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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

I love a good conspiracy. Is Elvis alive on a moon base? Did Nazis kidnap JFK? Is Joe Biden a virtual person?

These are the questions that drive society.

Another thing that drives society is feminization.

Is Michelle Obama a man?

Why do the supreme court justices wear dresses?

Do Navy SEALs wear pink panties?

I mean, these are serious questions!

Also serious (not) is this little tale of Todd, a practical joker who is a little too free with his sperm. And his wife, Marcia, who decides to get back at him.

But when the the final scene unfolds they are going to find they have been played in the biggest practical joke…EVER!

And, remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Marcia was resting by the pool. She was a buxom redhead with a pert nose and bright, blue eyes. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was even when Todd snuck up on her.

Todd was a practical joker. In particular, he liked to jack off on his wife when she wasn’t expecting it.

Sometimes in the morning, when she was sleeping, she would suddenly awake to the splat splat of his cum landing on her back.

Sometimes she would put her foot in a shoe, and pull it out in disgust, the toes dripping with his seed.

And while Todd would roll with laughter, she would sigh in disgust.

“Todd! It’s not that funny! Please stop masturbating on me!”

He would reduce the laughter to a chuckle, say he was sorry, but he wasn’t.

And, sure enough, a week or two and she would find a deposit of squirtem on her vanity table. Or even the breakfast table!

And once, Lord knew how he managed to time it so perfectly, she opened the shower door to receive a big blast of baby batter on her breasts.

Now he was ready to do it again.

The sun was out, he was stroking, and he tip toed up behind the lounge chair.

He placed his feet carefully. Aside from not making any noise, the surface surrounding the pool was wet from some lawn run off.

He stroked, stifling his breathing, making sure he didn’t fap his hand against his flesh.

Ahead of him, just a few feet, was Marcia.

Face up, eyes closed, breathing gently, enjoying the warm rays of the sun.

Step by step, his hand moving faster, but keeping the silence.

Then he was there, stroking right above her. Silent fap after silent fap, and…and…

“UNH!”

He grunted and spewed a big pearl necklace down on Marcia’s face, on her breasts, her neck, everywhere.

Marcia came alive, sputtering because some of the semen had landed on her lips and actually gone into her mouth.

Not that she was averse to swallowing, but this…this shock attack…

She sat up, his sperm now landing in her beautiful, red hair.

She slapped at the sperm on her front, but all she did was rub it in.

She felt it landing in her hair and turned, and received a huge globe right on her forehead.

“Todd! You fuck!”

But all her anger meant nothing, for Todd was now in hysterics.

“Oh, I got you! I got you! Everywhere!”

“You lousy son of a…”

She swore at him, but he didn’t care. He was in the midst of mirth, holding his belly.

She stood up and looked at the pool. It was a little cold, but, damn!

She jumped in and washed the hot sperm off herself.

She had been so comfortable, just lazing under the sun, and now…now…she stroked for the opposite end of the pool, cursing and trying to ignore Todd, who was now sitting in her lounge chair and slapping his knee.

Mother fu—

“He what?”

“He jacked off on me again.”

“That son of a bitch!”

Marcia was sitting across the table from Leslie, her BFF. They were having a brunch, which brunch consisted of big Margaritas at Charley Coyote’s, the best restaurant around.

Leslie was of the same height, and had an ample bust. She was brunette, however, compared to Marcia’s red head. Her face was just as pretty, and her body just as curvy.

“I thought he promised to never do that again?”

“He promises every month, then goes ahead and does it. I am at my wit’s end. I simply don’t know what to do!”

The girls were sitting out on the patio. Roses twined the iron trellis and the sounds of Los Angeles horns split the smog.

They talked about Todd for a while, and neither could come up with anything, then the stranger at the next table turned to them.

“Pardon me, ladies. Please, don’t think I’m a stalker or something, but I overheard your conversation and I have a solution.

For a moment the girls were nonplussed. This was Los Angeles, and people had to be careful. All the freaks and crazies…but this fellow was wearing a suit, a very nice suit, and he had an honest face with an pleasant and disarming smile.

He put his hands up. “I know…I know…but we’re in a public place, I guarantee I’m not a freak, and…here.” He plucked a card out of an inside pocket and held it out to Marcia.

Marcia was afraid to take it, so he leaned forward and placed it on the table.

“Just a minute of time, I’ll sit back here, and…please.”

Marcia and Leslie exchanged glances.

Leslie read the card.

“Wilson James. Lead Scientists. Neo Labs. Got a phone number and an email..”

Marcia, wary, risked a glance to affirm that was what the card said.

She again glanced at Leslie, then looked at Wilson.

“One minute.”

“Excellent.” He turned his chair slightly, the iron legs scraping on the tiles, and cleared his throat. “We specialize in bio chips. Currently we are seeking volunteers for our latest project. The problem with volunteers is that they are seeking the money, and not interested in our research.”

“And your research is?” asked Leslie.

He smiled wider. “We need sexually active males with imaginations. Men who are interested in a thrill, and yet whose involvement in our enterprise will help everybody.”

“Everybody?”

“All of mankind.”

“How come we’ve never heard of this Neo Labs?”

“We’re a small group, and we do research mostly for the government. Anyway, if your husband is interested, we would apply our research, study his responses, and we pay quite well.”

Marcia smiled. Todd had been out of work for two months. Doubtless that encouraged his increased sexual appetite. He sat around all day and watched porn, then wanted to screw all night, and…it was too much.

She said, “Todd is interested.”

It was odd. Such an offer out of the blue, with no real details, but Marcia didn’t care, for she was tired of being masturbated on.

And Wilson really didn’t care. He was looking for a certain breed of subject, call it a guinea pig if you will, and from what he had heard Todd was perfect.

“That is fantastic. Let me write the address on the back of the card.”

He took the card back and scribbled on the back.

“If you can get him to the labs any time tomorrow morning we’ll do an interview and run some tests, but he really does sound perfect.”

“No problem, Mr. James.”

“Call me Wilson,” he grinned.

“Wilson. I’ll have him there bright and early.”

With that Wilson smiled, stood up, and left.

When he was gone Leslie asked, “You really going to take him down there?”

