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PART ONE

“I entered you in a race,” Jan said.

Bob looked at his wife. She was a babe. Long, blonde hair, a body that was to die for, and a beauty queen’s face. He loved her dearly, but he didn’t want to be in a race.

“I don’t want to be in a race,” he groused.

“It’ll be fun!”

“What racing around a track? Seeing how high you can jump? Something stupid? No thanks.”

She sat on the bunk and pouted. “I always have these great ideas, and you’re nothing but a stick in the mud.”

He sat down next to her, put an arm around her shoulder. “Hey, honey. I came to this camp to rest and relax. I don’t want to get in a competition. I want to lay in the water and let my dick float.”

She folded her arms, which emphasized her large breasts, and looked away. “You and your dick.” She turned back to him, “Come on, honey! It’ll be fun! All sorts of guys are entering. Wouldn’t you like to beat everybody and win the grand prize?”

“Heh,” he chuckled. “What’s the grand prize?”

“A blow job.”

“What?”

“And a fuck. And anything else you want.”

He snorted. “So it’s you I’m winning. But I already won you. I married you and you’re my wife and I get you whenever I want.”

He pushed her over on the bunk and nuzzled her. She laughed, but when he grabbed her tit she pushed his hand away and sat up.

“I’m not kidding. I want you to enter this contest. I’ll be fun. We can train, and I’ll be your cheerleader, and they’ll give you a trophy or something.

“Great,” he snorted. “A trophy.”

At that moment they heard the clanging of a bell. Jan jumped up. “Come on! Camp is starting. Get your clothes off.”

She took off her sweat shirt, and Bob watched her breasts jiggle as she took off her bra. He sighed happily at the sight of her nakedness and would have stroked himself, but he didn’t want to go out in public with a hard on on his first day at camp.

He stood up and began divesting himself of clothes. In a minute they were naked, and they walked out of the cabin.

Around them other nudists walked towards the meeting place. hundreds of people in the buff. Acres of pulchritude. Tons of tits. Miles of cock.

Grinning, they broke into a trot and joined the stampede.

The Meeting Place was a big square with split lumber benches. They found a place near the front and sat down. Other nudists greeted them, names were exchanged and small talk begun, then the head counselor stepped onto the small stage in front of the benches.

“Welcome! Naked people!”

Laughter and cheers greeted the woman, and Bob blinked.

Last year the head counselor was a lady of about fifty. In good shape, large mature boobs, and lots of energy. She made jokes, made sure everybody was happy, and…a different woman stood on the stage.

She was maybe five foot two, but she was packed. Her breasts were perfect tear drops. Large, with pointy nipples.

Her waist was slender and emphasized by a six pack. A babe with a six pack, what do you know?

Her butt was round and supported by one of the finest sets of legs Bob had ever seen.

Then he looked back up and saw the face.

Whoa.

Green, sparkling eyes. Laughing eyes. Blond hair tied back. A pert nose and even features.

“My name is Sandy Shepherd. Sarah is still around, but she’s been promoted and I’ve been asked to organize activities. Everybody okay with that?”

Of course they were.

“Go Sandy!”

“You bet!”

Claps and cheers.

Nudists were not shy in their approval of fellow nudists.

“Okay, let me make a few announcements, and then we’ll discuss this year’s Games.”

More cheers.

For five minutes Sandy talked about things like meal times, emergency procedures, and the need not to make pets of the wild life. then she segued into The Games.

Bob didn’t remember last year’s Games being a big deal, but the way people perched on their seats and paid attention…it was obviously looked forward to.

“I want you to enter The Games,” Jan squeezed Bob’s arm.

“Negative, babe.”

She frowned.

On the stage Sandy said, “We’re going to have everybody on a single course this year. Men and women together. We will have separate divisions and…” Bob listened. Blah, blah, blah.

“And there will be prizes for each division, and an overall prize for the big winner.”

“Hah,” whispered Bob. “The men are going to take that.” Sandy’s next words put a damper on that observation.

“To make things interesting we’re going to have certain handicaps for some of the events. This will allow women to compete directly with men.”

For some reason this interested Bob, and he started to pay attention.

“In a contest where size is important we have changed certain factors. Take a look at the board above me.”

Everybody looked at a 4 by 8 piece of plywood. There were four squares drawn on the board. Inside one of them was a smaller square.

“This is a diagram for the game of Foursquare. Think about it this way. If a man is six foot tall, and a woman is five feet tall, the man’s square would be the equivalent of six feet. the woman’s square would be the equivalent of five feet. This way there is no advantage by height. Men playing men and they have equal size square. Women playing women would be in the smaller squares. Men playing women the men would play in the big square and the women would play in the smaller square. This will tighten up The Games, level the playing field, and we have done this for a number of sports.

Bob studied the diagram. It made sense, there might have to be adjustments made, but it could work.

Beneath the big plywood board Sandy continued.

“The bases on a baseball diamond are ninety feet apart. A man being six foot and a woman being five foot, the woman’s bases will be 75 feet apart.”

The nudists were getting into it now. Men were teasing women, and women were teasing back, and everybody was laughing. This was all in fun, and so what if the thing ended up being lopsided or whatever. They were all here to have fun.

Bob sort of zoned out. He was thinking about compensation for weight, or muscle mass. Should men have heavier tennis rackets, or longer ones. And what about golf clubs. A longer shaft and a smaller striking surface for men. Heck, one would apply this sort of thing to—

Jan stood up.

He blinked, came back to himself, and looked up at her.

“I want to have a grudge match!”

Some of the men groaned, some of the women cheered, Sandy called on her. “Who’s your meat, girlfriend? Are you challenging a man or a woman?”

Oh, God, thought Bob. She wasn’t…she couldn’t…

“I want to challenge my husband Bob!”

