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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Don’t you just love summer camp?

You get to swim and play and run around, and the boys are as thick as thieves.

Just waiting to get feminized.

Oh, the thrill of putting lipstick on your first boy.

Gives me the shivers just thinking about it.

What? You never did that at summer camp!?

Bad you!

Well, don’t worry. Just read on and enjoy the fun!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?”

Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What?

Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous.

“I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound.

“Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!”

“Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?”

“You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!”

Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body.

“Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.”

“Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.”

She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.”

“But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly.

“Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?”

“Wear locks in your piercings.”

Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked.

“What?”

“You got those piercings, and…”

“They were to please you!”

“And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.”

“So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.”

He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head.

Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?”

He shook his head.

“I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.”

“When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.”

“Yeah,” he muttered defiantly.

“Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear.

But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting.

“Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!”

He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it.

“So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled.

“No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.”

She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this!

“So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?”

“Well, uh…yes.”

“Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…”

“Will you think about it.”

“Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.”

“Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!”

“And this will help you be sure?”

He nodded.

“Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.”

He smiled.

“Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.”

“Huh!”

Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts.

She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea.

“Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.”

“What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…”

“No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.”

“Well, uh…”

“Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.”

She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat.

She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back.

“Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.”

“You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back.

She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed.

He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away.

“I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.”

With that she sat squarely upon him.

She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco.

“Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath.

She just smiled and let the moment build.

Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea.

She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio.

And she couldn’t help but think about it.

Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea!

Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there.

She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea.

She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky.

At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced.

And it felt good.

Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star.

Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on.

And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more.

And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets.

She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her.

Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house.

She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings.

Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her.

More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together.

She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks.

She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape.

She sat down, no pinching.

She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good!

She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful.

Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny.

Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not.

Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that.

Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah!

For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes.

God, that felt good!

Then, back home, and she fixed dinner.

Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time.

In fact, he had planned it.

In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans.

“Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?”

“What? And what smells so good?”

“A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.”

He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said.

“Have you been drinking?” he asked.

“Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.”

“Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon.

“Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked.

Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.”

He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara.

They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?”

“Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled.

He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon.

She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.”

He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze.

His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him.

A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.”

She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush.

“Oh, honey. It feels so good.”

“Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now.

“Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.”

He laughed, then went to his knees.

She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks.

They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough.

“Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her.

“Now, don’t hurt your teeth.”

He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully.

She laughed and ground her hips into him.

After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.”

But she pulled back.

“Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.”

“But…you can’t! I need you!”

“And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.”

“Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?”

“I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears.

“But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!”

“Aw…is that bad?”

“Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.”

“Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.”

“No!”

“Yes. And we’re starting tonight.”

With that she dragged him back to the bedroom.

Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any.

Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life!

Every night she dragged him off to bed.

Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction.

And every morning Rod was harder and harder.

At the end of week one he was dripping.

At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie.

And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself.

He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow.

He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog.

But, he had a plan.

“Good morning, honey,” he said on Saturday morning before she left for the convention.

“Hello, good looking,” she stretched and turned to him, felt his weenie, and kissed him.

A moment passed, and he said, “I’ve got a present for you.”

“Oh, goodie! I love presents! Gimme, gimme!”

“Okay, but you have to promise to wear it.”

“Oh, I will! Is it lingerie? Jewelry?”

“Well, it’s jewelry, sort of.”

“Sort of?”

He reached up to side table and grabbed a small box. He held it out to her.

Thoroughly excited, Lara took the box and opened it.

“Oh! what is this?”

“It was a special lock. It had a barrel, about a half inch, and a loop.

“It goes in your rings.”

“What?” she blinked and stared at him.

“Read the inscription.”

She examined the barrel and read: “As long as you have this on I will love you.”

She had a sudden thought that there was something weird here, but she was so excited to have a present.

“Well, I guess I better try it out.”

Rod smiled and kissed her again.

The ‘present’ slid through the rings easily. The locks didn’t get in the way, and it really felt good.”

“I can hardly feel it, but there’s a little more weight.”

“Feels good, yes?”

“Oh, yes!” Again, she pressed her lips to his.

“And you’ll wear it to the convention?”

“Oh, yes!” she giggled. “I can’t take it off, anyway.”

He smiled and hugged her yet again. “Don’t worry. If you want it off I’ll put the key in one of your suitcases, with the keys to your padlocks. But I won’t tell you where.”

She thought that was funny, but she was revving up for the day, getting ready for the six hour drive to the convention area. She was horny, and excited, and… “Come on, honey, give me a last tongue job before I go.”

He smiled, and did as he was told.

And it was hard not to laugh, because his plan had come to fruition. He had pulled it off. The greatest gotcha in the history of gotchas.

He couldn’t wait to pull the trigger and blow his wife’s mind forever!

