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PART ONE

He was playing poker with three women.

Janice, his wife, was blonde and had a body that wouldn’t quit. Her blue eyes were scintillating and seemed to look right through him.

Her sister, Maggie, was brunette with green eyes. She had a great body, real hourglass, and heavy on the top. Sigh.

The third woman was named Susie, and they called her Susie Q. after the song. She was perhaps the most dazzling of the three women. She had dark hair and blue eyes. Pale blue eyes, ‘gunfighter eyes’ some people referred to them as.

All of them were smiling at him right then.

“You gonna bet, Jack?”

Jack was a slender fellow, handsome enough, and right then he was being put upon.

“I don’t…” he contemplated his cards. Eight, nine, ten, jack. And a four of spades. But the first four cards were all hearts. He almost had a straight flush. And he had a queen of hearts up his sleeve. For real.

“Bawk, bawk!” Janice teased.

He frowned at her.

“I thought you said your hubby had a pair.”

He frowned at Maggie, who was grinning at him.

“Easy girls. He just can’t make up his mind. Sort of like a man.” Susie Q laughed at him and the others chuckled.

He looked at the backs of their hands and wished he could see through the cards. Still, he had an idea what they were holding. Maggie was betting like she had three of a kind.

Susie Q was trying to round out a straight.

His wife…he didn’t know. She knew him too well and she kept her face straight.

But he had a gut feeling she had nothing.

He sighed. There was a chunk of change on the table, but he was almost tapped out. If he bet this hand and got something good, they would raise him right out of the game.

Or would they?

It was all calculations, but they might settle for breaking him, taking all his money and not just making him fold.

Still, he almost thought about folding right then, but…he kept thinking about the queen up his sleeve.

He was good with his hands. He practiced magic tricks on the side. He was positive he could replace whatever they gave him with a queen. He was guaranteed a straight flush no matter what.

Of course he was cheating, but…but he was greedy.

Normally he was an honest person, but poker brought out the worst in him.

He could do it. And if he felt bad he could fess up and call it a joke.

Yeah, that’s what he would do.

“I’m in,” he said, and pushed a few chips into the pot. He had almost nothing left, but…they would keep it down. Or he would fold. But they weren’t going to let him fold. He was sure of it.

Janice dealt the cards.

Jack looked at his card, four of hearts. Fuck. Okay, he was going to do it.

Thinking his way through it, watching the girls study their cards, he switched the cards, and he suddenly had a straight flush.

Yee haw! He was going to be the winner.

Of course he should probably tell them. Give the money back. But right then…he had to be the winner.

“What are your bets?”

Jack didn’t even wait. He blurted, “This is all I’ve got.”

They looked at him, a couple of smirks and a chuckle.

“You gonna fold?”

“I’ve got a good hand. It’ll beat you all.”

“Yeah, right,” Janice snickered. “You’re just trying to bluff us.”

“Nope. I’ve got a hand that will win, and I don’t want you to make me fold by betting too high.”

“So if you’ve got such a good hand we should make you fold.”

“Yeah.”

Jack sat back and smiled, “Then you’ll never know how badly I’ve got you beat.”

The girls looked at each other.

“He’s messing with us,” said Susie Q.

“Doing a good job of it.” interjected Maggie.

Jack was pretty sure he had them then. He had appealed to their curiosity, and curiosity could kill a cat.

“I don’t know,” said Janice. “He’s got that look in his eyes.”

They commenced to arguing about the worth of his hand, and Jack suddenly said, “Bawk, bawk!”

His sister laughed. “Oh, you asshole.”

The other two girls chuckled, and Susie Q gave in. “Okay, he’s got what three blues and a red…that’s what I’m betting.”

Jack kept the smile off his face.

Maggie sighed. “All right. I’ll pay, but if he doesn’t have something good somebody’s going to owe me big time.” She pushed some chips onto the table.

That left his wife, and he was sure what she would do. She hemmed, she hawed, but she gave in. “Okay.” She pushed her chips in.

“Okay, Maggie, show us your hand.”

Maggie flipped it over, and she had a pair of kings. “I should have dropped out.”

Janice turned her cards over. Full house. Lotta meat there, but Jack had it beat.

“Okay, Jack, you’re next. Let’s find out what we bought.”

Jack flipped his cards over one by one and counted: “eight, nine, ten, jack and…queen! All hearts.” The table erupted in laughter and groans.

“No!”

“I was sure he was bluffing!”

Susie Q just looked at his cards and frowned.

“Well, if it’s okay with you girls…” he reached out his arms to rake in the pot.

Susie Q cleared her throat. Everybody looked at her.

“I’ve got you beat.”

Jack’s heart dropped. He had a straight flush! Nobody was beating that! “No,” he blurted.

“Yep. Are you ready for the bad news?”

Jack sat back, the other girls leaned forward.

Susie Q flipped a card over. A nine. A nine. A nine. She had two cards left, but even if she had a full house or four of a kind, a straight flush was higher. He frowned at her confidence.

She flipped over a deuce.

Everybody was confused now, and she said, “Jack, my next card isn’t a deuce, or four of a kind, but I guarantee I’ve got you beat.”

“Nah,” he scoffed. Yet she was studying him with a determined grin.

“Is there anything you want to say before I show you the winning card?

“Nope.” He gulped. He didn’t know what was going to happen, but…he was feeling hemmed in.

“Okay, then. Here is the winning card.” She flipped her last card over and everybody stared at it.

It was the queen of hearts.

Janice didn’t get it for a second, neither did Maggie, then the light came into her eyes. “He’s got a queen of hearts.”

They all looked at him.

