

Role Reversal Romance!

MTF and FTM,

but it was more than that!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

“Oh, honey!” Jan pulled Bo into a closet.

“No! Not here!”

The sounds of the party came through the thin door. Jan was clawing at Bo, trying to pull his belt loose, trying to get his pants down.

It was the hall closet and they were stuck between shelves, just enough room for both of them…without the fuck.

“Why not?” she hissed, managing to get her hand into his pants. She grabbed his cock and began stroking as fast as she could.

“We did it last night, this is a party, I don’t feel like it.”

“You don’t feel like it.” She twisted her hips and managed to bend her knees. She gobbled his penis voraciously.

“Please, honey. I don’t want to!”

She grabbed his balls and palpated. She moved her head back and forth. He was hard, but still protested.

She rose up, pulling her panties off and raising her skirt. She used his body and the shelves behind him to climb up, then she tried to lower her pussy on his cock.

“Come on, baby. A little monkey love. I want it, so you must want it, too.”

“Just because you’re horny doesn’t mean everybody’s horny.”

“Of course it does,” she shimmied and turned and his dick was going further and further into her. “Anybody who says they’re not horny when I’m horny is a damned liar.” She was firmly on him then. Her pussy gripped him and no matter what he did she wasn’t going to let him go.

“Fuck!” he whimpered helplessly.

“Come on, now.” She rode him, pulled herself up and down, used the shelves for footholds and leverage. She twisted her hips and humped and pumped and did everything she could.

In truth, she was frantic. She liked sex. She wasn’t a nympho. At least that’s what she told herself, she just needed a heaping helping of sex.

And while Bo liked sex well enough, he wasn’t ruled by it.

She wanted it anywhere and anytime.

He wanted it in the dark of the night, warm and secure in their own bed.

“I saw them go back here…” a voice waxed then waned.

“Shhh!” giggled Jan, placing her hand over Bo’s mouth and stopping her fucking. “They’re looking for us.”

“Get off me!” He tried to grab her buns and lift, but he couldn’t get her weight up.

The voices came back down the hallway.

“That’s funny. They must have come back and gone out back.”

“What’s this room?”

Bo grabbed the doorknob and held it.

A hand twisted and a voice said, “That’s the closet. Nothing in it but sheets and stuff.”

Bo held the knob steady. Jan giggled into his neck, trying to smother her chortles.

“It’s locked.” The hand stopped trying to turn and let go.

“That’s funny. There’s no lock on that door.”

“Well, it won’t turn.”

“Here, let me try.”

That second voice was male, and a stronger hand gripped the knob.

Bo burst into sweat and willed strength into his hand.

“Hunh. That’s funny. Let me go get a wrench.”

The voices faded and Bo struggled.

Jan let herself be lifted, then they burst out of the closet, stuffing body parts back into clothes, her laughing hysterically and him just trying to be presentable.

They closed the door and hurried back down the hallway. Just before they reached the foyer they heard the voices around the corner. “I probably shouldn’t be trying to fix something during a party…”

Bo cursed quietly. They were caught.

Suddenly Jan grabbed his arm and half turned him, in a semi-loud voice she said, “I just saw them go down the hall…”

Bob and Lettie stepped into the hallway and Jan turned around. “Oh, there you are.”

Bob was holding a big wrench and Lettie smiled. “We were just down her looking for you.”

“We were out on the patio.” Jan looked down at the big wrench in Bob’s mitt. “New sex toy?”

They all laughed, and Bo tried not to be obvious as he wiped the sweat off his face.

“Nah. The closet door is jammed. Just gonna take a quick look at it.”

“Oh. Well, we’re going now and we just wanted to say good bye.”

Hugs and air kisses were exchanged, and Bob and Lettie walked over to the closet door. Bo and Jan turned the corner and Jan plucked his sleeve and stopped Bo. “Hold on.”

“What?”

She was listening to the sounds of Bob trying to fix the door. The door that wasn’t broken.

She heard the wrench slip off the knob and Bob cursed and said. “Damn! That thing was stuck! I’ll swear it.”

Laughing, Jan pulled Bo to the front door, waving good bye to people, shaking hands and air kissing, then they were on the front walk.

“Damn, that was close.” Bob reached into his pocket for the car keys.

“Hold it! I’m still horny.”

“I’ll do you at home. Come on.”

“But we could step behind the bushes and…” her eyes were bright with anticipation.

“No!” he groaned, pulling her down the sidewalk.

“But I’m hor-r-rne-e-e”

“And I’m Bo. We can do it at home.”

He managed to get her in the car and they started for home.

“I don’t see why you are such a party pooper all the time.”

“Jan! We fucked before the party. We fucked at the party. And now you want to fuck after the party. I like fucking, but there’s only so much I can take!”

Jan folded her arms and sniffed. “Prude.”

“You know that’s not true!”

“You had your dick in me and I didn’t get to squirt!”

“Just because you have orgasms all over the place doesn’t mean I do.”

“Okay. Okay. I’ll give you this one…if you’ll do one thing for me.”

“What?”

“Drive out around the lake.”

“That’s the long way home. I thought you were in a hurry to get home and fuck?”

“Yes, but it’s so beautiful. And it’s only a little extra time…”

Bo sighed and took the turn off for the lake. In ten minutes they were driving around the lake.

The water was calm and flat. They could see a perfect reflection of the moon on the surface.

Bo visibly relaxed. He loved nature, and nothing was better than being all alone in the world and seeing the trees, the mountains, the lake.

“See?” Jan said.

He glanced at her and smiled. This was more like it, he thought.

