
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Intersex Man 

	He was born a man…or was he? 

	  

	 

	

 

	  

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	“Oh, no!” 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	Carrie looked up at me, disappointment and frustration mingling on her face. 

	Carrie’s a knock out. Curvy and voluptuous, red lips, green eyes and always smiling. 

	Except for now. 

	“Can’t you…can’t you control yourself?” 

	“Honey, it’s your fault. If you weren’t so sexy…” 

	“That’s just like you, Arnie. Blame your premature ejaculation on me.” She pushed me off and sat up. My cum was oozing out of her hole and she looked at it dismally. “Fuck.” 

	I rolled over on my back. In spite of her disappointment I felt like sleeping. That’s what a good cum does for you. 

	“Oh, Heysoos,” she muttered. She got up and went to the dresser drawer and took out her favorite toy. 

	I rolled over and snatched it out of her hands. 

	“We agreed…no more jacking off.” 

	“That was for you!” Her eyes were wide and desperate. “Give me that! I need to get off!” 

	“No,” I said, fending off her grasping hands. “You have to keep your word.” 

	“Fuck my word! You squirted, and now I need to.” 

	“Just have a little discipline.” 

	She sat down on the chair in front of her make up table. Her hair was bedraggled, she was slumped disconsolately, she looked ready to cry. God, she was beautiful. 

	“You just wait,” she said, waggling a finger at me. “Some day the shoe is going to be on the other foot!” 

	I lay back on the bed. Maybe a little afternoon wink…then I caught myself. She was still upset. I better talk her out of it. Besides, we had to go to a party. 

	So I talked, and she sniffled, and our argument, for the time, waned. 

	Of course, she wasn’t happy. And I was sorry. I mean, I did want to last long enough to get her off, but…well, I had a hair trigger. 

	Funny thing, I didn’t even think about her remark…’some day the shoe is going to be on the other foot.’ 

	  

	 

	The party was at Roxie Lambertson’s, my boss, and it was a polite and boring affair. 

	Hey, Roxie is cool, a good boss, but she is a little heavy on the Feminism stuff. The work force is 80% woman, easy on my eyes, except for Mathilda down in shipping, and they are always going on about how great women are…and how lazy men are. 

	Hey, I make my quotas, I don’t need a steely-eyed bitch lecturing me on better work habits. 

	This party was no different than the others. The women pumping each other up about Female Led Relationships, and the men sipping beer on the patio. 

	Heck, we were out numbered, so beer was our only refuge. 

	“Have you boys met Dr. Haverstein?” 

	We all turned to see a drop dead blonde with a smirky smile. 

	Roxie spoke our names, then, “Dr. Haverstein is going to be doing tests on you fellows.” 

	Oh, great. Stick out your tongue and say ‘ah.’ 

	“I didn’t know we were sick,” I quipped weakly. 

	Roxie gave me a withering look. “We’re going to be examining your testosterone levels. I suspect the recent dip in male production is tied to organic causes.” 

	“Oh.”  

	The guys mumbled and said they’d be glad to help. Weak ass sissies. 

	Roxie took the doc away and we guys looked at each other. 

	“I got your testosterone right here,” I joked, grabbing my crotch. 

	The guys chuckled, but not too much. I seem to be the only one with any gumption these days. 

	And so the party went on, blah, blah, nothing exciting happened, and I finally collected Carrie and drove home. 

	“Well, that was terribly exciting,” I murmured. I was just filling space. Carrie was unusually quiet. 

	“I like that new doctor.” 

	“Gonna check my testosterone level.” I leered at Carrie, “you want to check my testosterone level, baby?” 

	“What? So you can get off and I can get denied?” 

	“Come on, babe, you know I try.” 

	“You say that, but…” 

	“But what?” 

	She turned to me. “Arnie, I’m going to tell you the truth.” 

	I heaved a sigh. “Great. Another variation on the ‘we’ve got to talk’ theme.” 

	“No. Don’t pull that on me. Not again. The truth is…you’re lazy. 

	“You’re lazy at work, or you’d be the top salesperson, like you once were. And you’re lazy at home, you never do any chores. And, most of all, you’re lazy in bed.” 

	“Is that all?” I was getting miffed. 

	“No.” 

	We pulled into the driveway, into the garage, and I asked, “What else?” 

	She was holding a little bottle of pills in her hand. She held them out. “Take these. One a day. Or I’m leaving you.” 

	“What? What is this shit?” 

	I took the bottle and read the label. It read like a bottle from Dr. Root’s Snake Oil and Traveling Medicine Show. 

	  

	 

	SUPERMALE 

	A cure for laziness 

	in all its many forms 

	  

	 

	And a list of ingredients, words in small print that nobody understands anyway, “Where’d you get this?” I asked suspiciously. 

	“Dr. Haverstein. We discussed your problem, and—“ 

	“You discussed my problem?” I looked at her incredulously. “I don’t have any damn problem! Especially not one that I want my wife talking to a doctor about. 

	Now we were in for it, and the argument ratcheted up. 

	“You have a big problem! You’re lazy and undisciplined and you have a rotten attitude towards women!” 

	“Only towards women who try to wear pants and think they have dicks!” 

	“Maybe a woman with a dick could stay harder longer than you!” 

	We were in the kitchen now, and both sounding a bit shrill. 

	“So you want a Lesbian lover?” 

	“I want a man who is kind and considerate!” 

	“I’m not kind and considerate?” 

	Then she cheated. Women always do. She started to cry. 

	“Oh, come on,” I moaned, “That’s not fair! Crying is not fair.” 

	But now she wasn’t talking. She just walked away, and I heard the bedroom door slam. 

	Oh, fuck. Okay, I was a little buzzed, and I let the situation get out of hand. Better just go kiss some ass and get it over with. 

	I walked down the hallway and put my hand on the knob. It wouldn’t turn. 

	“Honey?” I called through the door. 

	“Go away!” 

	“Come on. We need to talk.” 

	I meant it a little humorously, but it did not go over big. 

	“Oh, now he wants to talk. But when I want to talk…” 

	Fuck. She was really wound up about this. 

	“Look, honey. Open the door. Let’s talk about those pills. I mean, it’s unreasonable to expect me to take some weird medicine out of the blue.” 

	I had my ear to the door and suddenly the wood buzzed and I felt a vibration. 

	“Go way! I’ve got a date with a real man. A man who can actually get me off!” 

	Great. The vibrator. I turned and walked back to the living room. Couch…here I come. 

	  

	 

	That was the week from hell. 

	First, Carrie wasn’t talking to me. At all. 

	She just moped around and didn’t even look at me. She didn’t respond to my voice, and shrugged off my touch. 

