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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You know, it’s all right to be a woman.” 
 
    Roxie looked at me and tilted her head. “Well, duh.” 
 
    I frowned. We were getting ready for a party and I was wearing slacks, a polo short, and some black and white oxford wing tips. “I just say that because, well, you’re sort of dressed like me. 
 
    “I am?” She looked in the vanity mirror, quite aware of what she was wearing. “I hadn’t noticed.” 
 
    I sighed. “Roxie, I don’t mean to be, uh, critical, but…you’re dressing like a man.” 
 
    “Woman can do that,” she smiled as she worked on her make up. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…wouldn’t you like to wear a dress some time? Maybe some high heels?” 
 
    Now she sighed. She turned to me and considered me with a moue. “Jack, let’s face it, sometimes male clothes are comfortable. You don’t have to worry about skirts flapping up, or get into a car by pressing your knees together and swiveling. Your arches don’t ache after a couple of hours of high heels…it’s just more comfortable to be a man.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…isn’t it nice to look pretty?” 
 
    Her forehead furrowed and her eyes squinched together a bit. “Are you telling me I’m ugly?” 
 
    Oh, man. Me and my big mouth. But, this needed saying. 
 
    “Of course not! But some of these people are from work, it’s nice to make a good impression on them.” 
 
    “And me dancing around with a smiley face on is going to impress them? Like some housewife from the fifties? You want me to be a Stepford Wife and say ‘Yes, sir,’ and ‘no, sir?’ Or how about this? I walk three feet behind you, and I should open the doors for you and stand by to wait on you. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “You’re being unreasonable,” I said. 
 
    “I’m being unreasonable? You telling me what to wear is reasonable?” 
 
    “In certain situations it is appropriate to offer advice on correct modes of dress.” 
 
    “Correct modes of dress,” she mimicked my voice rather cruelly. “So this is a cultural thing and I should go along with the herd because, damn it, I’m a cow to be instructed. What’s next? Branding?” 
 
    “All I did was offer a bit of advice and you’re going off the deep edge.” 
 
    Man, this was getting gnarly. I raised my hands in surrender and started backing out of the room. I offered capitulation, “I’m sorry. I can see where I was wrong and I do apologize. I’ll go get the car ready.” 
 
    As I left the room I heard her muttering, “Correct modes of dress, my ass!” 
 
    The drive over to my boss’s house was a bit subdued. I turned on the Beach Boys, guaranteed to liven the spirits at all times, and it bounced off her. 
 
    I tried to engage in conversation, told her she did look lovely and apologized, but she just murmured things under her breath and looked out the window. 
 
    We drove up the long drive and parked in a tennis court. There were a good number of cars here, maybe twenty-five, and that meant probably fifty people. I stopped the car, grinned, and said, “Well, let’s go have some fun.” 
 
    She stone walled me. 
 
    And I had finally had enough. I turned to her. “Honey, are you going to carry this bullshit on all night?” 
 
    She turned to me, “I just don’t think it’s very nice of you to insult me for what I am wearing.” 
 
    I sat back a little. She was pissed, and that was it. I was done with it. “Honey,” I said, quite pleasantly, “if you want to be a man, so be it. Wear what you want, but I’m getting drunk so you can be the man and drive me home later.” 
 
    I got out without another word and walked across the tennis court towards the path leading up to the house. 
 
    It took a moment, I was all the way across the court and mounting the first steps before she realized that I wasn’t going to be opening the door for her or waiting for her. 
 
    Well, heck, she wants to be a man, let her open her own damned doors. 
 
    The party was a blast. Henry Jenkins always puts on a blast. He has more liquor than Jack Daniel, and he encourages people to drink and make fools of themselves. And they do. And the next day at work they are all sheepish, but in some strange way it bonds us. 
 
    Of course, as one of the lucky few who works at home I don’t have to be a fool to get along, but…you know, it’s fun! 
 
    So I arrived at the patio and started greeting people. “Tom! How you been?” “George, haven’t seen you since last time!” “Hey girls, I know you’ve been waiting for me.” 
 
    Handshakes, laughs, pats on the back and a hug or two, then I was at the bar. I ordered a Coke and bourbon, which caused the barkeep to laugh at me. Once, a few parties ago, he had told me that you’re supposed to say bourbon and Coke, not Coke and bourbon, so I never miss a chance to say it wrong for him.” 
 
    As he handed me the drink I felt a body next to me. I turned, and it was Roxie, a tight smile on her face. She was smiling because it was a party, and angry because I had walked off and left her. “Did you order me a drink?” 
 
    “Nah.” I said, and I whispered, “Men do things for themselves.” 
 
    Oh, the blaze that emitted from her eyes. I now knew what the phrase ‘if looks could kill’ meant. 
 
    She turned to the barkeep and asked, “Could I have a Ginger Ale?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He quickly poured her the drink, glanced at me because he could tell she was pissed, and handed it to her. 
 
    I turned and perused the scene. Henry was at the barbecue flipping burgers and rolling dogs. His wife was with a group of women.  
 
    Roxie turned and likewise inspected the goings ons. 
 
    “See those women over there?” I pointed to where Henry’s wife and the group of women were. 
 
    “Yes,” Roxie’s voice was subdued, but full of daggers.  
 
    “They look nice, don’t they?” 
 
    Roxie’s eyes narrowed, all the women were wearing dresses, were wearing full make up. Were not in slacks with minimal face paint. 
 
    Roxie stomped off. 
 
    “Hey, uh, partner?”  
 
    I turned to the bar man. 
 
    “Is it time already?” I looked at my glass. Yep, it was almost empty. I slid it across to the barkeep and he slowly made me another. 
 
    As he pushed it forward he murmured, “Be careful, dude.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, women can be bitches They can be the most frustrating thing in the world. And it’s even worse when they’re wrong and you’re right, but…you should quit right now.” 
 
    I took a gulp and stared at him. He was a nice guy, and he was just trying to offer friendly advice.  
 
    “So you think women should wear men’s clothes and rule the world?” 
 
    He held up his hands in surrender, the same way I had held my hands up an hour previous. “I’m just saying that with women…you can’t win. You should probably just tell her you love her, that you’re wrong, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Hunh.” I finished my drink. “One more for the road?” 
 
    “Sure, and I apologize if I’ve said anything out of line.” 
 
    I smiled. I had no argument with the guy who keeps me supplied with alcohol. “No problem.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. 
 
    And I joined the party. 
 
    It was wild. I wasn’t the only one trying to get drunk, and I wasn’t the only one making a fool of himself. Jim Hawkins told a scurrilous joke about black people, and a space opened up around him. The only guy who would talk to him after that was George Simpson, from down in marketing, who happened to be black and thought his joke was hilarious. 
 
    And then there was Betsy Johnson, who did a can can…and wasn’t wearing underwear. There were a lot of guys trying to talk to her after that. 
 
    I spent some time talking to Henry, and he laughed a lot and I realized that I wasn’t always making sense. That demon rum, you know. 
 
    And I spent a lot of time dancing with women. Women in dresses and skirts. I saw the look of fury on Roxie’s face, but I didn’t care. I had had enough and I was a man and…that was the last thing I knew until I woke up in the hospital. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party? 
 
    “Mr. Jackson? Sir?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me. 
 
    “What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it. 
 
    A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips. 
 
    I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harris. Can you tell me where you live?” 
 
    “In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt. 
 
    The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    Funny, I remembered being so mean to her, treating her like shit at the party, and she was the first thing I thought about when coming out of…out of whatever had happened to me. 
 
    The doctor insisted on asking more questions. Then he took my pulse. And I realized that there were all sorts of wires coming out from under the sheets. And I felt funny, sort of numb down there. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me what happened?” I whispered, “Or am I going to have to call a newspaper?” 
 
