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A Note from the Author!

Feminization is actually serious business, but many people take it for a joke.

Ha ha! they laugh, never realizing the emotional conflicts, the deep thought that goes into it.

But, my opinion is that life should be fun. Sure, there’s tough times, but if you can keep your sense of humor you’ll make it through.

With that in mind, enjoy these five tales of feminization that was instigated with humor in mind, or at least ended up funny.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I Made My Man Grow Breasts!

It was an MTF transformation by mistake!

Original title: National Lipstick Day

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it!” I snarled as I walked into my girl’s club meeting.

I’m Janice Keskin, I’m five foot six, 130 pounds, heavy on the top, blonde and blue-eyed.

The other three girls, members of our little ‘Girl’s Club’ looked at me.

Sherri snorted. “Sounds like man trouble.” She’s a ginger. Good tits, but nowhere near as big as mine. Her own blue eyes crackled with humor.

Annie Boscone laughed. “Don’t pick on little Prissy Tits. She’s a brunette and she might even be tittier than I am. She likes to make up her green eyes very smoky. Very sexy.

“Come on, girls, let’s find out what the problem is before we slap her tits.” Felicia Gandsill sat back and gave me a friendly but jaded look.

Sherri and Annie giggled.

I plopped down at our table on the patio of Charlie Coyote. Coyote is the best Mex eatery in LA, and we met there once a week and sipped a drink. Or two. Or three or four.

I waved to Jose and he waved back. My drink was on the way. The other girls were already started.

“Okay, what did Ronnie the Bozo Brain do now?”

I stewed until a drink arrived, then gulped half in one sip—I had to catch up, right?—then put my elbows on the table and started talking.

“Look, it’s national breast awareness month next month, right?”

The girls nodded.

“Well Ronnie, Mr. Bozo Brain, knows we all get involved in that, and he said…he actually said…”

“Come on, out with it girlfriend,” Felicia said, checking her lipstick in a compact. She didn’t have to check, she was always flawless.

“He said that a woman without boobs is not really a woman.”

The other girls blinked. Felicia looked up from her compact, Annie and Sherri both opened their mouths.

Felicia was the first to speak: “What a rude fuck.”

“Man,” I muttered. “I’d like to teach that knucklehead a lesson.”

“You and me, sister,” grunted Annie.

Sherri said, “I know he said it, but you also know he gives LOTS of money to our charities, and last year he really made us proud.”

“Are you sure he wasn’t thinking about a character in one of his movies?”

“No. No character. We had it out. I called him a lot worse than Bozo Brain, and he backed off, even looked sheepish, claimed it was just a bad joke, but he still said it. And I can’t believe it.”

We were all silent then, and Jose appeared, fresh drinks, disappeared.

“We should teach him a lesson,” offered Felicia.

How do you teach a movie mogul a lesson?” asked Annie of all of us, of no one.

We sat and thought then, and just because we looked like Bimbos didn’t mean we didn’t have some serious brain power among us.

Annie gnawed on a thumb. Sherri stared into her drink. Felicia…she always the dangerous one…Felicia was tapping her tube of lipstick on the table, her eyes a million miles away.

“It’s too bad…”

“What’s too bad, Fee?” asked Annie.

“It’s too bad we can’t teach him what it feels like to be a woman.”

Chuckles.

“Fat chance,” I snorted. “That manly man? He injects testosterone directly into his dick.”

Smiles. Talking about men’s dicks always makes us smile.

“So what if we took away his dick for a while?”

We all looked at Felecia. “What?”

“Not forever…but what if we could just make him limp?”

Annie laughed. “Short change him?”

Sherri: “The Incredible Mr. Limp It.”

I giggled. “That man wants sex every day, sometimes multiple times a day. If he didn’t have his dick he wouldn’t know what to do.”

“No…no. I’m serious. Look, let’s set him up with Cancer Awareness Day. We can have him do something ludicrous, then we can slip him something to make his dick totally limp, and then…” she grinned.

“And then we convince him that something about cancer…”

“We don’t want him to think he has cancer.”

“Side effects…it’s got to be side effects…”

The ideas were flowing now, and the girls were bubbling with excitement.

“Of course, it can’t be permanent…”

“But he’s got to think it’s permanent…”

“But what would make a man limp for a few weeks?”

Felicia tilted her head slightly and grinned, “Do you remember that fellow I sponsored last year? The convict? For re-entry into society?”

“How could we forget,” Annie spoke ruefully. “You were bragging about the size of his dick for months.”

We giggled, but Felicia leaned forward and grew intent.

“He told me that the prison system is experimenting with drugs to make convicts limp. Well, sex offenders, specifically, but—

“But if we could apply such a drug to a sex fiend…”

“Can you see it? Ronnie, Bozo Brain, Mr. Big Hollywood Stud…limp.”

We all laughed.

Jose brought more drinks.

“So what’s the name of this drug?”

We looked blank, but Annie reached into her purse and brought out an iPad. Sherri was right on her heels.

Felicia and I made limp dick jokes while they surfed the net, then Annie looked up.

“Heysoos used a pogo stick for a crutch.”

“What?” I asked.

“It’s pretty common. And it’s easy to get a hold of.”

“Spill it, sister.”

“Depo Provera. It reduces testosterone. That simple.”

“Where do we get it?”

“It’s in our birth control pills.”

“What?” We all blinked.

“So we just give Ronnie our birth control pills and he goes…” I held my pinkie up and made it droop.

We all started laughing then. The idea…the ease…it could be done.

“But we have to do something so he doesn’t equate us giving him pills with his puny peter.”

Silence. Jose with the drinks, bless that boy.

“I’ve got it,” blurted Felicia.

“Herpes?” asked Annie.

“STD?” wondered Sherri.

“Very funny, my fat and stupid friends.”

Annie and Sherri giggled.

“No, we need him to do something that can be suspicious of a side effect.”

“Your English is atrocious,” I observed.

“Fuck that,” she took a big gulp and faced us. “One year everybody shaved their heads.”

“I hated that,” I said.

“And we’ve worn ribbons and vagina hats and…”

“Get to the point.”

“Lipstick.”

We were blank, but Felicia was on a roll.

“Look, we have a big meeting, we all put on lipstick…even the men…”

“Oh my God!” I saw it.

Annie: “You could get Ronnie to give the main speech, capped off with him putting on lipstick. Everybody cheers…”

“That night he takes you to bed and…can’t satisfy you.”

Now we were all hysterical, holding our guts and laughing loudly.

Jose brought us drinks to quiet us down.

“But, I don’t want him to go limp forever.”

“Nah. Just a little Depo.”

“And he becomes a ‘little’ man.”

More laughter.

“You know,” mused Sherri, “I’ll bet we could put the stuff right into the lipstick. Not have to even give him a pill.”

And so the plan was born.

“Hey, Honey!”

“Ronnie looked out from his closet. He is a handsome dog. Got an Errol Flynn grin, wears his hair long and wavy, and has a big penis.

Oh, Lord…do I love that big penis.

“Yeah, babe?”

“You need to let me give you a blow job!”

“You sure? We’re almost late as it is.”

“Oh, I’m sure.” I giggled on the inside. All aboard for the last train to Funsville.

He came out of the closet and crossed the room to me. I was sitting on the bed and I unzipped his fly and extracted that wonderful hunk of man meat.

“Oh, that feels good,” he sighed as I slurped on his hog.

I gripped the shaft and began stroking. My hands barely went around the thing, and he shuddered with pleasure.

He began to rock gently, sliding the big tube between my painted lips. “Oh, yeah…” he crooned.

I slapped his balls lightly. He jerked, and I knew that turned him on. I could feel his balls tighten up, it wasn’t going to be long now.

I reached round his buns and felt for his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” he blurted as I slipped a finger into him.

There we stood, me sucking and poking, him thrusting and lurching, and I felt ignition. His dick jerked, I could feel the muscles of his asshole tighten, and the jism began to course up his cock.

“Mmm,!” I moaned as I gulped and gobbled.

“FUUUU…!”

Squirt after squirt. Big squirts. His last squirts for a month.

Finally, no more spurts of semen, I backed away. His cock was drooping.

Smiling, he tucked Mr. Happy into his pants and zipped up. “Thank you, baby.”

“My fun,” I smiled and stood up, and we continued getting ready.

“We would like to welcome our main speaker, our own movie mogul, Ronnie Kreskin.

I was in the front row, waiting. The girls were with me. Their husbands were on the stage, behind Ronnie.

A young man was handing out lipsticks to the men in the crowd, and there were a lot of men.

“Ladies and gents! Thanks for the welcome! I’m here today because we have an enemy. Breast cancer is a deadly disease that must be eradicated. This year we are going to…

He droned on. He was a good speaker, and everybody was hanging on his words, but I, and the girls, were nervous. This was a pretty damned big joke, and we weren’t drunk now.

Of course, we had thought about it all month, and we thought we had all the angles figured out. Still, to take away a man’s boner…now that the time was here we were suddenly appreciating the seriousness of it all, and perhaps even that we might have gone overboard.

On stage, Ronnie was finishing up.

“In past years we have worn ribbons and wrist bands. We all shaved our heads…” a few people in the audience groaned at that memory. Shaving heads wasn’t all that popular amongst the Hollywood crowd. Actors, especially, rely on their looks.

“This year we have decided that the men will show solidarity with the victims of this terrible disease by the simple act of wearing lipstick.” He held up his specially prepared tube of lipstick.

“Furthermore, we are going to wear lipstick not just for a day, but…for a while. I will wear this paint until there is no more left in the tube…and I invite my brothers to join me in common cause.”

Cheers.

Oh, fuck…until the lipstick was gone? We had planned on one application, one dose of Depo, then we throw out the culprits and…and lipstick could last up to 300 applications.

He was going to get three hundred doses of Depo? Oh, crap. I had to get ahold of that lipstick and get rid of it!

On stage my big-dicked husband swiped lipstick across his lips, and began the descent into ‘small dick-ism.’

The very next day the ‘Girl’s Club’ held an ad hoc meeting. We ordered drinks, but didn’t do much more than twiddle the swizzle sticks.

“Shit,” murmured Annie.

“Double shit,” agreed Sherri.

“Are your guys applying the lipstick regularly?”

“Yep.”

“Like clockwork.”

“Fuck,” I said.

“Not any more,” Felicia sighed.

“Okay, we have to get that lipstick away from them.”

“Are you kidding? Jim keeps it on him all the time. He gets off on putting it on.”

“Men!” grunted Sherri. Give them a pair of panties and they turn into crossdressers.

I took a drink. Made myself take a drink, and stated: “We got into this by being drunk, so the solution is going to be found by getting drunk. Bottoms up, bitches.”

We all hoisted and, now that the ice was broken, gulped.

I waved to Jose.

So we sat in Charlie Coyote’s and sips turned into gulps, and gulps turned into glasses, and…what’s that old Japanese saying? ‘A man takes the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, the third drink drinks the man.’

Huh.

Of course we were all women, but I think it would apply to us.

Shortly we were giggling.

“Let’s see, 300 swipes in a tube, five swipes a day, 60 days or two months of them castrating themselves.”

“God,” muttered Annie, “That’s a lot of Depo.”

“Oh, hell, we didn’t even know if it would work. “

300 times as much as we planned, it’s going to work.”

“And that’s not the bad news.”

We all turned to Felicia.

“You know I had that company mix the Depo into the lipstick and then remold it all?”

We nodded.

“Well, efficient company, they didn’t do it just for four tubes of lipstick. They didn’t just do it for the tubes we gave our men.”

We looked at her blankly.

“I just got the bill. They put Depo in all of the lipsticks.”

“All of them?” I was blinking…something was coming through, Earth to Janice….

“You mean…”

“They all?”

Felicia nodded. “Five hundred men applied, and will likely be applying Depo colored lipstick to their lips for the next 60 days.”

It was too much. We just kept looking at each other, then we were giggling, then we were roaring. 500 men. The movers and shakers of Hollywood…limp.

“Limp!” I laughed.

“Chemically castrated,” Annie was laughing so hard she was having trouble breathing.

“No more cheating!” Felicia pounded on the table.

Then Sherri sat up straight. “Oh, no!”

We looked at her.

“I need a new dildo!”

And we were off again, pounding the table, slapping each other on the back, laughing fit to bust a gut.

But, for all our laughter, we were now too scared to try and get our husband’s lipsticks.

Heck, they would notice and wonder.

And, to complicate matters, what if we did get ahold of the Depo Lipstick? When it became common knowledge that the men in Hollywood were limp, it would focus attention on our men if they weren’t. And we couldn’t afford any questions after this. As great as our joke was, we could never let anybody in on it.

The men didn’t notice anything for a week. They were horny, randy, and fully charged Maybe even a little extra charged.

Annie wondered if maybe the Depo didn’t work.

But on the eighth day…

“Crap!”

“Come on, honey,” I soothed Ronnie. “It happens.”

“Not to me! I have never failed to rise to the occasion. Never. N…E…V…E…R!”

“First time for everything. Now, come here. Let’s make out and get horny and I can play with your rectum.”

He smiled. “Rectum. R…E…—

“Shut up.” I climbed on top of him. I felt his limpness under my pussy. Heysoos, now that the moment of. truth was here I missed it. Now that I couldn’t have it, I wanted it more.

We rubbed our bodies against each other, we kissed, and I tasted his waxy lipness, and I rubbed his prostate for a while.

Funny thing about anal sex. Ronnie wasn’t big on it, but he did like an occasional poke. But now that he couldn’t get it up he was liking it more. Well, heck, if it was all he could get…you know?

So I poked and prodded and he groaned and moaned, and his desire for sex slowly waned. That’s the thing about doing it anal. You don’t get orgasms, at least Ronnie didn’t, but poke him enough and he became satisfied, as if he really had cum.

Huh.

He couldn’t have sex, so he was accepting the next best sex, and…this could prove to be interesting.

So the eighth day came and went, and the first whispers circulated through Hollywood. They came, interestingly enough, from that bastion of privacy, the doctor’s office. Many of the movers and shakers go to the same doctors, and for all the men to suddenly become limp…to complain of ED…to say that erectile dysfunction never happened to them…somebody was obviously going to make a conclusion.

And the nurses, not so bound by convention, would be the first to giggle and whisper and spread the rumors.

On the 15th day Ronnie heard the rumors.

“Heysoos!” he grumbled as he entered the kitchen, went straight for the liquor cabinet, and poured himself a giant bourbon and Coke.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

He gulped a big one, started to make another drink.

“Honey?” I touched his arm.

He turned to me, and the look in his eyes…it was terrible.

“There’s a new disease.”

“What?”

“Some kind of specialized STD or something.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The men in Hollywood are all…we’re all…”

“For fuck’s sake…what?” I actually shook him.

“We’re impotent.”

“Can’t have babies?” I knew what he was talking about, but I had to carry out a show of obtuseness.

“Christ!” He drank again, put down the glass and said, “Can’t get erect.”

“Come on,” I joshed. “Stop joking.”

“I mean it. That’s why I haven’t been able to get it up for a week.”

I stilled my face. God, I was putting on a good acting job. But it had to be good. My man, of all the men in the world, would recognize a bad acting job.

“Are you serious.”

He actually pulled down his pants, just slipped them down over his hips, and held his dick. “Does this look serious enough?”

“But, honey!” I grabbed his dick and worked it. It was like trying to jack off a wet towel. “This can’t be!”

He was actually close to tears. “Well, it is. I’ve got a doctor’s appointment tomorrow.”

“This is terrible!”

“Tell me about it,” he moaned, and he reached into his pocket for his tube of lipstick.

I watched while he painted his lips, and here is the funny thing: At first I felt like shit. I felt guilty. It was supposed to be a joke, but it got out of hand…and now…now I felt a little tiny shiver of excitement inside.

It was just a spark, but it warmed me, and I suddenly had a feeling, a thought, a…sense of power.

Heck, I’ve heard the old saw that sex is power, but to see it in this fashion, to take away somebody’s sex and have it result in…in a sense of…power…it was too much.

Ronnie made another drink, poured it down his throat, and I had to stifle a bit of laughter.

Was I sick? Could I be enjoying my husband’s tragedy?

Apparently, I could.

So Ronnie went to the doctor’s and found out that testosterone had mysteriously disappeared from his body. He wanted to take extra testosterone, but the doctor said they had to take tests, they didn’t want to mess with the body if it was in a mysterious state of change, so he didn’t. And the Girls Club met.

The next day we sat at our table at Charlie Coyote’s, and on the surface we were a dour bunch.

“So we’ve castrated Hollywood,” mentioned Felicia.

We all looked at her. She was solemn, but there was a tinge of…of some unexpressed emotion.

And that unexpressed emotion was hidden under the psyches of all of us.

We were sad. Distraught. Miserable. And felt like laughing.

“Has anybody managed to get the lipstick away from their husbands?”

We all shook our heads.

Annie said, “I gave up. I don’t want him to recover before everybody else.”

“In it to win it,” I misapplied the quote. “They all have to reach the finish line at the same time.”

Nods, and gulps.

Sherri blurted. “I’d like to get him some more lipstick.”

We all blinked, and didn’t say anything for a long minute. She had said something that was true for all of us, whether we admitted it or not.

Felicia said, “I bought another dildo. I broke the other one. This new one is bigger, and it vibrates. Want to know something funny?”

We stared at her. she was borderline hysteric, but then we all were.

“Jim feels guilty because he can’t pork me, so he begs to be allowed to use the dildo on me.” Then her voice faded. “He’s desperate…like a slave.”

That was the moment…that long, drawn out space of silence while we grokked what Felicia was saying.

I broke first. I giggled.

Then Sherri chuckled.

Annie grinned.

Felicia looked at us. “I know…”

We didn’t break out in huge belly laughs, but we were changed. Somehow we had suddenly accepted what had happened, what we had done, and seen it not as a tragedy, but as an opportunity.

“I put his lipstick on Frank yesterday. Then again this morning,” admitted Sherri. I rolled it on, watched the color transform his lips, congratulated him on being such a manly man and standing up for us like that…and I kissed him. Just a peck. I don’t want that stuff getting in me.”

“Can you get more of that lipstick?” I asked Felicia. “Or maybe just lip balm or something?”

Then Annie surprised us. “Lipstick. And for them to be willing to keep putting lipstick on, it’s going to change them.”

I asked, “Change them how?”

“Ted is growing breasts.”

Now that was something to think about.

“They aren’t big, just little mounds, but they are real. They are titties, like what we had in puberty.”

“Wow,” I breathed out, and my eyes were shining.

“But we’d have to give up getting porked,” said Annie.

“Would we?” mused Felicia. “There’s other men. And Jim feels so damned guilty…it would be easy for me to convince him to let me have a surrogate.”

“I like the dildo. A good vibrator rocks my world I think I like it better than the soft, bendable cum oozing and messy peter,” Sherri observed.

“Strap ons.”

“Anal sex for them.”

“We could milk them.”

“Is this a crime?” I rained on the parade.

“Is it?” asked Felicia.

“We’re doing things to them without their permission. Body changes that could be considered…I don’t know…maiming?”

“Transition is maiming?”

“I think Frank has always wanted to transition.”

And so the ideas flew around our circle. And we drank, and the whole thing stopped being a joke and became a project. A serious project.

After a month I noticed that Ronnie was getting boobs.

“Honey? Is your chest swollen?”

He was just out of the shower and he looked down at his chest. Sadly, like he had been defeated, he said, “Yeah. And the nipples are bigger. And they itch.”

“Ronnie? Are you telling me that you…are you going through…puberty?”

He began to cry then. I went to him and hugged him, and that was the moment I felt the most guilty. Yet, the feeling of power was growing in me.

Watching him show girly emotions, seeing the physical changes in him, the way his muscles were getting smaller and softer…it was…exciting.

I know. I’m evil. I’m bad. But I also felt like somebody was charging my whole body with electricity.

I was in charge. And I wondered…if I could keep him going…could I…would it be possible…could I get him to agree to transition?

“There, there. Let me feel your chest.”

He stood while I cupped his flesh, squeezed it, and felt his boobs.

“I feel…”

“What?”

“That turns me on.”

“Oh…” I grinned.

“But I can’t…”

“It’s okay.”

“But I could still do you.”

“Oh, honey, you would do that for me? In your condition?”

“Getting you off is the only enjoyment I get these days.”

“Then let’s let you have some fun.”

He smiled.

“I’ll get the strap on out.”

“And put on some more lipstick.”

He did.

“Man, that Depo works fast!”

We were having our weekly Girl’s Club.

“I’ll say. Jim is already ready for a bra. I think he’s going to get a big set of ta tas.”

“Ted looks like he’s going to be small,” Annie sighed. “I did so want a man with big boobs.”

“It’s funny,” I said. “Now I know why men want women with big tits. The shoe  is on the other foot now, and I want a man with big tits.”

“Is Ronnie going to be big?” asked Felicia.

“I think so. He’s ready for a bra, too, and the mounds are large. wide.”

“There’s some sniping in the mags.”

We all looked at each other.

“Crap,” said Felicia. “All we need is some investigative reporter uncovering…stuff.”

“I don’t think we’re in any danger,” I noted. “As long as we keep our traps shut.”

“Will it be…will people look at us funny as we feminize our men?”

“Other women are doing it. I saw Lannie Ginsberg the other day, her husband was wearing culottes and Mary Janes.”

“It might look funny if we didn’t.”

Heysoos,” I whispered. “What have we done?”

Yet there was no remorse among us. If anything, we were more determined.

“I bought you a bra.”

Ronnie stared at me. “I don’t…it…it’s just Mastectomy. “

Mastectomy. The use of the word showed that he had been researching on the net, and I had a feeling that he was looking into more than just men with boobs.

“Are you thinking of hiding your…your tits?” There. I said it.

“I’m thinking of having them removed.”

“Oh, no. I don’t want you to.”

“But, honey…I feel funny!”

“A good bra will help that.”

He frowned.

“Listen, baby, do you know how much fun it is to have tits?”

“Well, I like to suck on them.”

“Oh, good. Come here.” I took his hand and led him into the bedroom. He followed along docilely. I realized that the Depo was making him more submissive, and that actually made me a little wet.

I pushed him back on the bed and stood between his legs and undid his buttons.

He watched my hands, watched my red fingernails, push the buttons through the holes. He was breathing hard.

“You have beautiful hands.”

“Thank you.” And I knew he was talking about my nails. His eyes weren’t just on my hands, they were on my long nails.