	And, to make things worse, I had an appointment with Dr. Haverstein Tuesday morning. 

	  

	 

	“Hi, Arnie. May I call you Arnie? Take off your shirt and let me hear you breath.” 

	Man, she was good looking. Better looking now than at the party. At the party she was fresh off a plane. Here she was relaxed, and I quickly took note of her large bosoms. 

	“Okey dokey,” I pumped up my chest as I took off my shirt. 

	She glanced at me, smiled a small smile, then slapped a cold stethoscope on me. 

	“You keep that thing in a freezer?” 

	“Shush, little boy,” she whispered, and she listened to my back, my chest, and she thumped me. 

	“Okay. Physically you look healthy, but we know there is likely an underlying condition. Take off your pants.” 

	“My pants? Why? And what condition?” 

	“I need to examine your testicles.” 

	“What? Oh.” 

	She watched while I dropped my pants. “Underwear, too,” she said. 

	Shit. I had half a chub from looking at her. I took off my underwear and she glanced at my package, again that little smile, and said, “Bend over the table there.” 

	She felt my testicles. Palpated them gently, and took hold of my cock. 

	Fuck! 

	“You know, Arnie,” she spoke conversationally. “I talked to your wife at the party, and I’ve even spoken to her on the phone since then.  Hmm. I’m going to insert a finger and feel your prostate.” 

	“A prostate exam?” 

	“Yes,” and there was a tinge of something in her voice. A concern? 

	She slapped a bunch of lube on my asshole, now my dick was definitely getting stiff, and put a finger up my rectum. 

	I gasped. 

	“Like that?” 

	“Hey!” 

	“Men usually do. Do you?” 

	She rimmed me gently, then started feeling deeper into me. 

	“Come on. Tell the truth. Don’t let your dick to all the talking.” 

	“Okay. It’s…sort of weird.” 

	“Weird is good,” she laughed. “Uh…” 

	“‘Uh’ what?” 

	“I’m going to need a semen sample.” 

	“Oh, fuck.” 

	“No need to swear. Unless that helps get you off.” 

	“Okay, let me up and I’ll go—“ 

	“I’ll just take it right here.” 

	“What?” 

	“Yes. Just relax and let me work. Anyway, I talked to your wife and I know you are a premature ejaculator. Do you have any other sexual problems?” 

	“I don’t have any sexual problems,” I gritted my teeth. Her fingers, I think she had two of them up me now, were feeling awfully big, and my dick was throbbing. 

	“How about the fact that you only feel like having sex once a month or so?” 

	“I’m just not interested.” 

	“That’s an underlying symptom.” 

	“A symptom? Of what?” 

	“A problem.” 

	“Come on…oh…I have to pee.” 

	“Well pee.”  

	“I’m going to.” 

	“Stop threatening and pee.” 

	“Okay, doc, you asked for it.” 

	I relaxed and I felt the pee just ooze out of me. Gobs and gobs. 

	“There we go. Just let it happen.” 

	I was. I suddenly felt good. Relaxed. Loosy goosy. It felt so good to just stand there and pee. 

	Then the sensation of peeing stopped and she took her fingers out of my ass. 

	“Excellent. Tissues are on the table. You can clean yourself off and show yourself out.” 

	I straightened up and turned around. She was holding a little beaker with a lot of sperm in it. 

	“I…I came?” 

	“In buckets. You were a stopped up little boy.” 

	“I…oh…” 

	And that was that. She left, I wiped lubricant off my butt, got dressed, and went back to work. 

	  

	 

	Thursday night: “Arnie. I’d like to see you and your wife in my office tomorrow.” 

	“Doc? What for?” 

	“Test results are back and we need to have a sit down face to face.” 

	“But, I—“ 

	“Tomorrow, ten o’clock. See you then and don’t be late.” 

	Heck, that was going to cut into my day. But that was okay. Sales weren’t all good this week. The other sales people were doing all right, but my sales were dwindling. Just one of those temporary things. 

	  

	 

	Friday at ten o’clock. On the dot. Dr. Haverstein was not one of those doctors that put you in a waiting room for an hour before they meet with you. 

	And, we weren’t in the waiting room, or an exam room. We were in her office, and she had a very somber expression on her face. 

	“What’s this about?” I asked. 

	Carrie sat next to me. She was still having her little hissy fit from the weekend, but she hadn’t objected when I told her she had to come to the doctor’s office with me. 

	“Hi, Arnie. Carrie, how are you?” Haverstein ignored my question. 

	“I’m fine.” 

	“Excellent.” She turned to me. “Arnie, we have your test results back and you have a condition.” 

	“What kind of a condition?” I asked suspiciously. 

	“Your reproductive mechanisms are not working.” 

	“What?” Now I was worried. I was Johnny Regular. Once a month. Usually. What the hell could be going on?” 

	“The good news is that I think we have isolated the problem.” 

	“You have?” 

	She nodded. “Yes. You have a severe imbalance of hormones.” 

	“Hormones? But that’s…woman have hormones!” 

	“Men have them to. And hormones are important, and they especially need to be kept in balance. Yours are totally out of balance.” 

	“Well, what do we do?” 

	“We jumpstart you.” She pushed a bottle of ‘Supermale’ across her desk. 

	I stared at it. 

	“This is not a super viagra, or anything like that, though you may experience Viagra effects as your body returns to a normal balance.” 

	“What does that mean?” 

	“It means that your hormone levels are going to be going up and down. You’re going to experience a period of massive erections. Then you’re going to get the sweats and feel horny with no erections…that’s going to be the estrogen trying to reassert…then erections again, and back and forth…and, finally, you’re going to have normal sex drive, and your attitudes towards life are going to change.” 

	“Change how?” blurted Carrie. She was intensely interested. 

	“That’s to be seen. There are a lot of variables here, but the next couple of months are likely going to be a roller coaster ride of significant proportions.” 

	“But he’s going to be getting erections.” 

	“For a while, then none, then a while…” she shrugged. “You’ve had mood swings, it’s going to be like that, but with a heavy emphasis on the sexual. Just don’t be surprised if he acts weird, or does something strange.” 

	“Tell us more about this weird.” 

	“I can’t. Individuals are different. But don’t worry, no matter what happens. This medicine is new, but it is derived from a Hindu form of medicine called Ayurveda. Our latest discovery, it appears, has been around for thousands of years.” She smiled wryly. 

	And, though we talked some more, that was about it. 

	I was going to be a horn dog, then celibate, then horn dog, then…Heysoos. What a mess. 

	We returned home and Carrie was returned to normal. “Just think. Pills. And you’ll be normal.” 

	“I am normal.” 

	“You only think you’re normal.” 

