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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Men are so silly. I was laying in bed the other night thinking about my current boyfriend. He is obsessed with how much sperm he produces.

Some guys obsess on the size of their ding dongs, this guy was like, do I fill you up? Is that enough jizz?

After a while I was like, “More, baby, ‘cause you’re going to get down there and eat it!”

And he did, too.

All men should. If you make a mess, clean it up, you know?

Anyway, now you know where this story came from.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, we’ve got to talk,” said Jane.

John froze. He had just walked in from the garage. He had played a great 18 holes, almost got a hole in one, and now, to be greeted by that most terrible of all ‘wife-isms’…’Honey, we’ve got to talk.’

Which meant that she wanted to talk and him to listen. And don’t you dare to interrupt!

“Uh, I’ve got some very important things to do on the computer.”

He tried to get past her, but she was too quick for him. She snagged his shirt and spun him around and made him look her right in the eyes.

John married his wife for a very simple reason. He was smitten.

She was five foot six, as was he, long, blonde hair, pale blue eyes that used him for a dart board. Her lips were full and she kept them red because she knew he was a sucker for red.

“Don’t you try to get away, you bozo!”

She wasn’t being mean or nasty, she was just determined. Fortunately, she had a quirk of a smile on her face.

So, just a talk, not a ‘it’s your fault’ talk. He could handle that.

“Uh, okay.”

“Sit down there.”

He sat at the kitchen table and watched her sexy, round ass as she reached up into the liquor cabinet.

“What’s this about?”

“Not yet,” Jane said, bringing down the Maker’s Mark. “This is a biggie so I want to get you drunk.”

“Drunk isn’t bad,” he quipped, starting to relax a little. Maybe she just wanted to scare him into a little party.

She took two glasses down and filed them with ice cubes, then she poured equal mixes of Maker’s and Coke over the rocks.

She smiled as she sashayed towards him and held out his glass.

He took it and sipped. He sighed. “Just what the doctor ordered.”

“Not quite?”

“Oh?”

She took a drink herself and then placed the glass on the table and rolled it between her hands.

“Honey, we haven’t had much luck with the baby business.”

Oh. That was it. Not bad, but sad.

“I know. We’ve both been checked out, and we’re both fertile, and we’ve been trying to get pregnant for three months, and…I know.

“I have an idea what the problem might be.”

“Okay.”

“Well, you know that sometimes you don’t cum very much…”

Now he was surprised. He turned his head slightly and watched her beautiful lips talk.

“I think maybe you just don’t produce enough cum.”

“But I do cum…”

“Yes. But…sometimes there’s hardly any sperm in me. You’re shooting the juice, and the juice is 100% doctor guaranteed, but what if you just aren’t producing enough and…you know?”

He sat back and got a far away look in his eyes.

He had never been a big cummer.

When he had first learned to masturbate the orgasms had been funomenal. But even then he hadn’t produced much baby batter. Most men would fill the bottom of a shot glass. He would barely put a layer on the bottom of a teaspoon.

When it came to fucking, he was good, Jane admitted that freely, and she liked sex a lot, so she wasn’t just kidding.

But he would be done, big O, and she would only have a couple of drops in her pussy.

Apparently, by her reasoning, not enough to cause a baby.

The trouble was, while he had never thought of this, she might be right.

He sucked down a big gulp then. The bourbon was delicious, it was like like swallowing a stick of honeyed sandpaper. It hit his belly hard, and his head went woozy.

Jane sipped her own. She looked nervous. And he thought: what does she have up her sleeve?

Which was an odd thought because she was wearing a sleeveless blouse.

He let out a big breath.

Too little squirt, that might be the problem.

“I’m almost afraid to ask,” he remarked. “You have a solution for this problem?”

She nodded, her head moving up and down a little too quickly.

“And I assume it has something to do with me.”

Again, the nod.

“Okay, my darling wife, you might just as well lay it on me.”

Jane’s turn to sigh. And: “I talked to a nutritionist at the gym. She said that sperm was actually a big problem. She said that the government was putting something called ‘endocrine disruptors’ into the drinking water, and that was causing infertility in men. I know you’re not infertile, but…maybe it’s tied in with this idea of you not producing enough sperm.”

“Wait a minute. What do you mean ‘endocrine disruptors?”

“Specifically, they’re putting something called Atrazine into the water.”

“Atrazine. And what does this stuff do?”

“If you put it into a tank full of frogs the frogs will be chemically castrated, and many of them will change them into females.”

“What?”

“Yes. I know it sounds weird, but that’s the science.”

Now John got up and poured himself another glass of booze. He held the bottle up to Jane and she nodded.

Back at the table they drank, and John frowned. “So if I drink the water I run the risk of being castrated, chemically, I suppose that means I still have a ding dong but it just doesn’t function?” He raised his eyebrows in question.

“That’s my understanding.”

“But I could turn into a woman.”

“It hasn’t happened with men, but in frogs 10% turn into egg producing females. I suppose males are a bit different, but the chemical apparently affects males, and Senator Robert Kennedy said that this might be the reason for the terrific Gender Dysphoria we are experiencing in this country.”

“Gender dysphoria.”

“Boys wanting to be girls.”

He nodded. “Oh.”

They sipped some more. The evening was just over the horizon, and John thought about what his wife had told him.

He wasn’t one to scoff at his wife’s ideas. She was smart, had a degree in chemistry, and she always seemed to know what she was talking about.

