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Author’s Note

The main concept behind this story is that men are inordinately obsessed with the size of their tool.

But that’s a like a carpenter saying ‘I’ve got the biggest hammer, so I’m better.’

And that sad fellow ignores that different hammers can be used for different things.

And not all holes are the same. just like cocks, you have different sizes and shapes, and while any hole can accommodate any hammer, the fellow with the hammer should be careful how he ‘pounds in the nail.’

But, you’ll see all this in the following story.

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Wow! What a blast!” John had to speak loudly to be heard, and at that Chris was barely able to hear him.

They looked out at the chaos of a party that had truly gotten out of hand.

John was a handsome fellow, a bit slender, about five eight and soft brown eyes. Chris was surfer blonde with a tight waist and plenty on top. Her face was a pert nose over full lips, and light blue eyes that looked like crystal.

The party they were looking at was in full swing, maybe a hundred people, all drunk, or drugged, or both, and screaming and yelling and stomping in tune to the music. Or not in tune. Who cared…they stomped.

In the living room Carly Jones had taken her top off and was waggling her over-sized chest and shaking her head madly. Her boyfriend was on his knees, simulating cunnilingus as the onlookers cheered.

Randy Fellows, drunker than a skunk on Wild Turkey, reached out and cupped one of her boobs. She just screamed louder and launched herself at him, walking right over her boyfriend, who just laid back and passed out. A moment later the new couple was heading up the circular stairs to the bedrooms.

Outside, in the pool, several girls were topless, throwing a big beach ball back and forth.

Tony Young was standing on the dicing board, his tool out and pissing in the pool.

The people around the pool laughed and pointed, and Tony waggled his big dong and laughed.

“Oh, heysoos.” Chris breathed. “Honey? Do you mind if I get some of that?”

“You want to fuck him?”

“Oh, I do. Look at that piece of meat he’s waving around. It must be ten inches long!”

John wasn’t bothered by Chris wanting another man’s dingus. It was just sex, after all.

Of course, Tony’s tool was super big…”You’re not going to get stretched out, are you?”

“I hope so!” She laughed shrilly and tilted her glass. Bacardi and Coke drained down her throat and she tossed the glass into some bushes.

“What about me?”

At that moment Tony lost his balance and toppled into the pool. He was still peeing a thick stream, and he hit the water sideways, clothes and all.

Chris cheered, then turned to John. “Honey, you can fuck any two bitches you want, but I need to screw that dick!”

John was grinning. “Yeah, but…”

Suddenly Chris reached out and snagged Linda Hortense. Linda was the most beautiful bitch there. Would have been more beautiful than Chris, except she didn’t have the tits.

“Yo,” Linda quick stepped so as not to fall, at that she spilled half her drink down the front of Chris’s dress.

Well, down the cleavage of Chris’s dress. Her ample mounds got a taste and Linda tried to wipe the booze off, getting a big handful of Chris’s tit.

“Hey, bitch!”

“Yeah, bitch?”

“I want to go fuck Tony.” Chris pointed at the pool. “Can you keep John away from me for a while?”

Linda had always wanted to screw John, she grabbed his crotch and lifted.

John went up on his toes, and he liked it.

“Come on, bad ass! I want to show you my pussy.”

Chris slapped his ass and pushed him, then turned and headed out for the pool.             

People laughed as Linda led John up the stairs. She stopped at the first landing, pulled him around and treated him to her lips.

Her lips were soft as cat’s fur, but without the allergies. Her tongue went right down his throat like she was digging for oil. Her hands were unzipping his pants, were inside his pants, were pulling his cock out where everybody could see it.

A few people on the floor, looking up and seeing this randy exhibition, pointed and cheered and yelled encouragement.

John was five inches. Five inches was the exact average length for American cocks.

He had never thought about it; he just enjoyed the pleasure it gave him.

Linda dropped to her knees and deep throated him, and a fellow coming down the stairs, who John had never seen before, looked down at the act of fellatio and chuckled. “So small she takes it all.”

John blinked. Tried to forget. Tried to just get on with it. But it was there, in the back of his mind.

So small she takes it all.

That was the first time John had ever actually considered his cock, that it might not be the giant that it was in his mind.

Tony swam to the shallow end, was dunked by two of the beach ball playing girls, then managed to make it to the stairs. He started up, and Chris reached out and took his hand.

“Hey!” he yelled, stepping out of the pool.

He was wet, about five foot two, 180 pounds, with that big cock.

He wasn’t handsome, but he wasn’t ugly.

But he sure was happy when Chris grabbed his penis and pulled him away from the pool.

She led him across a patch of lawn. There was a line of small bushes surrounding the back lawn, and she took him behind a bush, turned and assaulted him with her lips.

She mashed on his mouth hard, meaning business. It took Tony’s breath away, and he tried to give as good as he got.

They turned and she pushed him up against the fence. She stopped kissing him long enough to wiggle out of her bottoms, then she jumped onto him.

It was mad, it was crazy, it was monkey love.

He cupped her buns and held her and settled her onto his big weenie.

She groaned, cried out, and hit bottom.

Now he was in control, and he turned her and pressed her up against the fence. Using his weight, he began to plumb her depths.

Chris was reduced to just hanging on and moaning, and she sure hoped her hole wasn’t going to be too big after this.

Upstairs Linda had found a bedroom and pushed John on it. He was on his back on perhaps a hundred thousand dollars of mink coats.

They heard a banging coming from a door. It was the bathroom and somebody was being slammed against the panels ruthlessly.

“Oh, baby,” whispered Linda, climbing aboard and sitting down. “Oh…I want it all!”

John enjoyed, but there was that slight distraction, that niggle of worry. Again he heard that voice saying, So small she takes it all.             

But the voice was far away because, small or not, he had a violent fuck on his lap.

Linda rode him, reached under and grabbed his balls, ran her lips over his and leeched on and tried to suck the life out of him.

