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PART ONE

They were watching reruns of the old TV show, ‘The Fear Factor.’ The host, Joe Rogan brought together a group of people and gave them challenges. The first challenge was walking on a plank between two tall buildings.

Ted started to laugh. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

Julie shushed him. “Come on, Ted, let me watch.”

“But it’s bogus. They all have wires on them. If they fall it doesn’t matter. They’re just going to bounce a little, then be hauled up again.”

The other couple in the room, Jill and Lance, told him to be quiet.

Ted was quiet, except for laughing when somebody fell off the plank. His laughter ruined the whole thing.

“Come on, Ted. Don’t spoil it for everybody.”

“Aw, come on. It’s just that it’s not really scary.”

“Shut up, Ted,” Lance muttered.

They watched the next challenge. It was to walk on the wings of a plane in flight. They had on crash helmets and parachutes and Joe Rogan talked about the long fall to the earth and how nobody could survive such impact.

“They’ve got harness on, Joe! Get real! They’ll just be hauled back up on the wing!”

Ted! Shut!” Julie hit him in the belly with an elbow.

“Come on! you guys aren’t falling for this, are you?”

Jill: “Stop being an asshole, Ted. Let the rest of us enjoy the show.”

Ted didn’t say anything. For all of thirty seconds. Then: “Enjoy the scam, you mean.”

Everybody gave him dirty looks and he sighed and watched the show. Nobody fell off the plane, and if they had it wouldn’t have mattered. When the show went into commercial he blurted, “Boring!”

Lance turned to him, “You’re being an ass, Ted. Even if you don’t like it, the rest of us do. You should just hold it in and let us have fun.”

“Have fun when they foist something that is supposedly scary on you and it isn’t at all.”

“Well, I like it,” Jill pronounced. “The idea of being up on a plane and falling…it makes me very afraid.” She gave a shiver and held onto Lance.

“Then you’re scared of stuff that isn’t really scary.”

“Can’t you let it go, Ted?” Julie grumped.

“Not when it’s a Hollywood fake out and there’s nothing there.”

The show started up again, and the third challenge was unveiled. The contests had to be immersed in a bathtub full of worms.

Ted started laughing hysterically. “You’ve got to be kidding! Worms? What’s the fear factor in that? What’s to be scared of?”

Jill made a sound in her throat like she was gagging. “All those worms! How do they stand it!”

Julie actually looked away. “I can’t take it!”

“Man, I couldn’t do that,” Lance admitted.

“They’re worms! They’re tiny little things! And if something was to go wrong the TV crew would just lift you out of the tub!”

But Ted was in the severe minority now. Lance, Julie and Jill made gagging sounds and held their mouths. Jill finally had enough and actually started to barf. She caught it in a bowl of popcorn, but it was too late. Ted howled with laughter.

“Ted, you’re an asshole!” Julie said, as she held Jill’s hair out of the mess.

“Yeah, man. Maybe you don’t find it scary, but it’s more than we like.”

“Well, you guys are pussies then.”

The show was over then, they turned the lights on and sat and looked at each other. Mostly they looked at Ted, who had raised all their ire.

“So what are you scared of, Ted.”

“None of that stuff. In fact, I haven’t seen anything that scared me since I was a kid. Let’s face it. Life is easy, and—“

“What if a car was going to hit you?”

“I’d have enough presence of mind to jump out of the way.”

“What if a mugger was aiming a gun at you?”

“I’d pick my moment and fight back. I certainly wouldn’t be frozen into fear like some of those bozos on the TV.

Lance said, “Ted, you’re my buddy, but in this case I think that you’re a poser.”

“Says the guy who flinched at a few worms.”

Lance’s lip rippled through a frown.

Jill exclaimed: “I’ll bet there’s something that you’re scared of. Everybody’s scared of something.”

“Not me. I don’t scare, and I don’t chicken out. You can’t find the factor of fear that would get to me.

“What if a pack of wild dogs started attacking you?” Jill said.

“Hey, it’d hurt, but I’d fight back. I wouldn’t start crying like a little baby.”

The others threw scenarios at him quick then.

“What if somebody held a knife over your penis.”

“What if they did?” Ted challenged back.

“What if somebody was going to rape you and they had AIDS!”

“Rape me? Rape is for people who are too scared to fight back. I’d fight back.”

Obviously, Ted was saying some very unpopular things, even offensive things, but he didn’t back off.

“What if you had to fight an MMA champ?”

“Hey, I might lose, but I wouldn’t cry about it and act like a wuss.”

Finally, his girlfriend had had enough. “Ted, you talk the talk, but I’ll bet I can come up with something that scares the hell out of you and even makes you call uncle. You toss off things like being raped, or getting beaten up and claim nothing bothers you, but I can find something that bothers you enough to quit.”

Ted just laughed, and by now he had truly pissed everybody off.

Jill said, “You give us a week and we’ll figure something out that will reduce you to a crying, cringing baby.”

“Oh, boo hoo. Bring it on, fraidy cat.”

“Okay, we will. Next weekend. Be ready, because we’re going to take you to the mat.”

Ted just laughed. “You guys are ridiculous!”

And that’s where it all ended. Shortly afterwards Ted decided it was time to go home. Julie walked him to the front door and bid him good night.

He turned to kiss her, but her return kiss was lukewarm.

“Aw, hey, baby. You aren’t mad about all that, are you?”

“I think you’re awfully proud, Ted. Maybe a little too proud.”             

“So you think you guys are going to come up with something that scares me.”

“Nobody’s perfect, Ted. And there’s something that you’re afraid of. And I’ll tell you right now, you were so disrespectful in there that I’m on Jill and Lance’s side. I’m going to help them figure out something that will truly scare you. And then I’m going to say ‘I told you so.’”

