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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Author’s Note

Don’t you wish there was a magic pill that could cure everything?

A pill that would fix dementia or Alzheimer's, cancer or heart attack’s?

A pill that would make your kid able to play better than Mozart?

A pill that would make all cops honest?

A pill that would make a criminal honest or an addict straight?

Or, how about a pill that would make a man into a woman?

Wouldn’t that be nice? Give a bozo a pill and he suddenly turns into a woman?

“But, wait a minute, that wouldn’t work! You could make a man into a woman, but you could never make a man smarter.

Well, it was a thought.

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Here’s a pill, honey.”

George looked at his wife. He looked at the little white pill in her hand. He looked at his wife. “What’s this for?”

“Insomnia.”

“Oh, good!” He took the pill, popped it into his mouth, and smiled.

George had been having a lot of trouble sleeping. He was a handsome fellow, a little on the chubby side, but even features, thick, brown hair, and trusting eyes.

“Wait!” blurted Sarah. “Don’t you want to know about the side effects?”

Sarah was a looker, and a keeper, and a babe. She was the same height as George, which irked her that she couldn’t wear heels without making him look small, had lush blonde hair, green eyes, and a fantastic bosom.

“Side effects?” George blinked a few times. “What side effects?”

“I don’t know, but there are always side effects!”

George gulped. The pill was long gone, but…but he had just taken it, no thought, trusting his wife, and…side effects?

“How do we find out?” he asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Where’d you get it?”

“From Lana.”

“Lana? You got a pill for insomnia from Lana?”

Lana was the biggest practical joker this side of The Comedy Store. In fact, she was a comedian who often played The Comedy Store. When she wasn’t going through boyfriends faster than a Veg-a-matic.

“Well, I didn’t think…I mean…she’s always so nice, and…”

George listened to his wife blather and he started to worry. Really worry. Finally he cut her off and said, “You’ve got to find out what it does. Really does. I need to know if I need to go to the hospital and get my stomach pumped.”

“Oh, honey. You don’t need to do that!”

“Oh? How about the time she switched your birth control pills for Vicodin? You were loopy half the day, and you might have even gotten pregnant!”

“But she wouldn’t…” Sarah stopped talking and started thinking. The fact was…Lana might do something weird, that pill could be…anything. “I’ll call her right now.”

Sarah picked up her cell phone and hit a number. She put the phone on speaker and George sat down next to her and put a finger to his lips as the phone rang.

“Don’t let her know I’m listening.”

“George, she—Oh, Hi Lana!”

“Sarah! Honey! Did you hear about the lawyer who took viagra? He grew taller! Ha ha! Isn’t that a gas?”

“Uh, yeah. Listen, Lana, I—“

“I’m working on new material. I’m doing a lawyers convention later in the month. What’s the difference between a lawyer and a jellyfish?” She didn’t wait, but blurted out the answer, “One’s a spineless, poisonous blob. The other is a form of sea life. Ha ha! Isn’t that a gas! Hey, you know how to get a lawyer out of a tree? Cut the rope! Oh, ha! Man, this is good stuff. Did you—“

“Lana!” Sarah shouted, “What does that pill you gave me do?”

“Insomnia. Did you hear the one about—“

There was only one way to talk to Lana, and that was to constantly interrupt her. “It cures insomnia?”

“I’m not sure, I got it at a party last night. Guy said it would keep me up all…wait a minute, he said it would keep him up all night…No…that’s not…I don’t know. But it either puts you to sleep or keeps you awake. I’m not sure.”

“Lana, think carefully. This is a drug, and—“

“You know what LSD stands for? Longer, strong drugs. Get it? L and S and D. Longer…” she dissolved into a spit of laughing at her own cleverness.

Next to Sarah George was groaning and putting his head in his hands.

Sarah tried again. “Lana, this is important…I’ve got to know what that pill does!”

“Why, did you take it? Whoo! Get ready for a trip. Do you know how many lawyer jokes there are? None. They’re all true! Ha ha ha!”

Sarah gritted her teeth as George gave a moan of despair. “Lana, who did you get the pill from?”

“Who? Oh, God. I can’t remember the name of every man who—wait a minute. It was that George guy, married to a girl named, let’s see…Sarah! Yeah! That was—“

“Lana, I’m going to tell everybody on Facebutt that you’re not funny.”

Total silence.

“I’ll tell everybody that you’re a pedophile. No…better than that…I’ll tell everybody that you’re a politician.”

“Hold on, girlfriend, you’re playing dirty now!”

“Then who did you sleep…who gave you the pill?”

“Okay…wait a minute. He gave me his card.”

The sound of Lana shuffling around in her purse, then, “Here we go. His name is Thomas Esquire. No…sorry, my eyesight is blurry in the morning. Thomas Jansen, Esquire. What a weird name. Thomas Esq—“

“What’s his number?”

“Oh, here it is,” and Lana read it off. As she read it Sarah typed it into her phone.

“Okay, I’m—“

“Wait a minute, Do you know the difference between the lawyer and the gigolo? The lawyer only screws one person at a—“

Click.

“Oh, God! She got the pill from a lawyer.”

Lawyers were the lowest form of life in the universe. And that was no joke!

“Well, I’m calling him,” Sarah said. She tapped her phone and the ringing started.

It rang once and a woman’s voice answered, “Law offices, may I help you?”

“I’d like to speak to Thomas Jansen.”

“And what is this about?”

That stopped Sarah for a long second, “Uh…it’s about…uh…my name is Sarah.”

“Yes, Sarah. Why do you wish to speak to Thomas?”

George was now on his feet, wringing his hands and walking in circles. All this talk, and the pill was working inside his gut!

“Ma’am?”

“Look. He was at a party last night, and he gave my friend a pill. I need to know what was in the pill.”

“I’m sorry?”

Yes, you are, you bitch!

Lana tried, “My name is Lana. I was with Tom, and he got me pregnant.” That should do it!

“Let me give you the number of Thomas’s lawyer…”

“Wait! Wait! I lied!” Now she was desperate. She blurted, “I lied! There’s no pill or pregnancy. I didn’t want to tell you the truth because I was afraid your line might be tapped.”

Now the receptionist listening.

“My name is Margaret Dumont. I distribute drugs in Washington, DC, and I need help in moving ten million dollars.”

