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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Author’s Note

There are so many things men are helpless at. They are afraid of babies, they are afraid of commitment. They are afraid to delve into their true feelings.

This is the story of Bob, who is forced to become a woman, and who finally understands what women know, but can never explain to the male of the species.

And this is the story of a society undergoing change.

Sometimes it’s soft and sweet, and sometimes it’s hard nosed and non-compromising.

Sometimes you’ll love it, and sometimes you’ll be uncomfortable with it.

But it’s the truth that women know.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


PART ONE

“I don’t know anything about it.”

“Well it must mean something!”

Bob looked at Lois and sighed.

Bob was a slender fellow with a soft face and long, brown hair. He was holding an envelope and had just shrugged his shoulders.

Lois was the same height as Bob, weighed about as much, but her weight was in her boobs. Currently she was holding the paper that had been inside the envelope, and she was glaring at Bob.

“I have no idea what it means! Look, it came through the mail. You got the mail and opened it, and it is what it is.”

“But, listen to this:

“Dear Mr. Johnson,

we have recently had the opportunity to examine your medical records. Your DNA is unique, and you will shortly encounter certain medical issues. Please get in touch with our offices and arrange an appointment.”

Lois shook the paper in his face. “If you have medical problems then that concerns me, and I want to know! What medical problems do you have?”

“Honey, I have no medical problems. I have never heard of this company, ‘The Autogynephilia Group,’ and I don’t know who sent this letter!”

“Well somebody sent it, and I’m going to find out!”

“That’s easy enough to do. There’s a return address on the envelope, and there’s an address at the bottom of the page.”

“Good!” She snatched the envelope out of his hand.

He thought the argument was done, but it apparently wasn’t. “Now then, have you been with any hookers? Do you have an STD?”

Bob threw up his hands in exasperation. “I do NOT have any kind of a disease!”

“But you didn’t deny knowing hookers!”

“I deny it now! Honey, can you please give it a break? Find out about this stuff, then get back to me.”

Lois folded her arms under her ample chest and glared at him. “If I find out that you’ve…” and she continued, on and on, and just when it looked like she was done, she started up again.

Finally, since Lois wasn’t going to give up, he took the letter and the envelope and went into the computer room.

 “Okay! Okay! I’ll find out about this thing! Just give me a break!”

Lois huffed off to the living room.

Bob sat down at the computer and powered up. Shortly he was on the net. He struck gold almost at once, but it was a strange kind of gold.

The Autogynephilia Group was nationwide. Their website had a contact page, but nothing else.

Bob frowned and sat back. WTF?

He leaned forward and typed in ‘autogynephilia.’ He got:

‘Autogynephilia is the propensity of a male

to be sexually aroused by the thought

of himself as a female.’

He blinked, and was actually a bit shocked. The page he was reading went on to describe autogynephilia as the underlying reason for such things as transvestism, MtF transexualism, and so on.

He read a ton of other stuff, but it was mostly the same type of gobbledegook.

Men who wanted to be woman.

And he had gotten a ‘warning notice’ that he might be…what? In the danger group? At risk of wanting to be a woman?

He had never heard anything so silly in his life!

He went back to the website and perused it again.

Just a couple of pages. Nothing but contact information.

If you feel any of the symptoms of autogynephilia

please contact us.

And a form.

Bob went into the kitchen and mixed a drink. He poured good bourbon into a glass filled with ice. Toped it with Coke, and sipped.

“Well? What did you find out?” Lois stood in the kitchen door. She was leaning against the jamb and focused on him.

Bob sighed. “It’s a scam. It’s some of group that says there is a medical condition…” Lois’s eyes opened wider, “whereby men want to turn into women.”

“What?”

“Men want to turn—“

I heard you! But why would they send a letter to you? Are they inviting you to join? Bob? Are you planning on turning into a woman?”

“No!”

“Then why did this auto whatever group send you a letter!”

Bob sat at the kitchen table and listened to his wife carry on.

They had been married for ten years. They were both still young.

Lois was a most wonderful person, in the beginning. But lately she had become shrill, excitable, and she accused him of the craziest things.

Bob had loved her, but did he now? He didn’t know, what with all the blather she dumped on him.

He finally got tired of listening. He stood up and walked back to the computer room.

She followed him. “What are you doing? Where are you going? Are you planning on joining this Auto society or whatever it is?”

He turned, fed up, and said, “Yes, dear. I’m going to join the Autogynephilia Group. I’m going to change into a woman, and you know why?”

She backed up and blinked.

“Because if you can’t lick ‘em…join ‘em!”

Then he stepped into the computer room and closed the door.

He sat down. He heard Lois’s footsteps retreating.

He didn’t mean to be snippy, but he was tired of the constant badgering.

Turning into a woman. Holy Heysoos on a 100 foot bungee jump with a 110 foot bungee cord!

He stared at the computer screen.

The Autogynephilia Group website was still open.

It had pictures of beautiful women. Were they once men? And, what did they really want?”

Suddenly, he opened the contact form.

He shouldn’t, he knew. He was just irritated with Lois, and he should just shut the computer down and go watch TV or something.

But he opened it and began filling it out.

They didn’t require any special information, just the regular stuff that was already all over the internet.

They didn’t ask for donations. They didn’t say anything except they would contact him through the internet.

Fine. Let them contact him. He didn’t have to answer any emails if they proved to be kooks.

He finished filling out the form and sent it.

There!

Let Lois deal with that!

Then he want back into the kitchen and poured himself another drink.

And he smiled.

He had done something that was sort of stupid, but it made him feel good.

Men turning into women. Medical problems. Bullshit.

What a scam.

And, so thinking, he went into the TV room. Lois was gone to bed, and he tuned in a porn channel.

He would be in trouble if she came out and caught him watching porn, but he didn’t care.

He was going to join a group that would change him into a woman!

