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PART ONE

“Come on, buddy, it’s party time!”

Rex looked up at Ron and sighed. “I have got to finish this paper.”

“The bull shat! I have three girls lined up. That’s three! And they’re all horny and when I told them what a big dick you had…well…”

“You are so full of it,” Rex grinned.

“No, I swear, and one of these girls has a dread disease called stuffitinmeitis.”

“I’ve got to do this paper!”

“I took that class last year. You can have my paper. B+, and a different teacher.”

“Ron!”

“And another of the girls is thinking of joining Nymphos Anonymous.”

“Oh, Geez.”

“And the third girl wants to join the navy because…”

“I know,” groaned Rex. “Everybody wants to join the navy and ride the waves. That is so stupid!”

“Look, I’m trying to save your life.”

“Yeah, and these girls are probably skanks of the first degree. They have to shave their butts every day and they have one snaggletooth in their head and—“

“Hold it!” Ron raised a hand like a policeman stopping a careening car. “Look at this!”

He held up his cell phone and Rex glanced at it. Then snapped his head back and studied it.

“Crap.”

The three girls were posed on the steps of a sorority house. They had rocking bodies, and one was a redhead, one was brunette, and the other was blonde. Their chests were half exposed and looked like the Andes. They all had beautiful faces with twinkling eyes. On one hand, they looked sweet and innocent and full of fun. On the other hand, there was a certain deviousness to their grins.

“Look at those boobs.”

Rex shook his head. “There is more to life than boobs.”

“Heresy! And you call yourself a college student! Besides, what are you doing? Looking to get married? We’re in college, we want to have fun. These girls are in college and they want to have fun. And we’re all in college and we all —“

“—want to have fun. I know. I know.”

Rex closed his book and went back on the rear legs of his chair. His grades were sky high. If Ron really did have a B+ paper…

“I tell ya, buddy. We are going to have so much fun. We’re going to have more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking another barrel of monkeys.”

“I don’t know. You know I’m not a party dude.”

“Not until you’ve had a couple of drinks. Then there is nobody better for a party.”

Rex chuckled. It was true. He tended to go crazy with a little alcohol in him. But…should he ditch his discipline for a night and let the beast out?

“Come on, dude. Say yes.”

“How about Johnny Rocket?” Rex suggested one of their frat mates.

“Johnny Rocket fizzles. Come on. You have a way with the babes. I can’t handle three, but with you at my side…” he grinned a happy lecherous grin.

“Okay, but I have a couple of considerations. Call them rules.”

“Rules? What? Are you kidding?”

“Nope. If I do this with you then you have to promise…”

“What? Promise what?”

“Not to have sex with these girls.”

That was too much and Rob charged.

Rex went sprawling and the two friends wound up wrestling on the floor trying to rub each other’s head with their knuckles.

A yell from their open door: “Noogie fight!”

More bodies flew into the room and the wrestling match expanded, Nothing was more fun than knuckling a noggin, and shortly a dozen young men were rasslin’ and screaming and having a good time.

At seven o’clock that evening Rex and Ron were walking across the campus. They wore shorts and tee shirts. Rex’s had a graphic of the yellow Batman symbol.

Ron’s read, ‘I didn’t fart, my ass blew you a kiss.’

“I can’t believe you wore that,” Rex grinned.

“Believe, buddy. And do you think anybody’s going to be impressed by the Batman symbol?”

“Robin was.”

“Oh, ho, swinging that way tonight, are we?”

They joked their way to the Pi Pi Pi sorority house. It was the ‘Tri-Pi’ house, usually referred to as the ‘try pie’ house, and it was rumored to be the raunchiest bunch of bitches on campus.

They ascended the stairs and looked around. A couple of girls were sitting on a swinging bench on one side of the porch. They ignored Rex and Ron and were in a deep conversation. It could have been about the longest book in the English language, or where to get the cheapest abortion. You just never knew.

They stepped onto the doormat and Ron hit the doorbell.

They listened to the chimes ring through the house. Somebody yelled something somewhere. The two girls on the swing ignored them. And the door opened.

“Yo?” She was a cheerleader. Stacked. Sweet face and blue eyes.

“Looking for Melissa, Sandy and Charlotte.”

The girl turned and yelled up the stairs, “Missy! Batfuck and Assfart are here.”

Rex and Ron looked at each other.

She turned back and laughed at them. “Sit on the bottom of the steps.” She opened the door and they went to the steps and sat.

She watched them, grinned. “My, aren’t you the well behaved goons.”

Rex grinned. “That’s Mr. Goon to you.”

“Ah, ha!” She laughed and ran down the hall. Rex and Ron turned to watch her bouncy butt waggle happily.

Ten minutes later three girls came down the steps. Rex recognized them from Ron’s cell phone, and the boys stood up.

“Hey, Ron. Pizza and beer okay?”

“Absolutely. This is my roomie, Rex.”

“Hey, Roomie Rex. Should I call you that or Batfuck?”

“Just Rex will be fine.” He smiled.

“Aw. You’re no fun. I’m Missy, that redheaded wench is Sandy and the brunette with the oversized chest muscles is Charlotte. And she is a lot.”

The girls pushed them out the door and the quintet started off across the campus. Missy took center, Rex on the right and Ron on the left, and Sandy outside Rex and Charlotte outside Ron. The girls were laughing, very friendly, and they snuggled up against the boys’ arms and chatted to them, around them, and seemed very uninhibited.

They exited the quad and headed down Third Street, and the pizza parlor was right in front of them.

‘You Gotta Try Pie!’

“It was named for us,” laughed Missy.

On the windows were various snappy sayings. ‘Let’s Dough It!’ ‘I Knead You!’ ‘Real men eat pie.’

They entered, and it was a happening place. Tables were crowded, people laughing, the kid’s area had kids playing in a huge box of balls.

The smell of pizza was overwhelming and there were empty pitchers everywhere.

“All right! Let’s take that table in the corner.”

They crowded into a booth and sat on hard benches. There was a call box in the back center of the table and a little sign said, “Choose your pizza and press the button.”

