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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I stumbled across the fascination for castration during the course of researching a story, and I was surprised.

Men think about it, seriously.

There are over 600,000 men in North America who have been castrated.

Women think about it for their mates. Sometimes they just want a softer, more accommodating man.

And we won’t even get into the various states and their punishments.

You want to see what happens in the minds of men and women when a man is deprived of his package?

How the subject comes up, what men think of when contemplating it, how women feel when their man is about to become…less.

Here you go.

And, as always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Come on, buddy, you’re going to like this,” Tom called to his mutt from the kitchen.

Buddy came scampering through the house, sliding across the kitchen floor on all fours, trying to stop and failing, and banging his canine head into the door to the garage.

“Oh, my God!” Tom burst into laughter. “Don’t you ever learn?”

His wife, Linda, shook her head sadly. “You men. You really don’t learn.”

“Hey! I didn’t get so anxious to get my nuts cut off that I banged my head into a door!

Linda picked up her purse and checked for keys. “No. You get so anxious for sex you bang your head on the door.”

“Well, yeah. But that’s understandable,” he leered at her.

Tom was a slender five five, just an inch below Linda’s five six. He was a handsome enough fellow, though a bit effeminate. He wore his brown hair long, his penis was short, but he sure did like sex.

Linda wasn’t as enamored by sex. He figured she should be, with breasts as big as hers, and an ass so round and inviting, but…oh, well.

Of course, it may have had something to do with his shortness.

He was four inches long when hard. His balls were even a little small, and he didn’t cum much.

She thought maybe his ‘inadequacy’ was what made him such a horn dog.

She started to walk past him and he suddenly grabbed her and, like a dog, humped her leg.

“Woof woof!” he barked and laughed. “Come on, baby, let’s breed!”

“Heysoos Xristo!” muttered Linda. “Give it a break.”

“Come on, honey, be my bitch.”

She pushed him away and snapped, “I wouldn't think a man going to see a vet about being neutered would be so happy!”

“Hey, it’s Buddy that’s getting neutered. I’ve still got my rock ‘em sock ‘em dinger, and I need to do some dinging!”

She managed to get out of the door before he latched on to her again. Buddy slithered through the door and ran and jumped up and down by the car.

Come on! Come on! Come on! He jumped and banged his nose against the door.

“Damn men,” murmured Linda, opening the door so Buddy could jump into the back seat.

Before she could get into the front seat Buddy had jumped into the front and was barking and wagging his tail.

“Get back!” she said sternly, and she slid behind the wheel.

On the other side of the car Tom got in and fastened his seat belt. He turned to Buddy. “You ready for the great adventure, handsome? You ready lose your nuts? Make mama all proud?”

“I don’t feel proud,” Linda groused, backing the car down the driveway. It’s just something that has to be done.

“Easy for you to say. Wait until we spay you.”

She stopped the car with a savage slam of her foot on the brake pedal. She turned in her seat and faced her husband. “Honey, it’s not me that’s out of control. I think you better realize that before I take you down to the vet!”

“Oooh!” he laughed. “Mean bitch gonna cut my noodle.”

Linda said an unladylike word and continued backing up. Once in the street she hit the gas and tried to ignore Tom.

Tom was twisted around and scratching Buddy’s jowls.

“That’s women for you, handsome. They just don’t understand the truly great things in life. But you do, don’t you. Are you going to miss your pecker? Huh?

Bark! Bark! Tail wagging madly. His long, floppy tongue flapping around and his slobber spraying the back of the car.

They drove through the town, and Linda turned on the radio and the old Lou Reed song came on, Walk on the Wild Side.

But she never lost her head

Even when she was giving head

“See, buddy, no more head for you. You’ll lick yourself and there won’t be anything down there to lick.”

“Will you knock that off?”

“But he’s my friend! I feel for him!”

Linda shook her head. “Somebody’s going to be feeling for you pretty soon.”

Tom just laughed and scratched Buddy’s butt above the tail. Buddy immediately lowered his back legs and began grunting.

“See, pal, that’s women for ya. They try to spoil everybody’s fun.”

Linda just sighed.

They pulled into the parking lot and Tom put the leash on Buddy. they walked into the veterinary clinic and were shown to a back room. in a short while Doctor Lassing entered.

Dr. Lassing was a tall woman, and quite well endowed for that height. She was wearing a white lab coat, however, and all Tom could do was imagine what was under that white garment.

Linda saw him eyeing the doctor’s shape and she nudged him.

Tom shrugged and had a shit eating smile.

“Hi, Buddy. Here, let me get you up on the…there we go.”

Buddy tried to chase his tail on the stainless steel table, his nails clicking frantically on the steel, and Dr. Lassing kept a hand on him. She gently got him to lay down, then reached for a syringe.

She stuck the syringe into a fold of fur and pressed the plunger. In a quick moment Buddy was laying as if asleep, his eyes rolling, his tongue hanging. He was unconscious.

Lassing arranged him on his back and used some rubber tubes to tie his legs apart.

“Is this going to hurt him?” asked Tom, suddenly expressing his true feelings, his worry for his mutt.

“He won’t feel a thing.”

“How about afterwards? Will he miss his…you know?”

“His testicles,” Doc LAssing spoke drily. “You can speak frankly here. And we’re just talking about a body part.”

“Yeah, but it’s a pretty important body part.”

The doc had Buddy tied down now and she looked up at Tom with a wry grin. “Tom, that body part does help him run, and it doesn’t help him sniff. Even his tail is more useful, helping him balance, showing emotion.

“Well, his penis showed emotion.”

