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PART ONE

“OW! OH! OW! WHAT THE FUCK!”

Lexi howled as she pushed John off her.

“Hey!” he yelped. Then he realized something was wrong. “What’s going on?”

“My pussy! Oh, my God! My pussy!”

John started grinning. “What’s wrong with your pussy?”

Lexi rolled over on the bed and cupped her hands over her mons. “It’s burning up! It hurts!

Jahn started laughing, but he went into the bathroom, grabbed a glass and filled it with water, and ran back into the bedroom. “Here, spread your legs!”

She managed to, and he threw the glass of water on her pussy.

Now she was crying. The water didn’t help, and she ran into the bathroom, staggering and falling down, finally crawling over the lip of the shower. She turned on the cold, pulled the nozzle down, and jammed the flow of cold water right onto her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck…fuck…fuck!”

John, meanwhile was holding on to the doorjamb, trying not to fall, holding his belly and busting a gut.

Slowly, the water cooled the burning sensation in her vagina, and Lexi began to relax. she was still sobbing, however. “Oh, that hurt. That really hurt!”

John managed to stop laughing. Chuckling, he went out to the kitchen and made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. He was humming, sipping a Coke and eating his sandwich, when Lexi entered the kitchen. She was wearing a bathrobe and her eyes were red from crying.

“Hey, babe, you all right now?”

She nodded. She opened a Coke for herself and sat down. She looked completely draggled and an occasional tear seeped out of her eyes.

“I’m getting better.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know. You shoved your dick in me and suddenly everything felt like it was burning. Why the fuck were you laughing?”

“I’m sorry, it just sort of struck me as funny. You were rolling around and screaming, and holding your pussy. it was just…funny looking.”

She stared at him, and suddenly got it. “You did something.”

“Me? Naw. I just put my dick in you and you went crazy.”

“No…no. You did something. Now fess up.”

He put a completely innocent look on his face and said, “I swear. I didn’t do anything. You must have had a reaction or something.”

“A reaction to what?”

“I don’t know. Something. But I don’t know.”

But she knew he knew. They had been married for a couple of years, and he was a good man, but he had the worst sense of humor in the world.

One time he had put whipped cream all over a dog’s jaws and run into the next room, into a party, screaming ‘Mad dog!’ The dog, dumb and happy, chased him in, and everybody panicked. One of the guests was picking up a fire poker before everybody realized John was laughing.

Another time he had poured ketchup all over his hair and laid on the floor. She had walked in and totally panicked. She was calling 911 when she realized that he was laughing.

So what had he done this time?

She asked him one final time. “What did you do? You tell me and I’ll just yell at you a little. But if you lie I’m going to mess you up.”

John chuckled. “I outweigh you by 60 pounds. I’m a couple of inches taller, and you’re going to mess me up?”

She repeated, “Tell me what you did!”

“I’ll take the mess up.”

She turned and walked out of the kitchen, down the hall and into the bedroom.

She stood in the middle of the room and looked around.

They had been kissing and cuddling, and then he had put his dick in her and the world had exploded. So he had to have done something to his dick in just a few seconds. And that meant there had to be some sort of proof.

She went to the bed and looked under it. Nothing.

She emptied the pillows. Nothing.

She pulled the bed away from the wall.

Clunk!

She dove to the floor and looked under the bed.

Against the far wall was a small glass bottle. It was pale blue and sort of orange. It had six sides and a copper looking screw top. She wiggled under the bed and grabbed it. She crawled out and held the jar up to the light.

Tiger balm.

“Oh, fuck!”

Lexi went to her laptop and opened it. She typed in ‘Tiger balm ingredients.’

Menthol, camphor, methyl salicylate, cassia oil, and capsicum, cajuput oil, clove oil, and other things.

“Heysoos snorted cocaine,” cursed Lexi.

“Found the secret ingredient, babe?”

She turned and glared at him. “You put Tiger Balm on your dick and then put your dick into me.”

He shrugged, not at all embarrassed. “It cools or heats, I thought that would be a neat sensation. Sorry it didn’t work out.”

“And then you lied and said you didn’t do anything.”

“Hey, I wanted to avoid all the nagging and bitching.

‘Nagging and bitching?’ she mouthed silently.

“Yeah. Sorry, but you know how you get.”

“Oh, of course,” she agreed, now cool as ice.

“Pretty funny, huh?”

“Laughed my ass off.”

“I can see you’re not going to be a sport about this.”

“Yeah, well, maybe I should stick a torch up your ass and see how you feel.”

“Well, I guess I better give you a chance to cool down. See you in the morning.” He walked back towards the bedroom.

Lexi sat and tried to keep the rage from boiling over. Tiger Balm in her pussy. And he thought it was funny. Well, two could play at this funny game.

She turned back to her computer and started researching. She made notes and concocted plans for a couple of hours. Finally, she started ordering ingredients. When she was done she closed the computer and went to bed.

The next morning she acted happy and normal. She rolled out of bed, got ready for work, and went out to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal.

John, yawning, came into the kitchen. “Hey, babe. You okay this morning?”

“Oh, I’m fine.”

“So you’re not mad about the Tiger Balm?”

“Oh, no. It’s tomorrow, I see things in a new light. Everything is loosy goosy.”

“Great. I hate it when you’re all naggy. So…good.”

Lexi smiled, and John poured his own cereal.

Lexi came home earlier than John. She went to work earlier, and got home earlier, and this just so she could fix him meals.

This afternoon she stopped at the grocery store for some extra ingredients, but she still arrived home in time to fix John a sumptuous meal.

The meal consisted of licorice tea. A hamburger cooked in high polyunsaturated fatty-acid vegetable oils.

