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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Feminization…fem-man-ization. Get it?

I’m so clever.

What is also clever is this story.

Poor Tommy. He thought he was going to get away with a little cheating.

Then his neighbor catches him, and calls his wife, then the whole neighborhood gets in on it!

Every woman in the neighborhood starts dropping by to check on Tommy’s dingus. If he isn’t ‘upright’ then they punish him. It starts with lipstick, then bright, red nails, and a full facial, and before he knows it, Tommy is being transformed.

Tommy is about to discover that there is more to a woman than make up!             

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Wives stick together.

That was why, one Tuesday night, when Jenna Simpson saw Tommy Larkin drive into a motel, she got curious.

Well, she didn’t actually see Tommy drive in, She saw Tommy’s car, which was also the car driven by Annie Larkin, enter through the arches over the driveway at Motel Six.

This Motel Six was on the outskirts of town, near the freeway, and it had gained a reputation as a place for one night stands, hookers, affairs, and other types of assignation.

The car was a Chevy Suv with tinted windows, so Jenna couldn’t tell if it was Annie or Tommy driving.

But it had to be Annie, for why would Tommy go to a passion pit like the Motel Six?

But, as she drove her own car, a Ford SUV, under the arches it struck her. Oops. Maybe it was Tommy.

But, as stated, wives stick together, so she pulled into a parking space across from where Tommy, or Annie, parked, and she watched.

She hoped it was Annie, because she didn’t want to think about Tommy cheating.

But maybe it was a business deal. Which made no sense on a Tuesday  at this time of night.

Then it hit her: what if it was Annie who was having an affair?

Intensely curious, her heart racing, she watched through the rear view mirror.

Doors opened up and two people got out. A man and a woman.

Jenna couldn’t stand it. She spun in her seat and stared at the couple.

A woman. Quite well built. Large ta tas.

The man putting his arm around the woman’s shoulder.

They stepped into  the lighting of the corridor and Jenna gasped.

It was Tommy!

Tommy with a strange woman.

Her eyes in full focus, refusing to blink, Jenna watched as Tommy inserted a key, opened the door, and when the woman passed he kissed her. A big, passionate kiss.

Holy moly!

The door closed, and Jenna picked up her cell phone.

Annie was cooking a TV dinner. Tommy had called and was working late, so why cook?

She pulled off the tinfoil, turned the oven on, and waited for it to heat up.

Tootlee toot toot!

She stepped to the corner of the counter and picked up her phone.

Jenna Simpson. Hmm.

“Hey, girlfriend! What’s going on?”

“Annie. I hate to bring this to you, but I just saw Tommy go into a motel room with a strange woman.”

Annie stood frozen. Listening, suddenly hyper aware, her mind doing cogitations.

He was working late. He had been acting funny. He hadn’t wanted to make love the last couple of weeks.

Her heart sank like a rock in the hold of the Titanic.

She was aware that she was making a gut sound, like she was being punched. Then a moan that seemed to go on for a while, but actually only lasted a few seconds.

She managed to ask, “Are you sure?”

“I’m staring at a black SUV, license plate 162 MVF.”

“Oh, fuck!” burst out Annie’s mouth.

“I’m sorry. what do you want me to do?”

Annie stared at nothing, did some more cogitations, then turned the stove off. “Where are you?”

“Motel Six.”

“The one where those prostitutes got busted last year?”

“That’s the one.”

“I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

“What do I do if he comes out?”

“I don’t know.”

She hung up the phone.

She rushed through the house, picked up her keys and headed out to there second car. A Corvette that was Tommy’s pride and joy.

She started the car, burned rubber down the street, and wondered: why didn’t he take this car?

And she knew: Because it would be recognized!

Traffic was light, the car was fast, and Annie arrived at the Motel Six in 7 minutes. As she drove through the parking lot she spotted Jenna’s car, and her own.

Hers was parked at in front of room 110.

Jenna was across the lot behind it, and Jenna was standing behind it, waiting.

Annie pulled into the parking space next to Jenna. She got out, and she was shaking.

“He’s in there?”

“I’m sorry, honey.”

They stood for a moment, two silent figures scrutinizing a motel room.

“Well,” said Annie. “Time to let the fur fly.”

She started walking across the parking lot. Jenna kept up and Annie handed her phone. “Record this, will you?”

“Okay.”

Annie started the video recording and they crossed the lit hallway to the door.

She tried the knob, locked.

She lifted her hand to knock, then stopped.

If she knocked Tom would probably go out the back window and say the car was stolen.

“Hold it a moment,” she said, and she went back to her car.

There was a sledge in the back seat, on the floor. Tom had put it there a month ago and forgotten to remove it. He had used it to help Bill Perkins demolish a shed in his back yard.

Annie picked it up, and almost fell. It was heavy, but she managed to gain her balance and marched back towards the door.

“Okay,” she said, and Jenna started recording again.

Annie lifted the sledge, it was an effort, but she managed to bring it down on the doorknob.

CRACK! The sound was loud.

“What was that?” a panic blurt from within the room.

Annie pushed open the door and stood, framed in the light, standing like Michael Meyers with a big sledge, ready to dish out some punishment.

The room was the typical motel room. A long, low dresser across from a wide bed.

Also pretty typical was the husband leaping off the woman he had bought for the night.

“You son of a bitch!” snarled Annie.

“Honey! I can explain!”

“Oh, fuck,” blurted the whore.

Jenna kept the video recording and said, “This I gotta hear.”

“Is this your late night meeting? Is she taking good DICK-tation?

“Is this your wife?”

“I’m sorry?”

“Whee,” muttered Jenna beneath her breath.

“Go home and wait for me,” Annie snapped, and Tommy began gathering up his clothes.

“How much did he pay you?”

The girl on the bed, holding a blanket to cover her sizable tits, was looking a little fearful. “Two hundred dollars.”

Annie turned on Tom who was holding his clothes in his arms. his cock was stuck straight out and bouncing as he moved. Annie and Jenna had apparently arrived just in time.

