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PART ONE

The day it all ended for Mitch was a Sunday. Sunday, the seventh day, good for resting, and good for golf. Well, heck, isn’t golf relaxing? And isn’t relaxing resting? At least, that’s what he thought when he toted his golf clubs out to the country club.

“Hey, guys, gals. Are you all ready to lose?”

Alan laughed. He and Shiela were a good match for Mitch and Shelly.

“Says the fellow who hits double bogeys on miniature golf courses.”

A double bogey meant he had to take a couple of extra strokes, and it was something that people did when they were losers.

“Ancient history,” said Shelly. “Are you ready for the bet?”

“Name it,” said Alan, checking his balls. His golf balls, that is.

“Okay, this week we’re going to change things up. Mitch and Alan take on Shelly and Shiela.”

“Ooh! I like it,” murmured Shiela.

“Losers buy lunch and…” she paused for dramatic effect, “…boxes of chocolate.”

“Oh, Lord,” quipped Alan. “These bitches mean business. I mean, a box of chocolates?”

“And none of those sissy sample boxes, either,” put in Shiela.

The guys looked at each other. “And if the girls lose they have to buy us each a bottle of bourbon.”

The girl’s turn to look at each other.

“Okay, but bourbon is more expensive than chocolates.”

“We’ll forego lunch.”

“All handicaps apply.”

“Done.” They all shook hands, and when nobody was looking Shelly grabbed Mitch’s crotch.

“And we’ve got our own bet.”

He whispered in her ear, “You win I wear panties. I win you wear boxers.”

“God I hate boxers!”

He smiled. “Too bad, so sad. Loser.”

The foursome walked out to the first tee. The girls teed up and took their first strokes, and the game was on.

“What you think, partner?” Alan asked. “Can we take ‘em?”

“Absolutely. I did some voodoo last night. These girls are going to tank.”

“I heard that! No black magic allowed.”

Alan and Mitch laughed, and they took their strokes.

It was an executive golf course, shortened holes and only 5,000 yards, excellent for competition between male and female, but without being weak or demeaning in any way.

With a shortened course the muscle for the long shots wasn’t needed as much, and the game became one of pin point accuracy, something women could easily compete with men on.

“Nice shot,” Alan said. Mitch had driven down the fairway all the way to the green. Straight as an arrow.

Mitch grinned, but he didn’t feel too good. His stomach was upset.

The girls made the green and parred the hole. End of the first hole the score was tied.

And, by the end of the first five holes the girls were one up. Mitch, feeling queasy and even weak, got behind some trees, hit the water, and somehow managed only a bogey.

“Don’t worry about it, pal.”

Mitch smiled, but it was a sickly smile. He was feeling worse and worse.

Still he held up for a couple of holes, and Alan did his part, and by the ninth hole they were even steven again.

As with all games there was cheerful bantering. The girls said it was too bad the boys couldn’t hit like girls, and the boys called the girls weak sisters, and it was all in fun.

Except that Mitch was now turning white and drenched in sweat.

“You okay, buddy?”

“I’m fine,” said Mitch, but he gave a sour urp. He drank a little extra water, hoping that would settle his stomach.

The tenth hole was a long par four, and for one hole the guys had a slight advantage. Usually they picked up a stroke on this one.

The girls hit well, however, and the advantage looked like it might be fading.

Alan socked the ball a good one. The dimpled sphere cut through the air and angled to the side of the green.

Mitch was on the side of the fairway and he addressed his ball and took a couple of practice swings. He figured angle of the face of the club, estimated a light breeze, figured on the slope of the green, and he stepped up to the ball.

He felt funny then, not sick, but funny. It felt like there was something screwy about the world, like it was slanted. He brought his club back, fell forward and puked all over the ball.

“Mitch!”

“Buddy?”

“Mitch!”

He heard their voices, but they were not real for him. What was real was that he was on his knees, wondering what was going on. He had become so sick that he wasn’t feeling the sickness anymore. He was just laying on the ground and watching the trees wave.

And he thought: Am I dying?

Shelly yelling something at him, trying to get his head up, but he couldn’t. The weakness had taken him complete now.

Alan was yelling into his cell phone and Shiela was pulling the rag out of a nearby ball cleaner. She got it thoroughly damp and ran to him. She placed it on his forehead, pressed, swiped his face.

“Thanks,” he whispered

“Mitch,” Shelly cried. “What’s wrong.”

“I don’t feel good.” Then he went to sleep. But even in his dreams the ground was moving up and down.

“What’s wrong with him, doctor?”

Shiela and Shelly and Alan were in the hospital. The doctor had just finished an initial exam and they had cornered him.

“Mrs. Miller, we simply don’t know. His blood count is low, we’re going to test him for a variety of conditions, he’s resting comfortably and you can see him. Not a lot of excitement, however. He needs rest.”

They thanked him and slipped into a darkened room. Shelly sat in the chair next to his bed and held his hand. Alan and Shiela pulled up chairs on the other side of the bed.

“Hey, guys,” Mitch whispered.

“How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay. They’ve got me on sedatives so I’m pretty relaxed.”

“But what happened.”

Mitch shrugged. “I don’t know. Everything was fine, but I felt weird at the first hole. It just got worse as we played, and I finally collapsed.

“Honestly, Mitch. You’ll do anything to get out of buying us chocolates.”

They all chuckled. Shiela had said exactly the right thing.

“Hell, Mitch and I were holding back. Right, buddy?”

“Yeah, we didn’t want to make you girls look too bad.”

“Oh, come on,” Shiela quipped. “We beat you so bad you ended up in the hospital. I think we deserve two dinners for our superior play.”