An hour later Lara was driving down the road in her Lexus. She had  Joni Mitchell singing ‘Big Yellow Taxi’ on the radio:

They paved paradise, put up a parking lot

With a pink hotel, a boutique, and a swingin' hot spot

She was bobbing her head to the sides and humming along. The traffic was light and there were no cops so she zipped along without a care in the world.

At home Rod was cooking up a big mess of bacon. He sizzled and he fried and he sang along with Jim Morrison:

Five to one, baby

One in five

No one here gets out alive…

He poured himself a bourbon and Coke and looked out the kitchen window at the birds in the bird bath.

Stupid birds, frolicking like Elmer Fudd wasn’t hiding behind every bush.

He sat down and ate the greasy but delicious mess.

He looked at his cell phone sitting on the counter. It was charging up, and he couldn’t wait. But he had to. He had to be within a mile of Lara before he sprung the surprise on her.

He suddenly snorted a laugh, and chortled, and chugged his drink.

Oh, baby, I love ya, and I gotcha!

The thought of what he was about to do was so exciting he didn’t even think to masturbate.

Lara pulled into the parking lot, which was more of a dirt field.

The convention hall was a monster building that had been built for conventioneers who wanted to get out of the city. Construction for the parking lot and other things hadn’t finished, but it was an amazing place.

It was in a valley with tons of oaks, big, spreading oaks, on the hillsides. A stream meandered along the backside of the valley, and the national park was just over the hill.

Talk about paradise!

She parked her car and headed for the administration building. In a short while she was registering at the front desk.

Whistling softly, Rod packed his truck. He threw in the tarps and tents, the sleeping bag and the propane grill. He loaded a monster ice chest—the biggest in the world it was advertised as—and filled it with ice and beer and bourbon and Coke and…oh, yeah, one bottle of water.

He snickered and went inside to change into hiking shorts and shoes good for hiking, and sneaking, through the wilderness.

Finally, he picked up his fully charged phone, and a portable charger that would charge his phone, and the rest of his electronics, and put them in the front seat.

Hmm. Got everything? He inspected the truck, nodded to himself, and started it up.

Ten seconds later he was soaring down the street, a manic grin on his face.

Lara didn’t believe in tents, except when she had to go camping with Rod. She believed in luxurious suites with bathtubs the size of hot tubs. She believed in full music systems and commercial sized refrigerators fully stocked with ice cream and wine.

And so did her room mates.

Her roomies for this convention were three lovely girls, all in the prime of sexual life, all good looking, and all ready to party.

They were all smarties, being selected for this convention was based on application and merits. Women were going to be planning all sorts of schedules and activities. They were going to involve themselves in education, politics, and whatever else propelled womankind into the next century.

But, as stated, they liked to party hearty.

“I’m Lara,” she stated as she rolled her suitcases into the room.

Tammy, Jenny and Barb greeted her, poured her a wine, turned up the music, and within an hour everybody was dancing and giggling and having the time of their lives.

Lara was having an especially good time. Her padlocks were slapping each other down in her junction. The extra weight provided by Rod’s ‘love buzzer’ was really pulling on her snatch.

Suddenly Sting came on:

… Oh, can't you see

You belong to me?

God, she was horny. That big thing hanging in her padlocks, it was rubbing her slit in a very provocative way.

She danced with Jenny and they sang the lyrics, and she wanted to cum in the worst way.

She was going to have a wonderful two weeks! And when she went home she was going to jump her man’s bone until he positively ho-o-owled!

The girls danced around the suite, singing and drinking. They were wearing jammies and loose robes and really getting into it.

Lara raised her glass to yell out a lyric, and…that’s when it happened.

Rod opened his cell and pulled up the ‘find my phone app. He typed in Lara’s number and saw it, an hour ahead of him.

He drove, taking his time, following the route she had taken.

He couldn’t stop laughing every once in a while. It just bubbled out of him…what he was going to do.

After a few hours he saw her pull onto a curvy road and meander back and forth next to the National Park.

Good. She was almost there.

Less than an hour later he pulled into the National Park and drove to a spot near the convention center.

It was beautiful, his kind of day, the sun out and the fish biting. But he wasn’t going fishing today. At least, not for fish.

He giggled.

He had reserved a spot way back in a camping area. Nobody was around him, and he was delighted to find a little trail hidden in the brush that headed towards the convention center.

Oh, baby, oh, baby,” he muttered as he unpacked the truck and set up his tent.

The tent was a big one, could hold ten people.

Rod set it up, moved a couple of folding chairs in, a folding table and a small TV set. He lugged the big ice box in and selected a beer. Bud Light. He was a manly man and he didn’t have to worry about turning into Dylan Mulvaney. He had a solar panel that would keep things charged up, and…yep, everything was good to go.

So he sat down, picked up his cell phone and called up an app. Then, with a grin bigger than the state of Michigan, he pressed a button.

RRRRRR!

It wasn’t that loud, but it sure seemed like it to Lara.

What was loud was the feeling in her vagina and Rod’s little love buzzer began vibrating!

