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MY WIFE'S NEW PACKAGE

There’s  a  new  drug  on  the  market  called  Gendypnol.  It’s  a  revolutionary  and  controversial drug just for female-to-male transgenders that turns a girl’s lady parts into boy parts with a single dose, followed by a week of nausea and body pains and headaches. Husband and wife, Nick and Rey,  think  the  drug  is  stupid  and  dangerous—so  they’re  naturally  mortified  when  a  dose  of Gendypnol is accidentally slipped to Rey while she’s battling a cold. 

There’s no reversal drug yet, so Rey is going to have to get used to her new package. Nick is going to have to get used to it as well—and he’ll have to get used to some of the urges that come along with Rey’s new hormones as well. 

CHAPTER I

It was a late February night and Rey’s annoying friend, Amber, came by the house without warning,  which  wasn’t  unusual.  She’d  been  coming  by  the  house  unannounced  every  two  or three days, ever since she broke up with her fiancée—and that was almost two years ago already. 

And she was always coming to deliver the same news, as if Rey and me cared. It was either:

“Oh my God, I met this new guy and we’re so in love. We met on Tinder and we had our first date last night. He wants just as many kids as me. Two! Isn’t that crazy?” Or she was there to say,  “Oh  my  God,  I’m  going  to  kill  myself.  He’s  not  answering  my  calls.  I’ve  left  him  eight messages. Do you think he hates me, or do you think he’s just not getting the messages? Should I try messaging him again? What do you think? I’m just going to do it.” 

After  every  breakup,  there  would  be  a  week  of  more-than-usual  visits.  Sometimes  she  was there every day. There was one week where she wouldn’t leave. I went to bed while she was still blabbing away to my wife, and when I woke up, there she was, asleep on my couch. She must have fallen asleep while blabbing off. 

Usually, about a week after every breakup, she would announce her new thing. “I’ve decided I’m going to go to climb Mount Everest. I know, I’ve never climbed a mountain before, but I met this girl at the bar and she said that her aunt did it with no experience. I think I need to do this.” 

She usually never followed through with her crazy plans. She was always cancelling flights just days after booking them, and quitting radical diets within a week of starting them. “For the rest of my life, I won’t eat anything that came from an animal. I don’t need that stuff in my body,” 

she  once  said,  two  days  before  ordering  the  chicken  parmesan  when  she  was  out  with  us  for dinner. 

My wife had a special ringtone on her phone, just for Amber. We called it the Amber Alert. 

“Better answer it,” I would say to Rey. 

And sometimes she would say something like, “I’ll just call her in the morning.” 

“No—you have to answer it, or she’ll come over,” I would say. 

“No she won’t. She knows it’s almost midnight.” 

And  sure  enough,  Amber  would  be  at  the  door,  fifteen  minutes  later—just  like  she  was  on that  late  February  night.  She  didn’t  wait  for  an  invite  inside  after  I  opened  the  door.  She  just walked  past  me  and  stomped  off  her  boots  with  a  big  smile  on  her  face.  “I  have  great  news—

huge news. You won’t believe it, but you’re going to be so proud of me,” she said. Rey was in her pyjamas, standing in the kitchen with heavy eyes. We had just been cleaning up before bed when the doorbell rang. 

“What is it, Amber?” Rey asked. 

“Aren’t you going to offer me a drink? Just because I’m your best friend doesn’t mean I’m not a guest.” 

I rolled my eyes and sauntered over to the liquor cabinet. “What can I get you?” I asked with a sigh. 

“A cocktail—something fruity.” I was about to pour her a very simple screwdriver and then she said, “Actually, no. I want the most boyish drink you know how to make.” I stood there for a moment and then I went to the fridge and grabbed a Bud Light. I gently tossed it to her and she caught it with a flinch and a gasp. “Careful!” Then she looked at the can with a slight grimace. 

But to my surprise she still cracked it and had a sip. She let another grimace slip and then she said, “It’s going to take some getting used to, but I have a feeling I’ll like it. I’m sure I can get into this. Plus it’s cheaper than what I usually drink, so I’ll save money. Maybe I’ll invest that money into international real estate. You know that’s what all of the big players are doing right now: international real estate.” 

Rey politely nodded her sleepy head. “Is that what you came to tell us, Amber?” 

“What’s the matter with you?” Amber said, tilting her head to the side like a confused pug. 

“She’s got a cold. We think she picked it up at the airport the other day,” I said. It was true that Rey had a cold—I just hoped it would be enough to shoo Amber out from our house. 

But Amber didn’t seem to even notice the mention of Rey’s illness. “I have big news—really big  news.  I’m  scared  to  tell  you,  but  I  think  you’re  going  to  be  so  excited.  Have  you  seen  the news lately, by the way? Have you seen all that stuff about the gender reassignment pills?” 

“More like circus freak pills,” I said. And then I was surprised by the dirty look I got from Amber. 

“Excuse  me?  Those  pills  are  going  to  help  thousands  of  transgender  people  fit  into  this world.” 

There  was  a  new  product  on  the  pharmaceutical  market  called  Gendypnol.  It  was  a controversial  pill  women  could  take.  It  literally  turned  their  pussies  into  cocks—with  a  single pill.  The  science  behind  it  was  confusing.  From  what  I  could  understand,  the  pill  changed  the user’s  ovaries  into  extremely  powerful  hormone  factories,  pumping  out  the  same  hormone  that baby  boys  get  in  utero  when  their  little  penises  are  first  developing.  These  hormones  were apparently strong enough to turn a pussy into a cock in a matter of days—though I had a hard time believing the result was even slightly convincing, despite what the ads said. “Just look it up on  Google!”  the  guy  in  the  advertisements  always  shouted  at  the  end  of  the  ads,  as  if  he  was selling used cars. But I refused to look it up. I didn’t need to see any nasty pictures of some girl’s mutilated you-know-what. 

“Those  pills  are  going  to  leave  lots  of  girls  with  big  regrets,”  I  said.  “You  know  that  they can’t reverse it, right?” 

“Why would they need to be able to reverse it?” Amber said, putting her hands on her hips as if she’d just made the greatest argument in the history of the on-going controversy. “These girls want to be boys. It’s not just a phase, Nick.” 

I  shook  my  head.  “Well  isn’t  it  something  like  seventy  percent  of  transgenders  who  get surgeries regret the decision within three years? Why would these pills be any different?” I said. 

“I blame the parents. The parents of these poor girls failed to raise their daughters to be happy with the bodies they were given. It’s a travesty, really.” 

“You’re  such  a  bigot,”  Amber  said,  waving  me  off,  probably  because  she  didn’t  actually have an argument. 

“What  about  the  pills,  Amber?”  asked  Rey,  reeling  her  back  in,  trying  to  get  her  back  on track so she could get back on her way home. 

“Well, I was doing some thinking, and I decided that I’m going to take the pill.” She clasped her  hands  at  her  chest  and  stood  with  a  big  smile,  as  if  she  was  waiting  for  us  to  scream, 

‘Congratulations!’ But instead, Rey’s mouth dropped open and her face turned even whiter than it was with her cold. “What? Aren’t you guys proud of me? I’m finally coming out. I’ve always wanted to be a man.” 

“Since when?” Rey asked, still with her lips parted. 

“Since always. I mean—I didn’t really know it until recently, but I could always feel it. And now that feeling makes sense.” 

Rey  shook  her  head.  Usually  my  wife  indulged  Amber  in  her  crazy  ideas,  but  not  tonight. 

Tonight,  even  Rey  thought  Amber  was  off  her  rocker.  “Well  thankfully  you  need  to  get  a prescription from a doctor. No doctor is ever going to give you that pill—not until you can prove that you’ve wanted this for a very long time.” 

Amber reached into her pocket and pulled out an orange bottle containing a single pill. “I got it today. I literally just told him how I felt and he wrote the prescription.” She shook the bottle, making  the  pill  rattle  around.  I  didn’t  care  much  for  Amber,  but  even  I  didn’t  want  her  taking that pill. I didn’t want her ruining her life. If she took that pill, then she would really die alone. 

She would realize within a week that she wanted to be a woman, but it would be too late, so she would be a woman with a cock. Maybe she would get it removed surgically, leaving her with a makeshift hole where her pussy once was. 

“Amber,  you  cannot  take  that  pill.  You’re  making  a  big  mistake.  Give  it  to  me,”  said  Rey, trying to approach Amber slowly, as if she was a toddler waving around a loaded gun. 

Amber shook her head and scoffed. “I thought you would understand, Rey. I’m disappointed. 

It’s 2019. It’s time to be more understanding.” 

“At  least  wait  a  couple  of  weeks.  You’ve  waited  twenty-eight  years—another  couple  of weeks  won’t  kill  you,”  said  my  wife.  It  was  refreshing  to  hear  my  wife  talking  some  sense  to Amber  for  once.  She  was  always  encouraging  her  delusions,  always  playing  along  with  her stupid fantasies, always scorning me whenever I made fun or tore up Amber’s lousy logic. 

“I don’t need to wait a couple of weeks, Rey. I know what I want.” 

“Remember when you thought you wanted to be a pianist? And you went out and bought that piano and signed up for lessons, and I went with you and you spent four hundred dollars on sheet music at that store? And then a week later, you decided you didn’t want to be a pianist.” 

“That was different,” Amber said. 

“How was that different?” Rey asked. 

“I didn’t actually want to be a pianist. I just thought I did.” 

“Listen to yourself,” I said, butting back into the conversation. “You sound psychotic.” 

“Nick—you’re not helping,” my wife said to me. She turned back to Amber. “Just give me the pill, Amber. Spend some time thinking about this. At least go out a few times as a man before you commit to becoming a man for the rest of your life. I’ll go to the mall with you and we can

get you a couple of outfits. Maybe we can even go and get your hair cut—but I worry that you’ll even regret that.” 

“If  I’m  going  to  do  this,  I’m  going  to  commit  one-hundred  percent,”  Amber  said,  taking another sip from her Bud Light. She cringed at the taste again. “I’ve never committed completely to something—that’s why things never work out for me. Now I’m going to commit. I’m going to become a man.” 

“Just let her do it, Rey. Let’s go to bed. I’ve got work in the morning,” I said. 

“No—we  aren’t  letting  her  do  this.  We’re  going  to  talk  about  it  until  she  realizes  she’s making a massive mistake. Sit down at the table, Amber. Nick—get me a drink.” Rey was on a mission. She was exhausted and sniffling and it was almost 1:00 AM, but she was determined to protect her psychotic friend. So I got her a glass of wine and then I sat in the living room while she tried to talk Amber out of her idiotic and permanent idea. 

When  Amber  finished  her  Bud  Light,  she  went  to  the  fridge  and  got  a  second  one.  She cracked it open and took a long sip. Then she looked at me and said, “See? I told you it would grow on me. I told you I could be a man.” I tried not to laugh at her idiotic statement. 

Her little pill would give her a pair of testicles and a cock, but it wouldn’t change the size of her small bladder. After her second beer, she was going to the bathroom every ten minutes. A fun fact  about  women:  their  bladders  are  smaller.  Women  pee  more  than  men,  and  even  if  Amber took that pill, that wouldn’t change. 