She also prepared a salad with mint. Lots of mint.

John arrived home, he was tired, long day, and he gave his wife a kiss then sat down at the table.

“Mmm, hamburger!” He bit in, then he washed it down with the licorice tea.

“Tea? What’s up with that?”

“Aside from a good taste, it’s a good phytochemical, it fights infections and weight gain.”

“Fight o something, eh? Am I really getting that fat?”

“Not yet, but give it time.”

So John ate his burger, drank his tea, and liked the salad, though it was a little minty.

“Sorry about that. I’ll use less mint, but it’s supposed to be very rich in nutrients.”

John smiled. Lexi was going off on one of her diet crazes. Best to just put up with it.

After dinner they watched a movie, Key Largo, and John made his usual quips about how could anybody love Bogey’s face.

But the movie ended on a romantic note, and that was what Lexi wanted. When John pulled her to him and scorched her lips with his mouth she sighed and gave in to the sexy feeling. She felt his hands trail over her tits, then focus on her nipples.

“Oh, yeah,” she murmured, reaching for his cock. She found it, massaged the shaft with a feather touch, ran her finger on the sensitive area under the head.

John groaned, and he started to undress her.

She put her hand on his, stopped him, and whispered, “I’ve got bad news, John.”

“What? You’re on the rag?”

“No. But I’m sore, really sore down there.”

He looked at her suspiciously, then blurted, “It’s that Tiger Balm thing. You’re going to deny me just because I played a little joke on you.”

“Your little joke had consequences, John. On the outside I look normal, but on the inside I feel terrible. I feel like I’ve got a rash. I’m thinking about going to see a doctor.

“Just for a little Tiger Balm on my dick?”

“I looked into the jar and there was a lot of Tiger Balm gone.”

He started to make excuses, to say he had used half the bottle months ago, but she cut him off.

“Did you read the warnings on the label?”

“Uh…” He hadn’t.

“It’s not to be used internally.”

“But it’s your pussy!”

“And my pussy is inside. The lining is very sensitive, and it hurts.

“Well, okay. I guess I’m really sorry now. How about a hand job?”

“Go ahead.” She laughed, but tried to make her laugh a funny laugh, not a mean laugh. “Just like a little boy playing with his toy.”

She pulled it off perfectly. His ardor died under her joshing, and he grumped a little, but he didn’t suspect her of anything.

They went to bed, and she cuddled up against him, kissed him, felt his nutsack and marveled at how full it felt.

“Well, we only got started last night.”

“Yes,” she sighed. “Before I had that unfortunate reaction.”

Happy with her progress, Lexi slipped into sleep. It was some hours before John calmed down enough to sleep.

The next morning Lexi, fresh and rested, got up early and fixed him breakfast.

She fixed him eggs, and chuckled at something she had learned the night John had ‘Tiger Bombed’ her.

Chickens only have one hole. They don’t have a sex hole and a pee hole, everything comes down one chute. Eggs and poop and pee. Which sounded gross, if one ate eggs. After all, eating something that came down the poop chute sounded disgusting, shell not withstanding, and she was fixing John eggs for breakfast.

But the point for her was that eggs were heavy in estrogen because they were created in the chicken’s ovaries.

And the meal of the night before, licorice, fatty acids and mint all affected the level’s of testosterone.

John was getting heavy doses of estrogen at the same time his testosterone level was being drastically reduced.

Along with the eggs she gave him some fruits, some nuts, and a grainy bowl of cereal.

“Hey! What’s this?” He greeted Lexi with a kiss and looked at his breakfast, all laid out.

“I feel guilty, not being able to satisfy you,” she grabbed his groin and squeezed. His immediate hard on let her know that she had properly ‘hornicized’ him. “So I made you a special breakfast, very healthy. And I even have a few energy bars for your lunch. I know you’re bad on lunch sometimes.” The energy bars were high in flaxseed, which could cut testosterone by 89%!

“Thank you, honey. You’re the greatest.”

“I love you, John.” She planted her mouth on his and rode his lips to a moist heat.

He broke the kiss and said, “Whew!”

She giggled. “I guess not screwing does provide some excitement.”

“Yeah, well, I’d like to—“

She pressed her hands to his mouth, cutting him off. “Don’t jack off, John. I should be over the hurt down there, and you should save yourself for me.”

“Save myself, eh? You’re asking a lot.”

“But I’m worth it, right?”

“Oh, baby, you are really worth it!” This time he kissed her deeply, and she got so turned on, that she was afraid she was going to start dripping down there.

After work Lexi headed for home, and she drove quickly. She was expecting deliveries, and she had a certain business to attend to.

A couple of small boxes were on the porch and she totted them into the kitchen and opened them up and took out bottles of medicine. She put the medicines away, then ran for the bedroom. She had plenty of time, she wasn’t going to get. caught, but…she felt an urgency.

She pulled her panties off, lifted up her dress, and lay on the bed.

She had a butt plug, and she loved it. Sometimes when they went to parties she would wear it just so she could be at a fever pitch all night, and extra super horny when John took her to bed.

She lubricated the plug and inserted it in her anus. Fuck! That felt good!

Then she began sliding the tip of the vibrator over her cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” She murmured. Extra horny from the previous nights, feeling the lust of power as she went about her plans for John, wiggling so the butt plug did its work, she was shortly writhing and moaning. Her hips rose and fell and she inserted the tip of the vibrator

Depth was the secret of a vibrator. Go way deep and there weren’t a lot of nerves. But the rim of her asshole was jammed with nerves, including that juicy, little item called a G spot.

