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PART ONE

Benny and Sam were practical jokers. They loved to laugh, and to laugh at people, and they would do anything to create that laugh.

There was the time Benny cut play doh into gum sized pieces and rewrapped a whole package of gum He and Sam were in hysterics half the night.

There was the time Sam stripped the cream filling from Oreos and replace it with toothpaste.  They rolled on the floor as each new victim made faces.

Benny liked to put a piece of post it on the bottom of people’s computer mouses. They all thought their mouse was broken until they looked at it. Hardee har har, did they crack up when they pulled that one.

Sam put an airhorn behind the door of a friend’s bathroom. That friend almost shat on the floor when the horn went off.

Most people got a kick out of their jokes. Especially when they weren’t the victim. So Sam and Benny made it to a lot of parties, entertained people with their tales, and occasional tricked somebody at the party.

Tom Newsome didn’t invite them to his party because he wasn’t fond of practical jokes, but somehow they found out and showed up. Other people welcomed them, so they got away with crashing the party.

“Man, Ben put a picture of Nosferatu in the toilet, and everybody who opened the lid got the crap scared out of them.

Laughter, chuckles and appreciation issued from the people gathered around.

“That’s nothing. Once Sam coated a bar of soap with clear nail polish.”

Everybody laughed some more.

Over in the corner Sam’s wife said, “Did you invite these clowns?”

“Nope. Not my favorite people. Some of their jokes are tasteless and stupid and not funny.”

“All of their jokes. They sure are full of themselves.”

But, regardless of the two practical jokers the party was going pretty good. People drank, chatted, and things were going pretty good.

“Pssst! Sam! I got a good one.”

Sam followed Ben to the bathroom where Ben opened the medicine cabinet.

“Oowee!” Whispered Sam, staring at the little bottles on the shelves. Watcha gonna do?”

“Here, hold out your hand.”

Sam did and Ben unscrewed a bottle and poured ninety little pills into it.

“What is this stuff?”

Ben unscrewed another bottle and emptied the contents in Sam’s other hand.

The right hand is her brith control pills. The left hand is Sildenafil.”

“What’s that?”

“Some kind of Viagra type of drug.” He read the instructions. “Says to take daily.”

Sam giggled. “Tommy has erectile dysfunction.”

“He’s gonna have it worse in a minute.

Sam watched as Ben poured the viagra-like pills into the birth control bottle, and the birth control pills into the Viagra bottle. The pills were exactly alike and there was no way Sam or June would know the pills weren’t what the label said.

He started to snicker as he realized what Ben was doing. “She’s going to get erections!”

Ben whispered, “Or he’s going to get pregnant.”

What they were doing made no sense, and was even incredibly cruel, but that’s the way some practical jokers are, especially when they get carried away.

A few minutes later the characters slipped back into the party. They kept grinning at each other, but they said nothing about their latest gag. They’d tell people about it at the next party. Man, what a yock!

After the party Tom and June cleaned up.

“That was a great party,” Tom said, putting used paper plates and napkins into. a big plastic bag.

“It really was. All except for those two idiots.”

“I don’t see why people like them. They’re big deal jokes really aren’t all that funny.”

June agreed, then she turned to Tom. “Have you taken your pill today?”

He nodded. “I sure hate taking that stuff.”

“I know, I’m not a fan of chemicals, but that infection last year really messed you up. These pills should fix you up. And, you know,” she grinned, “and they do have a little Viagra in them.”

Tom grinned. “And I might not need to use this ‘Viagra’ stuff much longer.”

“Excellent.” She turned to him, snagged his sleeve and pulled him back to her.

He went willingly, and enfolded her in his arms.

“Mmm,” she kissed him, a scorcher, and he felt that little surge of urge in the deep down.

For a second he thought about not bothering with the Viagra, but…why not? Just to make sure.

He fondled June’s large breasts, kissed her back, then broke the kiss and they headed upstairs. They had their arms around each other and were gazing at each other hungrily.

“Oh, baby,” Tom whispered, nuzzled June’s neck.

June’s hand snaked down to his groin and began searching.

There we go,” she whispered. “Mr. Bazooka.”

“I bet you say that to all the men.”

“Only the ones who have what it takes to take me to paradise.”

He chuckled and they entered the bedroom. Kissing, feeling, they stripped each other’s clothes off and fell on the bed.

Oddly, Tom’s dick wasn’t quite as hard as the Viagra usually made it. It was hard enough, but acted a little…’drunk.’ Sort of sloppy floppy.

“Come on, baby,” June pulled him over her.

He took his time, hoping his cock would get at least a little harder. He mouthed her breasts, sucked on her nipples, and palpated those lush mounds.

Then he slid down to her pussy and began chomping. He used lips and tongue and sucked and chewed and shortly she was bucking and thrusting and begging for him to do her.

“Come on, baby. Don’t just tease me…please me!”

It was still a little wormy, but he managed to get it inside her. Then he began to gently pump.

June knew he wasn’t as hard as normal, but she wasn’t about to say anything. Tom was trying so hard to recover from the effects of that infection. He took extra vitamins, ate healthy food, and didn’t even drink much.

Tom knew she knew and he would have apologized, but…what was there to apologize for? They had had this conversation, and it was understood that if he wasn’t quite as hard as normal it was okay. They would make do. He would even get her off with his mouth if he had to, and she would appreciate any loving he gave her.

Fortunately, things didn’t get that bad. Tom kept pumping, and he used his fingers on her clit and he sucked her tits, and she began to climb the mountain. Her body shimmied with lust, her hips twitched and her muscles jerked.

Tom felt her getting close and he redoubled his efforts.

“Come on, baby!” he urged her.