“You bet your bippy. I mean, why not? He needs a job, and if they can get him out of my hair, literally, then I’ll be happy for a while. I am so tired of washing his sperm out of my scalp.” She shuddered.

“Well, most interesting. But, call me cautious, let’s look into this New Lab thing.”

She picked up her phone and tapped ‘Neo Lab’ into the device.

Marcia moved closer and they both peered at the screen.

A picture of a well manicured lawn in front of a large, clean building. A building that looked like a lab.

A smiling scientist working over a table, combining the ingredients of test tubes, estimating them, seeming quite happy.

A voice over: “At Neo Lab we create the future.”

Then a menu.

But nothing that really told what they do.

Leslie looked at Marcia. “Mysterious, eh?”

Check the net.

Leslie asked her phone: “What does Neo Labs do.”

Came the answer in leaning script: Neo Labs is currently pursuing government contracts. They are involved in genetic research, eugenics and happier living.

“Huh! Sounds like they want to say everything by saying nothing.”

“Well, whatever. If they’re doing work for the government they have to be upstanding, right? So I’m taking Todd there first thing tomorrow.”

“If you can get him to stop jacking off in your hair.”

Marcia gave her friend a sour look.

“All right. Not funny.”

With that, they ordered another Margarita apiece.

“I don’t feel like being a guinea pig!”
“I don’t feel like supporting you forever!”

“That’s not fair! I’ve looked, but there’s nothing out there!”

“You can stop looking!”

They were face to face having an argument that wasn’t quite violent, just loud.

“Well, I’m sorry,” Marcia finally said. “But I made an appointment, and you’re going to keep it!”

“No!”

She grabbed him.

His eyes bulged and he went up on his toes. “Gah!” And he gulped.

His hands tried to push her hands off him, but since she wasn’t about to open her hand he was just pushing his own balls off his body.

He made squeaking noises. He twitched and moaned.

She hissed into his ear. “You’re going. That’s final.”

He nodded, tears coming from his eyes.

“And if you say you won’t when I let go, remember, late at night, when you’re sleeping peacefully, this will happen again. And next time I won’t be so gentle.”

She lifted her hand and he screeched, then she lowered it. \

“Do you understand?”

“Yes…yes…”

“Do you agree?”

Yes! Oh, God…yes!”

She let go.

He went to his knees, then bent forward until his face was on the rug and his butt was in the air. He held his poor nuts and took deep breaths.

“Now then. Go get dressed and we’ll go.”

“I can go by myself.”

“I’ll take you. Just to be sure you don’t get lost.”

He nodded, struggled to his feet, and staggered back to the bedroom.

She followed him, her hand ready to reinforce her wishes.

“Put on your good suit.”

He did. He was sore, and he hurt, and he didn’t want any more of her ‘argument.’

And, while he dressed, he started thinking about it. He could just take the job, do lousy work, and get fired.

She wouldn’t know the difference, and he wouldn't risk her ire again.

He put on his underwear, the suit, and stepped into his shiny shoes.

They left, and she drove, and they showed up at Neo Labs at fifteen to seven, just before they opened.

They sat in a big lounge and Todd looked around.

It was a big building with a big front room. It was two stories, with a pebble floor, and men in casual attire were entering the building. They looked happy, even smiled at him and Marcia.

Hmmm. Maybe this wouldn’t be that bad. If he could dress like he wanted, and he liked the job…

“Mr. Pearson?” The receptionist smiled at them. “Mr. James will be down in just a moment. Would you like coffee? Tea? Water?”

Todd opened his mouth to ask if they had hot chocolate, Marcia cut him off. “No.”

They waited just another minute, and Wilson James entered the big room, gave them a wave, said something to the receptionist which made her giggle, then sauntered over to where they were standing up.

“Mr. Pearson! Great to meet you. If you’ll come along.”

They walked across the room and Marcia walked next to Wilson. They chatted, and he didn’t seem to care that a wife was accompanying her husband to a job interview.

They went to a small room with a row of computers and Todd was told to have a seat and touch any key. In a moment he was staring at the screen and answering questions.

Behind him, Wilson was talking to Marcia, getting along famously. She had put on a rather revealing dress for his interview, and he seemed enchanted by the display of flesh on her chest.

In front of him the computer was asking some pretty strange questions.

How old were you when you first masturbated?

When did you stop believing in Santa Claus?

How long is your penis.

Do you buy used or new cars?

Have you ever gotten an erection while at the dentist?

How long since you bought a new toothbrush?

Do you get turned on by women in uniforms?

The questions went on and on, hundreds of them, and half of them were stupid.

Do you like cats or dogs?

And half of them were sexually bizarre.

Do you dream of self-castration?

But, whatever, he must have answered them correctly, for when he was done Wilson went to a computer and pulled up his results. He smiled.

“Excellent. You are a 98% match.”

“A match for what?”

Wilson turned to him and said, “We are doing some very specialized studied on sexual motivations, perverse reactions, and how men can adapt to certain stimuli. To do this we implant a small chip in your body. Then you go about your business and we monitor you.”

Todd didn’t like the idea of being monitored. He had read too many conspiracy theories about telephone ads, so he frowned.

Wilson calmly stated. “You’ll get a thousand dollars a week, and we would prefer that you do nothing.”

“Do nothing?”

“Nothing. Oh, you can watch TV, play video games, those are highly responsive in our studies. You can read books, and engage in all the sex you want. We are particularly interested in your reactions during sex.”

“And I don’t go get a job?”

“This is a job. We would prefer that you don’t, that you concentrate on your employment with us.”

“Doing nothing.”

“Living your life as you see fit.”

Todd had a lot of questions then. Are you going to be spying on me? Is the $1000 tax free (it was)? And so on.

But, in the end, faced with the prospect of getting a free $1000 a week for sitting on his ass, he was convinced. This was the job for him.

Marcia was curious, but, oddly, she had no questions.

Perhaps she was just happy that he would be getting good money.

But she just sat there and kept watching Wilson, smiling at him every once in a while.

