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PART ONE

“This is going to be good,” Chuck snickered as he handed the bag to Lana.

Lana grinned. “I’ve been wanting to see what you were going to do to get back at her.”

“Well, now you know.”

Chuck and Lana were sitting in Chuck’s kitchen. Lana was a svelte babe with large bosoms and a ready smile. She had just made four drinks and was about to take them out to the pool area. She let the four drinks sit on the counter, however, as she held up the woman’s bathing suit and inspected it.

“I got it with the little fringe around the waist. Jo likes suits with that bit of skirt on them. I don’t know why.”

“Oh, I know. I’m not a fan, but I don’t have to wear them.” She turned the suit in the air. It was thin and black. It was going to be stretchy at the boobs, Jo had a sizable pair, but that would just make it dissolve that much faster when it was immersed in water.

“Dissolvable swim suits,” Lana shook her head. “Who would ever think of such a thing.”

“Walmart,” said Chuck wryly, and they both snickered.

“Okay, she’s in the back getting dressed. I’ll take the drinks out. Remember, she can’t suspect that I bought the suit for her. She does and she’ll never wear it.

“Not to worry. Here, take the drinks. Go.”

Chuck picked up the tray and headed for the pool. Lana put the suit back into the bag, then picked up the bag and headed for the the master bedroom.

“Hey, girlfriend, which one should I wear?” Jo came out of her walk in closet and held up two hangers. On one hanger was a yellow, polka dot bikini, just like the song. On the other hanger was a purple one piece, but without the little fringe of skirt that she liked.

“Well, that yellow one is so tiny…”

“Two bandaids and a cork,” quipped Jo.

“And the purple one is downright ugly.”

Jo nodded sadly. “Unfortunately, you’re right. I’ve got two ugly swim suits and nothing to hold up my magnificent mammaries. What is a well endowed girl to do. Eh?”

“Well, there is a solution.”

“Oh?” Jo looked at her friend and neighbor hopefully.

“I just happen to have purchased a delightful, little, black number.”

She tossed the bag to Jo who snatched it out of the air and looked inside.

“Oh! My! Gosh!” She pulled out the black one piece with the fringe. “You know how I love this style!”

“I know. I wouldn’t have got it for myself, but it was on sale and I figured you might like it.

Jo held the suit up to her body. “Gonna be tight at the titties…”

“With you everything is tight at the titties.”

“Jealous?”

“A little. Gonna put it on now?”

“I’ve got a couple of things to do first. Go on out to the pool. I’ll be out in a short while.”

Lana walked out of the bedroom and went to the pool. There she found Greg, her husband, and Chuck standing on the far side of the pool. They were holding their arms up as if measuring the size of their dicks.

“Is that how big the one that got away was?”

Both men laughed.

Back in the bedroom Jo examined the black suit happily. It was skimpy without being too skimpy. It was thin without being too thin. And the little skirt would conceal her real secret with no problem.

Humming, she stripped to almost nothing, then stepped into the black suit. Perfect fit. The men would be drooling over her boobs on this fine day. She pulled it tight in the crotch, stretched the material over her boobs, and looked at herself in the mirror.

She had an almost perfect body. She would have had the classic measurements of 36 by 24 by 36…except she was an extra couple of inches on top. And she was a real, live F cup.

Yep, too heavy on top. Boo hoo, and she grinned.

She bent over, her big boobs moving around behind the thin material, and slipped her sandals on. She straightened up and knew she would have to be careful when she moved. Her boobs were going to be flopping out on somebody’s lap if she wasn’t careful.

She put on a bit of make up, she didn’t intend to be doing any swimming, and headed down the hallway.

“Hey! There she is…Miss America!”

“Thank you, dahlings,” she posed at the end of the pool, then blew a kiss to Chuck and her neighbors.

Shortly they were gathered next to the barbecue and sipping their drinks.

It was a wonderful afternoon. Not hot, but perfect for swimming. Perfect for sucking bourbon and Coke, perfect for laughing and joking and having a good time.

At times Chuck, Lana and Greg jumped into the pool. They splashed, swam around, and climbed out.

When Chuck and Lana were at one end of the pool, far from the barbecue grill, Chuck groaned. “I don’t think she’s going to go in. This is a disaster! She’s got to go in…she’s got to get wet so that suit…”

“I know. Why isn’t she going in?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, We’re going to have to do something about it. Wait until I’m next to her. You push me and I’ll grab her and…” she smiled a wicked smile.

Chuck nodded. “Okay. Let’s set our watches.”

They laughed because they had no watches, and because the plot was so simple it didn’t need any timing.

The couple swam back and climbed out of the pool. They didn’t do anything for a couple of minutes, just stood around, carefully adjusting where they were standing so as to set up the big push.

Greg was heating up the pit and four steaks were sitting on a plate. They had been pounded and salted to perfection, and were just waiting for their turn over the coals.

“I was telling Sam, down in sales, that we need to cut out the middleman, but he wouldn’t listen…”

“Should have talked to Georgina. She always…”

The bodies shifted imperceptibly. Finally, everything was lined up. Chuck held out his hand and said, “I’ll get you a fresh drink.”

Lana handed him her empty glass, a subtle flash of a look, now!

“Ha! Gotcha!” Chuck pushed Lana and she fell back, and grabbed Jo’s arm.

Jo shrieked and went into the drink with her friend.

Chuck and Greg laughed, Lana and Jo laughed, and Chuck stepped to the side of the pool and offered a hand.

Jo didn’t like to get dunked, but she was a good sport, and it had almost seemed like an accident. She reached up, unaware that threads in her suit was already dissolving.

Chuck lifted and his wife came up and he placed her on the patio…and her top gave way.

Jo’s huge boobs flopped out.

“What the fuck?” Jo stared down at her bare breasts, then she realized Chuck had done it to her. He had finally gotten back at her for that time when she had…she had…and she realized what was about to happen, and that there was absolutely nothing in the wide world that she could do about it.

Greg and Lana were laughing hysterically, Chuck was grinning, there was no where to turn, no place to go, and her cock popped out.