And…Bam! She orgasmed.

The tremors ran through her body and her eyeballs rolled back and she held on for dear life.

Tom loved it when she came, and he pressed his almost hard penis into her hole.

For a long minute she was like that, caught in the big O. Unable to do anything but lock muscles and enjoy the hard glow in her crotch.

Finally, it ended. She gasped for breath and lay back. Tom drew out of her, and his dick just flopped out.

When she got her breath back she rolled into his arms and said, “Not tonight, eh?”

“No,” he answered sadly.

She snuggled against him. “Well, don’t worry. The doc said you wouldn’t be able to shoot every time. You’ve done all right up to here, so…thank you for doing me.”

He kissed her hair and held her.

What a woman. She was always on his side, always had his back. suddenly he had a thought. “I know I didn’t cum, but did you take your birth control pills?”

“Oh, crap. She pushed away and slithered out from under the covers. “Thank goodness you reminded me.” She had to take them because when he did squirt it might take only once.

She padded into the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. She took out the small vial of pills and opened it. She shook a pill into her hand, screwed the cap back on, and tossed the little pellet down her throat.

A moment later she was back in bed, holding on to Tom and thanking her lucky stars that she had such a wonderful man.

Tom, for his part, had similar thoughts, and the couple drifted into a light sleep, and from there into a deep sleep.

A week later Tom was a little worried. It had looked like he was recovering from that infection. His dick was getting hard on its own, he might be able to give up the Viagra, then…he wasn’t getting erect.

It started just a couple of days after the party. He had been waking up with the most delicious morning wood, then he wasn’t. Mr. Happy just stayed Mr. Softy, and he had to pee, sure, but…not even a pee hard on.

“What’s wrong?” June asked.

“Oh, probably nothing,” Tom grinned at her.

They were laying in bed, just woke, and she reached for his groin. And felt the soft slug laying there.

“No hard on today?”

“I guess not,” sighed Tom.

“Well, don’t worry about it. The doctor said it might be up and down for a while.”

“I know,” he kissed her. “But I can still do nasty things to you.”

She giggled, spread, and he reached down and got to work. For a long few minutes he kissed her nipples and fingered her, and she was feeling the heat. Then he got down and began munching. June moaned and arched and the orgasm started to build.

“Here it comes…here….it…OHHH!”

His face firmly ensconced in her pussy, Tom grinned.

She humped his face, held his head in place, and a long minute of spasming hips resulted.

Finally, she sagged back.

He slithered up her body and gave her a juicy kiss.

“Ew!” she laughed. “Pussy breath!”

So he rubbed his face all over her, and she giggled and tried to push him away, then they just lay there. Her satisfied. Him horny but…no hard on.

Heck, usually the act of getting her off always resulted in some kind of hard on.

He shrugged and got out of bed.  Time for a shower and to be about the day.

A couple of days passed, and there was no improvement. If anything, the situation was worse. Tom was not only soft as a wet rag, June was getting hornier!

Not a morning came when she found herself snuggling and grabbing and wishing for dick. Dick which was not forthcoming.

Tom did his part, more than his part. He got down and gobbled. He munched and lunched whenever she started feeling the heat, but no matter how much he pleased her she wanted more. And more and more.

No. She wasn’t going to get a boner from the Viagra she was ingesting every morning, but the viagra was improving blood flow to her reproductive system and she was getting an itch that didn’t seem to go away no matter how much scratching Tom did.

One might conjecture, at this point, what might have happened if they only had a month’s supply of their respective medicines, but they had three months supply. They had thought about taking a month off and wanted to make sure they had enough medicine, so they had asked the doctor for three month’s supply.

So they didn’t just take for a month and then let everything settle back to normal. They took for a month, and then kept taking. And Tom began to manifest changes.

“Geez,” he said one morning. “My beard seems to be getting, I don’t know…lighter?”

June felt his chin with her soft hand. “Hmm. Maybe. I’m not an expert on men’s beards, so…” she shrugged. “But I do think you need to do a little more exercise.”

“Hunh?”

“You’re getting a little flabby.”

“What?” He looked in the mirror, and he had to admit she was right. His ass looked like he had been sitting in a chair too much. And even his chest was a little pudgy. This, for a guy who liked to work out, was not good.

“I’ll increase the weight lifting,” he said. “Man, I don’t want to turn into a fat fuck.”

“No danger of that,” said June, and she reached for his cock, and reminded herself too late that it wasn’t much.

In fact, it looked like his cock was actually shrinking a little! But she didn’t say anything. It was probably only her imagination.

A couple of weeks passed and Tom’s situation wasn’t getting much better.

He had been targeting areas of concern, like his pecs. He did countless flies and rows and bench presses and…and he didn’t understand that he was building up muscle under the flab, and that only made the flab look bigger.

And he did miles of bicycling, but his ass just kept getting bigger.

One morning he stood in front of the mirror. June came up and stood next to him, and he was suddenly struck by something.

“Our bodies are similar.”

She looked, and had to agree. They both had rounded hips. She had large boobs, but…he was getting boobs.

“I think I’ve got that disease guys get when they get boobs. Gynecomastia it’s called.”

She reached up and felt his chest. Funny, it didn’t just feel like fat, it felt like real boobs. Oh Lord, went through her mind.

“If this keeps up I’m going to need a…a bra.” He gulped.

“Honey, it’s just temporary. Let’s fix your diet, do more exercise.”

He agreed, but inside he was having very depressed thoughts.

“I can’t believe this,” Tom said as she placed a bra around his waist. She snapped it, pulled it around his waist and lifted the straps so he could get his arms under them. “I have a woman’s body!”

“Honey, it’s okay.”

