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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Ever been in an orgy? No, two or even three doesn’t count. I mean a full blooded orgy with a dozen or more people, naked and sweating and drunk and happy and sucking on or fucking anything and everything within reach.

That’s what I envisioned when I started this story, but I took a left turn and the orgy softened up and I headed for BDSM land.

Except, is sex BDSM?

Oh, yes. Especially the way Barry gets done in this story. So have fun, and let me know what you think in the comments at https://gropperpress.wordpress.com.

Do you like the twist I put on this orgy? Can sex be torture?

Let me know, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I really want to know.”

Cara looked at her husband and shook her head. She was sitting at her vanity brushing out her long, wavy Auburn tresses. She looked back at the mirror, smiled at her emerald colored eyes. “Honey. You don’t want to mess with it.”

Barry sat on the bed and sighed. “You say that every time I ask you. What’s the big secret?”

“It’s not a big secret, but if I told you it wouldn't be a secret at all. And then what is the use of having it be secret?”

“Huh?” Such complex thought went right over his head. Barry was a rugged looking caveman type. He liked hunting and fishing. He drank beer and crushed cans. He watched every game in the football season.

She turned to him, her breasts bulging over her half bra, her nipples excited, her eyes amused. “Honey. It’s a secret because we don’t want anybody to know.”

“But don’t you understand? That’s why I want to know!”

She turned back to the mirror and picked up a tube of lipstick. She turned the base and leaned forward. Her lips took on the kissy look, and she rolled the rich red onto her mouth.

Sproing! Barry had a boner.

She looked in the mirror as she painted her mouth, holding the laughter in. She knew that it was the simple acts that gave him rock hard erections. The way he was twisting on the bed indicated he had just gotten a king sized stiffie.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“Nothing,” he groused.

She chuckled as she screwed the pillar back into the tube. She turned to him, and he took in his breath.

She was in lingerie, bulging boobs, kissable mouth, legs crossed and showing her wonderful flesh.

“Honey. This is your night of nights. Tonight you have my full permission to drink all the whiskey you want. You can turn on the net and crank up the porn. You can even jack off if you want to.” She smiled and spread her legs. Her lips were visible through her panties. “Though why you would want to I have no idea.”

“Oh, crap!” he muttered. “You’re doing this to me on purpose.”

“I am? What am I doing?”

“Teasing me! Showing me your body, getting me all hot and bothered before you go out.”

She smirked a bit. She wouldn’t admit it, but that’s exactly what she was doing. She liked leaving her man so horny he couldn’t stand it.

“So where are you going?” he persisted.

“Well, let’s see…” she mused. “I’ve asked you not to ask, so…I might be going to meet a boyfriend. A black one with a big dong that hangs to his knees. Or maybe I’m going to a Lesbians Convention. We’re going to put on strap ons and do each other till dawn. Or…I’ve got it! I’m going to a a Harry Potter Convention. But instead of wands we’ve got dildos. And we’re going to change ourselves into mystical creatures and fuck ourselves silly.”

“Argh!” Barry snarled.

Cara stood up and went into her walk in closet. She took a short, tight, slinky, stretchy dress off a hanger. It had a porthole for excessive cleavage and a slit up the side. She slipped into it easily, being careful of her make up.

Barry’s jaw dropped a bit. It was bad enough seeing her naked, but when she put something on something kinky, and this dress was kinky, it only made her parts more tantalizing. He wanted to leap over to her, rip the dress of and show her what his dick was good for.

Not that he didn’t show her every chance he got.

She returned to her vanity and popped earrings through her lobes. She was aware of his eyes devouring her. Of the way the bulge in his pants was throbbing.

She walked over to him and placed her hand on his groin.

Yep. Throbbing. Pulsing. Pounding like a drum at a rock concert.

“Honey,” his voice had that adorable whining quality that she just loved.

“No,” she whispered, and she closed her hand, squeezed, made him whimper. “There are some things you don’t need to know. Don’t want to know. Things that only women should know. Now you stay home like a good hubby. Watch porn. Play with yourself. I’ll be back tomorrow at dawn.”

With that she touched her lips to his, gently so as not to mess her make up, and walked towards the door.

He followed her, was compelled by the saucy sway of her round hips, the jiggle of her ample breasts, the way she looked back over her shoulder and laughed at him.

“Honey?” His voice wasn’t his own anymore. It was like the whimper of a hungry puppy. Wanting, but unsure of what to do to get the human to fill his bowl.

Cara picked up her purse, slung it over her shoulder, and walked out the. front door.

At her Lexus she clicked the fob, beep, and got into the shiny vehicle. It was white with gold trim, and just looking at it reminded him that was what she was like. White with gold trim.

And, man, would he like to sink his dipstick in her engine right about then.

She started up the car, gave a chortle in his direction, and backed into the street.

He was a lost soul as he stared at her tail lights. And that was the moment he made his decision.

She couldn’t do this to him. She couldn’t just ride off and leave him with his dick. She couldn’t stay out all night only to slink in at dawn, dragging, good only to collapse in bed and pass out.

He would smell a bit of liquor on her, but not too much.

Mostly it was her eyes. The look of satisfaction. The way she walked. No longer clicking her heels on the floor, but just trudging, exhausted, done for, needing sleep and only sleep.

To sleep till noon, and not want sex for a week. Sometimes two.

He had had enough. Enough of her taunts. Enough of her knowing eyes mocking him.

He went to his office and picked up his phone. He had installed ‘Find your phone’ apps on each of the cells, and he pulled up hers.

An overview of the streets, a toy car was her, zipping through town. He watched and could tell when she hit a stoplight, when she turned a corner.

He took his time and he got ready, glancing at her phone every once in a while as he got dressed.

He was a manly man. He had been in the navy, Special Operations. For those in the know…SEALs.

He had learned stealth tactics with the best in the world. Real ninjas, not the Hollywood kind who only wanted to sell books and videos to wannabes, but the kind who living their lifestyle.

