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PART ONE

Gina Johnson was tired. She got up early in the morning, ran a marathon, and came home.

Roger, her husband, wasn’t tired. He got up late, sauntered down to the marathon route, high fived her as she passed, and sauntered back to their apartment.

While she ran mile after mile, huffing and puffing, feeling the pain in her feet, in her legs, on her nipples. She had a pretty good set of boobs, and her nipples always became sore. The constant chaffing as they bounced in her bra rubbed them raw. She coated them with vaseline, and that helped, but by the end of the race…she was sore and tired.

She crossed the finish line, hugged a few friends, picked up her medal, and staggered off to her car.

She crossed the parking lot, her legs feeling like noodles.

She sat in the car for ten minutes, head back, just resting and recovering.

She started the car and headed for Jack in the Box. It had been hot today, and she ordered two big Cokes—she never drank Coke while training and this was a special treat—and drove home.

Arriving at home she slowly climbed the steps and entered the apartment.

Roger got up from the couch where he had been eating potato chips and greeted her.

“Hey, honey. How’d you do.”

“Broke four hours.”

“Holy crap! That’s fantastic! That’s a new best, isn’t it.”

She nodded her head and gave a happy smile.

“Let’s go celebrate! Let’s go have a party and—“ he laughed. She had pushed him away and made her way towards the bathroom.

After a long run she needed a hot shower. A long hot shower. It helped stop muscle cramps and relaxed her.

Roger went along and helped. He turned on the water and got it the right temperature. He headed for the kitchen and got her (and him) a Coke and whiskey. Another reward after finishing a race.

He handed her a drink, got undressed and hoped into the shower.

“Oh, God,” she murmured, leaning against the wall.

Roger soaped her, shampooed her hair, and took care of her.

Finally, she stepped out, and she felt a lot better.

Roger suddenly didn’t feel good.

She stood in front of the mirror and brushed her hair.

He sat down on the toilet and relaxed his muscles.

He had been okay when he had stepped into the shower, but now his lower gut rumbled and he groaned at the sudden, sharp pain in his penis.

“You okay, babe?”

“I don’t know.” He sat with his head down. He tried to pee, but he couldn’t. It was like he was stopped up.

But he had been fine!

Finally, he felt something give. It was like somebody pulled a cork and he started to pee.

“Oh, fuck…that feels good.”

He sat and listened to the trickle.

Trickle, hunh! Usually it was a flow, but at least he was doing it.

Still, it felt weird, and he felt dizzy, and hot.

Gina felt his forehead. “You’re burning up.”

“I feel like it. I’m nauseous, too.”

“No number two?”

“No.”

He reached down and shook his dick, which shivered with pain, then stood up. “Geez, I still feel like—“

“Roger!”

“What!” He looked at Gina. Her face was white and she was pointing towards the toilet.

The water in the toilet was bright red. Blood red.

“What the fuck?”

He looked down at his dick, and suddenly felt faint. He swooned, he started to fall but caught himself on the edge of the sink.

“You’re bleeding!”

He examined his cock. “Nope.”

“But why…what…”

He got down and sniffed. It was a coppery smell, very familiar. It was the smell of blood.

“I think I just pissed blood.”

He wrapped a towel around his waist like a big diaper and walked, a bit woozily, into the front room. He sat down at his computer and typed in, ‘Man pissing blood.’

Gina was right behind him, worrying.

“It says it’s just a urinary tract infection.”

“I think it’s more,” said Gina.

“Call a doctor.”

She called her doctor, Roger actually didn’t have one. Which made it odd in Roger’s mind because Gina’s doctor, while a general practitioner, worked out of an office with another woman who specialized in obstetrics and gynecology.

“Hey Gina, how can I help you?”

“My husband is peeing blood.”

Roger listened from the kitchen table.

“No, never. A lot. Turned the whole toilet red.”

A pause.

“Well, it was about as much as when I have a period. I know that’s a weird comparison, but…uh huh. Okay. First thing Monday. Thanks, Dr. Wise.”

Gina hung up the phone and turned to Roger. “She wasn’t alarmed. Said it was probably an infection and come see her. How are you doing right now?”

“I’m okay. I feel a little weird.”

“Weird? Like how?”

“Like chalk on a black board, but it’s subtle.”

“Well, let’s get you some chicken noodle soup, some ginger ale, and an aspirin.”

“Sounds good.”

He went and sat on the couch, closed his eyes.

Gina put a wet cloth on his forehead. “Funny, I’m supposed to be the invalid.”

He smiled wanly and said, “Want to make love?”

She just laughed and went to see to his soup and soft drink.

The next morning was Monday and they headed for the Doctor’s office. Gina was walking slowly, sore all over, but she was still outpacing Roger.

Roger was hurting in his lower abdomen, and his penis had a sharp pain in it. He hadn’t peed. He felt like he had to, but nothing was coming out except hurt.

They walked into the doctor’s office, filled out a gazillion forms, and waited. Shortly, they were in an exam room.

Roger felt dizzy. Nauseous. He put his head down in his hands and breathed.

Gina patted his back and rubbed his shoulders.

“Hi, Gina, Roger.” Dr. Debra Wise breezed into the room. She was a brunette with short hair and an even featured face. Her eyes were dagger blue and her lips were plump.

They greeted her.

She saw that Roger was in pain right away. She pulled up a stool and sat down in front of him.

She listened with her stethoscope, looked in his eyes and ears, and asked him about how he felt.

“Like somebody’s shaving my body with a rusty razor. It’s making me nauseous. And I can’t pee.”

“Okay, let’s get an Xray.”

Roger allowed himself to be led by a nurse down the hallway. Gina went right behind him.

Roger was pale now, and sweating. He lay on the Xray table and groaned.

Gina held his hand until the Xray technician chased her out of the room.