Both the doc and Linda looked at each other and chuckled.

“Not a necessary emotion, Tom.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Look, Tom,” The doctor turned to a cabinet and got out the neutering tools, “You’re just having a typical male reaction to seeing an orchiectomy.”

“An orchi-who?”

“Orchiectomy. It’s the removal of the testicles. Also called castration. As opposed to a penectomy, which is the removal of the penis. Or a complete emasculation, which is the removal of everything.”

Tom went over it in his mind.

Lose your balls it is orchiectomy, or castration.

Lose your penis and it is penectomy.

Lose everything and you have been emasculated.

“Geez,” he muttered. “That’s more than I really wanted to know.”

“Why? Does it bother you? Does it bother you that Buddy is going to be castrated? If it does, we don’t have to do it.”

Linda frowned.

“Well, no. He’s a little out of control, humps everything. He even runs away if he can.”

“So you’re really doing him a favor.”

“Well, I don’t know about that.”

“He’s not going to smell a lady dog and run into the street after her and get hit by a car.”

“Well, if you put it that way.”

Linda smiled, “That’s the problem with Tom.”

The Doc blinked, and Tom protested.

“Hey! That’s not—“

“If we put Tom on the table, could you perform a castration or a…a orchie whatever on him?”

“Well, it would be highly illegal. I’d lose my license, but…it’s the same procedure.”

“What are you saying?” Tom’s voice rose.

But Linda was now ignoring him. “Can you go ahead and do your thing here? And don’t mind Tom.” She turned to Tom and grinned. “Unless you wanted to be next.”

Tom was stunned into speechlessness. He was uncomfortable with talking about Buddy being castrated, and now he was being teased, and he didn’t like it!

The Doc shrugged and turned to the unconscious Buddy. She took a knife and held one of his testicles. She made a small incision, then simply pressed on the sack and one of buddy’s testicles popped out.

It wasn’t gross. It wasn’t disgusting. It was just a simple pop, like squeezing a zit, but not as gross, in a weird way.

She did the other one, did a little stitching, and was done.

Buddy lay on his back and slept snortfully.

“Wow,” said Linda, her eyes gleaming. “That was easy.”

“I tell you, it’s just a simple procedure. I do a dozen a week. Dogs and cats, mostly. Though I did do a horse once.”

“What?”

“Yes. The poor thing had cancer of the testicles and we had to try and save him.”

“Did you?”

“Yep,” The Doc smiled. “He’s now grazing out in the pasture with a bunch of mares.”

“Mares?” asked Tom.

“Males tend to be a little softer when they get neutered. They prefer the company of mares.”

“Would that be true of human males?” asked Linda.

“Hey!”

“I suppose so. I haven't neutered any men, but it stands to reason. But you want to know something funny? Something that most people don’t know?”

“Sure.”

“When males have their testicles removed they can still get erect.”

“Really?”

“Sure. They get erect, but it’s not quite as stiff as normal. They can even have sex, and here’s the weird part, they can even ejaculate.”

“What?”

“Sure. It’s not easy, and the sperm is a little watery, but…they can fuck, and even ejaculate.”

“But they’re shooting blanks.”

“Yes.”

The two women stood in thought for a moment.

On the table Buddy whined and kicked a leg.

To one side Tom was looking away, trying not to be involved. This whole subject matter was making him nervous.

“Buddy will wake up in a few minutes.”

“He’ll be able to go home?”

“Sure. Within 24 he’ll be running around and won’t even know he’s lost his marbles.”

Linda giggled, then glanced at Tom. “Lost his marbles, eh? I know somebody else who’s lost his marbles. Or…maybe he should.”

The girls laughed, and Doc Lassing left the room.

“So what do you think, lover?”

“About what?” Tom asked dourly.

“About what we were talking about.”

“I think you girls are mean.”

“Uh oh. Did we hurt your feelings?”

“No! But…you girls were making fun of men, laughing about stealing testicles.”

“Honey! We wouldn’t steal testicles! They’re yours. You would have to agree to losing them before…you know?”

“Yeah, I know.”

Tom sat down and looked at his cell phone. It was obvious he was done with the conversation.

Watching him carefully, her lips pursed, Linda was in deep thought. Tom might be done, but she was just starting.

Sure enough, Buddy was chasing squirrels the very next day. Tom and Linda were watching through the patio window. Linda was thinking. Tom was trying to ignore everything, and forget about the ‘suggestions’ of the day before.

Buddy sprinted for a tree, once again he was too excited, and he ran smack into the oak.

Above him, the squirrel chattered its laughter.

He stood up and walked in a circle, his body a little slanted, then focused on the squirrel again.

“Look at him go,” said Linda.

“Yeah, he’s full of it.” Then Tom realized extra meanings in what he had said and clamped his lips together.

Linda didn’t miss it though. She stood up. “I’ll get us some drinks.”

In the kitchen she filled two glasses with ice chips from the fridge, then poured half Coke and half Wild Turkey. She came back out to the living room and handed Tom his glass.

Buddy was wandering around, sniffing roots, peeing on rocks, and generally being a dog.

Tom and Linda sipped, each with their own thoughts. “He’s normal,” said Tom. He couldn’t stop thinking about Buddy’s lost balls.

“Why wouldn't he be?”

Tom just looked at Linda.

They drank some more, and Linda was content to wait. She could feel Tom about to bust.

“You know,” he finally said, “He used to run around the neighborhood, but we usually got him pretty quick. Do you think he’s a virgin?”

Linda spurted a bit of her drink and laughed. “You’re worried about whether our dog is a virgin?”