He took the cut off and headed through the park parking lot. The windows were down and the night wind came up, soft and balmy.

Jan reached a hand down to his crotch and stroked him. “I’m sorry I was so out of control,” she said.

Now that they weren’t in danger of being discovered, and being made calm by the peaceful night, Bo relaxed and let her stroke him. She unzipped his zipper, took him out and moved her hand over his head.

He sighed, loving it.

“Honey?” whispered Jan.

“What?”

“SEX BREAK!” she screamed. She grabbed the keys and tossed them out the window.

The car stopped and she was lifting her dress and trying to get onto his lap.

“No!” he yelped.

It was too late. She was on his cock, all the way to his balls. He was stuck behind the steering wheel and couldn’t get her off.

She held his neck and kissed his face madly, all the while going up and down, twisting on him, and laughing in between.

To her it was like a carnival ride.

To him it was unexpected, and he—bright lights lit up the car from the rear. Red and blue flashing lights went off, and they both sat up straight in shock.

“What the fuck? Get off! Get off!”

She slid off him, his cock slipped out of her pussy. It was slimy with her juices, and he had a hard time, no pun intended, getting it back in his pants, and then the flashlight shone on him.

“What do we have here?”

Bo looked up at the cop. His hand was full of shiny cock and his face was red and sweaty.

A light shone in from the other side. Jan was decent, but disheveled.

“I can’t fucking believe it! I have never been so embarrassed in my life!” Bo threw his keys on the counter and went to the liquor cabinet. They hadn’t done much drinking at the party, only a couple of beers, and that was hours ago. He needed a drink.

Jan’s lips rippled as she held a grin in.

He took  down the Maker’s Mark and poured a glass. Then he added ice cubes and sipped. Technically, he was supposed to pour the bourbon over the ice cubes, that he did it backwards showed how pissed he was.

Jan selected a smaller glass, added ice cubes, poured the bourbon over the cubes, then—heresy of heresies—she topped the glass off with Coke.

Bo stared at how she was making her drink and made a ‘bleck’ face.

She laughed, sipped, and said, “That was fun.”

“It’s fun getting caught fucking in the middle of the road?”

“It was a parking lot.”

“It’s fun getting lectured like a school kid?”

“He was laughing on the inside.”

“Sheesh!” Bo upended his sipping whiskey and glugged it. Definitely mad.

“Okay, okay. Stop your whining. You got talked down to, but you didn’t get a ticket. Isn’t it time you stopped crying and fucked me?”

“AHHH!” Bo walked out of the kitchen, hands up in disgust.

“I’m going to jack off!” she shouted after him.

He didn’t care.

He went to the bedroom and threw his clothes on the floor and climbed into the shower.

Jan shook her head, followed him into the bedroom and got out her vibrator.

Bo showered, tried to bring himself under control.

Jan lay on the bed, her head supported by pillows, her knees up and legs spread, and turned on the vibrator.

Bo soaped his package, got inside the creases, and kept muttering to himself.

Jan moaned and pressed the vibrator to her clitoris, ran it up and down her labia. She rubbed her nipples and felt the good feeling go through her body.

Bo rinsed. He shampooed, he conditioned.

Jan felt the big ocean come up and throw her at the ceiling. Her world became a white hot orgasm. She shivered and moaned, pulled the vibrator away and rolled on her side.

She could hardly think.

Bo stepped out of the shower. He was calm now. He didn’t see the humor in getting pulled over for having sex in a public place, but he was okay now.

He dried off, dried his hair, and walked into the bedroom.

The lights were off and Jan was laying in bed on her side.

He smiled. After the night of half fucks and dick titillations he was finally in his own bedroom. And now, excitement finally penetrating him, he wanted a little.

He slid into the bed and snuggled up against Jan. “Honey?” he whispered.

“Lemme lone.”

Oh, crap, had the boat sailed?

He tried again, his penis pressing between her buttocks, he pressed up against her soft skin. “Don’t you want to make love?”

She reached back to him, in her hand was her vibrator. “Put that away.”

He looked at the vibrator. His face distorted with frustration. He almost said something, then didn’t. He turned his back to her and went to sleep. With his big hard on it took him a while to drift off.

“Honey, we have to talk.”

Jan looked up at him from the newspaper she was reading. “I’ll say. The whole country needs to talk. Biden is making no sense, gas is up, and Kamala is in the wings.

“No…no,” he said.

He popped a couple of waffles into the toaster, got out the butter and  syrup.

“Two for me, please.”

He added two waffles, started the toaster, then sat down opposite her.

“We need to talk about your desire to have sex anywhere and everywhere.”

“Isn’t it cool?” She put the paper down and looked at him. “You have a sex fiend for a wife. That’s something most men would give their nuts for, if they could still make love after losing their nuts.”

“Well, truth, I think you need to calm down.”

“What?” her voice squeaked. “Give up the beast with two backs? Stop rump humping? Are you nuts? You’re right! We really do need to talk.”

“Jan, we were close to getting arrested, or at least getting a ticket, last night. That can’t happen.”

“I know what this is about. You didn’t get off last night. There I was, all horny, and you insist on throwing a hissy fit. Well, too bad, Mister. If the train leaves the station it’s your responsibility to be on board.”

The toaster popped. Bo sighed and got up. He put the waffles on plates, put the plates on the table, and they began putting butter in the squares, then pouring syrup over everything.

“I want you to see a doctor.”

Her head jerked up. “You want what?”

“Look. Women don’t act the way you did last night. You might have a hormonal balance or something.”