Alan and Shiela bantered back and forth, and Shelly held her husband’s hand and tried not to cry.

Finally, the nurse telling them that visitor hours were over, Alan and Shiela departed with promises to return the next day. The nurse was preparing for a roll-a-bed for Shelly.

Mitch said, “Don’t worry. I’ll be on the golf course next week. And Alan and I won’t take it easy on you.”

Unfortunately, he couldn’t have been more wrong.

Mitch returned home with a bag of medicine and instructions to get plenty of bed rest.

He didn’t feel badly now, just a little weak.

Shiela set him up in bed. She had Alan put the big screen TV on the dresser. She waited on him hand and foot, and, of course, she worried worse than a worry wart.

Three days later the hospital called. The tests were back and the doctor would like to see Mitch.

Mitch sat in the passenger seat and put his head back and closed his eyes while Shelly drove. He was surprised at how weak he was.

At the hospital they were shown to an office, not an exam room, and they sat in green chairs and waited for fifteen minutes. They conversed in low tones and were careful not to guess at what the doctor was going to say.

Then the doctor walked in. He was in a lab coat, his stethoscope was folded into one of the big pockets, and he hurried around to sit behind his desk.

“Okay, Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell. No way to sugar coat this, I’m just going to blurt it out. I apologize in advance for ripping off the band aid this way.”

Mitch and Shelly said nothing. Watched him nervously.

“We’re talking testicular cancer here.”

Shelly gave a sob.

“This is actually a rare cancer. Usually very treatable. Unfortunately, we caught it late. It has spread throughout your reproductive system.”

“What is the treatment.”

“There are several things that can be done. Chemo and drugs are the main treatments. Unfortunately, while we can utilize some of these methods, your cancer needs a more aggressive approach.”

Shelly was trying to control her tears and Mitch asked, “What is this aggressive approach.”

“Mitch. Mr. Miller. I recommend removal of the testicles.”

Shelly gave a moan, then slumped back in her chair.

Mitch didn’t want to talk. He went home and sulked. In fact, he did more than sulk. He went into an almost total shut down. He went out on the patio and just sat there for hours.

Shelly went out to him and tried to talk, but he just listened, waved her off, and said, “I’m trying to deal with it.”

“We need to talk about it.”

“No.” And he didn’t do much more than respond with grunts after that.

The surgery was scheduled for the end of the week. A couple of days of being a man, then…it was over.

He wondered what life would be without testosterone. The doctor had said that he would still get erections, but they wouldn’t be the rock hard monsters he was used to; they would be a bit spongy and harder to maintain.

And, he would be able to have orgasms. He might even be able to ejaculate, though that was iffy.

And, underneath these cogitations was the real bugaboo: would he be considered a man?

He had been a man all his life. He acted like a man, he drank beer like a man, he cut the lawn like a man, but…would he be a man?

After an hour Shelly brought out a sandwich and a beer. He stared at the beer and wondered all over again. Would he be a man?

An hour later the beer was still sitting there, flat and warm, and the sandwich had ben moved around on the plate, but that was all.

Dinnertime and he still sat. Shelly came out and sat with him. When the sun began to go down she asked, “Will you come in?”

“I don’t know.”

She brought out a pair of blankets and wrapped him up, and wrapped herself up. It was full dark when he sighed and stood up.

Shelly linked arms with him and walked in with him. They stood in the darkness of the house, and Shelly said, “I know you’re having trouble. I love you. Will you please talk to me before you do anything drastic?”

“You mean like kill myself?”

She nodded. Tears were glistening in the corners of her eyes.

He said, “I’m not thinking of that.”

She hugged him and didn’t want to let go.

The next day was a glum day. Mitch watched TV without seeing it. He didn’t do anything around the house. He held a book he had been meaning to read and never flipped a page.

Shelly, however, was starting to move. She couldn’t stand to see her husband like this, and she began to research testicular cancer, castration, eunuchs, and all manner of things related. By noon she had a massive amount of information, and she brought it to the table.

Mitch still didn’t want to eat, so she poured him a bourbon and Coke—not something a person facing an operation should drink—but appropriate and even good for Mitch’s frame of mind.

“Okay, honey, I’ve got some facts here.”

He looked at her with a thousand yard stare.

“First, castrations are not life threatening. A man without testicles, a eunuch, actually lives 15 to 20 years longer than the average man. This is apparently because testosterone is rough on the human body.

“Your skin will change, and so will some parts of your body.

“You can have erections, and these can be enhanced by chemical injections.

“The doctor has recommended replacement testicles, and these are usually some kind of silicone substance and will last a lifetime.”

For the first time Mitch spoke. “A lifetime of fake nuts. Great.”

Shelly ignored him. She knew he needed to get a lot off his chest.

“If you decide not to have chemical injections then your penis will atrophy. You can let it, or you can have an artificially enhanced penis.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because somebody needs to talk about this.”

“I looked all this stuff up when I got home from the hospital. I don’t want to talk about it.”

“So you just want to sit in the dark and feel sorry for yourself.”

“That’s not fair.”

“And it’s not fair for you to shut me out.”

He frowned, started to say something, didn’t.

“What?”

He just looked at her.

“What were you going to say?”

She wouldn’t stop bugging him, so he blurted it out. “I’m not going to be a man anymore. So what does that make me?”

“Being a man is more than a dick.”

He said nothing.

“If I had a penis transplanted on me, would that make me a man?”

He blinked, shook his head, and said, “What?”

She poured him another drink.

He sipped, but the ludicrousness of her last statement had broken the log jam. Slowly, he began to talk.

She listened, kept him going, asked questions, and the main thing that bothered him, no matter what she said, was the question of what he would be without nuts.

