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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Ah, the pink man.

But every man is a little pink. The only real question is…how pink will they let themselves be?

Consider the case of Alan. He’s not a bad man, and maybe his wife is a bit strong willed, but it is the perfect relationship for pinking a man out.

But it’s not for everybody!

It’s only for those who can handle it.

Think deeply on that!

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“No! Please! No!” Alan begged.

“Sorry, honey.” Sara sighed and pushed him away.

Alan flopped out of her. He looked down and saw the semen dribble out of his cock. He hadn’t even gotten the first squirt out, and now he dribbled on the towel under her.

“Try not to drip on me.”

Alan sobbed with frustration. It was a perfect ruined orgasm. Just a grunt and a dribble, a couple of drops, and the rest of his loving didn’t even make it out of the end of his dingus.

Sara gave a smile as she slid out from under him and out of bed. She padded across the room towards the bathroom, and Alan stared at her perfect ass.

Sara was a rare beauty. She was five foot four, 120 pounds, with double Ds.

Her face was oval, her auburn hair flowed down her back, her eyes were magnetic blue.

She entered the bathroom and sat down on the throne.

Alan groaned. His hips were still jerking, but nothing was coming out. Two drops and he was done. It wasn’t fair!

He got out of bed and followed her to the bathroom. He was determined to have it out.

Alan was a slender fellow, the same height of his wife, and 140 pounds. He wore his dark hair long and he had chocolate eyes. He wasn’t a handsome man, he was a beautiful man.

“Sara, you’ve got to stop doing that.”

“What?” she asked innocently.

“Pushing me away just when I’m starting to cum.”

“Why? You get your squirt and I don’t get all messy.”

“Furthermore,” he argued past her statement, “I need it more than once a month.”

“But I don’t want to get pregnant.”

“We could do it a couple of more times before you have your period, and then you wouldn't get pregnant, and I could still have some fun!”

“Oh, it’s not fun?” She spoke firmly, with a bit of the deep freeze in her voice.

“Of course it’s fun! But It could be so much more fun! I get one or two drops and I’m still left with a full load, and a full load of frustration.”

She looked at him dourly. “I don’t want to get all messy.”

“I’ll wear a rubber.

“I don’t like artificial skin. I want the real thing. If I’m going to do it once a month I’m going to enjoy the real thing.”

“But we could do it more than once a month!”

“Alan,” her voice was direct and forceful. “We don’t have to do it once a month.”

“Then I’m going to masturbate.”

“Don’t you dare! That’s like cheating. We’re married now, and your semen shouldn’t be wasted. You should save it all for me.”

“Then let me give it all to you!” He was pleading, he was so desperate.”

She stood up and blotted. Actually, she hadn’t even had to tinkle, she just wanted to wipe the one drop of cum off her patch.

“Honey!”

But she walked past him, to the bed, and crawled in. She turned to him and said sweetly, “Now come here and I’ll play with you for a while.”

Alan couldn’t help himself. He was desperate. He wasn’t going to get to cum, but he always convinced himself that something would happen, that he would get relief, that she would over do stroking him or something and he would get a full squirt.

He walked to the bed and got in.

She faced him, kissed him passionately, and began stroking him.

“Oh, God!” he mumbled.

But God, if he was listening, only commanded her to play with his balls.

The next day he was up early. He was always up early the morning after they did it. He was always horny and ready to go.

She, on the other hand, slept in, and when she woke up she was languid and lazy. She stretched and sighed with satisfaction.

He went out to the kitchen and fixed breakfast for two reasons.

One, she liked breakfast in bed, and she felt she deserved it after tending to his sexual needs.

Two, he was so sexually desperate that he couldn’t help himself. He knew he should back off, do nothing, show his displeasure, but he was juste too horny. He couldn’t help himself.

While she woke slowly up and enjoyed the morning, he was moving quickly, cracking eggs, mixing orange juice, making pancakes.

And he thought: That’s the way she is. She’s been this way our whole marriage. I haven’t had a good, uninterrupted fuck in over three years. I need to get off. My nuts are blue, and they need to let go and shoot the juice.

He balanced a tray with all the food on it and headed for the bedroom. His cock bobbed along under the tray.

“Oh, goodie!” Sara smiled and sat up. The covers fell a bit and Alan had a first class view of her marvelous mounds falling over the fold of covers.

She seemed not to notice, but Alan sure did.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her, and his dick bounced hard.

Sara suppressed a giggle as she began eating. She could see the big hard on he was sporting.

He made a sound of frustration, but kept it low.

“Well, what shall we do today?” she asked as she sipped orange juice through her curvy lips.

Alan couldn’t keep his eyes off her mouth, her plump lips, the way her delicate tongue reached out and licked a bit of syrup.

Alan clenched his fist. He wanted to kiss her mouth.

She watched him, an expression of innocence on her face. She knew what she was doing to him, and she really enjoyed it.

“Weren’t you going to go shopping?”

“Oh, yes. I suppose I should. Were you going to come with me?”

“I really need to finish working on the computer.”

She nodded. “Yes, I suppose. Well, make me a list of anything you want…”

He nodded, and left the room to do that.

He spoke into his cell phone and made a list, and he knew what he was going to do.

He was going to jack off.

He couldn’t stand it anymore.

He had to get some relief.

He was so horny he wasn’t thinking clearly.

So he made the list, and he thought about spending an hour on the computer, surfing porn sites, getting hornier and hornier, and finally, SPLAT! He would hit the ceiling.