He had taken every course there was on reconnaissance and infiltration.

He could sneak with the best of them.

First he poured himself a slug of bourbon. Gulped it down, and had another.

Fortified, he showered, then pulled on stretchy underwear. The kind that had a ring to secure his package, and a pouch big enough for his balls.

They were pretty big balls, too. The size of baseballs. His pecker was just a little bigger than normal, eight inches, but his balls…whooeee! Big.

He pulled on black, stretch jeans. They were lightweight, good flexibility if he needed to climb anything, or perform any gymnastic type of movement.

A black tee and a black hoody. He put a watch cap in the big front pocket of his hoodie. It was black with a window for his eyes.

Checked the ‘Find Your Phone’ app. She had stopped, and he knew where.

She had stopped in front of Liela Fieldings’ house.

Liela Fielding. Divorced. A massive rack that she liked to tease men with. Lips that pursed when she spoke, inviting any and all to kiss her.

What the hell was Cara doing at Liela’s house?

He took another slug of whiskey. He had a slight buzz now, and that was the way he liked it.

Heat in his gut, warmth in his skull, a comfortable feeling that took a lot of edges off.

He pulled on black socks, black sneakers and went to his wife’s vanity table and looked down.

Eye shadow, mascara, hmmm. That was close enough. He wiped his hands with mascara and rubbed his skin around his eyes. He gave himself a little mask, and he looked like a human raccoon.

He looked at the tube of lipstick she had used. God, that was sexy stuff. Why did women get all the sexy stuff? Why didn’t they make cosmetics for men?

He sighed and ignored the gold tube. He was tempted, but he would have to be a lot drunker to put that stuff on. It was exciting, enticing, but…he was a manly man.

He was ready. Oh, except for his flask.

When he had been in the SEALs he had always kept a flask. Even in the field. It was necessary on a gold night of watches. It was perfect for when men were hurt, wounded, needed something to take the edge off.

He filled the flask with bourbon and headed out to the garage.

There, on the side of the garage, pristine and looking like a stallion ready to fuck, was his GXXR.

His 1000cc motorcycle, sleek and black and fixed up the way he liked it.

He opened the garage door, then started up the beast.

Rrrrr.

Not RRRRR, but rrrrr.

He didn’t want a loud bike, though they were useful for letting cars know there was a motorcycle around.

He wanted a hum in the night, so nobody knew when he was around.

He kicked the kickstand and let the trigger out.

Zzzzz went the motor, and he went up the street like he was slinking. Slinking on the fastest motorcycle on the track.

Okay, Cara, he thought. Let’s find out!

Then his tail lights were gone.

Barry loved nothing more than to drive with a slight buzz. Just a slight one, though. He didn't want to risk a ticket or, God forbid, going down.

This night was perfect for riding, and he was extra careful about his cruising. No cops for him.

He crossed town sedately, stopping at the occasional traffic light to check his phone.

Yep. Cara was still at Lielas. But why? What was she doing there? Was this her big stop? Her party? The place where she had been going once a month for nearly a year?

He didn’t know, but he was going to find out.

Liela lived in back country, out past Morgan Hill. She had a country estate, tri-level on the side of a hill. She was the only one on the hill, and she had a wonderful view and plenty of privacy. Nothing but coyotes and the occasional skunk.

Barry cruised through the low hills, great bike riding country with swoops and straights that energized the heart and imagination. Once it had been nothing but the occasional farmer, then regular farmers had moved in, grew everything from tomatoes to artichokes in the fertile land. Then it became vineyards. Small ones with fancy names, and the ‘gentlemen farmers’ who owned silicone valley moved in.

They moved in and the place was quiet until the weekend bash, the software engineers invited up to the boss’s house.

This was not the weekend. It was a Thursday night, and the place was quiet as a very religious mouse in a graveyard.

Barry cruised around Lielah’s hill. He slowed and his motor became a whisper that not even that graveyard mouse could hear.

He looked up the hill and noted the brightly lit lights. There were half a dozen cars lined along the winding driveway, and he could hear music over the sound of his bike.

Hmm. A party?

He made a couple of passes without lights, looking for the perfect place to stash his machine while he went up the hill and reconnoitered on foot.

Just beyond the second driveway past Lielah’s, only a hundred yards, was a large sign. It was a base of rocks, six foot high and ten feet long.

‘Leaving Morgan Hill.’

On the other side of the street was another sign, a ‘welcome’ sign, and next to that one were a bunch of badges. Elks, Mooses, Odd fellows. that sort of thing.

Barry rode his bike behind the sign and put the kickstand down. The ground was hard enough that the kickstand didn’t sink into the earth, and he left his helmet locked to the bike and sauntered up the road.

It was light, and he stuck to the left side of the road and the dark shadows. No cars came zooming up the road, so his walk went unnoticed, even by the ‘farm dogs’ the Siliconers kept to protect their grape plots.

He arrived at Liehal’s drive and now he was temporarily in light. He frowned and hoped the fence and walked into a small apricot orchard. Hidden in shadow again, he walked straight toward the house, and went up a 45 degree hill. Two hundred yards and he was below the stone wall that lined the driveway.

He walked below the stone wall for a hundred feet. He could see the roofs of the cars lining the driveway, then he was below the house proper.

He gripped the wall and hoisted himself up quick and smooth, rolled over, and laid on the earth.

Nothing.

No dogs.

No chickens or pigeons. Not even a black cat.

For a couple of minutes he just looked around.

He was on flat earth, behind some trimmed bushes that curved away from the driveway and around Lielah’s property.

Nothing happening, just the music from the house, and he crawled under the bushes and circled the backyard.

It was flat. A swimming pool. And a cluster of rocks. Big rocks. Boulders. Like a giant zen garden of sorts.

A few trees. A diving board. open ground.