The operation was called an orchiectomy, and Mitch and Shelly went to the hospital at nine in the morning.

Mitch lay on a table, went to sleep, and woke up with a soreness in the groin. It felt like somebody had kicked him, but it didn’t cause him to want to puke, like a normal kick to the nuts might.

By lunchtime he was showing no ill effects, except for the soreness, and he was scheduled to go home at four o’clock.

They trundled him out in a wheel chair and Shelly drove him home.

Later, Mitch would describe his state of mind like that of losing a favorite pet. He moped. He took painkillers. He didn’t want to talk much.

Shelly was silent, too. She was willing to talk, wanted to talk, but she knew she had to give him a little space.

He had to come to grips with what happened to him.

In addition to the orchiectomy Mitch had to take drugs for what remained of the cancer in his body, and he had to undergo radiation treatments. Every few days he would go in and let them light up his body. He had nausea and he lost his hair. He had diarrhea and felt like he had a sunburn. Mostly he just felt weak and tired.

“Funny. They’re zapping my dick and my head loses hair.”

They were in the car, coming back from the hospital, and it was the first bit of humor he had shown since he had collapsed on the golf course.

Shelly glanced at him and displayed her normal wan smile.

He didn’t say anything else. Just looked out at a world that had changed drastically.

A month after the operation he was done. No more radiation, fewer drugs, no pain or soreness. He looked and acted like a normal man. That, of course, was when the real trouble started.

“You want to play golf this weekend?”

“I don’t think so.”

“You’re okay. Doctor said you could.”

“Yeah, well, I still feel funky.”

A couple of weeks passed, during which time he refused to golf, and finally Shelly sat him down.

“We’re playing golf this weekend.”

He looked at her. It was obvious she had made up her mind. He sighed, and nodded.

They arrived at the golf course, and it was therapeutic for Mitch to smell the grass, to put on golf shoes, to swing a club.

“Hey, buddy. It’s about time you got back on the horse.”

“Yeah, well, sorry I haven’t been around.”

“No prob. I know operations can be crazy. So you completely recovered? Or are we going to have to give you a bigger handicap.”

“Oh, I need a big handicap.”

Alan laughed. “You’re just looking for an unfair advantage.”

“Of course.”

The foursome hit the links and the game, so recently neglected, was suddenly on.

Mitch complained that his sense of balance was a little off.

Shiela called him a hypochondriac, which made Alan and Shelly take in their breath. But Mitch just tilted his head, considered it, and said, “Yeah. I guess you’re right.”

When Mitch wasn’t looking Shiela wiped her brow in relief.

Later, at the nineteenth hole, as they added up the score, cold beer in front of them, the girls adjourned to the lavatory, Alan asked Mitch, “What’s it like?”

It was a serious question, certainly no disrespect.

“It’s…everything feels pretty much the way it’s always felt. They even gave me a pair of fake nuts that feel perfectly normal.

“What are they made of?”

“I think it’s a combination of silicone and saline. They feel great. Would you like to suck one and see?”

Alan laughed, spurting a bit of beer out his nose.

Mitch grinned. “I’m supposed to go through some changes, but that’s over months. Not the few weeks since the operation. But I’m taking a bunch of drugs. We’ll see.”

The girls returned then and the foursome sipped beer and insulted each other and had a good time.

“That was fun,” Shelly observed as she drove home.

“Yeah, but I’m losing strength. I can figure out my balance, but I can feel that the clubs are too heavy for me.”

She glanced at him. She did most of the driving these days. He had gotten used to being moody in the passenger seat and staring out at the world, and now that he wasn’t so moody he was still used to staring out the window and watching the world.

“Do you want to try and make love?”

Shelly had been biting her lip over this for weeks.

He looked at her. Contemplated. “Sure.”

Once home they headed for the bedroom, and Shelly felt like a blushing bride. She was happy and nervous and excited all at the same time.

They undressed and got onto the bed.

Mitch held her and kissed her gently. He seemed distracted, but he was willing to do the work.

“It’s erect,” she said.

“Not as hard as it used to be.”

She pushed him over and sat on him. She grabbed his ears and kissed his mouth thoroughly.

“God, you are so tasty,” he said.

She laughed and pressed her body to his.

He felt her breasts and moved her around so he could suck her nipples, then he began using his fingers.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, in a nervous rapture as they did the thing that married men and women did.

Then she stopped. “Why aren’t you putting it in?”

He said: “Because I’m scared.”

She nodded. “Me, too. Put it in.”

He rolled her over, like a man maneuvered a woman, and held his dick in his hand. He moved between her legs and put his penis head to her hole.

She gasped, was ready, and he moved into her.

She held on, and it was different.

“It’s different,” he observed. She didn’t say anything because she was afraid she was going to jinx everything.

“It feels…squishy.”

“But it’s still hard enough to do the job.”

“Yeah,” but he was unsure.

She grabbed his nipples with both hands and snarled. “Fuck me!”

He began to move in and out, and it felt the same as it always had, the smooth slickery of sliding into her, pulling out, sliding in.

“Oh, yes. Yes.” She held onto him, tried to keep him from seeing her tears.

He paused and pushed back. He touched a finger to her tears,

“Fuck me, you asshole.”

So he did. For long minutes he wormed her, and as the minutes passed she got used to the soft penis, then she began to enjoy it. It was different from anything she had ever felt, and the way it sort of wiggled and bent, it felt incredible.

She came, a mighty blast of a big O. Her hips spasmed and her knees clamped around him.She held on and shook and shimmied and gloried in the feeling of sex. Then she realized: “You didn’t cum.”

“Nope.”

“What can we do about it.”

“Nothing.”