And she was doing a pretty good job.

Suddenly the bathroom door opened and two half clad people burst out and padded across the room.

“Sorry,” said a girl.

John and Linda just laughed and kept going.

Fifteen minutes John was pulling his zipper up and staggering down the stairs.

He had just been deprived of a lot of semen, and he had liked it.

At that moment, halfway down the stairs he saw Chris. She was kissing Tony in a doorway. Then she looked up and saw John. Laughing, she whispered something to Tony, who saw John, then slapped him on the ass and sent him away.

“Was it big?” asked John.

“It was fucking huge!”

John heard it again. So small she takes it all.

“How was Linda?” She asked over the sound of the revelry.

“Wonderful!”

“As good as me?”

“Never!”

“Good answer. Let’s get some more booze!”

The party went on for hours, but the immediate sexual frenzy that John and Chris had experienced was over. They talked with friends, they danced, they made out with people…but the big sex was over. At least for the moment.

Finally, the hour late and people starting to disappear, they sauntered down the street towards their car. John had his arm around Chris and she was a little drunker than him, so he kept her on an even keel and got her into the car.

He started up the car and moved slowly—he didn’t want to get picked up for drunk driving—down the street. As they began winding out of the hills Chris fiddled with the sound system, found Toni Braxton unbreaking hearts, and sat back.

“Wow.”

“You said it.”

Silence.

Then John asked, “Now that you’ve had a big one…are you disappointed in me?”

“Oh, honey! How can you even ask! Sure, big was fun, but I’ll take your little weenie any day of the week.”

She had been kind and considerate, but she had made the mistake of using the word that all men dread. Little.

So small she takes it all.

John didn’t say anything for a moment, but it was working on him on the inside. At last, he asked, “So I’m not too small?”

“Lord, no. You satisfy me all the time.”

But he was just chewing things around on the inside. What that guy had said. Then he had been more aware of whether Linda had been judging his dick rather than just getting satisfied. And…he wondered whether Chris was really telling the truth about his dick and satisfaction and…and he couldn’t stop thinking about it all.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on, always the truth. That’s our secret. Now tell mama what’s bothering you.”

“I’m just wondering whether my dick is big enough.”

She sat back and studied him. “I just told you that it was.”

“Yeah, but…”

“But what?”

“I just…I don’t know.”

“Well…know. Know this. Your cock is the perfect size. It’s my favorite toy. And even if somebody has a bigger cock than you…I’ll still want yours.”

She was sincere, but John couldn’t help it. Even if somebody has a bigger cock…and he read all sorts of things into her words.

They arrived at home, and they didn’t make love that night. They were already sapped out. Instead, they just went to bed, cuddled, and slept.

The next morning John woke up, and the first thing he thought of was whether his penis was big enough.

He got up and went into the bathroom and looked at himself.

He held his weenie and stretched it out. Him handling it it started to grow, and he walked through the house, naked, dick protruding, and found a measuring tape. He held it against the base of his cock and stretched it to the tip.

Five inches. That was it. Never going to get bigger. Might shrink a bit as he got older, or if he got fat, but…that was it.

He went into the computer room and researched dicks. He came across a chart listing the size of penises by country.

The smallest penis was 3.8 inches, in North Korean. That made sense, because North Koreans were starved and communists, neither condition being good for a healthy penis.

The largest penis size was in the Congo, 7.1 inches. Figured. black people. huh!

He was five inches, bigger than a North Korean, and a lot of other people in that part of the world.

He looked at other websites and articles, and the first chart notwithstanding, he was small.

He looks at his penis. It was standing up, and while he had always thought it was big, now he didn’t. Now he knew the truth. He wasn’t big enough to really satisfy a woman.

Chris had probably just been kind. She had to know that he was too small.

And he wondered when she would get tired of his tiny weenie and leave him.

He googled ‘What is the biggest penis?’

John Falcon had 13.5 inches.

Holy…crap!

John held his forearm up and measured. It was 12 inches. This Jonah guy was bigger than his forearm! Fucking him would be like getting fisted!

John sat back and just wondered for a minute. Even his own perceived inadequacy dwindled into the background as he thought about a dick that big. You couldn’t wear rubbers, you would have to have baggy pants and hope you never got a hard on…or maybe just tie it down. And the head would be the size of a tennis ball! And what about his balls! Would they—

“What are you looking at?”

He jerked in surprise. He had been thinking so hard he hadn’t heard Chris come up behind him.

“Dicks, eh? I thought you were more into pussy.” She read what he was looking at.

“I am…I mean…yeah.”

“Thirteen and a half inches? Holy fuck! How could any woman take that?”

John was silent. He was starting to make the inevitable comparisons between his own dingus and the monster porker of Jonah Falcon. It was not a happy comparison.

“Heysoos!” Chris chuckled. “And I thought Tony was big! God, to have that baseball bat swinging for the fences in me would—“ she stopped and looked at John. “Oh, crap. You’re pulling that ‘I’m too small’ shit. Aren’t you.”

“No, no,” he lied.

“Oh, yes. You are.”

She tugged his swivel away from the desk and sat on his lap. She began kissing and hugging and fondling and massaging and doing everything in her power to make John get over it.

John, however, couldn’t.

The days turned into weeks, and John was a changed person. Whereas before he had been ebullient and outgoing, now he was shy and withdrawn.

All he could do was wonder how Chris could love him when he had such a short pecker.

He went to parties, but almost grudgingly, and he tended to be almost reclusive. Even pouring sizable amounts of liquor into him didn’t work.

And Chris was getting worried.

She had married a sweet guy with lots of confidence. He was still sweet, but he was driving himself into a tizzy.

Chris knew she was going to have to do something about it.

And the weeks turned into months.

And, finally…

“Honey!” I’m home!”

John called out from the computer room. “Back here.”

His voice was soft, not the cheerful moose bellow he had once given.