“I’ll put you through. Please hold.”

Sarah sighed, and George collapsed on the couch.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” he muttered.

“Hello? Thomas Jansen here.”

“Mr. Jansen, my name is Sarah, and I need to know what was in the pill you gave to Lana last night.”

Silence.

“Look, my husband took it and we just need to know…what was in that pill?”

“Uh…”

“If you don’t tell me I’ll tell your wife about all your girlfriends.”

It was a shot in the dark, but it worked.

“Look, I don’t know. I got it out of the medicine cabinet and gave it to, uh…what was your friend’s name?”

“Lana.”

“Yes. I gave it to Lana.”

“Why would you do that?”

“She wouldn't stop with those stupid lawyer jokes! She was driving me crazy and I had to stop her! The pill was laying there and I figured it was a sleeping pill or something.”

“You gave her a pill and you didn’t know…”

“Look, do you have insurance?”

“Yes, but what does that—“

“We can file a claim, it’s easy to collect from insurance companies, and we can—“

“Where was the party?”

“What party?”

“The party where you got the pill you gave to Lana which she gave to me and I gave to my husband and he swallowed. That pill.”

“Oh.”

“Tell me or wife finds out about your hidden bank accounts!”

“No! No! Not that! It was at 1435 Swisser Dr. Oh, God! Don’t tell my wi—“

Sarah hung up, then stood up. “Come on.”

“Where?”

“Swisser Dr.”

“Oh, no!” George put a hand to his forehead.

“What? What’s happening?”

“I think I’m getting a boner!”

Sarah stared at him. “But you always get boners!”

“Yeah, but the pill…”

“Come on,” she shoved him. “I’ll drive.”

They drove into Hollywood Hills, and all the way to 1435 George was sweating and mumbling to himself.

“It’s a boner, and it’s not going down!”

“They usually don’t, not until you screw,” Sarah observed calmly.

“Yes, but this is different…this is different!”

Sarah drove around a sweeping turn and saw the house ahead. It was a modern edifice made of sandstone and glass. It had a view of the city out to Santa Monica, and there were half a dozen cop cars in the driveway and parked in the street.

Sarah stopped and stared.

George looked up and groaned.

Somebody honked behind them, so Sarah pulled over to the side of the road.

George  suddenly pulled his zipper down and took out his cock. Yes, it was hard. Not unusually so, not extra big or small, just…stiff.

“What are you doing?”

“I’ve got to cum! I’ve got to make this dick go down!”

“George! Don’t panic! You don’t even know…”

But George was pounding on his pud. His hand was a blur and his eyes were closed.

Sarah sighed. “Wait here. I’ll be back.”

Leaving George to his stroking, Sarah got out and walked down the street and up to the door of 1435.

Through the front window she could see a half a dozen cops smoking cigars and drinking beer. they appeared to be laughing.

She knocked, heard the sound of people moving, then the door opened.

The cop was tall and stern, he had a face that could be used to frighten children. “Yes?”

“I need to look in the medicine cabinet.”

The cop blinked. “What for?”

“I need to check the drugs in there.”

“You got an FOIA?” He pronounced it foe-ah.

“A what-a?”

“FOIA,” he repeated. “Freedom of Information Act.”

“I just want to see what they are.”

“Sorry,” he started to close the door.

“Wait!”

“Yeah?”

“Never mind.”

He closed the door.

Sarah listened and the rumble of conversation started up in the house.

She walked around the side of the house, through the side gate, and found a door into the garage.

She broke the window in the top of the door and reached in and twisted the knob.

“Fuck,” she whispered. The door wasn’t locked.

She crossed the empty garage and entered the house.

She could hear the voices in the living room.

“I told her I’d run her in…she was all too willing to cooperate then…”

Laughter.

“Tell us again how hard she sucked you.”

Sarah frowned in disgust.

“I tell ya, she could have sucked a golf ball through a garden hose! She sucked so hard my asshole puckered. She sucked…”

His voice faded as Sarah moved down the hallway.

She came to a room and opened the door. Guest room.

She closed the door, and heard sounds.

Her eyebrows dipped, then she realized what it was. She went to the master bedroom and looked in.

A cop had his pants down and a woman had her dress up. The cop’s white ass moved up and down and the woman was mumbling, “Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

On the other side of the room, past the bed, was the bathroom.

Sarah took a deep breath and walked across the bedroom.

The cop looked up, his face was red and sweaty. The woman was looking at her fingernails and saying, “Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

They ignored her.

The bathroom was large with an over-sized tub, and she went to the sink and opened the medicine cabinet.

Pills. Lots of pills. Green ones, red ones, furry pills, smelly pills, pills for everything except…they weren’t labeled.

But she saw a white pill and picked it up.

She had no clue what it was, but…she had one. She could have it analyzed. She turned and exited the bathroom. She walked past the madly fucking cop and the woman chanting, “Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

Down the hallway, turned into the kitchen and was about to go out the garage door when she stopped.

Something about this whole set up was screwy.

Cops drinking beer and smoking cigars, a cop fucking in the bedroom, what was this place?

She turned and walked into the living room.

All the cops froze.

There were eight of them, and they were sitting in chairs around a coffee table. The table was filled with ashtrays that were overflowing, empty cans of beer, hard stuff, and…pills. And grass. And…and every kind of drug known to man.

“Who are you?” blurted one of the cops, looking extremely guilty and like he was trying to bluff it out.

Lana held out her hand, “What kind of a pill is this?”

The cops all peered at her hand.

“Looks like RD43.”

“What’s RD43?”

Nobody said anything.

Sarah didn’t know what the cops were doing here, but she knew something was off.

“So what is this place? Why are all those drugs on the table? What are you guys doing?”

One of the cops blurted, “We could arrest you.”

Sarah flipped up her phone and began snapping photos.

The cops all turned and tried to hide their faces.

“Okay, let’s try it again. What is this place?”

“Gimme that phone!” one of the cops stood up menacingly.

“No.”

“Obstruction of justice…” he began moving towards her. Other cops were moving, too, and Sarah realized she was never going to get out of the room.

“The pics are already in the cloud. So it’s your malfeasance versus my obstruction of justice. You want me to show the judge the evidence?”

“Aw…wait a minute.”

The cops stopped moving and looked around like guilty school boys.