“But—“

“It’s okay.” He put a finger to her lips and shushed her. “It’s okay. I’m sort of mentally prepared. I knew this could happen.”

“But how does it…how do you feel?”

Shelly actually felt guilty for cumming and leaving him behind.

“Actually, it feels really good. I mean, it’s weird, fucking just for the other person, but even that is sort of cool. It’s more…pure,” he searched for the right words.

“But are you horny?”

“Oh, God, yes! I don’t think I’ve ever been so horny.

“Isn’t there something I can do? Can I suck you off?”

He looked down at his now limp cock. “The urge has passed.”

Still, Shelly slid down his body and took his penis in her mouth. She grabbed his balls, was scared she’d done something wrong, but when Mitch just closed his eyes and smiled she palpated his balls. They felt real, and he acted like he could feel some sort of sensation.

But his cock was done for the day. It was limp and just occupied her mouth.

Oh, it was fun to squish it around, and he groaned like he liked the sensation, but eventually she took her mouth off his cock and they just looked at each other.

“Is there—“

“Honey, it’s okay. I had fun. And maybe some day I’ll have an orgasm, but this doesn’t seem to be the day.”

The problem was that no day seemed to be the day.

Men react in different ways, some get hard boners, some need drugs, some need rods to stiffen up their boners.

Mitch’s reaction was a slightly soft erection, no orgasms, and definitely no ejaculation.

Still, he seemed to take an inordinate amount of pleasure from the act of love. He began to initiate it, and when he was done, or when she was done, he just laid there and held her and smiled.

One time he whispered to her, “I can give pleasure.” And that seemed to be his major motivation.

His body started changing.

His hair, of course, grew back.

His skin became softer, and it felt like he had a small layer of fat building up under the flesh.

He had lost weight during the chemo and radiation, but the weight didn’t seem to be coming back. If anything, everything seemed to be shifting. His hips showed a bit of roundness, but the real change was in his breasts. Gynecomastia. He had little, tiny tits.

At first it didn’t bother him, he figured he could just work out, do more exercises. But as the months passed the breast tissue didn’t leave, if anything it got worse. He was definitely an A cup, if he had bothered to measure himself.

“Doc, I seem to be growing a pair.” He had cultivated a wry way of expressing himself.

“It’s called gynecomastia, and we can get rid of them.”

“How?”

“A mastectomy.”

So Mitch considered having his boobs cut off.

He drank a few beers and actually discussed it with Alan and Shiela



So what are you going to do?” asked Shelly finally. 

“I’m not going to get the operation.”

“How come?” She was curious, not protesting his decision.

“Because the nipple is frequently lost. Either by design, or for medical reasons after the operation. I already lost my nuts. I don’t want to lose anything else.”

Shelly understood that. She had lived through the trauma with him, she saw the effects every day. In a way, it was a small point, but for a person who has had parts of of his body chipped off it was huge, and significant, and a way to say ‘stop this’ to his body.

She said, “You realize that your, uh, boobs…look like boobs? Like the things that go on a woman’s chest?”

“You know, people treat me differently since I lost my testicles. They look at me differently. I often don’t know what is going on in their minds, but I can see some sort of judgement.”

Shelly opened her mouth to speak, but Mitch put up his hand and said, “Often times they don’t mean to, but it’s there. So if I can get judged for something you can’t see…how much do you think I’ll get judged for what they can see?”

It was a weird argument, but, in a weird way it made sense.

“So you’re all right having boobs, maybe even wearing a bra?”

“I was wondering when it would come to that, having to wear a bra. All I can say is…I’ll try it. I can bind them, disguise them with bulky clothes, or maybe even just show them off. But I’m tired of being the victim here.”

Mitch’s skin was soft now, and he even used some cream Shelly had given him to take care of it. Every night he would rub the cream into his flesh.

Shelly watched from the bed and marveled. His slender body was now bulging at the hips, and he was growing tits, and he looked downright feminine as he sat naked and applied the cream. His motions were even a little feminine, and even his face was changed.

What little testosterone he had was rapidly fading. He still had erections, but they were smaller. His penis had actually shrunk a whole inch.

“Do you want to have the doctor prescribe more testosterone for you?”

He shook his head. “I’m tired of drugs. I can feel that stuff rushing through my system. It makes me irritated. I think I’ll just go without.” He looked up at her. “Is it getting too soft?”

She shook her head.

“If it is we can get a strap on, or other toys. There are lots of ways I can get you off.”

She pondered that for days. Did she want him to wear a strap on? The short answer was ‘not yet,’ but she knew that time was coming. She missed the big boner opening her up. She wanted the big dick orgasm.

Oh, the orgasms he gave were good, maybe even better, but there was just something about a penile orgasm that felt so right.

Days passed after that discussion. Not weeks or months, but mere days, and Shelly came home with a shopping bag.

“Hey, babe,” Mitch greeted his wife with a kiss in the foyer.

“I bought you something.”

“Oh?”

She reached into the shopping bag and took out a handful of bras.

Mitch’s mouth half opened and he stared at the strips and cups of cloth in his hand.

“These are just an experiment, nothing expensive. We need to find out what suits you. We need to know the fit, what style you prefer, and so on. So try these on and we can get some more expensive ones later on.”

“You want me to try these on now?”

“Sure. If you want to.”

They headed for the bedroom and Shelly upended the bag on the bed. Mitch stared at the colors, felt the soft cups, his mind was boggled, confused, and…interested.

She put him into a basic bra first. White, large cups, sturdy.

He walked around in it, and she felt herself growing wet watching him. Then he shook his head. “If I had to, but that’s like wearing a dump truck.”

She laughed. “So you want the Lamborghini of brassieres,” she observed.

He grinned. “Well, just not a dump truck.”