Roger managed to hold still on the table, but he really wanted to curl up in a ball. And he wanted to wretch. This was getting worse and worse.

A half hour later Gina and Roger were back in the exam room, and again Dr. Wise strode in, this time with a big Xray. She placed it on the light board and scrutinized it.

“”Hmm. Ah. Yes.”

Which innocent observations bugged hell out of the impatient Gina.

“What is it, Doc?”

Debra turned to them, and motioned them to come over to look at the Xray.

“See here, you’ve got a blockage in your penis. Could be a kidney stone. Probably a kidney stone.”

“Oh, my gosh Gina blurted, squinting at the little mark on shape of Roger’s penis on the Xray.

Roger didn’t care. He just moaned and held his belly.

“What can we do?”

“Normally, I’d say go home and drink a lot of lemon juice. But this is so close to the tip…maybe I can dislodge it.”

Gina looked at her, at Roger, licked her lips. “How do you do that?”

“I have to put a probe up his penis. Not very far.”

“Up my…” he groaned.

“I’m sorry, Roger. It’s that or I send you home. Or we operate big time. Do you think you can stand it if I probe?”

He didn’t want to hurt anymore. It this was going to be ripping off the bandage he was going to risk it. Anything was better than how he felt right then. He nodded.

“Okay, I’m going to need you to lay on the table. Pants and underpants off, please.”

Roger complied, and she called a nurse to stand by.

Normally, Roger would have been severely embarrassed, but he was in so much pain he merely laid down and waited.

Dr. Wise was very gentle as she examined him and prepared for the insertion of a small probe.

She frowned. “You do look a little swollen.”

“Uh huh,” he muttered, stopping himself from curling up into a ball.

Debra held his penis and inserted the probe into his urethra. She moved slowly and within a half inch she encountered an obstruction.

“There we go,” she said softly. “Let me just—“

The obstruction gave way, almost like it popped, and blood started pouring out of Roger’s penis.

It was like he was pissing blood. He groaned, but in relief.

Dr. Wise stepped back, but the red liquid had spurted over her white uniform.

“Oh!” she stated, her eyes widening.

A pool of blood formed on the tile floor, the smell of copper filled the room.

“Roger?” Gina cried.

Dr. Wise, concerned, put a couple of towels down.

The nurse went for a mop.

Roger sighed in relief as the pressure in his groin lessened, then the real pain started.

“Oh, fuck!”

“What?”

He passed out.

Roger awoke in the hospital. He was drugged up and pain free, and there was a tent over his groin. He looked down, tried to figure out what was going on.

“Gina?”

Gina had been sleeping in the chair next to the bed and she awoke and leaped to the side of the bed and grabbed his hand. “Oh, Roger! Are you okay?”

Her question was sort of silly, considering that he was in a hospital bed.

“I’m okay,” he said, looking around. The room tilted a bit, but then righted. “What’s with the boy scout tent?”

Gina just laid her head on his chest and started crying.

“What happened, Roger, is that you have a second set of organs.”

“Dr. Wise was standing next to him, his chart in her hands. Behind him a machine beeped and wrote long, squiggly lines.

“A second set of…what kind of organs?”

Gina sat in her chair, bit her lip, and listened. Debra had already explained the situation to her, and had required her permission for the operation that had been done.

“It’s a rare condition, one that is almost never noticed. We even missed it in your Xrays. The medical term is Hermaphroditism. Some people refer to it as being ‘intersex.’”

“You’re saying I have…what? An extra penis?”

“A vagina. Fully formed and located inside your body.”

“But that’s impossible!”

“Impossible or not, when you were peeing blood you were actually discharging your period.”

“A…oh, fuck. What?” Roger was pale and his eyes were wide.

“About one percent of the people born in the US have ambiguous sex organs. It means they aren’t clearly defined at birth. That condition changes as a person grows and their sex organs become more defined. Sometimes the penis stays very small, or the clitoris becomes very large. In your case the female sex organs took a while to become defined. Have you noticed anything strange in the last couple of years?”

“No.”

She nodded. “Well, your female organs formed, and you had a period. Unfortunately, your discharge was blocked up in your male sex organs. This caused a severe infection.”

“So I’m alright now?”

“We managed to save your life.” Her lips pursed and she hesitated briefly.

“What? What aren’t you telling me?”

“Because of the infection your penis and balls were septic.”

“What does that mean?”

“The tissue was dying. When an organ becomes septic it must be removed as soon as possible, or else other organs around it will start to die.”

Roger got it then. “My…you…”

“We had to remove your sex organs.”

Roger didn’t go completely out, but it was close. He lay back, his eyeballs rolled in the sockets, and he waned.

Dr. Wise touched his face, put her hand on his cheek and shook him lightly. “Roger?” She was half a second away from calling for help when he seemed to come out of it.

For a moment he took deep breaths, then sipped some water, and wished it was whiskey.

Gina was on her feet, next to Dr. Wise and holding his hand. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“So, that’s what the tent thing is for…what do I have down there?”

“We excised your penis and testicles and helped reposition your vagina.”

“Reposition?”

“Made sure it descended to the right place. It was a tricky operation, but it was successful.”

“So I have a…I have a…a pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Roger!” Gina moaned. She would have fallen on him and held him, but Debra was in the way.

“So…am I a woman?”

“Biologically, yes.”

“But just down there…”

“Well, with the loss of your penis you’ll stop producing testosterone. And now that your ovaries—“

“I’ve got ovaries?”

“Yes.”

“Wait a minute! Does that mean I’ll produce eggs?”

“You already have. You had your first period.”

He was ashen and whispered, “I could get pregnant?”

Debra nodded.

“Oh, my…what the…”

Debra continued. “Now that your ovaries are no longer constricted, so to speak, proven by your menstrual cycle, it is possible, maybe probable, that your body will start producing estrogen.”