“So, I understand the problem. I’m not saying I agree or disagree, but what is your solution.”

Jane reached over to her purse and reached in. She took out a small vial. She opened it and shook a small pink pill onto the table.

“And this is…?”

“It’s called Zatrine 25. It’s supposed to undo the effects of Atrazine, and one of the side effects is an increase in the amount of semen produced.”

She pushed the pill over to him.

He picked it up and studied it. Small. Not much more than a wafer.

“How do you know it works?”

“My friend works for Zen Macrolabs. They’ve done exhaustive research into this. This has been tested, and she says it will cause an increase in your sperm, and the quality of your sperm, within a month or two.

“So I take this and I produce more, better sperm and we have a baby.”

“Yes.”

Her eyes were glittering and he could see that she was worrying.

“And you really think this is going to work?”

“Yes,” she spoke without hesitation. “I did a lot of research on this drug, other drugs like it, on the labs, everything. It appears to be the best thing on the market for our problem.

“Well,” John said, and he opened his mouth and popped the pill into it. It tumbled down his throat and Jane arched her eyes in surprise. “You…you…”

“Isn’t that what you wanted me to do?”

“Yes, but…I thought I was going to have to talk you into it.”

“Honey, talk is cheap. Sex is not. I just gave you what you want, so how about you giving me what I want.”

She rose, kissed him, and dragged him off to bed.

John awoke feeling good.

More cum, eh?

Well, he hoped so. The sex had been great the night before, but, as usual, his seed could be measured in quarter teaspoons. Nothing more than a few drops.

But why did it feel so good? When he came it felt like the end of the world. It felt like his weenie was squirting a gallon.

But it was just drops.

Well. No big deal. Jane’s pink pill would either cure the situation, or not.

They had talked about it the night previous, when he was deep inside her and making her moan.

He stopped moving and asked, “more squirt, eh?”

“Shut up and fuck me,” she had responded.

Afterwards, her lying sated, and him feeling not too shabby, she had said, “You know, I’m the one who has to suffer here.”

“What do you mean?”

“You squirt big time and I’m the one who has to wash it out, sleep in the wet spot.”

“Well, if you can do the squirting that’s fine with me.”

“Ha!” she grunted, and punched him.

So he tickled her, and they wrestled for a while before they went to sleep.

Now he was awake. Wouldn’t it be funny if he started cumming a gallon? Filling her pussy up like a firehose?

He chuckled as he slid out of bed and headed for a quick shower.

John worked at home. He made good money running a bulletin board for medical transcribers. He also got to sleep late, wear whatever clothes he wished, and take off whenever.

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off. He hung up the towel and started into the bedroom.

Splat!

And he felt it.

A drop out of his dick. A big drop of sperm, splatting on the tile.

“What the fuck?” It was unreal. This never happened, and in spite of it being totally out of character…he just threw the towel down on the floor and ignored it.

It was supposed to take a couple of months before he started giving out with big loads of sperm.

Splat!

“Geez!” he looked down. Another big drop on the floor.

Splat! Splat!

Now he was blinking, wondering what was going on, realizing that something was happening.

He backed up, sat on the toilet and looked at his pecker.

John had a good sized dingus. It was about eight inches long, nice and thick, and he had large balls.

Truth, he should have been shooting big wads forever, but…

Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat!

Sperm was drooling out of the end of his dick every few seconds. The water in the toilet was turning milky.

Splat! Splat!

Fuck? What was happening?

In a way it felt like he was peeing, but he wasn’t. This was sperm! He was sperming!

“Jane!”

But Jane was taken off for the gym.

Splat! Splat!

He sat, and now it felt like he was in shock. It was surreal. He was cumming, no orgasm, like a garden hose.

He started to get up.

Splat! Splat!

He sat. If he walked through the house now he would leave a slime trail.

Splat! Splat!

He picked up the towel and stood up, pulling it between his legs. He held the ends together and it was like he was wearing a big diaper.

He walked through the house. Stopped in the kitchen.

His towel was getting a damp spot in the front.

Jane was gone. Then he remembered. Gym. He turned and went back to the bathroom.

He took the towel off and sat down.

Splat! Splat!

And that was how Jane found him a half hour later.

“Jane?”

“Yes, honey?” She was in the foyer, putting her keys in the bowl.

“I’ve got a problem.”

She came back to the bedroom. “What is it? What—why are you sitting on the toilet?”

The expression on his face was forlorn.

“I’m cumming,” he said.

“I’m serious, why are you just sitting naked?”

“Look in the toilet.”

She was suspicious. She expected him to prank her, have her look at a big turd or something. Guy humor.

But he wasn’t fooling, and she saw the milky appearance of the water.

Splat! Splat!

“Oh, my God! What are you doing?”

“I told you. I’m cumming. It’s sperm, and it’s leaking out of me like I sprung a leak.”

“And…you’re not…you’re not experiencing sex or anything?”

He shook his head.

She actually staggered back a step, her butt hit the wall. “This wasn’t supposed to happen for months. And it’s not supposed to be so much!”

“Maybe you could call your friend? Maybe she knows what’s happening?”

Leslie Dawson showed up a half hour later.

A half hour of drip, drip, drip.

Though the drops looked a bit smaller than they had at first.

“Hey, girlfriend,” she air kissed Jane in the foyer, “what’s so dire?”

“I gave my husband the pill.”

“You did? That’s great!”

“And now he cant’ stop cumming.”

Leslie blinked. “No, it takes a couple of months.”