    The doc, a very serious fellow, cleared his throat and said, “Mr. Jackson, you’ve been in an accident.” 
 
    “What kind of an accident?” 
 
    “Apparently you ran into a road barrier.” 
 
    “My wife! Is she okay?” 
 
    “Your wife is fine. She’s waiting to see you.” 
 
    “Oh, whew! Well, if you could hand me some pants I could get out of here.” 
 
    “There are some things you should know before we discharge you.” 
 
    I looked at the doctor and the nurse. They were both pretty grim-faced. 
 
    “I didn’t hurt anybody, did I?” 
 
    “Only yourself.” 
 
    I pulled my head back and tilted it slightly. “What do you mean?”               
 
    “Apparently you were holding a bottle of whiskey between your legs, balanced on the front of your car seat.” 
 
    I didn’t remember that, but, oh crap. Drunk driving? 
 
    “When your car struck the divider the steering wheel tilted down and went into your groin. The bottle was broken and it actually, uh, it did severe damage to your groin area.” 
 
    “It did? But I feel fine!” 
 
    “We kept you in a coma for several weeks so we could repair the damage…” 
 
    “Oh, good—“ 
 
    “But we couldn’t save your penis and testicles.” 
 
    That was the moment. That was unreal. It was like somebody had suddenly asked me why the elephant was dancing on my head. It didn’t register, even as it sunk down to my gut. It was a statement that I understood and denied all at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, okay…” What was I saying? What had he just said? 
 
    “We have done a lot of reconstruction, that’s why we kept you under for so long. We wanted to give it good healing time.” 
 
    I grinned. “That’s a good joke, Doc. Did my wife put you up to it?” 
 
    They didn’t smile. Not either one of them. Not at all. 
 
    “Are you saying…this is for real? I just lost my…” 
 
    “We had to remove your penis. We were able to construct a vagina for you.” 
 
    “A…a vagina?” 
 
    The nurse patted my hand. “Doctor Harris is the country’s foremost surgeon in these matters.” 
 
    “You’ll have full function, even to sex, and…” 
 
    And he kept talking and talking, and I was waiting for Porky Pig to push the doctor and nurse aside and say, ‘bu du be bud du be…that’s all, folks!” 
 
    But Porky never made appearance, and I listened, and my world came utterly and totally apart. 
 
    I started crying, and Doctor Harris gave me a shot, and I stopped crying, and I felt so good, and it was so odd, feeling good when something bad has happened to you. 
 
     
 
    “Honey, it’s not the end of the world.” Roxie patted my hand. “You’re still you.” 
 
    “Yeah, a female me.” 
 
    “It’s just a vagina.” 
 
    “What’s next, tits?” 
 
    “If that’s what you want.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “You want me to get breasts?” 
 
    “I want you to be happy. The doctor said there would be adjustments, and whatever we have to do…I’m in this with you.” 
 
    I stared out the hospital window. We were waiting on discharge papers, and I was trying to salvage some idea of myself. 
 
    “The first thing we need to do is…” 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    We looked around to where a woman was standing in the doorway. She had rapped on the doorframe. She entered all the way and introduced herself. “I’m Clair Tompkins. I was asked to do a consult with you.” 
 
    “What’s a consult?” I asked miserably. 
 
    “I’m here to evaluate, see if there’s anything further you need.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Roxie sighed. It was obvious to one and all that I was not fine. 
 
    Doctor Clair pulled up a chair and sat. She had no clipboard, not even a stethoscope, and a sneaking suspicion crept in on me. “Are you a psychiatrist?” 
 
    “It’s true,” she admitted. 
 
    “I don’t need my head shrunk.” 
 
    “Probably not, but humor me. Let them think I’m earning my pay.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Doctor,” Roxie jumped in. 
 
    “Call me Clair.” And, to me, “I know all about your accident, and I know, from having counseled many people on like situations that you’re going to be dealing with some issues.” 
 
    “I’m okay.” And I thought, “What does a woman know about a guy losing his manhood?” 
 
    “You’re probably wondering what I, a woman, know about a man losing his manhood.” 
 
    Well, that little bit of mind reading made me blink. 
 
    “I’ve counseled gentlemen who have had cancer and had to have penectomies or orchidectomies. I have counseled accident victims, like yourself. I have dealt with husbands, wives, brothers and whole families and helped them through a terrible time. I have also counseled people who have decided to transition.” 
 
    Well, maybe she did know something, but I didn’t feel like talking. 
 
    “Now I know you don’t feel like talking, so let me just blather for a bit, see if I can make some sense out of this tragedy, and it is a tragedy.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Clair.” 
 
    I glanced at Roxie. She smiled reassuringly at me. They were ganging up on me, but it wasn’t like they were picking on me, so…I let her talk. 
 
    “To help you talk I am going to tell you something. It’s a secret that I only tell to patients, and you know the deal. If I tell you a secret, then you’ve got to tell me a secret. 
 
    “When I was an intern I had to talk to a young woman who had cancer and had to have her breasts removed. It was my first official ‘counseling.’ I have never felt so lost in my life. Here was a woman undergoing pain and disfigurement, and eventual reconstruction. I talked, and talked. I said all the right things. My teachers said I had said the right thing, and the books said so, and…three weeks later she committed suicide.” 
 
    The hospital room was so silent we didn’t even hear the rest of the hospital. It was like a huge buffer had dropped down over everything. 
 
    “Now, that’s a true story. It hurts me to this day. I didn’t do it, I wasn’t responsible, but I felt like I was. Now, how do you feel, right now. The absolute truth. My secret for yours.” 
 
    “You tell that to everybody,” I blurted. 
 
    “I tell it to patients who I need to get to communicate with me quickly. And I can assure you, it hurts as much now as the moment I heard that young woman, her name was Diana, had committed suicide. What is going on with you, right now?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She just waited, and was obviously intent on waiting me out. 
 
    Roxie sat there and stared at her. 
 
    “I feel…lost,” and I began to cry. 
 
      
 
    I went home later that day, with an appointment to see Clair in two days time. Interestingly, Roxie was invited. Clair said this was a group effort, and Roxie nodded and agreed. 
 
    Roxie drove, and I noted that it was our other car. The smaller Nissan. 
 
    “I guess I really messed up,” I murmured. 
 
    “I guess I’m not going to offer that judgment,” she responded, and we drove the rest of the way in silence. 
 
    I entered the house and it was like I had just stepped out and returned. Same furniture, same pictures on the wall, same big screen TV that I watched football games on. 
 
    It was late, but I wasn’t that hungry, so Roxie just fixed us a couple of tuna sandwiches. 
 
    Afterwards I turned on the TV and ignored it. My mind was working about a million miles an hour, and the thoughts weren’t all zippity do dah.  
 
    Roxie came in and sat next to me. She cuddled up next to me, pulled my arm around her, just like I was still the big, bad, protective man. 
 
    “What are we going to do without sex?” 
 
    She blinked, turned and looked up at me. “I’m not worried about that.” 
 
    “I can’t do my husbandly duties anymore, so how do I keep you satisfied.” 
 
    She straightened up and faced me and told me the biggest lie I ever heard. “Sex doesn’t matter that much.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    She remained sitting up and watching me. “So we don’t have sex. Does that mean I don’t love you? That you don’t love me?” 
 
    “It means I can’t be the man you married.” 
 
    “Do you think it’s only the cock and balls that make a man a man?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Of course I did. Though I wouldn’t say it so baldly. 
 