“Estrogen. Then I am a woman.” His voice was so low the doctor and Gina had to listen carefully.

“I would like you to meet with one of our doctors.”

“What kind of doctor,” asked Gina.

“A psychiatrist. She specializes in gender specific cases and—“

“What do you mean gender specific?”

“She counsels people going through sexual changes.”

“A trans doctor.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, heysoos.”

“I’ve read up on your case,” Dr. Jan Haroldson sat behind her desk, his folder was open in front of her.

Roger and Gina sat in two Scandinavian chairs in front of her desk. The furniture would have been IKEA, except that was expensive. To the side was a low book shelf, and there were several potted plants in the room. Real plants giving off real oxygen.

“So how do you feel about what has happened?”

She was a good looking woman with a professional attitude. She waited for his reply, and her interest was compassionate.

“Honestly?”

“Absolutely.”

“Sometimes I feel like shooting myself.”

Gina gasped.

“It’s okay, Mrs. Johnson. His feelings are normal considering what he is going through, and the fact that he can talk about it is a good sign. A very good sign.

“But…shoot himself?”

She was holding his hand, and now she gripped it with both hands fiercely. “You can’t hurt yourself.”

He looked down at the floor.

“Do you hear me?”

Dr. Haroldson cleared her throat.

Roger looked up and Gina swiveled her head.

“Instead of demanding decisions from Roger while he is experiencing a certain degree of confusion we need to focus on helping him understand what has happened, and that there are a lot of benefits to being a woman.” She chuckled.

“What?”

“It just struck me as odd. Usually I talk to people who are considering changing their sex. We have arguments, and sometimes I ask questions designed to make them see various obstacles on their path, and prepare them…but this time the operation has already happened. Nothing I can say one way or another.”

She studied Roger. “It’s already happened. Like it or not a decision has been reached.”

“But it’s my sex!” he blurted, obviously upset.

“It’s an accident, and it’s happened. Shall we pick up the pieces?”

He blinked.

The good doctor leaned forward. “I understand. Believe me, I understand. But I want you, and you, Mrs. Johnson, to write down a list of pros and cons to being a woman.”

She pushed two pieces of paper across her desk along with two pens.

Roger and Gina sat, using magazines for support, and wrote two lists on the papers.

Well, Gina wrote. Roger stared. He was thinking, but he was also in the middle of it, and he couldn’t think of anything.

After five minutes Dr. Haroldson collected the sheets of paper and put them in front of her.

“Very good.”

“How can it be good? I couldn’t think of anything.”

“It’s good because you’re concerned that you couldn’t think of anything. Roger, you’re doing well. Just take a few breaths, relax, and let’s consider this question.”

Roger stared at her for a moment, then sort of settled back. Dr. Haroldson took that as agreement.

“Okay, Mrs. Johnson. We’ll start with you.”

Roger snorted and Jan smiled.

“Fun things. Dancing. Putting on make up. Teasing men. Wearing dresses. Telling Roger no when you have a headache.”

The doctor looked up and cocked an eye at her.

“Well, it is. Denying a man gives one a sense of…of power.”

The doctor wrote at the bottom of Jan’s list one word. ‘Power.’

“What do you think so far, Roger?”

“I don’t know. It’s sort of…it’s…frivolous.”

“What?” Gina glared at him.

“I’m sorry! That’s how I feel.”

“You think I’m frivolous?”

“No! Just some of the things you do…”

They went back and forth for a moment, and Haroldson let them. It was open communication. For her counseling to work she needed them in open communication.

Finally, she interrupted, “So, Gina, what are some things that Roger does that you think are frivolous?”

Again the Johnson’s went at it. And again Dr. Haroldson bided her time, let them get it out.

At the end of the hour, though they had argued harshly about ‘frivolous things,’ they were actually smiling.

Haroldson noted that this was the first sign of humor she had seen from Roger. She took advantage of the moment.

“So we’ll meet again on Thursday, same time, and your homework is to think of things you can do together with both of you as women.”

Roger frowned, and the doctor narrowed in.

“Like it or not, Roger, you’re going through changes. It’s going to be a different world for you. Your skin will change, you’ll develop breasts, you’ll grow your hair and you have to start learning how to be a woman.”

Roger made a moue.

Jan lightened the moment by saying the one thing neither of them expected. With a wry grin she brought up the elephant in the room. “And don’t shoot yourself.”

She said it just right, and they both lurched, then they smiled.

“I won’t, doc, unless your bill is too high.”

Laughing, the session was over.

Home life.

A change.

And more changes.

Roger looked in his closet, got out jeans and a jacket.

“It’s not cold, why the jacket?” Gina asked.

“Because I won’t be able to wear it when I…when I…you know.”

“Change into a woman?”

“Yeah.”

“Say it, Roger. It’s going to happen. In fact, it’s already happened. So say it.”

He stared at her, then, almost defiantly, he said, “I won’t be able to wear this jacket when I turn into a woman.”

“Why not?”

“Because I won’t be a man.”

“Maybe you haven’t noticed, but women wear men’s clothing all the time. It’s one of the unfair things in the world. Women can wear men’s clothing, but men can’t wear women’s clothing.”

This didn’t make Roger happy. He just frowned at his jacket.

She took the jacket out of his hands and put it on. “Hey, this is a pretty nice fit. If you’re going to get rid of it can I have it?”

He actually got a twitch in his right eye from the question.

Gina giggled. “You look funny right now.”

He said, “You know, I’ve never been one of these big guys. I’m slender, thin chest, and maybe now I know why.”

She nodded. “Sounds logical.”

“So how come you…you fell in love with a guy like me?”

She looked at him. “What do you mean…’a guy like you?’

