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PART ONE

Sylvia kissed me. “Just think, you won’t be a fathead anymore.”

“Har de har har,” I responded wryly.

I smiled at my wife from the hospital gurney. They were about to take me into the operating room. The doctors had already talked to me, the nurses had given me a sedative, and my brain was about to be fixed.

What was wrong with my brain? A little too much cholesterol causing a slight swelling. Yeah, if you read that right then you can make the joke: I was a fathead. And that was the point of my wife’s little quip.

But, joking aside, I was going to be outfitted with a Neuralink. You know, those little gizmos invented by Elon Musk? Just a simple, little chip with awesome powers. It could actually interface with my brain, increase blood flow to certain areas, and, voila, I could be adjusted into good health.

Not that I wasn’t already in good health. Heck, I was young and strong  and, except for a little fat in my brain, healthy as a horse. A healthy horse.

But Neuralinks were the latest thing, my doctor recommended it, so…why not?

I could like a life free of cancer, diabetes, heart problems, everything.

“Are you ready, Mr. Lacey?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

I gave a little wave of my hand to Sylvia, my wife, as the nurse rolled me down the corridor. Five minutes later I was slumbering peacefully. Ten minutes later the doctor made a small incision in the side of my head, just below the bone of the skull, and slid a little, teeny, weeny chip into my head.

The little thing, it was actually about as big as a fly’s testicles, was guided up through the brain. It would work off my body’s electricity, last 100 years, and I might actually live that long, and…and I had the strangest dream.

“Put that on!” My wife was wearing black leather and snapping a whip.

“What? What?”

“I said,” she snapped the whip and struck my rump and I felt a sharp pain, “Put that on!”

“Put what on!”

“You know what!” Then she was cracking the whip, and I was running, and she was chasing me, and I yelled…

“Did the monkey pee?”

Nurses chuckled.

“What?” I opened my eyes.

“How you doing Mr. Lacey?”

I stared at the nurse.

“The operation is over. How do you feel?”

“What did I just say?” I was a little groggy and trying to figure things out.

“You asked if the monkey peed.”

She chuckled, and behind her my wife giggled.

The nurse held a glass of ice chips and water to me. “Take a sip. And don’t worry about the monkeys. People often say strange things when they come out of anesthetic.”

“Did the monkey pee,” Sylvia laughed.

“Har de har,” I murmured, holding back a grin. “What time is it?”

At that moment the doctor walked in. “Hey, Mr. Lacey, high fives and flowers. You are a raving success.”

He then showed me pictures of my brain, showed where the chip was lodged.

“And I don’t have to do anything? The chip is all programmed?”

“Not a thing. Except maybe have a glass of champagne. The Neuralink is self-contained. You’re good to go. In fact, are you still here?”

We all laughed, the nurse had me get into a wheel chair and they rolled me right out of the hospital.

“Oh, good to be home,” I said, entering the kitchen from the garage.

“You’ve only been gone a couple of hours.”

“Yes, but in that time I cured the world of dread diseases.”

“Wow! You’re quite the stud. Want to see if that chip will increase blood flow to your penis?”

I laughed and opened the fridg. “First a celebratorial bit of bubbly, then I will attend to your wicked desires.”

I took out a bottle of chilled champagne, worked the tinfoil, and popped the cork.

While I performed such a delicate task Sylvia hugged me, and he rarms went around my body and fondled my not inconsequential manhood.

“Mmm. I can feel that blood flow already.”

“So can I,” I said as I poured two flutes full.

And I could. My penis was fully engorged, pressing my pants out, and throbbing with the pulsing of rich, red blood.

I handed Sylvia a flute and we toasted, and I smiled inside. Just think, I Ron Lacey will never have a dread disease. I will live to a happy, old age.

“Next year is my turn.”

Sylvia was healthier than me, she didn’t have any fat on the brain,  so I had gotten my implant first. Next year we would have the money and she would get one. We were looking forward to a healthy, blessed life.

She reached a hand into my pants and found my snake. “Hmm. Yes. Blood flow is starting up. Patient is expected to rise to the occasion.”

“He has risen.”

She pulled me, by the penis, out of the kitchen, through the house, and into the bedroom.

In the bedroom she unzipped my pants and pulled them, and my underwear, off. My turgid member did a dance of happiness.

She took my balls in her hands and massaged them as she sucked on the head of my cock.

Sylvia is a beautiful woman. About my height, maybe twenty pounds lighter, and those twenty pounds are in her tits.

Yep. She is top heavy. And atop that hourglass figure is perched the most beautiful face. Full lips, blue eyes, blonde hair. Man, I won the lottery when I won her hand.

She rose up, my cock still in her hand, stroking, stroking, and whispered, “Are you going to make me wait?”

I pushed her back on the bed and she yelped happily.

I spread her legs and did the gobble. That’s what we call it, ‘The Gobble,’ when I lick her slit, slid my tongue over her labia, suck on her clitoris and give her the finger. Or two.