    She suddenly got up, stood up right on the couch. She balanced herself and walked over me. She sat down on my lap, very gently. She put her arms around me. She kissed me. A long, slow, loving kiss. 
 
    Not a mad, passionate kiss like I had been used to, like I often inflicted on her. 
 
    Then she just hugged me. And she whispered, “I don’t know if I should be saying this, maybe I should wait for Dr. Clair to help me sort this out, but you have a vagina. A pussy. The doctor said it’s fully functioning.” 
 
    “But did he mean for sex?” I spoke bitterly. 
 
    “That’s what I understood. But we can certainly check on that. But the point is that if you have a vagina, and it is usable…we can have sex.” 
 
    “What? You’re going to get a strap on and…and fuck me?” 
 
    “It works two ways. I fuck you, you fuck me, maybe we can have even more sex than we used to.” 
 
    I was silent then. I could feel her buns on my lap. I wanted the familiar feel of the boner growing, pushing, prodding, suggesting. 
 
    It wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    So we sat there, and didn’t talk, and the darkness lowered outside, and we eventually went to bed. 
 
      
 
    Several mornings later, about a week, actually, I awoke. I tended to wake up early a lot these days, and I got up and headed for my dresser drawer. 
 
    I took out a pair of underwear, tighty whiteys, and started to put them on. 
 
    “I don’t see why you insist on wearing male underwear.” 
 
    I looked over to where Roxie was laying on her side, watching me. 
 
    “Habit,” I said. 
 
    “Doc Clair says we should learn new habits.” 
 
    I stood at the dresser, underpants in hand, and thought about it. 
 
    My sessions with Doctor Clair had been pretty in depth, and we had talked about one of the things that bugged me, the fact that pants didn’t really fit me. Oh, they fit, but they were tailored for the bounce and sway of a man’s package, and since I had none, they were no longer tailored for me, and they even felt weird. 
 
    “So you’re suggesting what?” 
 
    “Try some of my panties. See if you like it.” 
 
    Huh. Well, why not? 
 
    I opened her drawer and rummaged. 
 
    “Try the pink ones. They’re a little large for me, but they should fit you perfectly.” 
 
    I held up a pair of pink panties. Nothing special about them. Just…panties. 
 
    I put my feet in them and started to pull them up, then stopped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve never actually looked at my…my pussy.” 
 
    Roxie hopped out of bed. She actually had a grin on her face. “Well, let’s look.” 
 
    We went into the bathroom and I sat on the throne and looked down. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” I whispered. It’s really a pussy.” 
 
    “Or a snatch, or a slit or hole or whatever.” Roxie chuckled. Tell the truth, I think she was quite pleased. I was doing something that Clair had recommended, but which I hadn’t been able to do. 
 
    I reached down and touched the puffy flaps. 
 
    “Those are labia, and they look a little swollen. But Doc Harris said they might be for a while.” 
 
    “And this is the…Oh!” I had touched the little button at the top of my slit and a little thrill had shot through me. 
 
    “The clitoris,” Roxie nodded. “You’re supposed to have feeling in it. Actual sensation.” 
 
    “I do!” 
 
    “Can I touch it?” 
 
    I looked at her. We were like two six year olds playing doctor. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    She touched it, and I felt that thrill shoot through me again. “Damn! that’s downright sexual!” 
 
    “Why did you tell them to give me a vagina?” I asked pointblank. 
 
    She took a breath. “I didn’t know what to do. They gave me options, I didn’t like any, and when they suggested this…an actual vagina, something just seemed to go through me. A ‘why not?’ And it seemed like the right thing. 
 
    I was quiet. 
 
    “Did I do the wrong thing?” 
 
    Roxie had been right there with me, through counseling session, while I had cried, looking after me, loving me. 
 
    “No. I mean, I don’t know, but…but if it’s…you did right.” 
 
    “I worry about that,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Giving you a woman’s plumbing. I have such weird feelings about that. I mean, it feels like I castrated you on purpose, just so I could make you a woman.” 
 
    I spoke wryly. “Was I such a bad man!” 
 
    “Terrible,” she said, and we both knew she was joking. “Now shut up and put on your panties.” 
 
    I grunted, that was a pretty powerful statement to just throw out, but I did it. I pulled the panties up tight against my pussy. I wiggled, and it felt good. There was no slack material, it reduced the feeling of something missing, and…it felt good. 
 
    “How is it?” 
 
    “Not bad. Better than my tighty whiteys.” 
 
    “Most woman’s underwear is. Better material, sexy to wear.” 
 
    There was something there, she had put a little niggle under the surface, but we weren’t ready to think about that. 
 
    Yet. 
 
    So the days passed, and… 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    Roxie and I were sitting in chairs in Doctor Clair’s office. There was a book shelf to one side with weighty tomes, a wall adorned with certificates behind her, and a window on the left. It was a march day and the wind was blowing pretty good. Sunny days were almost upon us. 
 
    “Pretty good,” I answered. 
 
    “He still beats me,” Roxie quipped. 
 
    “You probably deserve it,” Clair sniped, and we all chuckled. We had made vast progress from my early days when Clair had had to pull words out of me like a dentist pulls teeth. The blood and suffering was pretty much behind us. 
 
    “So how long do you want to keep paying me these ridiculous wages?” 
 
    We stared at her. 
 
    “You guys have adapted amazingly well. I’m always available, maybe a check up in a month, but…?” 
 
    Roxie and I looked at each other. This was losing a life support system. I opened my mouth to agree, but Roxie spoke first. 
 
    “There’s something I have been wanting to talk about. For a while, actually. I’ve been hesitant…” 
 
    “Hesitate no longer. Blurt it out. We can all laugh or cry together.” 
 
    That was one of her mantras. ‘Laugh or cry together.’ Unburden your soul and let’s not carry shit around. 
 
    “Well, I haven’t discussed this with Jack, yet, but…” 
 
    We waited. 
 
    Clair leaned forward and pretended to thumb her intercom. “Nurse Ratched, send in Thug and Basher. I’ve got a patient who doesn’t want to talk.” 
 
    We all chuckled, and Roxie finally blurted out, “What about transition.” 
 
    I went silent. 
 
    Roxie looked back and forth between the doc and I. “I can’t be the only one who’s thought about it. I think, my opinion, that Jack feels uncomfortable. Is that an option? Is it?” She looked at me with those last two words. 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    Clair leaned back in her swivel and tapped her chin with a pencil. To me: “Well?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Have you thought about it?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Do you not think about it because you have an aversion?” 
 
    I shook my head, “Beyond my pay grade on that one.” 
 
    Clair grunted. Then: “Before we unearth that corpse, let’s talk about sex.” 
 
    Roxie and I looked at each other, and the good doctor could read lots of stuff into the one look. 
 
    “You said you had tried sex.” 
 
    “With a strap on,” Roxie put in. 
 
    “Yes, I assumed…and you said,” she looked at her notes for a second, “It was all right.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Tell me about that.” 
 
    “Well, it was sex. She had that thing inside me. It felt okay.” 
 
    “You realize, of course, that sex is something you have to work at?” 
 
    “So I’ve been told,” I agreed wryly. 
 
    “So when you had sex…what roles were you in?” 
 
    I blinked at that. “Well, no roles, exactly. She was she and me was me.” 
 
    Clair grinned. “Oh, you silly goose.” 
 
      
 
    We returned home in an interesting mood. Pensive, thinking, tossing extraneous thoughts around. 
 
    We glanced at each other, and it was electric. Then Roxie took my hand and led me back to the bedroom, and the circus began. 
 
    First, she dressed up as a man. The thing that I had objected to months before. But time had passed, I had been abused of certain conceptions of female attire, and male attire, and what the fuck I was going to wear as a sort of reluctant trans. 
 