“John! You won’t believe this…” she had thrown her purse on the couch and was almost running down the hallway, “…but I found a solution!”

He looked up from the computer when she entered the room. He was jelquing his cock when she entered the room.

Jelquing was a procedure where you wrap a towel around your cock and ‘exercise it.’

He had also tried pumps, lotions and options, and just about other thing in the world.

And nothing had worked.

“A solution?” he smiled wanly, trying to look excited.

“Yes! I’ve found a way to make your cock bigger.”

A spark of interest back in his eyes.

“A doctor in Sweden has come up with an injectable solution that will grow your cock to any size you want.”

“What?”

“Yes! You won’t hear about it because the FDA won’t allow medical procedures that haven't been approved.”

Now John was perking up. “Fucking FDA,” he said. “They’re all in cahoots with the big pharmacies!”

Chris didn’t know about that, she wasn’t a political person, so she just said, “And I think I’ve found a doctor who will administer it.”

“Really?” Now John was sitting up, his eyes lighting up..

“Really. They inject this stuff into you, and you can watch and actually choose how big your weenie will be.”

“So I could grow to six or seven inches.”

“Heck, baby. You could grow it to ten or twelve!”

A far away look came into his eyes and he sounded dazed as he considered the possibilities. “Twelve inches. Oh, Lord.There is a Santa Claus.” He fixed his eyes on her. “So how do we do this?”

“I’ll make a couple of calls and we’ll find out.”

They danced a circle around each other, then Chris stopped, held John by the forearms and said, “You realize that size doesn’t matter to me? I’ve had ‘em all, and the most important thing in screwing is that you love your partner.”

“Yeah, but—“

“I don’t need a bigger weener.”

He frowned, clamped his lips tight, then blurted, “I do!”

She nodded. “Okay. Just so you know my position on the matter.”

“I do.”

“Okay.”

“So when will you find out?”

On a Thursday John and Chris went to Doctor Licknsplit’s office. It was in a poor part of town, right behind a strip joint, and the building was sort of shabby, but John was ecstatic. He walked into the waiting room and marched up to the receptionist. “John Johnson. I’m here to see Dr. Liknspit.”

“Have a seat, Mr. Johnson, and fill out these forms.

John and Chris sat down and John tried to remember every shot he had ever had, every operation, and what his parents had died of.

An hour later, having seen people who came in after them disappear into the back, they were finally called.

They were shown to an exam room in the back of the building. There was a little dust on the window sills, and a build up of wax, or something, in the corners of the room, but that was okay. John was finally going to get his big dick.

Dr. Liknspit entered the room, and to their surprise the doctor wasn’t a man, she was a woman. And she was a good looking woman. She actually looked a little bit like one of the women advertised in the strip club that backed up to the doctor’s office. She had full make up and long, red fingernails. Her plump lips were the same color as her fingernails.

She examined John thoroughly, tapped his chest, hammered his knee, looked into his orifices, and finally got around to the matter at hand, John’s penis.

Dr. Liknspit held his penis in her hand and turned it this way and that. She pulled it, palpated his balls, and leaned down and stroked it slowly.

“What are you doing?” asked Chris.

“Feeling for bumps, scars, any abnormalities.”

Chris frowned. It looked like she was jacking John.

“And, I need him erect if we decide to do this.”

“Why wouldn’t you? Do this, I mean?”

“No reason. Your cock is healthy and happy. Shall we get down to it?”

“Sure,” John answered eagerly.

The doctor turned to a cabinet and took out a large needle and a couple of bottles of solution.

“Okay, we can do an injection a week. This will allow the skin to grow and accommodate the new length and girth of your penis.”

John grinned so wide the corners of his mouth his threatened to reach his ears.

“Each injection will result in about an inch of length with the appropriate expansion in girth.”

“Cool.”

Chris sat in the corner and the look on her face wasn’t particularly happy.

The doctor took his cock in hand. She held it and positioned the syringe, then began to push the syringe into his pecker.

It hurt. Getting a needle in the penis will always hurt.

“Do you have any anesthetic?” asked Chris, noting the look of shock and pain on John’s face.

“No need. Almost done.”

The doctor pressed the plunger and injected the solution into John.

John watched, and pain turned to delight. His penis extended an inch. It was like watching a balloon get blown up.

It became wider and wider, then the doctor extracted the syringe and John sighed.

His five inches was now six, and it was heftier. He couldn’t stop grinning.

“How soon before we can, uh…use it?”

“Twenty-four hours, then you can do the horizontal bop all you want.”

John and Chris left the room, Chris smiling tentatively, John grinning like he’d just won the lottery. Which, in a sense, he had.

The twenty-four hours passed slowly. John had a hard on the whole time, and he was panting with desire all night long.

“Oh, God! You’re turning into a horn dog!” but Chris was now curious. After all, big dicks were…big, and maybe it would result in more pleasure, and…John was so damned happy she couldn’t believe it.

The next day John woke up and wanted to screw, but it hadn’t been twenty-four hours. Chris grinned and said, “You were injected at 2:30, so we wait until 3:30.”

“What? But that’s a whole extra hour!”

They had a long discussion about how the mark of the hour was only twenty-three hours, and they needed to wait through the whole hour.

John wasn’t happy, he wanted to get the show on the road, but Chris was adamant, and enjoying his situation.

Three-thirty came, and John was out of his clothes and running around the house, chasing after Chris like a Chihuahua chases a burglar’s leg.

“Come on,” she laughed. “It’s only sex.”

“Yeah, but it’s sex with a new dick!”

“All right…go into the bedroom and wait. Take off all your clothes and don’t touch anything.”

“Don’t touch anything? Not even my dick?”

“Especially not your dick. You’re so excited you might blow up.”

John went into the bedroom and lay down. He was nervous, rubbing his thumbs and forefingers together frantically.

“Where are you?”

“I’ll be a minute!”

Ten second later: “It’s been a minute!”