Except for the boulders.

He was at an angle to the house. From the way the lights lit up the area he knew he could come up on the boulders once he had them between him and the house.

He crawled, just a slither of his body across the earth, in the shadows, like a snake on his belly.

The party was going pretty good, and as he rounded the yard and came up behind the boulders he listened to the music.

They were playing the album from ‘Fifty Shades of Grey.’

Fifty Shades. One of Cara’s favorites. She watched the movie all the time, all three movies, and once she had even played with ben wah balls in her pussy.

God, she had been hot that night!

And she had taken all that hotness out on him.

But then she had tried to work the ben wah balls into his butt, and he drew the line.

“What if the string breaks?” They were connected by a simple string that didn’t look too sturdy.

“Then we’ll take you to the emergency room and humiliate the shit out of you!”

She had been drunk at the time. She was always more playful when she was drunk.

“What if they roll up into my body?”

“We’ll get a pooper scooper and douche you out the manly way!” She thought that was hilarious, but the humor was lost on Barry.

“Well, I think not,” he had stated, feeling a bit offended that she would even think he would do such a thing. His butt was sacred, as far as he was concerned.

Now he listened to the seductive music, the sinuous rhythm, the beat that seemed to align with sex organs.

Lying in the dirt behind the boulders…he liked it.

Of course he was a little high.

There were three boulders and her crawled between two, got out his cell phone and held it out behind the third boulder.

He didn’t want to risk showing his head, but nobody would see a little patch of darkness at the base of the boulders.

He angled his head, lined up the cell, and watched the screen.

A dozen women, most in stages of undress, bikinis, and one fully naked.

They were all holding wine glasses, and from the colors of the drinks Barry guessed they were all sipping wine coolers.

Cara liked wine coolers, and he knew that she could take a lot before she became incapacitated. she could drink all night and still make it home, which matched up with the condition she returned home in from one of these shindigs.

The house was a very modern ranch style, a big living room and kitchen, and two wings set at ninety degrees, the patio, then the pool, then a short lawn…then the bit of zen earth with boulders.

The women were in the house and it looked like swim time was over. They danced with each other, sometimes at a distance, sometimes cheek to cheek.

Like lovers.

Two women were on a couch, humping like it was the end of the world.

Well, not exactly humping. They were doing something called tribbing, where their crotches were scissoring together.

A couple of women watched, standing in pose, elbows in hands that held drinks. They seemed to be discussing the action.

But the interesting thing, Barry noted as he watched, was that women kept going down the hallway on the left.

Occasionally women went through the hallway on the right, but they came back with fresh drinks, so that was probably the kitchen.

But the hallway on the left…hmm.

And they came back whispering, heads together, as if amazed. Their heads were together, they giggled, and…something was happening in the left wing.

And Cara was nowhere to be seen.

Was she in the left wing?

If she was, why didn’t she come out?

Barry turned on record and videoed the scene in the house for several minutes. His phone picked up the sensual music, the gyrating semi-nude bodies.

The bouncing tits and the swing asses. The kissing and tribbing. A house full of orgy.

He retracted the phone, checked it, sent the video to the cloud.

Okay. Time to find out where his wife was. Time to find out what was really happening in the back bedroom.

Barry wiggled backwards, away from the house, keeping the boulders in between him and the house.

Under the bushes again, then a circle to the left.

The circle of bushes ended up against the side of the house.

Barry got his feet under himself and darted across a three feet pathway of octagonal, red brick.

He put his ear to the house and listened.

He cold hear voices, mostly muted, but some pieces of sentences he could hear.

“What will she…”

“Turn it….way.”

Sounds of women muttering, a crowd sound that he couldn’t differentiate the voices of.

He crawled along the house to a side window. The wing went further, but there was no light in the further room, so the action, as he had already heard, was happening here.

The drapes were drawn, except for a part at the bottom. He stood up and put his ear to the glass, and the voices came through better.

“Okay. Take deep breaths.”

What? he wondered.

“Okay, I’m starting.”

A loud groan.

“Okay.” And the mutter of the crowd. But not just a mutter, now he could make out the mutter of remarks, sounds of admiration, even gasps of…of…delight?

“Spread your legs apart. Okay, ladies, watch what she does when I…”

The sound of a yelp, then a laugh, and a moan of…happiness.

What the fuck were they doing in there?

Slowly, aware that somebody might catch a sudden movement through the split at the bottom of the drapes, he moved sideways, expanding his view of the activities in the house.

Bodies slid sideways, and he saw that the women were all clustered on one side of the room. To his left. To his right he could almost see…he moved to the left more and looked to the right through the part in the drapes.

A body was standing in front of him. This body was clothed, but as she shifted her position from one leg to the other he could see hair, part of a profile of a face, and…it was Lielah!

She was standing with her back to him, wearing shorts and a stiff, white shirt. Looked like a man’s dress shirt. Sort of.

“I’m going to turn up the juice now…”

Her arms moved and a shriek came from across the room. Then, “More! Again!”

He could tell from the sound of her voice that Lielah was smiling. “Can you see the response? Let’s add a bit of a wave to the signal…”

“Oh…oh, fuck! Please! Just finish me off!”

The women watching all chuckled, and the looks in their eyes…avid jealousy!

Barry was thoroughly confused. What was Lielah doing? and what were the crowd of women reacting to?

He put his face against the glass and tried to see around Lielah, and then Lielah moved. She walked forward, and though she stayed in between Barry and whatever was in front of her, Barry could see the shape of…of a chair or something. But, no. It was thick in places, the way the legs were spread…it was like some kind of doctor’s chair, but the legs were spread and he could see the bare flesh of a woman.

Then Lielah stepped to the side and Barry had a full view.

Cara! Laying in a chair, a doctor’s chair for gynecological exams, the legs spread, and…and leather straps securing Cara in place.

Her arms were strapped, her legs, her belly.