She stopped dancing and grabbed her groin.

Jenny, who had been dancing with her blinked and stared. “Are you all right?” she asked over the music.

Her voice caused the other two girls to look over.

“Oh, fuck,” Lara folded over a bit and sank onto the bed.

The vibrations were shaking her pussy so hard she couldn’t walk, could only bend over and lay on her side on the bed.

“Lara! What’s wrong?”

“Lara?”

“Are you all right?”

Lara looked up helplessly at her friends. “My…my…pussy.”

The girls quickly grabbed her panties and pulled them down…and stood back in shock.

They saw the rings, they saw the padlocks, they saw the insanely vibrating tube running through the padlocks.

“What in the…”

“What is this…”

The vibrations stopped.

“Oh, God!” moaned Lara.

“Lara what is that?”

Now she could talk, but she better hurry. Rod was liable to start it up again any second.

“My husband…asked me to wear padlocks through my rings…the buzzer thing…I didn’t know…”

She gasped out the whole story as she slowly recovered.

Barb grabbed Lara’s phone and handed it her. “Call him, quick.”

Lara nodded, but before she could dial…RRRRRR!

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned. She grabbed the thing and tried to hold it apart from her pussy. But the vibrations went right through the padlocks and into her flesh…and into her sex organs.

Jenny grabbed a couple of wash clothes and wetted them. Barb pressed a wash cloth to Lara’s face and Jenny tried to press a washcloth around the rings and padlocks. It helped a little, but only a little.

“Oh, God…” Lara moaned.

Tammy held her head and Lara felt like she was on the verge of a giant orgasm. Almost…almost…she gritted her teeth and tried to refuse it…she didn’t want to cum in front of her new friends, but…but…

The buzzing stopped and Lara sagged in relief.

“Quick, call him.”

Lara took the phone and tapped on Rod’s contact.

In the tent Rod smiled, sipped, let the phone ring for a few extra times, then gulped his Bud Light and answered. He made his voice low and lazy and unconcerned and said, “Ye-e-es?”

“Oh, you bastard! What did you do?”

“Hi, honey? Are you having a good time?”

“Don’t you dare do that…that thing again.”

Rod said, “Do you mean this?” and he pressed the app.

RRRRRRRR!

Rod could even hear it over the phone, then the sound of girls as they tried to smother the device with towels.

“Sto…sto…stop!” Lara sobbed.

He stopped.

“Rod…why are you doing this?”

“Honey! It’s just a game! Like you refusing me sex for a month, or you remember the time you got me to wear a remote vibrator up my butt? You walked me through the mall and were in hysterics when I turned cross-eyed, red-faced, and couldn’t walk on a straight line.”

“But, honey! That was…that was…”

“I know. A joke. Like this. And, man, I really got you, didn’t I?”

The girls were listening in. They held their hands in fists and the expressions on their faces showed how involved they were in this.

“You did. I admit it. You won. Now, please…don’t do this any more.”

“How come? I thought you liked a good orgasm.”

“Honey! I’m at a convention. There are people all around. They can hear it, and I can’t function with this thing going off.”

“Hmmm. You’ve got a problem.” He pressed the app.

RRRRRRR!

“Oh, no! Please!” Lara was almost shrieking as the vibrations surged into her snatch. “Stop! Stop!”

He stopped, grinned, and said, “Well, I’ll be thinking of you honey.”

Click.

The women all stared at each other.

“Keys,” groaned Lara. In my red suitcase.”

The girls ripped open her suitcase and went through it. There were no keys.

“Oh, that bastard. He took them out when he took my suitcases to the car!”

The girls stared at each other, all aghast.

“Is he going to stop it?”

“Not a chance,” moaned Lara. “I love him, but he’s got a crazy side. He’s going to do this for two weeks, and I’ll never know when. Oh, God! How will I attend the lectures and classes? My life is ruined!”

The girls gathered around her.

“Don’t worry, Lara. We’ll figure this out!”

“We’re here for you!”

And Jenny said, “He’s got to be close by.”

The others looked at her.

“I know something about these things, and he’s not hooking it through your cell phone…” She picked up Lara’s phone and examined it. “No. So that means he’s got to be within a mile of us.”

“He’s here?” Lara stared at her new friend.

“Within a mile, maybe two, but the closer the better.

“But where?”

Tammy snapped her fingers. “I was looking at a map of the convention center. The National Park is right over there. Less than a mile. Just over the hill.” She pointed in a direction that would turn out to be directly at where Rod had set up his tent.

“Then we have to go get him.”

RRRRRRRRRRR!

Again, the girls offered what comfort they could to Lara. They held her, tried to smother the vibrations with small towels, and when the buzz was over they wiped her face.

“Geez, did you cum?”

Shame-faced, Lara nodded. She was drenched with sweat.

“Don’t worry about it,” soothed Jenny.