Jack got a sickly look on his face. Busted. And he hadn’t had time to tell them it was a joke.

“Look, I can explain. It was a—“

Susie Q launched herself at him. Maggie was a split second behind her.

He thought he could beat either of the women, but not both of them, though the simple fact was that either woman could take him down. They both were trained MMA fighters.

Janice just sat with her mouth open.

Jack tried to wiggle out, chairs were flying, cards were in the air, chips everywhere, but suddenly his arm was being stretched out and a leg was over his throat.

“You got something to tie him up with?”

Janice stirred. “Yes. We actually have a set of handcuffs.”

“Go get them.”

Jack tried to tell his wife not to, but he was having trouble breathing, and his arm was stretching out of the socket.

A few seconds later Janice brought in the handcuffs. They actually had four pairs of cuffs. They had them for a little fun and games on their poster bed.

Quickly they handcuffed his arms behind him, then they lifted him into a chair and handcuffed his ankles to the chair legs. It was a sturdy chair, and he was caught.

Jack sat and was a confusion of emotions. He had been manhandled by a bunch of girls. Actually, only two girls. His wife had just stood and watched.

His wife hadn’t gone to bat for him. Of course she had a big grin on her face.

He had cheated and been caught. But he was only joking, but…he knew he was caught and it was getting a bit late to claim he had only been joking.

The girls righted the card table and the chairs. They picked up the money and the chips and the cards, and they sat down.

Jack faced them. “Look, I apologize, but…I really didn’t mean to keep the money. I just wanted to see the look on your faces when I pulled a straight flush.

Maggie asked, “How do I look?” She crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out the corner of her mouth.

The other girls laughed, but Jack groaned.

Still, there were smiles on the other girls’ faces. There was hope. Hopefully.

“What we got here,” Janice quipped, “is a failure to communicate.” It was a line from ‘Cool Hand Luke,’ one of Jack’s favorite movies. Luke, in the end of the movie, is not treated favorably.

“You know, he’s pretty good. I never saw the switch.”

“Jack likes to do magic tricks. He’s got fast hands.”

“Yeah, I screwed up. I can see that what I did wasn’t all that funny. But you can let me go now.”

They ignored me and went to talking about themselves.

“You know, in the real world we would take a bozo who cheated and dangle him out a window. At least four stories. And see how long we could could hold him before our hands gave out.”

“That might make the sidewalk a wee bit messy.”

“Or, we could take him out in the country and bury him up to his neck. Just leave him for the critters to come pee on.

Janice giggled.

“Oh, come on,” Jack begged. “This is just a penny ante poker game. I didn’t even want to play, if you recall.”

“You know, the problem is that he’s married to Janice.”

“I know. If it wasn’t for that I’d take him up to the fifth floor right now.” Susie Q held her hand up as if she was holding something, then she lowered her hand, “Sweeee…SPLAT!” She opened her hand as if it exploded.

Janice bit her lip and managed not to laugh.

“Honey? Can you get me out of this? I really didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings.”

“Jack,” she held out her hands as if she was helpless, “I’ve told you before that your little jokes aren’t that funny.”

Maggie: “So he’s done this kind of thing before?”

“Oh, yes. Jack is renowned for his poor sense of humor.”

“Okay….yeah. Sometimes I go overboard, but this…this is false imprisonment.”

Susie Q tapped a too with one fingernail, “It’s funny that he brings up prison. I wonder what the guys in prison would do to him if they caught him cheating.

“Oh, Lord. His asshole would be instantly enlarged.”

The girls were silent then, still smiling, but considering.

Susie Q turned to Janice. “Do you mind if we make his asshole a little larger?”

“Jack’s asshole? Hmmm. Leet me think…”

“Guys…guys…this is going too far.  Just because I played a joke that didn’t go over well.”

“Once,” Janice said, “He put a picture of Yoda in the toilet. Stupid, but it actually scared the crap out of me when I lifted the lid.”

They all snickered.

“But you’re laughing now! So it wasn’t that bad!”

“And one time, we were at the country club for a dance, he put a pair of pants on the toilet leading to a pair of shoes. Looked like somebody was in the stall. Guys were coming out and pissing in the bushes.”

Maggie muffled a spurt of laughter.

“See!” Jack yelled. “You’re laughing!”

“So…Jack’s asshole. I suppose you could do anything you wanted to it and he’d appreciate the humor. Right, Jack?”

Jack look desperately at Janice. “Please, honey. Help me out here.”

Janice turned to the other two girls and asked in a most insincere voice, “Please don’t treat my husband the way he treats everybody.”

Jack groaned. Janice wasn’t helping him out at all.

“Okay, okay.” Susie Q stated. “We know we can’t drop Jack on his his head, even though that probably wouldn’t hurt him. But there’s got to be something that we can do that will put the fear of Loki into him.”

Loki was the God of Mischief.

Jack looked around desperately. He pulled on the cuffs, but they were tight. He thought about trying to upset the chair and whether it would break. But even if he did the girls would just wrestle him down and put him in a stronger chair.

“You know, I have an idea,” Janice spoke casually.

“Out with it, girlfriend.”

“It’s sort of nasty and appropriate at the same time.”

She had their attention now.

“I hate to admit it, but Jack likes porn.”

“No!” The other two girls mocked up being aghast, as if the whole world didn’t love porn.

“Yes, he’s one of those perverted types. Never pleases his wife, denies her his boner, stays in his little cubby hole and plays with his little penis.”

“Janice!” Jack was turning red.

“That’s terrible!”

“You poor thing!”

“Yes, I am quite put upon. But…” She gave a couple of phony sniffs, “I bear up under the abuse.”