“So what is this place.”

“If we tell you will you lose those pics?”

“You answer my questions and they’re gone.”

The cops looked around at each other, and one, the one with stripes on his arm, said, “We do stings up here.”

“Stings?”

“Yeah, we lay out some drugs and people take them then we can arrest them.”

“So what’s this drug? This RD43?” she held out her hand.

The cops gathered around a looked at it.

“Isn’t that the super viagra?” said one.

“No. That’s morning after.”

“We got that?”

“That’s the one that’s supposed to be for insomnia.”

Now Sarah was getting closer.

“Insomnia?”

“But it doesn’t really do that.”

“What does it do?”

But the cops were blank.

“So how do I find out?”

One of the cops took out a cell phone. “Let me call Charley. He was on duty last night.

He pressed the face of his phone and everybody heard a ringing coming from the other end of the house.

The cops all looked surprised, then everybody turned and walked through the kitchen and down the hallway.

“Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

But now it was the man’s voice, and the woman blurted, out, “Oh, fuck!” She didn’t sound too happy.

The cops entered the bedroom, followed by Sarah, and were treated to the sight of the white-assed cop arching his back, holding his head back and spewing.

“Charley?”

“Shit, he’s been back here the whole time?”

“I hope the camera’s not running.”

Charley kept spewing, his ass tightening and loosening, his cheeks squeezing and letting go.

“Oh, fuck! You said you wasn’t going to cum in me!”

The woman under him was hitting him in the chest.

All the cops, except Charley, were grinning now.

“Hey, Lucy,” said one of the cops. “I see you lowered your standards.”

“Ah, fuck you! You guys promised me a party and this is what I get? I ain’t pullin’ the train, I’ll tell ya that!”

She pushed and wiggled and finally managed to get out from under Charley.

She stood up, straightened her dress glowered, and marched out of the room. Big drops of squirtem dripped on the floor behind her.

Charley lay on his rather large belly for a moment, then he turned over.

His penis was a small slug. And that was still hard. As it began to shrivel it ended up about as big as a ten year olf boy’s.

“Oh, hey, guys. What’s happening?”

The cops turned to Sarah, and she stepped forward. “Is this RD 43? And if it isn’t, what is it? And if it is…what does it do?”

Charley took the pill and squinted, then tilted his head. “No. That’s DR34.”

“What does it do?”

“Not exactly sure, but it’s supposed to be triggered when a guy cums.”

“What?”

“Yeah. It’s harmless, doesn’t do anything, but if a guy takes one and has an orgasm, and releases his sperm before it’s out of his system, something is supposed to happen?

Sarah suddenly gasped.

When she had left George he had been jacking off!

She turned and ran from the room. Behind her voices muttered and asked, “Where’s she going?”

And: “She better lose those pictures.”

The cops all looked at each other and charged after Sarah.

Sarah ran through the house, her arms pumping and her knees going up and down. She turned into the foyer just as the cops ran down the hallway.

She opened the door and ran down the walk, the cops spilled out of the house, yelling for her to stop.

Down the street her car was lightly shaking. George’s arm was still going up and down.

“George! No! Don’t do it!”

Sarah ran down the sidewalk and the cops were right behind her.

“Come back here!”

“Stop!”

“Police! Stop!”

Sarah reached the car just as the cops reached her.

She reached for the door handle, and the cops grabbed her arms.

“Let me go!”

In the car George was pounding the pud for all he was worth. His eyes were closed and his teeth were gritted.

“Don’t do it, George! Don’t jack off!”

But George was in his own world.

“George!”

Held by the police, Sarah watched as George finally climaxed. He grunted and arched his back. Semen shot up to the roof of the car, big, long spurts.

“Holy shit!” said one of the cops. “Look at that guy go!”

Then all the cops were gathered around the car, hands and faces pressed to the windows.

George squirted and squirted, and slowly came back to earth.

He smiled. He let go of his penis.

Good dripped from the ceiling and got on his face.

He wiped a bit of goo off his cheek and into his mouth.

He opened his eyes…and saw the cops.

“AIIEEEEE!”

And the cops took out their billy clubs and ripped open the door.

George was arrested for public masturbation.

Sarah was arrested for obstructing justice.

Sarah’s phone was confiscated as evidence.

And the day wore on.

“I want to speak to Thomas Jansen.” Sarah had finally gotten her phone call, and he was the only lawyer she knew.

The receptionist said, “I’m sorry, but—“

“Tell Tommy boy that I’m on the phone with his wife in two minutes.”

“One moment, please.”

Sarah stood by the phone and waited. She wondered if Thomas had been boffing his secretary. She was pretty sure he had, because—

“Hello?”

“Thomas! Come get George and I out of jail!”

“Who are you?”

“I called earlier about the pill.”

“Well, you’ll have to see a bail bonds man and—“

“It’s eleven. I expect to be out of here by noon, and no charges.”

Silence.

“I don’t think you know anything. I don’t have any girlfriends or secret accounts.”

Again, Sarah took a shot in the dark. “How about your secretary?”

Sigh.

“Okay. But I’m going to have to drive all the way downtown and call in some deals and—“

Click. Sarah hung up.

Thomas Jansen, Esquire, may have been a philandering money laundering, drug dealing lawyer, but he was as good as his word.

Sarah and George walked out of the police station at 11:58.

The police had returned their car, and even Sarah’s phone.

“Those sons of bitches,” snarled Sarah. “Where’s my pictures?”

They had, of course, wiped it cleaner than Hillary Clinton’s butt.

George was a bit dazed by the morning. He was emotionally exhausted by the knowledge that he had taken something dangerous, and Sarah actually hadn’t had the time to tell him about the pill.

They got into the car, Sarah behind the wheel, and headed for home.

“George?”

He looked at her.

“About that pill you took.”

“Yes?” he stared at her hopefully.

“I don’t know what it does, but whatever it does starts if you jack off.”

“What? But I already masturbated!”

“I noticed,” she said drily.

“And I’m all right. That pill must have been a placebo or something.”

“I don’t know, and neither do you, but we’re going to have to keep a watch on you.”

“Okay.”

“And no more sex.”

“What?”

“Look, if an orgasm trigger that pill, then we have to avoid all orgasms.”

“But I jacked off once, so it’s triggered, so what does it matter?”