“Shut up and feel the heat…horn dog.”

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” John moaned. He stared at his penis standing up and pointing towards the far stars.

Just like a rocket, he thought. It’s going to blast off.

Finally, he heard the sound of Chris’s heels in the hallway.

“Oh, yeah…oh, yeah…”

She entered the room and it was obvious she was withholding laughter.

“What? Isn’t it big enough?”

“Oh, honey. It’s more than big enough. It was big enough before you got your extra inch. It’s just that you’re so frantic. Just relax and let it happen.”

“Okay. I’m relaxed.” He was gulping and actually shivering. In his mind this was going to be the best sex in the history of the universe.

Chris slipped off her shoes.

“Can you move a little faster?”

She wiggled out of her dress. “Why? Are you going to go limp?”

“I might.”

She unhooked her bra and her large breasts unfurled.

“Honey, if there’s one thing I know…you are not going to lose that hard on.”

“I might…I might.”

She slipped her panties off and stood naked before him.

He was frantic, desperate, panting like an overheated dog.

“Lay back, honey, I’ll do the work.”

She climbed on the bed and squatted over him.

He reached up for her breasts and she slapped his hands away. “You’re too eager. Breath a bit, relax.”

He tried, but it was so hard, and, finally, he couldn’t take it any more.

He grabbed Chris and flipped her over. She was on him, sliding down, and suddenly she was on her back with his whole body weight pushing his ding dong into her.

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she held on.

John began to ram like a ram. He was like a small hammer with a big nail              , and that nail wasn’t going to go in unless he pounded it like a maniac.

Chris loved it. She didn’t mind rough sex, and his weenie did feel good.

She could tell that it was a little larger, and it felt good to get that little extra bit of stretch.

After a few minutes she orgasmed, but he was still working like a madman.

Finally, he squirted. “Oh! Fuck! Yeah!”

But, truth be told, it wasn’t better for John. It was a fuck, and an orgasm, and it wasn’t that much different than other fucks and cums. Sure, it was good, but…but that was okay. Chris looked happy, and that was the real point of it all, right?

It wasn’t important for him to cum…it was important that his dick be big enough that he could, finally and irrevocably, please his wife.

“How was it?”

“Oh, it was great!” she said. And it was, but…it wasn’t that big a deal. An extra inch? No big deal.

“Well, just wait until next week,” he gloated.

That made Chris chew on her lip. Another inch? Oh, Lord, when will it end?

The next week they made the trek to Dr. Liknspit’s office and John got enhanced again. Another inch, another bit of girth.

When the doctor was done John was so happy he almost couldn’t pull up his pants. He just wanted to stared at his dick.

And, the next day, after the full twenty-four hours, John again savaged his wife. He humped and bumped and rammed and jammed and…and it seemed to take him a bit longer this time, but…he came.

And Chris told him how good it was, and that he didn’t really need to get his dick any bigger, it was definitely doing the job.

But John, just like a man, couldn’t stop obsessing about his penis.

Got to be bigger. Bigger is better. Can’t wait to be bigger.

The phrases were in his mind like a mantra.

And the next week.

And the next week.

John was now nine inches long. His schlong hung down his thigh like a big sausage. When it stood up, which was most of the time, it was like a club.

Chris was getting a little tired of it, tell the truth. His dick was actually making her uncomfortable. Once with Tony was a treat, a never to be repeated instance. But this constant battering at her delicate pussy with his cudgel was proving a bit much.

And she told him.

“John, You don’t need any more. It’s actually getting too big for me.”

But John, a typical man, didn’t hear her. He was just obsessed with being bigger, longer, thicker. His delusions were more important than her reality.

“Well, I don’t want you to go, and I might end up closing my legs on you!”

“Don’t be that way, honey, once you get used to it you will love it!”

In his mind, he truly believed that.

“I’m not going with you, and I probably won’t even want to fuck you!”

One would think such words would impact on John, but they didn’t.

On a Thursday John hopped in the car and took off for Dr. Liknspit’s office.

At the doctor’s office he sat in the exam room and Dr. Liknspit entered the room, smiled at him, and took out the syringe.

Now he was used to it, and when she held up that needle and squirted a teensy bit to get rid of any air, he smiled.

Even though, because he was bigger, she needed to use a bigger needle.

And she slid that needle into his flesh and he bit his knuckle and the tears dribbled from his eyes.

She pressed the plunger and his dick grew another inch. Ten inches, and it fattened up appropriately.

John stared down at his monster hog and he grinned wider than a waxing moon.

Suddenly a nurse tapped on and opened the door. “Doctor? Mrs. Smith is having a heart attack.”

“Oh, my gosh! Excuse me, Mr. Johnson. Please get dressed and I’ll see you next week.

The doctor rushed out of the room and nurses could be heard gabbling at the far end of the hall.

John stood up and started to pull his pants up, then realized he was going to have to wait a minute. His hard ten inches need to go down a bit before he put it away.

He sat down on a chair and sat. His cock was up and throbbing. Ten fucking inches! Now he could compete with people like Tony. Now he could…he could…the doctor had left the syringe and a bottle of fluid on the counter.

He stared at the instrument and the solution. Chris was getting pretty antsy, this might be the last time he could get a shot, and…he really wanted to be just a little bit bigger.

At least bigger than Tony.

He wanted to fuck his wife and have her have the same dazed expression on her face that she had shown after screwing Tony. He wanted her to be satisfied.

And there was the solution. Right there.

He had a few minutes. The nurses would be busy down the hall, and he could…he found himself reaching for the syringe.

He had watched the doctor do it to him. Several times. It was easy. It would hurt, but…he put the needle into the bottle and pulled the plunger up.

Fluid filled the barrel of the syringe.

Maybe just one more inch.

He held the hypodermic up and squirted a bit out.

He held it to his penis and began to insert.