Ted just laughed. “Look, baby. I’m sorry if I pissed you off. And maybe I was a bit rough. But I love you, and it’s okay if you guys try to get me. But you shouldn’t take it personal. This is me, and you should be glad I’m a big, tough, brave guy.”

Julie melted. She was smart enough to know that she had reacted strongly. She gave him a better kiss. Actually, it was a scorcher that woke up his pants.

“Oh, baby. That’s better.”

“Okay, Ted. We love each other, but we’re going to play this game, and then we still love each other, even if you lose. Right?”

“I won’t lose, but…even in the remote possibility that I didn’t come out on top…you’re the one for me.”

They kissed and groped and did everything short of sex, and they would have done that if Ted didn’t have to leave. At any rate, it was a happy couple that parted that evening. Ted strolled down the walk to his car. He was whistling and still felt the soft warmth of her lips on his.

Inside the house Julie closed the door and leaned against it. She sighed. Ted was the man for her, but he did have a big head and a lot of attitude. That wasn’t all bad, men should be world beaters. But he had gone over the line tonight.

Pushing away from the door, her lips still burning from his passionate kisses, she walked back into the TV room.

Jill and Lance were humping with their clothes on, moaning and kissing and warming their hands on each others private parts.

“Hey1 Hey! Knock it off?”

Groaning, the couple separated, but still sat on the couch in each others arms.

“Now, look. We have to come up with something. We have to figure out what will scare the be-heysoos out of my knucklehead boyfriend. Now who’s got some ideas?”

Ted would have forgotten about the whole Fear Factor thing. He was a working man and didn’t really dwell on things. So he worked the week through, talked to Julie on the phone, took her out for dinner on Wednesday, and she reminded him of the upcoming weekend.

“I think we’ve got something to scare you.”

Ted remembered and grinned. “Bring it on. There’s nothing you guys can think of that will scare me.”

Julie smiled and wouldn’t give him a clue.

So Friday night rolled around, and Julie called Ted in the morning and told him to report to their house as soon as he got off work.

Ted stopped only to clean up, and was front and center at six in the evening. He knocked on the door, and Julie immediately opened the door, grabbed his hand and pulled him into the house.

“Come on, hurry! Take off your clothes!”

It was hard to take off his clothes while he was walking, but he left a trail of garments all the way to…the bathroom.

He looked at the bed longingly. “Don’t you want to, uh…” he eyed the bed.

“No time,” she stated, and she began slathering cream on his body.

“What’s this stuff?”

“Nair.”

“Making me bald is going to scare me.”

“Hah. No. But we have to have you hairless for what comes next.”

Fifteen minutes later Ted stepped out of the shower. He was baby bald and Julie threw his clothes at him before he could even dry off. “Come on! We have an appointment.”

He used his tee to dry off and pulled his clothes on as they exited the house. He hoped on one foot and managed to get his shoes on, then they were in her car and she was driving fast through the streets of Hollywood.

“Where are we going?”

“To get you ready for your challenge.”

Ted went along willingly, and soon they were closing in on a complex of Hollywood studios. When they pulled through the gate of Magic Pictures Ted quipped, “I hope you’re not going to make a movie star out of me. That’s really scary.”

“I tell ya, Ted, you’re going to laugh at your own funeral,” Julie shot back.”

“Hey! My own funeral! Great! That will scare me. Make sure you have lots of Gummy Bears.

Julie just smiled.

They threaded their through parking lots and big warehouses to a manufactured building at the back of the lot.

“What the heck are we doing?”

Julie pulled him out of the car., locked it, and led him up the steps of the building. The sign on the door said, ‘Prosthetics.’

“What? You’re going to chop my leg off and give me a fake on? Okay, I give up!”

Julie knocked on the door, and shortly it opened.

The girl was chunky with purple hair. She had thick, black glasses, wore witch boots, a purple dress that was designed for somebody a pounds lighter, and heavy make up.

“Hey, guys, come on in.”

The entered the trailer and the two girls hugged, and Ted looked around in amazement. The trailer was packed with latex products. There were masks for horror pictures, fake arms and legs, buttocks, bloody gashes waiting to be glued on to murder victims…it was a slice of Hollywood at its finest.

“This is Janice. Janice, Ted.”

“Hey Ted, so you’re the guinea pig, eh? You’re a brave soul. Wanna buy some life insurance?”

Ted chuckled. “I’d rather have a hamburger.”

Janice grinned at him. “Moo hah hah! Sit over there.”

Ted sat in a padded chair that was sort of like a dentist chair. It could go and down and round and round and bend over and everything.

“So what’s going to happen here?”

Janice held up a piece of latex and said, “You’re gonna be a big pussy.”

Ted blinked. The latex she was holding was a perfect pussy. Life sized, and incredibly lifelike. It had a slit, and slightly bent he could see a little hole where a penis might stick out.

“You’re going to turn me into a girl? That’s supposed to scare me?”

“Be patient,” Julie patted his arm with an evil look. “Do you want him to get naked?”

“Sure. Yeah. No. Let me take a measurement or two.”

Janice placed the pussy on his crotch pushed it down. “I’m just eyeballing right now. Once we get you naked I’ll do the fine tuning. You ever wear anything like this before, Ted?”

“Nope.”

“Well, you’re gonna have some fun. Horny fun, but fun. I hope you like being horny.”

“He’ll learn to love it,” Julie said. “Come on, Ted, show us what you got.”

Ted slowly took off his shirt.. Julie was laughing, Janice was at a work bench cutting the latex pussy, so Ted shrugged and got out of his pants. He was a commando kind of guy, so he just stood there, and being naked in front of two girls he was got hard.

Janice glanced at him. “He’s got to be soft for the fitting. Once in it doesn’t matter. Can you get him soft?”

Julie giggled. “Ted! Down, boy!” Which command, of course, didn’t work.