“Oh, yes!” she moaned, as she arched her hips up unto my face.

I slithered up her body and began kissing her tits, one after the other, as my hand worked her pussy.

“Mmm….mmmm!” her voice was soft and velvety, husky and filled with desire.

I pushed her up further on the bed and knelt between her thighs.

She reached for me, but I pushed her hands away and slapped her pussy with my dick.

“Hey!” she giggled.

“That’s what I dreamed, when I was waking up. That you were whipping me, trying to get me to put something on.

I held my dick and used it like a soft club, slapping her thighs, her pussy, and she laughed and protested, then I placed the head into her vagina.

“Oh,” her eyes grew wide.

“You’ve had the rest, now try the best,” I spouted the old ad slogan.

“I prefer the best,” her eyes were half closed as pleasure inundated her and warmed her core.

“Then you shall have it. I moved my hips forward and my penis inexorably entered her.

She gasped and grabbed my arms with her hands. She held on as I filled her up.

“Oh, yeah. Yes.” She breathed. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t seeing much. The pleasure was swarming her.

“Uh oh,” I froze.

She looked up at me, “What?”

“Brain alert! Brain alert! Too much blood to penis, must handle.” I began to fuck her jerky style, just plunging an inch and jerking back.

“Oh, fuck!” She yelped. “I love it when you do that!”

“Uh oh!”

“Oh, no!” she moaned, when I froze again.

“Pussy alert. Bweep! Bweep!” I began to circle my cock in her, rimming her and feeling the head, deep inside her, move in circles.

“Oh…FUCK!”

“Uh oh!”

“NO!”

“Squirt alert. Prepare for incoming!”

“Oh, Heysoos Xristo!”

I began lurching, pouring my seed into her.

“Oh, you fuck!” she groaned. “I’m not there, yet.”

But it was too late. I pulled back and my already limp dick flopped out of her.

“Sorry, babe. But you’re just too hot.”

“Well, you’re going to have to finish me the other way.”

“No!”

“Yes! I don’t care if it’s messy, get down there and use your tongue!”

She pushed on my shoulders, then my head, and squirmed around. Then she was pulling my head into her crotch.

Funny, I was usually strong enough to resist. But I guess undergoing the operation had made me temporarily weak.

“Hey…MMMPH!”

I didn’t like eating her out after I squirted in her, but she loved it. She said there was something about a man praying at the alter after the offering had been given turned her on and made for special orgasms.

Well, whatever, I was in for it now.

I tasted my sperm, and it was sort of bland, a little salty, a little musky. Okay, I could handle that.

I licked and sucked her hole, and she began to discharge more and more. Heck, I had never cum that much, and I ended up swallowing a couple of tablespoons of my own gizm.

“Oh, yes! That’s the way!” She kept my head tight and bucked, and began to cum. For a long minute I was subjected to the wild gyrations and gymnastics of her hips, then she relaxed.

I slowly raised my head. She looked at me and laughed. “You’re a mess.”

“Bweep,” I said sadly. “Mess alert.”

I stood up and headed for the shower. Sylvia relaxed for a minute, then joined me.

Happily, we soaped each other. I soaped her tits and she soaped my dick, and…okay, we’re sex fiends. Can you blame us?

Then we dried each other off and returned to the bedroom. She was in her closet, picking out underwear and clothes, and I picked up her bra and put it around my waist. I remembered how she did it, fastened it in front and then slid it around. I snaked my arms under the straps and pulled them over my shoulders, then I bent to pick her panties. As I was stepping into them—

“What are you doing?”

I looked at my wife. She had the most puzzled expression on her face.

“What?”

“What are you doing putting on my bra? And…and my panties.”

I looked at myself and was supremely confused. I didn’t understand what she was objecting to. I mean didn’t I always…didn’t I… “Huh?”

Bra, goes on woman, slowly percolated through my cranium.

“I don’t know.” I just stood there trying to figure things out.

“Well take it off!”

“Oh…okay.”

She watched as I moved, as if in a dream, and took off her bra. I took the bra and her panties to her hamper and stood over it, looking at them. I wanted to put them on. What was going on? I wasn’t a cross dresser. I needed to—

“What’s wrong with you?” Sylvia took the bra and panties out of my hands and put them in the hamper. “Bweep! Bweep! Stupid alert!”

She shook me and I snapped out of it.

“What the fuck,” I had a twisted expression on my face. “Why the hell did I do that?”

“I don’t know, but don’t do it again. It’s freaking me out.”

“Bweep?” I asked.

“You got that right. Now get dressed, in your own clothes, and let’s head out for some yard sales.”

So I did, and we did, and things just got worse.

We stopped at a corner house, big yard, and blankets and tables were spread out and filled with goodies.

Usually, I go looking for things like tools, manly toys, things like that. Sylvia examines art nick nacks and ponders whether they will fit into our house.

