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PART ONE

Jason snickered as he got out of the car. Man, he had always wanted this, and now he was going to get it. He walked to the back of the car, looked around to make sure nobody could see him—as if somebody was hiding in his garage and spying on him—and opened the trunk.

He picked up a little bag that was lying on the spare tire, looked around again, and closed the trunk.

He slid the bag into his pocket and entered the house.

“Jane? Are you home?”

Of course she wasn’t. Her car was gone, she was usually at the Ladies’ Club meeting across town, and…and he was alone.

Still, Jason walked through the house and made sure he was alone.

He was. He walked into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. He grinned as he inspected the contents of the refrigerator.

Jane had a rather irksome habit. She would open a Coke, take a sip, then leave the open container on the inside of the door.

“I don’t feel like drinking a whole Coke. I just want a gulp,” she would say when he asked her what the open container was for.

Unfortunately, when Jason opened the door the Coke sometimes spilled. Which splashed a drop or two on him, and the floor, and he was left with a mess.

So he hated it when she left an open Coke in the door.

The door open, he looked in and saw her open Coke sitting there. He smiled.

He took the bag out of his pocket and opened it. At the bottom of the sack was a small vial. It was tasteless, dissolved fast, and was the most powerful form of estrogen on the planet.

He took the cap off the vial and poured the white powder into the open can of Coke. He swished the can around for a minute, then replaced it in the door.

He closed the door gently and smiled, then headed for the backroom to wash up.

Fifteen minutes later Jason was showering. He heard the door slam and smiled. Jane was home. She was probably sipping at her Coke even as he lifted his package and soaped his balls.

He rinsed off, stepped out and toweled off, and got ready for dinner.

Jane closed the door and sighed. What a day. The Ladies’ Club had volunteered for a big event and she was going to be quite busy for the next couple of weeks. It was the Halloween Celebration and it was all hands required.

She placed her purse on the counter and got down a couple of glasses. Normally she didn’t like to drink during the week, but this was special circumstances.

She filled the glasses with ice. She half filled the glasses with bourbon, then took out her always open can of Coke. She smiled. This irritated Jason, her leaving an open can of Coke in the door, but that was okay. A sip of Coke was much better than drinking the whole 9 teaspoonfuls of sugar.

She emptied the can into one glass, then got out another can and poured it into the other glass. There was a little left so she put that back into the fridge.

She picked up the glasses and headed for the back room.

“Hey, babe,” she said cheerfully, handing Jason his bourbon and Coke.

Jason, naked, his cock standing deliciously up, took his drink and sipped. He had no reason to be suspicious. After all, his wife always drank the Coke out of the can.

He had no idea that she had handed him the wrong glass.

He sucked the whole drink down, smacked his lips, and grinned.

She sipped some of her drink and moved into him.

“Is this love?” she asked, holding his weenie, feeling it getting harder.

“Oh, yeah,” he answered.

She fondled him, jacked him, palpated his testicles lovingly.

“Careful, girl, you’re playing with dynamite.”

“As long as you have a long fuse,” she giggled. Then she dropped to her knees and began slurping his dong.

For a long minute he could barely support himself, his legs were shaking and his knees were shivering. Finally he lifted her up and pressed his mouth against hers. Her lips were hot, moist, and so very, very plump. He loved her lips.

“Whew,” she said, as she finally stepped back from him.

“What?” he asked innocently.

“Whew,” she repeated and fanned herself with one hand.

He grabbed for her and she danced away and laughed. “Later, honey. I’ve got big news and I want to tell you.”

“You decided to get breast implants.”

She frowned. He had been trying to get her to get her boobs enhanced for years, and she was tired of it. No, she didn’t have the biggest boobs in the world, but she liked them. They filled out her dress just enough, they didn’t sag or make her back hurt, and she loved how sensitive they were.

“Okay, sorry,” he said, seeing the look on her face.

“No, the big news is that the Ladies’ Club is in charge of the Halloween celebration.”

“You are? I mean the whole club?”

“It is the whole club, but I’m going to be major in charge. It’s going to be a lot of work, and I’m going to be awfully busy.”

“Uh oh. Is this one of those I’m going to be too busy to fuck  my husband things?”

“Honey, you know better than that! I’ll always have time for a little nookie. But I will need a little help.”

“Uh oh. This is getting worser and worser.”

“Not to worry. We’re just going to be storing a lot of things here, so if you can clean out the garage then—“

“What kind of things?”

“We’re going to be raffling off costumes. And…”

Jason listened as she laid out the plans. All he had to do was clean out the garage, that sounded simple enough, right? Keep a bunch of costumes on racks in the garage, and then transport them over to the school for the big raffle.

“That sounds okay,” he agreed when she was done explaining everything. “What are you going to be this year?”

“Who, me? I’ll be too busy working.”

“Ha!” he said with a lascivious grin. “I know what you’re going to be.”

She laughed. “Every year the same thing. You want me to wear giant tits.”

“Well,  uh….yeah!”

“All right. I guess I can play your game one more year.”

“That’s a girl.”

He placed his hands on her chest and she relaxed and let him feel her up. Jason was a good man, and he worked long and hard and yet he was always willing to help her out. Putting up with his groping her ‘milk sacs’ wasn’t a terribly steep price to pay. She sure did wish that he would get over this obsession with big boobs, though.

Halloween was two month away, but the Ladies’ Club didn’t wait until the last minute. The very next weekend Jason was putting boxes in the loft, moving tools out to the shed, pushing bags into closets. When he was done the whole garage was empty. And just in time, because Jason didn’t feel too well.

He felt a little punk just cleaning the garage, and when he was done he knew he was definitely sick.

