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PART ONE

“I don’t want to go, that’s why!” Jed glared at his wife, Susan.

Susan, glaring just as hard, responded with, “You’re going anyway! And that’s it!”

The bone of contention was her company’s Halloween party. It was a yearly gathering, lots of fun (in her eyes), and he, as her husband, should support her and her company.

“I don’t have a costume, I’m not interested in a costume, I don’t want to. Period!”

“Then you will get no sex until you go, and if you don’t go this year, then it will be a year until you do get sex again!”

The problem was that Jed knew she meant it. One time she had laid down the law, said if he didn’t do something he wouldn’t get sex until his birthday. That was four months of misery. Four months of whacking off. Four months of missing out on his wife’s rather abundant charms. When he finally got back between her legs he was a sadder and wiser man.

Now he gulped and stared at her. “That’s not fair,” he whined. Already, just the threat, he had gone from being a proud man to a miserable whiner.

“Fair or not, that’s it!” Then she softened up a little. She knew she had won and she was just trying to make it a little more palatable. “Listen, honey,” she placed a hand on her leg. “You won’t have to do anything. I’ve got a great idea for costumes, one you’ll like, and I am going to get so horny…I am going to fuck you till your dick falls off. I will suck you until your balls shrivel. I will…you want to be a girl?” She grinned.

Jed sat up straighter. “What do you mean?”

“You always like wearing my underwear, it gets you so kinky and hard…how would you like me to fix you up as a woman? Big tits, sexy underwear…I even have a special latex type of suit that has a really real looking vagina.”

“Heysoos,” Jed breathed. “You really know how to manipulate me, don’t you?” He wasn’t whining now, and Susan grinned.

I talked to Barbara, she’s got a body suit, two body suits, actually, and she says we can wear them—I’ll be a man—to the company Halloween party. We’ll have to be careful, these are specially designed suits with the latest nanotechnology, but they actually want people to wear them and test them.”

“Nano what ology?”

“Nano. Very small particles that are being used in all the latest inventions. People are getting operations, illness are being cured, it’s a real breakthrough. So, Mr. I’ll never go to a party…what do you say now?”

Jed had a weakness. Crossdressing.

Oh, he wasn’t a diehard change your sex kind of guy. He had a dick and he liked to use it. But that dick seemed to get diamond drill hard when he slipped on a pair of panties, or pranced around in a bra with breast forms. Big breast forms.

“Well, I don’t know,” he mused. “I mean you promise as much sex as I want, but how do I know you mean it.”

Susan looked shocked. “Of course I mean it!”

“Yeah, you say that now, but…how do I really know?”

Her eyes narrowed.

He said, “Of course, if you really meant it…you could start proving it right now.”

“Oh, ho!” then a look of cleverness crossed her beautiful face. “How do I know if I give you a sample right now that you’ll still dress up for me?”

“Honey!” He protested. “You’ve got me! Now off with those clothes and let’s seal the deal.”

Susan smiled and unbuttoned a button. There were ten buttons down to her waistline, and she intended a ten button tease. “I don’t know. I think maybe I should make you extra horny by making you wait.”

He gulped. One button was enough to make him gulp.

She undid another button. “Of course, if I was properly lubricated then perhaps I would be properly amenable.

“Lubrication is my middle name,” Jed leaped from the kitchen chair and opened the liquor cabinet. “Wine or bourbon.”

“Oh, so many choices,” she unbuttoned another button and rubbed her neck. Sexily.

Jed almost dropped the glasses as he put ice in them, filled them with Coke and bourbon.

Another button. Another. Cleavage showed, then lots of cleavage.

They sat and sipped and she moved her hand onto his lap. In between buttons she played with his cock.

“Now, the suit is a full body suit. So all we have to do is dress you and then I can make up your face.”

His cock was pounding like a hammer on an anvil.

“I don’t believe we’ve ever made you up fully. Oh, a little lipstick here and there, when you’re drunk, but this would be the whole shebang.”

He was gulping and gasping as she unzipped him and began stroking his cock. She was open down to the last button. Her large breasts were visible and oh, so beautiful.

“Of course, it’s lucky you wear your hair long. We can…would you like to go to a beauty salon and have your hair done professionally?”

“I…I…” now he couldn’t swallow.

She stood up, pulled him to his feet, by his cock, and smiled, “You’ll be the belle of the ball, and we can do you up so well nobody will even know. We might even win a prize.”

She stood close to him and undid her last button and pulled her blouse apart.

He stared down into her valley, then dipped his head. She was wearing a shelf bra and her nipples were large and tantalizing. He took one in his mouth and sucked gently.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered. “Do nasty things to me.”

He did. He gripped her nipple with his teeth and started backing up. Her nipple stretched and she groaned.

He walked backwards through the foyer and down the hallway.

She groaned and kept up, held her tit with one hand and his dick with the other.

He pulled her nipple into the bedroom, then wrapped her in his arms. They kissed, their hot mouths working feverishly. He picked her up and laid her down and stripped her skirt and panties off.

She moaned as she grabbed her mons and shook it, then inserted a finger.

“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!”

He inserted two fingers and hooked them to find her G-spot. He began pulling her pussy and rubbing her spot.

“Oh…oh…”

He climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. He took his hand out of her, put his hands on her wrists and pinned her.

She struggled, bit his nipple gently, and he moved around, didn’t use his hands, but managed to get the tip of his cock into her slit.

She grunted, and arched, and he slid into her.

They lay for a moment, unmoving, her pinioned to the mattress, him with his cock inserted to the base.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, and she began moving her hips.

She ground up at him, and he screwed down into her. It was delicious, and the sensations rippled through them.