“Okay. The forms you need to sign are on the computer, if you’ll read them, then add your electronic signature when prompted…”

Todd read, and quickly became bored. Yada yada yada. The party of the first part agrees that the party of the second part…

Arbitration agreed upon by…

Agree not to…”

The digits kept scrolling on the screen, so he scrolled faster, skipped over parts, and added his electronic signature.

“Excellent,” said Wilson.

He pressed a few keys then stood up. “If you’ll come with me we’ll get you started.

They walked through the building to a large lab. There wasn’t anybody in it, and Wilson pulled on a lab coat and told Todd to lay down on an exam table.

“So you’re a doctor, too?”

“I am. Relax, please.”

Todd relaxed, and he felt a quick prick in his arm. He looked over to see Wilson withdrawing a needle.

He was about to say something, to ask what he had been given, but he was asleep.

He woke up easily. Blinked, looked around.

Wilson was sitting at a table across the room. He was brewing coffee with a bunsen burner and he and Marcia were chatting away. He was touching her hand, and she was leaning forward, but…they were just drinking coffee.

He sat up and Wilson and Marcia looked over at him. Wilson put his coffee down and walked over.

“How you doing, Todd?”

“Pretty good. Did you put the chip in?”

“I did. Marcia has got the controller and—”

Todd missed the part about the controller, and asked, “Where is it?”

“We put it under your head.”

Todd felt his skull. “I don’t feel anything.”

Wilson smiled, “Not that head.”

Todd blinked. “You put a chip…down there? Under my…?”

“Yes.”

“But…I didn’t think…under my….”

“It was all described in the contract you signed. Now then, about the remote…”

“Remote?”

“The remote is under your wife’s control. In fact, if you touch it, if your flesh comes in contact with it you will experience a certain unpleasantness.”

“Unpleasantness? How?”

Wilson led Todd to the table where the bunsen burner cooked coffee. “Marcia, my dear, please press number one.”

Marcia held up a remote not much bigger than a fob. She pressed it and Todd’s eyes glazed over. He felt a shimmying sensation in his penis, and it immediately began to erect.

Todd was having trouble standing up, it felt so good, and he felt like if it continued for much longer he might actually have an orgasm.

“Press negative one, please?”

The happy humm turned into a devilish zzzz! Todd’s penis went limp and he grabbed his his groin. “Oh, fuck!” he whined. “That doesn’t feel good?”

Marcia smiled. “It’s okay, dear. If you’re a good boy I’ll never use negative one, or two or three.”

Two or three? It got worse?

“Press two.”

She pressed, and his knees gave way. His penis became rock hard and even emitted a bit of drool. Yes, he thought he could cum from this.

“Negative two, but only for a moment.”

She pressed, and Todd shrieked, grabbed his groin and fell on his side. It felt like somebody was blowing up his dick!

She let go quickly. “We never want to go there,” Wilson murmured.

Marcia helped him to his feet. “No. Better not go there.” But she was smiling.

Todd stood up, his legs felt like rubber and he grabbed the edge of a table to keep himself up.

“And, press three.”

She pressed the fob, and a wave of pure golden sex washed over him. He pecker rose up and spit, right in his pants. Then he was leaning on the table, gasping, and quite happy.

“That is the response we wanted,” said Wilson.

Todd just looked at him, at Marcia, then stood with his head down. He looked at his pants and saw the big blotch caused by his cumming.

“Wilson…Mr. James…”

“Mr. James is fine.”

“What is the point of this. In layman’s terms. Small words in small sentences.”

“I thought you understood…”

“All the fine print. No. So…tell me. What is the point of this?”

Wilson smiled. “We wish to see the effects when a woman is put in charge of her husband’s sex.”

Todd stared at Wilson, then turned his head and stared at Marcia.

“You knew this before we came here?”

“Not at all. I was quite surprised to be included in this experiment. It looks like it’s going to be a lot of fun, however.

“For you,” he muttered.

“And for you. Just think. A press of the button and you get instant satisfaction.”

“So I just walk around and you zap me with the cum button whenever you feel like it?”

“Oh, no,” Wilson interrupted. “Marcia has a complete set of instructions, rules to follow, protocols to adhere to. On occasion she will be carrying out specific experiments, but you will never know when. This really is quite an exciting time, and you should be proud to partake in this wonderful advance in science.

“Advance in science,” Todd spoke dourly. Suddenly the big, free work gig didn’t look that good.

“Well, honey, shall we go home?”

Mmmmm!” The hum in his dick started and he scrunched his legs together as if he was protecting his groin. But there was no protection from something that was inside him.

Marcia giggled and Wilson had a big grin.

While he was holding himself, totally off balance, Marcia moved him towards the door. “See you later,” she winked at Wilson.

“Yes, we should, ah, check the calibration of your device.”

“I’ll pop in tomorrow.”

“Do I have to come?” moaned Todd, still holding himself.

“No need,” spoke Wilson.

Marcia walked Todd through the building. She keep the remote pressed, and he staggered, walked pigeon-toed, and people they saw suddenly had big smiles on their faces.

Out to the parking lot. “I’ll drive,” said Marcia.

“I want to drive!” Todd gritted his teeth. The hum was driving him crazy. His weenie was harder than a pick ax.

“In your state? I think not. silly man. You’d be thinking about your pleasure so much you’d get us in an accident.”

Todd went to the passenger side, opened the door and fell into the car.

He moaned and turned over, and Marcia started up the car.

“Can you…stop?”

“Not yet. The first experiment was to see how you react to prolonged pleasure.”

“I’m reacting,” he gasped. “Now, please…stop!”

But she wouldn’t, and Todd writhed and groaned and held himself all the way home.

It was quite the sight, Marcia driving, the top down and her hair blowing, her boobs on display. Todd rolling around in the passenger seat, groaning like he was having sex. Which, in a way, he was.

OOOOooooOOOO!
“Oh, damn!” muttered Marcia.

She pulled over and a motorcycle cop stepped off his bike and sauntered up to the window. He was flipping the pages of his ticket book, and he wore dark glasses and looked totally spit shined.

He looked down at Marcia’s cleavage, which she was doing her best to display, and asked, “Do you know why I pulled you over?”

Todd groaned and turned on his side. His hands were clasped over his package.

The cop took his eyes off Marcia’s tits long enough to look at Todd. “What’s wrong with him?”