Ha!

What a load of pure, unadulterated, grade AAA bullstuff!

The next day he woke up and Lois had already gone to work. She worked in a women’s shop that specialized in fashion. Lingerie, dresses, even shoes.

He stretched, yawned, and took a shower.

The porn had been good on the night previous, so he soaped up old faithful and gave it a ride. He always liked to do that when Lois got a little too rambunctious.

He sighed. She had been such a nice person when they met. But, lately…argh!

Relaxed, and drained, he went into the computer room and went to work.

He did internet financing. He used to play cards, but he discovered that Wall Street was much easier, and a more sure thing.

He had started with penny stocks, mastered it quickly, then moved into regular stocks.

The business tended to be a little up and down, but it was more up and than down, so Bob was happy. He was able to live, and his statistics were rising, and he would be pretty well off within a couple of years.

He opened his mail and saw the email from The Autogynephilia Group right away.

Hunh!

He had thought it a joke, but he better delete them from his list of contacts. He didn’t want junkmail, spam, or letters from people who wore tinfoil yarmulkes

He reached out to send The Auto Group into internet oblivion forever, and hesitated.

They were cuckoo people, that was for sure. Probably believed the earth was flat, that Oswald had pulled the trigger, that elections had never been stolen.

Hunh!

But why not string them along for a while? Have a little laugh as they spewed their garbage.

He grinned.

He opened the email.

Hi, Bob. My name is Marcy and I will be your only contact in The Autogynephilia Group. I understand that you received a notice from us, that you might be in an at risk group. I thank you for taking this seriously.

As you might imagine, we get a lot of kooks trying to join our group, and we are very careful in our membership.

Could you please answer the following questions so that we might be sure that you are a serious person, and that you really are at risk of contracting Autogynephilia?

Thanks ever so much.

Just respond to this email, or email me at:

Marcie@TheAutogynephiliaGroup.com

Your friend,

Marcie.

Bob blinked. For a bunch of kooks they seemed pretty sincere. Again, he thought about just opting out, but his curiosity was aroused.

Without thinking, he began answering the questions on the email.

Bob worked hard, read articles, chatted with other internet financiers,  shifted his investments around, and was done in a couple of hours.

He could spend all day doing this kind of stuff, but he found it kind of draining.

So he watched Humphrey Bogart in The Maltese Falcon, and he cooked a little popcorn and drank some Pepsi, and enjoyed his life.

The only thing he didn’t enjoy was the fact that Lois was due home, and he sure hoped she wasn’t in a mood.

He hated going around with her on some silly point.

Lord knew he couldn’t tell her that he had been in touch with the Auto people.

Man, she’d hit the roof if she knew that.

She was a die hard church goer, and she believed that just about everything except her church would send you straight to Hell.

But, that one worry aside, that she would come home early and get upset because he wasn’t slaving his fingers to the bones, and was, instead, watching Elisha Cook and Sydney Greenstreet do their impeccable characters, and Humphrey taking Mary Astor apart.

Zowie! They didn’t make movies like this any more.

The next day Bob opened up his mail and saw it: another letter from the Auto guys, but specifically from the girl named Marcie.

A smile on his face, thinking of himself as quite clever, he opened the email and read:

Hi, Bob.

Thank you for answering my letter, and thank you for filling out the questionnaire. I would like to assure you at this time that your answers indicate that you are not at serious risk.

There is risk, to be sure, but it is so low in your case that we feel there is no need to continue with you.

If your situation changes in the future, if you start manifesting female characteristics, please let us know. Keep our address on file, and remember that you may contact me directly at any time.

Again, you are not at risk of Autogynephilia, and we wish you a long and healthy life.

Marcie

Bob stared at the letter. What the heck kind of scam was this? They didn’t ask for donations or anything! What did they really want?

He almost felt disappointed. Like he had been rejected.

Which was silly.

Rejected from contacting some weird health problem? Or whatever?

Bull puckey.

He deleted her letter and went to work.

The days passed. Lois was a bit excitable, but he managed to keep things calm at the old homestead.

Business was good, and he figured he’d make a million this year, and that sure would take the pressure off him.

When Spring Break arrived he decided to take a vacation.

Lois could get some time off, he made travel arrangements, and headed down to Cancun.

Cancun, where beach bunnies hopped, where the water was always perfect, and where he could just lay on the sands and snort Margaritas.

Came the date and they made the airplane, and were shortly in the air.

Lois was in a fine mood. Going on vacation took her out of the daily grind and she was her old self. Happy, ebullient, cheerful. She even stroked him on the plane, under a blanket, and promised to give him a blow job every day.

This was a change. She had lost a lot of interest in sex, and…this was great.

Bob, needless to say, loved sex.

The only fly in the ointment was that Bob’s chest hurt. Not bad, but an itch around the nipples.

Lois thought that was funny and she kept pinching him…until he developed a bad mood and sulked.

They landed and headed for a beach hotel. They wound up at the Mayan Monkey. Five star service, swimming pools, a white sand beach and all the sun they could soak up.

Bob tipped the bellhop and went out on the balcony.

Incredible.

Beer arrived and he and Lois sat on the patio and looked down on the peasants. And Lois reached over to his lap. “You’ve got too many clothes on, lover.”

“Oh, my God!” blurted Bob. “Who dressed me?”

She giggled, and they began taking off clothes, making out, drinking more beer, and edging into the luxury suite.

Bob crawled on the bed, supremely happy, and Lois snuggled against him. They kissed, and he felt her breasts.

God, he loved her boobs. So big, so delicious.

She touched his.

“OW!”

She moved back? Are you okay? What’d I do?”

“My nipple hurts.”

He looked down at it. It was his right one, and it was sore and swollen. Not badly swollen, but how often does a nipple swell.

Lois grinned. “Want me to kiss it and make it better?”