    Then she dressed me as a woman. 
 
    I had been dressing as a man since my accident, and, except for the panties, thought of myself as a man. 
 
    She handed me a thong, and I put it on. 
 
    She gave me a bra and I put it on, She put tissue in the cups until I had small boobs. 
 
    Garter and nylons. a skirt and a blouse, and…her wig. 
 
    I sat in the vanity chair and watched as she made me up. 
 
    Lord, did I feel weird. But, here’s the odd thing, or the weird thing about weird, if you wish: I had no mis-feelings. I just watched, didn’t get embarrassed. And I had the thought: I have no testosterone to be embarrassed. 
 
    I know. Weird thought, but there it was. 
 
    Then she painted my lips, and I was done. 
 
    Zingo bingo, I was a woman. 
 
    Well, sexually, below the belt, I already was one. 
 
    “You make for a sexy woman,” Roxie said. 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “I’m a woman, have been one for a while, you’re just inexperienced and haven’t learned to change your mind yet. 
 
    I laughed at that, and when she realized what she had said, she laughed, too. 
 
    “Okay, baby, time for you know what.” 
 
    “What?” I asked innocently. 
 
    She undid her zipper and a big, plastic cock fell out. 
 
    “Time for me to stick my big cock up your little pussy.” 
 
    We were nervous, but we were laughing. And we should have been. After all, we were going to have prescription sex, sex by ‘the doctor’s orders.’ 
 
    “You want to suck it first?” 
 
    I looked at the big hog sticking out of her pants and thought about it. 
 
    I was a man, with a man’s natural reticence, but…I wasn’t really all man anymore. 
 
    “Come on. I used to suck yours all the time!” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. 
 
    That was weird. I moved my head forward, placed one hand around her cock, and began to suck. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she grunted. She grabbed my head and pulled my face over her cock. “That feels so good.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, I laughed, and her cock was snorted out of my mouth. 
 
    We both chuckled, then I surprised her, “Do you want to eat my pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” Roxie blurted. We had been focussing on me getting dicked, and she hadn’t thought about that aspect of foreplay. 
 
    “Come on,” I grinned. “I used to eat yours all the time.” 
 
    “Asshole,” she said, but she was smiling. “Okay, let’s see what the big allure is. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me towards the bed. 
 
    I sat on the edge and lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties, shimmied out if them. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Roxie licked her lips. “This is going to be good.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I scooted across the bed and she moved in. She held my legs apart and moved her face into my pussy. 
 
    From the first lick it was thrilling. It felt so different than just touching, and I made noises and put my hands in her hair. 
 
    “Easy, slick,” she murmured from my crotch. “Let me do the work.” 
 
    I let go, and almost exploded from the sheer sensations she inflicted on me. 
 
    Oddly, I couldn’t tell where all my parts were, but every part was feeling good. It was the familiar rush of sex and energy, almost electric, but totally different. 
 
    Cunts and cocks feel differently. 
 
    She held my legs and licked, I could tell she was laving my labia, and my hips started to jerk with desire. 
 
    “Easy,” she murmured, and she tongued my clit. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I felt like I was jumping out of my skin. 
 
    Then she was moving up, positioning her cock outside my opening. 
 
    “Lube?” I asked. 
 
    “Lots,” she responded. 
 
    She had made me wet with her kissing, then she started fingering me as she lubed me. 
 
    I had fingered women before, but I hadn’t realize how truly hot it was. I suddenly understood what women meant when they said they were ‘wet.’ 
 
    Then she touched my slit with her cock and I got all nervous, and wanted her to stop, but I forced myself to shut up, and…she was in me. 
 
    She said she moved in slow, but it felt fast to me, and then I started focusing on the sensations. 
 
    I had been making love as a man being fucked. Now I was learning what it was to just lay back and submit, to let the dominant partner have their way. 
 
    And it was wonderful. 
 
    It was lazier, and more intense. She had to do the work, and I just had to moan and let it happen. 
 
    Oh, it was alien, but with a lot of work and her reminding me of how to fuck like a woman, it happened. 
 
    And, I don’t mean to be anti-climactic, but I actually had an orgasm. It was small, and not at all like a male orgasm, but it was unmistakeable.  
 
    And, when we were done we lay in each other’s arms and just thought about it. 
 
    And I finally said it: “I think I’m going to transition.” 
 
    She just smiled and kissed me, and we began to discuss the things we needed to discuss for such a momentous change to occur.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, we didn’t have to jump through hoops. Some people have to have extensive counseling, but we had already had counseling. Some people have to live as a woman for a year, but I had been wearing panties, and Doctor Clair went to bat for me, and within two months I was ready to start treatments. 
 
    And you ask: what kind of treatments? 
 
    I mean, I had a snatch, if you’ll pardon my language, so what else does a woman need? 
 
    A whole lot, if she’s going to be made by science. 
 
    First and foremost and totally obvious, she needs tits. 
 
    Second, and never ending, she needs hormones. 
 
    Men are simple creatures, and let me explain this with a terrible analogy. 
 
    Man goes into a MacDonald’s: “I’ll take a number one.” 
 
    Woman goes into a MacDonald’s: Could I have a hamburger but without the bun and could you wrap it in lettuce and put just a dab of salt on it and don’t put onions on it but if I could have extra pickles and…and so on. 
 
    Now, as stupid as that sounds, men have testosterone, their life is simple. 
 
    Women, have hormones, and that makes life complicated. They whine, they cry, they say things that are seemingly illogical. But it’s logical to a woman who has hormones. 
 
    Women have to make babies, and they have periods, and it’s like going into combat for 5 days a month, and by the time the woman has recovered, it’s time for another five days. 
 
    I’m sure people will argue with my simplistic explanation, but, darn it, it’s true. 
 
    And I needed tits…and hormones. 
 
    The body was different, it needed different chemicals. Plain and simple. 
 
    The first drug they gave me was a simple estrogen producer. Women have estrogen, and men have testosterone. But I didn’t have testicles any longer, so I didn’t need something called a testosterone blocker. 
 
    And during the course of my treatment I would need other drugs, the drugs they gave me would have to be adjusted, and so on. 
 
    But I was on my way. 
 
     
 
    There is a lot more to being a woman than hormones, and this may sound funny, even flippant, but I was going to have to learn about clothes, fashion, make up, how to do my nails and all sorts of other things. 
 
    For a guy who liked to guzzle beer while watching moving pictures of giants thrashing each other over a little bit of pigskin…this was a shock. 
 
    I would ask, “Why doesn’t mauve go with purple? Aren’t they the same? Sort of?” 
 
    And Roxie would lecture me on how some colors combined harmoniously, and some clashed. And I ended up memorizing things like matching colors because the whole thing didn’t make sense. There simply wasn’t a train of logic I could follow. 
 
    Then there was the whole subject of what to wear when, and here she got some revenge for my attitude about her wearing men’s clothing so long ago. 
 
    Of course, a bit of the male clinging to me, I refused to wear skirts. I would wear shorts, and I actually loved culottes. 
 
    And I loved wearing nylons. 
 
    But I hated shaving my legs. So I started using Nair. 
 
    And my breasts started growing. I will always remember the first day I noticed it.  
 
    “Honey? Roxie? My chest hurts.” 
 
    She immediately paid attention to me. We had explicit instructions to pay attention to any ache or pain. I was taking too many drugs to take a chance. 
 
    Roxie sat me on the bed and had me take my blouse and training bra off. She looked at my chest. She went, “Hmmm,” but didn’t say anything. But I could tell she had a thought. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She ignored me and placed a hand on my pectoral muscle. Although, to be truthful, fat seemed to be moving around on me, and the muscle didn’t feel so much like a muscle as a round, little sponge. “How does this feel?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And this?” She moved around the pectoral, palpating as she went. 
 
