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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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PART ONE

She was a looker. Five foot five and large jugs. She was brunette and had scintillating, blue eyes.

Dan Fitzgerald, the youngest member of the House of Representatives, caught her looking at him. He smiled in a pleasant way, not a flirtatious way, and looked away.

Being young and handsome he had to be careful. He was diligent in avoiding any situation. That was the latest political maneuver, entrapment by sex. Several of his colleagues had already been compromised and lost their seats, and he didn’t want that to happen to him.

So he was careful, never met with a woman without somebody in the room and open doors.

But that woman was a looker so he risked another glance.

Great chest and round rear end, all encased in a tight purple dress. Yummy.

Hey, he was a representative, but that didn’t mean he didn’t enjoy perusing the female anatomy. As long as he was careful.

The woman wasn’t looking at him, but when she turned her head he turned his. Nobody was going to entrap him.

He walked down the long boarding hall and entered the plane. As a representative he usually flew First Class. Sometimes he would fly Business, but this night he was tired. He wanted to sleep all the way home.

He placed his bag in the overhead, took a seat near a window, and stretched out.

Lord, he was tired. He closed his eyes, wondered if he could sleep through the take off, and heard a voice.

“Is this seat taken?”

He opened his eyes to find the woman in the purple dress smiling at him.

“No…no.” He straightened up and made sure he was in his own space.

She sat down, and he could smell her. She was fresh washed with a light, lavender scent. She had white teeth and red lips.

In spite of his intention to remain free from scandal, he found himself becoming erect. He shifted his jacket to hide his growing groin and started to turn away from the woman.

“Is this your first trip to Washington?”

“No,” he smiled wanly and started to close his eyes.

“I’ve never been there, but I really wanted to see the White House. Have you ever been to the White House?”

He wanted to sleep, but this woman was pestering him. He opened an eye, politely said, “Once or twice.”

“Really?” she almost squealed with excitement. “What’s it like?”

“Oh, it’s a house.”

“Did you see the President?”

“Uh…”

“You did! What’s he like?”

“He’s nice enough. I don’t mean to be rude, but—“

“Stewardess? Could we have a couple of glasses of champagne?”

He groaned inside. He didn’t want to drink. He wanted to sleep.

At that moment the plane jerked into motion and Dan had to straighten up and put on his seat beat. As he buckled it the woman next to him chattered on.

“I saved up for a year for this trip. I’m a school teacher, and I want to see everything.”

For a school teacher she seemed a bit excitable, and Dan sighed. Still, she was a voter, and he couldn’t be rude. He answered her questions, told her to make sure she visited the Smithsonian, and he was almost ready to make his escape, to excuse himself but he really was tired, and the champagne arrived. And what was worse the stewardess addressed him by title.

“Here you go, Representative Fitzgerald.”

“Oh, no…I can’t…” he tried to refuse the champagne.

“Oh, my gosh! You’re a representative.”

“Just a servant of the people. I really have to…”

“Let’s toast. I’ve never met a real representative before. Here’s to the United States of America.”

Oh, crap. He had to toast. If he didn’t toast and sip the headlines would read that he was a communist tomorrow.

He sipped and smiled, and started to put the glass down, but there was really nowhere to put it.

“So have you written any laws?”

“Oh, no…”

“Why not? How does it work?”

A minute later he was involved in a virtual speech. Other passengers leaned in, some asked him questions, and he sipped a bit more, and didn’t even notice when the second drink arrived. Shortly after that, courtesy of a little white pill that the lady in purple managed to drop into his flute, he was gone.

“Representative Fitzgerald, we’re here.”

He yawned and came to. He felt a little sluggish, opened his eyes, and realized he was alone. All the other passengers had already debarked.

“What?” He sat up, bleary-eyed, trying to figure out what was going on. He felt so weird. This was not his normal way of waking up. What was wrong with him.

The stewardess handed him a glass with an Alka Seltzer fizzing in it.

“Oh, thank you. I really slept.”

The stewardess grinned. “You partied, then you slept.”

“I partied?”

“I don’t remember serving you more than a couple of champagnes, but you were dancing on the ceiling.”

“Oh, no! I didn’t make a fool of myself, did I?”

“No, no. You were friendly with everybody. Everybody was laughing right along with you. That joke about  Kermit the Frog’s finger smelling like pork almost did me in. Where did you ever hear such a thing?”

The stewardess was helping him up and he said. “I don’t remember.”

The stewardess laughed. “Well, thanks for flying with us. Hope to see you again.”

He was out the door and staggering—yes, staggering— down the hallway. He stopped, blinked, did a few squats, a couple of jumping jacks, and focused on walking without falling.

He walked through the airport, and thank God nobody saw him. He still felt drunk. How odd. Two glasses of champagne had never done that to him before.

He took a Taxi out to Ashburn and felt ill all the way. His stomach was upset and he asked the driver to stop once so he could buy a bottle of water. Finally, he arrived home.

He lived in a farmhouse that he was remodeling. Well, his wife was doing most of the work, but he helped when he could.

The farmhouse was ten rooms and in poor condition, but its condition helped make it a good investment.

It was on an acre of land, very private, with lots of foliage, and he and his wife loved it.

It was twelve at night when the taxi pulled into his driveway, and he got out, tipped the driver, and headed for the house. Across the lawn it was well lit and he realized that Ann must have been waiting up for him. Lugging his big bag in one hand and his carry on in the other, he opened the door and entered.

“Honey,” he called out softly, figuring she was sleeping on the couch.

No answer.

He put his bags down and walked quietly into the living room and…froze!

“Oh, fuck,” he blurted.