Janice chuckled. “Jack him off. I won’t look.”

Julie didn’t even hesitate, which surprised Ted, but then the feel of her warm mouth on his member distracted him from any feelings of embarrassment.

Janice, of course, turned to watch.

“Hey, good technique. Feel his balls a little, that always helps.” Ted was gulping. There was a low rafter and he reached up and grabbed it to help support himself.

Julie’s mouth was heaven in a bottle, and she squeezed his nuts and stroked him and worked the head with her red lips.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Ted. He was close, but he couldn’t quite get over.

“No fuckee fuck! Got to be a blow job or hand job!” Janice yelled.

Ted gasped out a laugh at that.

“Slap his nuts. That always works.”

So Julie slapped his testicles.

“Ow…Oh!…UNH! Ted squirted into her mouth. She gobbled up his cream and licked him clean.

Janice clapped her fingertips together. “Well done. Have a seat, Ted. We have to do this before you get all randy again.

Ted was only too glad to collapse in the chair, His knees were weak and he just sagged in the chair and gulped air.

Janice fit the latex pussy to him. On the inside there was a little cup, It was too small for a boner, but a soft pecker slid into it nicely. Once it was in Janice pressed, reached into his crotch and pushed, and the head of his penis came through the little hole in the latex. It looked like a perfect, slightly over-sized, clitoris.

“Holy crap!” Muttered Ted.

“I find crap less than holy,” remarked Janice. She kept pushing and pressing and making sure the head of his dick was perfectly positioned. “We developed this pubic shield for actors to go pee in. Long hours in a Ninja turtle suit required a way to pee without taking the whole suit off.”

She began putting a thick layer of glue on the inside of the latex pussy shield. She worked outward, making sure there were no air bubbles, that everything was skin tight and there would be no slippage.

“We stopped using them because when the head of the dick sticks out it gets rubbed by clothing, and the next thing you know the actor is too horny to deliver his lines. Can you imagine being that horny?”

Ted couldn’t imagine anything. He was stunned by being totally captured in latex. His nuts were pushed up into his body, his pecker head was barely sticking out and wasn’t going to be retracted.

“It’ll wear off in a few days. I’ve got some glue dissolver if you want, but…you’re going to be female below the waist for the foreseeable future.”

Julie was staring, fascinated, as Ted’s manhood became a thing of the past.

Finally, he was done.

Janice stepped back and grinned. “There it is, a modern, twentieth century, ultimate chastity device.” She looked up at Ted. “Aren’t you glad you got your rocks off?”

“Uh…” Ted stuttered, too shocked to even think.

“Okay, boobers. You want him big?”

“Real big!”

“What?”

Janice pulled out a couple of breast forms that looked positively gigantic. “Based on Chyna 2000s. You know, that wrestler that was billed as ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’

“Joannie Laurer,” Ted blurted.

“Yeah! That’s the one. It’s obvious that Ted can …’smell what the Rock is cooking!’ She imitated Dwayne Johnson perfectly.

She moved the chair Ted was sitting in to a lay down position and positioned the big tits on his chest. In a moment she was slathering glue on the back of the boobs, then she got up on a box and put her weight on his chest. She looked at him, “We’re going to have to stop meeting like this.”

Ted grunted a laugh.

Five minutes passed, and he was done.

“You’re gonna need a bra, you might want to hold them up with your hands till we get you one. The skin stretches and it gets a little irritating. She turned to Julie. “Okay, Jules, shall we dress our little pussy boy up?”

Julie clapped her hands in glee.

Ted found that walking was a little awkward. For one thing, he didn’t have a pair of boulders keeping his thighs apart. His testicles pushed up into his body definitely gave for a different experience. For another thing, the latex pushed his legs very slightly apart. It wasn’t painful, just…different.

Janice led them to the end of the trailer and through a doorway into another trailer. “This is wardrobe. Specially designed for people wearing pussies or cocks.”

“You have a latex shield with a cock on it?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“What for?”

Janice gave a secretive smile. You would be shocked at how many  nubile, young things want to experience having a package between their legs. Heck, I should have told you. You want to have a swinging dick between your legs tonight?”

Julie stopped and stared, her mouth indelicately open.

Janice. “My best girl is gonna be here any second. We could do you up. Make you look like a man, the whole thing. Wanna?”

“This is weird,” blurted Ted. Which decided Julie.

“Sure. Give me a big one.”

“We’ll John Holmes ya. But first, let’s get pussy boy dressed.”

Normally, Ted would have been a little angry with the way he was being referred to as ‘pussy boy,’ but Janice was so happy, and he was so amazed, he sort of enjoyed it.

Him. A guy. A manly man. With a real, live pussy. Heh!

Julie helped him into some panties. He didn’t have lots of flexibility,  and he was getting used to the latex shield pulling on his flesh. He figured a certain amount of ‘stretchability’ would eventually result, but until then, he needed help moving around.

Janice got him a bra. It was strong, not your normal over the shoulder boulder holder, but it was sexy, too. His tits had eternally erect nipples on them, and they showed right through the material of the bra.

“Comfy?” she asked, adjusting the straps.

“Sure.”

“Good. This won’t be.”

She helped him into a corselet. His tummy instantly became smaller. His waist kept shrinking and shrinking, and it made his butt flare out, and pushed up his already considerable boobs.

“Fuck!” he wheezed. “How am I supposed to breath?”

“Suck it up, Bambi.” She put a little padlock through the top hole.

Ted couldn’t bend over, so the girls put nylons on him, then high heels.

“How am I supposed to walk?”

“Now you know why we’re always saying ‘break a leg.’ Janice quipped.

“Hey, kids, how’s it?” A skinny girl entered the trailer. She had long blonde hair, no tits, and pretty lips.

“Nancy!” This is Ted and Julie. Can you give Julie a Cock?”