“It matters because if that pill does something to you…I don’t want to catch it.”

“You can’t catch, uh…head ache relief from a person who takes a pill!”

“How do you know? What if every pill you take had an effect on me? Do you want me to get sick?”

“Well, I don’t—“

“The answer is no! You don’t want to risk giving me whatever that pill gave you.”

George was saddened, for he did love sex. And it didn’t make much sense, getting sick from a pill somebody else took. But Sarah seemed pretty adamant.

For that matter, Sarah was saddened. She, too, loved sex. But she was a bit pissed at George, so she decided to teach him a lesson. If he believed that bull about getting sick from a pill somebody else took, that was his problem.

“But I need sex! It’s part of my life style!”

“You and eight billion other people,” she snapped back.

“But—“

Sarah softened a little.

“Look, we can do other things. Mutual masturbation. Oral sex…if you wear a rubber. I can poke my finger up your butt…I’ve got some latex gloves.

George sat in the passenger seat and glumly considered his sexless future.

“Well, I don’t think it’s fair,” he muttered.

He sat in the passenger seat the rest of the way home and sulked.

Finally, Sarah turned into their driveway and parked the car.

For the next two days life went on.

Thomas Jansen sent them a bill, which Sarah crumpled up and threw away.

George got hornier and hornier.

Normally he was a twice a week man, but now that he had been cut off he wanted it every day.

“Come on, honey,” he followed her around the house like a rabid puppy, looking for an excuse to hump her leg. “A little sex won’t hurt you?”

“Yeah, but what if I get something that might get triggered by an orgasm?”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“But, honey…”

By the end of the week Sarah was fed up with his begging. She was avoiding him, and didn’t want to have sex, and…finally she had had enough.

“Please, honey…?”

“All right,” she sighed and put down the book she was reading. It was a good book, too. Sissy Ride: The Book, by Grace somebody.

Some guy gets his computer hacked, then he gets blackmailed into all sorts of shenanigans.

She wished she could blackmail George into stopping his constant whining.

But she couldn’t, so she finally decided to give him what he wanted. A lot of what he wanted. More than what he wanted.

She took his hand and dragged him back to the bedroom.

This was what George wanted, but Sarah’s attitude was pretty stern and he was starting to worry.

“Lay there,” she said, pushing him towards the bed.

“Are you sure?” he looked at her doubtfully.

“Look, George, you beg for sex, and when I prepare to give it to you…you chicken out.”

“But I wanted to put my dick in you!”

“And I wanted a husband who wouldn’t take pills and risk all sorts of complications. I guess we’re both going to be disappointed.”

She took ties out of his closet and faced him.

“Well? Get those clothes off!”

George moved slowly, but there’s only so much slow in the world, then he was at the end of his clothes and he had to go through with it.

George climbed on the bed, still wearing socks, and Sarah pushed him onto his back.

“Okay, honey. Sex, you wanted.”

She wrapped the ties around one wrist, then the other, fastened them to the bed posts.

George looked up at the posts and worried. They had done this before, and it had been fun, but now…”             

She wrapped the ties around his ankles and tied them to the bed posts at the bottom of the bed.

George lay there, and his boner was up.

Sarah ran her fingers down his sides, clawed him, tickled him, and grinned.

This was sort of fun. Every time they had done this before she had been sort of squeamish, but now, a little angry, she was starting to get into it.

George shrieked, then laughed, and his member bounced fiercely.

Sarah was getting hot now. She had intended to tease him mercilessly, but now, having him under her thumb, she was starting to feel the heat.

She grabbed his testicles and pulled, and twisted, and slapped them.

George yelled some more, so she got out the penis gag and stuck it in his mouth. She fastened the strap behind his head, and now she was smiling broadly.

“I like you like this, George. We’re going to have to do this more often.”

She stroked him, slapped his balls, then finally pulled on the latex gloves.

George was now alarmed. Yes, they had played this game before, but now it was like she meant business. She was so much more intense now.

“Humppfguu!” he said from his gag.

“What’s that, honey? I can’t hear you.”

Then she stopped and laughed. “I remember what you always say when I say something and you don’t want to hear it. ‘Twat did you say? I cunt hear you. I must have an ear infucktion, Oh, well, I’ll finger it out later.”

She laughed merrily, and George groaned.

“Don’t like your own medicine,” and she tickled him some more.

Then she greased up her fingers and went exploring.

“Omhggeeth!”

Sarah grinned. “Speak English. Now, let’s see, the prostate was here somewhere. Should be right about here…”

George’s eyes opened wide.

“HGEEuokk!”

“Him, I really must get a hearing aid. You know, I feel the little walnut…if I rub it gently it’s supposed to make you squirt.”

George closed his eyes and groaned.

“Feels good, eh? Would you like that? Get yourself a prostate orgasm? You know, some people call it an anal orgasm, and I even heard one person refer to it as a sissygasm. Would you like that, George, have yourself a big, old sissygasm? Squirt your sissy juices all over the place? Would you?

George shook his head, but the problem was that he liked it. It felt good, her finger wiggling like a worm.

And he did feel like he was going to pee, but not really pee, more like…sort of cum. but…what the hell was happening down there?

“Well, maybe two fingers will do it?”

After a minute, George getting looser and looser, Sarah said, “Maybe three fingers?”

Now George was crying with pleasure, and he felt close…but still far.

He was jerking his hips, supposedly trying to get her fingers out of him, but really trying to hump her fist.

Sarah took her hand out. “God, that’s fun. We should have been doing this all along. You like it, don’t you?”

George stared at her.

“Tell me you like it. Nod your head, or…or…I’ll let you go.”

What a quandary. He wanted to be free, but not at the expense of his pleasure.

He froze, wanted to shake his head, nod his head, and squirt to the high heavens.

“Cat got your tongue, eh?”

Sarah slithered off the bed and removed her panties.

Let’s replace that cat with a pussy. Pussy’s got your tongue, eh?”

She sat on his face and ground her hips down.

George could taste her. Delicious. But he was having trouble breathing.

For a long moment Sarah worked on his face, then she slid down his body.

she had been stroking and jacking, and she had had enough. All this activity…she had to have a little.

“I’m going to do you, George, but you better not have an orgasm.”