    “And how about this?” She pressed a finger into my areola. 
 
    “Ow!” A sharp pain lanced through my chest. 
 
    Roxie grinned. “And how about this?” She pressed again and it hurt and I pulled back and covered my chest. 
 
    “Well, it’s pretty obvious what’s happening.” 
 
    “What?” I had a look of confusion on my face. 
 
    “Puberty.” She started chuckling, and I was blank, and slowly it filtered in. 
 
    “So…my breasts are growing?” 
 
    “Like wildfire. I remember puberty, and that’s what it felt like. Of course, we can call the doctor, but…puberty.” 
 
    “So are my nipples going to hurt like this always?” 
 
    “Nah. But they will be sensitive. I’m actually looking forward to sucking on those puppies. They are getting so big and…” she grew thoughtful, “you know…if the size of your nipples and your areola are any indicator, you should have some very nice-sized ta tas.” 
 
    “Ta tas?” I spoke with disgust. “Please. Breasts, or mammary glands, but…not ta tas.” 
 
    “Oh, ho. Sensitive are we. I remember you used to call mine boobs, titties, and, my favorite, love butts.” 
 
    I sniffed, “That was before I knew better.” 
 
    “Oh, so you have seen the error of your ways.” 
 
    “I have seen the superiority of the female of the species,” I spoke haughtily. 
 
    “Have you seen that you’re full of the brown goo?” 
 
    “Please. Try to be a little more ladylike.” 
 
    She responded by grabbing for my nipples. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I’ll teach you to be a lady!” 
 
    I rolled away but she was on me. I covered my nipples with my hands, but she managed to touch my nipples and I went, “Ow! Stop it! That hurts!” 
 
    “Not yet, it doesn’t.” 
 
    And she was all over me. Wrestling me, pulling my arms down, and touching my nipples. 
 
    “Ow! Ow! Wait! Please! I give up!” 
 
    And we wound up just laying on the bed, holding each other. 
 
    After a few minutes she whispered, “You want to feel something really neat?” 
 
    “If it doesn’t hurt,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t.” She turned to me. “Take your hands away.” 
 
    Hesitantly, I removed my hands, gave her access to my nipples. 
 
    She moved her head over, looked up at m, then lowered her head and licked one of my nipples. 
 
    Oh, God! I felt the sensation of electric heat shooting out from the nipple. It was so strong I felt it in my asshole, and even in my toes. And it was so good and so…super horny! 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined. 
 
    “Later,” Roxie said, first…foreplay.” 
 
    She began to lick my nipples, carefully, waking them up to pleasure. Then she was kissing them, and lightly sucking them. She pressed on the area around my nipples and I almost fainted with the wonderful sensations. 
 
    “How you like that, big boy?” 
 
    I managed to gasp, “That’s big girl to you.” 
 
    “Big girl,” she sighed and snuggled. “I like that. How weird is our life.” 
 
    Boy, she sure understated with that one. 
 
     
 
    I broke down and began to wear dresses. I shaved my legs regularly, put lotions on my skin to soften it, and watched as everything changed. My breasts slowly grew, but my ass grew, too. And that sort of rankled. 
 
    “Women are supposed to have wider hips,” Roxie lectured me. “They have to have babies, and they need bigger hips.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s so hard to look at them on my formerly muscular body and not think I’m just growing fat.” 
 
    She laughed, and I pouted, and that’s the way life went. 
 
    The most interesting thing about all this was our friends. We had a small circle of friends, and they mostly stuck with us, but a few of them seemed ‘standoffish.’ 
 
    Finally, hearing one remark too many, a sniping remark, I visited a couple of our friends and had a conversation. The guy’s name was Rod, and she was ginger, and the conversation went something like this. 
 
      
 
    “Do you feel funny about me transitioning?” 
 
    “Uh, oh, no. No.” 
 
    “Well, I heard you said something to Janey, and if there is a problem we should probably discuss it.” 
 
    “Well, it’s just a shock, you know. And we’re so sorry for you, and…” blah, blah. 
 
    “Why do you feel sorry?” I asked, when Rod was done. Ginger jumped in.  
 
    “Well, having to be a woman and not really understanding what a woman is. That must be very tough.” 
 
    “Not really. Roxie helps me out.” 
 
    Rod: “But isn’t it…how do you make love?” 
 
    Bingo. There it was. Pre-conceived notions about people other than the ‘norm.’ 
 
    In their eyes I wasn’t a homo sapiens any more. I was one of ‘those’ people. Didn’t matter that I had suffered a horrendous accident. Didn’t matter that I hadn’t chosen my path, that circumstances had chosen it, I was now lumped in with ‘gays,’ or ‘Lesbians,’ or ‘trans,’ or whatever. 
 
    I wondered, briefly, whether they had cultivated their intolerance through parenting, education (lack thereof), religion, or some other method. 
 
    But I only wondered briefly, because, let’s face it, intolerant people should not be tolerated. 
 
    At the end of that discussion we all shook hands, gave well wishes, and Roxie and I decided never to initiate a contact with them again. 
 
    And, it was obvious they made the same decision, because we never saw them again. 
 
     
 
    Breasts are interesting. At times I felt like I was a stranger and they were invading. They kept growing and growing. 
 
    I had a feeling about this. My family, the female members, were always blessed with big boobs. I figured that if DNA held true, I would be blessed. And so I was.  
 
    Roxie has nice boobs, a solid D. Mine were getting bigger. 
 
    Of course, I had a male wide chest, so there was more room, but, still, I was surprised when they went past a D and I had to learn about double Ds, and Fs, and all that. And I learned some interesting things that corrected my thinking. 
 
    People think, ‘Oh, 36D,’ that’s big! 
 
    No, it’s actually proportionate. 
 
    The size of the average women’s chest matches, proportionately, the size 36D. But there are actually two measurements going on. There is the measurement around the chest, and then there is the cup size. You can have a 36D and look small. Women who look large in the boob might be 34D, the chest size being smaller and the boob larger, even out of proportion to the measurement. 
 
    Anyway, there’s a whole lot of misinformation to unpack about that, and the only thing I knew was that I had a wider chest, and my cup size was getting bigger and bigger, and I was actually going to be out of proportion, large-wise, if they kept growing. 
 
    Roxie, of course, loved it. She absolutely loved cuddling and playing with my boobs, and that was okay because it always led to some pretty intense lovemaking. 
 
    But, at first, it seemed like she loved my boobs more than me. And what woman hasn’t felt that way? Given the obsession men have for breasts. 
 
    Anyway, the point of this is that I was still buying dresses, and bras, that could adjust. I couldn’t just buy an off the rack whatever because my boobs might gain a cup the next week. 
 
    So it was frustrating. 
 
    But, generally speaking, life was moving along. I missed my dick, but I was adapting. Some parts of being a man I would always miss. And some parts of being a woman I would always hate. 
 
    But, things were going good, and then the law caught up with me. And here things got interesting. 
 
    When I had had my accident I had run into a road barrier. No other parties involved, but the city decided to make a case of it. 
 
    First, there was the blood alcohol. The city subpoenaed the hospital for my records and found that I had definitely been intoxicated. 
 
    My lawyer fought that, the city had no right to take blood from an unconscious man, and so on. But that eventually fell through. 
 
    Then we appealed to the city attorney. I had lost my dick, isn’t that punishment enough? 
 
    The city attorney, not to mince words, was a dick. 
 
    So I ended up being arrested. 
 