“I’m going to sleep,” he said.

“Are you all right?” Jane felt his forehead. “You feel like you’ve got a fever.”

“I just need a little extra sleep.” He stumbled into the bedroom and passed out for seven days.

For seven days he slumbered. He snored, he tossed and turned, and…slept.

Jane was a worried. But when he did wake up he simply smiled and ate a bowl of soup and went back to sleep.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

His eyes were feverish and he just nodded and mumbled. “I’m fine.”

By Saturday Jane had decided to call the doctor. She walked into the bedroom to check him one last time, and he was up.

“Jason?”

“In here,” he said.

She walked into the bathroom. He was scrub a dub dubbing in the shower. “Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

But he didn’t sound all right. He sounded tired, and his voice was a little high pitched.

She waited, listened to him muttering, and he finally stepped out of the shower, and her eyes opened.

“You’ve lost weight,” she blurted.

“Oh, yeah. I guess.”

He was a little bleary eye-ed.

“And you look…different.”

“I feel a little different. But I’m okay,”

“And you’ve got tits.”

Jason blinked. Sure, he felt a little wasted, but…tits?

He turned to the mirror and stared.

He had always been a slender sort of a fellow, and he was still slender. Maybe even extra slender. He hadn’t been eating much and his belly had shrunk. But that made his waist look a little rounder than normal. And that made his chest look a little…he blinked and stared…he did look a little…his eyes started to open and he started to wake up.

“I’ve got…are those…do I have…?”

Jane stepped closer to him and put he hand under his pectoral muscles. Except they didn’t look like pectoral muscles now. Now they looked like little mounds. And the mounds were capped by nipples that looked…larger.

“What the fuck?”

“Jason. You’ve got breasts.”

“That’s impossible…”

“We’re going to see the doctor right now.”

Jason didn’t want to, but even he had to admit that there was something going on with his body.

“I slept for a week,” Jason explained to Dr. Linda Capwell.

“We’re you feeling ill before hand?”

“No. I just cleaned out the garage and felt tired, so I slept. “

“What about medicines, herbs, anything unusual you’ve started eating?”

“I fixed him soup a couple of times, right out of the can, but outside of that he didn’t feel much like eating.”

“Well, this is strange, but the blood tests will tell us what is going on.”

“So I should just go home and relax?”

“That’s about it. I’ll have the results by Friday. I’ll call you and we can go over them.”

“Well, okay.”

Jason and Jane headed for home.

Jason didn’t go back to sleep, but he also kept changing. His waist seemed to get thinner, and which made his ass look downright round. And his beasts…they were definitely still growing. What was weird was that even his hair was growing! He wore his hair a little long, but now it was down below his ears.

“You know, if I didn’t know better, Jane observed on Wednesday night, “I would say that you’re turning into a woman.”

“What?” His voice squeaked. It tended to do that every once in a while. It was getting higher pitched like…like he was going through some weird kind of puberty.

Jane sat back and bit her thumb. Jason’s eyes were big and even doe-like. “I’m not kidding. You have real boobs now. You always wanted me to get bigger breasts, but it looks like you’re the one who’s doing the growing.

Jason looked down at his chest. There was no denying that his boobs were getting bigger. And the nipples were large and stiff. In fact, they were itching all the time. He rubbed a nipple and groaned.

“This is crazy,” he said.

Jane suddenly stood up and went out to the garage.  When she came back in she was holding several bras. She held them up to his chest, one at a time.

“What are you doing?”

“You need a bra.”

“I don’t need a bra!” he squeaked. “I don’t need a bra,” he repeated, keeping his voice low.

“I can see your boobs right through your tee shirt, and if I can see them then so can others. Besides, the way they’re growing you’re going to need to train them.”

“Train them?”

“Training bra. Otherwise you’re going to be sagging. You want to walk round with a pair of boobs hanging down to your belly button?”

“They aren’t that big?”

“The bull shat, buddy. And you stepped right into it. Take off your tee shirt.”

Grumbling, Jason pulled his tee shirt off, and it was weird the way the folds of cloth pulled on his breasts.

“Okay, this one seems about right.” She fastened a bra around his chest.

“That’s tight!”

“I could give you pointers, let those puppies out, or we can try to keep you flat, a little more manly.”

Jason sighed and put up with the bra she had selected for him. It was an A cup, and he bulged over the top.

“Crap,” mused Jane. “This is’t working. I can see your tits bulging over the cups.”

“Maybe we should get an Ace bandage or something?”

“Maybe. But…it’s not healthy to bind your tits too much.”

“Why not?”

But Jane didn’t answer. She went through the other bras and selected a slightly bigger one, looked, then picked out a C cup.

“I thought you didn’t want me to have big pointers?”

Jane adjusted the straps and studied the way her husband’s boobs were pushing out.

“Well, I didn’t think so, but the truth is…you’re sort of sexy this way.”

“What?” his voice was definitely high pitched.

“I know…but it’s just you and I sitting here, and you do have boobs…”

Why is this making me excited? she thought.

“So put on your tee shirt.”

He pulled his tee shirt on and was surprised at how comfortable the bra was. Of course his tits had been getting a little uncomfortable, but, still…

“That’s beautiful,” Jane breathed, staring at his tits. She reached out to touch them and he backed off.

She frowned at him. “Don’t act funny, honey. “I’m just trying to make sure the fit is right.”

She felt his tits, and he felt a shock of heat ripple through him. It was a sexual heat, and he gave a shiver.

She grinned. “Feels good to get you boobies touched.”

“Stop that,” his face was a bright red.

“Nope,” she said. “For the first time I think I understand why you want ed me to get breast implants.”

“Then you will?” he couldn’t help himself from blurting.