“Two meatzas for the bastards? Three veggie platters for the bitches? All medium?”

Everybody nodded, and Missy hit the button.

“Five pitchers of beer and five pizzas. Two with full meat, three with full veggies.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A minute later the pitchers arrived, the pouring started, and the party commenced.

Rex had been holding his own with the conversation, but he wasn’t much of a party man. The girls, intuitive, picked up on this, and they tended to cluster around Ron. Then Rex poured a half a pitcher down his throat and grinned.

Missy looked at him. “What are you grinning about, Batfuck?”

He picked up a pitcher in each hand and said, “You know what this is?”

Missy blinked. Sandy, who was sitting next to Rex, “Okay. What?”

“A balanced diet.” he snickered.

Total, dead, utter silence. Except for the roar of laughter and the rumble of talk everywhere else.

Ron groaned.

The girls looked at each other, then snickered. Then chuckled. Then laughed. Suddenly the table was a roaring madhouse, the girl’s pounding on the table.

“That was so bad!” yelled Missy.

“Did you see how he kept a straight face?”

Rex held up his half full  pitcher. “Is this half full or half empty?”

The girls all looked at each other. Ron was grinning. He could tell that Rex was hitting his stride. This was going to be a good party.

“Half full!”

“Half empty?”

Rex said, “Halfway to the next beer.” He tilted the pitcher to his mouth and started chugging. The girls chanted ‘Chug…chug…chug!”

Rex drained his pitcher, looked around blearily, and moved his head a couple of time and…”BBBBBBUUUUUURRRRRPPPPP!”

It was awesome, it went for ten seconds and other students in the place turned and were respectful. When he was done they gave a cheer and the guy at the taps rang a bell.

Charlotte was sitting on the other side of Rex, and she grabbed his arm and said, “I want this one.”

Rex turned to her and said, “God, you’re beautiful.”

Sandy reached right into his lap and squeezed his package. “Who is beautiful?”

Rex swiveled to her as his groin woke up and blurted, “You are the light of my life.”

“Then Charlotte and Sandy began fighting over him, calling each other names.

“She’s got a stinky cunt!”

“She is a stinky cunt!”

“She likes to lick stinky cunts!”

And so on.

Rex grinned stupidly and waved for another pitcher. On the other side of the table Missy was trying to crawl down Ron’s throat and eat his tonsils.

And the pizza arrived.

A half hour later five kids sat back and drank beer and presided over platters of crusts and crumbs. All were pleasantly drunk, and things were looking good.

“Hey, Charlotte,” Missy belched, “Why don’t you show your new discovery?”

“Hey!” Sandy agreed.
“Oh, these guys don’t want to kiss gorgeous babes.”

“What?” squeaked Ron.

“That’s a damn lie!” laughed Rex.

“Are you sure you want to kiss me?” asked Charlotte.

“Baby, I wanted to kiss you before I knew you.”

Charlotte looked at the other two girls. “He’s good,” back to Rex. “You’re good. Did you know that?”

Rex belched agreeably.

“Okay, big boy, if you’re brave enough then I am going to kiss you. And, believe me, you have never been kissed until you’ve been kissed by me.”

“She’s not just rockin’, she’s sockin’,” nodded Sandy.

“But first I have to prepare my luscious lips for their dastardly deed.”

Rex smiled.

Missy said, “Get ready, Batfuck. This girl is going to change your life.”

Sandy: “Never again will you kiss with such bliss.”

“I want a kiss,” whined Ron.

“We’ll get to you, Assfart.”

Charlotte took a tube of lipstick out of her purse and painted her lips. There wasn’t much color, but she didn’t care. She was careful as she looked into her compact and painted.

Then she pulled out another tube, and this one had the color in it. It was a beautiful, bright red. She took her time and coated her lips thickly. Then she replaced the tube in her purse, grabbed Rex by the sides of his face and pulled him to her.

There have been kisses in the universe.

Helen of Troy had a kiss. She launched a thousand ships.

Cleopatra was special. Her kiss caused battles and wars.

But there have been few kisses like the one Charlotte Evans planted on Rex Johnson. That kissed closed in with wet, hungry intent. Lips pressed together like yin to yang. No tongues, just a splat and hold, and Rex’s eyes went open as time passed and he ran out of air.

Charlotte’s eyes were open, and if it is possible for eyes to grin, that’s what her eyes were doing.

Finally she shifted her hands to his hair and pushed him away.

Rex went back into Sandy, who had been putting her own lipstick on. She grabbed him and plastered her mouth on his, and Rex didn’t even get a chance to catch his breath before he was light headed again.

“Fuck,” said Ron, appreciatively.

Rex was in the corner of the booth, gasping for breath, his eyes dazed. “Man…” he said, then he started to clap a hand over his mouth.  The girls grabbed his arms and held them down.

“Don’t touch your lips, Batfuck.”

His eyes were wide and his lips felt on fire.

“Don’t worry, Batfuck. Your lips will only burn for a minute.

Rex wanted to get out of the booth, but the girls had him cornered. They pressed their bodies on him and get him from moving.

He looked desperately at pitchers on the table, but they were all empty. The girls were pushing him back, making sure he didn’t get up, and for a long minute he suffered while the girls laughed.

After a minute, which Missy checked with her cellphone, she said, “Okay, girls. Let him go.”

Charlotte and Sandy let go of his arms and moved away from him.

“Rex’s lips were swollen to twice their size. They were burning up, and they were bright red. His eyes were large.

“Another pitcher over here,” called Missy to the barman.

Rex moved his lips. They looked like Baby Huey’s lips, big and plump, and the red color was getting redder and redder.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Ron, staring.

“It’s okay,” explained Missy. “Charlotte put on a substance to protect her lips, and what you got is a super plumper we’re working on in the bio labs.

“But…but…” Rex’s voice was stumbling and his voice was slightly higher pitched.

“Don’t bother trying to talk,” said Sandy. “The stuff we put on you is causing your lips to swell, and that changes the color of your lips. You won’t even need lipstick when they reach full size.”