Bob touched his left nipple. “Ow,” he said. “That one hurts, too.”

Lois sat up on the bed. “Well, that’s weird. Do you think you contracted some weird Mexican virus or something?”

“What kind of virus affects only the nipples?”

Lois leaned back and stared at his chest.

“Your chest is sort of puffy.”

“Puffy?”

“Well, swollen. I mean, not bad, but…”

He stood up and went in front of a mirror.

His pectorals were swollen.

He touched the flesh around his nipple. It didn’t hurt. Only his nipple hurt.

“What the fuck?” he whispered to himself.

Lois stood next to him, looked at the mirror.

She smiled, then reached for his dick. “How about this? Is that swollen?”

It was, and she grabbed it and squeezed it.

“Oh,” Bob moaned.

“I guess things being all swollen isn’t always bad. Eh?”

“I guess not,” he turned to her, engulfed her, and kissed her mouth.

And Lois was very careful not to touch his nipples.

The days passed slowly. They lay at the pool, dipped in the ocean, walked around town at night and hit the hot spots.

Bob’s nipples stayed sore. Maybe even got a bit worse.

Lois put bandages over them to protect them from the rubbing of his shirt.

“Where’d you learn how to do that?” he asked, staring at the criss crossed band aids on his nipples.

“Running marathons,” she answered.

And his chest looked like it was puffing up. Not a lot, but…it was like the material around his nipples was swelling, becoming mound-like.

She smiled, cupped his flesh, and said, “This keeps up you’ll need a bra.”

That shocked him.

“They’re not that big!”

“Well, they are bigger. They’re at least an A cup.”

“They are not!”

She faced him and spoke seriously. “Honey, if your boobs don’t go down then I’m going to buy you a training bra.”

“What?” His voice squeaked.

But she turned away, went to the phone and ordered more drinks. It was like she had dropped a bomb, then run for cover.

They drank, headed for the pool, and Bob sat on the lounge chair and was aware of his chest.

There had to be something wrong with him. Maybe that thing…Gynecomastia. But that was common with boys, pre-puberty.

What could it be?

But, if his chest hurt, and seemed to be swelling, there was good news. Lois had stopped being a bitch. She treated him kindly, even had sex with him, and it was like when they first got married.

Vacation was over, and they headed for the plane and the trip home.

They were tan, alcohol was in their bloodstream, and they were totally happy.

Except that his nipples still hurt, and his breasts were…breasts.

When they arrived home Bob called the doctor and made an appointment. On a Wednesday he met with his doctor and showed him his boobs.

The doctor, a woman, frowned, and touched him, and listened to his heart and took blood samples and everything, but she didn’t have much of an opinion as to what he had grown breasts.

He was buttoning up his shirt, getting ready to leave, and he thought of something. “Doc? Who has access to my medical records?”

“My staff, other doctors that have been referred. We share them with hospitals, specifically if you go to one. but, outside of that,” she shrugged.

“Oh, okay.”

“And insurance companies.” She snapped her fingers. “Insurance companies do extensive studies. Normally they don’t access individual records, they just collect statistics. But…if they wanted to, insurance companies could get into your records. Why?”

“Oh, no reason. I was just curious.”

She nodded, and he left.

He returned home, and he was now curious. He was growing tits, and he had suddenly thought of The Autogynephilia Group.

They had said they had checked his medical records. But…how?

Were they part of some big, insurance group?

But he had no way of knowing, unless he contacted them again.

And the truth was that he wasn’t thinking of them accessing his medical records, he was thinking of how he had been at risk, then wasn’t, and now…probably was.

Now he had one of the symptoms. He was growing breasts. That was definitely a male to female thing.

So what how they had diagnosed him. Heck, maybe it even was a spam letter designed to cull a couple of idiots.

But the fact was, he needed to contact them.

He would be able to shuffle them off if they were a scam, but if they were real…he now needed them.

He went into the computer room and powered up.

He had thrown away the letter, but he remembered their website, and the name ‘Marcie,’ so he wrote an email to Marcie.

Dear Marcie,

Please excuse me bothering you, but I seem to have a case of gynocomastia. Is this one of the conditions that your group looks for when assessing whether a person is at risk or not?

Thanks for your help

Bob Johnson

He sent the email, then headed for the bedroom. He wanted to rest a bit, and think through his problem. Unfortunately, Lois was there, and she wasn’t going to let him rest.

“Bob, I bought you a couple of bras. A selection, and you can choose which ones feel right.”

“I don’t want to wear a bra.”

She sat him down and spoke seriously.

“Bob, breasts weigh a bit. If you don’t wear a bra you can damage your muscles. At the least, your skin will sag and you will get stretch marks. Do you want to be all stretchy?”

“Well, no. But I don’t think—“

“You don’t have to think. You just have to pay attention to those who have gone before you. I have tits. I have had them for twenty years. I know about stretch marks, and mammary glands, and bras. You may think you are losing your manhood, or something, and I don’t care. All I care about is making sure your body stays healthy.”

She handed Bob a bra. It was flimsy, it wouldn’t support, it would just cover. It was a training bra, a brassiere that would help him get used to wearing a bra.

Bob took it, looked at it, and felt a shudder deep within.

This was assaulting his very manhood. He was firmly convinced that putting on a bra would somehow compromise his manliness.

Still, he didn’t have much choice. Lois was glaring at him, and he didn’t want her to go back to being a bitch.

Besides, what was the big deal? He would wear one, and he would wear shirts that would conceal the bra outside, and…what was the big deal?

He put the bra on.

Surprisingly, it felt good.

It did support him. A little bit. And that helped his back and his belly and everything.

He felt funny, of course, but that was okay.

“Now the matching panties.”

Bob jerked his head towards Lois.

“Gotcha,” and she started laughing.

But for Bob it was not a laughing matter.

Bob read the email.

Dear Bob.