    That’s right. I would have turned myself in, my lawyer had told them I would, but politicians and bureaucrats and other small minded people don’t want to take the easy way. 
 
      
 
    BANG! 
 
    Roxie and I leaped out of bed! We were both naked, and we heard voices yelling. 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    “Sheriff’s office! We have a warrant to…” 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    Five fully armed and armored cops burst into the room. They held guns and shouted at Roxie and I to lay on the floor, put our hands on our heads, don’t fucking move. Not in that particular order. 
 
    We lay there on the floor, trembling, confused, and wondered what terrible crime we had committed. 
 
    The head cop sauntered into the room. 
 
    “What is—“ 
 
    “SHUT UP!” yelled a cop. 
 
    “Johnathon Raymond Jackson, you are under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to…” 
 
    “What am I charged with?” 
 
    I was ignored until I was Mirandized, then the cop shouting the words asked, “Do you understand your rights?” 
 
    “I want to know what I’m being charged with.” 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    “We aren’t criminals! You must have the wrong house and—“ 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    “I understand you have read me my rights,” I finally begrudged, but it wasn’t good enough. 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    I finally answered “yes.” 
 
    “Take him away.” 
 
    Roxie had been crying, but now she started screaming. 
 
    “One more word and you’ll be arrested for obstructing justice.” 
 
    “This is justice?” I yelled back, and somebody shoved me. I fell against a wall, getting a black eye on a door frame, then two cops moved in and got under my arms and near carried me out. 
 
    They didn’t arrest Roxie, but she’ll carry the memory of that morning with her forever. 
 
    I was put in a patrol car, “Watch your head,” and the door slammed. 
 
    A minute later I was on the way to jail. 
 
    They booked me at county and I learned I would have an arraignment in the morning. 
 
    The fellow escorting me asked, “What do we do with him?” 
 
    The senior cop behind the counter looked at him. “Put him in a cell.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…should I put him in the male holding cell or the female?” 
 
    “His license says he’s a guy. Put him with the men.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” I yelled. 
 
    I started yelling, making a fuss, and all that earned me was four cops dog piling me. 
 
    I had been taken hormones. Estrogen, and I no longer had the male muscle. I had female muscle, and they shoved me into a cell with six big thugs. They were big, tattooed, lifted weights, and ate raw meat right off the cow. I knew, as soon as the door clanged, that I was in trouble. 
 
    I was wearing a robe, and that was all. And it didn’t even have ties. It was an old robe and the ties had broken long ago. So I had to hold the front of the robe together with my hands. My legs, now shaved and sexy and shapely, could be seen through the slit in the front.  My breasts stuck out, and it was obvious that I had tits. My hair was half long, and even though I had no make up, I looked like a woman. 
 
    “Hey!” I screamed and shook the bars. “Let me out!” 
 
    The cops walked out. 
 
    I turned around and the six big guys were staring at me. 
 
    I held the robe tight, which I didn’t realize emphasized my tits even more. “I’m a guy!” 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” A big thug drooled. 
 
    “Don’t fucking touch me.” 
 
    “Sure,” said one of the beasts, standing up and cracking his knuckles. 
 
    I tried to back into a corner, the better to fight them off, but I didn’t 
 
     have a chance. Even if I had had my old male muscle, I was nothing to the combined mass and muscle of them. 
 
    I tried to kick and the thug just turned his thigh in front and laughed. 
 
    I tried to punch, but they grabbed me and turned me and pushed me into the back of the cell. 
 
    I tried to scream, and somebody punched me. It got hazy after that. 
 
    I have often wished I could take back the night when I got drunk and had the accident. I wished I could have my penis, and even my old body back. But the accident, the changes I had gone through, they were nothing compared to the next hour in that cell. They used me. They laughed at the idea that I was a man because I had a vagina. They held my legs apart and took turns, and I was conscious almost the whole time. Only towards the end, when my body had been struck enough, when I had been slapped silly, when my head had hit the tiled floors one too many times, only then did I lapse into unconsciousness. 
 
    The next morning they emptied the cell and took the six guys to court. I was crumpled up in a corner and unconscious and they missed me. The idiot in charge of jail paperwork just shrugged and figured I was talking to my lawyer or something. 
 
    Tell the truth, I would have lain there all day, except that Roxie was in court and threw a screaming, crying fit. And she was almost arrested for that. 
 
    The judge, however, wanted to know what was happening, and they found out that I wasn’t in court, and the search commenced. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party? 
 
    “Mr. Jackson? Sir?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me. 
 
    “What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it. 
 
    A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips. 
 
    I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harrigan. Can you tell me where you live?” 
 
    “In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt. 
 
    The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    It was a repeat from when I had last woken up in a hospital, but with some differences. 
 
    There was a cop outside the door and after the doctor told me I had several broken ribs and had lost a tooth, that my eye socket had been damaged and my nose broken, I heard my lawyer raising his voice in the hall. 
 
    “I suggest you call your captain. But first, get out of the way. This woman is going in to see her husband, and if you interfere in any way you’re going to be on the lawsuit we bring against the city.” 
 
    Mumbled words from the cop, then he opened the door and Roxie rushed in. She fell on me, and the doctor had to caution her about my ribs. My lawyer stood glaring at the cop, who made a call on his cell, then quickly left the room. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Roxie sobbed, her precious face pressed against my neck. 
 
    “Not really,” I mumbled, aware of the gap in my teeth. It felt like a back one, which was weird, but, whatever. 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, Jack. I know you will want to be alone with your wife, so let me bring you up to date.” 
 
    I nodded and Roxie quieted down. 
 
    “The city has committed several crimes. The city attorney authorized the overzealous morning raid, but he neglected to get a signature from a judge. The police were guilty of negligence in putting you in that cell. Every one of the six men who assaulted you, just to let you know, now faces charges of rape and sodomy.” 
 
    Sodomy. Oh, crap. 
 
    “There are other charges, and I know this isn’t much of a comfort, but when the dust settles you are going to be having a significant payday.” 
 
    I blinked. I was tired. I nodded okay. 
 
    The lawyer was ready to go, but he added one last thing. “We are talking in the neighborhood of twenty million dollars.” 
 
    Who cared. I didn’t. Not at that moment. I just wanted to be with my wife. 
 
    The lawyer hesitated, then left. 
 
    The doctor was gone, and the nurse stayed only long enough to make sure I knew how to work the call button. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” Roxie cried. 
 
    And I was crying. Funny, I had experienced hormonal changes, and I had cried a bit here and there, and the feeling was the same. I hurt, and that was it. 
 
      
 
    Several days later I was discharged. I took the obligatory wheel chair ride out to the parking lot and Roxie picked me up. It was all deja vu. 
 
    We sat in the car and she drove, and she held my hand. 
 
    At home, I got out of the car, a bit slowly because of my injuries, and we went into the house. 
 
    And life went back to normal. Whatever normal was. I went back to being a woman, experimenting with clothes, learning about make up, but I was cowed. I was silent. I had been a man, and there was enough man left in me to be properly destroyed when other men ganged up on me and hurt me. 
 
    Roxie was understanding, and I was coping, and one night the doorbell rung. 
 
    I sat listlessly in the living room and Roxie answered the door. I knew, immediately that it was a set up. 
 
    “Thank you for coming, Doctor.” 
 
    Dr. Clair stepped in the doorway and gave me a grin. “How’s my favorite girl?” 
 
    I, of course, burst into tears. 
 
    We talked long that night. We talked about what it is to be a man, what it is to be a woman, what it is to be crushed as a man, and what it is to be crushed as a woman. And it’s not much different. 
 
    People on this planet should really be more understanding and tolerant. 
 