Talk about a dead silence. From drunken hilarity to a silence more profound than a morgue. Tears started to drip from Jo’s eyes.

“Honey?” asked Chuck, not understanding what he was seeing, not understanding the cock sprouting from between her thighs.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Lana. Greg’s mouth just opened and he stared.

It wasn’t a big cock. Only four inches long. It was kept in place by flesh colored straps. But four inches on Jo’s short frame still looked pretty big.

Chuck, for a moment had a severe problem with reality. He had made love to hi wife. Many times. He had never noticed that she had a cock before.

Then he realized it was a fake cock. Plastic. A dildo.

But it sure looked realistic.

Large tears dropped from Jo’s eyes. Made a path down her cheeks and splatted on the brick patio.

Chuck grabbed a beach towel that was hanging from a chair and wrapped it around his wife. Whatever explanation she might wish to give  could wait.

Greg pushed a chair to her and Lana helped her sit.

“Greg, could you and Chuck go make some more drinks?”

“The steaks…”
“I’ll take care of them.”

Jo just sat on the patio chair, wrapped in a large towel, and cried.

It took about ten minutes for the emotion of the moment to settle down. By then Lana had the steaks on plates, the boys had stiff drinks next to the plates, and Jo began talking.

“I know it’s crazy but I’ve always had this thing, call if a condition, of ‘penis envy.’ Yeah, that’s a real term. I’ve always wondered how men could walk around with a banana and two oranges between their legs. I’ve wondered what it felt like to have an erection. How do men stand it.”

“So you put on a strap on and pretended you had a dick.”

“I did. I’ve actually done it quite a lot. I’ve gone shopping with a dildo strapped to my leg, barely held out of sight by a string.”

Lana sat, chewed, and her eyes were far away.

“Can we see it?”

“Greg!” admonished Lana.

“No. It’s okay. You guys have already seen it, so I guess it doesn’t matter.”

Jo stood up, letting the towel drop. There were still a few strands of threads left from the dissolving swim suit. These hung from her breasts and around her waist. There were no remnants left around her crotch and the dildo stuck straight out. Her vagina was covered by a small set of balls, and her groin looked surprisingly male.

Chuck sat back. “Wow.”

“You know,” murmured Lana, “I actually like that look.”

“Really?” asked Greg?

“Sure. A penis is an object of power. You are looking at one heck of a powerful woman there.”

“I can see it now,” chuckled Chuck. “A new line of women’s products. Dicks for the enterprising, young lady.”

Greg laughed, but Lana just gave a sort of snort. It looked like the idea wasn’t that outlandish to her.

“I’d like to try that on.”

“I’ve got a bigger one in the bedroom.”

“You do?” blurted Chuck.

“It’s too big for me to wear under clothes, but sometimes, when I’m just boppin’ around the house,” she shrugged.

“I’ll be right back,” Lana jumped up and headed for the house.

“Bottom drawer under my corset,” Jo called after her.

Lana waved and disappeared.

“So, uh,” Greg spoke diffidently, “Have you ever tried out that, uh, strap on on, uh…”

“On, Chuck?”

“Yeah.”

“No,” said Chuck.

Greg grinned.

“But I’ve often thought about it.”

“You have?” Chuck’s eyes were wide.

“Sure. It’s such a large charge, so powerful, when I just walk around with a swinging dick. I often wonder what it would be like to really use it. What does a man feel like when he’s on top of a woman, feeling her moan and groan under him. Wouldn’t you like to feel what a woman—“

“Whoa!” Greg blurted, and they all looked towards the house.

Lana sauntered out to the patio. She had a big ten incher dangling from her thighs. She had taken off her clothes and her breasts were waggling from side to side and her cock was bouncing.

“What do you think, guys?”

“I think that’s scary,” gulped Greg.

“It looks like Babe Ruth’s bat on you.”

Lana stopped in front of the others, put her hands on her hips and struck a pose. “Off with the clothes, honey, I think I love you.”

Which made them all laugh. When they stopped laughing Jo said, “She’s right. Off with the clothes.”

“Hey…”

“I don’t…”

“You guys played me, and now us girls have no clothes on. And I’m curious. Take your clothes off.”

Greg and Chuck looked at each other, shrugged, and stripped out of their swim trunks.

The girls watched and Jo grinned. “I thought so. Hard ons. You boys are getting all horny seeing us wear dicks.”

“I would say we’re more horny seeing you in the buff.”

“Ha! You’ve seen us before, we’ve all seen each other, but those dicks between your legs are throbbing and bobbing. This is new ground for hard ons.”

“She’s right,” grinned Lana.

Greg and Chuck glanced at each other. Greg finally admitted, “It is sort of hot. Chicks with dicks. I mean, you’re still babes underneath, but now you’re more…uh….imposing. I guess that’s the word.”

“What about you, Chuck? Are you going to admit that my big, hard dick turns you on?”

Chuck hemmed and hawed, but finally said, “It certainly is a new look for you.”

“Ha!”

The little party continued. They finished eating, did some more drinking, and admired the girl’s pricks. The sun set, they turned the music up and danced in the nude. The men danced with each other’s wives, and the wives even danced with each other, making up a mock argument about who got to lead.

Finally, it being late, the party came to a close. Greg and Lana headed through the hedge and fifty feet to their own back door, and they could be heard arguing over who got to give who the dick that night.

Chuck and Jo put the dishes into a sink to soak over night, and headed for their own bedroom.

“That was fun.”

“Yes, it was,” agreed Chuck. He kept glancing down at Jo’s pecker.

She turned to him, hugged him Her large breasts mushed against his chest in the most delightful way. “So what do you think, big boy. Are you ready to find out how the other half does it.”

Chuck grinned. “I don’t think so.”

“Scared?”

“I might be.”

“I promise to be gentle.”

“I’m going to have to think on that.”

They kissed, long and tenderly, and then held each other. The moon was coming in their bedroom window and it was a silent, sultry night.

“One thing, though?” whispered Jo.