“He’s having sex. But if you don’t know why you pulled me over then I guess there’s no crime.”

The cop, behind his aviator sunglasses, blinked.

“What?”

“You’ve already admitted that you don’t know why you pulled me over. Is there anything else? Or did you want to have sex like my husband here?”

It was too much. Even in wacky California, Hollyweird, this was a little too nuts.

And he had simply pulled her over because she rolled a little too fast through a stop sign. He liked her tits, but what the fuck was it with the guy? Were they having some sort of paranormal, out of this world projected sex?

But the worst thing was what she had said. If she told a judge that he didn’t know why he had pulled her over he was dead meat.

So, discretion the better part of bullyism: “Drive safely.” He tipped his helmet and headed back to the safety of his motorcycle.

Marcia squeaked her tires a little as she entered traffic, but she wasn’t worried.

Cops were men, and men were notoriously…dumb.

On the seat next to her Todd gripped the sides of his seat and wished he could cum, but he was in the neverland of too close/too far.

They arrived home and Marcia glanced at her watch. “Another couple of minutes, honey.” She patted his thigh, got out of the car and sauntered up the walk.

Todd didn’t even try to walk. He pulled his pants down and, right there in the front seat of his top down car in broad daylight, he started stroking himself.

If he could just get off, if he could squirt, then maybe it wouldn’t be so bad!

But, he couldn’t. When he started to get close the chip in his dick started doing weird things, upsetting the harmony of fist to penis, making it so he couldn’t cum.

Oh, God! He couldn’t cum unless she let him! By the device! Oh, no!

Then the humming stopped.

He flopped back in the seat and just lay there. The relief of the cessation of vibration was incredible.

He had never thought sex could be distasteful, but…now he knew.

“Hi, Todd.”

Leslie walked past the car and giggled.

Todd was sitting there, hand on his still hard cock. He scrambled to get his weenie put away.

Fuck. Leslie. His wife’s bestie, and a woman who always seemed to consider Todd as a sort of bug that should be stepped on but who she carefully walked around.

The front door opened and he heard the women calling to each other.

Todd groaned and got out of the car. He was physically weak from being sex hummed for fifteen minutes, and he placed his hand on the car to support himself, then made his way carefully to the front door.

The girls were chatting in the kitchen over wine coolers, and he made his way to the computer room.

He sank into his swivel and took deep breaths.

Man, what had he gotten himself into?

He powered up his computer and started to work, when—“TODD!”

Oh, God. He just wanted to sit there.

Hmmm!

He sat up and looked down.

It had only been a short blurp of hum, but he knew he had been summoned. He quickly got up and went to the kitchen.

He arrived, and Marcia was just about to press the fob again.

“Hold it! I’m here!”

“Just in time,” she sniffed. “When I summon you I expect you to be prompt.”

Rod wanted to object. He wanted to tell Marcia to back off, that he wasn’t a slave to be summoned whenever she wanted a dish cleaned.

But he didn’t say anything. Leslie was looking at him, and he didn’t like the look on her face.

She was a beautiful woman, blonde, a nose with a very slight curve to it. He couldn’t fail to notice that her boobs, as big as Marcia’s, were presented.

He didn’t want to argue with his wife in front of Leslie. The haughty look on her face…he didn’t want to open himself to her opinion.

“Well, okay. What is it you want?”

“I want you to show Leslie whee they put the chip.”

“The…wait…I didn’t want this to be common knowledge, and…and I don’t want to go exposing myself.”

“First, it’s Leslie, not the whole world. Second, I want you to show her how they left not a mark on you.”

“But—“

Marcia lifted the fob.

Todd sighed and unbuckled his pants. He unzipped and his hard cock jutted out.

“Oh, he’s hard!”

“Quite so. Wilson…Mr. James…said I should keep him hard a lot. And he did just finish a fifteen minute trial run.”

Leslie smiled. “So that’s why he was laying in the car with his dick in his hand.”

“That’s why,” Marcia smiled in satisfaction.

“So, should I just…turn it over?” Leslie looked at Todd’s boner.

“Sure.”

“Wait!”

But it was too late. Leslie grabbed his dick and twisted it.

When a dick is limp you can twist it, bend it, turn it, slap it around, and it’s no big deal. When it’s hard, however, it can hurt a little to be ‘manhandled.’ Or, in this case, ‘womanhandled.’

Todd almost turned a cartwheel. He leaned sideways and grabbed the table.

Leslie examined the under bottom of his glans closely. He could feel her breath on it, and that made him even more excited.

“Wow. There’s almost no trace. Just a little shadow.”

“That is cutting edge plastic surgery. Could you imagine a zipper that tight for a boob job?”

“Men wouldn’t be able to tell!” Leslie marveled.

She ran a finger along the underside of his head.

“A little bump. But you have to know what you’re looking for.”

“Isn’t it wonderful?”

“Truly.” Then Leslie ran her fingernail along the sensitive underpart.

Tod couldn’t help it. Having just been stimulated for fifteen minutes, he couldn’t hold it in.

“UNH!”

He squirted white semen into Leslie’s hand.

Leslie’s mouth opened in surprise. “He…he…!”

Marcia sat up straight and grabbed the fob.

“He came!” she shouted. She looked up at Todd. “Bad Todd!” She pressed the fob.

ZZZZZZZ!

From the sublime pleasure of emptying his balls Todd suddenly felt like somebody had run a file over his balls.

He made a squawking sound and fell to the floor. He was barely conscious, and he knew there was no pain like this.

“Unnn…” he groaned.

The women looked down on him.

Leslie leaned down and wiped her hand on his good suit. She ran it back and forth and got his semen all over it.

“Todd! You are not supposed to cum without permission! What do you think that will do to the readings at Neo Lab!”

Todd just licked his lips and tried to focus his eyes.

Leslie suddenly giggled. “It was sort of funny.”

Then Marcia chuckled. “I guess it was. Did you see the look in his eyes when I zapped him?”

“I guess that’ll teach him to play practical jokes on you.”

That was when Todd, even through the daze of his mental state, understood.

He was a joker. He liked to jack off. He especially liked to leave little presents for Marcia. A bit of gism on the toilet seat when she sat down.