	“I think it’s normal to be a man. And not this Female Led Relationship stuff you’re always trying to sell me.” 

	I tried to argue, there was something perverse in me, but Carrie just smiled and bubbled on about how it was going to be great to have me be me again. 

	Yeah. Right. 

	That night, right after dinner, I took my first Supermale pill. 

	  

	 

	Nothing for three days. 

	The war was over between Carrie and I, thank God, but nothing on the sexual front. Which was fine…I’m not always that interested in sex. 

	I went to work, came home, watched TV or read a book, maybe did a little work on the computer, then bed. 

	And did it all over again. 

	On the third day I was sitting at my desk when it happened. Erection. 

	And it was big, and hard, and sudden, and it literally took my breath away. I couldn’t think about anything but my cock. 

	I picked up the phone. “Doc? This is weird?” 

	“What’s happened?” 

	“I just…I have this…” 

	“An erection?” 

	“Yeah,” I was a little embarrassed. 

	“So go home and use it. I’ll write a prescription if you want.” 

	“Har de har har,” I hung up the phone. 

	I sat there, my dick poking the underside of my desk, my heart. pounding. Lust surging through me. 

	Yea, go home. That would look good on my record. ‘Had erection and needed to go boff my wife.’  

	But, on the other hand, the doc would clear the way if there were any embarrassing questions. And this was a medical situation. 

	I left the building the back way, hunched over so nobody would see the massive tent in my pants. 

	I drove carefully, groaning, feeling the big pulsing in my pants. I had to stop myself from pressing down on my crotch. 

	Somebody honking behind me. I had put my hand in my lap…oh, the light…I took my hand off my crotch and started up. 

	Into the driveway. Into the garage. I remembered to hit the remote and the door lowered. 

	I got out of the car and walked, my butt pooched back, trying to relieve the pressure of my throbbing boner. 

	The door opened and Carrie stared at me. “You’re home early. Is everything all right?” 

	“The pills, the pills!” 

	 I stepped into the kitchen and ripped my pants off. Ah, God! What a relief!” 

	“Holy…you…wow!” Carrie stared at my dick. “It even looks bigger!” 

	“It is. Can we…do you want to…?” 

	“Oh, baby, do I!” She licked her lips and grabbed my meat and tugged me towards the bedroom. 

	I followed her, somehow losing the rest of my clothes on the way. She threw me on the bed and slipped out of her clothes. 

	Fuck, she was so beautiful, and my dick was so hard…she pushed me back and crawled on top of me. “I’m going to be in control,” she said.  

	“More of that Female Led stuff?” 

	“I just don’t want that big hog hurting me.” 

	Fuck! Did she really say that? Was I really bigger? I felt bigger. At least, I felt harder. 

	She knelt over me, she didn’t need any lubrication, she was so excited, and she slid right over my cock. 

	“Oooo,” she moaned in delight. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!” 

	I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed her and flipped her over. 

	“Hey!” 

	I started jamming, ramming, slamming… 

	Her eyes grew wide and she put her arms around me and hugged me hard. 

	I was out of control. I was non stop. I was a locomotive being driven by the Energizer Bunny on steroids.  

	God, she felt good. Moaning and holding on, tilting her hips and trying to keep up. 

	Well, she had wanted a fuck, and this was definitely a fuck. 

	But…oh, you cruel Gods…I couldn’t cum. 

	“AHHH!” Carrie yelled. “FUUU! I’M CUMMING!” She was so loud the neighbors were going to have to close their windows. 

	Her hips froze, then spasmed. 

	I couldn’t stop. 

	Slam, slam, slam…thrust, thrust…I needed to…I was close. 

	“OOOH! SHIT! I”M GONNA!” 

	Carrie popped again. I hadn’t gotten off at all, and she was doubles on me. 

	Then, unbelievably…”GAAA….FUUUU….OHHH!” 

	Triples. 

	And I was still humping like mad. 

	She pushed me off. “I can’t…it’s too much…” 

	“But…but…” 

	She stood up. “That was fantastic…but it’s started to hurt.” 

	Oh, fuck! “But…but…” 

	“Use my vibrator.” She went to a drawer and pulled her vibrator out. She tossed it to me. 

	“How do I use this?” I turned it on. The buzz filled the air and beckoned to me. 

	She came to the bed and pushed me back. She took the vibrator and held it to my balls. 

	“Oh…yeah!” I humped up and down, and she grabbed my dick and braced herself so she could keep contact and not be thrown off. 

	But I couldn’t cum. 

	Finally, the battery went dead. 

	“Oh, no!” 

	“I’m tired, anyway,” Carrie said. 

	“But I’ve got to get off!” 

	She laughed, then sobered. “I know, cruel of me to laugh, but didn’t I just tell you the other week about the shoe being on the other foot?” 

	“This ain’t no hard de har,” I was almost crying. 

	“I’ll call the doctor.” 

	She went into the other room while I stroked myself. Interestingly, when she came back she had the same solution that I had stumbled on. I was jacking off and had my thumb up my ass. She stopped in the doorway and looked at me and said, “Oh!” 

	Then: “Doctor Haverstein says to stimulate your prostate. That will get rid of the semen and relieve you. For a while.” 

	“Well…do it!” I cried. 

	“Okay, let me get some gloves…and lube…” 

	In a half a minute she was standing next to the bed, slathering lube all over my rectum. 

	“Fuck!” I yelped, trying to hump my ass up and engulf her fingers. 

	She wasn’t gentle, we didn’t need any foreplay, I was just that horny. She slid two fingers into me and began searching for my prostate. 

	“Hold still,” she commanded. 

	Ha. As if.  

	Then she found it. I arched and my eyes opened wide. She began to push it gently as she stroked my dick. 

	“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled into a pillow, holding onto the sheets with my fists.  

	It was only a minute before I felt the desire to pee. I knew what to do now, so I just gave in and let it happen. 

	“Holy…oh, My…” Carrie was astounded by how much semen I was leaking. 

	“Fu…” I sighed, relaxing more. That loosy goosy feeling assailed me and my cares and troubles went away. Along with a massive hard on that wouldn’t quit. 

	After a minute I was empty. Drained. And the horror of having an unstoppable dick was over. 

	“Fuck,” I muttered as I lay back on the bed and covered my face with a pillow. 

	Oddly,  I didn’t feel like sleeping. 

	“I have never seen so much cum in my life.” 

	“I guess I’m not stopped up any more.” 

	“I guess not.” 

	“Thanks.” 

	“You’re welcome. Now wash the sheets.” 

	“What?” I didn’t look out from under the pillow. I felt too good. 

	“I said wash the sheets. You messed them, and I’m not going to get you off again if we don’t have clean sheets.” 