“What’s that?”

“Before I take this off? Before we go to bed?”

“Yes?”

“I want you to go down on me.”

Chuck held her away from him for a second, studied her, then he gave a nod. There was nothing wrong with that.

He bent at the knees and lowered slowly until he was on his knees.

She held his head and gazed lovingly down at him.

He opened his mouth, their eyes glittered in the darkness, and he put his mouth around the head of her cock.

She sighed. “I can’t feel it, but in my mind…it’s real.”

He began to move his head back and forth, his lips sliding over the veined shaft. It felt so odd and yet so hot. He could never imagine sucking another man’s cock, but his wife…he could imagine that.

Jo moved here hips very slightly, and gasped when Chuck reached behind her and started diddling her bung hole. She said, “You’e gonna love it when I do that to you.”

Wisely, she didn’t try anything more. She just kept fucking his face and feeling his wiggly finger please her butt.

Next door Lana and Greg were likewise engaged. Lana had the big ten incher on and Greg was struggling to blow her. She was laughing. He was on his back and she was perched over her face. “Just wait until I shoot a gallon of juice into your pretty, little mouth.

“Gah!” he said, but he was smiling.

“You going to let me fuck your ass tonight?”

He shook his head in the negative, not letting her cock fall out of his mouth. “Don’t think so.” He mumbled.

She pulled out of his mouth and slid down and hugged him. He felt her breasts and they pressed their mouths together.

“Why not?” she whispered.

“It’s too big!”

“Oh, but you would if I was wearing that little one Jo had on?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Come on, lover, you can’t have it both ways. Let me grease you up and…”

“Nope.”

Lana pouted for a minute, then laughed. “Okay, then try this.” She took off the strap on and put it around Greg’s waist.

“What the heck? I look like I have two dicks.”

“Just use the one on top. Don’t use your real one.”

“Why?”

“I want to see what a fake dick feels like. And I want you to feel what it’s like to fuck somebody with a fake dick.”

Greg was incredibly horny, the night of nakedness and dancing and overt sexuality…he was in boner city. But he managed to withhold himself and slid the tip of the big ten incher into Lana’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, suddenly holding on.

“Big?”

“I’ll never go back,” she managed to say, then he began banging her.

She turned into a rag doll under him, unable to move for the size of the invader splitting her pussy apart.

Greg grinned. Yes, he wanted to be using his own dick on her, but this was really wild. His own cock was fair sized, but a ten incher? That was doing things his own cock couldn’t do. So he rammed and jammed and gave Lana the ride of her life. For long minutes he slammed into her pussy, and she began to cum. And cum. And cum.

Greg was astounded. His wife had had multiple orgasms before, but nothing like this. One barely ended before the next one started. Her hips were constantly seizing, spasming, arching up for more.

At last, she had had enough. “Please…please…no more!” She held on and he slowed down and gently pulled out.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, then she just held on to him and slept.

“Oh, fuck, keep it there!”

Jo used her hand to keep her smaller dick straight out. This pushed the nub on the back of her fake phallus directly into her pussy.

“Now, suck it now.”

Chuck kept sucking and blowing, and the nub rubbed, and Jo started to shiver. Here words devolved into gruntings, and she came. Hard. Harder than he had ever seen. It was a long blast of ridged muscle and spasming hips, then she sagged. “Oh, my God!” she whimpered, then she held to him, went to sleep with her dick on and pressed against his belly.

“Hey, girlfriend, how’d it go after we left?”

Jo was doing the dishes. Chuck was gone to work and Lana came in the back door and started helping clean up.

“That was some of the hottest sex I have had in many a long day.”

“I got Greg to use the big boy on me. I must have blown my stack for an hour.”

“An hour?” Jo raised her eyebrows.

“Well, okay, only 59 minutes. But it was stupendous. I told him I was going to cut his dick off and only use the strap on from here on out.”

Jo chuckled, “And how’d he take to that?”

“He didn’t have much choice.” Lana stood motionless for a second. “You know, it’s funny. Wearing that dick, it’s like it did give me more power. I felt like I was the one calling the shots. I love that feeling.”

“You and me both. And I managed to get Chuck to let me stick a finger up his ass.”

“Really!”

“All the way. Middle finger. I finger fucked my husband.”

“And he liked it?”

“He didn’t want to admit it at first, but towards the end he was, uh, quite amenable.”

Both girls laughed, finished the dishes, and took coffee out on the patio.

“You know, I didn’t realize it until I woke up,” said Lana, “But Greg didn’t get to squirt.”

“He didn’t? Oh, my God! Neither did Chuck!”

The girls laughed, then sobered.

“I like it.”

“Not letting your man cum?”

“Not having a sticky mess to clean out of me.”

“Boy, that’s the truth.”

They sat and sipped and enjoyed the morning, and their own thoughts.

Finally, Jo said, “We’re going to have to take this further.”

Lana didn’t have to ask what. “Yes. A lot further.”

“So, our men are going to be hot and horny tonight, and they’re going to want to get some.”

“I think I just developed a yeast infection.”

“Exactly.”

“We need another big dick.”

“A pair of ten inch horny bitches, that’s what we are.”

“I’ll order a strap on for myself.”

“Just the dicks. These harnesses are fine.”

“Okay. And we don’t let the lugs squirt. Not even into their own hands.”

“Especially into their own hands. From here on out we own their peckers and everything that comes out of them.”

“Deal.”

“And we have to come up with a plan, a course of action, some way to get them to agree to what we want.”

“You know, that’s not going to be much of a problem. Seeing us in dicks, the way they acted last night…”

“The way they are going to be so horny…”

The girls chuckled together.

“So what kind of clothes have you been wearing to hide your pecker?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.” they stood up and headed into the house. For the next hour they tried on clothes and explored various ways of hiding the big bulges in their pants, or skirts, or whatever.

Greg arrived home at 5:15. couple of more days and it was going to be a four day weekend, and he couldn’t wait. Four days of hanging out, sipping the suds, and getting a little nookie.