Today, however, I fond myself standing in front of a table, fingering lingerie. And I must have creeped people out, just standing so quietly and feeling the material. As if from far away I heard whispers, and people moved away from me. But I was fascinated by the soft texture of the filmy underthings. They felt so delicious, and I could imagine the softness sliding over my body. And my dick would be so hard. And they should make men’s under things of this material. Why, I’d be hard all the time. I’d be—

“What are you doing?” Sylvia hissed into my ear. She tugged my shirt and pulled me around.

“What? I…I’m just looking…” Again, I was terribly confused. I had been doing the right thing, looking at clothes, and the clothes felt right, and I just wanted to…

“Come on,” she whispered harshly. She pulled me from the yard and I suddenly noticed everybody staring at me.

“Why are they looking at me?”

“Because you’re creeping them out. Obsessing over women’s underwear and…and your pants!”

“What about my pants?” I looked down. I had worn sweat pants, and they were bulged out. The shape of my dick could be seen tenting the material. “Oh!”

What the hell had I been doing? That was why those people…I was so embarrassed.

Sylvia pushed me into the passenger seat, and went to the driver’s seat. I was moving too slowly, so she just took over. As we started up from the curb she groaned, “Last time I’ll ever take you to a yard sale. What the hell were you thinking?”

“I don’t know. It just felt right. I…thought I was supposed to be there.”

“Feeling women’s underwear and rubbing your cock?”

“I was rubbing my…”

“Didn’t you get enough nookie this morning?”

“Honey, I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened.”

But she wasn’t placated. She drove with a stoney face, and when we arrived at home she stomped into the house.

I watched her storm into the kitchen. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I felt like something had gone sideways in my head, but I didn’t know what. I mean, I was happy, everything was cool, but…then I got excited by female clothes.

And I do mean excited.

Sylvia and I had made love this morning, yet an hour later I was erect and throbbing, and I think my legs were even trembling a bit, as I stood at the yard sale and examined woman’s underwear.

What the heck?

I got out of the car and started walked towards the kitchen, and stopped. My head turned. My body was facing the kitchen, but my face was looking at the laundry. The washing machine. The drier. The pile of dirty clothes.

My wife’s clothes on top, with her brassiere sticking out from under a dress. A purple dress. With little white flowers. Such a pretty pattern.

My body turned away from the kitchen, faced the big basket full of clothes. I took a step. Another step, and something inside me gently reminded me, ‘No.’

But that little voice was nothing in the wind of my desire.

I found myself standing over the laundry. I reached down and picked up the bra. I sniffed it. I felt it. I admired it. Sylvia had such wonderful taste when it came to clothes.

I took off my shirt.

My dick was poking out in my sweats, a tent pole of massive proportion. A tent pole for the Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey circus.

I ignored my crotch, well, not completely. I enjoyed it, but I had to put on the bra.

I did, and it felt good…but empty. I wished I could fill the bra. And then I realized I could.

Aunt Jane had had a mastectomy last year. She had worn breast forms for a while. When she went back home she had left them with us. I had tossed them into a box in the corner of the garage. All I had to do was go get them.

Breast forms. In a box.

That little voice was whispering to me…’that’s wrong…don’t do it…take off that bra!’

I told the little voice to shut up and get out. I walked back to the far corner of the garage, lifted the box down from a shelf, and there they were. Ds. The same size as my wife. A perfect size to fit my bra.

Not my wife’s bra…but my bra.

I pulled a cup out and managed to slide a boob into the cup. I did the other one.

I just stood there, feelings of pleasure washing through me. I felt so sexy. My hard on was like a gun barrel. Long and pointing and ready to shoot.

I walked back to the laundry, feeling so sexy, feeling myself bounce inside the bra. If only I had real boobs. That was what I really needed.

I bent down and picked up a pair of panties. I could see a bit of dried discharge in the crotch. I lifted the panties to my nose. I smelled the dark spot. Mmm. I put the panties on.

I stood there in the gloom of the garage, knowing something was wrong, but helpless to do anything but look at the purple dress.

Purple. A royal color. A rich color. I picked it up and shimmied into it. I had to pull it over my breasts, and it felt so good. It felt like when I rolled a ribber over my cock, but for my whole body. My whole body felt like a penis in the dress. The material slithered over me, sexually charged my skin.

I felt so good, so right, so…the door opened and Sylvia looked out.

“Oh, My God!”

I turned and stared at her. She slammed the door. Locked it.

I started sobbing. I knew something was wrong, but I didn’t know what. I went to the step by the kitchen door and sat down. I could feel the cold cement on my butt. My cock was poking the dress out, my tits were so big and beautiful…and all I could do was cry.              I knew Sylvia was in the kitchen. I knew she was listening.

“I’m sorry,” I said, as my tears fell on the floor. “I don’t know why I’m doing this.”

Nothing from the house.

My back was lurching with the sobs now. I was happy, I really was, but something was wrong and I couldn’t figure it out.

“I can’t stop myself. I’m sorry.”

For five minutes I sobbed, my heart pouring out, my tits jiggling in my bra. Then I heard the door unlock.