He began to fuck her in earnest then. For a long minute he writhed and twisted and pounded his spike into her, then he stopped. He didn’t move, their faces were inches apart, their breaths mingled, and he said, “And what would you do if I was the woman and you were the man.”

She was heavy lidded, in the midst of intense sexual heat, but she said. “Get out of me and I’ll show you.

Oh, he didn’t want to get out of her. He wanted to stay in her forever, but he forced himself to draw back and his iron hard dick slipped out of her.

She wiggled out from under him, twisted so she was on top, and said, “Lift your legs.” Her voice was guttural, unrecognizable as a proper business owner.

He lifted them, and she was between them. She grabbed his ankles and pushed them back.

His eyes widened as she moved forward. Still between his legs, but her legs just at the sides of his hips, she sat on his erection. Sinking to the base, she was now in the male dominate position, what was commonly called the Amazon position, and he was being fucked like a bitch.

“Oh, God!” He moaned, suddenly the victim of the fuck.

Grinning, she began to pound on him. She was moving like a man, and he was caught like a woman. All he could do was lay there, ankles pushed up near to his head, and take it.

And it was one of the sexiest things he had ever experienced. He could imagine himself a woman, wearing the bra, big tits, taking a big dick inside his pussy.

“How you like it now, bitch!” She crooned. “You still want to be the woman?”

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, thoughts shattering and having only smutty concepts banging away inside his head. He was submitting, he was being submitted, and there was nothing he could do about it. She had her weight on his legs and he was so bent he couldn’t use his muscles. He couldn’t escape her savage fucking.

Not that he wanted to. He wanted to submit. He wanted to give himself up. But he was surprised when she came first.

“FUUU!” She was standing, and her hips started jerking, then she collapsed on him and he could feel her deep muscles locking up, squeezing his cock, getting every ounce of squirt out of her orgasm.

She rolled off him and he managed to straighten his legs. He was a little sore in the hips from being contorted.

“I didn’t cum,” he said.

She laughed and rolled onto her side and grabbed his wet cock. “That’s the way I like my men. Hard and horny. How long should I keep you this way?”

“Oh, honey! You can’t leave me this way!”

She stroked him slowly, kissed his mouth lightly, and snuggled against him. “I’m going to give you a taste before I let you squirt,” she said.

She stroked him, long and lazy, and kissed him, hot and passionate, and stopped before he could cum.

Again and again, and she made him beg. For an hour she did this to him, reducing him to jelly. Then she finally let him squirt.

As he lay there, exhausted, sated, dazed with love and stupid from sex, she whispered. “I’m going to make you into the sexiest woman that ever lived. What do you think of that?”

All he could do was smile.

Barbara was a buxom woman. A little thin in the hips, but large in the bosom. She had a narrow face and wore glasses. Sexy but a nerd was how Jed always thought of her.

“Now listen, you two. This is state of the art nanotechnology. They have a power source, but I have not connected it. Don’t you guys connect it.”

“What would happen if we did?” asked Susan.

“The nanotechnology works on a cellular level. Your flesh would actually be changed, everything in you would start adapting. Believe me, we haven’t done near enough testing on this, so…don’t ‘cross the streams.’”

They laughed at the line from Ghostbusters.

Jed looked at his suit. It was laid out on the dining room table. It had large breasts, an actual vagina, and the ‘skin’ was paper thin.

“So what is the market going to be for these things?”

Barbara grinned, “It’s unlimited. Once we get to the point where we can change somebody, and then change them back safely, all of society will want them. Every man can experience being a woman, and every woman can be a man.

“Can you imagine me with…I want one with a really big dick.”

Barbara chuckled. “Wait until you see the dick I selected for you.”

Susan, clapped her hands in glee.

“But, remember, whatever you do, don’t mess with the power source. We don’t know if we can change you back, so the whole purpose here is just to see to how comfortable the suits are, especially for long term wear.

As it was getting late and the party would be starting soon, Barbara helped them get dressed.

Jed had used Nair to remove all his hair and he coated his body with talcum powder. He slipped his feet into the suit, then wiggled until the bottom was up. The back of the suit hung down from his front and Susan and Barbara pulled the material up and helped him get his arms into it. They pulled the stretchy material back and the large breasts came up and fitted to his chest.

“This is very comfortable,” he said. “It’s almost like I’m not wearing anything.”

Barbara pushed the fake skin together almost like it was velcro, on his back. “These two leads are the power source. I can’t tuck them under the ski, so they’ll just be exposed. Just don’t put them together, okay?”

Jed and Susan nodded and looked at Jed in awe.

Jed was slender, and the suit gave him a few curves that he lacked. Feminine curves. His breasts hung down like real tits. The nipples were large and erect.

“Holy moley, Batman,” he muttered. He flipped his long hair out and shook his arms and…he wore the suit like it was his own skin.

The girls laughed as he played with his tits and felt the fake vagina. His own cock was tucked into a little tube and held down. It was like a chastity tube, and created the same feelings of horniness that such a device would cause. His penis kept trying to get hard, but it couldn’t. He could actually put his fingers up the vagina and eel his cock under the skin.

“Okay, now me,” said Susan.

Barbara laid her suit out on the dining table and they stared at it. It had padding to make the shoulders wider and the chest bigger. The hips were square and the dick…it was a full nine inches long. It was hard, but hung down.

“Oh, baby,” Susan licked her lips. “Do you think I could trade this in for my husband?”

“Hey!” blurted Jed and the girls laughed.

Susan was slathered with talcum powder and stepped into the legs. Shortly they were pulling the top up, her arms slipped into the sleeves, and Barbara put the back together.

Jed and Susan looked at each other and giggled. He had a female body, she had a male body. He had a vagina and she had a cock and two of the biggest balls they had ever seen.