He grinned. He was so horny he might well hit the ceiling.

He imagined a big glob of semen sticking to the ceiling, Sara comes in to talk to him, and just as she opens her mouth the big glob falls. He says, ‘Look out!’

But it only makes her look up, and the glob hits her on the face. Semen right between the eyes. A big glob that slides down the side of her pert nose and into her mouth.

She is surprised, and mad at first, but then she tastes it, and everything changes. Now she wants to gobble him down every day and get a taste of that delicious stuff. She begs to blow him, and then she realizes that it’s fun to get fucked and have a big, gooey mess sliding out of her pussy.

‘Come here and lick me clean!’ she commands him, and he slides to his knees and—

“Where’s the list?”

Alan actually jumped. He was jerked right out of his daydream.

“What’s wrong with you? What’s that look on your face?”

“Nothing…I was…thinking.”

“Well, I’m leaving now. Where’s the list.”

He held up his cell phone and tapped the screen. “In your phone,” he grinned.

“You’re so clever,” she leaned forward and kissed him, and her hand inadvertently brushed his groin.

She felt his big dong, and she grabbed it and stroked it through his pants.

“You’re so virile. I love that about you.”

He groaned, then, just as he thought he might squirt, she let go, grabbed her keys and purse, and headed out the door.

Alan’s knees shook, he was so horny, so close. He almost fell to his knees, but as he heard the car start up he pulled himself together and headed for the computer room.

Alan worked quickly. He unzipped and pulled out his weenie and began stroking, even as he pulled up Porzo.

His eyes gazed over the categories. He scrolled and looked for the ones he wanted. Extreme, Hot Mom, Orgasm, Fisting, Perfect body,  MILFs—oh, God—MILFs!

He went down the pages and his eye picked out categories and hot thumbnails.

He clicked on occasional pics, watched short videos, and stroked, and stroked, and stroked.

Oh, he could have shot his load in a second. But he wanted to enjoy this. He took his time, he had an hour, at least, and he was going to get the max out of this. If he was going to break the rules and disobey his wife…he was going to get the most out of it.

Surprise, and he never knew what the surprise was going to be. A tranny? A guy who cums when the girl doesn’t want the guy to? What?

Strap ons. A lot Lesbos there.

Sissy. That was always fun.

And his penis, already rock hard and dripping, grew harder and dripped more.

“Oh, yeah!” he mumbled. Midgets, femdom, all tied up…yeah…

He clicked the keyboard and typed and came up with Hypnotube.

Yeah, this was the one. All those movies with stunning women, and then they turned out to have penises. And it was so hypnotic. Yes. This was the site that would get him off.

He watched, the tits and cocks and snatches floating in front of him.

He was lost in his own world, his hand was flying on his cock. Here it comes…here it…

“ALAN!”

He jerked, lost his grip, and a bid drop flew out and hit the center of the screen, right on a woman’s breasts…

He tried to recall the drop of sperm, he tried to press buttons and close windows.

“No, you don’t”

Sara reached past him and pressed his hand down. She reached over and took control of the mouse.

Alan was now officially terrified. His face was red and he wanted to shrink into a ball and roll away.

“So this is how you keep your word with me!”

“Nu…nu…no! I mean…yes…no!”

He didn’t know what he meant.

Sara moved the mouse. She was leaning against his shoulder, her sumptuous boobs pressing on him, and she let the video unfold.

“My God! You’re watching…COCKS!”

“No…there’s girls there!”

Sure, but there are cocks, too. those women have cocks! Are you gay, Alan?

“No!”

“Then why are you watching cocks? And these girls are sucking cocks. Are you learning how to suck cocks?”

“No! I didn’t know what this was! I was just looking around and…”

But she used the back button.

She went back through more Hypnotube videos, saw the videos telling the viewer that they wanted to suck cock and take it up the butt.

Then before Hypnotube, through the various categories on Porzo.

Sissies, BDSM, chastity.

Chastity. She froze on that category. She watched as sexy women locked their men up in chastity tubes. She listened to them telling how they were going to keep their men from cumming for years.

Then the women would fuck bulls. Big, black bulls. With big, black cocks.

And the women loved it.

Sara got a strange look in her eyes.

“So this is what you want?”

“No!” but he was begged out, reduced, unable to summon any real gusto.

She stepped back, spun his swivel chair so he was looking at her.

His cock had spit a big drop, but only a drop, and he was still rock hard, oozing precum, and his balls were big and red and so very, very full.

“I see how you love it when I deny you. I probably wouldn’t deny you so much, except that it’s fun, and it makes me horny, and…you seem to enjoy it so much.”

“I don’t!” he tried, weakly.

“You can say that after this? After I’ve seen what you look at when you’re jacking off?”

“But, I didn’t—“

“Well, Mister, I understand now, and we’re going to get to the bottom of this. Go ahead and jack off. Stroke your little weenie till it spits. It’s going to be the last time. Do you hear? I’m going to take control of your penis, and this is the last time you’ll cheat on me!”

She turned and stomped from the room, and Alan bent his head and gave a sob.

His dick was hard, like a rock, it stood up, but…he was crushed.

Later, Alan realized that he could have jacked off a couple of times. Sara was pissed, and she wasn’t about to touch him, and it took her several days to enact her plan.

He could have squirted a couple of times, and he should have, because on the fourth day after he had been caught playing with himself she lowered the boom.

“Alan! Could you come in here?”

She asked, but it was more like a command.

He walked into the living room and faced her.