The door opened, just a crack. I didn’t look. I couldn’t stop myself from crying.

It opened all the way.

“Ron?”

“I’m sorry,” I wailed.

She stepped out on the step. I kept crying.

She sat down and I leaned my head towards her, big splatters of tears falling on the floor.

Then I was hugging her, crying, happy, but miserable, and nothing made sense.

“There, there,” she said. “It’s okay.”

For long minutes I sobbed, then, because she was there, because she was now holding me, an arm around my shoulder, comforting me, I began to dry up.

“I’m sorry.” I snuffled and wiped my eyes.

She said: “I think it’s the Neuralink.”

“You…you think so?” I rubbed my eyes with my forearm, and wished I didn’t have hair on it, on them. Or on my legs.

“I’m going to call the hospital.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Just sit and wait.”

“Can I have a drink?”

“Pour me one, too.”

“Okay.”

She stood up and went back into the house.

I managed to stand up and I walked into the kitchen. As I mixed the drink I heard her talking on the phone.

“What do you mean I signed release forms! If course I did! We both did, but that’s neither…”

I took a sip. A long sip. I listened some more.

“But he just had the operation today, and now he thinks he’s a woman!”

No, I didn’t. I didn’t think I was a woman. I was a woman.

“Why the hell would I want to talk to your lawyer? I want you to look at my husband and make this stop happening…”

I drank some more. A lot more. Then, because Sylvia was taking so long, I drank her drink.

Mmm.

And I admired my breasts in the kitchen window. Big ones. Hefty. Auntie had a rack, and so did my wife, and now so did I.

“I am going to sue your ass off!”

She stomped back into the kitchen, and I admired how her boobs shook with every step. I had boobs that would shake with every step, I just had to make them real.

She looked at me, sitting there with a simpering look on my face. She whispered, “Fuck!” Then she looked at the empty glasses, said another dirty word, and began fixing herself a drink.

“What’d they say?” I asked.

“We signed release papers, there’s nothing they can do, the phenomena isn’t connected with the operation, call the lawyers.”

“Wow,” I said, feeling one of my boons. “Do you think I can get implants?”

Sylvia was putting the bottle back in the cupboard and she froze, then she began to cry. Long, wracking sobs that shook the frame. Sort of like the sobs I had done.

I went to her and hugged her, and she froze for a moment, then melted into me. “It’s all right,” I whispered. “Everything is going to be fine.”

For a long minute she cried, then she toughened up. She backed away from me and said, “I’m going to call our lawyer.”

“What do you want me to do?”

She looked at me, and she had the most curious expression on her face. A twist of disgust and fascination. She said, “I don’t know. Go find some high heels, and some nylons.”

“Really?”

She shook her head. “Knock yourself out.” Then she picked up the phone and went down her contacts.

I went down the hall and into our bedroom. I went into our closet. Her high heels were in a row at the back of the closet. I picked a pair with straps. I figured if my foot went past the platform the straps would keep them on me.

I grabbed a pair of pantyhose and went back out to the bedroom. I could hear Sylvia droning from the living room.

“Look, Charles, it happened right after the operation…uh huh. But what’s the big deal about this Corporate Shield thing? Oh…but…”

I took the time to trim my toenails, then I pulled the panty hose up my legs. It took some work, I remembered something about Sylvia rolling them, but I couldn't figure out what that was. Eventually I did get them on, and I pulled them up tight, making my balls scrunch into my crotch a bit, which felt really good.

Funny. I didn’t want a pussy. I liked having a cock. I especially liked having a big cock. For a small and slender man I had a pretty good sized ding dong.

I stepped into the heels.

I stood in front of the mirror and admired myself. I was lithe and slender, except for the big boobs. My lips were full and…my lips.

I walked to my wife’s make up table. I looked at all the creams and potions and thing. I didn’t understand much. There was some mascara, I could do that, and I had seen Sylvia use those weird scissors things on her eyelashes, but I was interested I…oh, there it was. I picked up a gold tube. Except it wasn’t lipstick, it was a weird applicator, a little brush thingie, but the color was red, and I had seen Sylvia use it, so I used it.

I heard Sylvia hang up the phone. I heard her walk into the kitchen. She must be making another drink.

I painted my lips thoroughly. Two coats. Got every nook and crevice, and I smacked my lips. My mouth was red, and sexy, and if I was a man I would have kissed me.

But my hair…yuck!

I picked up her brush and tried to comb it, but though I made it neat, it just sort of lay there. It wasn't long enough. I didn’t have enough body. I wished I had seen this coming. I would have grown my hair out long ago.

Then it hit me. Sylvia had a wig. Once she had gotten a short hair cut, and hated it. So she had worn a wig for a couple of months…and it was still in the closet!

I ran, well, walked and almost fell, into the closet. On the top shelf, way in the rear, I found the box with the wig. It was long and blonde, gentle curls that would drape over my shoulders. I took it out of the box and slipped it onto my head. I tried to slide the clips into my own hair, and I think I did pretty good, then I turned around and closed the closet door. There was a mirror on the back of the door, and I stared at myself.

