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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

What do you call a lesbian dinosaur? A Lickalotopus.

What's the difference between kinky and perverted? Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird.

I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time," a husband says to his wife.

She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, "Your penis is bigger than your brother’s.

Why does Santa Claus have such a big sack? He only comes once a year.

A family's driving behind a garbage truck when a dildo flies out and thumps against the windshield. Embarrassed, the mother says, “Don't worry, dear. That was just an insect.?

“Wow," the boy replies. "I'm surprised it could get off the ground with a cock like that!”

Hope you enjoy the joke!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

June stirred. The bed was shaking very slightly. Just waking up, sleepy, groggy, she tried to figure out what was happening.

Was it an earthquake? Something else? What was going on?

Then she heard the grunting. “Unh…unh…oh, yeah!”

Her eyes flicked open. She knew that sound! It was Joel, he was…he was…she flipped over, but it was too late. The last drop was wrung out of him and she knew what had happened.

“You son of bitch!” she yelped. She felt her hair, her long, luxurious, golden, blonde hair, and felt the goo.

Joel was laughing as he rolled out of the bed.

“Thanks, babe. I needed that!” He swaggered away from her, across the room to the bathroom.

She sat up and tried to wipe his sperm out of her tresses.

Her hair was a mess, he must have unloaded a ton on her.

She heard him in the shower, singing lustily.

“Nothing could be finer

than to be in her vagina

in the morn-orning!”

He was happy as a clam, a clam that had just cum all over his girlfriend’s hair.

She got out of bed and went into the bathroom.

You son of a bitch!” she repeated as she began washing her hair in the sink.

“Hey, honey! Top of the morning to you!”

“Why did you do that!”

“What?”

“You know what! Why’d you jerk off on my hair?”

He opened the shower door a crack and looked out, “But, honey, I was so horny I just had to. I mean, after not squirting last night…can you blame me?”

“You fuck!”

He laughed, closed the door and continued showering.

Then she chuckled. That son of a bitch. She had been too tired last night. They had partied hard, and she just wanted to go to bed, so she had begged off sex. But that’s one thing she shouldn’t do with Joel.

Joel was the consummate practical joker, and it was inevitable that he would get back at her.

Jacking off in her hair. What a clown.

At that moment he opened the shower door and stepped out. He started toweling himself off, an innocent look on his handsome face.

“I’m going to get you back,” June said, looking at him in the mirror, but she couldn't keep the gruff look on her face. She looked down to hide her smile, but he caught it.

He tickled her, cupped her buns and kissed the back of her neck.

She laughed and turned and they hugged. “I swear, that wasn't funny.”

“I know. It was cruel and unusual. They passed a constitutional amendment against men masturbating on women. I should be punished.

She grabbed his now limp weenie. “I promise you, I’ll get you back.”

“Oh, please! No! Not that!”

They were both laughing now, and they commenced to get dressed and headed for breakfast.

Joel worked on the internet from home, and he spent his days in the computer room.

June was a consultant. This day she had an early appointment, then a lunch date with her best friend, Shiela.

“He what?” blurted Shiela when June told her how she had awoken that morning.

June shook her head. “He is a practical joker, and that’s the bottom line. And, when you get past the irritation, it was sort of funny.”

“Funny is one thing. But…that’s disgraceful! That’s disrespectful!”

“Of course it is. But somehow he manages to pull it off.”

The girls talked over their chicken salads and wine, and June listed  Joel’s history as a practical joker.

“He put glue in a hand sanitizer. I squeezed and squeezed and couldn’t figure it out…”

“He taped a coffee cup to the top of the car when he kissed me good bye. People were honking at me all the way to town and pointing at my roof….”

“He reset all the clocks in the house! I was frantic, thought I was an hour late, and I ended up being an hour early!”

With each example of Joel’s genius for jokes Shiela snickered, until she was out right laughing.

Finally, she said, “You really should get him back.”

“I’ve tried, but he has a sixth sense about this. He catches me every time, and usually manages to turn it around on me.

“Hmm,” Shiela got a far away look in her eyes.

“What?”

“What if you had help? Somebody he didn’t know. He’d never suspect them, and…” she shrugged eloquently.

“Really?” June was intrigued. “Did you have somebody in mind?”

“Well, I do. But…I have to warn you, they tend to be over the top.”

“How over the top?”

Shiela thought about it for a moment. “More over the top than Joel.”

“Really?” June wasn’t put off at all. She wanted somebody who was a bigger practical joker than her husband.

“The guys I’m thinking of…they are truly wild characters.”

“How wild?”

“Do you remember that guy who they found buried up to his neck in the cemetery?”

June’s mouth opened.

“That was them.”

“I remember that guy. He went into a bar and woke up in a grave. He was totally freaked.”

“The back story is that the man’s wife was a sister to one of them, and the guy had been bullying her. So they decided to teach him a lesson. And except for a few women who know the true story, the guy doesn’t suspect his brother-in-law at all!”

“That’s really pulling it off!”

“And do you remember Billy Saxton?”

“Billy…” June frowned. “Wasn’t he the one arrested for murder?”

“He was, but that’s not the story. Billy was bugging a girl, like stalking her, peeping at her at night. He threatened to show naked photos of her on the internet. Somehow these two fellows found out, and they stole his license plate late at night. They put it on a car that looked exactly like his, then put a body half under the car, hiding just the face. They made it look like the body had been stabbed and sliced, did a wonderful job of make up, then they took a photo and sent it to the police.”