Everybody in the place was laughing and cheering now. Girls were telling Bob how much trouble he was in. Men were commiserating with Bob. Everybody had things to say about the big grudge match.

Sandy, of course, loved it. This brought a zest to the camp that would be hard to beat.

“Is that big hunk of man meat next to you your husband?”

Jan looked down at Bob, who now had his face in one hand and was shaking his head. “This is the love of my life!” She grabbed his hand and raised it.

“On your feet, Bob!” yelled Sandy. “Are you ready to battle your wife to the bitter end?”

Bob was tugged to his feet. “I hadn’t really planned on entering…”

The rest of his sentence was drowned out by boos.

Sandy rode right over him. “And if you win what would you want the prize to be?”

Bob sighed. He wasn’t planning on entering the games, but the question was there. He said, “She has to dress up in a sexy dress. The sexiest, with her boobs falling out and her ass tilted up on the highest heels she has. Then she has to take me out to dinner.”

The guys cheered and the women booed.

“And Jan, what would you like the prize to be.”

Jan grinned and said, “He has to dress up in a sexy dress. The sexiest, with his boobs falling out and his ass tilted up on the highest heels I have has. Then he has to take me out to dinner.”

Laughs from everybody.

Bob gave a rueful smile. He couldn’t top that. But Jan wasn’t done. She raised a hand for silence and yelled, “And he has to wear a chastity tube for a year.”

Now the crowd was cheering. Women were standing on the split benches and men were telling Bob he better win.

Bob tried to shake his head, but the crowd was against him. Finally, he sighed and gave up. Whether he wanted to or not…he was going to be in the games this year.

And he better win!

“Now you’ve done it,” Bob said, as they walked back to the cabin.

“I sure have,” Jan agreed happily. “This is going to be so much fun.”

“So what races do you want to enter? What, specifically, is going to decide this grudge match between us?”

“Cock sucking.”

Bob laughed. “You win. I forfeit.”

“What? Can’t handle a little cock?”

“I can handle a lot of cock…if it’s my own.”

They entered the cabin and she turned to him, grabbed his meat in one hand and wrapped a hand around his neck and fused her mouth to his. He went with it, tasting her lips was his favorite past time.

Then she pushed him away. “Oh, no, buster. No sex until you win.”

He looked down at his burgeoning boner sadly.

“Sorry, big guy. The bitch is back.”

“The bitch!” She threw a pillow at him.

At that moment the door opened and a couple entered.

“Hey guys, I guess we’re roomies. I’m Myles and this is Shiela.”

They shook hands and sized each other.

Campers were four to a cabin, and there was only a sheet of plywood between the beds. To make things even more difficult the beds were all all narrow. But people got to know each other, and Myles and Shiela were happy campers and of the same type as Bob and Jan.

Shiela, shaking hands with Bob, glanced down at his boner and said, “Uh oh, Myles. We’ve fallen in with a bunch of sexual deviates.”

“Uh, sorry about that,” Bob reddened a bit. But not too much. It was a nudist colony and boners were bound to happen.

“That’s okay. I saw a dick once before. Long time ago. During the winter of ’89, I believe it was.”

“You saw a dick? A real, live penis? Like, on a man?”

Bob groaned. He could see the women were going to get along.

“Oh, it was terrible. He was hairy and he smelled and he thought he was better than me.”

Bob and Myles shook hands. “You’re the guy who got challenged to the grudge match.”

“Yep.”

Jan asked Shiela, “What did you do with said penis?”

“I married it.”

The girls snickered and the men looked at each other wryly. “You see what I have to put up with?” Myles sat down at the little table in the center of the room.

“These?” Shiela hefted her bare boobs at him.

“And she’s always trying to bonerize me. So what contests are you guys going to grudge at?”

“We were just talking about that.”

“Hey! I’ve got an idea! Let’s go teams. Me and Jan against caveman and caveman.”

Jan clapped her hands. “Perfect!”

“Oh, so you want to get thrashed double fast.”

“Remember,” Shiela admonished, “if I win you wear a tube for a year.” She turned to Jan, “He actually loves chastity, especially the first 364 days.”

Suddenly Myles stood up. “Four glasses, sweet cheeks. And don’t forget the ice.”

Bob and Jan sat at the table. Myles dug a bottle of bourbon out of a duffle bag and placed it on the table. He rummaged around and found a six pack of Coke. “It’s usually a day before the store is up and running, so we’ll have to do with warm cock…uh, Coke.

“Cock is fine, Hunky.” Shilea placed the ice filled glasses on the table and Myles started mixing drinks.

“Okay, what contests?”

The two couples sat companionably and sipped. It was a great way to start the two weeks of camp.

“I figure we should enter the long run.”

“Go up the mountain?”

“And back.”

Bob nodded. He had a lithe body and liked long running. “Sounds good. And maybe we get a few guys and start a baseball team.”

“What? We don’t get a vote in this?” Shiela protested.

“So what are your ideas?”

The girls looked at each other frowned. “The swim is a given,” Jan said.

“Hold on,” protested Myles. “Shiela was a college swimmer. We don’t stand a chance.”

“Good. Then we’ll choose swimming.”

The men howled and ranted, and sipped some more bourbon and Coke, but the women were adamant. After all, if the men were going to subject them to the long run, which was a given for them, then things evened out.

“What about the last event?”

“I think baseball.”

“Wait a minute,” Jan suddenly back pedaled. “I’m not sure about this long run thing.”

“Come on, babe, it’s fair.”

“Well, not really.”

“So what will make it fair?” asked Myles.

“You guys carry 100 pounds knapsacks.”

The guys scoffed at that, and Jan admitted, “Sandy mentioned the guys might have to carry extra weight.”

“What’s the solution then?”

“I’ve got it, Shiela snapped her fingers. “If you guys win the long run then we get an advantage on the team play.”

Myles and Bob looked at each other.

“That’s not bad.”