“Forgive me for asking, but did you guys fuck before putting these suits on?”

They shook their heads. “We were so excited about this that we didn’t think about it.”

“Hah! You’ll be horny all night then. Poor babies.”

“What about going to the bathroom?”

“No problem. Your cock tube leads to the vagina. You just have to sit and pee. And your cock leads back up to your pussy,” she said to Susan. “Just push your cock back a little to make sure there is a good connection, and pee standing up.”

“Oh, baby! I’m going to be writing my name in the snow tonight!”

They all snickered.

“What about, uh…number two?”

“Just wipe thoroughly. The fake skin is like real skin, so as long as you practice proper hygiene you should be fine.”

Susan stepped forward and pressed her naked, male body against his naked female body. Breasts pressed against chest and dick was pressed against pussy. “Shall we dance?”

 A short time later Barbara left and the two were left to finish getting themselves ready. Susan led Jed to the back bedroom and put him at her vanity table. She began cleaning his pores and priming him.

“This is amazing,” he said.

“And horny,” she agreed. “Man I would love to connect the power sources. Barbara said we would be able to fuck just like we were really these sexes.”

“We’re going to have to volunteer to help with the testing of these things.”

“I’ll say.” She was finished with his foundation and she began to add color to his face.

Jed stared at the mirror, watching his facer transform. He was amazed when she brushed color on his eyes. His eyes took on a sultry look and he said, “So that’s what I’d look like as a woman.”

“Yep.” Her face was in front of his and her tongue was at the corner of her mouth as she concentrated on the transformation.

“Are you going to wear make up?”

She stopped and looked at him. “I don’t know. Maybe a little. I feel bald without it, but I am the man.”

“What about high heels?”

They were the same height and she usually didn’t wear heels because it made her look taller then him.

“Wow? The sky’s the limit, yes?”

“Don’t see why not.”

“I’ll put you in two inchers, you should be able to walk in those, but I can wear the big girl spikes. I will dwarf you and you’ll be my little bitch.”

His cock was really pounding now. The more she made him up, the longer they were in these costumes, the more his dick wanted to get out and grow.

She painted his lips red, then stopped, turning his face from side to side and inspected it, then grinned. “Tell me, little girl, have you ever sucked a man’s cock?”

His eyes went wide. “I don’t believe I have.”

“Then, my little slut, it’s time you learned.” She stood up and faced him.

He was sitting, and her cock was right in his face. It was big and thick, but hanging. He stared at it, was fascinated.

She put her hands on the back of his head and gently pulled his face forward.

Jed reached up and raised the big tube of fake meat.

She stared as his red lips came closer, closer, and then he opened them.

She slid her cock into his mouth a couple of inches, and he gagged.

She laughed. “Come on, honey. You want me to deep throat you all the time.”

“I’m not this big!” he gargled around the big dick.

“Well, take your time then, but I expect to be fucking your tonsils.”

Jed tried to relax his throat. It was hard, but he managed to get about three inches into his mouth. Finally, he backed off, gasping. “That’s crazy!”

“You did good, honey. And, who knows, one of these days maybe I’ll be unloading a big, thick load of gism down your girly throat.”

“Now it’s your turn,” he said.

He stood up and pushed her back to the bed, then he lay down and spread his legs.

She placed a hand on each of his thighs and began eating his pussy. It was extremely lifelike, and she searched out the labia and the clitoris and even stuck a finger up his hole.

He laughed. “I can’t feel much, but…my mind thinks it can.”

She got to her feet. She moved forward and held her big cock towards his slit.

“Heysoos!” he blurted.

She managed to put the tip of her big member into his artificial cunt. They held their positions for a minute. They couldn’t feel much, but the idea was there and they laughed and laughed and their eyes were bright with lust and an anticipation that would likely never come true.

Finally, she stepped back. He grabbed her by the cock and kissed it. “If only,” he whispered, looking up at her.

She nodded. “If only.”

After the make up Jed had to get into panties and bra.

The panties just went right up, but he had trouble fitting his big chonkers into the bra. “How do women do it?” he muttered.

Susan showed him how to fasten the bra in front, slide it around his waist, then pull the cups up to encase his large boobs.

“Hey!” he observed, “This actually feels good. Even though these are fake boobs they were pulling on me.”

“Like a saddle on a horse,” quipped Susan. “Give it a few years, it won’t be so cool.”

“Okay, what now?”

“Corset, nylons, and…oh, we have to paint your nails.”

“Paint my…nails?”

“Yep. All twenty of them. Sit down.”

He sat, and she prepped his toes. She sanded and clipped and finally began stroking red polish onto them. Three coats, then lacquer, and each toe looked like a little pool of blood.

Then his hands, but she didn’t just paint them. She glued long fingernails on to them. His nails were an inch long and a delicate oval, and she painted them the same red.

“Good lard! These look like claws!”

She smiled. “Meow!”

“How will I do anything? I don’t think I can even pop a top with these!”

She cleared her throat. “You look around for a big, strong man to help you, you frail, helpless, little girl.”

He actually looked a little aghast. The idea of going from self-sufficient man to a helpless little girl who had to have help to do anything…it was daunting.

She laughed. “Don’t worry, sweet cheeks, I’ll take care of you.”

He just got sadder and sadder, and she laughed harder and harder.

The first thing he needed help with was the corset. His fingernails couldn’t even pull the stiff material up, and he even had trouble attached the clasps. Finally, he was laying on his belly and Susan pulled the ties.

“It’s hard to breath,” he admitted.

“Women used to pass out wearing these, Mr. Big, Strong Man.”

Heysoos,” he whispered harshly as she yanked on strings.

Then he couldn’t even bend enough to pull on the nylons.

