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PART ONE

“Hey, honey, look at all this good stuff!”

My gorgeous wife, Janey, looked up from the box she was digging through. “This is amazing!”

“And you never really met her?”

“Mom used to say she doted on me, but I was too young to remember that. Then we moved away. But she always sent me letters and things. I’d answer her when I got older, but…I don’t remember her that well.”

“Well, she sure remembered you.”

“Funny. You wouldn’t think a woman so brainy would be all emotional over a baby,” she shrugged.

The attic was jammed and crammed with boxes and furniture and old clothes. It was all old stuff, too. Her grandmother, ‘Grandma Nancy,’ apparently never threw anything away.

A brainiac, in charge of the research and development department of the US Army, she was also a hoarder.

I picked up a photo album and started leafing through it.

“Hey, look at this!”

Janey put down a vinyl recording of Caruso, scratchless and probably worth a mint, and sauntered over to me.

The attic was tall, and it had thick plywood over the floor. It could have been used as a regular room, if we wanted.

“What you got?”

“Your granny’s history.”

There was a big couch at the far wall, right under one of the dozen lightbulbs that lit up the big space. We sat on it, and laughed when dust engulfed us, and I opened the book.

Man, people’s lives are interesting. The very first page showed a little girl in a a shift standing on the prairie. She was sucking her thumb and holding a rag doll. Her eyes were very knowing.

“That’s Gram. She grew up in Nebraska. Said she left it as soon as she could drive. And I think she lied about her age so she could drive early.

“Wow. There’s nothing there but…waving wheat.”

“Mom said she hated the wind. Growing up with those big winds sweeping across the plains, she would walk into a building if it started to blow.”

I flipped the pages, saw her sitting on a branch on the only tree on a vast plain. We chuckled. She looked proud to be up on that limb.

More pages. Sitting at a table, studying a book. She looked very intense.

“Homeschooled.”

“Homeschooled, and she ends up the biggest brain in the world.”

Janey grinned. “Maybe not the whole world.”

“Ah, the whole world,” and we laughed.

More pages in the album. Her a teenager, that same intense look in her eyes. Books under her arms.

“She didn’t go to an official school until she was 20, then she got her doctorate in two years.”

“Two years? That’s impossible!”

Janey shrugged. “Times were different back then. You were measured by your accomplishments. She wrote a thesis that apparently changed a lot of people’s minds. Something to do with spacial relationships in a vacuum versus electromagnetic anomalies in the human brain.”

“What?”

“I know. That’s a mouthful.”

We flipped more pages, and there was her granny, cap and gown, same piercing looked. More pages, and we started seeing a fellow.

“Who’s that?”

“Beats me. Some classmate?”

“Could be a boyfriend.”

“Grandma never married. Never spoke of a boyfriend.”

“Hunh.” Janey flipped some some more pages, and I noticed she had placed a hand on my thigh. I smiled inside.

Pictures of her at various institutes. NASA, of course, an Oceanography school. There was even a picture of her next to Brainiac. A braniac standing next to brainiac, the world’s first super computer. How appropriate.

And there were programs. Usually lectures on science concepts or programs. Lot of those.

And that guy showed up a lot, too.

One picture, at the Smithsonian, she had somebody take a picture of her standing under the skeleton of a dinosaur, holding her hands up as if scared the dino would eat her. On the very next page was that guy, same pose.

I flipped back and forth between the two photos.

“What?”

“Same pose, exactly alike. And, look, it’s almost like they had the same clothes on.

“The same…you’re right!”

Grandma wore slacks and a jacket, very professional, though a little unorthodox for the day. On the next picture it looked the guy had the same slacks and jacket.

“They’re about the same height. I wonder who he was?”

“The mystery boyfriend.”

They probably went home and changed clothes for sex. Granny was a crossdresser.”

Janey pushed me with one arm. Then placed her hand back on my leg. A little higher.

Shortly we were done with the book. She had other books, but this seemed to be the main one, and I put it aside and thought about it. “What a life.”

“Yes,” and Janey launched herself at me.

“Argh!” I yelped as she sat on me. Then we both started coughing for the dust, and then laughing.

“Let’s go downstairs,” she said.

I grabbed her hand and led her to a corner of the attic. There was a folding bed there.

“Not going to be much dust here,” I said, and I unfolded the thing.

It was narrow, but that was okay. I wiggled out of my clothes, and she stripped hers off, and she pushed me back on the bed.

“Hey! No shoving! Ya big bully!”

“I like to shove!” She growled playfully.

“You should have been born the boy.”

“And you the girl? I can really see that.”

I laughed. She was sitting on me again, her hands holding my arms down. Her breasts hanging down and brushing my chest.

“If I had a big pair of boobs like you it probably wouldn’t be too bad.”

“Oh, ho! His true colors come out!”

“Here’s my true colors,” I said, and I tried to rise up, to get my dick into here.

“What, no foreplay?”

“Just looking at you is foreplay enough for me.”

“Yeah, but you get to look at something beautiful. What am I looking at?” She was holding herself over me, brushing the head of my cock with her pussy.

“You get a stud.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Yeah?”

“Fuckin’ yes!”

She sank down on me. It was a quick motion and thank God she didn’t miss. Would have bent my dick in half. As it was I plunged into her and gasped.

We froze, she held my wrists tight and she said, “A motionless fuck.”

“No.”

“Yes. Or I’ll get up and leave you high and dry.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“You know I would.”

And I did know. Janey was not only gorgeous, she was mischievous. It wouldn’t be the first time she left off in the middle of a fuck just to laugh at me all night long.

“Okay,” I gave in.

“Until I say.”

We lay there, her in the superior position, and the minutes passed. We kept strict eye contact, the first one to look away lost in these nefarious games of hers.