“I mean a guy like me. I’ve never been particularly manly, and now we find out I’m a freak.”

She gave a lop sided grin. “Yeah, but you’re my freak.” Then she spoke seriously. “Women fall in love with two types of guys. Either bad boys or the softie. I chose the softie.”

“Softie,” he snorted. “Looks like I’m going real soft on you now.”

She mused. “It’s weird. We make love, and now…” she shrugged.

“What do you mean?”

“Just that it all happened so fast.”

He stared at her.

“What?”

He looked away. “Nothing.”

“Bull. Talk.”

He didn’t.

“The doctor said open communication. Talk.”

He sighed. He didn’t want to talk. But he said, “How will we make love.”

She waited.

“I can’t screw you. We’d be like two Lesbians.”

She smiled. “That’s supposed to make me unhappy?”

He tilted his head.

“There are dildos. There are strap ons. Hell, we fist each other if you want. And if you really want to classify us as Lesbian, knock yourself out.

It was not the answer Roger expected. It seemed like nothing was the way he expected these days. They were supposed to have kids, grandchildren, live a life of fun and ease.

Now?

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself.”

But he couldn’t, and he left the room.

Every day was a trial for Roger. He dressed like a man, and every time he pulled his pants up he was aware of the vacancy between his legs.

He sat down to pee.

His chest felt pudgy.

Work was no problem. He did his work at home, and even though the COVID scare was over, the company liked him working at home.

But he did have to talk to his boss…and his insurance company.

“What do you mean you don’t cover sex changes?”

“Sorry, Roger. But it explicitly states in your policy that we will not support any change of gender operations or procedures.”

“I didn’t get a sex change. I had a biological accident and lost my dick. Nobody changed me.” I changed myself, he thought.

“Be that as it may, we’re not going to…” blah, blah, blah.

But when Roger’s lawyer called the insurance company their attitude changed. Aside from the fact that Roger did not get a sex change, he just…changed, there was also the consideration of bad advertising. In a LGTBQ friendly world the insurance company didn’t want to risk bad publicity.

So Roger was covered.

His boss was a lot easier to work with. In fact, he made a joke at their first and only meeting. “I’ll run it up to the top, but I wouldn’t worry. Filling out numbers and checking contracts is not a gender specific job.” He grinned, “I’m going to say something, please don’t take it wrong, but…what if the company used you to fulfill minority requirements with the government?”

Roger blinked, then he actually chuckled. It was a Bizarro world. “Sure. I guess.”

They then went out and had a beer and talked over old times.

For Roger it was bitter sweet, because he doubted, once he started looking like a woman, that he could go out with the guys and have a beer.

Well, maybe he could, but it would be weird. That, he knew.

His body was changing. Slowly, he didn’t notice it day to day, but week to week he did. His chest was getting pudgier, more fat in the pectoral area. This embarrassed him and one day Gina caught him binding his chest.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“Hiding my tits,” he admitted somewhat bitterly.

“And why, may I ask, are you hiding your boobs?”

He looked at her. They were in the bedroom and she faced him squarely, her hands on her hips.

“I still look like a guy. I’m embarrassed. I…”

She snickered. “You’re afraid of wearing a bra.”

“No!…well, maybe.”

Come on, my big, brave man. Let’s get feminine.”

She took the Ace bandage from him and tossed it aside.

Roger watched her, discouraged, sad, and she rummaged through her drawer.

Gina muttered, “Where is it…where…AH!” She lifted up a bra. “I ordered a package of bras on the net and this one was hidden in all the others. It doesn’t have cups, it’s a training bra.”

“A training bra?”

“Yep. A full grown training bra. Young girls wear them when they first start budding.” She handed it to him.

“Go on. Put it on.”

He held it, stared at it, was abashed. “I don’t—“

“Come on, ya big sissy.”

At that word, sissy, Roger panicked. He tossed the bra back and said, “No!”

Gina knew she’d gone too far, but there was nothing to do but burrow on through. She picked up the bra and moved to him.

“Okay. I’m sorry. You’re not a sissy. But you know this is one of those things you’re going to have to confront. You can’t not wear a bra all your life.”

He blinked. It was a weird sounding sentence.

“Come on,” she put it around his waist, and for the first time since his ‘accident’ he felt her body in a sexual way.

She felt it, and she stopped, and they looked at each other.

“Fuck,” he said. “What am I supposed to do.”

“Go with it,” she whispered, and she kissed him.

There are a lot of different ways to kiss. Men can kiss their mother on the cheek, or even on the lips, and there is absolutely no sex at all. Lots of love, but no sex. But when a man kisses a woman and there is sexual vibes, he gets a boner.

But Roger had no bone to boner up.

But he felt the sex. He felt that delicious intimacy that surrounds the fact of rubbing a bone. He felt the lust of the kiss.

No boner.

Fuck!

He stepped back, but looked at his wife hungrily. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Let me show you.”

She took his hand and led him to bed. She undressed him, and marveled at his pussy. It was real, it was beautiful. Sure, there were a couple of lines on the sides from scalpels, but as his vagina developed these tended to fade.

She gave a nervous laugh.

“What?”

“I’ve never been with a woman before.”

“Oh.”

She looked up at him. “I never thought about it, but now that I am, it’s exciting. I feel like my chest is going to overflow with energy.”

They stared at each other for a moment, then the heat got to them. Gina grabbed Roger and pushed him off balance, wrestled him onto the bed. They lay next to each other and kissed. Slowly. Stunned, but starting to realize that it was a situation that needed to be taken advantage of.

She put her hands on his chest and felt the budding of his boobs. They were small, just little lumps, but they were obviously breasts.

He felt hers, and grinned. He had no trouble identifying her large tits. He kissed her nipples and she moaned and held his head to her chest.