“Look at it this way,” Susan said as she unrolled the nylons up his legs and fastened them to the straps, “In olden times women had maids just to help them get dressed.”

“So are you my maid now?” he grinned.
She made a moue, “I’m your man servant, at least for tonight.”

“Did ladies of old fuck their man servants?”

“As often as they could. Go on, slide your cock out and fuck me.”

The look that crossed his face made her laugh.

“It’s torture to be a woman,” he said in a low voice.

“Sometimes,” she agreed, “until you find a man you can push around. Then it’s all worth it.”

He looked at her and thought she was laughing, but…she wasn’t.

“You want to wear panties?

He blinked. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because you’re wearing the suit, those are like body sized panties.”

“What if somebody looks up under my dress.”

“You haven’t seen your dress yet.”

“I’ll do what you think I should do. After all, you understand all this stuff, I don’t.”

She nodded. “No panties then.

She helped him put on a flaring underdress.

“This is built for the costume. In olden times women might wear several under dresses.

He looked down at the billowing skirt.

She helped him into the dress proper. He was ow wearing a satin affair that took up a lot of room. What was cool was that his legs felt bare, even with the nano suit on, especially with the nylons on and he liked that feeling.

That brought them to the bodice.

“Is that another corset?”

“Nope. The corset closes around your waist. The bodice does that, but it presents your tits.”

“What?”

She helped him into the bodice. It was a dark satin color, very shimmery.

The corset is actually underwear, the bodice can be underwear or overwear. I’ve used the corset to push your tits up, the bodice will barely cover them. I tell ya, the men are going to be drooling over your charms.

He realized that the bodice could be tightened, but she didn’t tighten it. She just covered the corset, and the lip of the bodice just barely covered his nipples. And his tits, the tits given him by the nano suit, looked HUGE!

He suddenly started turning red. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“What? You don’t like having big bazookas? Why not? You like it when I have my tits showing. You salivate all over the place when my boobs are pushed up and bulging.”

“Well, uh…I didn’t know that…this is…uh…”

Susan just laughed.

DING DONG!

They looked at each other. Then a voice drifted back to them. “How are you guys doing?”

Barbara.

“Back here, girlfriend,” Susan called.

Barbara entered the bedroom and stopped. “Where’d Jed go? Who’s this beautiful creature?”

“That’s Jed.”

“Oh, my God! I thought you had gotten rid of him, maybe wanted to go Lesbian.”

They all chuckled.

“So how’s the dick, dickless?”

That put a dopey look on Jed’s face and the girls chortled.

“Look, this is research and discovery, so…don’t mind me…I’m going to get under the hood.”

Jed looked a little uncomfortable, but Susan just grinned and said, “Knock yourself out. I do.”

Barbara had Jed sit down and she lifted his dress and had him hold it up. He could feel her feeling his legs, feeling where the fake skin ended and his own began. She made murmurs of approval every once in a while.

She began feeling his private parts.

“Hey!” he said.

“Easy, girl. It’s in the name of science.”

So he felt her fumbling around his vagina, into his vagina, feeling for the tube that held his cock. Then she ran her hands under his buns. “Sit up a bit.” She actually touched his asshole and he quivered.

Finally, she lowered his dress and began examining him topside. She felt his tits, checked what she called the suit’s seams, and looked at the way the suit settled on him. Finally, she was done. And Jed, having had a strange woman feel his whole body, even though it was through a nano suit, was even hornier. His cock was pushing against the little tube maniacally.

“Excellent. Suit fits like it was made for him, which it sort of is. Do you need some help with his hair or anything?”

“I need to pierce his ears, and…yes. His hair.”

“Okay, let’s finish this puppy up and get you guys going.

“I don’t think I want my ears pierced.”

“Sure you do. It’s the whole experience, right? And the holes will heal up when we take the earrings out of them.

Jed sighed and gave a nod. “All right.”

Barbara started brushing his hair, spraying a little water on it as she made it long and wavy.

Susan pierced his ears and put a couple of diamond strings on them. “Beautiful, but…his hair seems awfully long.”

Barbara tilted her head. “This is what I’m styling.”

“But I could swear his hair only came down to here,” she touched a place on his neck.

“Well, it’s almost down to his shoulders, so you must be mistaken.

That, of course, was the first sign that something was not working as prescribed. Nobody caught it, though, and the girls kept working on Jed.

“Okay, I think he’s done. How about you?”

“I’m easy. Why don’t you guys have a drink, make me one, and I’ll be out in a minute.

Jed and Barbara walked down the hallway. Barbara giggled. “You sure take up a lot of room with that dress.”

“Tell me about it. You want wine or bourbon?”

“Bourbon is good.”

“On the rocks? Straight? Coke?”

“Coke.”

Jed made the drinks, and it was bizarre doing this simple little task with his long fingernails.

“Can you open the bottle?”

Barbara did.

“And can you pop the…Oh, I figured it out.” Jed stuck the end of a can opener under the pop top and opened his first can as a woman.

“Very good,” applauded Barbara. “Pretty tough being a woman, eh?”

“It’s sure different. Some of this stuff I don’t understand why you do it.”

“So we can catch men to work for us.”

“Yeah, Susan was mentioning that. But I notice that you’re not married.”

“I haven’t found a man that can follow directions.”

They smiled and sipped.

“Almost done!” yelled Susan from the back room.

Jed and Barbara sat and chatted for a while, some of the talk was about nano technology, and some of it was about men and women, they way they acted, thought, and so on.

Finally they heard click, click, click coming down the hallway. Susan stepped into the room and Jed stared.

She was wearing slacks, long enough to hide her high heels. She had bound her breasts and her chest was flat. She had done her hair in a French fashion that made it look shorter than it was. She had just the bare trace of make up on. A little pink lipstick, a bit of eyeliner, and that was about all.