Rey  got  up  to  use  the  bathroom  after  Amber’s  third  visit.  “Stay  here  and  make  sure  she doesn’t take that pill,” she said to me as she walked towards the potty. Amber was looking at me with a big grin. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

“You guys think you can stop me, but you can’t. You’re going to see me as a man in a few days and you’re going to realize that I was right all along.” 

“You  think  that  I’ll  be  so  impressed  by  your  manliness  that  I’ll  agree  the  pill  was  a  good idea?” I said, making sure I understood her ridiculous statement correctly. 

She nodded her head, and then I heard Rey scream in the bathroom. I sprung to my feet and ran over to see what happened. “Are you okay?” 

Rey was holding up the orange pill bottle. It was empty. “She took the pill—oh my God, she actually took the pill. Amber! Where’s the pill? What did you do with that pill?” 

And suddenly, Amber was standing behind us in the doorway. “I took it. I told you, I want this. I know what I’m doing. I want to be a man.” 

“Make yourself throw up. It’s probably not too late. Stick your fingers down your throat and throw up.” Rey ran up to Amber and grabbed her arms. “Please make yourself throw up.” 

“I’m  not  going  to  do  that.  I  should  be  getting  home.  Those  nasty  side  effects  should  be kicking in soon,” she said. “Next time you see me, I’ll be a man.” She looked happier than ever as she sauntered over to our front door—like the newest member of some deranged cult. Her life was essentially over. In a few days, she would officially be a mutilated abomination. And there was nothing we could do to help her. 

CHAPTER II

My  wife’s  cold  only  got  worse,  thanks  in  part  to  Amber’s  idiocy.  After  Amber  left,  Rey wasn’t able  to  sleep. She  tried  calling Amber  a  few  times, but  she  wouldn’t pick  up.  Then  she paced around the house until about 3:30 AM. “You need to get some sleep, darling,” I said. So she got into the bed, but she couldn’t fall asleep. And there’s nothing worse than getting no sleep when you have a nasty cold. 

She ended up sleeping for an hour at most, and when she woke up, her sniffling was worse than ever before. She had a pounding headache and a body that hurt all over. She took the day off of work. I made her a bed on the couch before heading off to work, and then I left work early, so that I could help Rey out and make her feel more comfortable. 

“This  headache  is  killing  me,”  she  said,  pressing  her  hands  firmly  against  the  sides  of  her head. 

“Did you take any Advil?” I asked. 

“I’ve  taken  so  much  Advil,”  she  said.  “I  need  something  stronger.”  So  I  fetched  some stronger pills from the back of our medicine cabinet. I gave her two of the pills she got when she had her wisdom teeth removed. “These should help.” And they did help. After an hour, she was able to sleep with a slight smile on her face, and a lot of snot running down from her nose. But at least she was getting some rest. 

Though  her  cold  didn’t  get  any  better.  She  slept  through  the  night—almost  for  sixteen straight hours—and then she woke up with another pounding headache, and more body pains. It was  around  noon  the  next  day  when  she  started  throwing  up.  “Should  we  go  to  the  doctor?”  I asked. 

“It’s just a cold,” she said, but it was worse than any cold she’d ever had before. I gave her a couple more of those powerful wisdom tooth pills, and she conked out for another sixteen hours, only waking up briefly so that she could drag her feet to the bathroom to go pee. The third day of her  cold  wasn’t  any  better,  and  then  the  fourth  day  was  actually  worse.  “I’m  taking  you  to  the hospital,”  I  said  after  she  started  throwing  up  what  looked  like  blood.  And  even  though  Rey hated hospitals, she agreed to let me take her. 

I had to help Rey from the car into the emergency room, and then I had to help her onto the hospital bed in the tiny curtain room they put us in. I looked at her pale face and I was starting to worry that something was seriously wrong—something much, much worse than a cold. I put my hand on her forehead and it felt like a furnace. The doctor took a long look at her but couldn’t figure out what was wrong. “I’ve seen this before,” he said. “But usually with surgery patients. 

Sometimes little pieces of gauze get left behind in the body, and then the body tries to reject the foreign material. But this is even different than that.” He shined a light in her eyes. “Your pupils are dilated, as if you’ve been doing cocaine. And your muscles are all tense, as if you’ve been taking steroids. I’m going to have them take some blood samples and a urine sample.” 

The nurse came by and took Rey’s blood, and then she asked if Rey was okay to get her own urine  sample,  or  if  Rey  needed  help.  Rey  tried  to  strain  her  body  up,  but  she  was  in  too  much

pain. Her face turned red and she said, “I think I need help.” 

“Don’t be embarrassed,” said the nurse. “I’ve seen everything.” 

So the nurse took her little cup and funnel and then she lifted up Rey’s gown. She paused for a  moment  and  then  took  a  deep  breath.  “Go  ahead  and  pee,”  she  said,  looking  away  while holding  the  funnel  and  cup  between  my  wife’s  legs.  So  Rey  started  peeing.  There  was  a  long awkward silence. The nurse capped the little cup of pee and then she placed it on her cart. She smiled awkwardly and said, “So how long since you took the pill?” 

“Which pill?” Rey asked. 

“The Gendypnol pill.” 

Rey stared at the nurse for five terrifyingly silent seconds. “I didn’t take a pill,” she said. “I just took a few T3s and some Advil.” 

The nurse was quiet for a moment before saying. “Oh, I’m sorry. On your chart it says you were  born  female.  I  know  that  it  seems  old-school  that  we  have  that  there,  but  it  matters  for things like drug dosages and whatnot.” 

“I was born female,” Rey said. “What are you on about?” 

“I  mean  sex,  not  gender.  I’ll  admit  that  I’m  not  entirely  versed  in  all  the  lingo.  You’re biologically male, correct?” 

Rey  was  silent  and  her  face  was  bone-white.  “No,”  she  said  carefully.  “I  was  born  female, and I’m still a female. I have a four-year-old daughter, who I gave birth to.” 

And the nurse was in a silent state of shock. “I’m confused,” she said. “So you did take the Gendypnol then?” 

Rey  stared  at  the  nurse  for  a  moment  and  then  she  looked  down  at  her  gown.  She  reached down slowly and pulled it up, revealing a small flaccid cock where her pussy used to be. “Oh my God,” she said, slapping her hand against her mouth. She began to tremble. “What is that?” 

The nurse backed away slowly. “I’ll go get the doctor,” she said before turning around and scurrying off. 

And  I  was  too  afraid  to  get  any  closer  than  I  already  was.  “Rey—what  the  hell  is  that?”  I asked. 

She reached down and touched it, pushing it to the side. “Oh my God, I can feel it. It’s real. 

Get  it  off  of  me.  What’s  happening?  Is  this  a  joke?  Why  is  that  there?  Where’s  my  fucking vagina?” 

The  doctor  came  into  the  room  and  looked  down  at  my  wife’s  new  cock.  “Oh—you  didn’t mention you were transitioning. That would explain pretty much all of your symptoms.” 

“What the fuck is happening?” Rey shouted. 

And  the  doctor’s  face  became  almost  as  white  as  Rey’s.  It  was  a  long  night.  They  tested Rey’s blood and found traces of Gendypnol in her system. Based on the doctor’s estimate, she was  four  days  into  her  six-day  transition.  And  when  I  asked,  “Where  did  it  come  from?”  the nurses and doctors all shrugged their shoulders. “Maybe she took it by accident?” 

And  then  Rey  and  I  both  became  silent  as  we  simultaneously  remembered  Amber’s  little

orange bottle. Rey looked over at me, and then I said, “Excuse me for a minute.” I slipped out into the hospital hallway and then I dialled up Amber. 

“Amber here, what can I do for you?” she asked. 

“What  the  hell  did  you  do?”  I  asked  through  clenched  teeth.  It  was  a  good  thing  that  she wasn’t  there  in  front  of  me.  I  would  have  punched  her  straight  in  the  face,  even  if  she  hadn’t taken her pill and was still a man. 

“What are you talking about?” she asked. 

“That pill—did you give it to my wife? Is this some kind of big joke to you?” 

“No, I told you I took it.” 

“Bullshit you did. You had one little pill. What did you do with it? If you took it, prove it. 

You should have a cock by now—so send me a picture.” 

“Excuse me? Did you just ask me to send you a picture?” 

“Send it, damnit!” I shouted. 

And then Amber became silent. 

“What is it, Amber? Tell me what’s going on. How did my wife end up with Gendypnol in her system?” 

“Wait, what?” 

“You heard me. Did you put it in her drink? I’m going to sue you so hard—you’ll be giving us every dollar of every paycheque for the rest of your life.” 

“I hid the pill in a bottle, in the back of your medicine cabinet. I was too afraid to take it—but I wanted you to think that I took it.” 

“What? Why? What’s wrong with you? Are you insane?” 

“What? I put it with a bunch of expired pills. You aren’t supposed to take expired pills you know. They can make you sick. I saw an episode of Dr. Phil about it.” 

“Amber,  I’m  going  to  kill  you.  Why  didn’t  you  take  the  damned  pill?”  My  hand  was clenched into a fist and my arms and legs were trembling. If my wife took the Gendypnol pill, then her pussy was gone. Then she had a cock until she could get in for a gender reassignment surgery. And even then, she wouldn’t get her pussy back. For the rest of her life she would just have essentially a wound between her legs. It wasn’t fair to her and it wasn’t fair to me. 

And how long would it take to get her into surgery? What if it took months? I couldn’t sleep next to my wife while she had a cock. What if it touched me? And what if it actually worked—

what if  she  could get  an  erection? The  thought  made  me cringe  and  squirm. “I’m  going  to  kill you,” I said again. 

“You’re being discriminatory.” 

“What does that even mean?” 

“What difference does it make if your wife has a penis or a vagina?” she asked with her usual condescending tone. 

“Can you hear yourself right now? Do you have any idea how crazy you sound? Obviously

you know that it makes a difference because you didn’t take the fucking pill!” 

“I’m not going to talk to you if you’re going to yell at me.” 

I  had  to  hang  up  the  phone.  I  couldn’t  stand  the  sound  of  her  voice  any  longer.  I  couldn’t even stand the mental image of her face that was now stuck in my head. I paced back and forth for a minute, taking deep breaths. I needed to calm myself down. Maybe it wasn’t going to be so bad. Maybe they could reverse the drug, seeing as it hadn’t fully run through her system yet. 

I went back into our ward and I slipped into our curtain room. “How’s it going?” I asked my beautiful wife, who now had a male appendage growing between her legs. 

“Terrible. I want to die. Isn’t there some plug you can pull in here to kill me?” 

“Where’s the doctor? I want to see if they can reverse this. Surely they can reverse this.” 

“I  already  asked.  There’s  nothing  they  can  do.  Apparently  Amber’s  pill  bottle  had  warning all over it that said ‘the effects of this pill cannot be reversed’.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “I have a cock now. You’re married to a woman with a cock. Oh God, you’re going to end up leaving me. I’m going to die alone. I’ll never be able to wear a bathing suit again. What’s even the point of living?” 

“We’ll figure this out. Don’t worry. I heard they were working on a reversal drug.” 

“They’re not,” my wife said as she let her head fall back onto her pillow. “I asked the doctor that,  too.  My  options  are  surgical  removal  or  live  with  it.  And  I’ve  seen  what  the  surgical removal looks like. I’m probably better off with the damned thing. You may as well just divorce me now.” 