“Not for him.”

“No. That’s…that’s impossible.”

“Come see.”

Leslie followed Jane back to the bedroom. She hesitated, seeing John sitting so complacently on the toilet, then realized that he was dripping. His posture, the look on his face, the drip…drip into the toilet.

She edged in timidly and looked between his legs.

His dick was big, but it was soft. And it dripped.

Of course it dripped.

Splat! Splat! Splat!

“You must be Leslie.”

“My husband, John.”

“Uh, hi.” A moment of scrutinizing, then, “Could you stand up?”

John did. His weenie hung out a little, it was half hard.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered. “Can I touch it? Look at it?”

“I guess.”

Leslie reached forward slowly. She wasn’t used to holding the cocks of men she had just met, but this was a scientific fascination.

His cock lay in her hand and the sperm oozed out, built up rapidly, and dropped. Splat.

It felt hot to her touch. His balls were big.

“And it’s been doing this for how long?”

“A couple of hours.”

“And this much?”

“Pretty much.”

“I’m going to examine your testicles.”

She did, and he couldn’t help a groan from coming out.

“Sorry.”

“Do you know what’s wrong?” asked Jane.

“I’ve never seen a reaction like this.”

She was holding his balls gently, but there was enough pressure that he dripped a little faster.

A little afraid, she squeezed very gently, and the semen squirted out.

“Oh, that feels good,” John sighed in relief.

She squeezed his nuts again.

Squ-i-rt! The semen got on her hand and on the floor.

“Sorry.”

She ignored him. He wasn’t supposed to be squirting semen like that!

A haze of confusion washing over her, she began squeezing his ball rhythmically.

Shhhh…his semen came out in a stream, almost like he was pissing.

“Oh, fuck!”

“What? Are you okay?” she let go of him.

“Oh, yeah. Do that again. It feels good. It gives me relief.”

Leslie grabbed his balls, one in each hand, and gently pressed on them.

Semen came out in a thick stream. It was like he hadn’t peed in a week, except this wasn’t pee, it was semen.

“Don’t let go! God, this feels like…oh, shit!”

He sighed and Leslie aimed his dick down so the sperm went into the toilet.

For a full minute she kept the pressure on him, a full minute of squirting. Then he stopped. He was empty. And he sighed in relief.

“Okay. I can get dressed now.”

The girls stared at each other, almost in shock, and John walked into the bedroom and quickly pulled on underwear and tucked his pecker away.

“And that’s it?” asked Jane of whoever.

“You might start…doing that again.”

John stopped with his zipper half up. “Cumming?”

“Yes. I relieved the pressure, but once your balls fill up again…”

“Oh, crap. And you sold Jane the pill?”

“Uh, well…”

“She gave it to me, John. So what?”

“No what. I’m just wondering. I was supposed to start increasing my load in a few months. Suddenly I’m squirting like a porn star.”

“I’ve never seen a porn star squirt that much,” muttered Jane.

“I thought those pills had been tested.”

“We did test them, and they worked so well, and Jane and I were talking about your problem…so I gave her one.”

“Well, thanks,” John said grumpily. He turned and walked down the hallway.

“Where are you going?” asked Jane, following him.

“I’m hungry. I think I need to replenish my strength.”

The girls followed him into the kitchen where he started cooking sausage and bacon and tatter tots and toast and pancakes. And drinking a gallon of apple juice.

“Geez,” he said, digging into the pile of food. “I feel weak.”

“What do you think happened?” asked Jane.

“I don’t know.”

“How does it work?” asked John through a mouthful of pancake.

“It’s a special variation of Estrogen.”

“Estrogen? Isn’t that for women? Why would it make me cum so much?”

The pill is designed to give you a short, sharp boost of estrogen. Your body reacts by trying to balance things out, by producing more testosterone.”

“And the testosterone kick starts the semen.”

“Exactly.”

“Well, it sure kickstarted my semen. I came more today than I have in my whole life.”

“I’m sorry, John. I think we should do some tests.”

“So now I’m a lab rat.”

“No. We just need to find out what happened. None of the animals reacted like this. They all just increased their sperm output and—“

“Wait a minute. Animals? I thought you tested this.”

“We did!”

“But…on animals? Did you test it on humans at all?”

“Not yet.”

“But you tested it on me!”

“But everything was working fine! It should have worked just fine on you.”

John made a sound of irritated disgust, and ate the last of half a dozen eggs.

“Well, can you come with me?”

“What? So you can test me?”

“Yes.”

John pushed his plates back and threw his arms up in disgust. “Might just as well.”

Zen Macrolabs was a building made of river rock and huge glass windows. It was located at the top of the San Fernando Valley, in the middle of a cluster of other laboratories.

“Lot of experimenting going on,” John muttered unhappily.

“How you feeling?”

“I feel fine.”

“I mean your testicles.”

“My balls,” he sighed. “They’re fine.”

“You don’t feel like you’re going to cum again?”

“Hopefully not.”

They entered the building and Leslie had Jahn and Jane wait in the lobby for a minute. She was back quickly with a rather alarmed looking scientist type. His name was Edward and he was tall, a string bean with a  block of curly hair and thick glasses which was probably responsible for his alarmed look.

“Good to meet you, John, Jane. How about we go up to the lab and get a little comfortable.”

They followed Edward up tot he second floor, down a corridor , and into a small lab. It had a half dozen tables laid out with all sorts of beakers and test tubes on them.