“Your cock feels pretty good,” she whispered.

“You talked!”

“I can, you can’t. I feel your penis, it feels like it’s poking my insides. It’s making my hole hot. Can you feel my juices?”

“All I feel is your warmth. Let me move.”

“Nah. If you move you might cum, and I want this to last.”

I gulped. This was such sweet torture.

She leaned down slowly, “Don’t move,” and she kissed me.

I have never wanted to move so much in my life. The soft press of her lips on mine, her warm breath entering me. Connected by sex organ.

“Don’t cum,” she warned.

“Then fuck me.”

She got a truly evil look on her face.

“Only I can move, and you’d better not cum.”

“Oh, you bitch!”

She giggled, and rolled her hips in a circle, once.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

“Don’t cum!”

She went up and down. Once.

“Please!” I begged.

Then, her eyeballs rolled and she pushed off me and put her hands to her pussy. She brought her knees up and her thighs were quivering. “Oh…god! Yes!

I stared, my mouth open. “You came without me!”

She lay next to me, a big shit eating grin on her face. “I did, didn’t I.”

“Let me in! I need to get off!”

“Nah. I like you like this.”

“But…but…”

She rolled off the bed and stood up. Her form was statuesque. Big boobs, round hips, thin waist. She had shades of the same piercing look that her grandmother had.

“Oh, you bitch!”

“I is, ain’t I?”

I sat up, my cock quivering. I grabbed it and started stroking.

She leaned down real quick and grabbed my wrist. “No, no.” Those beautiful, blue eyes driving into me like spears.

“But—“

“I want you horny for a while.”

“Well…when?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.”

“I can’t last that long!”

“I know,” and she giggled. “Now go fix me dinner. You’re the bitch in this relationship, and now I’m the man!”

“You wouldn’t be saying that if I had the pussy and you were cock hungry!”

“Shut up, bitch!” She grabbed my cheek with one hand and brought my lips to hers. She devoured me for a while, then backed away and laughed. “Besides, you know you enjoy being horny.”

“Not that much!”

“Yeah. That much.”

We had dinner on the porch. The house was big, two story turn of the last century, and it had one of those wonderful porches that wrapped around the whole front of the house. And, it was screened. No bugs to bug us.

“I can’t believe you fixed us TV dinners,” groused Janey.

“I was too horny to figure anything else out.”

She laughed. “If you’re going to play that game I will play too. this time next week you’ll be a blithering idiot.”

“Aw, honey. One look at you and I’m already a blithering idiot.”

We ate our dinners and watched the sunset. It was a glorious red with sheens of purple lacing through it.

“Gonna be a moon tonight,” I observed.

“Tom?”

I looked at her. She was suddenly serious.

“Who do you think that man was? The one in her clothes?”

“Some crossdresser.”

“I wish we had a better picture. I’d like to see how deep the similarities went.”

“Visitor,” I said.

At the far end of the long drive a car had just come into view. It barreled down the road raising a rooster tail of dust.

“Seems to be in a hurry,” she observed.

“Hunh!” I grunted.

We were done with our dinners, so I took them into the kitchen and popped them into the garbage. I was washing our silverware when I heard the clomp of feet on the porch. The window was open so I listened to a faceless man.

“Hello.”

“Hi, you are?”

“Morgan Slye. And you must be Jane Haswell.”

“I must be.”

I could feel a distinct coldness in Jane’s voice. She was the kind of girl who liked everybody, but if she didn’t she made up her mind pretty fast. She didn’t like this guy.

“I’m sorry about your grandmother’s passing.”

“Noted.”

Holy fuck, her voice was a hundred degrees below freezing.

“Here’s my card, I specialize in estates. I’d like to make you an offer for this house, everything in it.”

“Thanks.” Nothing. I could almost feel Janey’s eyes piercing into this guy’s.” I turned off the water and moved closer to the window.

“Have I done something to offend you?”

“Nope.”

“Would you consider my offer?”

“Nope.”

“Would you tell me why?”

“It’s mine.”

“Well, could you at least let me inspect some items? I’m pretty particular, I’ve got an idea of what I want.”

“Nope.”

The fellow was getting pretty antsy.

“Could you put your dog back in your car?”

“Butch here?” A pause. “I think you’d better consider my offer. Right, Butch?”

I heard a growl. It was deep and throaty and threatening.

I picked up a big carving knife and headed for the door.

“Mister. You get that dog off this porch right now. You get in your car and you stay gone.”

“Butch.”

Butch growled louder.

I opened the front door and stepped out. “Hey, Janey.”

The man spun about and stared at me. The dog at his feet spun, too, and he growled.

The man was taller than me, and he had muscles. I didn’t know why he felt he needed a dog. His face was rugged looking, but he seemed…slick. that’s the only word for it. Dark hair greased back, dark eyes that looked a little mean.

The dog was a pit bull. It had a big scar on its face and it was definitely unfriendly. It growled at me.

Janey: “This is Mr. Slye. He was just leaving.

Slye was caught, but he still had the dog. His lip curled back.

I stepped all the way out and he could see the big knife in my hand.

“Mister,” I said. “I love dogs, but I’m not scared of them.”

Slye’s lip slowly uncurled. He was one of these cowardly bullies. As long as he had the upper hand he let you know it. But if you looked willing to fight back he’d back off.

He turned back to Janey. “You should consider my offer. I don’t think I want things to get unpleasant.”

“You’re already unpleasant.”  She picked her cell phone. “Do you know the number for 911?”

Slue glanced back at me, at Janey, with her finger hovering over the face of the phone, at me.

Butch growled, and I tightened my grip on the knife.