For long minutes she wiggled, placing one hand on the plug and using the other end to work the vibrator.

She humped, and the plug was pushed hard into her. She held to the vibrator and worked it around and around.

Shortly, she was approaching the peak. Her hips were jerking, she transferred one hand to her nipples, and…and… “AHHHH!”

She yelled aloud. After being being made horny by John, and then disappointed, she was ready for the little death. And the orgasm did not disappoint.

She lay there, gasping for breath, then looked at the clock. Shit, she had been having so much fun she had lost track of the time. She leaped out of bed, washed her toys and put them away, pulled up her panties and wiggled her ass so the skirt came down properly, then ran for the kitchen.

She had just enough time to make another mint salad, a steak, and a dish of edamame. All high in estrogen.

And, of course, she added her secret ingredient to the licorice tea: estradiol.

And tomorrow morning she would add a testosterone blocker to John’s breakfast.

But, that night, John came home and was properly appreciative of her efforts.

“Gosh, honey, you really outdid yourself. Even the steak has the perfect amount of garlic.” He didn’t know that garlic would increase estrogen.”

“I’m glad you like it. Nothing’s too good for my baby.”

That night he was especially amorous. His dick was rock hard, after being deprived for a few days. But Lexi merely said, “I’m still hurting, honey. But I’ll see the doctor tomorrow and find out if there’s anything to worry about.”

“Gosh. Now I feel pretty dumb about my stupid joke.”

“Don’t worry about it. You live and learn.”

And she was so sweet and caring that he believed her.

The next night, after he had ingested his super helping of testosterone lessening, estrogen pumping dinner items, she fixed him a drink (high in phytoestrogens) and told him the bad news.

“Honey, the doctor says I may have a real problem.”

“Oh?” His eyes squinched and little lines appeared on his forehead.

“Yes. It appears that not only is Tiger Balm not supposed to be used internally, but I have developed a serious reaction.”

“Oh, no!” And it was plain he was now remorseful. “What have I done.”

“Well, it should be okay with time. He wants me to do special vaginal flushes…” use a vibrator, “…every day. In a month he wants to see me so he can re-evaluate.”

John felt terrible. For the first time in his life he was understanding how serious a stupid practical joke could be.

“And, John…”

“Yes?” he looked entirely miserable.

“If I can’t cum, because of what you did…I don’t want you to cum.”

“I guess so,” he nodded.

“After all, it’s not like you’re being punished, but if you jack off it’s like you’re being untrue to me.”

“Oh, God!” He actually started to cry. He had been so stupid.

“Honey, it’s okay! I’ll still play with you, and…and you can even watch porn if you want, but…but we should do this together. When I can finally cum, then so can you. Won’t that be a wonderful gift for our suffering.

John nodded, and felt more miserable than he had in his entire life.

But Lxi, feeling sorry for poor John, made sure she played with him extra good that night. She even almost caused an accident, but she was quick to grab the base of his cock and squeeze So fortunately, John didn’t lose any of his sperm.

And so the days went. Meals high in estrogen, and a bit low in testosterone. Lots of kissing and cuddling, and no orgasms. At least for John. Lexi had a habit of coming home early and getting her orgasms.

In fact, she had so many orgasms she had to buy extra batteries for her toy.

As the weeks passed John began developing circles under his eyes, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off Lexi.

He was feeling less and less vibrant, and she was looking more and more alive.

It was shortly after the doctor gave her the bad news that her reaction to Tiger Balm was still so serious that she needed more time to heal.

John was going crazy. He was so horny he was actually stalking Lexi. He would wait and burst into the bathroom after here shower, just so he could see her awesome nakedness. And when in bed he couldn’t keep his hands off her.

On several occasions she threatened to tie him up, or handcuff him, to keep him off her.

“Come on, John. Why do you insist on making me suffer?”

“I’m sorry,” he whined. “I just…I love you so much.”

She laughed. “That’s just you being horny.”

“Well, yeah, but I do love you!”

“Prove it. Do the laundry.”

John had no idea how doing the laundry would prove his love, but he was so besotted, so enraptured by what he couldn’t have, that he immediately jumped up and did the laundry.

Lexi was so surprised by this that she jumped up. She ran to the computer and began researching things like ‘the effect of sexual deprivation on a man.’

Interestingly, while there were some good effects, better heart health, better moods, the bad effects were…bad.

Depression. Bad sleep. And the really serious one, poor prostate health.

She ran back to bed and lay there thinking. John came in, happy and smiling. “See how much I love you?”

“Thanks, honey, come to bed and let’s cuddle for awhile.”

And he did, and they did, but the whole time she was thinking about things like his prostate health.

“Shit! I’m gaining weight!” It was almost two months after the great Tiger Bal, incident, and that was two months of high estrogen intake, and low testosterone foods and medicine.

Lexi downplayed it.

“You just need to get back to the gym. Do a few  squats and push ups, lift those weights.”

She made pumping motions with her arms and smiled.

“I guess.” He stood in front of the mirror and turned his body this way and that.

Lexi could see that the medicine and food was having a great effect.

He had fat on him, on his thighs and on his butt. His chest was puffy, and she knew it wouldn’t be long until he looked like he had tits.

Heck, until he had tits.

She stepped up behind him and hugged him. She put her hands on his pectorals and felt the flabbiness of growing mounds. She pumped her hips into him. “God, you’re so sexy. You might have gained a few pounds, but…Heysoos, you’re turning me on.”

He grinned, then sobered. She still couldn’t use her pussy.

And he didn’t notice that he didn’t get fully hard when she grabbed his cock and jacked it.

But she did. And she smiled.

They started a program at the gym.