At first she was pissed. Stupid son of a bitch was too dumb to know where to put his pecker and…then she calmed down. She didn’t care about the sex stuff, that was just fun, but it was time for both of them to get check ups.

But, he was being an ass about it all. Okay, so what could she get out of this…

“All right. One condition.”

“Okay,” relieved that she wasn’t fighting this.

“You wear the chastity tube.”

“What?” Now his voice squeaked.

She waited while he summoned up his arguments.

“We’re talking about your hormonal balance! Why should I wear that stupid tube?”

“Because your lack of sex drive makes me suspect that you have a hormonal imbalance.”

He blinked. Her argument was so perfectly crafted and presented that he didn’t have a response.

She smiled. “That’s my price. Take it or leave it.”

He blustered, “I’m concerned with your health!”

“I’m concerned with making you horny enough to fuck me whenever I want.”

He was dour, she was cheerful.

She said, “Or we can argue for a few hours, until you realize you could easily get your way if you just go along with me.”

He frowned.

“Tit for tat, baby. Take it or leave it.”

He huffed, and he puffed…and he gave in. He didn’t like to fight, and it wouldn’t hurt him to wear the stupid thing for a few days. Then he said, “Some day I’ll get you back for all the grief you’ve put me through.”

She laughed.

“Yeah. I’ll wear a chastity tube to keep my pussy under control.”

That was weird, but not bad weird, so he laughed.

But he didn’t really feel that things were right between them.

Two weeks later they went down to the doctor’s office. They had their blood drawn, their chests thumped, their eyes and ears and noses and throats looked into.

They got dressed, chatted with the doctor, and left. Nothing wrong with either of them, apparently.

Nothing wrong at all.

Then they got the phone call.

Bo sat on the left and Jan on the right. They were holding hands and chatting when the doctor entered his office. He walked behind his desk and sat down. Behind him his certificates showed how smart he was.

Jan smiled. “How’s it hanging, Doc?”

He just smiled.

Bo groaned.

Jan laughed.

“We have a few things to discuss this morning.” His name was Dr. Harvard. Really. Harvard. But he had gone to Yale. He was a bit short, bald, and wore thick framed glasses.

“Like what?” asked Bo.

“Your blood work has presented several…oddities.”

They stared at him and he continued. Jan, your estrogen count is low. Bo, your testosterone count is low.”

“Can’t you just give us some pills?”

“It’s not that simple. I think you might have prostate problems, Bo. The readings are all over the place. And, you, Jan…are you having regular periods?”

“Nope. I rarely have periods.”

“Look, I could talk your ear off, lay out the medical jargon until you plug your ears, but in the end there is one simple thing I want to do.”

“Yes?”

“Yeah?”

“I’d like to take X-rays.”

“But isn’t that…”

“Don’t you…”

Bo and Jan’s voices tumbled over each other, then they looked at each other, and Jan took over. “From blood test to X-rays. Doesn’t sound quite right, Doc.”

Doctor Harvard nodded. “Okay, let me go into the medical jargon. No plugging your ears now.” He smiled.

A half hour later he had presented the science, and Bo and Jan were forced to agree to X-rays.

“When you’re done I want to glow in the dark. I want to be able to read without using light bulbs.”

Dr. Harvard chuckled dutifully and made appointments for them.

A couple of days later they reported for X-rays.

And, for the next month life was normal. They lived, they ate, they fucked.

Not as much as Jan wanted, but more than enough for Bo.

Then, back to the doctor’s office for the results.

Again, they sat in the same chairs. They looked around the office while they waited. Looked at the weird painting of impressionistic seals swimming in different directions. And Dr. Harvard walked in. And he was not looking cheerful.

Oh, he was smiling, but there was a seriousness, an undercurrent to him, and he sat down and pursed his lips.

“Have you ever heard of Hermaphroditism?”

Bo blinked. Jan chirped. “Sure, that’s where somebody is born with both sexes. He…” she frowned, chose her words, “or she, but definitely not it, is born with plumbing from both sexes.”

Harvard nodded.

Bo assumed, since he had initiated their check ups, that Jan was the subject here. “Are you saying Jan was born with both sexes?”

“Hey!” She turned to him and glared.

“Well, not exactly.”

Jan laughed. “Ha! The shoe is on the other foot now.”

Bo looked alarmed. He mouthed, ‘me?’ and pointed at his chest.

“Actually, you were both born with this condition.”

“What!”

“Say who?”

They stared at him like he had three heads, and two were cross-eyed.

“It is extremely rare to be born with both sexes. People born with this condition are sometimes referred to as ‘intersex.’”

“I’m an intersexual?” Jan blurted.

“There’s a mistake,” pronounced Bo.

Dr. Harvard got out two X rays and put them on the light board.

“We’re talking extremely rare. The occurrence is .02%. That both of you would have this condition, well, it’s like winning a lottery just to enter another lottery, and then to win that one, too.”

Both Bo and Jan were starting to get a little pale. Jan reached for Bo’s hand and clutched it.

“I contacted your birth hospital and had them send records, and you can see in these X-rays that—“

“Whose are those?”

“These are yours, Bo. And you can see your male sex organs are here. But if you look underneath, this area right here, this is a complete set of ovaries, and your vagina has been—“

“I’ve got a pussy?” The room was whirling around Bo.

“Are you okay? Would you like a sedative?”

“No…no.” he waved the doctor off. Let me just breath for a moment. I’ve been a man all my life…and to be told I’m a pussy.”

“You’ve got a pussy,” corrected Nan.

“Got a pussy…I…it’s a bit much.”

“I understand.”