Everybody looked at Jack, and Maggie said, “Bad Jack!”

“But,” Janice continued, the point is this. “He watches videos of women being abused, and I do mean abused. I checked his history once and he goes to some pretty weird sites. And what I’m thinking,” she paused dramatically, “Is that we go through his history and find the last three really kinky things and do them to him.”

They looked at Jack, and the light was in their eyes.

“No!” said Jack. He tried to remember what the last things he saw on the net were. Mostly it was big boobed girls getting fucked. But he did go off exploring sometimes. So what had he last seen that might be…dangerous?

“Ooh. I like it.”

“Of course we couldn’t just bring a hooker and have him fuck her.”

“No. No. But we could go back through his history and eliminate simple fucks, and things like that.”

“We could look for things that might compromise him, embarrass him.”

Susie Q turned to Janice. “You know, this is dangerous ground for you.”

Janice just smiled. “I know Jack. Inside his perverted heart he wants this stuff, or he wouldn’t be looking at it in the first place.”

“Wait a minute!” Jack had been stunned, listening in astonishment. He couldn’t believe they were actually considering this. “You can’t do something like this! What if I was just curious? What if I went somewhere by accident?”

“Well, Jack,” answered Maggie, “Then whatever we do to you is because we are curious.”

Susie Q: “Or just an accident.”

“But…you can’t! This is wrong! It’s immoral!”

“Says the guy watching porn,” and they all laughed.

“Okay, let’s get started. Maggie, you go get the liquor. Janice, you get his laptop.”

“But what will you do?” asked Jack’s wife.

Susie Q smiled. She was the diabolical one here. “I will get a very sharp knife and removed Jack’s clothes.”

You would have thought Susie Q had just told the funniest joke in history. The girls laughed hysterically, and Janice said, “Just what you’ve always wanted, Jack. Three sexy women all to yourself!”

Janice got up and went back to the computer room and got the laptop. She brought it out and placed it on the table and powered it up.

Maggie went to the kitchen and filled three glasses with ice cubes. She brought the glasses, a six pack of Coke, and a bottle of bourbon back to the game room and set everything on the table.

Susie Q reached into her purse and took out a pocket knife. She pressed a button and it sprang open, and it was long and narrow and glinted in the light. It looked very sharp.

Maggie poured a bit of bourbon and Coke into each glass and handed them out.

“Mmm,” murmured Maggie, taking a sip. “This is good stuff.”

Susie Q sawed up a pant leg and reached the groin. She looked at Jack with an evil grin. “Careful, Jack. I don’t want to cut too deeply.”

Jack shivered at the look in her eyes and held himself very still.

“Ah, here we go…Jack’s history.”

Susie Q’s ears perked up as she cut past Jack’s package, then she blurted, “Holy shit! He’s commando!”

It was true. Jack’s cock and balls were fully exposed. His cock was erect, red, and bobbing.

“Jack! Did you really forget to wear your underwear tonight?” His wife chuckled.

“He’s got a pretty good package,” appreciated Maggie.

“It’s okay. Of course he spends too much time practicing onanism and not enough time with his wife.” Janice sniffed.

“Men,” snorted Susie Q, slicing down the other pant leg. In a moment she ripped the mangled jeans off Jack’s frame.

Maggie: “Do you think he’s erect because he loves us?”

Janice answered, “Jack loves anything to do with his balls and cock. He’s a pretty one track mind.

“That’s great. He’ll really love what we do to him tonight. What’s on his history?”

While Susie Q cut off his shirt Maggie and Janice perused the list of Jack’s filthy interests.

“Let’s see. He obviously like big boobs.”

“I can testify to that,” Janice chimed in, and they all laughed.

“And he seems to like…anal. Un oh, Jack. You might be in trouble here. You don’t mind if we fuck his asshole, do you?”

Janice was already feeling the alcohol. “Nope.”

“Honey! You can’t mean that!”

She turned to him, “How many times have you tried to fuck my asshole?”

“But…but…”

Susie Q quipped. “He’s agreeing. He wants to Butt…butt…”

“No!”

“What’s next?”

Well, let’s see, there’s different positions. Something called the Amazon. Oh, it’s just the woman stands inside the man’s legs and fucks him. Full insertion, but she’s in the male dominant position.

“Jack!” Janice looked at him. “So that’s what you were doing the other night!” She shut up and her face got red, but she was smiling. The other two girls were laughing.

“Here’s a section on horror porn.” Susie Q was done with Jack’s clothing. He sat, naked, throbbing, and even dripping, and she went around to see what the girls were looking at.

“Ew! Gross! Somebody throws mud on themselves, puts on a halloween mask and…that doesn’t even look fun!”

“I don’t know,” said Susie Q. “Look at the dildo’s they use.”

On the videos they were using big dildos designed in the weirdest shapes. There were pig dildos, horse dildos, snake dildos…”

“Do snakes have penises?” asked Maggie.

“They lay eggs, I thought,” muttered Susie Q.

“We could stuff a bunch of hard boiled eggs up his ass and make him lay them.” They all cackled at the thought of Jack squatting, red-faced, and shitting out eggs.

“What if one went in too far? Maybe got stuck?”

“Then we would have to hang him upside down and bounce him till it came out his mouth.”

Again, they cackled. Jack was not cackling.

“This is enough,” he stated intently. “You guys have to let me go.”

They ignored him and kept talking amongst themselves. “Okay, we have somebody shove eggs up his ass, or use a big dildo on his butt.”

Two hands went up, and his butt won.

Jack groaned.

“Okay, we need something else. What else is in his history?”

“Here’s a section on amputee sex.”