“Oh, don’t look so hang dog,” she grinned for the first time since she had caught him petting the poodle. “I’ve got a little present here that should cheer you up.”

She had a box on the table. It was about six inches cubed, and it was open. On the table next to the box were the pieces of a chastity tube.

Alan stared at the ring and heaved a sigh.

He picked up the tube and gave another sigh.

“This isn’t going to fit.”

“Jack off, honey. You’re good at that. Go ahead and masturbate.”

He looked at her aghast. “I can’t just jack off!”

“Why not? You did it when I went to the store. It didn’t take you long then.”

“But this is different. I’m not horny!”

“Mr. Happy says otherwise.”

His cock was pushing out his trousers.

“Yeah, but…I don’t feel like it.”

“Nonsense. All men feel like it all the time. i know because I’ve been reading up on it. I’ve figured out all sorts of stuff the last few days, and one thing is that men are a never ending source of protein. Now…give. Put out. I want some semen on this coffee table or…or…”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll give you a spanking!”

He stared at her.

“No!”

“Then start stroking.”
Alan didn’t want his wife to get physical. His father had abused his mother, and he would never go there, and he didn’t want his wife to go there.

He huffed, then unzipped and pulled out his dingus.

Sara watched him avidly. “You’ve got a nice penis,” she said. “How long is it?”

“Five inches,” he said.

“Hmm. Isn’t that kind of small?”

“It’s big enough for me!” he pouted.

She said nothing, just watched as he stroked.

“Do you need some lube?”

“It would help.”

“Then go get some. And come right back. I want to watch this.”

Alan went to the bathroom and got some lube. He poured some on his dick and continued stroking.

Sara leaned forward to watch the festivities.

Alan stroked and stroked, but, embarrassed, a little put off by being on display, he couldn’t make it happen.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” he snapped.

“Well, hurry up.”

He tried.

Nothing.

“Would you like me to play with your balls? I read that that can help.”

“Sure.”

Sara reached under and grabbed his balls in her hands. She rolled them around, squeezed them, palpated them.

Alan groaned. that did help. “Yeah,” he breathed out.

Sara looked up at his face and smiled.

Alan stroked, and got closer and closer.

He was right near the edge when Sara remembered one of the things she had read about sex. Playing with a man’s pucker could really be exciting. And considering the kinds of things that Alan watched on the internet…just as he reached a peak she pushed her finger up his anus.

“AHHH!”

He jerked and twitched and his semen shot out. A big, fat rope, and it splattered onto Sara’s face.

She jerked back, pulled her finger out of him so quick his butthole actually made a popping sound.

“Yewww!” She wiped her face.

His cock kept spurting and sperm squirted all over her face and even her hair. She was disgusted with how much cum he had. Honestly!

Interestingly, some of it got into her mouth, and while it didn’t taste bad, actually tasted good, she was in the mode of rejection and disgust.

She spit it out and looked up at Alan.

“Yuck!”

“I’m sorry!” But he wasn’t. For the first time in years he was satisfied, even happy.

But she was pissed. How dare he squirt his gism in her face!

She put the ring over his package, the tube on the cock, and locked them together with a padlock.

CLICK!

Such a small lock, such a loud sound.

Alan looked down at his cock. It was locked up. Crap.

Slowly, a smile crept out on Sara’s face.

She had done it.

She had chastised him.

She owned his cock.

Badda bing!

Alan looked up at Sara.

She smiled. “Now you won’t be so silly.”

“It’s not silly to want to have sex.”

“It is if you want it all the time. I mean, really, Alan, don’t you have better things to do than pander to your little hot dog?”

Alan was near to tears, but all he could do was mutter, “It’s not a hot dog.”

The days passed, and if she thought Alan was too obsessed with sex before, it was nothing like now.

Now his penis was constantly trying to get hard. Not a minute passed without his little worm squirming, and his balls started to fill up.

Yes, he had had one full bodied orgasm, but now he grew even more desperate.

That first night, while getting ready for bed he had asked her, “So when are we going to take this thing off so we can…you know?”

“I don’t know, Alan. I’m very upset, you know. You had your orgasm, and you actually got it all over me.”

“I didn’t mean to,” he whined.

“Doesn’t matter. You’re going to have to be more responsible. You don’t find me getting semen all over the place.”

“But that’s because you don’t…” he was confused.

“But that’s okay,” she stated. “I’ll at least play with you. You can have some play time so you don’t go crazy.”

She didn’t think about the fact that depriving him would actually cause him to go more crazy!

In bed she loved to cuddle, and now she loved to cuddle even more. After all, now there was no danger of getting his goo all over her.

So she spooned him and reached around and played with his cage and his balls.

And she faced him and kissed him for hours, and held him, and giggled at the funny sounds he made.

Alan would have complained, but it is a truth of the universe that, no matter how blue his balls will be, a man will never complain about having his package played with.

He suffered, and whined, and got hornier and hornier.

And things were coming to a breaking point.

He was in the grocery store with Sara. They were doing a little shopping and Alan was looking at the donuts, thinking about how the holes looked like…something he would like…to put his dick in.

This was something that was on his mind all the time. He couldn’t look at anything without thinking of sex.

A box of Fruit Loops and he would hold the box and think: This is a box! A box is like a pussy. I used to put my dick in a pussy. I sure wish I could put my dick in this box.

Or he would hold a can of beer, and think about how he was holding a round shaft, like he used to hold his cock, and…wouldn’t it be nice to hold his cock and put it in an ice…box!