I pushed his shirt back and looked at his mounds. Heysoos, they were almost A cups.

“You definitely need a bra.”

I bent my head and took a nipple into my mouth. He gasped, and it grew stiff, and I sucked.

“Oh…” he moaned.

“Doesn’t that feel good?”

“Oh, God. It feels like electricity shooting through my body. It just doesn’t reach my…my groin.”

“That’s okay.” I pulled on his pants. He raised his hips and legs and I slid them off him. “Let me suck it anyway.”

I had tried to suck his cock the first couple of weeks, and it was…cool. It wasn’t hard, I could deep throat it, and it felt like I was in charge.

Now it was even better. It had shrunken a little bit, and it fit into my mouth easily. I rolled it around my tongue as I played with his nipples.

“Oh, God!” he moaned.

I pushed him back on his back and sucked on his balls. They fit into my mouth easily.

“Honey? Janice?”

“Yeah?”

“Could you…put a finger in me?”

“Oh, honey,” I was feeling this sense of power overwhelming me. “I’ll put two fingers in you.”

He groaned and spread his legs.

I sucked his dick, I felt his tits, and with one hand I began to massage his little, brown button.

“Ah…oh yeah!”

I slipped a finger into his anus. He twitched and jerked, but nothing happened in his dick.

I reamed him, and he began to moan rhythmically and twist his hips. I put two fingers in him.

“Fuck,” he said, freezing for a second, then happily absorbing my digits.

I finger banged him for a while, and he was breathing and tilting his hips up and trying to get ore, so I gave him more.

Three fingers. He was near going wild now. His hips were writhing, he was pushing back against my fingers.

I couldn’t believe how powerful I felt. I had my fingers in him. I was causing him to twist and lurch and groan. His eyes were closed and his face concentrated on feeling the powerful sensations running through him.

I began to jackhammer him, in and out, powerful strokes that let him know who was in charge.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” he said, hardly able to say the words for his excitement.

I fucked him hard, and thought about putting my whole fist in him. I thought that maybe with a little extra push, maybe a little more lubricant, and it would slip right inside him.

Got, what a heady feeling. To have a man yelling for more, it gave me so much pleasure.

I had heard the term ‘power exchange’ before, but now I knew what it meant.

Finally, exhausted, and my arm feeling a bit tired, he nodded and stopped moving. He hadn’t cum, in fact, he was hornier, but he was satisfied.

And I had the strange feeling that he had been close, that with a little more work he was going to have an orgasm. wouldn’t that be fun? Wouldn’t that be the ultimate?

Back at Coyote…

“The reporter for the gazette has figured out that all the men who are impotent were at the cancer event.”

Annie, Sherrie and I watched Felicia.

“But I don’t think it matters. We just have to keep it quiet.”

“The chemist said he can create more lipstick. How’s everybody doing with their men?”

“Jim is actually eager. I think he likes this transitioning stuff.”

We all smiled.

“Ronnie is getting there. I’m buying him lingerie this afternoon. His boobs are B cup.”

“Frank is getting weird, but what choice does he have?”

We all nodded.

“What about Ted?”

Annie glanced at me. “He’s a full time crossdresser now. I brought up transitioning, and I think he’s going to go for it.”

“Excellent,” I complimented them all. “I’ll put in the order for more lipstick. I don’t think we need chapstick, and lipstick is more fun.”

We high fived.

“This feels weird.”

Ronny sat on the bed in front of me. He was wearing a bra, panties, and a garter. I rolled the nylons up his legs.

“Nonsense,” I rejoined. “Don’t you love the feeling? All shaved and electric and everything?”

“Well, yeah. But…it’s…I feel like a girl!”

“Well, I hate to say it, man of mine, but your body is looking more and more girlish.”

It was true. His boobs were definitely girl boobs. And his face was changing. The fat was being redistributed and his face was rounder, softer.

The most interesting change, however, was to his whole body.

He weighed less, and his limbs were becoming softer and smaller. His arms looked like girl arms, and his legs were girly. He did have a bit of a bony ridge around his hips, but that seemed to be reducing, too.

“I’m going to look into nails and hair for you.”

“What?”

“Honey. Right now you look like a girl trying to look like a man.” That was a clever way of getting to him. “You might just as well relax and go with it.”

He grumped, but he didn’t look all that unhappy.

I sat down next to him. “Ronnie, you wear lipstick all the time, your body is changing. It’s time we thought about what we’re going to do with you.”

“What?” he asked suspiciously.

“I know you didn’t choose all this, what’s happening to you, but maybe it’s time you embraced it.”

“You mean transitioning.”

I nodded.

Actually, the way I was pushing him, he didn’t have much choice, but he frowned.

“Will you at least think about it?”

“I will.”

“By the way, I got you some new lipstick. A couple of new colors. Here, let’s try a bright pink on you.”

I pulled him to my make up table and sat him down. I rolled a bright pink lipstick, heavy laced with Depo, of course, on his mouth.

He made an O of his mouth and studied himself.

“Oh, my God. You are so-o-o sexy!”

“I am?”

I picked up a brush and began teasing his hair into a feminine do. It reshaped the appearance of his face, and he turned his head slightly this way and that.

“Isn’t that pretty?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“And could you practice speaking in a higher tone of voice?”

“Sure,” he tried.

I giggled. He was like a younger sister to me.

“I think we should invite them to one of our meetings,” Felicia put forth.

Three frowns met her statement, then I thought about it.

“It might help them accept their situation,” I mused.

“Exactly. We need to get them out, let the world see them, let them accept how the world sees them.”

“I had a reporter call me and ask for an interview,” I stated.

The other girls looked at me.

“Nothing suspicious, just wanted to ask some questions about the Awareness Event.”

“It’s all suspicious,” observed Felicia. “There were 500 women at that event. Why just you?”

Truth, I was a little worried. Not a lot, just a little, but…what was I supposed to do about it?

“I told her no, so it’s no big deal.”

“What was her name?”

“Linda Shwartzenberg, or something like that.”

Felicia frowned. “She’s a real reporter. Not one of those snowflakes that report on the weather or fashion. You need to be careful.”

“I told her that I didn’t want to discuss anything and asked her not to call on me.”

“Gently?”

“Very gentle. She didn’t suspect a thing.”

“Those reporters, they suspect everything.”

It was a glum moment, but glum moments always pass, and shortly we were discussing the progress our men were making.

“He’ll be in a dress by Friday.”

“He actually likes having perfume on.”

“I think this latest batch of Depo is stronger. Frank is actually mincing and speaking like a woman.”

“If you make him wear a gaffe it will hide better.”

We talked and sipped our drinks and had a gay, old time, and we didn’t know that the dam was about to bust.

We decided on a Friday afternoon for the girls ‘coming out’ party.

Girls, that was how we were speaking of our husbands.

All of them had reduced height and weight, all of them had round hips and boobs. All of them had long hair or wigs. All of them were drop dead gorgeous when they were fixed up.

“I don’t see why I have to have painted toenails if my feet are going to be in shoes.”

“Stop thinking like a male,” I spoke testily. He was very submissive these days, and he responded better to a firm command.

“Yeah, but nobody can see them.”

I smiled. I had a surprise for him.

“Yes, but you know, and it helps you feel sexy.”

“I don’t want to feel sexy,” he lied.

“Then you’re a silly girl,” I chastised him. “And there’s only one cure for that.”

“What?”

“Tonight, after our little soiree, I’m going to deflower you.”

He caught his breath and looked at me.

“What?” I asked. “You’re not ready?”

“I…I guess I am.”

We had talked about this extensively. Being taken like a woman would be the final nail in his coffin. Oh, bad comparison. Let’s just say it would be the last straw in his acceptance of womanhood.

“Then what?”

“I don’t know.”

I smiled and pinched his cheek. “Little Miss Virgin has got the willies.”

“I guess.”

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be gentle. It will be wonderful.”

He nodded, but wan’t convinced.

“Okay. Tootsies are all done. Let’s paint those claws.”

He looked at his hands. I took one and spread it out.

“I’m giving you hard gel nails. They are tough, and be careful when you pee. You don’t want to be stabbing your dick.”

He laughed ruefully, then he got a far away look in his eyes.

“What?”

“This all started because my dick stopped working.”

“So?”

“I don’t know…I just…I just wished it would work again.”

“And give up all this fun?”

“Well, yeah. I know…”

“Honey,” I patted his cheek, “When I get done with you tonight you’re going to know what real fun is.”

I finished his hands and began working on his face.

He had been wearing lipstick for three months now, but only a smattering of make up. It was time to complete the transition of his appearance.

I cleaned and moistened his face, then began applying concealer, foundation, blush…and it was working. I realized that even his facial color had changed. As I worked I realized that he was going to make a beautiful woman.

I painted his lids a grey, smokey color. It made his eyes mysterious, like they were beasts in a cave…loving beasts.

Then I put on his lipstick. Red. Power red.

When I sat back and inspected my work I was blown away. He was absolutely stunning.

“Here you go,” I handed him his surprise.

New heels. With open toes so his pretty nails would show.

“Oh, my gosh!” He took the shoes and looked at me.

I smiled.

Excited, he put on the shoes and tried standing up.

Oh, he was laughable, tottering and stumbling, but it was good, and we laughed together.

He practiced walking for a while, then we put him in a skirt and blouse.

“How the heck do you button buttons when they’re the wrong way?”

“It’s you that have them on the wrong way.”

“Bull.”

“Women did the sewing. Why would they make their own buttons backwards.”

We laughed at that one.

Finally, fully dressed and made up and looking like a million dollars, he…she…was ready to go.

I quickly stepped into a suit, put on some severe make up that looked a bit masculine, and put on my own heels.

Interestingly, I was taller than him.

He was originally five foot eight, and I was five foot six, but now, both of us in heels, I was an inch taller. Man, did that make me feel good. I felt big and powerful and ready to rock.

So we walked out the door and headed for Charlie Coyote’s. It was a beautiful LA day. No clouds, warm, but not too much. Even the traffic was light.

I pulled up to the restaurant, I was driving because Ronnie couldn’t handle high heels and the gas pedal, and the valet stole the car.

We walked into the restaurant and I kept telling him how gorgeous he was, and he even made his heels go click, click, click. Jose greeted us like two ladies, even leering a bit at Ronnie. Embarrassed the crap out of Ronnie, but I loved it. And he would grow to love it.

We crossed the patio and the others were already there.

There was a very awkward moment as our guys checked each other out and came to grips with their situation. None of them had elected to feminize, but they had all been guided into it, so…here we were.

Then one of the guys, Ted, mocked himself. “Hello, dahling, you look absolutely mahvelous.”

The giggles and laughter started, and once started, it didn’t stop. Jose, starting to be a little confused by the mix of feminine/masculine  mannerisms, brought drinks, lots of drinks, and the party started in earnest.

We girls had talked about this a lot, how we should act, what the best way of bringing the boys along would be, and we had decided we would have to contain ourselves and just pay lots of compliments.

And, for Heysoos sake…don’t talk about the thing we had done with the lipstick.

Inspecting our guys, it was obvious we had done a good job. They wore clothes and looked quite natural. Their make up was impeccable, and they were even good at some of the feminine mannerisms.

Once I caught a glance of Ted putting on lipstick and I nudged Annie, who nudged back and giggled.

We ordered a light dinner. We had all schooled our boys on how to eat like ladies, and they handled it like champs.

Finally, done with dinner, we began to imbibe purposefully.

“I’ve got to tinkle,” said Ronnie.

Annie said, “If ya gotta go…”

“Uh, which bathroom should we use?”

Uh oh. In all our skullduggery we had never thought of that.

“Use the lady’s room,” Felicia suggested.

“But, uh…”

“Nobody will know,” I said. “Second, if somebody does figure it out, tell ‘em you identify with being female.”

We all laughed at that one.

Sherri quipped, “Frank, go hold her hand.”

“I’m not—”

“Yes, you are. Ladies always tinkle in pairs.”

He looked around at everybody and there were solemn nods.

Frank and Ronnie got up and headed for the Little Girl’s room.

Everybody else went back to drinking, and nobody thought anything of the two men, then they came back. With a woman.

Oh, you could hear the antenna go up.

Ears pivoted on the sides of heads and eyeballs focused.

She looked to be about 30. Dressed right, but a bit utilitarian. Pencil skirt and jacket. Short bubble cut. And we could feel her—Women’s intuition—we could feel that there was something off about her.

“Hi guys,” said Frank, and he wasn’t trying to disguise his voice. “This is Linda.”

Linda. Oh, fuck. Could she be…was it…?

Felicia jumped right in.

“Hi, Linda. What do you do?”

Annie and Sherri were already grabbing for their purses.

I was holding a palm down to Ronnie, hoping he hadn’t said anything.

He said, “It’s okay. She knows about us.”

Fu-u-uck! Knows what?

“I’m a reporter.”

I reached for my purse, and Ronnie’s and tried to get up, but Linda had positioned herself so we couldn’t slide out from the table without moving her, and she wasn’t moving.

“That’s wonderful. We’re all leaving now.”

The guys were sitting and looking around stupid, except for Frank and Ronnie, who were standing next to her looking stupid.

“I did wonder, however—“

“Got to go. If you could get out of the way?”

Ronnie was blinking. He didn’t understand. None of the guys did. And how could they?”

Linda not only didn’t get out of the way, she passed out sheets of paper.

“This item right here…”

I knew what it was I recognized it. Felicia had shown it to me.

“…an order for lipstick for the recent Awareness Event…”

“Get out of the way,” I hissed.

That’s the problem with women. They haven’t been trained to punch somebody in the nose. To be precise, I hadn’t been trained to punch a reporter in the nose. I was trapped, and everybody was trapped behind me.

“This item here, Depo, it’s used to castrate criminals. It seems that it was included in the list of ingredients…”

“What?” asked Ronnie. Frank and Ted looked at the reporter. Jim looked at Felicia.

“Do the guys here know that you’ve castrated them? Chemically?”

We girls were starting to talk now, to raise our voices. We shoved, and slowly Linda gave way…and turned to Ronnie. “How do you feel about being chemically castrated? Losing all your testosterone? How do you feel knowing that your wife deliberately stole your manhood and—“

I pushed her over. I grabbed Ronnie, and, suddenly, he didn’t budge.

“Wait,” he said. He looked down at the sheet of paper. He looked down the list of ingredients and I saw him mouth, ‘depo provera…’

He looked at me.

“Honey, we have to go.”

He looked at the paper again. He looked at Ted and Frank and Jim. All their faces were showing various stages of shock and dismay and…betrayal.

“Honey,” I tried, “It’s not what you think…”

A cameraman appeared from somewhere and began taking close ups, capturing conversations. Linda kept talking and talking… “Technically, this is an act of terrorism. After all, there were 500 people at that event. And from all accounts all the men have been suffering Depo effects.

“Mr. Keskin,” she singled Ronnie out. “Are you okay with your wife taking away your penile function?”

“I…who…” he was answering her, but his attention wasn’t on her. His attention was on me.

“Ronnie, we’ve got to go!” I was pleading now. Begging. All my power gone. All that wonderful feeling of being in charge evaporating.

He made up his mind. He turned to Linda and said, “Your invasion of privacy will not go unrewarded. We will sue you. Now get out of my way or I will punch you and your cameraman and walk on your face.”

He was so intent she blinked and backed up, and Ronnie led the way out of the restaurant.

We split up and headed for our separate cars, and now I was following Ronnie. At the car Ronnie stopped. I stepped up and opened my mouth and he cut me off by saying, “You drive.”

He got into the passenger seat. I scurried around and got into the driver’s seat and started the car up.

“Honey, I’m sorry. It all started as a practical joke. The effects are supposed to wear off. We didn’t mean to…” I blathered and blithered all the way home. Ronnie just sat there. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t look at me. He just sat and…and sat.

We pulled up to the house. I clicked the remote and gate closed behind us. If I saw any reporters on my property I was going to get Ronnie’s Dirty Harry gun and shoot them a hole in the belly.

We got out, me still talking a mile a minute and not really saying anything, and I followed Ronnie into the house.

Through the house.

Into the bedroom.

Me still talking.

Ronnie got undressed. He put on a negligee, very sexy, my favorite, and went back to the kitchen.

I followed him, and finally he said something.

“Have a seat.” He indicated the kitchen table.

I sat down. I had never been more miserable in my life. I could see my marriage going up in flames. Yes, I had broken laws, but that wasn’t what concerned me. All I could think about was losing Ronnie.

He poured a couple of drinks. Bourbon and Coke. He placed one before me and sat down opposite me.

“You’ll forgive the need for alcohol, but recent events require it.”

I started to talk some more and he just shook his head. “A little silence would go a long way right about now.

So I sat. Silent. Tears began to pour from my eyes.

Ronnie watched me.

There had been times in my life when I had cried, and those tears had melted Ronnie like he was a snowman in the Sahara.

Not now. Now he just contemplated me.

After a couple of hours of just sitting there, he spoke. “So it’s…this Depo stuff is going to wear off.”

“Well, yes, but…” and I explained about the chemical error and how they had upped the dose.

He had the lipstick on him. Habit, he had carried it out and placed it on the counter. He reached over and picked it up. He opened it. He sniffed it.

“So this is the culprit.” He sounded almost whimsical.

He twisted the bottom and the lipstick came out of the tube. He carefully painted his lips.

“Did you laugh every time I did this?” He smacked his lips.

“Oh, God. Ronnie…what can I do to make it right?”

“Not much,” he shrugged. Then he sighed. “You know, this has been the most amazing adventure of my life. I learned things, I’m so fucking horny I can’t stand it, and now, even right now, I want nothing so much as for you to take me. Like you promised.”

Oddly, there was a bit of hope in my soul.

“Will I lose these tits?” he hefted his globes. “Will I get my man muscle back?”

“I don’t know. There was a lot of the Depo…we didn’t plan…”

He held up his hand. “No excuses now. What’s done is done. And, I have to tell you, there is only one thing that confuses me.”

“What?”

“That I still love you.”

“You do?” I sniffled.

“Oh, with all of my heart. My female heart. I’ve loved this…what you did to me. I wouldn’t have chosen it on my own, but…maybe that’s just as well.”

“It is?”

“Oh, don’t look for forgiveness. There are things going on in my mind that would scare the crap out of you.”

I said nothing. He was so calm, and I realized he was just masking his rage.

He sighed again, poured more drinks, guzzled one fast, made another one, and he looked so pensive.

He was like a locomotive that had been wound up and sent down the track and was just looking for a town to run into.

Yet…yet there was something more.

Finally, he said, “Well, there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

“Fuck me. Take me into the bedroom. Let me find out if this journey was worth it.”

“Oh…”

He held up his palm. “I’m going to go get on the bed. How would you like me…face up or face down?”

“On all fours.”

“Okay. That’s what I’m going to do, and it’s up to you to convince me not to take a club to your hide. Your one chance.”

I nodded.

He finished his drink, didn’t look at me, put the drink down, walked out of the kitchen.

Now I was breathing hard. One chance, to make him love me. One chance out of the mess I had created.

I stood up, finished my drink, and followed him into the bedroom.

He was naked, his limp balls hanging down, his butt facing me. Between his legs I could see his udders hanging from his chest.

He was quiet, waiting, breathing shallowly.

I took off my clothes and opened up a dresser drawer. I took out the strap on.

“Would you like the big cock or the small one?”

And I felt it. Seeing his ass, all submissive, waiting. Smelling his perfume. His asshole looked…ripe. I felt it.

I felt that little dribble of power.

I was going to fuck him.

I was going to be on top.

And the sensation of sexiness suddenly overwhelmed me.

I had betrayed him, yes, but I had this chance to convert him. To convince him. But to do that I couldn’t go in like a whining, snively bitch. I had to go in like a conquering hero. I had to fuck him, to lay him out and spread him open. I had to take charge, show him who was boss.

I had to treat him like he was a woman and fuck him like I was a man.

He had answered me, told me which cock, but I hadn’t heard him. I screwed the big dick into the harness and snapped. “Doesn’t matter what you want, I’m going to give you what I want.”

I could feel his sudden alertness, electricity surging through him, sexuality trying to make his worthless dick hard.

I grabbed a tube of lube and began smearing it on his ass. I filled his crack and squirted it directly into his hole.

He moaned. It wasn’t much, but I knew I had him.

“What’s that? Bitch?”

“Nothing.”

He was shivering now. Shaking. I touched his white flesh, felt his female skin. Oh, this was going to be good. And I was going to feel it just as if I had a real dick.

I placed the head of my big eight inch dildo up against his brown button.

“Honey, I’d like to say this is going to hurt me more than it does you, but it won’t.”

I pushed forward. I didn’t slam it, or jerk it, but I was inexorable, a force of nature unleashed.

He yelped, then he gave way. He fell forward and I rode him to the mattress. I fell his ass ring resist, then, because of my weight, it gave way, opened up, and I slid smoothly into him.

I fucked him. Not gently. Maybe later we could do the gentle bit, but right now I had to take over, take control, rule my man.

“You lousy fuck,” I blurted. “You know you want this, and you act all hurt and everything…”

I sawed into him, my hands were on his ass, spreading his cheeks.

“But you really just want it. You like it. You like being a woman. You like feeling the frilly, sexy clothes. You like the make up. You love that fucking lipstick which gives you a limp dick.

I pulled out and shoved in. I reached under him and grabbed his balls. I used them for leverage.

“AIIIEE!” he screamed. Not loud, but it was a real scream.

I shoved it in. “Every time you put on that lipstick it made you soft inside. It made you female soft, and you loved it. You loved feeling the emotions. You loved the way I told you what to do. Admit it.”

I pulled out and rammed in.

He groaned. Whatever bruising I had imparted, it was being replaced by exquisite pleasure.

“Admit it. I’m going to fuck you until you admit it. You love being a woman!”

“I love it,” her cried, and I knew he was leaking tears. But tears of joy.

“And you like my dick in you, and you like being all soft and cuddly, and you’re sorry for acting like you were upset.”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” He was crying loudly now, and his hips were pushing back, his butt was trying to swallow my dick.

“And you’re sorry and you love me forever!”

“I’m sorry and I love you forever!”

“And you’ll always be my bitch!”

“I will…I will…”

Suddenly his whole back tightened up, spasmed, it almost threw me out of his asshole. For a second I was confused, then I understood.

“OH…OH…FUCK!”

He was having a prostate orgasm.