Tammy said, “Okay, honey, you stay here and we’ll go get him. We’ll call you on the cell when we’ve got him.

Barb: “Tammy, you’re the doctor, you better bring your medical kit. Jenny, you and I will hold him down and Tammy can give him a sedative.”

The plan made, the girls gave Lara a last hug and headed out.

In the room, Lara lay on the bed and crossed her fingers. They just had to get Rod before he did it again.

RRRRRRRR!


Part Two

Rod was having a great time. He was sitting in front of the tent under the awning. He sat in one of his folding chairs and sipped on a beer, listened to the radio, watched a little TV, and…pressed the button.

He was having so much fun!

He could imagine his wife laying on the bed, moaning and groaning and holding herself as she came again and again.

He knew she was having big orgasms. The way he was playing with her pussy, she had to be having the biggest orgasms this side of the Frisco quake. The 1906 one.

He crumpled and tossed a can, then dug another one out of the ice chest. And laughed.

He had just given Lara a full minute of pleasure. He’d wait ten and give her another minute.

God, what fun!

Suddenly, he heard voices. Female voices.

“No! We’re over here…”

“But we turned at that sign and…”

“I wish we had a compass!”

Rod looked across the camping area. Three women were wandering slowly towards him. They had a map out and were looking at it, arguing and gesticulating.

He grinned. Woman had so much trouble with maps. No wonder they needed men.

He sipped half his beer, watched, and when they were right in front of his tent one of them noticed him.

“Look! There’s a man!”

He preened a bit.

“Oh, please, mister. We’re lost.”

He smiled generously. “Where you trying to get to?”

“Right up the road…I think.”

“It’s on the map!”

“Can you take a look?”

The three women approached him, ducked under the awning and were suddenly gathered around him.

One of the women held the map out, upside down to him, and he took it and turned it.

The other two women took positions beside him, looked over his shoulder. He could feel their breasts pressing on him, and their breath right in his ears.

“Are you sure this is the right map?” he asked, grinning as his cock grew stiffer.

“It’s the one the man at the gas station sold us.”

“Well, I hate to tell you, this is for Big Bend National Park.”

“This isn’t Big Bend?”

“No. It’s—what the fuck?” He turned and looked just as Tammy took the needle out of his arm. “What did you do?”

“Put you to sleep, Rod. By the way, Lara says hi.”

He started to stand up, but his legs were suddenly not working.

“You can’t…he started blinking.

“I’m afraid we can.”

The girls were standing in front of him now, watching him avidly.

“But…you…ca…ca…” then he made a snoring sound. At least he thought he did. Everything was getting real dark real fast.

“Nighty night, Rod.” One of the girls patted his leg, then he was totally and truly out of it.

Rod wasn’t that heavy. He was slender and wiry, and they got him up and put him in their car. Then they zipped up his tent, picked up his cell phone, and headed back to the convention center.

Three women carrying an unconscious man into their suite in broad daylight is not something that can be hidden. By the time they reached their room Tammy, Jenny and Barb had a crowd of twenty women around them. And more were coming.

“What’s going on?”
“Who’s he?”

“Why’s he unconscious?”

Lara was on her feet now, and feeling relief.

“We found these,” Tammy said, and she handed Lara the keys to her locks, and to Rod’s love buzzer.

Lara headed for the bathroom and some privacy, and she unlocked everything and felt relief such as she had never imagined.

Free!

She went back into the big suite and found that the place was Standing Room Only, and a huge discussion was in progress.

“Here she is now!”

“Did he really lock a…a buzzer thing on you?”

Lara was embarrassed, but she nodded and said, “It’s a remote control vibrator.”

Every woman in the place wanted to see and touch, and the meeting was stopped for a moment.

“What’s going on?” asked Lara of Barb.

“The girls want to give Rod a lesson.”

“Hmm. Yes. But…I don’t want to hurt him.”

“Then you’d better speak up. Suggestions range from castration to sewing his cock on his nose.”

“Oh, Lord!”

“Don’t worry. It’s not that bad. But it’s obvious we are going to do something to him. Are you okay with that?”

“I guess.” She thought about how he had tortured her pussy, then nodded. “Sure. I’m fine.”

The discussion began again, and the suggestions were coming fast and heavy.

“Okay,” said Tammy, finally. “Let’s put your suggestions in writing and we’ll draw from a hat.”

Barb volunteered her ball cap and everybody wrote out ideas, and they popped the slips of paper in to the hat.

“Okay, the victim in this case is Lara, so we’ll let her choose.”

Lara grinned, and a wild impulse gripped her. She reached into the hat and grabbed a handful of slips of paper. She dropped them on the bed and said, “These.”

All the girls gaped, then cheered.

Tammy mouthed, ‘All of them?’

Lara nodded.

They began reading the slips, and mouths began to drop, and by the end cheers were breaking out.

Barb sidled up to Lara. “Really? You want all those things done to him?”

