum in me. Instead, we put him on a little piece of furniture I built and we milk him. And,” she looked at Jack, who nodded, “Sometimes I fuck him with a strap on.” 
 
    The room was now totally silent. And it grew more silent as people digested the information. 
 
    Finally, Nicole asked, “You mean Jack only squirts when you massage his prostate? Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    Yes.” 
 
    “And how often is that?” 
 
    “About once a month, although if Jack is a good boy, or needs it, then he might get milked off schedule.” 
 
    “Wow,” said Ronnie. “That’s heavy.” 
 
    And Dave said, “I guess that’s cool, in a way. Sort of kinky, but…that’s a weird relationship, isn’t it? I mean…how does somebody deal with that?” 
 
    “Simple,” explained Heather. “We have what’s known as a female led relationship. I’m in charge, and Jack does what I say. In return he lives a life that other men only dream about. Take a look at him. Does he look happy?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Listen, here’s the key. As long as I am the fucker, and not the fuckee, then I am dominant. If I allowed Jack to fuck me he would be dominant, and that would be the end of our relationship. Everything would change and get messy, and we don’t want that. So Jack does what I say, and I do the fucking. And I repeat…does he look happy?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Very.” 
 
    Nicole blurted: “Is he allowed to fuck anybody else?” 
 
    Both Jack and Heather blinked and looked at each other. 
 
    “We never even thought about that,” Heather confessed. 
 
    “So I get it…Jack never fucks you, and that means you’re the alpha, but would you still be the alpha if he engaged in regular sex, as a man or a woman, with somebody else?” 
 
    “What are you saying, Nicole, that you want to fuck him.” 
 
    Everybody laughed, and when the laughter died down Nicole surprised everybody by saying, “Yes.” 
 
    Heather turned to Jack. “Would you like to give up one of your monthly milkings and trade it for a little sex with Nicole?” 
 
    Now Jack was confused. “I don’t…I don’t know…I’d have to think about it.” 
 
    “What if she paid you money?” 
 
    “Yes.” No hesitation, and everybody chuckled. 
 
    “There’s your answer, Nicole, if you got the bucks, you got the fucks.” 
 
    Everybody grinned, and then Jack asked: “Why?” 
 
    “Nicole: “Why do I want to fuck you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Now all eyes were on Nicole. She mumbled, then got defiant and stated, “I’m not a Lesbian, but I appreciate women, I even love women, but I don’t want to love them. But you, Jack, Under the woman there is a dick, and I could get fucked by a woman, and not be fucked by a woman. Does that make sense?” 
 
    And everybody agreed that it did. 
 
    And the party, for such it was, went on. People came up and talked to Jack, or Jacqueline, and drinks were free for Jack, and it was now official. He was the first Crow’s Nest transitional person. and a celebrity of sorts. And he agreed that the next time he came to the bar he would come full femme. 
 
      
 
    It was Jack’s turn to drive, and he weaved through town, enjoying the drive and the wind in his hair. And, as they pulled up to the house he asked Heather, “Did you mean that about selling me to Nicole for a night?” 
 
    “You’ll have to find out,” she said mysteriously, which made Jack crack up. 
 
      
 
    A month later, and Jack was probably at full growth. He was definitely a C cup. Maybe a little larger. They hoped he might get a little larger, but it was okay if he didn’t. 
 
    He had a firm set of knockers, a package that made men (and women) look, and yet didn’t hurt the back by being too big. They were amazingly sensitive, and he loved when Heather focused on them. 
 
    And his hips had rounded and his face had softened. In addition, Heather regularly used plumper on his lips, and he was, full femme, sexier than Angelina Jolie. At least that’s what the guys and gals at the Crow’s Nest said. 
 
    He wore dresses and skirts all the time now, or, at least whenever he went out. In the house he was naked, or occasionally allowed kinky underwear. 
 
    And he was still writing like a mad man, or perhaps that should be a ‘mad woman.’ And he was up for ‘romance writer of the year.’ 
 