I was beautiful. I hadn’t been a big man, narrow shoulders, and I fit perfectly into the dress. I did have angular hips, but the shape of my bosom gave me enough curve to make up for the hips. What was interesting was that my running legs were so shapely, and I was glad I wasn’t a hairy fellow. Though I did need to shave this and that…

“Ron?”

“In here,” I called. I brushed my hair back a bit, and was about to open the door when Sylvia opened it. She stood there, frozen, and stared at me.

I stared at her. I heard that little voice telling me things were wrong, but I didn’t understand what could be wrong. I just felt so right and beautiful…what could be wrong?

“Oh…oh…” she stuttered.

“Are you all right?”

She gulped and nodded.

“What did the lawyer say?”

“He, uh, he said we wouldn’t be able to sue the, uh, manufacturer of the Neuralink. Not unless we sue the doctor first, but we can’t sue the doctor because…oh, my God.”

“What?”

She shook her head. Then she said, “Come out to the kitchen. I need another drink.”

I followed her through the house. I admired her ass. It was rounder than mine, quite sexy. But I thought my ass was pretty good. I tried to duplicate the way her butt swayed. I felt awkward in the heels, but I think I managed to get my butt to look sexy.

“Sit there,” she said, pointing to a chair.

I sat, and she got down the bottle and placed it on the table. She filled our glasses with ice and poured them half full with Wild Turkey. Then she opened the fridg and took out a can of Coke. She poured half the can into one glass, and the other half into the other glass. Then she shoved a glass at me, sat down, and took a big glug.

I giggled. “We’re going to be alcoholics.”

“Today it’s okay,” she returned soberly. She kept staring at me.

“What? Did I get it wrong? Did I do something wrong?”

“No. No.”

“Then what?”

“It’s just that…why did you use lip stain?”

I just saw it.”

“You know it lasts longer than lipstick?”

“Oh. Is that bad?”

“It is if you want to be seen as a man in the next few days.”

“Oh.” I frowned. Then, brightly, “I don’t.”

She shook her head, took a big swallow, then went back to staring at me.

“So what do we do now?” I asked.

“Tell me, why did you start putting my clothes on?”

“They just look so good, and they feel so right.”

“But you realize you’re a man?”

“Oh, of course,” my disappointment must have showed because she took another big gulp.

I sipped. And I looked at the slight trace of lipstick…lipstain…on the rim of the glass. Sexy.

“So are you going to continue this?”

“This being…being a woman?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I guess I am a woman. At least I have a woman’s breasts, but my dick is so big and hard.”

I noticed,” she spoke drily.

“So I guess I am a woman.”

“Okay.” She finished her liquor and got up to make another one. As she waited for the refrigerator ice to fill her glass she said, “I was freaked out. You really freaked me out. But I guess it was just the shock. I mean, you’ve always been so manly.”

“I’m sorry.” I didn’t know what I was sorry for, but it felt appropriate to say that.

She turned to me, leaned her butt against the sink and spoke almost contemplatively. “Now that the shock is over…I have to say you make a good looking woman. If it wasn’t for the hips you’d be a better woman than me. What are you going to do about work?”

“I don’t know. Should I do something?” I think I realized there was a disconnect in my mind, but I couldn’t imagine what it could be.

“Tell them you’re transitioning.”

I frowned.

“What?”

“Government contracts.”

That made us think. Would the government keep giving my company contracts if I was…feminized?

“Come on,” she grabbed my hand and led me to the computer room.

We sat down and she opened a browser and went looking. She typed in, ‘government contracts and sexual transitioning.’ Right away we hit pay dirt. There were a whole host of sites advising of transgender rights.

“But am I a transgender? Or a crossdresser? Or what?”

Sylvia regarded me. “I don’t know. Let’s ask Quora.”

She pulled up Quora and typed in a question: ‘My husband got a Neuralink, then started dressing like a woman…is he a crossdresser or transgender?’

She started to close the computer, but I stopped her. “What else does it say about cross dressers?”

She turned back to the computer and started surfing. We found a massive community of cross dressers, and transgenders, and just about everything else under the sun.

Fascinated, we learned about drugs for transitioning, ways to keep a pecker solid under hormones, the benefits of surgery vs hormone therapy and on and on.

The most fascinating thing for me, however, was Noogleberry. Noogleberry was a company that made breast pumps. Not for milk, but to make the breasts larger simply through a pair of cones and a pumping device. The cups are placed over the pectorals, the air is pumped out, and over months the breast tissue forms into tits.

“I can have tits! Real tits!” I exclaimed.

Sylvia looked at me. “Do you want me to buy this thing?”

“Oh, yes!”

So she ordered their deluxe kit, and I dreamed about having a nice, big set of knockers. No more breast forms. Just real tissue. Real tits!