They went back to kissing, and she moved his hand down to her pussy. He cupped her mons and squeezed it rhythmically.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, feeling the heat surge out from her vagina.

“How big are my tits going to be?” he asked.

“Monstrous. You’ll have to be careful you don’t fall forward. When you stop moving forward you’re going to have to lean back and yell, “Whoa!”

He laughed.

She touched his vagina. He jerked and his face showed his panic.

“Easy, lad,” she whispered. “It’s just a pussy.”

“But…” he gulped. “Okay…”

She slithered down his body, rubbing it with her hands. She held her face above his pussy for a long moment. Then she touched his clitoris. It was small, just starting out, and when he gasped she said, “This is your clitoris. I’m going to kiss it.”

He gulped again. “Okay.” His voice sounded like frog whispering.

She touched her lips to his pussy. She took his clitoris gently in her mouth and sucked.

He groaned, was astounded by the richness of feeling that was assailing him.

She ran a finger up his slit, pushing the labia to the sides as she went.

“This is your labia.” She licked him, her tongue trailing up the moist pinkness.

He found himself tightening up, and he had to remind himself to relax. As she kept licking him he found it easier and easier. It felt so good.

“I’m going to put my finger in you.”

She did, and he managed not to slam his legs together.

She slowly, ever so slowly, moved her finger in and out.

“This is what a dick feels like, but a lot bigger.”

“Is bigger better?”

“Yes.”
“Was I big enough?”

“You were.”

“But you wanted more.”

She glanced up at him with a smile, “Every girl wants more.”

Now watching his face, she ran her finger around the rim of his pussy. He twitched and found himself grabbing handfuls of sheet.

She grinned. “Pretty nice, eh?”

“Uh huh,” he could hardly talk for the sensations shooting up from his groin.

“Would you like to eat mine?”

He nodded. Truth, he would have preferred her eating him to an orgasm, but he didn’t know if he could have an orgasm, and he was a considerate lover.

She crawled up next to him and they smooched, then he started to slide down.

He spent time kissing and sucking on her nipples, going from nipple to nipple, palpating them with his hands.

He was very aware that he had masculine hands.

Then he dove for the pussy.

He duplicated her maneuvers on him, sucking the clitoris, rubbing along the slit, then finally finger banging her.

“Use more fingers,” she urged, lost in the heat.

He used two fingers. He had more strength now and he really rimmed her. She groaned and felt her breasts, pulled on her nipples. Her hips were humping into the air.

“More!”

Three fingers, and her hips corkscrewed and fucked his fingers. Having just been finger banged himself, Roger now knew what to do, what gave the most pleasure.

“More!”

Now he had four fingers in her, his thumb was sticking straight up and he jacked her, no longer soft, now hard.

“Yes! Yes!” She cried. Her moans filled the room and her hips gyrated wildly. She suddenly stopped, was gasping for breath, and spoke at him. “I want your fist.”

“They had never done that, but the Lesbian aspect of their love making was turning her on as she never been turned on.

He gulped and nodded.

She lay back and spread her legs wide.

He slid his four fingers out of her, added his thumb to the mix, and slid them back into her.

He went into her easily. She cried out and began thrashing up and down.

He closed his hand to make a fist. She could feel the size of him inside her.

He was moving slowly, scared he’d hurt her, but she just kept moving her hips, trying to get more, and he began to speed up.

She gripped his wrist, arched her back, and he punched inside her pussy.

“FUCK!” she wailed. “FUCK!”

She came hard. From twisting and writhing to locked up, frozen, as the white hot spasms shot through her.

Roger held still, and she bucked and bucked, her eyes closed tightly.

Then it was over. she lay back, breathing hard, and just lay there. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at him. “You can take it out now.”

He did, moving slowly, and she closed her eyes and groaned again, then his fist slipped out of her.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered. “We need to do that again. How’d you like that?”

“Incredible.”

“Some day I’ll do that to you.”

He stared at her and couldn’t figure out whether he was more scared or anticipating.


PART TWO

Roger stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself. It had been two months since he had lost his manhood, and he could see the changes that had happened pretty easily.

His butt flared out and his ass was round. He was stunned, and wondered if he could twerk. His ass wasn’t flabby, but it wasn’t the solid buns he had had when he was a man.

The flare of butt had caused his waist to look smaller. And that had caused his thin chest to look bigger.

His boobs were really coming in now. They were little mountains. they still had a ways to go, but he felt sure they would be bigger than Gina’s.

The most amazing transformation, however, was in his face.

He didn’t have to shave, and his skin had softened up. His cheek bones were more visible as the fat redistributed. His hair was long and he brushed it to back. When he brushed it to the sides his face looked even more feminine, and Gina was after him to let her style it.

He didn’t want to. There was still a part of him, in spite of all the meetings with Dr. Haroldson that thought he was still a man. That denied his pussy, no matter how much Gina played with it, sucked it, fingered him.

He still hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was very frustrating.

He had heard that women had a rough time having orgasms, not like men, who just shot their wad; not like himself who had spurted at the least provocation.

“What’s happening, honey?” Gine came into the bedroom from the bathroom. She had just showered and was drying her hair with a fluffy towel.

Gina kept her hair mid length. Long enough to rub a dub and only look like she had a shaggy haircut. But she wanted him to grow it long. Real long. Down his back long.

“Nothing,” he said, heading for his closet.

He looked at his clothes. Slowly, the male clothes stopped fitting him. He had thrown out half his wardrobe. On the other side of the closet Gina had started hanging dresses and blouses and such. And she had placed several pairs of shoes on the floor under his dresses.

She followed him in. Watched him pick out a pair of tighty whities. “When are you going to give up.”

He held the underpants and turned to her. He was aware that he looked sad, and he tried not to, but how do you deny your emotions?

“Give up being who I am?”

“Give up resisting who you are becoming.”