Into a little office where they all sat down and Edward started grilling.

“So you took one of our pills.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me everything, from the moment of ingestion to now.”

Fifteen minutes later Edward sat back and contemplated. His eyes were on John, but he asked Leslie. “Could you call Dr. Hinson?”

“Aren’t you a doctor?”

“I’m a doctor of chemistry. I’d like for you to get a complete exam. We have several medical doctors on staff.”

They chatted for a short while, then a short fellow, looked a little bit like Lou Costello, but balding, entered the room.

Edward explained the situation in detail and Hinson began his examination with a few questions. He covered things like any changes to diet, any vitamins John might be taking, and so on.

But everything was normal.

It was now 11 o’clock, and John suddenly felt a twitch down there. He didn’t say anything, however, and Dr. Hinson asked him to remove his clothes.

Jane was in the room, along with Leslie and Edward, and John began to feel a little weird.

“Could we have a little more privacy?”

Leslie left the room. She was fascinated, but she was also low on the totem pole. She was also the one who had fed a man an un-approved medicine.

Edward and Dr. Hinson discussed the situation. Edward wanted to stay, but finally agreed to leave, as long as he got first look at any notes that Dr. Hinson took.

John took off his clothes and stood in the middle of the room.

Hinson produced a stethoscope and listened to John, his chest, his back, his heart, everything.

He looked into his ears and nose and mouth.

Finally, he said, “I’m going to have to palpate your penis, is that okay?”

It wasn’t, but John muttered, “You got to do what you got to do.”

So Dr. Hinson sat on a chair and John stood in front of him andDr. Hinson held his penis, and examined it, and pressed on it, and then picked up his balls.

“Unh…” grunted John.

“Does that hurt?”

“Not exactly.”

In truth, it was a turn on, but John wasn’t about to admit to that.

And he was starting to feel…something. A pressure in the deep down. He suddenly realized he was going to start leaking.

It had been about four hours since he had been emptied, and his balls were starting to swell up.

It might be a while yet, but…his balls were definitely filling up.

“Okay, John. I’m going to give a squeeze now and see if we can get you to, uh, leak.”

He squeezed, and it felt good, and it felt like semen was trying to get out, but…no squirt.

“All right. I think I’ve done enough here, I’d like to get blood samples, that sort of thing. Is that all right with you?”

“I guess.”

“This is just preliminary, of course. Eventually we’d like you to go to a hospital and get a full battery of tests. But maybe there’s something glaring that we can see right away.”

“Okay.”

John looked at Jane and she was biting a fingernail.

After the test John was feeling really full. It was starting to get bad, but he didn't want to admit to his situation. He wanted to go home, even to check his leakage was precisely why they were there.

Then, shortly after a dry lunch of a ham sandwich and a milk out of a vending machine, he started leaking.

He was wearing his clothes, but he felt a curious sensation, like somebody had tweaked his balls, and he blinked.

And ignored it.

Damn it! This couldn’t be happening to him!

They were sitting in the lab, waiting for Dr. Hinson, who was in a small conference of scientific types at the other end of the room.

“John.”

“What?” He looked at his wife.

She looked down at his groin.

A wet patch on the front of his pants.

“Dr?” Jane called.

“Oh, shit…no!”

Quickly a half dozen men in lab coats and suits were standing around.

“If you could take your pants down?”

Grumbling, staring at the men who were standing in a semi circle and staring at his crotch, JOhn took down his pants.

Splat.

Five seconds later, splat.

Dr. Hinson collected a sample, then insisted on touching John’s penis.

But John had had enough. So many men, it was like a weird, perverted sort of circle jerk.

“I think I want to go home,” he said. Splat, splat.

A virtual panic ensued as the men all begged him to stay.

“Well, okay, but…I don’t want anybody touching me.”

“But…” yak yak yak.

Splat.

Splat.

“How about if you wife touched you, and we’ll tell her what to do.”

John looked at Jane. “I guess so.”

Jane’s face was red as she moved into the center of the circle and took John’s penis in hand.

She had often held John’s penis. She was very familiar with it, but the men standing around, she was self conscious and her face started turning red.

John’s balls were now fully engorged, and Dr. Hinson asked her to squeeze them.

She did, and a little stream gushed out and made a puddle on the floor.

“Oh, shit,” muttered John.

“It’s okay,” Dr. Hinson said. “Squeeze it rhythmically.”

Jane did, and drops didn’t splatter, little squirts came forth with each squeeze.

There was a robust discussion concerning quantity vs quality, Jane kept spurting his cock, and his balls stayed about the same. It looked like he was producing as much as went out.

Then Jane was asked to milk his balls. She did, and the stream issued forth mightily, and his balls did go down.

“That’s enough,” said one of the doctors.

“Fuck,” whimpered John. “That’s the relief I need!”

“But we don’t want you to stop until we have explored your testicles fully.

John sighed. “Well, I’ve had about enough. This is…embarrassing.”

For a while nobody touched his balls, and they all just talked, and tried to convince him. What finally did convince him, however, was that his testicles started to swell again. And hurt.

Apparently just starting the milking procedure started an excessive build up, or an extra build up, and the only solution was to empty his nuts completely. Only then would he have a period of peace.

So Jane went back to work, the scientists took notes and said little, and watched as John filled a beaker with sperm.

Finally, when he was empty, he complained. “God, it just makes me hornier!”

“Maybe I should have been stroking you,” suggest Jane.

“Next time,” he nodded.