His wife looked at him. “That’s not even sexy, Jack.” She was serious. She frowned and looked back at his history.

“Gangbangs…we could all do him.”

“Sloppy seconds with that asshole? You have no idea where it’s been.”

They were back to giggling, and they poured some more liquor into their glasses.

“You want a drink, Jack? It might help when we start playing our practical joke on you.”

“Yeah,” he muttered.

Janice held the bottle to his lips and he took a big glug. No ice and Coke for him.

He choked, sputtered, and felt the fire descending to his belly. Fuck, he needed more. It hurt, but what they were planning to do to him…

“More?”

Janice gave him another glug, and he managed to sneak out an extra gulp before she took the bottle away.

“Now, now, Jack. We don’t want you sloppy drunk when you get your comeuppance.”

“Honey, I’m sorry! Please forgive me! I’m your husband, you have to help me out.”

Janice pursed her lips, considered him, then turned to the other two girls, who were listening with amused expressions. “What’s next on his history?”

“ARGH!” Jack groaned.

“Let’s see, horror porn, disgusting, and, uh…more big tits.”

“Muscular women.”

“That’s us,” quipped Susie Q, flexing a bicep.

Then Janice gasped.

“What?” the other two focused on the screen.

They were looking at the website for ‘The House of Gord.’

“Oh, my God!”

“Look at her!”

“That’s impossible.”

In shock, the girls sat back.

Jack turned white. The House of Gord. He didn’t know what they were looking at, but with the House of Gord it couldn’t be good.

“Do you think…”

And Janice dropped the bomb. “He made one of these. He actually has the motor and…and the dildo…and everything!”

“Does it work?”

“Oh, yes. He has been trying to get me to do it for years. He hooked it up to an old lawn mower. He doesn’t talk about it much, he knows it is way beyond simple kink, but…when he’s drunk he tries to convince me to do it.

Susie and Janice faced him.

Susie Q said, “Is that true, Jack? Do you have one of these? Did you actually try to get your wife to…to let you…do this to her?”

“Hey…no. It’s like the ace of spades. It’s a joke.”

Janice laughed. “It’s a pretty serious joke. Give me the bottle. Let’s get him a little drunk and he’ll tell us all about it.

The bottle was handed to her and she held it so Jack could glug. And glug and glug.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered. Alcohol was dribbling down his bare skin.

Susie Q moved closer and took his cock in her hand. She began stroking. Janice had a twisted smile on her face. She didn’t mind that somebody was stroking her husband, except to caution, “Don’t let him cum.”

“Not a chance.”

Suddenly Maggie gasped. Janice and Susie Q turned to her.

“You’ve got to look at this.”

The two girls rejoined her at the card table and stared at the computer. Their mouths slowly dropped.

“Really?”

“You can’t be serious!”

“But look how much time he spends on this stuff.”

Maggie pressed the back button again and again.

“Hold it, let me look at this website.”

“What are you looking at? What website?” Jack craned his neck as if he could stretch it six feet, turn it around, and see what they were looking at.

“Holy crap! This is real!”

“Not only real…it’s a lifestyle. We do this to him and…it’s going to last longer than a night.”

Janice straightened up and considered her husband. “You know, that would be the cure for his practical joking. I figured, once we started talking about the house of Gord, that we would be here all weekend. But, you’re right. This is just the start. We do this and…and he’s in it for good. This is a major lifestyle change.”             

Susie Q straightened up and joined Janice in staring at Jack.

“Are you ready for such a thing?”

“Tell the truth? I think it’s sort of hot. In fact, not just sorta. It’s damned hot. To do that stuff…and then…of course…yeah…yeah. I’m interested in pursuing this.”

Maggie straightened up and closed the computer. She poured some more drinks, then held the bottle for Jack. The bottle was almost empty.

“We’re going to need some help.”

“I think the whole neighborhood would help. Jack has been playing his stupid jokes for years. I doubt if he has a friend left in this neighborhood.

Jack was getting a trifle woozy from all the alcohol. “What are you bozos planning?”

“Oh, ho! He calls us bozos.”

“Yeah. Bozos. You gotta let me go. This is cruel and unusual. I’ll take you to court.”

“I think he’s talking about you,” Maggie said to Janice.

“What do I care. Community property.”

They all giggled. Jack glowered. The liquor was getting to him.

“I’m warning you guys…”

Susie Q snorted. “I’m a little tired of his mouth.  Shush, Jack.”

“You shush.” Yes, he was drunk. It had hit him fast, but he was tired of being tied up and threatened.

Maggie suddenly bent over, reached up under her dress and started wiggling. Everybody watched her. She pulled her panties down, stepped out of them and held them up. There was a bit of moisture where her pussy had touched.

“Here, Jack.”

She stepped forward and grabbed the back of his head.

Jack struggled. He clamped his mouth shut.

Susie Q joined in and helped hold his head and clamped his nose shut.

Jack was caught, as if his head was in a vice. Air began to become precious, and he felt his blood pounding in his head and he became dizzy. At last, he could hold it no more. He opened his mouth and  inhaled, and as air was drawn into his mouth so were Maggie’s panties.

Jack breathed, but his mouth was stuffed with smelly material. He could taste Maggie’s pussy. It was a strong odor that filled his senses. He tried to spit out the panties, but Janice opened a drawer, pulled out some duc tape and tossed it to Susie Q. Susie ripped off a strip and slapped it over his mouth.

Drunk, pissed, naked, his mouth full of dirty panties, Jack glared at the girls.

Janice picked up the phone and said, “Okay, girls. His machine is in the basement, we need to go to a sex store to get some stuff, and…I’ll call some neighbors and find out if they’re interested in helping us out.