      
 
    Jack was done writing for the day, and Heather appeared at the door of the computer room. She was wearing her black leather dominatrix garb, high heeled boots, and red lipstick. She looked mean and sexy and ravishing, and she said, “Go get ready, Jacqueline.” 
 
    Jack stood up and stretched. His heart thudded in his chest. He went into the bedroom. 
 
    He took a shower and applied some body perfume. He put on nylons and a bra and that was all. 
 
    He applied make up, plumping his lips and coating them bright red. A little blush. Heavy mascara on his eyes. Dark eyeshadow. 
 
    He click, click, clicked in his tawdry high heels across the house. Heather could hear him coming.  
 
    Jack entered the garage. He had an hourglass figure, a round ass, his boobs were overflowing. 
 
    Heather handed him a drink, she was already sipping her own. 
 
    For a comfortable minute they chatted. About the weather, about whether the Dodgers would win the pennant, about the man in the moon. 
 
    Then they placed their empty glasses on a shelf and Jack asked, “Is it time?” 
 
    Heather smiled. “Get your ass mounted.” A clever play on words. 
 
    Jack ‘mounted’ his ass on the horse, and prepared to be ‘mounted.’ He wiggled a bit to get comfortable. 
 
    Heather fastened the cuffs, then left the garage. She came back with another ice cold drink and placed it on Jack’s back. Jack shivered, but managed not to let the glass fall. Once he had let a glass fall, and he had been very sorry afterwards. In a good way. 
 
    “Well, Jack. How’s the sales going.” 
 
    He smiled. They both knew his sales were through the roof. As Heather had once said, $100,000 seemed like pocket change. “Pretty good.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good. You see, it’s been over a year. And the contract is over.” 
 
    “Really? A whole year? My, how time passes.” His voice was higher pitched. He had learned to speak in a higher voice and sounded just like a girl. 
 
    “Yes, so I have a little contract I want you to sign. As you know, the first contract had a few loopholes, nothing serious, but I know you like things nice and tidy and everything in place.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “So if I released one of your hands, and gave you a pen, and held  contract for you, could you sign it?” 
 
    “Well, that requires some thought.” 
 
    Heather sauntered over to a drawer in the work bench and opened it. She took out a nice, big, fat butt plug. 
 
    She let Jack watch as she put some lube on it. 
 
    “Well, Jack, maybe we can help you think a bit.” She walked behind him and put the plug to his butt. She corkscrewed, tilted and pushed, and Jack turned a little cross-eyed, and then it popped in. 
 
    “Oh!” said Jack. 
 
    “Good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Are you ready to sign?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She went to the wall and took down a riding crop. She swished it through the air. “You know, Jack, have I ever told you how horny this makes me?” 
 
    “Actually, you have mentioned that a couple of times.” 
 
    She approached the horse, held the crop in one hand and bent it with the other. Suddenly the tip slipped out of her hand and smacked Jack on the ass. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Oh, Jack. How am I going to continue this conversation if you keep shooting off your mouth?” 
 
    Click. Click. Click. She walked to another drawer, searched through the contents, and pulled out a penis gag. She placed the strap around his head and inserted the penis into his mouth. 
 
    Jack was filled at both ends now. He wiggled a bit, he grunted a bit, but he was between a rock and a hard place, or a dick and a butt plug. 
 
    “Now then, where were we?” She swished the crop through the air. “Oh, yes, about how this makes me so wet.” 
 
    WSSS SNAP! 
 
    Jack lurched and made a sound, but the sound was fairly muffled by the penis gag. 
 
    “It makes me so wet I don’t feel like I’m walking, but just sort of ‘slipping’ along.” 
 
    WSSS SNAP! 
 
    “Ahhh!” strangled by the penis in his mouth. 
 
    It makes me so wet I can feel the moisture slithering between my thighs until my thighs are so wet I need a towel. 
 
    WSSS SNAP! 
 
    “And, you know, Jack. It feels so fucking good.” 
 
    WSSS SNAP! 
 