“I can live with that.” Bob turned to the girls, “But what is your advantage?”

“Oh, we don’t know, yet,” Shiela waved the ‘advantage to be named later’ off airily.

“We can’t have you springing a super bad surprise on us later.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, how about if we let Sandy adjudicate when we come up with one? She’ll be fair.”

“I don’t know. She’s a woman, and women are notoriously unfair.”

“”Downright biased,” agreed Myles.

“Oh, okay. I’ll tell Sandy that you think she’s a sexist. A man hater. She’ll like that.”

Bob laughed. “All right. you win on that one.”

Suddenly the bell sounded. Time for activities. The two couples stood up, smiled at each other, then Jan hooked arms with Shiela. “See ya, guys. We got to do a little strategizing.”

They skipped out the front door and headed for the fields.

Bob and Myles walked along behind them.

“What do you think, amigo? Did we step on our sizable dicks?”

“Probably, fortunately mine is puncture proof and guaranteed. Five years or fifty thousand cums. Whichever comes first.”

They chuckled.

Ahead of them, Jan and Shiela had their heads together. “Here’s how we win the long run…” when she was finished Jan snickered and said, “That is the most devious thing I ever heard of. Can we get away with it?”

“Doesn’t break any rules. Now, as for the advantage, here’s what I’ve got in mind.” Shortly the girls were laughing hysterically and glancing back at the boys.

“Looks like we’re in for it now,” quipped Myles.

“You have any problem with the long run?”

Myles grinned. “I do marathons.”

Bob laughed. “And I do biking I should be able to adapt my muscles a bit.”

“I think we’re going to do okay, partner.” They grinned at each other.

Ahead of them Jan glanced back yet again, then whispered to Shiela, “Now, there is one other item, I call it the deciding factor. To make sure that we win we’re going to have to…” she whispered her plans and Shiela began to chuckle, then guffaw. “And you called me devious. Lady, that is downright…fun!”

“Yep.”

When they arrived at the big green lawn, which was used for soccer, baseball, foot races, and whatever, Bob and Jan found themselves the center of attention. The idea of a male to female grudge match had caught on, and men and women were choosing teams, discussing strategy, and, of course, trash talking.

“Men will lose because they have to carry those big dicks around. They’ll be stepping all over them. The women are going to kick ass!” said one happy camper.

One of the men responded with, “Girls will be slower because they don’t have a stick shift and  two ball bearings between their legs.”

Laughter, friendly jeers, then Sandy showed up and teams and leagues were formed. She was a bit surprised at how the ‘battle of the sexes’ was shaping up, but she was fine with it. Whatever the people wanted was good for the camping experience.

The day started with a light exercise program. After that was an hour of swimming, followed by a jog through the woods, then lunch.

Nudists are physical cultists, and they are generally in good shape. Thus, training was already sprouting up. A couple of fellows swam across the river and back. Bob and Myles did a swim and a run, and contemplated the hill they had to climb on the long run. It was only a five mile run up and back, but running up hills wasn’t an easy task.

The girls did a little swimming, then met with other girls and talked teams and strategies.

When lunch was called everybody was ready for a little sit down. Now the men and the women didn’t separate so much. Couples sat together, the spattering of singles occupied a table and began making connections, and the trash talk was held to a minimum.

For a battle of the sexes it was pretty companionable. But, then, Jan’s extra advantage plan was common knowledge, at least among the women, and the women were already making sure the men would be amenable when they lowered the boom.

Which was silly because what man isn’t amenable to a beautiful woman?

And so the day went. A game of baseball was held, and a few small races were done, just for practice. And everybody had a wonderful time.

That night, however, Jan’s extra advantage was begun.

Bob and Jan and Myles and Shiela went to a movie after dinner. When they returned to the cabin the men broke out the whiskey and started a card game. This aligned with the girls secret plan perfectly.

“Full house!” Bob chortled.

“Every time you win you have to take a drink,” said Shiela.

Bob and Myles looked at each other and shrugged.

“Sure.”

“Yep.”

Another hand was dealt, and this time Myles won. As time went on the boys won more and more, and they drank more and more. After a while they were drunk and didn’t notice that they were the only ones winning. The girls seemed to have rotten luck.

“Okay, guys,” Bob slurred his words. “We’ll see you in the morning.”

“Yesh!” agreed Myles.

“You’re drunk!” observed Shiela.

“Yep.”

“Can you still get it up?”

“Can I get it up? Does the Pope shit in the woods?”

“Excuse us, folks. If you hear anything that sounds like sex just ignore it.” Grinning, she pulled a sheet across the front of their cubicle.

Jan guided Bob into their cubicle. He was yawning. Until she grabbed his cock. Then he woke up pretty fast.

“Oh, ho!” he said as they fell onto one of the narrow bunks.

Jan ended up on top and she snaked her hands down and massaged his balls and rubbed his dick. Their mouths pressed and he groped her breasts.

They heard a groan from the other side of the plywood partition and giggled. They listened for a moment.

“Oh, baby. That’s big! It’s too big!”

Bob and Jan snickered, then Jan slid up over Bob and fit her pussy to his cock. She slid down his shaft and began riding him.

Bob loved it. There was nothing better than his wife’s pussy, and he pumped away.

Being drunk during sex is a two-edged sword. On one hand drunkenness reduces boners, sensitivity, and can result in a longer runway to the big O. On the other hand, inhibitions are gone and excitement mounts quickly.

Jan didn’t wait, or risk him becoming limp. She ground down on him, twisted her hips, squeezed his balls, kissed him, and finally stuck a finger up his ass.

Bob loved the finger up the ass. They had played anal a bit, and he lurched up, his prostate squeezed, and he began to shoot. And shoot and shoot.

On the other side of the partition Myles was grunting as he filled Shiela with his seed.