After that we kept surfing, looking at educational sites, perusing porn sites, and growing hornier and hornier.

Finally, Sylvia turned off the computer and pushed her chair around. She looked at me with lust filled eyes. “Fuck. I just came this morning, but I’m ready again. Could I actually prefer you as a woman?”

“Maybe, but I’m a little concerned with my dick. It feels so big and large in this dress. How will I ever hide my bulge?”

She dismissed that, “First, we fuck a lot. Second, we can get you special underwear, a gaffe, I think it’s called. Female impersonators wear them. Third, if that doesn’t work we can put your cock in one of those chastity tubes and tied it back between your legs.”

“Ouch.”

“What a woman will do to be beautiful, eh?”

“Whatever it takes, I guess.” Then: “Would you like to go to the bedroom?”

She sat and didn’t move, and her eyes were far away. Then: “I need something more. I’m still a little freaked out by everything.”

“A little more alcohol? Maybe a little making out?”

She nodded. “That might do it.”

We returned to the kitchen and filled our glasses up again. Funny, we had done a lot of drinking, and we were high, but we weren’t getting drunk. I think we were too wired for the alcohol to really hit us.

So we sat and sipped and talked, and halfway through the night Sylvia went and got her make up kit. We talked for hours about make up, about shades and hues and how to blend everything just right.

Then she made me up. God, it felt good. I felt my face come alive, and I was astounded at how different, and brilliant, my eyes started to look. She glossed my lips and I felt magnetic. We even tried on some jewelry, and decided to get my ears pierced.

After a couple of hours Sylvia leaned across the table and pressed her lips to mine. Oh, it was wonderful, soft, caring. We had open eyes, and I know I was trembling. Then we sat back and kept talking, and giggled every once in a while.

And we kissed again. And again. And my lip gloss got on her lips, so she had to make herself up.

Finally, near midnight, drunk, but still not too drunk, we adjourned to the bedroom.

Arms around each others waists, we made it into the bedroom.

“You still have a hell of a bulge,” Sylvia observed, taking her dress off. I stared with lust at her large breasts.

“I’ve been hard all night,” I admitted.

“Not for long,” she laughed.

She took off her bra and panties, then she came to me.

“Maybe we should leave my dress on, just pull my panties down.”

She nodded. “This is so weird,” she kissed me, “I’m kissing a girl. I feel like I should be accused of Lesbianism, but it’s not…you’re still a man down there. Where it counts.

“The best of both worlds,” I said.

We sat on the bed and began really making out. She felt my fake boobs, and I felt her real ones. She pulled my dress up and scooted my panties off and stroked my cock.

“Geez,” she blurted, “it feels bigger!”

“The better to fuck you with, Little Red Riding Hood.”

We laughed, then I moved down to her nipples and gave them a lip stained sucking.

“Oh, God,” Sylvia moaned. “It’s weird, knowing your lips are so red, it makes my nipples harder.’

I reached into her cavity with a couple of fingers and began massaging her rim. She moaned and circled her hips, trying to fuck my fingers.

Then I pulled my dress up and knelt between her thighs. My dick was fully engorged, and it did feel bigger. I put it at her portal and we paused for a long second.

Staring at each other, glorying in our eyes and lips, our hips and tits. Then I began to push the head gently into her.

She grunted, and her hole opened a bit and allowed me in. Just the head sat in her hole, big and dripping, lubricating her.

She reached down and grabbed my balls. She pulled me gently, and I began to slide into her hole. Inch after excruciating inch, she swallowed my cock with her pussy. Our eyes were locked. I pressed on her tits with my hands, and she gave a mournful groan. “Ah….God! It’s never felt this way!”

Then I was all the way in, my pubes pressed against her pubes, and we just stopped and waited. We watched each other, and gloried in the feel of my big dick stretching her out, filling her up, connecting us in every which way but loose.

“Oh, Heysoos, I’m almost afraid to move. This feels so good. I don’t want to risk losing it.”

But we could only hold still for so long, then I twitched, and she turned her hip a bit, and we were off to the races. Out of control. Filled with love and lust. I fucked her deep, and she held on, and touched my face, my lips, and watched me with soulful eyes.

I was penetrating her, I was grinding and groaning and pushing my penis into her snatch.

I had cum too soon this morning, but I managed to hold off this evening.

She began to lurch, to cry out, and her hips made little, slamming motions into me.

I felt her muscles twisting me, rippling along my cock, and just as she began to relax I let go,

“Oh….oh!” Semen shot out of my dick and coated her insides.  She lay under me and enjoyed the feeling of my pulsing, vibrating cock, then we were done.

“Oh, God,” she murmured. “I never knew…fucking a woman…I should have tried it before.”

“But what about the cock?”

“Keep the cock, lover. And keep it hard.” She kissed me then, and we lay there, entangled, and drifted off to sleep.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK!

I sat up in bed. I felt wonderful, but a little bleary. “What’s that?”

Sylvia rolled out of bed and said, “I’ll get it.”