Rex tried to breath. A pitcher arrived and the girls just handed the whole pitcher to him. “Drink, Batfuck. The night has only just begun.”

Rex tilted the pitcher and let the cold beer run over his exploding lips. The relief was instant, even if it didn’t stop his lips from becoming even bigger.

“Man, he looks like Angelina Jolie,” giggled Charlotte.

“How long does it last?” asked Ron.

“A few days. Not really sure. We know it works, but…” Missy shrugged.

“A few days?” Rex gasped in a now definitely higher voice.

The girls giggled and Sandy said, “As your lips plump up your vocal cords get a little stretched. Not sure why. But you sound cute.”

Rex was halfway through the pitcher now, and his lips were starting to relax. His lips were bright red and looked like satin pillows on the glass walls of the pitcher.

Missy turned to Ron. “You want some?”

“Not on your life.”

“Too bad. We only like to fuck men with big lips. Big lips feel so incredible sucking on our pussies.”

For a second Ron almost gave in, but the idea of looking like Rex was too much.

“Sorry. Count me out.”

“Okay, Assfart. You can run along home then. We’re done with you.”

“But what about Rex?”

“Rex is coming with us. The sorority is waiting, and we’re going to have some real fun with Rex. Right Rex?”

Rex put the empty pitcher down and burped a good one. So much beer so fast and he from high to drunk. “Shure.” His voice sounded almost soprano.

The girls got up, pushed Ron away, and surrounded Rex. Arms around him, one hand in his pants, they walked him out of the pizza parlor and back to the campus.

Rex staggered across the quad. The girls were giggling incessantly, and he kept feeling his lips. They felt positively gigantic. Add to that the fact that he was really feeling the beer, and he was in a world of no pain that he knew he should be worried about.

“When will my lipsh be back to…back to…regular.

“Oh, Rex, we have no idea. This is all experimental.”

“But I want to be normal.”

“Everybody’s normal,” said Sandy. There’s no fun in that. Better that you just let us have our way with you. We’ll set you up just fine.

She had her hand in his pants and was stroking him. He smiled, trying to figure out what was so wrong.

They approached the Tri-Pi sorority house.

“I’d like to try some pi,” Rex blurted.

“Oh, honey. You’re going to. And some Tri-Pi are going to try you.”

“Whee!” he grinned.

On the porch a dozen girls were waiting.

“Hey! You caught a good one!”

“How big is he?”

“Is he an anal virgin?”

The three girls ignored the hoots and cat calls and guided Rex up the stairs.

Rex tripped and stumbled, then he was surrounded by even more girls. “Hey, cool,” he muttered happily.

They took him into the big, old mansion and several more girls were waiting. These girls were wearing see through night gowns, and a couple of them had dicks.

He looked at the dicks, bent over and examined them.

“Hey!” he objected. “These aren’t real!”

The girls laughed and one of them said, “Would you prefer a real dick?”

“No…no. I just thought…” It wasn’t quite clear what he thought, even to him.

“Okay girls, off with his clothes.”

They ganged him then, drove him over a couch and ripped at his shirt, his shorts, everything right down to his shoes.

“Hey!”

Somehow he ended up bent over the couch and one of the girls with a fake dick was trying to spread his legs.

“Come on, Wanda. He’s nowhere ready for that, yet. Back off.”

“Aw, crap!” yelped Wanda as the other girls pulled him back.

“Okay, let’s take care of the legals.”

They helped him off the couch and sat him down at a dining table. Missy sat across from him and he looked around.

“Wachoo wan?”

“Boy, he’s blotto.”

“Start again.”

The girl at the end of the table was aiming a cell phone and she taped it a couple of times. “Okay, go for it.”

Missy said, “This is Batfuck. Sometimes known as Rex Johnson.”

“In another life,” chimed in a girl and everybody laughed.

Although he was drunk, Rex’s cock was standing up. It helped that every girl int he room wanted to touch it, feel it, stroke it.

“Batfuck ain’t bad,” he spoke appropriate of nothing.

“Okay, Rex. We have to make a deal.”

“What kind of a deal?” he felt his lips again. One of the girls looked like she was trying to get a closeup of his mouth.

“Once a year, about this time, the girls of Tri-Pi invite a man to partake in our sorority rituals.”

“Oh, okay.”

“This year you have been selected.”

He smiled, not sure what was going on.

“But before we continue we need you to agree to become an honorary sorority member.”

He looked around owlishly and the girls, some of them quite serious, nodded.

“Oh, okay. Do I win a prize?”

“You are the prize!” somebody chirped.

More laughter, and Rex laughed along, not knowing what he was laughing at.

“So, are you willing to subject yourself to our will? Are you willing to do whatever it takes to become a member of Tri-Pi?”

“Be a member of all you girls?” He wondered, tilting his head.

“Will that get me my lips back?”

Missy smiled.

“Rex. To be honest, your lips are the least of your worries. They will return to normal, but we’re not sure when. You may face a few days of…embarrassment.”

“Oh,” he felt his lips again.

“But are you willing to do what we say? No matter what it is? Do you subject yourself to the will of Tri-Pi of your own free will?”

“Oh, sure. You’re pretty. No. You’re beautiful. In fact, you’re all pretty beautiful.”

Girls smiled and nodded.

“Okay. The deal has been made. Face the girl with her cell phone and repeat after me.”

He turned and grinned stupidly.

“I…”

“I…”

“Rex Johnson, also known as Batfuck…”

“Rex Johnson, also known as Batfuck…”

“Do enter freely into covenant…”

“Do enter freely into covenant…”

“With the bitches of Tri-Pi.”

“With the bitches of Tri-Pi.”

“I will do what I am told…”

“I will do what I am told…”

“On this night of welcome.”

“On this night of welcome.”

“I will become the woman I am meant to be.”

“I will become the woman I am meant to be.”

“So help me Aphrodite.”

“So help me Aphrodite.”

With that the swearing in was done and the night of welcome was begun. The girls raised up a mighty cheer and crowded around to touch Rex. Suddenly he was lifted up, the girls supported his prone body with their hands and they marched him towards the back of the house.