“Sure.” She turned to Julie. “Nice to meet you how big a cock would you like?”

Julie grinned.

Nancy grinned. “That big, eh?” She led Julie back to the first trailer.

“That leaves you and me, lover. Too bad you’re limp. I’ve got a thing for well hung pussies.”

Ted laughed nervously. He wasn’t scared, but he was definitely out of his comfort zone.

Janice helped him into a latex skirt. It was so tight you could see a pimple, if he had a pimple, and it was so snug around the knees he could only walk with his ankles. He took a few mincing steps and Janice approved.

“All right. Let’s do your top.

She pulled a skin tight rubber top over his…chest. Glancing at a mirror was was stunned by how this increased his apparent dimensions.

“Okay. Ready for make up?”

“Yeah. I guess.”

Janice laughed. “You’re a sport, you know? Sit here.”

Ted sat in a chair and she began cleaning his pores and priming him. He watched, and slowly he became feminine in the face.

“Do you do this kind of stuff all the time?”

“On weekends we sometimes get some of the actors and actresses in here. Like I say, they like to have packages of a different persuasion between their legs. As for the make up…you’d be surprised at how ugly some of these beautiful people are before we get ahold of them.

She was fast, and she was working on his eyes. He tried not to blink as she ran a sharp pencil around his eyes, then glued on some eyelashes. then she brushed color onto his eyelids. Finally, she rolled thick, red lipstick on his lips.

“Okay, sport, you’ll make somebody a wonderful bride.” At his grimace she chuckled and said, “Or not. Now put your hands out and I’ll give them some quick nails.”

It didn’t take her long to give Ted some red claws, and then she put a long, red wig on his head. She fastened it down, gave it a few tugs and said, “That’s not coming loose.”” And grinned.

Ted kept blinking and staring and holding his hands up. Janice just laughed at the expression on his face.

“Come on, let’s go see how the jewel is doing.

They walked back through the trailers, and Janice had to help him walk. In the first trailer Nancy had Julie almost done. Julie had opted for fifties greaser thug look. She had slightly padded shoulders, which, oddly, made her look bigger than Ted. His shoulders were made small looking by the big boobs he was sporting.

She was wearing lifts, and they were about the same size. He had maybe an inch on her, so for all intents and purposes, they were compatible.

“Wow! Look at you!”

“Double wow right back,” he said.

“I’d give you a big kiss but I don’t want to mess your make up.”

Suddenly Ted squirmed.

“What?” asked Janice.

“I can…I felt…”

Janice grinned. “Teddie’s got a boner.”

“Yeah, the panties are rubbing me. I didn’t know it was going to feel like this.”

“Yeah. Told ya, you’re going to be one horny puppy this evening.

Ted felt the material sliding over the head of his cock. It made his cock excited, but he couldn’t reach it to scratch. And could he scratch it, anyway? Only the head was sticking out! Not enough to jack, unable to push it back, he suddenly realized how nefarious the latex pussy was.

The girls watched him, enjoying his discomfort.

“Poor Ted,” giggled Julie.

“Rough being a sexy girl, isn’t it?”

“Maybe you’ll meet some tall, dark and handsome who can scratch that itch for you.

Ted just groaned.

“Well, that’s about it. That’ll be five grand.”

Ted’s eyes opened.

“Just kidding. Now you kids head on out and…don’t stay out too late.” She guffawed as they left the trailer and headed back to the car.

“This is weird,” Ted said. He was pooching his butt back, trying to get a little relief from the material stimulating his cock head.

“Sure is. How do you guys walk with these big things hanging between your legs?”

“How to you girls walk with your clitoris all exposed and getting jacked?”

Julie laughed. “Normally, girl’s clits are inside the folds of the labia.”

“Can I borrow your labia?”

Ted’s small steps had to hurry to keep up with Julie’s more many stride, and he staggered a bit. Julie was quick, though, and she caught him and helped him across the parking lot to her car.

She gallantly opened the door for him and helped him into the seat. He had to sit, pivot carefully, and she actually had to lift his legs to get them in.

Then, manlike, she trotted around the front of the car and opened her own door and got in.

Ted sat there, in the female seat, and watched her.

Julie moved with confidence. Turned on the car, turned on the headlights, started moving through the parking lot.

For the first time in his life he felt like baggage. He was always used to being in control. He drove. He started things. He was the man in charge. But the simple act of being a passenger, with no say on where he was going, or even a clue as to where he was going, he felt his ‘hard charger’ personality leaking out of him.

He wanted to say something, to give a direction, to be a positive force in some manner.

Instead, he was the woman. And he had no choice.

They drove east from the studios along Santa Monica Boulevard. Julie was humming, then turned on the radio. Ted wished he had turned on the radio.

They drove for a half hour and arrived in a rundown area just the other side of Dodger Stadium.

“The police don’t come out here much,” Julie mentioned, her lips turned up slightly at the corners.

“Oh?”

“Nope. Gets a bit rough out here. They just come out here and tote away the bodies the next morning.

“Oh, hardee har har! You’re going to have to do better than that!”

“Oh, I will.”

They were driving along side the rail road tracks and up ahead was a big warehouse. There were only a few lights on the warehouse, no sign telling what it was. The parking lot was filled with cars, though.

Julie turned into the parking lot. The car tires crunched on the gravel and she parked at the far end. Maybe fifty yards from the single door in the side of the warehouse.

The car made cooling sounds, and she turned to Ted.

“Ted, once we go into this building I won’t have any control. Whatever is going to happen will happen. Do you understand?”

“Sure. I’ll be on my own. You’ll push me into a pit of phony vipers and then the camera crew will pull me out.”

