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PART ONE

“But what will we do?”

I stared at Carly, my wife, in total and utter shock. She had just broken the news to me and I really didn’t have any idea of what to think. I mean, what were the odds? Sure, it happened, but…to us? To Carly?

“Jimmy. Say something?”

She was starting to sob, and I really didn’t blame her.

Carly is a beautiful woman. She’s got a slender body and an oval face with long, brunette hair. No, she doesn’t have much in the breast department, something I always wished she had, but…when a woman has the perfect personality, and the woman is an absolutely perfect match for you…you don’t complain. You just thank your lucky stars.

But what she had just told me…it was unbelievable.

“First, don’t cry.” I moved to her and hugged her. She cuddled up against me, grabbed fistfuls of my shirt and sobbed into my chest.

I made soothing sound, patted her hair gently, and let her get it out.

“I…we had plans…we wanted to get pregnant…and now this.”

“Don’t worry,” I crooned. “We’ll find a way.”

“If it was only cancer, or heart disease, or something, but this…this…I don’t…” and she cried some more.

Finally, some minutes later, her calming down a bit, I said, “Why don’t you start from the beginning. Tell me exactly what the doctor said.”

Sniffling, drying her tears with her knuckles, she nodded.

“I went to the doctor. I told him we had been trying to have a baby, but with no success. He gave me a full physical. That was last week. This week he called me up and told me to come in. He said he wanted to discuss the results of my exam. I didn’t think anything of it. I figured I’d go in and get some vitamins, that he might tell me something in my blood was low…”

“Okay.” I held her again because she was starting to get tearful again.

She clutched me, gulped a few times, then resumed her story.

“So I went in and he said that I had a rather unusual condition. That’s what he said: ‘unusual.’ He said that one out of 2,000 people are born with…they don’t…”

She cried some more, and I held her. Finally, she picked up her story.

“One out of 2,000 people are born with genitalia that do not fit typical binary notions of male or female bodies. My case was especially rare, I was born with two sets of genitalia. One male and one female. I’m what’s known as ‘intersex.’ But what the doctors did in my case, they decided I should be female, so they…they sewed up my male genitalia. Just…hid them in my body.”

I listened, and my mind was riot. This was so…unbelievable. Yet, when I looked into it on the internet…there it was. Intersex. And in my wife’s case…a very specific case of being a perfect example of a hermaphrodite. And they had just decided to play God, tell her which sex she was without choice, and hidden one set of genitalia.

“What did they think was going to happen?” I asked. “That your male sex was just going to disappear?”

“I don’t know.”

So we sat and talked about it, and it was the most oddly miserable day in our lives.

Yet, truth is always the only way. At the end of the day I asked her what she was going to do.

“I don’t know. On one hand, I think it is unhealthy, what they did to me. Better to eliminate one or the other of my sex, although I’m glad they didn’t do that. On the other hand…oh, hell. I don’t know what on the other hand.”

The following week she was scheduled to see her doctor, and I made sure I was with her for this one.

We sat in the doctor’s office, not in an exam room because this was supposed to be more of a counseling session.

The doctor’s name was Ananda Joshi, an Indian gal of youthful appearance and kind eyes. She sat down and smiled at us.

“Mr. Joseph and Carly Hawkins. Would you like water or anything?”

We answered in the negative, and she smiled some more and put a folder on the desk. My wife’s name was on it.

“I have been going over your charts, and I would like to recommend specialists in your case.”

“What kind of specialists?”

“I have spoken to my colleagues and three seem especially appropriate to your case. One is a specialist in Gender Surgery. The second one is an endocrinologist, and the last is a therapist for gender assignment counseling.”

“So one cuts, the other gives pills, and the third talks a lot.” I sounded bitter. I don’t know why, I think it was just the idea of change more than anything.”

The doctor blinked. “I would not have thought in that way, but, yes.”

So, to make a long story short, the good Dr. Joshi didn’t have much more to add to our situation, and we scheduled appointments with all three doctors.

And to make matters even shorter, let me sum up what each of the three doctors said.

Doctor William Lacy outlined the procedures for removing either male sex, or the female sex. He was a strictly cut and stitch man. He offered no illumination beyond the surgical, and certainly shed no light on the fact of choice, having to make it, what it entailed ethically, morally, culturally, spiritually…or whatever.

But that was okay. We received purely medical options and a choice, even though we didn’t understand what that choice entailed.

Doctor Nancy Smithson discussed pills. And shots. And patches. And body reactions. And everything under the sun. How much hair would be on the body for male option, for female option. Weight loss/weight gain. Sculpturing techniques. Redistribution of fat. Bone density. Just about everything we could imagine, and certainly a lot we had not imagined.

But this was still in the realm of cosmetic. This was, if you’ll excuse the crass analogy, like picking out a new car. What color do you want,. Cloth seats or leather. Sound system? Security system?

We still didn’t have any feel for the mental changes, the emotional adjustments. Yes, we knew drugs would cause hormonal changes, but…what kind?

Then we met Gordon Wentworth, and we got our answers, or at least a direction in which to ask the really important questions.

He showed us study after study concerning regret after reassignment surgery, and the statistics were surprising.

Only one half of one per cent of the people in the United States believed they were born the wrong gender.

I had thought the number would have been higher. And I had the uncharitable thought that a small group of people had good advertising.

But the thing I was interested in was regret after surgery. And of the number of people who had gender reassignment surgery the percentage of regret was very low.