	“Oh, hell,” I rolled over and sat up. I didn’t feel like just sitting around. I felt an unusual amount of energy crackling through my body. “Okay.” 

	I hopped up and stripped the bed. Man, the sheets were soaked! I took everything out to the garage and figured out how to do a load of laundry. Funny. We had had the washing machine and drier for half a dozen years, and this was the first time I ever used them. 

	Then, because I was feeling pretty good, I washed the car. And did the lawn. And I wasn’t even thinking about it. I just did it. 

	Carrie was thinking about it. She sat on the sofa and watched me cut the lawn. She was sipping a Coke and musing, and a quirky smile was on her face. 

	When I washed the car she came out, actually brought a folding chair with her, and sat down and watched me. 

	“You need any help?” she asked at one point. 

	“Nah,” I said, scrubbing a bit of bird poop off the windshield. 

	“Well, you might want to wash my car when you’re done.” 

	“Okey dokey.” 

	And the rest of the afternoon went. 

	I got hard again, and Carrie offered me a hand job. 

	“Oh, God, yeah.” 

	So I laid on the bed, and it was almost clinical the way the stroked me and stuck her finger up my ass. 

	The finger up the ass, or fingers, I should say, really did the trick. I managed to get off before I became manic, and was glad for that. 

	When she was done Carrie giggled. 

	“What?” I asked. 

	“I like this.” 

	“What?” 

	“Getting you off this way. Heck, I can sit on you any time I want and you’ll be hard, and when you get out of control I just stick a finger or three up your butt and watch you pop.” 

	I grunted. I suppose I should have objected to her description of our situation, but I was feeling too loosy goosy. 

	  

	 

	The next day the feelings had gone down a little. I guess the edge was off, and though I was hard, and did look bigger, I wasn’t so compulsive. And I could live with that hard on that rarely went down and then only for a short while. 

	So I went to work. And I found that I had unlimited energy. At the end of the day the stat board showed me pulling away from everybody else. 

	I went home, and Carrie sat on me for a while, had two orgasms, then she drained me. And, again, there was a lot of cum. I guess I was making up for a decade of hormonal imbalance…it was all cumming out. 

	  

	 

	And so the week went. Me getting finger poked every night after work. Carrie sating herself, at last, on the dick that wouldn’t quit. My statistics at work skyrocketing. 

	And, me doing all the housework. 

	Well, I didn’t mind. And I had so much energy I had to do something. And Carrie, she wasn’t complaining. 

	Then Monday morning came. 

	I woke up and felt like crap that had been put in the toaster. I mean, every part of my body ached. My head hurt. I didn’t want to move. 

	“Call in sick,” I mumbled. 

	But Carrie wasn’t having any of that. “You can go see Dr. Haverstein.” 

	I don’t wanna!” I whined. 

	“Come on, big boy…hey! Where’s my dick?” 

	She had taken to referring to my penis as ‘her dick,’ and it was soft. Flaccid. Looking like the skin of a small snake. Just laid there, a shrivel of a raisin. 

	“Vacation. It went on vacation,” I groaned, trying to pull the covers back over me. 

	“Heck! Vacation’s over! I want some.” 

	“No.” 

	She pushed me off the bed. I hit the floor and just laid there. 

	She went and got icy water and poured it on me. 

	“OH…no! Okay!” 

	I struggled up as she giggled. I was staggering, and she helped steady me and got me dressed. 

	“Man, those pills really do things to you,” she said. 

	“Stupid pills. They should called them Supermaniac, not Supermale. 

	She fed me, then drove me into work. And called Doc Haverstein. 

	“He’s coming down from that glorious high. He doesn’t want to move. He just…okay. Sure. Back door. Right.” 

	She drove me to the back entrance, and Doc Haverstein was there. She took my arm and walked me into the back of the building, into an elevator, and up. 

	I leaned against the mirror wall of the elevator and was half out on my feet. I yawned. 

	“Is he going to be all right?” 

	Of course I was. A few winks and I would be right as rain. Just let me… 

	“Come on,” Carrie shoved me rudely. “No sleeping.” 

	They walked me into the Doc’s office, and she unlocked a cabinet and brought out a small bottle and a syringe. She squirted some stuff into my arm. 

	“A little pick me upper,” she explained. “This will get him through the day. You’ll have to do the driving, and it’s okay if he sleeps a lot.” 

	“Pick me up?” I perked. 

	Haverstein grinned. “Back to work, lazy bones.” 

	“Oh. Okay.” Then I looked at my crotch. The girls laughed. 

	“No big dickie today, slick.” Carrie teased me. 

	“Oh.” Interestingly, I missed it…and I didn’t miss it. If that makes sense. 

	“Before you go, do you have that semen sample for me?” 

	Carrie handed over a little bottle. 

	I was feeling a little more alive. “I didn’t know you were saving my sperm. What for? A rainy day?” 

	“There’a lots of things you don’t know,” Carrie chirped cheerfully. 

	The doc took the sample and placed it on her desk. “I’ll get this off to the lab, in the meantime, you go.” She pushed me towards the door. 

	Now I was feeling good. I had pep in my step. And, oddly, though I missed it, it was comforting to not have that big giant poking in my pants. Yes, I missed it, but not as much as I didn’t miss it. 

	  

	 

	The week went slowly, the doc giving me little booster shots, at least I call them boosters, and my sales stats were okay, barely. And I slept a lot. I slept from when I got home until the next morning. And I didn’t get any erections. And I was okay with all of that. But then Thursday night came. 

	  

	 

	“Hi, Doc,” Carrie answered the phone. “Tomorrow? Sure. Ten o’clock. See you then.” 

	At least that’s what I think she said. I was asleep. 

	Anyway, Friday morning came and Carrie dragged me out of bed and loaded me into the car. 

	Loaded me. She moved me around. And I realized that I was losing weight. I was never a chubbo, anyway, but a week of not eating much will slim you down a bit. 

	She drove me to work, and I was walked up to the office and I got my shot, and then nothing happened for fifteen minutes. Later, I would realize that they were just waiting for me to wake up a bit. 

	Finally, I was alert enough to function. I yawned, smiled, and said my favorite line for times like these. “What’s up, Doc?” 

	Doctor Haverstein wasn’t smiling. In fact, she had one of those faces doctors put on when they come out of the operating room and the patient has…not survived. 

	“Arnie, Carrie. We have a serious situation here.

	
  

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	10:00 Friday morning. Once again facing the good doctor. Though I wouldn’t be calling her ‘good’ in a few minutes. 

	“Thank you for coming.” 

	Yadda, yadda…get down to it. 

	Obviously, I was in an irritable stage. I would eventually find out that whenever I went from one extreme, hopeless hard ons to limp wimp and vice versa, I would be irritable. 