Annie turned to Tommy. “You spent two hundred dollars on this bimbo? And you refuse to replace the burnt out microwave?”

“Honey, it’s…I…”

The sledge might have been heavy, but Annie raised it as if to strike, and Tommy sprinted past her, now not just in fear for his house, and alimony, and both cars, and all their savings, but for his life.

She didn’t try to hit him though. She had just raised it for effect, and out of anger.

The whore was starting to cry.

“Go on. Take your two hundred dollars and get the fuck out of here.”

“You won’t hit me with that…that thing?”

“Nah.” She dropped it, then sat down on the edge of the bed and, as her SUV started up and backed out, began to cry.

The whore gathered up her clothes and, glancing fearfully at Annie, ran out the door.

Jenna stopped recording and sat on the bed with Annie. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“You and me both. I thought I had a rock solid marriage. We were well off financially. We were, up until a couple of weeks ago, enjoying sex. At least, I thought we were. I guess there was something lacking in me.

“Don’t you dare say that!” snapped Jenna. “If Tommy had a problem he should have talked it out, not gone off the homestead. Tommy is the one who cheated. He’s the one with the problem, not you!”

Annie gave a wan smile, “Thank you.” Then she gave a deep sob. “But what am I going to do? I don’t want a divorce. Even after what he did…I still love him!”

They were silent then, and a man appeared at the door. He looked at the smashed door knob, then up at Jenna and Annie. “What gives here?”

“Who are you?” asked Jenna.

“The manager.”

“Well, you better track down who rented this place and send them a bill.”

With that Jenna took Annie’s hand and pulled her out of the unit and over to their cars.

“We need to beat it. That bozo will call the police.”

“But where do I go?” Tears were creeping down Annie’s cheeks. “What do I do?”

“Come over to my house. We can figure it all out.”

So Annie followed Jenna over to Jenna’s house. Inside Jenna broke out the booze and made Annie a stiff drink. For a half hour they sat and discussed men and their foibles.

“If only I had known!” Jenna wailed, the booze taking the edge off her inhibitions.

“”What would you have done. Tommy, much as everybody likes him, is a cheater. Cheaters cheat. Period.”

“Yes, but, what if…”

The talk went on, and, finally, Jenna stood up. “We need help if we’re going to sort this out.” She picked up her phone.

“Who are you calling?”

“My Aunt Wilma.”

“Why?”

Jenna just held up a finger and began speaking into the phone. “Aunt Wilma, this is Jenna and I have a friend with a problem. No. Her husband is a cheater. Yes. We just caught him, and I thought maybe…you will? Thank you. I’ll see you in a short while.

She hung up the phone. “She’s on her way!” And smiled at Annie as if she had won a great victory.

A half hour later there was a knock at the door. Jenna went to the door while Annie sniffled and watched.

Aunt Wilma walked in. Along with two other ladies.

They were all middle aged, MILFs, if you will. And they were all good looking.

As a woman matures their breasts get a little larger, they take on a sexiness that cannot be duplicated by the young. It is knowledge and experience that make them so beautiful.

Within ten minutes there were a dozen more women in the house.

Each woman was pointed at Annie, and each woman went to her and hugged her and said things like, “It’s okay, dear. We’ll get everything right.”

Now the living room was crowded.

Bottles of booze made their appearance, drinks were made, and over fifteen woman were brainstorming.

And their solutions to the dilemma ranged from the ludicrous to the extreme.

“We could always take one of his balls. He could still father a child, but he would know that if he cheated again he wouldn’t be able to.”

There was much discussion about that.

“We can tattoo an A on his forehead.”

That produced argument, because it was well known that there were women in this world that would take such a disfigurement as an advertisement.

For hours the discussion went on, proposals were brought up, discussed, and discarded, or put to the side for further consideration.

Annie, surrounded by dedicated femininity, began to feel better.

The four drinks in her helped, too.

And, finally, a solution was proposed, and accepted, and there was much high fiving and hugs and everybody was quite happy.

And drunk.

But drunkenness did not take away from the logic and nefariousness of the solution to the cheating husband.

Tommy Larkin was about to receive his comeuppance!

Tommy was doing his own bit of drinking.

Damn! He had been caught! And right when he was about to shoot his load!

Well, he was not in the mood now. He didn’t even want to go dancing with Madam Palm and here five daughters.

How the hell had Annie found out?

It is important to note that Tommy was more concerned with how he had been caught than with the state of his marriage.

It is a truth that men who cheat have something lacking in their personality.

And they usually have a surplus of arrogance; they think they can get away with anything.

And the fact that Tommy had been caught was more of an inconvenience than a disaster.

He wandered through the house, imagining the scenario when Annie came home. He sipped his good whiskey and ranted and raved, told her about trust issues, and figured out ways to fend off the accusations she would no doubt make.

Maybe if you trusted me then I wouldn’t have been driven to cheat!

And: A real wife would see to her husband’s needs! Not go following him around! Then he wouldn’t have to…to…go outside for companionship!

He built up arguments, crafted language, and he thought he was ready when Annie finally came home.

She walked in, was drunk, and smiled at him. “Hi, honey.”

He opened his mouth to start, but she staggered past him.

He was stunned. What the hell? What was she doing?

“Are you drunk?”

“As a skunk. No, a drunken drunk skunk. Thash what I am.”

“Well, we need to talk,” he blustered.

“Maybe tomorrow, or the next day. I’m in no hurry.”

“But…what happened tonight…”

“That? Oh, pish. Who cares.”

She walked down the hall, dropping articles of clothing as she went.

Her blouse came off, then her skirt. She went sideways from wall to wall, holding herself up as she left a trail of clothes.

Annie had a good body.

Actually, she had a great body.

Her butt was round and sexy with an amazing amount of sway.

Her waist was thin and her boobs…oh, Lord, her boobs were the stuff of dreams.

And they had been the stuff of Tommy’s dreams when they had gotten married.

And, seeing her in lingerie, her flesh so fine and perfect, and round and curved, and her boobs bulging over her bra, and the nylons running up her sexy stems, Tommy was reminded that he had been short changed a cum that evening.