A lot of nookie. He had been so hornicized when he woke up, not having cum and yet watching his wife blow her top, that he had been erect all day. Sitting with a boner, adjusting himself constantly, standing and moving so people couldn’t see his state of excitement.

He sighed, put his briefcase in the closet, and headed into the kitchen. A drink was waiting for him, freshly poured with condensed drops on the outside of the glass. He sipped, sighed, and looked at the note next to it.

“Your clothes are on the bed. Get dressed and hurry over.”

He grinned, and headed back to the bedroom.

Panties and bra were on the bed, and that was all.

Wha…?

He lifted up the bra with one finger and looked at it. God, his wife had big tits. He chuckled and tossed the bra back on the bed. He put on his swim suit, which was ridiculous because he spent most of his time skinny dipping, and headed for the break in the hedge.

And stopped right in the hedge, before he was visible to the girls.

They were sitting on the far side of the pool. They were wearing slacks, shirts and jackets They were sitting with their legs crossed at the ankles, spread out, and as he watched Lana adjusted the big cock in her pants.

He backed up, and was breathing hard.

What were those women doing?

Yet he knew. At least, his cock knew. It was hard as a rock.

He peeked again. Their hair was slicked back so it look short. They weren’t wearing lipstick. They had big chests, but it as obvious they had bound their tits.

Fuck, he thought. He reached down and felt his hard on. Fuck!

He went back into the house, slipped out of his trunks and figured out how to get the bra on. It was a tight fit, and it was a very sturdy bra. When he finally had it on he started stuffing it with panties and nylons. Soon he was quite outstanding.

He picked up the panties and realized that they weren’t panties. They were tummy shapers. He struggled into them. Pointed his dick down and pulled until they were snug. He had to walk with his butt pooched out a bit, but that was okay. Made him look like he was wearing…high heels.

Oh, my God! Heels!

He went into his wife’s closet and selected a worn, old pair of heels. She had talked about them being too loose, and even throwing them out. He slipped his feet into them and suddenly was clumsy and uncoordinated.

Finally, he picked up a tube of red lipstick and filled in his lips. He smiled at himself in the mirror, blew himself a kiss, and headed down the hallway.

Click. Click. Click.

The girls on the other side of the hedge stopped talking and watched the hedge.

Greg stepped through the opening and onto the patio.

The girls stared, their mouths open, as Greg slapped his ass and sashayed around the pool towards them. Then they were all laughing and giggling.

“So, girlfriends, who’s got the cock?”

Lana and Jo broke into hysterics at that.

From the house Chuck called out, “Where is every—“ his voice stopped at the doorway and he stared. “Greg?”

For the second night in a row they sipped bourbon and Coke and chatted. The girls dressed like men, the men dressed like girls. Chuck was wearing a one piece stuffed with socks. It was a little clunky, but acceptable.

“So,” said Jo.

“So?” asked Chuck.

“So we girls have a plan, and you boys are included.”

“Nice to be included, isn’t it?” Greg waved a hand. Funny, being dressed like a woman made him want to use more feminine hand motions.

“And what’s this big plan?”

“As you know, Lana and I are now the proud possessors of king-sized dicks.”

“Hmm. Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?”

“Oh, we’re glad.”

“Go on with the big plan.”

“Four day weekend starts on Thursday. That’s four days of the most amazing sex in the world.”

“Right after I cum tonight.”

“Nope,” said Lana.

The men looked a little discomfited by that.

“Four days of belonging to the International Crossdresser Club.”

“Who?”

“What?”

“For four days we girls are going to make you into girls. We already have clothes on order. We have even ordered chastity tubes so your pesky, little peters will stay out of the way. You will be put in drag and you will allow Lana and I to squire you about town.”

“Wait a minute! You expect us to get dressed up like girls and you’re going to take us out?”

“Don’t worry. Nobody will recognize you when we’re done. We are going to go whole hog on you.”

“And what does that have to do with Chuck and I finally getting our rocks off?”

“Simple. If anybody, and I mean anybody, recognizes you as men, you get to fuck us. Both of us. Chuck can fuck me and Jo, up the butt, head, whatever.”

“And Greg can do the same. To both of us.”

The men looked at each other and grinned.

“Of course…”

The men sobered and studied Jo.

“If nobody recognizes you then Jo and I will be doing the fucking. And I think you know what our hole of choice is going to be.”

“Wait a minute.”

“I don’t think we—“

“Then there’s the third choice.”

“Which is?”

“You refuse to play the game.”

Lana paused and smiled.

“And what happens then?” asked Greg.

“If you don’t play the game then Lana and I will be forced to use our not inconsiderably sized weenies on each other.”

“You’re going to fuck each other?”

“Absolutely.”

“Yes.”

“And we will so fuck until you girls agree to play the game.”

“That’s crazy!”

“I don’t want to!”

The girls shrugged.

“You don’t have to.”

“You can get each other off.”

The men stared at the women.

“That’s not fair.”

Jo leaned forward. “What’s not fair is that men rule the world and they never let us have any of the fun. We just get to lay on our backs and take it.”

Lana added, “One little game. Four days, at the end of which is sex as you never imagined it.”

For the next hour Greg and Chuck argued, cajoled, promised vacations and diamond rings, but the girls were adamant. It was their way or the highway.

At the end of the hour the girls went in for more drinks, and Greg and Chuck put their heads together.

“We can’t let this happen.”

“It wouldn’t be manly.”

“You can say that again.”

“It wouldn’t be—“

“All right.”

Greg grinned. Then, “I’m gonna do it.”

“What?”

“What have we go to lose? At the end of the game we’re finally going to get fucked.”

“Yeah, but…I don’t want to be on the bottom.”

Greg shrugged. “Think about it. When we’re all dressed up like girls, how hard would it be for one of us to slip, speak in a bass, act like a man.”

Chuck blinked. “What the hell have we been fighting it for?”

“Okay. So. We together on this?”

Chuck nodded and they bumped fists.

The girls came back out with lubrication in glasses. Chuck and Greg turned to them.