She was convinced that weight lifting would help him, and she pushed him to do weight exercises that would reduce his pectorals. And exercises that would make his legs skinny.

He threw himself into the exercises, and didn’t realize that weight lifting would build pectoral muscles, not reduce his chest fat, and the result would be bigger boobs.

He also didn’t understand that skinny legs and skinny waist did not reduce the hips. If anything, they made the hips look bigger. And this was proven when, a month later, his form had become more shapely. As in ‘feminine’ shapely.

As for Lexi, she applied her self to a combination of lesser weight with more apps, which would burn the fat off, and got involved in a coed basketball league.

After his grueling work out John would sit tiredly on the bench and watch as his ever more vivacious wife ran around the court, passing and making baskets, and every once in a while adjusting her big tits because her bra was getting a little too small for her.

And he would look down at his burgeoning chest and wonder if he was going to need a bra.

He would if this continued.

Lexi doubled his drug dose and recommended more exercises.

Lexi was having the time of her life. She had never felt more alive. The estrogen laden food was good for her. Heck, if it was good for John, good as in making him more feminine, it was double good for her because it just fed her natural femininity.

John, however, was having a rough time. He was getting fatter and fatter. Well, his hips and chest were getting fatter. His legs were slim and trim, and his waist was thin.

And what with the fact that Lexi refusing to give him a haircut, he was looking more and more feminine.

And he was having trouble getting and maintaining an erection.

Which, on one hand, was okay. For Lexi just spent more and more time stroking him, trying to get him erect, trying to keep him erect.

On the other hand, he was limp.

Not totally, but…he certainly didn’t feel like a manly man.

But, what could he do? Lexi thought he was being downright hypochondriacal, and didn’t want him to bother with a doctor. But in spite of her attitude she really went all out to help him. She kept him exercising, swearing that the routine he was following was working. Or…was going to work. She also fixed him those delicious meals, making sure he ate healthy portions of the healthy food.

No. She was doing everything she could for him. But it was odd. Her exercise program, which she swore was the female version of his program, was causing her to lose weight, and her boobs seemed to be getting larger. She had sexy, healthy muscles, even her hair was healthy.

Of course the detraction to this was the fact that the men on the co-ed basketball team seemed to be paying her a lot of attention. The fellows were all tall, in good shape, and he hated it when they patted her ass after a good play, or hugged her at the end of a winning game.

It irked him, but she just said it was all good sportsmanship.

Hunh!

Good sportsmanship!

He thought it looked like flirting. Very intense flirting.

But what was he going to do? Jump up and run on to the court and beat one of these guys up? They were taller than him, weighed more than him, and unlike him, they had muscle.

So he sat on the bench, and over the weeks, he started waiting out in the front room for her to be done.

Waiting, while his wife played with big, handsome men. It wasn’t a good thing. And it came to a head during a big game at the end of the basketball schedule.

It was a play off game, and emotions were high. Lexi had been training particularly hard, spending extra nights at the gym.

On the night of the big game she went to the gym early, and John followed along an hour later.

There was a crowd at the gym, and he could hear yells and shouts as he approached the basketball courts.

He moved through the crowd, walked around the court, couldn’t find a seat behind her team, and ended up sitting behind the other team.

The teams ran onto the court, and John stood up to see Lexi. She came out first, she had been elected team captain. After running through some drills—she was making some pretty good baskets—the teams gathered at their benches for a final huddle, then Lexi sauntered across the court for the flip.

She lost, didn’t seem upset, shook hands with the opposing team captain, who towered over her, and returned to her team.

John was struck by how sexy she looked. Her legs were firm with muscle, the calves curved and powerful. Her body was lithe, and her tits looked larger than ever.

The basketball was tossed up and John turned his attention to the game.

It was a tight game, the other team was good, but Lexi’s team was better. In fact, Lexi had done a great job in whipping her guys and gals together. Passes were tight, shots were disciplined and accurate, and the home team began pulling slowly away.

Just a point here, a point there, a struggle and a tussle, and by the half time Lexi’s team was five points ahead, and looked fresher than the other team.

The second half was even better. Tight playing, good teamwork, and Lexi’s team won by 12 points.

The players shook hands, the crowd started leaving, and John walked over to the hallway leading to the lockers.

The hallway was about twelve feet long. It came out on a tile wall, and behind the tile wall was the lockers and the showers.

The team was in high spirits. They were shouting and splashing water and flicking each others asses with towels.

John stood behind the tile wall. He wasn’t part of the team, and he didn’t think he’d be welcomed to their celebration.

Still, he had a good view of things. He could see half the locker room through a reflection in a window, and he watched as the team walked into the showers, soaped up, and rinsed off.

And he was surprised, for co-ed including showering together. Well, it wasn’t a big gym, and nobody seemed to care, so both the men and the women sauntered into the shower. The men had long, swinging dicks, and the women had exposed breasts, and it seemed like all of the breasts were large. And Lexi’s was the largest of them all.

For a long moment John watched, and he smiled. He was actually feeling a bit envious, but he was happy for his wife. He was about to turn around when one of the other women walked up to Lexi, turned her around, and kissed her full on the mouth.

The guys and other girls gave big whoops, and Lexi began to kiss back.

John knew how good a kisser his wife was, and he could tell that she was really getting into it.

Then the other woman grabbed one of Lexi’s breasts and kissed that!

John reached into his pants and grabbed his cock. Such a scene was bound to give him a boner, but it didn’t.

Suddenly distraught, he held his limp dick and watched his wife and the other woman make out.

Then one of the men stepped in and began kissing Lexi. He bent her back and held her up, and stuck his tongue in her mouth.