The legs were pulled apart wide and Barry had a first class view of his wife’s pussy.

A pink slit, slightly parted.

Shaved. Plumped up and moist.

And several electrodes attached to her.

One electrode went right up her ass. He could see a bit of the silver tube, but most of it was inside her.

Clamps keeping her labia apart. Wires to the clamps.

A suction tube, clear, around her clitoris. The air was sucked out and her clitoris looked large in the little tube. And a wire to that.

And other wires ending in little suction cups attached to her pussy.

And a big dildo pushed right in, with wires to that!

Barry looked faint. He knew Cara was a bit of a freak, but this…to be the object of…of…

What was this? It looked like an orgy, but here in the back room it looked like…like…what?

Inside the room Lielah adjust an electrode. She stepped back, and this time she didn’t block Barry’s view. “Okay. Now this will cause her to edge uncontrollably. She won’t be able to cum, but…watch.”

Lialah turned a dial on a remote. In the chair Cara started wailing.

“OOOOO! FUCK!”

Lielah turned the dial down, then up, then down, then up.

Cara waned, relaxed, then waxed, and arched. up and down her hips went. Her eyes were crazed, desperate, and drool leaked out of the corner of her mouth.

Barry held the phone to the window and started recording.

For the next ten minutes he watched, and sent videos to the cloud, his wife screaming for orgasm, sighing in relief as she was backed off, then begging piteously

Lialah, however, worked the remote like the pro she obviously was. She kept Cara on an unbelievable edge.

If Barry had ever thought that sex couldn’t drive a person crazy, he learned differently that night.

Finally, he had enough proof.

But…proof of what?

He had everybody’s faces and their responses, and those responses, and his wife’s, proved only one thing. It was all consensual.

The women were watching avidly. They wanted to be there.

Lialah was the bell of the ball, she was the MC, the Master of Ceremonies, and she loved the reactions and responses.

And she really loved how Cara was reacting.

And Cara, there was absolutely no doubt that she wanted to be there.

Now Barry knew where his wife was on those nights she told him to have a drink and watch some porn and even jack off.

She was being tossed through a wringer of massive proportion. She was being sexually laid open.

Had she danced naked with the other women in the house? Had she kissed them and even tribbed them?

Of course she had. A woman couldn’t be the ‘tester’ of the electronic device that Lielah was playing with unless she had exhausted all other possibilities.

She had fucked and sucked to her hearts content.

No men. Probably no men had ever…she was true in that respect. Maybe she had taken a dildo up her pussy. She certainly had one up her butt, so he didn’t doubt she hadn’t experienced the plastic peter up her pussy, but…no men.

That relieved him, sort of.

She wasn’t cheating on him, there wasn’t emotional involvement. She was just…jacking off. Jilling off. Whatever women called it.

She was getting off, but in a way that Barry had never imagined.

She was being penetrated, delved into, teased, her pussy and even asshole used. Her tits were flushed, and he saw a couple of big suction cups on the floor next to the chair. And smaller suction cups for her nipples.

When he thought about it, when he eventually would, it was a compliment to him that she needed so much mechanical attention to improve on what he did to her.

But these thoughts didn’t smooth the mighty maelstrom in his mind. His confusion and puzzlement.

Eventually, given the time, he wold have been able to resolve this sexual conundrum, but right now it was a blast to his face, to his logic, to his peace of mind.

His wife, getting super diddled by electronics. Women cheering. Lielah chatting with the crowd, pointing out things that were happening like a happy car salesman.

It was too much. He was overwhelmed. And he knew he had to get out of there.

He crouched, his head down, breathing deeply.

He had to leave. He couldn’t risk staying here any longer. Not because he  was afraid of being caught, but because his mind just couldn’t take it any longer.

He slowly moved to the left, and that was his mistake.

If he had moved to the right, back the way he had entered, he would have been safe.

But he wanted to get away, and it was faster to move to the left, he could dart across the path, run down the driveway, and even if somebody aw him…he would be gone.

So he stepped to the left.

A spigot stuck out of the house. A bit of pipe formed into a square fed and supported the spigot. It was invisible.

He tripped, fell, and put his hand out.

He was okay so far. He could catch himself, except for the rattle snake he landed on.

California was once the home of the Grizzly. It was the state bear, as shown on the state flag. But it might as well have been replaced by the rattlesnake.

The bears were pretty much gone, but the rattlesnake was quite common. It crawled and slithered through shadows, only rattling its tail when put upon.

Now it didn’t even have time to be put upon. Barry’s hand landed right on it.

The rattlesnake moved, a lightening dart in the dark. invisible, but Barry knew exactly what it was.

He had been around the world with the SEALs. He had encountered crocodiles in Australia. Giant ants in Panama. He had been threatened by wild dogs, attacked by Kimono Dragons, and had even eaten tiger in Vietnam.

But he couldn’t stand snakes.

He hid it, he worked around it, but…snakes terrified him. Terrible, guttural terror.

He heard the hiss and the rattle and knew, and his terror overwhelmed him.

He felt the bite on his arm, and his imagination filled in what he couldn’t see. Two curved fangs digging deep into his flesh, gallons of poison injected right into his body.

The specter of death, but he didn’t know that the snake had only bitten cloth. It hadn’t injected a load of poison into him. But he sure thought it had.

He screamed and leaped straight up. Not thinking. And struck his head on a half open bathroom window.

Clunk, he was down.


Part Two

There are different levels of unconsciousness.

There is deeply unconscious, don’t hear a thing, sleepy time.

There is semi-conscious, not able to move much, maybe a groan or two, unconscious. The mind registers, the being watches, it’s like a dream happening, but it’s real.

There is dazed and confused, able to move a bit, maybe even make sense, but the person isn’t really there.

Of the three basic states of consciousness Barry was in number two.

He lay on the ground and looked up. The window he had conked his head on opened up and a woman stuck her head out and looked around…and down.