“Okay, bitches, you’re on.”

Four happy smiles broke out, and they all tilted their glasses and drank to the International Crossdressers Club.


PART TWO

A couple of days to a four day weekend, and it was a wild couple of days. Jo and Lana spent the days thick as thieves, making plans, choosing clothes, getting make up ready, wigs, and, of course, chastity tubes.

And they teased Greg and Chuck mercilessly, and didn’t let them cum.

“Get me off, baby!” Jo would moan through the night, and he would, but she wouldn’t get him off.

“I’ll play with you, all right,” Lana giggled, “But you aren’t going to squirt until Sunday night!”

The boys weren’t overly fond of this plan. Chuck was particularly adamant. “Why aren’t we supposed to come until Sunday night?”

“Because we won’t you horny out of your mind. Then when we finally fuck you there’ll be a better chance that you can cum with our dicks in you.”

Chuck blinked.

The next day, on the phone, he commiserated with Greg. “The way they’re building this up is crazy,” said Chuck.

“Yeah, they make it sound like we could actually have an orgasm from being butt fucked.”

“The problem is that it is possible.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I’ve been researching it. Apparently men have something called a P spot. A place where the prostate gets rubbed, and then men actually have an orgasm.”

“No shit!”

“Nope. Just cum.”

That quip didn’t make total sense, but they laughed, and when they ended the phone call both men were thinking about whether it was possible to have a super, female type orgasm, an ‘anal orgasm,’ just through anal sex.

Thus, the two days passed, the men got hornier and hornier, and the big, four day weekend arrived.

“Wakey, wakey!”

Chuck rolled over and opened his eyes as Jo opened the drapes.

“It’s early!” he groused.

“Yeah, but we’ve got a lot to do.”

She pulled him out of bed and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“What the hell is this?”

“Hair depilatory. Men have hair. Women don’t. Put it on below your neck. You might want to use it on your whiskers, too, but don’t get it on your hair.”

Chuck and Jo applied the goop to his body and he stood around for fifteen minutes until it started to heat up. Then he jumped into the shower and watched, fascinated, as his hair washed off his body.

“Nice,” Jo felt his chin. The Nair had worked there and his face felt as smooth as a woman’s. “Now let me work on those eyebrows of yours.”

She sat him down and tweezed his brows. She was careful not to go overboard, but when she was done he was a real half and half man. By ruffling his brows he could look male, by smoothing them out he looked female.

“Beautiful,” she said.

That was when she realized she had made a mistake. She looked down at his cock and it was like a rock. There was no way she was going to get that monster into the chastity tube she had selected for him. She called up Lana.

“Hey, girl, did you put the chastity tube on Greg, yet?”

“I did.”

“Oh, crap.”

Lana laughed. “Get a bag of ice and calm him down. I tell ya, the more I work on Greg the hornier he gets. If he wasn’t in the tube already I’d never get him there.

Lana nodded, hung up and went for a big bag of ice.

“OWWW!”

“Don’t be a baby.”

Chuck stared at his cock.

“But it’s cold!”

“So get limp and put on the tube. The sooner it happens the sooner we stop with the ice.”

It took ten minutes of suffering, but his cock finally shrank enough and he slipped a tube over the cock, the ring over his package, and locked everything up.

Chuck stared down at his cock sadly. The thing was trying to get hard already, but it didn’t stand a chance.

“Okay, time for nails.”

Next door Lana was already done with Greg’s toes and working on his fingernails.

Greg stared as his fingers elongated, the tips turning into glistening, little claws.

Lana took her time, three coats and a coat of lacquer. When she was done Greg was astounded. His hands now looked feminine. He had started out with spatulate nails that he chewed on, now he had slender ovals. He waved his hands in the air, marveling at their shape and sexiness.

“Okay, honey, it’s time to put you in lingerie.”

He looked down at his caged cock. It kept trying to get hard, and failing, and trying.

“What are you going to have me wear?”

“The good news is that you won’t need a full body corset.”

“And that is good because?”

“Because you’ll find out when we tighten the thing.”

She helped him into a short corselet. She pulled on the ties in the back and he found out what the word ‘tight’ meant.

“You’re still going to have a little boner bump.”

“Are you kidding?” he gasped.

“I’m going to pull your tube down between your legs. I can either tie it to your thigh, or run it right up between your buns and fasten it to you…yes…to this loop on your corselet.

She attached a string to the chastity tube and pulled it back between his legs. Then up between his crack.

“Fuck! It feels like I’m wearing some kind of super thong.”

“But look, no boner bump.”

“Yippee,” he spoke dourly.

“Hello!”

“Back here!”

Jo led Chuck back into the bedroom. “What did you do about his cock?” She eyed Greg’s smooth front.

“I tied it up, see?”

“Got it.”

While the two women were examining Greg’s tied back dick the two men looked at each other.

Their faces were red. Even though they knew what was going to happen they were embarrassed.

“Okay, let me handle his dick. You want to go get the breast forms.”

Jo grabbed Chuck’s cage and turned it this way and that.

“Hey!” he sounded like he was strangling.

Lana laughed and headed out to the garage for the breast forms they had bought the men.

“Quiet down, girly,” Jo murmured. She tied a string through his cock cage and ran it between his legs like she had Greg’s. In a few seconds he was blinking as she pulled the string tight up against his asshole.

Lana returned with the breast forms and two bras. “Okay, girls, time to put on your bumpers.”

The men tried to put on the bras, but couldn’t figure it out. The girls laughed as they helped them.

“Can’t even put on a bra,” Jo chuckled.

“Helpless little girls,” agreed Lana.

Finally, the men were properly accoutered, and the women handed them nylons.

Done with the lingerie Greg and Chuck looked at the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

They were slender in their corselets, and had big breasts. Their legs were sleek and sexy. Their finger nails were long. Their faces were still male, but the eyebrows gave hints of things to come.

“Looking good, girls,” smiled Jo. “Let’s put you in dresses and make up.”