His whole body was twisting, writhing, jerking, ripples of pleasure began wringing him out. I reached under and grabbed his cock. It was spurting. Long dribbles of white hot semen.

I fucked him some more. I drove my big cock into his backside again and again, and the sperm kept oozing out, and his back rippled and writhed.

Then, finally, he slowed down. He began to collapse. He was exhausted, and he was empty, and he was stupid. I had literally fucked him stupid.

I slowed down, then I pulled out of him. I wiped the end of my cock on his ass, slapped his ass, then went in to take a shower.

On the bed Ronnie just groaned, not sure where he was, but sure of one thing, I had delivered on my promise…I had made it all worthwhile.


EPILOGUE

The next few months were wild. The story hit the news outlets and I and the girls quickly became the latest craze.

We were guilty, and men reviled us.

We were innocent and women celebrated us.

Not a day passed without a crowd in front of our houses. People with signs, marching, demanding the death penalty, asking us to run for office.

Then came the trial. Oh, the sordid details that oozed out, even though none of us said much. We all pled the Fifth, but somehow newspapers made things up and…and the uproar roared up even louder.

Our husbands stuck by us, stood by our sides, and if it was just them we would have gotten off. But it wasn’t just them.

It was 500 other men. Men who brought their tits to court and demanded justice.

Those same men were often caught on camera out on the town, often wearing sexy, female clothes, sometimes even showing their tits to an admiring public.

The jury was split on the serious counts six women found us innocent, six men found us guilty, of committing acts of terror on 500 innocent but now proud men.

They tried getting us on mayhem, but the law stated mayhem was ‘depriving’ somebody of a body part…and we had added a body part.

They finally got us on ‘Drugging a victim with the intent to commit a felony,’ but even that was specious as nobody could figure out what felony we were going to commit.

Still, that got us 3 years in prison. With time off for good behavior.

That’s fine. I’m sort of a hero in here, and other inmates are always asking for advice on how to ‘alter’ their husbands. I’m glad to give advice, but careful. I don’t want a conspiracy rap tied on to my sentence.

As for Ronnie, he kept taking the Depo, and his boobies are getting larger. He visits me as often as is allowed, and he can’t wait for me to get out and play with him.

Incidentally, we’ve started a new company, ’Depo Lipstick,’ and the company is growing like gangbusters. It seems there is a big market for Depo lipstick.

END
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She Wanted It Bigger

Man, did she get a surprise!

Grace Mansfield


AUTHOR’S NOTE

This story is a take off on a previous one I wrote, ‘He Wanted It Tighter.’ A reader wrote in, he loved the story, but pointed out that I was always writing about guys being over sexed boneheads, and couldn’t a girl sort of be that way?

Well, my first response was that guys are oversexed boneheads. But then I thought about it…and I decided to give to give Lucas his day in the sun. Here you go, honey. Hope it’s what you wanted.

PART ONE

“Lucas…you won’t believe what I bought.”

I looked at my wife with a slanted eyebrow. “A new Ferrari?”

“Come on…” Boy, was she excited. Her beautiful blues were shining.

“Okay, a swimming pool. I need a dip.” I did, too. Tired from work, I needed a drink and a dip.

“Get real…” She was almost jumping up and down and I grinned. I love it when my sexy wife jumps up and down. She’s well endowed.

“An all expense paid vacation in North Korea? Yippee! I get to meet a dictator.”

She suddenly went sad on me. That’s my wife, she’s always got lots of energy, especially when she gets some great, new idea. And when other people aren’t as excited she gets sad.

“Okay, Misty. I’m sorry. Tell me what great, new thing you bought.”

I loosened my tie and headed for the kitchen.

“It was on sale and they just delivered it…”

I poured myself a drink. bourbon and Coke. It’s the only way to fly.

“It’s made in Bangkok, and I got the big, economy size…”

I sipped, mmm, bubbles of fizz up the nose, a bit of the sweetness of Coke, and the real juice slithered down my throat and went wooosh!

“Okay, so what is it?”

“Here!” she held out a little box. It was black with white lettering and a little image that looked like a retarded atom.

I took it and read it. ‘Ultra Core Gel. The superior choice for penis enlargement and penis growth.’

I gave her one of those looks. Head down, eyes up, are you serious?

“Honey! Honey! You’re going to be so big!”

I sighed and kept reading, and, oh, the hype…

A bigger penis can mean a world of opportunities.

As if all those Fortune 500 companies hired you because of the size of your dick. I could see it now, fuck the resume, drop your drawers and let us measure you. Gave a whole new meaning to the word ‘performance,’ you know?

And:

When it comes to penis enlargement supplements,

you should know there are rundown used cars

and there are exotic Italian sports cars.

And I had just been joking about a Ferrari. Silly me.

And:

The only supplement with VI-PEX and STEM technology.

Man, those Bangkokians were really getting high tech!

And, at the bottom of the box were four big words:

SIZE!GROWTH1LENGTH!HARDNESS!

I handed the box back to Misty and shook my head. “Sorry, babe.”

“What? What do you mean sorry?”

She opened the box and took out a squat bottle. She started to unscrew it. “Take your pants off.

I placed my hand over hers and stopped her unscrewing. Unscrewing? Does that sound funny?

I said, “Look, I appreciate the gesture, but I’m not about to put some foreign substance on my poor Willy.

“What? Why not?”

“First, because it’s from Bangkok, and, let’s face it, they do weird stuff over there. They make men into ‘lady boys.’ Do you want to risk that?”

“But it’s guaranteed to make you bigger!”

“Yeah, about that. I’m not big enough for you?”

She got that pouty look. “You’re big enough…” she went back to being excited, jumping up and down, “but Lucas, I’ve always been curious! I mean, what would a truly stupendously, big penis feel like? Can you image? So big it takes your breath away, you feel like all your nerves are being blasted, and deep, so deep!”

“Look, babe. I know you’ve always liked big, and I know that I’m only 9 inches, but can’t you content yourself with that? I mean…Ultra Core Gel? It sounds like something a Nigerian scientist would invent.

She blinked at that one. Okay, I sort of blinked, too.

But I was right! Putting strange chemicals on your best friend is not a wise thing to do. I mean, your ding dong could get burned, or turn colors, or become permanently soft, or misfigured, or…or… “I’m not putting that goo on my pecker.”

She lowered her eyes and frowned. For a second I thought she was going to try the tear thing. But she looked at my face and realized that I was serious.

So she tried the other thing. “Okay, if you can’t do this one, little thing for me…then I’m not going to spread my legs for you. Ever again.

I kept the smile off my face. “Oh, no. You mean I have to…to masturbate?”

She got a shocked look on her face. “Don’t you dare!”

“But…but…but I have to! Men are built different! All that nasty semen, it has to go somewhere. Why, it might back up in my balls, my balls would start to swell up and…and they might explode!

“They won’t,” she turned away.

“But you can’t take a chance, honey. Why, if my balls exploded…maybe my cock would explode.” I stopped myself from saying that her Bangkok Dick Goo might definitely make it explode, “could you imagine that? My poor, little dick goes BANG! and not in a pleasant way. All I’ve got left is a stumpy, little thing that could never please you.”

“Oh, shut up.”

I turned her gently around. She looked up at me with those big, innocent eyes, and I said, “Honey, are you really going to forsake my little dingaling over this?”

I took her hand and placed it over my crotch. She could feel me throbbing.

My wife may not be the sharpest tool in the shed, but she certainly was the sexiest, and I really did love her.

She felt my cock pulsing, and she tried to keep a frown on as she squeezed it.

“Honey? Are you really going to give up cock? I mean, if you don’t use your pussy it might start shrinking, get all shrivel-y.”

Her frown was trying to transmute into a giggle.

“No more cockie for Misty. No more cockie for Misty.” I chanted as I took a big gulp of whiskey and pulled my pants down.

Okay, I’m not the biggest tool in the drawer, but 9 inches isn’t bad. And Misty, my loving wife, had agreed with me on several occasions.

I placed her hand on my shaft. She has small hands and she had to use two to get around my knob.

“Just think, this little pussy pleaser will no longer give you pleasure. Why, you might start to have to diddle your own self off.”

I kissed her. She has the most delicious lips, and there was nothing I liked more than sucking their softness.

She kissed me back, and her hands were starting to move back and forth.

I unbuttoned her blouse and let out her big girls. Oh, they were magnificent. Double D? Hell, she was way beyond double Ds. And maybe that was why she was so obsessed with big dicks. I mean, every guy forever stared at her boobs, and that was understandable, but it might make her size conscious. It might be the subtle, psychological reason that she was obsessed with big dicks.

My wife, the size queen.

But, I understood.

I mean, every guy wants to fuck every girl, so why shouldn’t the ladies wonder what a truly big pecker would feel like?

I undid her bra and her bosoms, truly incredible, fell into my hands.

I left off the kissing and went to the nipples. I massaged her breasts and sucked one nipple, then the other, back and forth.

Misty arched her back and murmured, “Oh…”

“Honey,” I said, “Please don’t give this up…”

And, she fooled me. She actually pushed me away, in spite of her own flowing juices, and stamped her foot.

“I mean it! You don’t try Ultra Core and you don’t get any!”

I sighed. God, she made me horny. The only thing sexier than a beautiful, big-titted woman is a beautiful, big-titted woman that you love.

“You’re making me sad,” I said, and I finished my drink.

“You’ll be sadder when I’m done with you,” and she flounced off.

Heck, she was probably right. but…no Ultra Core for me. I poured myself another drink.

So the evening went. We ate, I read a little, then we watched TV.

Misty was determined to bend me to her will. She wore a sexy negligee and a half bra. Man, that woman…she is built!

And, I have to admit it, my cock was at full mast all night.

Then we went to bed. She was naked. Very naked. Like all the way naked. And I couldn’t sleep. Knowing her big breasts, her luscious lips, her incredibly tight pussy, were just a roll away.

But she was determined. And she gave sultry sighs and kept her back to me.

I tried spooning. The feel of my weenie pressed between her buns always does it to her.

But it didn’t work this time.

And, finally, I turned over and tried to think of baseball. My damned cock was hard as a metal baseball bat.

She rolled over and spooned me. Fuck! I could feel her large breasts pressed against me. Her nipples were stiff and I could feel them poking my skin. She reached around and grabbed my cock. She began stroking it.

I rolled over, and so did she.

“Damn, Misty! If you’re going to withhold your charms I get it, but don’t tease me.”

I rolled over, and she rolled over and spooned me again.

Finally, after a few rolls that led nowhere, I got up and went into the living room.

That was probably the first night we slept separately since we were married. I didn’t like it.

And so the week went. She would greet me at the door wearing next to nothing, or just nothing. She would be all made up and sexy, and she would kiss me passionately. And play with my favorite toy. And…nothing.

Whenever I started to rev up the motor she went cold.

Fucking bitch! How do women do that?

And, by the next weekend I was desperate.

I jacked. I had to. I hadn’t jacked since I was in high school and caught a glimpse of Mrs. Johnson’s bloomers. But…I was desperate.

And Misty picked up on it right away. Suddenly, I wasn’t hard. I wasn’t desperate. Laying in bed she felt my big cock just lay in her hand. like a dead slug.

“What the fuck? Did you whack off?”

I turned to her. “Honey, I’m sorry. It’s the only time I have masturbated since we got married. But if you are going to tease me and not please me…I’ve got to.”

We had a long talk then, and, miracle of miracles, she actually apologized.

When’s the last time a woman ever did that? Eh?

And we went back to kissing and snuggling and, a few nights later we once again consummated our marriage.

And I thought she had forgotten about Ultra Core Gel. Silly me. She had gone to plan B.

Another week passed, and we lived our lives. We worked, we went to a movie on Friday night, we played golf on Saturday morning, we had a small barbecue party for a few friends on Saturday night, and we drank a little more than usual.

In fact, Misty kept feeding me drinks. I’m talking to Johnny and Russ, and Shirley and Bonnie, and she kept a drink in my hand.

The others drank beer, I drank whiskey. Coke and bourbon. How could I say no.

And, by the time everybody left I was feeling a bit sloshy.

Not stupid drunk, just sort of dumb drunk. I had to be careful when I walked, and I had to be careful when speaking. And I did have to be careful. After all, I wanted to get amorous. It had been a few days, my cock was feeling a bit sprightly. Heck, it was harder than a tire iron for a big rig, and I needed some relief.

“Great party, hon,” I said carefully, bringing in some dishes.

She put another drink in my hand even as she put the dishes in the sink.

“Hey, I don’t know how much more I can take. I’m getting pretty high.”

“That’s good.”

“Why’s it good?” I asked, looking at the amber fluid in the glass.

She turned to me, gave me a sexy look, and said, “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck a sloppy drunk.”

Oh, God! I quaffed that drink in a second. I put the glass on the counter and I took her in my arms. “Your command is my wish, el babe-o.”

We kissed, and it wasn’t one of those little peck-a-roonies. Or a quick nibble. It was a full bore lip on lip juice-a-roonie.

Man, she gobbled me. She chewed my mouth half off, and she whispered, “I put on some new lipstick for you.”

I had already smushed it off her, but I said, “You are the most incredible, beautiful woman in the world.”

“It had plumper in it.”

“Plumper?”

“Makes my lips plumper. Did you like kissing plumper lips?”

“Oh, God, I drunkenly mumbled. “Plumper lips are better.”

“So bigger is better,” she whispered, and she kissed me.

And I didn’t get it.

We went into the bedroom. Well, she went, I staggered along with her arm to help me keep balance.

She pulled her clothes off quickly. Normally she is slower, almost acts shy, but this time she was in a hurry. I guess she really did want to see what it was like to fuck a sloppy drunk.

She pushed me back on the bed, squatted on me and fed me her tits.

“Do you like my big boobs?”

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled over a mouthful of nipple and flesh.

“Do you like how big they are?”

“Oh, honey. Your big breaths are the besht.”

She giggled and said, “So bigger is better.”

“Oh, yeah,” and I didn’t get it.

She pushed my head down and I began Frenching her pussy.

Oh, man, there is nothing I like better than pussy pie. Especially when the pussy is tight and sweet smelling like Misty’s. It has always amazed me how tight she is. Mmm. Good.

She pulled me up, somehow turned me over on my back and that was okay. Cowgirl is good. Woman in control is great. I prepared to let her take the reins and fuck me into stupidland.

She squatted on me, then stopped.

“Honey, I’m too tight. I need some lube.”

“Well, baby, you better get shome lube. Some lube.”

She laughed and hopped off me. A quick dash into the bathroom and she was back. She slathered the lube all over my cock. Heaps and gobs. So much she used a wash cloth.

“Isn’t that too much?”

“Oh, no,” she said. Besides, I’m so tight, and you’re so big…”

“Okay, baby, come to papa…”

“Not yet, let me get you in the mood some more.”

“Oh, baby, I’m in the mood. Now.”

She giggled. I loved her giggle. Man, did I want to sink my pecker into her lush bush.

But she put me off, she kissed me, sucked my nipples, and she played with my balls…for a long time.

And I didn’t think about it much at the time, but she kept glancing at the clock. And then, maybe 15 minutes had passed, she gleefully yelped, “Time!” And she hopped on me.

I mean, she sank right down that pole and splatted.

“Good, Lard!” I muttered, “How much lube did you use?”

“Enough, baby. Now come on. Fuck me good.”

I flipped her over and started pumping.

Normally, I take my time, but we had already taken our time. My edge was actually over-foreplayed out, so I just rammed and slammed and jammed, and Misty held on. She likes to be a rag doll every once in a while.

And, I’ll admit it, I was a little drunk, I wasn’t the nice polite lover that some women require.

But…heck…sometimes it’s fun.

Misty started moaning under me.

I gobbled her breasts and she manhandled my balls. I kept slamming my pelvis into hers.

She rolled her head back and started to cum.

Oh, yeah. That’s what I like. Nothing makes me cum like my wife cumming.

“Fuck…fuck…” she whispered and bit my shoulder.

“Yeah….yeah….OOOH!” I began to shoot. Ooodles and noodles of white squirtem, deposited directly into her quim.

We lurched and surged and let the white heat take us into oblivi-land. Man, it was good.

And…it wasn’t. Too much lube, she felt a little loose. But I didn’t think anything about that. After all, I was drunk, and drunks are notoriously stupid

And I didn’t get it.

I awoke the next morning with a groan. Oh, my head. It felt like somebody had put the shot…and hit my noggin. Fuck.

I slid out of bed. I was still a little drunk, but more hung over. I staggered into the bathroom and sat and let the water drain.

Funny thing. You drink a lot of water and you drain a lot. But you drink a lot of booze and sometimes your mouth is dry. It was one of those times.

Still, I remembered the night before, and I smiled. I had the most beautiful wife in the world. And we had just made mad, passionate love.

I stepped into the shower and started soaping. My dick had some gooey stuff on it, the lube must have really been thick, and I stroked my dick and cleaned it off. I didn’t sing, as is my wont, because I didn’t want to wake Misty up. And the hot water sobered me a bit, took away most of my headache, and by the time I stepped out and dried off I was feeling pretty chipper.

Humming happily to myself I buffed my butt with the towel and stepped back into the bedroom.

The washcloth Misty had used when putting lube on my cock was laying on the floor next to the bed.

I leaned over and picked it up and went back into the bathroom. I lifted the hamper top and stopped. There was a curious yellow substance on the wash cloth. I frowned and looked at it. Weird. Didn’t look like any of Misty’s make up, or feminine products. Huh. Must be something new. So I started to toss it into the hamper and…stopped. My eyes focused. My heart stopped. I saw the empty box in the trash.

The empty Ultra Core Gel box.

Empty.

The empty bottle next to it.

Empty.

With a yellow residue around the neck of the bottle.

I looked at the wash cloth.

I looked at the residue on the bottle.

I looked at my dick.

I looked at the wash cloth.

The same yellow substance.

I finally got it.


PART TWO

“MISTY!” My voice was not gentle.

“Huh…uh…what?” she sat up. She hadn’t drunk as much as me, and she was alert, and I could see it in her eyes.

“You put that shit on me!”

“What…huh?”

Playing dumb.

I yanked the covers off and grabbed her by the biceps and made her face me. “You put that fucking Ultra Cock Gel on my pecker! Didn’t you?”

“Ow!”

I let go immediately. She may have done the stupidest thing out of all the stupidest things ever done in the world, but…I don’t mistreat women.

Although, I have to admit, the tone of my voice didn’t support that idea at the moment.

“You fucking put that bigger dick goo on me. I saw the empty box, the empty bottle. You knew I didn’t want that!”

She started to cry.

God, I hate it when women win arguments by crying.

But, I was so mad I didn’t cave to her manipulation.

“Don’t even start,” I warned. “You knew I didn’t want that stuff on me, and you did it anyway.”

She actually started to blubber. Like for real. “I’m sorry, I just thought…I really wanted…”

“You wanted a big dick and you didn’t care how you got it, even if it meant sacrificing my health.”

“But you’re all healthy! There’s nothing wrong with you!”

“How do you know? How do you know what is going to happen? How could you do this!”

Oh, I was beside myself.

“But I’m sorry! I’ll make it up to you!”

I ran out of words. One second I was spouting, and then…then it was all too much, and I sputtered to a stop. I stood there, and shook my head.

Misty was actually feeling honestly contrite. She saw how upset I was, and I think she was actually sorry for what she had done.

I turned around and walked out of the bedroom.

She was after me like a shot. “Lucas? What are you going to do?”

I went into the living room and picked up my cell phone.

“Honey? Baby? what are you going to do?”

“I’m calling Rod Livingstone. That’s what I’m doing.”

Rod and I go back a long way. We were in college together, and when he went to med school we stayed in touch. We were still in the same town, we hung with the same crowd, and we even were room mates for a short while. Till he got married.

So, if anybody was going to tell me the straight goods, it would be Doc Rod.

“Rod, Lucas here. I’ve got a problem, can I come talk to you?”

Misty was sitting listening to me, sniffling her eyes out. She still wanted to win the argument by crying.

“Sure, man. Come on over.”

Glaring at Misty I walked out the door, hoped into my car, and squealed my tires down the driveway.

Rod lives uptown. Has an apartment near the hospital, and has no trouble affording it.

Heck, we both did well after college. I wasn’t there, however, to talk about stocks. I had more important things on my mind.

He buzzed me up, I took the stairs three at a time and when I entered the hallway he was at his door, looking the other way, at the elevator.

“Hey, buddy. You‘re in a hurry. Must be serious.”

“Man, it’s more serious than sepsis,” I walked past him and headed for his office. I plopped down in the patient’s chair and waited for him to have a seat.

“So, would you like a drink? Or would you like to get down and dirty?”

“Both. You mix and I’ll talk.”

Rod got back up, went to the wet bar and mixed us a couple. As he poured and stirred I explained the situation.

“Misty got some crazy idea in her head about wanting me to have a bigger cock.”

He turned and gave me the stunned gimlet eye. Having been roomies he knew I wasn’t hurting in the package department.

“So she orders this crazy stuff, the ‘Ultra Cock Gel,’ and gets me drunk last night and slathers it on, pretends it’s lube. I wake up this morning and found she’s put this…this STUFF on me. And I have to know if it’s dangerous.

He was sitting now, and we were drinks in hand, and he nodded. “Okay, I’m not going to so much as chuckle. I know you’re a clean freak, I understand this can actually be traumatic. What was the name of the stuff?

“Ultra Cock, I think. It was a Gel.

He turned to the computer on the side of his desk and began typing. After a half a minute he said, “Is this it?” He turned the monitor towards me.

“Yeah, that’s it.” I recognized the box and the bottle.

“Hmmm,” he began reading. He mumbled. “It’s called Ultra Core Gel,’ not ‘Ultra Cock,’ though I like your name better. Let’s see, bigger penis, safe, yeah, right, harder, stronger…my God, look at these pictures!”

I looked over his shoulder.

Some of them were obviously photo shopped. Big penises, 12 inches long, and the background was warped where they blew the photos up.

Others were…real. I gawked.

“Before is soft, after is…what’d they use? Some kind of special lens? This would look big on a fucking elephant!”

Picture after picture of giant penises. Close ups, with a far away backgrounds. before and after. A penis next to a forearm.

Then we came to ‘the one.’ And it was a horse’s dick. I swear, it was an actual photo of a horse’s dick, and they were trying to pass it off as human!

Rod started laughing.