“No! But, I wonder…if he never fucked, he doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

“Hmm. Maybe. But are you saying that if he did know what he was missing we made a mistake in having him neutered?”

“I don’t know. I’m just thinking out loud.”

“Tom, if I didn’t know better I would think you’re obsessing on this castration thing a bit much.”

“I am not. I’m just…wondering.”

She turned to him, crossed her long legs and let her dress ride up.

Tom couldn’t help but look down. He could almost see her box and he licked his lips.

Then he looked up at her.

Linda was grinning.

“Tom, you made the remark yesterday that Buddy was out of control. Is there that much difference between you and him? Outside of the fact that you’ve got balls and he doesn’t?”

“I’m not out of control.”

She laughed.

“Well, I’m not. I just appreciate sex.”

“A little too much.”

He frowned, turned his attention to buddy.

“I dare you to go through a day without horning after me, without staring at my ass or trying to cop a feel.”

“Why would I do that?” he asked, turning back to her.

“Just to prove that you’re not a horn dog, like Buddy was.”

“And what would you do if I did lust after you? Have my testicles removed?”

“Tom! I told you! That’s a decision you would have to make!”

“Yeah, but admit it, you’ve been thinking about it.”

“The only reason I think about it is because it’s written all over your face. Ever since we brought Buddy back you stare at his testicles. Or where they were. It’s obvious what you’re thinking about. Heck, you’re more obsessed with his doggy parts than you are with my female parts.”

He shook his head.

“So, can you go through a day without being sex crazy?”

“Sure,” he muttered, hoping that his simple agreement wold be the end of it.

“Okay. Starting now.”

“Wait a minute!”

“For what?”

“I wanted to get a little tonight!”

“You want a little every night, and you usually get it. But this is a real test. Can you, Tom, control yourself and act like a human being. Can you subdue your sexual nature and treat me like a human being, instead of your little sex fuck?”

She was putting sexual innuendos on her speech, and it was like shooting him with sex bullets. She could see that just talking about denying him was giving him a super boner.

“Well, I could, but…”

“Big talker.”

“Damn it! Okay! Starting now, for 24 hours, I won’t have a sexual thought.”

“And that includes Buddy’s condition.”

Tom opened his mouth to object, then thought, why not. He crossed his legs, an unconscious gesture, and drank his Wild Turkey. 24 hours, eh? “Done!”

Then they both just watched Buddy rolling in a little patch of dirt at the bottom of the squirrel tree.

Don’t think of the color purple. But it’s too late. You had to think of purple before you could ‘not’ think of it.

It was that way with sex and Tom. And worse.

Not thinking of sex put him in the frame of mind of always thinking about it.

Oh, he tried, at least for the first hour.

He would find himself thinking about his wife’s beautiful mounds, then chastise himself, No! No! Don’t think of sex! Then think of something else.

A few minutes would pass, and he would be talking with her and he would suddenly be focusing on her beautiful, wonderful, sexy lips. Lips that gave him such wonderful blow—No! No! Not sex!

In all fairness, he did a wonderful job of acting.

Oh, he still had a big boner cropping up, but he was determined, so he used all his will power and tried to think of baseball. But a bat is like a penis, and there are balls involved and he was suddenly visualizing an umpire slicing open the pants of a ball player and holding the balls and screaming, like he was calling a strike, “OFF!”

Off? WTF?

He shivered and thought about spread sheets.

Spread. Like spreading legs. And in between the legs was a pair of balls, and the umpire was pulling them out, a quick flick of a knife, and…it was a pussy!

But what happened to his—

“Fuck,” he whimpered..

“What was that, honey?”

“Oh, nothing,” he spoke blandly, doing his best to hide his agitation.

But the weird thing was he wasn’t really thinking about sex. Except, it was the end of sex.

The conundrum in his mind was that in not thinking about sex he kept getting confused with the image of Buddy losing his chestnuts.

Watching him surreptitiously, Linda held in a snicker.

He was good, but she had years of observing Tom, and she could see how much trouble he was having.

Well, good. She was a little tired of his constant grab ass, begging for sex bullshit.

She liked sex, but not that much, and she wanted a break. A long break. She was actually pleased with how their life had progressed since taking Buddy to the doctor.

That was when she started contemplating Tom seriously. She sat and read a magazine, but was using her peripheral vision to watch his groin.

Nothing. Throb, throb. Something. A bulge.

The bulge might wane a bit, but only for seconds. Literally, seconds. Then that familiar pulsing pushed his pants out.

She had read somewhere that men have a sexual thought every seven seconds.

Man, that was certainly true.

If, of course, it was sexual thoughts that were causing him to pulse down there.

That was when she started considering how he seemed to be worse, if that was possible, since Buddy’s trip to the doc.

Then she looked up at his face.

He was reading a book. Not one of those Grace Mansfield books, but a dry looking thing about computer language.

Computer language, if there was anything not sexy that would be it. Bill Gates probably hadn’t had a stiffie since puberty.

Yet, Tom still had the bulge.

And his face looked…sweaty. Sort of desperate. Lord, her husband really had a problem.

“What are you looking at?” he asked, looking up at her.

“Just thinking about how handsome you are.”

“Well, knock it off.”

She smiled wanly, “Having trouble, are we?”

“I’m not thinking about it.”

She nodded and went back to reading her fashion magazine. But in her mind she imagined Tom with a totally smooth front. No bulge. And under the clothe a mons. Smooth flesh. Hairless. And that surprised her, for it made her breath harder.

And she felt an unusual, moist, pulsing sensation between her thighs.

Oh, my!