“Girlfriend! Wonderful!” Barbara gushed.

Susan turned to Jed.

“I hate to say it, but you make me nervous.”

“Nervous?” curiosity flitted across your face.

“You’re too…manly. You make me feel like…you’re a man and I’m…it’s making me weird, that’s all.”

She linked her arm with his, with her heels she was two inches taller. “You’ll get over it…’woman.’”

He tried to go with it. “Okay…’man.’”

Barbara marveled, and laughed, and finally said, “Sip your bourbon. There’s a party going on.”


PART TWO

It was difficult getting Jed into the car without messing up his costume. Finally he slid into the backseat.

Susan laughed and slid behind the steering wheel. “A carriage to the ball,” she said.

They rolled through the streets, Jed back seat driving like crazy, and Susan ignoring him and doing what she wanted. They were having a great time.

They rolled up to the company and she parked in the back of the parking lot.

“Why aren’t you parking in your space?”

“We’re in your car, but if I parked in my space some people might know who I am.”

“They’ll recognize you.”

“Yes, but they won’t recognize you.”

“What?”

“Sure. Let’s do our own thing until the contest is over. There’s some business I want to talk with people, anyway. I’ll bet you win.”

“But isn’t that going to be suspicious? If I win? Being your husband and all?”

“I’m not judging, so what do I care.”

Susan watched him saunter across the parking lot. She had given him a crash course on how to walk like a woman, and he wasn’t doing a half bad job.

When he disappeared through the side door she got out, walked around the parking lot and came in from the reception area.

The party was going great guns when she entered the big room. There were a couple of werewolves by the water cooler, though they weren’t drinking water. Heh. A Batman who looked like her Chief of Operations was dancing with Robin, who looked like his wife. A couple of fellows came as themselves but wearing Zorro masks. So much for their Christmas bonus.

She moved across the room, through cops and robbers and Indian chiefs and squaws and she was quickly recognized. Her people touched her arm, said she looked wonderful, and she found the punch bowl.

There were actually two punch bowls. One had punch for the teetotalers, of which there were a few. The other bowl had bourbon in it. Pure bourbon, if you were brave. A line of cold Cokes next to it if you weren’t.

Susan ladled out some bourbon and added Coke and sipped.

“You would ruin that bourbon with Coke?”

She turned to face Billy Hardin. ‘Hard on,’ they called him, and he lived up to his name. Quite a few of the secretaries had sampled him, and he was not found wanting.

“Some people would say I’m ruining Coke with bourbon.”

“Heresy!” he howled. He wore a monk’s outfit. He had a strap on on underneath the brown robe. Or, knowing Billy, it might be the real thing.

Susan looked down at his projection and said, “I hope that’s not real.”

“You’ll have to find out, and if you go groping me I’ll scream sexual harassment.”

Susan laughed, and her stomach grumbled. Loud. And she felt a slight quiver of pain shoot through her pubic area. She grunted, her eyes unfocused, then she recovered. She shouldn’t have bound her breasts so tight.

She grabbed Billy’s cock. Yep, it was real. He groaned and his eyes rolled a bit.

Susan laughed. “Ha! It’s real!”

He said, “That’s it. Sexual harassment. I’ll own this company before I’m done with you.”

“She leaned forward and whispered in his ear. “Rape.”

He laughed and held his hands up. “You win.”

“Not yet. But give me a few more drinks and maybe we’ll see who gets raped.”

The pain shot through her, and she felt sick, but…it wasn’t bad. It was coming in waves. If it just held off for a while she could enjoy the party.

Across the room Jed was looking for the booze table. He felt a squeamish sort of pain in his balls and he wanted a drink. He was so fucking bound up…all he needed was a drink.

“Hey, beautiful, need a date?”

Jed recognized Dick Needles. In charge of the warehouse, and sometimes called, ‘Needless Dick,’ or ‘Needa Dick,’ Or several other things.

Dick didn’t recognize Jed. But Jed didn’t think anybody would recognize him. He rarely came to these shindigs, and he didn’t like to socialize much anyway, and with all this make up on his face, and his tits looking real…heck, Needa Dick hadn’t recognized him, and even thought he was really a girl.

The feeling of embarrassment dropped away. He was safe. He was anonymous. He could do whatever he wanted without fear of repercussion.

“I only date men with huge cocks.” He kept a straight face and spoke in a high voice. Then he felt guilty. Dick’s face fell and he looked totally miserable.

So, overcoming good sense, Jed linked his arm in Dick’s and said, “Like yours.”

Needa Dick immediately perked up.

Jed said, “Now, to tell you the truth, I don’t want a date, but I sure could use a drink. Where’s the refreshments.”

“Oh, hell,” Needa Dick said, suddenly all proud and peacocky, “I’ll go get you one.”

Jed watched as Dick braved the crowd and headed across the room. Crap, this might work out. If he could control these over sexed maniac manimals then maybe…maybe he could have a good time. Besides, there wasn’t much chance of him winning the costume contest, and he could head out before the contest winners were announced, anyway.

Suddenly he felt that pain again. His balls started to ache, his chest hurt, and he moved over next to a wall and leaned against it. He was dizzy, but he managed to stay upright, and he never got to the point of puking.

Damn. He was going to have to get Susan to loosen this stupid corset!

Then a fellow named George introduced himself, and Dick showed up with a drink, and other men were checking him out. He fought off the waves of sickness and managed to have a good time. The waves of sickness only lasted seconds, and then he felt really good. And the booze helped.

The party was a blast. A couple of hundred people in costumes, lots of alcohol, couple were seen heading upstairs, into closets, even into the parking lot for a romp among the bushes.