She shook her head slowly. “Ted, to find something that we knew would frighten you we had to find the real deal. There are no safety harnesses in here. No hard hats or safety vests. There is going to be no crew to pull you to safety. No net, no safety harness…nothing but you and your sexy dress.”

“Why are you telling me this, Julie?”

“I’m giving you a last chance to back out. There’s no money riding on this. Nobody’s going to jump out of the trunk and yell ‘gotcha!’ There is absolutely no shame in turning down this challenge. And, to tell you the truth, I wish you would. Honest to God, I’m a little scared of what might happen here. So let’s go home. I’ll give you a long back rub, I’ll fuck you, and we can laugh this off.”

Ted shook his head. “Julie, I don’t back off. I’m in this to win, even if there’s nothing to win. I’m just the kind of guy that can’t be frightened. So…lead on. Or, if you want, stand back and let me lead.

Julie stared at Ted for a long time. She leaned forward and carefully touched her lips to his. She kept her hand on his cheek for a long second, then whispered, “Let the challenge begin.”

She got out of the car and ran around to help him out. He needed the help.

They walked across the parking lot, and he had to rely on her arm not to fall. He took, mincing, little steps, and he felt…powerless.

Then they reached the door. Julie took a last look at him, a sad look, and opened the door.

Ted walked in.


PART TWO

It was a warehouse on the outside, and it was something else on the inside.

First, Ted noticed the people. They were freaks. There were both persuasions, male and female, and they wore kinky leather, tight latex like himself, and lots of tattoos. Girls had hair down to their ass, or no hair, and piercings were the order of the day. Tits were on display with barbells, horseshoes, nipple shields and a lot more.

Guys were nipple pierced, too, and he even saw some guys with breasts. Like his…but real!

Genitalia were often on display. A guy might have a pair of skin tight leathers with the crotch cut out. Dicks hung, or even poked out, everywhere.

Julie was sort of a stand out, looked like a regular guy, but she looked enough like a girl that everybody took her for one. Ted looked like a girl, and only a girl, and all girl, and everybody assumed he was one.

The music was heavy metal, and it was loud. Metallica was telling everybody that nothing else matters as they entered.

A few people were dancing on the far side of the warehouse, but most of the people were just standing around. There was a bar working overtime, and the smell of marijuana was sweet in the air.

Right inside the entrance was a small table and they stood in a short line waiting to get into the warehouse proper.

The girl in front of them was a man in a leopard unitard, massive ear bangles, and a thin, silver chain stretched from one ear to her nose. She could only turn her head to the right.

She had a brief conversation, paid $40 and was stamped on the back of the hand and admitted. Ted and Julie stepped up.

“Hey guys, you here for the challenge?”

Julie said, “Ted is,” and motioned to Ted.

The guy behind the table squinted, then smiled. “Man, nice outfit. You had me totally fooled. You been here before?”

“Nope.”

The guy bent to the side and picked up a spray can. He shook it and it rattled.

“Let me help you. Breath in.” He held the can up.

Ted looked at Julie, who shrugged and gave him a look. It’s part of the challenge.

Ted opened his mouth and breathed in. The fellow behind the table spritzed right into his throat.

It was sweet, and he gasped, and said, “What the—“ He stared at Julie in shock. His voice had risen an octave and he sounded exactly like a girl.

“Oh, my God!” Julie blurted.

The guy behind the table grinned and put the rattle can down. “Now, you ever been in a challenge?”

“It’s our first time here,” said Julie.

“First time and you want to go the challenge?”

Julie nodded. Ted felt his throat and swallowed. He could feel his vocal chords tightening.

“You don’t want to maybe watch the first time?”

“No, no. We know all about it. Ted is dying to get in on it.”

The guy behind the table grinned ruefully and shook his head. “Okay.” He looked at Ted. “You realize that since you’re a newbie they’ll probably choose you?”

“Okay,” Ted said. His voice was so high he touched his red tipped hands to his throat in an amazingly feminine motion.

“Okay. $80.”

Julie paid and they entered into the madness.

They were immersed in flesh. Boobs and cocks dressed in skimpy leather. Women with whips coiled over their shoulders and men with silver collars and chains.

In one corner there were several people dressed as animals. Dogs and pussycats and one fellow who looked like an artichoke with a stiff cock sticking out.

“Let’s hit the bar,” Julie pulled Ted through the mass of humanity.

“Okay.” Ted’s eyes were wide, which gave him the wide and innocent look, at the sound of his own voice.

The music got louder as they crossed the floor, and the bar was three deep. Julie eventually got a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and she let Ted drink both of them.

He needed them. For a brave guy he was looking pretty frazzled.

Suddenly the music died and the lights went on. A tall, rangy fellow in a Tarzan loin clothe stood up on the bar.

“Okay, everybody, are you ready for…The Challenge?”

There were cheers and over in a corner a guy had lifted his girlfriend up and she was giving him some monkey love. They humped, only his back was visible, and nobody cared.

“Okay, we read your name off and you report to the stage.” He pointed—his fingernails were long and black—towards a stage set up at the far end of the warehouse.

Julie held to Ted’s arm and whispered, isn’t this exciting?”

“Uh, yeah.” His voice was even higher, if that was possible, and he was gulping. He must have gotten too big a dose of the ‘female voice spray,’ or whatever it was. If this kept up he wasn’t even going to be able to talk.

“First contestant, “Jasmine Holder!”

Jasmine was a black girl with big, huge bangles in her nipples. She clasped her hands and raised them and shook them in victory. The crowd cheered, and as she walked through the crowd towards the far stage she was patted and groped mercilessly. She looked like she liked it.

The fellow on the bar waited a while, then shouted, “Second contestant, “Billy Hardon!”

Billy was one of the crotchless leather boys. He, too, had nipple rings, though not big like Jasmine’s.

Billy sauntered through the crowd, grinning arrogantly. Girls reached out and stroked his genitals as he walked, and at one point a large woman dressed like a cavewoman got down on her knees and started to suck him.

