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	Man-amorphosis

	By Rick R. Reed

	I awoke one morning from uneasy dreams to find my penis had transformed itself into a vagina.

	I was lying on my back and, as is my custom, reached down to give myself a good morning grope. It was my perky way of welcoming in the day. Usually, what awaited my wandering hand was a large column of flesh, with the tension of a steel girder, and the approximate length and width of professional wrestler The Rock's forearm.

	My blood ran cold when the hand felt nothing. Imagine how stressed you feel when your wallet or keys have suddenly vanished. Multiply that to the nth degree and you'll maybe get a hint of the alarm I felt when I discovered my penis had disappeared.

	Hoping for a different outcome, I reached down again. Yes, the pubic hair was there, in all its curly, silky glory. The cock, however, had flown the roost. But as I groped, I discovered that, in its place, was not nothing, but something new, different...and damp. Although much of my sexual experience had of late been with the male gender, I had, in my misspent youth, explored the other side of the sexual coin to a ridiculous, self-denying extent (and if you've ever met my little daughter, you know it's true), so I recognized the contours and texture of the feminine apparatus referred to by doctors as a vagina. Everyone else calls it a pussy, box, hair pie, beaver, muff, bush, twat, cunt, quim, red snapper, bearded clam, and God only knows what else.

	But what was one of these things doing between my legs? How had it managed to get there? Where had what doctors referred to as a penis gone (you probably call it a dick, cock, wee wee, prostate poker, Johnson, prick, sausage, rod)? Albeit a moustache of sweat had formed on my upper lip, I couldn't restrain myself from beginning to explore my lower lips. They had a silky smoothness, a not unpleasant bumpiness, an unevenness that appealed to my sense of aesthetic asymmetry. As I gently massaged them, I felt them unfold, like a small, fleshy flower. They sort of puffed up, which made me think how much money people like Melanie Griffith and Barbara Hershey could have saved on collagen if they could have mastered this trick on their upper lips. But I couldn't be distracted by thoughts of movie star snatches when I suddenly found I had my own. As I probed onward (and let me tell you...I haven't felt such a dizzying mix of nausea and pleasure since I was twelve years old, when similar manual exploration of my private parts resulted in watching my purple helmeted warrior vomit up a copious amount of love juice all over my family's living room burnt orange shag carpeting), I discovered the lips became slippery, as if a phantom tongue were coating them with a semi-gloss coat of saliva. From those same lips, a dizzying pulse radiated outward, infusing my entire being with a tingling heat. This was fun! The feeling was becoming more and more delicious, the dim bedroom disappearing around me, as I let one, two, three fingers slip inside, while my thumb, as if had been born to such maneuvers, found the tiny pleasure button just above the lips, which I pushed and stroked repeatedly, to heavenly results. Christ, I thought, I've got a pussy and I'm coming. Is this a dream? Will I ever want to get out of bed again? How, I wondered, were my sisters of the world able to get out of bed themselves and work, play, and raise children when such a lovely distraction lay right between their legs? I grinned, forgetting for the moment the oddness of my morning metamorphosis, and relaxed into my pillows, feeling sated.
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