I blinked. his laughter was contagious, and I could feel myself wanting to at least chuckle.

“Okay, okay,” he finally muttered. “I know this is serious, but let me read the ingredients.”

So he read the fine print, blew it up so he could read it.

Over his shoulder I saw ‘WARNING! Ingredents pat pending! ‘

He chuckled again. “Can’t even spell ingredients.”

And, finally, he swiveled back to me and grinned. “Well, he drawled, the patient will die if he gets another boner.”

I knew it wasn’t serious then.

“In mah perfessional opinin,” he mocked, “Ya better stay away from skanky pussy and shrunken tits.”

I was finally starting to smile. God, it felt good. Like he said, I’m a clean freak. And a health freak. I am very careful about what I put in my body.

He sobered up. “Seriously. There are absolutely no harmful ingredients in this thing. Ingredents,” he mispronounced with a grin. “You might feel a teensy, weensy burn, they probably want to convince you that something is happening, but, honestly, nothing. Nada. Zilch. Zip.

“Fuck,” I said.

He stood up and poured a couple of more drinks.

“So, tell me about your lovely wife and how you are inadequate.”

I snorted. “I can’t believe it. I mean, I always make her happy. I don’t know where she got this bug in her bonnet.

He toasted me, “Here’s to women.”

I lifted my own glass. “They can be smart, and they can be dumb, and they can always be aggravating.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We sipped, and I was starting to feel good. Heck, I still had a bit of alcohol in my system from last night. This would put me right back on the edge.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?”

“About the fact that your dick is too short for your wife? No, just kidding. But…there’s got to be some way to make Misty see the light. I mean, false alarm this time, but giving people ‘potions’ can be damned dangerous. Some Lady Boy could had pissed in your mdeicine, and then your pecker starts shrinking…Misty has to become educated as to the dangers here.”

“Hmm. I don’t know. I like a practical joke…but I’ve always been careful around Misty.”

“Heck, you guys are solid. If I had to bet on who’s going to remain married for the rest of their lives I would bet on you guys.”

“Yeah, but…” I cogitated.

And he cogitated.

And we drank.

And, suddenly, he raised a finger. “You know, there is something…”

“What?”

And he told me.

Oh, fuck. I started laughing right then, and I laughed all the way home, and it was hard not to laugh when I entered the house.

“Honey? Is it all right?”

I nodded, very serious. “Rod says I’ll live, but there could be side effects.”

“Really? What kind of side effects.”

“Well, it’s not going to get bigger, if that’s what you’re hoping,” I spoke dryly.

“Lucas,  I told you I’m sorry. What are these side effects?”

“He said I might feel a bit of numbness.”

“Numb?” she started to look worried.

“Yeah, like my nerves in my cock might be damaged.”

“What?”

“It’s too soon to tell, I might not know for a week or so, but…he wanted me to have you call him.”

“Me?”

“Look he just used a bunch of medical mumbo jumbo. I couldn’t follow it, except for the fact that my dick might have no sensation. That’s sort of where I stopped thinking. He said he’d be home until three. So call if you want. Or don’t.”

I made a show of being thoroughly unhappy and I walked back into the bedroom.

And I listened. It didn’t sound like she was moving, then I heard her footsteps into the hall. And she turned into my home office. Excellent. She was going to use the landline.

I listened, tried to time it right, and I did. I lifted the phone in our room and listened in.

Ring! Ring!

“Hi, Misty.” Rod sounded appropriately serious.

“Hi, Rod, Lucas just got home and he was saying something about losing feeling down…down there.”

“Oh, man. This is one of those calls I wish I didn’t have to…Listen, Misty, I didn’t want to panic Lucas, but the situation is serious.

“Oh, God. No! I didn’t want to hurt him. I didn’t….”

“Misty, I’m worried that his penis may never feel anything again. At that point it might start to shrink. It’s the stupid old saying, ‘Use it or lose it.’”

“But what can I do?”

“Well, there’s two things. First, sex is good. If gets enough sex he might be able to get past the infection.”

“Okay. I can do that.”

I grinned mightily.

“And the other thing, this might be embarrassing, but I need to tell you…”

“Just tell, Rod. I need to know what I can do.”

“Well, there’s a specific enzyme in saliva that will fight the infection.”

“There is?”

“Yes. It’s called the ‘Ineedalotofblows’ enzyme.” He muffled his voice and coughed a little bit so she couldn’t make out exactly what he said.

“Ineed—“

“Yes,” he interrupted her, “the problem is that it can’t be administered by hand.”

“Don’t they have bottles of it or something?”

“No, and it is only in the saliva. And the saliva must be applied without any contact with oxygen. You can’t just spit in your hand and rub it on his dick.”

“So how do I…oh.”

“Yes, it’s got to be applied orally. By you. And a lot of it. If you could keep his penis immersed in saliva I’ll bet that would defuse the whole situation, maybe even completely cure him.”

“Oh, okay.” I could hear the determination in her voice. She had done her man wrong…and she was going to do him right.

I held the phone away and covered my mouth.

“Did you hear something?” she asked.

“Like what?”

“Somebody…it sounded like laughter.”

“Nope. But I’ve got a loose connection here. Must be something on my end.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Now, those are the specific medications I can recommend, but there are a few other things.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“Well, he’s got to take it easy. He should be in bed a lot, and lots of good food. And, I know this may sound sort of silly, but chocolate has a lot of healthy benefits. If he eats chocolates…that might really help. And alcohol. Alcohol will definitely put him in the pink.” I almost laughed out loud at his choice of words.

“And, for God’s sake, don’t get him upset. If he gets aggravated, the blood will flow, and we don’t want him excited. We just want him relaxed and peaceful. Except for the, uh, other medicine I’ve prescribed.”

And Misty, bless her heart, said, “So he must remain calm, except for when I, uh, administer saliva.”

“You’ve got it, my dear. You’ve really got it.”

“What if…what if he cums when I’m putting the saliva on him?”

“That’s okay. It means he’s feeling things. Cumming is good. The patient should have as many orgasms as you can give him.”

I could feel the conversation winding down, so I hung up the receiver as gently as I could. Then I hopped onto the bed and made like I was dozing. A minute later I heard her enter the room. She came to the side of the bed and looked down on me.

“Honey?”

“Uh…oh, yeah?” I yawned and faced her. I kept my face carefully neutral.

“Uh, I talked to the doctor, and honey, I am so sorry. If I had known there was any danger I never would have—“

“It’s okay,” I mumbled. “I know.”

“If there’s any way I could make it up to you…” she leaned over me and began to fondle my crotch.

BOING!

“Well, thanks, but I don’t think…”

She had my zipper down and my cock was growing rapidly.

“I mean, I’ve been bad, and I love you so much…if there’s anything…does this feel good?”

She had her hands in my pants and was fondling my balls.

I gulped. “Oh, God. Yes.”

“Then you can feel it?”

Oh, crap!

“Yeah. Sort of. I can feel the balls, but my dick…it’s well, sort of.”

She pulled my penis out and put her mouth over it. She stared at me, those sexy, baby blues wormed into my heart, and she began to suck my cock.

I’ve been around a while. I’ve sampled a few ladies, and I’ve experienced a few blow jobs. but I have never…NEVER…had a blow job like the one she gave me right then.

I mean, she slurped. Her plump lips went up and down, and her tongue caressed my skull. And all the time she was looking at me with her big, blue eyes. God! It was good.

And she handled my balls gently, squeezing them, treating them like they were ben wah balls, rolling them around and squeezing them.

Heysoos,” I said. “I can almost feel that.”

“Oh, honey,” she almost sobbed as she sucked my dick deep into throat. Her lips were tender and carrying, and she took her time.

Thank God I had just cum. But even at that, I almost came again.

And she would stop every once in a while and ask, “Did you feel that? Was that okay?”

I kept nodding, and trying not to respond with too much excitement.

Finally, I bent and lifted her up, brought her to me.

“Honey, that was spectacular. At least, I think it was. And I thank you. But I was intending to mow the lawn today.”

“Oh, no!”

“What?”

“I mean, I need some exercise, and some sun, I was thinking of mowing the lawn myself.”

“But the power mower doesn’t work. That’s a lot of work using the old push mower.”

“That’s okay. That’s great,” she bubbled. “I’ll get lots of exercise.”

“Well, okay. If you insist. Maybe I can come out on the patio and…and get some sun.”

“Of course, honey, here, let me help you.”

She got under my arm, treated me like I was fragile, old, and needed a rocker. She helped me out to the patio and helped me into a lounge chair. “Now you just sit here and I’ll—What are you doing?”

“Getting up. I need a beer.”

“Oh, no…no. I’ll get you one.”

She pushed me back in the lounge chair and ran into the kitchen. She brought out a bottle of Corona and asked, “Is that cold enough?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

“Okay, you just stay here and I’ll do the lawn and you just relax and…and call me if you need anything. Okay?”

“Call you I…sure. I’ll call you.”

I sat on the lounger and drank my ice cold beer. The sun warmed me, and I dozed a little, and listened to the sounds of her grunting as she pushed on the rusty, old mower.

“Huh…huh…” every step was torture. I could hear the gears grinding, and the blades needed to be sharpened. Poor girl.

“Lucas! Lucas! Are you all right?” She bent over me solicitously. I noted how her breasts were hanging down.

“Uh, yeah. Sure.” God her globes were big. And round. And golden. She had loosened her shirt while sweating on the lawn and I had a look at the most incredible cleavage in the universe. I licked my lips.

“Oh, you had me worried. You were sleeping and…”

“Nothing wrong with a little sleep, honey.”

“No…I guess not. Would you like me to help you in?”

I looked at the lawn. She had actually cross cut it! And with that old piece of crap mower!

“Well, yeah.”

She helped me up, walked me into the house.

“Did you want to go to bed?”

“Uh, no. I was thinking of watching a little football. Is that okay with you?”

Normally she hates football. but now…heh heh… “Oh, absolutely. Here, you sit right here, I’ll turn on the channel. Is that okay?”

I settled back amongst the pillows and wished my wife had tried to poison my dick sooner. “Oh, yeah.”

“And, here, let me get you a beer.”

A moment and she was back. “I put a couple of in the freezer for a half. I know you like them cold.”

“Wow. That’s nice of you.”

“And I went to the store. I had an urge for chocolates. Would you like one?”

“Sure!”

She opened a box, picked one out and fed it to me.

“Mmm, thank you.”

“Okay,” then she was pulling my penis out of my pants. Oh, my God! She was sucking me off…again!

Up and down, gobbling the head, playing with my balls.

“Is that good, honey? Can you feel that?”

“I can feel it a little.”

“How about this?” she worked her lips around the lip of the head and sucked and pulled.

“Oh, are you playing with my balls?”

She almost sobbed, but caught herself.

Finally, after a few minutes, I was so fucking close, I said, “That’s good, honey. But the game is about to start.”

Oh, the look in her eyes. I tell ya, for a minute I almost felt guilty. Almost.

She put my penis back in my pants and left the room.

I watched football for a while. Great game.

Misty worked in the kitchen, and I smelled the most delicious aroma.

I turned the TV off and went into the kitchen. “Mmm, smells good.”

“You shouldn’t be up…here sit down.” She pushed me into a chair, then, God of Gods, brought me an icy beer. Oh, Lord! I had found heaven!

“What are you making?”

“Ribs. I know you like ribs. And I thought…” God, she looked so sad.

And she started crying. “I want to make up for what I did to you!”

I pulled her to me and hugged her. She sniffled for a while. And I smiled. Then I moved her back, held her at arm’s length, and said, “Honey, I’ll recover. It’s okay.”

Well, she sobbed some more, then she got up and finished making dinner.

That was one of the best dinners I had ever had in my life. She had picked out the juiciest ribs, boiled them, charred them, and smeared them with honey barbecue sauce. Oh, God, I plucked the meat off the bone with my bare fingers and knew the Gods were jealous of me right then.

And the whole dinner Misty waited on me, she barely nibbled on her own food, and the look on her face. Oh, man. I definitely was feeling a bit guilty.

But, being a staunch fellow, I had determined that I had to go the length. So I let her worry and wait on me, and after dinner I watched Keanu Reeves blow away about a million bad guys, not her favorite movie, but she stayed the length and rubbed my back and sniffled occasionally.

Then, bed time. And here is where it got nefarious.

I’ll tell the truth, I was feeling so damned guilty, but Rod had outlined a plan, and I had to do it. I absolutely had to.

She helped me to the shower, washed my back, soaped my hair, and dried me off. Then she put me in bed. Naked. On my back. My dick in the air.

She went into the bathroom and I could hear her making herself beautiful.

I, of course, reached under the mattress, took out the little bottle of spray and pumped it over my dick. I instantly felt the coolness trying to shrink me. And I thanked God for her blow jobs, because I didn’t go down all the way.

She came out of the bathroom, and she was a dream. I had never seen her look so beautiful. Her hair was up, with little tendrils emphasizing her delicate skin. Her lips were plump and red. Her eyes were deep blue with the eyelids a lighter shade.

And her body. Took my breath away. She was wearing nothing under her sexiest negligee. Her boobs were thrust out, her nipples were stiff, and some of my hard on came back.

She crawled onto the bed and I was afraid she might try to suck me off. I didn’t want that right then.

Fortunately, she squatted over my pecker and sat down.

I didn’t feel a thing. Not a blessed thing.

“Honey?” she watched my bored eyes.

“Are we doing it yet?”

“Oh, God!” she began moving up and down, frantic, desperate. “Can you feel that?”

“A little it. You want to sit all the way down?”

“Oh, God, I am!”

And, after a while, after ten minutes of desperately bouncing on me, she leaned forward and collapsed. And cried.

That was the worst moment for me. That was the guiltiest.

Yet, I saw it through.

And, if you wonder what that little spray was, and how I could feel so little of her amazing, delicious pussy…Doc Rod had given me a ‘numbing spray.’ Promescent. A bottle just as black as her Ultra Cock Gel.

The difference was that I really couldn’t feel anything. But that wasn’t the worst. What was next was even worse. It was almost cruel. And I began to feel sorry that I had agreed to this. My poor wife.

The numbing spray being on my cock, it transferred to her pussy, and, suddenly, she stopped feeling! The nerves in her pussy went to sleep! She’s banging away, and suddenly, she’s crying and saying, “I can’t feel anything!”

“What?”

“My pussy! It’s gone numb!”

“No! Oh, my God! The infection…it must be contagious!”

She sat up, her tear streaked eyes filled with horror. “What?”

“I don’t know what else to think!”

“What will I do?”

“There’s only one thing we can do!”

She stared at me.

“We’ve got to call Rod!”

Okay, here’s where it gets nasty. I had made a deal with Rod. If he backed me up, if he helped me with this practical joke…I don’t know how to say it but blurt it out…I would let him look at my wife’s pussy.

Just look! Not touch!

Hey. It’s a guy thing. He had always been jealous of me having such a beautiful wife, and he wanted…just for a minute, to see the brand of heaven I had bought.

So I picked up the phone and called him.

We ran up the back stairs. For one, we were in a hurry. Three steps at a time. Medical emergency. My wife’s pussy was broken.

For another, she was so panicked, in such a hurry, that she didn’t change her clothes.

We entered the hall and caught him staring at the far elevator. He turned, and his eyes near dropped out of his skull.

Misty, in a filmy negligee, a sexy negligee, her big breasts bouncing, and though her pussy was numb, her nipples were hard. Rubbing against the negligee material, the cool night air…her nipples stood up like soldiers at attention.

For all of his professionalism, Rod gulped. He couldn’t stop staring at her nipples, her boobs, her snatch.

“Rod! You’ve got to help me!”

“Uh, why don’t you have a seat in my office.”

Misty ran into his office and sat down.

Rod murmured, “Holy fucking cow! She’s fucking gorgeous!”

“The joke has to end, Rod. I’m feeling really guilty.”

“And you bang that every night?”

“And twice on Sunday. Did you hear me?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Bang on Sunday…oh, yeah, the joke is over. Okay. Let me have my look and I’ll end the joke.”

We entered the office and he went around his desk and sat down. No drink tonight. I sat down next to Misty.

“What’s going on, Misty?” He was all concern.

“My…I can’t feel my…”

“Your pussy?”

Oh, that son of a bitch. He was going to milk it.

“Yes. My…my pussy. We were, uh…engaged…”

“You were fucking.”

What a cad!

“Yes, we…we were fucking, and my pussy suddenly went numb! I couldn’t feel a thing!”

“I see. Well, let me examine you.”

We went out to the living room and Misty laid on the couch. She spread her legs and Rod got down there with those glasses with the little binocular thingies on them. and peered into her pussy.

Thank God he didn’t touch, I was close to losing it as it was.

“Mmm…humm…yes…I see.”

“What do you see? Will I be all right?”

“Well, hmmm.”

“Rod?” I spoke softly, but there was a level of warning in my voice.

He looked at me, and he flashed me a smile, then he backed off. Thank God.

“Come into my office and I’ll tell you what I think has happened.”

I helped Misty off the couch and we all trooped back into his office.

We all sat down.

Misty’s eyes were wide open, her blues were focused on Rod as she waited for his prognosis.

“Well, Misty. It’s pretty serious.”

“Am I going to live?”

Rod blinked at that. And my guilt level was going out the roof. I didn’t intend for her to feel that bad!

“Well, uh, yes. You’ll probably live to a ripe old age.”

“But my pussy! My…my pussy!” she started crying.

Rod knew he had to end it then.

“Misty,” he spoke sharply and she looked up.

“Wha…what?”

“Do you understand the seriousness of what you did? Putting that Cock gel on Lucas?

“I understand now. I know I shouldn’t have. If I hadn’t done that then I wouldn’t have contracted the infection, or whatever it is, and—“

“MISTY!”

She looked at him.

“There is no infection.”

“What?”

“What you did was so serious Lucas decided to teach you a lesson.”

Shit. Thanks Rod. Don’t take any of the blame. Throw me under the bus. But, considering what was happening, I could actually understand his reticence for taking any responsibility. It was kind of a cruel joke, now that it had come to fruition.

“What?” Her eyes fluttering like the wings of a butterfly on speed.

“There was no infection. Lucas is fine. His cock is fine. You’re fine. There is no problem here.”

“What? But…but my pussy! It went numb!”

“I gave Lucas a bottle of numbing spray. It is quite harmless. When you had sex with him it got into your…uh, nerves. That’s why you couldn’t feel anything.”

“But…I…you…he…”

Her eyes were moving back and forth between us. Neither Rod nor I laughed. We knew we had carried it too far.

“Then Lucas is fine…his penis is okay.”

“Right as rain.”

“And I’m okay?”

He nodded.

“And…and my pussy…it’s okay?”

Rod couldn’t help it. He smiled.

Fuck.

And Misty got it. The whole thing crashed into her brain and came out the other side. She looked at me. “You did this.”

“Honey…”

“This was all one of your stupid practical jokes!”

And I remembered why I never played practical jokes on Misty.

She turned to Rod. “And you were in on it.”

“Honey? Misty?”

She turned back to me and the look in her eyes. The deepest layers of scorn. The black on the bottom of the pot. The shit on the bottom of the shoe. “You…fucking…you…”

She turned to Rod, “And you…you…” and, suddenly, she understood something else.

She looked down at her body. The flimsy negligee, her huge mounds poking out.

She looked up at me.

She looked at Rod, and I could hardly hear her when she said, “And you looked at my pussy.”

Rod’s face twisted, he was holding it in. To him it was funny. But he didn’t have to go home and face the music.

Misty looked at me, she stood up and tried to cover herself.

“There’s a lab coat.” Rod pointed at a coat stand near the door.

Misty grabbed the lab coat and put it on.

She stood there, and she started to cry, and suddenly I never felt so bad in my life. Fuck. This joke wasn’t so funny after all.

Well, we went home. And Misty wouldn’t talk to me for a week. Just glared at me. And I hung my head. And I didn’t dare laugh.

Heck, I didn’t feel like laughing at all.

And we didn’t have sex for a month. And, I have to tell you, when we finally did, her glaring at me, it was hard to cum. So I didn’t even try. I did my duty, got her off, and pulled out and hid my head.

And I didn’t even sneak into the bathroom and palm myself off. I felt that guilty.

But, months passed, and we did love each other, and one day we actually talked about it.

Man, did I grovel. I have never groveled so much in my life.

But, as all good things must come to an end, so must all bad.

One day she didn’t glare so hard, and one night I was encouraged to squirt—God, what a relief that was—and life began to return to normal. Whatever normal is.

One day we even talked about it. And, a couple of years later she even chuckled. I knew I was okay then, but, man, what a long road to recovery.

You know? It would have been easier if I had just slathered the Ultra Cock Gel on my dick and just shut the hell up.

It would have been a lot easier.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


The Girly Man!

First time feminization gone amuck!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I don’t want to wear that!” Jory pushed Lana’s hand away. In Lana’s hand was a wig. She had worn it for laughs, but now was tired of it.

Jory was bald, and didn’t have anything against wigs. He even had one at home that he had worn a few times.

But this was a female wig. Long, brunette hair. Wavy. Looked about as real as hair could get. In fact, I knew that Lana had paid a pretty penny for it.

“Come on, Jory. You’ll look cute.”

I nudged my hubby and said, “Go on.” And I don’t know why I did that, except we were all high and having a good time.

“I’ll look stupid,” he groused.

I held his hand down and Lana jumped forward and put the wig on his head. Lana’s hubby, Tom, just laughed.

Lana moved back and Jory started to pull the wig off, but I managed to snag his hand again. “Leave it on, lover, and you might get very, very lucky tonight.”

Tom and Lana hooted, but Jory heaved a sigh. “Okay. For the sake of getting lucky. But I look like a fool.”

Tom ordered another round and we sat around the booth. People sauntered past, and nobody even glanced at us. I let my hand wander under the table and placed it on Jory’s thigh.

“Uh,” he said. His face was bright red.

But, as the minutes passed, and the waitress brought more drinks, and as we drank those drinks, the pink tint in Tom’s cheeks lessened.

We talked football, people we’d known, and, of course politics.

And Jory started looking around, studying people, getting over his embarrassment and studying the world.

I let my hand trail over his thigh and found Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was very, very happy.

Jory had his arm over my shoulder now, and my hand was working full time.

“I don’t like his tweets,” complained Tom.

“He closed the borders,” answered Jory.

“He’s a loud mouth!”

“The price of gas was about two bucks a gallon. What is it now?”