The day passed. Tom worked at home, and he got a lot of work done. He kept pushing aside sexual thoughts and focusing on work.

He was stunned by the number of sexual thoughts he had. Sometimes he didn't even have sexual thoughts, he just had a throbbing boner and it was all he could do to not push down on it and whine.

And he did push down and whine a couple of times, when Linda wasn’t looking.

Am I really that bad? he thought.

Yes, he answered himself.

It was discouraging to realize that his wife was right, and that he was out of control.

Like Buddy had been.

He looked down to where Buddy was curled up. and watching him.

It hadn’t been long, but Buddy was the same, and he was different.

He had all the old Buddy energy. He chased the squirrel all morning.

But he wasn’t humping legs and dragging his spread legs across the lawn to masturbate.

Tom had a vision of himself, dragging himself across the lawn, feeling his dick against the grass.

Could he get off doing that?

Buddy could.

But…Buddy looked ridiculous.

How ridiculous would he look trying to get off by dragging his package through the grass?

Damn! No! No!

But a minute later he was sitting back in his swivel, apparently contemplating the work on his computer, but really folding his legs and trying to stifle his weenie. Damn thing was like a volcano that kept trying to erupt.

He went back to work.

After dinner he and Linda watched a movie. Curled up on the couch, her in his arms, watching a chick flick. It was her night, so he had to watch the love and mush stuff.

Damn. Nobody getting shot or exploding. Nobody chopping a leg or arm or head off with a bloody machete.

He sighed.

Her hand was on his thigh.

He throbbed.

She looked up at him and smiled. “I know it’s tough, but you’re a good man.”

“I’m okay,” he returned.

But he wasn’t. He was a horn dog, and he was coming to grips with that fact.

But it was exciting to hold her, and not touch her.

Her touching him, and him not responding, it was a purer feeling.

Love? Not lust?

That was an eye blinker for him.

Getting ready for bed. He usually liked to sleep naked, but now he was afraid to. He was afraid to show his wife his boner. He didn’t want her to see his weakness. He wanted to be pure for her.

What weird thoughts.

But there was nothing he could do about the big stiffie he showed as he stripped out of his clothes.

“Do some exercises,” she suggested. “Take your mind off it.”

He did some jumping jacks, but his package flopped up and down, reminding him of what he wasn’t supposed to think about.

Then he tried to do push ups, but…his weenie kept touching the floor, again, reminding him of what he wasn’t supposed to be reminded of.

When he looked up Linda was grinning.

“It’s not funny,” he groused.

“I know, honey. But you’re trying, and that’s what counts.” She tried not to grin, but it was hard, and her mouth was curved upward and every once in a while her lips writhed as she read her magazine.

He tried sit ups, but every time he bent over to touch his elbows to his knees he was face to face with his traitor, his cock.

Finally, he lay back and just lay there.

“What’s the matter, hon?”

He admitted it. “I’ve got a problem,”

She twisted around and lay across the bed. She wasn’t being sexual, but her breasts hung half over the edge of the bed and he tried not to look sat them.

“Well, you can’t fix a problem unless you know it’s there.”

“But what do I do? Today I tried not to think of sex, and I worked twice as hard, I did two days of work in one. But even then, thoughts kept popping up. I wold see sexual things in my mind.”

“It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not! I never realized how bad I was until now. How do you put up with it?”

“With having sexual thoughts? Women just don’t have as many as men.”

“No.” He gulped. “With me. How do you put up with me?”

“Love.”

He stared up at her, and for a moment, just a bare moment, in spite of her large breasts bulging over the edge of the bed, in spite of her beautiful face and scintillating eyes and red lips, he saw her.

Not the sex her, but the her her. The love her.

Heysoos, he breathed.

Then he was back to obsessing on her charms, and his penis quivered in the air and wanted to shoot.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m going to do it.”

“Do what?”

“I will not think of sex. I won’t even initiate sex. That’s up to you. When you want it. Until then, no matter how many boners I get, I won’t bring up the subject, I will try to suppress my horn dog nature. I will try to be a human being and focus on love instead of…of…”

“Lust?”

“Lust. My base nature. My out of control self.”

Linda nodded and bit her lip. This was working out even better than she had thought. “I’ll try to help. What do you want me to do? Do you want me to dress less provocatively? To wear a robe more and cover up my tits? What can I do?”

“Hell. Dress even more sexy. Flaunt it, show it off.”

“But—“

He held up a hand. “First, this is a test. There is no test if you dress down. You go right ahead and dress sexy, as sexy as you can. You can even touch me anywhere you want. Test me.”

“And second?”

He heaved a sigh. “Just because I’m an out of control horn dog doesn’t mean you should suffer. You shouldn’t have to modify your behavior just to suit an out of control horn dog.”

She nodded. “Honey, I’m proud of you.”

At that moment they both heard it.

Wew wew wew! It was buddy, whining at the back door.

“Damn it,” said Tom, getting to his feet, his boner bobbing up and down. “When is that dog going to learn how to use the doorknob?”

Linda laughed as he padded through the house, but she wasn’t laughing  at the thought of Buddy standing up and pawing at the doorknob. She didn’t know why she was laughing.

But something felt really, really right.

The days passed and Tom did his best. He tried to look at his wife’s eyes  and not her boobs when she was naked and talking to him. She dressed so that her boobs hung out, and it was a very free feeling. She had always wanted to dress so freely, but Tom’s ‘condition’ had always forestalled her from doing that.

She felt good.

And Tom, true to his word, was not humping her leg or leering and drooling and acting like a typical man.’It was refreshing.

And, for the first time in a long time, since they had been married, Linda started showing more affection.