Or, he would put a fork into mashed potatoes and think about how he was ‘penetrating’ something, like he used to penetrate his wife’s pussy with his cock.

Every day was an adventure in pussy obsessed thought, and they were now standing in the grocery store, and they moved from the donuts to the fruits and veggies, and he was looking at the cucumber in his wife’s hand and dreaming of when she used to hold his cock like that and wouldn’t it be wonderful to slide his big cucumber up her…”Unh!”

He grunted without thinking, it just burst out of him. He felt a white hot feeling in his groin.

Sara looked at him. “Are you okay?”

“Unh…yeah…unh…”

He looked down at his groin. He was cumming. It wasn’t an orgasm, it was just a sharp pain and he leaked and…and the front of his pants turned wet.

Sara stared down at his crotch. “What are…oh, my God! You’re cumming!”

Unfortunately, she said it too loudly, and several people turned and stared, and laughed when they saw the wet spot Alan’s pants growing darker and larger.

A couple of guys grinned and laughed.

A young woman looked at his groin blankly.

An older woman said, “Well! You could at least wait until…”

But Alan didn’t hear the rest of what she said. He was too busy running for the exit.

He headed across the parking lot, near sobbing, more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life.

He had actually cum in his pants!

The car was parked in the corner of the lot, and he stood next to it, hidden by shadows and trees and felt thoroughly messed. His groin was sopping, and he felt so badly.

He looked into the rear seat. His wife had bought some lingerie, among which was a package of panties.

Panties.

And he had to change out of his wet BVDs. He had to.

He opened the door and reached into the back seat and picked up a package of panties. He ripped it open and took out a pair.

Looking around, hidden by the car, he stripped off his pants and underwear. He wiped down his cock cage with the rear part of his underwear, then tossed them into the bushes and stepped into her panties.

He snugged them up, and since he had no boner, they actually felt pretty good.

Oh, they weren’t quite wide enough in the crotch, but…they worked. If he just had a little more crotch they would have felt better than his regular underwear.

He wiped the goo off the inside of his trousers and pulled them on.

Okay. Not great, but better. At least he wasn’t a walking, squishing mess.

He stood next to the car, and the weird thing…he was still horny. More horny, in fact.

Having shot his load—well, leaked it out—he thought he should be empty.

But it was like while his body was empty, his mind wasn’t. His mind still wanted the bump and grind of good sex. So…he was hornier than before he had squirted. Leaked.

Fifteen minutes later Sara pushed a full cart across the parking lot, and she wasn’t happy.

“You left me in there!” she accused, as he put the groceries in the trunk.

“But I had to get out of there! Everybody saw me!”

“Yes, they did, and I have never been so embarrassed, having sex in public like that. Can’t you control yourself? What were you thinking?”

“I wasn’t! It just happened!”

“What do you mean it just happened?”

Alan was beside himself. “I don’t know. I just…it just started leaking out!”

“Did you get all of it out?”

“What?”

“Did you get all of your sperm out? Did you —what do they call it—shoot your load?”

“I don’t know. I mean, there was a lot of it, but…I don’t know how much is supposed to come out in a situation like that.”

“Well, however much it is, I hope it was worth it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, Mr. Cum in your Pants, that now that you’ve behaved so disgustingly, and now that you’ve had your sex—without me, I might add—we don’t have to have it for a while.”

“But…but…but I haven’t…we haven’t had sex for a while!”

“Yes, I’ve been thinking about that. Since you feel that it’s okay to cum in your pants I shouldn’t be deprived.”

“Good. Unlock me and—“

She was shaking her head in the negative. “No. You can use your mouth, or your fingers. Besides, you need some time to build up your juices. You must be pretty empty now.

“But, honey…I—“

“What’s this?” She interrupted him and picked up the empty packaging that had once held her brand new panties.

“It’s…your panties came in that.”

“I figured that out. But where are the panties? What is this doing empty?”

“I had to…I was so messy that I had to—“

“You put my panties on?” Her face took on a shocked look. “You’re wearing my panties? Now?”

Oh, Lord, new depths of embarrassment.

“I had to!” he whined. “My own underwear was all wet!”

She sniffed. “So you couldn’t be in a wet spot. I sleep on a wet spot all the time, every time you squirt your load in me.”

He wanted to complain, she hadn’t slept in a wet spot for years, she always pushed him off and there would only be a wet ‘drop,’ if that. But she was pissed and working up a head of steam.

“Honestly! You’re the most selfish person…you want sex all the time, and you don’t care about my needs. Well, that is changing, buster. From here on out you’re going to be servicing me every night. You’re going to get me off and…”

Alan listened, but his mind was actually shutting down. He was still horny. His dick was trying to get hard again, and…and then he noticed that she had stopped and was staring at him.

“What?” he asked.

“I just figured it out.”

“Figured what out!?”

“You’re a…what do they call them? A transvestite! You like to wear my panties…you like to wear women’s clothes!”

“No! I just didn't want to sit in my cum soaked panties all—“

“See? you’re even referring to your underwear as panties…women’s wear. Dainty underthings!”

“No! I said panties because I have some on! It was just a slip.”

“You want to wear a slip?”

“No!”

There voices were rising now, and people in the parking lot were glancing over at them. One couple had been in the fruit section and they were staring and chuckling.

That’s the man who came in his pants!

“I don’t want to wear your slip or your bra or your panties or anything! I just want to go home and clean myself up!”

Small tears were forming at the corner of his eyes, and this didn’t go unnoticed.

“Are you crying?”

“No!” he sobbed.