Marcie here. Thank you for your email. If you are truly manifesting breast tissue it is imperative that we speak. Your low risk status has been upgraded to high risk. Would you welcome a phone call from me? Or you can call me at 917-234-4762 at your convenience.

And, so you are not alarmed, we are accustomed to dealing with cases like yours. Usually this entails a short visit to one of our facilities. Your wife may accompany you, although, due to your condition and necessary scheduling, she may be staying in a different part of the facility.

Please, let me know.

I look forward to hearing from you.

Marcie

PS ~ If you can send me pictures of your breasts that would be appreciated, but I understand if you are reticent.

Bob stared and stared at the computer screen.

Then he looked down at his chest. When he had returned from Mexico he had been less than an A cup, but not by much. Now he was a B cup. Solid. And he was wearing a sexy bra.

He felt his boobs. They were, even though not large, hefty. And while his nipples didn’t hurt so much, they were still tender.

And they were bigger. Much bigger.

In fact, he suspected his nipples were bigger than his wife’s!

He looked at the email again. No request for money. Just a friendly attitude, light cause for worry, a call to action, but only a phone call.

A single phone call.

He sat for an hour and stared. Then he made up his mind.

He took off his shirt, set up the computer to take pictures, and took shots of his chest.

With bra. Without. Front and side.

Looking at the pictures he was dismayed.

He really did have tits. And he was going to have to speak to Lois. His bra was sort of pointy. He wanted a bra that would hide his charms. The bras she had given him held him high and shaped his breasts in a very feminine manner.

He was a man! Dammit!

But…with tits.

He sagged in his swivel chair, then reached for the telephone.

“Hi, Bob.”

Her voice was contralto, and it sounded sort of sexy. Not intentionally sexy, just by the way sexy.

“You’ve got my number.” He tried to speak in a normal voice, but it came out a little ragged.

“Ah, this day and age,” she commiserated. “Everybody’s got everybody’s number.”

“Tell me about it.” He was giving lines like he was in a bad movie. He didn’t know what to say. Marcie seemed to understand, however.

“I’m sorry your situation accelerated, but The Autogynephilia Group can help you.”

“You can?”

“Absolutely. And, just so you know up front, we don’t have fees. Everything is free.”

“What?”

“We have backers, usually people have been in your position. I give you fair warning, however, once we have helped you deal with your problem one of our people discuss donations with you.”

“Donations.”

“You are free to refuse, and they will accept whatever answer you choose to give. But we’re ahead of ourselves. Were you able to take pictures of your development?”

“Yes.”

“Can you send them along? Or is that too forward.”

“No problem.”

Bob opened an email, made the attachments, and pressed the ‘send ‘box.

A moment later Marcie said, “Got ‘em. Okay, let me open them, and…Oh my. You really have developed.”

“Is there…is there anything you can do?”

“Of course there is. You have several options.”

“Such as?”

“You can opt for surgery, get a mastectomy.”

Bob didn’t like that. He was averse to knives being used on his healthy body.

“Or you can learn to live with it. We will of course, offer advice on foods you should eat, and foods you should avoid. We also have a complete program of vitamins, hormone therapy, and so on.”

Bob didn’t like that, either. He didn’t want to end up on a diet of spinach and wheat cakes. Taking a pill, however, that was a possibility. Better living through chemistry. Take a pill and problem solved. He liked that.

“The final option is a visit to our facility. We have a large facility, out in the country, quite beautiful, long walks in the woods, swimming, tennis courts, all manner of programs to help you achieve your goal of a healthy body.

Bob thought about it. He had just come back from Mexico, he could afford such a jaunt, but he was leery. There had to be hidden costs. And what could they do that they couldn’t do through the mail?

Pills. Yeah.

Trip to a ‘facility’ upstate, nah.

“Could we try the pill approach?”

“Absolutely. I do caution you, however, if the pills fail, then you will have no other option than to visit us.”

“Okay.”

“So, let’s get this started, I have a big questionnaire here. Some of the questions may be embarrassing. Are you ready?

“I guess.”

The questions started out with height and weight, medical history, blah, blah, blah.

After he had confessed that his third aunt on his cousin’s side had once had cancer, the questions became more…interesting.

“This is to ascertain your sexual habits. Okay, Bob?”

“I guess.”

“Do you masturbate?”

He answered, and the race was on.

“How often?”

“How much do you cum?”

“Do you ever touch your rectum during sex? This is with your wife or by yourself.”

“Do you lust after other women?”

“Have you ever cheated on your wife?”

“Do you fantasize while making love?”

“Do you…”

Eventually the embarrassment of answering such questions faded.

Then, the questions done, Marcie said: “Okay, Bob. I’ll shoot these questions over to the appropriate department, and they’ll prescribe the medicine you need, and you should be getting a package in a few days.”

“Really? That fast?”

“Oh, I forgot. Forgive me, but we’ll need a sample of your DNA. Blood would be best, but saliva will do.”

“Oh. Okay.”

Bob agreed, and that was it. Except that he had to get a DNA kit and send either blood or saliva. That might stall the process for a few days, but he was still looking at a week to ten days, fourteen at most.

Bob hung up.

Bob sent his DNA sample, blood, and two weeks later his pills arrived.

It was only a couple of pills a day, twice a day. Not bad if they really could reduce his breast size.

And he did need a reduction. His boobs were up to C cups. And Lois seemed set on making him wearing sexy pointer type bras.

And she liked to feel his breasts, and she made silly remarks about him having to go through puberty at his age.

While he didn’t appreciate her humor, he did like having his breasts fondled. His nipples had stopped being sore. They were big, that was for sure, but they didn’t seem to be getting any bigger.

It was like his nipples grew first, then his breasts, because now his breasts were a little sore and he had to keep asking Lois to massage them.

Lois smiled and massaged, and loved it. She loved to feel his cones. She used both hands, and she even offered to suck his big nipples.