“My cock has shrunk, I’ve got tits, and…and I don’t know what’s happening.”

“Don’t worry about it,” June said as she adjusted the straps.

In the mirror Tom had C cups. With his slightly wider chest that wasn’t too enormous, but for a man it was enormous.

“But what’s going on?”

“Maybe it’s time to see the doctor.”

June carefully agreed. Tom’s ego was taking a beating and she didn’t want to bruise it in any fashion.

And she made up her mind. She pulled him around and faced him.

“Tom?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to say something weird.”

“Okay.”

“Let’s stop fighting it.”

He didn’t say anything for the longest time. Just looked at her. She knew he was having a massive battle of thoughts inside his head.

“Instead of worrying about being a man, let’s just accept that you have, somehow, been temporarily turned into a woman. We can throw up our hands and scream all we want…” that was close to how Tom was feeling in his mind, “…but let’s just…stop fighting it.”

“So I should just…give up being a man?”

“Look, the doctor is on vacation for the rest of this month,” it was only the fifth day of the month, “so…let me show you something.”

He was freaked, but he nodded. He trusted his wife.

June put her hand on his boob. Just placed it there and waited.

Tom felt the sensation inside. It was a sensation that he had been trying not to have. It was a horny sort of heat, and when June rubbed his nipples he groaned.

She grinned. “Admit it, this can be fun.”

He gulped.

She reached down and felt his groin. His sex organ were now the size of a 12 year old boy’s. Still, it felt good to have it handled. Just because he wasn’t getting boners didn’t mean he didn’t have very intense sensations in his cock and balls.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

She unzipped him, undid his belt, and pulled his pants down. Looking up, she went down. She took his package, his whole package, in her mouth and began rolling his balls and cock around with her tongue.

She stopped for a second and said, “Play with your nipples while I do this.”

He did, and the hot sensation within became even more intense.

Finally, him going about half out of his mind with lust, she said, “I want you to go into shower and use my Nair. Everything but your eyebrows and hair.”

He went into the bathroom and read the instructions. He slathered the cream on his body and waited until it grew hot, then he jumped into the shower.

When he came back into the bedroom, drying himself off with a towel, he was baby bald. Not a hair below the neck. He had used the Nair on his face and he had not the slightest trace of a beard.

She ran here hands over his frame and he shivered.

“Sexy, eh?”

He nodded. His skin felt like it was electrified.

“Okay, let’s put some nylons on you.”

He blinked, but followed her instructions. She rolled some hose up his leg and attached them to panties.

He put his bra back on, and now it didn’t feel like something he had to do because he had to…it felt like something that was cool and sexy.

She had a cross over summer dress and she helped him into it. She could see a bit of his bra where the material crossed over, but she could see a lot of tit.

He’s stacked, she thought.

Tom looked in the mirror and thought. Geez. I’ve really got a pair.

She handed him a pair of black pumps. “We better save the high heels for later.”

“All right,” he answered, slipping into the shoes. They felt funny, not the cushioning like in  the normal athletic shoes he wore. “This is so weird.”

“Weird good or weird bad?”

He paused, and he thought. “It’s actually sort of cool. The underwear is comforting in that it holds me. The dress is freer, and it feels so weird to feel the air.

“Wait until I put make up on you.”

His eyes grew larger. He gulped for the umpteenth time and said, “Okay.”

She sat him down and started decorating his face. She cleansed his pores, and that was weird. Then she primed him, foundationed him, and set to work on adding color.

He had light grey eyes so she colored his lids dark. She lengthened his eyelashes and put lipstick on him.

He looked in the mirror and actually grew faint. His hair was semi-long, which made him look a little butch, but all female.

“You can grow your hair longer, or I can give you a wig, or we could even go with extensions.”

“Can we just try a wig? I don’t know about all this…”

“Not a problem.” she put a skull cap on his head and added glue to the front strip, then she placed a wig on his head. He stared at himself. He almost didn’t recognize himself.

For a week he wandered around the house. He was full en femme, but scared. He played with different outfits, and June even went to the Goodwill and bought him a bunch of outfits.

On one hand, it was fun. He was doing something forbidden. It gave him a sexual thrill. It was a world of different sensations.

On the other hand…he had a male mind. And a male mind is sometimes a difficult thing to overcome.

He was used to walking straight in, stating his case, making himself heard.

June giggled and made him slide in, speak in softer and more circuitous tones, and make himself be heard in a more female manner.

Don’t be blunt, be subtle.

Don’t walk in like a bull, all flat footed and looking  for the China to bust. Float in, with a smile and the knowledge that the world is looking at you.

The world is looking at you. When she said that he almost freaked. As a man he didn’t really want the world looking at him. He just wanted to get the job done and get gone.

As a woman he was always on stage, people were always judging his appearance.

And men looked at a woman with a directness that prinkled their skin.

Of course he didn’t find out about that, not first hand, until he finally went out of the house.

On a Tuesday, he figured it was safest because that was the least busiest day for most businesses, June bullied him into the car and they drove down to Charlie Coyote’s. The top was down on his Mustang and she drove.

She drove because he was breaking in a new pair of high heels.

“I don’t see why we have to do this.”

“You can’t hide forever.”

“But we could just send out!”

“Don’t be a sissy.” Then she realized what she had said. She looked at him, smothered a giggle, then blurted a guffaw.

He turned bright red and whispered, “Take me home.”

But she wouldn’t. “Look, that was a slip of the tongue. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again,” but she thought that it would, “so just stick with me and we’ll get through this.”

If he was driving he wouldn’t have, but she was driving so…they pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s.

He was frozen in the passenger seat. His mind screaming at him.