“And the police arrested him? The guy who was bothering the girl?”

“They did. They charged him with murder, but there was no body, no evidence, nothing…except a badly shot photo. He was eventually let go…but he got the message and never went near that girl again!”

“Oh, my God! How do I meet these maniacs? I need them to teach Joel a lesson!”

“I can hook you up with them, but you have to remember, these guys are serious. To them, Joel would be a lightweight. These guys are the real thing.”

“As long as there is no permanent damage, that’s fine.”

“Okay. I’ll introduce you, but that’s it. After that I’m outa there.”

“Deal.”

They fist bumped over their salads.

Two weeks later June met Shiela at ‘Yesterday’s Bar.’ It was a run down shack with a clientele so scruffy the bikers stayed away from it.

Shiela led June to the back of the bar and they sat down at a booth.

“So where are these guys?”

“They’re checking you out.”

June looked at her friend.

“They want to make sure you aren’t under cover, being followed, or that sort of thing.”

“Really?”

“Really. These guys are the real thing.”

“Wow.”

“These guys are so bad that they can walk through a place like this and nobody will mess with them. Nobody, but nobody wants to be on the receiving end of one of their jokes.”

“That’s almost scary.”

“I told you, they’re serious. They consider practical jokes a craft, and they take them seriously. I told you about Billy Saxton. They don’t hesitate to put somebody in prison. They consider themselves the Robin Hoods of practical jokes, and to teach a lesson to an amateur, which is what they consider Joel.”

“They aren’t going to hurt him, are they?”

“Nah. They have a code of honor.”

“Practical jokers with a code of honor. That’s something to think about.”

“One of the—“

Shiela was interrupted by the sliding of two bodies into the booth. They were so smooth both girls gave an eek!

“Hey, Shiela,” one of them said, then turned to June. “You must be June. I’m Chuck and this is Rick. I hear you have a job for us.”

Chuck was five eight, about 160 pounds. He had piercing eyes and a mouth that curved up.

Rick had longer hair, was a couple of inches taller, and rimless glasses.

“Uh, hi,” June shook hands.

“So who’s the bozo?”

Shiela nodded encouragingly and June explained, “It’s my husband, and he’s not a bozo. He—“

“Every target is a bozo to us. No insult meant.”

“Oh.”

“What does he do for a living?”

June gave the two men data as fast as they asked for it, and that was fast. They collected information including a picture of him, his hours, places he liked to hang, friends, hobbies, the car he normally drove, and on and on.

Then Rick asked, “What’d he do that you want him done?”

June turned a little red. “Well, it’s just that he’s always playing jokes. One time he…” she explained a few of the jokes that Joel had played.

“No, no,” said Chuck. “We want to know what his big joke was.”

“What’d he do that set you off, pushed you over the edge.”

They both stared at June in a fixed manner.

Now she was really red.

“Better tell them the truth,” suggested Shiela.

“He…I refused to have sex one night and he…the next morning, he jacked off on my hair while I was. sleeping.”

The two men watched her for a few seconds, then they looked at each other and grinned. They sat back.

“That’s good.”

`”Infantile, but good.”

“I doubt if he could ever be professional…”

“But he’d be a fun one to get.”

“Sounds like he might be a bit of a challenge.”

“Let’s make it more challenging.”

The two men stopped talking and faced June.

“What?” Odd, these guys didn’t feel dangerous at all, but they were…nerve wracking.

“Okay, we’ll do him. And we’ll do him good. But we have a condition.”

“You’re not going to hurt him, are you?”

“Negative. We have a soft spot in our heart for fellow jokers. But this condition…”

“Yes?”

“Tell him.”

“What?”

“Tell him that you hired two fellows to prank him. Let him know what’s coming. It’ll work on him, set him up, and when we do spring it on him…it’ll be all the better.”

“Jokes are always better when they are preceded by anticipation.”

“You want me to tell my husband that you’re going to play a practical joke on him.”

“Yup,” nodded Chuck.

“Don’t tell him about Shiela, and just say you met us here. That you were talking to a girl, you don’t know her name, and she gave us our names. You don’t know our last names, so that doesn’t matter.”

Chuck took over, “Tell him that you don’t know when. It’s important to be sincere. Make yourself be sincere.”

They looked at each other, then nodded.

“When are you going to do this?” asked Shiela.

They didn’t hesitate. Rick said, “Two weeks. Bring him here and we’ll do it.”

And it was settled.

June went straight home and dropped the bomb on Joel.

“Honey, I’ve hired a couple of guys to prank you.”

He was reading a comic and he looked up with a puzzled half smile. “What?”

“I said, I’ve hired a couple of fellows to play a practical joke on you. Well, not exactly hired. When they found out that you considered yourself a practical joker they offered for free. They don’t take kindly to amateurs, which is what they consider you.”

Joel put his comic down. It was a Batman comic, and, coincidentally, the major villain in this issue was the Joker.

“Wait a minute. Somebody’s going to prank me?” His grin showed a certain degree of incredulousness. “Me?” He started to chuckle. “Somebody’s going to play a joke on me?”

June was doing the dishes. She listened to him with a hidden smile.

“Do they know who they’re messing with?”

She turned to him, dish towel in hand. “They said they won’t hurt you physically, but they couldn’t guarantee your mind wouldn’t be totally messed up when they were done.”

“Me? My mind?” He started to laugh. “You have got to be kidding! In fact, what you just told me…that’s the big joke, right?”