	Now I sat and felt like bugs were crawling on me. I just wanted to get out of there. I— “What did you say?” My day dreaming was brought to a rude and abrupt ending. 

	“I said,” Dr. Haverstein spoke sweetly, masking a mix of rather odd emotions, “That you were born a girl.” 

	Yeah. That. “What? What did you say?” 

	“Arnie, let me explain the whole thing. If you just listen you’re going to find as many answers as you do questions.” 

	“Listen to this silliness? I was born a man, I’ve always been a man, and now you’re trying to sell me some fantasy for…what? Why are you even talking?” 

	“Arnie, if you don’t want to listen, I do.”  

	I glared at Carrie, but I shut up. And there was a piece of me that listened. Listened even as the Titanic went belly up and sank to the very bottom of the ocean where she crumbled and rotted and mysterious sea monsters took residence in her. 

	“You’re going to want to do some research on this, and I suggest first looking up the term ‘intersex.’ That’s the new term. The old term is ‘hermaphrodism.’” 

	“Bullshit.” 

	“Arnie…” Carrie spoke warningly. 

	Haverstein went on. 

	About 1 in 2000 people are born Intersex…with the sex organs of both the male and the female. 

	Most of the time it is of little consequence. Doctors perform small operations to hide one or the other of the sex organs, the individual usually manifests that way, unused sex organs shrivel, and that is that. But your sex organs are alive and well.” 

	“The bull shat and stepped in it,” I snorted. 

	“Furthermore, the pills I gave you, they are, to be very unscientific about it, having a hard time figuring out how to balance you.” 

	“What?” This actually interested me. I knew something was off with those pills. 

	“Your mood swings, as your wife describes them to me, and from what I have observed, are too extreme.” 

	“So I should stop taking the pills?” 

	“No. Definitely not. The balancing is happening, and whatever process we have woken up should be taken to the end conclusion.” 

	“So let me get this straight. You gave me some pills which are making me into a woman and—“ 

	“Whoa…let’s start again.” 

	She went through her talk again. About the fourth or fifth time I started to understand it. 

	“I’m a Hermaphrodite?” 

	“The proper term is ‘Intersex.’ Intersex is a lot less judgmental.” 

	“I’ve got…a pussy?” 

	“A vagina. Yes.” 

	“But where is it?” 

	“When I discovered what was happening I requested your birth records.”  

	“From the hospital I was born at.” 

	I was dizzy. Oddly, I think Carrie was concealing a chuckle. Probably just enjoying my rapier like wit being blunted. 

	“Yes.” She lifted a thick folder off of the credenza behind her and placed it on her desk. She opened the folder and took out several sheets of paper. 

	“These are the details of the operation. I have to tell you, this operation should not have been done. The doctor concealed your female organs, but it is your male organs that should have been concealed.” 

	“What?” 

	“That’s why he’s a little small,” blurted Carrie?” 

	“What?” I stared at my wife. 

	“It’s okay, honey, this just explains so much.” 

	“Like what?” 

	“Like why you act so manly all the time. Why you push your opinions so aggressively, even the way you treat women.” 

	“What’s wrong with the way I treat women?” 

	“You’re compensating. In your heart you know what’s happened, or you have some suspicion or conflict, and it makes you rough and aggressive. And you act manly to prove you’re something you’re not.” 

	“You’re full of—“ 

	Haverstein cleared her throat and we both looked at her. 

	“She’s right to a point. The psychological estimate, as crude as it is—sorry Carrie—is probably right. But it’s not that you’re proving you’re a man…it’s that you are trying to conceal that you’re a woman. Sort of.” 

	“I’m a woman.” 

	Silence greeted my remark, and the silence was louder than any foghorn. 

	“I’m a…no, I’m not.” 

	“You’re both. But you’ve been overcompensating.” 

	“I…you…I…” 

	I sputtered for a while, my mind on definite overload. This was the craziest thing I had ever heard. It was Carrie who started the ball rolling again. 

	“So what do we do?” 

	“Well, that’s an interesting crossroads.” 

	I glared at her. 

	“Before I give you my opinion I want to show you something.” She took an old X-ray out of the folder. She stood up and put it in the light box Doctors use to view X rays. 

	This is you, 30 years ago. You can see the penis. It’s not very big, but it is well defined. This X ray was taken within days of your birth. 

	My eyes were glued open. Me. With a penis. Of course. 

	“And this shadow right here, and the line of light that curves here and there,” she pointed, “that’s your vagina.” 

	I stared at my pussy. Some people call ‘em vaginas. I call ‘em pussies. I had one. An actual pussy. Under my cock and balls. And it was supposedly still there, sewed up. And ovaries. And…and everything. 

	“How come I don’t have tits?” I asked suspiciously. 

	“I hate to say it, honey, but you do. You’ve never had a flat, masculine chest. And you know it because you wear those compression garments. 

	“A compression bra?” asked Haverstein. 

	“It’s just swelling from…from…” 

	“From gynecomastia,” Haverstein spoke. “It comes from having excessive estrogen levels. Estrogen levels that, in your case, are fighting testosterone levels.” 

	“But…but…”  

	“You were going to tell us your recommendation,” Carrie asked the doctor. 

	Haverstein nodded. “The concealment operation didn’t work. Your hormones are battling for control of your body. The best thing to do, in my opinion, is to undo the concealment and let the body make its choice.” 

	“I don’t…are you telling me you want to cut open my pussy?” 

	“In crude terms, yes. I believe it’s the only way.” 

	 I began to cry. 

	  

	 

	Irritability over, I went into male mode. Hot and horny and full of energy. I wanted to fuck constantly, but my cums were few and far between, unless aided by Carrie’s finger. Or two or three. 

	“You not only like it, you crave it,” she said, as she pumped three fingers against my brown ring. I was groaning and moaning. It felt like somebody was basting me with pleasure. 

	“Just get me off,” I groaned. 

	She did. Though her arm was sore before I finally popped out my oodles and oodles of semen. 

	She slapped my ass and went into the bathroom to discard her gloves. She came back out. I was lying on the bed, glowing with happiness. 

	“Clean the sheets.” 

	“I will.” 

	She chuckled. 

	“What?” 

	“I like you this way.” 

	“What way?” 

	“When you’re full of energy I get to fuck you until I squirt, and then you’ve got so much energy you clean the house and…and…” 

	“What?” 

	“You’re submissive.” 

	“I’m not!” 

	“Okay. We can talk about it later. After you’ve done the bedding.” 

	I blinked. I saw what she had done. She had illustrated my own submissiveness to her. 

	“Not fair,” I felt sad. 