Heck, she was his wife, wasn’t she? And he had needs, didn’t he? And…SPROING!

His sleeping boner woke up and pushed his pants out.

“Hey, honey?”

She was now in the bedroom. She reached behind herself and fiddled with the clasps of her bra. “What?” He bounteous boobs were released, and Tommy wanted to run and suck them. To play with those nipples. To make her back arch in pleasure. To make her eyes roll back and hear that guttural moan of  excruciating delight.

She was fiddling with the snaps that held here nylons up and he started to put his arms around her.

She was drunk, and she was happy, and she went to her knees and fumbled with Tommy’s zipper.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” mutter Tommy, licking his lips.

His penis poked out, big and fat, and a little drop of pre-cum quickly formed as Annie held it and stroked it.

“You like this, eh?”

“Oh, yeah!”

Men are like that. They talk about logic, but when a woman has got ahold of their peckers they have no logic.

And he didn’t understand the no logic of her being willing to give him a blow job after he cheated on her.

She smiled up at him, and he grinned down at her.

He thought everything was forgiven, and he watched as she engulfed his penis with her mouth.

“Oh, fuck, baby!”

And she bit.

“OW!”

But she didn’t bite that hard. Not nearly enough to sever it, though that possibility was suddenly in his mind.

She just closed her sharp teeth enough that he was caught, and he knew he was caught, and the pain was only moderate.

It was the fear that was really great.

Would his own wife really bite off his weenie? Castrate him?

He put his hands on her head to pull her back, but she shook her head, and that scored his weenie, and he understood that if he touched her she would bite.

Through her separate teeth, past the meat of his dented cock, her voice was garbled, but what she said could still be made out.

“No.”

“Okay! Okay! I’m sorry!”

All his carefully crafted arguments as to why he had cheated were forgotten in the face of the impending scissorship of his cock.

She felt his balls. She squeezed them hard, and tears came from his eyes.

“Please…” he begged. “Please!”

She was smiling, suddenly feeling an unaccustomed power.

Men were so big and swaggery…when their dicks weren’t at stake.

She held his balls in a hard grip, causing pain, more pain, actually then her teeth on his penis.

“Raise your hands,” she mumbled around the penis in her mouth.

He raised his hands.

She slowly, watching him carefully, moved her head back. Her mouth. was only an inch from his penis, ready to take it back in her mouth, ready to sever with a snap.

He stood, groaning from the pain in his balls, and she whispered. “You have given up your rights to my pussy. No more. Got that.”

“Yes! Yes!” He cried out, tears coming from his eyes, his hands straight up.

“You might be bigger and stronger, but I fix dinner, and you have to sleep sometime, and if you abuse me in any fashion I will show you what an angry woman is capable of. Got it?”

He nodded, sobbing.

“Good. Go sleep in the guest bedroom. I’ll figure out what to do with you tomorrow.”

“Okay…okay.”

She let go and moved back, watching him like a kitten watches a snake.

He backed off and grabbed his package.

“For Chrissakes, lady!” he tried to bluster. “Are you trying to hurt me?”

“Get out of her,” she said, and she stood, and went into the bathroom and closed the door.

Tommy held himself for a while, staring at the door. He was over being terrified, and now he was angry, but tempering that anger was a fear for his balls. And his cock.

Damn woman was crazy! Finally, hearing the shower start and realizing that nothing was going to get done tonight, and pissed off at the way she had treated him, he turned and left the room.

He sleep in the den, all right. He’d show her!

In the bathroom Annie had finished undressing. She stepped into the shower and lathered up. She spent a long time, just standing under the hot water.

She thought about how she had handled Tommy. It had gone just like the girls had told her. She was glad she had been drunk, however, for she probably couldn’t have pulled it off if she was sober.

Finally, after a long time, she turned the water off and stepped out. She looked at herself in the mirror.

She was beautiful, there was no doubt. So why had that idiot cheated on her?

Some of the girls had said he had cheated just because he was a man, and men were notoriously stupid.

Well, maybe, and she watched as tears formed on her cheeks.

Damn it.

The morning was bright and cheerful. Male birds chattered with female birds. Squirrels chased one another around tree trunks in the endless mating ritual.

Dogs rode each other, cats lifted their tales, and people…how many people were screwing right at that moment?

Annie flung the covers off and stood up.

And swayed. She still had a bit of booze in her system.

That was okay, and she smiled ruefully and began dressing.

And dressing sexy.

She wore a half bra, and a thin blue sweater. Her nipples showed through.

She put on a thong and a skirt. No panty lines…no panties…it would drive Tommy crazy.

She put on nylons and high heels. Her legs were long and sexy and her butt was tilted just enough to excite the male of the species.

She put on make up, sultry eyes and moist, red lips.

She was a knock out.

Then she went out to the kitchen.

Tommy was scrubbing a pan and he turned to her, then stopped and really looked.

“Wow.”

She sat down and said, “Pour me a drink, then sit down across from me.”

Uh oh, went through his mind.

He quickly put together two drinks, traditional bourbon and Coke, and placed them on the table.

He sat and waited.

She sipped, leaving a red print on the rim of the glass. She smiled. Hair of the dog.

“Tommy,” she said, “You have lost your pussy privileges.  You will no longer be allowed to put your penis in me.”

He gulped, and would have talked, likely protested and started his rehearsed dialogue that somehow would made her the bully and him the victim.

She held up a hand to stop him.

He waited.

“Furthermore, since you can’t be trusted, I have enlisted some friends to make sure you don’t have indiscriminate sex. You are married to me, and I demand this…or I will take the house, alimony, all our savings, and…by the way, the Corvette is now mine. I’ll be driving that as my daily vehicle. You may drive the SUV.”

“Wait a minute! You can’t—“

“Furthermore, to make sure you do not sneak off and screw somebody, or just jack off like some horny, little high schooler, I, and my friends, will be checking your cock.”

“What? What does that mean?”