Lara looked at Tammy. “You’re the doctor, is there any reason we can’t?”

Tammy smiled. “Nope.”

“Okay.”

And it was settled.

Tammy set up an operating table and phoned a friend in a nearby city. By the time Rod was laying on the operating table her friend had showed up with some very peculiar items.

“Okay, girls, first thing, we have to get rid of his hair.”

Several girls rubbed Nair onto his naked body. They waited fifteen, then wiped his hair off. His back was naked, his groin, everything but the hair on his head.

Tammy made marks on his chest with a grease pencil. The marks were in circles around his nipples.

She injected a solution into each mark, and slowly Rod’s boobs began to rise.

There was a circle of girls in the room, watching everything, so Tammy explained what she was doing.

“This is going to give him what we call vacation boobs. They’re great for people who want to see what bigger tits look like before they get implants.”

His tits were getting bigger and bigger, and she gave him injections behind the nipples and those little beasties grew in size and stood up proud.

“What’s that?” asked a woman when Tammy was done and preparing to inject a lone shot into his buttocks.

“This is Depo Provera. Technically, birth control.” She pushed the needle into his flesh. “Given to a man it makes him limp for three months. Just about as long as his tits last.”

There were some appreciative murmurs, and the woman all vied for better viewpoints.

“Now that’s he’s going to be limp, I can suture his penis to his perineum. The head will be exposed, will actually be located between his legs right underneath his anus.”

She made small incisions under the head of his cock, and on the perineum. Then she pushed his balls gently into the cavities from which they had descended. She quickly sutured the head of the cock to his perineum.

“Mind you, he’s going to feel everything, and his dick will be capable of a little swelling, but it won’t get erect. This won’t put his peter at risk, but will make his every step a sexual experience.”

“How so?” asked one of the women.

“The head will be rubbed by the the movement of his thighs as he walks or does any real motion. Ladies, this is going to be one horny puppy when we’re done.”

There were light cheers and lots of grins.

“Now, this,” she held up the love buzzer that had been locked to Lara’s padlocks. “Will go here. Please pull his legs apart.”

Several women moved forward and lifted and spread his legs.

“The shape of this little toy will not allow it to come loose, and there is nothing for him to grab hold of. He won’t be able to remove it.”

“How will you get it out? Or do you intend to?”

“Ha! That’s an idea. Just leave it in him. But I’ll leave such decisions up to his wife,” she smiled at Lara, who was standing to one side and biting the nail of her thumb.

“No, this puppy will stay lodged, won’t even come loose when he poops, and if we want it out it is a simple matter to just reach in and hook the loop and extract. Mind you, it will be too awkward for him, even if he figures it out. But it will be easy for us.”

With that she greased the thing and slid it gently into his rear door.

“And, ladies, with that, my part in this little play is done. I’ll let the second team take over.”

Tammy stepped back, took off her gloves and surgical cap and mask. She asked for a drink and shortly was relaxing and watching as other women went to work.

Rod lay on the table, naked, with big boobs. Really, big boobs.

He breathed softly and had a few more hours before he would come out of it.

The girls began shaping and painting his nails. They gave him false nails, little pointy things, on both hands and feet. They were a bright red, very shiny with lacquer.

The women took turns, contributing to the feminization of Rod, then moving back so another could move in, so all could say they were part of his transformation.

Several woman worked on his face. They cleansed and primed and put permanent make up on him. His lips were plumped and  painted and particularly gorgeous. Very kissable, as one woman put it.

His eyes were shaded and long lasting liner was applied, along with false eyelashes using gorilla glue.

Rod was slender to start with, and his face was soft, but now they made it softer. Slowly his male-ness was vanquished and replaced by female-ness.

Then his hair was washed and extensions were woven into his locks.

When they were done they were all in awe of what they had created.

He was beautiful.

Then they took pictures and slowly left the room.

Lara was the last, and she came to him and stood over him.

“Well, honey, you wanted to play jokes, I hope you like this one!”

She kissed his cheek and followed the others out of the room.

An hour later several women came in and moved him to another room.

And he slumbered on.

Rod awoke the next morning.

He gave a small groan, tried to figure out why he felt so funny, and…opened his eyes.

But there were shutters over his eyes! He blinked and the shutters went down and up.

WTF?

He moved, and froze, something was on his chest!

He moved his hands up under the sheets slowly and felt…tits? WTF?

He sat up, and was freaked. He had big boobs on his chest, and…his eyes kept having these dark things swoop down and up and…he reached up and felt…eyelashes? He was wearing false eyelashes!

Then he realized his groin felt funny. He looked down, had to move his tits out of the way, and saw…nothing!

He gave a squeak of a scream and threw the covers all the way off him.

He was bare of hair! And had red nails on both his hands and feet! And his hair was down below his shoulders!

“What the…what?” His voice rose up and he looked around wildly.

He was in a room. It looked like some kind of hotel room.