A couple of minutes later the girls got up and went to the bathroom. The bathroom was a small building fifty feet away from their cabin, and they walked across the soft ground and grinned at each other.

“Perfect,” whispered Jan.

“He came easy. And no matter how tough it gets, he’s going to cum every night.”

“And on game day he’ll be drained of energy.”

They laughed as they entered the bathroom, and another woman was there. “Hey, girls, what’s so funny.”

So they told her. “We’re going to sexually exhaust our husbands before Game Day.”

The other woman laughed, and contemplated, and when she headed back to her cabin she was thinking sexy thoughts. Sexually exhaust the men, eh? Sounded good to her.

And so the spread of the sexy strategy spread through the camp.

The days passed in a haze of fun. Early to rise, even if they had been drinking, and a little more drained every day, Bob and Myles didn’t at first notice their growing lethargy. When they did notice they didn’t care. They were having too much fun. Drinking half the night, getting sexed up, and then sleeping too little…it was fun.

Besides, the women, when they practiced, didn’t look all that good.

When the men practiced they were looking good. And because they were so good they didn’t try as hard as they could have. They dawdled here and there, they didn’t try as hard as they might, and they were unaware that they were cultivating a poor competitive attitude.

And they didn’t notice that women were a bit sporadic. Suddenly showing a sharpness of technique and an intensity of drive.

The men just lazed along, secure in their power and strength, and dismissive of the women. Bit mistake.

The nights passed in a haze of alcohol and sex.

Every night the cards would come out. Booze was poured freely. And the men were going to bed later and later.

Every night Jan took Bob for a ride, and Shiela did the same for Myles. They fucked, they sucked. During the day they would prime their men, make remarks, give juicy kisses, and, if circumstances permitted, grope the hell out of them.

Then, after the obligatory card game, it was down and dirty.

The women became more vocal, talking over the partition during sex, talking dirty and helping each other keep their husbands aroused.

On Saturday night Bob and Myles were sufficiently sexually exhausted that Jan and Shiela actually changed places.

“Hey! Shiela?”

“Yeah?”

“My man can’t cum. You want to lend me your mouth for a while?”

“Oh, my God! But I’m in the middle of Myles.”

“Can he cum?”

“I don’t know. Myles? Can you cum?”

Mumbled words.

“He might, but I told him to tell you when he could. You don’t want to get any of that sticky goo in your mouth.”

Jan giggled. Like Hell she didn’t want to suck some sperm out of Myles’ snake.

Jan slithered out of bed, ducked under the sheet, and a moment later Shiela replaced her.

Bob was electric. A strange woman, in a manner of speaking. He might have even objected, but he was too drunk, and, of course, too horny.

Shiela attacked him. She sucked on his weenie for a while, really worked his balls over. Then she slid up his frame, held his balls and stroked him while she kissed him.

On the other side of the partition Myles was moaning.

“Mine’s going to cum. You better hurry up!”

Shiela moved down to his cock again and began giving him the blow job of all blow jobs.

“Unh….fuck….oh!” Myles began filling Jan’s mouth with sperm. Jan gobbled as fast as she could. She took a big swallow and smiled. “Thanks, honey,” she patted his cheek and got out of bed. She returned to her own cubicle and joined Shiela in her ministrations. While Shiela sucked she kissed Bob and played with his nipples. With two women working him over it didn’t take long. Bob suddenly grunted, his hips rose, and his muscles spasmed. He began to shoot long strings into Shiela’s mouth.

He grunted and she gobbled and gulped, and when he was done she wiped her mouth and said, “Good Lord! That man is a firehose!”

She returned to her bed and shook Myles awake. “Honey! I need more semen.”

He groaned and everybody laughed.

Jan and Shiela headed for their nightly after sex washroom meeting. Several women were there, and the strategizing commenced.

Later, when Jan and Shiela were heading back to the cabin, Jan said, “It’s getting harder and harder to get him to squirt.”

“We’ve still got several days to go. We can’t let up now.”

“So how far are you willing to go?”

“You mean, like, should we fuck each others husbands?”

“Yes.”

Shiela thought about it. She thought about how deep and quickly their friendship had grown. “I’m willing.”

“Okay. Strange meat should make them easy for a couple more days.”

“What will we do when even that isn’t enough?”

Jan said, “I’ve got one more trick up my sleeve.” She smiled.

On Tuesday the women realized that ‘swap sucking’ wasn’t enough. Shiela yelled over the partition. “Bob isn’t cumming!”

Jan spoke to Myles for a long minute. Shiela waited. And Myles finally said, “Fuck him.”

“Really?”

“Really. That okay with you, Bob?”

“Uh…”

“Of course I’m going to be balls deep in your wife.”

Bob blinked, and thought, and his horny balls finally took over for him. “Uh…yes.”

“Oh, goody,” blurted Jan. “My pussy has his head in it already.”

A second later she sighed. “So much for half measures.”

In spite of his exhaustion, Myles flipped Jan over and began pounding the spike into her.

On Bob’s side he did the same. He sunk his shaft into Shiela’s warm womanhood, looked into her eyes, and they fucked. Long, and slow, and…he grunted and began shooting.

On the other side of the partition Myles was doing the same for Jan.

On Wednesday they again swapped partners. But by Thursday they knew the men weren’t going to cum even from swapping. The women had been making them cum every night. The men were drunk every night. They didn’t get enough sleep every night…the girls knew the men were done. And they really didn’t want the men to get a good night’s sleep, or not cum. Thus, Jan’s final plan was implemented.

Myles yawned and stretched. “Man, we have The Games tomorrow. I need to get some sleep.”

“Oh, hell,” Jan said, placing a drink in front of him. “You guys know you’re going to kick our ass.”

Bob grinned, took a sip, and the night was on.

They played cards, and the men drank, and at midnight, when the festivities usually ended, when the men were sloshed, Jan threw a dildo on the table.

“What?”

“What is this?”