The girls had picked out a pair of summer dresses for this first day. Chuck wore a pink number with butterflies and flowers. His arms were bare, and looked a little thick,

“It’s not bad,” Lana mused.

“As long as he doesn’t flex his biceps.”

They had selected a pink dress with different shaped white boxes on it for Greg. His chest was tight and Jo observed. Sunday night we’re going to have to give him a full corset.”

“Okay, girls, time to get used to wearing high heels.”

Greg and Chuck put on leather high heeled sandals.

“The cork bottom will help your balance. By Sunday night we’ll have you in full spikes.”

The men looked at each other and shrugged. They were a bit subdued and didn’t speak much.

“Okay, make up and…we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“What?”

“Speak in a higher tone of voice,” admonished Jo.

“What?” Chuck tried to accommodate, and he wasn't half bad.

Jo pierced ears and Lana cleansed their faces and applied primer.

Greg felt like his cock was going to explode from the way the earrings dangled alongside his neck. Chuck felt like his ears were getting longer.

The girls put on foundation then began coloring eyes, putting on mascara, and making the boys’ faces pop. Finally, they added bright, red lipstick. Then they sat back and smiled.

“This is not bad.”

“Nope. Not bad at all.”

Then, for a half hour, they just played with the boys’ faces. Experimented with colors and brushes, potions and powders. Finally they placed wigs on the boys’ heads and were done for the time being.

It was almost noon now, and they all went out to the pool and sat down and discussed their progress.

“The girls are looking good,” noted Jo.

“Absolutely. This is going to be a cinch.”

“Of course you girls are going to have to work on your mannerisms.”

“What do you mean?” asked Chuck.

“Come Sunday night we’re going to take you to dinner. Wendell’s Place. Dinner, drinks, and for once we’re not going to be bugging you to go dancing.”

When the boys looked blank Jo explained, “It would be too easy for you to move incorrectly, heck, just to talk like men. So we’ll just have a quiet dinner, then head for home.”

Chuck and Greg glanced at each other, and it was plain what each other was thinking. They wanted to get caught. They intended to get caught, but this was going to make it difficult. If the girls kept too tight a rein on them, if they watched them too closely, they could never make a mistake. Not and get away with it.

“So, let’s practice being girly,” Lana chirped.

Chuck and Greg took turns learning to walk. They walked across the room, placed one foot in front of the other, letting their hips sway, but just enough.

“No, no, place the heel down like this…make it click!”

After learning to walk the girls drilled the boys on getting in and out of cars, going up stairs in tight skirts, sitting down and keeping the knees together.

Then there were facial expression.

“Talk with the lips pursed like this…”

Repairing make up.

“Smack your lips like this…”

For hours the girls kept after the boys, and by late afternoon every one was tired.

“Okay, kids, time for a drive.”

“A drive?”

“We just want to drive around, get you used to being seen. Maybe on Saturday we can go to the mall. But for right now…let’s take a drive.

They took Greg’s Mustang, top down, and zipped through town. Greg and Chuck sat in the back, miserable and trying not to act like it. For an hour they crisscrossed the town. They didn’t see anybody they recognized, and nobody honked at them. Well, except for a couple of horny young teenagers. Heh.

Finally, they pulled up to a Seven-Eleven.

“What are we doing here?”

“First test. Go in and buy something.”

Chuck got out and Jo said, “You, too, Greg.”

Grumbling, Greg joined Chuck and they walked into the store. This wasn’t a test, so the boys didn’t try to screw things up, they just walked in and bought a couple of Cokes.

“They look good,” stated Jo, watching the boys through the front window.

“It’s not Sunday night yet.”

“You’re worried?”

“You know the boys. They will pull something.”

“Not if we watch them closely.”

“Hmm.”

Jo looked at Lana, “You think they’ll try something?”

“I know they will. But…I’ve got an idea.”

Chuck and Greg returned to the car.

“Well done, boys. It’s getting easier and easier, isn’t it.”

“I guess,” said Greg.

“Don’t worry. By the time Sunday rolls around, when we go out to Wendell’s Place, it’ll be second nature. You won’t even remember that you’re manly men.”

Chuck and Greg sighed and sat back and the girls laughed.

On Friday the boys got up early. They had spent the night in curlers and robes and lingerie. Within one day they were starting to understand what it was like to be women. Friday morning it didn’t take half as long to get ready. They even managed some of the work themselves.

They spent the remainder of the morning learning to walk and talk like women, and by the afternoon Jo decided they were ready for a quick walk through the mall.

The boys, of course, didn’t want to. They griped and complained and groused and grumbled, but the girls were adamant. They took the boys to the mall and forced them to walk through the length of the mall.

To Chuck and Greg’s dismay nobody gave them a second look. As men. As women there were quite a few looks.

“I swear, my butt has eyeball prints on it from men staring at it.”

Chuck said, “Don’t worry about it. I’ve got a plan.”

“A plan for my butt?”

“I’m going to call Bill Deakins. I’ll have him go to Wendell’s place and run into us. He’ll recognize us and that will be the end of that.”

“And I’ll never dress up as a woman again as long as I live.”

“You and me both.”

Friday night they practiced walking and talking some more, and then there was Saturday. More practice. They tried on different clothes. It was a full dress rehearsal for Sunday evening.

Finally, late in the day on Saturday, the girls proclaimed that they were done. They pronounced the boys ready and the group sat on the patio and had drinks.

Chuck and Greg were perfectly female. They moved their lips the right way when they spoke, they walked correctly and sat down like perfect ladies.

Lana and Jo went into the kitchen to prepare dinner, and the boys were left to their own devices.

Except the girls didn’t go into the kitchen. They started for the kitchen, then Lana snagged Jo’s sleeve with one hand and tugged her into the den.

A finger to her lips asking for silence, Lana crept up to the window. Jo followed her and they listened.

“Heysoos, what a mess,” sighed Chuck. They were sitting right outside the open window.

“Did you call Bill Deakins?”

Lana glanced at Jo and they stared at each other.

“I did. He said he’ll be there. He’ll recognize us, and that will be that.”

