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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

What’s the difference between men and women?

Well, aside from a small batch of things like hormones and long hair and such, it is the fact that men have penises and women have vaginas.

So if you take a man’s dick away, is he a woman?

An interesting question, and society is presently going nuts fighting over this simple question.

So here’s one viewpoint to help you in your cogitations. As you read the story think about yourself as the hero, and thnk about what you would do in his situation.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ll tell you,” said Shirley, “this if the most amazing sex toy you’ll ever experience! Your orgasms will be bigger, your boobs will be bigger, your pussy will be bigger.”

“How about my cock? Will that be bigger?” asked Lance.

Lance was listening to Shirley tell his wife, Mia, about the latest and greatest sex toy, and he had his doubts. After all, bigger orgasms? What sex toy didn’t promise that, and how many actually did that?

Shirley turned to Lance. She was a pretty blonde with a Dorothy Hamill blonde haircut, large breasts, and a quirky smile that always enlivened the party.

“I can see that I have a doubting Thomas in the crowd.”

“You could say that,” smirked Lance. “We’ve tried your gimmicks before, and they haven't always worked.”

“That’s not fair, Lance,” interjected his wife. Mia was a short brunette with breasts bigger than Shirley’s. Lance was taller than her, but only by an inch.

“We had a lot of fun with that fleshlight, and I loved the chastity tube!”

“Uh, yeah,” he responded. “The fleshlight was good for a couple of days, but that chastity tube was irritating at best.”

Mia giggled. “Yes, but it sure had you hopping.” She turned to Shirley. “I had him going crazy. A week, just a week, and he was promising undying love. He was giving me back rubs and foot rubs and eating my pussy till it squirted.

“Ah!” Lance waved a hand dismissively.

“Don’t you deny it, now tell me about this new sex toy. I want to hear all about it.”

“Well, you see it works like this…”

Lance wandered off at that point. He didn’t want any more gimmicks. And, yes, that chastity tube had been fucking incredible. Well, maybe ‘not fucking’ incredible. But he didn’t want to go through that again.

He liked being horny, but there were limits, and he liked screwing and squirting much more than he liked being denied and teased.

Lance wandered across the party and into the kitchen. He chatted with some guys, made himself a bourbon and Coke, and headed into the living room.

The party was going good. Sandy Bascombe had lost her top and was shimmying here and there and teasing men.

Wanda Pearson was grabbing men by the crotch and shaking them.

“You’re going to cum! You bitch!” she yelled, and everybody laughed as Brad Street tried to get her hand off his package.

He walked into the TV room and found a bunch of couples making out as they watched clips of Sandra Otterson fuck the Master Blaster. Heysoos, what a pair of boobs that woman had!

Finally, he found himself in the pool room. He got into a game with three other guys and had a good time.

A couple of hours later, Mia found him, sitting on a couch and nodding off.

“Hey, party pooper,” she chimed. “Let’s rocket for home!”

“You got it, babe.”

They sauntered out the front door, said good bye to their host, and headed for Lance’s Mustang.

His Mustang was a racing red with black top classic. He started it up, listened to the rumble of the motor, and sighed. Man, he loved this car.

Then he pulled out and drove slowly home.

Slowly, because he had been drinking and he didn’t want to risk a ticket. And cops loved to chase Mustangs down. They probably bragged about it to the other cops.

I gave a ticket to a Mustang!

Dumb cops, all they did was drive around and look for trouble.

But, he saw no cops, and he gave a half grin. Heck, he could have driven fast and gotten away with it. Why couldn’t he know whether the cops were on the prowl before he drove home?

He pulled into the driveway, turned off the ignition, and Mia hopped out of the car and headed for the front door.

Hmm. She had been silent on the way home. He wondered what she had been thinking.

He followed her in, poured a glass of ice water in the kitchen to cut the taste of old whiskey in his mouth, and followed her to the bedroom.

She was sitting in front of her vanity table, combing out her hair, and looking very pensive.

“All right, baby, what’s cooking?”

She didn’t hesitate. “I keep thinking about what Shirley told me.”

“About some super secret sex toy?”

She turned to him. She was in he peignoir already, and her boobs poked against the thin material Lord, did he love his wife’s boobs.

“It’s not that big a secret. It’s just…complex.”

“Complex? Like how complex?”

“Well, it’s a combination dildo, suction tube machine. But you have to build a sort of swinging bench for it. A guy is going to have to be pretty handy with tools to build one of those.”

She turned back to her vanity table, but she didn’t fool Lance one, little bit.

“Oh, ho! And there it is.”

Mia stared at him in the mirror, and at least had the good grace to look a little guilty.

“You’re putting the challenge on me. Teasing me. Daring me.”

She turned back to him, still pulling tangles out of her long, dark hair. “Well, you are handy with tools.”

“Sure, but building a sex toy? Wouldn't you rather have me build a gazebo in the backyard? Or maybe a greenhouse? Or I could always add a room on. But…a sex toy?”

She leaned forward, and he was reminded that they hadn’t made love for several days. She leaned and her breasts pushed at him, and his weenie suddenly had som thoughts of its own.

“Yeah, but this is a small project! And it’s not that expensive. The blueprints are available on the net. Free download. You could knock it together in a weekend.”

“Sure. Give up my golf, not watch any football, just to build a gimmick that, like the rest of Shirley’s ideas, is no big deal.”

Mia’s mouth twisted in displeasure and she started to pout.

“Maybe next summer, when I’ve finished a few worthwhile projects.”

“I want it now.”

Uh oh.

“I think you should build it now.”

“Well, I don’t.” He was pulling clothes off and heading for the shower, and quickly. He didn’t want Mia to sink her hooks into him.

He almost made it into the bathroom. He had one foot on the tiles and one foot on the bedroom rug, when, “Lance?”

Her voice started out low, but it curved up, and it had that tone to it. That ‘don’t make me bitch at you’ tone.