She opened a condom package and unrolled the rubbery thing onto his shaft.

Then, thinking about it, she put another one on him, and another one.

George couldn’t feel a thing down there, he throbbed and pulsed and he was so hard, and…and…

Sarah sat on him.

Oh, it felt good. It was heaven! Only a week, and she was already desperate.

So much for punishing George for his pill stupidity.

George was almost there, but he couldn’t feel enough.

He knew she was on him, he could feel here, but the sensation was blunted.

Sarah moved and grooved, she twisted her hips and pulled on her nips, and it didn’t take long.

“UNHHH!” She arched, then bent forward, her hands holding her above George.

George stared up, felt the snapping turtle, and…it was enough.

“UNHHH! FUUUU! GAAAAH!”

He squirted into the rubber, and therein lay the tragedy of our story.

It wasn’t that George wasn’t supposed to cum, that wouldn’t trigger the pill. Heck, he could pull on his weenie all day long and the pill wouldn’t have triggered.

It was climaxing while inside a vagina!

Even though he was separated from her flesh by several layers of rubber, he was inside her, and deep down in his DNA the changes were triggered.

“You came!” laughed Sarah. “Through all those rubbers! you couldn’t feel a thing, and yet you…” then she stopped talking and stared at George. “Oh, fuck! she whispered in horror.


Part Two

George’s face was contorting. It was shifting, bulging, the bulges moving all around.

It was like he was one of those bad movies where the hero, or villain, was changing into a monster.

His face shifted, the fat moving across. His lips bulged, then returned to normal, then bulged again.

And his body was really transforming.

It was getting smaller, shorter, and he shrieked as the change pulled on the ties holding him down. Then he was stretched, like he was on the rack, and his body was getting more slender, pulled tight.

His chest began to bulge, his waist began to shrink, his hips got rounder.

“No!Aiiie! Stop!”

At first Sarah jumped back and stared in horror, then she realized she had to do something.

She moved forward and tried to undo the knots in the ties, but now the knots were stretched tight an her long nails couldn’t work into the knots.

George screamed louder.

His chest was forming, the pectorals getting larger and becoming mounds.

Through her fear Sarah realized: Tits! He’d getting tits!

Then she looked at his penis, it was shrinking! Suddenly it fell out of the rubbers, horrified, she reached forward and grabbed the rubbers and flung them away, and still his penis kept shrinking!

“Oh, George!”

She cried.

He was beyond pain now, his joints were shrieking.

“Get…knife…” he moaned.

Sarah ran down the hall into the kitchen, pulled open a drawer so hard some of the silverware slipped out. She grabbed a big, sharp knife and back.

George’s boobs were bigger. His nipples were also bigger, and they were stiff and pointing up toward the ceiling.

George was trying to wiggle, but he could barely move. The ties were cutting into his wrists and ankles.

And his hair! It was now a long mess under his head.

She slipped the knife over one of the ties and drew it back.

The good thing about the tie being taut was the material was easier to cut. It parted easily, then snapped.

George retracted his arm and was able to twist slightly. Now the tension between his right leg and his left arm was terrible.

Sarah cut and cut again, then George was only held down by tie.

There was o pressure on the material, however, and Sarah had to saw at the remaining tie.

George was cuddling into the fetal position, and she stared at his body in shock.

Breasts, long hair, long eyelashes, thin waist…his whole body had shrunk, lost weight (except in the chest), and become female.

His legs were drawn up and she couldn’t see his manhood. But the way it had been shrinking…

“George. Let me see.” She grasped one of his legs and pulled it gently.

George’s every joint hurt and he groaned, but he let himself be moved.

She pulled his leg back over and stared. His penis and balls were gone. Now he had just a bit of fur, and…labia.

He had a slit!

“George,” she whispered.

“Unhh!” he moaned, and he opened his eyes and looked at her.

“Your body…and…you’ve got a….a pussy.”

“Wha?”

Then he realized his voice had become higher pitched.

He tried talking again. “What?” And his eyes went even wider.

He hurt, but he could move, and Sarah helped him. She pulled, gently, and he managed to sit up.

He took in his thinner legs, almost void of hair.

He felt his face, the different shape of it.

He pulled his fingers through his long hair, and, finally, he felt his breasts.

The conical shape, the stiff nipples, the size of them…George fainted.

George wasn’t out for long, just a few minutes.

He came to and heard Sarah talking into the phone.

“My husband has turned into a woman!” Her voice was shaky and cracking.

He actually didn’t feel too bad. Being unconscious for a few minutes had stopped the pain from his big stretching and he sat up.

“Yes! He—George?”

She went to him then, hugged him desperately. “Oh, George.

“Over the phone the 911 operator could be heard. “Ma’am? Ma’am?”

Sobbing, Sarah spoke into the cell phone. “He’s all right! It’s okay!”

“Ma’am, I’ve got officers on the way and—“

“No! He’s okay. Call them off.” She hung up the phone and held onto George.

“What happened,” asked George. “What happened to me?” She was holding him, but he was looking at his arms, seeing how slender they were, and they were virtually hairless.

“Oh, George! You changed into a girl!”

“I…what? Let me up!”

She helped him out of bed and over to the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

He stared in horror.

He was a woman. He was six inches shorter, slender, with big, round boobs. Perky boobs for all their size, and the nipples…my God! he thought.

“But…what? How?”

“It was the pill, George. The pill did it.”

“But how?”

“It must have affected your DNA.”

“I don’t…how did this…” he kept blubbering, and Sarah kept soothing him.

“It’s okay, George. We’ll figure it out. It’s okay.”

They heard the sound of tires screeching to a stop and looked at each other.

Doors slamming and hurrying feet, then pounding on the front door.

“The police,” he whispered.

“Don’t worry, I’ll handle them. Why don’t you…put something on?”

But…what could he put on?

Sarah headed for the door and George looked around for something to wear.

In the foyer Sarah opened the door and peeked out, and realized that she was naked. She stood behind the door to cover herself.

Two cops were standing there, and she realized that she had seen them before. They had been at the house in the hills where the pill had come from.

“It’s okay, officers. It was a false alarm.”

In the bedroom George looked at his clothes.

His pants were too big and long. And his shirts…he slipped into one and it was like putting on a tent.

Oh, crap! What was he going to do?