He could feel the needle pushing into his tissues. It hurt. Oh, God, it hurt! But he was determined.

This was it. No more shots, ever. He would be bigger and better.

His cock grew longer, longer, and fatter.

He wasn’t sure how much of the stuff he had injected, but there was still half a tube of the liquid in the syringe. He kept pushing.

Now he could feel everything expanding, getting tight. Almost done, almost out of the fluid, he kept pushing, getting that last, little—

POP!

The end of his dick shredded. The head of his dick looked like it had turned into streamers. And the pain…the pain…

John remembered the floor coming up to kiss him, and then…no more.


Part Two

John was happy. He felt like he was floating on a cloud. Everything was warm and fuzzy and soft and feeling good.

He was, of course, high as a kite with a very long string.

“John?”

He frowned. A voice? Up here in heaven? Why? Who would want to disturb this ultimate tranquility?

“John?”

“Go ‘way,” he mumbled,

“Mr. Johnson?”

“John?”

“Mr. Johnson?”

He turned his head slightly, as if to ward off a fly. These voices. Couldn’t they let a man sleep?”

“Wake up, John!”

“He’s coming out of it.”

John finally realized that the cloud he was on was a bed. And he wasn’t warm, he was in a body, his own body.

“What?” he asked in a low voice, squinching his eyes so he wouldn't have to see.

“Hello, Mr. Johnson.”

“John?”

And he opened his eyes.

Fuzzy shapes became machines and chairs…and his wife and two nurses.

He heard a machine beeping.

His hand…his hand was being squeezed.

Oh, Chris.

“What happened?” he murmured.

“Oh, thank God.”

“I’ll send for the doctor.”

One of the nurses hurried out of the room.

John stared, and his senses slowly came back.

He was in a hospital room. He must have had an accident.

No, not an accident. Well, sort of an accident. He had had a dream where his dick had been getting bigger and bigger, then, like a cartoon, it exploded.

His eyes fluttered as he remembered looking down and seeing the shredded mess that had once been a penis.

And the pain. He twitched, but only a little. The hazy cloud of narcotics was stronger than the feeling of having his dick explode.

“John? Are you all right?”

“Peachy,” he mumbled. Then he tried to go back to sleep.

But they wouldn’t let him. They touched him, talked to him, and finally fed him some stupid ice chips.

Finally, regardless of his drug induced wishes, he was awake.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, but there is no way to increase the size of your penis short of surgery. Risky surgery that doesn’t always work.”

“But…the doctor said—“

“I know what she said, but she wasn’t a real doctor.”

“She wasn’t?”

“Oh, John, I’m so sorry!” Chris was crying now. “I thought…and I arranged it all…and now your penis is all mangled and broken…I’m sorry.”

John’s mouth was agape. He was trying to grok the fact that Doctor Liknspit wasn’t a real doctor. “What was she?”

She was a medical student, working her way through school by stripping.”

“Stripping?”

“I understand she worked in the club right behind the so called clinic. She would apparently strip all night, then, when she wasn’t in classes, she would practice medicine.”

“But she said…”

“She’s been removed from medical school, of course, and the police are charging her with practicing medicine without a license, and other things. You could probably sue for a tidy sum, if she had a tidy sum. My understanding is that she was just a poor student.

And finally John got down to confronting what his real problem was. “What about my penis?”

He looked down to where a huge bulk of bandages were encasing his dingus.

“I’m sorry to say,  Mr. Johnson, but you shredded your penis. The injection pushed too much fluid into it, the head exploded. Not in a violent way, of course, it just came apart. You still have the stub of your penis, it’s pretty big, too, with all of the solution she, and you, put in it. But the head is gone.”

“The head of my…” his voice faded into despair.

“Yes, Mr. Johnson. We can remove the whole appendage, should you wish. Right now it is, well…here.” The doctor held out a cell phone and showed John pictures of his penis.

It was a log with no head. It was big and thick, about ten inches long, but…no head. No ‘glans.’ Just a stump with a few stitches and a pee hole in it.

“Oh…” John’s manly pride whistled away. He deflated. He couldn’t believe it.

“But…how…what will…what is…”

“Your testicles, of course are still present and in good working order. Unfortunately that will result in a problem. It is a small problem, but something to consider.

“What?” His voice was dull, his eyes were lifeless.

“With working testicles and no glans, you will find it very difficult to have an orgasm. The result will be that you will be stuck in the excitation phase of sex, that period before orgasm, but since you likely won’t be able to orgasm, you will just remain in that excitation phase and it will just get more intense.”

John understood. “I’ll get hornier and hornier, but I won’t be able to squirt. No relief.”

“Precisely. Now, we can give you some estrogen shots to offset the effect of the backed up testosterone. I’ll start that today. But the real question is should we remove the remaining portion of your penis. That should reduce some of the sensations and some of the excitation. But that will be a choice up to you.

“Oh, God!” John buried his head in his hands and sobbed.

The doctor patted his knee. “I’ll come see you tomorrow and we can discuss your options further.” And he left.

Chris moved in and climbed onto the bed and hugged John.

John went home on a Friday. He rode a wheelchair out, got into the car, and sat quietly.

Chris drove and turned up the radio and tried to lighten the mood.

“Let’s have a drink when we get home. We can talk, and I have a lot to tell you about…”

She blathered on and John sat as if in a stupor.

She was trying to engage him, get him going, but he had no dick.

Well, he still had the stump, but that was up in the air.

And he was already feeling the frustration

“Should I have the stump removed?” he finally asked out of nowhere.

“I don’t know. I mean, you still get sensation on the shaft, and you might be able to cum.”

“If I get horny enough,” he grunted.

“Let’s just see how it goes. Okay?”

They pulled into the driveway and John got out. He felt like an old man, stiff and sore, and exited occasional sobs.

They had taken the bandages off his groin area, except for one that fit over the end of his shaft. That served to aid in the healing process, and to protect the sensitive tissues from being chafed and the wound opening up again.