Oh, fuck! he whimpered in his mind.

He stopped, turned, and tried reason.

“Honey. You know I have a lot of things to do, and this is just…a gimmick.”

“I don’t care. Shirley got me all excited, and I want you to build one.”

“But—“

“Don’t you want good sex?”

And there it was. The threat of denial. You do this or I’m going to be having a lot of headaches.

Heck, she already had enough headaches.

Lance was a man who liked sex. Really liked sex, and he didn’t want anything getting in the way of that. Especially an unhappy wife.

“Look, I’ll check out the blueprints, okay?”

She didn’t smile or look happier. This was getting bad.

“I promise. I’ll look at the blueprints. I’ll even download them and we can go over them. We can figure out how much this thing will cost, and how long it would really take. But you have to cut me some slack, honey. I do have things I have to do.”

“More important than your love life?” And with that she turned on her side and faced the wall.

Crap in a blender. Man, fuckin’ Shirley must have really got her jacked up. Usually she would take a week or two and talk him up gently. But this time she was lowering the boom right away.

So thinking, and thinking about this mystery project—he didn’t even know what it was yet—he continued into the bathroom.

He showered, dried off, and padded back into the bedroom.

Mia was snoring lightly.

Well, maybe she was just tired.

But maybe not.

He slipped into bed, his penis rubbed against the cool sheets, and he wished he jerked off in the shower. He had a feeling he was going to be feeling the heat in the foreseeable future.

Lance awoke early the next morning. Of course he did. He was horny, and he had morning wood. He needed to cum and pee, though not necessarily in that order.

He headed for the bathroom and sat down and let it whizz out of him.

Ahh.

Then he slipped on an old robe and headed for the kitchen.

Surprisingly, he didn’t have a hang over. Of course he hadn’t had that much to drink.

What he did have was the boner blues. He needed to squirt, and that often made him wake up early, and even go to sleep late.

Maybe he should sneak into the computer room and rub one out. Mia might be asleep for another—

“Unh!” Mia staggered into the kitchen.

She had drunk too much, and she did have a hangover. Damn. that always made her a little edgy, and Lance certainly didn’t want her snapping and sniping at him today.

She brushed past him without a word, dug into the refrigerator for a can of Coke, and popped it.

She chugged half the can, wiped her mouth and sank onto one of the kitchen chairs.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “Why didn’t you stop me?”

“Honey, you were unstoppable,” he grinned. “You want some breakfast?”

“No. But hurry up.”

Lance mixed up some pancakes quickly and started pouring the batter into frying pans. While the pancakes cooked he got out the butter and syrup. Then he handed her another Coke.

“You want some bourbon in it? Hair of the dog?”

“Gah,” she responded.

He collected pancakes on a platter and put the platter on the kitchen table. He handed her a fork and she went to town.

She cut slices of butter and spread them out, then drowned the whole thing in syrup. Using just the fork she cut pieces and jammed them into her mouth.

“Watching your girlish figure, eh?”

“Fuck,” she whispered. But it wasn’t a loud ‘fuck,’ the carbonation and the syrup of the Coke, and the belly filling pancakes were working. If he could fill her belly her head would stop aching.

Maybe.

But, fortunately for Lance, his strategy did work. A half a dozen pancakes later she sat back and sighed.

“Thanks,” she muttered.

“No problemo.”

“You’re a nice man.”

“I doubt it, but it’s nice of you to lie.”

“Now download the blueprints and get to work.”

She got up and walked out of the room, leaving him cursing under his breath.

Damn! He thought helping her out with the headache would get him some brownie points. But when his wife had an idea she really had it.

He cleaned up, now a bit grouchy, and headed back to the bedroom to get dressed.

Mia sat at her vanity table once again, and she was making up her face. She didn’t look at him when he entered the room.

He got dressed, shorts and a tee shirt, athletic shoes with short socks. He was the natty one, he was.

Then, one last try, he turned to Mia.

“Honey, you need to cut me some slack. I said I would look at the blueprints.”

“There’s a big difference between looking and building,” she glared at the mirror.

He knelt next to her, placed a hand on her forearm, and she turned to him.

“If you fuck me right now I’ll build it.”

She could hardly surprise her smile. She had won, and she knew it.

“Your next squirt will be in the machine that you build. So I suggest you stop stalling and playing ‘Let’s Make a Deal’ and get to work.”

He sighed, stood up, and headed to the computer room.

Well, at least he wasn’t in chastity.

In the computer room he powered up the MAC and went looking. Sex furniture. Suction and dildos.

He went through the normal sites and couldn’t find anything. Then, a freak of luck, he stumbled across the House of Gord.

Gord had died, but his videos were still offered, and the people running it had made blueprints of some of his contraptions and were offering them for sale.

He went through a couple of them, pretty simple for a guy with his talent. The materials were fairly commonplace. He could get 90% of the stuff at home Depot. The other 10% he could find at specialty shops. Or, if necessary, he could build what he needed himself.

He went through the catalogue of machines that Gord had invented and studied his methods. He watched a few of the videos. Man, those were wild.

A woman mounted on the front of a truck, pretzel-ized, her pussy like a hood ornament and a dildo machine pumping into her.

A woman hauled up to the top of a barn, turning in the wind, arranged like a life sized, human butterfly.

Machines built inside a studio, with tubes and dildos and…he found it. He found the machine that Shirley had described, and he studied it closely.

The waist bent over a bar, the legs kept apart by a spreader bar. The body tilted so the pussy, or the cock, was pointing upward, and the ‘victim’ was half upside down.

The arms were extended to the sides, little square arrangements of pipes keeping the arms from bending back, from getting free. Once in no one was going to get out unless that were released. This was Houdini’s wet dream.

Then there were the two machines that did the heavy lifting.