She padded through the house, and I listened, then she came back. “Honey, come out here.”

Puzzled, I followed her into the living room. She held the curtains open a slit and I peeked out.

News vans. Four of them. And a gaggle of reporters standing around on our lawn, cameras at the ready, news gals fixing their make up.

“What the hell?” I asked.

Sylvia went to the door and called out, “What do you want?”

“Mrs. Lacy, is it true Neuralink turned your husband into a woman?”

“Mrs. Lacy, are you going to sue Neuralink and…”

“Mrs. Lacy. We’re FOX news and would like a statement regarding…”

“We’ll be out in five minutes!”

“We will?” I asked, a bit scared.

“Absolutely. We can’t sue, but we can make life miserable for those assholes at Neuralink.”

She led me back to the bedroom, but first, we need to fix you up.”

Quickly she dressed me. Put me in one of her good dresses. Fixed my make up, brushed out my wig.

“I need a shower.”

“Later. This is more important.”

“You’re really going to have me step out there like this?”

“Hey, you wanted to be a woman…”

I did, but this was so…sudden!

It was closer to ten minutes, but we were pretty good looking for a rush job. Sylvia opened the front door and stepped out.

An explosion of questions, but Sylvia merely held her hands up and waited.

When everybody had calmed down she said, ‘One person at a time!” And she pointed at channel 5.

“Mrs. Lacy, did Neuralink change your husband into a woman?”

“Neuralink did effect my husband. He had the operation and immediately became fascinated with being a woman. How far this change is going we don’t know. Yes…CNN.”

“Can we see your husband?”

“In a minute. She’s shy, as you can understand, so give her a moment to get ready. I’ll answer questions, and when we’re done she’ll come outside. I’ll tell you right now, this is a shock, and she won’t be answering any questions. And if you bozos get too obnoxious we’ll just go back in the house. And, oh, yes, we will be turning the sprinkler system on immediately after we finish this little shindig.”

I listened from behind the door. My heart was pounding and I was actually having trouble breathing.

“You, Channel 6…”

“You refer to your husband as ‘she,” Does this mean that…” the questions went on.

And, finally, Sylvia opened the door. “Come on out.”

“I was fully femme. I had huge breast forms. I was made up and had long, blonde hair. My legs were sexy, and my dick, thank God, was limp. I stepped into the sunshine.

Pictures. Click, click, click.

And I suddenly felt good. Confident. Like a good looking woman should. I held my head up, and this improved my posture, and my breasts stood out.

And I started to get a boner. Oh, shit.

Fortunately, Sylvia noticed, and quickly pushed me into the house.

Reporters banged on the door, people were shouting questions, and it was obvious that reporters had about as much manners as a coyote eating a rabbit.

Sylvia smiled and stepped out onto the porch. She picked up the metal rod that turned the sprinkler system on. She placed it on the little cross thing that controls the water, and said, “Five…four…”

The reporters scattered. They tripped and fell and scampered off our property.

Sylvia turned the water on at two, and a couple of reporters screeched and jumped.

Sylvia came back into the house and we laughed. Our eyes were bright, and everything was looking good.

In an hour things were going to look better than good.

An hour later we had finished eating, and were talking and laughing about the news people, and…KNOCK KNOCK!

Sylvia frowned. She went to the door, prepared to blast whatever stupid reporter had decided to not follow the ground rules. I followed along.

“Mrs. Lacey? My name is Herman Denkers. I represent Neuralink.”

Sylvia cocked her head and pursed her lips. It was curiosity mixed with defiance.

“May I come in?”

“Wipe your feet.”

He did, she opened the door, and he entered.

And looked at me. And breathed, “Oh, my!”

“So what do you want?” asked Sylvia.

He turned to her and assumed a businesslike attitude.

“Neuralink finds itself in a strange position. The company doesn’t wish to admit any kind of guilt, after all, no tests have been done, but we feel it would be best…” blah, blah, blah. Lawyerspeak. About as significant and boring as speech can get. But, in the end…

“We are prepared to offer you one million dollars. We would like your husband to enter into a comprehensive study of his condition. You won’t be required to…” Blah, blah, blah.

My eyes opened wide. A million dollars. We would be millionaires! We could travel the world! Own a big house. Never work again! OMG!

When Herman was done it was Sylvia’s turn.

She looked at me, and I shrugged. I was thinking more about make up than million dollar deals. I was too dazed to think coherently.

“Mr. Denkers. I am a regular person, I don’t understand a lot of what you said. But I will tell you what I think you said, in plain English, and you might not want to say anything, but you’re going to have to nod your head, or shake it, and then write us a check. Right now.”

“Yes?” he spoke tentatively.

“What you said is that you don’t want us speaking on Facebutt anymore. It’s bad publicity. And while you are not willing to cop to what you did to my husband, you are willing to pay us to cancel our Facebutt account and never speak of what has happened to Ron. Is that a fair summarization?”

Carefully, he nodded.