“I’m  not  going  to  divorce  you.  We’re  going  to  make  this  work.  I  don’t  know  how  we’re going  to  do  it,  but  we’ll  do  it.”  I  reached  out  and  brushed  the  hair  off  of  Rey’s  pretty  face.  At least her face was stull beautiful. At least the pill wouldn’t change that. At least the pill wouldn’t change  her  body  at  all.  She  would  still  be  thin  and  curvy,  and  her  tits  wouldn’t  be  going anywhere. 

And she did still have a hole between her legs—she would just have to get used to taking it from behind, something she’d never let me do before. “It’ll be okay,” I said again, but my voice was far from convincing. Would it be okay? 

CHAPTER III

Rey’s cock got bigger. I only caught a glimpse of it briefly while she was changing after we got back from the hospital. It looked big, but that was probably just because of her small body. A part of me was worried that it was bigger than mine, as if it made any difference. 

She  kept  it  covered  up  and  she  tried  not  to  talk  about  it—though  it  was  all  both  of  us  ever thought about. Every time that Gendypnol ad came on the TV, we would both because painfully silent, and that silence would linger into my bones and then my gut. 

Rey went to multiple doctors, trying to find someone with a miracle solution. They all told her  the  same  thing.  “Gendypnol  is  a  new  drug,  and  as  far  as  I  know,  there’s  no  reversing  the effects.” But Rey was so desperate to have her pussy back, she kept shelling out money to see new  doctors,  hoping  one  of  them  would  say,  ‘We  do  have  this  experimental  drug.’  She  would have taken it without hesitation, even if there were an 80% risk of getting cancer from it. 

But  there  was  nothing—no  other  options  aside  from  surgery,  which  she  researched  quite heavily. I did some of my own research into surgery, but the sight of a post-op trans vagina was not  exactly  my  cup  of  tea.  Plus,  I  learned  about  a  thing  called  dilation,  where  Rey  would essentially have to keep a dildo in her fake pussy for many hours every day for the rest of her life,  so  that  it  wouldn’t  close  shut.  The  thought  made  me  shudder.  And  apparently  post-op vaginas don’t feel very much if any stimulation. At least her cock could be stimulated, at least according to the Internet. Though I wasn’t exactly lining up to see for myself. 

Two months went by, and in those two months, I didn’t see my wife’s cock. We didn’t even talk about it, but I knew it was there. 

We were watching a hockey game on TV one night when a beer ad came on the screen. In the  ad,  a  woman  in  a  bikini  poured  herself  a  beer  in  super-slow-motion.  She  had  large  breasts and a cute little ski jump nose. She looked into the camera and winked, and I had to admit that the girl was pretty damn sexy. I found myself thinking: I bet she has a pussy. I bet she’s had sex with her husband in the past two months. I wonder if he knows how lucky he is? I wonder if he knows  how  quickly  that  can  all  change.  He  just  has  to  take  the  wrong  pill  from  the  wrong bottle…

And  then  I  looked  over  at  Rey  and  noticed  something  on  her  lap:  a  bulge.  Her  skirt  stood straight up, being held up by a massive erection. Rey looked at me with a funny look and then she looked down to see what I was looking at. She gasped and quickly reached down and tucked her  cock  back  into  her  panties.  Her  face  was  suddenly  red.  I  looked  away  quickly.  It  was  a minute later when she said, “I can’t help it. It just happens sometimes.” 

I nodded my head slowly. “It’s fine,” I said. My hands and feet felt suddenly cold. I took a deep  breath.  So  it  did  work.  It  wasn’t  just  an  aesthetic  penis—it  was  a  fully  functioning  dick, capable of becoming erect, and maybe even capable of shooting cum. 

It was the next morning when I found that ad on her phone. I couldn’t find my phone and I needed to look up a recipe. I opened her Internet browser and saw the ad there, paused on that large breasted woman’s supple rack. Why was my wife looking at it? Is that what gave her the

erection? 

It  was  the  next  morning  when  I  felt  Rey  slipping  out  of  bed  early.  She  quietly  left  the bedroom and went into the bathroom. I sat up and checked the time on my phone. It was only 6:00 AM, much earlier than she usually got up. Then I looked over at her nightstand and noticed that she’d taken her phone with her. So I quietly got up and crept over to the bathroom door. I pressed my ear against the door and listened, and I heard the sound of my wife masturbating. 

She was moaning quietly and breathing heavily. I heard her whimper the word ‘fuck’ a few times, and then there was a silence. The toilet flushed and I retreated back to the bed, slipping under the covers and pretending to go back to sleep. She got back into the bed and went back to sleep. Then, later that morning while Rey was taking a shower, I looked at her phone’s Internet history  and  saw  that  she  had  been  watching  porn.  As  far  as  I  knew,  Rey  had  never  watched  a porno in her life. 

I looked online to see if it could have been something to do with her new cock and balls, and sure enough, lots of women reported the same side effect: a sudden desire to masturbate, and a growing attraction towards women. My heart skipped a beat. Rey had been so worried that I was going to leave her, but maybe the real worry was that she was going to leave me for a lady. 

I tried to do some more research, to see what happened to other couples that had taken the drug. But the drug was so new that there wasn’t much material on the web, especially not from straight women with husbands. So all I could do was pray that she would stay in love with me, even if her desires became stronger. 

It was a month later when we got an unexpected snowstorm. I was working on a roof when the snow started to fall, and it wasn’t ten minutes before I had to get off of that roof for the sake of my own safety. My boss told me to go home early. “We’ve got no other work right now, so I guess you can go spend the afternoon with your wife,” he said to me. 

I stopped on the way home to buy some burgers for lunch. I thought about texting Rey to see what  she  wanted,  but  I  figured  it  might  be  nice  to  surprise  her.  So  when  I  got  home,  I  quietly opened and closed the door. But Rey wasn’t in the living room. I didn’t call out for her because I didn’t want to ruin the surprise. I went to the basement but she wasn’t there. Then I checked the bathroom,  but  she  wasn’t  there  either.  And  that’s  when  I  heard  the  moaning  coming  from  the bedroom. I crept up to the door slowly and pressed my ear to it. It was a woman moaning, but it wasn’t my wife. My heart stuttered and my gut turned. I grabbed the door handle and threw the door open, ready to catch my wife cheating on me with a woman. 

But instead I saw my wife on the bed, on her knees, with a Fleshlight in her hands. She was turned  towards  her  laptop  screen,  which  was  playing  a  hardcore  lesbian  squirting  scene.  She looked back at me and tossed the Fleshlight aside, but it was too late. She reached her orgasm. 

She whimpered and her lips went crooked and she trembled and her cock started to unload onto our bed. “I’m so sorry,” she said with a shudder, mid-orgasm. For the first time ever, I saw my wife’s erect penis, and it was long and thick and throbbing as it spewed white goo everywhere. 

The  scene  on  the  laptop  continued.  One  of  the  lesbians  was  fisting  the  other,  and  she  was screaming  and  squirting  all  over  the  place—even  on  the  camera  lens.  “I’m  so  sorry,”  my  wife said again. 

“It’s fine,” I said. I looked away and tried to take a deep breath. I wasn’t sure how to process what I was seeing. My wife was into lesbian porn now? Was she still into men? 

Did it even matter? Even if she was still sexually attracted to me, it’s not like she had a pussy I could fuck. Maybe, if I was lucky, she would let me into her asshole—but would I even be able to do it? Would I be able to get it up with her, knowing she had a penis? 

She came out from the bedroom once she had everything cleaned up. She apologized again. 

Her face was dark red. I told her it was fine, and then I gave her one of the burgers I bought. We went  on  pretending  like  nothing  had  happened,  like  we  always  did—pretending  as  though everything was normal and fine. I took two sleeping pills before bed, knowing I wouldn’t be able to sleep naturally with the image of my wife fucking a Fleshlight stuck in my head. 

Where  did  she  even  get  the  Fleshlight?  She  must  have  gone  out  to  buy  it,  or  she  bought  it online.  Either  way,  it  meant  that  she  wasn’t  just  caving  to  hormonal  desires.  She  was  pre-planning  her  masturbation  sessions.  And  she  was  planning  them  around  my  work  schedule, making sure I was out of the house before indulging. And who knew what else she was getting up to? Maybe she was secretly wearing my clothes when I was gone. Maybe she was watching sports highlights as soon as I left in the morning. Maybe she was using my weight bench in the basement…

I  fell  asleep  and  had  nice  dreams  about  living  by  the  beach.  I  slept  heavily  until  3:00  AM, when I woke up to the sound of moaning. It took a moment before I realized it wasn’t coming from outside, but it was coming from my wife. 

She was asleep, having what sounded like a sex dream. She had an arm over my torso and her body pressed against my back. I could feel her soft tits against me, but I could also feel her hard cock pressed between my butt cheeks. I was suddenly regretting sleeping in the nude, even though I’d never been able to sleep any other way. 

She was grinding her cock against me, moaning louder and louder. She rubbed her face into my shoulder and started kissing me. I didn’t move. I didn’t want to wake her up and embarrass her  all  over  again.  I  still  felt  guilty  about  catching  her  in  the  act  of  masturbating.  So  I  just remained still. 

She  was  rock-hard  and  her  cock  was  warm.  I  could  feel  it  throbbing.  I’m  not  sure  how  it ended  up  outside  of  her  panties—maybe  her  panties  couldn’t  contain  the  whole  length  of  her erect penis. I closed my eyes and just hoped the moment would end. I knew it was my beautiful wife behind me, but I couldn’t help but picture a man, with short hair and muscles and a stubble beard. The thought made me so nauseous that I had to reach back, to feel the soft skin of her ass, to  remind  myself  that  it  was  just  my  gorgeous  wife.  I  let  out  a  sigh  of  relief,  and  then  Rey moaned loudly. I felt her cock throb hard, and then I felt the warm wetness of her cum spraying up my back. I became tense as blast after blast coated my skin. 

Then she rolled over and continued sleeping as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. I just remained still, my back coated in my wife’s cum. And the worst part of it all was that I now had a throbbing erection of my own between my thighs. 

CHAPTER IV

It  was  three  months  after  the  incident  when  I  started  to  drift  down  an  online  rabbit  hole.  It started  out  innocently  enough—trying  to  find  stories  of  other  couples  experiencing  the  same nightmare. I found one blog post from a man whose wife took the pill voluntarily, thinking that it would be a nice surprise for her husband. Apparently, she’d suspected that he was secretly gay or bisexual, but he swore in his blog post that he wasn’t. When he told his wife that she’d made a big mistake, house life apparently became quite awkward and the sex stopped until one drunken night when they decided to take turns fucking each other in the ass. 

I didn’t read the rest f the blog post. It suddenly became too graphic, and my hands started trembling at the thought of taking my wife’s very large penis in my asshole. 

I  kept  searching  for  stories,  finding  very  little—sometimes  just  the  odd  throwaway  post  on Reddit  or  Tumblr.  But  even  those  didn’t  sound  real,  probably  made  up  by  some  bored  loser trying to get attention online. 