One machine was arranged over the butt. It pointed a dildo downward. It could be put into an asshole or pussy, depending on what the person operating the machine wanted. What the sex of the person in the machine demanded.

There were three suction tubes. One for the penis, or the pussy, two for the nipples. The cups the tubes led to, that were attached to the body for the sucking, came in various sizes. One could, for instance, place a big suction cup on the boob. Or there were little suction tubes of the nipples. There was even a way to have the suction tubes on the nipples while inside the suction tubes to the boobs.

Lance shook his head. Even though he wasn’t a believer in the supposed immense sexual satisfaction promised by the machine, he admire Gord’s genius.

What kind of sick, twisted, demented—

“How’s it going?”

Mia was behind him, and she put a hand on his shoulder.

“I don’t see any problems. It is intricate, though. I can get most of the material at Home Depot, but there’s a few things I’ll either have to special order or fabricate.”

She leaned on him, looked over his shoulder, pressed her large tits on his shoulder blade. She reached under his arm and into his lap. She had his dick out and was stroking it gently.

“Oooh. Fabricate. I like that word. It’s sort of like fornicate.”

Lance’s penis was hard in an instant, and then he felt her rubbing one of his nipples with her free hand.

“Oh, fuck, lady.”

“Not until you get this beast working.”

“Oh, please. I haven’t had any for a while. I’ve already agreed to do it, and…I need some relief.”

“And you’ll get some.”

He looked at her.

She added, “On the machine. You can have the first ride. Can you see it now? Your asshole filled, your nippies being tugged, your cock being sucked. The minutes pass, you’r eon the edge, but you can’t…can’t…and you try harder. You struggle, you move your hips a little, the dildo works fine, your dick is getting the big, plastic blow job, and your nipples. Oh, my God! Your nipples are getting long and stiff, and finally…finally…WHOOSH!”

She made a flowering motion with her hands.

He said, “Or you could do me now.”

She left the room laughing.

Lance headed for Home Depot that afternoon.

He purchased the pipes necessary to hold the body, and some foam sleeves to cushion the waist.

He bought extra pipe and lots of little joints to make the squares that held the arms. He was going to have to cut the pipes down to size, but that was ok. He was good at cutting pipes and threading them.

He went to a specialty shop and purchased almost exactly the same type of machines that Gord had used. He was going to have to cut tubing to length, and he went to a glass blower to get the suction cups.

He bought electrical wiring and connectors. He bought little plastic bumpers so the glass cups wouldn't into the flesh.

It was a pretty successful trip, and he only had to order a couple of things on the net.

But that night, in spite of his willingness to undertake the task, and the progress he had made, Mia merely stroked him for a while, kissed him and told him how wonderful he was, then turned over and went to sleep.

Damn woman!

The next day he worked on where he was going to make the machine in the house.

He selected a corner of the garage. He ran wire for an extra electrical outlet. He made the frame of the machine, then bolted it to the floor. He set up the machines and even turned them on to check how it was going.

Everything was fine.

He began making the little squares of pipes for the arms, and attached them to the frame.

He built a spreader bar with leather straps and fixed it to the frame.

“Hey, Mia? Could you come here?”

Mia opened the kitchen door and looked out. “What you need, honey?” She was smiling. She loved it when her bullying ways worked.

“Come stand in the thing. I need to size the spreader bar.”

She frowned. “Yeah, right. I get in the spreader bar, you have me at your mercy, my legs all spread and my pussy hanging out. Then you slap my ass, screw it, and laugh at how clever you are. I don’t think so.”

Damn! She knew him too well.

“Well, I do have to check the spreader bar.”

“Okay. I’ll put you in it.”

He didn’t have much choice, so he glumly stepped up to the machine.

Mia walked out and fastened his legs to the spreader bar. Then she insisted he put his arms into the little square pipe set ups.

He grumbled, but he did. He was actually a little curious as to how this thing was going to work.

Mia checked and made sure he wasn’t going to be able to get his arms loose.

“Oh, I like this,” she grinned. She grabbed his groin, reached between his legs from behind and grabbed a big hunk of sex.

“Oh, crap,” Lance grunted. “Man, that feels good.”

“Best sex in the world,” she said. “Do you believe me now?”

He didn’t, but he wasn’t in a position to argue. Instead, he said, “Now the trick is to lift my feet. I’m pretty well balanced, and I should turn on the  center bar and reach a position where everything is accessible, and the blood doesn’t rush too badly to my head.”

Mia carefully lifted the spreader bar. Lance had measured carefully, and the balance was near perfect. He slowly flipped over, His butt was in the air, his legs spread so he couldn't close them. His top half was over the bar and half upside down. Perfect access to his penis and balls, and to his nipples.

“All right,” he exulted. “I do good work.”

“You sure do,” said Mia, and she began unzipping him.

“Hey? What are you doing?”

“I’m checking the viability of the possibility that the probability of the statistical expectation for chances of a likelihood of a successful transition of the angle of your asshole.”

“What?” Lance was flailing a bit, but Mia was holding his package now and not letting him get back to a standing position.

She put a hand on him and began stroking him. “How does this feel?”

“Hey, uh, good, but…”

She poked a finger at his pucker and he yelped.

She kissed one cheek and giggled. “I already like this. Do you think you can cum in this position?”

Her hand was moving fairly fast and he was erect and feeling it.

“I…uh…no.”

“Hah! You lie! You’re just looking for a cheap squirt!”

“Please!” he begged as she slowed down. “Finish me off!”

“Nah. I don’t think so.”

She stood there for long minutes, laughing, and rubbing the bottom of his glans, that very sensitive spot. He would get close, start jerking, then she would stop and let him recover.

“Is the blood going to your head?”

“Yes!”

“Does it hurt.”

He didn’t say anything. It was a distraction, and it would distract him enough to prolong the sex, but it didn’t really hurt.

“Good.”

