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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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A Note from the Author!

I always hear people talk about men having babies, and, yeah, sounds like a good idea. Maybe if they understood the true potential of a woman they wouldn’t be so…silly.

But a better idea is put forth in this story.

Heck, it’s easy to make a man menstruate, though I would check with a doctor before going whole hog. But…here it is, and don’t you just know what a period is going to do to a man?

HA!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

The party was going great guns.

Sally Watkins pulled down her blouse so all the guys could see her ta tas. and they were pretty nice ta tas!

Johnny Rogers tried to get her to go into a closet with him, but she said no, then went out and Phil Jimson bent her over the patio table and did the yippee ki yea, mother fucker!

Upstairs Lennie Griffith was getting his long schlong shlurped and trying desperately not to squirt too soon.

The music was bellowing, the whiskey was flowing like a river, and everybody was going to remember this party for a looong time!

Jim Carson was standing on the patio watching Shiela Wentworth get taken underwater by some guy who nobody knew. Shiela was hanging on the side of the pool, the guy was hanging on to her with his dick, and she kept trying to act nonchalant, like he didn’t have his meat stuffed all the way up her juicy hole.

Damn!” laughed Jim. “If I wasn’t married I’d jump in there and show him how it’s done!”

Todd, spilling as much bourbon as he was drinking, yelled to Shiela, “Hey! Shiela! Jim wants you next! You okay with that?

“What?” blurted Sally, her face red, trying not to show the fantastic pleasure she was getting from the stranger’s dick. “Okay with what? I’m not doing any..any…oh…fuck!”

They all laughed as Sally began thrashing her hips in the pool. It was obvious that something down and delightfully dirty was happening under the frothy waves.

That was the moment that Ann chose to rain on Jim’s parade.

Ann was the babe of the night, and not just in Jim’s lusty eyes.

She had a classical body, 36 by 24 by 36. Except the top 36 was probably more like forty, or at least double Gs, with the sweetest, most delectable, always rigid nipples anybody had ever seen.

When Jim wasn’t around the guys always talked about how Ann could win the ‘Miss Nipples International Contest.

But it wasn’t just the curves that made here every one’s favorite.

She also had a perfect oval of a face with plump, succulent lips, large blue eyes that looked like froth over a dam, and a pert nose.

But even that wasn’t the whole package.

It was her sense of humor, her always bubbling laughter, her quick wit, and the way she liked to make everybody feel like they were part of the party.

Except when she tugged his arm at the side of the pool she wasn’t trying to make anybody happy.

“Jim?”

“Eh? What, babe?”

“I’m sorry, but I need to go.”

“What? No! We just got here and—“

“We’ve been here a while and I need to go.”

Jim was too drunk to read the unhappiness on his wife’s face. “Come on, honey. The party is just starting to rock. We can’t go now.” And then he broke into a song, one which all his cronies joined in on.

Every party needs a pooper

that’s why we invited you.

Party pooper!

Party Pooper!

Ann’s face turned a delicate shade of red. Delicate but rich.

All the drunks laughed, a few of them clapped Jim on the back, and Ann finally had to do the unthinkable. She kicked Jim in the shins.

“OW!”

“We’re going now!” she hissed. She turned and walked, and now Jim was the recipient of all the gibes.

“Uh oh, Jim’s in trouble.”

“It’s ball and chain time!”

“Better hurry up, Jimmy boy, before she chops it off.”

And all the guys made chopping motions on their forearms.

Jim was now the one who was red. And seeing red. To get embarrassed with that…that ‘castrating’ motion, to have his wife drag him out of the party like he was pussy whipped…it was too much!

He stomped after her, his shoulders set in anger, his face a snarl, his backbone rigid.

Ann led the way through the party, between the wildly gyrating dancers, past the people smooching in corners, and through the front door.

Jim was slowed down, but he caught up to her when she reached the car.

“Hey!” he grabbed her arm and she turned to him by the side of the car. “What’s all that shit back there? Why did you embarrass me in front of everybody?”

Ann just looked at him with no expression. “Please. I have to go home.”

“Well, I don’t get it! I’m having a great time and you come along like good, old Debby Downer and ruin everything.

She had her hand in the door latch and was pulling, but he had his hand on the top of the door and she couldn’t open it.

“Jim! Let me in!” She was trying not to cry, but the tears were close.

“Not until you tell me what your fucking problem is! Are you on the rag or something.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

He didn’t hear her and continued to berate her. “I mean, I don’t get a chance to go to parties this, and I was really having fun, and…”

He went on and on, and finally she did the unthinkable. Again. She kicked him in the shins.

“OW!”

He had had enough. She was wearing high heels with little steel cups on the tips,. They weren’t soft like some heels, and it hurt!

He grabbed her arm and turned her towards the car. “Don’t fucking kick me!”

Then, for a full minute, he read her the riot act.

Ann just stood there and took it, then, after a minute he realized that her shoulders were shaking and her eyes were looking down at the ground, and they were hidden behind her locks.

“What the fuck?” He lifted her chin and she tried to look down, but he wouldn't let her.

The time of the drunken tirade was over. Now he became alarmed. Why was she crying? He had only been talking to her. That shouldn’t make her cry.

“Please. I need to go home.”

Finally, Jim acted like a gentlemen. He opened the door for her, closed it, ran around and got in his side of the car.

A few seconds later and they were cruising down the street, Ann crying softly on the passenger side. Tears dropped in her lap and she wouldn’t look up.

“Honey, what the heck is going on?”

She just shook her head, and when they arrived home she jumped out of the car and ran into the house and back to their bathroom.

Jim followed, and was bewildered. He truly had not a clue, and he followed her to the bathroom and tried the knob.