Slye gave up. “I warned you,” he blurted, then he was out the screen door, down the steps, his pit bull waddling beside him.

We watched Morgan Slye get into his rented car, glare at us, and drive away.

For a second neither of us said anything. Then: “Who the fuck was that?”

“That was my friend, Morgan,” Janey spoke wryly, and I chuckled.

“Weird friends.”

“He sure wanted something.”

“He said he was particular, knew what he wanted.”

“Well, are you ready to pull an all nighter?”

I looked at her.

“Whatever that asshole wanted I want first.”

“Okay.” I nodded. Mr. Morgan Slye had made me curious, too.

“First, however, let’s go to bed.”

I grinned. “Bed?”

“You know how fierce you looked standing up to that man and that dog with just a knife in your hand?”

“I didn’t feel fierce.”

“Well, you were. So you earned your reward.”

“You mean I’m not going to have to wait a month?”

“Not unless you want to.”

“I don’t.”

“Come on, then.” She stood up and walked past me, tugged my hand, and I followed her to paradise.

We started at about eight in the evening. There was plenty of room in the attic and we simply pushed everything over to one side, then started pushing things back, one at a time, and making a big list, complete with descriptions, of everything in the attic.

“Couch. Green, three cushion. Claw feet. Stain on the left arm.”

“Got it.” I scribbled her description down on a clipboard.

“Box of clothes. Let’s see, four dresses. Old. Looks hand sewn. One is faded pink with pattern of tiny, white fleur de lis’s.”

“How do you spell Fleur?”

She told me and I finished scribbling.

“The next dress is…”

I scribbled through the dresses.

“Phonograph. Got a horn on top. Wood is scratched. Wind up.”

“Got it.”

“Bookshelf. You ready for the titles?”

“Yep.”

She described each title and the physical book itself.

We worked for hours, and took a break every once in a while. At midnight we scored a bourbon and Coke each, reward for our dusty endeavors. Then we kept working.

Finally, we were down to the last wall of items. Lots of boxes, a writing desk, a few odds and ends, including a wooden leg, and…that was it.

We took another break, sitting in matching rocking chairs, and I said, “Who walked off without their wooden leg?”

“Hah,” Janey grunted. We were tired.

“Well, you ready for the grand finale.”

She turned to me. “You realize we have to do the rest of the house?This was just the start.”

“I was hoping we could take a break. Maybe head for town. Have breakfast.”

She looked out the window. She smiled at the pitch dark. She turned back to me. “But it’s sort of fun, in a way.”

“In a way,” I agreed. “But we haven’t found anything this Morgan jerk might want.”

“It’s funny,” mused Janey. “He shows up out of the blue, says he wants something specific, but…” she shrugged.

We began working on the last bit of junk—I was tired and thinking junk, not antiques, by now—and when I pulled a rack of clothes away from a wall we both stopped.

And stared.

“What the fuck?” Janey whispered.

The wall was not a wall. It was ajar. If it hadn’t been ajar we never would have seen it. It was crafted to look like a wall.

“You never saw that before?”

“I’ve never been here past when I was two years old.”

“It’s hidden.”

“It must be important.”

I stepped to the wall and pushed gently. The wall moved back. It didn’t make a sound, which indicated that it was kept greased. And we stepped into a whole, new world.

Whereas the attic was rough, plain, unfinished plywood floors, two by fours with no paneling or anything, this room was finished.

It had a hardwood floor. The walls were covered with some kind of exotic wood. There was a little space heater and a writing desk. The space heater looked efficient, and the writing desk looked used.

There was a big bookshelf against one wall, and a machine against the other.

“Whoa,” I muttered.

“Looks like we found her workspace,” Janey said. In one corner was a box full of tools. Soldering iron, wrench, pliers, power drill, etc.

“I think we found out what Mr. Slye wanted.”

“I think you’re right.”

For a long second we just stood there, gazing at the workshop.

The books on the shelves had to do with everything from molecular transfer to nuclear fission. Big, thick, weighty tomes with big, thick, weighty names.

I inspected them, and had no idea what “Interstitial Transfer of Micro-Energy on the Cellular Level’ meant. That one was written by her grandmother.

Janey walked over to the machine. It actually looked like a couple of machines hooked together. There were bars and struts, coils and motherboards. There was a seat in each machine, and the seats faced each other.

I was at the desk now, and there was a small box, about the size of one of those old satellite phones. It had a large, raised, red button on it.

“What does this do?” I pressed the button.

I felt the shock start in my finger and shimmy upwards. It felt like somebody was shaking my finger, knuckle by knuckle into my hands.

“Tom!” yelled Janey.

The shaking went up into my wrist, it felt like my bones were literally being shaken apart, but, the odd thing, it felt good. I didn’t feel pain.

The shaking was going up my arms now, and thought it was suddenly hard to concentrate, it felt like my brain was being shaken, I could tell that my arm was becoming…different. It felt smaller under my shirt. It felt…delicate.

The weird, shivering sensation went into one shoulder. It began traveling across my shoulder and down my back simultaneously.

I knew my mouth was open, it felt like my teeth were being shaken. The sensation went down my other arm.

On my body it felt like my spine was being vibrated, then the vibrations split in two and continued down my legs. I was trying to breath, my eyeballs felt like they were juddering int the sockets, and I sat down.

Technically, I collapsed, but I had just enough control over my body to collapse in a sitting position. I sat there and shivered, and was aware that Janey was brushing my hair out of my eyes.

My hair out of my eyes? But I had a short hair cut!

“Tom…Tom…are you…where’s Tom?”

Panic was in her voice. She was touching me, but it was like she was afraid of me.

“Janey?” I blinked. My voice sounded high pitched, girly.