Helen was sitting on the couch, her legs tied, a gag in her mouth and her hands tied behind her. Her eyes were wide with fright.

“Hello, Dan.”

His head jerked to the side. The woman from the plane, the good looking one who had given him champagne was there. Champagne, which he suddenly realized must have had some kind of drug in it.

She was holding a gun, as were the two women next to her.

“You.”

“Do you remember my name?” Her face was cold but her eyes were amused.

He was blank for a moment, then it came to him. “Mandy.”

“Give the man a big cigar.

Right up his ass,” blurted one of the women next to him. The other two women were attractive, but they weren’t in the same class as Mandy.

Dan crossed the room, intent on releasing his wife.

“Just sit down, Dan. Leave her be.”

He had been reaching for the tape on Helen’s mouth, but he stopped.

He looked at Mandy.

She waggled the gun. “It should be pretty obvious that we mean what we say.”

He sat.

“We’ve been showing Helen the video of our little plane trip. Would you like to see what we have on you?”

He remained mute.

“Sandy?”

One of the women aimed the remote towards the entertainment center. The big screen came on, and shortly after that he watched himself on the plane.

That hadn’t included footage of him trying to say no to a drink. They just focused on him lifting the flute and sipping.

“He’s a delicate drinker, isn’t he, Helen. But I persuaded him to drink a little more.”

The second drink.

“I slipped the powder in there, Dan. You were so busy ogling my boobs you never saw it.

He didn’t see it on the screen then, either.

A minute later the party started.

Dan watched himself carousing. Singing and dancing. Have a gay old time.

He told jokes, made saucy comments, and even told the joke about the guy with no arms and legs who rang the doorbell.

On the surface, he looked like a slightly out of control comedian. Not bad, but needing a filter or two.

But it might not weather public opinion.

“Oops! End of career, Dan.”

Dan was ashen. Helen stared at the screen.

“They drugged me.”

“That’s right, Helen. We drugged him. And filmed him, and we have the ability to end his career. But we don’t want to do that.”

Helen’s eyes went back and forth between Mandy and Dan.

“No, what we want to do is talk about Roe v Wade.”

“What? This is all about a bill?”

“Yep. You took away our right to control our bodies, and now it’s time for the consequences.”

“But I didn’t…are you talking about my vote?”

“Yep. You were the key vote.”

“I was the last vote!”

“You voted to take away our rights.”

“I voted that abortion rights should be decided by individual states!”

“No. You didn’t. Oh, on the surface, but the result was another year before we can get the bill up again.”

Dan realized that Mandy was insane. Nuts. Crazy.

“Look, I agree with you on the abortion, but it’s a matter that can’t be settled by federal legislation.”

“Of course it is, and if you had voted the right way then we wouldn’t have to bother with 50 individual fights.”

For a moment nobody said anything, then Dan blurted, “What are you going to do. Ruin my career with that video?”

“Yep. But that’s only the start.”

Dan didn’t want to know what was after the start. He was under the gun, his wife was hostage, he said, “Look, what if I change my vote?”

“Too late for that.”

“But like I said…I’m on your side. Next year comes around and I can craft a bill that addresses the matter directly. I can get the legislation that will work!

“Too late for that, Dan. Besides, you’ve already shown your colors. We can’t trust you.”

“Wait…wait. Don’t you see how unfair it is for you—“

BANG!

A sledge hammer struck his groin. He bent over, fell curled up on the floor. He lay in the fetal position and knew that he had been damaged. He was holding his groin, blood poured out between his fingers.

The other two women gasped, they hadn’t expected her to shoot him. They thought it was a little blackmail, change a representative’s mind. Then she got wound up and…and had shot him!

Mandy said, “See ya, Dan.”

He blacked out.

From blackness came whiteness. He was aware that he was, but everything was white and hazy. He heard white noise. His eyes opened and everything was white. Then the whiteness began to take on definition.

The white noise became voices murmuring.

The white world became the white walls of a hospital.

He began to see things on the walls. Light switches, pipes, a curtain pulled back. A TV like machine to the side, green screen, lines wiggling on it.

“He’s coming around.”

A shape suddenly looming over him.

He felt his hand. His hand…somebody was…he looked to the side, his head feeling like a football that had just been kicked and was sailing towards the goal posts…Helen.

“Helen?”

“I’m here, honey.” She squeezed his hand. She was holding it with both of her hands.

“How are you feeling, Mr. Fitzgerald.”

“He likes being called Dan.”

“How are you doing, Dan?”

Dan looked up and the blob resolved enough that he could see it was a doctor. “What happened?”

“It’s okay, honey. Everything’s going to be okay.”

“Let us do a couple of tests and we’ll get all your questions answered.

Something on his chest. the world was focusing better, and he realized the doctor was pressing a stethoscope to his chest.

Then looking into his eyes, his ears.

“What happened?” His voice was getting stronger.

“You were shot, Dan. Snake shot. Do you know what that means?”

Dan’s mind fumbled through concepts. “I was at a party…”

Helen made a sound that might have been a sob.

He looked at her, and his eyes were focusing on his beautiful wife.

“Snake shot is used for hunting small game. Rats, snakes, birds.”

Dan focused a bit more and looked at the doctor. He saw that the doctor was a narrow fellow with glasses and a large nose. The eyes seemed kind enough. “I know what snake shot is. Was I shot?”

The doctor nodded.

Dan began to remember coming home, talking to…to a girl named Mandy. He remembered the loud sound of the gun that was aimed at his…at his…

“Where was I shot?”

“In the groin.”