And on and on. The old argument against Trump, which had lost teeth when Go Brandon lied and prevaricated and avoided answering and on and on and…sigh…on.

Meanwhile, Mr. Happy was throbbing. He was as hard as I had ever felt him. He was throbbing under Jory’s slacks, and I could feel every vein and pulse.

“What? You’d like Nancy Pelosi to be the next president?”

“Well, she’d be better than…”

Mr Happy suddenly went rigid, and I could Jory’s arm tighten up, and…sploit! Mr. Happy began to spew.

I turned my head to Jory and watched in shock. He had just cum! He had spit out semen! And…was it because he was wearing a wig?

His eyes were wide, and I could feel his breathing, jerky.

“Jory?” Tom leaned forward.

Jory came to himself and whispered, “What?”

“You just went into outer space there, buddy. You okay?”

“He’s fine,” I quipped. More than fine! My God! He came from wearing a wig!

Lana yawned. “Well, he might be fine, but I’m ready to go home.”

Well, we chatted a bit more, but it was obvious the night was over, and Tom went to pay the bill.

Jory, Lana and I sat at the table and finished our drinks. Lana was still watching Jory. She had noticed Jory’s sudden moment. “You really okay?”

I said, “He just came.”

I didn’t know why I said it, but I did. Probably the drink, probably because I like to joke and this was a great chance to get my hubby.

Jory’s mouth dropped open and he stared at me.

“What?” Lana blinked.

“He just came. I was playing with him under the table and he squirted. All in his panties. I think it was a big load, too.”

Her mouth dropped. She looked back and forth between us. Jory looked like he wanted to shrink up and roll away. “You’re kidding!”

Jory was making sounds, but nothing intelligible.

“No. When we get up take a look. But look quick, I’ll be standing in front of him as soon as I get out. Got to cover up his little accident.”

Lana giggled, and covered her mouth when the titter threatened to turn into a guffaw. “He didn’t.”

“Stop,” gargled Jory.

“Oh, honey,” I soothed. “It’s okay. Lana is one of the family. And, besides, it’s okay to cum in your pants just because you’re wearing a wig. Girly man.”

Now Jory was gurgling and trying to speak, but what can a guy say when he’s been found out? I turned to Lana. “I think it’s the wig. Can we keep it?”

Jory started to reach up to rip it off, but I once again grabbed his hand and stopped him. “If you take it off I won’t stand in front of you when we walk out. I’ll point at your groin and scream ‘He came! He came!’”

Jory was truly caught. And he was flaming red and beside himself with no where to go.

“Absolutely. I wanted to get rid of it anyway, and what better recipient than a girly man?”

“Excellent. Now that i know he’s a girly man…I’m going to have so much fun.”

“We. Girlfriend, we! You’re not leaving me out of this.”

“But you’ve got Tom.”

“But Tom is manly. I put the wig on him once and he just laughed, wore it, and there was no sign of excitement, and especially…especially…” she darted her eyes down in the direction of Jory’s lap.

“Well. Okay. I guess two can play with him as well as one. But no fucky fuck.”

“Really?”

“Well, unless I say so.”

“Agreed. Besides, I like Jory as a friend, not a lover. I’ve got my own lover. Man, I can’t wait to tell Tom—“

“GEERK!” That was the sound Jory made. His eyes were wide and his hands were now claws.

“Maybe you better not tell Tom.”

“You…you…” Jory looked like he was going to have and apoplectic fit. His face was red and there was actually a bit of drool coming out of the corner of his mouth.

Lana sighed. “Well, I guess.” Then she leaned towards Jory. “But you’d better do everything we say.”

“I…I…I…”

“Everything! Or I tell Tom now!”

Shamed, humiliated, mortified, Jory gave a half a sob and slumped down. And he nodded.

Lana and I looked at each other and grinned. Man, this was going to be fun!

It was also going to be hot. When I felt him squirt, and then the realization that he had squirted because I had done something girly to him…well, it made me wet. So wet that if I had slapped my legs closed I would have splashed.

Tom returned then, and Jory slid out from the booth. As he stood up Lana looked down and grinned, then looked up at the flaming Jory. She saw the dark stain on the front of his pants. “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips.

Then I was out and standing in front of him, covering up the evidence, and we all moved towards the exit.

At home.

“I can’t believe you did that!” Jory was standing in his socks and was still wearing his shirt. He had taken off his pants and boxers and was washing the stain on the front of his slacks. His boxers were crumpled up in the hamper.

I had taken the wig and placed it on a signed football he had. I was combing out the tresses. It really was a good wig.

“Honey, it was all in fun.”

“But Lana knows! And you know she’s not going to let it go.”

“So what. She’s good people. She even likes Trump. Like you.”

He arranged his slacks on a hanger and put the hanger in the shower to dry. He turned back to me and I grinned. “You know how hot it was to feel you squirting like that? In my hand? Right in the middle of everybody?”

“I thought I was going to die.”

“You survived, and tell me the truth, wasn’t it hot?”

“Well, I don’t…” blah, blah, blah/

“I said the truth.”

And he finally admitted it. He gave a curt nod and said, “It was okay.”

“Hell, it was not only okay, it was great. And think about it, sometimes you’re a little slow in getting off. I think we’ve found what really turns you on.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He kicked his shoes off and took off his shirt. He slid into bed.

I turned off the lights and held him. He was a thin fellow. Strong, but thin. And he was a soft sort of handsome.Tell the truth, I had often wondered what he would look like if I had trimmed his brows, maybe softened his cheeks with a bit of make up.

“You know, there is one thing that bothers me.”

“What,” he asked. He was sleepy. Of course, he had cum.

“You got off, but I didn’t.”

He was silent.

My hand slithered under the covers and found his trouser snake.

“Do you think you can get it up?”

“No.”

But he was awaker, if I can make up a word.

I stroked him.

Nothing.

I said, “Wearing that wig was such a turn on.”

Pulse.

“I wish you’d put it on right now and make love to me.”

Chub.

“You’re getting harder, and it’s all that wig. You like that wig.”

“Nonsense.”

But he was breathing harder, and getting harder.

I said, “I’m going to get up and get that wig out.”

“No. It’s late and I want to go to sleep.”

“Your dick doesn’t want to go to sleep.”

“But I just came.”

I slid under the covers and spoke to his cock like it was a microphone. “Hello, dickie. Would you like to wear a wig?”

Throb, throb.

“Stop it!”

I deep throated him. Yeah, I’m one of those girls who can use her mouth. He made gurgling sounds.

I threw off the covers and got out of bed.

“Hey!” He sat up.

I took the wig off the football and placed it on his head. It was a perfect fit. Real snug, non slip.

“Come on, Jesse. I don’t want to do this.”

“You might not want to, but Mr. Dickie says otherwise.”

He sat in the bed, the long wig streamed down over his shoulders. God, what a turn on! I wanted to get out the make up, paint his lips, even…even…I imagined him with boobs. Big boobs.

I had a moment of..of..what? Remorse? Sadness? Something else? then I was climbing on his lap.

“Jesse!”

Then I was impaled. I could feel his dick thrusting up into me. He wasn’t one of these well endowed fellows, but it’s not how much you have, it’s how you use it, right?

I began to grind on him, and, God, it felt heavenly. It was like sitting on a hot cactus, and all the stickers were attached to my nerves and shaking them.

Well, maybe that’s a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

He started breathing harder, and I knew that, even though he had just cum, he was getting excited.

I tell ya, it was the wig! It wasn’t just turning me on, it was turning him on.

I stared at the flow of hair as it spread out from his head on the bed, so rich and thick.

He reached up to grab my tits and I brushed his hands away. He stared at me.

“You’re the bitch, lover. And I’m the bastard.” I grabbed his pectorals and squeezed and turned my hands on them. I could feel his hard nipples spark up.

I rode him hard then, not giving him a chance to act male. I fucked him like I was in charge, and, you know, it felt like I was in charge. He was under me. Female submissive. I was on top. Male dominant. Grrr. Me cavemen. Him slut.

He started to rise up, to push his hips up, to get some sort of traction.

I let him, a little, but I focused on screwing my pussy onto his dick.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“Hot, isn’t it,” I murmured as I leaned and tilted and pushed.

The orgasm, when it came, was something I never expected.

When women orgasm, like as not, they feel a big, old wave sweep over them. It’s breathtaking, but it’s not as hard a man’s orgasm. But this felt hard and sharp. Instead of an ocean of hot and horny sweeping over me, I felt like I was a gun shooting. A big gun. POW! POW! POW! And then the orgasm faded. Fast.

“Fuck,” whispered Jory again.

I laid down on him, and now he felt my breasts on his chest.

“I didn’t cum!” He complained.

“Shut up, bitch.” I whispered. then I laughed and nuzzled him…then rolled over and went to sleep. No wet spot tonight. Heh.

We awoke and he still had the wig on. I had been half sleeping on him and he hadn’t wanted to disturb me, so he had just drifted off to sleep with the wig on.

But, actually, I knew it…he liked the wig.

He liked how it made me horny. And he liked how it made him horny.

In fact, he woke up with a boner.

Well, of course. He might have cum, but then we had made me cum and he hadn’t, and…I liked it.

“What are you smiling for?”

“You. You’re beautiful.”

“Oh, this,” he started to take the wig off and I, once again, grabbed his wrist.

“No. Wear it. It’s making me horny. And the hornier I am the more chance you’ll have to get lucky.”

“But…I…”

Still he lowered his hand.

And that was the way it was going to be. I would prod, he would object, and I would convince him. And it didn’t take much convincing.

I slid out of bed and tossed him my negligee. “Put it on.”

His eyes and mouth jerked open in surprise. “I’m not going to—“

“Of course you are. I’m the boss, and I just told you to. Now, put it on, and wear it to breakfast. I’ll go fix some waffles. And if you come out without that hair and negligee, I’ll…I’ll…”

“What?” he dared me. A twinkle in his eye.

“I’ll put you over my knee and spank you.”

“Crap. I’ll bet you would.”

“Oh, don’t bet. You’d lose.”

I spun and walked out of the room.

I popped the waffles in and threw some sausages into a skillet. I watched the sausages cook, listened to the snap and pop of grease, and thought about what was happening.

I’m a sexual person. I like sex, maybe even more than Jory. But I had never experienced such horniness in my life.

I thought back over my earlier life. I had minored in drama in college, and I had many boyfriends. Heck, I wore them out. I had a very male appetite when it came to sex.

But…had I shown any predilection for girly type boys? Not really. But, I realized, I had always gravitated to men with long hair. Fucked ‘em and left ‘em, but…and the next boyfriend had long hair.

And then I married a guy who was balding. Hunh!

The waffles popped and I took them out. Slathered butter on them then set them on the table with a big bottle of syrup. The politically incorrect kind with the big black cook on the front. Lots of sugar Mmm.

I shook the skillet, rolled the sausages a bit, and kept thinking.

I thought about Jory with the long hair, and it made my knees weak. I envisioned him in the negligee, and I felt the warm pulsing in my groin, like I was about to have an orgasm. I was so horny, thinking these things, I was actually thinking about putting my hand down there and rubbing one out, when I heard a noise.

I spun, and there was Jory. He was wearing the negligee, and his cock stuck out from between his legs. He wasn’t big, but somehow it seemed, in his female attire, bigger. An illusion, I thought.

And the long hair of the wig framed his face, gave it a feminine, oval look, and fell over the shoulders in sexy waves.

But the thing that had me was his high heels.

I gawped, and he smothered a laugh. He walked into the kitchen, tried to stride, but he was so damned awkward I had to smother a laugh.

He stopped in front of the kitchen table, spoke regally, “The queen has arrived.” Then he sat down and pulled a plate of waffles across the table. I could see his erect penis through the glass top of the table.

Oh, I was filled with mirth, near to busting out laughing. But I was also even more hornier.

“Oh, my God! That is fantastic. Those are my heels.”

“They’re a little small, my toes and heels are overflowing.”

It was true, but so what. It was the effect, and the effect was magnificent.

“All you need is tits,” I said.

He stopped and blinked, a forkful of syrup dripping waffle right in front of his maw. “Now wait a minute!”

I sat down across from him. “I’m just kidding.”

He smiled.

But I wasn’t kidding. The heels made his calves curvy and sexy, and they lifted his butt, gave him booty. Honestly, with boobs he would have had a near perfect female body.

“Oh. Good.” He continued eating and I watched him. And I thought: Hmmm. Lipstick.

We ate then, and it was all I could do to not put my legs together, squinch them up with a hand half inserted into my pussy. He was that hot.

And we didn’t chat much, just a word here, a phrase there, but we were astonishingly comfortable.

He was looking like a woman, and I liked it.

More important, he liked it.

Wow.

Suddenly, just as we pushed back with a sigh, the front door slammed.

We jerked and looked at each other, and Lana entered the kitchen. “Hi, kids. I just…” she stopped talking and stared at Jory.

Jory was plain to see. Negligee and heels, his penis sticking up like a little flag under the glass.

“Well, I’m just in time,” she quipped.

Jory tried to cover himself up and get up, but Lana pushed him back.

“Oh, just sit down. Nobody here but friends.”

“But…but I…”

“I’ve seen a dick before. And, not to break the news to you, slick, but your dick ain’t that big.”

“I…but…”

He tried to get up again, while pulling the negligee closed in front of him, as if that see through flimsy would stop her eyes.

“You sit there, and I’ll sit here, and let me show you my goodies. After all, you’ve already shown me yours.” She giggled.

She had brought a large shopping sack in with her and she placed it on the floor next to the table.

Jory still blathering, she sat down next to me, gave me a squeeze around the shoulders, and said, “I got to thinking about our adventure last night, and I went through my drawers.”

She pulled out her cell phone and before Jory could do a thing she snapped a picture, then another one.

He was panicked now. He tried to get up again and she grabbed his wrist and pulled. Hard.

“Sit there, Jory,” she worked the cell phone with a thumb and I could tell that she had already uploaded the pictures. Then she flipped it around so he could see.

Through the glass table top we could see Jory’s erect penis. And his negligee. And his high heels. And above the glass we could see his shocked face.

I giggled.

She said, “You sit there or I post it on Facebook.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Of course I would. You know me.”

“Jesse! Make her stop!”

“Oh, she’s not going to stop for me, are you Lana?”

“No way, sister.”

The front door banged.

“We’re in here, Tom”

“You told him!” Jory gasped.

“Of course I did. You couldn’t possibly think I wouldn’t.”

Tom entered the room and Jory about died. His face was so red it was purple. He was trying to close the sexy negligee. He was actually crying.

“My big, strong man was shedding tears like a little baby!

“Hey, Jesse.” He turned to look at Jory. “Wow. Lana said you were transitioning, but I didn’t believe it.”

“What…but I’m not…please…take your wife and leave.”

Tom sat down and pushed Jory over. “Hell. She’s not going to do what I say. She’s my wife and she has never—I repeat, NEVER—done anything I asked. And I’m a manly man.” His meaning was clear: Jory was not.

I high fived Lana.

Tom smiled.

Jory cried.

“Now, Jory, your secret is out. Might just as well come clean.” I spoke soothingly and patted the back of his hand.

“Stop…stop…”

Lana ignored him and reached into her big bag. She pulled out a garment. It was a bra. “First, sissy boy needs some support.”

“I’m…please…”

“Sissy boy. I like that,” mused Tom.

“And, I’m more his size than yours,” Lana said to Jesse, “So I got him some garters and nylons. And I’ve even got my Aunt’s breast forms. They’re big and perfect for Jory. And here’s a skin tight bit of latex…and I never wear this blouse…but I think she’d look better in this cheongsam.

She pulled out a long dress. Tight across the hips and legs, and it buttoned up to a collar around the neck. It was a dress oriental women wore. Quite sexy, made of fine silk with a dragon embroidered around it.

I marveled. “Oh, this is beautiful!”

“I picked it up in Hong Kong last year, but it’s just a tad too large and Lana never wears it. Should fit sissy boy here quite well.”

“Will you stop that?” Jory was almost whimpering.

“Nope,” answered Tom. “Heck, we’ve all known you’re a little soft, and nobody really cares what gender you choose to be. So just go with it.” He paused. “Sissy boy.”

“But I…I…”

“He doesn’t like it, Tom,” Lana pointed out. “And how would you like it if everybody started calling you a manly man?”

“Heck, I wouldn’t mind it. The truth doesn’t hurt, right?”

“But if he’s crying, hurting, then it’s not the truth?” I pointed out. I didn’t really want to watch Jory blubber anymore.

“All right. Point taken. How about if we call him Girly Man. Just among ourselves, you know.” He turned to me. “I suppose you want to keep this pretty much in the house? Or did you want to parade him around? Subject him to the whims and vagaries of cruel and ignorant people?”

“Well,” I mused, “I don’t think many people would be mean, but… here is fine, and Girly Man is okay. Now let’s see what else you have in that gift bag.”

“I’m not going to do this,” Tom was looking down. I could see his small but hard cock throbbing through the glass.

“Nonsense,” I said. “You’ll do what you’re told. Girly Man.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“You don’t have any choice,” smiled Lana, and she tapped her phone. “You do what we say or I post this.”

“I don’t care. I’ll move to another town.”

“The internet goes everywhere,” said Tom wryly.

“I don’t care. I’m not doing this.”

We all sat there for a minute, three of us thinking and one of us feeling sorry for himself. At last Tom heaved a sigh. “You know, I knew it was all going to come down to this.”

Lana and I looked at him. Jory kept his head down.

“Jory. If you go along with this…you can fuck Lana.”

Jory’s head snapped up. He was miserable, but…Lana?

I looked at Lana and she looked at me. “If it’s all right with you,” she said to me.”

I thought about it.

Lana was sexy, stacked, and perfectly built. She had a mature face with large, movie star lips. Did I want my hubby tapping into that?

“Well, I never…I…”

Tom: “You’ve known for a while that we swing every once in a while, and I’m not worried that Jory’s teeny peeny is going to rob me of the love of my life.”

“Never, big hunk,” Lana reached across the table and ran her hand along his jaw. She turned to me. “Did you know that Tom measures out at eight inches?”

Tom smiled with fake modesty I could tell he was proud as a peacock of his endowment.

I turned to Jory. “How about it, Girly Man. You let us make you up, have some fun, and you get to fuck Lana?”

Jory looked up, and he was still miserable, but he was also thinking. Those tears were starting to turn off. “But then you’d fuck him.”

“Maybe. Probably. But so what? I love you, and it’s just sex. And wouldn’t you like to see me laid out and moaning over a king-sized dick?”

“But…but…”

“And then I could fuck you, and tell you what a shrimp you are compared to a real man. Baby, I know you. That would make you so hard. Hell, you’d probably be begging me to fuck him some more.”

“This is crazy. I don’t want to do this.”

But we could all tell he did.

I stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. I took out the good bourbon and reached into the fridge for the big bottle of Pepsi.

They all watched me as I filled four glasses with ice cubes. I think only Tom saw when I filled three of the glasses with a skimpy shot and lots of Pepsi. I filled Jory’s glass with a skimpy shot of Pepsi and lots of bourbon. I brought the glasses back to the table. Tom eyed me as I placed the mostly bourbon glass in front of Jory.

“Well, I guess that’s it,” said Tom. He picked up his glass and took a drink. “Whoa, you make them strong. Isn’t that strong, baby?” He eyed Lana.

Lana took a sip, and she didn’t believe it was a strong drink, but she went along with it. “Yes. That’s more than a lady can stand.”

I sipped my drink and coughed.

Jory was watching us, fascinated. I think, on some level, he knew we were playing him. But knowing on some level and being fully aware were not the same.

He took a sip, coughed, gasped for breath, and Tom slapped him on the back. “Man, that’ll put hair on your chest.”

It was the perfect thing to say. Jory thought he wanted hair on his chest. He wanted to be a manly man, and what better way to be manly than to drink hard whiskey.

“Yeah,” said Jory, and he took another sip.

A half hour later, and one more drink, and Jory was sailing. He was sitting at the table in his negligee, his legs spread and his little cock poking up, and laughing.

I watched as he brushed his hair back and sipped again. “You guys are crazy,” he grinned. “Thinking you can make a sissy boy out of a manly man.”

“Yeah, we probably are. Of course, you might not be man enough to go through with it,” suggested Tom.

“Hell, I’m the manliest man you ever seen. I can do anything!”

We all just sort of walked around that one.

“Well, I can! What you want me to do? You want me to wear this stuff?” He fingered the lapel of the negligee disdainfully. “No problem.”

“Oh, honey. That’s the liquor talking.”

“That’s ME talking. And I can do anything. Go on, tell me what you want me to do.”

We all hemmed and hawed until Jory was near begging us.

“Well, okay.” I said.

Tom: “Better have him sign something or he’ll think we talked him into this.”

“Sure,” Jory’s head lolled a bit. “Nobody’s talking me into anything!

I got a piece of paper and Tom, being the lawyer, wrote up a contract.

I, Jory Laine, will dress like a woman for one year. I do this under no duress and of my own free will. And if I should break this contract I give all my worldly goods to my wife and agree to sleep in the doghouse outside.

Lana filmed the reading of the contract, Tom kept asking Jory if this was what he wanted, and Jory kept saying yes. Then he signed the contract. And we witnessed it. And Tom folded it up and said, “I’ll make sure this gets put in a bank box. Honey, snap a picture so Jory can have a copy.”

Lana snapped, and it was done.

We all sat back.

Jory started singing:

Back your ass ‘gainst the wall

here I come balls and all

bye bye cherry.

We all snickered, and kept looking at each other. It was perfect. My man was going to be so hot, and I was going to get sex, and even sex with a big dick.

And I had to laugh at the idea of Jory satisfying Lana with his little, teeny peeny.

Oh, man. This was going to be good.

And I felt hot and horny. Wet as a glass of water in the sea. And I couldn’t wait to get started.

I took her out into the wild wood

there I took advantage of her childhood

Cherry…bye bye!


PART Two

We didn’t wait long to start. We let Jory finish his drink and then we led him back into the bedroom. He wavered along, unsteady in the heels, and we stripped him of all clothes.

He stood there, drunk, and grinned as we pushed him into the bathroom. I grabbed a bottle of Nair and followed him.

I slathered him good, everything below the neck, and we waited until the burn started. All the while Tom and Lana were talking.

The burn started and I put him in the shower and watched as his hair circled down the drain. I pulled him out and toweled him off. He was still drunk, and he still sang, and his little dick was hard as ever.