It was locked.

“Ann? Honey? Will you talk to me?”

“In a minute,” came the answer. But it was more like a half hour.

Jim sat on the edge of the bed. He took off his jacket and shirt. He put his cufflinks and tie and tie clip away. Finally he pulled off his pants and hung them over the back of the chair by her vanity table.

A half hour later he was sitting on the side of the bed, frowning, contemplating how bitchy women could be, when she opened the door of the bathroom and came out.

Ann had taken a shower, a rather long one, and had dried her hair. She was now wearing a tatty, old bathrobe, and it was wrapped tightly around her. Her face was clean of make up, and it was a very solemn face.

“Okay. You want to tell me what’s going on now?”

She stopped in front of him and just studied him for a second, as if measuring him for something.

“Well?”

“Jim. I had my period.”

“What? That’s all? You destroyed a great night just because…why didn’t you just slap a rag on your gash and keep partying?”

His crude way of describing her basic function was like a slap in the face. She shook her head sadly, yet she took the time to explain it to him.

“Jim, women are different. They have hormones. I not only had my period, I had a massive headache, and when I started spotting I couldn’t find a Kotex or liner or anything.”

“Come on! There were a hundred women at that party, surely one of them must have had a rag for you to borrow!”

“Yes, but you know I get infections. I have to be very careful and get only one type of pad.”

“Well, I just don’t understand it. I mean, I know I’m just a man and I don’t bleed all over the place—“

Ann flinched at his crudeness.

“—but I wouldn’t have made a scene like that. I’m going to have to face all my friends, and…well…I just don’t get it.”

“I know,” she said.

He was too drunk to pick up on the tinge of bitterness at his obtuseness.

“And if I could teach you, if I could just show you, maybe you’d be a better person.”

“Hey! I am a better person!”

“Well, Mr. Better Person, you’re about a half inch from sleeping on the couch tonight.”

Jim finally blinked. Even drunk and belligerent, he didn’t want to give up a chance at getting a little pussy.

But then, being drunk and belligerent, he said something that, if he had taken the time to think about it, he would have realized was stupid.

“Does this mean we’re not, uh…you know?”

“No! We’re not ‘you know!’ And it might not be ‘you know’ for a month or two!”

“Hey! Come on!”

“Jim, we’ll talk more about this tomorrow. But right now I’ve got a headache and my ‘gash’ is leaking all over the place!” She took a page out of his crude book with that last remark, literally slapping it in his face.

“Right now I just want to go to sleep. So take a shower and wash your stink off. And turn off the lights on your way because I need to sleep.”

With that she pushed past him and crawled into bed. She turned on her side, away from him, and closed her eyes.

Jim stood there for a moment, actually a bit befuddled. Man. Maybe she’s on the rag, but what a fucking head case!

Oh, well, that’s women for you.

Not realizing how crude and inconsiderate and even unkind his remarks and thoughts were, he turned off the light and headed for the shower.

Yeah. They could talk tomorrow, and maybe she’d be able to listen for a change!

The morning was bright and sunny and the sun lanced its rays directly into Ann’s eyes.

She smiled. For the first time in several days she didn't have the splitting headache. She didn’t have a queasy feeling in her stomach. She actually felt like a human being.

Then she frowned. She had avoided having any talk with Jim for the last few days, but she knew she was going to have to handle him.

He still had that attitude about her period. He didn’t understand that it was more than an inconvenience. He was, to put it bluntly, a bonehead.

So thinking, she rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. She stood under the hot spray, letting it sting her tender, white flesh, and feeling the sensuous feeling of the water sluicing over her breasts, her private parts.

She stepped out of the. shower and examined her body in the mirror. Without the filter of ‘being on the rag,’ as Jim so indelicately put it, she liked herself again.

Her body was tight from exercise and the right food.

Interestingly, Jim couldn’t say the same for his body. He was addicted to junk food, he didn’t exercise much, and it showed.

So, two things. Fix his attitude, and get him to change his unhealthy habits.

Lord. Talk about the mountain going to Mohammad!

She tossed on clothes and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Jim had gotten up early and he was cooking up a mess of bacon and eggs.

“Good morning,” he said cautiously.

“It’s okay,” she answered. “I’m over it.”

“So ‘the curse’ is over, eh? Good news.” His dry tones pissed her off all over again, and she opened her mouth to blast him, then stopped.

What good was it to hit him with a stick? He wasn’t going to understand. He seemed to be immune to logic.

“I just wish you could experience a period once. You’d change your mind real quick.”

“Ha! No chance! That’s why I decided to be a man!”

Yeah, a bull headed one, she thought. Then she blinked.

He was turning over the bacon. As the sizzling renewed with each flipped slice, she studied him.

Hmmm. Could she? Physically, there was no reason why not.

Actually, it was more the mental aspects of what she was considering that were more worrisome.

“Jim?”

“Yeah?” He pushed scrambled eggs around in the skillet and didn’t look at her.

“What if you could have a period?”

“Huh? Yeah. Right.”

“No, I’m serious. What if I could give you a period? What if I could make you bleed?”

“Aside from being gross, it’s impossible.” He pontificated ont he subject for a while, then she simply said, “Well, if you’re too chicken.”

That got his attention. “What do you mean…chicken?”

“You don’t understand something, so instead of looking into it, you turn around and run like…like a little girl.”

Oh, she had him now. He was a banty rooster, and to attack his manhood in such free fashion was asking for trouble. Or…an action he normally wouldn’t have taken.

As he placed the plates on the table she noticed how set his face had become. Oh, he was boiling!

She grinned inside. “It is possible. I’m a nurse practitioner and I can make you have a period.”