	“And you’re getting more emotional. Like a woman. Like you’re going through puberty or something.” 

	“I am not!” 

	But I was. 

	  

	 

	I was scheduled for an operation to undo the early operation I had had right after being born. So I had it, and I woke up. 

	“How you feel, honey?” 

	I was a little dizzy and out of it. Drugs do that to you. I smiled up at Carrie. “I feel like a little monkey on a big playground.” 

	One of the nurses stifled a giggle. 

	“Did I say something funny?” 

	“No, dear,” Carrie said with a smile. “Are you ready to go home?” 

	That’s medicine for you these days. They fix your broken leg and expect you to walk out on it…on the same day. 

	Or, in my case, they gave me a vagina, right between my legs, and I was expected to…to…what did I expect of a vagina? 

	I had made the decision to let Doctor Haverstein go ahead with her operation, but I didn’t know what happened afterwards. 

	What was I supposed to do with a vagina? I had lived my life as a man, what was I supposed to do now? 

	Carrie’s suggestion, delivered with a straight face, was that I could now ‘go fuck yourself.’ 

	I didn’t think that was all that funny. And I don’t care that Haverstein rubbed a hand over her mouth to conceal a smirk at that stupid one liner. 

	So I walked out, and I could feel the padding, like a big diaper, to protect the stitches. 

	Stitches. They had simply made a slit, pulled the skin this way and that, and…I had a pussy under the bandages. 

	I couldn’t wait to see it. Insert dread here. 

	We went home and Carrie waited on me. I was at the end of limpy wimpy stage, and into irritability, when I went back and had the stitches taken out. 

	I was going to actually see my very own vagina. 

	I sat in one of those big chairs that women sit in for pelvic examinations, snippity snip, and Dr. Haverstein stood back and handed me a mirror. 

	It was about four inches long, maybe five, and it looked exactly like a…pussy. A gash. A snatch. A slit. Even the hair around it looked…normal. 

	I reached down, and was almost terrified, and touched it. And shivered. 

	I touched the labia, and pulled them open. I had a little valley, a pussy, and a clitoris. 

	Funny, the clitoris was big. And my dick was small. Maybe I should have been treated like a girl during my life. 

	NO! NO! I can’t believe I thought that. 

	Carrie came forward and studied my slit. “Wow. That’s a real vagina.” 

	“Told you,” Dr. Haverstein nodded her head. 

	“Can I touch it?” Carrie looked at me. 

	“I guess so.” I was fascinated, and afraid, all at the same time. 

	She reached out and touched my lower lips. 

	I shivered again, and a feeling shot through my groin area, and my dick started to grow bigger. 

	“Is it time for his male phase to begin?” 

	“Tomorrow,” Carrie said. 

	“Interesting. He’s reacting sexually.” 

	“I am not!” 

	Haverstein: “Look, Arnie, I know what you’re going through. And you have to stop fighting it. What you’ve got here, it’s real. Don’t deny yourself…explore yourself. Let yourself live. If you can attain a stable emotional level your body will have an easier time of balancing your hormones. 

	I frowned, but she was right. Then she threw in the knuckle ball. “When did your breasts start growing?” 

	“They aren’t—“ 

	“Two days ago,” answered Carrie. 

	“The pills, and I’ll bet there was a mental adjustment in accepting his condition.” 

	“I don’t have…” but I was weak. Truth, I had noticed them. 

	“How large do you think they’ll get?” 

	“Well, he should get a bra right away. And the speed at which he is growing, he’s going to be pretty big.” 

	“I’m not.” But I was almost crying. These damned female emotions. 

	  

	 

	The Male Phase hit, once again, and I was roaring around the house with a hard on that, for a change, would quit. 

	Then I went through irritability, and I reached a weird sort of plateau. I guess the balancing pills, the SuperMale stuff, was working. Although I thought they were going to have to rename it. Superfemale, maybe. 

	My hard ons got manageable. And my dick was bigger. And I could cum easier. 

	But the real surprise was in dresses. 

	  

	 

	“Honey, just because I’m wearing a bra doesn’t mean I have to dress like a girl.” 

	“No, you don’t. But Doctor Haverstein thinks you should experiment, explore, and find out about yourself. Wouldn’t you like to see what it’s like to be a girl? Instead of fighting it?” 

	Fighting it. Yeah. With the lessening of male hard ons I was not fighting it as much. The male in me was dwindling. The female was on the rise. 

	“Now just put this on and we can just hang out around the house and play. Okay?” 

	I let her put me in a dress, an actual dress. It was purple and had a criss cross top that would show my cleavage. And I was starting to get some definite cleavage. 

	I looked at myself in the mirror. 

	“Make up.” 

	“No.” 

	So she got me drunk. She took me into the kitchen and poured whiskey and Coke down my throat until I was a happy camper. 

	“Make up.” 

	“Sure, why not.” 

	She led me back to the bedroom and played with my face. 

	It was so odd, and so cool. To let somebody smooth your skin and clean it and powder it. 

	She tried blush, but it didn’t look good. 

	“You’ve still got male coloring in your cheeks. I’ll bet in a month blush will look marve-y on you. 

	Marve-y? 

	She colored my eyes, a light blue worked well, then painted my lips. 

	“Oh, you’re going to love this,” she said, moving aside and letting me see myself in her mirror. 

	There I stood, well, sat, and I was a woman. 

	No. Not a man in drag. The pills had rebalanced me, redistributed some of the flesh in my face, let alone my hips and boobs. 

	A woman. I think that was the point where I began to accept that this whole thing was real, that I had been born with a woman’s accessories, and that maybe I wasn’t so manly after all. 

	“Let me paint your nails.” 

	I did. I watched while red claws sprouted on my fingers. I watched as she coated them with some sort of hardener. 

	“Be careful when you wash the dishes. And make sure you don’t stab yourself in the dick.” 

	“Har de har—“ I stopped with the mock laugh. 

	Carrie stared at me. “Your voice!” 

	“It’s higher!” 

	A full octave higher. Whatever those pills were, they were hitting me on all fronts. 

	I had tits, lips, a body that was curvy. I had long hair, it was growing faster and fuller, and I had a face that was soft. 

	With the make up there was almost no trace of the male. 

	I closed my eyes and remembered my male face. I could see it. I could see that if I took the make up off I would be more male, perhaps passably male. But with the make up on…I was more than passable. I was undoubtedly female. 

	“God, you are beautiful.” 

	“I feel…I feel beautiful.” 

	“Here. More mascara. And let’s curl your lashes.” 

	She was done, but enamored with changing me more and more, of making me into…into what?” 

	“Honey?” I asked. “What about us.” 

	“What about us?” She was honestly blank. 