Billy raised both fists like a rock star and fucked her face for a minute before moving on.

“Holy shit!” whispered Julie. “Ted…is this getting out of hand?”

Ted’s voice wasn’t working properly. He squawked, “My throat won’t work. Let’s get out of here!”

But with all the yelling, and the garbled, high pitched sound of Ted’s voice, Julie couldn’t understand him at all.

“Johnnie Fuckemfaster!” The guy on the bar yelled.

Johnny Fuckemfaster was well know, for there was lots of cheering, and when Johnny went through the crowd he was greeted with hand shakes and kisses. He was wearing a pair of leather shorts, skin tight, with a porthole for his package. He was pierced and a beautiful woman dressed like catwoman had his cock on a silver chain leash. She pulled him through the crowd and the cheers got louder and louder.

“Marsha Cumbucket!”

Marsha was a chunky woman, okay tits, a square face, and obviously about as butch as a woman could get.

Still, the crowd loved her. She was wearing a strap on and not a few of the guys knelt in front of her to suck on her big, plastic dong.

“Here’s Tom Will! The only question is…will Tom?”

Laughter, and a normal guy, just wearing jeans and a boy beater and high heels, strode through the crowd.

Tom Will was apparently something of a contender, because people gave a few cheers, and he growled, and his piercing eyes looked at the crowd like they were only people and they were poking sticks through the bars of his cage.

“And now, friends and fiends!”

The crowd chuckled at this description of them.

“Every once in a while we get a brave soul from another land. One who thinks our antics a bit tame, and is willing to show us what it’s all about.”

Everybody looked around, as if they could identify the next contestant with no name given.

“This woman is a fox who likes cocks! She is so good looking she could wear out my dick and ask for more!”

Hoots and yells.

“And she is here and ready to show us what the fuck is going on! Yes?”

His voice had risen to a shout and Ted looked around to see who this devastating femme would be.

“Now,” the man’s voice lowered to a stage whisper, “Since this is her first time, as with all newbies, she gets to wear the Silver Collar of Servitude!”

Two guys stepped through the crowd. They were holding an open collar to which two chains were attached.

“So let me hear it for…Ted Long!”

Ted was stunned. Julie clapped her hands. The two fellows with the collar turned to him. Perhaps if Julie hadn’t been holding on to his arm he would have pushed the collar away, but she was holding on, and the two guys were practiced, and suddenly he had a collar around his neck. The two guys stepped back and stretched out the chain.

“OhmyGod!” Julie cheered, kissed his cheek, then he was led away.

He was pulled through the crowd, and it was impossible to fight back. First, the two guys who held his chains were big and muscular. They kept the collar tight. Second, the crowd itself was trying to get close to him. People felt his tits, grabbed his pussy, kissed him and slapped him on the back. His ass was groped more times than there were M&Ms in the world.

He tried to hold back, but in his heels he was off balance. He tried to step in the other direction, but his legs were held by the tight, rubber skirt and he couldn’t get his feet down solid enough to push.

Cheers! A girl with massive tits hugged him and had to be pulled off him.

Screams! People kissed him on the mouth and his mouth took on many different hues.

Shouts! He was led through the crowd towards the stage. Then he was lifted, by arms and leashes, onto the stage. The stage had six contraptions on it. The contraptions were basically poles upon which were two planks with holes in them. That’s right…pillories. Stocks. Ancient methods of punishing law breakers.

Ted stared, and he would have turned around but somebody pushed his back and he stumbled forward.

Five of the stocks were already occupied. The other contestants all stood with their hands and heads sticking through the holes in the planks. They turned their heads and tried to look up at Ted.

“Hey!” Ted tried to yell, to protest, but his voice was almost completely shut down now. All that came out was a sort of a squeal-ish squeak.

He was pulled around behind the last pillory and the top plank was lifted.

He tried to stop it…he didn’t want to be imprisoned and at the mercy of a bunch of crazy people! But he couldn’t get his feet set, and his voice just squeaked, and a pair of hands pushed his head forward. Two other sets of hands pulled his hands so the wrists were laying in the side holes.

Clunk. The plank was lowered over his head and he stared out at the crowd in shock.

He was bent at the waist and his butt was pooched out. His tits hung down. His hair draggled over his face like a bead curtain.

Ted was done. He was suddenly face to face with his brags and boasts, and he was willing to admit there was more to this fear thing than he had thought.

He kept opening his mouth to speak, to quit, to beg for mercy, but his throat wouldn’t work. That spray that gave him a girly pitch, it had totally shut down his vocal chords. Everything he said came out in garbled, shrill squeals.

“Sounds like Ted is ready to go!” The guy from the bar was on the stage now, and the crowd had pushed forward.

Ted stared at the hundreds of faces just a couple of feet from his. He tried to talk, he tried to beg for mercy. His eyes were big and scared, but that made it look like he was just sweet and innocent, wide-eyed at his first time in the big city,

“Okay! May I have The Bowl!”

Somebody brought a fishbowl through the crowd and handed it up. The MC reached in and pulled out a piece of paper.

“Okay, people, here are the methods, are you ready?”

Cheers.

Julie was stuck at the back of the crowd. She had a good viewpoint, could see everything, but she couldn’t get closer.

“Okay, Jasmine…Jasmine is going to get…” he opened up the fold of paper and read it. Then shouted: “electrocution!”

And the crowd went wild.

Jasmine gulped. What she expected nobody knew, but she didn’t look too happy.

“Roll out the defibrillator!”

A cart was rolled out and a small box was on it.

“What’s that?” Julie asked of no one. A big guy in heels and lipstick and that was about all answered her. “Used to start hearts.”

Julie blinked. Start hearts?