“You are.” Suddenly her voice softened and she stepped closer to him.

“I’m sorry, Alan. All these years, and I didn’t understand.”

“Didn’t understand what?”

“You’re a soft man. You’re what they call a ‘pink man.’ You have special needs. You have to be taken care of, and…I understand now.”

“Honey…can’t we just go home and stop talking about this?”

“Of course we can,” she patted his arm reassuringly. “I understand now, and I’ll take care of you.”

He wanted to yell that he didn’t need to be taken care of, but the argument was winding down, and though she was talking funny, he didn’t want to risk starting it up again.

“Now get in the car. And pick up that empty panty package. I’ll drive.”

He picked up the package, then stared at her. She’d drive? But he always drove!

But he had no choice. She was already getting into the driver’s seat.

So he held the bit of trash and got into the passenger side and she drove.

It was the beginning of the end of him as a manly man.


Part Two

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?”

He looked through his drawer and only found panties. The new panties that she had bought. And…and…bras!

“Right where they always are,” she called from the kitchen.

He heard the sound of the juicer start up and knew she couldn’t hear him. He sighed and picked out one of the pairs of panties. It was stretchy, red and shiny, and it had a little row of tiny, pink ribbons around the waistband.

Oh, sweet heysoos, he thought.

He stepped into the panties and pulled them up tight.

They were, as he had noticed the night before, actually comfortable. They hugged his buns, were light and sexy smooth, and he just needed a little more material in the crotch.

But, the real joy, he noticed, was that there was a bit of extra padding in the crotch. He needed the extra padding. His peeny was struggling again, and the extra padding would help if he had another accident.

“Isn’t that cute?”

He spun and found Sara standing at the door, watching him.

“Where’s my regular underwear?”

“I threw that old stuff out.”

She was holding a glass of green goop and she crossed the room and handed it to him.

“What’s this?”

“A newer, healthier lifestyle. Now that I know what you need…I’m going to help.”

“I need men’s underwear.”

She just smiled, patted his cheek and said, “Drink up. It’s good for you.”

It might have been good for him, but it wasn’t the tastiest thing in the cupboard.

But his mother had trained him to always eat what was before him, so he drank the potion down and controlled his desire to make faces.

“There you go. Now, about the bra…”

“No!”

“But you need support.”

“Support for something I don’t have.”

“Not yet, but girls always need training bras. You don’t want to grow up and be all saggy and stuff, do you?”

“Grow up? Saggy? I don’t have anything to sag!”

“Relax, honey. You never know when you will,” and she smiled enigmatically.

He finished dressing, glad that she hadn’t bought him pink socks or something, and went into the kitchen.

A big bowl of fruit and a glass of milk.”

“What’s this? Where’s my bacon and eggs?”

“You don’t need all that fatty stuff. You have to watch your weight now.”

“Now? What do you mean now?”

“We have to take care of your girlish figure.”

She looked down at his body, held up his arms, and blurted, “Girlish figure? I don’t…”

“Eat your breakfast, dear.”

He grumbled, and kept grumbling, but he was hungry, and fruit was food, so he ate.

“You really should stop your complaining,” Sara observed. “It’s not ladylike.”

He stood up, spilling a few berries from his bowl. “Ladylike? Ladylike?”

“Honestly, honey. If you don’t control yourself that I’m going to have to get out the switch.”

He blinked, and shook his head.

What had happened to his happy, carefree life?

That night he had a salad and another of those green shakes, and pills.

By the time he went to bed he was starving. But he was also horny, so he lay and was played with, and when she told him to lick her pussy until she came….he did.

Really, his life was out of control and he had no choice.

Days passed, and no changes were noted. Weeks passed, and he was losing weight.

He hadn’t been overly heavy before. In fact, he had been rather slender, but now he was positively skinny. Except for his chest. For some weird reason his pectorals were getting bigger.

Months passed, and Sara and he were in bed, her holding his package, him having just gotten her off.

He felt like he was going to have another involuntary ejaculation episode, and she suddenly cupped his pectoral.

“Honey, I know that you don’t want to, but you really need to.”

“Need to what?”

“Need to wear a bra.”

“No!” he blurted quickly.

But the proof was in the pudding, or, rather, on his chest.

She squeezed the mound of flesh and said, “If you don’t wear one you’ll sag. You’ll get stretch marks.”

He got up and looked at himself in the mirror.

It was true. He had been trying to deny it, even avoid mirrors, but, now, he had to admit it.

His body was changing.

“But I don’t understand!” He sounded hopeless.

“People go through these things. It’s just your time of life. Now, let’s try on one of those bras.”

He didn’t want to. He had resisted so much, but…he had to.

He took a bra out of the drawer and held it up.

“That’s a good one. I think I might have to get bigger cups for you. You really should have been in training for a while.”

He went to the bed and she showed him how to fasten it around his waist, spin it around and lift it up and slip his arms under the straps.

And, like the panties had first felt, it felt…comfortable.

The truth of the matter was that he was sagging. Now that he wasn’t, he could admit that he had been.

She adjusted the straps, cupped one of his ‘boobs,’ and smiled.

“That is so pretty.”

He looked down. The training bra was supposed to be flat, and he thought it would help him stay flat. But bras are what they are, and it emphasized his burgeoning shape and actually made him stand out a little bit.

Sara bit her lip, felt both his ‘tits’ with her hands, and whispered, “You know, honey…”

“What?” he was distracted, looking down, and, oddly, his cock was going super wild int he cage.