Of course, Carly’s problem was quite different. She didn’t believe she had been born the wrong sex, she had never even given it thought, or at least so I believed. Later counseling would reveal that she had always had some kind of ‘weird’ (her word) doubts about sex, being a woman, and even the act of sex.

And she wasn’t looking for gender reassignment as much as gender revelation. She wanted to know the truth of who she was…sexually.

So there we were. We had data up the wazoo, and we were still conflicted. The ‘showdown,’ and I use that word very loosely, came on a Saturday night.

We had gone out with friends, had a few drinks, good times, but there was an underlying tenseness to Carly and I. More Carly, but…I was feeling the pinch, too.

We arrived home and didn’t talk much. She went to take off her make up, and I sat down and watched a little TV. After a while she entered the room, wore a very bland nightgown, more designed for comfort than sexual excitement, and I, of course, was sexually excited.

Tell the truth, we hadn’t been making love a lot. There was just too much baggage. Too much thinking. Too much cranial bushwah. So we had sort of put our love life on hold.

This night, however, she sat on the couch with me and snuggled up. And, maybe it was the few drinks, but I like to think that we had just sort of reached an inner tipping point, we started making out.

Like horny teenagers. Gobbling at each other’s mouths, I accelerated to holding her breasts, pressing them, feeling her erect nipples.

She responded by placing her hand in my lap. And stroking me, and feeling my balls.

“What does it feel like? Having balls?”

Oh, God. What a question.

“It’s cool. They bang around between your legs and you feel them at odd times. They always remind you that you’re a man.”

“Do they get in the way?”

“Sometimes,” I admitted.

“And what’s it like being a man?”

I knew the conversation was on possibly the deepest level of our lives.

I sat back. Still horny, and looked her in the eye.

“Some parts are a dream. It feels good to swagger. To be in charge. Some parts aren’t so much fun.”

“Like what?”

“Like what people expect out of you. People think you are a testosterone fueled monster. You’re expected to take a stand.”

She listened avidly, and I found myself continuing. “Sometimes I envy women. You have a certain, I don’t know what to call it…comradeness? Women seem able to communicate easier, and they huddle up and talk in low voices, and they seem so happy.

“Community.”

“Yes, I guess that is the better word for it.”

“And you don’t have that feeling of community with a man?”

“You do, but it’s different. With a guy it’s high fives over a football game. It’s serious discussions about cars. It’s just sort of…surface. At least when you compare it—in my eyes—to the community of women.”

“You realize that I have a totally different experience of women’s community?”

“Really?”

“Back biting gossips.”

I blinked. I had had no idea she felt that way. On reflection I realized that she didn’t hang around women’s groups much. She had individual friends, but she avoided groups.

And, I think that was the moment the seed for what was to come was born.

“So, to speak of the elephant in the room, what are your thoughts concerning your…situation.”

She was silent for a long time. And playing with me the whole time, which was driving me crazy.

“I’d like to feel what it is like to have my cock and balls out in the open.”

Bingo.

“So you’re going to be true intersex, both sexes.”

“For a while.”

“For a while?”

“For a while.”

I let that sit for a moment, a long moment, then I changed the subject. I stood up, took her hand and headed to the bedroom.

That was the most exquisite, and puzzling, sex of my life.

I know what the books say, the world stops, a guy cums a gallon, the woman has eighteen orgasms, but we all know that sex isn’t like that.

Sex isn’t a cum fest, it isn’t bone shattering gorilla orgasms. It is soft, and gentle, and a meeting of the souls.

She stripped her nightgown off and stood revealed in the soft light. A slender body, small breasts, small buttocks. Thinking about it, she was a perfect in between for male and female.

I could easily see her getting more butt and breast, if she elected to go more female. But her talk of woman’s community revealed a certain distaste for that direction.

I could also see her losing more breast, wearing male clothes easily.

I studied her face. It was oval, with nice-sized lips, a pert nose. Yet, I could see the jaw firming up, shadows changing, a maleness borning.

Yet, especially when she applied make up, it was a sexy, sensuous ‘woman’ face.

She sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled on my penis, pulled me to her. She sat, and I stood, and she stroked me, and we watched each other. We weren’t talking, but there was an intimacy between us that was deeper than normal.

We weren’t two bodies…we were two souls, and what were our shapes?

Man and man, man and woman, woman and woman. Those were the accepted shapes. And it struck me. She was thinking of being half male. Would she then think of all male? And where would that leave me.

She took my penis in her mouth and gently sucked. She ran her tongue around the skull, and I felt that supreme shiver of sensation as her tongue circled under the lip of my head.

I placed my hands on her face and we stood there, my legs growing weaker, my semen roiling inside.

We watched each other, and I began to wonder what she felt. What pleasure did she get from sucking my cock?

Yet the answer was obvious: she received pleasure from causing pleasure. What a pure, pure motive.

I lifted her arms and helped her back on the bed and returned the favor. I pushed my shoulders under her thighs and pressed my face inwards. My head was gently clamped and I tasted the musk, the heat, the liquids. She was hot as a woman. Would she be as hot—to me—as a man?

Then I realized that I was excited by that thought as much as her tongue curling around my penis.

And I was way ahead of the game. She was thinking of being both, and somehow I kept leeching onto the idea of her as man.

I trickled my finger up, under her cheeks, and brushed it over her rectum. She groaned and arched up. Away, even though she wanted it more.

I crawled up and lay on her, half supported by my arms, and we just stared at each other. We devoured each other’s features, absorbed the curve and angle of each others’ faces.