“How?”

“Easily and safely. But I don’t want to get into it. After all, I understand how the idea is sort of scary.” She dismissed the idea easily, and knew that her withdrawal would make him seek.

“Well, you’re crazy. And I’m not scared. I could have a period…if you really could deliver.”

He was trying to re-establish his manliness, but she wasn’t about to let him.

“Oh, I can deliver, but…no. You don’t have what it takes to try such an experience.”

“I do so!”

She put a piece of bacon in her mouth and chewed, looking very thoughtful.

“Well, I suppose we could, if you were serious about it. But…nah. It would scare you too much. I mean…having a woman’s function? No man could handle that.”

“I could too! If you really could I would do it.”

“Well, I could. I can. But…look, I’ll look into it, but I don’t want to waste my time if you’re going to go chicken on me.”

Now he was getting irritated. “You figure it out and let me know. Me chicken. Ha!”

She backed off. “Well, if you’re really going to be brave enough, man enough, then I guess we could…Okay. Give me a day and I’ll let you know.”

The matter settled, sort of, breakfast went on, and for the first time in a week Ann felt more than human. She felt downright giddy.

Why is this exciting me? she thought. She didn’t know why, but it was true. Her nipples were hard and her pussy felt like it wanted to be fucked.

Too bad. She had decided Jim shouldn’t get any for a month. He really had pissed her off.

Ann worked at three different hospitals. She was a Nurse Practitioner, and she was in demand. The result ended up being shorter hours as she rotated through the hospitals. Usually she worked three days a week, usually for 12 hour shifts. That left her four days to party, or do whatever else she wanted.

Right then she wanted to figure out how to give Jim a period.

The concept was simple. She just had to find a soluble bag that she could insert like a suppository. Just push a bag up into his heinie, let it dissolve, and watch the red dye come out.

But she didn’t want just dye. She wanted a sludgy sort of substance. She wanted to give him something that he would feel leaking down the anal canal.

Not that he wouldn’t feel it anyway, but a period isn’t just liquid, there are mucky, little ‘clots’ and things.

So, reality to be had, she talked to a couple of her friends, discussed it with doctors who knew her and were friendly to the idea, and she discovered something interesting.

There were all sorts of ‘dissolving packets’ on the market. These bags could take anywhere from one to three days to dissolve, thus enabling a doctor to give a patient a ‘timed release’ suppository.

And, it was easy to get ahold of them. With three hospitals to choose from it was simple to lift one from the supply room. So she lifted a few.

She filled packets with ketchup and put them in buckets of water. One dissolved in one day, one in two days, the other in three days.

And, the good news, the material of the packets tended to stick to wet surfaces. She noticed that all of the packets adhered to the sides of their buckets.

So the substance of her ‘period’ was good. Ketchup in a packet that would dissolve at some indeterminate time. But now came the tough part.

How could she make it give him a headache, and make him queasy, without hurting him.

This was going to be fun, but she didn’t want to risk Jim’s health.

But, the research was there. She just typed in symptoms in the big computer at one of the hospital and she found all sorts of medicines that had unfortunate side effects.

The chemical she found was actually a combination of triptans and caffeine. Between the two she would not only give him a headache, but he would feel very queasy.

She filled a packet with ketchup and her combo chemical and talked one of her friends into giving it to one of the monkeys in the lab.

This was the truly scary part. She wasn’t particularly fond of monkeys, but she didn’t want to hurt one of them.

But her friend, laughing at what Ann planned to do with this ‘packet of period,’ as she called it, assured her it wouldn’t hurt the monkey. Heck, it was a food product and like a coffee enema. The monkey would have a period, get a headache, and wonder what the hell was going on. But that was it. No harmful effects.

And, it went exactly as her lab technician friend predicted. The monkey got cranky, started leaking, and develop the unfortunate habit of licking ketchup off his fingers.

The stage was set.

Jim had forgotten about Ann’s plan to give him a period. Heck, he knew such a thing was impossible. It was just female blather. One more bright idea from the not so bright side of the species.

He was surprised, then, when Ann sprang the news on him one night.

“Honey. We’re going to give you a period.”

He grinned. That again! “Are you still on that?” he quipped with a twisted grin.

“Oh, yes. Of course, if you don’t want to…”

But she had challenged him before, called him chicken, and he rose right up to the challenge. “Ha!”

That one word, that blurt of a laugh, sealed his doom.

“Okay. We can start this morning.”

Then he was unsure, a bit dubious, but he had taken a stand, and, besides, this thing was silly. There was no way she could give him a period.

But after breakfast she pulled him into the bedroom and produced a packet. She had him take off his pants and underwear and bend over the bed.

“This is going to work, eh?” he was till trying to sound brave, but the feel of her fingers applying lubricant to his rectum was making him nervous.

After all, no man likes his backside played with. No real man.

“Absolutely. Tried and tested. How does this feel?”

Jim grunted, but actually wiggled his butt. “Not bad,” he stated casually.

Actually, it felt good. Real good.

He had never played with his asshole before. Well, except for the time the doctor wanted to check his prostate. But that was pure medical. this was…more than medical.

This felt like Ann was getting into it.

“How long are you going to lubricate me?”

“I have to be sure you’re ready. I’m going to give you a suppository, and I don’t want it to break apart before it even gets in.”

Besides, I really like this. Me putting my finger in your heinie is a very powerful feeling. It makes me feel like I’m the one in control. It makes me feel powerful.

Thus, she spent a long time ‘preparing’ him. And when she was done he was good and greasy, and she pushed the packet into his fanny with no problem. None at all.

Jim grunted. It was larger than he expected, but as it squeezed through his anal ring it changed shape and slid through easily.