I found one post from a man who claimed his wife accidentally took the pill. He was asking for advice on a weightlifting forum of all places. And he got some interesting advice, though the responders  didn’t  believe  that  he  was  telling  the  truth.  “I  know  you’re  lying,  but  I’ll  answer anyway,” said one person. “Just stay married to her and get your sex elsewhere. Pay for an escort every  now  and  then.  Find  one  that  looks  a  bit  like  your  wife  and  fuck  her  from  behind  while pretending she is your wife. Then it’s not like you’re really cheating.” And although the advice sounded  ridiculous  at  first,  it  wasn’t  terrible  advice.  I  needed  to  have  sex  sooner  or  later,  or something  bad  was  going  to  happen.  I  couldn’t  just  remain  celibate  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  I couldn’t keep jerking off in the bathroom like a fourteen-year-old boy. I loved my wife, but I had needs to—and there were people who fulfilled those needs for a living. 

So I curiously looked into escorts in my area, and shockingly, there were tons. Even when I narrowed my search down to a single mile from my house, it still gave me ten different options. 

And the ordering process was so easy, though I didn’t actually go through with it. It was just a few clicks of the mouse to slip myself into the schedule of one of the girls, and then it was just a matter of walking over to the hotel where she worked. 

There was a little blonde cutie that couldn’t have been a day older than nineteen working at the hotel two blocks away—the one I could see from my living room window. She was dressed up as a schoolgirl in all of her pictures, and she had a description of her ‘perfect client’. “I like guys with no facial hair and a little bit of shag on their heads. I like a man in a suit, but I really like a man in athletic wear. If you come in a pair of sweatpants and some runners, I might just leak right through my panties.” I was clean-shaven and I had a pair of sweatpants and runners I could wear…

And then I noticed a little note at the bottom of her ad. “I really love working with couples,” 

she  wrote.  My  heart  fluttered  up  in  my  chest,  and  I  wondered  if  that  might  be  something  Rey would be into. I was pretty sure that she liked girls now, and she was probably starting to wonder what fucking a tight pussy felt like. And hell, she was probably wanting me to get laid as well. 

Surely she felt bad that months had gone by and I hadn’t even gotten so much as a blowjob. 

Rey was just in the other room, watching a football game. She’d started watching them while I was home—no longer hiding her newfound appreciation of sports. Sometimes it was even hard to  pull  her  away  from  the  screen.  And  when  we  would  sit  down  to  pick  movies,  she  was suddenly  less  shy  about  choosing  action  movies,  even  though  she  used  to  only  want  to  watch romantic films, or the occasional romantic comedy. 

So I went to the living room and I sat down across from her and waited for the commercial break. My heart was pounding as I tried to think of a way to broach the topic of hiring an escort for both of us to fuck. When that commercial break finally came, my heart was a stuttering mess. 

I took a deep breath and said, “Do you have a second?” 

She looked at me with a big smile, waiting for me to go on. 

“So I had this idea, and—uh—I don’t know how you’re going to feel about it. I don’t want you to think that it’s what I want—not that I don’t want it—I do want it—but I’d rather it didn’t have to be this way. I was—uh—maybe thinking that we could, like…” But I couldn’t seem to force those words off of my tongue. 

“What is it, honey?” she asked. Her eyes glistened and I felt so thankful that the pill didn’t change her beautiful face at all. She still had those stunning eyes and those full lips and that cute nose.  She  still  had  her  amazing  smile—the  smile  I  fell  in  love  with  so  many  years  before.  I couldn’t break her heart. I couldn’t possibly suggest getting an escort. I didn’t want her to think that she wasn’t meeting my needs, even though she probably already knew it was true. I wanted her to think that she was enough for me, even without a pussy. 

“I  was  wondering  if  you  might  let  me  put  it  in  your,  you  know—your  ass.”  Now  my  heart was  slamming  into  my  ribcage.  I  didn’t  necessarily  want  to  put  it  in  her  ass,  but  I  had  to  say something. I couldn’t let her think that I was having reservations about our relationship. 

Her face turned red and she awkwardly slipped a hand behind her neck. “My ass?” she asked quietly,  as  if  she  didn’t  want  our  sleeping  daughter  to  overhear,  even  though  she  was  upstairs, down the hall, and behind a closed door. “I don’t know,” Rey continued. “I’ve never had it in the ass before.” 

I  awkwardly  laughed  and  then  I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “It  was  just  an  idea—a  silly  one. 

Forget I even asked.” It had been the response I was expecting—the same response she gave me when I used to ask, back when we first started dating. She’d always been too shy to let me put in her butt—too afraid it would hurt or cause permanent damage. 

So  I  was  shocked  when  she  said,  “Okay,  why  don’t  we  try  it.”  Her  face  was  still  dark  red, and I could practically hear her heart pounding. “Maybe it will be fun. I’ll go put on something nice.”  She  got  up  and  scurried  up  to  the  bedroom,  leaving  me  down  on  the  couch  wondering what the hell I’d just done. 

For  the  first  time  in  many  months,  I  was  about  to  get  laid.  But  I  wasn’t  sure  that’s  what  I wanted.  I’d  never  fucked  a  girl  in  the  ass  before,  and  I’d  definitely  never  fucked  a  girl  with  a cock in the ass before. What if her dick touched me? What if she got an erection? What if she was expecting me to give her a reach around? Or what if I so much as saw her penis and it made me soft? I didn’t want to offend my wife like that, even though I didn’t want her thinking that I was attracted to her penis. 

I waited a few minutes and then I took a deep breath, gathering the courage to have sex with

my wife. I brought myself to my feet and then I started towards the stairs. Maybe I should have just suggested the escort idea. Maybe she would have been just as into it—or maybe she would have been more into it. At least then we would both get to fuck a pussy, instead of having what seemed an awful lot like gay sex. 

But  it  wasn’t  gay  sex.  It  wasn’t  gay  sex  just  because  I  was  going  to  fuck  her  ass,  or  even because she had a cock. She was still a woman—a beautiful woman—and she was still my wife. 

That pill didn’t make her into a man; it just made her pussy into a cock. 

I carefully opened the bedroom door and saw my wife sitting on the edge of the bed in a little sexy  sailor  outfit—one  we’d  bought  together  a  few  years  before,  but  it  never  fit  properly.  “It finally  fits,”  she  said.  “Though  I  don’t  know  if  that’s  a  good  thing.”  The  skirt  was  always  too small for her wide hips, and the crop top was always to tight on her bust. But she hadn’t lost any weight that I was aware of—so was she losing some of her curves? Was the testosterone from her  ball  sack  starting  to  change  her  figure?  Did  we  need  to  look  into  getting  hormone  pills  to keep  her  a  woman?  The  doctors  told  us  hormone  pills  could  make  things  very  complicated,  so Rey opted to avoid them—but maybe a bit of complication wouldn’t have been so bad. 

“Are you sure about this?” I asked. 

“Yeah.  It’ll  be…  interesting.  Let’s  give  it  a  try.  Come  here.”  She  waved  me  over  with  one finger. So I walked up to the bed and found myself standing frozen in front of her. She reached out and started to do away with my belt. I took a deep breath. She looked cute in that outfit. She looked  nice  and  feminine,  the  way  I  wanted  her  to  look.  She  had  her  hair  tied  into  a  loose ponytail that she let hang over her shoulder. 

She yanked down my pants and then she gently rubbed my cock through my white undies. A slight smile crossed her face. “It’s been a while,” she said. 

“Too long,” I said. 

She  took  my  undies  with  both  hands  and  pulled  them  down  to  my  knees,  letting  my  long flaccid cock out for a breath of air. Her gaze locked on it and her eyes sparkled. So she wasn’t a full-blown lesbian. She still enjoyed the sight of a thick cock. She reached out and slipped her fingers around it, pulling back my foreskin and teasing my bulbous tip with the tip of her thumb. 

It felt good. I reached out and slipped my hand onto the side of her face, brushing her soft hair. 

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe we could get used to this—as long as that cock was out of the way and out of sight. 

She stroked me for a minute and then she leaned forward and took my cock into her warm mouth.  She  sucked  and  bobbed  her  head  and  got  me  hard.  She  moaned  slightly  as  she  fondled my  ball  sack.  “That  feels  good,  babe,”  I  said,  now  with  both  of  my  hands  slipped  behind  her head. I gently pulled her forward with each bob, getting as much of my cock into her mouth as I could without making her gag. 

She pulled her head back for a breath of air. A strand of saliva connected her plump lips with my  throbbing  erection.  She  looked  into  my  eyes  and  smiled,  and  I  smiled  right  back.  I  had  a feeling I wasn’t going to last long—maybe I wouldn’t even make it to her ass. 

And then I noticed the bulge in her skirt: her erection standing straight up. Rey noticed it a second later. She reached down quickly and tucked it up into her skirt’s waistband. It wasn’t an easy thing to hide in that lingerie. I could still see the slight bulge of her tip, nearly sticking out

from her high waisted sailor’s skirt. “Sorry,” she said. 

“It’s  okay,”  I  said,  even  though  the  sight  was  a  bit  off-putting.  At  least  it  helped  me  last longer. Though it was kind of nice to see her getting erect for me and not just some lesbian porn on  the  computer  screen.  It  was  nice  to  know  that  she  was  still  attracted  to  me  with  her  new hormones pumping through her system. 

She kept sucking my cock, getting me nice and hard again—and getting me nice and wet for the next step in our little romp. 

“If you keep sucking you’re going to make me come,” I said. 

She smiled and pulled her head back. “I guess you probably want to stick it in my ass now, huh?” she said with dark red cheeks. 

I shrugged my shoulders and nodded my head. “I guess we can give it a try.” 

She  stood  up  carefully,  keeping  a  hand  down  against  her  crotch  to  stop  her  erection  from popping loose. Even with her hand there I could see the throbbing bulge. She spun around and got  onto  her  hands  and  knees.  She  reached  down  into  her  panties  to  make  a  final  adjustment before saying, “Okay. I’m all yours.” 

I took a deep breath and climbed up onto the bed, on my knees. I flipped up her skirt and saw that little strip of red fabric covering her asshole. I was tempted to pull those panties down, but I knew they were keeping her cock and balls out of my line of sight, so I just pulled the strip of fabric carefully to the side. Her asshole was tight and puckering. I grabbed my cock firmly and pressed my saliva-covered tip against that tight hole. I drew little circles around her anus, using her own saliva to get her moist, and then I started to push my cock into her. It took a few seconds and lots of pushing to penetrate. I stopped once I had my tip in her. She perked up and became tense. “Are you okay?” I asked. 

“Mhm,” she said, nodding her head, unable to speak real words as she had her lips pressed tightly together and she was probably biting down on her tongue. 

I gently pushed myself a little bit deeper. I could feel her tight rim puckering along my shaft, trying to hold me back one moment, and then trying to suck me deeper the next moment. I used both of my hands to spread her cheeks, as if that would make it easier for her. 

Her hole was warm—much warmer than my hand, which was the only thing I’d used to get off in the past three months. I took a deep breath and my body shuddered with a combination of elation and fear. I sunk a bit deeper. “Just tell me if I’m going to deep,” I said. 