Maybe a pair of her panties filled with goo.

And he really, really loved shooting the batter onto her hair, on her butt, her breasts, and especially when she was sleeping.

He loved it, but she didn’t, and suddenly he knew what this was all about.

He didn’t understand how she had come to find Wilson James, or this terrible ‘experiment,’ but it was her revenge.

She was going to have her practical joke on him.

Suddenly, Todd wasn’t laughing.


Part Two

To be fair, Marcia didn’t abuse the fob. Too much.

She usually called him with a hum instead of a zzz.

Only occasionally, when he got a little too belligerent, did she zap him with the zzzs. And then only the lowest setting.

She was, however, just getting started.

While Todd stewed and tried to adjust to the new order of things, she went on Facebutt and asked for suggestions.

Friends, neighbors, and even people who she didn’t know had suggestions for her.

And, the suggestions tended to snowball in a direction as the people read them and were inspired to offer more suggestions.

At first everybody was just, ‘Make him your slave!’ Or, ‘Have him do all the chores!’

Simple stuff, no imagination, just a ‘get back at him’ revenge type fo thing.

And that was discouraging, because she wasn’t doing this to get revenge, she was doing this to teach a small lesson.

At least, so she thought.

Then came the first suggestion.

‘Make him wear panties.’

That suggestion got a ton of ‘likes,’ and people started making funny, but usually crude, comments.

“Then somebody said, ‘A bra, too.’

Marcia stared at the suggestion and blinked.

A bra? Why should she want her husband to wear a bra? That seemed silly.

But the people on Facebutt loved it! ‘A training bra,’ ‘a bra with big falsies,’ ‘a fifties pointed bra,’ and so on.

Marcia considered these silly, until she found herself looking for these types of suggestions, and feeling a little warm down there.

Then, she didn’t know if it was people, or some compulsive transvestite or something, ‘Make him dress like a girl. Head to toe.’

And now the suggestions went wild.

‘Full make up.’

‘Get him vacation boobs,’ which she had to look up to figure out.

‘Nah, real implants! Chyna 2000s.’ And she had to look up Chyna 2000s.

‘Liposuction his fat and use it for real boobs!’

And people sent in photos of men in women’s clothing, and links to trans websites, and…

And Marcia suddenly found herself hot. Real hot. Down there. So hot she thought she might start steaming.

And it didn’t help that Wilson was asking to see her every day.

Ostensibly, it was to check the workings of her fob, and Todd didn’t need to come.

But sometimes they didn’t do anything about the fob, they just sat and talked, and the conversation was always very sexual.

“And how are your own, uh, sexual desires coming along?” he asked one day.

Marcia pursed her lips, which she had started painting hot red for her daily meetings, “Well, I’ve been so busy making Todd behave and…I haven’t really had time for anything else.”

Wilson shook his head. “You need to enjoy yourself. Especially with the things you are doing. It is exciting, after all, to make him run around erect all the time, isn’t it?”

“Well, yes.”

“And if you don’t satisfy yourself you will eventually have an adverse reaction.”

“But you said, at the beginning, that I shouldn’t have sex with him too much!”

“And you shouldn’t. You want his reactions to be pure and unsullied, unaffected by the real world outside his cock.”

She loved it when Wilson said ‘cock.’ She normally didn’t like swearing, but to hear dirty words roll off his lips was…exciting.

“So how do I go about having sex with him when I can’t have sex with him?”

“Find an alternative. Or maybe a surrogate.”

“An alternative? Like…like vibrators or dildos?”

“Those would do.” He waited.

And she managed, in spite of knowing what was in his dirty, little mind, “And surrogates?”

He nodded and smiled in a nonchalant manner.

“You’re talking about screwing another man.”

He kept that effacing smile and tilted his head in a subtle shrug.

But she knew what he was really talking about. Screwing him.

From day one he had been overly polite to her, appreciated her bosom, touched her hand a little too freely, touched her shoulder, and a few times, her rear end.

Nothing overt, just polite.

But…he wanted to be the surrogate. He wanted to take her husband’s place and screw her.

And, since she was being deprived, and getting pretty darned horny, she was considering it.

But she wouldn’t have done it. Except, one day…

Todd was in the computer room. He was watching porn, for the odd thing was that porn didn’t shock his dong. Dong let him just be horny without the threat, or even the treat.

He was tired of being at the whim of Marcia’s moods.

He was sorry he had ever jerked off on her.

Truth, the constant oversight of his sex, the constant refusal to screw him, the endless hums and buzzes, he was tired of it.

Hummm.

He jumped up and went to find Marcia.

She was sitting in a lounge chair out by the pool. Leslie was there. Cheerful, laughing Leslie. Chuckling every time she laid eyes on him, and he knew she was always asking Marcia to do sex things to him.

He trotted out to the pool area and Marcia looked up at him. She and Leslie were a little drunk, and she said, “Go get us a couple of wine coolers.”

Not even a please.

He did, but when he was coming back out to the patio he stumbled, and spilled a bit of wine cooler on Marcia.

“You idiot!” she snapped, wiping the cold liquid off her bare belly.

“You’re the fucking idiot,” he snapped back.

She lifted the fob to press it, and he said, “Is that all I am to you? A slave? A servant? A sexless thing controlled by your electronic pulses?”

She stopped and stared at him.

Leslie sat up and studied him.

She didn’t press the fob. She just said, “Go back to your computer and watch your porn.”

They were both unhappy now. And it didn’t help when Leslie murmured, “About time to turn him in for a new model.”

Marcia jerked her head around to look at her friend, but Leslie just shrugged.

Then Marcia sat back and thought about it.

He was speaking back to her. She didn’t like that.

She was using batteries up with her vibrator, and she didn’t like it when a battery gave out right when she was about to climax.

But, like a person with power is not apt to do, she never took herself to account for the situation.

“He’s not manageable,” she said to Wilson.

Wilson smiled lightly and reached out to pat her hand. And to hold her hand, and to commiserate with her.

“Men are that way sometimes,” he murmured.

“But I give him lots of encouragement.”

“Do you let him cum?”

“You told me not to.”