I pulled him into the bedroom, and found Tom and Lana fucking. She had pulled her dress up and her panties down and was leaning on the bed. He had unzipped and his big cock was plumbing her depths.

They grinned at us. “Sorry,” said Tom. “But we just couldn’t wait.”

I looked at that big hunk of salami buried in Lana’s pussy and I licked my lips. Oh, baby. First Jory gets me all horny with his feminine ways, and then this log of a cock has to tantalize.

“Well, hurry up. And, Tom. You get another drink. Lana, I’ll take his left side.”

They kept fucking, him ramming it in again and again, and her groaning with each thrust of that pile driver. Finally, however, I heard her give one of those surprised grunts, and I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the way her hips were locking up and then spasming.

Tom, having done his duty, let himself go. What a man, cum on command. Make sure the woman is pleased first. I was looking forward to enjoying him.

Tom went out to the kitchen to make some more drinks. Now that we had Jory high, I wanted to keep him that way. At least until he was ‘transitioned.’ So to speak.

Lana sat down next to his other leg and proceeded to prep his tootsies. I was already prepped and painting. And the red color rolled onto his toes quickly and easily.

“This is long lasting polish,” said Lana.

“Absolutely. And we’re going to use super glue on his hands. Maybe an inch long?”

“For a first time?” she asked. Then she giggled. “Sounds good to me. Better not make them too sharp, though.”

We painted for a while, I finished, Tom brought back another round of drinks, and we sipped and continued our little project. Jory was repeating verses from his little song.

Take off all your underwear

I don’t care

I’ll go bare

Bye bye cherry

Tom laughed. “For a Girly Man he sure knows some great songs.”

“Compensation,” I said. “Jory, take a sip.”

Jory sipped.

I finished his feet and started on his hands. I sanded and pressed the cuticles back. I selected inch long ovals and applied super glue. Shortly I had his hands looking like talons, and I began painting the blood on them.

Interestingly, Tom had never put his penis back in his pants. He was just sitting there, that big hog hanging out of his zipper.

I looked over at Lana. She had pulled her panties up and semen was leaking through them, lots of semen, but she didn’t seem to care. Or maybe she was just drunk enough not to care.

I looked back at Tom. “You ever hurt anybody with that thing?”

“Nah. If it gets a little too tight I just do anal. Assholes can take more dick than pussies can.

“Really?”

“Absolutely,” muttered Lana. “First time he took me in the ass…whoo!”

“Really?”

Lana looked up at me. “When I finish this hand I’ll take care of Girly Man’s face and Tom can preach the gospel to you.”

Now that was interesting. I looked up at Jory. He was just laughing away, singing his sick, little ditties, and…why not?

So I finished his claws, blew on them, and waited for them to dry. then I stood up and said, “I think I’ll go fuck Tom now. Okay, Jory?”

Jory never did hold his liquor too well. His head waggled a bit, and he nodded and said, “A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.”

I followed Tom out into the hallway.

We had no sooner stepped out of the bedroom than Tom spun around and pushed me up against the wall. He placed one hand to one side of me and held me against the wall with his lips.

That man could kiss. His lips were soft and hot, and they were hungry. I realized, as he scoured my soul with his mouth, that Jory having a small dick…well…he had smaller urges. He was horny enough, like all the time, but he wasn’t driven and insistent.

Tom’s hand went under my blouse and slithered up my body. He cupped my breasts and I gasped. He grabbed my nipple with one hand and gently pulled it. God, I nearly came out of my skull.

“Where you want to do this?” He asked.

“Guest bedroom,” I managed to say.

He picked me up, just scooped me up, and carried me into the guest bedroom. He was strong, and I could feel his muscles holding me so easily.

He bent and placed me on the bed, then started getting undressed.

I was anxious, and I pulled my clothes off like they were on fire.

Then we were both naked, and he was looming over me. I could feel his big cock swing against my leg. My, God! He was a club!

He held himself over me, a half a push up, and whispered, “Let me fuck your pussy first, then you’ll understand and we can do your asshole.”

“Okay.” I whispered, so horny I felt like I was exploding.

“Shit! Do we need lube?”

“Lots of it.”

I snaked out from under him, off the bed, and ran back down the hall and into the bedroom.

“Hey, baby! How’s the fucking?” Jory raised his glass towards me as I streaked past him, boobs bouncing, and into the bathroom.

Lana just looked up from where she was blowing on his fingers.

I came out of the bathroom and held up the jar of lube. “Just fine, baby.”

Lana laughed. “Good call. Use a lot.”

“Is she really going to get fucked in the ass?” Jory asked. I didn’t hear Lana’s reply.

Back in the guest room Tom was waiting. He was lying on his side, on an elbow, and his big cock was sticking out like a rooster’s beak.

Giggling, I laid under him.

He rolled over, and I was near swallowed by his muscles.

Still, he didn’t let his weight crush me, and I felt his hand spreading a bit of lube on my pussy. Then he stroked his cock and got it all slick.

“All right, baby. Are you ready for the big choo choo?”

Oh, was I! I gave a nervous gulp and nodded.

He slipped into me, and right away I knew I was in for an adventure. Just the head alone was amazing. It was like a big, old tennis ball was being forced into me.

I groaned, and it hurt a little, but the lube did its job and he slid into me.

Inch after inch of that mammoth python crawled into me, and I felt like I was being slow exploded.

“Easy now,” he whispered. He fondled my breasts, took his time, and kissed me.

But those slight distractions were nothing compared to the way he was opening me up.

“Oh, God…I can’t…”

“Sure, you can. Just hold on.”

He paused, and I had a chance to come to grips with what was inside me. I just laid there and got used to it. The slight pain receded, and the desire set in. I was plugged, filled, and I wanted to feel it more. I began to move.

He stopped me, kissed me, and I was getting desperate. “Please!”

“Pretty soon now. We just want to make sure. I’ll be able to get in you all the way, but I won’t be able to really fuck you until you’ve done this a bunch of times, until your hole is stretched a bit and can accommodate.”
 

I was gulping, unable to stop, and holding on to him. The itch that is the desire to fuck was monstrous. I wanted him to move.

Finally, he did. He shoved it the rest of the way into me, and now I was panicked. It was too big. “Wait! Wait!”

He had stopped, and he held me, soothed me, and he finally said, “That’s all of it. You see what I mean?”

I nodded. “I can’t…I can’t…”

“Not now you can’t. But with time…with time you’ll learn to love it. But it will always be like you’re walking on a cliff, thinking you’re going to fall into a big abyss of pain.”

“Oh, God.” I whimpered.

“Let’s do your asshole. It might hurt more for a second, but it can take the whole thing a lot easier.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

He pulled out, and even that was an excruciating experience. I wanted him to stay in…but…I couldn’t…it was too big.

Then he was outside of me, and I was gasping and wondering where he had gone.

He sat up and picked up the jar of lube. “Over on all fours and I’ll get you ready.”

I was surprised that I could still move, but I could, so I went over on my hands and knees.

Very gently he slathered lube on my asshole. After the near pain of. my pussy it felt really good.

He pushed lube into my asshole and used a thumb to spread it around inside. The he pulled his thumb out and used two fingers.

“Wow,” I said, now recovered from the near disaster. “That actually feels good.”

“Yes, it does.” He moved slowly, pushing more lube in, now using three fingers to spread it around.

He finished, and I felt like somebody had squashed a banana up my asshole. It felt good, but squooshy.

He stood up and got behind me. “Remember, the trick is to stay relaxed. If your muscles are rigid it’ll hurt. Relaxed muscles will accept everything quick and easy.”

“Okay,” I gulped.

He shoved it into me.

I knelt there, in shock, and felt the big baseball bat laying in my rectal canal.

“I know,” he said. “But if you go slow it takes forever, and you have to keep overcoming pain. Do it quick and fast and the muscles don’t even have time to tighten up.”

“Oh…oh…”

He was already sliding back and forth, and I felt that monster rub up against my walls.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

For a long minute he just took his time, and I started to wiggle my butt a little.

“How did you learn how to do this?” I asked, at one point.

“Lana used a strap on on me.”

“Really?” I froze and looked back at him.

He put an arm around my head, bent me back, caused me to arch, and his dick to move around inside me. He kissed me, and being all pretzeled it was absolutely stunning and breathtaking.

When he let me go and went back to his long, deep, slow strokes, I asked, “Can you go home and get that strap on for me?”

He grinned. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “You think he’ll like it?”

“Did you?”

“Love it.”

“Then, yes.”

He began to move faster now. The bed springs squeaked and the bed knocked against the wall. Heck, my head was hitting the wall, but I didn’t care. That peeny up my rear was all there was.

Suddenly, he gave a big lurch and froze, and I could feel his cock unload in me. God! The man had just cum in his wife and he was cumming again!

Squirt after squirt, and they weren’t sissy squirts. I felt like a bucket of cum was being shaken into my pussy.

Finally, he sagged, then he backed off. I twisted and lay down on my belly, and marveled at the sensations in my rear end.

Alive, electric, opened up. And…filled with semen.

“Just relax a while. I’ll go get us some more drinks.”

I laid there and just tried to breath and remember who I was.

When we returned to the bedroom Jory was pretty nearly made up.

“Geez,” Lana mock complained. “You guys took long enough.”

Jory was asleep. He laid there, his features slack as Lana put on the finishing touches.

His eyes were smoky grey and his lips were bright red. He had the proper amount of blush, and she had even plucked his eyebrows and shaped them perfectly.

“Wow.”

Tom grinned. “He’s going to be surprised when he wakes up.”

“He’s going to be upset,” I mumbled.

“Sure. But…let’s keep him away from mirrors and keep pouring drinks into him. Then we can slack off a bit, and he’ll sort of sober up and get used to it.”

That made sense.

“Okay,” said Lana, “Now the hard part. Let’s get him dressed.”

Dressing up a limp body in tight clothes is difficult, to say the least, and we struggled. Really, we should have dressed him first, but that hadn’t seemed likely. Fortunately Tom had the muscle, and Lana and I could adjust his clothes.

We laid him on the bed and pulled up garters and nylons. Then we put on his bra and his breast forms.

“Crap. He needs a tummy shaper.”

“Not a corset?”

“Well, yeah, but I don’t want to squeeze his body when he’s drunk like this.”

So we put an open bottomed tummy shaper on him.

Laying on the bed he was beautiful. A woman in body and face, but there was one problem. He had a boner.

We all stood to one side of the bed and stared at the little cob sticking up. It was quite pretty, be it a bit small.

“That’s got to go,” said Lana.

“Yep,” agreed Tom.

And, I hated to agree, but with what we were planning to do…his boner had to go.

But it wasn’t going to go. That dick had been fucked, and but good. There was no sperm left to leak. But he was in a state, having made me cum, and it wasn’t going to go down.

“Can you jack a man off if he’s asleep?”

“Maybe,” I said, “But he’s not going to cum.”

Lana took it in her hand, stroked it a few times. Jory merely gave a snore. She frowned and backed off.

“You know,” said Tom. “I might have a way.”

We looked at him.

“Lana? Do you remember that toy the guys gave me last Christmas? It was supposed to be a joke?”

“You mean that miniature chastity tube?”

“Yeah.”

They hummed and hawed and discussed it.

“Might be too small.”

“For that little thing? Naw.”

“We’d have to be careful.”

“We can be careful.”

“We only live a few minutes away. I can be back in five.”

“We could put ice on his pecker, get it small enough to fit into that thing.”

“What are you guys talking about?” I asked. My back door felt so good. I wanted more.

Tom turned to me. “A solution.” He turned to Lana. “Back in five.”

“Okay.”

Tom ran out of the room and down the hall. A couple of seconds and I heard the front door slam.

“What are you guys…”

“Go get some ice. Big bag.”

Well, I had better. We had been using the ice for drinks all day, and I came back with a sort of plastic bag, the kind you use for back aches and stuff.

“Oh, yeah,” Lana whispered. She took the bag and wrapped it around Jory’s little penis.

We sat back and talked about Tom’s dick for a while, and Jory’s cock slowly shrank.

The chastity tube was a little thing. Way too small for a normal guy, but exactly the right size for tiny dick Jory.

Lana took the ice bag off him and Tom fitted a ring around his package, pushed a cock shaped sleeve over his penis, then secured the whole thing with a little padlock.

“Wow.” I stared at the little thing. “Is that hot?”

“It is sort of hot,” agreed Lana.

“I don’t get it,” said Tom. “What’s the big attraction? You lock it up and you can’t fuck it. And why would a guy want to get himself all imprisoned like that? That’s got to be the most frustrating thing in the world.”

“Exactly!” Lana and I snapped at the same time, then we giggled.

“Okay, he’s still asleep. Let’s put the cheongsam on him.”

Tom lifted and we girls tugged, and we pulled the oriental style dress up his frame. Talk about luck, it was a perfect fit. We buttoned the buttons and stood back and smiled.

Jory lay sleeping, facing up. And he was a beautiful woman. His dress was snug and his tits were big. His legs, showed a little, and the nylons gave him a sleek look. There was no bulge where the chastity tube held his little man prisoner, and, most important, his hair was absolutely stunning. It wasn’t the dark, raven wing look of oriental women, but it was better.

“Well, let’s have another drink and watch the tube while we wait.”

We sat around the bedroom and watched the big screen while Jory slumbered.

An hour later, he began to stir.

“Sleeping Beauty rejoins the land of the living,” Tom murmured.

I turned off the big screen and we gathered around the bed.

Tom moaned, then his eyes fluttered. And I do mean fluttered. He had heavily made up eyes. The mascara was precise, the fake eyelashes long, and the colors absolute perfection.

“Hey, baby,” I shook him.

He opened his eyes all the way, and was puzzled, but he was also still drunk.

“My head hurts,” he mumbled.

Lana helped him sit upright. We agreed that Tom should just stand and watch unless we needed him.

“What’s on my…”

Lana stopped him from rubbing his eyes, and I pushed a drink in his hand.

“Hair of the dog, baby. Drink up.”

He sipped, but I kept lifting the glass. The liquor went between his red stained lips easily. He gulped, and he looked at us. “What’s on my eyes?”

Again, Lana stopped him from feeling his eyes, and I pushed the drink on him again. I wanted him stupid again.

“All of it. Drink it all.”

Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to. But still half drunk, he managed it. Almost instantly he was grinned.

Lana and I helped him stand up. He was taller now. And while this confused him, he looked around and said, “Am I still wearing those heels?”

“You sure are,” answered Tom.

“Hey, buddy,” he wavered and almost fell, but Lana and I had him.

“Man, I must have drunk a lot, what’s this…” he started to look down at his clothes, his cheongsam, but I pushed and Lana pulled, and the threat of motion, and falling on his face, made him look up.

Chatting, talking to him soothingly, we walked him out of the bedroom. The drink was taking good effect, and he hadn’t had a chance to see himself in a mirror.

We arrived in the foyer and had a choice. Turn left, into the living room, and avoid all mirrors, or turn right and let him see himself in the big wall mirror.

I took a big breath and nodded to the others.

The mirror.

We turned him and he turned and grinned stupidly and said, “Are we going out? I don’t know if— “ he stopped.

He had caught sight of himself, and we kept him turning. He took in himself, and his breathing stopped.

He was beautiful. Slender with big breasts. His hair flowing down, his face perfectly made up.

He was a woman, and there was no denying that.

“I…I…”

He stared back at himself. He was still drunk, but his eyes were big, and I had a feeling that he was getting so shocked that the effects of alcohol were dissipating.

“Is that…did you…”

Lana stood next to him, under his arm. She was grinning, and beautiful. I realized they made quite the couple.

I was on the other side, under his other arm, and…we made quite the couple, too.

Tom looked on from behind us, proud as a puppy with a new toy.

Then the tears started.

“Am I…am I…” his eyes filled with moisture, a tear trickled down.

“Did you…I have boobs…what…”

More tears.

We talked to him, soothed him, but the waterworks had started. He cupped his hands over his face and cried, and his mascara, though waterproof, still ran a little. Lana and I dabbed and tried to keep the damage to a minimum.

I thought: Oh, no.

But I was wrong.

Suddenly Jory turned to me and hugged me. He held on, sobbed, and kept whispering, “Thank you. Thank you.”

If we thought we had had a party this morning, it was nothing like what started then.

Tom turned up the music and Lana and I started taking turns dancing with Jory. It was wonderful dancing with my new husband. To feel his large breasts pressing against mine. To catch the scent of the delicate perfume we had spritzed him with. To nuzzle together, our faces in each others hair.

Then I watched him with Lana, and I loved how she held his face and kissed him as they swayed.

Then Tom danced with him. Tom was big and manly, and he moved Jory around just like he was…she was…a woman.

At one point we were sitting around the patio table and Jory asked, “What’s going on with my cock? I can’t see it, but it…something is grabbing it. Squeezing it. And the harder I get the more it squeezes.”

We all chuckled, and Tom explained about the chastity tube.

“Well, when do I get it off?”

“That depends on your wife.” Tom handed me the key to the little padlock. “You make her happy and maybe she’ll let you out.” He grinned in a most evil fashion. “Then again, “Maybe she’ll just keep you locked up. Let you watch as I fuck her hole big.”

Jory’ face turned different colors, his muscles worked, but, in the end, he simply nodded and said, “Oh.”

At one point Johnny Timmons and his wife came over. They heard the noise from next door and wanted to do a little party crashing. When they found out why we were partying they were astounded.

“That’s…that’s really you? Jory?”

Jory nodded. He was becoming accustomed to his new appearance faster than I thought. I mean, he was still drunk, but there was a part of him that wasn’t drunk, if you get what I mean.

Johnny’s wife insisted on a dance. Then Johnny took his turn.

More neighbors came over, the news was getting out, and I found out later that Johnny’s wife had posted to Facebook.

Finally, everybody dancing and drinking and having a great time, I nudged Lana. “Do you want him?”

She smiled big time. “Do I? Does a fish want water?”

She moved through the crowd, took Jory’s arm and swung him back towards the house. People understood what was happening, and there were a few hoots, but Lana ignored them. Jory glanced at me and I simply smiled. I was sure, that though he had been drunk, he remembered me fucking Tom.

I waited a minute, then entered the house after them.

I followed them down the hall and listened to them at the door. Then, when I thought they were into their own universe, I cracked the door and peeked in.

“Oh, baby,” said Lana. “I have always wanted to screw a woman with a dick.”

She had him on the bed, was perched on him. Seemed like everybody wanted to be on top of Jory.

“But my dick is locked up.”

“That’s okay. I brought something for you.”

The strap on was in a bag next to the bed. Tom had remembered to bring it when he had brought back the chastity tube, and she took it out and arranged it around his waist. She had to lift his cheongsam to fit it on him, but when she was done he had a big dick, bigger than his own, and she was now beneath him, waiting.

“Drive it to me, stud. Let me see how a Girly Man does it.”

Jory slid the big penis into her, and marveled when her eyes went wide. Of course, he had never seen the look of a woman opened up by a big peeny because, face it, he had a little peeny.

“Yes, yes,” She held on to him and rose up to meet him.

Then I watched the most amazing race.

Her fucking for all her might, and him fucking and not feeling a thing.

She moaned and cried out and grabbed his hair and pulled him down to her lips. Being careful, of course, not to dislodge the wig.

Jory thrust into her, again and again, and I knew he was feeling the heat. The look on his face, but…nothing was there. It was a fuckless fuck.

Suddenly she began to cry out, guttural grunts and moans, and her hips bounced up and down. “Yes! Yes!”

She came and came and came.

Jory just stayed inside her, looking down, marveling at his own detachment, his lack of sensation as she had gone crazy. I knew he had to be the most frustrated man in the world right about now.

Then she pushed him off. “Oh, God. that was good. You can fuck me with somebody else’s dick any time.”

She strode towards the door, a big, happy smile on her face. She pulled opened the door, wasn’t surprised to see me, and stepped past me.

I stepped into the room and closed the door.

Jory was sitting on the side of the bed. His cheongsam up around his waist, the dildo sticking out. I wondered if he was comparing the dildo to the size of his own puny penis.

“Hey, honey.”

He looked up.

“Did you have a good time?”

“Well, I did…I guess.”

I chuckled. “That’s what it’s like when you get fucked by a tiny peeny. You feel something, but the bang is small. Sort of frustrating.

“Is that what you’ve felt all these years?”

I answered him simply. “Yes.”

He looked  very miserable then. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I said. “I love you, and there’s other ways of doing things.”

“There are?”

I was working around his waist, undoing the strap on. I lifted it off him.

“Like what?”

“Like this,” I began putting on the strap on. It felt to have a good, hefty, hunk of meat, even though it was plastic, sticking out in front of me. I thought about how I liked to be in charge. And I thought about how he liked it when I was in charge. It seemed to make his little dick even harder.

He looked at my big dick and licked his lips nervously. “I thought you were going to unlock me.”

“Oh, Lord no. I certainly don’t want to do that.”

I pushed his shoulders and he laid back on the bed.

“Ever?”

“Probably not.”

“Then…then…”

“Shush up, Girly Man.”

He shushed, and I moved between his legs. I slapped lube between his legs and thought about how Tom had slapped lube into me. I used a lot, and really smushed it in. I used three fingers and got him hot and horny…and well lubed.

“Honey, I don’t know—“

I rammed it in and he gasped.

“What don’t you know?” I asked. I grabbed his little cock cage and shook it. The penis was trying to get hard inside, but failing.

“I…I…” he was suddenly gasping and giving little shivers.

I held his cage and pulled out and rammed it in again.

“I don’t think…I don’t…”

“Good. You shouldn’t think. You should just learn to lay down and let me fuck you.”

“Oh, God,” he moaned.

I drove it into him, pulled out, again and again. I moved around so the penis would scrape against his rectal walls, wake up all the nerves.

He was beside himself, groaning, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets.

I leaned down and kissed him, then pulled back and said, “I won’t be getting dick from you any more. Tom’s dick will work for me, and when I get tired of him I might find somebody bigger. But as for you, hubby of mine, I am now in charge. I am the fucker and you are the fuckee. Is that clear?”

His teeth were chattering and his head bobbed up and down. I grabbed his chest mounds and squeezed. “And you can’t feel this, but we’ll get you some real ones, okay?”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

Real tits, and I’m in your pussy, and you are my Girly Man, now and forever. Is that clear?”

“Oh…OH! OH!”