“What?” he turned red-faced at her request.

“Hey, it’s just a ’kiss it and make it better,’ right?”

“I guess.”

And then she proceeded to place her mouth on him and she sucked. And licked, and ran her tongue around, and used her fingers to gentle rub and flick them.

All of which caused his dingus to respond.

But when he tried to make love to her she refused.

“Sorry, honey. Got a headache.”

And she sucked on his nipples and looked up at him.

It felt good. And he would frequently just lay back and enjoy the feeling of her mouth on him.

He took his pills daily. Two, little white objects. Went down easy. And he waited.

But his boobs didn’t suddenly shrink.

In truth, he was a little bit dubious. He figured the pills would eventually work, but he would have to be patient.

And while he waited he enjoyed Lois’s attentions.

A month passed, and he knew he was in trouble.

His boobs hadn’t shrunk, they had grown larger!

He was now the proud possessor of D cups!

He wore a sturdy bra everywhere, and everywhere wasn’t too much of anywhere. He was hiding in his house, afraid to go out. People would stare, they would point. ‘There’s the man with big boobers!’ They would laugh at him!

So he stayed home and watched his breasts grow larger and larger, and finally he had had enough.

“Marcie, the pills aren’t working. Well, maybe they’re working. I’m getting bigger. Am I supposed to grow larger?”

“Oh, Bob. I’m sorry to hear that. The pills almost always work, but one in ten thousand will have an adverse reaction, and it sounds like you just won the lottery that you didn’t want to win.”

“Oh, no! What am I going to do?”

“Bob…”

“Yes?”

“You’re going to have to come see us.”

Bob gulped.


PART TWO

The Autogynephilia Group facility was as Marcie described it. Hundreds of wooded acres in upstate New York.

He had flown over it on the plane coming in, and he could see the tennis courts, basketball courts, swimming pools, and a couple of large hotel type structures.

And lots of smaller buildings.

He was afraid. He had bound his breasts, worn a thick jacket, and he was still stacked.

And Lois had decided not to come with him.

“This is about you, Bob. I’d just be a distraction.”

“But…”

“So you go, and you do anything and everything they say. Don’t get all pissy and throw a hissy fit…”

“Hey!”

“These are the people that can help you, so…whatever they ask…you do it. You got that?”

He grinned a sickly smile. “What if they ask me to make love to—“

“Then you do it!” Lois snapped.

“What?”

“We both know that your point is silly, they would never ask you to do something like that. But, if they did…then you don’t hesitate.”

“And you’d understand?”

“Of course I would, honey. We’re in this together!”

So he got on the plane and waved good bye, and he flew over the property, and the plane landed at the airport.

He walked through the terminal and saw a girl with a big sign. “Bob Johnson!”

He put on a smile.

“Are you Marcie?”

“I am! And you are Bob!” She hugged him. He stiffened, then relaxed.

She linked arms with him, and they proceeded to baggage claims. “Gosh, I didn’t need this sign, I just had to look for the handsomest man in the terminal.”

Bob turned a little red, but it was a nice red. “I’m not that handsome.”

“No, you’re not.”

he looked at her.

“You’re more beautiful than handsome.”

Then he did blush.

They got into a car and Marcie headed out. She took the scenic route, around a lake, through woods, over a bit of curvy hills, and she pointed out the sights, and eventually they talked about the facility.

“TAG, that’s what we call The Autogynephilia Group, owns all this land. We’re planning on expanding, too.”

Bob murmured, “Are there that many people with my problem?”

“Bob, do you know what ‘herd immunity’ is?”

“Isn’t that the COVID thing? Scientists say that if enough people contract the disease then the whole herd of humanity will become more resistant?”

“Exactly. Well, TAG was formed because mankind, on the whole, seems to be changing. You can’t properly call it herd immunity, but it is a herd ‘change.’ The long answer to your question is just that, too long. The short answer is that mankind is changing. More and more men are encountering your condition. We anticipate an influx of unprecedented proportion over the coming years.”

Bob was silent.

Marcie chuckled, be it a bit ruefully. “Not something you really wanted to hear, is it?”

“Not really. So what do you do about it? At the facility, I mean?”

“First, there will be counseling sessions. Then you will be individually analyzed, and a solution offered to you.”

“What kind of solution?”

“That depends on you. All solutions are tailored to the individual. But I can give you the main solutions.”

“Okay.”

“You can fight, get surgery, increase exercise, that sort of thing. It’s not too effective, once a man is undergoing changes, but that’s one.

“Second, you can learn to live with it. You can stay a man and learn to live with breasts and…other changes.”

Boob listened avidly, but he knew he was missing something. Something she said…

“Third, you can go with it.”

“Go with it?”

“Embrace your femininity. Become female. Learn to be a woman.”

Now Bob was silent. Embrace your femininity? Everything in him was telling him to fight it. And here she was telling him to go with it.

They arrived at the facility and Bob was shown around the grounds. He was encouraged to swim, to partake of group activities, play sports, take long walks, and so on.

He would be interviewed a few times over the next couple of days, then he would be selected for a program and be expected to throw himself into it. No rest for the wicked then.

So he did. He took the long walks. He swam. And he met people.

There were a lot of people on the TAG properties, and they formed up into groups.

There were the people like him, going through interviews and analysis.

There were people who were dealing with having boobs. Some of them were looking forward to surgery. Others were discussing hormone treatment amongst themselves.

And then there was a second big building on the TAG ‘campus.’ This building was off limits. No access to the grounds, apart, and even patrolled by women in uniforms. Women who held tasers and smiled a lot.

That building made Bob nervous. But it was outside the scope of his activities, and he was being interviewed, so…who cared?

He cared, when he was called in for his final interview.

“Bob, you’re up for your final interview. Let’s go over to Building B.’