With that the session for the day was over. It was still early, but John was tired. And he needed to eat. In fact, he slept in the car all the way home, and he didn’t start to rouse again until Jane had fixed him a big dinner.

He ate a half a dozen pork chops, four potatoes mashed. Two cans of peas, and drank two liters of Pepsi.

Then he sighed, sat back, and felt half normal.

Relieved, for a while, he went into his office and worked.

After a couple of hours of work he came out and watched some TV. Then it was time for bed.

But he felt, once again, full.

His balls were once again swollen, and he really needed some relief. And not just physical relief, he was desperate to squirt, to have a real orgasm. Enough of just being drained. He wanted to cum!

“But how much are you going to squirt?” asked Jane, a little concerned.

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “But…I need to. Do you want to just jack me off? Or…maybe you want me to just go jerk off?”

“Oh, honey! I want sex with you.”

“But we don’t know what’s going to happen!”

“Then we’ll have to find out. Besides,” she gave a nervous giggle, “I’ve been holding your cock, and it’s been leaking all over, and…I wonder what it’s going to be like when we…when you…”

They stared at each other hungrily. Him because of his swollen balls and need to orgasm, her because, like all women, she wanted to experience the variety of cocks and loving other than just her husband.

They went to bed, and he looked down. It was starting to drip.

“We’re going to have to put you in diapers.”

“No!” He moaned. “I’m too young to be incontinent!”

She mused, “But it’s not incontinent, it’s…what? Inspermitent?”

He had to smile at that.

She spread a towel on the bed and lay back and spread her legs. “Okay, honey, come get your reward.”

He knelt between her legs, and he had to move his nuts around because they were in the way.

He moved forward and she felt his dong, guided it to her honeypot.

Then he was in.

In many respects, it was just like regular sex. The old in and out. The hump and pump. The ram and jam. The slam until the dam…burst!

“Oh, fuck!” he yowled!

It came out in a violent flood, filling Jane, slopping out of her hole.

The towel was useless, it soaked up the sperm for a moment, then the white goo overwhelmed the material and soaked the bed.

John was out of control, slamming his hips, each slam sending more cum into her.

And it didn’t feel all that good. There was just too much sperm and it was overwhelming his reproductive system.

Then Jane figured it out. Her hole feeling like a swamp instead of the tight tube it was, she reached down and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

The spurts became a river, and for about thirty seconds he emptied into her, then he suddenly sagged.

She pushed him off her. He could hardly move. He looked dazed, and he yawned.

“John! Are you all right?”

“Yeah…yeah. Just let me…sleep.”

And he did exactly that. She couldn’t have roused him if she wanted. He was in the deep, deep sleep, snoring, content in the middle of his big puddle of sperm.

Jane waddled into the bathroom and sat on the toilet. She heard the sound of semen plopping into the toilet in big globs.

After a minute, holding a towel between her legs, she returned to the bedroom and started cleaning up after John.

He lay in the congealed mess of sperm and snored, and she looked at him sadly. “Oh, John. What have I done to you.”

But John didn’t answer.


Part Two

The next morning John was ravenous. He woke and was so hungry he gave little sobs as he staggered towards the kitchen.

Jane hurried after him, pulling her peignoir tight and passing him in the hallway. “I’ll help. Just sit.”

He sat at the table and ate a monster breakfast.

He ate bacon and eggs, toast and mush, and potatoes and a gallon of OJ.

Finally, he sat back, stretched his arms to the sides, and gave a wan smile.

“Sorry,” he said.

“What are you sorry about?” Jane sat down opposite him. She couldn’t believe how much he had eaten.

He sighed. “Is this what our life has become? Short periods of work surrounded by swimming pools of cum?”

Jane bit her lip, and that was when she noticed the changes.

He had eaten three meals in two days, and the meals were enough to feed all the starving orphans in India. But he was skinnier.

He was a solid man, but now she noted that his midsection was narrower. It even made his chest area looked bigger. And she suspicioned that his hips probably looked bigger.

An hourglass shape, male style. But he hadn’t had such a shape the day before. In spite of all the food he had eaten he was skinnier.

Of course, maybe it was all the semen he had emitted.

Then she thought about what semen was, and what made it.

Semen was super rich in nutrients, and that had to take the body some reserves to make. At least, to make as much semen as John had squirted.

But what should she do? Make him eat more? He was already eating as much as an elephant with a binge eating disorder!

So thinking, she got up and did the dishes, and there were a lot of them.

John thanked her for breakfast, then looked down at his balls. They’re half full. I guess not eating helps.”

“Not eating?”

“I didn’t eat between dinner and breakfast and I don’t feel as full down there.”

She nodded. This was a half a conversation, but there was no telling where the next half was going.

“Well, I’m going to work until it’s time to milk me.”

Milk him. She stood at the sink, not moving, after he headed down the hall. Milk him.

Well, she sure didn’t want that much sperm flooding her innards again. But he would have to be drained. And probably regularly.

She finished the dishes and headed down to the computer room.

John had put on a robe, but his package sat on the swivel between his legs. They were half swollen and he was keeping an eye on them as he navigated the keyboard.

Jane sat down quietly. She didn’t want to disturb him. She just powered up her own computer and went searching.

Milking. Draining. Over filled testicles. Men who cum too much. She entered such terms into Google and inspected the results.

Most of what she learned was BS. Some of it was just porn aimed at men, or women, with the fetish of excessive sperm. If they only knew…

But there was a goodly amount of material on how to milk a man.