“Excellent. And he shouldn’t. Bad dogs should not be rewarded. And have you thought about a surrogate?”

She had, and she stared at him, and her heart started pounding.

They were in his office, a big, comfortable thing with a couch against one wall.

“If you don’t wish to speak of this I will understand,” he said smoothly.

“No, it’s just…it’s…”

He stood up and went around his desk to the couch. He lifted the front and it unfolded to become a bed. He turned to her.

“If you would prefer for me to put this away I shall. It’s your wishes that are paramount here. If you wish to think further, or have some other man in mind…but I am at your service.”

He was so polite, so suave, that Marcia fell right into the situation.

Putting Todd out of her mind she unbuttoned her blouse.

Wilson’s breath caught as she revealed her fleshy sloped. He gulped when he saw her erect nipples pointing at him.

She noted that he now had an erection.

She moved closer to him and reached for his zipper. She tugged it down and a big, fat dong popped out.

It was bigger than Todd’s. And fatter. And the head enormous. Dripping.

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered, eyeing the eye with her eye.

Her heart was not just pounding, it was playing Battle Hymn of the Republic. And she suddenly realized a truth of all women, but which not all will admit to.

There is a fascination with strange cock.

Sure, they get married, and they put up with the same old same old penis, but inside their heart of hearts they want a little more, a lot more, a bigger one, a longer one, a different colored one, one with a strange twist to it, anything that is different from the same old same old.

She reached up her hand and placed it under his balls.

Big balls, fat balls, hairy balls, balls with different hues and shades.

She leaned forward and opened her red-painted mouth.

Wilson shuddered as she took him inside her mouth. It was a tight fit, and he almost came when her tongue, inside the tight fit, lapped at the bottom of his glans.

Then he was reaching down, lifting her up, kissing her, and she pushed him back on the sofa bed, and crawled on him and squatted over him.

Her eyes bright and feverish, wanting, driven with desire.

And he accepted her engulfing him with a sigh.

She went home with a plan.

After the torrid sex, which had finally taken the edge off her sexually stimulated mind, he had asked her about fantasies, and she had brought up what the people on Facebutt were saying.

‘Make him a woman.’

‘Make him wear lingerie and underwear.’

‘Show him what it’s really like!’

Wilson had listened as they lay there, her playing with his slack cock, wishing it would get hard again. “That’s not a bad idea,” he finally said.

“It is?”

“Of course. Find out what really makes Todd tick. Get to the heart of the man.”

Wilson was just talking, but underneath he was thinking. If I could get her to leave him…then she would be mine…

So he brought up psychological jargon, he used very subtle manipulation, and when Marcia left she thought she had made the decision all on her own.

The next morning Todd crawled out of bed. It had been weeks and weeks, months, since he had screwed his wife. Weeks and months of her teasing him with the fob, driving him half insane.

His dingus was stiff as a stiff board, and he walked into the bathroom and took a cold shower.

If only they could make love again!

But when he walked back into the bedroom, drying himself off, Marcia was sitting on the edge of the bed. She held out a pair of panties.

“Put these on.”

“What? Those are girl’s panties!”

“You think I don’t know that?” she snapped. She tossed them to him.

She was unaware that cheating on Todd had in a very subtle manner embittered her. But cheating does that to a person.

“What’s the point?” he asked, the panties hanging from his index finger.

But she didn’t have to explain. She was in charge, and she could always put it off to ‘experiments.’

“It’s a test.”

“What test?”

“A test of your sexuality.”

She held up the fob. “I’m not messing around, Todd. You’re going to get negative three if you don’t do what I say.”

Todd did not want a negative three. He had only experienced that once, and it left him shaken for days. He had felt like his package was being ripped off his body, and he never wanted that feeling again.

He looked at the panties, chocked a sob back, and put a leg through a leg hole.

Hummm!

He was tired of this kind of sex, but the taboo of wearing women’s lingerie in conjunction with the putting on of the panties was…enjoyable.

If she hadn’t given him a hum he would have protested and hated it.

But breaking the taboo and feeling the hum, something in him unlocked.

He put his other leg into the panties and pulled them up snug.

His cock was hard, and obscene in the panties, but Marcia smothered a smirk and just nodded.

He was still humming. And now liking it.

“And this bra.”

He took the bra, and was aware that he was suddenly, for the first time in weeks, feeling good.

He put on the bra and when he snapped the back Marcia hit positive two. MMMMMM!

Todd staggered, grabbed a bedpost to hold himself up.

She turned it off, but Todd was now enraptured. The simple, little fact of being turned on while putting on what he shouldn’t be putting on had changed his mind.

She felt the difference in him.

She felt a kind of peace emanating from him.

She liked it.

In fact, she felt a little ‘popping’ in her snatch, and realized that she had just orgasmed.

Seeing her husband looking like a woman had turned her on!

That afternoon she went to Neo Labs to talk to Wilson. Ostensibly, to check the settings on Todd’s dick chip. Actually, to fuck Wilson’s brains out.

Wilson, of course, was not opposed to the idea.

They screwed the afternoon away, and when they were done the conversation turned to Todd and his new ‘hobby.

Wilson, in his usual subtle manner, talked to her about getting him to wear more lingerie, to wear a dress.

And, the final thing he said, which floored Marcia: “The purpose of this experiment is to ascertain how far Todd can be made to go.”

“It is?”

“Of course. My dear, have you any idea of how far reaching our little experiment is?”

“Not really.”

Wilson stood up and went around to his desk. He was naked, but his dick was finally slack. It had been a long afternoon.

“My dear, the world is in poor shape. We are running out of resources, and there is a severe imbalance in the population. To correct those dreadful problems we find that we must have more women and less men.”

“We do?” Marcia’s eyes were big, and round. She was being let in on big secrets.

“Most certainly. We are becoming overpopulated, but to keep the wheels turning in our society we must have more workers. And, specifically, we must have workers who can’t have children.”

“But men can’t have children.”

Now, truth, Wilson was making this up as he went along. He smoothly answered, “But men make children. No shortage of studs there. But if we can make men who aren’t interested in making children…”

“Making men into women who can’t get pregnant!”

“Exactly.”