“Tom?”

“Janey?” I looked at my hands. They were now slender, and my arms were thinner. More…more girl like.

“Tom? Are you Tom?”

I looked at her and the world was different. I saw colors brighter, and I could detect all sorts of shades that I had never seen before. And I could smell things. I could smell odors that were part of the attic, a hundred years of odors.

“Are you Tom?”

I looked at Janey. “Of course.” but my voice was so…different. “What happened.”

She was shaking, afraid, but she managed to blurt, “You…changed into…a girl!”

Her words made no sense, and it wasn’t that I didn’t understand them. It was that what she said was so…crazy!

“But…but…I’m…”

“Can you stand up?”

“I think so.”

I stood, but it was weird. I weaker, but it wasn’t that, it was that I was out of balance. It was like all my muscles were…changed.

“Are you all right?”

“What’s wrong with me?” I kept looking at my new, slender arms, my long fingers.

“You’re a girl!”

“I’m…not. No.”

It felt like some part of my mind was breaking down.

“Look!” She tugged  on my hand and led me out to the big room of the attic. Against one wall was a large mirror. It leaned slightly, but I could see myself perfectly.

I was the same height, maybe an inch taller than Janey. My hair was in disarray, but it was long. And my face was rounder, had more fat on it. My lips were full and plump.

“Oh,” one word, a guttural utterance. I felt like I had been punched in the stomach.

Slowly, watching myself in the mirror as if me in the mirror were the real one, and I was the fake one, I lifted my hands to my chest.

I was wearing my male clothes, but I could see that I had large breasts. I touched them, felt them, lifted them.

Meanwhile, Janey was walking around me. She touched my skin, she touched my hair, my face.

“Oh, my God!”

I looked at her. “What happened?”

“I don’t know. I heard a clunk and turned around. You had apparently been holding a little box thing with a red button on it. Your hand started…vibrating, I guess you’d say. The vibration made it seem like you were out of focus, and the…the ‘out of focusedness’ went up your arm and through your body. When you became…not a blur…you were female.”

“I’m a girl? A…a woman?”

“Yes. Do you have a cock?”

I felt faint as I reached into my pants. My pants were a little looser and I felt my groin. My package was gone. I felt faint and I said, “I have a…a pussy!”

We were in shock for a while, and we just kept feeling my body. Everything worked. Worked better, actually, I seemed to have more acute senses. I did have less muscle, however.

“I’m the same height, I think.”

“Looks like. But you’ve lost weight.”

“What am I going to do?”

My eyes must have revealed how shaken I was. Janey hugged me then. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

I felt tears in my eyes, and I tried to blink them away.

“But what happened?”

“We’ll find out.”

“Should I touch that thing again?”

“Not yet. We don’t know what it’s doing. Better not.”

“But…”

“Tom. I need you to relax. I know it’s a shock, but you just have to breath and take it easy. We’ll figure it all out. Now, come on. Let’s go downstairs.”

I stood there and Janey closed the door and pushed the rack back in front of it, then she took me downstairs.

We went into the kitchen and she fixed me a drink. A big one. I needed a big one.

We sat at the table and stared at each other.

“You’re actually pretty good looking.”

“Yeah, but…I’m a girl!”

Janey grinned. She was pretty complacent about everything. But then she hadn’t had her sex changed.

“Is being a girl bad? I haven’t found it to be a terrible experience.”

“That’s because you’ve always been one.”

“And now you’re one. How does it feel?”

“Weird.” I took a big glug of my drink.”

“Wait right here.”

I waited, sucking my booze, and she ran out of the room. A minute later she was back with her purse. she opened her purse and took out a hair brush. She moved behind me and began stroking my hair.

“What are you doing?”

“Sometimes just relaxing and looking after yourself is very calming.”

I started to say something, but didn’t. She was right. It did feel good. And the longer she brushed my hair the better it felt.

Long strokes, wiggling through the tangles and straightening them out. Little twists of the brush to give a wave here, a shape there. I began to breath easier.

“How are you doing?” she finally asked. She stepped back and picked a few strands out of her brush.

“Pretty good,” I admitted.

She sat down in front of me and reached into her purse again. She took out a golden tube and grabbed my cheeks, made me pucker.

“Wait…what?”

“I just want to see what you look like.”

“Aren’t we su—“

“Hold still now.”

She rolled the paint onto my lips.

In my mind I was still a male, and I resisted, I was…afraid.

“There.” She turned the base of the tube and the pillar of red sunk back into the tube. She smiled. “You really are quite striking.”

I felt so weird, the taste of lipstick, the waxy feel on my lips.

“Of course we really to do a thorough job. Give you a make over.”

“Aren’t we supposed to be figuring out what happened? Why I changed into…into…”

“A girl. You changed a girl. A very pretty one. Stop being so scared.”

“You change into a man and see how you feel!”

She just smiled and put the tube back into her purse. She sat back and she said, “I know who the man in my grandmother’s photographs was.”

Bing. It hit me. “It was her!”

“Yes. She changed into a male version of herself.”

“That explains that one set of photos at the Smithsonian. She had somebody take a picture of her as a woman, then she probably went into a bathroom, changed, and had somebody take a picture of her as a man.”

Janey nodded, then got up and made a coupe of drinks.

“I don’t want to get drunk,” I stated.

“You’re still freaked out. Just this one, then we’ll head back upstairs and see what we can see.”

So I drank a second bourbon and Coke, and she drank her first, and we discussed the change.

“This might explain why Grandmother never got married.”

“How could she share this secret? Do you think it’s all connected with that machine upstairs?”

“Maybe. But the main gimmick is that box with the red button that you dropped.”