Both men stared at her.

“You guys haven’t been studly enough. I need some cock, and if you guys can’t get it up, then Mr. Dildo there is going to do me tonight.”

The men stared at the big black dildo laying in the center of the table like it was part of the pot.

“I’m not going to use a fake cock on you when I’ve got the real thing in my pants.”

“Yes, you are.”

The men frowned.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. Let’s play a few hands. If you men win…you can use your dicks. But if we women win…we’re going to use these dicks on you.”

“What?” Bob actually stood up.

“Come on, Bob. What’s the big deal? We’ve played a little anal before. Afraid of going all the way?”

Challenging a man is the fastest way to get him involved, and Bob blurted. “I’m not afraid.”

“How about you, Myles?” asked Shiela. “Are you chicken?”

“Hell, if Bob can take that, then so can I. But we’re not going to have to.”

Bob and Myles looked at each other chuckled. They had been winning at poker all week. No reason not to win tonight.

They dealt the cards. They were drunk, they were tired, and they didn’t know the girls had been holding back. Six hands later all the chips were on the girl’s side of the table and the Bob and Myles stared at each other in shock. “What the fuck?” blurted Bob.

Shiela smiled. “Would you like me to use the dildo on you, Bob? Or would you like the little wife to do the honors?”

“You’re really going to…”

“We didn’t think you’d win!”

“Okay, Myles. For that remark you’re going first. Bob. You just sit there. Jan, let’s go.”

Bob sat at the table. And he drank. And he listened. And he wondered what had happened. He and Myles had been kicking ass all week, and now…now…

He heard Myles groan,  and the girls talked.

“There it is.”

“Is it all the way in?”

“Right to the fake balls.”

“Excellent, pull it out a little, yes…yes..there. Now tilt it and feel for the walnut.”

Bob frowned. What the hell were the girls doing?

But whatever they were doing, Myles was loving it. He kept moaning and groaning.

“Get your hips up a little, okay…here it comes.”

“God, it’s a lot!”

“He’s going to be totally empty when we’re done.”

Two minutes later the girls came out from Myles partition. Shiela went and washed the big, fake cock off. Jan took Bob’s hand and led him into their sleeping area. A few seconds later Shiela was standing next to the bed.

“On your belly, Bob. And put your hips up.”

Bob raised up and Jan slipped a couple of pillows under his hips. She stroked his cock a couple of times, then began pressing lubricant into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“Feels good, eh, honey?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Shiela guided the missile between his cheeks and Jan kissed him and felt his balls.

Shiela twisted the cock into him a few times, then brought it halfway out. She tilted it so it would hit the prostate, and began pressing.

Almost instantly Bob felt the desire to pee. He grunted, and Jan whispered into his ear, “Let it go, honey. I know you want to pee. Go ahead.”

He was drunk, he wasn’t thinking, and…he peed. For a long minute he felt the ‘pee’ ooze out of him. It came out in chunks and streams, and then he was done.

Sheila pulled the dildo out of his ass. “You get a lot?”

“All there is.”

The girls giggled and left the cubicle.


PART TWO

Bob awoke, and it felt like his head was stuffed with throbbing cotton. He had a headache, and his vision was blurry. His mouth was dry and he turned and looked up at the cabin rafters.

“Oh, fuck,” came from Myles.

“I feel like shit,” said Bob.

“I am shit.”

The sheets were suddenly drawn back.

“Come on, boys. The games are about to start. If you’re late you forfeit.”

Bob and Myles struggled out of bed. They didn’t even have time to brush their teeth, and they made their blinking way through the bright sunshine.

A crowd was gathered at the river, and everybody was ready.

“Come on, guys!” Sandy yelled.

Bob and Myles arrived and Sandy yelled, “Ready! Set! Go!”

Some twenty people jumped into the water. At one end Shiela dove cleanly and cut through the water.

The river wasn’t overly wide, but there was a mean current right in the middle.

Bob and Myles hit the current and were washed down river twenty yards. Now they had to swim diagonally to get back on track.

Shiela was the first to reach the far bank. She came out of the water, sauntered around a pole, and headed back.

About half the people reached the bank, then Jan climbed out. She was tired from the exertion, but she was game. She was also ahead of both Myles and Bob. She had managed to get through the current in the middle of the river.

Among the last to climb out on the far bank were Bob and Myles. They had woken up feeling like shit, and now they felt worse.

Still, men have a competitive nature, and it was rising up. They were getting a second wind. They rounded the pole on the far bank and dove in.

Shiela was on the far bank. Out of the water and yelling encouragement.

The current swept Jan down ten yards, but she overcame it and headed for shore.

Now the boy’s musculature was coming into play. They were seeing that Jan was not too far ahead, and they redoubled their efforts. At the last second, however, Jan found a little extra energy and made it to shore. Bob and Myles listened to the cheers as the women surrounded their wives and congratulated them. A couple of fellows helped them out of the water, and they stared at the celebrating women.

“Crap,” said Bob. “I was always faster than Jan.”

“Shiela helped her figure out that current.”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, people, are you ready for the big run?” Sandy yelled through a megaphone.

Cheers.

The crowd, everybody in the camp, walked across the soccer field to a trail head. Men and women put on running shoes and did a few jumping jacks and stretches.

Bob and Myles were feeling a bit surly now, but their determination was rising. They had been beaten once, but, in spite of Shiela being a collegiate swimmer, they felt it had been a fluke.

Sandy stood over a line of knapsacks at the trailhead. “Okay, people. We told you we would be making certain adjustments for men and women, if you find a knapsack with your name on it that is the leveling factor. We figured out how much extra weight you had to carry based on your weight compared to your spouses, or an average if you’re here alone.”

Bob and Myles each found a small knapsack with their names on them. The sacks weighed around 20 pounds, which wasn’t too bad. Myles had carried 80 pound knapsacks in the army. They pulled straps over their shoulders, adjusted the straps, and lined up.