“You’re okay,” She said through clenched teeth. So I sunk a bit deeper. I had half of my cock inside of her body. I was impressed that she’d let me go this far. And I was even more impressed that  she  wasn’t  stopping  me  from  going  further.  I  sunk  another  inch  in,  and  then  another  inch, and then another, and she was still okay, only squirming a little bit. I finally got my final inch inside of her and then she let out a long moan. 

“Does that feel okay?” I asked. 

She nodded her head. “It feels good,” she said. 

I  gently  started  to  pull  back  so  I  could  begin  thrusting.  She  was  moaning  consistently, squirming and swaying as if her body was being overtaken by euphoria. I pulled back halfway and then I pushed in slowly. And I was shocked to hear her say, “Faster than that.” So I pulled

back  and  came  down  faster.  “Faster,”  she  said  again.  So  I  pulled  back  and  slammed  down quickly, with force. She moaned and shuddered and said, “Just like that.” 

I  watched  as  her  tight  hole  hugged  my  cock,  pulling  back  like  a  suction  cup  every  time  I pulled  back,  and  then  sinking  inside  of  her  every  time  I  thrusted  forward.  I  was  stretching  her wide,  but  she  seemed  to  like  it.  She  was  even  pushing  her  bum  back  every  time  I  pushed  my cock into her, as if she wanted more. It was only a minute before I was fucking her quickly, as if I was fucking her in the pussy. 

I reached around her torso and I squeezed her tits, eliciting a sharp moan out of her. I loved the way they bounced back and forth when she was on her hands and knees. I looked over at the mirror  so  I  could  see  what  she  looked  like,  being  dominated  from  behind.  It  was  a  nice  sight, until  I  noticed  the  bulge  in  her  skirt:  her  erection  sticking  straight  out.  With  both  of  her  hands planted on the mattress, she had no way of tucking it back into her panties—and even if she did, it wouldn’t have stayed there. I don’t think she even knew her cock was out of her panties. 

But it wasn’t just out of her panties. Every time I thrusted my cock into her, her skirt rode back  just  a  tiny  bit.  And  it  was  starting  to  ride  back  over  her  erection.  I  could  now  see  her  tip poking  out,  throbbing  and  swollen.  After  a  few  more  thrusts  I  could  see  half  of  her  erection.  I looked away quickly, worried it would take me out of the moment. 

And  then  a  guilt  started  swelling  in  my  gut.  She  probably  wanted  to  reach  down  and  jerk herself off so badly. She was probably doing everything she could to resist that temptation. The sound of her moaning was probably the sound of her fighting the urge to squeeze her dick and pump it until hot goo was all over our bed sheets. 

I bit down on my tongue. Whether I liked it or not, it was part of my wife’s body. I couldn’t just let her think that I was disgusted by it. I couldn’t just treat my own wife like she was a freak of nature. So I took a deep breath and I reached around until my fingers were around her long, throbbing shaft. And then I began to beat her off. 

I heard her gasp. She became frozen for a moment and then she looked back at me with wide eyes. “W—What are you doing?” she asked. 

“I’m getting you off,” I said. 

And  she  stared  into  my  eyes  for  a  moment  before  the  euphoria  took  over  again.  She shuddered  and  her  lips  parted.  She  turned  to  look  forward  again  and  then  she  started  to  moan loudly—louder  than  before.  I  squeezed  her  cock  hard.  It  wasn’t  as  disgusting  as  I  thought  it would be. In fact, it wasn’t disgusting at all. It just felt like I was squeezing a part of her body, stroking it like it was my own. And it didn’t seem any gayer than when I jerked myself off in the bathroom. In fact, in a way, it was even less gay because when I was alone in the bathroom there were no women around. 

“Oh God,” she groaned. “It feels so good.” I could feel her cock bloating up. I saw her back arch as blissful tension consumed her. She was quiet for a few seconds and then she screamed out with intense pleasure—and I felt her cock beginning to unload. I snuck a peek in the mirror: her  thick  rod  blasting  our  bed  sheets  with  warm  cum.  The  sight  wasn’t  as  gross  as  I  was expecting—it wasn’t gross at all. Or maybe I was just getting used to the fact that my wife had a cock. 

I came shortly after. It would have been impossible not to, once her asshole started puckering

and  throbbing  while  she  came.  The  stimulation  was  too  intense—no  man  could  have  survived much longer than me. I filled her back door with a massive load of cum and then I fell down on the bed. She fell down and then rolled her warm body into mine. I threw an arm over her. She was smiling and out of breath, and I was too. She wasn’t hiding her cock now—maybe she didn’t know that it was out, or maybe she was too exhausted to bother. It was slumped on her flipped-up skirt, with a little puddle of cum at her tip. “That was fun,” she said. 

“It was,” I agreed. Though my heart was still stammering, unsure of what had just happened. 

I was terrified that my wife was going to think that I liked cock—maybe she would think that I’d always secretly liked cock and I’d just finally let that secret slip. And I didn’t know how to tell her that wasn’t the case without sounding like a complete liar. So I just kept my mouth shut and hoped she wouldn’t get any weird thoughts in her head. I was just pleasuring her—that’s all. I was  trying  to  make  her  feel  better  after  three  terrible  months.  I  was  just  trying  to  be  a  good husband. 

CHAPTER V

It was only the next day when we had sex again. It was late and we were tired after a long day. Rey went up to get ready for bed while I went to take the dog for a walk around the block. 

When  I  finally  got  up  to  the  bedroom,  Rey  was  there  waiting  for  me  in  a  little  piece  of  lacy lingerie that I didn’t recognize. “It’s new,” she said. “Do you like it? I bought it today. It was on sale.” 

“I like it,” I said. 

“It’s  got  a  hole  in  the  back,”  she  said,  turning  around.  She  reached  down  and  spread  her cheeks,  showing  me  her  asshole.  “It  had  a  hole  in  the  front,  too.  But  I  quickly  sewed  that  up while you were at work.” 

So I climbed up on the bed and she gave me an amazing blowjob, and then I flipped her onto her stomach and I ate out her little tush hole. I used to love eating out her pussy, so this was the next best thing. Then I stuck my cock in her and pumped her little body. And once again I found myself  reaching  around  to  jerk  off  her  cock.  There  was  much  less  hesitation  this  time.  We’d gotten most of the weirdness out of the way with our first little romp. I made her come inside of her new lingerie, but she didn’t mind. I got a bit of her sticky substance on my hand, which was a bit  of  a  put-off.  I  wiped  my  hand  on  the  bed  sheets,  but  I  could  still  feel  the  stickiness  on  my fingers. 

The next day she gave me a blowjob when I came home from work, right in our living room. 

Our  daughter  was  at  a  friend’s  house  for  the  night.  I  think  Rey  was  hoping  that  the  blowjob would  lead  to  anal  sex  for  the  third  night  in  a  row,  but  she  ended  up  sucking  me  off  too effectively. I came in her mouth, without warning her. She swallowed and then she kissed me on the lips—though I could have done without the cum-flavoured kiss, to be honest. 

That night, Rey cuddled into me in bed, something she hadn’t done since before that terrible incident. She snuggled in tight and put her hand on my chest. “Are you okay?” I asked. 

“Just cuddling,” she said. And that’s when I realized she was wearing a new perfume. It was unlike any perfume she’d ever worn before. Normally she smelled like flowers and vanilla, but now she smelled like cedar and woodchips. 

“What are you wearing?” 

“Just a nightie,” she said. 

“No—I mean that perfume. What is that?” 

“It’s new. Do you like it?” 

I did like it in a weird way. It was kind of sexy, as if she was some sort of sexy woodland nymph. I put my hand on her shoulder and ran my fingers down her chest. “It’s cute,” I said. 

“You won’t believe this, but it’s actually cologne. I was at the store and I smelled it and I just had to have it. I know it’s not the girliest scent I’ve ever worn.” My heart stuttered. I tried not to think too much into it. I slipped my fingers onto her left breast. I fondled her nipple. There was

something very relieving about her breasts, always there to remind me that she was a beautiful woman,  no  matter  what  she  had  between  her  legs,  and  no  matter  what  scent  she  wore  on  her body. 

She slid her hand down slowly from my chest. Her fingers slipped around my cock and she began  to  play  with  me  casually—something  she  used  to  do,  before  the  incident.  And  then  she kept talking. “I saw this really cute dress at the mall. I wanted to buy it, but it was two hundred dollars.” 

“You  should  have  just  bought  it  if  you  liked  it,”  I  said.  My  cock  tingled  and  began  to  get hard. 

“Yeah—but  when  would  I  have  worn  it?  It  was  tight  and  kind  of  racy—it  would  only  be good for a special function, and when was the last time we went to one of those?” 

She  was  stroking  me  now,  seemingly  mindlessly,  getting  me  hard  as  if  she  wanted  to  have sex. And back in the day I would have reached down and done the same thing to her: rubbed her clit and stroked her pussy. But now there was a cock there. Now I would probably give her the wrong idea if I reached down and started fondling her. 

Or was I giving her the wrong idea by doing nothing? Was I just reminding her that I was put off by the reality of her situation? Maybe the right thing to do was to play with her cock the way she  was  playing  with  mine.  Maybe  that  would  be  the  best  way  to  make  her  feel  good  about herself—and in a weird way, make her feel more like a sexy woman and less like some platonic housemate. 

So I carefully reached down her chest, over her abdomen, and up the skirt of her tiny nightie. 

I found her soft flaccid cock and I began to fondle it casually. I felt my cheeks burning red hot, so I tried to divert the attention. “Maybe we can go to the mall this weekend and you can buy it. 

We have the money—if you like it, you should own it.” 

“But  when  would  I  wear  it?”  she  asked  before  letting  a  little  whimper  slip.  I  felt  her  cock twitch as it began to pulsate. 

“You could just wear it around the house. It sounds sexy. I wouldn’t complain.” 

“But I would have to do up my hair and makeup for it to even look right,” she said. She was beginning  to  squirm.  Her  cock  was  getting  hard  fast.  She  tightened  her  grip  on  my  cock  and began to stroke me faster. 

“I doubt that,” I said. “You’re beautiful without makeup. And even your bedhead is sexy.” 

She looked into my eyes and smiled. Her cheeks were dark pink. “You’re cute, but I know you’re full of it.” 

I tightened my grip on her cock and began to stroke up and down, now that I had some length to work with. “I mean it. You could pull it off. Be my sexy little housewife.” 

She let another whimper slip. Her knees rose up and her bum squirmed. I kept stroking, and she kept stroking me. I turned onto my side slightly to face her, so I could kiss her, and then she did the same, without letting go of my cock. We kissed for a moment and then I felt my tip touch her tip. I froze for a moment as my heart skipped a beat. I looked into her eyes and saw the same beautiful woman I fell in love with so many years ago. We kissed again. 

She  let  go  of  my  dick  and  wrapped  her  arms  around  me,  pulling  herself  in  close—close

enough that our cocks were pressed together. I grabbed both of them and started stroking them together.  It  felt  nice.  Her  dick  was  warm  and  I  liked  the  way  it  throbbed.  And  I  liked  the  way Rey  looked  into  my  eyes  while  I  pumped  her  shaft.  I  liked  the  way  her  lips  curled  into  a  cute smile,  and  then  I  really  liked  the  way  her  lips  parted  when  she  reached  her  orgasm.  Her  cock spewed  warm  fluid  up  my  abdomen  only  a  few  seconds  before  mine  did  the  same  on  her  soft stomach. And then we started to make out like we were teenagers again. We hadn’t kissed like that in years, since before the wedding and before the engagement. It was nice. It was exciting. 