Ann wiped his ass with tissues, getting him nice and clean, then slapped his ass. “Okay, honey. You’re good to go.”

“I hope you didn’t mean that literally,” he quipped as he pulled his underwear and pants back on.

She laughed. “Sorry. No.” But not really sorry. “But you’d better keep a pad with you. Or maybe a Tampon.”

“You’re kidding!”

A typical man, he had been quite selective in his thinking. He had thought period, but he hadn’t conceptualized something messy coming out of his butt.

“Nope. Speaking of which, let’s go over how to put on a pad, or to insert a Tampon.”

“You really expect me to…to put something up my butt?”

“Honey, there’s already something up your butt, and…why do you have such a big boner.”

He looked down self-consciously. It was true. All that playing around with his butt had excited him.

“Oh, uh, well, we haven’t done it for a few days.” More like two weeks.

“Are you sure that isn’t all of it? I mean…” she reached into his pants and grabbed him. “This doesn’t feel like a two week boner.”

“And what’s a two week boner supposed to feel like?” he spoke wryly.

“Well, I mean you didn’t have a boner before, but when I started playing with your asshole…are you a butt boy?”

“A what?”

“A butt boy. A man who likes his asshole played with.”

“I’m not a fucking butt boy!” But his face was red with embarrassment.

Ann thought about that little exchange a lot over the coming days. He hadn’t had an erection, then she played with his asshole, gave it a good reaming, and now he did. And when she had brought up the term ‘butt boy’ he had totally had a reaction.

And you don’t have a reaction unless there is something there. Some bit of truth.

Could he actually be a butt boy?

Hmmm.

But, her cogitations over his butt would take place over a few days, right then he was going to be ‘on the rag.’

“So when does it start?”

For a second she was blank, then she realized that he expected the period to start right away.

“Oh, not for a while.” She held a grin in.

“How long a while?” He looked at her suspiciously.

“I’m not exactly sure. The suppository will dissolve over the next few days. As to how long…you can let me know.”

“But I might end up…having the…the…” he was now having a hard time putting it into words.

“I know. But that’s the way it is. Oh, we women might get a little grouchy, have a headache or upset stomach, just a small one, then it hits. Out of the blue. We could be walking down the street, in the car, at work…” she shrugged.

“But I can’t…I have to work!”

“Shouldn’t interfere with your work. Just slap a rag on your gash.”

He blinked, and it took a moment for her crude statement to sink in. And to remember that he had started it. When he did realize it, however, he realized that she was just getting back at him, and he stiffened up.

He changed the subject. “How about us getting a little? I’ve put your…you know…thing up there…and—“

She shook her head. “No, honey. Not tonight. You have a headache.”

“But I don’t!”

She just smiled.

The day passed without event.

Well, except for the maelstrom in Jim’s mind.

He was really going to have a period! WTF!

He walked funny, and he felt funny, and it was all the power of suggestion. The packet wasn’t even close to dissolving. But his mind had picked up the concept and run with it.

He went and played golf. And every swing he was afraid he was going to pop the ‘bag’ Ann had put in him.

“Your play sucks today, Jim.” His golfing partner, a blonde stud named Allen commented. “That’s your fifth bogey.”

Then of all the things in the world a man could say to another man, Allen stumbled over the unthinkable. “What? Are you on the rag?”

Jim turned a bright red, and addressed the ball for a long time while he  tried to calm down.

The other golfers chuckled, and talked about other things, but Jim couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He. returned to the clubhouse and kept looking at the seat of his pants. Nope. Nothing. At least, nothing yet.

He returned home and complained. “Geez! This is frustrating…waiting for this thing to happen.”

“So relax. It’s only a period.”

Zing! He was reminded of his own words, his own description of her troubles, and his own troubles hadn’t even rally started.

They had dinner, and he sat gingerly.

Ann took note of the way he kept adjusting his seat in the chair and contained her smile.

After dinner they watched a couple of good, old 1950s sci fi movies. When she got up to make the popcorn he got up and checked his bottom.

Nope. Nothing there. Not yet.

But his heart was pounding and…he had an erection.

Ann glanced into the living room from the kitchen and smiled as she saw him look at his pants. He was really suffering. Poor boy, and he hadn’t even had the good news yet.

She put extra butter on the popcorn and walked back into the living room.

“I wouldn’t worry about it, or keep checking. You’ll feel it coming.”

“I’m not worried.” But it was like he was hanging onto his masculinity.

“No, but you sure have a nice ding dong.”

They looked down at the bulge in his pants.

“Well, if you’d put out…”

But they both knew it wasn’t that. But she wasn’t going to accuse him, not yet, and he was having trouble admitting it.

Thinking about his asshole all the time was getting to him.

Butt boy, she thought, and grinned inside.

The following day was Sunday, and it went much the way of Saturday. Jim did the lawn and washed the cars. Ann, watching from the kitchen window, grinned as she took note of how he was moving like his butt had a bomb in it.

Not long now, honey, she thought.

Monday morning came, still nothing, but Ann was pretty sure this was going to be the day.

“I put a couple extra pads in your briefcase,” she commented as she kissed him off for work.

“Great,” he mumbled, and he sure was unhappy.

But Ann was sailing on the clouds. This thing, him being under her control, so to speak, him about to ‘give birth’ to a whole new set of experiences, female experiences, was really lighting her candle.

When he had left she turned and leaned against the door and grabbed her mons with one hand.

“Fuck!” she breathed out as she squeezed. “Why is this making me so horny!”

She sighed and went about her business, and anticipated.

Jim worked at a car dealership. He worked on contracts and, fortunately, could arrange his time.