“You’ve got a couple of weeks, then I’m to bring you to a certain bar where they will work their magic.”

“What bar? Where?”

“It’s called Yesterday’s Bar. You can check it out if you like. But I’m supposed to bring you there on Friday night in two weeks.”

Cal, smirking, his lips bubbling with laughter, got up and went to the liquor cabinet. He mixed himself a Coke High, which is what a mixologist calls a bourbon and Coke.

Snickering, he sipped, and he said, “Honey, you’ve given me a present. When I’m done with these guys they won’t know what hit them. Who are they? I mean, what are their names.

“They go by Chuck and Rick, but I don’t know if that’s their real names.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Cal pronounced. “They’re going down,  and that’s all that matters.”

June turned to Cal, patted his cheek, kissed him, dipped her hands into his pants and took a hold of his weenie.

“You know what else they told me?”

“What?”

“They said that anticipation is worse than death itself.”

Cal laughed. “Now I know they’re going to lose.”

“Oh?”

“Sure. That’s a line from a Steven Seagal movie.”

She had stopped rubbing him for a moment, now she renewed her efforts. He groaned with the pleasure. “I’ll give you an hour to stop that.”

“Turn the hourglass over, honey. Your hour has started.”

For the next two weeks Cal didn’t worry. But he kept thinking about it, about him being the victim of a practical joke. And thinking about served the same purpose as worry. It distracted him, made him wonder, and by the time Friday night rolled around he was curious. And he was a bit distracted by that curiosity.

How did two bozos plan to trick him when they told him what they were doing? When they told him when and where he was to be tricked.

Obviously, these guys had no clue. They were the real amateurs.

Thus, in a slightly nervous but over confident state of mind, Cal got dressed and prepared for his night out.

Bars are pretty casual, so he wore jeans and a bomber jacket, and athletic shoes. He was fresh scrubbed, his teeth were brushed, and he was ready.

Grinning and ready.

June was dressed to the nines.

Women could show up at a bar wearing anything, but women who cared enough to be beautiful were extra appreciated.

She wore a tight dress with cleavage and a high hem.

“Don’t you think that’s a little risqué?”

“I think it’s just what the doctor ordered,” she responded, putting the finishing touches of her make up on.

Cal sat on the bed and watched, and marveled at how good looking his wife was.

“So they’re going to get me tonight.”

“So they say.” She dabbed at her lips, making them red and shiny. “Of course I only met them once, I have no idea how any of this is going to play out.”

Cal shook his head slowly. And they thought he was the amateur.

They got into the Mustang and Cal drove. He took his time, the top was down and the night was warm and sultry.

A half hour later he pulled into the parking lot of Yesterday’s Bar, then into a slot at the back. Almost immediately a van pulled in next to him.

Cal took June’s hand and they sauntered across the lot and into the bar.

The bar was about thirty feet wide on the inside, but about fifty feet deep. It had the usual booths with fake, red leather, a few high tables with high stools, and a dozen TVs, all on sports channels.

It also had a large number of scruffy looking characters.

It was a rough bar, but this was apparently topless night, so all the thugs were on their best behavior.

Guys with tats and beards abounded, but were extra polite to the beautiful women who had showed up to try and win the prize for best boobs, biggest boobs, nicest nipples, and so on.

“You oughta enter the contest,” Cal whispered into June’s ear. “With your boobs you’d win the biggest prize.”

“Better get me drunk, first.”

“I can do that!”

Grinning, he found a table, then waved to a waitress. Shortly they had a wine spritzer and a bourbon and Coke, and they they were sitting back and enjoying the music, and the hundred jostling people moving their bodies in dance.

“This is quite the place,” Cal yelled over the noise. “You ready to show your titties, yet?”

“Nobody has asked me politely, yet.”

Cal chuckled. “Please, honey, would you show the world your boobs? It is a sad world, and only you can perk it up.”

“Okay.”

“Really?” Cal brightened up. “You’re going to do it?”

“No joke,” she laughed. “Better give me a couple of shots, get me in the right frame of mind.

Cal raised his hand for a waitress, gave her an order for two shots and another bourbon and Coke. When the order was placed and the waitress left, he turned to June.

“Baby, you got the best boobs. You’re going to win, and we’re going home rich!”

“I hope so,” she murmured.

“At that moment a couple that was dancing moved off the dance floor. The guy had latched onto the girl’s lips and was kissing her madly. He backed her up and her butt hit Cal and June’s table. And, at that moment, she…farted!

“PHHHT!”

Cal’s eyes opened in shock.

“Hey!” He stood up to fend the two people off before they could fall onto his table.

At that moment, when he moved the girl, gently, the waitress arrived.

It was the perfect storm, perfectly coordinated, though Cal had no clue.

The dancers, the farts, the waitress arriving with their drinks, even June agreeing to dance in the topless contest…it was all careful planned.

The waitress was pushed off balance and dropped her tray of drinks onto Cal’s lap.

Cal felt the platter against his chest, and the icy cold sensation of cold booze pouring onto the front of his pants.

“Oh, fuck!” he shouted.

And, the perfect storm continuing, everything kept happening.

The dancer guy apologized. The dancer girl called him an asshole. The waitress used a towel to blot his crotch, then was terribly embarrassed as she realized that she had touched his groin, and June stared in shock.

She hadn’t known that everything was going to happen. She had just been told to tell Cal that she would enter the contest. She was as surprised, maybe more surprised, by all that had happened.