Dan felt faint. He realized that he had not only been shot, he was on drugs, and it felt like a lot of drugs. He wasn’t alarmed, but he was able to be intensely concerned.

“Oh, Dan!” Helen leaned forward and hugged him.

The doctor was holding his wrist, feeling his pulse. He had a beeping machine that could do that, but he was holding Dan’s wrist, anyway.

“How bad?”

“It was…it damaged your reproductive glands.”

“How bad?”

“We weren’t able to repair your penis and testicles.”

“Oh…” was that him talking? Then, in spite of the drugs, everything whirled into some kind of netherland.

He had lost his manhood.

“It’ll be okay, Dan.” Yet she sobbed. Deep, racking sobs. And she held to his arm.

Dan lay propped up in the hospital bed. He could see out the window, which was pleasant. The room was drowning in flowers. So many flowers that he had asked any more flowers be given to other patients.

Sometimes people walked past his door and looked in. One fellow in a wheel chair was a regular. Peering in and even waving cheerfully.

He was no longer a man.

Mandy had hit the target perfectly. He had no damage, other than scratches and bruising, to his legs or torso. It was just his manhood that had been hit.

Mandy. A beautiful woman with a less than beautiful mind. She had maimed him. Castrated him. Made him other than a man.

Helen was dozing. She had been in the hospital 24/7, watching over him, waiting on him, calling nurses and doctors at the slightest burp in his condition.

Dozens of senators and representatives, and even a supreme court justice, had called on him.

Have courage…have faith…hang in there. Might as well be farting in a storm. They weren’t the ones with their manhood shot to hell and gone.

“Oh,” Helen stirred and sat up and smiled at him.

He looked at her. He didn’t seem to have much emotion or expression, just a dire helplessness and despair, but she maintained the happy face for him.

“Hello, Representative Fitzgerald.”

Two men entered the hospital room and introduced themselves as agents Forsythe and Johnson. FBI.

“We wanted to talk to you about your attacker.”

They spent a half hour going over Mandy, her appearance, the way she talked, no visible scars, her behavior. They had gone over the plane, checked flutes, searching for the one she had drunk from. Nothing. They had gone over his house, and they found a trace of DNA, but she wasn’t in the system so it wouldn’t do any good unless she was caught.

They were going through the FBI database, searching through groups, especially militant groups, for a woman, and her two friends, who was unstable and might be capable of violence.

There didn’t seem to be much hope, however.

The agents told him he would have a detail assigned to him.

He thought: after the cow is gone the barn door is closed.

“Do you think she’ll be back?”

“Normally, no. But we’re not dealing with a sane person here. She might be transferring all her rage to a specific person…you.”

“I want a permit to carry a gun.”

“We’ll make that happen. You can even visit Quantico, take advantage of the shooting range. We have seven ranges, access to twelve, and you can play with just about any weapon you choose.” He smiled, “Even, uh…irregular weapons.”

He meant illegal weapons.

Dan nodded.

Shortly after that, the doctor came in, the FBI left, and the real conversation started.

“Dan. We’ve talked about reconstructive surgery, and I wanted to know if you had any questions.”

Dan sighed. He felt like somebody was picking at his brain with a chisel. “You can give me a fake package.”

“Yes. A prosthesis. To look at you nobody would know that you have been shot. Not to be indelicate, but you would have a bulge in your pants that was very realistic, and you would be able to create erections with a hand pump in one of the testicles.”

Dan took a deep breath. He looked at Helen. He looked back at the doctor. “I don’t want to do anything for a while.”

“The surgery would be easier right now. You’re still in a state of repair.”

“I understand that, but I don’t know what I want, and I need time to think it through.”

“I understand. If you have any questions…I’ll be around.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

The doctor left.

Helen pulled her chair closer and held his hand. “Did you want to talk about it with me?”

Dan stared at her. She was achingly beautiful. She was blonde with a frowzy Marilyn Monroe type of hair style that really worked. Her features were even, with full lips that he loved to kiss.

Did he want to kiss those lips now? With no hope of becoming excited?

Yes. Because he loved her.

He still felt sexual excitement for her, but it was all in his mind. His package was gone.

“Honey, it’s time I told you the truth.”

She blinked. She had never even considered that Dan might not tell the truth, that he might have some sort of secret.

“What truth?”

It took a moment for Dan to speak, he kept gulping and taking breaths, but he finally said, “One of the great joys of my life is cross dressing.”

Now her eyes were wide. Her mouth opened slightly. God, she was sexy.

“I began cross dressing when I was a teenager. My mother’s bra and panties. My grandmother’s tummy shaper. I even snuck into a neighbor’s garage once and stole a corset and a huge bra.”

Helen was blinking continuously now. She was stunned by what she was hearing. Her straight arrow, representative husband was a…a transvestite?

“I had a collection of underwear and clothes by the time I was in college, and I would dress up and…and prance around, and pretend…”

He stopped talking for a moment and asked for water. He was actually perspiring, he was so nervous.

“When I graduated from law school I put that all aside. All but the yearning. I wanted to dress up so many times, but I refused to. I knew I wanted to be in politics, and I didn’t want to risk anything.”

“And then Mandy shows up and…”

“And she gives me drugs and everything is at risk, anyway. Has the video appeared on the news?”

“It’s all over the news. Half the people want it taken off, say it is not an unfair portrait, that you were drugged—everybody seems to accept that. The other half of the people, the other party, say they’re sorry you lost your manhood, but the video is proof that you weren’t fit to be a representative, anyway.

“Hunh. Politics,” he stated rather obliquely. He gazed at her. “So I’m no longer a man. But what am I?”