    “UHHH!” the groan came out around the gag. 
 
    Heather stopped, walked around in front of him, took off his penis gag and held a glass to his lips. He sipped gratefully. 
 
    “Did I tell you? I saw Nicole the other day. Poor girl, she doesn’t have the money to rent you. But I made her a deal. If she talks Linda into a pair of perms for us, then she can use you for a night. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Would I be allowed to cum?” 
 
    Oh, no. She needs money for that. But I told her about the numbing spray and the six condoms, and she liked that idea. I think she liked that even better.” 
 
    She put the penis gag back in his mouth, kissed his forehead, which left a bright red lipstick print right in the center, and went back to her position. 
 
    WSSS SNAP! 
 
    “AHH!” 
 
    And the night proceeded. A little drink, a little slap and tickle, and the constant request for Jack to sign the new contract. But he steadfastly refused. 
 
    Afterwards, they were laying in bed. Heather on her back and Jack on his front, his butt was too sore to lay on, Heather said, “Say, Jack, we’ve been doing this for six months now. You pointed out the inadequacies of the original contract, and you prepared a new one, but you refuse to sign it. Just between you and me, I won’t tell the bitch in the garage, how come you don’t want to sign a new contract.” 
 
    Jack smiled. “Well, just between you and me, and don’t you dare whisper a word to that bitch in the garage, the longer I refuse to sign it, the more bitchy the bitch in the garage gets. I mean, when we first started this, I never dreamed I’d be full en femme, or that I would enjoy a little slap and tickle. But as long as I refuse to sign it, the odds go up, the whip comes down, and…say, did Nicloe really want to get together with me?” 
 
    “She did. I think I’ll just invite her over, let her spend the night. We’ve got all the toys here, you know.” 
 
    “Yes. We do.” 
 
    They lay for a long moment, content in their thoughts.  
 
    “You know, we probably could make some money by renting you out. Do you think you might like to try that?” 
 
    Jack didn’t have to think long. “That might be real interesting.” 
 
    Another moment of silence, then Jack said, “Did I tell you? I saw Ronnie the other day. 
 
    “Ronnie? The guy from the Crow’s Nest?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What’d he say?” 
 
    “He wants to know how he can become a girl.” 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Jack and Heather. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    A SPECIAL NOTE: 
 
      
 
    Most people don’t know how the Amazon star rating system works. 
 
    Five stars and a book gets noticed, and Amazon pushes it. 
 
    Four stars and it stays within sight. Amazon pushes it, barely, and it usually stays within sight. 
 
    Anything less than four stars and it disappears, Amazon simply stops promoting it. 
 
    If you love a book, give it five stars. 
 
    If you like a book, give it four stars. 
 
    If you think the book has value, just not for you, don’t rate it. 
 
    If you are trying to destroy an author, and this is any author, not just me, give a book three or less stars. It will disappear, and it will be difficult to find even with a word for word search of Amazon. 
 
    That’s how the star system works. Personally, I think it is a terrible system. I can’t tell you how often I have had a great review, and three stars. They loved the book, but took it off the boards because they didn’t understand the rating system. 
 
    And, here’s a nasty one, I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had a ‘moralist’ rate me with one star, simply because they think the world is better off without erotica. 
 
    I think it is important to give an author high ratings, it is encouragement, and makes the system work. On the other hand, if you don’t have something nice to say about somebody, best to just let them be. 
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    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels coming soon!
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ (30,000 words) Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The Emasculation Project ~ (27,000 words) Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ (24,000 words) Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, female dominance, male submission, tease and deny, supernatural sex, gender transformation, crossdressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Feminization Games ~ (35,000 words) Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ (31,000 words) Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Woman Unleashed ~ (22,000 words) Talia was a politician. She was a power player who knew how to use people. Then she met Roger. 
 
    Roger was raised in a monastery. He lived a spiritual life of giving. Then he met Talia. 
 
    Two people, a power exchange of spiritual magnitude, and a journey to love and beyond. 
 