Not that it mattered, Cal was distracted, and that was all that mattered.

Slowly, the situation righted itself. The guy calmed the girl down, the waitress gave Cal the towel and let him do his own blotting, and Cal sat down and looked around.

Then he turned to June and grinned. “For a moment I thought that was going to be it. That was the big, practical joke.”

“Honey, I had no idea that was all going to happen.”

“I believe you.”

The waitress returned. Her face was red, and she was continuing to be apologetic. Not too apologetic, but just apologetic enough. She handed Cal more towels, she placed a couple of bourbon and Cokes and four shots of whiskey on the table.

“I am so sorry. I never spill things! There won’t be any charge for your drinks, and I brought some extra.”

Then the owner of the bar showed up. He was apologetic, too. And he told them their drinks were free, and…and the band was playing and the music was good and everybody was happy.

The situation was resolved, Cal had a wet crotch but no ill feelings. Accidents happened, and there was no way that spillage of whiskey down his front could have been planned.

“Thanks for being so understanding,” the owner, whose name was Butch, smiled and picked up one of the bourbon and Cokes. He held the glass up and toasted Cal.

Cal picked up a glass, and the two men drank to each other.

Clunk. The trap slammed shut. The joke was started, and Cal had no idea. He was caught, clean and neat, and never suspected a thing.

And, a perfectly crafted practical joke, he wouldn’t even know when it was done.

The sun peeked around the edges of the blinds. It was a beautiful sun, big and yellow and shedding light giving light over the surface of the earth. Birds sang praises, nocturnal animals shivered and hid, and human woke up and realized they were, once again, alive.

For a day is a slice of forever.

Just as a night is a slice of unconsciousness, a reminder of death, a time to forget the follies of life.

Cal sighed. He felt nice. Sort of golden hazy. He knew he had had too much to drink, but for some reason he wasn’t hung over.

He was in bed, and on his back. The sheets were pulled up to his neck, and he opened his eyes. The ceiling. Nice ceiling. The headboard posters rose up above his head.

He had gone to that place, the…uh…Yesterday’s Bar. They were supposed to pull some kind of practical joke on him, but he guessed he had showed him. They hadn’t pulled a joke on him, at least he didn’t remember any joke, and he would have remembered.

He sighed again. A nice, deep, satisfied sigh.

“Are you awake, honey?”

“Oh, yeah.”

June was laying next to him, and she turned to him and put her arm over his chest, and something felt weird. But whatever was weird, he was distracted by her next words.

“Did you like your practical joke.”

“Huh? What joke?” He turned his face towards hers.

“You don’t remember, do you.”

“What are you talking about? Nobody got me last night. I’m fine.”

“Glad to hear it, honey,” then she buried her face against his side—which made something feel funny—and snickered.

“Hey? What the fuck?”

She raised her head, and it was obvious she was trying not to laugh. And not just trying not to laugh, but trying not to bust into side splitting, knee slapping, gut busting laughter.

Cal blinked and stared at her. His face was confusion, and he wondered what the hell was going on with her.

So he asked her.

“What the hell is going on with you?”

June lost it. She rolled away and laughed. She laughed loud, long, filled the room with ear splitting shrieks of laughter.

She laughed so hard she fell off the bed, but even that fall didn’t dissuade her. She kept laughing and laughing.

“What the fuck?” Cal went up on one elbow to look at her, and then he got it. “AIIIEEE!” he screamed.

June laughed even harder.

Cal had a pair of huge breasts.

But that was only the start of it.

They sat at the kitchen table. June was in her silk robe, purple with cranes flying across it.

Cal was in his dragon robe, red with dragons flying across it.

A his and hers set they had picked up in Chinatown.

Cal was also wearing a brassiere. He didn’t know where he had gotten the bra, just that it was on the chair next to the bed, and he needed it.

The normal boob is ten pounds. The normal ‘big’ boob.

His boobs weighed twenty pounds apiece. They were monsters. They  hung in the bra and the shoulder straps cut into his shoulders.

And, on top of that, if boobs weren’t bad enough, he had long, red fingernails. And red toenails.

“What did you do to me?” he asked, staring at his fingernails.

“Told you. Rick and Chuck are world class jokers, and now you can say you’ve been gotten by the best.

He looked down at his massive cleavage. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon. If the Grand Canyon had two Mt. Everest’s one on either side.

“But…how will I go out in the world? I can’t wear anything that wouldn’t show these things off!”

“I wouldn’t worry about that.”

“Maybe you wouldn’t, but I’m definitely worried.”

“Well, the truth is, the world has already seen you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ll show you when we’re done with breakfast.”

“Oh.” He was puzzled. He didn’t understand. His mind was totally and entirely blown.

“So, since you’re the bigger woman…I’ll take a hard boiled egg, a banana and an orange for breakfast.”

“A…what? And why should I fix you breakfast? You always fix breakfast!”

“I used to, before I became less of a woman. compared to you, of course.”

“Honey, my head is starting to hurt, and I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Oh, you will. But to get there you’re going to have to fix me breakfast. And not just today. And I want you to take a little pride in your appearance.”

“Pride in my…what the heck is going on?”

“Honey, you are twice the woman I ever was. And just as you expected me to look my best, I expect the same from you.”

“I don’t get it.”

“Then fix breakfast. And I’ll tell you what…one of my last official acts as the woman of this household, I’ll get you a drink.”

“A drink. For breakfast.”

“When you see what has happened you’re going to want a couple of drinks.”