She hugged him out of the blue. Kissed him just to kiss him.

And left him stunned and dazed and wondering.

What was happening to him?

He was happier!

More desperate, but…happier.

Weeks passed, and Linda initiated sex.

One night she turned to him, kissed him deeply, and he knew what she wanted.

Before it was always what he wanted, and she was resigned.

Now it was what she wanted, and she wasn’t doing it because she had to. She was doing it because she wanted to.

He responded quickly. His boner, always at the ready, was never more ready.

“Easy, lover,” she whispered, holding him in her hand, brushing her lips across his.

“I’m trying,” he gulped.

“I know.”

She pulled his head to her breasts and he sucked on her nipples. She groaned and arched her back, and he shot in her hand.

Squirt. Squirt. Squirt.

And it was done.

He moved his back and stared at her in horror. “Oh, my God1”

“That’s okay, honey,” she hid her disappointment.

“But, I…after all this…and I didn’t even…”

“Hush,” she whispered. Then, “Get my vibrator out of the drawer.

Her vibrator. Her best friend when he was not available. She didn’t tell him that she had been using it a lot during their marriage, and more than ever since he had started trying to control himself.

Shamed, he slid out of bed and got her vibrator.

She was horny now. She had been cheated out of the weenie, and she wanted some.

She kicked the covers off the bed and lay, spread, and her voice rasped sexily, “Do me, honey. Make my pussy sing.”

It was a thoroughly erotic moment, in spite of him having just lost control of his sperm. He stared at her pink slit. He moved in between her legs and parted her labia with one hand. He touched the vibrator to her clitoris, and she groaned and arched her back again.

Yes. She was hot.

He moved the tip up and down the length of her snatch. He inserted it an inch.

“Oh, fuck, yes!”

And he realized: It’s bigger than me!

It was a sobering moment. It was an honest moment.

Always he had thought, it’s big enough. I get her off, though sometimes he suspicioned he didn’t, and that she was just faking it.

But now he didn’t fool himself. He watched how, as he pressed the tool deeper into her, how she grabbed her tits and pulled on them, the expression of rapture on her face, and he knew that he had been cheating her.

He twisted and plunged, pulled and tilted, and watched in amazement as she acted like she had never acted under his dick.

She likes the plastic better than the meat!

Then she was crying out, pulling him up to her, holding him, crying, and then….slipping into a deep sleep.

He lay in her arms, and he knew: I’ve got to do something about this.

But he wasn’t sure what.


Part Two

Tom was a man with a problem.

He still had his overwhelming lust, even though he kept it under tight wraps.

His dick just wanted to go off at all times.

In addition, he now knew that he couldn’t satisfy Linda. Now that he wasn’t squirting his dick all over the place he was guilty of premature ejaculation.

In addition to his PE, he finally admitted that his dick just wasn’t long enough.

How had his wife managed to stand it all these years? His horn dog drooling over her, his inadequate penis…how?

Like all men, Tom, had another problem. Of course the past few weeks he had surmounted that problem, and that was looking at sex on the internet.

Hey, horn dogs like porn. A statement of truth.

But he hadn’t been looking at porn because he was determined to be a better person.

But now he remembered one of the things that had fascinated him on the net.

Chastity.

He had seen the videos. He had read lots and lots of stories.

Men locked up, overcoming their base desires, becoming better human beings.

Or slaves.

Well, he wasn’t so much interested in being a slave as he was in being a better human being.

So he risked a half hour of his purity and explored the concept of chastity.

Not just the videos and stories, but the Christian ethos of being chaste.

To have sex only to make children.

To control oneself and not engage even in onanism.

And he read of people who claimed to have achieved a higher state of existence. Who were free from the impurities of day to day living and lived in a state of grace.

Hmm.

And there was more. A lot more.

Free from immorality. Cleansed of sin. Sex only for marriage, and  the production of children.

Tom sat back in his swivel and put his arms behind his head. He just sat there and thought of his life.

He had started masturbating when he started getting boners. That was a long time ago. And every act of masturbation had chiseled away at his purity, at his sense of self.

He wasn’t a Christian, but this thought of being chaste, of making the act of sex a holy one, reserved only for special times…he got it.

Being a repentant horn dog, he really got it.

“What are you sitting here so gazing far off for?” Linda entered the room and sat int he chair next to his.

“I’ve been reading about chastity. I’ve been thinking about how sex should only be reserved for certain times.”

“Do you want to get a chastity tube?”

He blinked. He hadn’t been thinking that, but now that the idea was out there…he turned to Linda. “What do you think about that?”

“You wearing a chastity device? That’s up to you. I mean, it’s sort of kinky, it turns me on, but…a man’s dick is a man’s dick. What he does with it is up to him.”

“But you’re in this. We’re married, and I need your…I don’t know if it’s approval, but your understanding.”

“I understand. You want to be better than a simple minded horn dog. You want to be a better person. I’m all for that, and whatever method you choose…I’m supportive.”

He pursed his lips and studied his wife, and he studied her in a pure manner.

Yes, tits. Yes, cunt. But so much more. A loving human being who seemed to understand this stuff so much better than he.

“What if I asked you to hold the key, to help control me. To be in charge and only let me out when you wanted.”

She nodded. “I can handle that. But can you handle the frustration of not being able to touch yourself? Of not being able to jack off? Of only being able to hug me and hold me, unless I dictate otherwise.”

Tom thought about all he had read. He thought of all the Christian arguments, and the seeking of a better soul. No. He wasn’t a Christian, but… “Actually, I think that would be good for me…it would…bolster me up. It would help me. And we both know I need help if I’m ever going to control myself.”