I lowered myself gently and touched her lips with mine. She tasted herself on my mouth, and she became more desirous.

I fit my penis to her slit and pushed inward.

Her womanhood accepted me. Her womanhood that was only half of her sexuality.

God, what a thought, and it made me so excited, then I was firm in her, filling her, and she was gasping with the sensation.

“I love you more than life itself.”

“And I love you.”

“And whatever happens, we will deal with it.”

“Absolutely.”

I began fucking here forcefully then. Asserting myself in male fashion, yet…I noticed a reticence. “What?” I stopped motion.

She said nothing.

“Come on. Whatever, spit it out.”

“Get out.”

I blinked, but complied.

But she didn’t want to stop, she just wanted to change positions.

“Lay on your back.”

I did, crossways across the bed.

She pulled me by the ankles and lifted my legs. I was now butt to the side of the bed and my rectum exposed. But she didn’t want my asshole.

“I came across this on the internet. It’s called the Amazon position.”

She pushed my ankles back and spread my legs. She stepped between them and fit herself to my cock. She grunted as she pushed her cunt down over my prick.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed.

It took my breath away. I was in the female submissive position, I was the missionary woman, and she was the man. She was in control.

She began to fuck me then. Long, sweeping thrusts, and I controlled nothing, and it was delicious.

She was taking control, and I liked it.

In only a short time I was holding on, trying to make myself last.

She smiled, a bit of evil in that grin, and said, “Don’t hold back, bitch!”

My eyes opened. She was playing with roles, yet, it…it stunned me.

“I’m giving out the pleasure now, and you need to just let go. I’m the man and you’re the woman. Now…cum!”

I did. My legs wanted to straighten out, but she had me bent over too much, and the orgasm ripped through me. I felt my spine shivering. It didn’t feel like I had balls and cock, but more like I was just a fuck. A mindless moment of heat that swelled up and consumed me.

And it was the best orgasm of my life.

A month later Carly went in for the operation.

She spent a couple of days in the hospital. Not long, when you think about it. I slept in a chair the first night, and they rolled a bed in for me on the second. We talked constantly, and there was an excitement in Carly’s voice that I had never heard. An excitement like a person getting out of prison, which I thought was odd and appropriate at the same time.

Then we took the wheel chair ride out, and she plopped into the passenger seat of our car, and we trundled on home.

She walked slowly, gingerly, and planted herself in the lounge chair in the den. For a couple of days she just rested, and at the end of the week the doctor actually came by to check on her, and to take off the bandages.

“Do you want privacy?” Doctor Lacy asked Carly. I was sitting in the background on tenterhooks.

“Heck, he’s going to see it sooner or later.”

So the good doctor gently removed the bandages, and I had my first glance at my wife’s new sex.

To be blunt, and even indelicate, I recognized the hole. It was the same pussy I had delved into many a time. Wonderful and mysterious and yet nothing but a pee hole.

 Told you I was going to be blunt.

And her cock. God, it sounds so weird to say ‘her’ cock. It was above her vagina, exactly the right place, but looked out of place with the vagina below it.

It was like mine. Just hung there and had a pair of balls underneath it.

“It’s all so small,” murmured Carly as the doctor showed her her new genitalia in a hand mirror.

“Your sexual apparatus has been bound up, scrunched, for lack of a better word. The pills you’re taking will adjust your hormones, and you will likely grow a bit. You will also start having erections.”

She giggled. “I expected it to come out all erect and ready to go.”

The doctor chuckled and I smiled.

And that was it.

She had a pussy, and an undersized set of male genitals.

And I had a lot of confusion.

I felt no ‘back off,’ and I was curious what it would feel like to fuck her with a floppy set of balls slapping on my dick.

And, this thought crossed my mind…was she going to want to fuck somebody with her dick. And that sobered me. Sobered me so much that the next day, helping her to the bathroom, I asked her about it.

She was sitting on the toilet, and she gasped, and said, “Oh, my God…I’m peeing through my dick!”

She looked so surprised, then delighted, and then…proud, and I couldn’t help but smile, but then I thought my thought of the day before out loud.

“Are you going to want to have sex with your penis?”

She opened her mouth and closed it, and the look of anticipation on her face answered me.

“Yes. But…I don’t…I…who would I…” And she was near to tears.

And, for the next few weeks, as her hormones adjusted, she was always on the edge of tears, or just breaking out for no reason. It got to be so she would cry and we would laugh.

“Hey, it’s okay,” I said. “We’ll talk it over, and come to a conclusion, and…and we’ll figure something out.”

So we talked, and the conclusion was pretty quick.

“I don’t want to fuck somebody else. I love you.”

We had just gone to MickyDs for lunch, a rare trip out, and needed, and we were munching our Big Macs and listening to the radio. I don’t remember what was on, I was paying too much attention to her.

“But you want to experience what it is like to fuck like a man.”             

“But I don’t want anybody else but you.”

“What if I found somebody, and we made her wear a bag over her face, and…”

Carly snorted out a mouthful of fries. “Oh, I can see that,” she laughed.

Seeing her laugh encouraged me, so I said, “Or, we can hold an ugly contest. We’ll find somebody so ugly you’ll never want to fuck her again.”

Again, more laughter. But, under the laughter, a remorse. She had her sex back, and she wanted to use it, but…there was me.

Suddenly I felt like an anchor, holding her back.

Yet she didn’t feel sad. Just a little…conflicted.

I think we knew that at some point she was going to break down and have sex. With somebody. And not me.

“I could fuck her, and then you could.”