Jack glared, and stared, and wanted to scream, to tell these girls off. But, too bad, so sad, his mouth was full of panties.


PART TWO

“Wow, Jack. You really fucked up.”

Tom Jefferson sat at the table and looked at Jack.

“Mummphum!” Jack tried to speak past the dirty panties in his mouth but was having no luck.

“Did you really cheat at cards?”

Jack shook his head, wanted to tell his neighbor, Susie Q’s husband, that he had just been joking.

“He said he was joking,” offered Janice.

“Hunh! In poker you don’t ever joke about cheating.”

Jack sighed.

Tom turned to the girls. “Okay, girls, I’m in. What did you have in mind?”

“We’d like to use your truck, honey.” She took him into the next room and explained the plan. Jack tried to listen, but he couldn’t hear what they were plotting.

Tom started to laugh when she showed him the model for their device on the House of Gord.

“Are you serious?”

“Sure. It’ll be fun.”

Tom considered, “Well, it’s not a problem, but, uh…let me make a phone call.”

Tom went back into the kitchen and the girls listened while he spoke into his cell. “Hey, Reggie, is the chief gone tomorrow? A convention in Dallas? Great. Now, listen, we’re going to have a parade tomorrow, but no kids are allowed. We’ll do it early in the morning and I want you to call all…” he went on talking, and the girls stared at him in astonishment.

“I assume you can do this, then?” Susie Q asked drily.

“Oh, it’ll take me a couple of hours, but it’s simple dimple.  Reggie is on his way over here right now. He’s got some tools I’ll need, but…no prob. What else can I do for you.”

“Don’t you know David, uh…David….I forget his last name but you go jetskiing with him every summer.

“David Jenner. Yeah. He runs the sex store over in Sand Hill.”

“Okay, can you give him a call and…” Susie Q stopped and looked at Jack. “Let’s go in the other room. We want this to be a surprise for Jack.”

Tom and Susie Q went into the next room and their voices could be heard whispering, but no words could be made out.

Suddenly Maggie ran into the room. “I got some prosthetics. Janie Simpson is bringing them over.

“What about…”

And the plans went on. It had started small, but it was gaining steam. No matter who they called, help was offered, and Jack was suddenly sorry he had ever played a practical joke.

Janice sat down next to him, she reached into his lap and stroked him.

“Unh!” He moaned. This whole time his pecker had been as hard as a baseball bat.

“Why, Jack,” murmured Janice. “I didn’t know this kind of thing excited you so much.”

Jack tried to talk, tried to convey with his eyes that he needed to be let go.

“I’m sorry, Jack, but I can’t quite make out what you’re saying. Could you speak a little clearer, please?”

The people standing nearby chuckled at that.

Janie Simpson ran in with a big shopping bag. People looked into the bag and oohed and awed.

“I don’t have any glue, however.”

“Don’t worry about that,” said Tom, coming back into the room. “I’ve got some binary glue for construction projects. Of course, we won’t be able to dissolve it, but Jack won’t care, right Jack?”

Jack mumbled through the panties frantically, but everybody just laughed.

Don Haroldson, who had shown up out of nowhere, just saw the cars gathered in front of Jack’s house and figured there was a party, said, “Did I ever tell you about the time Jack put an air horn under the toilet at work? Everybody who sat down got a blast up the butt.”

Everybody chuckled.

Janice said, “That’s nothing. One day he managed to replace the peas and carrots in a pot pie with skittles.”

A couple of people clapped Jack on the back for that one.

Suddenly a big horn blasted out in front of the house, a second later a rotund fellow with a red face, a beard, and a big grin entered the room.

“Hey, dude!” Tom shoulder bumped him.

“I got my tools in the truck. Where’s this machine you want to hook up?” Hr grinned at the sight of Jack sitting so helpless.

“Down in the basement,” said Janice. “Right through that door.”

The two men descended into the dark of the basement and could be heard discussing motors and mounting.

In the kitchen Maggie said, “One time Jack painted a couple of bars of soap with nail lacquer. Jerry and I couldn’t figure out why there was no lather. Jerry almost took them back to the store.

There were a few rueful chuckles, and more tales of Jack’s practical jokes were told.

Suddenly they heard a rattle coming up the basement stairs.

“One way! One way!” Tom and Reggie struggled through the doorway. They were both strong, but the machine was awkward. When they got the machine straightened out and lugged it through the kitchen everybody was silent. Then Maggie turned to Jack and said, “You were really going to use that on your wife?”

Jack just closed his eyes and a tear squeezed out.

“Well, it’s only right that it will be used on you.”

“Mummmphmuudddle.”

“Sorry, Jack. I left my hearing aid at home.”

Ernie Forrest and his wife, Mabel, showed up. Ernie brought over a couple of cases of beer and four bottles of bourbon. They ran out of Coke pretty fast, so people starting making boiler makers. They poured a bit of beer out, added bourbon to replace it, and whistled when they glugged.

“Damn,” muttered Susie Q. “I feel like I’m in college again.”

Janice said, “One time Jack unscrewed the aerator on the faucet and put a red food dye tablet in it. I was terrified we were all going to get sick, and Jack…well, he had me going all day on that one.”

More laughs, a couple of cheers.

The sound of machinery started up in the front yard. Tom had pulled his truck right onto the lawn and was taking off the winch. Ernie went out to help them, and Billy Foster from down the street sauntered up.

Jack, meanwhile was thoroughly cowed. He was naked, the women kept coming up and stroking his weenie, laughing, then letting go. He was starting to feel like he might cum, if they would only continue for a little while.