“Okay. Order one and we’ll try it out.”

“Try it out for how long?” he asked, merely out of curiosity.

She smiled. “As long as I want.”

He found himself smiling.

He ordered a FYJENNICC HT-V5 Chastity Cage Cock Cage off of Amazon. He chose that one for the simple reason that it had the highest reviews. Of course there were only five reviews, and that might be from company employees, but…he had to start somewhere.

On a Friday night he sat down with Linda and a couple of glasses of bourbon and Coke.

The chastity device was on the kitchen table, harmless, in pieces, and holding tremendous potential.

Tom could feel his excitement boiling. He had never been so hard, which was so odd because he was about to lock up his dingus.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to get that thing on.”

She looked at his groin. It was bulging.

“Take off your clothes.”

He looked up at her, then did as she commanded.

She studied his body as he stood there. He was thin, wiry, and his cock just wasn’t all that much.

His penis, only four inches, stuck straight out. But it was so very hard.

“Okay, if you decide to do this, then I’ll masturbate you so you can get it on.”

“Really?” He thought about impure thoughts and being warned against masturbation. “I don’t know if—“

“Just once,” she said wryly. “I know what you’ve been thinking, Lord knows we’ve discussed it enough, but…one bout of choking the chicken isn’t going to kill you, and we can just consider it a going away party for your little fellow.”

Your little fellow, he thought sadly. Why couldn’t I have been born John Holmes?

“Well, we could, but…I think that defeats the purpose.”

“Your choice. Don’t say I didn’t offer.”

She was wearing a peignoir, her breasts thrusting out. She was fully made up. She had taken to making herself as beautiful as possible. Not just because it was a test for Tom, but because she liked being beautiful, especially now that she could do so without him drooling all over her.

“So how are you going to get small enough to fit inside your new best friend?”

Buddy was sleeping in the corner, chasing cats in his dreams. His legs twitched in running type motions.

“I don’t know. Wait?”

“I’ll drink to that,” Linda hoisted her glass.

So they drank. Within two drinks Linda went to Coke, and Tom poured more and more bourbon into his glass.

“Is drinking this much an example of purity?” Linda asked at one point.

“Ish in a good caush,” he answered. “But you got to promish…you got to put the dingish on my thingish…”

“Okay,” she laughed. She was really enjoying this.

Truth, ever since Tom had started obsessing on being a better human being, and then found an interest in chastity, she had been feeling horny.

But she hadn’t acted on that horniness. She had controlled herself and asked for sex only once a week. Denying him had been so much more fun than sex.

And now she was about to deny him big time. She would have the key, she could sneak and vibe herself off when she felt like it, and she could keep him in his chastity for weeks, maybe even months.

God, did that make her wet!

The night progressed, and finally, Linda suspected Tom wasn’t even aware any more, his penis went down.

She quickly tried a couple of sizes and settled on one that was snug, but didn’t choke. She locked the thing, then hung the key on a gold chain around her neck. The other key she thought about throwing away, but finally decided on hiding it in a shoebox in his closet.

Not her closet, because that was where he would look. He would never expect her to hide the key in his closet.

Giggling, she returned to the table.

Tom was half slumped, his eyes bleary, and she helped him to his feet. “Come on, lover. Time to hit the sack.”

“Yeah.” He looked down at himself. “Fucker’s really gone, isn’t it.”

Linda trembled, her knees suddenly weak. What he had said…gone…holy moley!

She walked him down the hallway, supporting him, feeling an orgasm edging into her.

God! How could this be! She had only locked him up! She hadn’t done anything! She hadn’t touched herself, and yet…and yet…

She stopped just inside the doorway and pushed him up against the wall.

He was drunk, sloppy, but she didn’t care.

He was hers. He was her prisoner. He was hers to do with what she wanted.

And right then she just wanted to kiss him, to hold his now caged package, to feel his body and lust after it.

She wanted that spontaneous orgasm without touching that had almost happened in the kitchen.

That he was drunk and sloppy helped her. It made her even hornier.

“Oh, honey,” he sobbed, and she pushed his head to her breasts.

Lightening lanced through her nipples, and she held her head back and leaned against him, supported herself on him.

“I love you,” he sobbed.

And she came. Just like that. A blast of white hot fever rushing through her body, consuming her, making her shiver and quake and hardly able to stand up.

She held on, sliding half down his body, and found herself on her knees, staring at his chastity tube,

God, it was beautiful. She could see his flesh inside, plastered up against the plastic. The flesh smooth, outlined in white, the cage heating up and looking downright milky in parts.

She struggled to her feet, then led him to bed.

Chastity brought purity, but it also brought struggles.

He was pure, he couldn’t fuck, and Linda didn’t seem too inclined to fuck him.

She sure did like teasing him, though. Teasing got her wet and hot, and she would occasionally have that penetrationless orgasm.

And if she didn’t, she could push the situation with his tongue. Or his fingers.

But, purity notwithstanding, he endured a level of frustration that he had not known could exist.

Every moment of every day was a challenge to his struggling cock.

Still, he forced himself to go on. He suffered through her desire for sex with no penetration. NPA she called it, No Polk Attached.

He found himself taking cold showers and talking to himself.

He exercised, running and biking for hours, repeating the mantra in his mind. No! No! No!

And he found a strange thing happening.

Over the months he felt a sensation growing in his chest. It was as if the sperm in his balls was being transmuted into a glowing golden sensation running up through his chest.