Hmm. I dropped it. Not good. I hoped it still worked. I wanted to change back…but here was the weird thing. I was starting to enjoy my new way of looking at the world.

But…I wanted to change back.

“Are you ready to head back upstairs?”

“Yep.”

So we headed up the stairs.

Everything was as we left it. The bookshelves laden with high tech books, the mysterious machine, the desk, and the black box with the red button.

I picked up the box and looked at it. I was very careful not to touch the red button.

Janey stood next to me as I turned it over and looked at it.

“I wonder if it has batteries.”

“I’m afraid to open it.”

She nodded. “Let me see it.”

I handed it to her, and she turned it over and over, examined all six sides, peered at the button.

“I should probably see if I can change back,” I said.

“You know, there’s one thing I want to check before you do.”

“What’s that?”

She smiled, and pressed the red button.

“Janey!”

Her hand vibrated so fast it became a shimmy, a blur, and the blur moved up her arm.

“Oh, my God!” I grabbed the box from her.

The shimmy went across her shoulders, down the other arm, up into her head and her eyeballs began to shiver. Her spine began to shake and her whole body momentarily blurred, then her legs, and…she changed.

Where she blurred she became thicker, stronger, more masculine. The blur left her arms and she had big, weight lifting biceps. Her little waist thickened out. Her boobs vanished and her hips became straight.

“Janey!” I cried. Her head stopped shaking and her long, beautiful hair was gone. What was left was a short mop of hair.

She still had a bit of make up on her eyes, but it had mostly been shaken off. the same was true for her lips.

At this point I was holding her up with one hand, and holding the box with the other.

She looked up at me, and a wan smile crept out of her.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, fuck,” she said. “This is…this is…cool!”


PART TWO

I stared at Janey. She was always pretty impulsive, downright adventurous, but…but this changing sex thing was a big step.

“How do we know we can change back?”

“We don’t. That’s the fun of it.”

“But your grandmother could.”

“So let’s cross our fingers.”

“I think I’ll try to change back.” I reached for the box, but she pulled it away.

“Hey!”

“Not yet.”

“But I want to…” I tried to reach over her arms, but I received an unpleasant surprise. She was stronger than me, and she pushed me away easily.

“Hey!”

“I said not yet. I want to play with this for awhile.”

“But I want to change back!”

“I said no.”

I stared at her. “That’s not fair.”

She just grinned. “Come and take it, if you can.”

Her body had much more muscle than mine had, even as a man. There was no way I could overcome her.

“This…you’re being a bully.”

She went to a shelf and put it up. She came back to me and took my hands in hers.

“I’ve always had a hankering to see what it’s like being a man.”

“You shouldn’t be a bully.”

“Oh, honey. If you really want to change back, I’ll give you the box. But give me just a minute to make my case.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Haven’t you ever wondered what an orgasm is like for the opposite sex?”

“No,” I lied.

“And what about a dress? High heels? You seemed to like that lipstick you’re wearing.”

Truth was, I did. It was bizarre, but I did.

“Of course it might take some mental strength to adjust to all the new experiences,  and if you can’t cope I understand.”

Oh, man. That was hitting below the belt.

“I can cope. I just don’t want to right now.”

“So when? You’ll feel like putting on girl clothes when you’re back to being a man? When they’ll no longer fit your body?”

“I…”

“No. It’s right now, while everything is happening, before you get a chance to back out.”

“This is not right!”

“Honey, I’m going to do something I’ve been dying to do.”

I turned my face slightly and my eyes shut a little bit.

“I’m going to take out my prick and play with it.”

I opened my mouth, but what could I say? I mean, it was her body, right?

She was wearing jeans and a plaid shirt, good for grubbing in attic. She undid the buttons to her shirt, and I realized how tight the shirt was on her. She had lots of muscles.

Then she unzipped her pants. She grinned. She began hauling out one of the biggest hogs I had ever seen.

“Fuck!” I whispered, unable to do anything but stare at it. It was as thick as my wrist, my girl wrist, and it looked to be about eight inches.

“Damn!” She whispered. “Is this bigger than yours?”

“I think it is.”

She looked up at me, a very evil look in her eyes. “Baby, be afraid. Be very, very afraid.”

“You’re not putting that thing into me!”

I backed away. She jumped forward and grabbed my arms. “You’re not getting away from me!” I could feel her bare cock touching my front.

“Janey, you’re not going to do this.”

“Oh, yes. I will. I am.”

“What about ‘no means no?’ What about the fact that that would be rape?”

“Oh, that would be true, if you didn’t want it, too.”

“But I don’t want it.”

“You just don’t know that you want it.”

“Janey, let me go!”

She didn’t. She moved closer to me, pulled me closer with her stronger male arms. Our faces were inches apart.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked softly.

“You’re…you’re a man.”

“So? You’re a woman.”

“No…I mean, yes…but I have a male mind behind the hair and the lips.”

“And the boobs,” she added.

“You said you’d let me change back. I want to change back.”

“Honey, I will. And, let’s face it, your points are well made. I’m not going to rape you, or force you to do something against your will.”

She was still right in front of me, her lips two inches from mine.

“But I’m going to have to insist that we go downstairs and have a drink.”

“It’s been a long night, and I’m tired.”

“That’s okay. We can talk, just talk.”

“I don’t want to!”

“And I want to.”

“You can’t make me do something against my will!”

“I could, but I’m not going to. Now, come on. I’ll even fix you breakfast. Haven’t you ever wondered what bacon tastes like to a woman?”

“That’s sexual!” I accused.

She blinked, then grinned. “I guess it is. Come on.”

I blithered and blathered, but she had a firm grip on me. She turned me and walked me out of the room. When we were out she closed the door and did something. I couldn’t see what.