He was sitting at his desk, pondering over a deal one of the salesmen had brokered. The guy was new, and they should have had an experienced salesman looking over his…his…

Jim bolted upright. Suddenly his back was rigid, and it felt…felt…like he was…pooping!

But not pooping pooping, more like…runny pooping.

It was coming down his anal canal! It was slow and inexorable! He was going to shit in his pants! He was going to—

He leaped to his feet and ran for the bathroom.

In the bathroom he entered a stall, ripped his pants down, and just made it.

SHHHH…plop…SHHHH!

It was like he was pissing out of his butt! With a few…’clots!’

He looked down and saw the water swirling red.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!”

For a moment he was in total panic! He was dying! He was bleeding to death!

Then he smelled the familiar odor that goes with making hot dogs.

Ketchup!

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Out of a weird, unthinking foresight—he had been expecting this after all—he had grabbed his phone, and he had put a pad in his jacket pocket.

His fingers trembling, he took out his phone and poked number one. He looked down at the mess in the bowl. There was a lot, and it was a blend of soupy and thin, and real red!

No. He wasn’t going to put on a pad. Not yet. He needed to let this thing run its course.

TOOTLE TOOT TOOT!

Ann’s cell rang at exactly 10:17. She had a feeling, and that feeling grew as she noted the number, Jim’s, and answered. “Hey, babe.”

His voice was a whisper, it was shrunken and unsure. He sounded in a total panic.

“It started!”

“What started?” she asked innocently, chuckling inside.

“I’m…I’m bleeding.”

Jim bent down and glanced under the partition walls. Thank God there was nobody there!

“Oh? Has your period started?” She smirked and held a hand over her mouth.

“Come on!” Shades of the old bully, but just shades. “Don’t be so…so…”

“Jim! Honey! It’s just a period. Women have them.”

“But…but I’m not…”

“Oh, yes. You are. You’ve had your first period. Today you are a woman!”

On his end of the phone Jimmy started to leak tears, then he put his hand to his head. He was starting to get a headache.


Part Two

Jim was a quaking, shaking mess. After his short conversation with Ann—a conversation, which it should be noted, was very unsympathetic—he sat on the toilet and contemplated his miserable condition.

In just a few minutes his headache had swollen up and now was pounding away. He felt like a mule was kicking him him in the frontal lobes from the inside.

He held his hand, then forced himself to think. The initial flow had stopped, and it was time to put on a pad.

He unwrapped the thing and examined it. Ann had shown him how it worked, how to put it on, but it was different having to it on all by himself.

Still, it wasn’t rocket science. But the fact that he was having to work through a headache made it like rocket science.

He arranged his underwear around his ankles, figured out where the pad should be in relation to his asshole, and placed it.

A bit of adhesive helped keep the thing centered, and he wiped his ass, semi-panicking from the blood on the toilet paper, and pulled his underwear up.

Fortunately, he had did well. But it didn’t feel all that comfortable. But he could see why.

Women have their slit at the bottom. There is no package to get in the way.

He not only had a package, but he had to center the pad over his asshole, which meant he had to arrange it between his buns.

Still, though he was walking funny, it worked.

Before he left the restroom he called his boss. “Sam, I think I’m coming down with something. I really feel like…” blah blah.

But, in this day of Covid even the slightest sniffle is treated with concern.

“Head for home, buddy. Take a few days, call a doctor if you think it’s Covid.”

And so, at 10:45 Jim walked into the house. He was staggering, miserable, and holding his head.

“Jim? Are you all right?” For a moment Ann was actually worried. Even though she knew it was safe and tested, he scared her.

“I’m fine,” he blustered. Then: “I just need to rest.”

“Not yet,” she said. “You’ve spotted your panties.”

“Panties? What?”

She giggled as he twisted and looked down.

“I guess I didn’t place the pad right,” he mumbled as his face turned red.

“Well, come on to the bathroom. I’ll help you get fixed up.”

Now Jim was totally mortified. “I don’t…I don’t—“

“You do. And stop looking so ashamed. It’s just a period.” She wasn’t mocking him now, but showing him a little sympathy. After all, she knew how debilitating a period could be.

“But…but…”

But Ann took him into the bathroom and helped him undress. She pushed him into the shower. “It’ll help your headache, and I’ll get your pad ready. And, uh…Jim?”

He stood in the shower, the water not on, one hand on the spigot. “What?” His eyes looked bloodshot.

“I think you’re going to need a Tampon.”

“What?” He felt like crying. He was getting emotional, and his stomach roiled.

“You’ve had a gusher. And the pads don’t seem to sit well between your buns. I’ll get you a Tampon, and a liner. That should do it.”

Jim just muttered as Ann closed the door. A second later she heard the shower start up, and what sounded like a sob.

She grinned.

Oh, she felt bad for him, but not that bad. And it was a lesson he needed to learn. He was certainly going to be a little more understanding when this was over.

And that made her stop.

When it was over.

And she felt a flush come over her body.

Hell. Jim had had a boner. With all the fake blood coming out of him he was still horny. Or maybe it was making him horny.

But it was making her horny, too.

So why did it all have to end?

Thinking deeply, she retrieved the feminine products and went back to the bathroom.

Jim was toweling off and she had him bend over. She applied a bit of lube and pushed the Tampon up. “How’s that feel?”

In spite of his headache, Jim grunted. “Good.”

She latched on to his answer. Good? He didn’t complain…he just said ‘Good.’ And straightened right up.

And his dick looked even harder.

“Well, good thing we have the Tampon, because that erection you have will make a pad difficult.”

“Hey!” he said weakly, intending to complain, but he didn’t. He was too hurting to complain.