“Hey! There’s a man out here!”

Actually, the women in the room where Lielah was conducting her seminar, or whatever it was, hadn’t heard anything. Barry’s scream was heard, but assumed to just be the laugh of some woman with a hand goosing her.

But when the woman in the bathroom burst into the room and shouted at Lielah, “There’s a man lying down outside!” the place went wild.

Women flocked to the doorway, tried to get through, giggled and shoved and grabbed butt. They weren’t scared of a man lying down. There were a couple of dozen women in the house and they were all high and wanted sex.

Lielah ran to Cara and took off the electrodes and undid the leather straps. Another woman helped her, and it didn’t take long, but Lielah was the last woman out the door.

Except for Cara, who struggled to her feet, tried to walk and had to hold onto the wall, the door jam, or whatever happened to encounter her groping hand.

Sexually speaking, she was beaten to a pulp. And still horny. Definitely horny. She had been electronically teased for an hour and she was a puddle of mushy muscles and dazed senses. All her attention was on her steaming pussy.

God. She wanted to fuck!

Thus, while the women headed for a couple of doorways, one at the dark room on the side of the wing, and the other through the sliding glass doors, Cara just stumbled to the kitchen.

She was drenched with sweat. Her hair looked as if it had been used for a mop. Her whole naked body was slick and shiny with sexual perspiration.

She made it to the kitchen and put her head under the faucet. Dimly, she realized she was alone. Not another woman in the house. All of the women had gone somewhere.

Cara was too muddled to think about that, to even care. She just kept her head under the faucet and rinsed her head off.

A half a dozen arrived at Barry at the same time. They were followed by a thick trickle, then Lielah.

“He’s unconscious!”

Barry blinked his eyes and registered that a ring of female faces were above him, looking down on him.

“Back up, girls. Let me see.” Lielah knelt next to Barry. That the man was barely cognizant, that his eyes were open but barely shifting, told her that he was likely unconscious.

She looked up and saw the open window.

She reached for his head and gently pulled his watch cap up.

He was handsome. His eyes had make up on him and looked like he had a mask on. So he was a sneaker. Probably a peeper. But how had he come upon them? Everybody in the group was sworn to secrecy, and nobody in the group wanted to risk losing out on the experiences had at the house.

“Snake!” muttered Barry.

But there was no sign of a snake, and he hadn’t been bitten anywhere.

He was coming to. She felt his head and her fingers traced the bump.

“Okay, girls, let’s take bozo here into the house.”

“But what are we going to do with him?”

Lielah thought. She had a few pairs of handcuffs, but that was awkward. What did they do? Handcuff him to something? Cuff his legs together?

No. They had to restrain him better than that until they found out who he was and why he was here.

“Take him to the chair. We’ve got restraints there.”

The room. Where Lielah worked her remote and took women to the peaks of orgasm.

All of the women exchanged glances. There were a few giggles, but the mood was one of anticipation. They had all experienced the chair, had been tormented sexually until they were out of their minds.

Now they had a man.

Six woman picked Barry up. They could feel his muscles, they kept looking at each other, wondering at what they were about to do. They didn’t know what they were going to do, but they all had this intuitive feeling that it was going to be good.

Through the sliding doors and the main room. Down the hall and into…’the room.’

They placed him on the specially configured chair. They strapped his ankles and wrists. They fastened the big belt over his belly, and another one that they normally didn’t use over his chest. Then one around his neck.

Barry was fastened down. He couldn’t do much more than wiggle, and he was starting to come out of his daze.

A score of women were gathered around him. Staring. He picked individual words and phrases out of the mumble.

“Handsome. …do you think he’s got a big…”

“Why was he out there? Was he peeping?”

“Look at his cell phone!”

One of the women had picked up his phone from where it had fallen from his pocket. It had closed and she couldn’t open it.

If she had been able to the whole game would have been over right then. Everybody would have seen his contacts and recognized Cara’s name. But it was locked.

“Hey! You! What’s your password?”

There was no way in holy hell that Barry was going to give up his password. He had gone through training drills in the SEALs on how to not give any data past name, rank and serial number.

“Come on, give!” A hand slapped his face. It wasn’t a heavy hand, more of a wake up call. And it succeeded.

Tim came roaring back to consciousness, and he suddenly realized he was in bad doo doo.

He was fastened to that weird chair his wife had been fastened to. His arms and legs, his whole body, was incapable of movement.

The women saw his eyes flicker, and they grinned and made snide remarks.

Then Lielah stepped into the room.

“Good morning, whoever you are.”

Lielah knew Barry. She had met him a few times when out with Cara. But Tim was all in black, he had a few whiskers, and that black mask of make up around his eyes. It was just enough that she didn't know who he was.

Barry saw that, and now was determined that he wouldn’t say anything. He was in ‘prisoner of war’ mode, and he wasn’t going to say a word. He had to get loose, find Cara, and get the hell out.

Lielah smiled. “Listen, Mr. Man With No Name, ‘ve haf vays to make you talk!”

The women in the room laughed and nudged each other at Lielah’s imitation of a German interrogator.

Barry just lay there and assessed options. Of which there were none. There was no way he could undo the straps, he didn’t have any wiggle room, and two dozen women watching him put the nix on any escape attempt, anyway.

“Well. We have a problem, ladies.” Lielah looked around with a smile. “And I think we have a solution.”

The women grinned, knowing what was coming.

“After all, he is in our little chair, and haven’t a few of you wondered How well a man could handle our little love techniques?”

The women gave little cheers as their eyes lit up with glee.

In the kitchen Cara was coming back under control. She was till burning up in the pussy, but she was able to walk, to talk, to sort of function like a human being. Sort of.

If she could just stand the throbbing desire to get off.

She turned off the faucet and looked down the long hall. All the women were gathered at the sex room. All of them. Damn, Lielah must be really running somebody through the sexual wringer.