It was funny, one moment he would be laying on the rug, humping the carpet and crying, and the next moment he would be in a rapture, above the need for sex, in a sort of sexually deprived heaven.

It changed the way he behaved.

Self imposed chastity had been one thing, but now that he had no choice, and now that he was getting only one fuck a month—one which he didn’t even really want to partake in, but which he had to for the sake of Linda—he was becoming a totally different person.

It was as if somebody had taken the filters off his eyes and he could see.

He began insisting on opening the door for Linda, even though she drove. He would just open the door, see to her comfort in the driver’s seat, then run around and get in himself.

He held chairs for her.

He was happy, and he wanted other people to feel that happiness, that comfort of the mind that he was experiencing.

He helped out with the housework. A lot.

He would hear the vacuum start up and he would stop what he was doing and run into the living room and insist on taking over.

He found himself doing odd things, like polishing the silverware, or washing the windows on the outside of the house.

And he was happy.

In fact, he was ecstatic.

Just a warm, wonderful feeling suffusing his body.

His cock started to settle down. It still struggled occasionally, but he found himself now able to refuse those impure thoughts.

He simply stood, as if meditating, hung his head, and willed his boner away. Then he raised his head, smiled, and went on with helping with the housework.

His work ethic improved. He was getting twice as much work done, and it was now virtually error free.

It was as if, when his sex was imprisoned, his spirit had been let out.

Linda was also happy. She was getting more sex now than ever before.

“Honey,” she would smile and look at him over breakfast, or during the day, and he would see it in her look.

“Okay,” he would nod happily.

He was being tested, and he was intent on passing the test. He wold experience a single mindedness that he had never before experienced as he lay between her legs and delved deep with his tongue. Or fist.

Or he would fuck her, wearing a strap on, and glory in the look of pleasure emitting from her beautiful eyes.

And life progressed.

Tom was sitting in a chair on the patio, throwing a stick for Buddy. Buddy would happily scamper across the lawn, dive into the bushes, and come trotting back, happy as a dog with a stick, and drop it in his hand.

“Here go, handsome,” and he tossed again. And again and again.

“Hey, honey,” Linda sauntered out with a pair of drinks. As usual, she was wearing a peignoir. A half bra underneath the translucent material showed off her bulging breasts, and the nipples peeked over the edge.

“Thank you,” he smiled at her, and he sipped.

He didn’t drink as much lately. He was so happy, and he just didn’t drink. No need to go searching for relief when he had no problem to seek relief from.

“You know,” he said as she settled into the chair next to him, “I’ll bet if you put drunks in chastity you could make them sober.”

“Ha! Let’s see you get that past the town council.”

“Hell, the Supreme Court.”

They chuckled and watched Buddy jump at a bush where the stick had lodged higher up. He would eventually shake the bush enough that the stick would fall.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Uh oh,” quipped Linda. “Is that wood I smell burning?”

“Har de har,” he said with a satisfied smile.

“So what have you been thinking about.”

“Castration.”

Linda didn’t move. She held her drink. She stared at Buddy.

Tom said nothing. He let the word hang in the air like the bomb it was.

“Tell me about it.”

“I watched Buddy, he’s the one who got this started. Tell the truth, he seems happier. He’s the same dog, but now he’s not sexually obsessed. He even gets erections every once in a while.

“I watched myself, struggling to be pure. I got over being a horn dog. I can satisfy you without my penis, which is, I must admit, rather underpowered.

“Now I’m in chastity, and…I like it. Oh, it was difficult at first. I went through frustration like you can’t believe, but now…I’m not just happier, I’m ecstatic. I feel like I’m in a state of rapture that just doesn’t end.

“The kicker to all this is that you don’t need my rather undersized peeny. You seem to have much better sex when I use my tongue and my fist, when I use one of the dildos we’ve collected over the past months.”

“You do make a good case,” Linda murmured.

In truth, she was close to orgasm. She was heating up down there. She could feel herself ready to pop. She was hotter and wetter than she had ever been. She was so excited, and she didn’t really understand it.

It had been building for months, this horniness, and now…now it was peaking.

Could castrating her husband really result in that much joy?

That was moment where Linda truly looked at herself, and she was having thoughts which would take years to sift through.

But the real thought right then was…his castration.

He would have no balls.

“Are you talking castration with penectomy? A full emasculation?“

I don’t know.”

“Well, you could give up your testicles, and still get boners. You could give up your penis, and still have lots of testosterone making you horny. Have you considered the fact that it might be the testosterone that is giving you such wonderful feelings?”

He frowned. “If it was up to you, what would you have me lose?”

“All of it.” She didn’t even hesitate. It just spurted out of her like she had been thinking about it all along.

But she hadn’t, unless it was a deep though that had just surfaced.

He nodded. “But it’s still my choice.”

She placed a hand on his knee. “Honey, it’s all your choice. It always has been and always will be. But I do have one request to make of you.”

“What’s that?”

She told him, and his mouth dropped open.

It took a couple of months to arrange, and during that time they had much discussion. Very deep discussion. They talked about the types of operations, what each entailed, what the pros and cons were, recovery times, any medicines that needed to be taken. Everything.

But six months later Tom and Linda headed for the hospital and his big day.

Linda was allowed to watch. She had had to be adamant, but finally the hospital had agreed.

She was in gown and had to go through the whole scrubbing procedure, even though she was going to be sitting on a high chair at the back of the room and wouldn’t be allowed to touch anything.

She watched as Tom was rolled into the room. He gave her a thumbs up then laid back and stared at the ceiling.

Nurses came in and washed him and sterilized his groin area. He wasn’t wearing his chastity device now, and his penis was standing straight up.