Jan and Shiela were silent, standing next to them.

“You did good on the swim,” said Myles. “But this is where you take it in the shorts.”

“I believe it was you boys who took it in the shorts last night.”

It was the perfect trash talk. It embarrassed both men and adjusted their bold attitude. It’s hard to look down on a woman who has fucked you in the ass.

“Okay, people! Ready! Set! GO!”

Jan and Shiela started out at a moderate pace. Bob and Myles ran behind them for a minute, then seeing that they were going to be slow, they sped past them. “See you at the finish line.” The boys laughed and zoomed ahead.

Now they were determined, and they passed everybody within the first mile. By the second mile they were ahead of the nearest competitor by a hundred yards.

The packs on their backs were light, their feet were light, and they ran through the level area of the woods, then started the slope up to the mountain.

Mile after mile, and they slowed down. They were tired. They were sweating alcohol. And, they actually felt a little uncoordinated. Anal sex will do that to a person the first time or two. Awareness shifts inside, and they have to adapt to the new awareness.

By four miles they were halfway up the mountain, and struggling. they went slower and slower. The packs grew heavier and heavier. Their legs became stump-like.

Still, they couldn’t stop themselves from putting out their all. In their minds the girls were right behind them. And the slower they went the more desperate they grew, and the harder they tried.

They reached the top of the mountain. They were gasping for air. They stood for a moment, not enjoying the view, but bent over and struggling to breath, trying to get over the pain in their legs.

A couple of runners appeared.

“Crap,” wheezed Bob. “Let’s go.”

By the time they had descended a hundred yards they were in the bulk of the runners. They actually had to step aside, the crowd was so thick. And it was catching up to them.

“Oh, man. We have to hurry!”

They associated the crowd with the girls. Any second they would see Jan and Shiela, and they tried harder.

Running downhill can be as arduous as running uphill. Running uphill you have to climb, running downhill you have to stop. Either way takes extra effort.

By the time they reached the bottom of the mountain they were actually wobbling.

And runners started to pass them. Runner after runner. Both men and women.

The race that had started out so well was becoming a death march.

They slowed down to a walk, and the main group of runners passed them.

Still, they hadn’t seen any sign of the girls, and while this puzzled them, it still heartened them.

“Maybe they stepped off the trail to pee?” suggested Bob.

“Maybe they hid,” chuckled Myles.

They came to the last mile. They weren’t in last place, but they were close to it. They rounded a turn in the trail and saw the big field. There was still a crowd there, and people still cheered and yelled encouragement.

They managed to break into a trot and approached the finish line.

Then, ten yards before the finish line, Bob stepped to the side of the trail and puked.

“GAHHHAAP!” He hadn’t eaten any breakfast, so not much came up. But…it felt like his kidney was going to plop out on the ground at any second.

A few cheers, a few laughs, and a lot of silence. Jan and Shiela appeared at their sides.

“Are you okay?”

Bob nodded. he straightened up and wiped his mouth. Physically, he was beat. The weeks of sex and alcohol, the clever way the girls had drained him…he was done.

But he wouldn't quit.

“One up,” he managed to say. “We’re going to take the baseball game.”

Shiela glanced at Jan. Her lips were compressed.

Jan saw the humor trying to escape, and suddenly she was clamping her own mouth shut.

“What?” asked Myles.

“Nothing…nothing,” Jan said, her lips writhing with laughter trying to escape.

Bob looked up, and Jan lost it.

Then Shiela burst into laughter.

And, at that moment, the last runner in the race passed Bob and Myles. They were officially dead last.

Lunch, for the boys, was a sodden affair. Their legs hurt. They felt like a steamroller had run over their heads. They had absolutely no energy.

The girls were feeling pretty good, though.

Bob: “You girls didn’t even run.”

“Why should we? There was no way either of us could beat you guys.”

“So you forfeit.”

“Yep.”

“You’re betting an awful lot on a baseball game.”

“That’s okay,” put in Shiela. “We’re having fun.”

Bob and Myles looked at each other. They detected a collusion here, but they didn’t know what it was. After lunch they found out.

“Okay, people,” Sandy stood under a tree by the side of the baseball diamond. “There is a special condition to be applied to this game.”

The crowd murmured. Bob suddenly had a sinking feeling. He had forgotten about the special advantage he and Myles had granted in the event that they lost the long run.

“Now, I have talked extensively to people, both my bosses and those among you who aren’t playing, and we have come up with a wonderful idea.  The game will be played on a regulation 90 foot to a side base path for both men and women.

The crowd started to buzz.

Bob grinned. This was an advantage?

“However, the offset here, the special advantage, is that everybody must be accoutered as a female.”

Blank looks, then a few guffaws, then everybody was laughing.

Bob looked at Myles and they were both puzzled.

Everybody will wear underwear, high heels, and full make up!”

There had been laughter and cheers before, but now everybody raised the roof. Men laughed extra hard. Women crowed victoriously.

“I have your uniforms in these two duffel bags, and I want to thank those of you who have donated to the cause.”

Bob and Myles walked slowly to the duffel bags. Their legs had tightened up and Bob was having cramps. Myles was a little better, but even he was weak.

“Oh, God,” mumbled Bob. First they fuck us up the ass, now they make us wear make up!

Sandy yelled out, “There will be a prize for the prettiest boy, so do your best, girls!”

There were many women who hadn’t been part of the competition, and they had brought their make up kits to the baseball field. Shortly Bob and Myles were sitting on a bench while two women made them up. The first thing the women did was bring out fake fingernails.

“Hey! This isn’t make up!”

Sandy came by and chuckled. “Sorry, boys. I checked on Quora, and nails are considered make up. Cosmetics are any substance used to improve your appearance.”

So the boys watched as their nails grew long and were colored bright red.