“Hey! What’s happening?”

But nobody heard him over the roar.

In the back of the house, on the other side of the kitchen, were the stairs to the basement. The girls crowded together and squeezed onto the stairs and carried Rex down the stairs. It was dark, but somebody turned on a feeble light and Rex looked around.

It was a large basement. Much of it was crowded with boxes of ancient texts, clothes, things needed for putting on plays, and at the end of the basement was a vanity table, complete with bright, circular light globes. In front of the vanity table was a weird sort of a horse. It had a wide, padded plank on top, and four legs with little platforms halfway up the legs.

“Horsie ride,” said Rex.

Several of the girls grinned, and one of them slapped his ass. His dick was still hard as a rock.

“Okay, time for the investiture.”

“In vesti who?” Rex looked around.

“Sit there, Batfuck.”

He was placed in a chair and the girls all surrounded him.

Missy appeared before him. She sat down on a chair and faced him.

“Rex, Tri-Pi has come across some interesting formulas. Many of us work in the bio labs, and…”

“I like formulas.”

“Excellent. We hope you like these.”

Missy made a motion and two girls stepped forward. One of them had a spray bottle and she sprayed something on his chest. She wiped the liquid in a circle around his nipples, then she stepped back.

The other girl moved forward and sprayed a solution on his penis and balls. She wiped the substance into his package. It felt cool.

“Want a drink, Rex?”

“Shure.”

He was handed a small cup. About half the size of a teacup and with no handle.

Rex looked around, then tilted the half cup. The contents poured down his throat, it wasn’t much more than a gulp, and he coughed, then smiled.

“Thash bad shtuff. What is it?”

“It’s called ayahuasca. It is used during shamanic rituals. With this drink you will communicate with supernatural forces.”

“Cool. Shupernashural.”

“Okay. Rex, it takes a an hour or so for the changes to occur. Until then, you may sleep if you wish.”

He was getting sleepy. All the beer. The ayahuasca. He was doping off. “I don’t wanna sleep. I wanna stay awake.”

“Okay.” She turned to the girls. “Batfuck and I are going to wait for the changes. Anybody is welcome to stay.”

Most of the girls stayed, a few wandered upstairs, and Rex sat on the chair and looked around. He found himself yawning.

“Why don’t you sit on the couch.”

Rex tried to stand, started to fall, but was caught. The girls moved him across the room and onto a couch. Several of the girls sat with him, and he yawned some more, then found himself leaning back, and looking at the ceiling, and…

Rex was running through a forest. He wasn’t human…he was a satyr. A man with goat legs and a super big cock. His balls were loaded and bounced heavily. It felt good to feel his balls bounce. All he needed now was a willing hole.

He ran down the trails, stopped in front of a tree and smiled at a knothole.

He moved to the tree and began humping it. His big cock was a tight squeeze, but it felt so good when he started moving back and forth. His big balls slapped against the trunk of the tree and he loved the stroking feeling on his cock…it felt so…it felt so…

He sort of woke up, but not really. He was lying on the couch and girls were whispering. They were ganging up on him.

“Look how small it is.”

“It’s a teeny weeny.”

“Wait until he sees what we’ve done to him.”

Running through the forest. His goat legs helped him spring through the air. Over the roots and even the branches. When he landed the head of his cock slapped against the ground. It hurt, but in such a wonderful way.

He jumped higher and higher, and then, at the peak of a jump over a high limb, he looked down.

On the trail, in the middle of the trail, was a gopher hole.

He grinned. His cock was big and rigid. Maybe there was something in the hole.

He sailed towards the ground, did a belly flop over the hole and his huge penis drilled into the earth.

He could feel roots to trees as he slid through the earth. He could hear gophers screaming, then it felt like they were biting the head of his cock.

It felt so good. An animal blow job. He humped up and down on the hole and felt his monster cock rubbing against the earth, and he felt…he felt his big, full balls swelling, getting ready to push their sperm through his shaft and…he was going to cum…he would fertilize the earth and there would be good crops for thousands of years. He humped, and humped, and he was close, he was about to…

He sort of came awake again. Girls were clustered around him, feeling his chest.

“Look how big he is.”

“She is.”

“And those nipples! I can’t wait to drink her milk.

He felt so funny. He looked down but couldn’t see anything over the far mountains.

And his hair fell in front of his face and obscured his sight.

And he felt…what was…what was…

He slept, this time a real sleep, but not for long.

“Okay, girls, she’s waking up.”

Rex mumbled something, and his voice sounded so high.

He rubbed his face, oh, yeah. His lips. When was he going to get man lips back?

“Hold her hair back. They usually puke about now.”

Rex blinked, not seeing anything, but….he felt funny. Really funny.

He was on the couch. He felt weak. His throat…he had drank so much, and he suddenly knew he had drunk too much. His body couldn’t stand that much alcohol, and it really couldn’t stand that ayahuasca stuff.

Whatever the heck those girls had put in that piss was…his stomach roiled…and…BLAHHHH!”

His body rippled forward and he bent over. He was sitting and didn’t know why, and he puking, and a girl held a large bucket below his face. Another girl held his hair back.

His long hair.

But he didn’t have long hair!

He wiped his mouth, again feeling his huge, red lips.

He looked up and one of the girls wiped his face.

His skin felt so different. And the whole world was…different.

“What…” and he shut up. His voice was high pitched. He sounded like a little girl.

“How you feeling, Roxie?”

The bucket girl had moved a way and Missy knelt in front of him.

“My face,” he whispered, his voice sounding so…so…feminine!

“It’s a beautiful face,” nodded Missy. What do you think of your tits?”

“My…tits?”

“Look at your chest.”

Rex looked down and his eyes widened. His body was changed. His waist was small and his chest had a large pair of knockers on it. The nipples on his boobs were large and stiff.

And hot. He was horny, but… “What…what…”

“Look further, Roxie. Look between your legs.”

Roxie had to lean forward, and then he had to hold his breasts and pull them back before he could see past them.