The curtains were closed, and he staggered to his feet. And almost fell because of the weight on his chest!

“What is…what is…”

He stumbled across the room and opened the drapes.

Bright sunlight flooded in. It was morning, and he had a full view of his body.

He had big, monstrous tits! And his nails…and his hair…and he saw a mirror on the back of the front door and ran, as best he could with big tits flopping on his chest, to see himself.

He was feminized! They had made him into a woman! Whoever they were!

His slender body now had female curves, and his face…they had made up his face.

Standing, frozen, brain blocked, the door suddenly opened and a maid came in.

“Good morning, senorita.”

She was Spanish, but she had a big grin on her face. “How does she sleep this past night?”

“Who are…what am I doing here? What happened to me?”

“You at convention. You silly. You drink too much last night.”

He was trying to cover himself, and he trotted to the bathroom and closed the door.

He could hear the maid puttering around, making his bed, emptying trash, and he took a good look at his manhood. Or where it should have been.

He was smooth in front. He reached down and felt, and the smoothness went between his legs and…there! There was his penis!

He reached around behind himself and felt his glans.

It was big and fat and dripping.

But why wasn’t his cock hard?

He felt like he had to pee, it was early morning woody time, but…where was his stiff rod? Why wasn’t his cock standing up?”

He sat down on the toilet, as much to think as to pee, and let loose.

He heard the tinkle in the basin, and immediately missed the thick stream of fluid he usually filled the basin with.

Tap tap. “Senorita…I have to clean the bathroom. You be long?”

“Just a minute…just a minute.”

But he kept peeing and peeing, and he realized that not being capable of a full stream he was going to have to sit and tinkle like a lady for awhile.

Finally, he stood up.

He looked in the mirror, bent over to see the head of his cock, and saw the little drops of urine hanging from it.

Embarrassed, he took a few squares of paper and blotted himself.

Just like a woman.

Oh, Gods! The shame of it all!

He wrapped a towel around himself, and suddenly realized he needed a towel for the top half, too. He fumbled around and managed to cover himself, then he opened the bathroom door.

The maid bundled in and began spritzing things and wiping surfaces.

He went into the bedroom and sat on the bed and tried to figure things out.

He remembered sitting in his tent…he had been buzzing Lara mercilessly…but he couldn’t figure out what had happened after that.

Lara! He had to call her! She would know what happened? Or would she? But at least she would be able to tell him what to do.

He looked around for his phone, but it wasn’t there.              Damn!

The maid came out of the room, smiled at him, and left.

Suddenly the phone next to the bed rang.

He looked at it, hesitated, then picked it up. He didn’t know who it was, but he could use it to call Lara later.

“Hello?”

“Good morning Roddie. This is your wake up call. Breakfast in one half hour.”

Click.

He stared at the phone. He reached out to dial his wife’s number and stopped.

He didn’t know his wife’s number!

She was ‘1’ on his phone. On speed dial, and it had been so long since he had actually called her that he didn’t remember.

He hung up the phone.

Breakfast.

A half hour.

She, the voice, had called him ‘Roddie.’

No. He was Rod.

But…whoever he was he had to do something.

He had to get dressed, find out where he was, then figure out how to get back to his camp site.

He stood up and went to the closet. He opened the door and stared.

Female clothes.

Dresses. Blouses. Shoes, all high heels!

What the hell was this?

He went to the window and looked out.

He was at the convention campus place. He could see women walking around.

Bad. No…good. He could find Lara and get out of here!

He turned back towards the closet.

But he had to wear women’s clothes.

He ran to the front door, holding his breasts up with one forearm. God, they were big! He looked out, and saw only a few women sauntering here and there, no maid. Not a man in sight.

Of course not. He was at a convention for women.

He walked back towards the closet and had a realization.

His thighs were rubbing the head of his penis! Every step was a rub, every step was…exciting! He groaned and put his hand down to push on his manhood, and realized there was nothing to push!

He looked in the closet, then he searched the room, everywhere, even under the mattress.

No male clothes.

But…he now had a female body!

He looked in the closet again.

Dresses, skirts, and lingerie was hanging from the door.

Lingerie.

He could stop holding his big, heavy tits up.

He took a bra off the back of the door and stared at it. Flimsy thing, and too small for the honkers he was sporting.

Still, the other bras were about as flimsy, so he put it on.

Tried to put it on.

He had never realized how difficult it was to get into one of the things. His boobs always seemed ‘off center,’ or something.

Finally he remembered how his wife did it.

He wrapped it around his waist, fastened it, spun it around, and lifted the cups up and over his tits.

He sighed. Man, how could such a little thing be so difficult?

He took down a pair of panties. They looked too small, but they were stretchy.

Well, in for a penny. He stepped into them, pulled them up, and immediately realized how nefarious panties were.

The stretchiness hugged his body, and the material rubbed the head of his penis.

No! He walked around the room. No matter how he moved his glans was stimulated by either his thighs, or the stretchy panties, or a combination of the three.