That cock of hers was breathing a whole new life into our relationship. 

And I thought that our problem was solved. Rey had learned that she liked taking it in the ass and I learned that I didn’t mind playing with her cock from time to time. Things were starting to seem like they were back to normal, until the next night when I went to borrow Rey’s phone and saw  that  she  was  still  watching  girl-on-girl  porn  while  I  was  out  of  the  house.  She  was  still getting off to female fantasies that I couldn’t fulfil, and I was worried that those fantasies would soon become needs, and I would be written off. 

CHAPTER VI

The  sex  was  good  for  the  next  couple  of  weeks,  but  then  things  started  to  get  stale.  Rey would let me into her ass, and then I would reach around and grab her cock and it would be soft. 

I would fondle it and jerk it off, but it would remain soft, as if I’d lost the ability to arouse my wife. Occasionally Rey would moan, but it didn’t sound the same, as if she was now faking it, trying to imitate the real moans she was making during our first few little romps. 

Sometimes, if I got a few glasses of wine into her before we went off to the bedroom, I could get an erection and a cumshot out of her. But even the wine was starting to lose its magic after a few nights of drinking—and not to mention it was getting pricey, buying a new bottle of wine after work every day. 

I was running out of ideas. Whenever Rey slipped into the shower, I would take her phone and look through her history. And my heart would fizzle down into my stomach whenever I saw that  lesbian  porn—even  though  I  knew  I  was  going  to  see  it.  She  was  watching  it  every  day, fulfilling  her  sexual  needs  without  me.  At  least  she  was  still  putting  in  the  effort  to  fulfil  my needs—but I was starting to wonder if my needs were better off left unfulfilled if it just meant getting pity sex. 

So I found myself back on my computer, looking back into hiring an escort for the two of us. 

But  now  I  was  starting  to  think  that  the  escort  was  more  for  Rey  and  less  for  me.  Maybe  I wouldn’t  even  stick  my  cock  in  her.  Maybe  I  would  just  let  Rey  fool  around  with  her  while  I fucked my wife in the ass. Or maybe I wouldn’t even do that. Maybe I would just watch and try to see if there was some sort of technique I could learn to pleasure my wife. 

And then, after another few days, I started to notice a new trend on Rey’s phone history. She was starting to watch tranny porn: mostly videos of convincing trans women fucking men in the ass. She had even watched a few videos of cross dressers getting pegged in the tush. My heart stuttered when I realized she was probably wishing she could be the dominant one. She had male hormones  pumping  through  her  veins—she  probably  couldn’t  help  it.  Maybe,  in  a  weird  way, she felt emasculated whenever I fucked her in the ass—even though she wasn’t even a man, nor did she identify as male in any way. 

We  were  in  bed  that  night  and  I  thought  about  broaching  the  topic,  asking  about  her  porn habits.  But  I  knew  the  conversation  probably  wouldn’t  be  productive,  and  it  would  only  make her start clearing her browser history, leaving me in the dark as to what she was watching when I was out of the house. At least with her browser history I could diagnose what was going on in her head. 

“Why are you staring at me like that?” she asked. “I don’t know if I can have sex tonight—

my bum’s still pretty sore from last night.” It was an excuse that she’d used a few times in the past couple of weeks, and she was starting to use it more and more. I couldn’t help but wonder if her bum was sore, or if she was just getting bored of our nighttime sex games. 

“But do you like it?” I asked. And instantly I could feel my cheeks turning red. 

“Like it? Like what?” 

“When I—you know—stick it in you back there.” 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “It’s  fun,”  she  said,  but  her  voice  raised  a  few  semitones, making  me  think  that  she  was  lying.  And  I  could  tell  that  she  was  getting  sick  of  sucking  my cock  every  night.  She’d  never  been  much  into  cock  sucking,  and  her  new  male  hormones probably weren’t helping much on that front. 

That’s when I got an unusual idea—an idea that made a cold chill run down my spine, but I was desperate. I needed my wife to want me. I wanted her to get her sexual gratification from me and  not  from  some  creepy  website  on  the  Internet.  So  I  slipped  under  the  covers  and  crawled down between her legs. “What are you doing?” she asked. I didn’t respond as I flipped up her skirt and tugged down her panties. My mouth had never been so close to her cock before—or any cock for that matter. But it was about to get a lot closer. I lifted up her dick and I slid it into my mouth, and then I began to suck. 

I felt her body tense up. She let a little gasp slip—probably just out of shock. And then she reached down and slipped her fingers into my hair. “W—What are you doing?” she asked again. 

But  I  didn’t  respond.  I  was  under  the  covers  where  she  couldn’t  see  me—so  she  was  free  to pretend  like  I  was  a  girl.  She  could  imagine  a  curvy  chick  was  between  her  legs,  sucking  her dick, just like in her porno videos. 

And it wasn’t long before she started getting hard. Her body relaxed and she let a moan slip out  from  her  lips.  I  kept  sucking,  bobbing  my  head  up  and  down.  It  wasn’t  as  bad  as  I  was expecting.  Her  cock  was  smooth  and  her  pubic  hair  was  neatly  trimmed.  I  was  terrified  that  I would feel gay while sucking her off, but it really didn’t seem too much different from eating out her pussy, which I used to do all the time with a smile on my face. 

So  I  smiled  now,  knowing  that  I  was  pleasing  my  wife—if  only  for  one  night.  Maybe  she would  tire  of  getting  her  cock  sucked  too,  but  I  would  cross  that  bridge  when  I  got  there.  For now, I was just content with the elated moans I was hearing her make. I gently fondled her ball sack while I sucked. I could taste a bout of sweet and salty pre-cum. I swallowed it and carried on. She was rock-hard, throbbing intensely, pulling my hair with both hands as her knees rose up and fell down over and over. She started to thrust herself gently up into my throat as she came closer  to  her  orgasm.  “Oh  God,”  she  moaned.  “Babe—I’m  so  sorry—I’m  going  to  come.  Oh God, I’m so sorry. I’m about to come. I’m so sorry.” I don’t know why she was apologizing so much.  I  pressed  her  tip  against  the  flat  of  my  tongue  and  then  I  let  her  unload.  It  didn’t  taste gross,  like  I  was  expecting.  It  was  like  salty  pancake  batter—nothing  I  couldn’t  handle.  I swallowed it and then I made sure I got the last drop out of her rod before slipping back up and settling back into bed. 

Her face was dark red and her eyes were practically glowing in the dark. Her lips were curled into a smile that seemed permanent—and that smile made my heart feel warm and fuzzy. 

CHAPTER VII

My worst fears came true after two weeks of sucking Rey’s cock every night before bed. At first, the cock sucking was working. I would suck her cock and then she would suck mine and then  she  would  bend  over  and  let  me  fuck  her  in  the  ass  while  giving  her  a  reach  around. 

Sometimes we would sixty-nine and get off in each other’s mouths. But after two weeks, things started  to  get  stale  again.  I  found  myself  under  the  covers,  sucking  for  nearly  twenty  minutes while she awkwardly tried to get herself in the mood. 

And once again I found that tranny porn in her browser history. She was still jerking off to her own fantasies while I was out of the house. I still wasn’t properly satisfying my wife. 

It  was  another  week  later  when  I  found  the  most  disturbing  thing  in  her  browser  history:  a familiar  link  to  a  familiar  escort  website.  She  had  been  looking  into  hiring  a  girl.  She’d  even gone as far as the ‘confirm purchase’ page, but I didn’t see any receipts in her e-mail. Maybe the escort sites didn’t sent receipts. Was it possible my wife had gone out and fucked a young female escort? And would I be angry if it was true? 

I  thought  about  confronting  her,  but  I  was  still  worried  that  she  would  retaliate  by  deleting her browser history more often, leaving me completely in the dark. 

I  came  home  one  evening  and  she  was  wearing  makeup.  “Why  are  you  all  dolled  up?”  I asked. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just felt like being pretty, I guess,” she said. My heart hurt. I couldn’t help but think that she’d gone out to meet an escort. It was very rare that she would put on makeup with no plans of going out. But all I could do was smile and nod. 

She was getting ready for bed that night when I came up behind her. I took the straps of her nightie and slipped them off of her body, letting the little satin outfit fall to the ground. Then I cupped her breasts and squeezed. “What are you doing?” she asked. 

“Just fooling around a bit,” I said. 

“I’m kind of tired,” she said. 

I sunk down behind her and I ran the tip of my tongue over her anus. She laughed. “Really, Nick. I’m tired,” she said. I reached through her legs and grabbed her cock, pulling it back so I could suck it from behind. She stopped protesting as if she was suddenly enjoying herself. So I kept  sucking,  until  her  cock  was  too  hard  to  hold  down  between  her  legs.  Then  I  just  reached around her and stroked her off while I ate out her asshole from behind. And then I looked in the mirror in front of her and saw that her eyes were closed. Her head was tilted up and her lips were parted, and it looked like she was trying to access some sort of fantasy, or maybe a memory. She was probably trying to replace me with the escort she may have seen that afternoon, or one of the porn stars in her videos. 

No,  no—she  wasn’t  like  that.  She  was  probably  just  enjoying  the  moment,  basking  in  the euphoria. I could feel her cock swelling as she was about to come. I clenched her rod harder and beat her faster. And then she said, “That feels so good. Don’t stop. I’m about to come. Oh, Sarah, 

that feels so good.” 

And then I stopped—but it was too late. She started coming. Her eyes shot open wide and her face turned dark red. She tried to grab her cock but she couldn’t stop herself from coming. Her legs trembled and almost buckled and then she took a deep breath. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to say  that,”  she  said.  She  reached  down  and  pulled  her  nightie  up  quickly,  covering  up  her beautiful body. 

“Did you just say Sarah?” I asked. “Who’s Sarah?” 

She stared at me with worried eyes, not moving from her spot. “No one,” she said. “It’s just a name.” 

“What do you mean, it’s just a name? Why did you just call me Sarah?” 

Now her face was turning from red to purple, and for some reason I found myself feeling bad for Rey, as if I was putting her on the spot and humiliating her. But she was the one who blurted out a stranger’s name while having an orgasm. “She’s not real. She’s just—in my imagination.” 

And now I was really worried. My heart started to flutter and my gut started to turn. In her imagination? Did my wife have an imaginary friend? Did that pill make her into a schizophrenic? 

“What?” I managed to say, even though there was a lump the size of an orange now in my throat. 

“I mean, she’s just a fantasy. She’s got long blonde hair and C-cup breasts, and she wears her eyeliner  really  thick—and  she’s  not  real.  Just  a  stupid  fantasy.  Ever  since  I  took  that  pill,  I’ve had  weird  fantasies  involving  women,  okay?  I  can’t  help  it.”  She  turned  around  and  started making the bed, trying desperately to escape our awkward conversation. I just backed out of the room,  unsure  of  how  to  process  the  strange  name  that  just  fluttered  off  of  my  wife’s  tongue. 

Sarah. 