      
 
    This book has female led relationships, power exchange, feminization, orgasm denial, cross dressing, pegging, gender transformation 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ (34,000 words) Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Was Feminized by the FBI ~  (12,000 words) serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman and explore the heart of the transgender community in San Francisco. His/her handler, FBI agent Shipps, finds herself compromised and confused by all the gender shenanigans. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
      
 
    This story has breast growth, feminization, transgender, cross dressing, pegging, chastity belt, submission 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Bank Robber Became a Lady ~ (10,000 words) Kimberly is holding $10,000 when her bank is robbed, and she is taken hostage. Then she finds out the bank robber is her ex-boyfriend! 
 
    She still loves him, and now she has to get him out of the mess he has created, but there’s only one way. Tommy’s about to become a woman! 
 
      
 
    This story has forced feminization, cross dressing, lots of sex and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Stepforth Husband ~ (46,000 words) Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics compan. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ (28,000 words)  Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world. 
 
    This book has female supremacy, forced feminization, gender transformation, hormones, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Gave My Man Boobs ~ (11,400 words) Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get? 
 
      
 
    This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ (22,000 words) A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lactating Man ~ (15,000 words) Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Sexual Edge ~ (10,500 words) Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson was going to be champ. Then he met a girl who took him apart. Now she’s offering to put him back together…can he trust her? 
 
      
 
    This story has male chastity, bondage, orgasm denial, chastity device, teasing and denial, erotic punishment, submission, and more. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    Revenge of the Lactating Babes ~ (10,250 words) Joe was obsessed with boobs, and he gave his wife a drug that would make hers bigger. Joe’s wife finds out, and decides to give Joe his own set of boobs. Yikes! 
 
      
 
    This story contains feminization, cross dressing, breast growth, chemical castration, non consensual transgender, orgasm denial, power exchange. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Was Feminized ByThe FBI ~ (12,000 words) A serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman. This compromises his handler, FBI agent Shipps. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
    This story has breast growth, feminization, transgender, cross dressing, pegging, chastity belt, submission 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    COVID Feminized My Husband ~ (10,500 words) Tammi has a weight problem. Chuck has a cheating problem. 
 
    Together they have a Covid problem, but they don’t know it. They are about to enter the perfect storm of sexual chemistry. 
 
    This story contains female domination, forced transgender, crossdressing, pegging, cheating husband, breast growth, strap on sex 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Man Caught ~ This book is part one of an ongoing series as Johnny and Janet are forced to explore the terror and degradation of a secret sex society! 
 
    Janet has a mysterious job. Johnny follows her one night. He gets caught by the members of a very special club. Now Johnny and Janet have to join the club. And the things they have to do will change them forever! 
 
    This book contains feminization, chastity, bondage, humiliation, pubic exposure, submission, orgasm denial, male chastity, forced feminization. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Witch Feminized Me ~ Liam is a nice guy, who helps a witch, who helps him. Now Liam is changing into a woman, it’s going to to happen in ten days. Will Liam be able to fight the curse? Or does he want to? 
 
      
 
      
 
    This book contains feminization, gender transformation, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, forced-bi, shrunken manhood. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    Nine to Five Feminism ~ Jackson Rand is a mean boss, he takes away everybody’s Christmas bonus. What he doesn’t know is that three of his workers, Ann, June and Mia, are coming for him. They know his secrets, and they are going to make him a different person. A real different person. 
 
    Will Jackson survive the wrath of three women? 
 
    This book contains forced feminization, male chastity, bondage, bdsm, crossdressing, submission, female domination. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Were-Fem ~ Rodney was a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney ends up being cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon. 
 
      
 
    This book contains supernatural sex book, erotic punishment, gender transformation short story, forced transgender, demon sex, blackmail, deals with the devil. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Breaking Jack ~ (40,000) Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ (35,000 words) Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~ (35,000 words) The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ (9,000 words) Two novelettes for the price of one. 
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on the Internet. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…

  

 
   
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
    (109,000 words) 
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Banned by Amazon…available on the Internet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Write Feminist’ 
 
    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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