“I know you just got me off, but…”

He looked up at her and saw the gleam in her eyes.

“Oh, no,” he whispered.

But she grabbed him and dragged him back to bed.

As the months passed Alan’s boobs grew bigger and bigger. He went from an A cup to a B cup to a C cup, and now she was helping him put on a D cup.

“I wish you could have grown your boobs over night. It’s expensive to buy all these different bras.”

Alan looked at himself in the mirror. His body was slender, and the boobs on his chest made him look…feminine.

Real feminine.

And it didn’t help that Sara had refused to give him a haircut.

His hair was getting rather shaggy, and she was hinting that she might be willing to style it for him.

“Style it?”

“But it’s so…raggy. You need to take care of your appearance.”

“How about a buzz cut?”

“How about getting me off?”

Her sexual tastes were expanding. Seeing him with such a female body, watching him drip—he had had another ‘involuntary’ episode, this one at a gas station while filling up the tank—she was experiencing more sexual feelings than she ever had.

In fact, she was sort of sorry that he had decided to be a pink man. She could use a little dick now. In fact, she could use a lot of dick!

But he seemed to love his chastity, at least he had stopped complaining, and he was taking to the lingerie wonderfully. It was obvious that this is what he wanted…and needed.

“How about getting me off?” he countered.

“Oh, honey, you know better than that. Except for your occasional squirts, which I wish you could control, you’re doing so well.”

“Doing well?” he glanced at her, a desperation in his eyes.

“Absolutely. Your body is really shaping up, your face is softer, and…we really need to do something about your hair. In fact…come with me.”

She took his hand and led him to the patio.

It was a fine day, the sun shining, and she took a brush, a squirt bottle, scissors, and began snipping him.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m stylin’, baby,” she quipped with a grin.

“Wait a minu—“

He had started to get up but she had placed a hand on his shoulder and pushed him down.

Which was surprising. He was usually stronger than her. But she had pressed him down and…she felt like she was stronger than him.

Which was silly. She couldn’t be stronger than him!

Of course, he had lost so much weight recently, and that meant muscle mass…but, no. It must have been the fact that she caught him at a bad angle.

And she circled him, snipping and brushing, spraying and twisting the brush in odd ways.

Then she was done.

He stood up, turned, and saw himself in the reflection in the patio window.

His jaw dropped.

She had given him a bubble cut, a girl’s haircut, and…and he looked like a girl!

His face was really soft looking now, and…and very feminine.

“What did you do?” he whispered, touching his hair gently, afraid to touch it, the way it curled under and…and…

“Isn’t it beautiful? And it fits your body.”

And, Alan had to admit it, it did.

He had curves in the chest, and they were actually accentuated by the curves of his new ‘hair do!’

“But I can’t…people will laugh…you can’t…”

But it was her that chuckled. “Oh, honey, people have been appreciating you as a girl for some time now. Now you’ll just be a prettier girl. You won’t look like a tomboy.”

“What?”

“Don’t you remember when we went into the store the other night? And that kind gentleman opened the door for you?”

“Yeah, but that was…he was…”

“He was opening the door for a pretty girl.”

“I’m not a pretty girl!”

“No. you’re more a beautiful girl. Maybe even a beautiful woman, if you could stop your whining!”

“I’m not whining!” he whined.

She patted his cheek and whispered into his ear. “I think you need some make up.”

He was stunned speechless. Make up? Not on your fucking life!

But he was changing.

Before he wore make up, however, there were a couple more things he needed to do.

“Honey, it is downright ridiculous for you to wear panties and a bra with no nylons.”

In a way, Alan didn’t want to hear that. In a way…he did.

The panties and the bra were comfortable, and they made him horny, and something was happening to him.

He wasn’t exactly getting not horny, but he was changing the flavor of his horniness.

His penis wasn’t trying as hard to get hard. And the sharp, hot urge to fuck anything had transformed into a subtle heat that drove him.

He didn't understand it, but, like everything else, it was feeling good, so he didn’t complain.

“Do you really think so?” he answered, hoping that she did.

“I do. But first, let’s get some Nair on your body and really clean you up.”

He took off his clothes, and she stared at his chastity tube.

It wasn’t wiggling, which she noticed, but…it was so hairy, and the tube would get in the way of smearing Nair all over him.

She produced the key and unlocked him.

He was all grins, but…they weren’t full hearted grins.

He was glad to get it off, but his cock didn’t spring up like a cock that had been deprived for six months.

“Hunh,” Sara muttered, “doesn’t look too glad to see me.”

“Oh, he’s glad,” Alan reassured her.

But was it?

His cock just hung there, and it looked awfully small. Like it had shrunk.

He began to play with it, something that Sara normally would have objected to, but now she was interested. How big would his cock grow?

Not that big.

It got hard, and it lasted for a few minutes, but it was only four inches long, when it used to be seven.

“Wow,” he said.

Part of him was hurt, but part him actually exulted!

He was used to having no cock.

He was used to it being pushed back out of the way.

And this would make the hiding of his peeny even easier.

“Well,” remarked Sara philosophically, “it does fit your new body type.”

She smeared Nair on his body, rubbed it on the groin, under the arms, even his crack.

“What new body type?”

“You know, a more feminine look.”

He frowned. There was still some masculinity in him, and that masculinity was objecting.

But he did have a better looking body.

Then Sara lifted up his cock, which was half hard, only three inches, and said, “It wasn’t supposed to do that.”

“What wasn’t?”

But Sara only shook her head and smiled sadly.