“Well, girls, it’s probably time to get to work. The boys will be a couple of hours working on the truck. Shall we?”

A chorus of voices lifted up and all were agreed.

“Okay, first things first, let’s get rid of his hair.”

Maggie brought over a bag of stuff and pulled out a couple of spray cans. She handed one to Janie and they started spraying Jack. Thick foam covered his legs, his thighs, and finally his groin. They took a five minute break and waited for the solution to heat up, then they wiped it off. Hair left Jack’s body quickly and easily. Then they did his chest, back and arms.

Waiting for that to heat up and work, Susie Q asked, “Can we do his head?”

Jack’s eyes widened and he shook his head.

“Sure,” said Janice.

So they put a couple of pieces of tape over his eyebrows and foamed his scalp. A few minutes later Jack was butt bald over his whole body, except for his eyebrows. But his eyebrows didn’t escape unscathed. Maggie began plucking them. She made delicate arches, quite feminine over his eyes. Jack would have struggled but she grabbed his nose and held his head firm.

“Okay, what’s next?”

“Nails,” was the shout, and the ladies began prepping toenails and fingernails. They sanded and shaped and pushed the cuticles back.

At first Jack tried to wiggle his fingers and toes, but Janie and another girl held needles next to each toe, each finger, and Jack was forced to hold still. It took longer, but that was okay. They had all night.

“Should we give him long claws?”

“Yes!”

Inch long ovals were glued to his real nails, and Jack shuddered when he saw the kind of glue they were using. It was construction glue, and he didn’t have any solvent. These suckers were on for the duration.

They painted his nails bright red, taking their time and putting on three coats, blowing on his nails, then a thick coat of lacquer. He now had long, shiny talons. he stared at them like he was in shock.

“Okay, girls, let’s do his face.”

“Better put his tits on first,” suggest Janice.

Jack stared at his wife like she was a traitor, but she had been victim to so many of his practical jokes that his glare rolled right off her back.

Janie Simpson brought out a humungous pair of boobs and Susie Q went out for more glue. They slathered the glue on his chest, and on the back of the boobs, then they pressed the boobs firmly onto his pectorals. Five minutes later he was the proud possessor of monster boobs. They had to be 40 Fs, at least.

“Okay, girls, he’s going to need a bra for those puppies, and here’s the best I could find.” Janie pulled out a sturdy bra. The material was fairly thick, but his nipples could be seen jutting through the material.

“You know, Jack, this bra was originally worn by a lady who weighed 300 pounds. “

Jack groaned.

“Okay, corset time. Who brought the corset?”

A girl named Tina tossed a corset into the group, and Susie Q caught it, stretched with her hands and grinned. “Nice and tight.” She turned to Jack. “You like things that are nice and tight, right, Jack?”

Jack made sounds, but not very loud. He was giving up, no way he could fight this…this situation.

Maggie and Susie Q wrapped the corset around him, fastened the hooks, and began pulling the ties. Jack was gasping with every pull.

“Hey, he’s having trouble breathing.”

“Ha!” muttere Susie Q.

“No, I mean really. Take a break. Let’s give him a better gag, then you can finish tightening him up.

So the girls took a break, sat around, leaned against counters, and sipped beer and drank whiskey. There were now a full ten gals in the small kitchen, and they chatted happily.

Janice took out the gag. “If you scream it goes back in. So be careful, Jack.”

“I will, he rasped. His throat was very dry.

She gave him a sip of whiskey and Coke.

“You got to get me out of this, babe,” he tried.

“No, Jack. Not this time. This time you pay the piper.”

“But I’ll do anything! Just get me out of this!”

Janice shook her head. “You want the gag back in?”

“No.”

Janice bit her thumb briefly, then said, “Two things, Jack. First, you did pull that stupid card trick. I know…” she held up her hands, “it was supposed to be a joke. But you should have known better. You don’t joke with poker players in that manner. Second, you are a kinky boy. You’re always trying to get me to do stuff. Well, now the shoe is on the other foot, so—“

“But it’s my asshole we’re talking about!”

“So? We’ve played with your asshole before, and as I recall,” she smiled, “You like it. A lot. So just shut your mouth, then open your mouth so I can pour some more whiskey in it, and go along for the ride.” She snickered. “It’s not like you have much choice, right?”

About that time the chatting stopped and the girls decided to get back to work. Maggie and Susie Q finished pulling the corset tight, and Jack could barely breath.

“Take shallow breaths,” offered Janie. “It’ll help.

Jack did, and it helped.

Suddenly a bright light started flickering through the kitchen window. Janice took a look, then said, “They’re welding the thing on the front. Another hour for them. And it will be light in two hours. We better get going.”

The girls worked on his face quickly. One or two would cleanse his pores, then they would step back and or two would prime his face, removing all imperfections. Slowly he became more ladylike. Even with just the foundation on his face it was softer and more feminine.

“You know, Janice, we should have done this before.”

“Yeah,” put in another girl, “Look how nice his skin is. It really takes to make up.”

“I have a feeling he’s going to be wearing a lot of make up from now on,” Susie Q said drily.

They all giggled and chatted, and Maggie and Janie went to work on his eyes. Soon his face was a gorgeous little picture of femininity.

A wig appeared, and they glued it directly to his bald head. When it was dry Maggie pulled on it and it wasn’t coming loose.

Jack was now the proud possessor of a world class set of auburn curls.

“Why don’t you pierce his ears?” Janice offered when they all stood back and inspected Jack.

“No!” groaned Jack. “You traitor!”

“Quiet, Jack, or I’ll have them pierce your nose.”