Of course, she couldn’t milk him all the time, but she could do it some times, and give herself a break from the tsunami of cum that he now produced.

After a couple of hours John stirred.

She turned and looked at him. “Is it time?”

He didn’t look all that happy as he nodded. His balls were once again swollen. His dick was looking pretty red, and it looked like a drop was starting to form on the end of his penis.

“Okay, let’s head for the bathroom. I want to try something.”

“The bathroom?” he asked.

“We’re going to try milking you. It should be faster and neater.”

He stood up and headed for the bathroom.

“Okay, stand with your legs apart, put your hands on the back of the toilet and bend over.”

He did, and she placed one hand on his butt and with the other she began spreading lubricant around his asshole.

“What are you doing?”

“It’s like a doctor’s exam, a prostate exam. I’m going to press on the prostate. That should enable the sperm to flow with no need for masturbation or stimulation.”

John frowned. “No big bang?”

“I don’t know. Some of the stuff I read claimed that a man could have an anal orgasm, also called a prostate orgasm, or a sissygasm.”

“A sissygasm?” He started to straighten up and turn, but she pushed him back. “Don’t get your panties in a wad. It’s just a word.”

“But I don’t want to be a sissy!”

“With the amount of squirt you’re producing, I don’t think that’s much of a worry.”

She pushed her finger into him, pressing a big glob of lube into his rectum.

“Oh!”

“Hurt?”

“Quite the contrary.”

She smiled, probably the first smile she had had since this whole thing had started. “My hubby likes it up the butt.”

“I do not!”

“Take it easy. If we can’t laugh about this we’re sunk.”

“Ha,” he stated dourly. “Ha and ha.”

Jane smiled a twisted smile. “That’s my fun loving hubby.”

“Don’t you have enough of that stuff in me yet?”

“Probably, but from what I read I’m going to have to do some digging.”

He glanced over his shoulder, but he didn’t move away.

Here finger felt too good for that.

Jane took her time. She wormed her finger around, feeling all the striations, the texture of his anus.

John groaned.

“Still okay?”

“Yeah, but…”

Splop…splop…splop!

Semen dropped into the toilet, and it dropped fast.

“I think I’ve got it,” she said.

She pressed on a cushy feeling bump and…

Splop…splop…splop!

John moaned and his legs shook.

“I’ve got it. Are you ready?”

He nodded and gulped. He had never felt so good back there in his life. This was better than crapping after a week of constipation, and it was sexual, too. His dick had bonered up and was bobbing the drops out, sometimes hitting the back of the toilet.

“Okay, when I press the prostate won’t be squeezing your tube and the semen should flow. Ready?”

“Oh, fuck! Yes! Do it!”

She pressed, and the result was instant and huge.

Semen spurted out like it was under immense pressure. The stream struck the back of the toilet and ran down the porcelain and dropped onto the tile floor.

A lot of semen.

John held on and the world felt golden, hazy, and it was like an orgasm, but not an orgasm. Not a big bang, but just living in a hazy, golden mist.

“Yes!” he whimpered.

Jane stood up and helped support him with one arm, and kept pressing on his prostate.

John was crying now, but it didn’t sound like he was in pain.

“Aim it for the water, John.”

But John was helpless. He couldn't have moved if he wanted. It was all he could do to just stand there, his knees quivering and trying to give way.

For a minute his penis poured out the whit elixir, then it dribbled for a few seconds, and stopped.

His dick drooped and there were no more splats or splops.

He was done.

And hungry.

Two weeks later John and Jane met with the scientists from the Zen Macrolab.

“The estrogen in our formula apparently caused a violent backlash, but not from testosterone.”

“You want to explain that?” asked John. He and Jane were sitting in front of Dr. Hinson’s desk.

The good doctor had a large file in front of him and he tapped it.

The sharp spike in estrogen is suppose to cause the testosterone to perk up. Your testosterone did respond, and you started producing large amounts of semen.

“I’ll say,” John muttered. Jane just squeezed his hand and listened.

“But it also caused your estrogen to spike. Right now your body is a battleground for estrogen and testosterone.”

John frowned.

“Which will win, we don’t know.”

“What about John’s weight loss?” asked Jane.

“When John produces so much sperm it takes body resources. He’s eating up fat deposits.”

“But why is his chest all puffy?”

Puffy was an understatement. John’s chest was swelling into two separate mounds, and they looked suspiciously like boobs.

The doctor hemmed and hawed, and finally muttered, “We think that’s an area the estrogen is winning in.

“If this keeps up I’m going to have to wear a bra,” he looked disconsolately at the floor.

“Are you still having full erections?”

“Well, I am, but…it looks like my dick is shrinking.”

“Can you show me?”

John stood up and lowered his pants.

He was wearing panties because he was now wearing pads to catch any unexpected semen flow.

The panties held the liners better, and they felt more comfortable. They didn’t rub on his penis, which tended to make him erect, which tended to get his balls to produce more semen.

The doctor didn’t say anything about the panties. He just had John come around the desk and he fondled his tool.

It had been about eight inches long, now it was about seven. And skinnier.

His balls, if anything, were bigger.

“We’re going to have to go home pretty soon,” observed Jane.

It was almost milking time. It they waited too long John started drizzling, and the fulness actually hurt at a certain point.

“Very well. We’d like to do more tests, get more samples. I’ll make appointments at the hospital.”

With that John and Jane headed out the door. On the way home Jane brought up the unpleasant subject.