John could hear Lexi moaning all the way out in the hall.

Then the men were all over the women. They kissed them, they felt their tits, they cupped their buns and mashed their now hard cocks into them.

And the woman grabbed the men’s cocks and started stroking them.

Suddenly Lexi broke free. “Nobody cum!” she yelled. “Get close, but don’t cum! Save that cum for the championship game in two weeks!”

Disappointed, but excited, laughing, the men and the women slowly separated. The men’s cocks were sticking straight out, and a few of them were drooling semen.

The women laughed, gave a few final strokes, and backed away. Their tits were pinkish, flushed with sex, and their nipples were standing straight out.

No wonder this team was so in tune! No wonder they were winning! They weren’t being allowed to cum until they won! And not just a game, but the whole damned season!”

In spite of the fact that his cock was limp, John was breathing hard. He was horny. He wanted to fuck, but he no longer had a tool capable of fucking.

He was so horny he was almost crying.

Finally, he turned away form the scene, walked out of the hallway and sat on the bench to wait for Lexi.

His mind was racing, he couldn’t believe what he had seen.

Had Lexi been untrue?

Not in the sense that she had had an orgasm.

But then he wondered if she could have an orgasm. Maybe she could. After all these months, maybe she was faking.

Then he had a sad thought. Maybe she just couldn’t have an orgasm with him.

After that Tiger Balm thing she was different. Still loving, but no sex. But what if she could have had sex all along? But she just didn’t want it with him.

It was a frightening thought.

And, yet…it was an exciting thought.

To be denied…to be horny…so horny he couldn’t stand it…and he realized something.

He liked existing in the excitation phase of sex. He liked being horny.

Once, many months ago, he wouldn’t have liked it. But these past months, feeling his wife’s incredible body, kissing her, he had grown to like the kissing and cuddling more than he wanted to climax and get it over with.

And, to be honest, to climax and be done with it was sort of…disappointing.

He didn’t want to be done with it.

But all those men fondling his wife…those women. They way they caused themselves to be erect and wet and…they were using the excitation phase of sex to win a championship.

And he started to wonder where his excitation phase would lead.


PART TWO

The players began coming out of the hallway that led to the locker room. Many of them knew John, and they said hi, and passed on.

A couple of the women looked at him, and they had the most curious looks on their faces. Like they knew something…but weren’t about to tell.

But what could they know?

Then Lexi came out of the hallway. She was on the arm of one of the top players. She didn’t see John, she was so engrossed in the fellow—his name was Brad, John remembered—and she suddenly went on tip toe, pulled his face down, and kissed him on the lips.

Kissed him on the lips!

Then they separated, Brad heading for the A parking lot, and Lexi heading for the C parking lot.

“Oh, hey!” Lexi said. there was a blink behind the eyes, she must have realized John couldn’t help but see the kiss, but the shadow disappeared and she hugged him. And squeezed his rather lackluster groin, and said, “You saw the game!”

“It was great. You scored 14 points.”

“Wow! We’ll have to make you the team statistician.”

They chatted as they left the gym, and John felt a curious sensation in his chest, like a line of electricity running up the center. Maybe his dick wasn’t hard, but he felt so excited.

They hopped into their cars and drove home.

At home Lexi was unusually horny. She was all over him. She kissed him, ripped his clothes off, then went down on her knees and began sucking his cock.

His cock, which wouldn’t rise to the occasion.

She pulled him into bed, she whispered how much she loved him, and he kept seeing her kissing Brad, and the others, and that woman who felt her tits.

She pulled his clothes off and they wormed and squirmed and groped their sexual parts, and…John couldn’t get hard.

“I’m sorry,” John whispered, feeling a bit of shame.

Lexi regarded him carefully. Then she took his hand and led him out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen.

They were naked, but her body was taut, his was somewhat flabby.

They both had hips and tits, and his skin was changing, becoming softer, and his hair was longer.

She sat him down at the table, reached into the cupboard above the fridge for the bottle of good bourbon. She mixed two glasses, half and half Coke and bourbon. She put his drink in front of him, and sat down with her own.

They drank, and John was curious. What was up with Lexi?

When the drinks were half gone she began to speak.

“John, I’ve messed with you. Do you remember when I said I was going to mess with you?”

It burst into his head. He had played that Tiger Balm joke, and she had said… “Yes.”

“So, ever since then I’ve been feeding you foods rich in estrogen, foods that would diminish the testosterone in your body.”

He was frozen. Little things began coming together in his mind.

“I’ve also been giving you phytoestrogens, which create estrogen, and testosterone blockers.”

He was flabbergasted. “But…but why?”

“What you did. All for a joke.” She glared at him, finally letting a bit of the anger that had built up over the months out. “You hurt my pussy, badly, and you risked my health. You had no consideration at all for me. It was cruel, and it hurt our marriage.”

“But, honey…”

“Let me talk. You’ll have plenty of time to talk later.”

He nodded.

“Then, as the months passed, and we got involved in the gym, and I began playing basketball, the people on the team made me feel better. They brought me out of that feeling of betrayal that you had given me.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but she shook her head.

“So, a simple yes or no. Would you like to try to save our marriage?”

“Yes.” His heart was hurting.

“Then you’re going to have to do what I say. You’re going to have to understand what a woman feels, and that means you have to keep changing.”

Now he was silent, no attempt to speak.

“If you want to save our marriage you must do this. And I ask you again, a simple yes or no…do you want to save our marriage?”

He nodded, and tears poured out of his eyes.