Building B. The isolated building.

But Bob didn’t think anything of it. He was just going along to get along. There were a lot of men like him at the facility, and they talked and joked and…no big deal.

“Okay.”

Marcie walked him along a lone path to Building B. They chatted of this and that, and Bob commented. “Building B. The big secret building.”

Marcie chuckled. “Yes, I suppose it seems that way.”

They approached the front door and a female security person opened the door for them, smiled, and they entered.

There were more security personnel inside the building. They wore black pencil skirts, blouses and short jackets. They were all well built, sexy but with muscles. They had badges, which was interesting, and Bob leaned to Marcie and asked, “What do the badges on these girls mean?

“That one, the fist in the palm of the hand, it means she’s been trained in hand to hand. The little silver gun means they’ve been trained in firearms. That nunchuk means…”

She went over the badges, and Bob commented, “Seems like they’re training for war. Do you really need a little army?”

“You’d be surprised. There are people who don’t want to go along with the program, in spite of agreeing to it in the beginning. There is also the threat from outside agencies who disagree with what we’re doing. And, of course, society is changing. It is not out of the realm of possibility that a crowd of outraged citizens could march up to the front door, screaming and holding nooses.

Bob laughed. “Now I know you’re kidding.”

Marcie let him laugh.

“Bob Johnson?”

Bob and Marcie walked up to the front desk.

“Room 111, down the corridor through the security doors.”

“Thank you,” answered Marcie, and she walked to the security doors with him.

“Well, Bob, this is where I stop, but you’ll be in good hands.”

“Okay. I’ll see you later then.”

Marcy didn’t answer, just smiled, then Bob was being ushered through the doors.

A tall woman in the black, security uniform stepped in next to him. She was taller than him, and walked with a confidence that permeated the air about her.

“Hi,” said Bob.

She smiled. “Hello, Bob.”

Down the corridor, through a few more sets of doors, then into a room. 111.

The room was mostly bare, only a table and a few chairs, and three women sitting behind the table.

“Hello, Bob.” The woman in the center indicated the chair in front of the table.

Bob sat, and the tall woman in black with all the symbols for fighting and shooting and such stood behind him.

Actually, she made him sort of nervous, but shortly his attention was on the women behind the table.

“Bob, thank you for finding us, and we will do our best for you.”

“Okay.”

“We’ve gone over your tests, and I’m happy to say we have the perfect option for you.”

Bob smiled. These girls were pretty sober, but he was glad to know that his chesty problem was about to be resolved.

“As you know, many people fight their development. They are unhappy, but we help them, even perform surgery, and…and they live their lives. They aren’t usually happy, but they are limited in their choices, and they have made them.

“Many people learn how to live with their breasts…and the other developments that often occur.”

Bob frowned. What other developments? He didn’t have a chance to ask, however.

“In your case, there is only one option. Your mental adaptability has been measured, the fact that you have grown breasts without any stimulus, and you only fit into one category.”

Bob tilted his head slightly. This was supposed to be happy, but these women were like robots. Automatons handing out fortunes that weren’t always to the customer’s liking.

“Bob, it is the judgment of this committee that you will be aided in your development. You will receive proper training, and you will become a woman.”

Something popped in Bob’s head.

Little niggles naggled in his mind.

Become a woman.

Other options.

An isolated building…but he couldn’t grok it. He couldn’t digest it and figure it out.

Her words were as the Greek language to him. Or maybe Pig Latin as spoken by horses.

It just didn’t make sense.

The mind, under stress, refuses certain things. His mind made the refusal and he said, “So when am I going home?”

The three women behind the table exchanged subtle glances.

“I don’t think you understand, Bob. You will be staying at this building until you have become a woman, and have made all necessary adaptions in your thinking.”

Bob still didn’t get it. His mind was doing things, facts and patterns were swirling around inside, but…he didn’t grasp the whole picture.

He stood up. “Well, I’ll be going now.”

The three woman stood up and moved back from the table.

Bob turned, and was put in an armlock by the tall guard behind him. She held him firmly, but gently. He could feel her large breasts pressing down on him. He could smell her delicate perfume.

“Let me go,” he spoke patiently.

“We’re going through that door to the left. Okay, Bob?”

Bob struggled.

Bob was propelled across the room towards the door.

He tried to go dead weight, but the woman holding him shifted her grip and he was suddenly in a jointlock, and when she twisted his wrist it hurt!

“OW! Let go!”

He tried to kick her, but she just moved him along.

He tried to bite her, but she grabbed his hair and he was passing through the door. A guard on the other side of the door moved in to help the first guard.

“Hey, Brenda. Got a live one, eh?”

“Hi, Ruth. Meet Bob. He’s been assigned to our section.”

Now both women had him, their arms twisted his, and he walked between them on his tip toes. The pain was sufficient that he couldn't talk.

They walked him down the hall and into the first room on the right. They turned and sat him down in a chair. The chair was nailed to the floor and had armrests. There were leather straps on the armrests.

The guards strapped his arms down, strapped his ankles to the legs of the chair, and a single strap was placed around his neck.

He could move, but not by much.

Free from their grasp, he tried to kick, and even spat, but the guards were true professionals. They avoided his antics and took places behind him.

“What the fuck is going on? I demand that you release me!”

The door opened and a doctor entered the room. Like the guards, she had full, firm breasts. She was wearing a white lab coat, however.

“Hello, Bob. I’m here to examine you.”

“Who the fuck are you? Get me out of here! I want a lawyer!”

The doctor stood in front of him, made marks on a clipboard and said, “I’m a doctor, Bob. I have no combat badges, so if you get rough with me Ruth or Brenda will handle you for me. They have orders to be as gentle as possible, but if you harm a non-combatant employee of TAG…they will tend to be a little rougher.”

Bob listened, was incredulous, and began screaming.

SMACK!