He shook his head, then, nothing for it, his curiosity riding his embarrassment over his magnificent boobs, he got up and fixed breakfast.

He put water in a pan and boiled an egg. It was awkward with his red nails, but he managed it.

June handed him a drink, and he quaffed it rather rapidly. Which caused her to just pour him another.

“Take it easy,” she said. “There will be plenty of time for booze after…”

“After what?” He clutched the glass in his hand and saw his red fingernails gripping the slick surface.

“After you find out,” she said mysteriously.

He sipped his second drink, peeled and orange and arranged the wedges on a plate.

This was very difficult because of his nails, but he moved slowly and figured it out. And did a little under his breath cursing.

He peeled the banana and sliced it. Finally, he ran the hard boiled egg under the faucet until it cooled, then peeled it. He was surprised to find that bits of egg shell had gotten onto the slope of his breasts.

He brushed the bits off, into the sink, and shivered as his hands went over his nipples.

He placed the breakfast in front of June and sat down opposite her.

She ate, tidy, little bites, and watched him, and kept bursting into little fits of giggles.

“What the fuck,” he breathed. Then, in a louder voice, “You’ve got to tell me whatever…whatever…”

“One more surprise, before I tell you,” she said, sliding a wedge of orange into her sexy mouth.

“For Heysoos’ sake, what?”

“Have you looked in a mirror this morning?”

Instinctively, he touched his face. Everything was there. He had a nose, ears, mouth…then he jumped up and ran from the room. He heard June guffawing as he ran.

He entered the bathroom and looked at the mirror.

His lips were bright red. And it wasn’t lipstick. It wasn’t sticky, it was…his lips were…stained.

He remembered June talking about a new product, lipstain instead of lipstick, and how it would last for weeks.

And he had been stained.

He felt his mouth. He rubbed. His lips stayed red. He held his hand over his mouth and staggered back towards the kitchen. He sat down at the table, and June leaned over and pulled his hand down.

“Get over it,” she said, stifling more laughter. “I’ve already seen you, and so what?”

“But…but…”

“Have another drink, honey. It looks like you need it.”

So he poured yet another bourbon and Coke. He was drinking his breakfast this morning.

He sat down again. June was finished with her breakfast. She sat back and spread her arms. That opened her robe and showed her large breasts. Large, but small compared to his.

“So, you want to know what happened last night.”

He nodded.

“Okay, but I’m not going to tell you.”

“Huh? But you said…”

“I’m going to show you.”

He stared at her.

She picked up her cell phone. Tapped her finger on the face, making little clicking sounds as her fingernails touched the glass, and said, “Last night, you might not remember this, but a girl spilled a drink on you.”

Instantly an image flashed into his mind. He saw the dancers, the waitress tumbling through the air…even…he smelled a fart!

“I remember!” he blurted.

“Good. You see, you were given a roofie.”

“A date rape drug?”

“That’s right. And when you’re under the influence of a roofie you are quite compliant. You follow instructions. And you even respond to suggestions as to when you can remember what happened. When I show you these images they will trigger your mind and you will remember.

June smiled, handed him the phone and said, “Happy trails, honey.”


Part Two

The roofie didn’t take hold for about fifteen minutes.

For those fifteen minutes Cal sipped his drink, ingesting more of the chemical, and slowly losing track of the world.

June watched, and didn’t understand what was happening. Cal was just getting slower, and stupider, and complaining. “It’s getting hotter. Don’t you feel how hot it is?”

Rick slid into the booth, as did three girls. It was getting crowded.

“Hi, Cal. I’m the guy who pranked you.”

“Oh…cool…I guess. Can you turn the heat down?”

Rick smiled, “Oh, I can do better than that. I’m going to cool you down. Girls?”

The three girls, giggling, stood up and pulled Cal from the table.

June was instantly worried, and she blurted, “Is he going to be okay?”

“Absolutely. We just gave him a roofie.”

“So that’s why he…”

“Yep. And don’t worry. No after effects, except the kind that you want. Would you like to watch?”

“Watch what?”

“Cal’s fall from grace. His entry into a new world. The playing of a joke that he will remember all his life.”

“I…I guess.”

“Excellent. Let’s have a drink, then check on him. And, I know we said this before, but thanks for this opportunity.”

“Oh, okay.”

June was confused, but Rick was charming, and she and he sipped some suds, then he stood up and escorted her to the backroom.

The girls had worked fast. They had Cal naked, and they were rubbing Nair all over his body.

Cal stood there, a rather stupid look on his face.

One of the girls said, “You’re gonna love this, honey. All those ugly, little hairs gone. Your skin will feel just marvelous.”

Cal smiled.

Rick placed a folding chair for June to sit on, and she sat and watched.

“Can I talk to him?”

“Sure.”

“Hey, Cal?”

He looked at her. The girls were starting to wipe the Nair off him. Not surprising, considering his naked state and three beautiful girls working on him, he had a king sized boner.

“Hi, honey.” He looked at her like he was seeing her for the first time.

“How’s it going?”

“Pretty good.”

His eyes were sort of vacant.

She looked to Rick. “He’s not going to stay this way, is he?”

“Oh, no. It’s just like any other drug. It’ll last a few hours, then he’ll come down. We should have him back in bed by that time, and he’ll go to sleep and wake up remembering nothing.”

“How do you know he won’t remember anything?”

“Because we’ll tell him not to remember until he is reminded. We’ll load your cell phone with pics and videos. He’ll have no trouble remembering when he sees that stuff.”