They stared at each other, then she got a wicked grin on her face. They were both naked, and she was brushing her hair. She stepped into him, put her mouth to his and began chewing on his lips.

His lips, which were plumper by the day, growing more curvy. And his eyes were softer, almost dewy.

He kissed back and she pressed against him, pushed him against the back wall.

He tripped and fell against the wall, and was in a momentarily vulnerable position. “Hey!”

She put the handle of her hairbrush against his pussy and pushed it.

He gasped as he felt the smooth, wooden handle penetrate. It felt like a charge of electricity, but a very nice charge of electricity, except that he was scared.

She put her forearm against his throat, further immobilizing him. She snarl/whispered into his face, “I’ve had enough of your whiny bullshit.”

“Take it out!” But inside he wanted to squirm, to wiggle, to get more.

“No way. In fact, if you don’t agree to let me outfit you right now, transform you right now, make you the gorgeous, beautiful creature that God wants you to be, then I’m going to shove this handle up your pussy until you cum.”

His feet were extended, his back against the wall, his arms clutched at her arm which was pushing on his throat, but he couldn’t do anything about the way she was moving the hair brush handle into him.

“Please don’t!” he begged. “It hurts!”

She laughed, a wild gleam in her eyes.

“I know it doesn’t hurt, I know it feels good. I know because I’ve fucked myself with it before. Feel the smooth handle? It’s shaped like a butt plug, but longer. Long enough to give you a woman sized thrill. Are you ready for that? Are you ready for your first real dildo fuck?”

His arms scrabbled at her forearm, her other arm pushed harder. He felt the handle inserting, sliding into him. The smooth wood sliding against his soft tissues, and like hot air slides against cold air, he felt like he was about to experience lightening.

“Don’t…don’t.”

She had it fully inside him now. She began to move it, to move it around like she was stirring his insides.

“How do you like having a pussy now? Is it so bad?”

“Gah…”

She lightened the pressure on his throat and whispered. “This is the same as my fingers, just bigger and better shaped. Stop fighting it. Give it up and go with it.”

Suddenly Roger groaned and grunted, and he felt a series of little pops deep inside.

Delicious pops. Little mousetraps that caused his hips to jerk.

It wasn’t a big orgasm…it was a bunch of little ones. Intuitively he knew that he wasn’t ready for a big one. He wasn’t ready to lose his mind, and he knew that’s what would happen.

“Okay…okay…”

Gina pressed against him again, took her arm down, and gently extracted the hair brush from his pussy.

He was having a hard time breathing. She moved back and pulled him back to his feet.

“It wasn’t a real dick, it wasn’t really shaped like a dick, but you had some orgasms, didn’t you?”

He nodded, and was ashamed and embarrassed and, in an odd way, pleased. He felt like he had just passed some kind of test.

“Okay. Let’s get you fixed up. It’s time you found your feminine side and embraced it.”

She led him by the hand. She sat him down at the vanity table. She sat next to him and put his hand on the table. As she sorted through her nail kit she said, “What was it like, cumming like a woman?”

“It was…nice.”

“Hunh!” snorted Gina. “Nice, he says. She says. We haven’t talked about your pronouns yet. But I saw the look on your face. Tell me what happened.”

Roger stared as she fit long, oval fingernails over his, then put them down and started prepping his fingers.

“It was like a string of little pops.”

“Ha! You got the firecrackers. Wait until you get the dynamite. You’re going to go out of your mind. You won’t even know who you are.”

“That’s what I’m scared of.”

She looked at him.

“Of losing myself. It’s so different. As a man I just grunt and shoot. And it is like shooting a gun. What you did, it was like getting shot, but all over.”

She nodded. “Yeah. We’re different, but from everything I’ve heard and read the female orgasm is much better than the male orgasm.”

Roger didn’t comment to that. He watched as she filed and shaped and pushed the cuticles back.

“Do we have to do that?”

She answered, “Did you know that you are self lubricating?”

“What?”

“When I fucked you with the hairbrush you were moist. You were excreting lubricant. That’s how I knew you really wanted it. No more vaseline for you. Unless we do your asshole, of course.”

“Do my…no!”

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

“But…no.”

She laughed and put a dab of glue on the back of a fake nail and pressed it onto his finger. She held it, and within thirty seconds it was set.

“I’m using good glue, not the cheap stuff that some nails come with. These won’t lift, but you’ll have to relearn how to use your hands.”

“How do you mean?”

“You’ll have to figure out how to pick up a penny. You’ll have to pick up things using the pads of your fingers, and your fingers will stick out a bit. Hell, you’ll even have to learn how to wipe your butt.” She giggled.

“You like doing this? This make up stuff?”

“Oh, yes. When I was a girl we’d have slumber parties and put make up on, and on each other, and it was fun. It was intimate and close and fun.”

“And did any of the girls…you know?”

“We made out. One would be the boy and one would be the girl and we’d practice and talk about what we were doing, figuring everything out.”

“Wow.”

She was painting his fingernails with shiny, red polish. The fruity smell filled the room. It was pungent, but sweet and nice at the same time.

She looked up at him. “Don’t sniff too much. Nail polish kills brain cells.”

“What?”

“If you smell it too much. Yes. It can cause problems in all sorts of things. Old women who have trouble walking may have worn too much nail polish during their lifetime.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Actually, no. But I wouldn’t worry about it. It takes a long time and a lot of polish.”

“So women who are all pretty and have nice nails are brain dead.”

She bit her lip and held in the laughter. “You’re such an asshole.”

For the first time a hint of a smile came out.

His hands were done with the polish, three coats, so she began putting on lacquer to make the nails harder.

He looked at his other hand, turning it this way and that and inspecting the nails. “That is weird.”

“Beautifully weird,” she said.

“Like claws.”

“Meow,” she agreed.