“We won’t get our butts fucked, and we’ll do some fucking of our own.”

“Man, it’s about time. Wearing this stuff has made me super horny.”

“Tell me about it. My cock is screaming for mercy. I can’t wait to get out of this chastity tube.”

“God, I’ll say…”

Lana led the way back to the kitchen. Inside the kitchen they put together some spaghetti and some garlic bread.

“I knew it,” said Lana.

“What’ll we do?”

“I’ll figure something out. One thing is for sure, I’m not going to let those two bozos ruin all our hard work.”

Making fresh drinks, the girls served dinner and acted like everything was normal.

Chuck and Greg, for their part, acted quite chipper. No more the dour victims, they seemed to have accepted their situation.

Sunday morning, and the preparations began in earnest.

The girls checked the boy’s hair, made sure their eyebrows were plucked, and this time severely, and that there was no trace of chin hair.

They made sure the boys’ manhood was pulled back between their legs and dressed the boys in tight corsets.

They worked over the boy’s bras and made sure there were no giveaways. The boys’ boobs were big and thrusting and their nipples were hard and visible under the dresses.

The dresses were matching and skin tight. One was lavender and one was pink. The boys wore necklaces and rings and dangly earrings.

Their make up was immaculate and their wigs perfectly coiffed.

Their nails were done, they wore five inch heels and their legs were clad in the sheen of expensive stockings.

By two in the afternoon Chuck and Greg were ready.

“You boys ready for the final exam?” asked Jo.

“Sure,” Chuck answered. He was feeling good because Bill Deakins was going to rescue them.

“Why don’t you to go watch the game or something and Lana and I will get ready.”

Chuck and Greg headed through the hedge and the girls looked at each other and grinned.

“All right. You ready?”

“Ready, Freddy. Let’s do this.”

Ten minutes later there was a knock on the front door of Lana and Chuck’s house.

“Oh, crap,” said Chuck. “I’m not going to answer the door dressed like this!”

So the two men sat and waited.

The front door opened. “Hey! Where’s our sexy dates?”

“Lana?” Chuck jumped up.

Lana and Jo walked into the living room and Chuck and Greg stared with open mouths.

The girls were wearing cargo pants. Long pants that covered up high heels. They wore loose jackets and their chests were bound underneath. Their chests were thick but more like they had muscle than tits.

The big deal, however, was that they had cut their hair. Their hair was long for a man, but short for a woman, and it was combed in a masculine fashion.

They wore no make up, no jewelry, nothing to give away the fact that they were women.

And each of them were wearing a strap on, the pricks pressing lightly out at the crotch.

Even a hard glance wouldn’t reveal that they weren’t men.

“I’m Alan,” said Lana, taking Chuck’s arm. “I’m your date tonight. You sure are beautiful.”

Chuck stumbled along helplessly.

“I’m Joe. I’ll be your date tonight.”

“But…but…” Greg was hauled along.

Out to the Mustang the girls took the boys…looking like boys escorting girls. They held the doors open and waited politely, big grins on their faces.

A minute and they were zooming through town.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Chuck. He was stunned by the girl’s masculinity.

“Don’t worry. Bill Deakins, remember?”

Greg nodded. but he was worried.

He was especially worried when they passed Wendell’s Place.

“Hey! you passed Wendell’s Place!”

“Change of plans, girls. You girls are so fine looking we thought we’d really treat you.”

A mile down the road they turned into the parking lot of Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s was a nightclub during the night and a restaurant during the day. Even though it was day, however, the place was hopping. A five man combo was covering classic rock and roll, and couple were dressed to the nines. As they entered they saw people dancing on the small parquet dance floor, and the bar was busy.

“Alan, I’ll escort our babes to a table. You want to get the drinks started?”

Joe dragged Chuck and Greg out to the patio and they sat at a table in a corner. A minute later Alan sat down, and a minute after that the waiter, Jose, grinned and delivered drinks.

Greg and Chuck kept looking at each other, and around the patio, and finally Alan said, “You can give up looking, Bill Deakins isn’t showing up.”

“You know…” said Chuck.

“We know. And you should be glad we’re forgiving. That would have been pretty mean of you to trick us after all the work we put in.”

Chuck and Greg had the grace to look guilty.

“Now then, you boys sit here and Alan and I are going to discuss your punishment.”

Alan and Joe stood up and headed inside to the nightclub area. Once inside Alan turned to Joe. “What gives?”

“This…” Joe snagged a passing young man, “Hey!”

The man was tall, six foot easy, and he had a rugged face and an easy grin. “Can I help you?”

“Get a friend and go dance with those two girls at the corner table in the patio.”

He looked at them and tilted his head slightly.

“They’re our husbands, and we’re playing a joke on them. No matter how much they try to convince you they’re guys, pretend their girls.

A minute later Chad and Henry sauntered across the patio and stopped in front of Greg and Chuck. “Care to dance?”

“No.”

“Come on, a couple of babes like you?”

“We’re guys. Bug off.”

But Chad and Henry sat down. “Now that’s something I would never believe.”

Greg was about to get rude when Alan and Joe came back.

“Oh, hi, ladies. We were just asking your friends to dance.”

“Wonderful,” said Alan, pulling Chuck’s arm and making him get up. Joe made Greg stand up. “Go dance, girls. Have some real girly fun.”

The look in Alan’s and Joe’s eyes warned the boys, and they found themselves standing helplessly. Chad and Henry took them in their arms and danced them across the floor. Greg and Chuck would have resisted, but they couldn’t get firm footing in their high heels.

The boys were forced to dance through a couple of numbers. Chad and Henry led, and easily, and Greg and Chuck put up with having their asses grabbed, their bodies pulled snug, and at the end of two dances Chad and Henry thanked them, returned them to their table, and sauntered off. Laughing.

“They knew,” whispered Greg.

“They knew as much as Bill Deakins,” Lana stated victoriously. “Are you girls ready to go home?”

Resigned to their fate, Chuck and Greg nodded, and the foursome headed out the door.

“Okay, girls, who wants to lose their virtue first?”