Then she sprang it on him. She hadn’t thought about it, it just popped out of her, but it rocked his world.

“Sometimes it happens, a girl’s first period really is a bit much. It looks like yours was, but don’t worry. Next month it probably won’t be that bad.”

Jim stared at her with no expression, but she could feel what was going on inside him.

Panic. Horror. Disbelief.

He said, “I’m not going to do this again.”

“Oh, yes you are,” she said firmly. “When I have a period you have a period.”

“No!”

“Yes.” Pause. “If you ever want to cum again.”

He broke. He moved into her arms and cried on her shoulder. He sobbed like…well, like a girl.

She patted his shoulder. His hair was long, but it needed to be longer. “It’s okay, honey. It’s a natural part of life.”

“But…I don’t want to have a period!”

“Sorry, honey. You’re a girl now, and that’s what girls have.”

Jim slept for an hour. He was tired, he was headachy and had an upset stomach, and he was bleeding.

When he woke up Ann was waiting. “We’d better change your Tampon.”

He thought she was going to change it for him, but she made him change it.

“Oh, yuck!” he said, pulling the red thing out of him.

Ann kept a straight face. “My, this sure is giving you an erection.”

“No! That’s just a reaction.”

“That’s right, a reaction. We’ve got something up your fanny and you’re having a boner reaction.”

He said nothing, but wanted to scream. But wanting to scream was common when little girls had periods.

He managed to seat the new Tampon and Ann congratulated him, then: “Honey, you’re going to be messing your pants.”

“No! I’ll keep changing the Tampon!”

“That won’t help, but there is a solution.”

“What?” He would have been suspicious, but he was too miserable.

“Why do you think women wear dresses?”

He blinked.

And she was lying. Woman don’t wear dresses because they have periods. But Jim was a man and didn’t know anything.

“But, I can’t…”

“Of course you can. Besides, your panty liner will fit better, and all you have to do to change it is lift and lower.”

Jim stood there, his mouth opening and closing as he tried to come to grips with what she had said.

Ann stood there and didn’t look down, but his dick was bobbing up and down like there was no tomorrow.

She stepped forward and put a hand on his dingus.

“Oh, fuck!”

“No, honey. You’ve got a headache.” But she was stroking him lightly. She ran her hands under his balls and rolled them in her hands. “But let me put you in a dress and you’ll feel better, and I’ll be able to do this more.”

“Then we can have sex?” He was begging. Pure and simple, he was pleading.

“Oh, no. Not while you’re on the rag.”

He made a big gulp, or a sob, she wasn’t sure which.

She gave him a good pair of stretch panties. His ass was a little bigger than hers, but the stretchy material should work.

She helped him pull the panties up and arranged the liner in them.

His hard on grew harder.

This is working, she thought as she kissed him. And she couldn’t stop kissing him. He was just making her so horny…she was going to need a pad pretty soon herself. She was getting so wet.

Then she gave him a summer dress. It was pale pink with a white zig zag pattern on the material. It was loose in the chest, and she frowned. Now that she was actually dressing him like a woman she wanted him to look right. She didn’t want any unsightly boners; she wanted him to have a camel toe, if anything.

But, one thing at a time.

And the one thing she really needed, more than anything, was to masturbate.

Now frustrated, she told him to go mow the lawn.

When he was outside, pushing the grass mower in his pretty dress, she headed for the bedroom and rubbed out a quick one. Then she stood at the window and watched him.

Yes. His hair needed to be a little longer.

And he needed boobs.

And make up and…oh, God! What was happening to her?

She had been a happily married woman, but now she was caught up, compelled to change her husband, obsessing on his femininity.

But, had she really been happy?

He had been a bit of a bully. Picking on her for having a period was only one straw in a broom full of straws, and the camel’s back had been weakening all along.

Now she was happy.

She was happy with a sister, not some bozo who wanted to just poke away, regardless of how she felt.

She watched him stride across the grass. He was still walking a little funny, but that would change as she got him more used to Tampons, and female clothing. And…and make up.

She sighed, and stepped into the shower.

Jim pushed the lawn mower and tried to figure out what was happening. He had been a manly man, earning a living and taking care of his wife.

Even though it sometimes seemed like she didn’t need taking care of.

Sometimes it seemed like she was always trying to boss him.

But he knew that wasn’t totally true. She was responding to him, to the way he was acting.

Sure, she nagged, but usually only two times. Once a month, which he understood now, and when he…when he got a little too manly.

Toxic masculinity. Was he guilty of that? He hadn’t thought so, but now that he was having a period, and wearing a dress, and…was so fucking turned on he couldn’t believe it…maybe.

He stopped and emptied the grass catcher, then went back to pushing the mower. He was in the backyard, and totally embarrassed, even though there were no neighbors to point at him and laugh.

But even if they did…so what?

It was his life, not theirs, and if they didn’t understand how debilitating a period could be…the hell with them.

He pushed. And as he pushed, as he had these strange thoughts, the Tampon in his ass moved enough to stimulate him. And his penis was sticking straight out under his dress.

Damn! If it wasn’t for the headache and the …the leakage, this could actually be pleasurable.

The Tampon moving in him, his penis so fucking rock hard…he liked it.

And that caused a raft of other thoughts and realizations.

Jim didn’t get his hair cut, and the people at work noticed it.

“Getting a little shabby up there, eh, Jim?” Sam smiled at him.

But Jim didn't care. His statistics were up, and that’s something no boss is going to argue with.

Besides, Ann had told him not to cut it. She told him she wanted him to look more beautiful. And since she had her hand on his penis most of the time, he acquiesced pretty easily.

He still wore a suit at work, but she had him wearing panties and bra, and garter and nylons, under his suit.