“If you don’t get immediately erect upon inspection, then it will be obvious that you have expended your semen, and you will face the consequences. This will be my house, my savings, you will pay alimony, and so on. Do you understand.”

“This is crazy!” he blurted. “There is no way I am going to put up with having my dick checked!”

This whole time he had been staring at her, distracted by her beauty.

“You will, or I will call my lawyer and start proceedings. And once started, I will not back off.”

She laid her cell phone on the table and clicked the video on.

Tommy listened, his mouth dropping, as he heard, and saw, the whole scene played out.

Caught in bed with a hooker. No excuse. No way around it.

“Now, then,” said Annie when the video was over. “Do you understand?”

“I understand that I might have made a mistake, but this is my house! I’ve been paying on it for years! It’s my work that put our savings in the bank. It’s…what are you doing?”

Annie had placed her cell on the table and poked a contact. “Calling my lawyer.”

“You wouldn’t dare! Divorces are expensive!”

The ringing stopped and Edward Teach answered. “Law offices, may I help you?”

“Hi, Eddie, this is Annie Larkin. Do you have time for a consultation this afternoon?”

“Of course, Annie. Is everything all right?”

“Nope. Tommy was caught in a motel with a hooker and I want to sue for divorce.”

“Uh…okay.”

“Wait a minute!” blurted Tommy. “Eddie, forget it. We’ll work it out on our end. Just forget this call.”

Eddie asked, “Annie?”

“Let me call you back if I decide to go through with this.”

Click.

Tommy stared at Annie. “You can’t do this.”

“Stand up and show me your penis.”

“No!”

She touched the phone and looked at him.

Sighing, pissed off, Tommy stood up and unzipped. His penis stuck out.

Her preparations had done the deed. Tommy was fully erect.

“Very well. If some woman comes up to you and asks to see your penis you will show her. If you refuse she will call me and I will call Eddie. No second chances here.”

“Wait a minute! What do you mean ‘some woman?’

“Exactly that. Some woman. I have a lot of friends, and they have all agreed to help me keep tabs on you.”

“Well, I think…” he spluttered to a stop.

“Furthermore, I might be going out and getting a little. After all, just because you can’t do me doesn’t mean I should do without.”

“But I can do you!”

“No. Your pussy privileges have been revoked.”

“But that means I can’t cum at all! If I have to be erect on inspection…”

“Oh. That’s too bad. You should have thought about that before you put your penis in that whore.”

“Look, honey, there’s got to be some way to work this out!”

“We have worked it out. I’ve worked it out. Is there anything else you wished to discuss?”

There was, but he didn’t dare say anything now. It was obvious that anything he said would be used against him.

“Excellent. I think I’ll go to the gym. I’ve left a list of chores for you to do.”

“Chores?”

“Yes. Laundry, lawn, vacuuming, that sort of thing.”

“I don’t want to do chores! What am I? Working my way through college?”

She smiled. “No. You’re working your way through punishment.” She stood up, picked up the keys to his, now hers, Corvette.

He watched her sexy ass saunter out the door, and a moment later he heard the rumble of the engine of his beloved car.

“Fuck,” he whispered, and he put his head in his hands.

Annie stopped and talked to some of the girls on her way, and it was quite heartening. The girls had friends, and their friends had friends, and everybody was getting quite excited about dealing with Tommy.

After a chat she headed on down to the gym. If she was going to play the sex card she had to keep herself in good shape.

At the gym she changed into a leotard and strode out onto the floor. Several fellows looked at her and licked their lips.

Tommy cleaned the glasses and sighed and checked the list of chores.

What a bunch of bull crap!

First thing was laundry. He stuffed clothes into the washing machine, added soap, and started the machine.

He went to the hall closet and got out the vacuum. He was just unwinding the cord when…DING DONG!

“Who the fuck,” he grumbled. He walked to the door and opened it.

Two women were standing there. They were MILFs. Well stacked MILFs. Wearing tight dresses and smiling with their red lips, and watching him through shadowed eyes.

“Yes?”

“Here to check your penis, Tommy.”

They were both grinning.

“What? No!”

But they simply walked in, and what was he supposed to do? Fight them and call it a home invasion?

“Nice house,” commented one.

“Wonderful pool. We should have a pool party.”

“Absolutely. Girls only, all naked.”

“That sounds wonderful.”

One of the women, a brunette with a bubble cut and large breasts reached out her red tipped fingers and grabbed Tommy’s groin.

“URK!”

“Settle down, big boy. We’ll be done in a moment.”

“Let…go?” he squeaked.

But the woman didn’t. “It’s getting hard.”

“Good news for him. Tommy, what the hell were you thinking? Going and getting a hooker? Is your wife ugly?”

“No!”

“Well, I’ve seen hookers, and they aren’t too good looking. They get diseases, too. And their pussy is liable to be a bit worn out. Was the hooker good looking.”

Tommy’s face was red. His dick was hard, but the woman wouldn’t let it go. She was waiting for full expansion.

The other woman clapped a hand to one of his cheeks. “Nice.”

“Was she good looking?”

“Not really,” muttered Tommy.

“Silly man,” the woman responded. “He’s got steak at home but he wants meatloaf. You want to check him?”

“I want to see him, “returned the other woman.

“Excellent.” She addressed Tommy. “Take your penis out.”

Tommy was very excited. Shocked, stunned, mortified, but…his dick was hard.

“I don’t…”

“Don’t make us call Annie. Take your dick out right this minute.”

He had no choice. He took his penis out. It jutted, and the other woman grabbed hold of it. Then she moved forward and began kissing Tommy.

Tommy was surprised, and his head moved back.

The woman encircled his head with her free hand and kept him close.

Her lips were soft, and his penis began to drip.

“Ha!” grinned the first woman. “Look at him drip.”

The second woman moved back, took out a compact and repaired her lipstick. “Lucky for him.” She looked over her compact at Tommy. “The day you’re not hard, the day you don’t drop, we’ll know, and you’ll lose everything.

Tommy looked back and forth between the two women.

“Well, we’re done here. Shall we be off?”