	“I was a man. Now…now I don’t think so.” 

	She smiled. “No. I don’t think so, either.” 

	“But we were married. Are married. What does me being a woman do to our relationship.” 

	Her eyes frowned, I could see it. She was hiding something. 

	“What are you hiding?” 

	“Nothing.” 

	“Come on, out with it. I can take it. Whatever your feelings are.” 

	“I don’t have any feelings.” 

	I started thinking about the last couple of weeks. “You’ve stopped…you…you ride me, but you don’t…” 

	She started to cry. She fell into my arms. “I love you. But I’m scared you won’t love me! What if…what if…” 

	“What if what?” I was honestly a little confused. 

	“What if you want a man!” she wailed. 

	I started to laugh. She held on to me, still crying, still upset, but I couldn’t help it. Besides I knew it was going to be all right. 

	“Stop laughing,” she hit me softly with a hand. 

	I pried her loose from me and held her at arm’s length. “Honey?” 

	“What?” she sniffled. 

	“Love isn’t about sex. Love is about people. I fell in love with you.” 

	“I don’t…you can’t…” 

	“Listen. If you got in an accident tomorrow and lost a leg, would I still love you?” 

	“Well, uh…I guess.” 

	“You guess,” I chuckled. “You can bet your life on it. And if I tried to feed an alligator and lost an arm…would you still love me?” 

	“Yes.” She was sure on that one. I was making headway. 

	“And what if I was born without legs. But you fell in love with me…would you stop loving me if I suddenly grew legs?” 

	“You’re stupid,” she giggled. 

	“You’re the stupid one.” I spoke softly and lovingly. “I just grew a pair of tits, and a snatch. And I didn’t even lose my balls or cock. Can you still love me?” 

	“I…I…” Then we were kissing. And it was odd. Truth, we hadn’t kissed much, we had our internal foibles, but I tell you this now, kissing as a woman is different than kissing as a man. 

	A man thrusts his face forward, he devours lips, he chews and spits his tongue into the mouth, and…he’s aggressive. 

	A woman is soft and tentative. She samples lips, tasting them and wondering at them. Tongues slither softly, almost like they are unsure, yet…they are sure. It is just a different way of doing things. 

	Male vs female. 

	Masculine vs feminine. 

	Or, in my specific case, Masculine transferred into feminine. 

	Then she hugged me, just held on, and I realized it was the first really honest emotions we had had since this whole thing started. 

	Not proving oneself through sex and sexual appetites, and judging oneself through the act of sex, but just calmly holding each other. Feeling each other…with nothing between us. No barriers. Acceptance. Both halves made whole. 

	Then, I hate to say it, grin, I fucked her. That’s right, I ruined that perfect moment by getting a hard on, and she hopped on, and we had a frothy old time. 

	But I didn’t cum. 

	But it didn’t bother me as much. I didn’t know why, but it didn’t, but I would eventually find out why. 

	  

	 

	We started going out more. 

	I wore a gaff to keep my dress line line down, and we sauntered through stores, hit Starbucks, and went to coffeehouses. 

	Then, one night, we decided to go to a nightclub. 

	I had been to clubs before, but as a man, never as a woman. 

	We decided to go to Sharkies, a fancy hot spot where I had been turned away before, never even made it inside. This time was different. 

	Carrie outdid herself in preparing me. My hair was perfect, my make up flawless, and my own natural charms were becoming more and more noticeable. 

	Heck. I was a D cup. There, you dragged it out of me. 

	So we drove over to Sharkies, parked the car, and sauntered towards the entrance. 

	It wasn’t exactly silence, more like rapt attention, and it was focused on us. 

	I felt the eyes upon me. 

	Carrie giggled. “Now you know what it feels like when guys check you out.” 

	“Heysoos,” I whispered to her. “That is unnerving.” 

	“Oh, don’t worry,” she whispered back, holding on to my arm, “You’ll learn to love it. In fact, you’ll feel bad when they don’t check you out.” 

	“You love being checked out?” 

	“All the time.” 

	“And that explains why you insist on being fully made up before you ever go out.” 

	“Now you’re getting the picture.” 

	We reached the head of the line. A big bruiser stood there, unshaved and muscly. He held up the rope. “Right this way, ladies.” 

	We went under the rope and entered the night club. 

	“I can’t believe it! As a guy I never made it past the line!” 

	“The perks of being a sexy girl. Want to know another perk?” 

	“Sure.” 

	She turned to a suave asshole with an attitude. “Hey, stud. Buy us drinks.” 

	He stumbled all over himself, lost his cool, disappeared, and returned with two drinks. 

	“Heysoos in a bed with no mattress!” I whispered to Carrie. 

	“Now you know, girlfriend.” She giggled and sipped, then engaged in a little light talk with Mr. Suave. After a few minutes, however, she made a graceful escape, even kissed him on the cheek. 

	“Always reward them. Give them something.” 

	“What if you don’t.” 

	“Then you’re a bitch.” 

	We drank for free that night, though it was Carrie that had to cadge the liquor. I was so out of my league, so embarrassed. 

	Carrie didn’t mind. In fact, she began to act a little possessive. She held my hand, refused dances and put her arm around my shoulder, and suddenly I realized what was happening. Guys were assuming we were Lesbian. 

	Weird, but okay with me. I had discovered something I already knew. I liked girls. 

	Specifically, I liked Carrie. I didn’t want to be held by a guy, or especially be kissed by a guy. The one dance Carrie talked me into, with a shy boy who stammered, proved to be a disaster. I was totally turned off, and even revulsed. 

	My body might be a bit girly…a lot girly…but my mind was boy. 

	Finally, Carrie turned to me, lifted my hair and murmured, “How are you handling all this.” 

	“I’m handling.” 

	“But…?” 

	“I guess guys are just not my scene.” 

	“What about the girls?” 

	“Yeah, but there’s only one girl I really care about.” 

	She took my hand and led me outside. She walked me back to the parking lot. We were silent, letting the loud sounds of music pass us by. 

	We stopped at the car and she turned me around, pushed me up against the car. Funny, I had done this to her when we had first met. But I had been a man then, and I probably had a good bit of testosterone flowing, or at least enough. I had taken charge and kissed her and that had led to more dates…and falling in love. 

	Now she had me up against the car. She nibbled on my lips and brushed her hands over my breasts. 

	“Your tits are bigger than mine.” 

	“Maybe.” 

	“I’m jealous.” 

	“Ha,” I said, holding on to her, melting into her, feeling a submissiveness I didn’t know I had. 

	She gripped my hair and pulled my head back. She kissed my neck, slowly brought me head down, worked my lips. 

	“Oh,” I said. 

	“What?” 