She walked me down the stairs, and I felt so odd. I was moving around as a woman, and it took totally different balance. First, of course, were the big boobs on my chest.

Second, all my muscles were changed. Third, and this was something that stunned me, I didn’t have anything dangling between my legs. I always had something dangling. And sometimes that something got hard. But now…there was nothing there.

I could cross my legs without crushing my balls.

Next to me, helping me down the stairs, Janey said, “Wow! How do you walk with this big thing between your legs?”

I didn’t say anything. I was having trouble with the stairs. As a man I had no trouble with the seven inch up eleven inch deep stairs. As a woman I was struggling.

Still, we made it to the bottom of the stairs, then down the next flight, and into the kitchen.

Janey put me at the table and mixed a drink. She placed it in front of me and watched me.

I took a sip, and…GAH!

“That’s how bourbon tastes. But after a few sips it’s good.”

Well, I sort of knew that. I took a quick second sip and tried to relax. The bourbon was already working down my gullet. I felt it poof up in a wet heat. Man, that was different. I mean, it was the same, but it was different, too.

Janey moved around the kitchen, she cracked eggs and muttered.

“What?” I asked.

“I’m not used to such big fingers!”

“Why don’t you put your cock away?”

She turned and wiggled her hips and waggled her cock at me. “Are you kidding? If I had known it felt like this I would have made you go naked all the time.”

Well, she was right about that. It did feel good.

She put strips of bacon in a skillet, and shortly the sweet smell of breakfast was wafting through the room.”

She sat down across from me. “God. You are beautiful. Do you know what I’ve got?”

Of course I knew. “A boner.”

“Yep. Do you know how cool this feels?”

“I’d like to feel it again.”

She grinned, “Honey, don’t you feel in the slightest horny?”

“Nope.”

“I want to kiss you.”

“I don’t want a man to kiss me.”

“But you want to kiss a woman.”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

She shook her head.

“Honey, before the day is out I’m gonna kiss you, and having been a woman I know about women, so you are going to get turned on, and you are going to find it better, and worse, all at the same time.”

“That’s a weird thing to say.”

“You’ll find out.”

“You’ve still got traces of make up on.”

She nodded. She got up and found a wet rag and wiped her face clean. “Thanks.”

She served us breakfast, and another drink. Breakfast woke me up, and now the drink didn’t make me tired. It made me feel funny. Down there.

Janey grinned at me. “I recognize that look. It’s a warm feeling down there.”

I felt a bit flushed. “You gonna let me change back?”

“Not yet.”

I sulked.

She took one of my hands and lifted me up. I was light in her grasp. “Come on.”

She dragged me towards our bedroom.

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

“Nope.”

“I don’t want to fuck!”

She just grinned. “Neither do I. At least, not while you look like a hag!”

That hurt. “I thought you said I was beautiful?”

“You are. But you are a gem unpolished. I want to polish you.”

She placed me on the bed, then went to her dresser. “Take off your clothes.”

I don’t know why, but I did. I think curiosity was finally winning out. Besides, I was curious about this new body of mine.

I kicked my clothes to the side and looked down. I had large breasts, with large nipples. I touched one of my nipples and a current ran through me, a sudden shock, and I jumped.

“Feels good, eh?”

I couldn’t deny it, but I didn’t say anything.

She was holding a bra and panties, but before she gave them to me she said, “Feel your pussy.”

I stared at her, then I couldn’t help it. I reached down and traced a finger along my labia.

“Oh,” I grunted. Man, that felt good. In fact, I wanted to do it again. And again. But my sensibilities stopped me.

“Put these on.”

I stepped into the panties and was surprised when I had no package to overflow the crotch. The thong felt really good on my asshole. I was starting to breath deeper, and I suddenly didn’t feel so strongly about…about everything.

“Nylons, baby. Try them on.”

I unrolled the nylons, and found that I had more flexibility than I had had as a man.

“Nice legs,” she nodded. “Now, sit here.”

I sat at a vanity table and she opened up a little traveling case and took out all sorts of make up and things.

“What are you going to do?” I was nervous, and hesitant, and immensely curious.

“Let’s start with your nails.”

She placed my hand on the table and began prepping the nails. After a few minutes she fitted some fake nails to them.

“Aren’t those too long?”

“I’m wondering whether they’ll stay on when you change back.”

I blinked. I was full of breakfast and bourbon, and I was getting curious, and I had this warm feeling in my groin.

She painted them bright red, and when I raised my hand and inspected it it took my breath away.

“Let me do the other one. You want to slide your feet into those high heels under the table?”

She had left her heels there, and I was able to contort a bit and slip my feet into them. They felt narrow, and slanted, and…weirdly cool.

“I’ll do your feet some day, if you like.”

“My feet? Like some kind of pedicure thing?”

“Yep.” She was almost done.

I looked in the mirror and studied my features. It was me, I knew it was me, the same brown eyes, the same ears, but….different.

“Okay. Let’s do your face.”

I almost objected, but my hands were beautiful, and I was feeling tingly all over.

She cleansed my skin, which didn’t take much because I had just changed, and the change must have shaken the stuff out of my pores.

Then came the primer, and the foundation, and color. My face felt truly alive. It was so intimate having her touch my skin so gently.

“The eyes are the hardest,” she said. “She shaded my lids a soft charcoal color, and I saw how my brown eyes suddenly started to pop. Then she did eyeliner, lengthened my eyelashes, and…more lipstick.

Finally, she stood up and said, “Check out the hot, new chick.”

I did, and…if I had a dick it would have been erect. And I suddenly understood the difference between a man being horny and a woman being horny.

I felt a heat in the pit of my stomach, and a warmth that was headed for my groin.