At home, however, he was expected to wear a dress, and even a dabble of make up.

It started with a pale pink that wasn’t much pinker than his normal lips, but it seemed like it was getting pinker, or maybe even more red.

And he was taking some special vitamins she had brought home for him. He didn’t know what they were, but it seemed that he was getting even more emotional.

More emotional than the periods he had every couple of weeks should have made him.

“Isn’t this more than I should be having?” he asked.

“Different girls…different menstruation cycles,” she replied.

He accepted her words, but often thought about his ‘cycle,’ and his situation.

She had her period every month. Regular as clock work.

She set him up on a two to three week cycle.

It seemed like one or the other of them was always on the rag, and it seemed like he was never going to get sex.

But, did he really need it?

YES!

But he didn’t know what to do to get out of the cycle she had him in.

The problem was…he liked it.

He had had a half a dozen periods now, and after the first one she had somehow eliminated the headaches. Without the headaches it was nice to feel the stimulation to his anal passage. Sure, it was messy, but…he had to face it now…his penis was more and more excited.

He liked the lingerie and the dresses. He liked the monthly stimulation. And, surprise, he really liked being horny all the time.

He was caught in the excitation phase of sex, and it was thoroughly enjoyable.

Yes, he would have cum in a second, had he the opportunity, but he never seemed to have that chance.

She was just too good at managing his periods, and…he loved the way she seemed to actually love him more.

He was constantly being accosted. Just walking through the house she would assault him. Push him up against a wall and feel his cock. Stroke him. Palpate his testicles. And kiss him, kiss him, kiss him.

Whatever this period thing was doing to him, it was doing double to her. He had never seen her so happy. She glowed all the time.

Which put him in a quandary.

“Ann?”

“Yes, dear?”

She looked up from where she was reading a Grace Mansfield novel.

“We should have a talk.”

She sighed, put the book aside, and faced him. And felt a thrill course through her pussy.

God! He was gorgeous! His hair was getting long, and the estrogen was making it shiny. It was also reshaping some of the fat on his face, making him look more feminine.

She was so glad she had decided to start him on Hormone Replacement Therapy.

“Okay. What?”

He sat down and faced her and dealt with his thoughts. He had asked for this discussion, but what did he really want to say?

“Well, I know those aren’t vitamins you’ve been giving me.”

She kept a straight expression on her face. She knew he would figure it out eventually, but she didn’t think it mattered.

“Why do you say that?”

“Because…I’m growing breasts.”

She exulted. Gave herself a mental fist pump to the sky.

“Oh?”

“And I think…I think my penis is growing smaller.”

Oh, yes. It was. It had shrunk an inch. She could tell when she groped him, and she was surprised it had taken this long for him to say something.

“How big are they?”

He pulled the material of his dress tight across his chest. She could see the outline of his bra, but she could also see that the material was pushing forth, that the nipples were stiff and prominent.

“Can I see them?”

He reached himself—he had lost muscle mass and grown more flexible—and undid the buttons. He lowered the top of his dress and showed his tits.

They weren’t big, but they were definite boobs. They thrust forward, were downright perky, and his nipples had grown quite a bit larger.

Without asking, Ann reached out and cupped his boobs. They were big enough to fill her hands. Eyeing him, watching him closely, she leaned forward. The nipple fit in her mouth. She could feel the texture, it was like a hard pebble, and she roughed her tongue over it.

“Oh,” Jim groaned.

She licked him a few more times, then did his other nipple.

Jim felt like he was going to explode. His balls ached, and thought they were slightly smaller he could feel the urgency in them.

The real thrill was the feeling like a bolt of electricity shooting from his nipples to his groin. He had never felt anything like that!

“Well, yes. I did think you needed to adjust your hormone level, and, yes., those vitamins are hormones. They seem to be working wonderfully. Don’t you agree?”

She leveled her eyes at him and almost dared him to object. But he had no intention of protesting.

“Uh, yes. But, uh…”

“Yes?

“It’s pretty obvious that you don’t want to make love to me anymore, and, uh, I wondered what you had in mind.”

“What do you mean?” She was actually a bit confused.

“I understand that you might not want my dick, it is getting shorter, and even shrinking in girth a bit, but…I really do like having sex. At least of some kind.”

Bingo. She got it. Butt boy speaks!

“So you’re having a period right now, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Then go ahead and have it, and next week I’ll figure something out.”

He grinned. “Thanks, honey.”

She almost came right there. He was weak, simpering, and the weaker he got, the more servile he got, the stronger she felt.

Then she grew thoughtful. He was right, but in more ways than one.

She didn’t want his little weenie any more. His submission was better than sex. But…should she give up sex?

She thought not. After all, she remembered those big orgasms he used to give her. They were great, and though she was out of practice, at least with real, meat weenies, maybe she should consider taking on a lover or two.

That whole week Ann spent thinking about sex with a stud. Somebody who could service her, but…just a booty call. She wanted the sex, but not the messiness of another man.

Heck, she already had one, and that was enough.

But, before she took on a lover she had to figure out how to give Jim relief.

Odd. When he was a man she felt a duty to lay down. But now that he was soft, she still felt a duty. But not to spread her legs. To…geez, she didn’t know. Spread his legs?

And that thought brought her to the solution.

Ann powered up the computer and typed in, ‘how do you give men relief without fucking them.’

At first there were the usual boring Google sponsored ads, usually magazine like articles. ‘How to turn a man on without touching him,’ and so on.

Then she found some more in depth writing, and amongst the writing she found a couple of possibilities.

At first she was surprised, but quite intrigued. She read, googled more questions, found porn sites, specified her questions, and…it was the simplest thing in the world to satisfy a man without giving him sex. In fact, it was a lot easier than giving him sex.