“You are a man!”

“Born one, yes. And there is argument that I might still be one, just minus a reproductive system, but…but should I hold on?”

“Hold on?”

“My package has gone on a rather permanent vacation. I am left with a certain amount of illusion. Should I hold to that illusion? Walk around with an inflatable dick? Or should I complete the process that Mandy began?”

It was an eye opening confession, and possibility, and they talked it over for a long time. And knew they would be talking about it in the foreseeable future.

“Are you talking about a full transition?

“I can cry about what’s happened to me,” he said, “Or I can consider it an opportunity.”

“To be a woman?”

He shrugged.

“With breasts and…and a reconstructed vagina?”

“I think it would be constructed, not reconstructed,” he remarked wryly.

“And how would the voters take it?”

“At this point I don’t think I care. Yes, I would love to finish out my term, even run again, but this is really between you and me.”

“It’s your choice.”

“And I base my choice on you. Do you think you could make love to a woman?”

Talk about life defining moments.

“I don’t know. I know I will stand by you, no matter what. So, yes…I can make love to a woman. If it is you.”

She went through a whole life change in her conversation, and it was a mark of her ability to think and change on the moment. She was a powerful woman.

They caught Mandy a week later. One of her friends turned her in. It was that simple.

The next morning a team of FBI agents stormed her apartment. They threw her, screaming and foaming at the mouth, on the floor and cuffed her. They picked her up by the arms, not caring that it might be a bit unpleasant for Mandy. They walked her out of the apartment complex and put her in an SUV and drove her off to the local hoosegow.

Dan watched on TV. He had no expression on his face as they hustled her from the SUV to the jail.

He had less expression, if that was possible, when the hair heads  on television started talking about the poor Miss Mandy.

Her name was Mandy Lindquist. She had gone to Mount Holyoke College and graduated with the obligatory liberal arts degree. Women’s studies. She had been fired from several jobs, then found a home in NOW.

She had not, however, been obvious as a potential trouble maker. She fit right in, but…she was searching for like minded souls and not mouthing off.

She found them. A half dozen women that focused on stopping violence towards women.

Ironic. Dedicated to stopping violent, and they had chosen a violent solution for the problem of one Dan Fitzgerald.

Other women disavowed her. Claimed they always knew she was a bit off, they stood against what she had done, but if men hadn’t created a world where bad things happened…

“You ready for this?” Agent Forsyth held the door for Dan.

It had been a few months and Dan was on his feet. He found it was different walking without a package between his legs.

He had never thought about it, but balls caused a man to walk differently than a woman. Now that he was dealing with it he called it the ‘bow-legged’ effect, and he was learning to place his feet differently, to transfer his weight differently, and to deal with a different concept of balance.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” he said.

“You don’t have to see her, you know. She’s been DNAed, her accomplices have pointed their fingers at her, your wife has identified her. There is no doubt.”

“I understand.” He explained further, “It’s one of those ‘I have to get back on the horse’ things.”

Forsyth nodded, and Dan entered the room where Mandy sat.

She was no longer beautiful She was bedraggled, and the bright gleam in her happy eyes was now showing as a fierce glint of accusation.

She said nothing when she saw Dan.

“Hello, Mandy.”

“What the fuck do you want.”

Dan suddenly laughed. He felt like his heart was suddenly a hundred pounds lighter.

“I had dreams about you, you know.”

“Fuck you.”

The matron standing behind her had no expression on her hard face. Dan had the feeling the woman was going to trip Mandy when they left, and let her fall on her face.

Just an impression, mind you.

“How’s the prison jumpsuit?”

“Orange is the new black.” She looked down at the garment in disgust. She missed being able to dress up.

“I understand they’re charging you with attacking a government official, maiming, assault and battery, kidnapping, blackmail, and a dozen other things.”

She snorted.

“My lawyer says you will serve time consecutively, that you’ll be eligible for parole in 50 years.”

She stared at him with hate filled eyes.

“They want to throw the book at you. They want to discourage any copycats.”

“Fuck you.”

Back to that.

“Well, there is really only one other thing I wanted to say to you.”

She looked at him, her eyes narrowed and her hate plain.

“You’ve convinced me that women shouldn’t have abortion rights. I’ll make sure no legislation ever happens. I’ll do everything in my power to make sure that women are never able to control their own bodies again. And it’s your fault.”

Her hands were cuffed, and the links of the cuff went through an eyebolt fixed to the table. She lurched, and the chains strained and her eyes went wide.

“You motherfucker! You can’t…how dare you…you piece of shit…”

Dan smiled and walked out of the room.

Walking down the hallway, Forsyth at his side, Dan said, “I apologize.”

“For what?

“I would never let a psycho influence my vote. I’ll be interested in seeing legislation, I might even propose it myself. Please forget what I said back there.”

Forsyth didn’t say anything for about twenty feet. Then he chuckled.

He patted Dan on the back, now laughing, and said, “You have my vote.”

Dan walked out of the jail feeling happy. Relatively happy. At lest, happier than he had been since his balls were shot off.

Dan and Helen sat in the doctor’s office. The doctor came in, greeted them, and sat down. “How’s it going, Dan?”

“Pretty good.”

“And have you decided to pursue reconstruction?”

“Well, yes and no.”

The doctor tilted his head, showing curiosity.

“Yes, I want surgery on my groin. But not the surgery you proposed.”

“What kind of surgery were you considering?”

“Gender transformation.”

The good doctor, to his credit, didn’t blink. “There is a procedure in place for gender reassignment. It involves psychiatric counseling, living as a woman for a year. There might be other considerations. You’ll have to talk to a specialist to get all the facts, legal and otherwise.”