John sat down in front of the TV and turned it on.

Chris brought him a drink and asked if he wanted to eat.

“No.”

And there he sat. Sad. Defeated. Stuck with the choices of his life.

If only he hadn’t thought that a man was a man by the size of his penis.

Days passed. John did a little work on the internet, but mostly moped.

He would watch TV, he would go outside on the patio and drink a Bud Light.

And laugh because, everybody knew, Bud Light made girls out of men.

His laugh revealed a depth of bitterness.

And the days passed.

Weeks passed, and John was not experiencing any change in his attitude. His cock had healed, he could use it, but didn’t want to.

What was the use?

And he was getting uncomfortably horny.

His testicles felt full, and when he hefted them he could feel how full they were.

But he tried not to feel his nuts. He tried not to do anything sexual, he didn’t want to suffer horniness.

Finally, Chris had had enough.

They were getting ready for bed and She put on a peignoir, very sexy, then spritzed herself with perfume. Put on a little make up, and turned to John. “Tonight’s the night, honey.”

“I don’t feel like it,” he grumped.

She walked to the bed, sat down, pulled his shoulder to turn him over, and kissed him.

Hard.

And she reached down and grabbed his testicles. She broke the kiss, breathless, and said, “Just because you’re deprived doesn’t mean you can deprive me.”

He had a sour look on his face and tried to turn away.

She held him, pulled on his big, full balls, and he squeaked.

Damned if he didn’t want to do it.

“Don’t make me go find somebody else. I want you. Not Tony or anybody else.”

He looked at her and sighed.

“Fuck, I don’t have a head on my cock!”

“So what? There’s no head on a lot of vibrators, and this is really about me, not you.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Shut up,” she said, putting a hand on his mouth. “I haven't complained about what you did, how I told you not to, but if you don’t satisfy me, or at least try, then I will. So help me, John. If you don’t fuck me with that stump I’m going to nag you so hard that you…you’ll…I don’t know what. But it won’t be pleasant.”

He wasn’t happy. Definitely not happy, but he nodded.

Once he started it took almost nothing to get him in the mood. Of course it didn’t. He was filled with testosterone, hadn’t squirted in a month, and all those juices started roiling in his balls.

He took over, showing his desperation, throwing her on her back.. Then he very carefully inserted his stump into her.

“Oh, fuck!” Chris grunted.

“Are you okay?”

“I think I like it better without the head.”

That made him give a grim smile, and he pushed into her harder and harder.

The truth of the matter is that every woman wonders what strange dick would be like.

Is a black man really bigger? Longer lasting?

Is it possible to fuck three inches and get off?

In their life together they had experimented, but she had never had an amputated cock.

She had heard of amputee sex, but that was usually a guy missing legs or arms. This…John was missing part of his cock, and it was unique.

The head didn’t rub inside, and John’s cock, the shaft of it, was still bigger. He was ten inches without the knob.

This was a whole new world.

It made her hungry. She began twisting and moaning and writhing, and now the extra blessing came home.

John, without a glans to be excited, lasted longer. A lot longer.

And he was more frustrated, which translated into harder and harder fucking.

By the end he was literally picking her up and smashing her down, burying that big stump in her, and she came with a bang she had never imagined. Her whole body arched up and froze. Her eyeballs rolled up until she could see the back of her head. She screamed, actually screamed, with the sheer, exquisite pleasure of the best cum she had ever had.

And the best part? When she was done John lay back and felt happy.

Oh, his stump was still ten inches tall, and he even had pre-cum coming out of the little slit, but…he had satisfied his wife.

And he finally realized that if he had focused on that, instead of obsessing on the size of his penis, none of this would have happened.

He frowned. Of course, if it hadn’t happened then he never would have brought his wife to such a magnificent orgasm.

But…he had. And, even without a cum, he was more satisfied than he had ever been.

And horny.

But…so what.

It was his wife that was important.

He lay on his back with his erect monster and stared at the ceiling.

Weeks passed, and he pleasured Chris almost every day. After all, he was never empty, and he was always hard, so…why not?

Heck, her satisfaction made him feel good.

And his being horny, he was getting used to that, and that was also making him feel good.

Then, one day, he was measuring his penis and he noticed…it was bigger.

But how could that be? He hadn’t had any of those shots since he lost his glans.

How could he be increasing in size?

The answer, though he had to go to a doctor to get it, was surprising.

“The extra estrogen you’ve been taking is redistributing your fat, and the fat that cushioned your pubic area is gone. That means the extra length of your penis, usually hidden by fat, is now exposed. Have you noticed your weight changing?”

He had. He had noticed that his ass was rounder and his chest was a bit flabby. “I figured that was because I wasn’t getting enough exercise.”

The doctor smiled, “So, get some exercise. If you don’t you might end up with gynecomastia.”

“What’s that?”

“Male boobs.”

John blinked. Male boobs? Like…tits?

Really?

He walked out of the doctor’s office in a daze. He was still somewhat dazed when he reached home.

“So what’d the doctor say?” asked Chris.

“He said I’m going to grow tits.”

Chris had been in the kitchen, and suddenly she was in the foyer, standing front of him. “What?”

“It’s called gynecomastia. It can happen when a guy takes estrogen. But I had to take the estrogen.”

“So what’s he going to do?”

John shook his head, he really was gobsmacked. “He said he can cut them off.”

“Like…a mastectomy?”

“Is that when a woman gets her breasts removed?”

“Yes.”

“Then…yeah. But he says I’ve got to wait.”

“For what?”

“For them to reach full size. Otherwise, if he cuts them off he might just have to cut them off again. He said to wait, just get one operation.”

Midway through their conversation Chris had stopped looking at him and started looking at his chest.

He did have a bit of flab on his pectorals, but he hadn’t been working out, and… “Can I touch them?”

He looked down at his flab. “I guess.”