The woman who was working on Bob, her name was Wanda, leaned in and cleansed his pores, then applied primer.

Bob gritted his teeth. It felt so weird to have a strange woman doing things to him. And the make up…it felt…it felt…and suddenly he realized the horror of it all. He looked down. His cock, in spite of being super drained the night before, was hard as a rock.

Wanda grinned. “Houston! We have a boner!”

Everybody laughed, and Bob felt like shrinking into a ball and rolling away.

Then another called out, “I’ve got one over here, too.”

Woman after woman shouted out that the man they were making up was becoming erect.

Jan and Shiela, of course, were in hysterics.

Wanda worked on Bob’s eyes. she made them sultry, dusky, caves for the glimmer of sensual eyes.

“Give him long lashes,” suggested Shiela.

“The longest, honey.”

“Hey!” protested Bob.

“Quiet down now, honey. Don’t mess my work. I want you to win the prettiest boy contest.”

Finally, red lipstick rolled onto his lips, Bob stood up. Jan and Shiela put a bra on him, then garters and nylons, and, finally, high heels.

Shortly Myles was similarly accoutered. The two men looked at each other. They were tired, beat, exhausted, empty…and they began to chuckle. It was obvious that they had been outmaneuvered, and badly. But they were good sports at heart. So they laughed and went to get their gloves.

They walked with wobbly ankles, and the soft dirt of the base paths didn’t help.

“How are we going to run in these?”

“How are we going to run, period? My legs feel like shit, I’m walking on stilts, and the rest of me doesn’t feel too good, either.”

“Play ball!” yelled Sandy.

The game commenced. There were six players to a side and each side provided their own pitcher. Three strikes and you were out. And any ball that wasn’t hit was a strike. That kept a high degree of motivation for the pitchers to throw good balls.

They tossed for first ups and the men won.

Bob started pitching, and the first two batters hit pop ups. That was to be expected as the men were getting used to Bob’s pitching.

Then Myles stepped up to the plate.

Myles and Bob grinned at each other. they had been pitching to each other for days, and Myles was all set. Bob tossed in a strike, Myles reared back and CRACK! The ball shot upwards in a blur.

Shiela knew about where the ball was traveling, and she was waiting for it. Instead of a double or triple the men had nothing.

The girls came to bat. Shiela pitched, and Jan was first up.

The girls had no real strategy. Just it the ball and run. And it worked.

Jan hit a dribbler down the third base line and scampered for first.

Bob was the catcher, Myles was first base, and the other players were third base and three fielders. The fielders played just outside the base path. The third base man rushed in, fumbled the ball because of his long fingernails, but tossed a strike to Myles.

Myles stretched out, lost his balance on his heels, and dropped the ball and Jan was safe at first.

A little chatter in the field.

“S’okay, Bob. Happen to anybody.”

“Hey, batter, batter!”

“Easy out.”

Except Shiela wasn’t an easy out. She got a piece of the ball and headed for first. Myles had to rush in for the ball, the second basemen had to cover first, and Bob rushed out from the plate.

Rushed. Like stumbled along on high heels, tripping and nearly falling. Bending to scoop up the ball Bob fell. Myles got the ball, turned and threw. The man covering first hadn’t reached first yet, and the ball sailed along the line into right field.

Jan was now on third sand Shiela was on second, and another girl came up to bat.

The pitch, and another weak hit.

If the girls had hit to the outfield it would have been a different story. But they just topped the ball, sent weak liners to the mound, and either first base or third base had to rush and come up with the ball. The girls were used to high heels and could run. The men were awkward and stumble footed. And, in addition, both Bob and Myles were stiff from the morning long run. They couldn’t reach the ball in time, and if they did they couldn’t throw with their long nails. And the crowd, of course, wouldn’t give the guys a break.

“Don’t break a nail, Bobby boy!
“Hey, Myles! You should get some implants and fill out that bra!

The guys, when they came to bat again, got a couple of runs, but it was a struggle.

By the end of the third inning the girls were ahead ten to three, and it was time for the ‘fourth inning ‘stretch.’

The guys draggled into their dug out and sat with heads hanging. They sat, looking beaten, in their panties and bras.

The girls climbed into the stands and led the crowd with ‘Take Me Out to the Ballgame.

The fourth inning, and it only got worse. The guys dropped easy flies, couldn’t chase down the weak grounders, and one of them was caught looking at his fingers and saying, “Damn! I broke a nail!” When the crowd roared he realized what he had said, turned red-faced, but grinned.

The girls got even more runs. The crowd cheered, and by the end of the game the score was 20 to 5.

Wearily, the guys trudged back to camp. They looked pretty sad in their garters and stockings and bras. All of the nylons were ripped and torn. The bras were flat and saggy, and many of the high heels had broken spikes.

“Man,” said Bob as he and Myles entered the cabin. “We got snookered.”

“Big time,” agreed Myles. “And we fell right into it. When they got us drunk night after night I should have realized what was happening.”

Bob: “And all that sex. Women never want that much sex.”

The two men fell into their bunks and slept. Their first real sleep in two weeks. The alcohol started working its way out. Their sore muscles started rebuilding,

For hours they slept, unaware of the world. Unaware of when the girls snuck into their sleeping cubicles and put chastity tubes on them.

“OW!” Bob sat up. Pain was in his groin. He looked down and realized what had happened. He was locked in chastity and he had morning wood.

“Fuck!” He scrambled out of bed and ran for the bathrooms. As he ran through the camp grounds people were grinning and pointing at his crotch.

He made it into a stall and sat down. He was cramping for a moment, and he bent over and looked at the base of the toilet, then the stream of pee relieved pressure on his cock and he started to straighten up.

A minute later Myles rushed in, went to Bob’s stall, saw Bob, and went to the next one.

“Oh, fuck!” he mumbled. “I forgot about this chastity thing.”