“We’ve researched this, and I’ve set up an appointment. Certain things, because of my office, I will be able to make move faster. My question now is who do I get to do it?”

The Doctor faced Helen. “And you’re fine with this?”

“I’m more than fine,” she said. “I’m 200 per cent behind Dan.”

The doctor nodded. “I have some names and recommendations. But…if I can ask?”

Dan raised his eyebrows.

“I’m not a politically savvy person, but…what effect do you think such a surgery will have on your political future?”

“That is something to be considered,” answered Dan. “And I’m not sure.”

“I am,” stated Helen firmly.

They looked at her.

“Whatever the vote, it is time a transgender took a grab at the brass ring.”

The doctor nodded, and Dan took his wife’s hand in his and squeezed.

“Okay,” said the doctor. “I’ll get you those names, you do your part, and we’ll take this thing a step at a name. Okay by you?”

“Yep.”


PART TWO

Dan was back at work, and it was strange.

First, he had nothing between his legs. That changed everything about the way he moved. What had started as a little shift in thinking, balance, and that sort of thing, became a complete overhaul. His legs closer together he had to use different parts of his muscles and he went through instances of tremendous soreness.

Second, the people treated him differently.

In the House of Representatives he was welcomed back, and people made a point of shaking his hand, but…they viewed him differently.

The men were polite to the point of breaking, and the women tended to gush.

The men were trying to deal with a man that was no longer a man, and the women were trying to, in essence, welcome somebody to their ranks.

Everybody knew he was going to transition. He made no secret. He even talked about it on TV.

And he was popular on TV.

In an oddity, he knew that people didn’t view him as a ‘pervert,’ or one of those other labels people put on the sexually adventurous. He was a man, a victim, of violence, and that put him outside the normal range of circumstance.

So how did they view him? They were confused and feeling their way. And some of it was good, and some of it was bad. Senator Thompson made a cutting remark when he thought Dan wasn’t listening. “Well, we know he ain’t got no balls now.”

It was stated meanly, and the people surrounding the senator looked a bit nervous, realizing he had stepped a little too far.

On the other hand, Representative Smith cornered him, said if there was anything he could do…just ask. And he was obviously sincere.

Many weren’t.

Many were confused.

At a mixer one night a lobbyist was asking if his condition was going to change his voting patterns, and he was so blatant and rude Dan wanted to hit him in the face.

Fortunately, Helen was with him, and she slapped the lobbyist in the face, then proceeded to rip him a new one.

Dan was laughing on the way home. “Good slap, but you’d better let me do my own fighting from here on out. People will say I’m hiding behind your dress.”

She looked at him wryly, “As opposed to saying you’re wearing my dress?”

He chuckled. “That’s a good one. Try not to spread it around.”

He was driving their old truck with the bench seats in the front. He had restored it and loved driving it. Besides, with his condition it felt more comfortable than sitting in the bucket seat of their Lexus. He usually had her drive when they took that car.

The bench seat had a certain convenience to it, and she slid over and snuggled up against him. They rode in silence, watching the night, the coming cars, listening to ‘Desperado’ on the CD player.

“Dan?”

“Yes?”

“I do have a problem.”

“Only one?” he quipped, and she smiled against him.

“What do we do about my…uh…desires.”

He looked at her and sobered quickly. “Oh, shit.”

“I haven’t said anything, we’ve been getting through this, and…”

“I’m a dope. Call me self-centered.”

“You’re self centered.”

“Okay. Do you want to take on a lover?”

“No.” She sounded firm in that statement.

“What do you want?” It was obvious he hadn’t thought about her needs at all.”

She hesitated, he pulled into the driveway, and she said, “I want you.”

“But I don’t have a functioning…you know?”

“You have other gifts.”

He knew what she meant. His mouth. His fingers. She was just worried about how he would react to giving pleasure without receiving pleasure.

He smiled. “I better start doing finger exercises.”

“And tongue exercises.”

“How about toe exercises?”

They were laughing now, and she was giddy. She felt like a girl on her first date.

The truck now motionless in their driveway, he turned to her and kissed her.

Since his accident they had kissed, but perfunctorily. Politely. Avoiding the concept of love making because he had no equipment.

He still had no equipment, but the subject had been breeched, and he rose, figuratively, to the occasion.

Her lips were soft in the quiet of the night, and he remembered how he loved to feel the plump curve of them. Her mouth was one of his favorite of her body parts.

She responded, and he could feel the instant heat.

He was stunned to feel his own heat. He was horny, but without the erection. He felt the excitement as if he had sex organs, and realized a truth: sex is in the mind.

Helen was horny. She climbed on his lap and groaned, but she stopped herself from grinding down on him.

For a long minute they chewed on each other. His hands came up and undid buttons. He reached inside her blouse and rubbed her nipples, held her breasts.

She felt excitement exploding in her. It had been so long. Everything in her screamed to grab his cock, but she had to ignore that scream and just focus on the touch of their hands and mouths.

She realized that in ignoring the focus of the cock it made her even hornier.

It was a pure love, with no hope of consummation, and they wallowed in the pure headiness of sex without sex.

He opened the door and slid out.

She came with him, dragging her purse and yet holding on to him.

One arm around her, stopping every few steps to kiss, they did a circling, spiraling sort of sex dance up to their house.

Inside, past where the couch he had been shot on, but was now thrown away, a victim of blood stains and memories.

Up the stairs, working on removing her clothes. He bent his head and sucked her nipples.

“Hard,” she whispered, “Give me a little pain.”