His groin. It was…his dick was…small. It wasn’t much bigger than a clitoris. And his balls, they were really teeny weeny, like little raisins.  But he didn’t have a snatch, so he was a man.

Or was he? He had tits and his cock was near non-existent. Was he really a man?”

“How are you doing, Roxie?”

Rex looked up at Missy. “Roxie?”

“That’s the name we decided for you. When you change back we’ll call you Rex again. Or Batfuck.”

“Batfuck?”

The world was spinning, he felt like throwing up again, but he knew he wasn’t going to.

“What have you done to me?”

Missy smiled. “Made you into a girl. A woman, actually. No girl ever had such wonderful and gargantuan boobs.

“But…my cock!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. Some day it will grow back. We’re not sure when, but until it does…you’ll always be welcome here.”

“But…” his mind was quavering, everything was wrong, and he suddenly wailed… “I don’t want to be a woman!”

The girls around him all just grinned, and one of them said, “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

Rex started to cry.


PART TWO

Rex cried, and the girls moved around him and comforted him.

“It’s okay, honey.”

“You’re going to like being a girl. You’ll wish you could remain a girl forever.”

“But…but…”

Missy took his hand and patted it. “You’re experiencing hormones, Roxie. Just relax and let yourself stop crying.”

Rex nodded his head and two of the girls wiped the little tears coming down his cheeks.

“Okay, then.” Missy pulled his hand and he stood up. “You are beautiful, but you’re also a skank. You’ve still got some hair left on your body, and we need to fix your hair and your nails. Come on, honey, let’s go upstairs.”

Rex let himself be led up the steps. The girls were moving with him, laughing and giggling and hands were constantly feeling his body, his boobs, his lips, his…’almost snatch.’

They took Rex upstairs, down a hallway and into a room with a large shower. Girls pulled off their clothes and turned on the shower. They moved him into the shower and began soaping his body. Then several razors made their appearance and they began scraping his flesh.

“What are you doing?” He was still feeling emotional.

But the girls just laughed and kept doing what they were doing.

The razors felt very sexy on his new, soft flesh. His scalp felt all prinkly, and two of the girls smushed shampoo into it and began massaging his scalp.

“Close your eyes, Roxie,” somebody said.

They rinsed his hair and body thoroughly, then pulled him out of the showers. Two girls were waiting with fluffy towels and they began drying him off.

Now that fifty girls weren’t trying to get close to him Rex realized that his whole body balance had shifted.  His chest was making him lean forward and hurting his back at the same time.

One of the girls pressing a towel against him suddenly leaned forward and took one of his big nipples in her mouth.

Rex tried to push her head away, but she had clamped on to him. He felt the delicious sensation of his nipple being caught by teeth and stimulated, and the feeling went right down to his center and then focused on his…penis.

Could he even call it a penis?

Then, almost in tune with his thoughts, the girl reached down and cupped his groin. His little peeny/clitty slipped between two of her fingers and she moved her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Girls giggled at his response, and another girl started sucking on his other nipple.

Oh, God! It was worse than ten hard ons! Or better!

“Come on, girls, we have to finish fixing her up. There’s plenty of time for that later.” Missy moved through the crowd of dripping, naked girls and pulled him away.

Down the hall and into a room that seemed to be designed only for girls to primp and preen. There were a half a dozen vanity tables, it was brightly lit, and there were bottle and jars and creams and. powders and all the make up known to man. Known to woman.

One of the tables had been pulled away from the wall and Missy pushed Rex into the chair in front of it.

“Sit right here, Roxie. And try to relax.”

Rex sat and the girls clustered around him, but now they were moving with less laughter and giggling and with more purpose.

His hands were pulled to the sides and they began prepping his finger nails. Girls worked on his toes at the same time.

He watched for a minute, then one of the girls pulled his hair back and began brushing it, snipping it with scissors.

He wanted to ask what they were doing, but it was obvious what they were doing.

He wanted to fight back, but…he couldn’t. He was a woman in body now. Maybe he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had big breasts, and his skin was so smooth and his hair was long…

One of the girls began scrubbing his face with a little sponge.

“You don’t need to cleanse her. Go right to the primer.”

The girl put the sponge away and said, “I always like to check, but after they change they are so clean.”

“Wish I was that clean.”

“So do your three boyfriends.”

Laughter.

The girls at his fingernails were sizing fake nails and gluing them to his digits. The girls at his feet were already painting his toes. they had selected a bright, red color, and they were putting on coat after coat.

Rex gulped. He was feeling emotional again. He wanted them to stop, but he loved being pampered like this. He had always watched girls combing each other’s hair and fixing their faces and he had always wondered what the big deal was. Now he knew. It was a very intimate feeling, very caring, and he liked it.

“Sex break!” somebody yelled.

The girls leaned in and touched him. One of the girls managed to edge the others out and kissed him. It was a long, slow kiss, and it was hot, and girls giggled and pinched his nipples and pulled them, and one hand was in his groin, rubbing his little nub.

Rex found himself groaning happily as warmth exploded through his body.

Then everybody backed off and went back to making him up.

His toes were done, but he wasn’t able to see them over their work and his boobs. His fingers were being painted now. Coat after coat, and the aroma of nail polish was strong.

Two girls worked on his eyes. They trimmed his brows, curled his lashes, applied mascara, and added color to his lids.

He felt like his skin had suddenly come to life. His flesh was sensitive, and it was a world he had never known.

He began to feel feminine, the masculine aspect of him was waning. He kept moving his mouth, feeling his lips, wondering what he looked like.

“Okay, dainty under garments!”

Two girls moved forward with panties and bra. Two girls behind them were holding nylons and a garter belt. Behind them were more girls with dresses.

“Okay, honey,” Missy pulled his hand again and got him upright. He stood and wavered and girls helped him into panties and pulled the bra onto him.

“Uh oh,” muttered Sandy, who was fitting the bra to him. “Houston, we have a brablem.”

“What’s the matter?” asked Missy.

“She’s gone coockoo for coconuts.”