Jack shut right up.

Outside the sound of noise died down, then they heard the sound of a small motor whirring. Susie Q looked out the window and remarked,“Boys are almost done, we’d better finish up in here.”

His ears were pierced and a pair of huge, rainbow colored earrings were hung on his lobes.

“Okay, finishing touches here,” Susie Q started to paint his lips.

For whatever reason, maybe it was just ‘the last straw,’ Jack started to wiggle his head and resist.

Several girls grabbed his head and held it still.

Susie Q cleaned his mouth then took out a different tube of lipstick. “Jack,” she said, “You just cost yourself. That was lipstick, would have wiped right off. This is lipstain. It stains your lips and won’t come off for a week, maybe two.”

Jack’s eyes rolled in panic, but there was nothing he could do.

“Okay. What else?”

“That’s it,” responded Maggie.

“Aren’t we going to put a dress on him or something?”

Then ensued a big discussion. Several of the girls wanted less clothes, they wanted him naked. Other girls wanted a dress of some sort on him.

“But he’s already got a corset, and his boobs will look a little fake, people will be able to see where flesh meets plastic.

Finally, it was decided that he would wear a short skirt, which would flap in the wind and yet not cover his face, and a super tight sweater.

The dress was easy, loosen one leg, pull the skirt up, then fasten the leg back down and do the other leg. After a minute Jack stared down at a short skirt sadly. It was black, and his cock was poking out obscenely.

The sweater was harder. They called one of the boys in and he held a loosened arm and the sweater was, arm by arm and then by head, put on, and Jack was secured again.

He looked ridiculous, clothing wise, which was fine. He looked female with his face and hair and nails and everything.

Janice called out the kitchen window, “How’s it going out there?”

“We’re ready for him.”

By now there were a dozen men in the front yard, and six of them were bikers. Big bikers. With tats and muscles and long hair and muscles and muscles and muscles. They didn’t bother with worrying about Jack escaping. They just picked up the chair he was secured in and carried it out to the truck.

The original apparatus that Jack had tried to get Janice to try out looked like a sled on rails, but it didn’t move, the motor at the end of the sled moved, it moved a big dildo on a stick back and forth. The idea was that Janice would lie down, her legs would be spread, and the dildo would go back and forth, in and out of her pussy.

Tom’s truck had a specially made grill. It was heavy iron and could push a diesel truck, should he ever want to push a diesel truck.

The boys had bent the rails a bit and welded and bolted Jack’s invention to the front grill of Tom’s truck. It was upside down, and a shoulder harness had been rigged.

A dozen hands took Jack out of his chair, didn’t put up with any struggles, and put him against the sled. He was hanging upside down, his shoulders slightly bent forward and his weight was perfectly supported. They used truck straps and ratcheted him until he couldn’t move. At the top of the thing the rails had been split and Jack’s legs were spread out and duc tapped so they couldn’t move. The dress fell down to his waist, his cock stuck up in the air, and his boobs looked huge. His face was slanted, but everybody could see him, even they might not recognize his upside down feminized features. His cock waggled in the air directly over his face. Directly over his asshole was perched a dildo on a rod. It was aimed directly at Jack’s asshole.

Once Jack was secured everybody stood back and cheered.

“What are you going to do to me?” yelled Jack.

Everybody just laughed, and One fellow observed that whatever happened it was too good for people who pulled aces out of their sleeves. He was drunk and didn’t know it had been a queen that Jack had switched during the card game.

Janice, Maggie and Susie Q got up in the bed of the truck and leaned over the cab. In short order they pulled off their shirts, then took off their bras. Several cases of beer were placed in the back of the truck, and the parade started.

A couple of convertibles led the way, top down and good old boys and their babes drinking beer, honking and cheering.

Then came the truck. Bare boobed girls cheering and hoisting their beer cans.

Then a dozen other vehicles, including half a dozen roaring Harleys, their riders grinning through their bushy beards.

One of the bikers peeled off. He had a blue tooth in his ear and was hooked to Tom. He was scouting, making sure there were no kids or cops.

The line of cars and bikes snaked through an industrial district and into the outskirts of downtown. Honking, yelling, cheering, and making as much racket as they could, the parade snaked along.

It was early, but there were a surprising number of people out. They were out because the girls had called half the town and let them know what was going to be happening. Kids were kept away, adults gathered and started partying.

They drove past the high school, where a bunch of teachers had set up lawn chairs. A couple of them had squirt guns and they ran into the street to squirt Jack and the big boobed ladies watching over him.  They got too close to the side of the truck, lured by the immense mountains fo flesh in the back of the truck, and the girls poured beer over them.

They went past the police station, and the lone cop in town came out with his ticket book. The chief was out of town, and the man left on duty stopped the trucks and everybody looked down as if they were ashamed. The cop wrote Jack a ticket for ‘riding upside down and naked in a lewd manner.’ He didn’t sign the ticket, and when he stepped back and grinned and swept his arm through to indicate the parade should continue everybody cheered.

Into the downtown proper. It wasn’t a large town, but a large number of people were on the sidewalks, screaming and yelling and having a good time.

Tom flipped a remote switch, and Jack watched in horror as the dildo lowered towards his ass.

The dildo was slathered with lube, and Jack’s ass had had lube pushed into it. The dildo slowly inserted. Jack gulped, squeaked, but the dildo went in and out smoothly.

Tom got back into the truck and drove down Main Street.

People’s jaws dropped when they saw Jack being penetrated. The dildo sliding in then pulling up. Jack’s legs were pushed out whenever the dildo came down, and they moved a bit closer together when it came out.