He bit, and she shrieked and laughed and hit his back with a small fist.

He laughed and picked her up, and was stunned to find that he had lost strength.

Of course. His testosterone was dwindling. Testosterone built muscle, and lack of testosterone canceled muscle.

Down the hall to their bedroom. She unbuttoned his shirt and threw it aside. She placed her hands on his chest, and realized that he wasn’t as muscled as he was.

Neither of them said anything about his loss of musculature. They knew changes were going to happen, they accepted them before the fact. They were lost in the moment.

He tossed her on the bed and she wiggled out of the rest of her clothes.

Standing next to the bed he took off his clothes, and stopped when he reached his underwear.

“What?” She saw the look in his eyes.

“I’m…it’s a scar down there. With a pee hole.”

She felt his embarrassment, his sudden chagrin. She laughed. “Ooh, goody. I love scars. I always wanted to fuck a man with a scar Take those fucking panties off.”

Bullied past his embarrassment, he pulled his BVDs off and stood before her.

His groin was changed, and that was for sure. He had a smooth front, almost like a woman’s. There was a ridge of scar tissue right down the center, and he had a little pee hole right in the center.

“How do you not piss just standing there?”

“The prostate controls the pee.”

“Oh. Can I touch it?”

He was nervous, fighting trembles, but he nodded.

She reached forward and cupped his mons, and it was surprisingly female like.

“It’s like a pussy,” she murmured, staring at her hand, feeling his smooth, except for the ridge, flesh.

“I knew it would be. When the doctor told me what had happened I had a sudden vision of myself with a pussy looking groin area.

“And it doesn’t hurt?”

“Nope.”

“Can I squeeze it harder?”

“Go for it.”

She watched his eyes as she slowly closed her hand on him.

He liked the sensation. It was the groin area, after all, and he closed his eyes and smiled.

“Does that feel sexual?”

“Yes, but it’s not very strong.”

She let go and rose up to kiss him again. Both hands holding the sides of his head, she pulled him down and he slithered onto the bed.

For a long minute they lay, side by side, and loved. Then he reached down and grabbed her mons. He grabbed it like she had grabbed his, but there was a difference. Under the skin she had sex organs.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “You have really got me turned on.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, baby.”

He pushed her back, he still had enough strength for that, and suckled her breasts and inserted a finger into her.

“Oh…oh…” she sounded surprised.

He took his time, knowing that this was for her, and eventually inserted two fingers into her.

She held on to him as he reamed her pussy. She had already been moist, but now she was very moist.

He slid his fingers in and out of her, hooking them slightly to rub against the wall, trying to find her G-spot.

“Oh, God!” She jerked and bit his shoulder.

“Is that all you got?” he whispered, and he closed his hand tightly, his two fingers digging into the spot that had made her jerk.

“FUCK!” Her hips humped violently and he grinned.

“Okay, baby, we got you now.”

Dan began rubbing and poking and making the most of her G-spot.

She began squirming and muttering things like, “Oh, God…yes…hunh, hunh…Oh…no…no…NOOOO!”

She came like Mt. Vesuvius. A terrific blast that blew the top off, then tons of sexual lava poured through her.

Dam smiled and kept rubbing the spot, but lightly. She had cum hard, and now the trick was to keep her cumming.

For long minutes Helen lay and jerked and twitched. Her eyes had rolled white at first, but now they were closed and she started trying to close her legs. “Please…please…”

Dan very slowly disengaged.

She just lay there, gasping, dazed, and finally she opened her eyes and said, “There isn’t anything like fucking a dickless man.”

He laughed. The residual man in him took pride in taking her to the moon.

The operation was on a Friday. He was prepared and looking forward to it.

It had only taken him four months to get the okay for the medical procedure. He had influence as a representative, and his situation was so unique…no problem.

Helen, of course, bit her nails in the waiting room. When the doctor came out, smiling, and told her the operation was a success, she almost fainted.

Dan came out of the drug induced haze, and it was a lot better than the last time. The last time he had been a victim of a violent crime, and that had to be effecting him on so many levels.

This time he was not a victim. He knew what was going to happen, and his mind was fine with it.

His mind was actually looking forward to it.

He didn’t want to be sexless, and being a woman…that was something he had always thought about.

In the back of every cross dresser’s mind is the awe and wonder of femininity.

He smiled and stretched. There was a little pain in his groin, but it wasn’t too bad. The drugs helped. What was more interesting was his chest. He had the feeling of weight, and the jiggle of movement. He had always had sensitive nipples, and now they felt even more sensitive, being pushed out and rubbed by the relatively rough material of the hospital gown.

“Hello, honey,” Helen was sitting next to him, watching him.

He understood the white noise and the white walls this time, and they quickly fell away to reality.

“Oh…” he said. Then, “Did it work?”

“The doctor said the operation was a success.”

Dan closed his eyes and smiled. He didn’t have much feeling down there. Not yet, but he knew what had been done.

The implants for his chest had been simple. Pick a pair.

For his vagina the doctor had used flesh from Dan’s own body. It would be fully functioning, even to the point of having sex. Nerves had  been rerouted, he had a clitoris. It looked like a real vagina.

The doctor had even told him there was a chance he could experience an orgasm.

Dan lay in the aftermath of the anesthesia and thought about sex with a vagina.

What would it feel like to be penetrated? Then he had a thought. It was a strong thought, and he wondered why he hadn’t had this thought before. He opened his eyes and turned his face to Helen.

“I was wondering what it would be like to have a penis inside me.”

She smiled. “It’s really quite wonderful.”

When he kept looking at her with the same concerned expression, she asked, “What?”