Marcia lay back on the bed, her arms behind her head, propped on a pillow. “My God!” Her eyes were shining with the cleverness of it all.

She thought about over population in the world, and realized this was the perfect solution.

A man who was converted to the idea of being a woman. Who didn’t get boners for women. Who didn’t go around willy nilly screwing and making children. How ingenious!

“Of course,” added Wilson, “there are other things that must be done.”

As she went up on her elbows and looked at him her breasts juddered and Wilson blinked. He was starting to feel a boner coming on.

He went back to the sofa bed and lay down with her. Her stroking him, feeling his nuts, he explained what else they had to do.

At first Marcia was a little bit shocked, then she realized: they had to do this for the world to survive.

Marcia rid Todd of his body hair with Nair, then she put him in panties and a bra. And nylons and garters. And she ‘hummed’ him the whole time.

Todd allowed himself to be accoutered like a woman. Not that he had much choice; not he didn’t enjoy it.

Marcia had chanced upon the one thing that would bend Todd to her desires.

He was entering tabooland with a hum, and it was exciting. He loved the feeling of soft, slithery garments exciting his flesh.

The feeling of the hum, once a bit much, now became what he needed and wanted.

But, there was a downside.

His dick stopped getting erect.

Oddly, it had happened one day after he had gone to Neo Lab for a calibration of his chip. But he didn’t connect the shot with his limp dong.

He just looked down, and…it made his front smooth.

And Neo Labs, Wilson, had put him on a prescription of special vitamins. Every day he had to take a handful of pills.

Which was okay. After all, he wanted to be healthy.

Then came ‘the’ interview.

He and Marcia were called into his office, Wilson and Marcia seemed to be trading looks, and Wilson said, “Todd, now that your penis has stopped functioning, we need to do something about it.”

Todd was pretty looking in a yellow dress. Of course, his chest was a little flat, but he looked good. His legs were in nylons, his hair was getting longer, and Marcia had started playing with make up with him.

“You’ve got something that will make it stand up again?”

“Well, not exactly.”

Todd frowned. He missed his penis. Even though it was slack, it hummed. And if it could hum while it was erect, all the better.

“We want to tuck it up so it’s not always in the way.”

“It’s not always in the way.”

“Todd, Todd. Can’t you see that little bump in your front?”

Todd looked down. Yep. Little bump. The mass of his non-functioning weenie.

“We need to help you get rid of that.”

“You’re not going to cut it off, are you?”

That idea had occurred to Wilson, but he had decided not to. There were better ways.

Todd wasn’t really averse to the idea. He was getting hummed, a lot of positive two, and liking it.

“You know, dear, I really would like you to get your penis handled.”

She pressed the fob, positive two. Todd groaned.

By the time Todd left the Neo Labs he associated the idea of a gone penis with positive hums.

He had a double operation a week later. He received a pair of large breasts, and his balls were pushed up into the cavities from which they came, and his penis was sewed to his perineum.

There was almost no recovery time from the operations, and he only felt a little soreness when he walked out of Neo Labs.

Walked out with a large pair of breasts and nothing to speak of between his legs.

Walked out with his chest jiggling, and his thighs rubbing one against the other.

Life was different for Todd now.

He had long, red fingernails. He styled his hair in a long wave to his shoulders. He walked with a sway, wore a corset, his lips were painted red, and…he was dazed.

The constant changes, the shift from being a man to being a woman, it had changed the very way he thought.

He spent his mornings cleaning the house, vacuuming and doing dishes and waiting on Marcia.

He spent his afternoons reading fashion magazines. Marcia was usually out in the afternoons. She was getting her fob calibrated almost every day now.

So he sat on the couch, his nylon clad legs up, and perused the latest fashions.

“Hello?”

He looked towards the front door and gave a smile. “Hi, Leslie!”

Leslie froze. Was that…was that…Todd?

She hadn’t been over for a while, and she stared at him in disbelief.

“Todd?”

“Hi, girlfriend,” he chirped. Even his voice was a little higher. Whatever he was doing, becoming, he was fully into it.

“I thought…I heard about the Facebutt comments, but I didn’t think…”

“How are you? Can I get you a wine cooler? Or something stronger?”

“Something stronger,” she blurted. She needed something stronger.

“And where’s Marcia?”

“She’s at the lab getting her fob calibrated.”

Leslie saw right through that. Yeah. Right. The way men get their knob polished. She was getting calibrated, all right.

Todd mixed a quick bourbon and Coke and placed it before her, and had one for himself.

“So how’s things going, Todd?”

“Oh, everything is really peachy keen!”

He was speaking like a girl, well, what he thought girls were supposed to sound like.

Truth, Leslie didn’t really like what was happening with Todd. She thought of him as a man, and she had thought this whole thing was a joke, but now, seeing him transformed, she felt sorry for him.

She knew what Marcia had done. And all to get her fob calibrated. There was something so unfair about all this…

“Hey, Leslie!”

Marcia walked into the house. Right behind her, looking like the cat that had just eaten a herd of canaries, was Wilson James.

“Hi,” Leslie answered, and she gave the perfunctory hug and air kiss.

“Todd! Drinks. Chop chop!”
Todd curtsied and ran for the kitchen.

Marcia put her purse down and Leslie eyed Wilson.

He was handsome enough, but his face was a little thin, and his eyes were a little bland. And now that she knew what he had done to Todd, she didn't trust him.

But she turned her attention to Marcia. “So, there had been some changes.”

“I’ll say,” giggled Marcia. “Isn’t Todd wonderful?”

“Well, uh…”

“He keeps everything clean, he looks beautiful, and he does everything I tell him to. He’s now the perfect man!”

“But you don’t have sex with him, do you?”

“Oh, Lord, no.” She looked at Wilson and grinned. He grinned back.

“Of course I’d like to, he is my husband…” she said it like he was property, “but it’s not a good idea to make love to him until…well,” she turned to Wilson. “Until when, Wilson?”

“Until the change is complete.”

“And when will that be?” asked Leslie.

Wilson looked at Leslie and pursed his lips. Truth, he was feeling a little cocky. Normally he would have been much more closed mouth, but Marcia butted in.

“Can I tell Leslie about the big experiment? What we’re doing for the planet? What a grand place Todd is playing?”