But the warmth just stayed above my pubic area, and it was almost irritating.

She was right. It was better in a way, but more frustrating, and I understood… “That’s why you like to make me horny!”

“Bingo!” She grinned.

It was delicious, and frustrating, and made me want sex, but without the tremendous heat that a man felt.

“Oh, that’s cruel.”

“In the neatest way.”

I nodded.

“Okay, now I have done my best to make your experience the best, and I’m going to ask you to do something.”

I wasn’t so resistive now, and I looked at her. At him. I was starting to understand a basic something about us. I was now the her and she was now the him. “What?”

“I want to kiss you.”

I didn’t say anything.

“You can close your eyes, if it helps to remember me as a girl, that’s fine. I’ll be gentle, and…and it’s me, honey. It’s Janey. No matter what shape our bodies, we love each other. Now, close your eyes and just go with it.

Now bursting with curiosity, seeing myself as more feminine, I closed my eyes.

I heard the soft sounds of him leaning towards me. I could feel his breath, then I felt his lips.

The panic that had threatened me suddenly disappeared. This was Janey. The lips were different, but the feel, the spirit behind them, that was the same.

Different but the same.

I sat there and she kissed me softly, delicately, like a woman…but with man’s lips.

Somewhere in there, I have no idea where, I began kissing her back. She backed off a bit, and I became hungrier. Then we were equals, our mouths meshed, and our tongues did gentle battle.

I felt her hand gently take my breast. My breasts were big, and she couldn’t grip them fully, but she didn’t need to. I felt her lift them, and she rubbed the nipples with a thumb, and I moaned.

She stopped kissing me and lowered her head. She took my nipple in her mouth, and suddenly I was assailed by dizzying sensations. I found myself hugging her head, holding her lips to my nips. That feeling down in my pubis was hot, hotter, exploding, yet there was no relief, and I knew what the relief would be. I needed a cock in me.

She took her mouth off my nipples and whispered, “You must always, the first thing you do with a man, make him go down on you.”

“Why?” I gasped as she slithered down my frame.

“That sets the standard. If he licks your pussy he is subjugating himself to you. If you just let him fuck you he is in charge. But if you make him eat your pussy he will always remember that you made him submit first. Very important.”

Her words escaped me at that point. I felt her mouth latch on to my pussy, and the sensation was like nothing I had ever felt.

Yes, I had had blow jobs. And I had eaten pussy, but I had never had my pussy eaten. It was like a perfect match, it was two surfaces that fit together, and it was like she was sucking the horniness down from my pubic region right into my hole. At last! I gloried. At last! And this was the closest a woman could come to complete horniness of the hole.

Again, I pressed his head into me, but this time with hands and not arms.

She gobbled me, and I felt like my mind was leaving, dissipating to the cosmos.

The weirdest thing was that I kept thinking of her…or him…and it didn’t matter! It wasn’t the sex of the sex that mattered, it was the spirit of the sex, the uniqueness of somebody you loved, and who loved you.

“You’re properly wet now, baby. Shall we play with the dick?

“Can I…can I suck on your…”

“Absolutely!” She was on her knees and I was looking at my first, real live penis. Well, second, but I don’t suck myself off. Although, after all this I wouldn’t have resisted the notion.

I took his head in my mouth, and it was huge. I slipped my lips down his shaft. I licked the under part of his helmet.

He groaned, and I squeezed his balls. It wasn’t long before she said, “It’s probably time to do it.”

She slid down and positioned herself at my hole. She pressed my dick to her snatch and paused. She whispered. “It’s like bandaids. It’ll hurt a little the first time, but we can go slow…or we can rip it off.”

I was horny. I understood that now. And, in a way, I was male horny. I understood what both sexes were going through, and I was getting horny anxious.

“Rip it,” I blurted.

She jammed it into me, and the world changed. I felt the glory and the power. I felt filled and complete. I felt sublimely happy, and there was a bit of pain.

But not much.

I was properly prepared.

“Oh, mother fuck!” I sobbed into her shoulder.

“You’re not a mother, yet,” she whispered to me, and she began to move.

She had been a woman, and she knew what a woman needed. She knew when to pause and wait, when to corkscrew, when to speed up or slow down.

I lost all sense of anything. I just laid there and he pleasured me. I couldn't think, all I could do was feel the tornado in my pussy. Around and around, up and down. His lips sucking on my tits. His big, strong hands moving along my flesh, as if I was a sculpture and he was creating me.

I don’t know how long we fucked, but the end was inevitable. I felt myself exalted, tossed on waves, and then he started to cum. Big spurts of semen, filling my pussy. For a long time he came, and then he sagged on me.

“Heavy,” I said.

He rolled off me, and he was breathing hard. For a long time he just laid there, but he finally turned to me. “How was it?”

“Good,” I said, and I felt extremely sad.

She laughed.

“What?”

“You didn’t cum.”

“I…I don’t know.”

“It’s like that for a woman. Sometimes you need a little help.”

“What do you mean.”

He got to his knees and knelt next to me. He placed on hand under me on a bun, and put his other hand to my hole. I was curious, I didn’t understand, and suddenly he shoved his fingers into me.

“OH!” I gasped.

He began to jerk his fingers back and forth, pumping them into me. It was crude and violent, and exactly what I needed. I was frustrated, ready, wanting, and I just needed that extra push to get over the hill.

“Come on, baby,” she whispered between grunts. “Cum!”

I felt more of his fingers, three  or four, I don’t know, and it was like they were reaching right up into me and grabbing my horniness pulling it down, and I felt the explosion.

Oh, God! I never felt anything like that! A massive tsunami of a wave just reached right up and swallowed my body. I was suddenly jerking and twitching, spasming totally out of control.