“You don’t have a penis.”

“Is that all,” she laughed. “I have fingers and mouth. And…I have a dildo.”

His eyes widened slightly. “A dildo.”

A strap on dildo. When you feel like it, if you feel like it, I’ll be glad to show you what it feels like to have a penis in you.”

He nodded thoughtfully.

He went to Mandy’s sentencing. She looked worse than ever. The knock out beauty was gone. Her skin was sallow and her hair even had traces of grey in it. Her killer body was being reduced to slovenliness by prison food.

She stared at him. He was wearing male clothes, but hormones had helped him drop weight and his chest was obvious. She would have sneered, laughed at him, but he looked so happy…

“Is there anything you’d like to say, Mr. Fitzgerald?” the judge asked.

Mandy was still a fanatic, but her edges had been blurred. She had discovered that there was more to life than an ism. She looked at Dan and then looked down.

“Nope. I just wanted to watch.”

The judge scrutinized him, then turned to Mandy.

“The prisoner will rise.”

The judge read off the charges, the decisions of the jury, and pronounced, “Having been found guilty of all crimes, and this court not feeling particularly lenient, the prisoner will serve 47 years. No parole.”

Mandy began to sob. Once she had been belle of the ball, a leader, a woman of beauty that men wanted and women envied. Now she was a drudge, doomed to make her home in a small cell. She would be surrounded by violent and unforgiving creatures and experience almost nothing in the way of love and compassion.

Dan smiled and sauntered out of the court room.

“We need to put nails on you.”

Dan had just stepped out of the shower. Nair had left him hairless. The hormones had made his body hair finer, and now it wasn’t at all.

“What?”

“I don’t now.”

“Hey! You were the cross dresser. You wanted it. Come on.”

Helen led him back to the room she used for a closet and make up area. She sat him down and began prepping his nails.

He watched, fascinated, and was surprised to find he was a little embarrassed.

She kept looking up at him and smiling. She was enjoying this.

“You’re going to have to show me how to do this.”

“Not a problem. But I should do everything the first time. We want you to look beautiful before you start doing this stuff on your own.”

He chuckled. She was right. When he had crossdressed it had most been the clothes. He didn’t know anything about make up.

“What kind of nails would you like?”

“What kind are there?”

“Coffin, oval, stiletto,” she went through the list of nail styles.

“Oval would probably be the easiest for me at this point.”

“You want long or short?”

He didn’t know. Tell the truth, there was a bit of fear in him. Once he had been a cross dresser, comfortable in being hidden. Now he was out in the open.

“Medium?”

“We can do that.”

She applied glue to his nails, then pressed the fakes on. “These have built in glue, but real glue will really hold. If they start to lift we can easily redo them.”

She hummed for a while, concentrating on her work, then she smiled and turned on the house music system. “I chose a particular song for your transition, she said.

Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.

Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A

Dan chuckled, and began humming along.

The nails were red, beautiful, and Helen quickly painted his toenails to match.

“Wow.”

“Let’s get you dressed.”

It was several weeks after the operation and he was wearing a robe. Helen had still not seen the finished pussy, and when he opened the robe she stared.

He noticed, and turned to face her.

His pussy looked exactly like a pussy. Scars had been hidden, he had labia. The labia were closed.

“Can I see your clitoris.”

He opened the flaps and she stared at the little peeny thing.

“Wow. Is it sensitive?”

“You tell me,” he laughed.

She giggled, had that giddy feeling, and reached forward. She touched the clit and he groaned and his knees shook.

She grinned up at him. “Oh, baby. I can’t wait.”

“Then you better hurry up.”

She handed him underwear and he slipped it on. The panties, of course, went on easily. The bra was a little harder, but he remembered how women fastened it in front then slid it around and pulled it up. He pulled it up and the cups held his boobs perfectly.

“Whoa,” she said.

“What?”

“Sexy.” She was breathing harder.

“Life isn’t all about sex,” he lied, holding in a smile.

“Bullshit.”

She handed him garters, then helped him put on the nylons. As she knelt in front of him, rolling the sleek material up his stems, he felt a surge of love for her. She was so beautiful. And she was helping him through this. What a woman.

A dress. She had demanded that he wear a tight one, one that was a little low cut and showed off his charms.

At first he hadn’t wanted to, but she kept chipping away at him and he had finally given in.

She pulled a satiny, blue number over his head. His hair was getting longer now, and she pulled his hair up and zipped him.

It was tight, and he thought he might need a corset, but he was okay for now. Besides, the way the hormones were working he might not need a corset at all.

The dress had a high collar, which would hide his Adam’s apple, and a large exposed area dipping to his cleavage.

He looked in a mirror and was impressed. He was starting to look better and better.

“Okay, honey. Sit down again.”

He sat and watched as she worked on his face. She talked as she worked, and he watched in wonder as she cleansed his pores and put on the primer. She used brushes and occasionally her fingers, and his face turned white. Then she applied foundation and began coloring his eyes. An hour later, fully mascara-ed and lipsticked, eyebrows plucked into a sexy arch, she was done.

“Okay.” She stood up, lifted his arm, and they stood in front of the big mirror.

“Wow.”

“You’re a woman.”

“There’s no arguing that.”

She handed him high heels and he slipped them on. He had been working on heels for the last couple of weeks, so he had little trouble with balance.

She held his hand and they kept looking at each other as they descended the stairs.

“Have a seat. I bought a little bubbly for this occasion.”

Dan sat down on a Queen Anne chair. He crossed his legs at the thigh and tried to look ladylike.

He succeeded.