Chuck and Greg look at each other and neither said a word.

Lana chuckled. “You’d think it wasn’t sex.”

Jo said, “We’re going to go get the bedroom ready. Why don’t you girls flip a coin or something?”

So Jo and Lana headed into the back room.

“How do you want to work this?” Lana asked when they were in the bedroom.

“I think we should spit ‘em.”

“One in the front and one in the rear?”

“Absolutely.”

“So who spits who how?”

“Let’s blind fold them, have them guess who’s doing the fucking. If they guess wrong we get to do it to them again…until they finally figure out who’s fucking who.”

“I like it.”

“You want to use the short dick for the mouth?”

“I’d like to use the big one, but,” sigh, “we have to be realistic. How much can a virgin take, eh?”

The girls took their time, arranged pillows to help with support, turned off the lights, then they walked out to the kitchen.

“Okay, girls, here’s how it’s going to go down. You will put on this  Lone Ranger binkdfold over your head. Lana and I will fuck you, in a variety of ways, and you’re going to have to guess who is fucking you. Guess wrong and the game will continue next week. Guess right and it’s all over.”

“You’re not going to tell us?” Greg blurted.

“Nope.”

Greg and Chuck looked at each other.

“So who goes first?”

Chuck heaved a sigh. “Me.”

“Okay, me. Here’s the mask. Put it on, and come on back. When you get into the room go to the bed and we’ll arrange you.”

Lana and Jo headed back to the bedroom.

A minute later Chuck knocked on the door.

Without a word, Lana opened the door and stepped back.

Chuck walked carefully across the room. He still had his high heels on, and when he got to the bed Lana and Jo helped him onto the bed. Without a word, they arranged him on all fours.

Lana lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She picked out a glob of lube and began swirling it into his asshole. Chuck gasped, and Jo put her hands on his face and held it up. She touched her penis to his lips and he gulped and forced himself to open wide. She gently inserted her prick and Chuck found himself deep throating her dick.

Lana moved back and forth, then Jo climbed up behind Chuck and touched the tip of her dick to his asshole.

He went rigid for a moment, then forced himself to relax.

Jo began to move forward.

“AHHH!” Chuck’s mouth was open in surprise. Jo’s big ten incher didn’t slow down. She knew that if she stopped he might start resisting. right now he was too surprised to resist.

In by inch she plummeted into him. He felt the big veins rippling along his anal passage, and he was mind blanked by the sudden pleasure.

He had thought it was going to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt like nothing he had ever felt before in his life.

He was being opened up, expanded, and it felt like heaven come to earth.

His hands gave way and he plunged forward, his mouth gulping down Lana’s dick, giving it a full deep throat.

Behind him Jo stayed with him, riding his buns down and jamming her big penis all the way to the plastic balls.

“Oh, God!” He mumbled, his words slurred, his voice stumbling over the length of cock in his throat.

Jo kept driving into him, pulling out and thrusting forward, and he found his hips rising and falling, going back to swallow the big shaft, coming forward to feel the exquisite sensation of being totally and thoroughly fucked.

Under his groin his cock cage was pressing down, his balls were squashed, but not in a hurtful way.

He felt hands on his ass, spreading his cheeks. He felt the dick again and again,

Then he felt a warm sensation wash over him. He felt like he was peeing, but knew it wasn’t pee. He was cumming! She was pushing on his prostate and that was forcing the semen out of him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “I’m cumming!

Ten minutes later Chuck stumbled down the hallway. He was walking bow legged, and that was fine. His asshole felt like it had been blessed by god.

“How was it?” Greg asked, taking the mask off his friend’s face.

“Oh, Heysoos,” he whispered. “You got to do that…”

That surprised Greg, and he had a most puzzled expression on his face as he put the mask on.

Knock…knock…

The door opened and Greg stumbled forward. He crossed the room and got onto the bed. Hands helped him into the all fours position, and then he felt the lubricant being smushed into him.

“Oh, geez,” he whispered.

Hands grabbed his face and he tasted the plastic peter on his lips. He opened wide, and found himself giving head.

Then he felt the big penis in his rear.

The girls had learned. They had switched positions and they had switched penises, and they quickly assumed a rhythm. Lana rode Greg from the rear, driving in in time to Jo’s thrusts from the front.

Greg felt himself spitted. Fucked from the front and fucked from the rear, and he had never felt anything like this in his whole life. The battering ram in the rear shoved his mouth over the penis in the front. He gulped and almost gagged, then the penis in front pulled back and the one in the rear wiggled a bit and pulled back.

Thrust after thrust he was opened up. It felt like he was being fucked from the bottom to the throat, and back again.

It wasn’t long before, like Chuck, he felt that warm feeling and began to drizzle semen out of his caged cock. At that point he lost control. He just laid down and found his butt rising up and dropping down. He felt like he was the golden goose, and being finally opened up to his true potentials.

Chuck and Greg sat on the patio and sipped bourbon and Coke. Their rectums felt like gold and they would wiggle every once in a while just to feel that wonderful sensation of being fucked.

“Did you figure out who was fucking who?”

Greg nodded. “It was easy.”

“If you could ignore the penis up your heinie.”

“If you could,” Greg nodded.

“I figured it out, too. It only took the feel of her thighs behind me, the way her fingers gripped me.”

“The question now is—“

“Hey, girls,” Lana and Jo stepped out of the house. They still had dildos in their pants, but they were both wearing ten inchers now. “Did you figure out who was who?”

Chuck and Greg looked at each other, then back at the girls. “No.”

“Ha!” Jo and Lana high fived. Lana leaned forward and took Chuck’s drink and sipped it. She handed it back and said, “You know what this means, don’t you?”

Chuck and Greg shook their heads.

“It means that you’ll dress up as girls every single weekend.”

Jo grinned, “And we’re going to fuck your asses until you finally figure it out…no matter how long it takes!”

Chuck and Greg looked at each other in dismay. “Oh, no!”

END
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…
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Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘They’ll Never Guess I’m a Girl!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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