My blurt of laughter was not showing any real humor.

“Okay, but…I’ve got an idea, for right now.”

“Yes?” I swigged my Coke down.

“We haven’t fucked, you and I, the way we used to, since my operation.”

I was seated sideways in my seat, watching her.

“Are you ready?”

“I am ready and willing and so damned anxious it hurts. Just because I’ve got a male appendage doesn’t mean I don’t want to use my female…’appendage.’”

I grinned.

“In fact, I’ve got twice the sex organs, and I think I’m twice as horny. So what do you say, slick, shall we go home and abuse my poor, neglected pussy?”

Well, what could I say to an invitation like that? I put the car in gear and spun my tires.

We arrived at home shortly, hopped out of the car, and nearly ran to the bedroom, grinning and giggling like somebody who was going to have sex for the first time.

And, in a way, we were. It was a first for us, with her new sex organs on display.

We stripped, and I felt, and I knew she felt, that anxious edge of nervous energy that assails newlyweds.

“Who’s on top, sir?” I quipped.

“Me, of course,” and she pushed me back, eschewed foreplay, and crawled on top of me.

I lay under her and watched. She was a beautiful woman, and never more beautiful than in that moment.

The idea of her having a cock didn’t bother me. It just fascinated me. This was a woman who I had traded liquids with…it was, in a weird way, just one more foray into sex.

She sat, and I felt her balls and dick on my belly. It felt strange, but not alarming. I reached down and touched them. I had touched them before, but not during coitus, and we froze for a second. Then she laughed. “This is cool. I feel your hands. It’s a whole new sensation.”

She began to rise and fall. She pinched my nipples and watched my face with the most loving look.

It felt same old same old, but her excitement, her new sensations, infected me. Old sex made new.

Up and down. And a bit of a corkscrew for a change up. Then she started tilting her hips and pulling up, tilting the other way, and descending. My cock was getting the treatment. It felt like a ridge was pulling up the front, then going down the back.

“Stop,” I said. “Get off!”

Puzzled, she got off, and I placed her on the side of the bed and squatted in front of her. A pleased grin opened up on her face, and I took her cock in my mouth. I had never given a blow job, but I had received enough that I gave pretty good.

She gasped. “Oh, my God! That’s heavenly! Now I know why you…oh…gosh!”

I nibbled and sucked and took a long, long time. I enjoyed the expressions on her face as she felt all the new nerves fire up and yell yippee.

Finally, out of breath, I drew back, and she looked down. “Oh, my God! It’s a chub!

She hadn’t gotten a hard on, that would take a few more blow jobs, which I was quite pleased to give, but she did have blood surging into her member. It was thicker, longer, and we could actually see a vein working on the side.

“Oh, God! I want to cum!”

And that blew my mood, but I didn’t show it. I was going to have to share my wife with another woman. I had never thought about monogamy, but I was thinking about it now. Still, this was about her. I would just have to come to grips with it.

A month later Carly had her first real, totally hard dick. I was blowing her, she really liked that, probably more than penetration, and her dick kept getting harder and harder, passed out of the chub stage and into the fully engorged, turgid stage.

I felt it, I could still fit my mouth over her whole penis, but two things were happening: I was learning to deep throat, and her dick was, courtesy of drugs and enhanced hormones and a rebalancing of her system, totally erect.

So I pulled back, and she stared down at it. “It’s a real erection.”

“Pretty good-sized, too.”

“How do you jack off?”

“Pretend it’s me and do it to yourself.”

We both laughed at that, and she began to stroke herself. It wasn’t long before she was breathing hard. “I think…I might actually be able to…cum.”

“Hold it. I’ve got something that might help.”

I went to her drawer and took out a silk handkerchief. It was blue and green and new.

“Use this. First time I jacked off I used silk, and it really helped.”

She took the handkerchief, looked a bit confused, but was too anxious to let her confusion get in the way.

She lay back on the bed and began pumping her fist, the handkerchief slithered over her cock, and a far away look came into her eyes.

“Oh, God…Oh…”

I moved up and kissed her lightly, then moved down to her chest. She stroked, and I tongued her nipple with my mouth and flicked the other with my fingers.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

A pause, I sucked and pulled hard, I could tell she was close, and then…

“FUCK!” drops of sperm issued from her cock, sprayed up and dribbled down. Her body was shaking, out of control, and she couldn’t even move her hand. But the deed was done. She kept jetting cream for a moment, then sank back.

“Holy fuck!” she whispered. “That was it! That was…that was…”

“Incredible?” I offered.

She turned to me, grabbed my face with her hands, which put plenty of goo on my cheek. “That was the best fuck I have ever had in my life!”

I went up on one elbow, a big grin on my cum dripping face. “Better than sex as a woman?”

“Oh, God! Yes! It was so hard and fast! I thought I was going to explode.”

“Well, you did. Down there, at least.”

She giggled and touched my face. “I’ve got my sperm all over you.” She wiped a finger through the semen and licked it. “How many times have I licked your jizm. Would you like a taste?”

That was a make or break moment. On one hand, I didn’t want to. On the other hand, I was dying to.

She swiped up another finger full of sperm and giggled. “The look on your face.”

I felt sheepish. “I know.”

She fed me then. I ate her sperm, and…it was different. And here’s the weird thing, I was erect already, seeing her get off like that, no way I wasn’t hard as a metal rod. But…I got harder. it was exciting. I was eating sperm. I was licking jism. It was…exciting.