    But that talk that night finally kickstarted the healing process, and I finally went into the end stages of my transition. A short while after that my boobs stopped growing, and they were magnificent, and I loved them. 
 
    I had pretty much mastered nails and make up, and I was even starting to understand the difference between mauve and purple. I don’t agree with it, but I understand it. So that’s a start, right? 
 
      
 
    That night Roxie and I got ready for bed, and before she cleaned her face I put on the strap on. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man or a woman tonight?” 
 
    “Can I just be a pile of rags that you stir with your big cock?” 
 
    I chuckled at that. “I find a pile of rags to be very sexual,” I murmured. 
 
    She lay down on the bed and I went to her. We lay side by side. We were two soft, gentle people in a violent world, and we were taking refuge in each other. 
 
    She kissed my tits and played with my plastic peter. I kissed her, then finger banged her to get her ready. When she was properly gasping and moist and looking forward to it, I slipped my plastic peeny into her. 
 
    Her hands gripped my slender, female arms and she groaned. 
 
    “Good?” I asked. 
 
    “”The best,” she whispered. 
 
    I began to grind into her. Slow, loving strokes that stirred her insides. She ground her hips back, taking what I had to offer and contributing to it. For long minutes we just enjoyed the physical sensation of motion. 
 
    It was obvious she was getting the most out of it, but I did enjoy the pleasure she was getting. In a weird way, I was getting about as much pleasure from her enjoying sex than I did when I was enjoying sex. 
 
    There is something about making the other person happy that…well, it’s powerful, and therapeutic. 
 
    Finally, she began moaning, and the wave washed over her and she clung to me. 
 
    A long minute, then she sagged, and I thought we were done. But she wasn’t ready to quit, yet. 
 
    She sat up and started undoing the strap on. “My turn.” 
 
    I waited while she buckled up, then enjoyed the sensation of being lubed up. I would never produce the juices that she did, I would always require lube, but that was okay. Small sacrifice when you consider the changes I had gone through, what I had given up and gained. 
 
    Kissing me fervently, determined to give me as much pleasure as I gave her, she held the penis to my hole and began to push in. 
 
    I felt that big cock sliding in, stretching me, waking up all my nerves. I luxuriated in her kissing my tits as she fucked me, and I groaned and gave myself up to the sensations. 
 
    Submission. It is necessary. As necessary as dominance. But each has to know their place. 
 
    I began to cry. I don’t know why, but it didn’t matter. it was a good cry. It was a needed cry. In a way, it was the cork in the bottle. It was the plug in the sink. Life stopped leaking out of me and began to build. 
 
    The orgasm, when it hit me, was massive. People who transition can have orgasms. That is a known fact. My own orgasms had usually been small, but this one wasn’t. It picked me up and shook me like a feather duster. I could feel the dust of my soul wafting away, all the bad things leaving. 
 
    A year of pain and intolerance. A year of crying and learning, summating with drunkeness, accidents, rape, sodomy, it had not been a friendly year. 
 
    Yet, all things come to an end. The good, the bad…they end, and we all change and move on. 
 
    And the only real choice we sometimes have is, when the bad things happen, to make them good choices in our minds. 
 
    My transition? I learned more from that than any other experience in my life. 
 
    I learned who the good guys and the bad guys are, and how to tell them apart. 
 
    Most of all, I learned that no matter what kind of body I wear…I’m me. And that’s a precious thing. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I hope you liked this little story about Jack and Roxie. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
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    On the following pages is the complete first section of ‘THE’ classic of Feminization: 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    ALEX TRENTON loves his wife, but he makes a fatal mistake. He becomes ensnared by a ‘Mystery Messenger’ on the internet and dresses up like a girl. That’s not so bad, but then he is caught by his neighbor, and the fun begins. Day after day Alex is blackmailed, pushed further and further down the road to femininity. What’s worse is…his wife is coming home! 
 
      
 
    A SPECIAL NOTE FROM ALYCE THORNDYKE 
 
    I’m Grace’s writIng partner, and I read the sections of this book as soon as they were done, before they ever saw the dubious light of the internet. I just want to say this book totally blew my mind. It is consistent, frantic, and leads to a conclusion I really did not expect. When the final twist hit I actually slapped my head. I couldn’t believe what Gracie had done. It was delightful, and I recommend this book to everybody. ~ Alyce 
 
      
 
    For the complete book  go to: 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book: The Complete Saga 
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    ‘THE’ classic of feminization. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn. 
 
    I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.  
 
    Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them. 
 
    Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over delightful flesh. 
 
    Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips. 
 
    Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load. 
 
    DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message. 
 
    I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy? 
 
    Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that? 
 
    I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message. 
 
    I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it. 
 
    The message read: 
 
      
 
    I saw you the other day and knew. 
 
    You are the perfect man. 
 
    I’ve been stalking you. 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?  
 
    I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks. 
 
    There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please do something for me. 
 
    You have to. 
 
    I’ll die if you don’t. 
 
      
 
    She’d die? What the heck?  
 
    Merely a figure of speech. No intention. 
 
    But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered. 
 
    Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married. 
 
    Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me. 
 
    My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by… 
 
    DING! 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    I just know that you like porn, 
 
    and that we have the same tastes. 
 
      
 
    She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker. 
 
    No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money. 
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    What do you know about me? 
 
      
 
    I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’ 
 
    DING! 
 
    I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style. 
 
    I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts. 
 
    I know you look at all the sites  
 
    where men are dominated by woman. 
 
    I know you’ve had a deep interest 
 
    in meeting a mistress 
 
    who will take you where you want to go. 
 
      
 
    It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Watch this! 
 
      
 
    A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt. 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor. 
 
    Mommy Compilation part four! 
 
    Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known? 
 
    And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history. 
 
    And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source. 
 
    I was actually sweating at this point. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to do something for me. 
 
    You’ll like it. 
 
      
 
    I’d like it? I’d like what? 
 
    And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I was being stalked. 
 
    But it was sex. 
 
    And I was drunk and horny. 
 
    I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away. 
 
    I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up. 
 
    And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want me to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on your wife’s clothes. 
 
      
 
    What!? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    She’ll have a bra. Put it on. 
 
    Do you have condoms? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird. 
 
    But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.  
 
    Just the thought was making my boner even more erect. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have condoms. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do it. 
 
    Now. 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to move. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    This is too weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m not asking you to cheat. 
 
    I just want you to enjoy yourself. 
 
    To do what you want to do. 
 
    Where’s the harm? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll never know if you don’t 
 
    put on that bra. 
 
    Put water in the condoms. 
 
    Place the condoms in the bra. 
 
      
 
    I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high. 
 
    I wanted to put that damned bra on. 
 
    I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you get out of it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    When I know that you are wearing that bra I will Jill off. 
 
    that is my reward for helping you. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’ 
 
    But her reward was for helping me? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Helping me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Helping you find the truth of yourself. 
 
    Helping you give in to your secret urges. 
 
    Helping you realize that it’s okay… 
 
    to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull. 
 
    I had never thought about being a woman. 
 
    But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it? 
 
    Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged: 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship. 
 
    But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny. 
 
    I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it. 
 
    I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it. 
 
    I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper. 
 
    Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched. 
 
    I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily. 
 
    Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something. 
 
    Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra. 
 
    It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight. 
 
    And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror. 
 
    A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings? 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor. 
 
    The kitchen sink wouldn’t work. 
 
    I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger. 
 
    How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing? 
 
    I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off. 
 
    I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size. 
 
    I put them in my bra. 
 
    ‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie. 
 
    I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling. 
 
    God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now. 
 
    I looked into the mirror. 
 
    A man with boobs. Fuck! 
 