Slowly, almost afraid, Chris reached up and cupped his boobs. They were small, but they were definitely boobs, and they fit perfectly into her hands.

“Wow. How’s that feel.”

“Weird.”

“Yeah, I’ll bet, but other than that…dos it hurt? Or feel good?”

“It feels sort of good.”

She had been feeling him through his shirt, not she reached under his shirt, lifted his shirt, and examined his bare flesh.

Boobs. And the nipples were standing up. And… “You should wear a bra.”

The look John gave Chris was shock, and confusion, and he didn’t understand. He was guy!

“Look. If you don’t wear a bra then all that flab is going to hang on your chest. It’s bad enough that you have boobs,” she was holding a smirk in when she said that, “but to have saggy tits? That’s really bad. Really, really bad. It’s so bad that—“

“Okay! Enough! It’s bad. Let me think about it.”

“You think, but I’m going to get you a couple of bras that might fit you. You wear them when you get tired of that flab hanging off you and looking so saggy.

It took two weeks, but John finally realized that his form was too feminine not to wear a bra.

That, of course, was the beginning of the end.

Time passed, and John, now the proud possessor of B cups, and going C, was starting to cheer up.

He was satisfying his wife, and it felt good to have a couple of perky mounds on his chest.

Oh, at first he had been upset, but once he got used to the pride poking out, and the fun of having his nipples rubbed by the material, he got into the mood.

“We’re going to a party this Friday.”

John looked at his wife, “I don’t want to.”

“Why?”

“Because…I’m endowed. And my body is changing.”

“We can bind your chest, and you can wear a corset that will contain your fat ass.”

“Hey!”

“And we can…” she stopped talking and got a look in her eye.

“What?”

“What if it was a costume party?”

“What if it was? That’s not going to change the fact that I have tits.”

“But what if your costume called for tits?”

He was silent. He was thinking.

“The party is still in the planning, but I think everybody’s ready for that, and I can push it…if I can get this party changed to a costume party will you go?”

“Well, uh…” his mind turning over and over, “I guess.”

“Okay. Done deal. Go away, I have some phone calls to make.”

John walked into the computer room and sat down. He was of mixed emotions. To go to a party after all these months. And to not worry about his appearance.

Happy, and not realizing it, John began surfing porn.

John wouldn’t have been so happy if he had realized what Chris was planning. While he lusted over Ava and Brandi and Casca and Richelle, she was conspiring with her friends.

“Yes, you heard about John’s accident. I know…but…”

“Hi, Marsha, can you do me a favor? You heard about John’s misfortune? Uh huh. And I want to make him…”

“Hello Sally, I need a favor, can you…”

And John, blissfully unaware, sat and watched porn.

The week counted down and the party approached. Supplies of alcohol were built up, men stroked themselves and women diddled, all in anticipation of a wild, knock down, drag ‘em out party.

When Friday arrived Chris started working on John as soon as they woke up.

“Listen, the costume I ordered is going to be scratchy…”

“Really?”

“So maybe you better shave your…no, better yet, why don’t you use Nair. Get rid of all your hair. Even your stinky crotch.”

“My crotch isn’t stinky!”

“It will be if you’re all hairy and sweaty. Come on, let’s get you fixed up.

She dragged him back to the bedroom and lathered him up with Nair, then they waited 15 minutes. The substance starting to burn, he hopped into the shower and watched all his curls drizzle down the drain.

“Wow,” he said, stepping out of the shower. “This feels weird!”

And it sort of looked weird.

He had been a hairy man with a big dick. Now he was bare as a baby’s bottom, and his dick was more like a vibrator, headless, than a real penis.

Chris smiled, and she stroked him, and tried to take his mind off of things.

She wanted him as horny as he had ever been.

At two in the afternoon the doorbell rang. John ran for the bedroom to get dressed, Chris opened the door and welcomed two of her friends in.

“Sally, Marcia! Come on. John’s in the back room.”

She led her friends down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“Eeek!” John tried to hide in the closet.

“It’s okay, John. Marcia and Sally are here to help you get ready for the party.”

He was peaking out from behind the door. “But…but…”

“And don’t worry. They’ve both heard about your accident.”

“They have?” He was now trembling and embarrassed.

“Oh, yeah, and so has everybody that’s going to be at the party.”

John didn’t know whether to be upset or upset, but there was nothing he could do about it.

But, no matter his state of mind, the girls dragged him out of the closet, marveled over his truncated penis, and put him into the chair in front of the vanity table.

“But what are you doing? he asked.

“Your costume,” announced Chris, “is to be a woman.”

John was incredulous, and he was close to bolting, except that Chris got him a big bourbon and Coke and a straw and made him sip it.

“How come I have to use a straw?” he asked at one point.

“So you won’t smear your lipstick.”

John sat and sucked, and got high, and the ladies did their work.

First they did his nails, both toes and fingers, giving him long fakes for his hands. They painted his nails a red that would match his lipstick.

They cleansed his pores and primed him. They put on foundation and blush and worked on his eyes. Finally, they rolled lipstick on his lips.

Now John was looking extremely feminine, but they didn’t stop there. They pierced his ears, styled his hair, and stood him in front of the mirror.

He was totally feminine, an hourglass figure, but with a ten inch shaft and no head and huge balls.

But the girls knew what they were doing and took it in stride.

They put him in a corset and tightened it up. Then they dressed him in nylons, gave him a good half bra, which made his nipples peek over and stand up, and pulled his cock down and taped it to the side of his leg.

Finally, they put him in a pair of culottes and a blouse, and a pair of classic, patent leather spikes.

His cock couldn’t be seen, and his nipples could. In fact, the blouse rubbed his nipples mercilessly.

He could walk, but it was awkward.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to part-ay!”

He wasn’t, but he had no choice.

He actually tried to stay behind, to dig in his heels, but three girls were more than enough, and they physically forced him out of the house and into the car.