“Have a seat, honey.”

Jim was wearing a dress, and his boner was, as usual pushing the dress up.

She frowned at his bump, then smiled. Not much longer, and we’ll handle that.

He sat down at the dining table, and she sat catty corner to him. She had prepared drinks and she sipped and nodded for him to do the same.

He did. And as he sipped, and left the imprint of his red lipstick on the glass, she thought about how submissive he had become. He really enjoyed letting her make the decisions.

Well, she was about to make another one for him.

“Jim, I’ve researched it, and I know how to give you relief without the sex aspect of it all.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. So let’s get drunk and I’ll show you.”

“Is it that bad that I have to get drunk?”

“Of course not. But just like we used to go out, party a bit, and then have sex, this will be much the same.”

“Sex without sex?” he asked.

“Sort of.”

“Do I need to get turned on?”

It was an odd question since he was turned on all the time. She answered it blandly. “You don’t, but I think you’ll be turned on. Real turned on.”

So they sipped, and chatted, and she watched him closely.

He was actually acting more feminine than she did.

He liked to wear high heels more than she did, and he loved to make the clicking sound. Of course the clicking sound was a powerful sound, but it was the power of a woman. She didn’t need that anymore.

He liked to wear red lipstick, whereas she just liked a shade of pink now and then. So he was seeking female power more and more, and she was latching onto male power.

That was an interesting, little change of roles.

He liked dresses, she sometimes liked male shorts.

He liked his little weenie all pressed up inside his underwear, struggling to get out.

She liked the roominess of male pants.

So what was about to happen was okay. In fact, later on she would realize that there was no way around it.

Finally, he was a little high, and giggly. He was getting off on the little hints she was dropping. Hints like, ‘You’ll love it with me taking charge.’ Or, ‘You’ll find that dress really works with what I’ve got in mind.’

She was a little high, and feeling very, very excited. She could feel shivers running down her chest and right to her pussy. She was almost trembling, and she finally put a hand on his hand.

“Okay, honey, there’s two ways we can go. We can simply milk you. I play with your prostate until you just leak out. That’s a very horny method, you’ll be quite excited and unable to calm your dick down.”

“What’s the other method?” he asked, gulping loudly.

“A strap on. I simply do you until you lose your load. Again, you’ll be horny afterwards, but…” she shrugged.

Jim had never felt so excited. His penis was, in spite of being small, rock hard. His anus was literally quivering.

Either way, milking, with whatever that entailed, or the strap on, he was going to be relieved.

“So which do you want?”

“Do I have to…I think I need to experience both before making a decision.”

“Of course you do. But which do you want tonight?”

He really didn’t know, and finally he settled for asking her to flip a coin, then do whatever the coin toss indicated. Without telling him.

She flipped, grinned and didn’t show him the coin, and led him back to the bedroom.

He went eagerly.

When he had first had his period she had told him he was ‘now a woman.’

But that wasn’t totally true. He wasn’t a woman until he had sex the way a woman had sex.

But what was she going to do to him? Milk him? Or fuck him?

The answer came when she reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on.

He stared at the long, plastic dong and grew faint.

He was supposed to take that…that…big, thick club?

“Now you’ll see why women prefer dresses.” She pushed him over the bed, pulled up his dress and lowered his panties.

The air was cool on his brown button, and he jerked when she began lubing him.

She massaged his buttocks while she applied the lubricant.

“You’re going to love this, honey. Just remember to relax and let it happen.”

He blurted, “I’m going to lose my virginity.”

“That’s right,” she cooed. “Just like any young girl. When I’m done you’re going to be my property. And you’ll love it.”

He was shivering now, and his legs were shaking and he felt like he could hardly stand up. But he didn’t need to stand up. All he needed to do was stay there, bent over the bed, and learn the facts of life.

She took him then. And he cried a little, and there were a few drops of blood, but then the awesome pleasure of female sex took over.


Epilogue

Jim was going to work earlier now, because he had to get off earlier. He had to get off earlier because he had to fix dinner and do the chores that he hadn’t gotten to in the morning. things like the laundry, vacuuming, and so on.

When he got home he spent a lot of time preparing a delicious meal for Ann. While she rested in the recliner, reading the paper (or Grace Mansfield story), or watching women’s tennis on TV, he peeled the potatoes, washed the greens, prepared a salad, and cooked his steak.

These days he liked his steaks in little pieces, mixed in with a salad.

After dinner he washed the dishes, then came in and rubbed Ann’s feet.

She would relax, and if he was lucky, and she was in the mood, she would take him to the bedroom and drain him. Or, if he was really lucky, screw him.

On this night, however, she delayed, enjoyed the foot rub a bit longer, then cleared her throat.

“Yes, dear?”

“I’m been thinking.”

“Yes?” Jim didn’t always understand when Ann was thinking about, even when she explained it to him, and this night was no different.

“I think it’s about time we gave you a little Depo Provera.”

“What will that do?”

“It will help reduce your erections.”

Jim nibbled his lip a bit and worried.

“Does that mean you’re not going to have sex with me anymore?”

“Oh, honey, no! We’ll have sex as much as I want!”

Jim smiled. He was so emotional these days, and he dried a tear and controlled a sniff.

“Okay.”

“In fact, we’ll have sex tonight…”

Jim brightened up. His face lit up and he grinned.

“Just as you take this Depo Provera.”

Ann held out a pill. Jim stared at it, then reached out and took it. He held it for a moment and stared at it, then he looked up at his wife. “But we’re going to have sex tonight?”

Ann nodded.

“Okay.” And Jim popped the pill into his mouth.

END
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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.
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