“Come on, we’ll go in the back entrance. Onto the patio. Nobody will see you.”

She came around the car, opened the door and pried him out. He stood on his high heels and surveyed the world like a bird getting ready to fly.

“Come on, honey,” she tugged and pulled. Finally, he allowed himself to be walked across the parking lot and through the back gate onto Charlie Coyote’s patio.

Charlie Coyote’s is the hot spot of Los Angeles. A nightclub during the evening, it is a comfortable restaurant during the day.

The patio was old brick surrounded by iron fences through which were entwined vines and flowers. Around the patio were wrought iron tables and chairs. They sat in a corner and a waiter, name tag Jose, was right at hand.

“Dreenks? Senoritas?”

“A couple of Margaritas.”

“Si. You like the salt, si?”

“Si,” answered June.

“And you, senorita? You would like salt?”

Directly addressed, for a moment Tom panicked. But June had drilled him on speaking softly and in a slightly higher pitch.

He cleared his throat and squeaked out a “Si.” And Jose nodded and hurried away.

June watched him for a moment, a level gaze that measured.

“What?”

“I am so proud of you. And, I might add, you may have noticed that nobody knows you’re a man.”

Tom risked a look around. she was right. He began to look around more boldly. Suddenly, he had confidence. Then he had a daunting thought.

“What if some guy hits on me?”

“So what if?” she shrugged. “You simply thank him and brush him off.”

“And if he gets insistent?”

June’s lip curled with a bit of humor. “Then you go caveman on him. You punch him and kick him and let him know that a mere girl can kick his ass.”

Tom laughed, and Jose brought the drinks.

Tom had intended to eat quickly and run for home, but the outing proved to be an adventure. First, he got a little high. And he practiced repairing his make up. And he went to the ladies’ room all on his own. And near died of fright when another woman walked in. But she just smiled at him, entered a stall, and he made his escape.

He had had mixed feelings about which bathroom to use, and June thought that was funny. “So, you go into the men’s room and blow your ‘disguise’ and some guy beats the crap out of you, or you go into the women’s room and get arrested for being a pervert. Sounds like a choice.”

“I think I’ll just tie a knot from here on out.”

She pressed her lips together and said, “It’s certainly flexible enough.”

He looked at her. “Bitch.”

She giggled. “I know.”

They drank some more. Jose kept them supplied with Margaritas and chips and Charlie Coyote’s super hot salsa.

The afternoon passed. They finally ordered fajitas and sobered up a little, then they headed for home.

Tom felt good. In fact, he felt great.

He felt beautiful and sexy and…and he realized that he liked being a woman.

He didn’t even mind when men stared at his ass so hard he could feel it.

And he actually loved the way June treated him more and more like a girl, talking about things, and in manners which he normally never would have. He had had no clue that that was the way women were.

A couple of weeks later they went to the doctor.

They got out of the car and walked up the walk to the doctor’s office. It was a brick and wood building, very modern, surrounded by palm type plants.

“Maybe I should have dressed as a man.”

“Why? You’re more comfortable as a woman now.”

“Well, he might be a little shocked.”

“Yep.” And that was all that June said.

The nurse didn’t blink when they signed in, but she did keep glancing at Tom.

A half hour after arriving they were called. They walked down a corridor and into an exam room. They sat in a pair of seats. Five minutes later the doctor walked in. He had an iPad in one hand and he didn’t look up for a second. “Good morning Mr. and Mrs….” he looked up. Blinked. “Hello.”

“Hi, Doc,” June smiled.

Tom was suddenly scared. This was the first time a man had seen him as a woman and knew that he was a man.

“Well, there seem to be some changes going on. Shall we start from the beginning?”

He was a slender man, bald with glasses, and he sat down on a rolling stool.

“Well, Doc, the, uh…”

“The pills stopped working and he changed into a woman,” June interceded.

“Huh. What do you mean they stopped working?”

Tom managed to get himself talking. “They were working. I was starting to get boners. Not super hard boners, but they were the real thing. Then my dick went soft, real quick, didn’t get hard at all.”

“That’s when his body started changing,” June put in. “It didn’t happen all at once, but it was still pretty fast. His hips rounded out, he got gynecomastia, and his face even softened, stopped looking so male. Since he was looking more and more like a woman, we decided it might be easier to present him as a woman.”

The doctor blinked again. And blinked and blinked. He cleared his throat. “And, uh, how do you like being a woman?”

“It’s fun. But I miss my penis. It’s still there, but it’s so small and it just hangs down. Do you want to see it?”

“If I can, but first let me check a few things.”

The Doctor proceeded to do a full check up. He looked in ears and eyes and mouth, he checked reflexes by hitting the knees, he listened with the stethoscope and thumped on Tom’s chest.

He pushed his rolling stool back and said, “If I could examine your testicles and penis?”

Tom stood up. He lifted his skirt and took down his panties.

The doctor peered at the shrunken manhood. He felt them. He spent a long time holding Tom’s package, and Tom had not the slightest twitch of an erection.

The doctor frowned. “And, your breasts?”

Tom pulled his panties up and dropped the skirt, then he undid his blouse.

The doctor palpated Tom’s tits, examined them thoroughly, felt them, and when his hand brushed across an erect nipple it was obvious that Tom was suppressing a groan.

“Please get dressed.”

Tom did.

The doctor made notes on the iPad for a moment, frowning the whole while, then he turned to them. “Spontaneous changes of sex don’t happen. The conclusion is that you’ve been taking medicine that would change you.”

He waited for them to admit it, but they just shook their heads.

“I haven’t taken anything but the medicine you prescribed for me,” said Tom.

“You brought it with you?”