“Oh.”

June turned back and watched the women work.

The women had him clean now, and he was baby butt bald. Not a hair on his body.

“How’s that feel, stud?” asked one of the girls.

“Oooh,” and Cal giggled.

Which made June giggle. She had never heard him laugh like that, and that was when she realized just how far reaching this practical joke was going to be.

“Now,” whispered Rick, “there is one thing we’d like to do with him, but we want your permission, first.”

June looked at the sober man who was pulling such a stupendous practical joke.

“We would like to give him breasts.”

“Give him…”

“I know,” he waved a hand in a gesture, “it sounds drastic, but they’ll be what are called ‘vacation boobs.’ A type of fluid is injected into his chest. The fluid will last a month or two,” he grinned suddenly, “or longer if you wish to have him redone. But for a month he’ll have a large set of ta tas. But…this is going over the top, and while we would do it to somebody we knew without a moment’s hesitation, we do need you to think about it and, hopefully, give your permission.”

“Why does he need boobs?” asked June, which was a sort of ridiculous question considering.

“So he can win the contest.”

June blinked, her mind sort of stuttered to a halt, then she burst out in laughter. “Oh, yes. Go for it. The bigger the better.”

Rick grinned. “I sort of thought you’d say that, but we have to be sure.”

“Oh, yes. Be sure.”

Rick smiled and left the room.

They were in the back of the bar, on a stage, the stage that would be used for the topless contest. They could hear the partying going on out front, but nobody came back.

The girls put a wig on Cal, and suddenly he had a long fall of golden, blonde hair. They pierced his ears and gave him danglies.

Then they began putting fake nails on him, and painting them and  his toes.

Rick sat in a chair, smiling goofily, and watched his transformation.

Rick and Chuck came back in the room, and they had a woman with them. June didn’t know the woman was a doctor for a moment, except by the large satchel she carried.

They had Cal climb onto a table and lie down, and the doctor began injecting a solution in circles around his pectorals. Shot after shot, and June watched in amazement as Cal’s boobs began growing, and growing, and…growing.

Finally, she was done, and Cal had monstrous pillows on his chest.

“Make sure he wears a bra,” said the doctor, packing up her needles and medical equipment.

The girls took care of that. They slid a sturdy half bra under Cal’s back, fastened it, then worked it up over his boobs. He was now the proud wearer of an official ‘over the shoulder boulder holder.’ His boobs swelled up, were lifted, and his nipples, hard as rocks, peeked over the top.

And he looked good.

They had him sit up, and he struggled because of the new weight on his chest, but he made it, and he was more than big.

He had the biggest set of boobs June had ever seen.

And he smiled stupidly and looked down at his tits and didn't think anything of them.

While the doctor had given him boobs the girls had managed to finish his make up. His eyes were sparkling, his lips were red, and he was gorgeous.

But naked.

Except for the bra.

“How soon?” asked Rick of Chuck?

Chuck checked his watch. “Five minutes.”

“Let’s go, girls. Five minutes!”

The girls pulled a pair of panties onto Rick. He still had a boner, roofies apparently didn’t shut down the sexual drive, and they tied it to his leg.

They rolled nylons up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt.

Then they put a dress onto him.

It was a sexy dress. Low cut, portholes on the sides, a hem that went down just enough that his tied down dick was hidden.

Everybody stood back.

Rick snapped pictures on his cell. Chuck took videos on his. The girls posed with him.

Cal had no shame or embarrassment in his condition. He stood and posed, and even acted sexy.

He might be a man, but men always know what to do when they are dressed up.

He posed like a vamp.

Then Butch came back through the curtain. “Got to do it, fellows, stand to the side. Curtain goes up soon as I make my speech.

“Got it, Butch.”

Butch stopped and looked at Cal. “That’s him?”

Rick and Chuck grinned.

“Man. I never wold have known. And what a rack!”

Butch slipped back through the curtain and addressed the gathering audience, while Rick and Chuck and the girls moved Cal and June to the wings.

“Folks! Are you ready for some bra busting action?”

Cheers.

“Are you ready for the breast bests in the world?”

That was his usual shtick, and the crowd laughed and cheered some more.

“Then, without further ado, Yesterday’s Bar is proud to present…Topless Night!”

The crowd raised the roof, Butch dodged to the side, and the curtains opened up.

Next to June the three girls had taken off their clothes to reveal skimpy bottoms, and nothing else.

“First up,” Butch yelled over the noise, “Is Leslie!”

One of the girls pranced out on the stage and dancing music started up. She was red headed and had sizable breasts. They were a little pointy, which was okay because her nipples were so stiff, and she played to the crowd.

“YEAH!”

“DO IT!”

The scruffy patron’s of Yesterday’s Bar showed their appreciation with whoops and yells.

After a minute of Leslie dancing Butch held up his hands and yelled, “Thank you, Leslie! You are the babe!” He turned to the audience. “Are you ready for the next beauty?”

The audience roared its approval.

“Sally!”

A second girl danced out of the wings. Sally had short hair, which wasn’t unattractive, but most guys tend to like long hair.

But hair aside, it was her breasts which were the center of attention.

They were bigger than Leslie’s, but not by much. The problem was her nipples were the flat kind. They didn’t stick out.

Still, you couldn’t tell it from the audience’s reaction. There was screaming and foot stomping and somebody threw a jock strap onto the stage.

Sally didn’t skip a beat. She picked up the jock strap, ran it between her legs and pulled it back and forth.