The MC waited while his crew attached leads to Jasmine’s nipple rings. She had big nipples and they were fully distended. She looked a little worried.

“Okay, everybody! Let’s electrocute the bitch!”

Everybody screamed their approval, and a switch was thrown.

Jasmine screamed. Right out of the gate, and she pissed herself. When the juice was turned off she mumbled, “I quit…I quit…”

There were some boos, but not many. Just being willing to get up on the stage and try it Jasmine had earned some serious respect.

“Okay, it’s time for Billy Hardon!”

Billy gave a sickly grimace that was supposed to be a grin.

“And Billy gets…” the MC opened another piece of paper. “A spanking!”

A machine was rolled up behind Billy and turned on. A big spindle spun and a ping pong paddle whirred around and around. There was about two seconds between each spank, the paddle coming around, hesitating, then releasing it.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The paddling went on and on, and people moved around, got drinks, chatted in small groups. There were even a few bets as to how long Billy would last.

And how long he would last was the question.

If others got spanked they would be measured against Billy’s count.

While Billy was groaning and trying not to cry the MC yelled out, “Johnny Fuckemfaster!”

Johnnie gave a thumbs up with one trapped hand. He grinned.

MC reached into the bowl and unfolded a slip of paper. He grinned, looked out at the crowd and said: “Suspension!”

Johnnie made a hooting sound and several people rushed forward. They let him out of the stocks and led him to a corner of the warehouse. Ted watched and was fascinated in spite of himself.

Three people washed Johnnie’s body, then rubbed disinfectant at four points on his body. Then the slowly bunched up skin and inserted long rods through it. The rods were placed in hanging circlets, and Johnnie was slowly raised up. He looked like an angel, his arms up, his face open in astonishment. Six feet. Eight feet. Ten feet. Then the lifting stopped. Johnnie hovered off the floor, the crowd staring up at him.

MC said, “The good news for the other contestants is that Johnnie is out of the competition. He will hang for the rest of the night and be celebrated in the future. The bad news is that with Johnnie out the competition has tightened. Marsha Cumbucket!”

He screamed out her name and the crowd started pounding on the stage.

Marsha was quivering in her stocks. Her eyes were rolling, but when MC pulled her paper and read it she almost fainted.

“Needles!”

She was right next to Ted, and Ted was horrified when a woman stepped out on the stage and began putting needles through her flesh. Through her breasts, through her labia, even through her cheeks.

After a moment, however, the endorphines kicked in, and Marsha sighed and began to enjoy it.

In the corner of the ceiling Johnnie Fuckemfaster was making small sounds, moans that sounded like little orgasms. He was quite happy.

“Tom Will!”

And Tim Will quit. Just like that. The mean, nasty looks evaporated and he was just a scared boy.

There were a few boos, but nothing of consequence. Tom was released and he hopped off the state and headed for the exit.

MC: “Forever after…Tom Will will be known as Tom Won’t!”

A few cheers, then all attention was on Ted.

Ted was scared. His heart was pumping, he was having trouble breathing. The corset was too tight. His feet hurt. And, worst of all, his little clitoris, the head of his penis, kept trying to poke out of the latex sheath.

But it couldn’t. It was the most sexual thing Ted had ever felt, and the most sexually frustrating.

MC stood next to Ted, put his hand on Ted’s top plank and spoke conversationally. “Now, everybody knows that newbies usually quit fast. It’s just too much to be yanked up to the ceiling, or have needles put in their bodies. And the electricity…whoa!” MC shook his hand back and forth and everybody laughed.

“So, if everybody is okay with it, I’ll start Ted off with something. easy…spanking. Is that okay?”

There were cheers, and it was obviously okay.

“All right! Bring the other machine out. Somebody get a drink for poor Ted?”

Several people offered up their drinks and Ted ended up sucking Tequila out of a straw. He was terrified, and grateful for any liquid courage. He tried to talk, to get out of this thing, but he still couldn’t talk, and then it got worse. Up till then Ted had been able to squeak a little, but with the bit of tequila his throat froze completely. He couldn’t make a sound, and he realized that the spray made his voice higher pitched, but the alcohol increased the effects and froze his vocal chords. He thought a bit of liquid would help, that he would be able to talk, but the opposite was true. He couldn’t even squeak now!

The machine was started up and…SMACK!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The sound of his spanking blended with the sound of Billy Hardon’s spanking. And it hurt. Not greatly, but a little bit, but that little bit would grow and grow and grow!

And, worse, with every spank his cock head was stimulated by th elatex. Shortly it was dripping and drooling onto the stage.

During those first few moments, however, he still had his senses about him, and he heard MC say, “Okay, people, you can come up and talk to your spankee’s, and have fun with them.”

The music started up, people went to dancing or chatting, and a few people climbed up on the stage.

Julie came up on the stage and knelt and spoke to Ted. “I can’t believe you’re doing this! Does it hurt?”

Did it hurt? He was starting to cry, and he wished he had never said he wasn’t scared of anything!

“Well, you let me know when you want to stop. You’ve already proven you’re the bravest man alive. You win this bet.”

Ted tried to talk, tried to call it off, but his mouth just sent out air and no sound.

Julie kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll go get a drink. Bourbon and Coke. We can share.”

Ted wanted to shake his head no. He didn’t want any alcohol. He wanted to be able to talk, to call this off, but he couldn’t move his head in the stocks.

Julie disappeared into the crowd and Ted was left at the mercy of strangers.

He heard talking, but it was hard to hear what they were saying.

Hands groped his boobs. Fine. They were fake. He couldn’t fell anything, no pain there.

Then he felt his skirt splitting! Somebody had a knife and they were slicing up the rubber dress. His knees were suddenly freed and he put his legs to the side.

He opened his mouth and screamed, and nothing came out.