“Nope. Why should I when your boobs are big enough for both of us?”

He groused at that, but, the weird thing, he found himself continually looking at himself in the mirror the rest of the day.

On Thursday the doctor called to affirm an appointment at noon on Friday. The results of the blood work was in.

On Friday he was a D cup. He didn’t put on a larger bra, though. He just kept the C cup one, thinking that that would make him look smaller than he was.

If anything, it made him look larger.

At eleven thirty Jason and Jane hopped into the car and headed for the doctor’s office.

“Well, this is the most curious bit of blood work I have ever seen,” Dr. Capwell sat behind her desk and studied the folder open in front of her.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jason.

The doctor looked up at him, frowned, and said, “I need to give you a complete physical.”

“But why?”

“Why don’t you take your clothes off, Jason, and I’ll explain.”

Jason was wearing a flannel shirt, which sort of hid the bulge of his breasts, but when he took off the shirt his tits were big and obvious.

Dr. Capwell stifled a gasp at the sight of his honkers.

“You seem to have…developed,” she managed to say.”

“Uh, yeah.” Jason was terribly embarrassed now.

Without explaining anything Dr. Capwell wielded her stethoscope.

“Ooh. Cold,” muttered Jason.

The good doctor listened to Jason’s chest, looked in his eyes and ears, tapped on his chest, and, finally, “I’m going to need to give you a prostate exam.”

“A who?”

Oddly, while Jason was getting examined, Jane was studying his tits, his svelte waist, the way fat seemed to be redistributing on his frame and face.

“Prostate, baby. Drop those drawers.” She said it was a straight face, but wanted to break out in nervous laughter. Seeing her husband in a bra, his long hair hanging, the way his lips seemed a bit more fuller…she was getting excited.

A confused look on his face, Jason dropped his pants and bent over the exam table.

Dr. Capwell blinked. Jason’s cock had shrunk. It as the size of a 10 year old boy’s. His balls were the size of grapes.

She looked at Jane, who shrugged. Jane had noticed that his penis was getting smaller, but she hadn’t said anything to Jason. He was having a tough enough time with his breasts and she figured he didn’t need any other things to worry about. Besides, a guy had to know when his dick was getting smaller, right?

Dr. Capwell applied vaseline, then started examining Jason’s rectum. She felt the rim, running her fingers around and around.

“Okay, I’m going to feel the prostate gland now.”

Jason grunted as she ran her long fingers deep into him and massaged his prostate.

“It feels okay, a bit swollen, but…” she paused. “Jason, do you mind if I take a semen sample?”

“A…what for?”

“I can massage your prostate until the semen comes out. Or you can just go into the bathroom and masturbate.”

Jason didn’t want to masturbate. Truth of the matter was that he was a little worried about the size of his cock. In a weird way he was in denial. He figured he just wasn’t having erections and that his dick was just…temporarily limp.

But he didn’t think he could jack off. Heck, he hadn’t had an erection for a week.

“Well, I guess so.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Capwell started hooking her finger over Jason’s prostate. To get full access she had to push her fingers in and out.

Jane stared at the procedure and suddenly felt a hot flash wash over her. The way the doctor was pushing her finger into and out of Jason…my God! That was the sexiest thing she had ever seen!

Jason was giving little grunts.

“What does it feel like inside him?” she asked.

“It feels like a little walnut. You have to be very gentle and just stroke it, a little bit of pressure. He should be about ready to…there. See?”

A drool of semen seeped out of the head of Jason’s tiny cock. The doctor caught the string of cum with a lab cup.

Jane had an orgasm. Not a big one, just a tiny one, but it was real. She just felt the heat flush through her system and her legs grew weak. She grabbed the edge of the table and stared as her husband spurted more and more semen.

“I’m going to empty you out, Jason. I want a good sample for the lab.”

“Oh,” he sounded a bit strangled.

For a minute she kept massaging him, and finally, the lab cup half full, the string of sperm dwindled and stopped.

“There we go.” Capwell held up the cup and placed a cap on it.

Jane was stunned by how much semen there was. When Jason came normally he would have a tablespoon. But this was about three tablespoons.

“There’s so much!”

“Yes. Prostate massage gets everything. Men should actually have their prostate’s massaged regularly.” She was speaking offhandedly, focusing on writing on the side of the lab cup.

“How often?”

“Monthly is probably good.”

She placed the sample on her desk and turned to Jason. “You can wipe the excess vaseline off and clean up in the bathroom, Jason.”

Jason walked, holding his pants up, bowlegged into the bathroom. He closed the door and began wiping the slick stuff off his buns.

In the doctor’s office Jane turned to Capwell. “So what’s wrong with Jason?”

Dr. Capwell faced Jane and sighed. “Are you aware that your husband is transitioning?”

“What?”

“The blood work shows the highest concentration of estrogen I have ever seen. That would account for his breasts, the changes in his skin and fat distribution.”

“And what about his…penis?”

“That’s all in keeping with excessive estrogen.”

“And you’re sure?”

“Science doesn’t lie.”

“But why didn’t he tell me?”

“I can’t answer that. Maybe he’s embarrassed, maybe he’s just experimenting.” She shrugged.

“So what should I do?”

“Support him, be there for him. He’s going to need help.”

“Should I confront him on it?”

“That’s entirely up to you. The fact that he hasn’t spoken of his, uh, desires before this…it sounds like he doesn’t want to talk about it.”

Jane was stunned, she couldn’t believe it. She thought Jason liked to fuck! And the way he was always obsessing on boobs. But now she knew, he was obsessing on boobs for himself.

“So I just let him transition and see where it goes.”