“John, I think you’re going to have to wear a bra.”

John was sullen, but he tightened his lips and nodded.

“I’m sorry, but you’re starting to sag, and…it becomes a health thing.”

“Okay.”

“I bought you some. We can try them on after your milking.

His milking. Two times a day minimum, and sometimes three times a day.

His last milking was right before he went to bed. He didn’t eat after that one, and Jane thought that might be one of the reasons he was losing weight.

He had lost so much weight that his body looked a bit girlish.

His waist was thin, his hips round, and his chest…his chest was changing.

At home they headed for the bathroom and Jane efficiently milked him. She had bought a couple of prostate massagers, and even a couple of dildos, and had experimented with the best way of releasing his flood.

The prostate massagers worked well, but the dildos worked best.

She used a dildo that afternoon, pressing it into him, moving it up and down and pressing on his prostate.

John groaned and spurted a long stream. When he was done he stood up and pulled his panties up. He fit the panty liner in the panties, and mumbled, “I’m going to need to have sex pretty soon.”

They have sex about once a week. It was too messy for more, but Jane made sure she made herself available once a week at least.

“How about Saturday night?”

“Wonderful.”

John headed for the kitchen. He poured himself a large drink and sipped it. “You want one?”

“Yes.”

So he made her a large one.

They stood in the kitchen, looked out the kitchen window at the backyard and were silent.

Then Jane: “John, can I ask you a question?”

“Absolutely.”

Do you like it when I massage your prostate and relieve you?”

He chewed on his lips for a moment, then answered. “It is enjoyable.”

“And do you like wearing the panties?”

He sighed. “They are more comfortable. But there’s no place to put my dick. And when my balls get big…that’s not always pleasant.”

She nodded.

“So we’re going to put you in a bra today.”

He nodded. his face was quite blank.

“And you’re going to like it.”

He looked at her.

“You have to. You’re starting to carry some weight on your chest, and this will relieve the strain.

“Well, okay. But that doesn’t mean…” he trailed off. Doesn’t mean what?

“John. I want you to wear other types of female clothes.”

He stared at her.

“Just around the house.”

“Why?”

“Because…it’s sexy. It turns me on. And when I get turned on I want to make love more.”

“Even when I fill you up?”

“Sometimes I love it when you just keep pouring your semen into me. Sometimes it gets all sloshy. But if I’m horny…that’s going to benefit you. Right?”

“I guess.”

“So let’s put some Nair on you, then some nylons and a garter. And…”

“And what?”

“And see where it goes.”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“No. But your dick does.”

He looked down. Just talking about female apparel was making his dick rise.

“Crap,” he muttered.

“Come on,” and she led him back to the bedroom.

A month later John was definitely looking more feminine. He wore a bra and panties, nylons, and occasionally a corset.

He didn’t need the corset, his waist was getting really, really thin. But there was something about putting the thing on, feeling like he was a sausage in a skin, that was definitely a turn on.

Jane had even had him try high heels—a turn on but difficult, and some lipstick. Zowie, that had made his boner stand up.

And, to top it off, his hair was getting longer and longer. Jane could now brush it into a style.

And still John came. And came. And came.

He needed to be milked a solid three times a day.

And, one day, “Heysoos, John, I can’t do this anymore.”

“What do you mean?”

“My hand. You’re wearing out my hand! After milking you three times a day my hand is so weak I can’t hold a glass!”

“But we’ve got to do something!”

“Well, I know this is weird, but…I could use a strap on.”

He looked at her. “A strap on. Like…a dildo attached to a harness around your hips.”

“Yes. I wouldn't have to use my hand except for a little guidance to make sure I hit the right spots in your anus.”

“Well, if you gotta you gotta.”

That night, a smile on her face, she put on the strap on and had John brace himself over the toilet.

She greased him up and pushed into him, and John yelped, then moaned, then began pushing back at her.

“You like it,” she whispered, brushing his hair aside so she could speak into his ear.

He nodded. “I do.”

“Tell me how much you like it.”

“I like it a lot,” he admitted.

When they were done John had a realization. “Honey, that was so good, it gave me such relief…maybe I won’t need to screw you.”

“You mean if I screw you then you don’t have to screw me?”

He nodded. “Besides, have you noticed my dick recently?”

She had.

“It’s only about four inches long now.”

“I know.” She kept her voice carefully even.

“It might keep shrinking.”

“Does that bother you?”

He heaved a sigh. “Not after what you just did to me. I think…I think…”

But what he thought was interrupted by the ring of the phone.

Jane answered. “Yes?”

“Jane! This is Leslie! The guys here think they’ve come up with a solution. Well, maybe not a solution, but they think they know what happened, so maybe it will lead to a solution.”

“Oh, my God! That’s wonderful!”

“They would like to meet with you this Friday. About one. Is that okay?”

“Absolutely!”

Hanging up, Jane turned to John and gave him the good news. “They might be able to cure you! Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Oh, my God!” he blurted. But he didn’t look all that happy.

The week went slowly. Jane milked John when they woke up, right after lunch, and right before he went to bed. She used the dildo only now. He preferred it, and she really preferred it.

There was just something so powerful and sexy about standing behind John, holding his hips with her hands and moving her hips forward.

When she was done John looked a lot happier. He smiled, and he was softer and so very loving.

It was like he was complete.

On Wednesday John asked her to give him long fingernails, and, if she wanted, she could use a little make up on him.