Harvard reached into a small refrigerator next to the credenza behind him and took out two cold bottles of water. He pushed them across the desk. Both Jan and Bo opened and drank, and wished they were drinking whiskey.

The doctor took the X-rays down and put another X-ray up. “I couldn’t find an earlier X ray for you, Jan, and the hospital you were born at probably never knew. But you can see your vagina here, and this shaded area…you have a distinctly developed penis and testicles. And this, little area right here…you have a prostate.”

“A prostate? Like a man?”

“Yes. Totally functioning. And I would suspect that your periods are extremely light, but they do occur.”

Jan’s eyes dazed for a few seconds, then she came out of it.

“So both Bo and I are both man and woman.”

“As I said, extremely rare, but a psychiatrist might conjecture that that is one reason you were attracted to each other. On a subconscious level you both knew, and you…well, I will leave that opinion up to a psychiatrist.

Jan, for once out of jokes, asked, “What do we do?”

Dr. Harvard started the next part of their long conversation off with: “You have many choices.”

“What the fuck,” whispered Bo, taking the Maker’s Mark down. He poured two drinks, then observed them, then added Coke to each one. He explained. “I think I’m going to be doing a lot of drinking, and I want to have a chance at staying sober.

They went out to the den and sat on the leather couch.

The den was sunken a step, and they had a complete entertainment center set up. There was also a sliding door to the patio and the pool. They did most of their recreation in this room.

They sat down and stared into space. Occasional sounds of sipping. Sighs. And their heads were dazed and confused by what they had learned.

“I’m a boy,” whispered Jan.

“And I’m a girl.”

“But we’re both.”

“What the fuck.”

“What a fucked up world.”

“We could have lived our whole lives without knowing.”

“But we had to go see the stupid doctor.” It was a mark of her intelligence that she didn’t blame Bo for the doctor’s appointment.”

She turned to him. “So what are we going to do?”

For a long time neither said anything, they just stared at each other.

Finally, Jan said, “We need to get operations. We need to set our sexual selves free.”

Bo, as usual, was more conservative. “We could continue as we are. I’m happy being a man. And you seem to like being a woman.”

“Yeah, but I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a package. To be able to just stand up and pee.”

“I don’t want to sit down to pee,” he commented.

“Choice is a bitch.”

After a couple of hours of talk, Jan made up her mind. “I’m going to do it. I’m going to get the operation.”

“But what if I don’t want to make love to a woman with a…a penis?”

That set off another hour of discussion, but Jan had made up her mind.

“Well, I want to think about it before I butcher my body.”

“You mean ‘free’ your body, don’t you?”

He eyed her sourly. “Once the horse is out of the barn you can’t go back and lock it up.”

“Well, you could. I could have the doctor chop off my…my package, if I didn’t like it.

“But I can’t just put a cork in a new vagina.”

She giggled at the idea. Having made up her mind had returned her to her cheerful self. She turned to him. “You could…you could get a hysterectomy, but—“

“I’m afraid to hold you,” Bo blurted.

Jan’s turn to blink. “Honey…” she stopped. She suddenly understood the enormity of what was happening to them. “Okay. This is what we’re going to do. “We’re going to get another drink…and then we’re going to sit here and hold hands for a while. Then we can have another drink and I’ll snuggle up to you. You can put your arm around me. And then—“

“I’ll get the drinks.”

A moment later they were sipping fresh drinks, and Jan moved in and snuggled. The hell with the hand holding.

They sat, quiet for the first time that afternoon, and turned events and possibilities over in their minds.

“We’re about the same size,” Jan observed.

“So?”

“So we can wear each other’s clothes.”

Bo started to speak, stopped, then just sighed. “Yeah. I suppose.”

The idea of wearing his wife’s clothes was so bizarre.

“But I don’t want to be a crossdresser.”

“We could make new clothes. Male on the right and female on the left.”

He snorted. “Or male in the front and female on the rear.”

“I would prefer female on the top and male on the bottom.”

“What? Why?”

“I could show my tits and hide my boners.”

“Oh, fuck,” Bo blurted.

“What?”

“I just visualized you with…with a cock.”

She smiled. “Was I hung?”

“Just a flash, but I saw you lifting your dress and exposing yourself. And, yes. It was a big cock.”

She sighed and snuggled closer. She placed her hand on his package, and it was the first sexual contact they had risked. “You’ve got a big cock.”

“Will I have a big hole?”

“Maybe. The doctor said my dick was tiny…”

“But it might grow. I mean, he’s talking about operations and taking drugs…”

“Hormones. To balance our hormones.”

“But are we man or woman?”

“We’re both.”

They stopped talking and sat quietly again.

Jan rubbed Bo’s penis.

“That feels good.”

She unzipped him and his pecker popped out. “You’re not a woman now.”

He smiled, and he realized something was different in his mind.

She went down on him. Her mouth absorbing his cock head, her hand stroking his shaft. Her other hand fondling his balls. And she realized that he might have a pussy an inch from her hand.

He reached down and began fondling her breast. He was thinking about how he was different. And he thought he knew.

“Oh,” she murmured, “Keep doing that.”

He knew that in knowing that he was of both sexes, possessed both sexes, however you wanted to say it, something in his mind had loosened up. He had always been a tight ass—he admitted this to himself—but now…now he was more accepting, and the world made more sense.

She unbuckled him, and he turned to her and began pulling her dress off.

They looked at each other and smiled, and it was a pure smile, a knowing smile, a ‘this is all right’ smile.

They stood and took off their small clothes. Her breasts were large. She wondered if they would shrink if she started taking testosterone.