While Rey was sleeping, I snatched her phone and looked again at her browser history, just to see if she had been looking at escorts named Sarah. But the escort in her history was named Candy, and there were no others. But I decided to continue searching through her history, and it only took a few minutes before I saw the name Sarah. 

My  wife  had  searched  for  a  character  from  TV  show  we  watched  together  every  week—a little  side  character  from  a  silly  sitcom.  And  sure  enough,  the  actress  who  played  Sarah  in  the show had long blonde hair and lots of eyeliner. She was cute—though I wasn’t sure how to feel about  the  whole  thing.  Sarah  wasn’t  just  a  figment  of  Rey’s  imagination—she  was  a  character played by a real actress on television. I wasn’t worried that the actress would suddenly appear in Rey’s life and offer her an out of our relationship, but I was starting to worry that a similar girl might. 

I  had  to  think  of  something.  Soon,  my  wife  wouldn’t  just  be  having  fantasies  about Hollywood  actresses.  It  wouldn’t  be  long  before  she  would  start  developing  attraction  towards girls in her day-to-day life. But what could I do? 

CHAPTER VIII

I was on my way home from work a few days later when I thought I saw the Sarah character from our TV show, in real life, standing in the window of a shopping mall. I had to stop and take a  closer  look,  and  then  I  felt  stupid  when  I  realized  I  was  staring  at  a  mannequin  wearing  a blonde wig. But the wig was spot on, cut the same exact way Sarah wore her hair on the show. 

I was about to carry on towards home when I stopped again, this time with a curious idea that made my stomach gargle and my heart cough. I found myself looking in the reflection of another store  window,  looking  at  myself  and  wondering:  could  I  look  like  a  woman  if  I  tried  hard enough? 

The thought was scary either way: if I bought a wig and I shaved my body and got myself dolled up and then I actually looked like a chick—that wasn’t exactly the most exciting thought. 

But if I put in all of that work and then I just looked ridiculous and comical, like a guy who just wasted all of his time and money on a stupid idea—maybe that was a worse thought. 

I  backtracked  a  few  paces  and  went  into  that  store,  with  the  blonde  haired  mannequin.  I walked  up  to  the  display  and  I  looked  at  the  hair.  I  ran  my  fingers  through  it,  and  it  felt surprisingly real. Then I looked around to make sure no one was looking and I grabbed the wig off of the mannequin. I brought it over to a mirror and wriggled it onto my head. It was a nice fit, and it looked surprisingly good. With a bit of fringe hanging in front of my face, I even looked a little bit feminine. 

“Sir—can you please put that back,” a voice said behind me, making me jump. 

I  turned  around  and  felt  the  colour  draining  from  my  face.  I  forced  an  awkward  smile  and said, “How much for the wig?” 

“It’s not for sale,” the female store clerk said with a dull expression on her face. 

“It must be fore sale—everything’s for sale,” I said. 

“Everything  is  not  for  sale.”  She  was  looking  at  me  as  though  I  was  a  lunatic,  recently escaped from the psych ward. And I must have looked quite insane, wearing a suit and a blonde wig on my head. 

“You’re telling me if I gave you one-hundred dollars, you wouldn’t give me this wig?” I said. 

“I wouldn’t be able to ring it through—so yes, that’s what I’m telling you.” She still had that dull expression. 

“No, I mean if I gave you one-hundred dollars personally. You can keep the money and tell your boss some psycho ran off with the wig.” 

And now her eyes lit up. One hundred dollars was probably more than she made in a whole day  of  work.  I  watched  as  her  tongue  moved  from  one  cheek  to  the  other,  and  then  she  said, 

“One-fifty.” 

So I fished the money out from my wallet and then I went home with a long blonde wig in my hands. She didn’t even give me a plastic bag to carry it in. 

I snuck in the back door, worried Rey would see me with the wig and laugh at my terrible idea. I couldn’t let her know about the idea until I had it all figured out. I was certain that I could pull it off with a bit of work, but I knew there were going to be some rough stages while I figured everything out. 

“Honey! I’m home!” I called out before carefully stepping into the kitchen. But Rey wasn’t home.  She  must  have  been  out  running  errands—or  maybe  she  was  out  with  an  escort,  getting the feminine attention that I hadn’t been able to give her. Or maybe I was just being paranoid. 

Even  if  my  wife  was  feeling  tempted  by  beautiful  escorts,  she  would  never  cheat  on  me.  She loved me too much to cheat on me. At least I hoped she did. 

I scurried up the stairs and I went to Rey’s closet. I pulled out my phone and looked up the Sarah character, to see what kind of outfits she wore on the show. In many of the pictures she was  wearing  a  white  dress—one  that  wasn’t  too  different  from  a  white  dress  Rey  bought  for  a party a few years back. I found that dress at the back of her closet. And then I grabbed some red lacy lingerie to wear underneath, and a pair of white heels to match the dress. I took everything into the bathroom and I locked myself in, just in case Rey came home while I was getting ready. 

I felt so silly as I stripped down and ran the hot water, so I could shave my legs and armpits and the few hairs I had on my chest. But I was desperate. I needed Rey to love me. I needed her to  only  want  me,  and  it  didn’t  matter  how  silly  I  felt.  If  she  wanted  me  to  get  dolled  up  every night  then  I  would.  If  she  wanted  me  to  use  a  stupid  girly  voice  whenever  we  were  in  the bedroom, I would do that too. I knew she wasn’t ever going to ask for it, so I just had to gamble. 

I had to take the chance for the sake of our relationship. 

A  cold  tingle  crept  down  my  spine  as  I  watched  my  leg  hair  swirl  down  the  drain.  I  felt another tingle as I rubbed some moisturizer up my freshly bare legs. 

Next, I wriggled my body into the lacy lingerie. It was tight, but it fit. I used wads of toilet paper to fill the cups, and it took a bit of wrestling to get my cock to stay in place, pushed back between my legs. Once I had the dress on, I got my new wig on, and then I started to experiment with Rey’s makeup. I’d watched her do her makeup enough times to know what everything was and  how  to  put  it  on.  But  I  wasn’t  expecting  it  to  be  so  hard.  How  was  Rey  able  to  keep  her hands so steady? How was she able to draw such straight, smooth lines? 

My  lines  were  far  from  great,  but  they  still  gave  me  the  feminine  look  I  was  going  for.  I made  little  flicks  next  to  my  eyes,  just  like  the  character  in  the  show,  and  then  I  even experimented with some contouring, trying to make the shape of my face more like the shape of Sarah’s  face.  And  the  result  wasn’t  actually  too  bad.  I  managed  to  make  my  nose  look  a  bit smaller and I managed to make my cheekbones look a bit higher. 

I  didn’t  look  exactly  like  her,  but  I  didn’t  look  bad.  I  was  actually  quite  convincing  as  a female, especially once I had some dark mascara on my eyelashes and a bit of hair hanging down to cover the sides of my jawline—not that my jawline had ever been terribly masculine to begin with. 

I  was  touching  up  my  blush  when  I  heard  the  door  shut  downstairs.  “I’m  home!”  I  heard Rey’s voice call out. 

I  slipped  out  from  the  bathroom  and  then  a  cold  tension  filled  my  body.  I  found  myself standing frozen in the hallway, terrified of what Rey would think. What if she laughed when she saw me? What if I was about to ruin the way she would look at me forever? Would she see me as

a  weak,  beta  sissy  from  now  on?  Or  would  she  understand  that  I  was  just  trying  to  satisfy  her sexual desires? 

“Honey? Are you here?” she called out. I heard her approaching the stairs. 

I took a deep breath and then I scurried into the bedroom, to buy myself a little bit more time, so I could figure out the best thing to say, so that she wouldn’t be quite so ashamed of me. Was I making a huge mistake? Should I slip into the closet and hide until I could make a run for the bathroom?  I  could  tell  her  that  I  wasn’t  feeling  well—or  hell,  I  could  tell  her  that  I  was masturbating. At least that didn’t seem as embarrassing as the reality. 

I heard her coming up the stairs. I looked around and then I ran to the closet. But the closet was full. So I scurried over to the bed and I hopped onto it, though I wasn’t sure why. I looked in the mirror and I fixed my hair and straightened my skirt, and then I took a deep breath. My plan was now to play it off as a joke. So I tried to think of a good opening line—something silly, so she would get that it was a joke. But I couldn’t think of anything. I had to think of something or she would think—

The door opened suddenly and I froze. My lips parted slightly, but no words came out from my mouth—not even a stupid joke to diffuse the tension. Rey froze, her face suddenly pale. She stared at me and muttered, “Oh my God.” She looked around the room with that frozen terror on her face and then she shouted, “Nick! Where are you? Who the hell is this in our bed?!” 

I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. “Babe, it’s me,” I managed  to  say.  But  the  words  came  out  in  an  attempted  female  voice—though  I’m  not  sure why. I’m not sure how I managed to muster up any words at all, never mind a voice to go along with them. 

Then Rey looked at me with wide eyes. “N—Nick?” she said. 

I managed to force a smile. Cold sweat was teasing the back of my neck. “Surprise,” I said. I had no idea how stupid I sounded making that female voice, but I still stuck with it. I’d come this far—it only made sense to commit fully at this point. 

She  pressed  her  hand  to  her  lips  and  gasped  slightly.  “Why  are  you  wearing  that  makeup? 

And that wig… And is that my dress?” 

“Why don’t you come over here and we’ll have some fun,” I said. My heart was pounding. 

She let a little laugh slip, and that little laugh was enough to make my heart plunge down into my stomach. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to laugh. It’s just that you look… You look like  a  girl.  I  actually  thought  you  were  a  girl.  I  thought  you  were  cheating  on  me  with  a  little blonde bimbo.” 

I  did  my  best  to  force  a  smile.  My  body  was  filled  with  cold  regret.  I  felt  so  stupid,  and  I knew this was a sight that Rey would never be able to forget. 

“Do you want to mess around or not?” I asked, awkwardly teasing my bare thigh with the tip of my finger. 

She giggled again as she came and sat down next to me. She reached out carefully and ran her fingers up and down my legs. “You even shaved,” she said. And that’s when I noticed her hands were trembling slightly. Maybe she was still shocked from the moment she saw me, the moment she assumed her husband was cheating on her. 

“That’s not all I shaved,” I said with a grin. That cold sweat was starting to creep down my back now. I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Rey reached up the skirt of my dress and her fingers slid across my lingerie bottoms. She felt my bare pelvis. 

“It’s so smooth,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. She looked into my eyes. “You did this for me?” 

I nodded my head. Now the lump in my throat was too thick. I couldn’t respond—not that I had any words to respond with. 

“You look cute. And you really look like a girl.” She looked down at me again, and then she let  another  laugh  slip,  making  my  stomach  turn.  She  didn’t  seem  turned  on  at  all.  She  just seemed embarrassed—for herself and for me. This was what our relationship had devolved into. 

I may as well have been dressed up like a clown. 

Then she took my by surprised. She put her hand on the side of my face and pressed her lips against mine. The kiss lasted longer than our usual kisses—much longer. She even slipped a bit of  tongue  into  my  mouth,  which  she  hadn’t  done  in  years.  When  she  finally  pulled  back  for  a breath of air, she said, “Thank you.” Her cheeks were dark red. “Your lips are so soft.” 