“Yep. See you later, Tommy Boy. Stay horny.”

With that the two women walked out the front door and headed for their car, which was parked in Tommy’s driveway.

Tommy stood in the doorway for a moment, watching them go, then he realized he was standing with his penis out!

He stepped back into the house and closed the door.

And stroked himself. God! She was a good kisser.

Then he stopped. He was getting closer. He couldn’t afford to cum. He tucked his dick away and pulled up his zipper.

The vacuuming was waiting.


Part Two

She took one look at Jeremiah at the gym and knew she had to have him.

Before Tommy had cheated she would never have done such a thing.

But he had cheated, and that loosened something in her own mind.

She was getting tit for tat. It was balancing things out. And, she was remembering all the times she had seen healthy young men, had been turned on, and denied herself.

Well, denial time was over.

She went right up to Tommy and said, “I need a spotter. You’re the one.”

Tommy was younger than her and he had a thing for MILFs. And to have her just come up and demand of him, to take control of him, it was an instant boner.

So he walked around with her, helped her put weights on the bars, stood by, and at one point, she was laying on a bench and doing bench presses, he found himself staring at the way her boobs were bulging on her chest.

“You like what you see?” she asked with a smile.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to—“

“I didn’t ask for you to kiss my ass, I was thinking more of you fucking my ass?”

His mouth opened, jaw dropped, eyeballs bulged.

She took him out to her car, she had driven the SUV that morning because it had her gym bag in it.

She slid the door back and they entered the dark gloom of the car.

She pulled her pants down and leaned over a seat.

“Come on, slick, don’t make me tell you what to do.”

His boner was up, and he slid it twixt her thighs and directly into her pussy.

She hadn’t taken it from the rear much. She and Tommy were rather conventional lovers, but she found she loved having Jeremiah pump against her buns.

She especially liked it when he grabbed a tit with one hand, her hair with the other, and rode her like a bitch.

When they were done she smiled, “You ever tried anal sex?”

“Uh, no.” He was smitten. But that is the effect strong women have on men.

“Well, next time I’ll bring some lube and we can try it.”

She went home with a drippy, messy cunt, and loved it.

Normally she wanted to be clean and tidy, but there was just something so deliciously dirty about walking through the house, feeling her thighs slide together because of all the sperm leaking out of her.

And, as she showered and make herself extra beautiful for Tommy’s teasing, she decided that getting screwed by strange men was a very healthy thing to do.

Tommy finished the vacuuming. His dick was so hard he couldn’t stand it. But he couldn’t jack off! Some woman, or women, might come by and check him, see if he had cum.

He pushed the vacuum back and forth, and the weird thing was that there was a certain glory in having to put up with a rigid penis.

It reminded him of what a stud he was, of what he had to offer a woman.

He was in the excitation phase of sex, and didn't really understand it.

But most men don’t. They squirt quick and never take the time to enjoy all the sexiness that comes with just standing around being horny.

He straightened up as Annie walked through the foyer. He was about to say something, but there was something different about her. A pride, a straightness of back, a set of shoulder, the thrust of her breasts.

So he didn’t say anything, just closed his mouth and went on about his work.

After the vacuuming he had to mow the lawn, so he got out the mower and hooked on the grass catcher and started running around on the lawn.

It was a push mower, and he hated it, but today, his dick being so hard, he began to enjoy the feeling of his penis moving around in his pants. He could feel the head sliding across his thighs. His balls were pulled up tight, and—

“Hello, Tommy.”

He turned and recognized the woman. He had seen her at a community pot luck. Her name was Sarah, and she was a sexy wench. Auburn hair down her back, perky eyes, smiling lips. Man, wouldn't he love to bend her over and—

“I’m here to check your penis.”

He groaned. And was scared and excited and embarrassed all at the same time.

“Let’s see it.”

“Do I have to?” Yet now his heart was leaping. He had never been an exhibitionist, but now he was turning into one. Imagine, to be able to pop your cock out and flash every sexy woman that comes along!

“Come on, bozo. Let’s see the goods.”

Her laughing eyes encouraged him, and he sighed and unzipped.

His cock was so hard it was difficult to worm it out of the folds of material.

She looked at it.

It was long and dripping. In fact, his crotch showed a little dampness.

She stepped up to him and put her hand over it.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, feeling the surge of pleasure.

He looked down at her hand. Long, red fingernails, slender digits, a soft warmth that was exploding his heart.

“Still hard, eh?”

“I haven’t jacked off, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Good boy,” and she kissed him. Her lips were red painted, and soft, and very educated.

Her other hand wormed into his pants and gripped his balls.

He had, at least in his mind, resisted the two women earlier, but he was too horny now.

He kissed her back, and moved his hips to help her jack him.

But she only jacked him a little, then she backed off.

He was wearing a tee shirt and his nipples were stiff. She touched them with an index finger.

He shivered as sexual excitement raced through him.

“Very good, Tommy. Why did you cheat on your wife?”

The question slapped into him. The kiss, so delicious, then this, the question that made him think of how he had betrayed his wife.

“I don’t know,” he muttered, his face turning a bright red.

But his dick didn’t go down. He felt like it would never go down again as long as he lived.

“Well, you were pretty stupid. But then you’re just a man, right?”

“I guess so.”

She turned and walked away.

Tommy stared after her, watched the sexy strut, the sway of her buns, the proud way she held her large chest.

Then he turned…and saw Annie watching him through the picture window.

What do you say when your wife catches you kissing another woman.

He was now doubly mortified, even though she had set this up, and he knew it. And, for the first time, all the excuses he had built up for his betrayal faded and left him with the bare fact.

He had cheated.

A couple of hours later Annie called him into dinner. Not to eat it, but to prepare it.

She was wearing a low cut gown, his favorite, red, slit on the thigh, a deep valley of cleavage.

His penis had gone down for a short while, but now it was up and at ‘em.

“You must peel the potatoes before you slice them.”

Dutifully, he wielded the knife.

“You’ve got to pound the steaks, that’s it, now use salt and pepper liberally.”