Men and women were pushing up against the stage, their arms reaching and their tongues drooling.

Sally moved forward and put a hand out. A can of beer was placed in it, and she stood back and struck a pose and poured the beer over her breasts.

On the stage June could feel the stage shaking as the front row pounded their fists on the wood.

Then, her minute up, Butch yelled, “Man! That’s the only way to drink beer!”

The noise from the audience actually threatened to drown him out, and he had the microphone and a big set of speakers.

“Okay, our third contest! Our own home grown…Missy Sanchez!”

Missy stepped out from the wings. She had fluffed and teased her hair and it flowed down and around. Her boobs were the biggest yet, and she strutted around that stage like a rooster that had just won the fight. She was pumping her fists, her breasts were bouncing up and down, and she went gymnastic.

She placed her hands on the floor of the stage and walked over her head. She did the splits. She did simple jumping jacks, and the noise could have been heard in the next county.

Hell, the next country!

She was a beautiful woman, and in the light her Latino features could be discerned. And her hot, Mexican blood.

She shimmied and she shook. She looked lascivious and hot and like she wanted nothing more than the cocks of every man in the place!

June was sure Missy had won, but the contest wasn’t over yet.

“Okay, everybody!” Butch yelled. “Are there any contestants from the audience? Come on, girls. get up here and show everybody what you got!”

There were several women that wanted to get up on stage. A couple were ugly, and one even had skinny boobs. A couple of them were quite beautiful.

But Butch had stacked the deck with his three contestants.

Still, it was great, and many in the audience knew many on the stage, and they screamed and yelled and had a great time.

Then Butch stepped out.

“Okay, people. I’ve got one last contestant. I’ve been saving her for the last. Are you ready for…”

Cal stared at the phone in a daze. He had seen himself being made up. He had seen himself being dressed.

He had watched himself being turned into a beautiful woman, no resemblance to a man, and he had remembered.

As he went through the photos his mind opened up and images flooding through him.

He remembered as if he was dreaming, but there was no doubt that the dream was real.

Then June reached over and took the phone. She turned on the video and handed the phone back.

“…CALLIOPE!”

Rick undid Cal’s bra and Chuck screamed in his face. “Hold your boobs up! Don’t let them fall!”

Cal was pushed onto the stage.

He stood there, mouth open, not understanding, naked from the waist up, holding his big, fat boobs up with his hands.

The crowd cheered. They screamed. They stomped their feet and pounded each other on the back.

It was the appreciation that did it.

Cal moved, a simple step, and the crowd reacted, and Cal figured out that he was supposed to move. Like the girls before him.

He danced tentatively, then began moving faster.

He held his boobs up, they overflowed his hands, but he pointed them at the audience and shook them, and the audience went stark, raving crazy.

Men screamed, and they all wanted to be up there licking and sucking on the biggest, best boobs they had seen that night.

Women screamed, even as they stared enviously at Cal’s big boobers.

From the side June stared in awe.

Cal was getting in the swing of things. He began moving like a stripper, strutting, teasing, exciting.

“Oh, my God!” She turned to Rick. “Did you tell him to do that?”

Rick knew what she was referring to, Cal’s sexy dancing.

“No,” he yelled back. “That’s all him.”

“Oh, my God!” June repeated.

“I guess he likes it!”

Cal danced, and though he was on a roofie, and unconscious, his subconscious came through. When he was done dancing it was obvious that he was the best of the night.

Butch stepped out on the stage and gripped Cal’s hand and held it up. “Winner!”

The crowd screamed its approval.

“Winner of the best boobs of the year!” And Butch handed Cal a small trophy.

“And now, in keeping with tradition, we open the kissing booth. Remember, the more you put in the cup, the better a kiss you’ll get.”

The crowd calmed down. Some of the men went back to drinking, but most of the men lined up along the side of the room.

Butch took Cal’s hand and led him down the steps at the side of the stage. At the bottom of the steps was a small booth, and Butch put Cal in the booth.

The first man in line held out a five dollar bill. When Cal reached out for it, a normal response, the man grabbed his wrist and pulled him forward.

Their lips met, and the man bent Cal over and stuck his tongue down into Cal’s throat.

Cal’s eyes were open, and confused, but he didn’t resist.

On stage June gripped Rick’s arm. “I didn’t know…”

“I didn’t either, but it looks like he likes it.”

Man after man came to the front of the line, they put fives and tens and even twenties into the little cup, and the cup began to overflow with green cash.

And the big, scruffy patrons of Yesterday’s Bar, and a few hard core women, mashed their lips to Cal’s. They kissed him, and passed him on, and Cal, it became obvious, was kissing back.

Rick took June down to the floor. He began taking pictures, chuck was still shooting a video, and June heard one man say, “That bitch can kiss! I’m going to go again!”

And June stared at Cal.

He was beautiful, and men were grabbing his tits now, and he was getting into the kisses. Man after man, and June began to giggle.

Oh, Lord!

But the night wasn’t done.

It was late, and the bar was going to close.

Cal had a small box, which June carried around, that was filled with money. Lots of money.

The kissing booth was closed and Cal sat at a table and grinned as people passed him, smiled, said sweet things to him.

June sat next to him, and wondered if the people thought that maybe Cal was a lesbian, sitting so close to her.

But, no matter.

Chuck came to the table and sat down. “Pretty good, eh?”

“The best,” agreed June.

“Is it the best, Cal?” Chuck asked.