But why wasn’t he getting hard? He was just getting horny, and…his cock was attached to his body somehow, and…damn!

He selected a brown dress, put it on, and took it off. He was stunned to realize that brown wasn’t his color.

He had never thought of color coordination his life! But now he was.

He finally settled on a yellow dress. The color was okay, he guessed, and he could figure out how to put it on, he thought.

After some struggle, he managed to pull the thing over and it settled into place.

He looked in the mirror. His hair was a mess. How did women deal with this kind of shit?

He was using his fingers, then looked in the medicine cabinet. Cosmetics. A brush.

He brushed, and eyed the lipstick.

He was tempted to try it, but he didn’t need to. His lips were already quite red, and when he rubbed his lips with a finger the color didn’t fade.

Then, not knowing what else to do, he opened the front door and looked out.

A few women, but…if he went to the end of the hall he could go down the stairs and…across the field. His camp should be right over the hill.

He went out, the door closed behind him and two women came out of a door right down the corridor.

He tried his door, but it had locked. Oh, crap!

“Roddie! How are you doing?”

Roddie stared at the women. He didn’t know who they were.

“I’m Tammy and this is Jenny. Are you going to breakfast? Come on, we’ll take you.”

“It must be quite an adventure, never having been here. But don’t worry, we’ll help you get around.”

“You know me?” he blubbered.

They chuckled.

“Your wife dropped you off last night, don’t you remember?”

He didn’t. All he remembered was being in a tent and…and… “My wife?”

“Oh, Lord, you must have really been drunk.”

They had linked their arms through his and they walked him the wrong way, away from his camp, and down some stairs.

“Listen, I have to go…”

“Where? There’s nothing but the National Park over there.”

“And we’re going to have some games this morning. Team building exercises. You don’t want to miss that.”

More girls opened doors, walked in the same direction, and he realized they really were going to breakfast.

And he realized something else, too.

Nobody knew he was a man!

He looked like a woman. He didn’t have a boner bump. He could just…go along with it, then make his escape.

So he ended up going to breakfast.

Women came up and welcomed him. Some of them seemed to know him from last night, but—what the hell had happened last night?

He sat down at a table and was surrounded by women.

They spoke to him, and he answered and tried not to look like he was freaked out of his mind.

He didn’t succeed, of course, but none of the women let on.

Then he saw Lara!

He stood up and the girls pulled him back down. “Where are you going? You haven’t finished your watermelon!”

“But my wife?”

“Oh, she went home.”

“No! She’s right over there!”

But when he looked again, she was gone.

He stared around, but there was nothing but hundreds of women chatting and giggling and feeding themselves.

Sitting there, forking little squares of watermelon, he started thinking.

He was a man in women’s clothing, but he was in close contact with other women, and what if they found out?

But how could they? He had tits, and a casual glance at his front would reveal nothing. Even if somebody saw him without clothes on, he had a smooth front, and…and he started wondering how far down the mons a woman’s pussy was before it could be seen.

Would somebody even notice if they looked, or would they think his pussy was further down, more between his legs?

Now he was actually confused.

He, who had spent so much time dwelling on the female anatomy, feeling it, kissing it, fucking it, and he didn’t know!

“Come on, Roddie, let’s go!”

Tammy and Jenny got up and waited for him, so he had no choice but to get up.

They again linked arms with him and walked out of the big mess hall.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

He realized his voice was a little deep for a woman. It was high for a man, but he figured if he spoke softly nobody would tumble to him.

“To the games! We exercise every morning.”

“Lot’s of good exercise, then a swim in the lake. Oh, it’s the greatest!”

He was worried about exercising, but not too much. He was as flexible as a woman, but he could probably do whatever they did.

But the swimming, that was a worry.

Well, whatever happened would happen.

They walked on to a large playing field and women were already heading into a locker room at the far corner.

They were walking in in dresses, and walking out in…in shorts! And jerseys. And…oh, my God! It was a changing room!

He looked around desperately. He didn’t want anybody to see him naked!

He looked at the hills across the way. Right over that hill, there, was his campsite! He had to get away! He had to get out of this craziness and go home!

But now he was part of a group of girls, and they all hustled him along.

“Are you a stay at home girl?” asked somebody.

“Uh…sort of.”

“That must be nice. My wife insists that I work.”

Suddenly Rod got it.

He had said he saw his wife, and he was accepted for a woman, and nobody blinked.

And now this woman was talking about a wife…

“Are you…uh…” his voice went way soft and he asked, “How many lesbians are there here?”

The girl who he spoke to, who had mentioned her wife, looked surprised. “Why, Roddie, we’re all Lesbians.”

Roddie felt faint.

For a moment he had bizarre visions. Hundreds of lesbians finding out he was really a man. Hauling him down and beating him up.

Then he had an even worse realization.

His wife was here! That meant…that meant…she was a lesbian!