He cupped her mons and squeezed.

She groaned and held to his arm.

He kissed her, and drew back. “Am I kissing a man or a woman?”

She smiled. “Does it matter as long as it’s me?”

He grunted a laugh.

He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.

“Will I get male muscles? Strong enough to carry you?”

“Will I get boobs?

“Oh, you’ll get boobs. Big boobs. Giant boobs. Double-sized boobs.”

He laughed. Normally he would have frowned and been serious, but this thing that was happening to them….

He laid her on the bed and climbed up next to her.

“You want a really weird thought?” Jan asked.

“Weirder than what we’ve been talking about?”

“A lot weirder.”

“Sure.”

“What if we both got operations. Could I stick my penis in your vagina, and you stick your penis in my vagina…at the same time.”

“Ho!” he laughed. “That’s scary.”

But they were too horny, and growing in happiness, to be scared.

Bo put his mouth on her nipple and sucked.

She arched her back and jacked his cock, her hand tight and squeezing.

“Too hard,” Bo whispered.

She whispered back, “I could rip it off and you’d still have a sex organ left.”

She guided him to her hole and gasped when he shoved it in.

They moved slowly, more aware, more sensitive, and it was good. In fact, it was better than anything they had ever done. There was a freedom to their coupling. They were both man and woman, so there was no collision.

“It’s the same.”

“But better.”

“What’ll it be like when I fuck you?”

“Heaven.”

“I guess we better forget about that chastity tube.”

“Ha! Maybe when you get your operation we can put it on you.”

“Suddenly I know why you don’t like it.”

They giggled. They felt like they had just gotten out of prison.

He began to pump harder. They kissed harder, their mouths seeking, sucking, searching.

She broke the kiss. “Will I be able to orgasm like a man? Will I be able to fill you full of seed?”

“The doctor said everything should work.”

She rolled him over, sat on him and grinned. “Fuck you.”

He laughed, went along with it. “Fuck me.”

“And fuck me.”

“Fuck you.”

Then they started laughing, and laughing, and laughing. Then they stopped laughing, got serious, and pumped.

She came first, she usually did, and that might have been the man in her.

Then he came, a mighty outpouring of semen, his back arching and his eyeballs rolling back.

She stared up at him, saw how there were certain feminine characteristics to his squirting.

He collapsed, and she lay on him, and they felt their hearts beating through their chests.

For two separate people, with two separate sides within, they felt very ‘one.’


PART TWO

Jan got her operation on a Monday morning. She woke up feeling weird, and out of it, and waited for the effects of being drugged to dissipate. An hour later she was chipper.

Bo sat and read his cell phone. He had discovered some great stories by a chick name of Grace Mansfield, and he was into it.

Jan lay in the hospital bed and looked out the window. She was numb down there, but the doctor had taken pictures. She stared at a close up of her vagina and brand new penis and balls.

The penis was red and curly, and the balls were purple and small. Underneath her balls was her pussy.

Oddly, she thought her ugly dick and balls were beautiful, and her pussy, which she had lived with her whole life, was ugly.

And she felt good. She felt truly out in the open. In a way, she knew how people who came out felt. Happy because they were revealed as who they were for the first time.

“How’s it feel?” asked Bo, looking up.

“I feel great, but I’m numb down there and don’t feel much. Would you like to see the pictures?”

“Sure.”

She handed them to him and he perused them with a bland face.

“What do you think?”

He raised his eyes to her. “I can’t wait to see the flesh.”

“Is my pussy ugly?”

He smiled. “I make it a rule not to judge people. Beauty or ugliness is in the eye of the beholder.”

She smiled wanly. “Asshole.”

“But I do think it’s beautiful.”

“Now we’re talking. What about my dick.”

He nodded. “It’s a lot to take. If I didn’t know I had two sets of sex organs I would be weirded out.”

“Instead of just weird?”

“Instead of just weird.”

He got her some ice chips and went back to reading.

She drifted off to sleep.

Two days later they sent her home. Her groin was swollen, and she had stitches, and a list of instructions to follow that was daunting.

“Take a hundred pills, wash your pussy with salt water. When do I get to whip it out and explore my hubby’s ass?”

“My ass?”

“Figure of speech. We’ll start off with your pussy.”

“Start off?”

She grinned. “Any port in a storm.”

“I may file a restraining order.”

“You do that and you’ll be wearing that chastity tube.”

They chuckled at their byplay.

They ate an early dinner, Mac and Cheese with hot dogs sliced into it. Cheap, and who cared how healthy it was.

He gave her a body rub, staring at the bandages on her groin, and they went to sleep.

A week passed and the stitches came out. They went to the doctor and he snipped and pulled and she had her first look at her double package.

It was a dick and balls, just like Bo’s, but smaller.

“And it’s going to grow?”

“You’re still on medicine, and we have to balance your hormones, but yes.”

“How big?”

The doctor smiled. “Time will tell.”

“What are you grinning for?”

“Forgive the analogy, but you’re like a child with a new toy.”

She laughed. “You’re spot on, Doc.”

Then the balancing act started. Every week she went to give blood, and they adjusted how much testosterone, how much estrogen, accordingly.

Bo thought about his own situation.

And he thought about how he wasn’t getting any sex.

The doctor had said they were able, but Jan wasn’t interested.

She was just interested in touching her cock, feeling her balls. It was like her vagina was a forgotten child.

“When do you think you’ll be ready to make love?”

Jan frowned. “Any time, I guess.”

“When you feel the urge?”

“Exactly. How are you doing? Sexually?”