She wanted.

After the afternoon milking she put long fake nails on him, and they looked wonderful. They were red and they changed his spatulate fingers into delicate, elegant, slender tips.

They she discussed make up with him. She showed him how the various elements worked, and how they worked together.

John was fascinated, and Jane realized that the changes John was going through were not just skin deep. He was changing mentally. He was speaking softer. He used his hands differently when speaking. His lips had become softer and plumper. He didn’t even need any lip plumper before putting on his lipstick.

When she was done she stood back and John inspected himself in the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

He looked totally female. His body was like an hourglass and his breasts were getting bigger every day. His hair was getting long and it flowed over his shoulders.

And his dick was now only two inches long. And it seemed to be…migrating. The hole in his dick, his slit, was sliding under the head of his penis.

If it kept migrating it would look like a clitoris, and if his dick slit kept elongating it would look like…a pussy.

A twat. A female hole.

And he knew it.

Sometimes Jane would catch him at his computer, not working, just staring into space.

But that was okay. Dressing him up, kissing him a little on his red-painted lips, then bending him over and taking him…it was what she wanted.

All her life she had been the pursued. The prey. Now she was experiencing what the other side felt like.

Holding his ass and guiding her dildo into his hole…it was the most wonderful feeling she had ever experienced in her life.

And they both wondered what was going to happen if Zen Macrolabs managed to cure his condition.

The condition that he had not wanted, but now…now…?

On Friday she performed the lunch milking. She spent a long time reaming him out, and he enjoyed it, even after he was dry, he kept pushing back, and they both felt like they were trying to accomplish something before it all disappeared.

Then they went to the labs.

Six scientists, including Edward and Dr. Hinson and Leslie, were smiling around the table.

John and Jane sat at one end, Hinson at the other, and he began talking.

“We have found out what happened,” stated the doctor with confidence. “For the past months we have been looking for an error, a mistake. What we didn’t know was that we hadn’t made a mistake, we had found…a solution. When you stop looking at your change, John, as a mistake, and start looking at it as a blessing, then it became easy to see what happened.”

“So what happened?” blurted Jane.

“In trying to increase the amount of semen we inadvertently turned on a condition called Hyperspermia. We considered this an accident, but the fact was that, to put it in really simple terms, we had succeeded in turning the Y chromosome into an X.”

Everybody grinned except John and Jane.

“What does that mean for us?”

“For you, for mankind…we can turn a Y into an X, and an X into a Y.”

John and Jane still looked blank.

Leslie blurted: “We can make a man into a woman, and we can make a woman into a man!”

The scientists all broke into a celebratory attitude. Leslie even got up and got some plastic glasses and a couple of bottles champagne.

“I’m not sure I understand the ramifications here,” said John as Leslie filled his glass.

“It means that if a man feels he’s in the wrong body, he can change it. He can change his gender. And if a woman feels that way, we can change her, make her into a man.”

“But—“

Leslie cut Jane off. “No more sexual confusion. People can even shift back and forth, if they wish to take a few months. They can try out which sex they want to be! I tell ya! this signifies a total shift in mankind!”

The scientists were all drinking bubbly and congratulating each other.

John asked, “What about me?”

Leslie: “Dr. Hinson? Do you have the pill for John?”

Dr. Hinson reached into his lab coat and took out a small vial. In it was one pink pill. He rolled the vial down the table to John.

“There it is, John. That pill can change a man into a woman, or a woman into a man. It can change you back. It’s the stuff of dreams!”

The scientists all clapped.

“But what about all the sperm I’m producing?”

“We think that will stop when you’re just about done with the change. It’s your body’s last protest against the change.”

John and Jane stared at each other, and the party went on.

That night John and Jane sat at the kitchen table and sipped their favorite beverage, bourbon and Coke.

John had just been milked, and he was feeling about as good as good can be.

Jane was smiling. She had just milked him with her dildo, and she felt great. Expansive. Like she was in charge of the planet.

The vial stood between them on the table.

John unscrewed the top, took out the pill, and placed it on top of the upside down vial.

The little pink pill. Y into X, X into Y.

The stuff of dreams.

Jane sighed. “Are you going to take it?”

“I guess I should.” But he didn’t look happy.

“Let’s be honest, John. You don’t want to give up your milkings, do you?”

“Well…not really. I mean, I suppose you could still screw me if I turned back, but…”

“But what is it going to feel like when your change is complete and i start screwing you in your pussy.”

He nodded. “I wonder about that.”

“So you’re not going to take it.”

“Is it all right if I don’t?”

She nodded slowly, thoughtfully.

“I guess we can save the pill, see how it goes.”

“I guess.”

“And the labs could give us another one if we needed it.”

He cocked his head slightly in question.

“What are you—“

She reached out, picked up the pill and popped it into her mouth. She sipped whiskey, gulped and smiled.

John stared at her.

“But—“

She reached forward and placed her hands on his. Her red tipped fingers on his red tipped fingers.

“John, this is what you want. Admit it.”

He gulped, then gave a sharp nod.

“And this is what I want. I want to screw you with my own dick, a flesh and blood pecker capable of spurting.”

“Just don’t spurt too much,” he said wryly.

“I won’t,” she laughed. Then she took his hand and pulled him up. They kissed, red lips to red lips, and she whispered, “Let’s go milk you again.”

“I don’t have any milk right now.”

“That’s okay. It’s just for fun.”

He smiled, and they walked down the hallway to the bedroom.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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