I stood before that creepy aisle and took a deep breath.  It looked all nice and clean in the bright light, filled with boxes and jars.  But my hands were sweating.  Still I needed to enter into that hygienic horror.

I took a step towards it.  My heart was pounding; I didn’t want to go any farther.  My girlfriend said she needed me to find some archaically named item in there hidden among the other things.

It was awful to be around her recently.  She was fast becoming a howling banshee and was threatening that blood would start flowing everywhere if I didn’t get this thing for her.  With her pestering me, it seemed like a good idea to get out and away from her.
I wondered what would happen if I “forgot” the item.  Would she become even more of a banshee and go berserk?  Would tentacles pour out of her orifices and rip her apart?  Or would she pull a Ha-chan and vomit blood everywhere, fall over dead, and wake up fine a few hours later in the morgue.  

There were a couple other females in that aisle.  They were eyeing me suspiciously as I hovered at the entrance.  Why did they keep glancing at me?  Were they about to spring a trap on me and turn into horrible monster if I go in there?
They looked normal now.  Too normal…  Maybe that was all a part of their plan to get me.  I take a few steps into that aisle of doom and the next thing I know I’m having to fight off a bunch of tentacled horrors armed with naught but my keen wits and sheer adrenaline.  Usually you want a little more firepower when dealing with those kinds of problems.
I glanced from side to side, looking for an alternative to directly going in there.

They say discretion is the better part of valor.  That is true.  Along that line of that reasoning, running away now would the better part of discretion.  Going into that place is one no man would like to go or be seen in offers much danger but little rewards.  So summoning up my bravery, I did the valorous thing and went to go get myself something to drink instead.  
Later as I stood with my drink having not gotten the item or told my girlfriend I didn’t get it (mostly because I didn’t want her yelling at me), I was reflecting how nice it was going to be as a happily single bachelor again.  I’m not sure what was wrong with her, but whatever it was she could probably just duct tape it.  Duct tape fixes just about everything.

Maybe I should have saved us both some trouble and duct taped her problem earlier, but she’d probably just yell at me for some silly reason.

Still I have no regrets.  Most men on this world can agree with me that you don’t want to go down there.  No, you want to avoid the horrors feminine hygiene aisle.  

********
There are exactly 507 words in the story.  Plus the words to say how many words there are.  And those words too.  And the words in this and the previous sentence.  There could be additional words in the next sentence, you never know.

Aha!  See, there are more words just like I predicted.
The number of words used to tell the number of words, including this sentence, number 87 words if you include the numbers as words; if you don’t subtract two.