I came like gangbusters, a long, ripping sensation that tore me apart even as it remade me.

And I gave up. I submitted, and the white heat flew me to the stars…and back again. I lay there, stunned, unable to think.

Janey removed her hand. “You want to change back or sleep?”

I was done. I couldn't move. For answer I just rolled over.

“Well, well, well.”

I heard the voice, didn’t recognize it, and thought I was dreaming.

“Get the fuck out of here!”

I woke up. I sat up. I screamed, just like a girl, a little eek that wouldn’t do much damage.

Morgan Slye stood in the doorway to our bedroom. He was holding a pistol in his hand. Butch was growling next to him.

“Looks like you found what I was looking for.”

“I’m calling the police.”

“I will shoot you, and your girlfriend, and find what you found on my own.”

Silence. I was very aware of how I was sitting up, my boobs on full exposure. My clothes, my female underthings, were laying next to the bed where we had thrown them.

“Or, you can give me what I want and I’ll leave.”

Yeah. Right. He was going to shoot us, and that was it.

But what could we do?

“Okay,” whispered Janey.

He waited while we got out of bed and put on our underwear.

“Did Nancy’s gizmo make your cock that big?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’m going to have a big cock.”

To go with a little mind, I thought.

“How do you know about grandma’s invention?” I asked, fastening my bra.

“We used to hang, back in the day. I saw her as both male and female and knew that she must have made some incredible discovery. Looks like she has, eh?”

Yes, he knew that I was a man and Janie was a girl.

“What are you planning to do with it?”

“Change people who want to change. Make a lot of money. Maybe I’ll change people who don’t want to change, then make a lot of money changing them back.” He shrugged. “There’s a lot of ways to use this gizmo.”

We led him upstairs. Butch following along. What else could we do? If we stalled he might hurt one of us. Not that he wouldn’t eventually, but at least we had a little time to think.

Into the attic and to the secret room. Janey fitted a key to a lock, that was what she had been doing when we had left the room, and she opened the door.

“Go on. In.”

We stepped into the room and he followed us. Butch waggled in, and I noticed that now that Morgan was talking to us the dog was okay. Of course if we did something a bit too quickly that dog could get hostile real fast.

“Where is it.”

“The big machines there,” Janey said.

He grinned. “Nope. It was small enough so she could carry it. Try again.”

Janey went to the shelf and took down the box. She returned to him. She was holding the gizmo by the back, the red button was facing outward.

He held out his hand, and he made the big mistake. He lowered his gun.

Janey stepped in and hit him in the chest with the gizmo. The red button pressed on his chest, and he started to vibrate.

It was the button. The button wasn’t just a button, it was a connection. I had pressed the button and changed, same for Janey. I wondered if we would have changed if we pressed the button with a stick, or a glove on, and only been holding the box by the back.

But I didn’t have to wonder, Morgan began shivering. The shivers went out from the spot where the red button had pressed. Out his limbs, through his head. Shivering so hard he was a blur, he dropped the gun. I picked it up.

Butch looked up at his shaking and shimmying owner, and he walked his butt around until he was facing Morgan.

Morgan started to collapse, but he was no longer Morgan. He was a slender girl, no boobs to speak of, and very messy and plain black hair. As a woman he wasn’t very attractive.

And, as we already knew, he wasn’t even charming.

And, what was worse for him, he had lost all attraction for Butch.

He collapsed on the floor, a kneeling sitting spread open posture. He looked up at us. “You—“

Janey grinned.

I aimed the gun.

Butch…growled.

Morgan looked at his dog.

“Looks like he doesn’t recognize you anymore.”

Morgan tried to scoot backwards, out of the room.

“We’ll secure this gizmo where you can’t find it.”

Butch took a waddling step forward, his teeth, very sharp, glinted.

Morgan pushed and slid his butt backwards. He tried to get his feet under him.

“And we’ll take care of Butch for you.”

Morgan got his feet under him and sprinted out of the room and across the attic.

Behind him Butch was barking and stumping along.

Somehow, probably because pit bulls are made for fighting and not running, Morgan managed to stay ahead of him.

We listened as Morgan ran down the stairs, Butch barking behind him.

Down more stairs, and…the slam of the front door.

A minute later and butch came back up. He seemed a bit confused, but happy enough. I reached out and removed a swatch of cloth from his teeth. It looked like the seat of some pants.

“Well, well. Looks like we might have a puppy.”

“What do you say, Butch. You want to be friends?”

Butch waggled his butt, looked between us, then stepped forward. I rubbed behind his ears and Janey found the Jimmy spot on in front of his tail. His legs quickly splayed out and he was loving the way Janey was rubbing him..

“Hey, Tom?”

I looked at Janey. “Yes?”

“Do you want to change back now?”

I thought about it. Then: “Actually, would you mind if I stayed a girl for a while?”

Janey chuckled. “I knew it. How long you want to be the girl?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.” I added, “I’m going to need a lot of orgasms, but, uh…”

“What?”

“No cum for you.”

She laughed. “I was afraid of that…you bitch!”


EPILOGUE

We saw the woman that was Morgan a few times, but Butch chased her off. I think, before Butch chased her, that she might have seen the huge safe that we had brought in.

We also had barbed wire, electrified, surrounding the property, and various alarm systems.

We didn’t want to bother with Morgan Slye, or whatever she was calling herself, ever again.

Butch gets all the steak he wants. And he wants a lot. Good dog.

And me? I’m the female in this relationship most of the time. And Janey is quite happy to have a big, old, swinging cock dangling between her muscular legs.

But, every once in a while, when we get the hankering to be the other sex…

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories
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The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories
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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…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘A Man Becomes 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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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
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A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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