    I went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What’s it like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Weird. Sexy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight. 
 
    I typed. 
 
    I’m really fucking hard. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Don’t jack off, yet. 
 
      
 
    I typed. 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something else. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something 
 
    that will really show your boobs off. 
 
     
 
    I typed: 
 
    I‘ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen. 
 
    Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out. 
 
    A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no. 
 
    Then I saw the dress. 
 
    Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress. 
 
    It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.  
 
    I took it off the hanger and held it up. 
 
    Right size. 
 
    I put it on. 
 
    Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains. 
 
    Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around. 
 
    Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things. 
 
    Then I realized the solution. 
 
    Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on. 
 
    I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex. 
 
    I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down. 
 
    ‘My’ dress. 
 
    And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex. 
 
    Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.  
 
    Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so. 
 
    I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded. 
 
    Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Couldn’t find a blouse. 
 
      
 
    No response. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on a dress. 
 
    Is that okay? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Truthfully, I typed: 
 
    I almost came in my panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re wearing panties? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I had to. 
 
    I was dripping. 
 
    I needed a panty liner. 
 
      
 
    Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again. 
 
    I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?  
 
    I had my own set of tits! 
 
    Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating as wearing woman’s clothes. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You know you want to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I don’t. 
 
    I can’t do that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    Sitting there so sexy. 
 
    Your big boobs overflowing. 
 
    I can see you with long hair, 
 
    all curled and wavy. 
 
    I can see your face, 
 
    perfectly made up. 
 
    But, 
 
    most of all, 
 
    I can see your lips. 
 
    Your red, red lips. 
 
    Does your wife have red lipstick? 
 
    Really red lipstick? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage. 
 
    Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross! 
 
    That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it! 
 
    I gulped again. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
    Please? 
 
    I need to see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    I need to know your lips are sexy red. 
 
    Blow job red. 
 
    Red enough for me to kiss and kiss. 
 
    Can you imagine me kissing your red lips? 
 
    Can you? 
 
      
 
    I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed. 
 
    The drinks hitting me harder, I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there. 
 
    Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table. 
 
    I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube. 
 
    I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator. 
 
    I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting. 
 
    One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect. 
 
    They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube. 
 
      
 
    BUXOM 
 
    Lip stain and plumper 
 
      
 
    Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick? 
 
    Still, nothing connected. 
 
    I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy. 
 
    Big boobs. Red lips. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast. 
 
    I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms. 
 
    My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels. 
 
    I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet. 
 
    In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel. 
 
    I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them. 
 
    I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking. 
 
    I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut. 
 
    I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly. 
 
    I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed. 
 
    I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress. 
 
    I returned to the computer room. 
 
    MM had left another message. 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I sat down and typed: 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels. 
 
    I even put on my wife’s wig. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    My pussy is throbbing! 
 
    I want to see you! 
 
      
 
    Even drunk, I thought, no way! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No way! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    take a picture for yourself. 
 
    Take a few pictures. 
 
    You’re going to want to remember this always. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I will. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I need to cum now. 
 
      
 
    I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare? 
 
    Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Me, too. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We need to cum at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do we work this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Stroke yourself, 
 
    at the end of one minute cum. 
 
    I will do the same. 
 
      
 
    The idea of cumming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Look at your computer. 
 
    Computers have the same time. 
 
    Get your message ready, 
 
    just say ‘now!’ 
 
    send it when your minute changes. 
 
    When the minute changes again we cum. 
 
      
 
    I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer. 
 
    The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back. 
 
    I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator. 
 
    She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple. 
 
    I wanted to suck my own nipples. 
 
    I fondled my balls.  
 
    I stroked. 
 
    Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge… 
 
    The number changed. 
 
    “OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!” 
 
    Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life! 
 
    Then it was done. 
 
    I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Was it good? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    God! 
 
    Massive! 
 
    I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
    Don’t forget to take pictures. 
 
      
 
    I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
    When will we talk again? 
 
      
 
    No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures. 
 
    I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe. 
 
    I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy. 
 
    And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package. 
 
    And then, finally, it was over. 
 
    It was time to get undressed and be a man again. 
 
    Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves. 
 
    Still, I stalled just a bit longer. 
 
    I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file. 
 
    I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies. 
 
    Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off. 
 
    Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework. 
 
    Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time. 
 
    It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman. 
 
    Then I talked myself out of it. 
 
    It was just a one time thing. 
 
    I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me. 
 
    I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink. 
 
    I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night! 
 
    Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked. 
 
    I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off. 
 
    I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up. 
 
    I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now. 
 
    I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, no! The lipstick was still there. 
 
    I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more. 
 
    They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder. 
 
    A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain. 
 
    Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin. 
 
    My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color. 
 
    Three days. 
 
    It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon. 
 
    Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left, but I could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable. 
 
    But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these. 
 
    So I set my alarm and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up late. And my head hurt. 
 
    I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell. 
 
    There was a message on it, from Tanya. 
 
     
 
    Tried to reach you last night. 
 
    Where were you? 
 
     
 
    I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled. 
 
    I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine. 
 
    I called Tanya then.  
 
    “Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me. 
 
    “I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy. 
 
    “Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.” 
 
    “Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.” 
 
    “I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.” 
 
    What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes. 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe.” 
 
    “Well, how was it?” 
 
    This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning. 
 
    “Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of takes your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.” 
 
    “Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.” 
 
    “Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?” 
 
    “No. You’re a man.” 
 
    “And I have a man’s needs.” 
 
    “You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife! 
 
    I clicked on the message box. 
 
    “Honey? Are you there?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball. 
 
    On the screen: 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
    You ready for tonight? 
 
      
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    “Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.  
 
    “You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.” 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re really going to go crazy tonight. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What?” I was getting confused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re going to paint your nails 
 
    and dress you all the way up. 
 
      
 
    “You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    Then you’re going to walk around. 
 
    Outside. 
 
    You’re going to be so brave. 
 
      
 
    I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said. 
 
    “Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.” 
 
    She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?” 
 
    As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said? 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Like the Shania Twain song,” she said. 
 
    I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it. 
 
    Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife. 
 
    For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up. 
 
    DING! DING! DING! 
 
    Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.” 
 
    “I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.” 
 
    “Me, too. Bye, lover.” 
 
    I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’ 
 
    What a tangled web I was in. 
 
    I turned to the computer and opened and looked at the messages. 
 
      
 
    I want you to tell me what you want. 
 
      
 
    I want to Jill off with you again. 
 
      
 
    Would you like to put on eye shadow? 
 
      
 
    In my mind I am kissing you right now. 
 
      
 
    I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you. 
 
      
 
    I’ll talk to you tonight. 
 
      
 
    TO BE CONTINUED!

  

 
   
    Get the rest of the story, 
 
    the full ‘Sissy Ride’ novel, 
 
    at… 
 
    [image: sisridebook cov use.jpg] 
 
    Gropper Press! 
 
    And don’t forget to rate us five stars!

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    SAM thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    JIM CAMDEN was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    TOM DICKSON was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
    RICK BOSTON and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    ALEX has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
    Feminized by a Ghost

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.

  

 
   
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    BUT… 
 
    if you like the shorter stories, 
 
    and you want to save money 
 
    check out the following link… 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages.

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money 
 
    SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Electric Groin! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Shivering Bone! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 
 
    Stories to Pump your Heart 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: ifem cov use.jpg] 
 
    Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. 
 
    A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!

  

 
   
    Hundreds of stories! 
 
    Dozens of collections! 
 
    Dozens of full length novels! 
 
      
 
    Just go to Gropper press at: 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
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It was a job a man couldn’t do
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Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power
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ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD
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