She finally let go and he was able to turn over and get his feet to the ground.

She helped him get his arms loose, then she bent and got his ankles out of the spreader bar.

He stood up, his pants around his ankles, his penis and face more red than a stop sign.

“That was mean,” he whined. He was a little dizzy and felt fatheaded from being partially upside down.

“It was fun. Besides, aren’t you going to want to get me in that thing?

He was silent after that. Yes, he certainly would, and he began to see the possibilities for the weird contraption.

There was still a lot of work to do on the thing, but mostly little things. Checking tolerances on the swing, making sure the cushioning sleeves and other things were not going to come loose, and connecting the motors properly.

But it was coming together. It was only a couple of days and he walked proudly into the kitchen, poured himself a congratulatory drink, and toasted himself.

“I came, I saw, I conquered.” He hoisted a bourbon and Coke in the direction of the machine and sipped.

“It’s done?”

“You betchum, Red Ryder.”

Mia grinned. “I want to see!”

They adjourned to the garage and Mia walked around the machine.

It was a beaut. Lance was a craftsman, and all edges were sanded and painted. The machines for the dildo and the suction tubes were gleaming and ready to be turned on. The various tubing and wires were just right, and the machine looked thoroughly professional.

Mia felt the pipes, the tubing, inspected the glass suction bowls. “This is work of art.”

“Yep,” Lance was sitting on the stool in front of his work bench, sipping his drink and smiling.

“Let’s take it for a test run,” she faced him with a gleam in her eyes.

On one hand, he wanted to, on the other hand, he couldn’t.

“Why not?” she blurted.

“I need to check tolerances, make sure everything is working properly. i can’t do that while I’m in the machine. You’re going to have to take a ride first, I’ll make sure everything is working properly, then you can watch over me.”

She glared at him suspiciously. “I know what you’re planning!”

He sighed. “Honey, I’m actually innocent this time. I would like to, but I really do need to check the machine while somebody else is in it.”

She wasn’t happy; she didn’t trust him, and for good reason, he hadn’t cum in a while.

“Okay, I’ll get in the machine if you lock yourself up.”

“Mia!”

“I mean it.”

Sighing at the mule headedness of women everywhere, Lance went to the bedroom and took out the chastity tube.

He got naked and tried to put it on, but he was a little chubby down there.

He walked back out to the garage and grinned. “I’m too big.”

“Oh, well, we’ll fix that.” She grabbed him by the nuts and started spanking his weenie.

“Hey! Ow!” He tried to get away, but she had him solid. He tried to stop her hands from landing on his poor dingus, but she managed to keep getting shots through.

“Stop it! Don’t!”

But her slaps worked, and shortly his dick was shrunken. She giggled and put the ring around his package, then slipped the chastity tube over his penis.

“I love this thing,” she quipped. “We really should use it more often.”

“I’m throwing it away right after we’re done here.” But he wasn’t serious. He hated it, but it was a thrill and a half.

“Then I won’t take it off. Ever.”

He grinned. “But you’ll have to when you get me on the machine.”

She frowned. There had to be a way.

“Okay, are you ready?”

She sighed nervously, eyed the machinery and the pipes and the tubes. “I guess so.”

Mia took off her clothes and stepped up to the machine.

Lance put the spreader bar on her ankles and grinned as he looked up at her pussy.

“I sure do love this,” he said, sliding a finger down her labia.

She shivered and said, “Hey, we’re just testing this gizmo.”

“Yeah. Testing.” He reached his hand between her legs and cupped her mons.

“Fuck,” she grunted, and he fingered her a little.

“Come on, bitch,” she said breathlessly. “Let’s get this done.”

Laughing, he helped her get her arms through the little pipe squares. She was truly caught now. Now even Houdini could have gotten out. Her arms were stretched, her legs were spread, and her pussy was on display.

He moved up behind her and pushed his groin against her butt. His weenie was going bonkers in the cage, but it felt so good.

“Are you sorry you locked me up?” he chuckled.

“No! Now get on with it.”

He just laughed and began setting the suction cups in place.

First, he turned the machien on very low, then attached one big bowl to one breast, and another bowl to the other breast.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered as the suction took a hold. While it wasn’t working the nipples directly, the feeling of having her tits totally grabbed and pulled was downright intoxicating.

Lance angled the dildo up to her pussy, spread a thick glob of lubrication over it, and turned the machine on.

Mia’s eyes went wide, then she started moaning.

“Nice?”

“Oh, holy, mother, fuc—“

Lance stepped back and watch. She hung in the contraption, half turned over, her butt higher than her head, her breasts sucked and stimulated, her pussy being rammed and jammed with a mechanical thoroughness, her moans rose up.

“Oh, God! Oh, please!”

Her eyes took on a glazed look and her whole world became the in and out of the dildo.

Lance finished his drink. “Call me if you need me. I’m going to make another drink.”

He went into the kitchen, kept the door open and listened.

Chugga chugga, very softly, and the sounds of Mia crying out in happiness.

He smiled and fixed his bourbon and Coke, then returned to the garage.

Mia was having orgasms. Lots of them. Big ones.

Lance settled down on the stool in front of her and watched.

He watched how the valves opened and closed in the tubes leading to her breasts. Too bad she wasn’t lactating. Then he wondered if they did this long enough, would she start lactating?

He had heard of such things, and wouldn’t it be interesting?

Finally, after a half hour, she started grunting, and she wanted to be let loose.

He stopped the machine, freed her arms and legs, and helped her get her feet on the floor.

She could barely stand. Her legs were shivering and buckling and he kept hold of her and helped her into the house.

“Oh, God. Oh, God,” she kept muttering.

He sat her down on the couch in the living room and went to get her a drink. When he came back she was passed out.

And she had the biggest smile on her face.

So there it was. A sex machine guaranteed to shiver his timbers. He went out to the garage and walked around it.