Missy nodded. “Yep. Looks like some real tit spillage.”

Other girls were watching, and they started contributing.

“Milk monsters.”

A finer case of breasticles I have never seen.”

“That’s chesticles.”

“Whatever, we’re going to need a bigger moobulator.”

“What’s wrong?” asked Rex, trying to make his voice a little lower and failing.

“What’s wrong, girlfriend, is that you have a real pair of jigglenauts, and we don’t have a bra to fit.

“What…what are you going to do?” Oddly, he was concerned more with a bra than his transformation.

“The rope a dope.”

Girls grinned.

“What’s that?”

A Japanese girl, Sukey she was called, appeared with a long length of rope. The rope was soft, not abrasive, and she wound the soft cord around one of Rex’s boobs, ran the rope behind his neck, and circled the other boob. She then tied the thing off so you couldn’t even see the knot.

Rex looked in a mirror and was stunned. The ropes didn’t cut into his flesh, but they did pull up his boobs up.

“That’s pulling yourself up by your brastraps,” quipped one girl.

Charlotte appeared and helped Rex into a blouse.

His tits, already huge, were supported and thrusting wa-a-ay out to the front. The compression of the rope caused the blood to rush into his boobs, but not to leave. His breasts could be seen, a dark red under the white blouse. The nipples swelled up and pushed the material even further. His nipples looked as big as fingertips. Big fingertips.

Missy frowned. “No.”

The girls stood in a circle and stared at Rex’s tits. He wanted to shrink, even as he wanted to push his boobs out. He thought they were quite magnificent.

“Aside from the fact that she’ll get arrested showing her nubs like that…”

“That’s the point. Marsha,” Missy called to a girl in the back of the crowd. “Do you still have those nipple shields?”

“We can’t put nipple shields on her,” blurted Charlotte.

“Why not?”

“How will we milk her?”

“We take off the shields.”

“But we’re going to have to pierce her nips.”

“That’s okay.”

“But when he goes back to being a man…”

“Let’s not worry about that,” grinned Missy.

For a second nobody said anything, then a few grins broke out, then there were chuckles and smirks.

Suddenly the Japanese girl came through the crowd. She was holding two little curved plates. They were about an inch and a half in diameter.

Missy: “Can you take this like a girl? Or do you want us to hold you down?”

Rex looked at the nipple shields. He had figured out what they did, and he knew he was going to get his huge nipples pierced.

“Maybe you could just get me some bourbon?”

A cheer rose up and somebody handed Rex a half pint.

Rex asked, “Where you want me?”

“Lay on that couch over there,” said the Japanese tit piercer.

Rex nodded. He sat down, lifted the half pint to his lips…and therein was the problem. His lips were so big he couldn’t get a tight mouth on the lip of the bottle. He actually dribbled a bit of bourbon down his front.

He looked up and was embarrassed and helpless.

“Aw,” don’t worry, honey. We’ll help you.”

The girls took turns taking swigs from the bottle, then kissing him, spitting the bourbon into his mouth. A minute later Rex gasped, “You can keep kissing me, but I’m full.”

So the girls did kiss him. They knelt and pressed their small lips to his big lips and sucked and chewed and he felt like he had a boner, except it was more a cliteroner.

Sukey knelt at his chest, put a needle into a bottle of alcohol, and pressed the needle through Rex’s nipples. She then slid a pole through the nipple and secured the blank disks. Now he wouldn’t be arrested for indecent exposure, and yet…his nipples were even harder.

“Oh, God!” he groaned. “That makes me horny!”

“Nipples are erogenous zones, or hadn’t you heard.”

“I heard! I heard!”

He felt his nipple shields, pushed them back into his ample flesh, and moaned.

With his nipples covered the girls started focusing on his little peeny. They touched, they kissed, they rubbed.

Rex got hornier and hornier. He wanted to cum, but there was no way his little weenie was going to erupt. The girls could put their mouths on it, but there wasn’t enough shaft to stroke.

Rex looked up at Missy. “How am I going to stand this?”

“That’s the point, honey. You can’t stand it, and we’re going to drive you crazy, and when you’re at your craziest something is going to happen.”

“Something more than what has already happened?”

Missy laughed and shouted, “Clothes, girls.”

Again, the women put the blouse on him. Now all that was visible was the silvery disks, very sexy, under the thin material.

But it made his nipples burn. He wanted to massage them, have them sucked, but there was nothing he could do.

They put the garter belt on him, then the girls rolled stockings up his legs.

“What are we doing?” Rex whispered. “What are we doing?”

They pulled a dress onto him, put him in high heels, and stood him front of a full mirror.

Rex couldn’t believe it. He was a woman. A woman with massive charms. Huge, red lips and big, big tits. His butt was pooched out because of the unfamiliar heels, and his hair was long and wavy.

“Oh, my God!”

“Okay, girls! Time to take a walk!”

Girls were whooping and yelling and they headed for the front door. Rex was caught in the flow and found himself pushed out on the porch, then down the stairs.

They were a hundred strong as they marched across the campus, and Rex was the center of attraction. As they flowed onto the quad girls started splintering off. They would see other students, teachers, passersby, and they would arrow in on them and start talking.

“What is everybody doing?”

Missy was standing next to him, watching him with amusement. “Finding customers.”

He turned to her. “Why are you doing this to me?”

For a second he thought she wasn’t going to answer, then she turned and leaned closer to him. She spoke so the conversation was only between him and her.

“Every year we choose one man to convert.”

“Convert?”

“Into a woman. We do that because we are women on the edge of life, and because we need to learn how to control our men. Maybe to change them, who to leave a man and who to not…”

“But—“

She shushed him with a finger to his monster lips.

“We also have to let men know, on a deep and mystical level, just who is in charge. Who’s in charge, Roxie.”

He answered without hesitating. “You are.”

“If we don’t prove it, show that we are in charge with one specific man, then the world will experience a year of men who are out of control. There will be more rapes, murders, and other crimes. More marriages will end, less children will be born. But if we do this to you then the world will have a happy year. You men rascals will know the truth and you will be happy. You want to be controlled.”