She handed him different bras. The satiny red one was too bright for him, but it was comfortable.

He liked black, especially the way it squeezed his boobs.

There was a pink one that was a joke, made for a high school girl with extra padding.

Then he slipped on the half bra, and his eyes opened up.

Shelly had been noting his reactions, and she was surprised by the look in his eyes.

“This is, uh, comfortable.” He seemed almost embarrassed.

“You realize that your tits are really pushing up and out. If you wear that your nipples will be pretty obvious.”

They were obvious right then. He was excited and his nipples were rock hard.

“Huh, My nipples.”

There was something in his voice, as he stared at himself in the mirror.

“What about your nipples?”

“They look small. The bigger my tits get the smaller it makes my nipples look.”

She smiled, she was in jest, “We can get you some suction cups, make your nipples bigger.

He nodded, which surprised her, “I think that would be the solution.”

She stood up. “You do?”

He faced her, clad in just a very sexy bra, his tits looking large. “Sure.”

“But…” and she felt it. She felt something deep inside him turning over. She felt that deep part of him that was rarely seen, so very important.

Still waters run deep, was the saying.

He started crying. Not just sniffling, but sobbing. His whole body was shaking and rippling with emotion.

“Honey, what is it?”

He said the words she thought she would never hear, but which, in her pwn still waters, she had wondered about.

“I want to be a girl.”

He collapsed into her arms and cried, and she just patted his back and marveled.


PART TWO

“Say, are you…” Alan shut up.

“Boobs, Alan. One of the many blessings of what has happened to me.

Mitch faced the ball and spoke calmly. He was trying lighter clubs, and he waggled his butt and practiced a few strokes. Then he hit the ball crisply. It sailed high and straight down the fairway.

“I knew it” he crowed. My own clubs are too heavy for me now. That’s why I was slicing.”

The foursome walked down the fairway, the boys on the left side and the girls on the right side.

“So, about your boobs.”

Mitch smiled. Talking to Alan was like a practice run. “Loss of testosterone resulted in something called gynecomastia. My whole body is imbalanced. That’s why my skin is different, and my fat has redistributed. Even my face is showing it.

“Uh, yeah.”

“Is it going to bother you that I look a little girly?”

“No. I mean, I’m going to have to adjust the mind. But, dammit, we’re friends.”

“And that friendship is undergoing changes. I understand.”

A couple of holes later they were again alone. They were both in a sand trap and trying out their curse words.

Both lifted the ball over the lip of the trap and scared the hole. 
“So, are you planning on transitioning or anything?”

“I don’t know. Do you think I should?”

“Honestly, I think you should do whatever you want.”

Mitch stopped at the top of the sand trap and faced his friend. “I’m in a weird position. I’m a guy without nuts, my body is changing because of lack of testosterone. My mind is one messed up ball of shit these days. And I’m just trying to cultivate a state of mind that keeps me going. To do that I’m sort of going with the flow. But I do have thoughts, and urges, but I don’t know what’s going to happen.

“Well, anything I can do…”

“Thanks. Hug me.”

To his credit, stunned though he was, Alan didn’t blink. He just stepped forward and hugged his friend.

Mitch was misty-eyed after that.

Alan was stunned at how feminine Mitch felt in his arms.

Mitch dried his eyes. “This thing has really fucked me up.”

“I think you’re handling the whole thing well.”

“Well, maybe, but…I doubt it.”

Later, Shelly asked what the hug was about.

“I don’t know,” Mitch answered. “I just needed some reassurance, and Alan was there.

A month passed, it had been over six months since Mitch’s operation, and he was exploring the world of bras, and had thrown panties in to boot. He wore panties and bras every day, and he even liked the way they felt.

His hair was now getting long, and he decided not to get a haircut. Some days he combed it like a man. Just brushed it back and let it be. Some days he hid it under a hat. And then, one night, Shelly styled it. They were watching TV, arms around each other, and she suddenly got up and went for the scissors and a hair brush and a squeeze bottle of water.

She moved him upright, put a towel over his shoulders, and went to work.

She didn’t ask, and he didn’t object.

She layered his hair, made it hang fuller, and when she was done it was an obvious female style.

“You can still comb it out like a man, or I can cut it like a man, if you wish.”

“No,” he said, looking at his face in the foyer mirror. “I like it.”

She nodded. “I thought you would.”

For the next month he went around with a female body in male clothes, but now he was aware of how he looked. He also knew he was going to have to make a decision. Should he go back to being a male? With male clothes hanging off him awkwardly? Or should he go ahead and dress like a girl?

“Why don’t you try wearing a dress this weekend?” Shelly offered the suggestion and pushed him over the edge.

He nodded.

“What do I have to do?”

“I’ll be your guide. We wake up Saturday morning and I’ll fix you up.”

“Make me look like a girl.”

“Yes.”

“How far do we take this?”

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. “We just do it, and stop when we want.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going to ask Alan and Shiela over for an afternoon barbecue.”

He thought about that. This was a huge step, and he was interested in what his friends thought. He finally said, “Okay.”

That Saturday they woke up early, and they both knew excitement. This was a big step. This was a decision.

She handed him some Nair and said, “You don’t have much hair, but good looking girls don’t have any.”

He nodded and read the instructions, then he headed for the bathroom. A half hour later he was back.

Shelly was continually surprised at how feminine he was becoming, and she was doubly surprised when he stood in front of her with no hair, a feminine haircut, and trusting eyes.

She looked at his groin. “We haven’t made love for a few weeks.”

“I know,” he said.

“Your penis is smaller now.”

“I know that, too.”

His words were a statement, but his emotion wasn’t.

She took out a ruler and measured him. “Three inches soft. Can you get hard?”