He checked connections, inspected the tubes and wires. Shook the pipes. It was a solid hunk of whatever it was.

A suckmobile? A rammer jammer super suckmobile with all the bells and whistles?

He grinned. He would have to make a name plate for his new vehicle, and maybe a license plate.

Heck he could probably sell them, make an indecent profit, until the state discovered they could be taxed. Taxed to the tune of how many orgasms per mile.

He chuckled.

Then he knew he wouldn’t do such a thing. He wasn’t into assembly line manufacturing.

Finally, he turned off the light and went into to bed.

About three in the morning Mia stumbled in from the couch and crawled in next to him. She didn’t say anything, just put her arms around him and went back to snoring.

“Good morning!” Mia was up and at ‘em, and she was about as happy as he had ever seen here.

She was whistling, got dressed, kissed him multiple times, and headed out to make a big plate of sausage and tatter tots.

HE came out, feeling okay, and a bit proud of his machine, and poured a bit of syrup on the pigs and taters, and chowed down.

“That was incredible,” she said as she ate, so excited that she actually talked with her mouth full.

“I felt so filled up, and it kept going and going. And my tits, do they look bigger?”

Grinning, he shrugged. “Maybe.”

She ignored his answer and said, “Well, they feel bigger. And my nipples feel like they’ve been pulled out another inch.”

Another inch? he thought. So they’re what, two inches? Pretty big for nips.

“And when the orgasms started it blew my mind. At first I was like, okay, this is it, so what. But then they started, a long string of them. Pop, pop, pop, pop. And I thought, well, this is better, but it’s still just small orgasms.

“Then they started to get bigger and bigger. Suddenly I felt like I was in a washing machine, the heat turned up, spinning over and over, and my head felt like it was expanding, getting bigger and bigger, and those orgasms wracked my body, Big, tremendous shivers that stayed in my body, recycled with each orgasms, bigger and bigger.

“I swear, I actually forgot my own name. I wasn’t married and didn’t live here, I was lost in a space made of orgasms. I couldn’t do anything but feel those earthquake size tremors running through my body.”

She went on and on and on, grinning gleefully, her words stumbling over themselves they were in such a hurry to get out, to describe her experience.

And, finally, “You’ve got to try it.”

Lance nodded. “Been thinking about that.” And he had, the size of the bulge in his pants was proof of that.

“Tonight?”

He nodded.

The day went slowly, but most enjoyable.

Mia was a woman who often had an edge to her. Not mean and bitchy, but sometimes a bit snappy and surly.

Not this day.

This day she was satisfied, and in every sense of the word.

She laughed at jokes and even made her own. She cooked, didn’t allow herself to get distracted. She was a good cook when she put her mind to it.

And she kept hugging Lance. Just like before they were married. Before the reality of bills and work and the trials and tribulations of the every day world whittled her down.

She was rejuvenated.

Lance loved it. This was why he had married her, because of who she was, because of the delight she brought to his table.

So he hugged her back, kissed her, and thoroughly enjoyed the building lump in his pants.

Heck, he was going to get his tonight.

And, after dinner, and a desert of sherbet ice cream, orange, his favorite kind, Mia finally removed the chastity tube and took him out to the garage.

Lance couldn’t keep the grin off his face as he dropped his clothes in a pile and stepped up to the machine.

Mia laughed at his boner. It was ridiculously big.

She put his ankles in the spreader bar and he leaned up against the center pipe. The sleeves of foam made the thing almost comfortable.

He slipped his arms through the little pipe squares and she arranged them and fastened them. He was now spread eagled and ready to roll.

She lifted him by the spreader bar and his weight shifted and moved him into the semi-upside down position. He could feel the blood rushing to his head, but it wasn’t bad.

“Wow,” he muttered, looking at the world a little upside down.

She put the little bowls on the tubes and started the sucking machine up. She attached the suction devices to his nipples. Immediately his nipples were pulled, sucked, and, man, did it feel good.

She maneuvered the dildo machine to his butt. “I know you don’t want to get fucked up the butt for an hour or two, so I’ll just put it at your butt hole. You can push back and get a little if you feel like it.”

She giggled as she inserted the head of a small dildo into his anal ring.

Lance gasped. Feeling that thing poking into him was a tease, and he suddenly wished he had just told her to to put it in the ram and jam mode.

But, no. First time test drive. That could come later.

Now came the fun part. She had a long tube attached to the suction machine, and this one had a bigger tube that fit over his penis.

The suction started immediately. He could see a little valve flapping away, and he began getting an amazing blow job.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

Mia stood next to the machine, watched the suction suck his dick, the dildo give little jerks into his asshole, and his nipples looked so cute. They were elongated and getting stretched out, and she knew how that felt.

“God,” she said, rubbing her pussy. “This has already got me horny.” She walked over to the work bench and picked up the penis gag. She returned to Lance.

“You’re going to be howling in a while, and I don’t want to disturb the neighbors. So…”

She put the penis gag in his mouth and fastened the strap behind his head.

“Mpppophmm!” Lance said, his eyes wild, but…it was okay. It was okay.

“See you in a while, big boy.” She patted his ass and went back into the house.

Lance was in heaven. He was getting his button tickled, his nipples played with, and his cock sucked. He was naked and bent over, and it was amazingly submissive. What was best was that he couldn’t do anything about it. All he could do was lay there, half bent over, and take it.

Sexual pleasure.

Turned up to the max.

Damn, Shirley had been right about this one.

This was the ultimate sex machine!

Inside the house Mia headed for the bedroom. She stripped her clothes off, got out her big vibrator, the one that plugged into the wall and didn’t need those short-lived batteries, and went to work.

She rubbed the tip up the seam of her labia. She tickled her back hole. She pulled on her nips.

Her nips were still sensitive from the night before, and her pussy was mighty glad to head for orgasmland again.

Soon she was pumping furiously, digging deep, and the orgasms started up.