I  tried  to  say  something  back,  but  my  heart  was  racing  too  fast.  I  felt  like  I  could  hear  it pounding like a war drum against my ribcage. Rey kissed me again, this time slipping both of her hands  onto  my  torso.  She  slid  her  hands  up  and  down  my  sides,  and  she  cautiously  felt  my breasts with her thumbs. Her body shuddered and a whimper escaped her lips. I put my hands on her body and started to caress up and down. 

So  maybe  my  last  second  plan  wasn’t  so  crazy.  Maybe  I  wasn’t  such  a  lunatic  for  getting dolled up. Maybe I was a step closer towards saving our relationship. 

Rey playfully bit my bottom lip as her hands travelled down towards my crotch. She passed over my smooth pelvis and then she slipped her fingers over the bulge in my panties. Then she kept going, reached between my legs until her fingertips were over my asshole. Then she started to rub in circles as if she was rubbing my clit. It felt kind of strange, but I didn’t stop her. I didn’t have a pussy for her to play with, so my asshole was the next best thing. I wasn’t doing all of this for my own pleasure, after all. This was all for her. 

I reached down and up her skirt. I fished out her cock and was shocked to discover that she was as hard as stone. I grabbed her rod and I slipped my fingers up her length. She was warm and  throbbing  and  bigger  than  ever.  I  had  the  sudden  urge  to  sink  down  and  suck  her  off,  so that’s what I did. I got down under her skirt and I got her throbbing shaft into my mouth, and I started sucking and bobbing my head. She moaned and held my head down with both hands. I loved the sound of her elated moans. She was really enjoying this. 

Then  she  suddenly  pulled  me  up  and  pushed  me  down.  I  laughed,  thinking  she  was  just getting into the spirit of our little role-play, and then I noticed that her face was dark red and her eyes  were  glowing  with  intense  desire.  Her  cock  was  throbbing,  holding  her  skirt  up  with  no effort. She looked into my eyes for a moment and then she grabbed me and flipped me over. She was surprisingly strong—stronger than ever before. Maybe that was from her new testosterone? 

And it dawned on me that she was about to fuck me in the ass. My heart skipped a beat and my skin became cold. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never even been penetrated. I tried to take a deep breath, but nothing could calm down my pounding heart. 

“Be gentle,” I managed to say, a second before she slapped her hard cock down between my butt cheeks. She didn’t respond, as if she wasn’t able to agree to my plea. She rubbed her saliva-covered  dick  up  and  down  between  my  plump  cheeks.  Then  she  reached  down  and  gave  my panties a single swift tug, pulling them down to my knees. She didn’t pull them any further, as if she wanted to keep them there to hold my legs in place, like a hogtied pig. 

She lined her tip up with my hole, so I bit down on a pillow. I had a feeling it was going to hurt. I just hoped that she would come quickly. 

She  let  another  whimper  slip  before  pushing  her  cock  into  me.  She  penetrated  surprisingly easily. I tried clenching but her will was too strong. She sunk in deep and I let out a loud gasp. 

She put a single hand on my lower back, as if to hold me down and stop me from squirming. I bit harder on that pillow, and then she sunk in deeper. 

I had a cock in my ass: a real cock, deep in my asshole. It wasn’t something I ever wanted. It wasn’t  even  something  I  ever  thought  would  happen—yet  there  I  was,  trying  to  control  my breathing as my wife sunk in every last inch. “You’re so tight,” she said, rubbing my butt cheek with her free hand. 

It  didn’t  hurt,  though  it  felt  like  it  should  have  hurt.  I  could  feel  my  hole  stretching  and  I could  feel  her  rod  sinking  deeper  and  deeper,  nearly  touching  my  sternum—but  it  still  didn’t hurt. Once my wife was inside of me completely, she stopped for a moment, as if to admire the view from up above. I heard her let a deep sigh of relief out and then she started to thrust in and out. And that’s when I felt something I’d never felt before: a tingling between my legs that was strong and getting stronger with every thrust. She was pegging my sweet spot, making my legs tremble, and making my heart pound faster and faster. 

I started squirming, and then I started moaning. I dug my fingernails into the bed sheets and then  I  felt  a  pool  of  drool  forming  at  the  side  of  my  mouth  on  my  pillow.  “Oh  God,”  I  heard myself mutter. 

She  was  breathing  heavily,  moaning  slightly,  squeezing  and  slapping  my  ass  while  she  did so. At one point I even felt her spreading my butt cheeks wide, probably so she could get a better view of my sissy asshole being stuffed. 

She  made  sure  to  pull  out  almost  completely,  so  her  tip  was  teasing  my  rim,  and  then  she would plunge down until her pelvis was slapping my tush. I could feel that my ass was turning dark red, but it still didn’t hurt. “I’m going to come in you,” she said. And I wanted her to come. 

I wanted to feel her hot load inside of me so badly. 

My own cock was rock hard, pressed firmly against the bed, throbbing and stretching as long as  it  could  go.  I  squirmed,  trying  not  to  let  my  body  succumb  to  the  strong  elation  that  was pulsing between my legs, but the more I tried to resist, the more intense that throbbing became. 

“Oh fuck,” Rey cried. “I’m coming. It’s coming. I’m so sorry.” 

I felt her cock bloating up against my anal walls, and then I felt her hot load gushing deep inside of me. It felt good—too good. I ended up crying aloud and moaning and squirming, and then I felt a pool of warm goo forming around my cock as I unloaded my own climax onto the bed. 

She  rolled  over  and  began  catching  her  breath.  She  had  a  giant  smile  on  her  pink-cheeked face. She looked at me with glowing eyes and said, “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” I said. We kissed and then we both laughed. We both knew how absurd this all was, but we didn’t care because we were having fun and we were in love. 

The next night, after our daughter went to sleep, Rey had me put on the wig again. This time she wanted me to wear the Playboy Bunny costume that had been in the back of the closet for almost a decade. I put it on, along with some fishnet stockings, and then we took turns sucking each other’s cocks, and then we took turns stuffing each other in the ass. 

And after two weeks, we were still going strong, still looking forward to that time of night when  our  daughter  was  asleep  so  that  we  could  be  naughty  adults  in  the  privacy  of  our  own bedroom. It was after two weeks that I checked Rey’s phone history and saw that she hadn’t been looking  into  escorts  or  even  watching  porn.  I  was  finally  satisfying  her  sexual  needs  all  by myself, with a little help from a blonde wig and some makeup. 

Then it was three weeks later when Rey got a call from one of her many doctors. “We just got a new product you might be interested in testing,” he said. “It’s made by the same company that makes Gendypnol. It’s called Femypnol, and the chemical makeup of the drug is almost the same.” He went on to explain that the drug was made for male to female transgenders who want to turn their cocks into real, working pussies. 

Rey told me about the call, but she seemed strangely sad while she was telling me about it. 

“So I would have my regular body back, and all of my regular hormones,” she said with a pained smile. 

“Is that not what you want?” I asked. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess I’ll just miss this,” she said. “It’s been kind of fun. But it’s the right thing to do. I want to be able to wear a bikini and I want to maybe have another kid one day. So we should do this.” 

I took her to the doctor to get the pill. He warned us that the symptoms would be the same as before:  nausea,  headaches,  tiredness,  and  probably  a  few  surprises.  We  took  the  pill  home  and had one last hard fuck before Rey took the pill into the bathroom to swallow it down with some water. 

I had to go in after her, to see that the pill was really gone. I wasn’t sure she was really going to take it. She seemed so sad before when she was staring at the bottle, knowing that it meant the end of our gender swapping fun. But she was right: it needed to be done. 

I  was  half-convinced  that  she’d  secretly  flushed  the  pill  down  the  toilet,  and  that  she  was going to lie and tell me that it didn’t work. But then the next day came and the fever started. And then came the nausea, and then her cock was tiny and looking more like a big clit than a cock at all. She really took the pill, and we were really going to get our lives back. 

And  it  was  a  week  later  when  she  finally  asked  if  I  wanted  to  fool  around  in  the  bedroom with her. We made out for a bit and then I sunk down and carefully pulled down her panties. A part of me was hoping that cock would still be there, so I could suck it and get it hard and make up come all over my face. But her pussy was back, looking exactly the way it looked before. I shouldn’t  have  been  disappointed.  I  managed  to  force  a  smile.  I  went  in  and  ate  her  out  and  I even managed to make her squirt just a little bit on my nose. 

Then I mounted her and fucked a pussy for the first time in almost half a year. It felt good—

nice and warm and wet and tight. But it just wasn’t the same. The sex was missing that flare of

excitement. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 

I nodded my head. “It’s great,” I said. 

“You can stick it in my ass if you want,” she said with a big cute smile. 

“No,  that’s  okay,”  I  said.  I  finished  fucking  her,  leaving  her  with  a  warm,  white  creampie. 

We kept having sex each night, but it was getting harder and harder to make her come, and I was lasting  longer  and  longer,  feeling  less  aroused  than  ever  before.  Maybe  I  liked  my  wife  with  a cock. Maybe I wanted that cock back, even though it was weird and unnatural. Maybe I was a little bit gay—was that so wrong? 

My wife called me up to the bedroom one night, after our daughter was asleep. I went into the bedroom and saw her laying there with nothing but a little crop top and a skirt. “Want to fool around?” she asked. 

So I climbed up on the bed and started kissing her. She was strangely tense, keeping her body in one place and not rolling around nearly as much as usual. I didn’t think much of it. “Want to eat me out?” she asked. 

I smiled and then I began to sink down. I sucked on her nipples for a minute on the way, and then I flipped up her skirt. And as I flipped her skirt up, she spread open her legs just enough to let  her  strap-on  cock  flip  up.  It  took  me  by  surprise—it  looked  so  real.  It  even  had  the  same bulging  tip  and  thick  veins  that  Rey  had  before  she  took  that  second  pill.  My  heart  started pounding with a strange excitement. 

“I had my cock cast before I took that pill. It took a while for them to make it, but I think they did a good job, don’t you?” 

I ran my fingers up the long shaft. It felt real. It even had a surprisingly realistic foreskin that could be pulled up and down. Rey moaned while I stroked it. I laughed. “What? Can you feel it too?” I asked. 

She reached down and pulled on the dildo, revealing a backside that was pressed up her slit. 

“It’s got two ends. This end vibrated when that end is stimulated,” she said. I tested the toy out, grabbing it firmly and stroking it quickly. Rey squirmed and shuddered. 

And I felt my eyes lighting up. She didn’t have her cock anymore, but maybe she didn’t need it. And maybe it was a good thing that she took that first pill by accident. We probably would have  never  discovered  our  love  for  bedroom  role  reversal.  I  would  have  never  learned  that  I loved taking a thick, throbbing cock in my ass, and Rey would have never learned that she loved to dominate her husband in the bedroom. 

I guess crazy things happen for a reason. 

After she finished fucking me in the ass, I asked, “How bad are the symptoms of that pill?” 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “It’s  like  having  a  bad  cold  for  a  week.  It  wasn’t  so  bad  the second time, when I knew what was happening.” 

“Maybe I could try having a pussy for a couple months,” I said. “That could be fun, right?” 

Her face lit up. “I won’t stop you,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. We kissed and then she pushed me down and made me suck her realistic strap-on, straight out of my ass. 

THE END
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