He followed the directions, and finally turned to her, “How long are you going to keep this up?”

She didn’t even hesitate. “For the rest of your life.”

“What?”

“Our relationship has changed, honey. You changed it, and I like it. But, don’t worry, you’ll grow to like it, too.”

He grumped as she told him how to make the salad, and she finally said, “Make us some drinks. You need to loosen up, get over it, start behaving.”

Behaving? He was behaving! He was a man, dammit! And he was behaving like a man, protesting the women’s work she was having him do.

He threw down his first drink quickly, while watching the steaks sizzle, and she told him to have another.

Two drinks in him, he tended to relax.

They ate, and when he tasted what he had cooked he actually felt a surge of pride.

Annie usually cooked, and she was good, and he had never been much of a cook. But now he felt that bump of pride from a job well done.

He was doing the dishes when the doorbell rang.

“Hey, ladies. Come on in. Tommy? There’s somebody here to see you.”

Tommy groaned. He had a feeling who had come to see him. But he also felt an excitement within.

There were two of them, one younger, early twenties, and the other older, mid thirties.

He stood in the foyer and they smiled at him.

“Hi, Tommy. We’re here to check on your penis.”

He looked over to where Annie was sitting on the couch. She was reading a magazine and didn’t seem concerned at all that two beautiful women had called on her husband.

“Do you have to? I haven’t masturbated or anything.”

“Got to be sure, Tommy Boy. Out with the boner.”

“Or lack of a boner,” giggled the younger one.

Tommy kept glancing over at Annie, but she seemed engrossed in her magazine.

He took out his penis and the two women stepped closer.

“It seems hard enough,” said the younger one.

“Play with it a while, make sure it’s not a fake boner.”

Fake boner? What the fuck was a fake boner? Tommy thought.

The younger woman stroked him, and he was so horny now that he felt an instant surge. His semen was trying to escape!

But he couldn’t cum! He didn’t dare cum! He didn’t want to lose his house and cars and have to play alimony and all that!

Fortunately, she let go. The older woman stepped forward, however, and she was more demanding.

She stroked him, felt his balls, and when he was close she grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed it.

“Oh, fuck!” whined Tommy, and tears actually came from his eyes.

At that point he would have let go, had he the choice. He was that horny that money and cars and a home didn’t mean much to him.

“There, there, Tommy. Just relax. I’ll help you not cum. But now do you understand why you shouldn’t cheat?”

He nodded his head, his eyes tightly closed.

She kissed him, and the younger one took over his cock.

One woman holding his face, searching his mouth with her tongue, the other woman on her knees sucking him, bring him back to the point of no return and…

They stopped.

Smiled.

“See you, Annie.”

“Later, girls.”

And they left.

Tommy stood, tears streaming down his face, his penis jutting out, red and throbbing.

And dripping.

“I can’t stand this,” he sobbed.

Annie ignored him. Flipped a page in her fashion magazine.

He went into the living room and said, “Please. Enough. I can’t do this anymore. I need to cum.”

She didn’t even look up.

“If you cum I will up the stakes. I will put lipstick on you.”

He blinked and the world seemed to stop.

It was surreal. He was in wonderland and white rabbits were dancing around him, throwing flowers into the air.

“But if you want lipstick then go ahead and jack off.”

“You won’t take the house and the car and…and sue me for alimony and…”

She finally looked up at him.

“Honey, kneel before me and jack off on my toes.” She kicked off her dangling high heels. “I won’t call my lawyer, but you will be wearing red lipstick from here on out.”

He stood, looking like a towering redwood about to fall. 300 feet of wood falling through the air, crashing to the earth, the earth shaking.

“Honey…” he said, begging.

She shrugged. “Your choice.” And went back to reading her magazine.

There were bets among the women as to how long it would take before he broke. Most of the women had bet it would take a couple of weeks.

Annie thought he would break in a couple of days.

She was right. She won the bet, and the pot of several hundred dollars.

Tommy stood in front of her, his penis still out, and he dropped to his knees.

She watched him peripherally as he took his meat in one hand and began stroking.

She yawned and flipped a page as he stared at her cleavage and moved his hand back and forth.

It didn’t take long. He jerked, grunted, and warm goo splattered on her nylons.

She kept her eyes on the magazine, but was aware of the relief washing over his very red face.

“Clean it up,” she said when he was finished.

“What?” He felt so happy, so satisfied, but her words were like a splash of cold water.

“You made a mess. Clean it up.”

Why he did what he did he didn’t know. He was relieved, empty, done, and yet he continued following her commands. He was unaware of the deep changes happening inside him.

He went into the kitchen and brought back a damp towel. He wiped his sperm off her nylon covered her toes. When he was done he started to stand up, but she said, “Clean them.”

“But I did!”

“Not with your mouth.”

“What?”

It was a moment frozen in time.

Then, like that redwood, falling all over again, he knelt, and bent, and took her foot in both hands.

It’s not that bad, he thought as his tongue licked along the material, felt the subtle texture of her nylons.

Having wiped the majority of sperm off he was left with only the taste, and he could handle that.

He didn’t understand how she had been coached to bring him down incrementally. In bits and pieces. He didn’t understand that she might let him use a towel in the beginning, but eventually he was going to be licking up all his goo. No towel.

But right then he just suffered through, felt a strange excitement, sexual, but more than sexual, worming through him.

It was the glory of depravity, the knowledge that he had been made to debase himself; he was submitting.

“Go get the gold lipstick tube on my vanity.”

“Really?”

“Or I call Eddie.”

Head bowed, shoulders slumped, he walked down the hallway. He was being bent to her will, and there was something downright intoxicating about it.

He hated it, but it felt good. It felt better than good.

He brought back the gold tube and she took it.

“Kneel before me.”

He knelt.

She gripped her chin with one hand and applied the lipstick.

“It will burn a little, that’s the plumper working. And it is long lasting. You’ll only have to put it on once a day.”

“It…once a day…you don’t…”

She turned the base of the tube and retracted the pillar.