“Okay. Then we’ll start tomorrow. We’ve got a couple of weeks, and I suggest you take some vacation time, maybe even tell them that you’re transitioning. You have until the big game to turn into a woman, and to convince me that you are serious. After the game…if you have pleased me, done everything I have asked…I’ll make a decision and see if I want to save our marriage.”

They sat there, John sobbing helplessly, finishing their drinks. Then Lexi went to bed.

John stayed up and thought about things, about what he had done, about being a woman, and drank some more.

The next day dawned, and Lexi got up and went to the bathroom, then pulled a chemise over herself and went out to the kitchen.

John was snoring on the couch in the living room. He was naked. He woke up and sat up when she approached him.

“You can sleep in the bed, honey.”

“I know…I…I’m just…” He started crying again.

Lexi held him, let him cry on her shoulder. “Are you crying for me? Or because you’re filled with hormones?”

John hadn’t thought of that, it certainly explained things about recent mood swings. “I guess both.”

“Well, come on,” she pulled his hand and got him off the couch. “Let’s fix breakfast, and then we can call our companies and ask for vacation time.”

Lexi sat at the table and sipped orange juice. John fixed sausage and waffles, and and Lexi said, “The pills are in the right hand cupboard. One from each bottle.”

Dutifully he opened the bottles and shook out the pills. He washed them down with OJ as Lexi watched him.

After breakfast Lexi told him to wash the dishes because it was a woman’s job. He washed, dried, put the plates away, then cleaned the sink and the table.

Lexi watched, offered advice, and observed that he was sneaking glances at her. He couldn’t get an erection, but he was still horny. How interesting.

Lexi called in first and arranged for vacation. They didn’t want to give her one, at least without proper notice, but she mentioned the COVID word and said she wanted to use her vacation to be totally healthy. No problem after that.

John called in and arranged his vacation. He was owed four weeks, so they were fine and even glad that he was using his time.

Then he called HR and had a long talk with a girl named Sue. The subject of transitioning was discussed, and while Sue was surprised, she made no objection, and said the company would have no objection.

After all, companies were getting sued for not having the right number of bathrooms, or using the wrong pronoun.

Phone calls done, John faced Lexi, and faced the music.

“Okay, girlfriend, let’s start your lessons.”

She led him into the bedroom, handed him a bottle of Nair, and bid him follow the directions, and don’t get any of the stuff above the neck.

John went into the bathroom, lathered himself up, and waited. After fifteen minutes he felt the burn, and he thought of when he had burned his wife’s pussy with Tiger Balm. Man, that didn’t so funny now.

He exited the shower, dried off and Lexi had his underwear ready for him.

“I eyeballed your size, but I don’t think there’s going to be any problem.”

He said nothing, just pulled up his panties.

She had bought something called sissy panties, and his package fit easily into the little pouch. They were actually pretty comfortable.

She handed him a bra, then had to show him how to put it on.

“Learn quickly, John. Two weeks is going to pass fast.”

He stared down at his tits. The bra fit a little tight, and it let him know just how big he had grown in the chest.

Then she sat him down and began painting his nails.

He watched as she stroked down with the beautiful, red color.

“You’re going to have to get flexible and patient so you can do this yourself.”

She gave him fake nails, glued them to his own nails, and painted them. When she was done his fingers looked longer, and he felt like he was spinning, everything going around.

It was surreal, to say the least.

After his nails had dried came nylons, and they rolled up his legs and gave his stems a sleek, shiny look. He hated to admit it, but they were very sexy.

Then a blouse and culottes. It looked like he was wearing a skirt, but they fit and felt like shorts.

The blouse was weird because the buttons were on the wrong size.

She handed him a pair of open toed, black leather pumps. The heels were about three inches, and his toes showed at the top of the shoes.

“Just get used to having them on your feet.”

He felt like his feet were on a slide and about to slide away from him.

She put little napkins around his collar, then began preparing his face. She cleaned it with little sponges, and he was astonished at how black the sponges for.

“Those are your black heads and pimples and all the debris in your. pores.”

“Good Lord! I’m filthy!”

“Men usually are,” she spoke wryly. “Fortunately, you aren’t a man anymore.”

Her statement struck him. What struck him harder was that he didn’t object.

She put a foundation on him, then added color. Blush, bronze, then the eyes. She brushed color on the lids and he sneaked glances in the mirror. He was certainly different looking.

He felt like the hair was rising over his whole body as she worked on him, even though he had no hair.

She curled his lashes, lengthened them, then she began working on his hair.

She brushed, sprayed, teased, and his male locks began to look very feminine. His skin had been transforming, becoming softer, and the fat in his face had redistributed. As she transformed him these things, which he had passed over, became more obvious.

Lipstick.

And he was stunned.

He was a woman in the mirror.

Then she said the most amazing thing. “If you decide to stay a woman we can shave your Adam’s apple. Maybe even make your voice higher.”

He stared at her, but she ignored him. If he wanted to stay a woman. He didn’t know what to think. He had had it, in the back of his mind, that he was a man, that he could just take all the make up off his face, put on a pair of jeans, and he was a man again.

But that was not an option. If he decided—now he was saying it—to be a man again it would take months of work. He would have to go on special exercise programs, learn how to act manly all over again.

And…could he do that?

He moved differently now. His chest jiggled and his ass swayed. How could he go back to being a man with those attributes?

She was done making him over by noon. She had had to work hard, had had to explain many of the things she was doing, but…he now was a woman.

In appearance.

“Okay, honey, let’s practice acting like a woman.”

She took him out to the back patio and had him practice his walk until his feet stepped on a straight line, his ass wiggled, and his heels clicked.

Then she had him practice sitting down, crossing his knees at the thighs, and not at the ankles like a man would.