“Pretty much. We should schedule appointments so I can monitor his progress.”

“What are the chances that he’ll change his mind, go back to being a man?”

“Again, a question I can’t answer.”

They heard the toilet flush in the bathroom and knew that Jason was going to come out any second.

“Well, okay.”

And the door opened.

“So what’s wrong with me, Doc?”

“Well, Dr. Capwell glanced at Jane, “It appears you have some sort of estrogen imbalance in your blood.”

“Estrogen? Like…female estrogen?”

“It appears.”

“So what do I do?”

“I can’t recommend a treatment at this point.”

“So I just watch it and see what happens?”

“Uh, yes. Any changes let me know, but…”

“But it’ll probably just pass, like a passing phase or something?”

Jane coughed, almost choked.

“Uh, yes.” Capwell, acknowledged.

“Well, okay.” Jason didn’t look too happy about it, but in his mind he was trying to make sense out of everything, and he figured his ‘condition’ was just going to go away, that his tits would shrink and that his cock would come back.

Jason and Jane arrived home shortly after one. Jason was feeling rather confined in his C cup bra, so he headed out for the garage and started going through articles of clothing.

“What are you doing?” asked Jane.

“This bra is too tight.”

“Your shirt is too tight, too. Let me pick you out a blouse.”

Jason frowned, he really just wanted a bra, but his shirt was pretty tight on the tits, so he let her pick out a blouse. What cold a blouse hurt, right?

He tried a couple of bras on and settled on a big double D bra. He put it on and looked at the mirror hanging on the side of the garage.

“Good thing we have all these clothes here, eh?”

He looked at his wife and tilted his head. “Why?”

“Well, you’re going to need more comfortable clothes. Can’t get more comfortable than female clothes.

“I don’t want to wear girl’s clothes!”

“Honey, I know,” she didn’t, “but your body is changing and it looks like you have to.”

He stared at her, and he was a mix of culturally unhappy and biologically happy. For a guy to suddenly be a girl went against everything in his upbringing. But the way girl clothes fit his body better than boy clothes…

She buttoned up the blouse and it was more comfortable. And it felt sort of good. Sexy.

“What about pants?”

“What about pants?”

“Your pants are hanging off your hips.”

“What are you saying?”

She took a breath. “You need to wear a dress, or a skirt.”

“What?” Again his voice was high pitched.

Jane was into now, though. Putting him in a sexy bra and seeing how big his chest was, putting him in a blouse and seeing the expanse of flesh under the thin material, she wanted to see more.

“Tell you what. You let me put you in a skirt, just a skirt. It’ll feel more comfortable, and…and I’ll give you a blow job.”

Jason smiled. Blow job. Mmm. And maybe that wold help give him back a big, old boner. Lord knows he hadn’t had much of a boner for a week. His cock just felt so small, and he needed a little excitement down there.

She smiled at the expression on his face. “Here, try this skirt on.”

She helped him into the skirt and he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was more slender than her in the garage mirror, and his tits were bigger. His hair was longer, and…and it was exciting.

She stood beside him and reached between his legs.

“Oh, yeah!” he grinned.

She felt his little cock, it barely fit in her fist, and she started stroking it.

Jason was now feeling quite a bit horny. Her fingers were about as big as his dick, and his little grapes were extra sensitive.

Smiling, feeling a heat swarming through her body, Jane knelt and lifted his skirt. She placed her hands on his round buns and pulled his groin to her mouth. She opened her mouth and took his cock in.

It wasn’t big, but it was sort of hard, and she sucked on it voraciously.

Jason held his hands around her head and  groaned.

For a long minute she sucked on him, then she realized, He wasn’t going to cum!

“Why’d you stop?”

“You’re not going to squirt.”

“But it feels so good!”

Jane shook her head. She didn’t bother explaining to Jason that the doctor had already drained him. She did blurt, “Honey, it looks like your days of manly squirting might be at an end.”

He stared at her.

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, it’s time we talked turkey.”

He waited.

“Your penis is shrinking. You’re growing female parts. Let’s face it, you’re changing into a woman.”

“I am not!”

“Look at the mirror.”

He couldn’t stop himself. He had to look in the mirror.

“Honey, unless you go back to being a man, you’re going to have to have sex like a woman, like the doctor felt your prostate this morning.”

“But…but…”

In truth, Jane was trying to be as honest and forthcoming as she could, without accusing him of transitioning without letting her know.

“Admit it. When you came this morning you liked it that way. You must have or you wouldn’t have cum that way.”

Jason was trying to figure this out, he was being changed and he didn’t know why. He hadn’t planned on being a female…what was happening? Yet, what was happening was quite pleasurable.

He had liked having his prostate rubbed. He had liked the warm,  loosy goosy feeling of the semen pouring out of his cock in spite of himself.

“But I didn’t really have an orgasm!”

“Sometimes women don’t.”

“But I want an orgasm!”

Jane bit her lip. She could just bring his transitioning out, or…not.

“That’s up to you, is’t it?” There, that was as close as she could come to having that conversation.

Then Jane smiled. She looked around the garage, waved her hand to indicate all the boxes and racks of clothes.

“You couldn’t have picked a better time,” she said. “You can try on all these clothes, all these costumes. I’ll even help you with your make up and nails and such.”

“Make up? Nails? Like fingernails?”

“Of course. You want to be a woman, don’t you?”

“I don’t!” he wailed.

She blinked. There was truth in his voice, and she couldn’t help herself.

“Then why are you transitioning?”

“What? who’s transitioning?”

“You are! The doctor said you were! All the estrogen you’ve been taking…”

That’s when it hit Jason. That’s when he figured it out.

“Oh, my God.”

“What?”