“And we’ve got a year of this. No sex. Oh, man. What have we done?”

A couple of minutes later they stepped into the showers and rinsed off. After a good night’s sleep they were feeling pretty good. Except for their struggling cocks. Shortly after that they were walking back to the cabin.

“You know, this fingernail thing is kind of cool.”

“I know what you mean.”

“But, all good things must come to an end. I’ll be glad to get them off.”

Meanwhile, people pointed and chuckled and made pointed jokes as they passed by.

They made it back to the cabin, where Jan and Shiela were waiting for them.

“Can you take these nails off?”

“Nope.”

Bob and Myles looked at each other. It looked like they were going to have nails for a while longer.

The morning meal bell clanged.

“Ready for breakfast?”

Bob and Myles moaned. They had to go out and subject themselves to more finger pointing and laughter.

But, breakfast was breakfast, and they headed for the chow cabin.

Saturday morning breakfast, the last day of camp. By noon everybody would be packed and gone. Gone for a year.

Sandy stepped up to the mike while everybody was eating.

“Folks, before you all leave we have a couple of trophies to give out.”

People turned and watched.

Sandy gave out prizes for male competitions, and other prizes for female competitions. Then she held up a big trophy. “And the winner of the first male and female combined competition goes to Jan and Shiela.”

Jan and Shiela came up and received the trophy amid cheers.

“And the Good Sportsmanship’ trophy go to their husbands, Bob and Myles.”

The men groaned, everybody was going to be looking at them, but they had no choice. Amidst the snickers and guffaws they went up to the mike and received a bigger trophy.

Bob held it up and the room swelled with cheers. His red fingernails were bright against the sheen of the trophy.

When the noise died down Myles commented, “We got the bigger one.”

Shiela shot right back, “That’s right, your dick is bigger than a woman’s.”

Everybody laughing, the two couple made it back to their table. A minute later, the awards given out, Sandy stopped by their table and handed Jan an envelope. “A little thanks. You made this camping session pretty special.” Then she asked, “Are you really going to keep them locked up for a full year?”

“Maybe,” answered Shiela. “There might be a way for them to get reduced sentences, however.”

Bob and Myles cocked their heads, but Shiela just smiled.

After the breakfast the two couples headed for their cabin. It was time to pack. They entered the cabin and Bob was all over them. “What do you mean reduced sentences?”

Myles was more direct. “How can we get out of these?”

Shiela went to her duffel bag and opened it up. “I talked to a couple of the girls, and managed to snag one of these.”

She held up a mess of straps with a cock in them.

“Uh, oh,” Bob muttered.

“We’ve been fucking you all week. Fucking and sucking and even changing partners. We’ve even used a dildo on you. But this is different. This isn’t just two women working over a couple of saps.”

“Hey,” Myles protested weakly.

“So if you let us fuck you, like a woman is supposed to fuck a man, right now, before we go home…we’ll reduce the sentence from one year to one month.”

Bob and Myles stared at each other. They had been drunk, sexed up, and taken advantage of. This was not drunk, this was going to be of their own free will.

Bob said, “But we’d be submitting to you.”

“That’s right. But you’ve been submitting all week, though you didn’t know it. Now it’s time to own up and take it like a woman. It’s time you cheerfully acknowledged, by letting us fuck your sexy asses, that women are superior.”

Bob and Myles stood, uncertain, and looked at their wives. There was a significance here that was not lost on the men. If they lay down and let themselves be fucked…they were giving their power over to the women.

Jan smiled, “It’s going to be a long year, lover, and I’m not going to be showing any mercy.”

“That’s right, Myles. You submit right now and things are going to be different. Can you handle that? Are you man enough?”

Bob broke first. He lowered his head and said, “Okay.”

Shiela: “Myles. Go take a hike. Come back in an hour and we’ll be ready for you.”

Myles didn’t protest. He just turned and walked out the door.

“Come on, Bob, lay on the bunk and put a pillow under your belly. We’re going to make sure you get the message…we’re both going to fuck you.”

Bob did as directed. Shiela knelt at the head of the bed and gazed happily into his eyes. “You’re going to like this, Bob.”

“Oh.” He was actually a little scared. He wished he was drunk.

Jan strapped on the dildo, went behind him and lubricated his ass.

The familiar feelings assaulted him. The wonderful sensation of her fingers in his ass, swirling around, relaxing him, going in and out.

Then she slid the penis into his bottom. He jerked, and sighed, and came face to face with the fact that he liked this better than normal sex. He loved the feeling of the plastic peter embedded in his buns. He began to screw back with his ass.

For long minutes Jan screwed him. Shiela held his face and kissed him. He grunted, and his heart swelled, and he felt himself giving over. There really was something to this submission business.

After ten minutes Jan pulled the dick out of his ass, handed it to Shiela, and they traded places.

Again, Bob felt the big dick take away his masculinity. He suddenly realized that he would never be a manly man again. For better or worse, he was changed.

Jan knelt in font of him and kissed him, and, at one point, she said, “I’d like you to get some breasts.”

“Female breasts?”

She nodded and kissed him again and played with his nipples.

And, before Myles came back he was drained. Not as much, just a little, he had been drained two nights previous, after all.

Then the girls pushed him out of the cabin and Myles entered.

By noon they were packed and loaded. They were fully dressed now, and grinned at the sight of each other in clothes.

And the mens’ caged cocks were hidden in tighty whitey underwear.

Before they left, while they exchanged a last chat, got each others phone numbers and email addresses, Bob remembered the envelope Sandy had given them. He saw it sticking out of Jan’s purse and he pulled it out.

“Say, what did we get here?”

The others gathered around him.

He opened it. It was a gift certificate, half price, which was quite a good sum, for a visit to the camp next year.

They looked at each other, smiled, gave a final hug, and piled into their cars.

END
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘When Women Win!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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