“I don’t think so.”

He played with his dick, and then she even sucked it, but it was three inches soft, and that was all.

He sighed. I knew this day was coming. Do you want to buy a strap on?”

She didn’t say anything for a while, then nodded. Her nod was short, sharp and bitter.

“Don’t worry, honey,” he said. “We’re just find our way.”

She gave another short, sharp nod. Then: “Shall we see to you?”

She handed him bra and panties, then a garter and nylons.

His breasts were getting quite big now, and they looked sensational peeking over the lip of his favorite bra. He had started using nipple suction cups, and his nipples look big and hard. Which made her pussy moist. There was something so cool about his look.

She helped him put on the garter belt and the nylons, and he stood up and looked quite proud, his little cock just hanging there, framed by garter straps.

“Wow,” he said.

“Take them off,” she said.

He was puzzled, but did.

She got out her nail polish kit and sat at his feet and began working on his toe nails.

Mitch felt like he was being electrified. From the toes up he felt alive, and if he had had a working cock it would have stood up.

“Like this?”

“Yep,” he answered, staring at his tootsies.

After she was done she had him put on the nylons again, and he was shocked by how girlish his legs looked.

She helped him into a dress. It was a summer dress and it hung perfectly on him. His breasts filled the garment with ease, and his legs looked perfect under the hem.

“Here,” she handed him a pair of high heels.

He was downright dazed by the sensations he was feeling. He sat and slipped his feet into the slick shoes. He stood up and felt a nervous energy erupting from his gut.

“Do you want me to do your finger nails?”

He managed to nod in the affirmative.

He sat at her vanity and she prepped his nails, then attached fakes.

“We won’t make them too long. A month from now you’ll probably wear little daggers, but for right now, let’s see…how about medium length ovals?”

He had no idea what she was saying at this point, but he nodded.

He watched as his fingernails grew a quarter inch longer and turned bright red. His face turned a little red, too, something he hadn’t expected, but he hadn’t thought about going this far, or what it would entail, before this.

She gave him three coats, even strokes from the cuticle to the tip, then, when they were dry, she applied lacquer.

“Wow,” he muttered. His fingers were long and slender and looked wet.

“Not bad, eh?” Shelly said proudly.

“Not bad.”

“Hey! Anybody home?”

“Back here!”

For a moment Mitch was nervous, then he settled down.

Shiela entered the bedroom. “I heard you were going to go female today and…wow!” She walked around Mitch and scrutinized him.

“What do you think?”

“I think he…she…is gorgeous.”

Mitch was blushing, but he was happy.

“But are you…he needs…”

“What.”

“Make up.” Shiela was gazing at him almost hungrily when she said this.

“Want to help?”

“Does the pope shit in the woods?”

The two girls attacked Mitch’s face with a vengeance. They chatted as they cleansed and primed him. They discussed colors and hues and brushed and powdered and altered his face.

Shiela did his eyes, putting mascara and liner on, then Shelly took over with the color. Finally they looked at his lips.

“They’re changing,” observed Shiela. “They’re getting female plump.”

“But they needed to be plumper.”

“I have some super plumper.” To Mitch: “This is going to sting for a moment, but resist the desire to lick your lips.”

She put the plumper on his lips and it was like she had coated them with jalapeño juice.

“Ow!” He said, trying to keep his lips from touching.

The girls laughed. “Dare I call you a sissy?” Shiela asked.

“Better wait on that one,” cautioned Shelly, and they high fived their bad humor.

A minute and the burning went away, and the girls painted his lips red to match his fingernails.

He stood up and twirled, and marveled at how his dress flared out.

“Needs earrings.”

His wife nodded.

Mitch figured out what this meant and objected. “Hey! I don’t want holes in my flesh.”

“Nonsense,” Shiela said, and the girls bullied him back into the vanity chair.

A hot needle and two stinging pricks later Mitch was sporting little strings of diamonds. Looking in the mirror he couldn’t believe it. He was a girl. No, he was a woman.

Shiela took a couple of pictures of him. “I’m sending these to Alan. He’s curious, and…” she looked up at Mitch, “he’s scared.”

“He’s scared?” Mitch blurted.

“This is messing with his mind. He’s so used to you as a man. Be kind to him as he figures it all out.”

That was the moment Mitch realized he was being included in a discussion as a female. It was downright humbling.

Shiela headed back home a short while later, and Shelly took Mitch for a drive. They put the top down on the Mustang and Mitch sat in the passenger seat. His hair was blown back and he was aware that people were looking at him.

Hell, they weren’t just looking at him, they were checking him out. That was another scary moment, but one that passed quickly. He grew to love the feeling of passing by people and feeling like a queen.

“Look at you,” Shelly giggled.

“I know,” he said.

She grew sober. “Have you given thought to a female name?”

“Nope.”

“Well, you should.”

“It’s funny, talking like this. There’s a male me and a female me. I should have two names, and I definitely have two personas. Is this what it feels like to be schizophrenic?”

But he was chuckling.

“Schizo I don’t know about, but crazy…for sure.”

He turned in his seat and appraised her. “Crazy in love.”

She looked at him.

“Are you still in love with me?”

“Honey, I am more in love with you than ever.”

“But I’m not a man, and…I’m not really a woman.”

“Honey, you’re the best of both worlds.”

That made him happy. Still, he had a lot of confusions inside.

“Hey, buddy. Do I shake hands? Shoulder bump? Hug?”

Mitch grinned. “Whatever you want.”

They ended up with a shake and a half a hug.

“Come on back. I just put the steaks on and there’s a cold beer waiting. Or would you like the real stuff?”

“I’ll take the real stuff.”

“One real stuff coming up.”