He nodded. “It’s funny. I was the one who backed off, now I understand.”

“Can I give you a hand job?”

He bit his lip. “Not yet. Let’s wait and see.”

Then the doctor overcompensated with a dosage and Jan felt the burning need.

They ate dinner that night, and she kept smiling at him.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m horny.”

“How horny?”

“Real horny.”

“Are you fucking me horny?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely.”

They pushed the plates away and headed for the bedroom.

She undressed. She had almost no soreness from her operation now, and she hopped onto the bed and spread her legs.

He had seen her pussy and balls and thing over the weeks, but now he wanted to look again. To look with his boner up and ready.

“Can I look?”

“Yep.” She felt the heat of horniness roaring in her. It was a delicious feeling.

He looked, and her cock was erect. It was now about five inches, good for sex, if he had a pussy.

“I’m going to touch it.”

He put his hand around her dick and looked at the head.

He looked up at her, and she looked avidly back at him.

He stroked her, slowly, and her eyes opened.

“I tried that myself, but it’s different when somebody else does it.”

He said nothing. He stroked, and then he put a finger under her balls and lightly traced down the length of her labia.

“Oh…oh…” Her eyes were glazed as the intense sensations washed over her.

He inserted his finger and began hooking and turning. “You’ve got a prostate. Where?”

“I don’t know? Where’s yours?” She was having a hard time talking.

“Probably here.” He rubbed a little bump on the wall of her vagina and she gasped. “I’ve felt that before, but now it’s bigger.”

“It’s bigger feeling,” she stuttered.

“I’m going to suck your cock.”

“For God’s sake! Just do what you want!” She was clenching her fists in frustration and horniness.

He put his mouth on the head of her cock and began sucking. He tried to remember what he liked and did that, and it worked. She actually pounded on the bed with her fists and cried out, “Can you fucking fuck me?”

He moved up between her legs. He lifted her penis out of the way and touched the end of his dick to her hole.

She gasped and shivered and looked at him with a look of desperation.

He slipped into her, and it was as he remembered.

But he could feel her prostate on the top of his dick.

And she was warm, moist, clutching.

He began to go in and out.

“Jack me while you’re fucking me,” she begged.

He did, and shortly found a rhythm. He pushed in as he stroked up, and pulled out as he stroked down.

Jan’s eyes were blank, no thought was there, and he knew she was lost in her pussy and balls and dick.

He accelerated his movements, and she started hunching and whimpering.

He wished he could suck her while he fucked her, but he didn’t bend that way.

Finally, she began to cry out, the first shivers ran through her frame, and the first tremblings of orgasm started to shake her.

Bo redoubled his efforts. He wanted her first dick cum, her first cum with extra sex organs, to be good.

He focused on letting his hand slide against her shaft, rubbing the under part of her head with his other hand, and jamming in harder and harder.

Her tremors grew larger, and suddenly she opened her mouth and said nothing, just arched. Her eyeballs rolled back until he could see only whites, and she locked into place. For a long minute she was frozen, almost in catatonia, then it broke. She inhaled and fell back.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!”

And Bo let loose. He felt his brain stop functioning and turn white hot. Semen poured up his shaft and he squirted.

It wasn’t as violent as her cum, but it was awfully good.

“Are you cumming in me?”

He nodded as he rutted, feeling his juices fill her.

“You fucked a boy,” and she laughed.

“You don’t feel…” he grunt, “like a boy.”

They they were done, and Bo had reached a decision.

Bo had his operation on a Tuesday. His operation consisted of a few cuts, some cosmetic work, and voila, he had a vagina.

Unfortunately, though his procedure was simple, he had to spend a couple of days in the hospital before release. When he was released he had a small bandage underneath his penis, and that was all.

Jan laughed. “Look at that sissy bandage. And you call yourself a trisexual!”

That was the term they tended to use, be it incorrect, between themselves. Not hermaphrodite. Not homo or lez, or bi or other labels.

But they did occasionally refer to themselves as ‘in between,’ or ‘intersex.’

“A small bandage because I’ve got a nice, tight hole. Not a big, sloppy hole that’s been overstretched by a certain someone’s extra large pecker.”

They both laughed, and gazed at each other hungrily through the week. They couldn’t have sex two weeks.

During that time, however, they had other fun.

Jan liked to experiment with male clothes, and now that she had a dick she began to see the reason for certain things.

“So that’s why men have pouchy pants,” she exclaimed, pulling on some underwear. Which underwear lasted about a day before she went back to panties. But even then she began shopping for sissy underwear on Amazon. She wanted the woman’s material, but with the man’s comfort.

And it freaked her out when she actually had to learn how to walk.

“Good Lord!” she groaned one day. “My balls keep bumping between my thighs.”

“And now you have to cross your legs  differently,” Bo snickered.

“Not funny!”

Bo, on the other hand had discovered woman’s wear.

Panties felt so cool, and he even put up with no pouch until they could get him some sissy wear.

And his pectorals were bulging! He was growing breasts! which meant he had to wear a training bra.

“I hate it…and I love it,” he said. It’s like a big hand holding you together, and it’s cool, but after a while those straps start cutting into your shoulders. And those underwire things are pure torture.”

“Poor boy,” laughed Jan, then, “Want to learn about make up?”

“Is my hair long enough for me to try and look like a girl?”

“With a little styling, or we could use a wig until your hair grows out.”

“Well, let’s see how I look.”

Jan sat him down and did his toes. Painted them a bright red and laughed at the look on his face.

“And this is only the ground floor. Wait until we hit the penthouse.”

He smiled rueful, had weird feelings of upset stomach, and continued with the transformation.