He saw his wife’s closet door, open, and clothes hanging from the hangers.

Maybe he could…it as weird, but nothing else was going to fit him.

He called out, “Sarah?”

His voice was scratchy, he wasn’t used to the higher pitch and his call had been too soft.

He put some oomph into it and yelled, “Sarah! I need help!”

“It was all a mistake. He was passed out for a minute, but he’s fine now, and I’ll take him to the doctor for a check up later, and—

The cops were frowning, looking at her suspiciously, still, there was nothing they could do. She had refused them entry, and—

“Sarah! I need help!”

The cops looked at each other. That was they needed. They pushed on the door.

“Hey!” Sarah was forced back.

“You cuff her, I’ll see what’s happening.”

“NO! LEAVE ME ALONE!”

But the cop was much stronger than her. He just grabbed her arm and spun her and clicked the cuffs onto her wrists.

The other cop ran down the hallway towards the sound of the call for help.

George heard the officer coming and he looked around for a place to hide. He went behind the bed and crouched.

The cop burst into the room, saw George, “Ma’am? Are you all right?”

George didn't know what to say.

He was changed into a woman, he was terrified, and he shook his head, then nodded, then shook it.

The cop came around the bed and saw his body.

Slowly George stood up, trying to cover his breasts, turning a leg in to cover his sex.

The cop stared. He saw the ties, hanging from his wrists and ankles, but cut.

He saw the other half of the ties on the bed posts.

And he saw the knife.

And a bit of blood.

Sarah had accidentally nicked George when she had freed him, and there was a line of blood on one wrist, and a few dribbles on the bed.

He looked at George again.

“Don’t worry, ma’am. You’re okay now.”

The cop saw a robe hanging from a chair and picked it up. He moved forward and placed it over George’s shoulders.

George thought the cop was trying to put his arms around him. He shrieked and struggled, and now the cop was holding hi, trying to calm him down.

“Stop! Let me go!” George shrieked.

“What are you doing?” screamed Sarah. “Let my husband go!” She was trying to get loose, but the other cop had a firm grip on her cuffs.

For a long moment pandemonium reigned, then the cop realized it was a losing body and let go of George.

George fell back in the corner between the bed and wall and huddled in on himself.

“Let me go!” screamed Sarah, and turned and tried to bite the cop who was restraining her.

The cop let go and she tripped, fell backwards and sat on her ass.

“OW!” she yelled, then she wiggled over on her front, managed to get onto her knees, and knee walked back towards George.

“Come back here!”

“Let her go,” said the other cop.

They watched as she reached George. She tried to hug him, but with her arms behind her back there was’t much she could do.

Still he pressed herself against him, and he came to himself enough to put an arm around her, and they sat and cried.

The two cops stared, and one of them finally said, “I’m gonna call for a couple of female cops. No way I’m going to touch those two.”

A half hour later a pair of female officers arrived.

The two cops moved into the living room, sat down and waited.

Inside the bedroom the two officers talked to George and Sarah in soft voices.

“Come on, honey. We need to take you to the hospital. Get you checked out,” said one of the cops.

“You leave him alone,” blurted Sarah.

The two female officers glanced at one another.

One woman was calling the other by the wrong pronoun. She thought a woman was a man.

“Don’t worry, honey, we’re going to have you checked out, too.”

“We don’t want to go anywhere.”

“Sorry, ma’am, but this is a crime scene, and it looks like some bad stuff has been going down.”

“Nothing bad has been happening!”

She looked at the ties on George’s wrists and ankles and on the bedposts. She noted the blood and the knife.

“We still need to have you checked out. What if there’s something wrong with…with…Georgette?”

“Georgette?” Sarah spoke incredulously. “That’s George! That’s my husband!”

“Are you lesbian?”

“No! I am NOT a lesbian! And neither is my husband.”

Again, the two cops exchanged glances.

It took a while, and a lot of talking, but finally George agreed to go to the hospital. After all, he wanted to find out why he had turned into a woman.

Sarah didn’t want to go anywhere, but when George broke, and told her why, she agreed.

One of the officers led George out of the room. He was still in a robe and her arms were around his shoulders in consolation.

The other cop found a robe and placed it around Sarah.

Sarah looked after George and the other cop and wanted to hurry. But the female officer with her seemed to be moving slower and slower.

“What’s going on? Come on!”

The officer smiled. “First you don’t want to go, now you’re in a big hurry.”

They walked down the hallway and the two officers stood up.

Outside George got into the back of the cruiser.

the officer got into the front and put the car in gear. The car started to move.

“Hey! What about my wife?”

“Don’t worry, Georgette. She’ll be along.”

“No! Wait! I want to go with my wife!”

“My partner will bring her along.”

George was upset, but there wasn’t much he could do. He turned his head and looked back at the house.

Inside the house Sarah saw George get into the cop car through a window. Then the cop car started to move.

“Hey! Where are they…GEORGE! GEORGE!”

The cops moved in on her.

“Careful, guys. She bites.”

Sarah struggled. She kicked, and tried to bite, but there wasn’t much she could do with her hands cuffed behind her back.

One of the male cops moved in and grabbed her cuffs by the connecting chain and lifted.

“OW!” Sarah was lifted, hoisted to her tip toes, and her arms felt like they were going to go too far in the sockets.

“Come on, lady,” and the cop walked her on tippy toes out of the house.

Neighbors had come out to stare, and they got an eyeful as the robe slipped open and her breasts hung out.

Crying, spitting, still trying to bite, Sarah was walked down the walk to a patrol car. A big hand pushed her head down and she was shoved into the backseat. All the while Sarah swore and screamed.

“You mother sucking toad cocked fuck brain! You…” she went on and on, and kept yelling about suing the cops for everything they had.

George went to the hospital.

“What’s going on…your name is Georgette, right?”

George didn’t care about his name. In fact, whenever he said his name was George everybody got more confused, and more adamant about calling him Georgette. “Where’s my wife?”

The nurses were patient, the female cops were gentle, and finally a doctor managed to give him a rape kit.

“A rape kit? But why?”

“Because you were tied down and there was blood on the scene, explained the copette.

George couldn’t deny that, but he sure didn’t like it when they put him in a chair and spread his legs.

“What are you doing?”

“It’s okay, Georgette, we’ll be done in a moment.”