He had. He reached into his purse and brought out the pills that were designed to resurrect his manhood.

The doctor looked at it. He opened the vial and examined the pills. He frowned. Then, “If you’ll excuse me for a minute?”

He took the bottle of pills and left the room.

June and Tom stared at each other. They wondered what was going on.

Fifteen minutes later the Doctor entered the room. he sat down and stared at them. “Tom. That bottle held nothing but birth control pills.”

“What?”

The Doctor turned to June. “And you’re on birth control pills. Can you bring them in for a look?”

“I’ve got them in my purse right now.”

Fifteen minutes later the doctor was back. He sat down and said, “You’ve been taking the Sildenafil that I was prescribing for Tom. You’ve been taking each other’s medicine.”

“But…but…”

The Sildenafil is in viagra, and the result is that you might be experiencing a degree of sexual excitement. Have you?”

June’s mouth was open. She nodded.

He turned to Tom. “But you’ve been taking birth control pills, and they are heavy in estrogen. It is this estrogen that has been giving you more female characteristics.

“But…how?” blurted Tom.

“Those are the pills that were in the bottles you prescribed for us.”

The doctor nodded, and when they were finished talking he said, “It looks like somebody may have switched your pills. You’ve been the victim of a very mean-spirited practical joke.

It was the phrase ‘practical joke’ that did it. Tom and June looked at each other and knew what had happened.


PART TWO

Laughter is good. People should laugh. People should have a good time. For this reason jokes aren’t actually bad things. It’s fun when you tell a joke and everybody chuckles. It’s cool when you give somebody a Crispy Cream box filled with vegetables. There’s nothing wrong with somebody leaving a rubber barf pad on the floor, or slips a whoopie cushion under the seat of a chair. Simply, laughter is good, and should be shared.

There isn’t anybody who hasn’t appreciated a good gotcha, even when it’s themselves that have been got.

Then there’s the dark side of humor.

The asshole who pours a cup of cement down the toilet.

The fuck nugget who sticks a needle through your condoms.

The bastard who changes you into a woman.

The doctor gave Tom extra doses of testosterone. There was no such thing as ‘anti-estrogen,’ so he was stuck with boobs, and he was going to have a female body for some time to come.

That was actually okay with Tom. The important thing was that he knew what had happened, and some reversal of the prank was achieved. He didn’t mind having tits, it was sort of fun, though he wouldn’t have chosen it for himself. But, he was starting to have sensations of the boner variety in his cock. This made him happy, and made June jump for joy. Slowly, very slowly, his cock started to gain in length and girth, and his balls started to get bigger.

To tell the truth, Tom and June weren’t thinking much of his sex at this point. They were thinking about Sam and Benny.

“Hey, girls. How’s things?” June was at a brunch with three other girls. Air kisses were exchanged, coffee and croissants were ordered, and the chatting was begun.

They talked of their husbands. They giggled about their children. They sniped at each other in happy fashion. And June managed to insert: “I heard Sam and Benny were at your party the other day?”

Clara looked at her and smiled. “Those guys are characters. Do you know Jason Strom?”

The girls did.

“Well, Jason was at the country club and while he was in the shower they glued his shoes to the floor.”

The girls all laughed at that one.

Another girl said, “I heard they put a dead mouse in one of Jim Donald’s boots. He wore the boots for days and had no idea what the smell was.”

Giggles. Sam and Benny were on a roll.

“What about the time they put a rock in Henry Carson’s hubcap? Henry about went crazy trying to figure out what had happened.”

Snickers, and June noticed that Linda Fellows wasn’t laughing. She had a smile on her face, but it wasn’t a happy smile. It was a ‘when are we going to stop talking about those two assholes’ smile.

Bingo. Linda was on the list.

Tom called up Harvey Klienschmidt to ask for some stock market advice. They talked about the stock market for a while, then golf, and then Tom asked: “Say, I heard Sam and Benny played a good one the other night.

In truth, he had no idea what Sam and Benny had done, but he knew everybody had a story. Harvey said, “Yes. You won’t believe it. But they unscrewed Bob Johnson’s shower head and poured food dye into the pipes. the funny thing is that it wasn’t Bob who took a shower. It was his wife, and when red goop came out of the shower head she screamed…God, it was funny!”

Tom laughed along with him, and crossed him off. But after talking to three other fellows he got the grumpy response.

“Fuckers put whipped cream around my dog’s jaw. Everybody at the party got a good laugh.”

But Elmer Goodson wasn’t laughing.

Tom put him on the list.

For a month they talked to people and searched for those who weren’t enamored of Sam and Benny’s practical jokes. It was actually pretty easy to find people who were not the practical jokers friends. They looked for the people who didn’t laugh at the tales of their tricks. Also, in talking to some of the people pranked they found a bit of irritation. In the end there were four people, plus themselves, who were somewhat pissed off at the two men.

So Tom and June called a meeting.

“Hey, everybody, thanks for coming. Have a seat and help yourselves to the Crispy Creams”

Linda Fellows, Elmer Goodson and Bob Johnson sat on the couch.

Ellen Jordan sat on a chair. June poured coffee, and when everybody was settled she called for Tom to come out.

Tom walked into the room in a dress and fully made up. There were gasps, open mouths, and everybody was totally quiet.

Tom said, “The reason I look like this is because Sam and Benny decided to have a joke.” He then explained about the pills being switched, how he and June had been confused by the changes, and how the doctor had finally told them what had happened.

“Now, we don’t have any proof, but—“

Elmer cleared his throat and everybody looked at him. “I heard them laughing about switching pills at some bozo’s house. So I guess you’ve got your proof now.”