In the garage it was silent. Nothing was happening except the rhythmic chugga, chugga of the machine. A pretty quiet chugga, chugga.

Then Lance caught a blink of motion out of the corner of his eye. He turned his head, tried to ignore the bliss swallowing him, and saw…the cat.

The cat was named, appropriately enough, ‘Pussy.’

And Pussy was a bitch, never came when she was called. Always under foot. Yowled at odd times, and…Lance put up with her because she was Mia’s little love and joy.

More motion, and through the sexual haze that had enveloped him he saw the cat approach the machine.

Go away, he thought.

But he couldn’t speak because of the penis gag.

“Phmmmph!”

But it was soft, and the cat walked under him. Its long tail tickled his nose.

“Phmmmph! Phmmmph!”

The cat ignored him and rubbed up against the machine that powered the penis pump.

The switch was right there, sticking out.

Click.

Chugga chugga went to chig chig chig chig chig chig….

The suction tube on his penis worked harder, it sucked harder.

“Phmmmph!” He tried to yell. This wasn’t comfortable. He need to stop the machine!

“Phmmmph!”

And the cat merely said, “MEOOOW!” which was catspeak for ‘fuck you,’ and sauntered away.

In the bedroom Mia was breathless, she had had a dozen cums, and each one better. But she knew she was done. She had been screwing herself for an hour, and she was done. She could take no more.

She let go of the vibrator and lay breathing hard. She better check on Lance.

She got out of bed, pulled on her old robe, and headed out to the garage.

Lance was screaming. He had squirted into the vacuum tube, and that had been nice, but now the tube was filled with dark red.

There was blood in the tube, a lot of it, and he was feeling pain. Pain like that damned cat had used his peeny for a scratching board.

He screamed, and he screamed, and he screamed…but the penis gag muffled his terrified voice.

Mia looked out the front door. Oh, the newspaper was in the driveway. She went out the front door and headed for the driveway.

She was smiling, thinking of how much fun Lance must be having.

She held the robe and bent at the knee and picked up the newspaper.

“Hi, Mia.”

Mia turned. It was Gwen, her neighbor.

“Hi, Gwen, how’s it going?”

“Pretty good. You know, there was a sale down at Kohl’s today, and I got the cutest little…”

In the garage the pain had ended. But not because the machine had stopped. Lance had stopped. He had lost consciousness.

The tube was pulling blood out of the mangled remains of his penis. The catch tube for liquid that the machine might extract—it had originally been designed for milking cows—was filled and started overflowing.

The blood spattered on the floor of the garage and started draining downslope to the door. It pooled, then went under the door.

Outside the garage the blood made a tiny stream. It wend its way towards the two women, then reached Gwen’s slippers. A moment later it touched Mia’s bare foot.

“What the fuck?” Mia lifted her foot and looked down.

Her brow furrowed and her mind tried to sort through the liquid that was dark in the poor light, but which, as she lifted her foot and examined it more closely, was red.

Little connections took a while to work in her mind, but she finally figured it out.

“Blood?”

Gwen: “It’s coming from your garage!”

It only took a few steps, and was quicker than running through the house. Mia opened the garage door and gasped.

Next to her, Gwen gave a little yelp, a half scream.

Lance hung unconscious, his penis was shredded, blood was overflowing the catch bucket.

“Lance!” she screamed, and she ran to turn the machine off.


Part Two

Lance woke up in a white room, with white people, and machines that went beep…beep…beep.

He felt wonderful, like he was on cloud 9. He wondered why Mia was staring at him with such a sad look on her face.

Then he sort of remembered being bent over and screaming, but it was like a surrealistic memory.

A white person stepped up to him and he discerned a face, dark hair, glasses.

Oh, a doctor.

And the other white people were nurses.

And they were all watching him like he had farted during a sermon.

“Hi?” he grinned dopily.

Mia just collapsed onto him. She was standing next to the bed, and she fell half onto the bed, draped herself over him, and a white person tried to get her off.

“I’m sorry! I just stopped to talk for a minute! It’s all my fault!”

Then the nurses had her up and moved her back.

The doctor, the guy with thick glasses and dark hair moved up to him. Took his wrist and felt it.

“Takes a lickin’ and keeps on tickin’,” murmured Lance.

“Good afternoon, Lance.”

“Sure is. What’d you give me?”

“Just a little something for the pain.”

“I don’t have any pain. What pain?”

But the doctor put his stethoscope on Lance’s chest and listened.

Lance giggled. He wanted to speak into the stethoscope like it was a microphone.

Listened. To his heart. To the whistle of air through his lungs.

He looked into Lance’s eyes and said, “Mmm.”

“Mmm?” asked Lance.

The doctor nodded to a nurse, and everything faded.

Lance had dreams, but they were sort of unreal, which is sort of redundant. They were shadowy, cartoony things. Mia. The doctor. His third grade teacher.

Then there were no dreams, and he awoke.

He wasn’t goofy this time, but he knew he was sedated. He could think somewhat clearly, but there was just a layer of cotton over everything.

“Hello, Lance. How are we feeling?”

“We?” Lance muttered. “Do I have worms?”

It was an old joke, a bad joke, but the doctor smiled wanly.

“Not exactly. Any pains or aches? Any visual problems? Any…” the doctor went on asking, and Lance kept shaking his head in the negative.

Mia was sitting in a chair next to the bed, and she looked like somebody had just killed her cat.

And he remembered something about a cat, yelling at it, but…not yelling. Something was wrong and the cat had just sneered at him and walked away.

But what had the cat done?

Mia reached out and took his hand, but didn’t say anything.

Lance remembered her crying out some sort of apology, but he didn’t know what for.

The doctor finished asking questions, Mia squeezed his hands, then the doctor said, “Well, Lance, you’ve had quite an accident.”