The days passed, and the weeks passed, and the months passed. I still fucked her, but not as much, and I was getting hornier and hornier. Just like a man, her testosterone was taking off and all she wanted to do was use her dick.

I jacked her off, she jacked herself off, and I gave her lots of blow jobs, and…her pussy became…neglected. She just didn’t want to use it as much. Every once in a while, but even then it was like she was doing it just to please me. I was reminded of the age old thing of playing baseball in your mind during sex. Take your mind off the act so you can last longer. But now it was like she was playing baseball in her head to get rid of the irritation of sex.

Her pussy irritated her.

Her dick enthralled her.

She was like a child with a new toy.

And I was suffering for it.

The solution to our dilemma, when it came, shocked me.

We had gone to a party—a party, I might add, where everybody complimented Carly on her new glow. Interestingly, she was dressing a bit more masculine, but that didn’t seem to interfere with her ‘glow.’ If anything…it enhanced it. She was looking strong and powerful.

We were driving home and out of the blue—out of the blue for me, she must have been thinking about it for a while—she asked me, “Have you ever heard of pegging.”

I nearly drove off the road. And, I pulled into the next parking lot and pulled on the brake and turned and faced her. “Tell me about pegging.”

“I want to peg you.”

“My understanding is that pegging is done with a plastic dick. A strap on.”

“And, fortunately, I don’t need those things.”

For a long moment we were silent. Eyeball to eyeball. I was having, interestingly enough, a moment of clarity.

She had a dick. She needed to use it. She didn’t want somebody else. She needed to use it…on me.

“I’ve never taken anything up the butt.”

“First time for everything.”

“It’ll make me gay.”

She laughed. “It won’t, that’s bullshit, but even if it did…I’m a man. So you can be gay as you want.”

And. she was. She was a man. Studly, pokey dick studly. And she was a woman. All woman. But I could see what was happening. She liked being a man more than she liked being a woman.

And I was stuck with it.

I studied her in the gloom of the car, in the glow of the dash lights, the passing headlights.

Her face was becoming stronger. She was still taking pills, but not as many. She had a natural testosterone that was taking over.

Her chest was flat. Her boobs seemed to have shrunken up. Her nipples were still big, but…she was more manly than womanly.

And then there was me, and I don’t mean that sexually, although that was under the surface. There was me who didn’t like to pal around with guys, but preferred to listen to women gossip. Who liked silken things. who…lived for the moments of my wife’s male orgasm.

“What is happening to us? What is happening to me?”

She said nothing. She might be more male, but she still possessed woman’s intuition.

“You want to fuck me. Like a man fucks a woman.”

She nodded. Her eyes were bright, excited.

“You want to use your penis and penetrate me. Make me yours. Be in charge.”

“Honey, I am in charge. The few times we fuck I prefer the Amazon position, I don’t even like using my vagina anymore. I pee out of my cock, and I don’t have periods anymore.”

I was silent, and it was the kind of silence in which decisions are made.

“I’m willing.”

There. It was out. She was my wife, and if that’s what it took…then so be it.

“Okay, get out.”

I blinked.

“I’m going to be the man, and I want to drive.”

That was a watershed moment. That was a make or break point. And it wasn’t as difficult as I thought it might be.

I simply got out of the car, went around the back, and she went around the front, and, zingo bingo, she was in charge.

I sat in the passenger seat and watched her. She was glowing with confidence, with purpose. I looked down at her lap and could tell she had a hard on. And her dick was getting bigger every day. She was now an official six inches. And her balls were quite big and full. All the time, it seemed.

At home we went into the bedroom and she continued to take charge. “Put this on.” She tossed me a negligee.

I put it on, and marveled at the soft sensation as the material rippled over my frame. My dick sprouted out, and I realized that we were the same size, and that she was eventually going to be bigger than me.

If I was a real manly man that would have been truly emasculating…my wife had a bigger dick than me.

But, I think I was realizing that I wasn’t that much of a man. I gave blow jobs…and liked it. And I liked the new persona of my wife. I liked her taking charge.

“Honey,” she got out the lube and began slathering it on her cock.

“Yes?”

“I want to take you on all fours this first time. Is that okay?”

“Is that what you want?”

She looked up at me. “Yes.”

“Then you should just tell me.”

She took a breath. “Get up on the bed. On all fours.” Then she added, softly, but intently, “I want to see your ass.”

I crawled up and showed her my ass.

She lifted my negligee up and draped it forward. She said, “I want you to grow your hair.”

She put a finger in me. it was lubed, and shortly I was lubed, and she inserted more fingers. I grunted, and it felt good. It was the forbidden spot, and the nerves were dying to get touched.

“I want to brush your long hair, and maybe even put make up on you.”

We were crossing boundaries now, big boundaries, but, in a way, it was a relief.

“I want you to wear dresses and nylons and heels…” she moved forward and her dick entered me.

I gasped, and she held on to my hips, kept me from lurching away. Not that I would have lurched, I was liking this. The sensations of being opened up, the feeling of something scratching the itch that I never would have known I had…it was amazing.

“I want you to be beautiful. You’ll be so much more beautiful than I was.” She drove in and out, the hot feel of her penis rubbed through my back channel and I began to cry. Not tears of pain, however, tears of joy. I had never…never…

“And I’ll fuck you every night, like this…” she kept ramming in, driving the point home so very literally, and I felt a white hot tumult deep inside me.

“I’ll fuck you and fuck you and fuck you…”

Somewhere in there I came. It should tell you something that I had a prostate orgasm the first time I had anal sex; it should tell you how amenable I was to what was happening to me.