Then there was some talk about his latex pussy. People tried to stick their fingers up his fake pussy, but only got an inch in before running into the latex.

Somebody was groping his ass in between smacks.

Next to him Billy Hardon was crying, but didn’t look like he wanted to stop his spanking.

Then somebody stuck a finger in his asshole!

“Hey! I think he likes it!”

The finger moved around and around. It slid in and out, and Ted wiggled and waggled and tried to dislodge the finger.

The finger pulled out. Talk receded in his ears to be replaced by a buzzing sound. He was being overwhelmed by sensation.

Then he felt the finger in his ass again, and this time it was pushing something slick into his asshole. Dimly, through the pain of the spanking, he realized: lube!

He tried to kick, but whoever it was had moved in closer and was pushing their penis into him.

He tried to scream! He cried! His mouth opened and closed helplessly, then the penis went into him.

All pain receded. The room went away. There was only the intruder in his asshole.

Now Ted couldn’t move. He was impaled, stuck, and the superior weight of whoever was pushing the penis into him was holding him down.

He tried to move, but the fellow, unless it was a woman with a fake dick, moved with him.

In and out. Hands holding his hips. And somebody found his little clitoris.

That somebody crawled under him, laid on a chair, really, and began sucking on the head of his dick.

The penis in his ass held him in place. The mouth stimulated his cock head, and Ted left his mind and went into some kind of happy place.

He was overwhelmed.

There was nothing else to do.

And the cock in his butt started to feel good. The mouth on his clit excited him, and he began to groan.

Silently moan.

No noise groan.

But…groan.

Julie came back to the stage and knelt next to him. “Oh, my God! Ted! They’re fucking you!”

Ted moved his head about a half inch up and down, which was all the motion he was capable of.

She hugged his head then. “You are the bravest man I know!”

She stuck a straw in his mouth and he sucked, then realized…the vocal chords. Oh, shit!

And the fucking went on and on.

“And the winner of this week’s competition, our own newbie himself…TED!”

It was late, but there were still people to cheer and congratulate Ted.

Ted was let loose from the stocks. The silver collar was taken from his neck, and he was handed ten, crisp, hundred dollar bills.

Julie took them and put them in her purse. Ted wasn’t capable of much.

His hands were shaking. His mouth was drooling. His eyes were vacant and far away.

His little clitoris was dribbling a long stream of pre-cum. He had never been so thoroughly horny in his life, and yet there was nothing he could do about it.

Julie supported him as he walked across the warehouse and he wobbled and staggered, and people patted his back and treated him like a conquering hero.

He had outlasted Billy Hardon by ten spanks.

Back in the corner of the warehouse Johnnie Fuckemfaster flew in endless vistas of endorphin enhanced universes.

The guy at the front table bid them good night, and said, “You’re no longer newbies. Come back for a challenge any time.”

“We will!” Julie chirped.

Ted just taking one step at a time.

The tight skirt was no more. It had been ripped off during the night’s fucking. Ted’s little peeny head was visible, and it drooled in the cool night air. It didn’t look like it would ever stop drooling.

Julie walked him across the parking lot to her car. She tucked him into the passenger side and they drove home.

Ted just stared out the side window and didn’t care. He was shattered because, underneath it all, he was a coward. He was afraid. He had tried to call off the challenge a hundred times, but he hand’t been able to.

Julie took him to his house and put him to bed.

He just fell forward and lay on his belly. His butt was pooched up because of his cock head.

“Oh, Ted. You’re such a man. I wish I could get that latex pussy off you. I have never wanted to fuck anybody so much in my life.

Ted didn’t say anything.

Then he heard the sound of her taking off her pants.

“Ted, I just realized…I have a cock tonight.”

Ted would have moved, but he was exhausted, tired, and…and Julie was suddenly slipping her cock between his buns.

“Now that I know this doesn’t bother you…” she held the big cock to his hole and positioned it, “we can be doing it it a lot. It really makes me hot to see you taking it up the ass.”

Ted tried to move, he flailed his arms, he wanted to talk, but though a little feeling was coming back into his mouth he still couldn’t speak.

Julie moved forward, and her penis slid up his back channel.

Ted arched his back. This was the biggest penis of the night, but…it was only just another penis.

Julie began to move forward and back, and the huge cock began to slide in and out.

Ted lay there, and was quiet.

Julie reached around and tickled the head of his penis, and slowly, finally, Ted began to feel an orgasm approaching. With a mighty grunt he finally came. Julie held on to him, and felt his semen fill her hand. She smiled and then held her hand to his mouth.

That was it for Ted. He could no longer fight back, and he just lay there, a cock up his ass, and let Julie stuff sperm into his mouth.


EPILOGUE

Time wounds all heels. Uh, or maybe it’s time heals all wounds.

A couple of months passed and Ted recovered. He wasn’t obnoxious anymore, but rather quite polite.

On a Friday night he and Julie and Lance and Jill were once again watching reruns of The Fear Factor.

The challenge the contestants had was to leap from the top of one car to the tap of another…while traveling at 60 miles per hour.

Lance: “Heck, I could do that.”

Ted was silent. Julie snuggled into his arms.

The next challenge was to leap from the window of one building to the window of another…twenty stories up.

Lance: “I used to think this stuff was hard. But…yeah, I could do that.”

Ted held on to Julie and wished Lance would shut up.

The third challenge was to eat a bowl full of maggots.

“ACK!” Jill threw up in the popcorn bowl.

“I give up!” Lance blurted.

Julie looked at Ted, who watched the contestants eating maggots with no expression.

“You are the bravest man I know,” she whispered to him. “You can do anything.”

In his mind he answered, No. I can’t.

But Julie didn’t hear that which was only in his mind, and she didn’t feel the shivering terror inside his bones. She just looked forward to later that night when she would once again put on the strap on and have her way with him.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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