Jory began to cum. Again and again.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Feminization is No Joke!

Viagra switched with birth control

results in hilarious practical joke!

Grace Mansfield


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


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized for a Joke!

Feminization is a dish best served cold!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Hey kiddies! Got a winner for you here…if you like losers!

Well, it’s not that bad, but if you would like to have revenge on people who do mean things…read on!

I mean, why do people do mean things?

Can’t we all get along?

Can we all just be polite and kind?

So go ahead and find out what happens when mean people meet the consequences, and don’t forget to give me five stars.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Pull out! Now!”

Joe groaned, and likely wouldn’t have pulled out, but Sherry reached down and grabbed his balls.

“Fuck!” he whimpered. “Don’t!”

He pulled out quickly. His dick was throbbing and purple. Another few seconds and he would have shot his load.

Sherry smiled. “That’s a boy. Finish yourself off if you want.”

She let go of Joe’s balls and he rolled over and grabbed his penis.

Sherry rolled onto her side and watched him. She tickled his nipples and helped him along.

“Unh…unh…unh…okay…I’m gonna…AHHHH”

The semen spurted out of of Joe’s dick like Coke from a bottle that had been shaken.

Spurt after spurt, and Sherry chuckled and leaned over and kissed him. Then she climbed over him, careful not to get any mess on herself, and headed for the bathroom.

“Oh, God!” Joe sighed, throwing a forearm over his eyes.

From the bathroom: “Pretty good, eh?”

He said nothing. It had been good, great, in fact, but…he wanted to stay in her and squirt.

He rolled up on the edge of the bed and looked at his wife standing in front of the mirror. She was cold creaming her face, and cold cream or not, make up or not, she was the ultimate beauty.

She had a movie star face and the physique of a body builder. With very large breasts.

He stood up and went into the bathroom. He sat on the toilet and peed. “I want to squirt in you.”

She glanced at him. “And I’d love to have you squirt in me, but you know…”

“I know. You don’t want to get pregnant. You like having a career. You don’t want to lose your dynamite figure.”

“Bingo, baby. You’ve got it. Besides, I take care of you.”

That was true. He was allowed into her whenever he wanted, as long as he pulled out at the last second.

And, she gave him blow jobs. Great blow jobs that emptied his nuts and rattled his cage.

And, she gave him hand jobs, and even in the most unusual places.

The fact was that she had told him marriage would be like this.

And he had learned, quickly, that she was serious. The first time he had cum in her she had grabbed his balls and squeezed them so hard he passed out.

Actually passed out!

When he awoke she apologized, but told him to remember what she had said about not wanting him to cum in her.

She finished with her face, smiled at him, and hopped into the shower.

He sighed and stood up. His knees were a little weak, the cum had been that good, and he stepped into the shower.

She soaped him good. Every square inch of him, and then he soaped her.

She turned back to him and rinsed his package.

“You’re good, Joe, and I know it’s a big sacrifice. But…thanks.”

Joe kissed her gently. He said, “It’s just that doing it this way I get about ten times more hornier. Being allowed in, then derailed…getting close, then squirting outside of you…it’s frustrating.

“But, you just admitted, it’s exciting, too. Getting so horny, getting so close, then deprived. There’s a lot of guys who would love that kind of kink.

Joe didn’t say anything, and Sherry pursed her lips and frowned.

“Uh, oh. We have an unhappy puppy here.”

“Just once! With a rubber!”

“I don’t trust rubbers, and I don’t like the feel of them. If I was going to let you cum in me I would insist on bare flesh. But since I’m not…” she shrugged.

They were fully rinsed now, and they stepped out of the shower and dried each other off with big, fluffy towels.

“I just wish you could experience what I go through. Just once. Then you wouldn’t be so miserly with your pussy.”

Sherry shook her head. She gripped his cock and looked up at him.

“Joe?”

“God! I’m hard again! And I just came! Do you see what you do to me?”

“Joe, shhh. I’ve got a deal for you.”

“You do?” He smiled. Maybe there was hope in Mudville after all.

“Next weekend, Friday, we’re going to my company party.”

Joe remembered. Sherry threw a bash for her employees every couple or three months. She didn’t worry about everybody getting drunk, she wanted them drunk. She wanted them embarrassed and laughing and friends. Until the next party and they could get drunk all over again.

It was also a good way to get the people in the company to socialize outside of office hours. Sometimes, even in the middle of drunken revelry, they came up with ideas, made connections, and…the company prospered.

“Sure.”

“You like those parties, don’t you?”

“Sure. I get shit-faced and you don’t mind. It’s good food, good times, and you’ve got some good people working for you.”

“So, I hired a girl last week, and this is going to be her first time at the party. She didn’t want to come because she doesn’t know anybody, but we all know that’s silly. How are you going to get to know somebody if you don’t socialize a little, right?”

“Yeah,” he drew out the word, knowing that Sherry was planning something.

“Okay, she’s a looker. A knock out, and she needs this, so I’ll tell her that you’ll stay be her side, introduce her to people, make sure she gets off on the right foot.”

Joe’s brows furrowed. This wasn’t unusual, but he could feel the catch. And he asked, “What’s the catch?”

“The catch is that if you can get her to, you can make love to her.”

“What?” His eyes opened. “What the fuck?”

Sherry placed her fingers over his mouth.

“She’s a babe, she’s fun, and I’m giving you permission to fuck her.”

“No! Wait…I don’t get this!”

“Nothing to get. You squire her around, ply her with liquor, and if you can convince her…you can put your big, old weenie all the way inside her. You can even cum.”

“But what about babies?”

“I’m not worried about that, Joe. Besides, if she did have a baby then I’d be sort of a stand in mother. I’m okay with that.”

“As long as it’s not your pussy getting all stretched out of shape.”

“Exactly.”

Joe was stunned. He was truly speechless. The cogs in his head were spinning without engaging.

“I don’t get it.”

Sherry smiled. “Nothing to get. I love you, our marriage can withstand a little hanky panky, and consider this a reward for the way I don’t let you squirt.

“Are you sure?” He was suspicious, to say the least.

“I’ll even put it in writing.”

“But…let’s say I did do something like this…where would I do it?”

“There’s a couch in my office. Find a store room. Take her outside and throw her over the backseat of our car. But whatever you do, dump your load in her with my blessings.”

With that, Sherry smiled, crawled into bed and rolled onto her side.

Joe followed her, cautiously. There was something else going on here, and he wanted to know what it was.

It was okay with her if he fucked somebody else?

No…there had to be something else.

He lay down beside her and she snuggled against him. They spooned, and his hands were on her breasts, and she had her hands on his hands.

His cock, so recently discharged, was harder than hard. It poked into her buns and she giggled and wiggled.

“Good night, honey.”

Joe held her, and felt his horniness, and wondered what the fuck was going on.

The weekend passed quickly. Sherry had some extra work to do, Joe played golf on both Saturday and Sunday, and they watched TV and ate dinner and…the weekend passed.

And she teased him about the coming party.

“Her name is Tanya, and she has classic lines. Round butt, big boobs, just the way you like them.”

Joe groused, “She’s probably uglier than an unshaved pussy.”

“As if that would stop you,” Sherry laughed. “You’re just a fucking horn dog.”

“For you, baby!” he nuzzled her neck.

Sherry loved it. She was getting him good, and when the punchline came he was going to be floored.

The week passed fast, too.

On Monday Sherry brought home a cell picture of Tanya. Sure enough, she was drop dead gorgeous. She had full lips and wide, blue eyes. Her hair was a fluffy mop of delicate curves, and it hung to her shoulders.

And her body was all that Sherry had said it was. Better, in fact. Joe got a look at her ta tas and he gulped.

Sherry just laughed and squeezed him. “Is he getting all bonerized over a picture?”

He couldn’t lie. He nodded.

“And you’re sure you want me to do this.”

“I’m double sure. You need this. You deserve this. Honey, if you don’t end up balls deep in her by the end of the night I’m going to be very disappointed.”

“Yeah, right.”

Sherry smirked at him. “In fact, I’m laying down the law. You get your rocks off in her or no cums for a month.”

“What?”

She patted his cheek. “Just sweetening the pot, honey.”

And the week passed.

Friday night rolled around and Joe was a nervous ball of energy. He kept gulping and asking Sherry if she was sure.

She always nodded and smiled and said yes.

A half hour later he would ask again, and get the same response.

Joe knew something was up, but he didn’t know what.

It couldn’t be as straightforward as Sherry made it out to be, and the more Sherry insisted it was the more he knew it wasn’t.

Sherry took her party duds to work, and it was up to Joe to appear when he could.

At five o’clock, his chest almost hurting from the excitement, and his cock definitely rock hard, he got dressed.

It was a casual affair, and he wore a pair of pressed cargo pants and a flannel shirt. He was dressed down, but past experience had told him that the people at the party appreciated this. If he was dressed up they tended to be a little leery. Dressed down and he was one of the guys.

At 5:30 he hopped onto his motorcycle, a rice burner of large displacement, and zooped down the hill.

He made a few curves, split some lanes, and was at Sherry’s company by 5:40. Driving a car would have taken a half hour.

Driving the bike also had the benefit of great parking. He simply drove into the wide alcove of the front entrance and parked.

Sherry’s company did import business. She imported toys from China and distributed them. It was a good business, and there were always a few Chinese people around at the parties.

Good, old American decadence.

Joe walked into the front room, waved at security, and wandered back to the admin area of the building. Sherry usually had parties in the back area. People could wander out to the warehouse area, but the main party rooms were two large conference rooms.

He entered one of the rooms and looked around. There was a bar set up next to the kitchen. There was food, smelled like chili, in the kitchen.

People clustered here and there, and there was a line for the chili, and one for the bar.

Joe headed for the bar.

Actually, he wasn’t a fan of parties, and he always required lubrication to fit in with the proceedings.

He snagged himself a bourbon and Coke—Old Gand-Dad, cheap but good—and wandered around the edge of the room greeting people he knew and meeting those he didn’t.

Suddenly the loudspeaker: “Joe, get your butt up here!”

Everybody laughed, including Joe. HE made his way to a stairway, up some stairs, and into Sherry’s office.

Sherry was behind her desk, feet up and a scotch and soda at hand. She was talking to Tanya, who was sitting on the couch next to the desk.

“Joe!” Sherry waved her hand. “This is Tanya!”

Tanya was better than her picture. She rose up and Joe got a world class view of her boobs, her legs, and an exquisite face. She had a short nose with a small lift at the tip. She had full lips and a smile that warmed the room. She held out her hand, and Joe studied the red nails as he took her hand.

And his cock almost popped out of his pants.

“Joe will take you around and introduce you.”

“Glad to meet you, Joe. And thanks.” Her voice was sultry, demure, loaded with sex appeal.

“Pleasure’s all mine.”

“Well, I’ll leave you to get acquainted. I’ve got to get down and control the mayhem.”

“Thanks, Sherry.”

“No prob, Tanya.” She looked at both of them, a smirky grin on her face. “Don’t do anything I’d do…unless you really want to.”

She air kissed Joe’s cheek on the way past him, and left a definite smell of sex in the air.

Joe smiled at Tanya, and—was it his imagination?—there was a definite spark in the air.

“So you’re the latest and the greatest,” commented Joe.

“Or the newest and the bluest.” It was obvious that Tanya had a bit of an embarrassment issue. She was shy, and she looked down as she spoke.

Joe chuckled. “That won’t last long. So how did you come to be working at this den of inequity?”

Tanya raised her head and Joe fell in love with her long hair, her blue eyes, and the forthright nature hidden by her shy nature.

Downstairs Sherry was the life of the party. She was drunk, her people were drunk, and the atmosphere was downright ribald.

Joe touched Tanya’s arm and moved her to the window that looked down on the big room. “Looks like it’s just getting started.”

Sherry was whispering in Bill Henry’s ear, and Bill laughed, and blinked a little. Probably a dirty joke.

Joe and Tanya stood next to each other, Tanya now holding on to his arm, and they talked about the company, the people, and this and that.

Finally, time for more drinks, Joe led Tanya down the stairs.

They crossed the floor, getting a knowing wink from Sherry, and Joe introducingTanya to people as they went.

Two bourbon and Cokes—Tanya had good taste—and they meandered around the party. Tanya was nervous, and she kept her arm tightly linked to his.

More drinks.

And more.

And the party was really starting to kick.

Now Tanya knew most people, but she seemed to prefer holding on to Joe, which was fine with him.

He was feeling flushed, and his cock was such an obvious bulge that occasionally people would look down at his groin and giggle.

Joe was too drunk to care.

Sherry bumped into them a few times.

“Is he treating you well?”

“Oh, yes. Joe is a gentlemen.”

“Yep,” boasted Sherry, “Except when he gets you in bed.”

It was the kind of ribald remark that wouldn’t have worked, except that everybody was drunk.

And, later on, Sherry whispered into Tanya’s ear, a little loudly, “Has he gotten naughty with you, yet?”

Apparently there was some sort of collusion going on, because Tanya, though a little red in the face, wasn’t surprised or shocked by the remark.

And, around midnight, Joe knew he was going to have to make his move. He had spent an entire evening squiring Tanya, and he had felt her breasts pressed around his arm nearly the whole time. If he was going to get lucky, this was it.

“But how do you ask somebody you just met if they want to fuck?

Fortunately, Tanya broke the ice on that one.

“Is it true that you and Sherry have an open marriage?”

Drunk, his mind functioning at half power, Joe managed to think fast enough for an appropriate answer.

Appropriate if you were a drunk.

“Well, she gave me permission tonight, if that’s what you mean.”

They were next to the doorway to the warehouse. The warehouse was mostly dark, just a few lights and a few couples slow dancing.

“You mean…she gave you permission to…with me.”

Joe nodded. He was now officially tongue tied.

Tanya pulled him into the warehouse.

“Show me around, Joe.”

It was a design and an invitation.

Joe couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t had sex for a week, and he had been teased mercilessly for that whole week. And now this incredibly beautiful creature was coming on to him.

They moved along the back wall into a nook created by crates. The space was about nine foot by nine, and there was a crate in one corner with a blanket over it. Obviously, somebody else had been here before them.

They had no more entered the small space than Tanya whirled around, grabbed the back of Joe’s head, and pulled his face to hers.

Her lips were soft, plump, and he tasted her sweet breath.

His hands moved up to her chest and he felt those wonderful mammary glands.

Tanya groaned. “Oh, Joe!”

All of Joe’s misgivings were out the window. He was in the moment, and he held her hips and pressed his groin against her so she could feel his big cock.

Tanya pressed back and their bodies were inseparable.

The sound of music from the main room drifted over them, the lust in their souls raised up, the kiss went on and on.

Then Tanya reached down and felt his penis. “Oh, that’s a big one.”

“Oh,” said Joe. He could hardly breath. He was going to screw somebody other than his wife. He loved his wife, but steak day after day looks for a little ice cream.

Tanya was wearing a cross over dress, and he moved his head down and pulled the material apart.

Her breasts were hard—he wondered briefly if they were implants, but didn’t care—and the nipples were stiff. He brushed his palms over her nipples and she moaned in the darkness.

Then she slid down his body and put her mouth over his penis.

Joe groaned as her hot lips sucked on him. Her tongue was expert as it circled his head, and her hands palpated his testicles.

After a moment Joe was close, and he said, “I want to fuck.”

“Oh, baby,” muttered Tanya. She stood up, lifted her dress, pulled down her panties and bent over the crate.

She kept her legs close together and she said, “Only in the asshole.”

Joe was so drunk, so horny, and though he had never had anal sex, he was okay with it.

Her ass as tight, but he managed to get into it. It was heaven. He had never felt anything so odd and weird and wonderful.

He pushed into her, then pulled out.

Tanya groaned and pushed back.

The moment was coming, Joe knew that. He could feel the trigger starting to click, when…suddenly…something…he didn’t know why but he reached down, past her asshole. He wanted to feel her pussy at least. He wanted to…

“FUCK!” Joe yelled and he jumped back.”

Tanya twisted and looked back at him. Her eyes were glinting in the dark.

“What’s wrong?”

“YOU’VE GOT A DICK!”

Tanya turned all the way around. “Of course I have,” she seemed confused. “I thought you knew that!”

“But…but…” Joe’s mind was shattered into little squiggly parts.

“Sherry said you knew. She said you liked sex with people like me!”

“I didn’t…I don’t…”

“You didn’t know?”

“But…I…” Joe was suddenly pulling his pants up tight and zipping. He straightened his shirt out.

“Joe, I’m sorry.”

Then it hit him. He was being cruel. His shock began to fade and he realized that they were both victims of a bad practical joke.

“Look, Tanya…I’m sorry I had such a reaction. I just…my wife didn’t tell…” he realized that he was throwing his wife under the bus and quickly changed his story, “I didn’t realize…I misunderstood my wife…I apologize.”

Tanya was about to run past him, properly mortified, but he grabbed her arm and stopped her.

“Look, we can’t leave it like this. You can’t run out crying…nobody but us knows what happened. Can’t we talk this through for a second?”

Tanya stood, her head slightly forward, her long hair covering her features. It looked like she was close to sobbing.

“First, I apologize. For me, for my wife, for any misunderstanding. Let it all be on me. I thought…it doesn’t matter what I thought, I shouldn’t have reacted so strongly.”

“I’m so embarrassed,” muttered Tanya.

“But, why? You didn’t do anything. We were…we were just having fun, and…and I reacted too strongly.”

Tanya raised her head and studied him. “So you were just in me.”

“I know. But I’m into women. I mean, women who aren’t…you know…”

“Men.”

“Yes. But it doesn’t mean I don’t like you, or that…” words poorly prepared faded out.

“But if you didn’t know…then your wife is playing a mean trick.”

“Don’t look at it that way. Yes, she may have misjudged, but she probably thought we would enjoy each other.”

“I don’t think I want to work for somebody who—“

“Wait a minute,” Joe thought fiercely. “The best revenge, for you, for me, is to act like we did it, and that we liked it.”

“Well, we did do it.”

“I know. I mean, I didn’t cum, but…”

Suddenly she was close to him, “Would you like to cum?”

“I…I do, but…”

“But not with me.”

“I’m drawn to women who have vaginas, not…not…”

“Not dicks. I understand.”

Tanya leaned against a crate and bit her lip. “I don’t think I would understand it, but…I’ve been a guy. I know. I know about jokes that go too far and people who misjudge.”

Joe was silent, waited as she thought the situation through.

“I don’t want to go get another job.”

“Then we go out and act like everything is okay.”

Tanya studied him closely. “You’re a nice person, Joe. Nicer than your wife. You do realize that if we do this your way, act like everything is okay, she’s going to go crazy.”

“Then we’ll have our joke. We’ll be the ones laughing.”

For a brief instant Joe saw a slice of smile appear, then it disappeared. “If we do this then you’re going to have to be okay with touching me. Even with kissing me.”

Joe pushed feelings around in his mind. He nodded. “I can do that.”

“Then kiss me. Right now. Prove it.”

Now Joe was in for it. The proof was in the pudding. He was going to have to kiss a man.

But…was she really a man? She looked like a woman. She even felt like a woman. She had breasts, and he had been inside her. It had been exciting, and it was an asshole, but he had been inside her.

“Okay,” he said. He stepped forward and held out a hand.

She pushed off the crates she was leaning against.

Joe took her in his arms, he imagined her a beautiful woman, which was easy, and he brought his lips close.

He closed his eyes, he imagined, and their lips touched.

It was a good kiss. It wasn’t the wild passionate kiss of minutes before, but it was…delicious. Warm and moist and even a little bit of tongue.

Joe backed away, suddenly out of breath, and said, “I can do this.”

Tanya nodded. “Okay. Then it’s time to turn the tables on our practical joker.”

They smiled at each other, nervously, and exited the little space.

Joe and Tanya walked into the big room. They looked at each other and smiled, and it all looked natural.

Up in her office, looking through the big window, Sherry was waiting. She had seen Joe and Tanya go out the back door, and she knew intuitively that Joe was going for it.

Man, was he going to get a surprise.

She sipped on her scotch and soda and waited. It had been a wonderful party, and everybody was feeling good. One of her better parties, and the practical joke she had played on Joe was the highlight. When he found out…Sherry laughed out loud. Sipped some more.

Any minute he would be running back through the room, clothes askew, bleating out some nonsense about being raped, or something.

God, there was no end to the possibilities here.

Suddenly Joe and Tanya walked back into the room. Joe’s arm around her, and Sherry’s eyes tightened up.

Where was the panic from her homophobic husband?

Where was the upset and outrage.

Instead, they were just looking at each other, whispering into each other’s ears.

Had Joe…had he actually?

Sherry couldn’t believe it. This was impossible. This was…and in the back of her mind was the nagging thought that her husband had actually gone ahead and…and…

HE HAD CHEATED ON HER!

Except…he hadn’t. He had permission. But…he wasn’t supposed to go through with it! He wasn’t supposed to…to actually make love to Tanya!

Now Sherry was hoist on her own petard. Whatever that was. Her husband had put his penis into a hole other than hers. And he had squirted (she thought).

And what was she supposed to do about it? How could she…why did he…oh…GOD!

The party was winding down. People were going home. The bar was closed and the parking lot was empty.

Joe walked Tanya out to the parking lot and to her car.

In the upstairs of the company building Sherry ran down a long corridor. She looked out a second floor window.

There they were. They were standing next to Tanya’s red Miata. They were standing close together, and their hands were touching.

She could imagine what they were saying to each other.

‘We’ve got to get together and do this again.’

Sherry was close to tears. There was a weird sort of subdued and twisted rage, all tempered by the fact that she had set this whole thing up, in her heart and mind.

In actuality, they were play acting. Keeping up the act, and sort of enjoying it.

Now that they knew who each other was, and what they could and couldn’t do, they were joking like a couple of guys.

Sherry held Joe’s forearms, her breasts were almost touching him, and she said, “You know, it’s too bad you didn’t cum in me.”

Joe nodded ruefully. “I mean, what would it have hurt?”

“Not a damn thing.”

They laughed, then Tanya leaned forward and hugged him.

Upstairs, Sherry made two fists and leaned forward and touched the big window.

She was crying.

“I’m going to kiss you. Okay?” Joe, now that the ice had been broken, was fascinated by the fact that she was a man, and that they had…he had…put his dick in her.

“I’d love it,” said Tanya.

With Sherry watching, and sobbing, Joe took Tanya in his arms and kissed her. Thoroughly. All the way down to her stockinged feet.