I found myself pushing back, then it was like somebody had exploded a soft grenade inside me. Everything warped and woofed and hooted and hollered and the sensations grabbed me and twisted me inside out. I was in the clouds. I was impaled. I was in a steaming hot ocean and my soul was being sucked down into a giant whirlpool.

And behind me, knowing what I was going through, Carly whooped and slapped my ass, and I fell forward, dazed, and completed, and amazed at the new me.


PART TWO

Getting her male organs had been easy for Carly. She already had them, it was just a matter of unzipping them. And, the procedure for having her female organs removed was equally easy. She was a unique person with a unique problem, and doctors were all over themselves to help her out.

I, on the other hand, was just a schmucky, old guy. I didn’t have any problems, and for me to ask for gender reassignment was like sailing through a minefield, with the mines ten feet apart and the boat twenty feet wide.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

‘We don’t advise…’

‘You have no history of…’

‘This is all just a sympathetic response to your wife’s situation…’

Interestingly, the solution came from, of all places, the internet.

First, I learned I would have to live as a woman for a year before they’d even discuss such things as hormone therapy, let alone surgery.

This was incredibly easy. Carly and I simply discussed it, and went shopping.

Of course, I looked like a man in a dress, but the rule for such things as this is…baby steps.

So I went in to the warehouse where I work as a foreman, went up to see the head supervisor, and said, “Boss. I’m going to transition. That means I’m going to wear a dress, wear make up, take hormones, and work like hell to make sure my job performance is up to snuff.

Ray looked at me. He’s a big guy with a beard, and he frowned. He picked up the phone and called the head office. The conversation was most uninteresting.

“Hi, Ted. I’ve got a fellow here who says he’s going to, uh…” he looked at me, “transition. Get a sex cha—“ pause. “Yes, sir. Twelve years, great worker. Joseph Hawkins.” Pause. Then: “Sure. Thanks.” He hung up.

“Human Resources wants to meet with you in one hour. You want to hang or go work for an hour.”

“Work,” I said, looking up at the clock. No way I wanted to sit and twiddle my thumbs and worry about what HR was going to say.

So I worked for an hour, then headed up to the front offices. They were waiting for me.

Now, I could give a long talk about what I felt, what they said, but, really, it was all sort of ho hum. And the grand conclusion was that I was apprised of my legal rights, told to call HR directly if there was any harassment, and, it turned out, having a trans on board helped the company comply with certain government standards.

Who would have guessed?

At any rate, the gal in charge of HR shook my hand, told me to get in touch with her if I needed any advice about medical insurance, and I was done.

I was officially, in the eyes of the company, a trans gender person.

Zowie. In sort of bored way.

The things I met in my daily life, however, were not so easy.

Some people yawned and said, “Oh, cool. Does this mean you’re going to start drinking wine instead of beer?” I kid you not. One of my work guys actually said that.

Then there was the guy on the dock who started sneering at me and making remarks. After a while I had had enough, so I called the gal in HR and they called him in and he came back and apologized to me.

But that’s work.

Friends took it one way or the other. Some I knew I would never see again. Whether they seemed to take it easy or hard, they were gone. Or they stayed friends, and we all adapted.

One guy actually hugged me and said he always knew. And that surprised me.

Heck, I didn’t know…how the hell could he?

So, socially, it was a bit of turmoil, but nothing really bad.

And if there was anything bad it was offset by the women, who accepted me quickly and easily. Women are much more amenable to a man wanting to be like them than men are to the situation.

So there it was. I had made my statement, and was embracing my change, but that was just the start.

Carly started me off easy. She made me wear nylons under my work clothes, and when it looked like I could adapt to that, she put a trace of pink lipstick on me, a bit of eye shadow. Nothing drastic, just an easy transition that wouldn’t shock the world, or upset anybody.

After a month she started changing my clothes. She started buying girl pants, blouses, and things. And here is where it got interesting. Because the second thing we got off the internet was…hormones.

That’s right. If the establishment wouldn’t support my desires…I would.

So I started taking doses of estrogen. We kept strict records, because we would eventually be colliding with the medical establishment, and I wanted to be safe, not sorry.

Taking hormones is interesting, to say the least.

You take a pill twice a day for a week, and nothing happens, then you burst into tears. And nothing happens. Then you have pimples.

Pimples!

And Carly taught me how to cleanse my face, to wash out the pores and moisturize and overcome the pimples. And that’s when I noticed that my skin was changing. It was softer. And it was a different shade. And my pores were smaller.

I was apparently adapting to my feminine nature easily and very, very quickly.

And, while this was happening, Carly was getting ready for her operation. Actually, this didn’t entail much on her part. She was losing some body fat, not that she had a lot to start with, and she was starting to lift weights.

And she was wearing masculine clothes. Jeans and sweat shirts. Plaid shirts and cargo shorts. And here was the great thing, her body was actually better for male clothes. When she wore female clothes it seemed that something was always off. Not enough bust. The hips weren’t wide enough. And that sort of thing.

But male clothes hung on her hips as if they were born to be there. Her chest broadened quickly because of the weight lifting and she gained wide shoulders and a swagger to her walk that was definitely male.

And she didn’t miss wearing high heels. Not at all. Said she never liked them, even when she thought she was female.

I, on the other hand, hated them, then loved them.

At first they were uncomfortable, even hurt my back a little. But I got used to them, and even started asking for higher heels. There is just something about hearing your feet go click, click, click, and feeling the jounce of your ass.