She gave him medium long ovals for his fingers, and she painted them a bright red. He held them up and was positively fascinated. “Wow. And I have to live with these.”

“You ‘get’ to live with these,” Jan corrected.

She went to work on his face then, cleansing his pores, priming and preparing, foundation, and then the color.

“I feel like a clown,” he said.

“That’s just relatively. You are turning out quite attractive. Leave a tip in the jar.”

“I’ve got a tip for you in my pants.”

She sighed and stood back. “Soon, lover. And I can’t wait.”

She colored his eyes, made them dusky and sexy, and then matched lipstick to his nails.

“Wig or a stylistic trim?”

“Wig for now. I need to see where this is going.”

“A wig it is.” She put a skull cap on his head, applied glue to the front strip, and pressed the wig firmly into place.

“There we go. Take a gander.”

He looked in the mirror and was stunned by what he saw. Except for the very small boobs, and a slight bulge in his panties, he had a woman’s body. His face was totally feminine.

And then the fun started.

“Try on the blue dress.”

He did. then he tried on the red dress. And he Naired his legs and tried on nylons and garters. He put on tummy shapers, a corset. Skirts, blouses, and even experimented with scarves and hats and jewelry.

She pierced his ears and he found himself rubbing the piercings constantly. He just wasn’t used to the pull of tinkly metal on his lobes.

And Jan began wearing more boy clothes. She wore loose jeans and sneakers. She loved jackets, and hoodies, and she even started wearing a tighter bra so her chest wouldn’t stick out so obviously.

“It’s amazing,” she said. “I always liked wearing sweatshirts, but in the full male style it’s different.”

She began wearing no make up and combing her hair back. She didn’t cut it off, she liked being able to switch her sex on the whim, but for daily living she preferred the simplistic male mode.

“You know why you like the male look, don’t you?” commented Bo.

“Why?”

“Because you’ve had a lifetime of being a woman. Every day you have to fix your hair, your make up. It takes you longer to dress, and you have to pay more attention. To go male is to free yourself from all that activity.”

“And you like all the femininity because you’ve had a life of male simplicity.”

He nodded. “It’s a whole new world.”

They were in the bedroom at that moment, and she said, “So who’s in charge?”

“What?”

“If you’re the woman and I’m the man…we’ve reversed roles, and I, being the man, should be in charge.”

He narrowed his eyes. “And what does ‘being in charge’ entail?”

“Simple. I make the decisions. I drive. I go drink the beer with the guys and you stay in the kitchen and cook with the women.”

He countered: “And you have to mow the lawn and fix the car. Give up those lovely digits for grease under your stubby, bitten male nails.”

She didn’t like that. “And you have to clean the house, cook the meals, do the dishes, and wait on me hand and foot.”

He fought back. “And you have to drink straight bourbon and we’re missing a shingle on the roof, and if the toilet needs unplugging…it’s you, bozo.”

She stood up to him, bound chest to burgeoning boobs, and they stood for a long moment, gritting their teeth. But it was all in fun and they smiled. “Or we could share.”

He grinned. “Yep. But, and here’s a big one…”

“What?”

“When we argue you can’t use tears to win the argument.”

“Coises!” She imitated Dishonest John. “Foiled again!”

After three weeks Bo took his bandages off and had to deal with a pussy in his pants.

Vaginas require different care.

Yes, the labia close up and protect the innards, but for a man not used to wearing female undergarments things didn’t always work out as planned.

He would think he was all set, then realize he had dressed with his labia not arranged correctly, and have to deal with rough cloth on soft pussy. And the day he went to the beach was misery incarnate, and he ended up picking sand out of his folds in the car on the way home.

Jan laughed all the way home.

“So, who fucks who?” she asked, when they drove into the driveway.

They had gone to the beach as females, and since neither had staked out the male mode neither had a claim on top position.

“Me. Traditional man.”

“But I haven’t tried out your pussy, yet.”

He stopped with an open mouth. Closed it.

“But I’m a virgin.”

Bo started to laugh and had a hard time stopping. Finally she blurted, “We’re all virgins once.”

“Yeah, but…I’m saving myself for somebody special.”

Again, Jan snickered, then snorted, then chortled, and burst into laughter.

“You certainly don’t want a slob like me putting his penis in your hole.”

“I certainly don’t. Why, that big thing…you might hurt me.”

“Oh, I’ll try. But…there’s another way.”

“What?”

“I can do your anus.”

Bo blinked.

“That way you won’t get pregnant and…” she stopped talking and they stared at each other.

“Can I get pregnant?”

“I don’t know. Have you had anything that resembles a period?”

“No.”

“Without a period you can’t get pregnant.”

He thought about it, then said, “But what if I drop an egg—assuming that I can make an egg—and you fuck me…and I get pregnant before I can have a period?”

“I don’t…well. Do we wait until we can talk to the doc?”

“Will I have to be celibate…as far as my pussy goes…for my whole life?”

“That won’t work.”

And he knew it wouldn’t work, too. He had a pussy, and for all his blather he wanted to use it.

He wanted to feel what it was to be penetrated, to have a woman orgasm. He wanted to be a woman all the way.

They headed for the kitchen and the booze. Alcohol made decisions easier, and Jan was developing a real liking for bourbon. Before she had been okay with wine coolers, tequila, rum, even (choke) vodka. But there was such a big, bullying, male mystique around good, old sipping whiskey, and she was loving it.

They sat at the table, wearing underwear only, and a bit of make up, and stared at each other.

“Well it looks like I can’t get pregnant, or I would have.”