“I suppose so.”

So they sipped bourbon and Coke, and Todd waited nearby in case they needed anything, and Marcia told Leslie ‘the plan.’

“You see, it’s all about over population. Wilson works for the government, and the government is going to transform men—not all of them, just enough—into women. Then they won’t go around impregnating all the real woman and contributing to overpopulation. And we can have sex with them they way they used to have sex with us, and, oh…it’s going to be so hunky dory!”

“Making love the way they used to…” Leslie was confused.

“That’s why we’re here this afternoon.” She smiled lovingly at Wilson. “Usually we have to calibrate my fob.”

Leslie understood right away, and saw that she had been right in her thinking. Calibrating the fob meant the same thing as polishing the knob, but from a women’s point of view.

“But today the experiment is at a critical stage. Today I impregnate…” she giggled, “Todd. Today he learns and takes the final step to becoming a new woman. And civilization will be saved. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Leslie felt a sick feeling inside. And she had contributed to this. She had been in at the beginning, and even encouraged Marcia on this path.

She looked at Wilson.

He was smiling, sappy sweet, at Marcia.

Marcia turned to Todd, who was sitting on a chair across the room. “Todd, go the bedroom and take off your dress. Bend over the bed and wait for me.”

Todd jumped up and trotted down the hall.

“Isn’t he just the sweetest thing?” said Marcia.

Leslie kept her face carefully neutral and nodded.

They finished their drinks, then Marcia stood up. “You have the strap on, hon…Wilson?”

Wilson did. He had it in a little satchel, and he opened the bag and handed it to her.

Grinning cheek to cheek Marcia took off her dress and put on the strap on.

It was big and black, and it looked very dangerous hanging from her junction.

“Come on, you can watch. Wilson’s going to watch, and he might even take a turn. You can have a turn if you want.”

Leslie didn’t want a turn. But she followed Marcia and Wilson to the bedroom.

Todd was bent sideways over the bed, his ass in the air and his little, shrunken peeny sticking out between the back of his legs. He was in garters and nylons, and his panties were on the floor by his feet.

His whole body was changed from what Leslie remembered. His ass was rounder, his waist thinner. His body was feminized like he had been taking hormones or something.

“Okay, honey, are you ready?”

“Yeah.”

He didn’t sound all there, but he didn’t turn around. He just lay there, his rump in the air, and waited.

Marcia got some lube from the bathroom and stepped between his legs. She smeared lube in him with her fingers, and Todd groaned.

She handed the fob to Wilson and smiled at him. “You can do the honors, dear.”

“My pleasure, honey.”

Leslie was sickened by the display of affection.

Marcia was married, but now she was cheating, and she had transformed Todd into something she didn’t recognize.

Marcia kept reaming, making sure everything was smooth and slick, then she stepped up to Todd’s butt.

“Here we go, honey.”

She moved her hips forward at the same time that Wilson hit positive three.

MMMMMMM!

Todd grunted and groaned and started to thrash. Semen was pouring out of him, dripping on the floor, and Marcia screwed merrily away.

When she turned and gave Leslie a big grin Leslie almost puked.

Then when Marcia backed off and Wilson took her place, Leslie simply walked out of the room.


Epilogue

A week later…

Marcia and Wilson were in Marcia’s bed, screwing madly, grunting and groaning and having the time of their lives.

Todd stood next to the wall and waited for commands.

He was happy. He was pretty. He knew his station in life.

Suddenly the front door banged open and men flooded down the hallway and into the bedroom. They were wearing night vision goggles and helmets and carried big guns.

Behind the men strode a couple of men in suits, and …Leslie!

Leslie ran to the bed table and grabbed the fob. She backed off and held it tightly.

Wilson tried to push up, but he was sweaty and his palms were slick and he kept sliding and pushing his weenie harder into Marcia.

“EEEEK! Unh! EEEEK! Unh! EEEEK! Unh!” screamed Marcia. Her screams being separated by the plunge of Wilson dingus into her.

Finally, Wilson managed to extricate himself from Marcia’s pussy, but as he flipped over the men in SWAT suits grabbed him and pulled him away from the bed where Marcia screamed.

One of the suits stepped up to Marcia.

When he didn’t do anything, just waited, Marcia managed to blurt, “What are you doing to Wilson!?”

The suit said, “Wilson James, alias, Tom Duncan, alias…” the aliases went on for a while, “is guilty of impersonating a medical doctor, falsifying government applications, and other crimes.”

The SWAT men pulled the protesting Wilson out of the bedroom.

“What are you talking about?”

Leslie stepped forward. “He was working at Neo Labs under false pretenses.”

“What?” shrieked Marcia.

“Furthermore, there is no secret project to make men into women, to…to save the planet by making them unable to …oh, fuck! Marcia. You idiot!”

Marcia didn’t understand, but she understood when Leslie went to Todd, who was huddling in fear behind the bedroom door.

“Get your hands off him!”

Marcia ignored her and helped Todd to his feet. “Come on, Todd. I know some nice people who will help you out.”

“But…I don’t…I…”

Marcia shrieked, “Get your hands off him, you bitch! He’s mine! He’s my property!”

Leslie deigned to cast a look at her once friend. Her lips were curved in a sneer as she said, “Not any more, he ’s not. And these gentlemen want to talk to you about something.”

Marcia looked at the two suits who were standing in front of her. “What the fuck?” she blurted.

“Ma’am, according to the statutes maiming is: the criminal act of disabling, disfiguring or cutting off or making useless one of the members (leg, arm, hand, foot, eye) of another either intentionally or in a fight, called maiming. The serious nature of the injury makes mayhem a felony, which is called ‘aggravated assault’ in most states.”

“But I didn’t do anything to Todd! He’s got all his arms and legs!”

“His penis qualifies as a member.”

“But…but…”

Marcia yelled and shouted all the way out of the house. As they bundled her into a waiting SUV she saw Leslie holding Todd in the back seat of a car.

In the back seat Leslie held Todd and whispered to him, “It’s okay, honey. I’ll take care of you now. You’ll be just fine.”

“Can I keep being a girl?”

“Of course you can, honey.”

Todd smiled.

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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