Then out to the garage where he practiced getting in and out of the car. Swiveling his legs so he wouldn’t show panty to any looky loos.

Then into the kitchen so he could practice doing things with his long nailed hands.

He bent at the knees and picked up a dime with his long talons. He figured out how to tap on a keyboard with fake nails. He learned how to manipulate silverware, use a knife, chop vegetables, and all sorts of stuff.

All that afternoon he worked on understanding, and being, a woman.

By the time he was ready for bed he was exhausted. And he still had to take off his make up, wash his face, and put on night clothes. The night clothes were a sheer chemise that tickled his nipples by rubbing on them.

Finally, he collapsed into bed and was asleep in minutes.

Lexi was happy. She had really messed with John, and he deserved it.

Still, she wasn’t mean. Once he had learned his lesson he could change back to a man.

Now the question was…did she still love him?

At first she was sure she would always love him, but after a few of those ‘almost orgies’ in the locker room…she wasn’t sure.

She had really worked on her body, and her face was always beautiful, and the men on the team were really responding to her. And if she hadn’t held out the offer of sex to them they never would have worked so hard.

But in two weeks they would play for the championship, and she was pretty sure they were going to win.

But she had promised, as good as, sexual acts with the men on her team, and even one of the woman.

Interestingly, the women didn’t care, they sort of reveled in her promises of sex, in the way she teased and denied the men to victory after victory.

So, when they won, what would she do?

She thought of how Brad had kissed her, she thought of how everybody felt her breasts and even reached down and cupped her mons and squeezed.

Did she want to give that up?

Did she still love John?

And how would John respond to the subject of sex with a whole basketball team?

The answer to that question was rather muddy.

Finally, thinking over the options and possibilities, she drifted off to sleep. Whatever happened in two weeks, she was just going to have to figure it out.

The weeks passed, and it was time for the big game.

John was impeccable as a woman. It seemed he had a talent for  feminization. Lexi wondered if this secret fantasy, being a woman, was in every man.

If it was, women could rule the planet in a year.

She drove her and John to the gym. John was nervous, and kept sighing, but she didn’t care. Whatever was going to happen…John had to be there.

If he decided he wanted to stay a woman, it would happen here, tonight.

If she decided their marriage was over, he had to be there.

They walked into the gym, it was early, no crowds, and the clicking of their heels were easily heard.

“You sit here and watch the game,” she commanded him.

Commanded. She was definitely in charge these days. The more John became adept at putting on make up, the more it seemed like she was in charge.

He was a person they called a ‘sub,’ or ‘submissive.’ Which was fine and obvious to her.

Which made her an alpha, and she liked her new found power. Yes, she was an alpha. It had taken her making a man into a sub to figure that out, but…she was what she was.

She walked into the locker room and got undressed. She was sitting on the narrow bench between lockers, naked, when Brad showed up.

“Hey, good looking.” And his smiled melted her.

He was an alpha, and she knew, in that moment, that her marriage was over. Or at least changed beyond all recognition.

They high fived, he cupped one of her tits and said, “We’re gonna kick ass, tonight. So what’s gonna happen to your ass?”

“I think my ass will get used quite well, thank you.” She cupped his balls and grinned.

“And about your hubby out there?”

“Yeah, that might be interesting.”

“He looks like a woman. Can he be one…all the way?”

For a long moment, Lexi but her lip, then she said, “I’ll invite him into the locker room after we win. We’ll see what happens.”

“She stood up, kissed him on the mouth, loved him, then they both got dressed and went out to shoot baskets and wait for the others to arrive.

John knew there was something going on between Lexi and Brad. The way they looked at each other, it was obvious. The sparkle in their eyes, the pat on their butts when they made a good shot and passed one another.

John hurt. He knew it was over. And he didn’t know what to do about it. He sighed, and tried to ignore the feelings in his heart.

The crowd arrived, the players arrived, and the opposing team made their appearance.

By the time the game started the gym was packed. The noise level was to raise the roof, and the game turned into the dog fight from holy hell.

The visitors were a good team, with lots of high quality players. Truth, technically, they were probably just a little more talented.

But, also truth, the home team had their teeth sunk in and they weren’t willing to let go.

The visiting team would make a basket, using superior skills. Then Lexi’s team would reach down into their souls, battle back up the court, and sink one.

And it was obvious that every basket was one more for Lexi.

Every basket made the homies looked at Lexi, and Lexi would give the thumbs up. Jaw thrust forward, she stood toe to toe with more talented people, her and her team, and fought the other team to a standstill.

Two points, countered by two points, back and forth, the visitors pulling ahead for a minute, then tied again, and again, and again.

The stands were in a constant uproar, people cheering and screaming and slapping each other on the back.

After half time Lexis team pulled ahead for a brief spell. But the other team dug in, and once again the score was tied.

One of Lexi’s people fouled out, and his replacement, though not as good, managed to fill their shoes.

Still, by the two minute warning the opposing team was one point ahead.

The fight had been so vicious, the visitors started slowing the ball, taking their time, passing, passing.

Thirty seconds.

The ball going around the court.

Ten seconds.

Five seconds, and that was when the opposing team made their mistake. They took a shot. Five seconds, they figured why not, and the ball soared through the air, and bounced off the rim.

Two seconds.

Brad had it, he reared back and threw the ball the length of the entire court.

Swish.

Uproar.

The home team had won.

Standing behind the home bench John was cheering as loud as all of them, then it hit him. It hit him when Lexi jumped on Brad and kissed him on the mouth.

To the crowd it was just the exuberance of the moment. To John…it was the end.

Tears came to his eyes, and he sat down.