Tom nodded. “Thanks.” He looked around the room. “Is there anybody here who isn’t a little sick of Sam and Benny?”

Nobody said anything. A few looks were exchanged, nobody disagreed.

“Okay, then it’s time to start up a ‘Get even with Sam and Benny club.”

There were nods.

Linda said, “It’s about time. Those assholes thought it would be funny to shave my cat.”

Everybody shook their heads.

“Now, I have some ideas, as does June, and we’ll throw them out. We’re going to need more ideas, and embellishments, and we need to make a plan.

“Count me in,” said Elmer. “I can’t prove it, but I think those two jerks poured a couple of boxes of soap into my swimming pool.”

During that night everybody talk of the means things that Sam and Benny had committed in the name of humor, and by the end of the evening basic plans had been made, assignments to look into feasibilities were given out, and there was a general determination to get even with Sam and Benny for good.

At the end of the meeting Tom stood up once again and asked, “I know we’re going a bit overboard here, but I’m not worried about going too far. These guys need a lesson. The question I have now, however, is how far are you guys willing to go? The plans we’ve made…they’re extreme. Are you willing to carry them through?”

“Absolutely.”

“Totally.”

“I’ll take care of all the medical stuff,” state Elmer, who worked as a nurse at the local hospital.

“I can get the prosthetics, but I’ll need some help with attaching,” Bob Johnson said.

“I can help,” remarked Linda. “We’ve got a full line of glues and solvents at the hardware store.”

“I can do some video work” blurted Ellen.

Tom and June smiled. Things were looking good.

The meeting came to an end, and five minutes later everybody was on their way home. They would do their research and meet again in a week. And when they had all plans and procedures figured out they would set a date for the implementation of the plans.

When the door had closed Tom turned to June. “What do you think? Can we do it?”

June nodded. “If we break laws and are willing to hurt people.”

Tom nodded. “I think I am. What they did to me, to us…they have to be stopped. And what would they get if we complained to the cops?”

“A slap on the wrist. Maybe probation. If we could prove anything. Remember, all we’ve got is hearsay.”

“Hearsay and the reality of me.”

June frowned at that. “Come on, let’s have a drink. Let’s talk.”

Tom made a couple of bourbon and Cokes and they sat at the kitchen table sipping.

“June: “Are you happy?”

“I think so.”

“What about sex?”

“Sex is…interesting. I miss it, but… I have this deep rage in me. If it wasn’t for that I’d be all the way happy. “

“So how do you like being a woman?”

He grunted. “I actually enjoy it. Mind, I wish it had been a choice, but…” he shrugged.

“I love you as a woman.”

He stared at her.

“You’re a much softer, smarter, caring person.”

Tom looked like he was going to say something, but when he didn’t June continued.

“Sure, I wish your dick was all healed up. I wish this had never happened, but, time for me to be honest, the sex with you is ten times better than when your dick worked.”

Tom thought about that for a while, “Do you want me to stay a woman?”

“Part of me does. But the biggest part knows that it’s got to be your choice. One person doesn’t choose for another.”

“We can talk to the doctor and see if we could balance things out. Keep my woman body, but let my dick work again.”

“That would be entirely up to you. I’ve said my piece, and that’s all I will ever say. And I wouldn’t even want you to put much weight to what I’ve said. Whatever you choose, I want you, the person behind the sex.”

They finished their drinks then June took Tom’s hand and they headed back to the bedroom.

They undressed together, taking off their dresses, smiling at each other. When they were naked June took his limp cock in her hand. She looked up at him. “I never thought I would hate anybody, but I hate Sam and Benny for what they did to you.”

“The small blessing of experiencing my softer side is a but outweighed by their cruelty.”

“Are we really going to get them back?”

“Big time.”

“And will we go to jail for it?”

“Maybe. Probably not. All I have to do is lay my little weenie on the table and say, ‘See?’”

June giggled. She grabbed his package and began to fondle it. It was so small she could put everything into her mouth easily, and she did.

Just because his dick was small didn’t mean he couldn’t feel it. He felt it more than when it was bigger. Tom was totally horny all the time and couldn't do much about it. He groaned, and June reached up and massaged his breasts.

His breasts were very large now, and while he was getting a bit of sensation in his dick, his tits didn’t seem to be shrinking. But the doctor said to just be patient.

They lay on the bed, entwined, sucking each others tits, and Tom began rubbing her mons.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “Now that you’re a woman you know what a woman wants.”

He whispered back, “And I’ve got a surprise for you.”

She looked askance at him.

He got out of bed and reached for a bag under the bed. He took a strap on and a dick out of the bag and started buckling it on.

“Oh, my God!”

“I figured that you needed a bit more than my mouth and hand.”

“That’s like a real penis!”

“I got one that’s a little bigger than mine, than mine used to be,” he grinned.

He stood in front of her, his plastic penis sticking right towards her face.

She leaned forward and took it in her mouth.

He groaned, just like he could really feel something, and she laughed.

“Come on, baby, suck my big hard one,” and she laughed some more.

She lay back and he knelt between her legs. He lubed up the dick and put it to her hole.

She grabbed the straps that held it on and pulled him slowly forward.

In by inch the big phallus sunk into her pleasure pot, and with each inch she gasped and started to shiver.

“It’s different,” she admitted. “But it’s the same.”

“What’s weird is that I am in you, I know you’re feeling everything, and I can’t feel a thing.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s sort of cool. It gives me a weird sense of power. I can fuck like a man, but I can stay a woman, sort of.”

“Shut up,” she moaned. “Fuck me.”

“Oh, eventually,” he laughed.

She stared up at him, and he held himself up and grinned at her. “First we have to play a bit.”

“Oh, you bastard.”