Mitch pushed open the sliding door and pointed at the girls, who were talking at the other end of the pool, then he headed to the kitchen.

He got down a couple of glasses, filled them with ice cubes and poured in the bourbon and Coke. Two minutes later he was walking around the pool, glasses in hand, and trying to remember how to walk.

“One foot in front of the other. Don’t worry about your ass.”

Mitch did as Shelly said and his walk became easier, even harmonic. He handed Sam his drink and sat down.

For an hour they drank and chatted. Mitch fielded a few questions and concerns, and everything was going swell. Then he stood up and asked, “Does anybody want to go swimming?”

It was a hot day and everybody agreed.

“Well, I’ll be back in a minute.” Mitch stood up and headed for the bedroom. Inside the bedroom he took off his girl clothes and picked up a purple one piece.

“Hey!”

Mitch turned around. Shiela was standing there. He held the swim suit in front of his groin. “Uh, hi.”

“Shelly said I could come back here.”

“Oh, well, good.” He was nervous. Funny, as a man he wouldn’t have been nervous. He might even have waggled his weenie at her. But as a woman, he was suddenly embarrassed. He had the thought: Is this how all women feel?

“Uh, I wanted to ask you something.”

“Sure.”

“Can I see…you?” She started hurrying her speech. “I asked Shelly and she said you’ve gotten, uh, smaller. And I wondered, I’ve never, uh…never mind.” She started to turn to leave. He could tell she was thoroughly embarrassed.

“Wait.”

She turned back to him and he took his hands away from covering his groin.

She drew in breath and stared at him. His penis was maybe two inches long. Soft. It was like a little boy’s.

“You can touch it.”

Timidly, Shiela approached him. She reached out, started to stop, but he grabbed her hand and pulled it down to his cock. She finally closed her hand and held him.

“I can’t get erect. I don’t seem to be able to have an orgasm or ejaculate.”

She was now lowering herself, still holding him, examining his tiny cock.

“What do you do?”

“I can please Shelly. I’ve got a mouth and fingers, and I’ll probably get a strap on.”

She looked up at him, “That must be so tough.”

He shook his head. “No. Oh, I’ve had some hard thoughts, but sex is in the mind. And sex is the act, not the big bang and then forget it. Real sex is love, and I’m lucky in that regard.”

She looked back at his cock. “Your balls are still regular sized.”

“Fake balls don’t shrink,” he said. “I talked to the doctor and if I continue being a girl I’ll have the fake nuts removed.”

“What about your penis? Are you going to get rid of that?”

“Believe it or not, I like it.”

Even though it doesn’t do anything? Just hangs there.”

“Silly, isn’t it? But it’s like an old toy that I still have fond memories of.”

“No…no. It’s not silly.”

“Can you feel anything with it?”

“Oh, yes. Sometimes I think I feel more. Right now you’re driving me crazy.”

She started to let go but he grabbed her hand and stopped her. “It’s okay. It gives me pleasure.”

She resumed gripping it, and she even moved her hand a little.

Grab my balls, if you want to really give me a thrill then suck on it.”

His eyes were laughing.

“Really?”

“Hey, nothing’s going to happen, but you’ll always remember it.”

She moved her head forward, opened her mouth, and—

“Well, this is something I never thought I’d see.”

Sam was leaning against the jamb and there was no telling how long he had been there.

“Oh, shit!”

“It’s okay, babe. I heard enough to know that he’s no danger. And I understand the…the curiosity here.”

“Sorry, Sam, but it seemed the best way to answer questions.”

“Hands on, eh?”

Sam sauntered into the room. He had a few sips left in his glass and he took one. He looked down to where Shiela was holding Mitch’s cock. “Wow, that is not a giant, is it.”

Mitch looked down, a bit of sorrow on his face. “Used to be, but…no.”

“Well, go ahead, honey. Suck.”

There was an edge to Sam’s voice.

“I don’t…”

“Are we still friends, Sam?”

Sam sighed. “Yeah. Yes. We Are, but I am having the roughest time figuring all this out.”

“You and me both.”

Then Sam softened. “Can I touch it?”

This was absolutely verboten between men. Real men didn’t ask other real men if they could touch their cocks. But this was not your normal situation.

“Sure.”

Sam didn’t hesitate. He moved his hand down and in a weird motion Shiela handed it to him. There wasn’t much to hand.

“Wow. I think about you, and this, all the time. You seem to be handling it well, and I don’t think I could. I probably would have bought a gun long before this.”

“Sam!”

“It’s okay, honey. We’re just talking. Why don’t you go ahead and suck it.”

She blinked.

“I mean it. I’m not going to be jealous, and I’ll probably be asking you all about this, so make it a good suck. Do you want me to leave so you can do it?”

She was a bright red now, and she nodded.

“Okay.” Sam walked to the door. He turned and looked Mitch in the eye. “I’m trying, buddy. I’m really trying.”

“I know you are.”

Then Sam was gone, down the hallway and out to the pool.

Shiela looked up at Mitch, and he nodded.

She moved forward and opened her mouth. She closed her mouth, and Mitch’s teeny weeny was inside her mouth.

She sucked on it, and Mitch felt her moving her tongue around, rolling his penis in her mouth.

God, it felt good. No, he wasn’t going to orgasm, but he could feel the nerves getting excited. It felt so good that his legs actually got weak.

She opened her mouth further and took in his fake balls. Man, that felt good, too, and he grabbed a bedpost to steady himself.

For a long minute Shiela sucked, then she held only the weenie in her mouth and she palpated his balls.

“Can I slap them harder? What happens if I slap them harder?”

“Try it.”

She did, and he groaned. “Not much pain, a little, but it just feels good.”