The nylons went on easily, and now he looked truly feminine. Especially in lingerie.

His legs were long and sleek. His boobs were large, his waist was tiny, and his hair was getting longer every day. The bubble cut was now down almost to his shoulders, and she was going to have to restyle it pretty soon.

“But,” she observed, “You’re not going to be able to wear high heels like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like with your ugly toes.”

“My toes aren’t ugly!”

“Oh, they are.”

Alan was nonplussed. He didn’t want to have ugly toes, but he sort of knew where this was going.

So he sort of said, “How do I make them not ugly?”

Sara smiled.

They went into the dining room and she prepared his nails. She trimmed and sanded and got them all ready for the paint.

“What color do you want?” she asked.

Alan was mesmerized by what was happening to his feet. “Red,” he gasped.

She chose a bright red, very slick looking, and she carefully stroked from cuticle to tip. A few strokes on each toe and his feet were transformed.

She coated them with a lacquer. “This will protect them. And…”

“And what?”

“And while we’re doing your toes…”

In a way, this was the make or break point for Alan. If he had his fingers done he couldn’t pretend he was a male when he went out. Bundling up in thick shirts and trying to hide his growing boobs wouldn’t work if his mitts had claws.

But…should he?

His mind entered a quagmire, and Sara watched him for a second, then just took over.

She placed his hand on the table and began prepping it.

A dozen times Alan started to say something, to object, to say no, but…he watched as she glued nail after nail onto his digits.

When she was done he had bright red nails that extended three quarters of an inch.

He stared at them, and she stared at him.

He was beautiful, and she had spent months feeding him hormones so he could be a girl, be the girl she knew he wanted to be. Now she was in a hurry. Now he had the bod, she wanted to decorate it.

“Wow,” he said.

“Stay here,” she whispered, patting his hand and kissing him lightly on the mouth.

He stayed. He was frozen. He couldn’t move, and she brought back her make up kit.

He almost said something when she put the sponges to his face, then he just sat there and felt the sexual sensation of having his pores cleansed.

She was close to him now, they were sharing the same air, and he watched her face as she focused on the make up.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know. She prepared his face, then added blush and started working on his eyes. She used a pencil, lengthened his lashes, and his eyes became diamonds of sparkling beauty.

They were inches apart when she painted his lips. She touched the line of his mouth with a fingernail, making sure all the lipstick was perfectly applied.

She leaned back. She nodded. He stood up and, with a glance at her, went to the mirror.

He was changed. ‘He’ wasn’t there any more. ‘He’ was a ‘she.’

She stared at her face, her new persona. She moved her lips and watched as whole realms of motion and emotion opened up.

She wanted to cry, but Sara came up next to her and stopped her.

She was so happy.

They lived like two Lesbians.

Heck, there is argument that if a man transitions into a woman, and still loves women, isn’t he a Lesbian?

And it’s a pretty darned, good argument.

They shared duties, cleaning the house together, fixing dinners, and she showed him how to take care of himself as a woman.

His boners were rare and weak, but that didn’t matter. He was experiencing a golden existence, and he loved it.

They went to the mall together and shopped. He learned about fashion, and coordinating outfits, and other female interests.

They shared clothes and played with make up, and it was truly the best time of his life.

But, as one goes up only to come down, and goes down only to come up, the good times came to a burp.

Not a stop, they were actually too happy for that.

But a glitch. A situation they couldn’t overcome by the normal means.

“I’m a woman now, and I want sex.”

Sara frowned.

“You get all the sex you want. I love you every night.”

And she loved his mouth. But she was used to denying him. Could she still deny him now that he was a woman?

She didn’t think so.

After all, men, when they get denied, are funny. They get all hot and steamed and say and do stupid things.

Women, however, turn into nags.

His male reticence was being replaced by a sharp tongue.

So Sara had a problem to solve. And it was a meaty problem. How do you get a woman with a penis off when the penis is limp?

They discussed it, and Sara was finally forced to admit something.

“Why can’t I just take viagra, or Cialis, or something, and we use my dick for a while.”

“We can’t,” said Sara.

“Why not?”

“Because you already have a bunch of female hormones in you, and I don’t know about mixing drugs like that.”

He stared at her.

“I have hormones in me?”

She was tired of having a little secret.

“Of course you do. How do you think you came by those world class boobies?”

“But…”

“Every morning and evening I give you the green shake. It’s got female friendly, estrogen rich foods in it. Soy, peaches, berries, those sorts of things.”

“But…I didn’t know!”

“Why should you? You like being a girl, it’s what you wanted. Why shouldn’t I help you be what you wanted?”

“But…I didn’t want to be a girl!”

“I don’t hear you complaining.”

That was actually a rough moment for Alan. Yes, he liked being a girl, but…he hadn’t made conscious choice.

And a person should always have choice when it comes to things like changing their sex.

Still, he didn’t yell or scream. What good would it have done? He was changed, no arguing about that, and…he could always change back. His dick might even grow back.

But did he care?

When he had a dick that worked he was a man obsessed. He was a pussy hound, and all he thought about was getting his dick satisfied.

Now, while sex was still important, it wasn’t that important.

While these thoughts rushed through his head Sara had continued explaining what she had done.

“I also ground up some birth control pills and put them into your morning and evening smoothies. There’s lots of hormones in birth control pills, but I really didn’t expect them to stop your dick from working.”

She sighed.

“You know, I wouldn’t mind a good dicking now and then.”

“You and me both,” mumbled Alan.

Sara looked at him. “What?”