He moved excruciatingly slowly, little jerks and twitches, and the big cock inside her touched nerves and pressed against different parts of here love canal.

“Oh, God! I’d forgotten how good it is.”

“Still want me to stay a woman?”

“Yes!” her voice wailed. “But you’re going to need a bigger dick!”

Finally, he began moving faster. Instead of little twitches and twirls he started doing two inch pumps, sometimes holding back motionless, every once in a while driving it deep into her.

“Please, if you love me, fuck me all the way!”

And, finally, he did. He began sliding the big dick deeply into her, then pulling out until only the tip remained, then jamming it back in. With each shove she gasped and arched.

The cum, when it came, was massive. Her body locked up and she held on and made a keening sound.

Tom moved his fake dick around like he was stirring her insides.

And it was a long orgasm. A full minute of her mewling and moaning, then it broke. She collapsed back and was virtually bereft of senses.

“Oh, my God…” she finally mumbled, and she pulled him to her and just laid there, giving little shudders and sobs.

Tom took the strap on off and cuddled with her. He had a big grin on his face.

They had a party, and managed to get Sam and Benny to attend. Actually, they just dropped a few crumbs and the practical jokers showed up.

The party was a blast, lots of liquor flowed, people got drunk, Sam and Benny were the life of the party. Tom was hiding in the basement. Nobody knew him as a woman, and he wanted to keep it that way for a while.

“I heated up the penny first, so when people picked it up they burned their fingers!” Sam laughed, and everybody chuckled.

“I put super glue on the penny, and if they held it for five seconds . like they might if they were looking at the date, it would stick to their fingers!” Chuckle, chuckle, snicker snort.

June sidled up to Sam. “Hey, you want to see something incredible?”

Sam was used to such offers and his eyes lit up. “Sure.”

“Leave when everybody leaves, but come back a half hour later. I have an unbelievable video of…well, you’ll see. I don't want everybody to see it, but you and Benny…you just have to see this.”

The party went on, there was so much liquor drunk that perceptions  and memories were going to be clouded. But everybody took note of when Sam and Benny left. And when they were out the door June said, Geez, too bad Sam and Benny had to leave. They sure are great guys!” She spoke in a loud voice, and Elmer agreed with her, even turning to a couple of people and commiserating with them over the loss of Sam and Benny.

The party dwindled rather rapidly after that. The liquor was suddenly gone, Bob Johnson and Ellen Jordan led the exodus, with pointed hints, and a few minutes later Linda and Elmer left, taking a few people with them.

Within fifteen minutes the house was empty, and Linda and Elmer and Bob and Ellen made their return.

Tom came up from the basement. He was wearing nylons, a dress, and was perfectly made up. “Everybody gone?”

“We’re just waiting for our pigeons,” answered Linda.

“Everything is ready in the basement.”

Tom went back downstairs and the others drank Cokes that looked like drinks.

Knock, knock.

June opened the door. She was grinning widely. “Man, just the guys I want to see.” She handed them both drinks.

The two practical jokers swaggered into the house, big grins on their faces.

“So what we gonna see?” asked Sam.

“It’s, well, it’s the greatest practical joke in the history of practical jokes.”

Sam and Benny looked at each other and grinned. Practical jokes was their meat.

“We have to wait for a couple more people, so we’ve got some time. Say, what do you think your best joke was?”

They all sat down on the couch and Sam and Benny drank their drinks.

“Well, I don’t know,” said Sam.

“For me it was the pills,” Benny grinned.

June had a sinking feeling, and her face froze. Bob noted her face and took over. “What about the pills?” he moved away from June so they wouldn’t see her face.

“We switched some guy’s pills with his wife’s. He was taking her birth control, and she was taking some kind of Viagra.” Sam and Benny laughed hysterically. The others tried to laugh, too, but it was difficult.

“So, what happened?” asked June, back in control of herself.

“We don’t know, but the guy probably turned into a woman. Lots of estrogen in birth control pills.”

“And the woman probably gets erections!” They both laughed.

June chuckled, “And who were these idiots?”

Elmer positioned himself to intercede if June went psycho. She certainly couldn’t be blamed under the circumstances.

“Oh, hell. I don’t know. It was just some party and we were drunk…”

“Well, that certainly is funny. I’d hate to be that woman.”

Everybody laughed some more, Sam and Benny were kept busy telling of their jokes, and their drinks were replaced.

A half hour passed and Sam started acting goofy. He was reeling and blinking and looked like a mule that had been bashed on the head with a four by four.

“You okay, Sam?” Benny’s eyes were unfocused, he thought he was standing up and he slid off the couch.

Bob squatted over the semi-conscious jokester. “Get up, Benny. Stand up.”

Benny moved, his head lolled, but with Bob’s helping hand he managed to stand up. Sam was helped to his feet, too.

They had enough Rohypnol in them to sedate a wing of the criminally insane.

“Let’s go, boys, time to see your practical joke.”

Sam and Benny were walked to the stairs that led to the basement. They were helped down the stairs and stood, stupid expressions on their dazed faces.

Tom was waiting.

“Off with your clothes, boys.”

Sam and Benny moved slowly and awkwardly. They took off shoes, pants, shirts…everything.

Bob took off his clothes. Elmer helped him pull on a pair of rubber pants. The pants were flesh colored and a big rubber dick and a pair of balls had been glued to the groin. June and Linda began applying make up to the rubber pants and the appendage. They matched the rubber pants to Bob’s flesh, and they made sure the dick looked realistic. It was filled with a sausage and red food dye.

Within ten minutes everything was ready. Tom pulled a black hood over Bob’s face, Ellen manned the camera, and the show began.