“Fuck. This is wild.”

Mitch’s legs were shaking now, and suddenly she snaked her hand between his legs and brought it up to his asshole. she touched it and Mitch opened his eyes and jerked.

“I heard that people that are, uh, in your condition, like to have their asshole, uh, rubbed.”

But she didn’t mean to say just ‘rubbed.’ He knew what she meant.

Gay sex. Anal sex. A finger up the rectum…and maybe a dick.

“Do you like this?”

He gulped and nodded.

“Should I go further?”

He nodded again.

She slid her finger into his hole and the world stopped for Mitch. All he could feel was the electric sensation of his asshole and her fingers moving inside him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She stood up, keeping her finger in him, and she said, “Bend over the bed, Mitch.”

He could hardly move, but she helped him turn and he fell across the bed.

Slowly, she massaged him, and it was like somebody threw a switch and heaven turned on.

“Oh, God!”

“Ahem.”

Shiela turned to where Shelly was leaning against the door jamb and smiled. “Hi, girlfriend. We’re exploring, and I think I found something that turns Mitch on.”

“Well, Sam is out there getting drunk, and I find you two in the bedroom doing…what are you doing?”

“I read that gays like anal sex, did a little research, and here we are.”

“So you weren’t just curious about his teeny weenie.”

“Oh, yes. I was quite curious. But I also was curious about this. I really didn’t think this would happen, but…” she shrugged.

“Well, in lieu of being angry, what are you doing?”

“Mitch has still got a prostate and I’m massaging it.”

“Mitch? How are you doing?”

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. His eyes were closed and he was moving his butt very slightly, circling it and trying to get a reaming from Shiela’s fingers.

“You have to feel this,” said Shiela. “See how I’ve got my hand? I’m touching a little bump down there and it’s driving him wild.”

“Can I feel?”

Shiela took her finger out and Shelly stuck hers in.

Mitch gave a huge groan.

Shelly felt around and found the prostate.

“Rub it very gently. Press it. Don’t use your nails.”

Shelly began massaging the inside of Mitch’s ass, and Mitch twitched his buns and shivered. “Holy shit!” He breathed.

For the next half hour the girls talked as they took turns finger banging Mitch, and Mitch didn’t complain. In fact, he was sorry when they stopped.

They walked out to the pool and Sam was soused.

“Well,” he grinned, “Everything all right?”

“Honey, I learned some stuff that I simply have to try out on you.”

“Really?” he perked up.

“This stuff is so good, well, let me tell you, if it can make a man with no nuts horny, what do you think it’s going to do to you.”

A week later.

“It came!”

Michelle looked at Shelly and grinned. “This is going to be fun.”

“It looks like we night be going to bed early.

“Yep,” and they both laughed.

They had an early dinner, and then they headed for the bedroom. Not to sleep, however.

Michelle put on a chemise, pale green, and opened a small box. She took out the strap on and wrapped it around her hips. She sat down on the vanity chair and waited for Shelly to get ready.

Shelly put on a night gown and fiddled with make up and acted like a nervous bride.

“Come on, honey,” said Michelle.

Sighing, Shelly went to the bed and lay down.

Michelle lay next to her and smiled, then she pressed her lips to Shelly’s.

Shelly felt nervous excitement running through her. She grabbed Michele’s face and held her mouth to hers. For a long minute they kissed and felt each other’s boobs.

“You feel anything down there?”

“Nope,” Michelle smiled. “Teeny just hangs there, all limp. But I feel a deep excitement. It’s almost like I’ve never had sex before.”

“Oh, no!” Shelly suddenly blurted.

“What?”

“My legs! They’re coming apart!”

She started to spread her legs under Michelle.

“Oh, no!” Michelle laughed.

“Yes! They’re coming apart! I hope no big, bad bully puts her big weenie in my little hole.”

“Sorry, babe,” and Michelle drove her strap on peter deep inside her wife.

Shelly groaned and held on. “Fuck me hard, bitch.”

“The hardest,” and Michell complied.

It was like regular sex. Shelly felt filled up. She held on and began grinding her hips up.

Michelle ground downward and fucked her wife, and it wasn’t long before Shelly began to cum. The orgasm took her and she shivered and spasmed and moaned.

Then it was over.

They lay on their backs, breathing hard.

“Heysoos,” muttered Shelly. She looked at Michelle. “How was it for you?”

“Amazing. It was like fucking without fucking.”

“Ha! That certainly sounds zen.”

Michelle took off the strap on. She got up on her knees and helped Shelly put it on. Then she lay back and put one hand on the big dick sprouting up from Shelly’s juncture. “This is massive.” She stroked it.

“Kiss it.”

Michelle smiled, and while looking at Shelly she put her mouth to the big dick and started sucking it. The feel of the plastic penis sliding over her red lips was incredible. She could feel veins, and she squeezed the plastic testicles.

“Oh, this is weird,” giggled Shelly.

Michelle grabbed her wife and lifted her over her, put her between her legs.

“Are you ready, honey?”

“It’s all I’ve ever wanted,” she replied.

Slowly, lovingly, Shelly moved her hips forward. She touched the tip to Michelle’s button, lifted Michelle’s little cock to get it out of the way, and inserted.

Michelle groaned loudly and thrust her hips up. They had spent much time the previous week making sure she was big and loose down there, and she was able to accommodate the big penis easily.

“Is it okay?” Shelly asked.

Michelle couldn’t speak. She just gasped and nodded her head.

Smiling, Shelly began to go back and forth, in and out, and Michelle finally found the solution for losing her testicles. With a tremendous grunt and an arched back she began to cum. There was no ejaculate, but the orgasm was earth shattering.

END
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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!
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