“But that was before you started taking hormones. What if your hormones being balanced means you can get pregnant?”

Jan heaved a sigh. “Yeah.”

“Do you want to get pregnant?”

“Not really.”

“And I know I don’t.”

“If your body even rolls that way.”

“If.”

They sipped.

“But we like the baby making process.”

“Absolutely.”

“And we can’t give that up.”

“No way.”

“So what if one of us gets pregnant? Do we get an abortion?”

“We could try the withdrawal method, pulling out before sperming.

“Yeah, but…I want it all. I want to be in you and feel myself coating your insides and watching your eyes. And I want to feel you…coating my insides.”

They sat silently and sipped some more.

“Then I guess we’re going to have to risk it.”

She nodded. “And that brings us to the original question. Who gets to be the man tonight?”

“Or who gets to be the woman?”

They looked at each other.

“We could flip a coin?”

“Nah. No whim. Let’s be in control. I nominate me for fucking and you for receiving.

Bo nodded. “Okay. Tonight I am a woman.”

“Tonight. You finally get your cherry popped.”

And they clinked glasses.

They had dinner, both fixing it.

They had more drinks.

They went out to the pool and dipped their bodies and played with each other.

They each had cocks and cunts and testicles, so there was a lot to play with.

They sucked and stroked and poked their fingers, and even played with each others assholes.

There would come a day…

But right then they were just building up their desire. Getting ready. Bo was about to lose his cherry. And Jan was about to pop it.

They entered the bedroom at eight o’clock. The sun down, fever in their eyes.

Jan helped him get ready. She dressed him in good lingerie, made his tits look big, put him in make up.

He sat on the bed, wearing lingerie like it was a wedding gown, and waited.

She put on slacks and a shirt, her breasts were bound. She pulled her hair back and took off all make up.

She finally turned to him and smiled. “All right, honey, I’ll be gentle.”

She turned on some soft music, Sade, The Sweetest Taboo. They danced through the song, silent, but filled with anticipation.

She led him to the bed and laid him down.

He was trembling, scared but determined.

She soothed him, and kissed him, and ran her hands over his body.

She stroke his cock, then held it up with one hand and used her other hand to massage his hole. She was careful, gentle, and used lube.

He found himself shaking, then laughing, and almost crying at how stupid this was. Couldn’t they just get it over with?

But first time lovemaking—and this was first time in the greater sense—deserved celebration.

She bent over him and massaged his breasts, sucked his nipples, kissed him and kissed him and kissed him.

He was breathing very hard when she placed her knees between his legs and unzipped her pants.

Her dick had grown since her operation. It was a full six inches, and her balls were no longer shrunken.

Her hormones had been balanced and she had a hard erection.

She held his cock up out of the way and gently inserted her penis into Bo’s snatch.

He gasped, pushed his hips away for a moment, then grabbed Jan and held on.

Jan calmed him down. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

She began to move, sliding in and out.

Bo felt her flesh slither against his in the most sexual manner possible. He felt his excitement kindle and burst into flames. His pussy reached out for more, clutched and held on, and he began to pump his hips.

It was weird, it was awkward, as he had never pumped his hips from the other side, but it was also intuitive.

They fucked, and his fear became a joyous, wondrous, amazing desire.

Jan smiled, seeing his transformation.

Bo had always been the one to cum first, and he managed to orgasm first once again. But it was weird. He couldn’t push and make the orgasm happen, he had to relax, and let it happen.

But he understood this, and he was used to coming first, so he did.

Then Jan came, her cock suddenly taking over her, surprising her, and she spurted into his pussy.

Then they just lay there, intwined, her still in him, and wondered at life.

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER…

“This is going to be weird.”

“You’re right.”

They were in bed, exploring, loving, partaking.

And trying something they had thought about for what seemed like ages.

“Move over here, and let me…yes.”

They both grinned. They were in position. A strange position, but a position of ultimate workability.

“Okay, let’s move together.”

“Careful.”

“Wait.”

“Okay, there.”

“Again…”

They shifted and adjusted, and, finally, they slipped their dicks into each other’s pussies at the same time.

Their eyes lit up. There was something downright magical about what they were doing.

“Do you think anybody has ever done this before?” Bo asked.

“I can’t imagine anybody doing this.”

They were crotch to crotch and slightly twisted. It was strange, but not uncomfortable.

“Okay, let me do the moving.”

“Wait…wait! I’m falling out.”

“Okay, I’m back in. We’re going to have to do this together.”

“And we have to move in small motions.”

They tried again, and their dicks slid in and out at the same time. It was double the fuck, and double the pleasure.

“Oh, yes. I’m getting close.”

“Hold on, I’m on the runway…”

“Okay…together now. Easy…easy…”

Small motions, they each made a small motion and together they made a big motion. The room filled with the sound of their pubics slapping, but gently, barely.

“Okay, I’m back on track.”

“I’m getting close…come on…”

“Hurry…okay. I can go if you can go.”

“Unh…” Bo grunted, using his male muscles to force the issue.

“Unh…yes!”

“Yeah…it’s…it’s…

“Yes!

“OH…FUCK!” screamed Jan.

They were both locked up, both spewing, and both of their cunts were gripping, pulling, sucking in the semen.

Twice the fuck, twice the semen, and twice the orgasm.

Bo thought his heart was going to stop. He swooned as his penis emptied into Jan’s vagina.

And Jan thought she would just stop existing, the way the orgasm whirled over, swallowed her mind, and kept on swallowing.

For a long minute they were locked in embrace, their cocks emptied, and then…then it was done.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.
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