Rex said nothing. What she said sounded…ridiculous. And, yet, there was something in her words…and he believed.

“But what happens to me?”

“You’re about to find out.”

She walked him around the quad, and even out into the street passing in front of the college.

The hundred girls that had accompanied him had swollen their numbers. There were probably two hundred women on the quad. They stood and watched him and smiled, and there were a hundred different conversations concerning him.

There were also fifty or so men. They stood in small groups and the girls talked to them.

Now there wasn’t much noise. It was a conspiracy and everybody whispered.

“I don’t understand,” whispered Rex, but he really did.

And something in him, some deep rooted belief in what Missty had told him, or perhaps just the ceremony with the ayahuasca, made him unable to resist.

The crowds of men and women had swollen even more. There were probably 500 people on the quad, a high percentage of which were women.

A cop car came by, but three of the girls went and talked to the cops and they drove off.

It wasn’t a boisterous, rambunctious mob, after all. It was just a lot of people talking to each other, eyeing Rex like he was a piece of meat.

“What do you think?” Charlotte asked Missy. She had come over and taken Rex’s arm. Of all the girls, she seemed the most interested in him. Sort of. As a person. Sort of.

“We’re good to go,” Missy said.

Charlotte and Missy guided Rex back across the campus. As they walked the little clusters of people fell in behind them. Some formed bigger groups, and some just kept to themselves, but they were all following Rex. They watched the way his buttocks swayed and his breasts jiggled. They studied his red lips and his beautifully coiffed hair.

Rex and the two girls walked up the steps and disappeared into the Tri-Pi house. Several girls took positions on the porch.

“Okay, people. We have folding chairs over there. We’ll be serving hors d’oeuvres shortly, if anybody wants to make runs to the liquor store please report to Janice over there.”

A pretty red head waved from the back of the crowd.

In short order everything was in order, the party was continuing, and the uproar was kept to a dull rumble.

Everybody understood that something sacred was happening.

Inside the house Missy and Charlotte led Rex down to the basement.

In the basement the area had been cleaned up. Everything was in the proper place, there was no debris, and the weird looking horse was standing in the center of the room and was now bolted down.

“Lay down on the horse,” said Missy.

“What’s going to happen?” asked Rx, putting a knee on the center plank.

“You’re going to save the world for a year.”

“Oh.” He was confused, but he lay down and the girls pulled a strap over the small of his back. The center plank curved downward, and this make his butt stick up. His face was over a padded ring, but that ring could also be raised.

“Do we have to do this?”

“I’m afraid so, honey. You don’t want wars in foreign countries, more people homeless, more COVID, do you?”

“No. No…I don’t.”

“And we thank you for that.”

They fastened his arms and legs to the legs of the horse. It was surprisingly comfortable.

Charlotte sat down in front him, cross legged, on the floor. She had a layer of cushions so she could lay on her back and look up at him if she wished.

“I asked to be your keeper, Roxie.”

“My keeper?”

“Yes. I felt a connection with you right away. I think you might have felt it, too.”

“I did.”

“So we shall see what we shall see…after tonight. But right now I am charged with making sure you are happy. Between people I will massage you. Anything you want, just ask. Would you like a drink, to start?”

“Sure.”

She had a bourbon and Coke in thirty seconds, and it was obvious that she was dedicated to efficiency.

He sipped through a straw as she held the glass.

“When is whatever is going to happen going to happen?” he asked.

Charlotte looked up, “Right now.”

Several girls entered the basement. They were laughing and chatting and they had little strap on penis dangling from between their legs.

Rex looked at their little dildos and gasped.

“Don’t worry. Everything’s going to be fine.”

Charlotte said to Missy, who was standing behind Rex. “Grease him up. I’ll let you know when.”

Missy lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. His rectum was tilted up and the girls behind him grinned and chuckled.

“This is going to be fun.”

Missy had several types of lubricants at hand. She scooped some heavy duty vaseline out of a jar with her fingers and pushed it into Rex’s hole.

Rex jerked, and he made a sort of small wailing sound.

“It’s okay, honey. Charlotte kissed him.

Missy swirled the lube into his asshole. She inserted her middle finger and began rimming him.

Within a minute Rex was groaning. the fact was…it felt good.

A minute later he was arching his back and pushing his butt back.

“Okay, missy.”

Missy called softly to the first girl. “Be gentle. You’re the first, and you want to prep him for everybody else.”

The girl nodded and moved up between Rex’s legs. Missy helped the girl put her plastic peeny into him, and Rex closed his eyes and started grinding. It helped that Charlotte kept touching his lips with hers, reaching under the horse and pressing and pulling and turning the nipple shields.

After a minute the girl was done and another one took her place.

Rex loved it. They were so kind and gentle. His asshole felt like a real pussy. They rook him in the most loving way.

Another woman, another fake peter. And another and another.

Rex groaned, and the penises grew larger. Soon he was taking regular sized dildo’s.

He didn’t even know when the first man stepped up behind him. By then there was just a pleasurable grinding into his asshole, and he wasn’t experienced enough to know when a dick was real.

After a few men, however, he realized something was coming out of his asshole and dribbling down his legs.

“What’s that dripping down my legs?”

Charlotte didn’t even hesitate. “That’s semen, honey.”

Rex blinked.

“Semen? Like…man semen?”

“Yep. Here, have another sip.”

He sipped bourbon, felt the dick going in and out, and his mind went through a little crisis.

He was getting fucked, and he was okay with that. But did it matter whether the fucker was a man or a woman?”

He realized that as long as he didn’t know it didn’t matter, so why should it matter now?

“Why don’t you take off the nipple shields, Charlotte.”

Charlotte crawled under him and pulled his blouse apart. His clothes were getting pretty sodden with semen, and ripped and torn here and there. She managed to release the nipple shields and his nipples were suddenly free and in the open air.

Pleasure hit him like a monsoon. It was like his nipples were spark plugs and his big tits were the motors. He cried, “My tits! Massage them!”