Watching, Linda realized that this was the last erection Tom would ever have.

Done with sterilization procedures, the nurses stood back and the doctor moved in.

“Are you ready, Tom?”

“Sure am.” He sounded determined. Maybe not eager, but determined, and Linda wondered at the mix of emotions he must be feeling.

The doctor nodded to the anesthesiologist and a cup was placed over Tom’s face and he counted backwards. To 94.

Linda watched closely, her back erect and her head high as she videoed the operation.

The doctor simply used a scalpel and removed Tom’s testicles. He tied off little tubes, and removed his penis.

Linda stared, and she felt a profound emotion, a sense of loss, yet, inside her belly she sensed a gladness, if it could only come out.

The doctor then began gathering the skin and cutting it off. this was a scrotectomy. The loose sac that held the balls was pulled tight, smoother over, and finally stitched.

When the doctor was done Tom had a smooth front with a little pee hole. It looked somewhat like the slit in the head of his dick. There was no baggy skin, just a smooth mons.

It was done.

Tom woke up and was aware quickly.

He asked Linda about the operation, but he didn’t want to see it yet. He wanted to just rest, go home, and in his leisure reflect on what had been done to him.

“How are you feeling, honey?”

“Tired,” he smiled.

And he went to sleep.

A few days later Tom was released and he was wheeled out of the hospital in a wheel chair.

He was bright and chipper, but warned against strenuous exercise.

Linda drove, and they talked lightly, surface talk, and avoided any discussion of deep feelings.

They arrived home and Tom entered the house walking like an old man.

“Are you sore?”

“More numb than sore, but I sure don’t feel like clicking my heels.”

“How about a drink?”

“I don’t think so. Hey! Buddy! Did you miss me?”

Buddy had missed him, and he jumped and pranced and danced and tried to lick Tom’s whole body with his tongue.

A week later Tom was able to walk normally, and two weeks later he was given the okay to do moderate exercise, but don’t overdue it.

He walked around the block.

Two weeks later he was running around the block, and four weeks later he was given the okay to start biking.

Linda watched him leave the house, and she sighed.

Tom was, indeed, a changed man.

He wasn’t a horn dog any more. Not by a long shot.

He was polite, considerate, and more concerned with her than himself.

At night time they snuggled, and it was the nicest, purest feeling Linda had ever had.

Pure love, without sex to get in the way.

And if she wanted sex he was glad to oblige.

In fact, he seemed to get more out of strapping on a dildo, or using his mouth, than he ever had with a penis.

Yet, she sighed. There was one more thing she wanted, and Tom had agreed to it.

Funny, she had never thought about it in the beginning, but…it was a logical next step, when you think about it.

At least, it was logical for her, and Tom seemed more than willing, even anxious.

Tom arrived home an hour later. He kissed Linda, quite passionately considering that he had no more testosterone coursing through his veins, and went for a shower.

He was scrubbing down, using a bit of Nair, making sure he was sexy bald over his whole body.

The shower door opened and Linda was there. She was holding a glass of bourbon and Coke and a handful of pills.

“You’ve recovered, it’s time.”

He nodded, and without stopping the shower he took the pills, washed them down with bourbon and Coke, and handed the glass back.

He thought Linda was going to head back to the kitchen, but she just placed the glass on the counter and stepped into the shower.

They held each other, pure in their love.

“Thank you,” she whispered into his long hair.

“Por nada,” he replied.

She kissed him. “You might have to do me.”

“Ready, willing, and able, in an unable way,” he smiled.

“How is it, Tom?” she asked, drawing back a little.

“It’s more and it’s less,” he replied. “I have more of that wonderful glowing feeling inside, and yet, there are things I miss. I miss the idea of plunging into you. That intimacy is special, and I’m sorry I had to give it up.”

“Are you glad you did?”

“Yes and no.” Then he chuckled.

“What?”

“It’s always going to be like that. No matter how much research I did, no matter the fantasies and thoughts…it’s different. But men have been castrated for centuries, for the length of man’s history. There were castrati in Italy, pre-puberty boys castrated so they could sing better. There were monks castrated so they could worship God better. There were people who were castrated against their will, and they all had a choice. Even the unfortunates who were simply punished. But with all that choice, I’m glad you asked that one thing of me.”

She stared at him.

“I think that experiencing female hormones, becoming feminized, going through a transformation of gender, getting breasts and living like a woman, will give me that little something that I miss, or that I think I miss.”

“But if it doesn’t”

“Then it doesn’t matter. As long as I have you…nothing matters. And that is the secret of the universe.”

Under the sluicing of warm shower water they kissed again, and he felt her breasts, and lowered his hand to her pussy.

And Linda rejoiced in her soul. Maybe a man’s castration, or complete emasculation wasn’t for everybody, but it sure was for her.

She had never been so happy in her life.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


About the Author!

Grace Mansfield is the cutting edge of feminization in modern society.

Grace writes an astounding 10,000 words a day, and her five star ratings are out the roof!

That’s over a hundred novels and over 600 novellas, and in just a couple of years!

But feminization isn’t her only thing. She writes stories about female domination, chastity, crossdressing, femdom, even castration!

She explores themes that others have never touched upon!

She explores human beings and all their blessings and foibles.

She ranges far in her plotting, so you’ll never get the same old same old.

If you really want the absolute best in erotica check her out on Amazon.

Or, just drop on by the website.

Joe Gropper

Webmaster at

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

for a massive collection of bundles!

On Amazon type in:

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

21 steamy five star stories in each bundle!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

Type in…

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’


[image: Group]


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…

[image: ]

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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