He wiggled, he had no choice, he had to make sure everything worked smoothly or he might get hurt.

Horns honking, legs spreading, dildo pumping, the parade continued down Main Street.

People came out into the street to cheer. They poured beer on Jack.

The girls leaned over the cab, their wares on display, and they jumped up and down so they bounced and jiggled.

Motorcycles circled the procession, bikers giving thumbs up and being cheered.

Down through town they went, and Jack suddenly realized something. He was red-faced, slightly dizzy from being upside down, and his ass…his ass was starting to feel good.

He groaned, unheard by anybody, as the dildo opened him up and jerked around inside him before it drew up.

Tom reached the end of Main Street and turned left. The road turned a little bumpy, and Jack was bounced up and down, and the dildo motor bounced up and down, and the dildo kept pumping into his ass, the feeling enhanced by every bump in the road.

“Fuck!” wheezed Jack, he was starting to feel very horny now. He was always horny, and being on display all night was exciting, but getting boned in the butt was driving him over the top. He tried to wiggle, to get more dildo into his fanny. His cock was straight out above him, pointing down towards his face.

They turned up a fire trail, and now the jouncing and bouncing of the truck into ruts in the road increased Jack’s dilemma.

He was getting close. He was going to squirt if this didn’t stop. And that was something he knew he would never live down.

They rounded a small lake and drove into a big meadow. At the water’s edge were swings and other playground apparatus, and the truck pulled up and stopped.

Cars pulled up, and bikes, and people got out and more beer was poured. Bottles of hard liquor made their appearance.

People gathered in front of Jack and congratulated him for being a good sport. The dildo kept going in and out and he was gasping.

He gritted his teeth and tried to nod his head, but the truck was idling, and that made the prick in his man pussy even worse. The idling throb set up a rhythmic sensation that was vibrating his prostate.

He could feel his balls churning. He could feel the semen roiling. The trigger within was starting to click.

He tried to relax, or to get rigid, or to somehow stop what was becoming more and more inevitable.

Somebody asked for pictures, and Janice stood next to Jack and put an arm around his upside down waist.

And Jack couldn’t handle it anymore. With a groan, a loud groan that everybody could hear, his cock let loose.

“Oh, fuck!” he cried, and semen bubbled out of his cock. It sprayed, it squirted, but Jack’s cock was pointed down, towards his mouth, and everybody gawped as he came and came and came…right into his own mouth!

Then the cheers started. People screaming and laughing. Jack, dazed and dizzy and feeling loosy goosy, didn’t understand. He just looked around at all the upside down people.

He had gism all over his face, and without really understanding what he was doing he licked his lips.

More cheers.

Then Susie Q and Tom stood up on the truck and called for silence. The crowd hushed and listened.

“Okay,,” yelled Tom. “I’m going to leave this rig on my truck, so if any of you guys or gals feel like pulling aces out of your asses, just remember what will be going back into your asses.

Hoots and gibes filled the air.

Susie Q raised her hands and called for silence. “Okay, we have one last present to give to Jack. Janice?”

Janice stepped forth, and somebody put a small stoop on the ground for her to stand on. She was standing right next to Jack, whose legs were waving feebly. His dick was now limp and hanging down.

“We all chipped in and decided that Jack needed a little more discipline. We bought him this!”

She held up a little tube with a ring on it. There was a lock built into the ring.

Everybody stared, then they understood, and the cheers were louder than ever.

Janice put the chastity tube on Jack’s cock, secured the ring to it, and the thing snapped together.

Jack blinked and stared up at the gizmo on his dick.

Janice held her hands up again. “Now, we’ve had so much fun today, we’ve all decided to have a yearly ‘Jack Dawkins’ Day. Every year Jack will be given a ride like this, and he will be reminded that nobody should ever cheat at cards.”

Cheers, and a few boos for Jack.

Janice turned to Tom. “Tom? Do you have the key to Jack’s happiness?”

“I sure do, and you can be sure I’ll hold on to it for a year.”

“Not even if I ask for it!”

“Not even.”

Everybody cheered, and guys started yelling that when she got horny they would help her out…to which she grinned and nodded and gave big double thumbs up.

The party really started at that point. Big crates of eggs and dozens of packages of bacon made their appearance. Fires were started and skillets started heating up. Most of the women in the gathering were topless now, and a few of the men were bottomless, and everybody was drunk and happy.

After a couple of hours Jack was finally released. He was brought to the center of the celebration, given food and drink, and he sat down next to his wife and ate. Guys and gals kept interrupting him to pat him on the back and tell him what a good sport he was.

Janice had her arm over his shoulder smiled at everybody who came up to offer their appreciation for the new holiday.

Jack was drunk, and his cock was trying to get hard, and he was embarrassed, and yet…he felt…good.

Most important, his asshole felt good. It was still excited by all the stimulation it had received, and that was contributing to his horniness.

“Well, Jack,” Janice said, when they had a moment to themselves, “it looks like you’re going to have juicy, red lips, long hair and big tits for a while, so I’m going to keep you dressed up for a while. That okay with you?”

Jack nodded, sipped from a bottle of bourbon.

“And it looks like your cock is going to be locked up for a year, but don’t think that’s going to get you out of your marital duties. You’re going to be putting those red lips of yours to work on a regular basis. A more than regular basis. Seeing you all decked out like this has really got me horny.

Jack nodded, and sighed.

“What’s the matter, Jack? Sorry you cheated at cards?”

Jack’s mouth twisted a bit, “Do you think…”

“What?”

“Do you think that if I cheated next time we played…they’d do this to me again?”

Janice just laughed, reached down to his lap and shook his caged cock.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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