“I would mind dicking you.”

“No…no! You said you wouldn’t mind a good dicking. That’s the way a woman talks when she wanted to get fucked.”

“I wouldn’t mind getting fucked.”

“Like a woman?”

Now he stopped. He blinked. Like a woman?

“Like a woman?” he asked.

“Yes.”

And sex, just like his body, transformed.

He had been thinking like a man, but now he was a woman, and he wanted sex not like a man, but like a woman.

Or did he?

Sara was getting excited.

“We can buy a strap on and fuck each other. We can try out all the various penises. We can explore colors and shapes. We can go vibrators. Oh, honey, this is going to be so much fun!

He was suddenly full of doubt.

“You want me to take a penis up my…”

“Up your back end. Hershey alley. I can be a fudge packer and…”

She went on and on and he thought about his asshole.

Poop went out of the asshole. Nothing went in. Nothing went in. Well, except for doctor’s fingers, like when he had an examination and the doctor had snapped on some gloves and gone exploring.

Lord, that had felt good, and he had gotten such a boner!

He wasn’t getting a boner now, of course, but he was getting warm. He was feeling hot down there, and his asshole felt sexually itchy.

“We can start out gentle, a little lube and a small butt plug or something. Then, as you get used to it, we can move on up. I’ve heard that people can take a whole fist up their little butts. Wouldn’t you love that? My hand, my arm, isn’t that big. I could probably fist you. Oh, I can just see it, you lying and squirming and crying out for pleasure…”

He thought: gay people do it, but now that he was a woman he wouldn’t be gay. Maybe a Lesbian, but that was okay. In his mind being a Lesbian was better than being homosexual.

Although there was some confusion in that thought.

But he had seen people take it up the poo poo on the net. Women seemed to love it, maybe even better than regular, vaginal sex. Heck, one of his favorite porns involved lesbians fisting lesbians.

“We could even get some things to tie each other up. We’ve got posters on the bed, wouldn’t it be fun to tie each other up and do what we want? We could make fantasies and write them down on slips of paper, then draw slips out of a hat and…”

“Okay.”

“…and we could get furniture. You know, special benches of spankings and bondage and…what?”

“I said okay.”

Sara leaped on him, hugged him, kissed him grabbed his breasts and savaged him with her mouth.

“Oh, honey, you’ve made me the happiest woman in the world.”

“The happiest Lesbian,” he said.

She blinked, then said, “I guess you’re right. We’re still man and wife, but we’re more, too.”

Alan nodded.

They spent a week exploring the net, asking questions, reading chat rooms, trying to find out everything they could.

The rules were simple. Be gentle. No sharp objects. Stop when it hurts. Use lots of lube. Be aware of what you’re doing. Things like that.

So they chose the following Saturday night for the big experiment.

They discussed dildos until they were blue in the face, and settled on a half a dozen to start with.

Then, on Saturday, they spent all day getting themselves ready.

They Naired and used creams and powders. They wore their best lingerie, and that was all. They gave themselves complete make overs.

When night time rolled around they were gorgeous, beautiful, and ready.

The excitement they were feeling was palpable in the very air.

They ate a light meal, feeding each other, then poured a couple of drinks.

Not a lot, they didn’t want to get drunk, they just wanted to be golden high.

About nine o’clock, after a night of smooching and teasing, they decided they were ready. They adjourned to the bedroom.

They stared at their bed, and Sara put on her strap on.

“You’re going to do me first?”

“I can’t wait,” Sara admitted.

He nodded. The butterflies in his stomach soared and felt like bald eagles doing belly rolls.

He watched as she adjusted some straps and got her penis in perfect position.

She tossed a pillow onto the floor and grinned. “Okay, honey, you know what to do.”

Alan sucked his first cock, and his mind was in a state of wonder.

The cock wasn’t big, only six inches. They wanted to approach this on a gradient. Save the biggies for later, when they knew what they were doing.

He marveled as he felt the smooth surface slide against his red lips. It felt so good, so sexual, and it was so exciting.

Her dick had a set of balls, and he licked them, and squeezed them, and licked around the head of here cock.

“God,” she said. “It’s like I can almost feel your mouth.”

She lifted him to his feet and moved him towards the bed.

“All right, honey.”

He giggled and climbed up on the bed.

She placed a couple of pillows under him and made his butt stick up in the air.

Gently, very gently, she lubricated him.

He groaned as her finger went around and around, then in and out. It felt so good. Every nerve was happy, wanting more.

Then she moved up over him and put the tip of her penis to his hole.

He looked back up at her. Fear and desire. Love and lust.

She began moving the tip gently, pushing, then moving back, pushing, then moving back.

Slowly, his hole began to stretch to accommodate her thrusts.

He felt the exact moment his asshole was relaxed enough, and her deep enough, that she suddenly, in spite of her caution, slipped past his rectal ring and plummeted to the base.

“Oh, he gasped, and he suddenly understood things about being a woman that, without this, he never would have.

He understood how to give way, to submit, and the deep joy that went with that.

He felt the wonder of being owned, and he knew he could never go back.

And Sara began moving in and out, in harmony with his moans and gasps.

They lived as lesbians.

They took turns wearing the strap on, and even fisting.

They explored sex as they never would have as a hetero couple.

Eventually, Alan went to a doctor and was prescribed certain hormones. These were better than just birth control pills, and he became even more feminine, his breasts grew, and his penis shrunk.

And, he finally had his penis removed.

There wasn’t much point in keeping it.

And they were very happy.

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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