His head lolled to the side. He turned, as best he could with the leather strap around his neck, and stared at Ruth. She had hit him, and now she was smiling with an apologetic look on her face.

“Okay, you’re probably confused,” the doctor had a syringe and was pointing it into a small bottle. She pulled out the plunger and the syringe filled. “and I can answer a lot of questions. Shush for a moment and I’ll explain what is happening.”

Bob glared at her, but he no longer made loud noises. He didn’t want to get slapped on the head again.

The doctor said to the guards. “Please remove his clothes.”

“What?” Bob shrieked.

“While they remove your clothes, Bob, listen to me.”

The guards produced box cutters and sliced his clothes off neatly and efficiently.

“I know you understand the concept of ‘herd immunity,’ and that is what is happening to the human race. If you examine the DNA of man you will realize that woman are XX. Men are XY, or an X and a half. Our race has progressed to a certain point, and men are no longer as vitally needed. Sure, in the beginning we needed them. Procreation. Reproduction of species.This is all very understandable. But we don’t need as many men, and the DNA of our race, through a variation of ‘herd immunity,’ is weeding out the men, changing them into women. Not all men, certain alpha men will resist the change, they will be responsible for impregnating certain females, and the race will go on. And a certain number of men, a low number, will be born and become Alpha. That leaves the rest of the men. A large percentage of the men will change partially. They will be guided, and they will be available to service women. They will be mules, unable to impregnate, but available for sexual service. Many of them won’t even be able to have orgasms, but they will keep women who require or prefer the sexual act happy. That leaves a small percentage of men who will change all the way. Men like you.”

“What?” Bob blurted. He was totally overwhelmed by what he was being told.

“Bob, I really must congratulate you. You won’t remain a breeder, or become a servant. You will undergo the complete change. You will become a woman. Call it good genes, call it karma, call it living right…whatever…your body is changing. Any hormones we have given it, or will give it, will enable the change to happen faster. But you are changing on your own. You started growing breasts without benefit of any stimuli. Bob, you are a woman.”

Bob stared, and the words were translating into concepts in his mind. “I don’t…you can’t…” and then he said something truly inane, “This isn’t in the constitution.”

One of the guards snickered, both guards found that statement funny. The doctor’s lips twisted in a quirky grin, and she explained, “Bob, the constitution is for the ruling of people. Men and women. It is not designed for a matriarchy where the ruling class is so obviously superior to the serving classes.”

“This is crazy!”

“I know. It certainly seems so. I had trouble when I first realized the truth, but…you’ll come to accept it. And you should. You will be a member of the ruling class.”

She held up the syringe. “This is a special hormone. It is designed to help you change quickly and without confusion or pain. Relatively speaking.”

She stepped forward and pointed the needle at his biceps.

Bob tried to struggle, but the guards were suddenly leaning their combined weight on him. A moment, a pin prick, and it was done.

The doctor put away the syringe. She turned to the guards. “Put him in restraints for two days. He should be ready for classes in three days.”

She turned to Bob. “Good meeting you, Bob, and we’ll see you around. It’s a small world, after all.”

The doctor left the rom and Bob stared after her in horror.

He was going to become a woman?

NO! He wasn’t.

NO! He would escape and tell the world.

NO!

And the guards fastened handcuffs to him, put his arms behind his back, and stood him up.

Bob walked between them, and they exited the room.

Bob lay on a table for two days. He was strapped in, but it wasn’t bad. The table was padded, a fashion show was on the big screen on the wall, and a combination of nurses and guards strolled through the place.

There were twelve tables in the room. Seven of them had men strapped to them. Except…the men weren’t completely men.

Some of the men had changed almost completely into women. They had large breasts, and Bob was shocked, when the nurses used bed pans, to see that the ‘men’ had no penises.

They had vaginas!

The men who had been in the room the longest had well developed vaginas. People like Bob had peckers, and no trace of pussies.

But that changed, for Bob, during the first twenty-four hours.

He suffered from a fever, and his groin felt funny.

One of the nurses wiped him down with a cold cloth, and he asked her, “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re transitioning. Would you like to see?”

Bob gulped, and the nurse held up a small mirror over his groin.

His cock was shrinking! It was getting smaller! It was hard, he was excited all the time, but it was only the size of a pinkie.

“What are you doing to me?”

“We’re not doing a thing, Bob. Everything that is happening is coming from you.”

One of the men on the other side of the room had a dream, and woke up screaming.

Bob felt like screaming. He felt like he was sliding down the edge of a razor, being torn in two.

“That’s your female hormones kicking in,” the nurse explained. “Just be glad you aren’t having to take a year or two. Women who go through that in the outside world…oh, how they suffer.”

Bob’s hair grew fast, as did his nails. He clenched his fists in agony and he felt the tips of his nails digging into his palms.

He knew his groin area was changing. Sometimes it ached, sometimes the nurses gazed down at his crotch and nodded approvingly.

The first day passed, and he could see that his boobs had stopped growing, were mature, at slightly bigger than a double D. His hair was draped down over the end of his table.

Towards the end of the second day a woman entered the room and came to him. “Hi, Bobbie, I’m here to do your nails.”

“What?”

“You’re changed enough to start enjoying some of the perks of womanhood, so I’m going to paint your nails. Oh, and I think you need a little more length on your fingernails.”

“But I don’t want my nails done.”

“Of course you do,” said the woman.

She set up a little table and began working on his nails.

She painted his toes, then gave him fake nails on his hands and painted them.

“Your skin has such nice color. You’re a lucky woman.”

“I’m a man.” But his voice sounded a little weak.

Was he a man? Or was he truly becoming a woman?

At this point he didn’t know. He was suffering from hormones, and his body did seem to be more female than male…so what was he?”

When she was done with his nails he was stunned. His hands were different. They looked feminine.

He felt like he was losing control of his sanity.