The doctor looked at his vagina, and George jerked and sat up and tried to close his legs.

The doctor stood up and turned away.

“Well, doc?”

“I’ve got sperm.”

“What?” George shrieked.

Then he realized, he had squirted, and what the doctor must have found were traces of his own seed!

“No, wait! That’s mine! That’s my sperm!”

The doctor glanced at the cop, and the female officer glanced at the doctor. Yeah, right. A woman gave herself sperm. Right.

“Okay, Georgette. Let’s go down to the station and you can swear out a complaint.”

“A complaint? For what?”

“You’ve obviously been raped.”

“I haven’t been raped!”

But the cops now had physical evidence. They put the robe back on George and walked him out of the hospital.

Sarah was pulled out of the cop car, screaming and kicking, yelling about the cops illegal entry and being kidnapping and she was going to sue everybody from the dog catcher to the mayor and…

The cops threw her in a cell.

“Calm down and we’ll book you.” And the cops walked away.

Since there isn’t much joy in screaming in a cell full of convicts who might break your nose, Sarah calmed down.

George was put in a room with a one way mirror. On the other side of the mirror was a video camera.

George stared at himself in the mirror.

He was beautiful, be it in a frowzy way.

He needed his hair done, his nails done, a bit of make up, and some real clothes.

But there was no denying his shape, his face, and the fact that he was a big boobed beauty.

Enough cops coming through the camera room looking at him was proof.

Two women entered the room and sat down. One was the female cop who had taken her to the hospital, the other was just a psychiatrist.

“Hello, Sarah. I’m Doctor Silverman. Let’s talk about your unfortunate incident.”

“What incident?”

“The sexual incident.”

“What sexual incident?”

“You were found tied to a bed, there was blood and a knife. That sexual incident.”

Sarah protested for a while, then the cop, bad cop to Dr. Silverman’s good cop, snapped, “What about that sperm, huh?”

“That was my sperm!”

Silverman didn’t bat an eye.

“Look, you’ve got to understand, I’m a man!”

Silverman smiled gently. “And where’s your penis?”

“It’s…I…I don’t know. But I swear…I’m a man!”

“All right. Don’t get upset.”

“But nobody believes me!” George started crying.

“Georgette,” said Silverman, “If you wish to identify with being a man that is perfectly okay. We don’t judge people here. But we need to know what happened on that bed. Where did the blood come from?”

So George told her the whole story, right from taking the pill. When he was done Silverman merely nodded and took some notes in a folder.

“You believe me, don’t you?”

“I believe you took a pill, Georgette, but I would guess that you took some kind of hallucinatory. It’s made you believe that you are a man.”

“But I am a man!”

“Okay. But I want you to consider reality. You have no penis.”

“I told you! It disappeared!”

“I understand, but can you hear how improbable that is?”

“But it happened!”

“I understand you believe that, but…”

The doctor continued explaining away George’s change of sex as a hallucination, and the afternoon began to lengthen.

Sarah was taken to an interrogation room and cuffed to a table. She looked around, stared at the one way mirror on the wall, and two cops walked in.

Big cops.

“Okay, Sarah, tell us about the blood on the bed.”

“What? What blood?”

“There was blood on the bed, and a knife, and your victim was tied to the bed. That blood.”

“Are you crazy? My husband and I were playing a sex game! He must have got cut a little when I cut him loose.”

“Did you castrate him?”

“What?”

“Did you use the knife to cut off his dingus?”

“Why would I do that?”

“We don’t know, but medical report says he has no penis or balls, and you were the only one in the house with him, or…did you have an accomplice?”

“Who was your accomplice?” asked the second cop.

Sarah stared at them and was stunned. These morons!

“Look, I didn’t cut George! Well, maybe by accident. But that’s not a woman! that’s my husband. And he…” Sarah told them the story, the whole story, from pill to present. When she was done she asked. “Do you believe me?”

One of the cops folded his arms and looked menacing. The other cop sighed and leaned forward a bit.

“I believe somebody took a pill, and I think that someone is you.”

“I didn’t—

“So what kind of drugs are you on, Sarah?”

“I’m not on any kind of drug!” she screeched.

“You tell me a woman, a woman without a penis and with a perfectly normal female sexual apparatus, is a man. What kind of hallucination is that?”

“I tell you…”

Sarah yelled and shouted and threatened…but the cops weren’t buying it.

And the afternoon began to lengthen.

“All stand for the honorable judge Cleo van Leaf.”

Everybody stood. Except for Sarah. The cop behind her kicked her butt and she sprang up and called him a motherfucker.

Just as the judge sat down.

Judge Leaf stared at the foul mouthed Sarah and banged her gavel.

“Starting off well, aren’t we,” stated the judge.

“Sorry, your honor,” said the public defender in charge of Sarah.

“Yes, you are. Your client’s loud mouth has just moved her to the end of the docket.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What?” yelled Sarah.

“Young lady, would you like to be gagged?”

Sarah realized that this was her day in court, and being gagged wouldn’t help matters. “No, ma’am.”

“That’s better. Okay, first case…”

The morning slowly passed.

Lunch slowly passed.

The afternoon slowly passed.

Finally, Sarah was up.

“What are the charges?”

The prosecuting attorney stood up and began reading, “Kidnapping, unlawful restraint, torture, obstruction of justice, lying to a police officer…” and on and on.

Sarah’s eyes opened wide. She had been so busy screaming at the cops she hadn’t listened when they had told her the charges.

“Your honor,” she said, when she finally had a chance to defend herself. “Let me tell you the whole story. My husband came home one day and wanted to take a pill. I was opposed to that, and…”

The judge listened, no expression on her face, and when Sarah was done she said, “Okay, this is the strangest story I have ever heard. So let’s get the participants involved in here and see if we can make any kind of sense out of this mess. I’d like to see the all the officers involved. And is Thomas Jansen in the building? Let’s get him in here. And anybody else who might help us figure this out.

Dinner, which passed slowly, and the judge returned to the courtroom. Normally she didn’t like to work late, but this case was obviously a doozy and she was getting very curious.

Georgette was brought into the room. They had found some clothes for her and put some make up on her, and she looked quite ladylike.

The lawyer was there, looking very nervous. Several women were seated behind him, their heads bent together in deep discussion. They kept pointing murderous glances at the lawyer.