“I did? what’s the other car look like? I don’t remember driving…” but he remembered something about wanting to make a license plate. A license plate that said something…super duper rammer jammer extra deluxe something…

Mia cried softly.

“You were apparently on a sexual contraption and…”

The doctor kept talking, describing the ultimate sex machine, but he didn’t need to say anything more. Lance remembered.

Building. The pipes and squares. Spreader bar. Milking machine. Milking…milking…and he remembered pain.

But he wasn’t feeling pain right then.

He was…”What was that, doc?”

“I said we had to perform a penectomy. That is an operation where we remove your penis. It was so badly mangled by the…”

Faded away again. It was all a joke, and Lance smiled. Mia had played a joke on him. And the doctor was in on it. They were all in on it. There wasn’t any such thing as a penectomy, and…and who was that wailing? Should they send somebody to give him a sedative or something?

Then he faded.

Lance woke up a third time, and this time he was able to think, to cogitate, and to remember.

He had lost his penis. It had been mangled in the ultimate sex machine, and they had removed what was left.

He was laying in bed and he looked down at his groin. It was under covers and he didn’t feel anything.

But he also didn’t feel the familiar throb of an erection.

He didn’t have morning wood, and he never would again.

Well, he would have to pee in the morning, they hadn’t removed his bladder, but what would he call it? Morning sponge?

“Are you awake?” Mia was sitting next to him, and he realized she was holding his hand. Seemed like she was always holding his hand.

“Hi, honey,” he said, his mind working on multiple levels, some of them quite deep.

He was different now. He wasn’t a man anymore. He would never make love again. Why would Mia want to stay with him?

It was a very sad thought, one that wasn’t effected by the drugs he was still on.

“Oh, Lance. I’m sorry.”

“Me, too. Could you not cry?”

She sniffled, and tried, but occasionally burst out in a sob.

“So I remember some of what the doctor told me. He cut off my dingus. Do I still have balls?”

She nodded.

“Great. I’ll have lots of testosterone, and get horny, but won’t have any delivery system.

“Oh, Lance!” Mia put her head on the bed, against his side, and sobbed.

He let her. Man, that cat had really fucked him up.

Lance was in the hospital for a week. He received lots of chocolates, which he shared with the nurses.

The doctor came in a few times and sat down and just talked with him. Talked about how life wasn’t over, that he could have a penis reconstructed, use some spare flesh and skin, put an air pump device in his balls so he could pump up the prick for use.

But, no. His sensation would be virtually nil.

The nurses came in and checked on him, ate his chocolates happily, and were very circumspect in their talks with him. Apparently only the doctor, and a psychiatrist, were the only ones who were qualified to talk about his missing penis.

Which was silly, for they had never lost a penis, so how would they know?

But he talked to Mia. A lot. And she wasn’t like the doctors, speaking in Latin and sounding so significant and knowledgeable. She was like him, down to earth, and she talked plain.

“So, no babies.”

“The doctors said they could get semen out of your testicles and do one of those egg implant things with me.”

Lance thought that one over. Being a father, but with a huge mental adjustment inside. How would he manage that?

“Where’s the machine?”

“It’s still in the garage. I just covered it up.”

“Well, just leave it there. I’ll take care of it when I get home.”

And, the inevitable, “Should we get a divorce?”

“Oh, honey! No! I love you! And it’s my fault that you lost your penis!”

“No. I made the machine. I let it happen.”

“But—“

“It’s okay. I just want to know what our life holds. Do you want a divorce?”

“No! I love you!”

“What about sex? Do you want somebody else? Maybe a surrogate or whatever they’re called?”

“No! I can’t imagine making love with anybody but you!”

“But I can’t.” He watched her with very calm eyes.

“Honey, we can use dildos, vibrators, whatever!”

He was silent for a while after that. And he was at wit’s end.

After a week Lance went home. He had a bandage on his stub, and his balls were full. That was probably the worst thing. He didn’t feel his penis because it was gone, but he sure felt the urge, the desire. He just didn’t have an erection to show that desire.

Life was different, and it was the same.

He went back to work, and was quite glad he was working at home.

His boss came and talked to him, and said reassuring things.

But Lance could tell what the boss was thinking.

No dick. What the fuck would that be like? How does the poor soul stand it?

The real difference, however, was Mia.

Before she had been a sort of a nag, a bit of a bitch, and sometimes she would be that sweet lovable woman that he had fallen so madly in love with.

Now she was that sweet, lovable woman all the time.

She was back to who he had fallen in love with, and who he wanted to make love to all the time…and he couldn’t. Oh, how cruel were the gods.

One other thing that happened was they discussed his accident a lot, and in depth.

He heard things he hadn’t remembered, and he remembered other things.

One of the things that came up was the cat. “I haven’t seen Pussy in a while.”

“She’s gone.”

That was it, and it was the coldest statement he had ever heard. Not ‘I put her to sleep,’ or ‘I gave her away,’ but a depthless cast to her eyes and the flat statement that held all emotion, and no emotion.

She’s gone.

And Lance shivered.  Remind him not to mess with a pissed off woman.

As time went on Lance realized how changed he was.

He was hornier than ever, and stared at his wife with lust. And couldn’t do a thing about it.

He was much more serious, and when he did smile it was a relief.

He hadn’t just lost his pecker, he had lost a part of his personality.

And sex.

He wanted sex, but could never have it.

He asked Mia to masturbate in front of him. He thought that might help relieve his emotions. He didn’t know why he thought that, he just did, but it didn’t help.

After the last gasp issued from her mouth he just sat there and realized how much he missed sex.

The sex he would never have again. Except…

“Honey?”

“Yes, dear?”

“I remember something about the machine and that night.”

That night. What other night was there?

“Oh?”

“You placed the butt plug against my…me.”

“Yes. Just the tip. I wanted to put the thing in you, but I was a little leery. After all, there is a difference between playing with an asshole and fucking one.