“You didn’t drink your Coke!”

Now Jane was thoroughly confused. This made absolutely no sense. “What are you talking about? What’s going on?”

Jason just stood there, his mouth hanging open, his eyes glazed as he realized what had happened.

“Jason? What is going on?”

Jason shook his head. There was a stool to one side and he pulled it to himself and sat down. Sat down before he fell down.

“Honey, two weeks ago…you know how you leave an open Coke in the fridge?”

She blinked and nodded. He really wasn’t making any sense.

“And you know how I’ve always wanted you to get bigger boobs?”

“What does that have to do with anything.”

“I came across an estrogen formula designed to make larger breasts.”

She blinked, shook her head, didn’t understand.

“I put it in your Coke.”

“You put some kind of boob enhancer in my…why would you…”

“And then…I remember that day…you brought me a drink.”

“Yes, but…” and it penetrated. It hit her like a hammer hits a nail and drives that nail all the way through the two by four and into the floor.

“You…”

His eyes…caught….guilty…

“Put it in my…”

Her Coke. She could see herself making drinks, and pouring her Coke into…she thought it was her drink…

“And I gave it to…you!”

He nodded.

Jane began to laugh and laugh and laugh. And then she laughed some more. And when she was done she laughed again.

Jason just sat on the stool, his head hanging and his long hair over his face. His boobs hangin on his chest.

And his teeny weeny little cock between his legs….


PART TWO

“I know, Doc, it’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard, but once I found out I knew I had to call you.”

Jason sat at the kitchen table and listened to Jane explain the situation to the doctor. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. All he wanted was for Jane to have bigger tits, and now…now he had them.

And he did have them. His breasts were bigger than his wife’s, and they were still growing.

Jane hung up and smiled.

“What’d the doctor say?”

Jane kept a straight face. “No help for it. You’re going to live a long life as a woman. You’ll start having periods and everything.”

“What? No!”

Jane giggled. “She said it’ll probably wear off in six months. But you should cross your fingers. She said it was very unwise to mess with bodies in the way you did.”

“But I didn’t mean to take all that estrogen!”

Jane’s eyes narrowed. “No, you meant for me to take it. Against my will. Just so you could have a wife with big boobs.”

He looked at the table and didn’t say anything.

Jane sat down opposite him, “Well, honey, the shoe is on the other foot. You’ve got the big tits, and I am going to have some kind of fun with you.”

“Please,” he whispered.

She just laughed. “Stand up.”

Confused, he did. She took out her cell phone and started snapping pictures.

“Hey!”

“Shut up. We need a record of this.”

“Why?”

She was getting good pictures. His boobs were easy to see, it was obviously him, but he was obviously a woman. She kept snapping and said, “So I can blackmail you.”

“What?”

She kept taking pictures and he jumped up and ran for the bedroom. She tripped him and he fell down and she got pictures of him with his skirt up around his waist. She even snapped a couple of good ones showing how small his weenie was.

“What are you doing!” he scrambled to all fours and headed down the hallway. He ran into the bedroom and closed the door.

“Open up, Jason.”

“No!”

“I won’t take any pictures. We just need to talk.”

Jason opened the door slightly and Jane pushed through. She fiddled with her cell phone for a minute, then muttered, “Okay, it’s all up in the cloud.”

“Why are you planning to blackmail me?”

She sat on the bed and grinned. “Jason, you were going to alter my body for your fun and my embarrassment. Now the shoe is on the other foot. For the next six months I am going to have fun with your embarrassment. And if you don’t do exactly what I say then I will post these photos where all your friends can see them.”

“You can’t do that!” But his face was ashen.

“You would have had me parading around with big old milk bags on my chest, so I’m going to parade you around with milk bags on your chest! Now, we can keep this pretty much between ourselves, you being my little bimbo bitch for six months, then we can laugh and chuckle and go on about our lives. OR…” she grinned, “you can throw a little tizzy fit and I will expose you to the world.”

“Honey, I’m your husband! You can’t do that to me!”
“Of course I can. You’ll go back to being a man, but everybody will always chuckle when they see you. The guy who tried to mess with his wife and wound up taking it in the shorts. Literally.”

“Honey!” he tried to take a firm stand. “I positively forbid you from doing this!”

Jane laughed. “Maybe I’d believe you if your boobs didn’t jiggle when you stomped your foot.”

Jason looked at his chest and moaned.

“Come here.”

Jason approached the bed and stood in front of her. She slipped a hand under his skirt and felt his little penis. She began rubbing it, and her other hand grabbed his balls and started palpating them. “Do you like this?”

He gulped and nodded.

“I like it, too. Seeing you like this, it’s making me really hot. I actually had a little orgasm at the doctor’s office, watching her drain your prostate.”

He stared at her.

“Now, you can get with the program. We’ve got dresses and costumes galore in the garage. We’re going to dress you up and I’m going to play with you, and if you can’t cum that’s okay, I can still play with your prostate and relieve you. Now, do you want to fight the inevitable? Or do you want to let me dress you up and play with you and drain your little weenie every month?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“Heck, I’ll research. Maybe we can drain your weenie more often. Would you like me to massage the spunk out of you maybe once a week?”

“Well, uh…”

“Okay, then it’s settled, Missy.”

“Missy?”

“Missy. I’m going to make you into a woman. And you’re going to stay a woman until your boobies shrink and your dick comes back. Any idea what you’re going to be for the big Halloween party?”

“I’m not going to a party!”

“Then you will suffer pictures being circulated mercilessly.”

Jason looked like he was going to cry, and Jane held on to his cock and balls and said, “It’s not that big a deal, honey. It’s going to be Halloween, nobody will recognize you. Especially if you keep changing like you have.”