Time passed, and not to skip over anything, I changed physically. I was losing muscle mass. Not enough to interfere with work, but enough so that male clothes definitely didn’t work on me any more.

And, man, did I love female clothes. Dresses freed up my legs and kept me air conditioned at all times. Nylons made me feel snug and sexy. And heels, you know what I thought about heels.

And I got my first bra. Just a wisp of a training bra, a couple of shallow cups, but I did fill them. And you could see that I had breasts in my clothes. I didn’t just look like I had pectorals, I had the shapely mounds of a woman.

And more make up. Carly took her time and educated me, and I learned how to shade my face, put on just the right amount of blush.

After six months I can honestly say that I looked more like a woman than Carly did. And by a lot.

Or, maybe I should say that she looked more like a man than I did. 
She was building up bulk, her muscles were getting big and round, and all the maleness in her was manifesting. Man, those doctors had no idea of the crime they were committing when they tried to hide her masculinity.

Her face had lost the plump look and taken on hard planes. She cut her hair short, and she walked like she had a pair. Which she did.

She was eight inches, and she never let me in her pussy any more. Now, when we wanted to make love, it was always her taking me. And though she had a bit of gentleness to her manner, there was no mistaking who was in charge when it came to fucking.

They removed her female parts in January. They didn’t have to touch her breasts, because she had weight lifted herself right down to no boobs.

Her female innards were removed and her vagina was sewn up, and that was that. She spent two days in the hospital, then returned home, and I could tell the difference right away.

Though she was careful in her movements, she couldn’t hide her bullish nature. It was like she was looking for a China shop to saunter around in.

And, a couple of weeks later, she came home, walked into the house and yelled out, “Woman! Your man wants you!”

I stepped out of the living room and he, I could no longer think of her as a him, took me in his arms. He bent me over, held me as he devoured my red lipsticked mouth.

God, it was fun.

Then he actually picked me up and carried me back to the bedroom. He was stronger than me. By a lot.

He tossed me on the bed and took charge. He lifted my dress and felt my burgeoning boobs, and he turned me over, face down, and pulled my panties. down.

I was shuddering. I was shivering. He took me often, frequently, but there was just something about this time. He had lost his vestige of femaleness, and he was acting the male. The real and total male.

Fortunately, my asshole was getting accustomed to his ways. A quick slap of lube and I was ready. I laid crossways on the bed, my butt up and my shoulders down. I began creeping back towards him.

He took me quickly. Just rammed that big thing of his down my canal, and brother, that was all she wrote. Or, all ‘he’ wrote.

I couldn’t control myself. I loved anal sex more than anything now, I didn’t even care if I had a dick. I just wanted to feel that sensation of being filled up, of being taken, of being underneath a male muscle machine.

I wanted to submit to his power, and to give up my own.

For long minutes he sawed into me, and his strong hands crept down and fondled my balls. That’s all it took. I began to orgasm madly. I was grunting and groaning and wiggling my butt, and that’s all it took for him. I could feel his penis pulse and start to discharge. I could feel his white fluid splattering my insides.

Afterwards, we lay cuddling. Me in his arms. He kept tickling my nipple, which was bigger, with his thumb. I kept swatting him away, and he just laughed.

I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. And I felt a profound sadness.

“What?” He came up behind me and nuzzled his face into my neck.

“I hate myself.”

He spun me around so fast I would have fallen if he hadn’t held me.

“What?”

“Look!” I held up my penis. “It’s small, and useless, and I don’t want it anymore.”

“Honey…” he began.

I turned to him. “You got what you want, and I suppose I’ve almost got what I want, but…but I want the whole thing! I want to be a woman! No more of this half and half man crap.”

He held me then, and soothed me, and I calmed down. Then he made a phone call. He took his cell outside and called up Dr. Anandi Joshi. I was sitting in the living room, my ear to the glass, and I heard him on the other side of the bush.

“Doc, we need to hurry the procedure up. Joey is getting…she’s hurting.”

Talk, talk, talk, and some of it I couldn’t hear. Then I heard… “Kill herself? But…oh…I understand. Sure.”

When he came back into the house I was waiting, and he couldn’t miss the question in my eyes. He looked at the window, looked at me, and grinned. “Got big ears, don’t you.”

“And you’re smiling like you know something. Give.”

“Okay, pour me a drink, and I’ll tell you how to get your operation.”

Faster than a bunny eats a carrot, I had a drink in his hand, and one in mine, and I was listening.

“Look, you have to be careful. You can’t say you’re going to kill yourself, but you have to make them think you might going to harm yourself. Maybe cut off your testicles yourself.”

We actually chuckled at that, after a moment’s reflection. Carl made the remark that they would give me the operation then because they didn’t want to lose the fee for operating themselves.

“It’ll still take a couple of months, but it will speed the process up. Do you think you can relax and put on a show and convince them?”

I nodded. I so wanted this to happen.

I received my operation on April 1st. April Fool’s Day. But this was no joke.

It was my turn to stay in the hospital, and I stayed there two days. On the third day I took the wheel chair out, and went home.

And for a week I was careful, moved gingerly. And a month after that I had the stitches out.

Even though I knew, I expected, I was unprepared for the shock that went through me.

It was gone. My package was gone. No balls, and no penis.

No extension of flesh to pop out and embarrass me. No boners to worry about in the locker room.

And now the testosterone was gone. And the estrogen really kicked in. And it was institutional strength hormones for me.

Man, over the next few weeks I really felt the difference. No testosterone to slow down the change.