She sighed. She wasn’t jealous, for she had just been through the sexual wringer, and was still in it.

God, did she want to cum!

Holding her pussy in one hand, squeezing her mons and groaning, she walked, a little bent at the knees, a little hunched over, through the main room and out into the night.

She stepped into the swimming pool and was swallowed by the water.

She hung there for a moment, supported by the water but about a foot under the surface.

Oh. The relief. Not to her pussy, that needed a cum badly. But to her body.

Then she floated up, lay on her back, her breasts exposed to the balmy, night wind. That light breezed brushing over her over stimulated nipples.

Oh, fuck. She had never felt like this. Always before she had been edged to an excruciating, mind blowing peak, then pushed over the edge.

But now she was at the peak, and she had never been pushed over the edge.

Briefly, she wondered what had happened. Something about a man, but…she was so sexed up at the time she hadn’t really registered anything.

But the wondering only lasted a second. Her body was too desperate for climax to try and solve problems that made no sense.

Her feet touched the bottom and she stood. She brushed her fingers over her nipples and moaned. She squeezed her mons, then began to finger herself.

Oh, yes. Oh, fucking yes! And her hand began to move faster.

In the room Barry stared at the women. They were looking at him like he was a juicy bit of freshly barbecued steak at a convention of wolves.

They licked their lips and stared. A coupe of them placed their hands on his legs. The ones who had no tops, or half bras, had highly excited nipples showing.

Boobs were flushed and pink, and one woman was actually frigging herself with her fingers.

“Come on!” somebody moaned. “Let’s do it!”

Lielah gave a big smile. “First, we need to prepare our little victim. Jane. There are a pair of sharp scissors in the drawer in my bed stand. Could you, please?”

Jane was a buxom blonde with wet, blue eyes. Hungry eyes. She dashed out of the room and was back in a literal jiffy. She handed the scissors to Lielah.

“Don’t!” Barry growled in a deep voice. His voice was a little hoarse from the whiskey he had drunk earlier, and he was trying to disguise it. At any rate, Lielah didn’t recognize it.

Cara might have recognized it, but she was outside, getting herself off in the pool.

Lielah held up the scissors. They gleamed in the light and she snipped the air a couple of times.

“Now then, Mr…you know, I don’t know whether I should call you Bozo or handsome…but, I shall suggest that you not move. These are sharp scissors. Very sharp. And I don’t want you bleeding. Got that?”

Barry said nothing. He just glared.

Lielah began snipping up the side of his pants. The material parted smoothly, except when she came to the folded over lines of the seams.

Women moved up and touched him.

Lielah smiled down at him as she worked through the waistband. “You know, I have the feeling that we’ve met some place before. But…I just don’t know.”

Barry growled, “Cruel and unusual punishment.”

Lielah just chuckled throatily. “Honey, when we get going you’re going to know it not cruel, but it sure is unusual.”

One of his legs was exposed all the way up and women pulled it back and under.

“Hmm. You’ve got some muscles. Glad to hear you aren’t one of these slovenly fellows who doesn’t take care of himself.”

She worked up the other leg, and the pants were in two parts connected by the crotch.

Lielah unzipped him, unbuckled him, and lowered the pouch he kept his package in. It was a a bit stretched out because of his hard cock, and she took his shaft in hand and moved it around.

“Cute. He’s got a c-ring. A cock-ring. Look, girls.”

In spite of his situation, Barry was embarrassed. After all, it was kinky underwear, not your normal BVDs.

Lielah cut the ring loose from the material supporting it, and now Barry’s package was totally in a cock ring. The ring had three sizes, and Lielah unsnapped the loosest size, which Barry preferred, and put it to the tightest setting.

“Oh,” groaned Barry.

His cock stood straight up, the blood rushing more in than out, and the girls cheered his swelling boner.

Next, she cut through the crotch of the pants and the women pulled all the pieces of his pants away.

Barry wasn’t a hairy fellow, but like nearly all men, he had some hair on his legs. And a hairy crotch.

The women stood back and gazed down at his legs, and the light jungle above.

“Nice,” murmured one of the women.

Another woman looked like she wanted to reach out and grab his boner.

Enhanced by the cock ring his dingus stuck up like a rocket ship. Like it was ready to blast off.

His balls were tight and shiny, the skin pulled tight by the protrusion of his cock.

“My, my,” muttered Lielah. “Christmas has come early. She handed the scissors to one of the other women. “Do his shirt, please.”

The other woman began snipping up his waist. Like Lielah had with his legs, she had to work around the leather straps that confined him.

Barry felt the scissors snicking, he felt the cold steel brush against him, but there was nothing he could do but not panic.

Lielah and another woman took off his shoes, and now Barry was totally naked. Naked as the day he was born. Naked and with that big, thrusting, throbbing ding dong between his legs.

One of the women braved it then. She reached out and curled a hand around Barry’s tool.

Barry jerked, closed his eyes, and opened them. “Leave me alone. Let me go.”

“When we’re having such fun?”

“Fun for you,” he snarled, keeping his voice gruff.

“And fun for you.” Lielah turned to the others. “Girls, for the best connection we must have a clean interface. We can’t have hair getting in the way.”

Grins all around, the girls knew what to do. One woman left and came back with a bottle of Nair and a couple of hand towels. She began spraying the stuff onto his legs, his body, his arms.

His groin and armpits.

Other women massaged the chemical into his flesh. Shortly he was completely covered. He even had Nair on the parts of his back that pressed against the chair.

“You…can’t…do…this!” Barry raged, but his struggles were weak and the chemical began to heat up his skin.

Quickly, the girls wiped his hair off.

Barry was the outdoors type, but it was the start of summer and he hadn’t been out all winter. His skin was a lovely white with mere hues of bronze here and there.

“Oh, lovely,” one woman breathed. She kept wiping his skin even though the Nair was gone. Her soft hands worked up to his groin.