The cops who had been at the stake out house, and who had showed up to arrest George and Sarah, and Dr. Silverman was there holding her hand and patting her shoulder reassuringly.

“George?” Sarah tried to get to her husband, but the cops got in the way.

George looked at her frowned.

Judge Leaf took her seat and the room was called to order.

“All right, people, let’s get this shindig started.” She pointed at Sarah. “I’ve heard your story.” She looked at Jansen. “What do you know about this mess?”

“Not much, your honor.”

Sarah snapped, “What about me coming in and asking you about the pill you gave my husband?”

But Jansen’s wife and his mistresses were already comparing notes back in the gallery, so there was no meat in that threat. Heck, when they were done with him he wouldn’t have a cent left. Not even in his foreign bank accounts.

“She came into my office, it is true, threw around a bunch of accusations and, tell the truth, your honor, I figured she was unhinged.

“What?!”

The gavel slammed, shutting up Sarah, and the judge looked at the officers who had been on stake out. “Okay, fellows. what’s this story about you having a beer party at the stake out house? And all the drugs found in that house?”

“Your honor?” A man stood up and came into the court from the gallery. “I’m the union representative. The drugs were there as part of the sting. There is no proof of a party outside of this woman’s word. And it is obvious that the woman is suffering from sort of delusion.”

Dr. Silverman stood up, “I would like to attest, your honor, that the woman is suffering from impulsive compulsive devulsive revulsion of the prefrontal lobotomy.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” The judge turned to the cops who had arrested George and Sarah. “You gentlemen have anything to say?”

One cop stood up and said, “She was real violent. See the scratch she gave me?” He pulled down on his cheek under his eye and a slight line could be seen.

“It didn’t. draw blood, but it was close to my eye and it really scared me.

“What about the pictures I took on my cell phone?”

“Officers?” the judge looked at the cops.

The cops shuffled nervously. “There was a phone, your honor, but there weren’t any pictures or videos. It appears that the defendant has erased her data.

The judge frowned and turned to Sarah. “Well?”

“I didn’t delete anything! I didn’t do anything except look for a type of pill so I could see what my husband had taken.”

The judge sighed. “Okay, this has gone on long enough. I’m inclined to sentence this pair of miscreants to a stay in the state mental institution. Furthermore—“

“WAIT!”

Her voice was so intense everything stopped and everybody stared at Sarah.

“You can recover data from cell phones!”

The police union representative jumped up. “No need for that your honor…”

All the cops leaped to their feet and started clamoring.

Even the lawyer began complaining, and he didn’t even know why he was complaining, but if everybody else was then he better, too.

BANG! The judge slammed her gavel down.

She eyed everybody in court, and realized that there was something off her. If they all didn’t want to see it, then she’d better.

“Where’s the phone.”

The phone was gotten and the judge handed it to the bailiff. “Henry, I want you to take this to our computer people and have its data recovered. Keep in your eyesight at all times, and bring everything back to me.”

The bailiff hurried out.

She looked at all the cops and the lawyer and the psychiatrist. “Now then, ladies and gentlemen. Does anybody wish to amend their story?”

There was a lot of sweat and groans, but nobody said anything.

The lawyer was figuring he was going to be out of country on the morrow. He had to get to his foreign banks before his wife and mistresses did. Perhaps he could find a good hacienda in Costa Rica.

The cops were all cogitating retiring early, then getting a job working security, or maybe for the federal government.

The psychiatrist was thinking about the book she was going to write about the woman who thought she was a man. Maybe she could even invent some new labels and improve the science of psychiatry. Or maybe she should just score some drugs and do some of her own hallucinating.

“So be it. Court will adjourn and reconvene when the cell phone data is recovered.”

She slammed her gavel down.

Sarah and George walked into the house and headed right for the kitchen. The recovered cell data had backed up their story, and since there was no crime in a woman identifying with being a man, the judge had dismissed all charges.

Oddly, when the judge issued warrants for the cops, they were all working for the feds.

And the lawyer couldn’t be found.

And the psychiatrist asked for a review on the book she was going to write.

Inside the kitchen George got out the bourbon and Coke, Sarah got out the glasses and ice, and they mixed a couple of drinks. And a couple more drinks. And a couple of more drinks.

“That psychiatrist really messed with your mind,” Sarah observed.

He glugged a bit, then said, “I still she might be right. Maybe I’ve been a woman all along.”

“You wish,” muttered Sarah.

It was late, and they were tired. The day had been lo-o-ong.

Finally, Sarah placed her glass on the counter, grabbed George’s hand and said, “Come on.”

George gulped the last dregs, then placed his glass on the counter and followed Sarah. “Where are we going?”

“To bed.”

She dragged him into the bedroom and pushed him towards the bed.

“You can take off your dress, or I can rip it off.”

George began to unbutton and discard clothes.

Sarah reached into the bottom drawer of her dresser and held up a vibrator.

“Hey…wait!” George protested.

Sarah’s face half sneer and half smile.

“I’m not waiting for anything.”

“But you’re not going to”

She spun him around and pushed the top of his body. His upper body fell forward and he bent over the bed.

Sarah turned on the switch and the vibrator began to hum loudly.

“Wait a minute! We need to talk about this!”

“The way we talked about that pill?”

She grabbed his panties and pulled them down.

“I explained about that!”

“You explained shit!” Sarah snapped.

“Wait a minute! Wait! WA—AHHHHH!”


Epilogue

Lawyer Thomas Jansen was living on an island in the Caribbean. He had several island girls working as maids, and when he was caught screwing one of them the islanders resurrected the ancient practice of head shrinking. The resulting shrinkage didn’t affect Thomas Jansen, Esquire’s IQ.

The cops all became secret service agents, and investigated the finding of cocaine in the White House.

Dr. Silverman’s book, ‘The Woman Who Thought She was a Man,’ hit the best seller lists. She is working on a sequel, ‘The Man Who Thought He was a Woman!”

Because the book was so popular, the doctor merely changed all the pronouns in the first book and released it as the second.

As for Sarah and George, they are living happily ever after. George is living as a woman, which is appropriate because he is a woman, and he has discovered the joys of female sex.

He is not interested in finding a pill to reverse the effects of the first pill.

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.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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