And Joe felt Tanya’s breasts.

A “NO!” emitted from Sherry’s tortured soul.

Then Tanya got in her car and, with a wave, left the parking lot.

Joe sauntered, happy and nonchalantly, back across the parking lot. A moment later she heard his motorcycle start up, then he zipped across the lot and onto the street.

Sherry slid down the glass, moaning, to her knees. She sat there, curled in on herself, and wondered what the fuck she had been thinking.

An hour later, Joe was in bed, he heard Sherry’s car in the driveway.

He smiled, turned his back towards the door and waited.

A few minutes later the Sherry came into the bedroom. She tip toed, and he listened as she slithered out of her clothes and then slid into bed.

He moved a little.

“Are you awake?” she asked.

“Hi, honey,” he mumbled.

She put her arms around him and managed not to cry. She snuggled up against him and asked, “How was it?”

“The party? Great. One of your best.”

“And did you…did you…”

“Honey, I will always remember this. I can’t believe how generous you are. Letting me…”

Her heart breaking, but unable to stop herself, Sherry whispered, “Tell me about it.”

Joe sighed. Now he was in the land of creative writing, but that was okay.

“It was amazing. She was so tight. You know…I don’t know…but she only wanted it in the asshole. I’ve never felt anything like that before in my life.”

Sherry was silent, unable to say anything, in danger of bursting into tears. Then she managed to ask, “Was it good? When you came in her?”

Joe smiled in the darkness. “It was the absolute best. It was like she had extra muscles back there, and she kept squeezing my cock with those muscles. I felt like I was truly being wrung out. When I came it was so tight it felt like I was coming longer, and harder, just to get my seed into that tight pussy. Well, asshole. Maybe we should try a little anal sex sometime.”

Sherry choked, and made it sound like a cough.

“Maybe,” she said.

“Anyway. I really owe you, letting me do this.”

Holding her face against his back, squeezing the tears back into her eyes, Sherry said, “You’re welcome.”

Then Joe rolled over and faced her. In the darkness he couldn’t see the torment on her face. “You know, it was so hot, she was so tight, I have another boner. You want to do it? My thanks for giving me such a glorious fuck?”

Of course she wanted. She was panicked, frantic. She had given her man away, and she was desperate to reclaim him, to make up for the damage she had done.

“Oh…please.”

She put her face against his shoulder and spread her legs.

Joe moved over her leg and put his dick to her vagina.

She held to him, clutched him extra tight, and he delved into her.

His penis was everything she wanted, but…it was also…separate.

He had used it on another woman!

Still, she wanted him so badly, she began fucking him hard, ruthlessly, as if she was determined to get his essence out of him, to make it all right.

To Joe it was wild. It was like make up sex, about ten times magnified. He couldn’t believe how viciously Sherry was fucking him.

For a long minute she wrung him out, then he had no choice. His denied orgasm was due, and it burst out of him with a fervor he had not expected.

In an odd way, it was like fucking the enemy.

He didn’t think of her like an enemy, she was his wife. But she had played a mean trick on him, and now he was getting back at her.

He grunted and spewed his seed, and Sherry wiped her face against the bedding.

She had finally allowed Joe to cum inside her.


PART TWO

The only problem was that Sherry didn’t want to fuck after that.

Her demons were eating her up, and she would let Joe in her…but only for a while, then she would ask him to get out of her.

She would roll over and just lay there. Miserable.

And she didn’t give him any of her fabulous blow jobs. And hand jobs weren’t even mentioned.

Joe, of course, was miserable. He was getting about one tenth of the sex he had previously gotten, and it was grudging, like a favor to a bad dog.

But he hadn’t been the one who had been bad!

To complicate matters, Joe couldn’t stop thinking about the night he had been inside Tanya’s asshole.

It had been so tight, and what had started out so glorious, then had been destroyed, was now gaining in myth.

He kept remembering the feel of her muscles clutching him. He kept remembering being so close…and then discovering her secret.

This all made him even hornier, but he wasn’t getting much in the way of sex, so…he didn’t know what to do.

Sherry tended to get up earlier these days. Before him. She went to work without seeing him, and came home late, and then seemed focused on office work.

Theirs was a relationship that wasn’t working.

Theirs was a relationship with a broken trust.

She had mean tricked him, and he had, inadvertently, responded, and now they were both stuck in the consequences of their stupidity.

Days passed.

Weeks passed. A month passed.

Joe tried to fix it.

“Honey, we seem to be at odds. Shouldn’t we go out and get drunk and talk about it?”

She just stared at him with a gimlet eye.

And he thought about the asshole he had almost squirted in.

And he thought more and more.

Heck, he wasn’t getting any…and he needed some.

And then Tanya called him up.

“How’s it going, Joe?”

It was daytime and Sherry was at work. Joe was working at a less than fever pitch. He was a writer on the internet, but his creative juices had been slowing up.

“Oh, pretty good. How are you doing?”

“Terrible.”

Joe blinked. “How come?”

“Your wife looks right through me. She treats me all right, but it’s like I’m not human. She doesn’t joke, she doesn’t smile, or even get angry if I make a mistake. She just treats me like an automaton.”

Joe listened quietly.

“It wasn’t like this when I signed up. And I didn’t sign up for this.”

“I understand,” Joe murmured.

A space of silence, then, “I keep thinking about how it was when you were inside me.”

More silence.

“I know I’m being forward, I know you aren’t into women who are men, but…I can’t stop thinking.”

“I know,” admitted Joe. “I can’t stop thinking about it, but…I can’t.”

“I know. I mean…I had a hope, but underneath it all I know it would be wrong. You are married.”

Joe thought about what she was saying. He thought about how Sherry was treating him.

He didn’t assume it was all his fault, but enough was enough…and something had to be done.

“Tanya, please come to our house at seven o’clock tonight.”

Joe heard the crinkle of papers. She was moving around. thinking about it.

“I don’t know. She’s liable to get mad and—“

“I don’t care if she’s mad, we can’t go on this way.”

That was true, and after a moment Tanya agreed. “Okay. Seven o’clock. Do you have a plan?”

“Of course I do.”

But he didn’t. He had no clue at all. He just knew that life couldn't go on the way it was.

“Okay. See you tonight.”

Joe hung up and thought about what he was going to say. It was obvious when this had all started, so he was going to have to address that night. There was no other way around it.

But, he was scared. Truth, Miss Career Driven was sort of the leader in their relationship.

He was content to stay home and work on the internet. She was driven to make a company, hire people, get those people to do her bidding, and some of that had sloshed over on their relationship.

So what was he going to do.

The first thing, he realized, was to not tell Sherry that Tanya was coming over. After that…who knew?

DING DONG!

“I’ll get it,” and Joe hurried into the foyer.

Sherry was in the living room watching FOX news. She was silent, as usual, and focused on the big screen. She barely looked up as Joe went to the door.

“Hi, Joe.”

Sherry looked up. What was she doing here?

Then Joe brought Tanya into the living room. “I invited Tanya over because we have to talk about something.”

Only the fact that Sherry was an alpha stopped her from getting up and leaving.

“Tanya, please sit there.”

Joe looked at Sherry, then went to the kitchen and returned.

Sherry knew this was all planned because he had a tray of drinks. Three scotch and sodas for her, and six bourbon and Cokes for Joe and Tanya.

Joe placed the tray on the coffee table, took a seat, and they all looked at each other. They were sitting in a sort of triangle, Sherry frightened, Sherry pissed off, and Joe determined.

“So what’s this all about?” Sherry snapped, muting FOX.

Joe sighed. “Everything has been messed up since the party.”

Sherry’s eyes tightened up.

“It’s everybody’s fault. You,” he pointed at Sherry with his chin, “Thought it would be a good practical joke for me to fuck a trans.”

Sherry started to spit out an answer, but stopped herself. There was enough truth in what Joe said that she couldn’t really say anything.

“Then Tanya and I decided it would be a good idea to pretend we had fucked.”

Sherry blinked. “You did fuck. You told me how tight her asshole was, how it was the best fuck, how her muscles tried to clamp you down.”

Tanya shook her head, looking down at the carpet.

“Actually, we didn’t fuck. Well, I managed to get my dick in her, but before I could squirt I felt her dick and panicked. I pulled out and we yelled at each other, and…”

“You didn’t fuck?”

Ice was thawing in the soul of Sherry.

“No. But we did feel used. You set us up. You set this whole thing in motion. And now we have problems.”

“What problems?” asked Sherry, her eyes squinted.

“You don’t want to fuck. I don’t know about Tanya, except that she says you don’t treat her right.”

“And you?”

Here it was, and Joe sighed and let it out. “I can’t forget about how good Tanya’s asshole was.”

Silence. Brain blinking silence.

Tanya kept her head lowered. Joe and Sherry stared at each other. The clock ticked. On the big screen talking heads blathered without noise.

Finally, Sherry clicked the TV off. She grabbed a drink, lifted it and said, “I’ll drink to that!”

Joe felt relief.

Tanya looked up, puzzled, but feeling a shift in the atmosphere.

“So tell me about your big fuck?”

Joe snorted. “It wasn’t much. I was horny, somebody hadn’t been spreading her legs, and I pushed my dick into her.”

“It was good,” admitted Tanya. “But it was also weird. I mean, strangers in the night.”

“And you didn’t cum?”

“I was inside Tanya for maybe twenty seconds, and I was close, then I reached under. I wanted to feel her pussy. Imagine my surprise.”

Sherry chuckled. “Yes. I can.”

“It hurt my feelings,” put in Tanya. “You build Joe up, basically tell me to fuck him, and—I even thought my job depended on it—and then he pulls out and starts yelling.”

“I’m sorry,” Joe said.

“It’s okay,” Tanya placed her hand on his knee, then took it off quickly and glanced at Sherry.

“Hell, touch his knee. You’ve already touched his cock.” Yet it wasn’t said vindictively.

And Tanya actually did. She touched his knee. “It is okay. You were a gentleman. You treated me with consideration. After you found out I was a man.”

“So what do we do about this?” Sherry asked, and she followed it up quickly with her real concern. “What do you mean you think about her asshole?”

Now Joe was nervous. Extra nervous. “I’ve never felt anything like that before. Not that you were a man, but…you were a man. And I don’t have any feeling for you as a man, though I could as a woman. Oh, hell. I don’t know what I mean.”

“I know,” Tanya muttered. “I know exactly.”

Something in her voice made Sherry tilt her head. “What do you mean…you know exactly?”

“Before, when I was a man in figure, I used to wonder about my ass. I was fascinated, and especially by the sensations, but by everything. I experimented. I explored. I used to try and fuck my own butt. I tried various things, and I finally got old enough to buy butt plugs, and one thing led to another, and…it’s not this way for everybody, but I decided to live as a woman.”

Tanya’s short story was, in spite of the terse manner of speech, gripping.

“So you’re saying it’s not that Joe is obsessed with your butt…he’s obsessed with his own butt.”

“That’s usually the way it works. There are studly guys who just want to fuck another man’s butt, but they’re usually gay. But, in my experience, if a man thinks about his butt but isn’t drawn to men, then he is drawn to women…and by that I mean he is drawn to becoming a woman.”

Now Joe and Sherry were staring at her.

Sherry: “So it sounds like you have an idea. What do you propose?”

“Simple. To find out we make Joe into a woman, then you show him what an asshole feels like.”

The following days were something of a kaleidoscope.

Joe and Sherry moved as if in a daze. Thinking. Starting to speak, then stopping.

Joe was wondering if he really wanted to wear women’s clothes. Underwear. Make up. Just because being inside a trans’ butt was…unforgettable.

Sherry was judging Joe. She was the alpha, and he was the softer person in their relationship. But did that mean he wanted her to make him into a woman?

She imagined him in a dress, and, unbelievably, she could see it.

She imagined him with boobs, or taking hormones. Would she want to live with a man like that?

And Joe was wondering what would happen to his cock. If he got tits it would be his normal, old boner. But if he took hormones…that was something else.

Time passed. A little time that felt like a lot of time.

They made love, but it wasn’t the impassioned thing of old.

He fucked her to a cum, then drew out, and sometimes she didn’t even have to ask.

She gave him a blow job, but when it was done and she had swallowed they just looked at each other and thought about it.

Was a blow job equal to a butt job?

What would it be like for Joe to be truly submissive?

They passed in the night. Two tugboats hanging on to the inertia of their lives, afraid to change their path.

Yet, something had to give.

“Do you want implants?”

They were laying in bed, just talking, but, as usual, the talking was slanted towards him…changing.

“I’d have to wear a bra.”

“And other things,” observed Sherry.

“I’m afraid of hormones. What if my dick stops working?”

Sherry frowned. She liked a good dick, and he had a good one, but…she wasn’t getting the real benefit of it right now.

Still, did she want to do without it? She didn’t think so.

“So what if we get you implants, and just do more research on the hormones?”

“You mean like estrogen, but not testosterone blockers?”

It spoke of how far their thinking had progressed that they knew the significance of testosterone vs estrogen.

“That’s what I was thinking.  Get you some implants. Then talk to a doctor about hormones.”

“How big should my, uh, tits be?”

“Big. You’re not a big guy, but your chest is male wide.”

“Well, we could talk to a doctor.”

“I already have.”

Silence for a moment.

“You talked to a doctor?”

“I did.”

He would have said more, but she was the more forceful in their relationship.

“Did he have recommendations as far as boob size?”

“I gave him your measurements and he recommended something called Chyna 2000s.”

“After the wrestler,” mused Joe.

For a while they were silent, then Joe said, “Okay.”

Joe went down for the implantation on a Friday morning. He took an Uber, and would take one home.

He entered the office and was treated like a normal person.

In his mind he was a normal person. Just one who had a need for boobs.

The doctor came in and made a couple of incisions below his pectorals, then pushed a couple of big, squishy bags under his flesh. Then he glued the incisions, and the operation was over.

Except that Joe was supposed to keep his arms down for three days, and he was supposed to wear a bra.

And, in the case of the Chyna 2000s, it had to be a sturdy bra.

Joe was sitting in the living room when Sherry came home. He struggled to his feet when she came in and said, “Let’s see ‘em!”

They were big. Huge, to be exact, and Joe felt the straps cutting into his shoulders. They poked out, and it was all his own, tightly stretched skin.

“Wow!”

“I know,” said Joe.

To be honest, Joe didn’t know what to think. He was a monster, and yet…he had extra organs and they were…sexual.

Sure, he was a drab kind of a man, but he felt sexy. Having big boobs does that to a guy.

Sherry came to him and gently felt them. She hefted them, then she reached into his cups and massaged his nipples.

“Please,” he said.

“Wanna fuck?” she said.

He nodded.

But he couldn’t be on top. He couldn’t put his arms in the right positions, and the boobs were uncomfortable, so he lay on his back and Sherry climbed on top.

She balanced herself by putting her hands on his tits, and she slid down his pole.

“Oh, fuck,” she wheezed. “This is hot!”

And it was. Joe felt extra sexy.

And Sherry felt extra extra sexy. She had been on top before, but now she was really on top.

Joe was weak underneath her, recovering from the new sensations and bulk of his chest. And it suddenly struck her: Why do men think they are the strongest? Sure, they have a few muscles, but they cried like little babies, they did what women told them to. And all they really wanted was to have their little nubs rubbed.

But now she was stronger. She was in charge. She was the one on top, calling the shots, doing the deed.

Joe was just laying there and whining about how his boobs hurt.

Hell, he had never even had a period! What did he know about pain?

And, if that thought wasn’t empowering enough, she came. Maybe it was the position and the thoughts, but, whatever, her pussy blew up and flew to the moon!

She gasped and her muscles locked up and everything just came together!

She fell off Joe, who whined, “What about me?”

“Next time, baby. It’ll do you good to wait.” And, following on top of everything, she blurted, “When we’re you going to start taking hormones?”

Joe stared up at her.

Tanya had connections, and she got Joe hormones. She also gave him warnings.

“Look, these are really strong pills. Instead of waiting for months for your body to change, you’re going to wait for weeks.”

“But I’ll still have full function in my dick?”

“Absolutely!” Then she added, “But you will go through a period of limp dick. It won’t be long. In fact, when your boobs have almost fully grown, about a month, maybe two, your dick will start popping up. And it’s going to be bigger and stronger than you ever imagined!”

Joe was liking this. He liked having big sex organs on his chest. He liked the idea that he was going to have super boners. He just wished it would hurry up.

Sherry liked it, too. She was more and more in charge. She liked the way Joe  whined and gulped and carried on. She was making him do this. She was making him lose control.

She was in charge.

As Joe changed she loved it more and more, and she became hornier and hornier.

Her pussy was always wet, and then Joe started to go limp.

First he couldn’t cum too easily. Then his boners seemed to be…less stiff.

And, finally, they stopped all together.

Sherry had him use a strap on on her.

Heck, they were planning on using it on him, and if it was good enough for the male, it was certainly good enough for the female. Right?

Tanya became a regular visitor to their house. She brought Joe his pills. She watched as Sherry became stronger and more powerful.

And she helped Joe make the transition into a more feminine person.

“So I need to always stroke down with the nail polish?”

“Always.” Tanya stroked down from cuticle to tip. His nails were a half inch longer than his regular nails, and they were shiny and red. “And I suggest always using good glue. You don’t want them to lift off. You know?”

“Okay?” Joe smiled at her.

She kissed him lightly on the lips and patted his cheeks. “Your hair is getting longer. Would you like to style it?”

“Is it long enough?” he asked.

“Sure. We’ll make a bob, curl it over your forehead.”

She worked on him every couple of days, even getting time off from work.

As the weeks passed Joe was becoming more and more lovelier. His hair grew longer, he grew adept at repairing his nails. He learned about make up and painted his lips with a plumper so they’d be fatter, then with bright red lip stain.

And his body was changing.

His waist was becoming more slender and his ass was getting rounder. His tits, already large with the Chyna 2000 implants, became even bigger as the hormones gave him his own natural growth.

The hormones were really working.

Unfortunately, he was going through the temporary limpness of his cock.

It made him sad when he pleasured his wife. He had to use his mouth, and the strap on.

On the other hand, the strap on was exciting for the simple reason that one day she would be using it on him.

And so time passed.

“How soon do you think we’ll be ready?” Joe asked Tanya.

She was curling his hair. “Tonight.”

“What? Really?”

Tanya smiled. “What? You want to wait longer?”

“No! Can I call Sherry?”

He had taken to asking permission of the females in his life.

“Of course you can. Just let me finish…there we go.”

Joe almost ran into the other room. He picked up his cell and tapped a number.

“Honey? Are you ready for the big time?”

Sitting in the other room, Tanya could hear Sherry’s excitement. They had been planning this for months. And now it was finally time.

Oh, boy!

Sherry came home a little early. She was surprised to find Tanya still there, but she greeted her friend with a hug. “Come for the blast off, eh?”

“Don’t you know it. I’d come in and root for the teams if I could.”

Sherry laughed. “That would be too much. Besides. We’re going to be rooting for ourselves just plenty.

Sherry had brought home Chinese and they sat at the dining room table and played with chopsticks.

And Sherry and Joe kept looking at each other. Giggling. They were so excited.

Finally, dinner over, a couple of drinks downed, Sherry stood up and took Joe’s hand. “Come on, lover. It’s time to find out how the other half lives.”

Joe glanced at Tanya, grinned and blushed, and followed his wife down the hallway.

Smiling, Tanya waited until the door shut, then tip toed down the hallway and listened at the door.

“Oh, honey, isn’t this exciting?” Sherry took off her dress. Standing in her underwear she was a prepossessing woman. Standing in her underwear with the strap on around her hips, she was even more prepossessing.

Joe watched her, and smiled. He was nervous. Heck, he was downright scared. But they had planned this. This was the point of it all.

He took off his panties and lay down on the bed.

“You want me face up or face down?”

“Face down, honey.” She wanted to be totally in charge, and having him able to look up at her, to even have the slightest chance of questioning her…she wanted him face down.

Joe lay on the bed and scooted a pillow under his hips. Normally he would be able to lay like this. His cock was too big. But now it was limp. No problem, and it lay half under the pillow and did nothing.

Sherry applied some lube to his butt. She took her time and massaged his rectum and worked the lube into the crevices.

Joe moaned. It felt good. They had been doing this for the past couple of weeks. She would lube him up and work his butt with a variety of butt plugs.

He was ready for the big strap on.

Outside the door Tanya listened and smiled.

Finally, he was ready, and Sherry was more than ready. She moved forward and pushed her dildo into his anal passage.

Joe’s eyes opened wide. There was a little pain, but then the dildo slipped all the way in and he gave a sigh.

“Oh, yes,” he muttered, his face half turned into the bed.

Sherry smiled and began thrusting her hips forward and back.

Joe felt the thing opening him up. He felt more pleasure than he had ever felt before.

“Oh, yeah,” muttered Sherry, licking her lips. This was the ultimate. This was the best. She was not just in charge, it was like she was taking over his spirit. That which made him male was being transferred into her, and she groaned with the feeling of empowerment.

“Fuck!” whined Joe. “Fuck me, baby.”

Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Tanya entered.

Joe and Sherry froze mid-fuck.

“Well, kids, I have some news for you.”

Both Joe and Sherry had open mouths as they stared at Tanya.

“What you guys did was cruel. Your idea of a practical joke, Sherry, to trick your husband into fucking a trans just for your own amusement, and Joe, you said to act like nothing happened, and you justified it all away. You protected your wife in her stupid joke, and that was just as hurtful as what she did. So what I did was give you the testosterone blockers. You’re going to be limp for a year. For a year the only sex you get will be the strap on, and the same goes for you, Sherry.”

“But…but…” Joe blubbered.

“You didn’t…you couldn’t…” blathered Sherry.

“This is my practical joke on you. A year of limp. And let me tell you something. There are people who are trans, and bi, and gay, and whatever. They make choices, and sometimes they have a rough life. But you self-entitled assholes made a stupid, whimsical choice for me. So now you just got a whimsical choice, and I hope you like it. At the end of a year you’ll figure it out. And, with that said I get the final word. Sherry…I QUIT!”

Tanya turned and walked out of the room.

After a stunned minute Sherry said, “Man. She was pissed off. I don’t think I’ve seen anybody so mad.”

And Joe said, “Could you move your hips forward and back a bit?”

And Sherry did.

END
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THE classic of feminization.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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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.
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