Susan drank too much, and she knew it, but the constant waves of pain made her grab the liquor like it was medicine. And, who knows, maybe it was. Maybe the alcohol reduced the symptoms she was suffering.

And, sick or drunk or whatever, she talked to all her people and made the rounds. She passed Jed and smiled, and even chatted for a moment like they were strangers. After a couple of hours she was fairly well blotto. People faded in and out. The party got more ribald, and Billy showed up again. His dick was even harder, and there were little wet stains were he had leaked through his costume.

As he came up to her she felt a big wave of nausea surge through her. She grabbed the edge of a table and Billy grabbed her arm. “You all right?”

“Right as fucking rain,” she muttered.

“You want me to take you upstairs? So you can rest in your office?”

“No.”

But Billy ‘Hard on’ was already moving her towards the stairs. He held her elbow and they walked up the steps.

“I don’t know…what will people think?” She giggled as the nausea left her.

“They’ll think that Billy Hard On is helping a friend to the men’s room.”

“Oh, that’s right. I’m a man.”

“Me, too,” said Billy, with a leer.

That was when Susan got it. She peered closely at his face, and she could almost smell it.

Billy Hard On was bi.

And…he wanted to fuck the boss.

But the boss didn’t want to fuck him.

Or, wait a minute…maybe she did.

They staggered down the hallway and into Susan’s office. Billy locked the door and walked her to the couch.

She was on a high now, feeling good between the waves of sickness, and she spun him around and pushed him over her desk.

He grunted and his hands went out. She noticed that he was wearing clear polish on his nails.

“I don’t want you fucking me,” she said. “That wouldn’t be proper, me being a boss and all, but I certainly don’t mind fucking you.”

Billy might be bi, but he was in the mood for fucking, not being fucked. He tried to straighten up, to push off the desk, but he hadn’t counted on Susan’s strength.

Susan felt very strong. Like all those fake muscles in the nano suit were real. She lifted his robe and saw that he wasn’t wearing underwear.

“Came prepared, eh?” she muttered, unzipping her fly.

“Hey!” Billy gurgled.

“Hay is for horses, bitch,” Susan said, rather gleefully.

Her cock popped out. That was really strange. Her cock was hard, but it just hung there. Now it was standing out, like a real dick, and she thought she could even feel it. She feel it pulsing, throbbing, and it bobbed up and down.

Damn, this nano thing is cool, she thought.

Billy tried to move again, but Susan kicked his feet to the sides and moved in.

And stopped.

Billy Hard On was wearing a butt plug.

“Are you shitting me?” Susan snickered.

“Let me—“

“Shut up,” she said, pushing his back so he fell forward again. With her other hand she pulled the butt plug out. It actually popped when it came out, and she tossed it to the side.

“Leave me—“

Susan pushed her nano cock into him and he gasped. And she felt the cock like it was actually part of her. Man, this was good. It felt real. She could even feel her balls slapping around down there.

“Fuck!” whimpered Billy, then he gave up and went with it. After all, this was not the first time he had ever experienced a little anal. He pushed his butt back and moved it in a circular motion.

Susan laughed and slapped his ass, and fucked him harder. Man, this dick was hard! And it was so stiff! She wondered why it was no long hanging limp, then she forgot about it. The feeling of her cock being inside Billy’s ass was just too much.

She sawed it in and out, felt the nerves slithering along the veins. Man, this was better than female sex. With female sex you laid there and took it, you submitted. But with this nano dick she was a King Kong. She was large and in charge. And poor Billy Hard On finally took a little of what he had been putting out.

Of course, tell the truth, Billy didn’t really dislike it.

Downstairs Jed was lost. He had men on all sides of him, and they were laughing and he felt like he should be laughing, because he was a man, after all, but…he was dizzy, and nauseous, and these strange pains rippled through him.

Needa Dick seemed to be a ring leader. Truth was, Dick had first dibs, and somehow all the drunks recognized this, and they followed Dick and Jed outside.

The parking lot stretched out and to the side was the dumpster. Everything was clean for the party, and five men accompanied Dick and Jed to the dumpster area. Behind the dumpster was a small area for eating. Billy helped Jed sit on the picnic table. He pushed him gently onto his back and began fiddling with his dress.

“No…no…” mumbled Jed, but the men just chuckled and talked about how hot he was. Suddenly his chest was in the open air, and it felt cool, and then somebody was sucking on his nipples.

The odd thing was that he thought he could feel his nipples. Turgid and erect, and men on either side of him sucking them.

Then his dress was being pulled off. His corset, being too difficult to remove, was left on him.

Man, what a pussy,” somebody said in the darkness.

He felt a mouth sucking on his cock…no…not his cock…but that

was where his cock was supposed to— “UNH!

He felt a sharp pain and it felt like something was inside him, actually inside him, and moving up and down, and…the sudden pain aside, it felt good!

He groaned and pushed his hips towards the good feeling.

“Wow!” Somebody blurted.

Then his body was pulled backwards, and his head suddenly hung back over the edge of the table. A long shaft pushed at his red lips and he opened his mouth.

Balls slapped against his ass, the incredible feeling of somebody moving something inside him grew and grew.

But he didn’t have a pussy!

He didn’t! So what was…

“Oh…fuck!”

He felt something squirting inside him, splashing his innards with fluid.

Hands groped his breasts, and he could feel everything.

One dick pulled out and another went in.

That was okay with him…

“Fu-u-uck!” Susan groaned as she filled Billy Hard On with sperm. And she knew, in the midst of earth shattering pleasure, that something was wrong.

She had cum. She had a dick that felt everything, and she had just squirted into a man’s ass.

That was definitely more than Barbara had promised with the nano suit.