“But, honey…”

Jane laid back and pulled her dress up. She pulled her panties down. “Okay, honey, it’s time to seal the deal. Make me happy.”

“But…I can’t! My dick is too short!”

“But your tongue isn’t. Get to work.”

He stared at her pussy. His little cock was feeling good. It was hard—well, as hard as it could get under the circumstances—and he really wanted to fuck her.

“Come on, bitch. Get me off. You had your cum this morning. Now it’s my turn.”

“But you said you had an orgasm at the doctor’s office!”

“That little thing? Ha! Get down here and convince me that you love me.”

Jason knelt, but he was a little reluctant, so Jane grabbed his long hair and yanked his face into her pussy.

“Ow! MPHooo!”

“Oh, yeah. Use that tongue!”

Jason was in a fix now. She wouldn't let go of his hair, and his face was mushed into her vagina. He smelled her pussy and…and he liked the smell. He had always liked the smell. It was just that he had no control over the situation!

His tongue began to slide up and down her vagina. He washed her labia and sucked her clitoris.

“Oh, yeah. That’s what I’m talking about!” She opened her legs further and let go of his hair. Now that he was started he wasn’t going to stop. He grabbed her buns and buried his face in her mons. He ate voraciously, gobbling, and he began snaking his fingers around and finger banging her.

“Oh, yes!” she arched her back and tilted her hips into his mouth.

Three fingers, ramming and jamming. Then four. His thumb stuck up a right angles like he was hitchhiking.

“Honey, you’re going to have to fist me!”

He pulled his fingers out, angled them into a spear, and began pushing his hand into her pussy.

“Uh, God!” She grabbed his wrist and pulled, and suddenly his hand slipped inside her.

Her eyes were now glazed and her hips wouldn’t stop moving. He would have stopped, he was shocked by her appetite, but she wouldn’t let him. She fucked his hand ruthlessly, now slightly bent over, now arched, always pushing and pulling on his arm.

She came, and it was the hardest cum of her life. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth opened and her head tilted back. It was like a volcano had exploded inside her.

Jason finally stopped moving. Jane was laying there, dazed, looking at the ceiling, and grinning.

“Take your hand out of me,” she murmured.

He slipped his fist out of her and she sighed. Oh, God,” she said. “Forgive me, but I like you as a bitch!”

Jason just stared at her.

“And that’s what happened, girls.”

Jane was sitting at Marsha Deevers house. Six other girls were sitting in a circle listening raptly as Jane explained the situation Jason had gotten himself into.

“Oh, my God!” was the common utterance.

“You’re shitting me!” was not so common, but more heartfelt.

“So Jason is stuck being a woman for six months. What are you going to do with him?”

“Oh, Lord, what haven’t I done with him?”

“So that’s why he’s never there when we have to go through the clothes in the garage.”

“He’s hiding in his bedroom.”

“We’ve got to see him.”

Jane pursed her lips. The truth of the matter was that she wanted to share his condition with her friends. Still, it was a big deal. She knew how embarrassed he was.

“And his penis really is…?”

Jane nodded and held up her pinkie. “This big.”

All the ladies giggled.

“So how do you, uh…you know?”

“Two methods. First, his mouth is getting a lot of practice. Like every day practice.”

Several of the girls smiled and nodded. Most women really like being eaten to a cum. There’s no slimy, white mess to clean off afterward.

“What’s the other method,” asked Lana Turner.

Jane smiled. “I like it when he fists me.”

The girls all gasped.

“His whole hand?”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. In fact, when you feel like size it’s much better than his dick. To tell the truth,” she looked around at the other girls. “I’m wondering if I could convince him to keep taking the super estrogen thing. I’d like to keep him this way.”

Marsha leaned forward and in a low voice asked, “How does he get off?”

Jane thought about it. She hadn’t been going to tell everybody this, but here it was. She took a breath and said, “The doctor showed me how to give him a prostate massage.”

Now the room was silent. All of the women were caught up in the idea of getting a king sized dick, and never having to suffer the goo of male cummings.

“Well,” said Marsha, “I don’t know about you ladies, but we’re going to have to see this for ourselves.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Nonsense. He’s a man. He’ll love the attention. He certainly can’t complain if we all play with his little peeny.”

“Well…” Jane thought about it. She looked around the circle of eager faces.

“Come on, Jane.”

“Please…”

And Marsha said, “You really must. You owe it to the rest of us.”

And Jane nodded.

“Honey? Are you ready for your prostate draining?”

Jason was doing the dishes, and he was a changed person.

His hair was coiffed, his nails were long and red, his lips were plump and beautiful. Add to that the fact that his boobs were monstrous, and he was a complete package.

And he was horny.

Every day Jane had him eat her out. And then, on the days that she felt like it, he would fist her and she wold have gigantic orgasms. And he was getting no orgasm for himself. It was driving him crazy.

“I guess so,” he said.

“Excellent. I’ve got some tricks I would like to do with you.”

“Tricks?” He wiped his hands on a wash towel and looked at her.

“First, I want you to have a big drink. Then I bought some hand cuffs for you.”

“Handcuffs?”

“Yep. Feel like a little slap and tickle?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure.”

Jason poured himself a big drink and drank it.

“Okay, honey, now off with the clothes and let’s get you ready.”

Jason was so damned horny he was shivering. It had been a couple of weeks since Dr. Capwell had drained him, and he really needed to be drained again.

He took his dress off and walked into the living room and found Jane putting cushions on the coffee table. “Upsy daisy,” she crooned.