John was still sitting behind the bench a half hour later.

The crowd was fairly well thinned out, only a hundred people left in the big gym, and he sat with slumped shoulders, seeing nothing, the tears on his face ruining his make up.

Lexi found him like that.

“Hey, John.”

“Hey,” he said, looking up.

“You’ve ruined your make up.”

“I know.”

“Well, come on. I can fix you up in the locker room, and we’re having a celebration.”

“I don’t want to go.”

“You have to. So get up.”

Her voice was authority, so he stood up and followed her into the locker room.

It was chaos back there. The doors were all locked and everybody was naked. Bottles of champagne had made their appearance, and somebody handed John a bottle. He drank. And drank again, and again, and suddenly he started to feel good.

Lexi got out her make up kit and repaired his face, and he sat on the bench and listened to the talk, watched everybody hugging and kissing. And really kissing.

He drank some more. In a way he was happy for the team, and felt crushed.

Lexi took the bottle away from him, freshened his lipstick, and pulled him down to the end of the lockers. She sat him on the end of the narrow bench, and she motioned to Brad to come be with her.

John looked up, hated Brad, but…but there was nothing to do, nothing to be said.

“John, I guess you’ve figured out that our marriage is over.”

“Over a bunch of Tiger Balm,” he said.

“More than just Tiger Balm. Over because you hurt me, because you couldn’t grow up.”

He watched her, and sighed.

“Now, we have a bunch of choices. I could kick you out. Boot your butt down the street and forget about you. But I don’t want to do that. We have history, and I think, that by becoming a woman, you have grown up.”

“A little too late though.”

“Too late,” she nodded. “Or, you can live at home, figure out what you want to do. When you decide we can split the property and you can go your own way.”

He looked up at her and was curious. “Why so generous?”

“Not all generous. I still need somebody to take care of the house, contribute to the rent.”

“You want me to be your maid?”

“You would make a good one, but that’s not the whole reason.”

“Oh?”

“John, you’ve come a long way. You’ve changed, but you need to take a final step.”

“I do?”

Other members of the team had gathered around and were listening.

“Yes. And my team has said they’re willing to help.”

Now John was curious. He stared at the eyes staring at him. He saw concern. Amusement here and there, disgust on one face, but most of them…they were offering something.

“John, your choice. You can either get up and walk out, and I will expect you to be gone from the house by the time I get home. I’ll be bringing Brad home with me to make sure you’ve gone.”

“And my other choice.”

There was a long moment of silence, the Lexi said, “John. Turn around and lay down on the end of the bench. Face down.”

Her meaning was clear. What she wanted was obvious. The question was was it what he wanted.

And she had spoken in a commanding voice, and that voice left little room for argument.

“You’re all going to fuck me?”

Lexi held out a hand and one of her team laid a strap on with a big dido in her hand. She began fitting the harness around her hips.

“I’m going first, John, and if you decide you want to stay at the house, I’ll be wanting to use you again. A lot. But for right now, when I’m done the others will take you. By the time we’re done you will be female in your soul, as well as your mind.”

“Wait…wait…”

“For what? For you to be confused? Just turn over and present your ass, John.” Long pause. “Or leave.”

It was a long, frozen moment. The only thing moving in the locker room was John’s mind. And his mind was in a turmoil.

He stared at the people watching him. Some were sober faced, others were smiling and nodding for him to do it.

Then back to Lexi.

God, he loved her.

And if he could get her to love him, even in this unorthodox way…

John stood up, pulled his panties down and raised his dress. He turned around and lay down. Somebody had put a stack of towels there and he was quite comfortable. He felt her moving between his legs. Somebody threw more towels for people to kneel on if they were tall. She didn’t need to kneel. She was the right height.

She smeared lubricant in his ass, ran her finger around his rim. She had done this often the last few weeks, and he realized that she had known where this was going.

She bent her knees, put her hands on his back, and pushed her dildo into him.

It went in easily, and it caused a shock of pleasure to run through him.

She cupped his buns and the feel of her warm palms holding his butt was heaven.

She began to work in and out, and he grunted and worked with her.

In, and he tilted a bit, out, and he corkscrewed a bit. He could feel the slick plastic of the dildo rubbing against his anal walls.

Around them people were starting to talk, and to drink more champagne.

“I love you like this, John, but only like this,” she whispered in his ear.

Somebody handed him a plastic glass with champagne in it. He held it, sipped, and groaned as she bottomed out in his butt, then drew back.

The talk around them picked up, and he heard people commenting on what a fine ass he had. More drinking, more laughing, talk about the game, but now he was the real center of attention.

Lexi pulled out of him, took off the strap on and handed it to one of the girls. but in that time somebody else penetrated his heinie. He had a feeling it was Brad The cock felt big and warm, and it was totally a different feel than plastic.

Lexi sat on the floor next to him, poured him some more champagne.

Brad drove in, and he felt the big man’s balls slapping against his ass.

“I’m cumming!”

Everybody cheered, and John felt the hot semen splash in his rectum. He felt the cock pulsing. He felt the balls tightening up against his ass.

Then a woman took Brad’s place.

As the plastic ding dong pushed into him, causing a groan, Brad sat down next to Lexi and gave her a kiss.

She kissed him back, an dJohn felt jealousy, and happiness. He had lost something, but he had gained something. then he had a thought.

“Lexi?”

Lexi took her mouth away from Brad’s.

“Yes?”

“Did you…have you been planning this?”

She was silent, watching him.

“Did you promise the team they could fuck my ass if they won?”

Lexi sighed, and said, “Yes.”

John lowered his head. of course. And he moaned as a human dick replaced the fake one.

Of course.

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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