“Then we want ten million dollars. We will be part of your study, though we reserve the right not to take any medicines or have any procedures done without our full consent. We will cancel Facebutt, and do you need a pen?”

Herman Denkers paused. Then he pulled out his cell phone and texted somebody. I caught a glimpse of the text.

10 mil?

The answer came back less than 15 seconds later.

Do it.

“I’ve got a pen…”

The door closed and we stared at each other. In less than ten minutes we had made ten million dollars.

“I could have gotten more,” whispered Sylvia. She put her arms around me.

“Oh, you push over,” I wrapped my arms around her.

We giggled, then we laughed, and we couldn’t stop laughing.

No more newspapers. We could buy a country estate and live in comfort. Travel. And no more of that stupid Facebutt shit. I really hated that big tech company.

Six months later…

I sat down on the side of the bed and took my Noogleberry out of it’s case. The cups were shiny and padded perfectly. I wore them for a couple of hours at a time, and my boobs were getting quite large.

Silvia entered the bedroom. “You need any help?”

“If you could hold this one in place I can hold the other one.”

She held the cup over my tit and I placed the other one, then started pressing the handle. Air began to leave the cups, and my breasts began to grow larger.

“How large are you going to make them?” asked Sylvia.

“Not sure. I’m a C right now, and I’d like to be as big as you.”

“Sounds good. Look at how the nipples are standing up.”

As the breasts grew so did the nips, and they were like little half inch rockets, standing up and waiting to blast off.

“And they feel so good. Whenever I do this I get hornier and hornier.”

“I didn’t notice,” said Sylvia drily.

I laughed. “Sorry, you can always say no, if you want.”

“And miss out on the big dick?”

We chuckled.

“Why do you think it’s getting so big?”

“Well, the tits I understand. I’m causing my boobs to get bigger, and that calls for more blood flow, and the Neuralink can’t tell the difference between my brain and my tits.”

Sylvia nodded.

“As to my dick, I just think that the more we use it, the more blood it pumps, the more blood the Neuralink thinks it needs.”

“Well, whatever, it sure is making me a happy camper. It must be near ten inches now, and it really fills me up.”

“Fill me up, buttercup,” I sang to the old tune.

“So what do you want to do about me?”

We sat and stared at each other. My boobs were getting bigger, more blood was flowing, I was getting hornier.

“Well, we can get you a Neuralink if we travel out of country, but we risk brand X, and I don’t think we’ll score ten million dollars if something goes wrong.”

“What do you think could go wrong?”

“I don’t know. Probably nothing. but…we could always force Neuralink to do you. We do own a lot of the company now. And they are the most reliable.”

She smiled. “That was pretty smart of you to invest five million in them.”

“I knew there would be a demand. Heck, it wasn’t just the good health, it was the fact that every person who wanted to transition would want to get the implant. And statistics have proven that almost half the men in the United States want to be women, and half the women want to be men.

“Would you still love me if I turned into a man?”

“More than ever.”

“But…”

“Look, honey, the worst that could happen is that we would have two swinging dicks in the family, and we’d have to start doing it anal. Are you ready for something like that?

“Wow, to have a dick. I don’t know. I mean, I sure do like yours, but…” she shrugged.

“Or we can just keep thinking about it, keep it on the back burner.”             

“But what if I don’t turn into a man? Not everybody changes sex,  and they’re getting better at predicting.”

“Then there are the benefits of being super healthy, never getting sick, and living twice as long…” she said.

It was my turn to shrug. Thinking about it, I said, “Man, woman, it doesn’t matter what we are…all that matters is that we love each other. And I’m pretty sure that I know the answer to that one.”

She nodded. “Okay, then. I think I’ve made up my mind.”

“You know what you want to do?”

“I do. I’ve considered all the pros and cons.”

“So tell me! I can’t wait to find out!”

She did, and I was so happy for her.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!
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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.
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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
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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
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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.
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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.
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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 good 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! man look like a small thing.

Feminized by a Ghost
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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!
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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
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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!
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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
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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 learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!
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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!
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The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on.

Long Island Reader said: Really different, and an enjoyable read. For me, this was way different than anything I had read before. For Robert, soon to be Roberta, well I have to hand it to him. He is well suited for parenthood, and is certainly highly motivated. He does need to do more thorough research in certain areas, and to be a bit less trusting in others. This is a well written and somewhat tongue in cheek book, penned by an author with a good sense of humor. Enjoy.
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The Were-Fem ~ Rodney is a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney is cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon.
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The Half and Half Man ~ Jesse is forced to have his hands manicured, which causes an orgasms. Now he is faced with full feminism. Will Jesse survive the trip?


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.
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Feminized Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out.
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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!
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Dominated for a Week: He was Caught and Punished! ~ Brandon is a kinky, little boy. He wears dresses, has a chastity device, and lives for when his wife is working as a stewardess. Then he is caught, and five women take control of him. He doesn’t know who they are, but his wife is due home any time!
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‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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