He knelt on the coffee table and she put hand cuffs on his wrists and ankles, ran them over the corners and cuffed the other end to the legs. It was a sturdy coffee table and he was firmly secured. He was still wearing his bra, he always needed that, and his panties were tight. His little cock stuck down in a little point.

“This is weird,” he said.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet,” Jane smiled.

She mixed him another drink and held it for him.

“Mmm. This is a regular occasion.”

“You’re right. It’s a coming out occasion.”

“What?”

Jane went to the kitchen and opened the door to the garage. The Ladies’ Cub members had gathered in the garage and waited silently. Now they filed through the kitchen and into the living room.

Jason’s eyes opened wide and he stared as woman after woman entered the living room and sat down around the. coffee table.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

“I told the Ladies’ Club members about you and they wanted to see.”

“Wha…bu…you…wha…” Jason repeated, his mind stunned, shattered, really.

“Marsha, could you tear his panties off?”

Marsha was only too glad to rip Jason’s panties off. In a second he was naked except for the bra, then the bra was taken off and his big boobs hung down nearly to the table. All the women moved closer. They felt his tits, they handled his penis. They ran their fingers over his ass crack and felt his rectum.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

His body jerked and twitched to the touch of the soft hands upon his flesh. His little penis kept twitching.

“Now, the way we drain his prostate,” Jane began. “The doctor used her fingers, but my fingers aren’t as long, and I’ve been researching this. This is called a prostate massager.”

Jane held up what looked like a small dildo with a bent and bulbous head.

“Since the asshole doesn’t have its own lubrication you should make sure you lubricate the massage device, and his asshole, thoroughly.

Jane slapped a huge glob of lubricant on his asshole and began smoothing it into his asshole with a thumb.

Jason groaned. In spite of the situation he couldn’t deny the good feelings he was suffering.

Jane slipped the prostate massager into his rectum and began working it.

Jason moaned louder and his hips started spasming.

Meanwhile, several of the girls were taking videos of the procedure with their cell phones.

Jane didn’t notice, and Jason certainly didn’t notice. Jason’s whole world was taken up by the feeling of his prostate being massaged.

“Jane?”

Jane stopped, Jason right on the edge of spurting his seed, and looked at Marsha.

“Why don’t you just fuck him?”

“Fuck him?”

“Yes. A strap on dildo is only a little bigger than that prostate thingie…why not just strap on, climb on, and…you know?”

“Well, I never thought of that. I’m sort of new to this sort of thing, and—“

“Would you like me to show you?”

“Could you? You don’t mind, do you, Jason?”

Jason had a fanny full of golden pleasure and his eyes rolled. He was right on the edge. He could feel the semen boiling in his balls.

Marsha opened up her purse and took out a large strap on. She didn’t bother getting undressed, no need for that, she just strapped the dildo on over her dress and took a position behind Jason.

The feeling of semen at a boil in Jason’s balls had receded, and he looked around in confusion. He didn’t understand what was happening, and suddenly…he did.

“Brace his shoulders, girls. Don’t let him fall.”

Several hands pushed on Jason’s shoulders and Marsha pushed her dick into him.

Jason’s eyes bulged as the big cock split his fanny. He arched intuitively, and the length of big cock slid up his poop chute.

“Gah!” he said. “Gah!”

“You see?” said Marsha, sliding her hips in and out, “Not much difference, and now Jason can feel like he is truly contributing to the fuck.”

Jane went to the front of the table and stared at Jason’s face. “He really seems to be liking this.”

“All men do,” said Marsha. “Is he cumming?”

“Yes!” exclaimed Lana. She reached down and cupped a hand. A long stream of slime stretched down from the end of Jason’s tiny cock and into her hand.

She caught it, it pooled, then she giggled and held it up to Jason’s face. “Want a taste, Jason?”

Marsha reached forward and grabbed her hand and pushed it into Jason’s face. “Never ask a man what he wants.”

All the girls laughed.

“I didn’t bring my strap on,” stated one of the girls. “Do you think I could come by tomorrow and do him?”

Jane looked at Jason. He was out of his mind with pleasure. He was groaning and licking his lips where he had received a handful of his own semen.

“What do you think, Jason? Would you like to do this with Tammi tomorrow?”

Jason looked up at his wife. His mind was shuttering, blinking in and out of reality. He realized she wanted something, but didn’t understand what, so he just nodded.

The girls all gave a little cheer, and others started asking when they could come over and fuck him.

“You did well today, Jason. Did you have a good time?”

Jason was laying face down on the bed. His asshole felt a strange mix of sore and golden.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

Jane was taking off her make up. She smiled. “It’s been a week,” she smiled. “And the girls are asking when they can do you again, and two more girls from the Club have asked if they could fuck you. “What do you think?”

Jason rolled onto his back. His breasts pointed towards the ceiling. His tits had finally stopped growing, but they were super big. “Okay,” he said. He licked his red lips and thought about how the girls were taking him every day. Sometimes more than once. Marsha Deevers had a real appetite for this sort of thing. And she kept talking about getting a larger dildo. She said she had a horse dildo, would he like that?

He didn’t know, but he was willing to try.

“And, we’re going to have an after the raffle party. You’re going to be the guest of honor. Would you like that?”

“Uh…”

“Just think. All of the girls want you, on one night. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Jason was silent, thinking about it. He had never thought of himself being a slut, but it was obvious that he was.

“Okay, dear. I’m done. You can take off your make up now.”

Jason rolled off the bed and walked towards the vanity table. Funny, he felt like his body was actually changing. He walked more bowlegged these days, and he was always in high heels.

“I don’t know if I can take everybody after the raffle,” he said as he sat down.

“Oh. Yes. I should have thought of that.”

“Maybe choose one person and have them fuck me for everybody.”