Sam and Benny were still standing stupidly, but they were very receptive to commands. But that is the characteristic of Rohypnol. While people can still walk and talk, they are susceptible to commands, and they have amnesia.

Sam and Benny were about to do something they would never remember…and never forget.

Tom stood to the side, everybody was out of the camera’s frame.

“Sam, Benny, yell at the man in the black hood. Call him names.”

The two jokers began yelling.

“Look more fierce.”

Sam contorted his face until it was downright monsterish. Benny was encouraged to drool and snarl.

“Benny, pick up that knife on the floor.”

Benny bent down and picked up the knife.

“Sam, move that table under the man’s dick.”

Sam moved the table, Benny put Bob’s fake dick on the table. It lay out obscenely, and it looked like a real dick.

Struggle a bit, Bob. But don’t let your dick move.

Bob moved like he was being tortured, like he was terrified.

“Okay, Benny. Get real mad and chop off the man’s penis.”

Benny danced around, screamed and yelled and acted the lunatic, then he brought the knife down and severed the fake penis with the sausage in it. Red dye squirted out and Bob lurched like his dick really had been cut off, then he sagged as if he had collapsed.

“Hold the end of the penis up and waggle it.”

Sam held it up.

“Now eat it.”

Sam started eating the fake penis, and the camera was cut.

Sam and Benny were eating the sausage, June untied Bob and got the hood off him. Bob was shaking. “A fucking pair of lunatics with a knife. I didn’t see anything and I…I think I shit my pants.”

He had, but nobody laughed.

Bob went to clean himself up, to get out of the rubber pants, and the others got Sam and Benny ready for their trip.

Ellen ran upstairs to begin editing the ‘movie.’

“You did good, Sam, come on.” June led Sam and Benny up the stairs. Elmer ran up the stairs first, through to the garage, and he opened the side door to the van. The van belonged to Bob’s company, it was a bit battered, and the license plates had been replaced with stolen ones.

Sam and Benny entered the garage and climbed into the van and sat down. They were docile, open mouthed, and drooling.

Fifteen minutes later Ellen appeared. She was holding a square box inside of which was a DVD disk. “Let’s go.”

Tom drove and June and Elmer and Ellen were in the back. Linda was in the front seat holding the small box.

They drove slowly through the streets. They knew where traffic lights, and cameras, were, and they avoided those areas.

They left the foothills and entered town. Still, Tom kept to back alleys, avoided people, cars, traffic lights…any area where they might be accidentally caught on film. No CCTV for them.

They arrived at the city park and told Sam and Benny to get out of the car.

Sam and Benny were totally dazed. They had a few hours of drugs left in their systems.

Elmer gave them shots, and Linda got the binary glue ready. Binary glue is a two part glue. It doesn’t stick until the two ingredients are combined.

The shots were leuprolide acetate. Chemical castration drugs normally used on convicted rapists. Sam and Benny weren’t going to be getting erections for a year.

Linda put one of the binary ingredients on Sam’s dick and his butt. She put the other ingredient on Benny’s dick and hands.

“Okay, Sam. Hop out.”

The two men got out of the van.

“Benny, hug Sam. Press your dick against his butt.”

Benny did.

“Now reach around and grab his penis.”

Again, he complied.

“Just stay there.”

A minute later the two were glued together. It looked like Benny was butt fucking Sam even as he reached around to jack him off.

Ellen tossed the box onto the ground, and everybody got in the van and the van drove away.

They drove silently through the city. It was a stupendous practical joke, but not one of which they were proud. In fact, there was a little shame in the air.

“I’m sorry we did that,” said June.

“We’ll get over it, murmured Tom.

“They deserved it,” said Linda.

“Doesn’t make it right,” put in Elmer.

Nobody disagreed with that.


EPILOGUE

The following months the little group kept track of Sam and Benny.

Sam and Benny had been arrested, and there was a tremendous uproar over the video of them chopping off a man’s dick and eating it.

When the newspapers found out that neither of the two men could become erect there was much conjecture about sexually driven insanity.

They were held in isolation for several weeks and interviewed by psychiatrists. In the end, the video was debunked. Experts pointed out that it wasn’t a real dick in the movie.  Very close inspection revealed that the dick was likely a sausage in a dildo. The blood was red dye.

And, psychiatrists agreed that Sam and Benny had been given a drug, most likely Rohypnol, and made to do the things they did.

And doctors eventually figured out the reason the two men were incapable of erections. They also reasoned that the reason the two men couldn’t remember certain things is that they were told not to remember while under the influence of Rohypnol. Any memories that might be recalled would be highly suspect.

The case was ultimately dismissed as, of all things, a practical joke.

And the entire city, while horrified—they didn’t know that this particular joke was nothing but payback—was laughing at the two jokers.

Tom and June and their small group erased all evidence of the crime. From scrubbing the basement and bathrooms, to throwing away drugs, to disposing of anything and everything that might be evidence, they cleaned up.

When the police questioned them they were all properly horrified, but everybody at the party agreed that Sm and Benny had been there, but had left before everybody else.

Now who in their right mind would do such a mean thing to Sam and Benny?

Six months later Tom and June were getting ready for bed.

Tom took off his dress and his panties and bra. He rubbed the areas where the wire bra had chaffed his skin.

“You certainly have nice knockers,” June commented.

“I do.” Tom grinned and hefted them.

“And your dick is coming back nicely.”

His penis was 90 per cent of its original size, and his balls looked like they were back to full size.

He smiled. “Would you like the plastic peter or the real thing tonight?”

“Why don’t you use the real dick on me, and I’ll use the other one on you.”

So they did.

END
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If you liked

‘Feminization is No Joke!’

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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