Cal nodded. He still had that goofy look in his eyes.

Chuck turned to June. He was holding a bag in one hand and he handed it to her.

“What’s this?”

“If you want to. No pressure. But it looks like Cal might enjoy it.”

She looked into the bag and gasped.

It was a strap on.

She looked at Chuck.

“Ask him. If he says no, then it means no. But there’s a bed up on the stage, and Rick and I will be shooting pics and vids. We’ll try to stay out of sight, but…” he shrugged.

June sat and stared at him.

A strap on.

She looked at her husband.

He had started this. Him and his stupid practical jokes. But this…was this going too far?

She looked at him. Perfectly made up. Big chest. Wonderful dress.

But it was his sexy manner that made her blink.

He danced like a woman, flaunting and teasing and arousing.

He was comfortable in his dress, in his lingerie.

He was already used to the extra weigh on his chest, and he walked like a pro in his high heels.

And he had jacked off in her hair.

And jumped out and scared her.

And hooked an airhorn to the toilet so that when she sat down she got the scare of her life.

And he had played his practical jokes with impunity. Nobody calling him out. Even if the joke was too raw, people didn’t get upset, or got over their upset.

And this was what decided her.

Consequences. He should experience the consequences, all the consequences, of a practical joke.

She turned to Rick. “Okay.”

In the kitchen Cal stared at the video. His hands were shaking as he realized that he’d kissed hundreds of men.

And he didn’t just realize it, he remembered it. He remembered the rough mouths, the plump mouths, the soft mouths.

He remembered the way they turned him and held him and even felt his boobs.

His shame was endless, his face redder than a cherry, because…because…he had to admit it…he liked it.

A sob escaped him, and June reached over and took the phone from him.

“I’m sorry.”

And she was. But there was no place to go but forward. Whether she had made a miscalculation or not didn’t matter.

Cal had to know.

He had to experience the consequences.

“Do you want to see anymore? I can lose this…you don’t have to—“

“No. I did this.” He looked up at her, his eyes wet and shiny. “I did this to lots of people, and I never realized…but…I guess I have to see it now.”

June handed him back the phone.

June led Cal up to the stage. It was quiet now. The bar was closed and the workers were cleaning up, and Butch was counting the cash.

Nobody would disturb them.

She didn’t even see Rick or Chuck.

The bed was in the middle of the stage, illuminated by lights. There were no covers, just a simple sheet tucked in tight.

June led Cal to the bed, turned him and sat him down.

He stared up at her. Trusting. Innocent. About to get his just rewards.

“Honey,” said June, “I’m going to ask you a question, and I need you to answer it honestly.

He smiled.

“I’ve got a strap on, and I’d like to fuck you with it. My question is…would you like this to happen?”

Cal didn’t hesitate. “Oh, yes.” He was positively beaming with delight.

June had her answer, and she took off her sexy dress.

She stood, beautiful in lingerie, and she took the strap on out of the bag. She figured out the straps and fastened it around her hips. The penis pointed outwards, a real hard on, and Cal reached for it.

June blinked. He reached for it. No hesitation.

She watched him suck on her plastic peter. His eyes kept flickering up, almost as if looking for approval.

She began to move her hips back and forth.

Her dingus moved in and out of his mouth. Then she was shocked…he took her fully, deep throated her, and she knew this was natural for him.

Or maybe he just practiced.

But on what? She was sure he didn’t go out and screw men, give blow jobs to them.

Had he been practicing on bananas or something?

She didn’t know, and suddenly it didn’t matter.

He sucked, and he reached under the straps and began fingering her.

Oh, God!

She moaned, screwed into his face harder, and moaned again.

Cal could no longer hold the phone. His hands were shaking too much, and he laid it on the table and watched the end of the video.

Tears fell from his eyes, big, thick drops that caused a puddle on the table.

June watched him, and she was a mix of emotions.

Was the pain too much for him?

Suddenly, she had misgivings.

She had been wrong. She should never had entertained the idea of playing a practical joke on her hubby. She should have just left it up to him, let him jack off on her hair, play his pranks.

That was him. Not her.

“Thank you,” he said, and she physically jerked in surprise.

Thank you?

“I never realized that my jokes could have…other effects. I just saw thought I was being clever.”

“Then you’re not mad at me?”

He gave a huff of breath. “Mad? How could I be? You’ve given me an epiphany, a massive one. Along with playing the most incredible practical joke I ever imagined. I mean, I know those two guys did it, but you…you did it and followed through and…oh, my God.”

June slid around the end of the table and squeezed in next to him. She kissed him. Deeply. Longly.

When they came up for air she asked, “And you’re not mad about…these?” she hefted one of his large boobs.

“Well, I should be, but…” he looked down. “They’re sort of cool.”

“And the lip stain we put on you? And making you dance in front of all those people?”

Again, he huffed, then said, “That’s the joke, and I’m going to have to live with it.”

She put her head against him then. Just leaned and enjoyed the feel of him, the magnitude of him.

“By the way, how much did I win?”

She looked at him with grin. “Seventeen hundred and change.”

His jaw dropped. “What? Seventeen hundred? Are you serious?”

“No practical joke this time, lover.”

“I just won seventeen hundred bucks for dancing around like a fool and…and…showing my tits?”

June couldn’t stop smiling.

Cal looked down at his chest. He was wearing a bra because he had to. But suddenly he didn’t mind.

He looked up at her.

“So when is the next topless night?”

END
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of
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