That made the light go on in Jane’s head, and she suddenly grinned. “I’ll take care of it, honey. Say, would you hurry up? I’d like to have an orgasm before I fall asleep.”

“Of course, dear.” And he slapped the cold cream on quickly.

Halloween.

All Hallow’s Eve.

Where people dress up like pagans and wild animals and celebrate saints.

And, the day the Ladies’ Club raffled off costumes and held a big party.

Jason went to the party as a young woman. A well endowed, young woman. His breasts were quite large, quite natural, and everybody stared at his chest all night long.             

Which was fine with him because nobody but a dozen women knew who he really was.

Little Bo…Jason.

In high heels with a fluffy dress and a crook for hooking those little fur balls called sheep.

All night the men clustered around Jason, and none of them tumbled to the fact that he was not a she.

Jason’s voice was high pitched, his lips were red, and he was mysteriously silent. Almost like he had a secret.

Jane and the girls were thrilled. They had made more selling costumes this year than they had ever thought possible. And they had sold even more tickets for the after party.

Finally, the party started to wind down. People went home, the crowd dwindled, and the dozen ladies of the Ladies’ Club began to clean up.

The doors were locked and Jason put on an apron to help.

“Jason, what are you doing?” Marsha asked.

“Cleaning up?”

“No! No! You need to go get ready for the winner of our secret raffle.”

“I do?”

“Absolutely.”

The raffle had been held in the high school auditorium, and Jason was sent to the stage at the end of the auditorium. He climbed the stairs and several women grabbed him and escorted him to his coffee table.

They helped Jason put on the costume, then they attached the handcuffs and secured him to the table.

Jason knelt on the table and breathed. He wondered which of the women were going to fuck him? He wondered who had won the big prize…his asshole.

Finally, the clean up was done and Jason heard voices in the auditorium. a lot of voices. Suddenly the big curtain began to slide back.

Jason knelt in the light and looked out at the people gathered to watch the big prize.

There were a lot of people. Half of the crowd were ladies from the Ladies’ Club. The other half were…men!

There were cheers as Jason was revealed, and he smiled wanly and tried to see past the bright stage lights.

To the people in the audience he was a woman. His big boobs could be seen hanging down from the Bo Peep costume. His dress was thrown over his waist and his ass was bare. His cock was hidden in the folds of the costume.

Suddenly a chair was placed next to him and Jane sat down. She was holding a drink, and that told him they were planning on really using him. When he was going to be taken by multiple people they always gave him a drink or two or three.

“Jason, I’m so proud of you,” Jane said, ruffling his long hair. “You’ve really made us a lot of money, and you know it all goes for a good cause.”

Jason smiled, but he was nervous. All these people, and so many men.

One of the women stood up and began talking. “Okay, we have a dozen winners, so let’s have the winners up here to collect their prize. Tom Deevers, John Hartwell, Christian Capwell…” the list of twelve winners continued and the men filed up on the audience.

Jason frowned. All these men. He thought the women were going to fuck him. He turned his head to his wife to ask her what was going on, and Marsha Deevers slipped a penis gag into his mouth. Jane was down in the audience, talking to her friends. Marsha whispered to him. “All men want to fuck strange women, and women aren’t too fond of that. But with you we don’t have to worry. After the men have fucked you they won’t be so quick to take advantage of strange women. You know?” she giggled, then she turned to look back at his ass. “Grease her up good, girls.”

Jason tried to struggle, but they placed a stool under his mid section, which forced his ass up and presented it perfectly. Huge gobs of lubricant were pushed into his asshole. It felt good, but…but…

“And, the first prize winner…Take your prize Tom Deevers!”

Jason froze, and felt a pair of hairy thighs step between his own hairless legs.

A warm, flesh dick is quite a bit different than a hard, plastic peter. Jason urked behind the penis gag as he was penetrated.

And it didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good. And as Tom Deevers began to saw in and out it felt better and better. And the feel of those big balls smacking against his ass, it felt…it felt…

“John Hartwell! Come take your prize!”

John Hartwell didn’t have a big dick, but it wouldn’t have mattered. Jason’s bunghole was sloshy with semen.

“Christian Capwell…”

Christian did have a big one. And as he bent over Jason and went to work he whispered, “My wife told me who you are…!”

“Gerold Hopkins…!”

Jason’s ass filled up and over flowed.

And after the dozen prize winners were done Jason was left on the table while everybody danced and partied. And nobody seemed to care if the occasional man, or woman, came up and sampled Jason’s ass.

Jane helped Jason walk into the house. He was bow legged and sore, but not that sore. He was dazed, but aware. He walked back to the bedroom and laid down.

Jane helped him take off his costume.

“Yuck, what a mess,” she giggled as she pulled off the sperm sodden Bo Peep dress.

She helped him into the bathroom and into the shower. He slid down the tiles and just sat there and let her wash him. Finally, he was done, and she helped him out, dried him off, and put him on the bed.

She got ready for bed and hummed and kept glancing happily at him.

“Honey?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“Did you cum tonight?”

“No,” he whispered.

“And after all those men. Hunh! Well, that’s okay.” She came to the bed and spread his legs. He sighed as she slipped her hand, her whole hand, into his hind end. As she fisted him she said, “I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Do you know that drink I gave you right before all the men had you?”

He nodded.

“Well, Dr. Capwell found out what the super estrogen you had taken was, and, well, that drink was laced with it.”

He turned his head and looked at her.

She was running her arm back and forth and semen was starting to pour out of his dick.

“That’s right, honey. And we’ve got another party planned for New Year’s Eve. Isn’t that great?”

He nodded, and little tears crept out of the corner of his eyes.

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.
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“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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