She pulled her dripping dick out of the monk’s ass and stuffed it back in her pants. She zipped up as Billy managed to stand up. He turned to her, a shocked look on his face. “You…you’re a man!”

“Tell anybody and I’ll fuck you again,” she threatened.

Billy wouldn’t tell anybody. He was bi, but he didn’t want people to know it. He didn’t want anybody to know how much he liked taking it up the ass.

Susan was suddenly sober. She walked out of her office and left Billy to fend for himself. She walked down the stairs and looked for Jed.

Jed was nowhere. She circled the room, looked in other rooms, checked private offices and the bathrooms.

Then she heard two men: “She’s fucking hot, and she’s taking everybody on!”

She grabbed one of the men, he was a worker from the warehouse, and snarled, “Where?”

The man recognized her, but he was too cowed by her attitude to do anything but answer honestly.

“Out…out back.” He thumbed towards the parking lot.

Susan headed for the back door. In the midst of the drunken revelry people felt her coming and stepped out of the way.

She exited the building and stood in the parking lot and looked around.

She saw the group of men on the other side of the dumpster right away. She began running towards them.

There were about 12 men, and they were laughing and chuckling. Some of them had their cocks out and were stroking them.

Susan charged into the middle of them, pushed them back, hit at them.

“What the fuck is going on! What are you…JED!”

Jed lay on the picnic bench, his legs spread, his pussy dripping with cum. His eyes were dazed, but he looked happy.

The men weren’t sure what to do and Susan spun on them. “Get the fuck out of here! Clean out your desks! You’re all fired!”

The men moved back, were confused, but the voice of authority had spoken.

As Susan turned back to the laid out Jed she heard somebody say, “But she was enjoying it!”

Susan cradled his head and sobbed. What the hell had happened? Her pussy had turned into a dick! And Jed’s dick…where was it?”

After a minute she made Jed sit up. He was dazed and didn’t look hurt, but…but all those men…didn’t Jed know that men could…men would…but then she realized that he didn’t. Jed was a man, and no man really understands what he is capable of.

She gathered his torn dress and held it around his waist. She helped him stand up.

“Hey, Susan. What’s going on?”

Did he even know that he had been fucked? Gang banged? He looked so dazed and out of it.

She led him across the parking lot to their car. She helped him into the front seat and ran around to her side.

Men didn't need purses, they carried keys in their pockets, so she grabbed her keys and started the car up. In seconds they were zooming out of the parking lot.

“I didn’t know whether I should go to the hospital or not. He’s not hurt, but…Barbara, you should have seen all those men!”

“No, it’s good you called me. Take me back and let me see him. I’m going to need to see you, too.”

Susan, still wearing a man’s clothes, but no high heels, walked Barbara back to the bedroom.

Jed was sleeping soundly in the bed. He had a smile on his face and, if Barbara was to bet, he was having good dreams.

She checked the ankles and wrists where the costume became hands and feet. There was no seam. There was no line where skin became nano.

She looked at his vagina. Susan had cleaned it out, but it was puffy and red. It had been over used.

She examined his breasts, and frowned when she pulled on the nipples and the nano suit didn’t stretch out. It was like these big, erect nipples were actually Jed’s.

She looked at the neck, no sign of seam. She looked at the back and the place where she had pressed the nano suit together in the back was smooth. It was just like skin. Real skin.

But how could that be?

She finally looked for the power source, the little cord and connector on the back. The suit was self powered, motion creating energy to effect change. The power cord was gone, as if it had never been.

Barbara backed away, frowning. She turned to Susan. “Now you.”

Susan stripped and Barbara examined her thoroughly. Barbara’s breasts were gone and she had a flat chest. There was no sign of her pussy, only a big dick and balls that reacted like a real dick and balls when Barbara examined them, hefted them, pressed on them fondled them.

No seams. No power cord. No difference between the suit and the flesh.

“Barbara, what’s happened?”

They walked back to the kitchen and Barbara picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. “The suit activated itself. I don’t know how or why. I’m calling…Hello, Rod. We’ve got a problem. Uh huh. The suit I checked out for field testing. It activated.”

Barbara talked for a while longer, then hung up the phone. “I don’t know what happened, Susan, but we’ll get to the bottom of this.”

“But what will we do? I’m a man! And Jed’s a woman! How can that be? What can we do about it.”

“Look, I don’t have answers, but the guys who built the suit are on the way, and they can answer your questions.”

They sat down at the kitchen table and waited, and within half an hour cars began to arrive.

Men in lab suits showed up.

Executives showed up. Lawyers showed up.

Jed slumbered peacefully while they assaulted him with stethoscopes and leads and examined his body.

Susan watched, insisted on being in the bedroom, and tears began to seep from her eyes. Barbara stayed by her side, and when the company lawyer tried to get Susan to sign a release form Barbara told him where to go, and he better hurry.

Jed, of course, slumbered peacefully through the circus.

Jed woke up and was relaxed, happy, and confused. The morning sunshine was glowing through the window. The nanosuit company men had left just minutes before.

He stretched and looked down at his chest. “What’s this?” He had tits. “Oh, yeah.” He remembered the suit.

Susan was there, sitting on the bed, then hugging him, then sitting on the bed and holding his hand.

“Don’t you think we better get out of this costumes?” he suggested.

Susan began crying, and Barbara, hearing them talk, and then listening from the hallway, came into the room.

“Good morning, Jed.”

“Hey! Hi, Barbara. What’s going on? Is something wrong? Did you want your nano suits? They really worked well.” Then he frowned. Memories were nibbling at him and he remembered a crowd of men and something happening.

“About that, uh, there’s something you should know.”