“Play as you will, girls. Everybody should take a hand, but don’t let him cum.”

The girls all placed their hands on him. They laughed and sighed and felt his warm flesh.

It was a turn on for Barry, too. He tried not to be turned on, but his throbbing pecker told the truth. He was turned on.

“What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Having fun. How did you find out about us?”

Barry clamped his lips together.

“Doesn’t matter,” Lielah curled a hand alongside his cheek. “You’ll talk.”

“Won’t!” And Barry really thought he wouldn’t. But he didn’t fully grasp the idea that women were the more vicious of the species.

Lielah just smiled.

Meanwhile, the women were having a ball. His balls. They held and squeezed, palpated and laughed when he jerked with the pain that wasn’t totally a pain.

One woman placed her mouth over his cock and sucked lustfully, then backed off when she deemed him too close.

Lialeh had a suitcase open on a chair next to Barry. She reached in and took out wires and tubes and electrodes and other items.

“Okay, girls, let me in.”

The women parted and Lialeh put electrodes on his balls. One electrode on each side. She put two sets of electrodes on his shaft. She set a small tube atop the head of his cock and sucked the air out of it with a hand device.

Barry gasped as his pulsing pud expanded to fill the small tube.

“We would put an electrical lead to your penis, but that always makes men come too fast.”

“Don’t do this!”

Lialan put the ends of the leads to a machine, plugged them in, then started checking connections with the remote she had been using on Cara earlier.

“Why not?” she spoke without looking at him, her attention focused on the remote. “I suppose, thinking about it, that you heard about what we do up here, and you wanted to see for yourself. What better way to see than to do. Eh? Okay, ladies, are you ready for the show?”

There were giggles and laughs and nods all around, and Cara walked into the room.

“What is this?”

Cara had gotten herself off, several times, and was finally able to think. Her own ministrations were good, but not as good as the machine that had driven her to the precipice. She was wet from the pool, naked, and drained. And sort of frustrated, too.

She stared at Barry.

Barry stared at her.

He was naked and had that stupid little raccoon mask of cosmetics around his eyes, but she recognized him.

And Barry saw that she recognized him.

Never had he been so embarrassed. He was so mortified that he couldn’t even speak. Couldn’t confess. Just lived in his shame.

Cara being a newcomer to the room, the girls let her pass by and she stood over her husband, and gave not a clue that she recognized him.

“We’re about to ask this fellow a few questions. Find out why he’s here, that sort of thing. You’re just in time.”

Cara nodded. “I can already tell you what he is. He’s a jealous man.  A nosy man. But I doubt if you’ll get much out of him.”

“Oh, I think we will. Nobody to stop us, we can edge him until he’s begging to talk.”

Cara nodded and gave a half smile. “Well, I’m tired, but I’ll leave you to it.”

Her eyes were speaking volumes to Barry. So you were jealous. You were suspicious. You couldn’t trust me. Well, here you go, baby. Enjoy the misery.

His eyes were sending messages, too. I’m sorry! Please forgive me! Get me out of this!

But Cara wasn’t going to get him out of this. She knew what ‘this’ was. She had been taken to the brink of insanity herself, a few times. And curiosity wasn’t going to kill this cat, but it sure was going to teach a lesson.

Some of the ladies asked her to stay, but Cara simply smiled and said, “No. I’ve got my trusty hubby at home. I think I’ll go satisfy myself on him. He’s a real man, not like this sniveling wimp.”

She started to turn to leave, then stopped. She turned back and her grin was truly devious. “You know, I see he somehow lost his clothes. You might want to decorate him before you send him on his way.”

With that she did leave the room. A short while later her car could be heard zipping down the long drive.

Well, the ladies heard it. Barry didn’t. Barry was too busy with other things than listening to cars driving away.

Lielah turned the switch and Barry’s head jerked and he looked at his cock.

“Excellent,” murmured Lielah. “That was the first setting, just to make sure all the connections are secure.”

She had two dials on the remote. One had ten selections, one for each electrode. The other increased intensity. Zero was nothing. Ten was…well, Barry would find out.

She turned one dial and then the other.

Barry jumped as his ball received a generous hum.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered as a delicate harmonic seemed to sooth his testicle from the inside out.

Another setting, another twist.

The electrodes all worked, and Lielah began working them in series.

Zip, zip, zip. Up his stuff. It felt like sperm shooting up, but it was only electrons.

“Lielah?”

“Yes?” Lialeh turned to one of the ladies.

“Aren’t you going to connect his anus?”

“Oh, my gosh! Thank you, Sandy.”

Barry watched in horror as the slender, silver tube was greased up.

“No! No!” He wiggled, but Lialah just pressed a button and the chair leaned back until his asshole was exposed.

Barry had played with his asshole. Every man has. It’s too delicious not to. But to have some stranger put something in him….no!

It went right in, slick as silk. The electrode was connected, and Lialeh tested the connected.

“AHHH!” It was a surprise, but more than that…it was heart stoppingly pleasurable.

From that moment on Barry would be converted to anal play. would even prefer anal play. Would eventually be reduced to begging his wife for anal play.

Right then, however, he just lurched so hard the girls thought the leather straps might break.

They didn’t.

Lialah began playing with Barry’s body.

There are musical instruments. There are little toot flutes that kids run around piping on. There are instruments that play a rich, single note, and the musician runs up and down to make melodies. Then there are more complex instruments. The guitar, the piano, others.

Lielah didn’t play the mouth flute, or a tuba. She played an instrument as complex as a piano, and she was a maestro of the finest order.

She turned one dial, then the other, and sensations ran through Barry’s body. She slowly increased the pressure, and mild, soothing melodies were transformed into raging concertos.

Barry felt every note she played. Sometimes he mumbled, drooling, and went along with it, even enjoyed it. Sometimes he screamed with the violence crescendoes of sexual stimulation.