“Would you like me to wash your hair while I’m here?”

Bob wanted to shake his head in the negative. He felt like his brain was a big fingernail, scratching down the blackboard of the universe.

She took his silence for assent, and went to a sink in the corner of the room. She filled a bucket with cold water and came back to him. Moving almost lovingly she put the bucket on a platform under his head. She put his hair into the water and shampooed it. Then she got a fresh bucket of water and rinsed his hair.

Bob started crying midway through the procedure. So soft, so gentle, so caring.

As a man he had never experienced this. He was too busy shaking his peeny to explore concepts of a loving relationship.

He had never appreciated women for what they were.

After two days he was a changed man.

He still had a lot of ‘male-isms’ in him, but his female hormones had really done the job on him.

He walked softer. He was more aware of colors and shades and hues. He was a little timid.

“Don’t worry, honey,” one of the nurses said. “Young girls are always a little timid.”

“But…why?”

“Because men tend to hunt them.”

That was an eye opener for Bob, because it was true. He had been a man, and he hadn’t hunted women. Heck, he had hunted his wife, and bound her to a contract with some pretty silly rules.

She wasn’t supposed to fuck anybody but him. She was supposed to do whatever he said. Things like that.

Things that, as a man, he never would have agreed to, yet he expected a woman to bind herself to him and follow those rules.

They released him from the table and a guard accompanied him out of the room.

But now the guard didn’t seem so threatening. Now he understood that the guard was there for her protection.

Her. He was a her. And the pronoun confused him. He still occasionally thought in the male: he, him, his.

But the female pronoun was more logical, felt more right. Her, hers, she.

Surprisingly, he was taken back to the interview room, and the same three women sat behind the table.

“How are you doing, Bobbie?”

“I’m okay,” he spoke a little fearfully.

“It’s okay, honey, nobody’s going to hurt you. In fact, we have to make sure that you don’t hurt anybody.”

“Me?” That astonished him. “Why would I hurt somebody?”

“You’ve still got a lot of male thought processes going on. We need to fix that. We need to make you think like a female.”

“Oh.” But he didn’t understand.

The three women, now acting kind and patient and loving, asked him questions.

Did he understand what was going on?

How did he feel about being a woman.

He answered their questions honestly, and his eyes were a little wide and innocent, and the women seemed pleased.

“Okay, Bobbie, would you like to take the last real step in the procedure? Would you like to learn the truth that a woman knows?”

“I’m scared,” he answered.

“We understand that. All women are scared in the beginning. But it’s a new world, and you don’t have to be scared.”

Bob gulped nervously.

The women waited, but when it became plain that Bob wasn’t going to say anything, they conferred among themselves.

After that quick conference they turned back to him.

“Bobbie? Would it help if you spoke to your wife?”

Bob leaped at the opportunity. “Can I?”

“Absolutely.”

The women on the left took out a cell phone and handed it to Bob.

Bob went to a corner and tapped in his home number. He was scared. He was trembling.

“Hello?”

“Lois?”

“Bob? Is that you?”

Bob started to sob.

“Your voice is so soft and pretty. How are you doing there?”

“They changed me…I changed…I’m a woman now.”

“Fantastic!” The joy in Lois’s voice was quite perceptible.

“But, they want me to…do something.”

“What?”

“I…they want me to understand what only a woman can understand.”

Lois was silent, then, “Bob, like I said in the beginning. You do whatever they tell you. Don’;t worry about what I think. This is about you.”

“But…Lois—“

“Bob, I have a confession to make.”

Bob went silent.

“I saw your medical record. I saw that you were at risk. I forwarded them to the Autogynephilia Group.

“What?”

“That’s right, Bob. Women all over the world are being made aware of what is happening to men, and we are dedicated to helping them. The way I helped you.”

“You…did this.”

“No. I saw what was going to happen to you. Now I want you to go ahead and go through whatever you have to. Do what they tell you. Do you understand?”

He hung up and faced the table of three. His mind was churning. His life was changed.

“Okay. Whatever it is you want me to do…I’ll do it.”

The three women smiled.

Bobbie lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

He had figured out what they wanted. They wanted to deflower him. To take his virtue away. To make him feel what a woman felt.

As a man he was shrieking in his brain.

As a woman…he was scared. And yet…anxious.

The door opened and Marcie entered the room. “Hello, Bobbie.”

Bob went up on his elbows. His chest was so heavy now. “Are you going to…?”

“I asked to be the one. Yes.”

“But I thought I was going to have to fuck a man?”

“Nah. Besides, you still have so much residual male in you that it could be uncomfortable. So I volunteered.

She crawled onto the bed and kissed Bob on the lips.

Once again Bob was crying. But these were tears of relief.

Marcie held him, soothed him, and eventually began to feel his tits, and to take them in her mouth.

Bob was relaxed now. Women didn’t scare him, and the big strap on dildo jutting out from Marcie’s crotch wasn’t frightening at all.

It was…intriguing.

Marcy took Bobbie in her arms and began making love to her. Her hands explored Bobbie’s body, feeling his breasts, exploring the junction of his thighs.

“You have a nice pussy, Bobbie.”

“Thank you,” Bobbie responded shyly.

Then the moment of truth came.

Marcie moved between Bobbie’s thighs and entered her.

Bobbie gasped as her legs opened wider and the penis went deeper.

Then the two women were rollin’, rasslin’, and deeply engaged.

Bobby cried, and bled, and rejoiced.

Marcy kissed her tears away.

The orgasm hit, and Bobbie felt herself sail away on a huge cloud. She had never imagined…and there was a slight guilt. She had never realized how inadequate a lover he must have been for Lois.

But it was only a slight guilt, for now she understood what men could never understand.

“Now see,” Marcy whispered, as they lay in each others arms afterwards, “if I was a man you might get pregnant.”

That just made Bobbie laugh.

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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