Done with his fingernails she sat down on the floor crosslegged and did his toenails.

He watched, and the oddest thing. Sitting like that, with her at his feet, head bowed, he had a phantom hard on.

People lose limbs and think they feel them. He suddenly felt like he had his cock. But there was nothing there. Just his mind.

“Okay, let’s put some good underwear on you.”

They went into the closet and she showed him what she had bought him.

He had been wearing the training bra, but it was obviously past that time. He needed real support.

She gave him a half bra, very wispy material, very sexy. That’s real support? he wondered.

He put it on and gazed down at the way his nipples peeked over the edge of the bra. His nipples were getting bigger. “It’s not very comfortable.”

“We just have to adjust it.” As she worked over the straps and fitted the bra to his figure she said, “There are a ton of different bras. Strapless, sports, balconet, triangle, demi…we’ll play with them all until we find your preferences and what makes you look good.”

“I think I’m more interested in comfort than looking good.”

She just laughed. “You silly goose. There. How does that feel?”

He looked down, his tits looked even bigger. He gave a couple of little jumps and his boobs jiggled up and down, but stayed in the bra. “It’s actually comfortable.”

“Chalk one up for half bras. We’ll try this one again, but I think you’ll need bigger cups. You’re a healthy girl, you know.”

It was the first time she had ever referred to him as a girl.

“Should I not say that?” she said, noting the consternation on his face.

“No…I guess…I guess it’s all right.”

She nodded. “Okay. Panties. Try this thong on.”

He looked at the triangle and thin rope.

She laughed at the expression on his face. “It’s not like you have to hold your package up or anything.”

“Yeah. I guess.” His face looked so rueful she giggled.

“Okay, it’s nylon time.” She held out a dangling pair of nylons and he took them. “You’ve seen me do it, just get your fingers in them and sort of roll them up your legs. He followed her instructions and was surprised. They clung to his legs, wouldn't fall, and his legs looked shiny and, dare he admit it? Sexy.

“We’ll put your shoes on later. Let’s work on your face and hair.”

He sat down at the vanity table again and watched her as she gathered bottles and brushes and stuff.

She took her time, and he watched her face, how she concentrated.

“Okay, let’s cleanse those nasty, old pores.”

She used little sponges and scrubbed his face, and the sponges turned black.

“Good, Lord!” he exclaimed, picking one up and looking at the blackness.

“That’s your blackheads and pimples and everything else that hides in your pretty, little pores.”

He shook his head.

She primed him, explaining every detail of what she was doing and why.

“You’re going to have to do this yourself, you know.”

He hadn’t thought about it. But he did now.

He was going to have to pay attention to make up the same way a guy paid attention to how to fix a car engine.

She put on the foundation, the blush, everything, and he watched himself in the mirror.

His face was already feminine. Now it became glowingly so. She had whitened him, made a canvas out of his face, and now she was painting on the canvas. His eyes took on color, his lashes grew longer and thicker. She trimmed his eyebrows into little arches, and he said, “I’m not going to be able to pass as a man when you’re done.”

She just brushed him off with, “Why should you?”

He looked at her, but she ignored him and kept working. She put lipstick on him and it took all he had not to try and lick it off.

Finally, make up done, she said, “We’re going to pierce your ears.”

“Wait a minute?”

“For what?” she dared him.

He knew she was bullying him, and he wanted to fight back, but the odd thing was the more feminine he looked the less assertive he felt.

I’m submitting, he thought. What’s wrong with me?

But underneath it all he knew he wasn’t wrong. As she transformed him so did his mind transform.

He felt butterflies in his stomach. He felt queasy, but it was good. He had been resisting too long. This had to happen.

“Thank you,” he blurted.

She smiled at him. “You’re welcome.”

She put holes in his lobes, then hung earrings on the lobes. Each earring was three silver strands, about an inch long, with a little, tiny diamond on the end.

She brushed his hair, styling it back, curling it around the edge of his jaw then sweeping it back. It was sort of a Dorothy Hamil look A longish bubble with a wedge in the back. It looked really good on him.

He stared at himself. He was impressed, even though he was weirded out. But the weirding out was growing less with every minute of his transformation.

Finally, Gina handed him high heels. He took them, put them on, and tried to stand up.

And almost fell, and staggered uncontrollably, and Gina laughed and held his arm.

“This is hard!”

“That’s why only women wear them.”

He side glanced her, then began working his way around the room, holding to the walls, stumbling and tripping.

Out in the hall, off the rug and onto the wood floor, he did better. He figured out how to hold his feet, how to place his feet, and he stood in the doorway at one point and just practiced putting his feet down to make the clicking sound.

For an hour he practiced, and when he finally started to achieve a sense of balance Gina opened the door and grabbed his arm.

“Whoa!” he said, almost tripping as he went down the steps. “What are you doing?”

“It’s not enough to be pretty, you’ve got to be seen to be pretty.”

“What?” His voice, interestingly enough, objected in a higher pitch.

He had tried to keep the manly pitch in his voice, but with all the things that were happening he couldn’t remember, and he sounded exactly like a woman.

“We’re going for a drive.”

“What? No!” He tried to turn and go back to the house, but in his heels he was no match for Gina. She kept him off balance, opened and the door and shoved him into the car, and click, click, clicked around to the driver’s side.

He opened the door and she snarled at him. “Don’t you dare.”

The look on her face, the submissive way he was feeling, he hesitated.

She started up the car and backed out, and he closed the door.

“I don’t want to do this.”

“Tough beans. I have a very important errand to run, and you’re coming with me.”

“I might come with you, but I’m not getting out of the car.”

“We’ll see,” she muttered.

She didn’t drive downtown, she drove out to a little shopping center on the old highway. Inside the shopping center was an old fashioned hamburger stand, a dress shop, an ice cream parlor, and a garage.