Chairs were brought in and the ladies all sat around and sipped wine and whiskey and made remarks and suggestions.

The hours passed, and Barry forgot who he was.

He became a sodden, spluttering mess, dying to cum.

He jerked and twitched, quivered and jumped. Sometimes he closed his eyes and sometimes they were jerked open with a gasp.

Lialeh not only used electricity, she used her hands. She held his cock and felt the electricity shimmy up and down, and knew when to back off.

“No cummies for you, my dear,” she whispered.

Several times ladies moved in with damp hand towels to wipe the perspiration from him. He was given water freely, and, finally, whiskey.

And, after an hour, Lialeh turned up the heat. She used both the electronic remote, and physical punishment.

Barry lurched up, the anal electrode made him shimmy and shiver, then his nipples were pinched, and he was spanked.

He was in no real pain, but he cried. The world as he knew it was being changed, and he was being changed with it.

‘Don’t’ became ‘More!’

Sputters of saliva became pleadings to get off.

“Make me cum! Make me cum!” He begged without knowing who he was. And that was good, and it was bad.

“Who are you?” asked Lielah, bring him to the edge once again.

“I…don’t…know!” through gritted teeth, and he was serious. Lielah frowned. Had she taken him too far?

No. But her questions weren’t going to be answered. Would he be able to resist her after all?

But Lielah wasn’t one to accept defeat. She turned up the voltage, increased the arpeggios and played his body even faster. She increased his desire by blasting it even more.

She went from playing Bolero to William Tell. Her mastery of the remote was incredible and her audience watched in awe.

She even took the anal electrode out and use various instruments on him. Dildos. Fingers.

A fist.

But, in the end, she found she had gone too far. She had passed Barry’s breaking point, and he lay there, sobbing with sensual frustration, wondering who he was, wishing he could cum.

Just one time. One, little cum.

Nope.

Lielah released him when the sun came up. As the golden rays crested the how hills behind Morgan Hill she undid his straps.

Some of the women were still awake. Some of them slept in each others arms.

Lielah herself was tired. Yet, not disappointed. Yes, the man, whoever he was, had beaten her. But for her it wasn’t just the contest, it was the experience of playing the man, raising him and lowering him, making him beg. and plead…and then denying him.

“What…what?” stated Barry.

“We’re going to let you go, whoever you are.”

“Oh.”

He didn’t think about clothes. He just looked down at the dick that had never squirted. He wanted to squirt.

“Girls, somebody have some clothes for Mr. Nobody?”

The few ladies still awake chuckled, and articles of clothing were produced. But since there was no man living at this house all the clothing was…lingerie.

Barry stood, dazed, not even understanding that he was a man. He had a dick, but his ability to think was so far gone not even that registered as significant…other than the desire to squirt it.

He stood in panties and bra and they put a dress on him. No telling whose it was, but it fit him. Fit him rather well, actually.

And make up.

The sun was shining full in the big window as they painted his face, applied primer, foundation, blush.

They did his eyes, and they made the raccoon mask even more ‘raccoony.’ The whites around his eyes were black, and his eyelashes were long and lined.

Lipstick. Red. Crimson. Moist looking, making his lips plump and delicious looking.

And one of the ladies had a pair of high heels that fit him. They slipped the heels on him and put little padlocks through the holes and the round, metal buckles.

They helped him to his feet.

“How’d you get here, Mr. Nobody?”

“I don’t know.” He shook his head, looked down at his black dress. He saw boobs. One of the women had stuffed nylons into his cups and he actually looked like he had boobs.

“Can you get home if we let you go?”

All he heard was ‘let go.’ That was all he needed. He stumbled through the front door and began the journey down the long and winding driveway.

He walked funny, his ankles wobbling over the heels. His ass, because of the heels, swayed back and forth. He looked like a woman. And, in a way, he felt like one.

He reached the bottom of the drive and looked both ways. He was starting to think that he might be somebody, and that he might even be able to figure it out, but it was just a vestigial memory that made him walk to the right, towards the big sign on the side of the road.

The sign woke something else up in his memory, and he saw the motorcycle. He knew it belonged to him.

He had hidden the key under a big rock, along with his wallet. He unlocked the bike, put on his helmet and headed for…somewhere…and the longer he rode the more he remembered where he was going.

Cara heard his motorcycle. She was laying on the couch, a cold washcloth over her eyes.

She heard the garage door open and the sound of the big motor. She stood up and staggered out to the kitchen.

Barry entered the kitchen at the same time she did. He stood there, a man in a dress. Little boobs and shaved legs. Nylons. Lipstick and a bandit’s mask.

He was sad, and his dress poked out because of his hard on.

Cara was hurting. A wild night of drinking and partying and more sex than a body could stand…without the real relief of pecker or machine.

But the sight of him, standing there so forlornly, looking…female.

She started to laugh, and laugh, and laugh.

And, finally, in spite of his dazed state, or maybe because of it, he started to laugh, too.

Cara walked to him, paused for a moment, a look of glee on her face, then kissed his red lips.

“Come on, stud. Let’s go to bed.” She took his hand and led him back towards the bedroom.

Stumbling, tripping, sobbing, Barry followed along.


Epilogue

A month later Cara sat at her vanity table. She was wearing a good dress, one that showed a lot of cleavage and legs. She put on her make up carefully, and her heart was pounding.

Tonight was the monthly get together of her group. She had had long talks with Lielah, and Lielah had finally found out who the mystery man was.

More important, Lielah apparently had bought a Sybian for the group to play with. Oh, man, her pussy itched just thinking about it.

On the other side of the room Barry was getting ready. He was wearing black panties, black bra and black nylons. He pulled a black dress over his body, then put on his black high heels. He had the area around his eyes blacked out, and a black watch cap atop his head.

“Are you ready?” asked Cara, standing up.

“Yep.” He stood up and faced her.

Hand in hand they headed out.

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
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