	“My gaff hurts.” 

	She laughed. “Poor boy is getting all bent out of shape down there?” 

	“Poor girl is.” 

	I think that was the remark that set us off. That was the one that started us down the path to what we did next. 

	“You know,” she said, “There’s one thing we haven’t done.” 

	I knew what she was talking about. It was heavy in my mind, and we were on the same wavelength. 

	“I know.” 

	We kissed some more. I lowered my hand and snaked it under her skirt. I inserted a finger and she gasped. Then, turn about being fair play, she lowered her hand, went under my short skirt, into my panties, and tried to get past the gaff. 

	She couldn’t. 

	“Fuck,” she whispered. 

	I smiled. “Maybe if you took me home you might get lucky.” 

	She grinned, a particularly wolfish grin. “Maybe we’ll both get lucky. 

	  

	 

	We drove home and she pulled into the driveway, into the garage. 

	I sat in the passenger seat, marveling at home things had changed. I used to be the one behind the wheel, but now things were different. Now I felt better if she was in charge, if she took the lead. 

	Heck, I had been trying to take the lead my whole life, and it hadn’t worked, but this felt natural. 

	We stopped off in the kitchen to make another drink, drank it, mingled our lipsticks, then staggered back to the bedroom. 

	We took off our clothes slowly. Shedding dresses and undergarments and dropping them on the floor. 

	When I took off the gaff it was heaven. My dick popped up with a vengeance. 

	“You want to ride my hog first?” 

	“I wouldn’t mind,” she said, “As long as you don’t cum.” 

	“Why not?” 

	“Because I’m going to try and give you a vaginal orgasm tonight. 

	“Oh,” that surprised me. I don’t know why, maybe just because how blunt it was…but there it was. 

	I lay on the bed, my dick standing up. Funny, I couldn’t figure out whether it was bigger or smaller. Sometimes I even felt like it was both…at the same time. 

	Regardless of size, Carrie walked up my body and squatted over me. It was obvious that she was hot, and moist. We had already done the foreplay. We were ready for the big time. 

	She squatted, lowered herself onto my shaft, and I opened my mouth with the sudden and severe pleasure. 

	“You better hurry,” I said, gulping. 

	“Don’t you dare cum,” she moaned. 

	“I might have to…” 

	“Let me know when you’re going to go and I’ll help you.”               

	I should have listened to what she said, and figured it out, but I didn’t. I just nodded and began pushing up with my hips. 

	“Oh, yeah,” she moaned, grabbing her tits and pulling. 

	“Let me do that,” I pushed her hands away and gripped her nips and stretched them out. 

	“Oh!” She giggled and held her boobs. 

	I lowered my hands and began rubbing her snatch. 

	“Oh, yeah.” 

	For a long minute we slipped and slithered and felt the glory of our flesh joined. then I felt ignition.” 

	“I’m going to cum!” I blurted. 

	“No, you’re not.” 

	She got off me and gripped my penis at the base of the shaft, she squeezed. 

	I felt my body pulsing, trying to spew, but there was no way past her gripping hand. 

	“Fu-u-u-u…” I cried out. It hurt, but not entirely in a bad way. It did stop me, however, and a minute later she was back on top. Laughing like a cowgirl and slapping my tits. 

	“Ow!” but I was laughing. 

	“Take it like a woman!” she yelled, then she began to squirt. Hard. “OHH! FUCK! OHHH!” 

	It hit her in waves, and she rode those waves, up and down, surging and waning. If I had cum then she wouldn’t have been able to stop me. Heck, she was out of her mind. 

	But I didn’t cum. I just held her waist, kept her from falling, and kept pushing my penis into her. 

	Then she fell on me. Our tits pressed against each other. She gasped and gulped and tried to get her breath back. 

	“Nicely done, bitch,” I slapped her ass softly. I didn’t have much leverage, being on the bottom. 

	She recovered, pushed up and placed her hands on my biceps. I had lost some muscle, probably couldn’t have gotten free, but I didn’t want to. I liked being controlled. 

	“Are you ready for yours?” 

	“You need to ask?” 

	“How horny are you?” 

	“I’m hornier than a brass band.” 

	“Well, toot toot, baby. I’m about to kettle your drum.” 

	We laughed at such silly talk, and she got off, went to her dresser and took out the vibrator. 

	“That’s awful big.” 

	“Only if you’re dry. I don’t think you’re dry.” 

	I wasn’t. I could feel the moisture of my pussy leaking out. 

	“Come over here, spread your legs.” 

	I arranged myself and spread, and she grabbed my penis with one hand and began to suck it. 

	“Oh!” 

	But I was disappointed. I wanted to cum from the vagina. 

	“Don’t worry, baby. I’m just warming you up.” 

	She kept stroking and sucking. “Feel your tits. Play with your nipples.” 

	I did so. My nipples were big, engorged, and so very, very sensitive. 

	“All right, honey. Get ready for the rocket ride.” 

	She slid the vibrator into me. I was shocked at how easy it slid up the channel. Then it stopped, actually hurt. 

	“Fuck, you’ve got a hymen!” 

	“What?” 

	“A cherry! I’m going to pop your cherry!” 

	Softly, gently, taking here time, she maneuvered the dildo, and finally I felt the membrane rupture. The fake dick slid all the way into me.  

	“Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 

	“You ain’t seen nothing, yet.” She turned the vibrator on. 

	God! I about came out of my skin! My hips leaped up and I felt muscles I didn’t know I had contracting. 

	She pulled it out and pushed it in. 

	“Oh…oh…” I started to cry. Tears of joy. I had never known it could be like this… 

	She circled it in my pussy, and the little motor kept making the thing shiver inside me. 

	Meanwhile, her other hand was slapping my balls lightly, and she was sucking the head of my cock. 

	“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” I couldn’t stop chanting. I could already feel the crescendo building. I felt like I was out of my body, riding a huge cosmic wave. 

	“Please…please…” I moaned, then the damn broke. 

	The atom bomb went off, the earthquake rocked and rolled and the hurricane burst upon me. 

	I was aware of my hips locking up, tilted up, frozen, and this immense, golden feeling whelming me. 

	I wasn’t even aware of who I was…I was just…white hot pleasure. 

	After what seemed like an hour, but was probably only a minute, I began to come down. 

	I sagged. She stopped swallowing semen, and I realized I had not only cum in the pussy, I had cum with the dick. “Oh, God!” I wheezed. 

	She turned off the vibrator and pulled it out of me. She let go of my balls. 

	I lay there on the bed, a puddled mess, unable to move. 

	I looked at my wife. 

	She looked at me and grinned. She said, “Well, I guess that should balance your hormones.” 

	  

	 

	THE END 
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