She parked the car and came around to his side and opened the door. She eyed him and warned him. “Get out or I’ll grab your hair and pull you out.”

He started to say no, but she started reaching for his hair and he gave up. “Okay! Okay.”

She linked her arm in his and made sure he didn’t fall on his face. She walked them into the ice cream parlor.

“This is your important errand?”

“Is there anything more important than ice cream?” she snickered.

At the counter she told the girl, “I’ll have a scoop of peppermint.” She turned to Roger. “What will you have, Roxanne?”

It felt like he had been slapped, yet he showed no reaction. Roxanne. Roxie for short. He hated it, for what it signified, loved it for the sound and appropriateness, and made himself say, “Vanilla.”

“Oh, you sissy,” Gina laughed. “Why not ruin your figure with a banana boat, three scoops, chocolate, whipped cream and a cherry.”

Defiantly, he said, “I will if you do.”

Gina turned to the girl. “We’ll have two of those, but make my ice cream peppermint.”

Roger, or Roxie, had recovered enough to say, “Mint chip for me.”

The girl got busy and they stood at the counter. There was nobody else in the shop, and Roger just stared at everything. He was almost sorry there was nobody else there. He felt weird and funny and beautiful and…he wanted to share that feeling.

He leaned towards Gina and said, “Thank you.”

“No problemo, beautiful.”

She used to say handsome. Now she said beautiful He used to wear pants, now he wore skirts. Everything was changing, and he was holding on by the fingernails, by his long, sculpted, fake finger nails.

They sat in a booth in the front, by the window, and ate their ice cream and stared at the world.

Sometimes she said something, sometimes he did. They spoke in low tones, intimate tones, and the world passed by outside.

And for the first time in a long time Roger was happy.

They arrived home and Roger was in a silent mood. He went into the kitchen and poured himself a small bourbon and Coke. “Would you like one?”

Gina inspected him. “What’s the occasion?”

“I’m going to ask for a favor.”

“Sure. I better have a big one.”

He made her drink and they sat down in the den and sipped and she asked. “Okay. What’s this big favor?”

He took a long moment to answer. He said, “I think you know.”

She knew, and she nodded. “Do you think you’re ready for this?”

“Yes.”

And he did look determined.

“Then I’m your girl.”

They finished their drinks, then headed for the bedroom.

“Have a seat, honey, I’ll just be a minute.”

Roxanne sat on the side of the bed. She patted the mattress, bounced up and down, and then watched as Gina opened the bottom drawer of her dresser.

Gina stood up, fastened the straps around her hips and screwed the big cock into the socket.

Butterflies the size of bats fluttered in Roxanne’s stomach.

“Okay, honey. It’s time.”

Roxanne gulped and nodded. Her lips were red and her eyes gleamed. Part of her wanted to run screaming from the room. She was a he inside. She had been raised male, had male idea and attitudes, but…this had to be.

“How do we do this?”

“However we want,” Gina grinned as she sauntered towards her husband. She deliberately let her cock waggle in the air. She stopped in front of Roxanne and spoke very pleasantly. “Down on your knees, bitch.”

Roxanne found herself giggling. It was a nervous giggle, and she became aware that her voice was even higher pitched.

She slid off the bed and, looking up at Gina, got onto her knees.

Gina moved forward and thrust her cock out.

Roxanne opened her mouth, looked awkward for a second, then engulfed Gina’s prick.

Her red lips looked so sexy as she slid them up and down the shaft.

“Squeeze my balls,” murmured Gina.

Roxanne did, and Gina moaned as if she really felt like she had balls and they were being played with.

For a long minute Roxanne sucked, and the longer she sucked the more she got into it. The feeling of holding a man’s dick in her mouth, it left her with a sense of awe. If it was a real dick it might squirt right down her throat.

“Nice, honey.” Gina put her hand sunder Roxanne’s arms and lifted her, moved her back onto the bed. “You want it on all fours? Or missionary?”

Without saying a word Roxanne pushed herself back and opened her legs.

Gina crawled up on the bed and wedged between Roxanne’s legs.

Roxanne lay back and bit her lip. She wanted this…she didn’t want this…she wanted this…the arguments rolled back and forth in her head.

Gina held the tip of her penis to Roxanne’s slit and moved it up and down.

Roxanne felt the pressure mount, then Gina slipped her penis into her pussy. She stopped, halfway in, and realized: “There’s something there.”

For a second they both wondered, then Roxanne blurted. “I have a hymen!”

Gina laughed. “I’m going to pop your cherry.”

Roxanne nodded, and Gina pushed forward, a quick, hard thrust, and then she was in. All the way in. Up to the balls. A thin seep of blood trickled around the edges of her plastic peter.

Gina looked down at the coppery smell. “It’s okay.”

Roxanne nodded. She felt incredible. Her pussy was being forced open, the dick was rubbing on her nerves in the most delicious way.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Gina fucked her. She moved in and out. She sucked on her nipples. She bit her and slapped her and somewhere in there Roxanne began to laugh. And to cry.

Gina kissed her tears, made it all right, and kept moving her penis.

Then Roxanne felt it. Not just a little pop pop pop, but the swelling of a monster explosion, not a stick of dynamite, but a virtual atomic bomb.

She felt herself lifted up, and, finally, she gave up, let the explosion consume her.

She arched her back, groaned, and felt ripples like earthquakes run through her body.

Gina stared in wonder. This was a big one. A really big one. She held on to Roxanne and tried to keep pumping, but it was like trying to ride a hurricane.

Then the blast went away, just receded, grew less, waned, and…disappeared.

Roxanne was left gasping, staring at the ceiling, then she started to laugh.

Above her, on her, Gina laughed too, and she held Roxanne’s face and kissed her again and again.

END
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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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