Charlotte smiled and reached under the began fondling his big breasts. At the same time she kissed him, was engulfed in his lips. At the same time somebody, maybe man, maybe woman, shoved a big penis into him.

The night went on and on. Charlotte fed him whiskey and kissed him and felt his boobs. Missy wiped semen off his ass, his legs, his back. The long line of men and women never seemed to end. then everything changed.

Rex was in a reverie of sexual heaven, his whole body was humming, then he felt it; he felt a discordant vibration thrumming up from inside him.

Charlotte took her hands from his tits and looked at them. “It’s time!” she shouted.

Suddenly the party was over. Tri-Pi girls were shoving strangers out of the basement, up the stairs and out of the old mansion.

“Out! Out! It’s over! Party is over!”

Downstairs the girls unstrapped Rex and loosened his arms and legs. They lifted him off the horse and hurried him to a chair.

“What…what…”

“It’s time, honey.”

Finally, sitting in a chair, he looked at his boobs. He was lactating. Droplets of milk were seeping out of his nipples. It felt…weird. Like somebody was sticking a pin into his nipple. One, very small pin, right down the center.

Missy and Charlotte were the first. They put their mouths on his nipples and sucked.

Rex was frozen, as in petrified, as he watched the girls suckle him.

They only got a couple of gulps, however, before they were literally shoved aside and more girls crowded in.  There was some kind of order to it, but just barely. There was pushing and shoving, and it felt like eight dogs trying to get to four tits, but, somehow, it worked.

Rex slumped back in the chair. Nobody cared about him now. Now he was just the cow, and it was feeding time.

He lay back, his eyes open and dazed. He couldn’t fight back, and he knew, somehow, that he wasn’t supposed to.

Through a high window in the back of the basement he could see the false dawn showing.

Greedy women assaulted him, loved him, but only for his milk.

“What’s happening?” he asked at one point, but girls just kept pushing in, suckling, ignoring him.

It was a tit hungry mob, and it had no sense.

And it went on and on.

Rex woke up in a bed. It was quite comfortable, and two girls snuggled against him. One was Charlotte and the other he didn’t know.

He looked around and realized he was in one of the girl’s bedrooms. Too much pink, bras thrown over a chair, make up on a table.

He tried not to wake the girls as he got out of bed, and they smiled and stayed asleep.

He was naked. There was no sign of his clothes. He could hear voices throughout the house. Not loud, just good morning conversations.

He looked at his chest, and his boobs were gone. The women had sucked the milk out of his boobs until there was nothing left but a few wrinkles and stretch marks.

He looked down at his groin. It was the same. A little clitty instead of a peeny. Fuck. He had hoped that would come back rather quickly.

He felt his lips. Still big. Not as big, but…big.

He looked around, found a bathrobe and pulled it on. He went out the door.

“Hey, Rexie!” A girl came past him, kissed him good morning, and went on down the hall. She had a stack of books under one arm and he guessed she was heading to class.

He walked down the hallway and other girls greeted him. Some of them kissed him good morning, some of them groped his little groin. All of them smiled happily.

Down the stairs, and he heard voices form the kitchen. He suddenly realized how hungry he was.

“Good morning, lover, how’s it hanging?” Missy was at the stove cooking bacon and eggs.

“Not much, I’m afraid.”

She laughed. Probably take a few weeks. Hopefully not much longer. Sit down and I’ll have your breakfast in a jiffy.”

He sat, other girls came through the kitchen. They greeted him, and he wound up with a big glass of orange juice in his hands. He sipped, and found that his lips had gone down enough that he could drink without making a mess.

Missy sat down across from him, shoved a plate of food in front of him.

“You probably need to rejuvenate,” she smiled.

“Probably,” and he attacked the plate.

Women still swirled through the kitchen, still felt him and kissed him, but it didn’t bother him. Nothing bothered him. He was feeling more relaxed than he had ever felt in his life.

“What happened last night?” he mused. Understanding but not understanding.

“You got made into an official woman.”

“But I ended up lactating, and feeding everybody.”

“Everybody in the house,” Missy confirmed.

“But…” he was silent. Frowning. He understood so much, and so little.

Missy took pity on him. She leaned across the table, exposing her own boobs. They lay flat on the formica, her nipples large and pointing at Rex.

“Rexie. Roxie. Batfuck. Whoever you are…”

He looked at her, “Hunh?”

“One man takes it for all men. One man will feed all women, symbolically, and that lets all men know that we, the women, feed all men, and not just symbolically.”

He nodded. “So what happens to me after this?”

“You live your life. Your lips will eventually shrink, though you might have to wear a COVID mask for a while. Your tits have already been emptied and gone to wherever tits come from.”

“And my dick?”

She nodded. “That is the question. We know about lips and tits, but dicks and balls…” she shrugged.

“They might not come back…ever?”

“It’s possible, but not probable. Men in the past mostly grow them back, usually after a few weeks. But there have been instances where the men were as they were for the rest of their lives.”

“But…but…” he went silent again and she watched him.

She leaned closer. “Dick or not, you are a hero among women. Every women recognizes, on some level, what you have done, what you have sacrificed. You will find, from this point on, that as you go through life women will love you. They want to be near you. They don’t care about the state of your sex organs. They just want to be around you. So let me ask you…how important is a dick?”

Rex blinked, and he faded inward and thought about her question.

How important is a dick? Is it worth a war? Is it worth a million men trying to prove their manhood by going around proving they have the biggest dick by killing other men?

A dick is only a large hot dog…should it rule the world? Should a dick build a civilization only to tear it down again?

Should men rule the world just because they had dicks?

And, in effect, were dicks?

And therein lay the crux.

Should women lay down just because a man had a dick?

Many men thought so, but Rex had now seen both sides.

And he smiled, and he said, “Well, if my dick doesn’t grow back…at least I’ll know that I’m in good company.

“That you are, lover.”

END
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Big Stories
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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!


Big Stories

[image: ]

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!


Big Stories
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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!
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Novels, short story collections…
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If you liked

‘Feminization by Sorority!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

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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