He felt his lips with one hand.

They felt different, and he felt the sting as the plumper worked its magic.

“Off with you now.”

He stood up and was lost.

Feeling his lips being transformed had changed him. in deep ways.

He just stood there, not knowing what to do.

She looked up at him. “What?”

“I don’t…this whole thing…”

She smiled. “Why don’t you take a shower. Use the Nair in my medicine chest.”

She watched him, and he struggled with what was happening.

He was wearing lipstick. What did that look like?

She had told him to use Nair. To depilate himself. What would that feel like?

Most important, his cock was soft, and…he didn’t like that. He wanted his cock to be hard, and in this he was traveling through a strange junction.

On one hand he wanted to feel the manliness of a big boner. But he was getting that boner from degradation and being made to act feminine.

What a crux!

His awareness fading, he turned, not really understanding that he was no loner in control.

He had been a command—even a suggestion was a command—and he found himself walking down the hall towards her bathroom to fulfill it.

Her bathroom.

Not his. His was in the small guest room.

He entered her bathroom and found the Nair. He took it back to his bathroom and followed the directions. Then he stood and looked at himself in the mirror.

His red mouth. The gel lathered all over his flesh. His mouth looking so…bright.

And he liked it. His lips were puffy, so red…that was why women wore lipstick. It was sexy.

He remembered a discussion he had been in when he was in college about women and their lips.

A mouth reminded a man of her pussy. A red painted mouth was a fertile one, because it still bled. A pink painted mouth was good for fucking, but you didn’t want to marry one. A mouth with no lipstick was dry, no joy there.

Sure, it was crude, probably had no truth to it, but…looking at his own mouth he thought of it.

Suddenly the gel started to burn, and he stepped into the shower. He rinsed, and watched as a lifetime of hair sluiced off his body and circled the drain.

His body felt different. Not like after he shaved his face, softer, but…sensual.

He had thought losing hair, losing a layer of little sensitive hairs he would feel less, but the opposite was true.

He went out of the bathroom and lay down on the bed.

He was erect. Again, already, and there was a strange rejoicing in him.

See? I’m a man! But he didn’t understand that the excitement was coming not from his self image as a man, but from the sensual feel of himself as a woman.

And he had only applied lipstick and Nair!

He didn’t think beyond those cosmetics, however. He just lay there and was erect, and wondered if he would be able to get erect when the women checked him on the morrow.

And, a little shock, he wanted to jack off on Annie’s toes again. He went to sleep dreaming about that, and he slept a deep, satisfied sleep.

He awoke to the sound of knocking on the front door.

“Wha…wha…”

From the master bedroom Annie yelled, “Go get the door! It’s probably for you!”

Bleary, drowsy, he stumbled down the hallway. He was wearing a tatty robe and he opened the door.

“Well, look at this!” A beautiful woman was standing there. Eight in the morning and she was dressed to the nines. Full bust, fully made up , and…oh shit!

He slapped his hand over his mouth, but it was too late.

She reached up and pulled his hand down.

“Look at you! I had heard you chose to put on lipstick. It really is quite attractive. Now, let’s see your dick.”

“Oh, no…” he whined.

Fortunately for him, his dick was up. Well, maybe it was morning wood, but it was still erect, and it felt really good when she reached forward and grabbed it and jacked it.

“Huh! I thought I’d be able to catch you soft. But I guess you’re too horny for—“ she stopped talking and smiled. “You little sneaker. Come with me.”

She walked past him, leaving him exposed for the neighborhood to see, and walked down the hallway to the guest room.

He closed the door and ran to catch up. His dick was bouncing.

She walked into the bathroom and beckoned to him. When he came close she grabbed his penis and aimed it into the bowl.

“Pee.”

“No!”

She grabbed his balls and squeezed.

“Ow!” he howled.

But he didn’t pee.

She turned him around and pushed him over. He had to place his hands on the back of the toilet and she rubbed his ass.

“Stop that!”

“Nope,” and she inserted a finger into him.

Tommy’s head jerked back and he lurched forward, but he couldn’t get away.

“Pee!”

“I can’t when you’re doing that!”

“How about now?” she put two fingers in him!

“Oh, fuck!” Self defense, he started to pee.

“What are you…oh, my.” Annie stood at the door and watched as the woman lifted her two fingers in here husband’s rectum and made him prance a bit. “That looks like fun.”

“Oh, it is. And it puts men under control very quickly. A finger or two in the butt and they become instantly complaint.”

“I’ll certainly remember that.”

Meanwhile, Tommy was pissing. He had a healthy stream, but, horror of horrors, his cock started to shrink.

“I thought so! It was a morning woody.”

“But Annie made me squirt last night?”

“And you did? You silly goose. You should have controlled yourself. Annie, he’s failed the hard penis test. What is his punishment.”

“Oh, gosh. I didn’t think he’d fail so quickly. Especially after I let him squirt on my feet last night.”

The woman laughed. “He’s got a foot fetish, eh?”

“I don’t!” sobbed Tommy.

“I like to give him a choice,” said Annie.

“Okay, boner butt, do you want to wear lingerie? Or get a full make up job?”

“Neither.”

“Okay,” said Annie. “I’ll just take the house and the cars and the—“

“Okay! Okay!”

“Well, which will it be.”

Tommy thought quickly.

Make up was bad. He wouldn’t be able to look in a mirror.

But if he was wearing lingerie he would be feeling that all day long.

And he was already wearing lipstick.

“I’ll take the make up.”

“Excellent. I’ll call a couple of the girls and we’ll make you up properly. Annie, why don’t you go back to sleep, or have breakfast or something. He’ll be ready for your inspection in an hour or two.”

Annie decided to sleep a bit more, and the woman pulled Tommy’s cock and led him into the dining room. She sat him down and called a couple of her friends.

“Sandy? He failed. Full make up. Okay. Will you give Rhonda a call? You got it. bye.”

She hung up and turned to Tommy.

“Full make up includes nails and tattoos.”

“Tattoos!” Tommy’s eyes went round.