Helen brought out two flutes. The light gold liquid showed the rise of strings of small bubbles. She handed one to Dan.

He placed his lips on the glass and sipped, and stared at the imprint his lips had left.

Helen laughed at the look on his face.

“It’s funny,” he said. “The last time I had champagne was on that flight.”

They stopped smiling and thought about it.

“I was drugged. You were mugged, tied up.”

“And you were shot.”

He nodded.

They sat, music playing softly, and considered.

“Are you sorry?”

“About what?” he asked.

“About being shot? About the operations…at how everything turned out?”

He nodded. “I’m sorry. I would that it had never happened. I’m sorry that, in away, I was robbed of choice.”

“But you never would have transitioned if it wasn’t for Mandy.”

“That’s true. But, regardless, your body is your own. You should have choice, and sometimes I feel like choice was taken from me.”

It was a solemn moment, and Helen broke it by saying, “Well, you made the most of it.”

He grinned. “Want to dance?”

She did, and they rose, held their flutes as they put their arms around each other.

The music soothed them, lifted them, and they swayed gently in time.

“It feels so weird to feel your boobs pressed against mine.”

“You know,” he responded, “When the hormones have had their full effect I might have bigger boobs than you.”

“I’m jealous,” she held him, snuggled against him.

She handed him his empty glass. “Hold this.”

He did, but was puzzled. She was up to something.

She laughed, his hands were full and she reached down into his dress, pushed the material down and lifted his boob up.

“Oh, fuck!” He couldn’t push her away because his hands were full. Not that he wanted to.

She held his tit and sucked it. She pulled his other one out and palpated them with her hands as she pressed her lips to his.

He stood there, happily helpless, while she ravaged him.

Then she stopped and said, “I bought a strap on.”

“Gulp,” he said.

“I think it’s time to show you how the other side lives.”

“You are scaring the shit out of me.”

“Good.” She giggled and took the glasses out of his hands and put them down. Then she put a hand around his waist and began walking him up the stairs.

He went, and he actually felt a little faint.

“Walking with your boobs out like that. Have you no shame?”

He jounced with every step on the stairs, and he said, “Hey! you took them out!”

“No excuse.”

They went to the bedroom and she went to the dresser and pulled out a brand new harness and dildo. the dildo was average sized, six and a half inches, and had thick veins on the side.

“Holy Heysoos in a sawmill.”

Helen fastened the harness in place, then screwed the penis, it was a mottled brown color, onto the face plate.

“Do we make sweet, slow love? Or wold you just like me to bend you over and get to it.”

Dan was gulping loudly. “Do me, bitch.”

She nodded, turned him around. “Bend over the bed.”

Dan followed her instructions. She lifted his dress, then pulled down his panties.

He was naked to her, vulnerable, no balls hanging down, no trace of the man he once was.

She fingered his pussy gently, and he shivered. “I’m going to use a lot of lube.”

“Good.”

She pushed her finger into him, gently but firmly. She began to ream his hole.

He felt her finger, and the cold goop she was putting on him, in him. He groaned.

“I’m going to use two fingers.”

“Okay.”

He could feel the difference, and the slight expansion gave way to great pleasure.

He pushed his butt back and she took her fingers out and stepped up to him. “All right, honey. Here we go.”

Moving slower than a sloth on downers, she inserted the fake penis into his hole.

He groaned, pressed his body against the mattress, yet his butt lifted.

“Oh…oh…”

She smiled behind him. She remembered when she had first lost her virginity. The awe, the wonder. And now she was able to give the man, or woman, that she loved the same experience.

Wonderful.

She pressed deeper, and he felt the ridges of the veins sliding through his pussy. He couldn’t believe how much he could feel.

“Okay, honey. I’m in.”

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “This is unbelievable.”

“Believe. I’m going to start moving now.”

He was showing no pain, so she began sliding back and forth, filling him up, emptying him out, filling him up, emptying out.

He gasped in time to her efforts.

She reached around and grabbed his breasts. She cupped them, let his nipples slide out between her fingers. Then she moved her hands so the nipples were stimulated between the sliding of her fingers.

He groaned, humped her back, and the minutes passed in a haze of delirious sex.

She held him, loved him, penetrated him, fondled him, and, finally, he felt the beginnings of an orgasm.

“Oh, my God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to cum!”

“Do it!”

She kept up the pace, sliding her penis into him, and suddenly he began to sob and jerk his hips.

She held on to him, controlled him, kept him going.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” he kept muttering, and he worked his vagina around her penis. He really got the most out of his first orgasm.

When it was done they just lay there, her in him, and he said, “Want me to do you?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” She grinned as she pulled out of him.


EPILOGUE

“You know me, and you know what I’ve been through.”

Dan was facing the assembled representatives in the House of Representatives. Hundreds of faces watched him. Cameras focused on him, and he was speaking to the whole country.

“My choice over my body was taken away. In proposing this abortion bill I have tried to find a common ground. I don’t believe anybody should ever take choice away from a woman.

“But when does the fetus become sentient? When does the union of the sperm and the egg result in awareness? At what point does society become responsible for protecting the second life, regardless of the woman’s wishes? As a legislative body we are perhaps not the best body to be making that decision. But here we are.”

His fellow representatives watched him, gauged him, thought about what he was saying.

“So, as we vote on this bill, I have only one thing to say. Vote with your own voice, make your choice, and remember that as you have choice, you must protect that choice in others…even the unborn.”

He was done so abruptly that everybody was caught by surprise, but they rose up and applauded.

Agree or disagree, they all knew he had spoken from the heart. And isn’t that what every person is supposed to do?

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
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