First, I was emotional, all weepy. But we expected that.

Second, my boobs really jolted. They literally popped out. I was a solid A cup, and then, just a few weeks later, I was a bulging C cup.

“Oh, baby! I said you’d be bigger than me!”

And I was. Joey, when he had been a woman, had only been a solid B edging on a C. I had passed him, was edging on a D, and I had only started!

Over the next few weeks I went to full femme all the time. I not only wanted to, but I felt such a joy in being the real me. The feminine me. And I often wondered why I had not felt more conflicted. Why had I been able to live as a man, and not feel the draw of being a woman?

The answer, when I figured it out, was simple. I was half of a perfect team. As a man I was complimented by my perfect woman, and all other urges were subject to that.

Now, as a woman, I was still part of a perfect twosome, and I had the extra kick of experiencing what had been trying to get out my whole life, even though I had not known it.

At the end of summer, six months after having been snipped, I was promoted. I got a hefty raise, and I was put into administration. I became the assistant director of Human Resources.

Man, what a dream. I no longer had to hump my butt—my sexy butt—on the docks. Now I was on the phone, checking references, talking to prospective employees, and it turned out I had a talent for that.

I had been a rough, gruff man, and now I was a gentle, sweet soul. I had experienced both worlds, and I understood them.

In short, I was now a natural.

After experiencing the highs and lows, after going through the frustrations, after literally taking my life into my own hands, I understood.

I understood people, and how to talk to them. Before the month was out I was being complimented and was a solid member of the administration team.

But the real victory was in going home that day.

“Honey? I’m home.”

Carl came out of the den with a big grin on his face, and I could smell the beer on his breath.

“What the heck have you been up to, Mr. I Ate the Canary?”

“Porn.”

“What!?” And I laughed. “Pretty good , eh?”

“It is that. And, by the way, maybe you didn’t know it, but good porn really builds the boner.

I grabbed his hunk of meat and pulled his face to mine. When we were both breathless I whispered. “I used to love porn. But, you know, it’s a man thing.”

“I used to be upset when you watched porn, but now…” he grinned and shrugged, and wasn’t even sheepish.

“So,” I said, unzipping him. “Did the porn work for you?”

His big dick plopped out onto my hand. It was 95% hard, and that’s a lot of hard.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned as I massaged his tool.

“So you’re getting horny from other women, and now you want to take it out on me.”

“That was the plan.”

I had my hand in his pants now, and was massaging his balls, giving them little squeezes, feeling his knees get weak.

“I guess I should be angry. You lust after other women, then you want to fuck me, use me for a receptacle for your disgusting lust.”

“Well, yeah. I was kind of hoping.”

“You disgusting pig of a man. Well, come on in the back and let’s negotiate.”             

He followed me down the hall, and I realized something interesting. When he had first changed he had been big and bully. He had taken control and fucked me when he wanted. But now that I was become woman, he was, like any other man, falling under the spell. He wanted me, but was somehow reduced to the fact of asking.

Sure, he could have taken, like he had when the testosterone had been fresh and I was still conflicted. But now he was adapting, and we were somehow falling into prescribed roles.

As I used to lust, but wait for permission, the shoe was on the other foot. He lusted, and waited, desperate for a taste of my womanliness.

I sat down at the vanity table, once his, and repaired a day of make up. I checked my eyes, rolled on the red lipstick, and noted the feminine cast of my features.

I turned to him.

“So, you want to fuck.”

He grunted appreciatively. Every man loves it when a woman talks dirty to him.

“Baby, if you only knew.”

“Well…” and we both laughed. I had known.

“If you’re a nice boy, buy me things and do the dishes, then maybe…just maybe…you’ll get lucky. Would you like to get lucky?”

“Oh, baby. I got lucky the day I married you.”

“Ooh, nice. That’s the right thing to say.”

I reached under my skirt and hooked my thumbs in my panties. I slid them down and spread my legs. “Let’s see if you can please me where it counts.”

He was on his knees instanter. Big, strong man, he lapped and licked and chomped and chewed.

There’s something about dominating a man that I truly love. He might be big and powerful, but he does what he’s told…or he suffers the most exquisite denial.

Finally, my thighs shaking and my body giving little convulsions, he stood up and took me to the bed. He laid me down gently and took off his clothes. He wasn’t taller than me, in fact I was taller than him in heels, and there was no denying.

But he was strong. Solid. He had more muscles than I had ever dreamed of.

Still, they were gentle muscles, and he lowered himself on me.

I had a snatch now. A real pussy, be it reconstructed. And I had real sensations down there.

And, every once in a while, I liked to take it up the butt. That was my first experience with being taken, my butt, and I liked it.

Right then, however, I wanted to feel his dick in my pussy. All the way inside my pussy. Surging and probing and pointing to the arcane mysterious of my womanliness.

He began to drive in and out. He was so big and it felt so good. Shortly he was losing control. But that’s the way men are. They lose their head at the first sign of lust.

But I liked it when he lost control. There was something so heady about knowing that I had done that to him; I had made him lose control and reveal his beastly nature.

And I knew that I controlled the beast.

Through a procedure of startlement, to fear, through exploration to another world, an opposite world, a world where everything inverted, turned upside down.

She was a man.

I was a woman.

And who have ever known?

But that’s the blessing of life…if you have the courage to confront the truth of yourself, and let yourself be who you really want to be.

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.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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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.
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories
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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!
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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.
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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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!
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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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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 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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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…
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If you liked

‘I Turned into a Woman!’

you will really love…

‘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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