“Oh, my,” he breathed, his mind trying to absorb all the implications.

His wife had married him and she was really a lesbian!

But they had had sex!

Did that make her bi?

Or was she…what…he was so confused.

They reached the locker room and entered it.

At the administration office Lara sat in the director’s office. She and several women were watching the feed from the locker room.

“I thought I’d blown it when he saw me,” she commented.

“That’s okay. We managed to get you out of the way. We’re figuring this thing out as we go, you know.”

The women all smiled.

“Poor Rod. He looks so…lost.”

Chuckles all around.

“And it’s only going to get worse,” smiled the director. “Look!”

Inside the locker room it was cool and dark.

Rod managed to turn down the least populated line of lockers. He walked down the row and chose the last locker.

Several girls were still with him, but if he kept himself turned the right way maybe nobody could see him.

He didn’t know that he was standing right in front of the security cam.

“Is this your first camp, Roddie?” Tammy was taking off her clothes.

He stared, then tried to ignore her, but he couldn’t help but notice her big breasts, her sumptuous buns.

“Uh, yes.”

“Come on, sissy, hurry up.”

She was standing, and he couldn’t see her slit, but she had a landing patch.

Rod slipped out of his dress and turned so his package, or where his package would be, was away from Tammy.

Girls were laughing and shouting all across the locker room.

In the locker he found a pair of tight shorts. Actually, they were stretchy and quite form fitting.

“Oh, gosh,” said Tammy, moving over to him, “You have such nice tits. I wish my were that big.”

She lifted her hands and hefted his boobs, and he suddenly felt like screaming!

But he saw that other women were talking, and were free with their bodies, and nobody seemed to care if there was a bit of touching going on.

“Oh, uh…thanks.”

His penis! He could feel it. It was throbbing, but not getting bigger! Oh, God! He was suddenly feeling horny!

“And your nipples. You’re so lucky. I bet they always stand up like this.”

Tammy ran a thumb over his stiff nipples and he stifled a groan. It was like somebody had just electrified his chest with pure sex!

“Gosh, can I kiss them?”

“Uh…no…yes…I don’t know!”

Tammy laughed. “You’re so flustered. Don’t worry. I won’t rape you.”

She kissed his nipples and Rod opened his mouth and looked up in paradisiacal shock. He was looking right into the security camera.

In the admin office the women cheered.

“Go, girl!”

“Give it to her!”

“Is it time? asked Lara.

The administrator looked at her and nodded.

Lara hit the button.

Rod’s eyes opened wide as the vibrations hit his butt.

His prostate shivered inside and sperm started traveling through his slack penis.

His knees began to give way and suddenly Tammy was holding him up.

“Roddie? Honey? Are you all right?”

Roddie was not all right.

The head of his cock, right under his butthole, was leaking semen. A lot of it.

He was having an anal orgasm, and thought he was dying.

He was actually half out of his body.

Other girls gathered around.

“Is she all right?”

“I don’t know.”

“Help me get her on the bench.

The girls laid Rod on the bench running down the row of lockers.

They handled his bare flesh gently, and Rod tried to keep his legs closed. He was cumming, but he still had to hide his ‘condition.’

“Roddie?”

Shivering with the force of the orgasm ripping through him, Rod pushed hands away and tried to sit up. He was squeezing his legs together.

In the admin office everybody was bent over laughing.

“He actually came!” yelled Lara. “The look on his face…he came!”

“He shot his load!” yelled somebody else.

“He actually had an orgasm?”

“And he’s going to think it’s just from having his nipples sucked!” said the director.

The women were near rolling on the floor, and finally Lara tapped the button that ended the buzz, and the orgasm.

In the locker room Rod came to himself. He looked around and saw all the women gathered around him.

Somehow he had kept his legs together and nobody had seen his flat mons with no slit!

Rod mumbled something and tried to sit up. They helped him, and then he was on his feet.

His shaky, quivering legs.

They held him up, and suddenly they were all reassuring him.

“It’s okay, honey. It’s like you had a hot flash is all.”

“Do you want to go see the doctor?”

Rod shook his head quickly. “No! No. I was just a little dizzy.”

Slowly, the girls went back to their own business, and Tammy handed Rod the stretchy shorts.

He pulled them on, stopped, realized he had to wipe his butt from the semen.

He used a towel, groaned when the rough material ran over his sensitive cock head, then pulled the short shorts up.

They were snug. And they really rubbed his cock head.

And he was supposed to run and jump in this thing?

Then he looked into the locker and saw the bikini he would be expected to wear for swimming.

Oh, God…

In the admin office Lara held the phone loosely. The other women were pouring wine and somebody shoved a glass in her hand.

She raised it in toast and thanks, and sipped.

And looked at her husband pulling the jersey over his enormous boobs.

“Okay, honey,” she said, sipping the wine. “You wanted a joke, and you got one. Now…can you take it?
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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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