“I remember it made me cum before I…I lost it.”

Lost it. Lost his penis.

“You did?”

“And I’ve been reading. Do you know anything about anal sex?”

“A little, but…”

“Go read. And read a lot.”

An hour later she was back, and she had the most interested expression on her face.

“You want me to try and massage your prostate.”

He nodded.

“With a dick?”

“With something called a prostate massager.”

That night they went to bed and Mia took out a prostate massager. It was about half the size of a dick, and had a curved, bulbous end. They studied it, passed it back and forth, and then Lance said, “Well, time to shit or get off the pot.”

“I hope you don’t shit when I…you know?”

“I know,” he said, and rolled over on his front.

They were naked in bed, and Mia opened up a big jar of lube and began smushing it into Lance’s rectum.

“Zowie, that’s a pretty good feel.”

“You liked it when I put the tip into you.”

“I’m asking for a lot more than a tip now.”

“Well, you got it.” Slowly, her eyes fixed in concentration, she inserted the prostate massager.

Lance felt the desire to piss as she entered, then it waned. He had read the desire to pee accompanied, or preceded, an anal orgasm.

But, no orgasm.

Not that he expected one so soon, but it would have been nice.

He lay there, and he thoroughly enjoyed the penetration. He shivered and twitched and felt a heightened sense of sex.

Sex without a penis.

But he didn’t cum.

A couple of weeks passed, and they continued experimenting with the prostate massager. It was fun, but it was also frustrating.

“I’m getting even hornier, but frustrated. We’re doing everything right, but…why no cum?”

It was Mia who opened the door. “A woman wants something big.

He blinked, and she felt a little thrill. What the heck? What had happened to give her a thrill?

“You want to try a dildo on me? Like a real, life sized pecker?”

She found her self nodding, and there was that thrill again. It was like a very localized hot flash…right in her pussy.

They talked about it, and decided it was worth a try, but they needed more information.

They watched videos on the net. They searched for things like anal sex, pegging, and even came across things like shemale sites, transgender sites, and so on.

Which sites really made Mia think, and turned her on!

So what if he wasn’t a man! There were other sexes he could be.

That weekend Mia brought home a big dildo, it resembled the cock he had once had, and Lance had a good feeling on inspecting the thing.

Could he take it? Could that big thing fit into his rectum?

Well, one way to find out.

That night Lance came to bed, and Mia was already sitting at her vanity table, drinking…and thinking.

“What’s going on? Is there something wrong?”

“Honey. Take your clothes off. I’m going to go make you a drink.’

He undressed slowly, and she was back by the time he was sitting on the side of the bed.

He sipped, and she laid it out for him.

“Lance, the one thing we haven’t figured out is this…when we watch the pegging going on on the net we see a lot of dry, old, shove it to you stuff. The guys just lay there, groan a little, and…eventually they squirt.”

He turned his head slightly and there was a question in his eyes. “So?”

“So the real sex happens when the woman is there, when she is fully made up, even if the woman is a man.”

Lance’s mind started to turn over.

“You’re saying…”

“I’m saying that if you want to get the most out of being fucked like a girl, you have to be a girl.”

“Wear girl clothes.”

“Lingerie, clothes, make up, all the soft things that get a man excited.”

They stared at each other for a long moment, then Mia said, “Lance, sit down at my vanity table.”

It was like he was in a dream as he stood up and sat at the vanity table, and Mia went to work on him.

Lance watched in the mirror as she cleansed his pores and put on primer.

He watched the color disappear from his face, and his face became a canvas, and then the colors started appearing.

Blush, shadow, eyeliner.

The most amazing thing happened. People who have been amputated often say they feel the limb that has been removed. It is called a ‘phantom limb,’ and Lance actually felt like he had a hard on.

He knew it was a phantom hard on, but…he felt it!

He felt other things, too. He felt the heat in his chest, he felt dazed by the sensations that swarmed over him. He felt like electricity was shooting through his chest, particularly around his nipples.

Done with his face, Mia helped him into panties.

He had no nub where his penis had been. At first he had had a bump, but time had reduced that, and now he was flat down there, except for a pee slit and balls.

His big balls, full of semen and now way to get rid of it.

She brushed his hair, put lipstick on his mouth, and watched the excitement grow in his eyes.

Of course. Men are always excited when they play with female things, and there was nothing more female than lingerie and make up.

Finally, done with her decorating, Mia put on a harness, a strap on rig, and snapped the big penis into the socket.

They stood there looking at each other. It was enormous, and frightening, but it was the necessary path if Lance was to get through this terrible time.

“How do you want to do this?” asked Lance.

“I don’t know. You’re the man.”

“Not anymore.”

They chuckled nervously.

“I’ve thought about the machine a lot.”

“You want to get back on the machine?” It was sitting under a tarp in the garage.

“No. But when the machine screwed me I was sort of bent over and…if I could duplicate that position that might…help me.

They got onto the bed and Mia arranged the pillows. Lance worked around, bent over, half rolled, and finally wound up in the half bent over position, his head on the bottom looking up.

Mia moved behind him. “Put your hands out and spread your legs.”

He did, and he was close to the right position.

“Okay,” he said.

Mia stood on the bed behind him and she buttered up his anus.

He could feel the dildo hanging between her legs as it brushed against his buns.

Holy moley, he was about to have sex like a woman! He was bent over and she was about to drive it home!

Then it was too late to think about it. She was pushing down, into him, and his voice rose in a groan.

She was in him. All the way in him. The dildo had fake balls, and he cold them pressed against him. He was getting fucked! then she began to move.


Epilogue

He didn’t get orgasms every time, but he got them enough. Enough to relieve the burning in his balls.

He dressed like a woman all the time, and they were discussing him taking hormones.

The main thing was that he didn’t care about being a man anymore.

He was beyond that silliness.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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