She giggled. “Just kidding. About the tattoos. But you’ll get the full nail treatment.

She sat down next to Tommy and began stroking him and kissing him.

Ten minutes later there was a knock and two more girls entered the house. One was carrying a make up kit, and the other was carrying a nails kit.

By now Tommy was erect again, and it wouldn’t go down.

The girls laughed and went to work.

They painted his toes, gave him long fingernails and painted those. Bright red, to match his lips.

Then they worked on his face, and for the first time in his life he was sorry that he let his hair grow long. One of the girls trimmed it and styled it, and when they were done his face was incredibly female.

Stunned, he stared at himself in the mirror.

“Go get us some drinks, butt boy.” One of them commanded.

Beaten, submitted, whipped, his penis jutting out, Tommy made three drinks, then had to make a fourth when Annie came into the room.

He stared at the women as they sat and chatted. They were all buxom, all beautiful, laughing and joking.

And they took turns playing with his penis. Stroking him, building a full load in his balls. By the time they left he was in danger of cumming again!

“Well, honey. You look beautiful.”

He said nothing.

“Pussy got your tongue?” she laughed.

“I can’t do this any more.”

“Well, you certainly can’t do it any less.”

He hung his head and left the room.

Annie headed for the gym. She had had so much fun the day before, and young men were so virile, she just had to do it again.

She decided to take the SUV again for the simple reason it was hard to hide a fuck in a Corvette.

Tommy went into his room and tried to get dressed.

Tried, because it was difficult. It was difficult to do buttons and zippers and things with long fingernails.

He was worried just pulling a shirt over his head. They had said his make up would be long lasting, but he didn’t want it all smeared.

The simple act of tying shoes was more than he could handle.

He sat on the edge of his bed and looked around. He had nothing but shoes that tied. He would have given his left nut for a pair of loafers right about then.

Then he had a thought.

Annie had loafers.

Well, not exactly loafers. But she had these low slung, patent leather black shoes. His pants were a little long, he could…yes!

He trotted into the master bedroom and into the big walk in closet.

The Mary Janes were right there, on the left on a small box.

He picked them up, gingerly, with his long fingernails, and put them on the floor.

He slipped first one foot in, then the other.

They fit!

Oh, they were a little tight, but…he had shoes!

He stepped in front of the full length mirror and inspected himself.

His pants were too short. Her shoes stood out.

Oh, fuck, and he sat down on her vanity chair and heaved a sigh. What was he going to do?

His eyes fell on a pair of her slacks. She had long legs. She was the same height as him, but her pants…would they fit?

He took off his jeans and put them aside, then put a leg in her pants.

They fit!

They were a little tight around the ass, and his cock really stood out. It was a big, outlined lump in the front of her slacks. but…it worked!

Now happy, he returned to his room and put on a shirt.

Excellent. in the mirror his legs and cock were a little exposed, but he was only going to be. wearing these things around the house.

He went in and sat down at the computer. He would order things off the internet.

Smiling, at last getting a win out of this terrible situation, he headed over to Amazon and started buying.

Annie walked into the gym, and she was now not just a MILF, she was a cougar. She had hot loins and wanted a firehose to cool them down.

The kind of firehose one finds hanging between the legs of lusty, young men.

She did some stretching, aware that virile, young men were staring at her.

She had worn very tight short shorts and her pussy was perfectly outlined. A real, classy camel toe, or monkey knuckle, or whatever they called it.

While the men stared at her pussy she checked them out. She made occasional eye contact, but it was a while before a hunk came up to her. “How you doing?”

“Okay. You want to help me do a little yoga?”

“Sure?” He was trying to be cool, but he was drooling like a faucet with a worn gasket.

She took his hand and led him to the mat on the side of the gym.

Most people did a little stretching, then headed for the iron, so they had the area to themselves.

She struck a pose, deliberately short changed herself, and said, “Grab my shoulders and help me stretch.”

He did, and she loved the feel of his strong hands pulling on her.

“Okay. Now, place your hand on my back and on my chest and make sure I don’t overbalance.”

She stretched backwards, and when he put his hand high on her chest she moved it so it was between her knockers, and as she moved he could see the press of her rigid nipples under the thin material of the yoga outfit.

“Now, put your hand here and…” she placed his hand on her ass.

And on her thighs. high up.

And against her tit.

He was hard now.

Hell, he was hard when they started, now he was super hard!

A half hour later they stepped into a closet and she showed him some sexual yoga. She bent, arched, twined, and bent his penis every which way but loose.

And he loosed a big load of squirt into her. A monstrous load.

They arranged their tight clothes and stepped out of the closet. She gave him a final kiss, and he asked, “Aren’t you going to shower?”

“Nah,” she grinned. “I want to bring this load home for my husband.”

His mouth opened, but nothing came out. He was speechless.

Annie walked into the house and called out, “Tommy?”

Tommy had been polishing woodwork, and he entered the room. In her slacks and Mary Janes.

She stared, started to to say something, then stopped.

She reached out and grabbed his outlined weenie. “Oh, honey, maybe you do love me.”

“Unh…” He groaned, his balls had so recently emptied, but now fell so totally full.

“And I see you like women’s clothing.”

“I…I…” he turned red. “My own clothes didn’t fit right.”

“Of course they didn’t. They were designed for a man.”

He blinked at that.

Then she said, “I brought you home a present, honey.”

“You did?”

“Yes. It’s right between my legs, and you have to hurry. I don’t want to drip all over the house.”

He was confused, but only for a moment. Then her short shorts, which had a patch of dark moisture in the crotch, were off. She lay down on the couch and spread her legs.

“Come, honey. Clean me up, and hurry. I don’t want to make a mess.

Tommy felt a deep despair in his heart, but, for some reason, his cock jerked and bobbed.

No! How could this be?

He fell to his knees, scared of the white glob oozing out of his wife’s snatch.

But strangely excited.

And compelled.

And suddenly he wasn’t so sure he was a man.

Suddenly he didn’t know what he was.

He opened his mouth and lowered his head.

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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