All the way over John was silent, scared and worried.

Chris just held his hand and reassured him.

When they arrived at the party he again tried to walk away, but three girls, him in high heels, he didn’t stand a chance. They walked him up the front walk and into the house.

The house was filled with people. They were drinking, carousing, getting naked, and having a good time.

John stood in shock. “I thought it was a costume party!”

Chris smiled and said, “I lied.”

“Then…then…”

“I also lied about telling everybody about your accident. Sally and Marcia know, but that’s because they had to help with your make up. Other than that, nobody knows, and if you can pull it off, everybody will think you are a woman.”

John stood, stunned, his brain on overload.

Marcia had gone to the kitchen and came back with a drink. “Come on, girlfriend. Let’s mingle.”

“John had no choice. He moved through the party, looking for an exit, but the girls had those covered.

“Hey! Who’s the new dish?”

“Hi, Rodney, meet Jane. Jane, say hi to Rodney.”

Rodney didn’t waste time. He moved in and hugged Jane, and John had never felt so awkward in his life.

He was being hugged by a man! Kissed on the cheek by a man!

Around the party he went, surrounded by Marcia and Sally, and they kept introducing him, and he met people he had known for years, but who didn’t recognize the real him.

“Hey, Jane! We’re going to have to go out some time,” and he was goosed. He jumped and turned, but it was too late.

And hugged.

Shook hands with cool women who inspected him to see if he was going to be competition.

Then he was asked to dance.

The house was packed. He wanted to turn and run, but the crowd hemmed him in. He found himself moving up and down, his boobs jiggling, in the middle of a pack of people who were quickly losing track of who was dancing with whom.

And…it became fun.

Not quickly, but after an hour.

An hour of not being recognized. An hour of being hugged and eyed and kissed on the cheek.

And the party was getting wilder, people were getting drunker, and—it was inevitable—Tony groped him and kissed him on the lips!

John was stunned.

Nobody noticed anything.

Tony tried to pull him outside, but it was safer to stay in the house, in the middle of the crowd.

But that was no protection from wandering hands and kisses.

At first he was panicked, but, as it had begun to be fun, so getting kissed became fun. He even enjoyed the hands that slid along his rump, snuck a fondle of his breasts.

Chris found him in the middle of the dance floor. She pulled him out of the mess and into the kitchen.

“How you doing?” she shouted over the noise.

“I’m…doing okay. But the guys…they want to kiss me!”

“Oh, those bastards,” Chris laughed. “You going to fuck any of them?”

“Me? What? Fuck?” And the look on his face was so startled that Chris laughed.

“Hey, bend over and take it up the rear.”

“But…but…”

“That’s right. Butt. Take it up the butt. Hey! Tony! Want to screw?”

Tony was passing through. He was half wasted, but his eyes gleamed when Chris called to him. He well remembered the fuck from the previous party.

“Where you want it, babe?”

John stood in shock.

“I want it in my girlfriend. Can you handle two of us?”

“Twice the dick and twice the fun, when I’m done your stockings will run.”

Which made no sense, but was funny, and Chris grabbed Tony’s hand and pulled him, and John, towards the stairs.

John, now Jane, was terrified.

He wanted to get away, but now Tony had his arm around his waist and was moving him quickly through the crowd.

Up the stairs, John about to cry, and into a bedroom.

“Leave the lights out, honey. We can pretend to be romantic, can’t we?”

“I’m all about romance,” Tony boasted.

In the gloom John was caught at the side of the bed. He watched as Chris pulled Tony’s pants down and pushed him back on the bed. He was terrified when Chris, still holding his hand, climbed on the bed and sat on Tony’s gigantic dong.

“Oh, fuck! Yes!” And Chris pulled John to her, put her hand around his neck, and kissed him.

John felt the heat rising as she screwed herself down on Tony’s big tool and mashed her lips against him, and his horniness took over.

He hadn’t had an orgasm in months. His balls were so full they felt like they were going to explode.

He began kissing her back, becoming an active participant and not a scared, little boy.

Chris felt the change in him and she smiled into the kiss. After a good minute of twisting and writhing on Tony’s giant dong she held her position and reached forward to John. She pulled his panties down. In the darkness Tony couldn’t see the cock taped to his leg.

Chris stood up. Tony groaned and reached for her, but Chris moved John onto the bed, helped him squat over Tony, and then she made him sit down.

Tony was dripping form Chris’s wet vagina, and that helped John slide down the big shaft.

He gasped, and it felt like his heart was going to explode.

Then he was firmly embedded. Chris was kissing him and helping him learn how to move.

Tony, drunk and laying back and enjoying it all, didn’t know a thing.

“Up and down, baby,” whispered Chris, squeezing John’s tits and licking his mouth.

“Around and around.”

Tony grabbed his hips and started banging away, and John felt something. Something he hadn’t felt for months.

Tony’s big dick was rubbing against his prostate, pushing it, compressing it, and the semen started to roil inside John’s balls.

Then he exploded.

And, at the same time, Tony let loose.

It was arguable who had the biggest load, but Tony thought it was all his.

He felt his goo sliding out of what he thought was a pussy, and when it was joined by John’s sperm, he thought Damn! I guess I needed this!

And kissing John, Chris sighed and felt that everything was going to be all right.             


Epilogue

Tony was gone back downstairs and Chris and John were in a bathroom, washing the stupendous amount of semen off John’s legs, then getting him freshly made up and dressed.

“So how’d you like it?” Chris asked.

“Fuck. Being a girl is…is…”

“I know,” she said.

“What would you think if I had my stump removed and went to being a girl full time?”

She smiled, put his lipstick on him, and said, “I’d like it fine, sweetheart, but…”

“Yes?”

“I think we’re going to have to get a strap on.”

John, now Jane, smiled, and he said, “And it better be a big one. No matter what you say, bigger is better.”

“You’ve convinced me.”

And the two girls went out to party some more.

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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