A half hour later Barbara left. And she left Jed with an open mouth and totally stunned psyche. Susan walked her out to her car, they hugged, and Barbara promised to keep her appraised of everything the company did.

Then Barbara drove away and Susan went back into the house.

Jed was standing in his closet and staring at his man clothes. He had put on a shirt and found that it didn’t fit too well. It hung on him, and his tits pushed the chest out until the buttons threatened to pop.

He turned to Susan. “I can’t wear man clothes any more.”

“And I can’t wear woman clothes,” she agreed.

They stared at each other for a long couple of seconds, then hugged.

After a couple of minutes they separated and looked at the closets.

“I’ll help you get dressed,” Susan said.

“No corset this time,” Jed remarked.

“No corset.”

She helped him into culottes and a blouse. Her bras fit well and his chest thrust forward.

He looked at his smooth legs. They were not just shaved male legs, they were smooth, sexy female legs.

“Shoes?” He asked.

She handed him a pair of athletic sneakers. “High heels are only for dressing up and going out, or working.”

He nodded and bent over to tie his shoes. His breasts got in the way and he had to shift his body to get his boobs past his knees.

“Damn,” he said. “I’m stacked.”

She nodded. And she was sad. She had lost the symbol of her femininity. Her breasts were nothing but a memory.

“But they think they can return us to our regular bodies?”

“So they said. But we have to wait until this change finishes.”

“And that might take months.”

“Maybe as much as a year.”

“So we’re going to be like this for a year.”

“Probably.”

They sat on the bed and were lost in their own thoughts.

“After a while Jed said, “What will we do?”

“Life as usual,” said Susan. “I still have a company to run, and I can run it as a man. You still have your internet business, doesn’t matter what sex you are.”

He nodded. “You know, I always was fascinated by the idea of being a woman. I did a little crossdressing. I…” He trailed off.

“And now you got your wish. If wish it was.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I suppose under the hot desire is a deep thought. So I must have wanted this. One way or another…I’m me. Man or woman…I’m me.”

Susan leaned on him and he put his arm around her. Then he laughed.

“What?”

“I’m consoling you, like a man consoles a woman. But you’re the man, you should be consoling me.”

Susan sniffed and chuckled, wiggled out from under Jed’s arm and put her arm around him. With her male body and his female body it worked out a little better. He leaned against her, and it felt right.

“So life goes on. You run your business, and I do my writing.”

“I guess.”

“So what about sex?”

She looked at him. “What?”

“I was horny as a man, I’m still horny. I have memories of something happening last night, but I was pretty drunk…and…I’m still horny.”

“What do you want me to do about it?”

“You’re the man, aren’t you?”

He was looking up at her, his eyes open, a little scared, a little excited.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“I want you to show me how my pussy works. I want to feel your dick. I don’t want a party where I’m drink and fucked up…I want to feel my lover take me and show me heaven.”

She stared at him, then, like something was breaking deep down inside her throat, she sighed.

She leaned and turned and took him in her arms. It was awkward because she hadn’t done anything like this, but it was also instinctive and quickly learned.

She kissed him. She was stronger, her chest wider, her arms thick with muscle. She held him and bent him back and nuzzled his throat.

“Oh,” he said.

She undid his blouse and kissed his breasts. She reached behind him and undid his bra. She kissed his nippled and he held to her head and near swooned with the excitement.

Susan turned over and undid his culottes and pulled them down, then his panties.

Jed fumbled with her pants, but gave up. His fingernails weren’t able to do that simple maneuver.

She took her pants off, too her shirt off.

He felt her chest and marveled at how strong it was. He tickled her nipples, kissed them, and said, “They’re so much smaller now.”

“And they’re not as sensitive.”

“Mine are.”

She grinned and sucked on his nipples. He groaned.

She put her hand down to his pussy and grabbed it. She held his mons and lifted and Jed gasped and arched.

“How about a little finger banging?” she asked. She inserted her finger into his vagina and began hooking over the G spot.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. He had never felt anything so intense in his life.

She jacked him several times, until he was gasping and his eyes rolling in the sockets. Then she pushed him back and spread his legs.

He looked down as she climbed up between his legs and saw her huge cock.

“Can I take that?” He asked in a low, frightened voice.

“Babies come out of holes, this dick going in should be nothing.”

But it was more than nothing. It was something, a big something.

Jed cried out as his flesh opened up to accept the monster dong, then he held on for dear life.

Susan fucked him. Slowly at first, but picking up speed. After all, he wasn’t hurting, he was begging for more.

“Oh, God! Yes!” He pushed his hips up and accepted her big cock.

She screwed down on him, right to her big balls. She twisted and pulled out and he nearly died from the pleasure.

“Fuck, yes!”

In she went, nine inches plummeting, scoring his innards, then pulling out.

He held on and cried, and arched, and twisted, and figured out how to fuck.

Finally, they began to climb the mountain. Susan held back as much as she could. It was actually easier than she thought it would be because she didn’t really know how to fuck like a man.

She began to squirt, her cock just wiggled inside of Jed and sperm shot out and it felt glorious. In one way it wasn’t as good as a female cum. It was hard and fast, more intense. But in other ways it was as good, and maybe even better.

Jed felt her let loose inside of him, and he raised his hips and took in the moment, felt the splashing of fluid. He had been fucked, and it was good, and then he began to cum.

His hips rose, his back arched, he cried out, and it was like he was being pulled into an exploding ocean. It was better than a male cum, and yet, there were things about it that weren’t as good. It was bigger, wider, swallowed him.

Drained, exhausted, they lay in each other’s arms and thought about what they had just done.

They had changed bodies and fucked, and it had blown their minds.

And Jed said, “You know, at the end of a year?”

“Yes?”

“We don’t have to change back.”

Susan smiled.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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